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has been earned for them by the ages of suffering

and persecution which their fathers have endured

for the sake of conscience and relizlon. Let every
Irish Catholic who is thrown early on the world’'s
wide waste, remember this great, this all-important
truth, and practise the lesson to be found in these
unprvh-wliu: pages.

Montreal, November, 1850.




WILLY BURKE.

CHAPTER L

THE PEPARTURE FROM IRELAND, ANXD DEATH
AT SEA.

l'[' was a sorrowful day in a certain parish of
th

je county Tipperary, when Andy Burke,
one of the principal farmers of the district, set
out with his numerous family for * the land of
the Far West.” In their day of prosperity,
Andy Burke and his worthy helpmate had
been public benefactors — the comforts by
which they were surrounded were liberally
shared with their poorer neighbors, and their
house had ever afforded a shelter for the house-
less wanderer. Like Goldsmith’s curate, * the
long remember'd beggar was their guest” year
after year, and the warmest nook. in the wide
kitchen was ever reserved for the poor way-
farer. Their children had grown up amid the
prayers and blessings of the poor, and now
when the hand of misfortune weighed heavily

on them all — when the good farmer found it
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necessary to emigrate with his family to Amer-
iea, in order to procure for them some sort of
establishment — the event was regarded as a
calamity in which the whole neighborhood
shared. In those days (some twenty years
ago) emigration was not what it now is, and
he or she who set out for a land beyond the
sea, was regretted almost as though the grave
were about to shut him in forever. It is true
that America was then regarded by our simple
peasantry as * a land flowing with milk and
honey ” — or, to speak less metaphorically, as
the land of gold and silver, where wealth
rolled on in a ceaseless stream, and to be caught,
needed but to reach out the hand. DBut then
the penalty — the dread penalty — which must
first be paid ; — the separation from home and
country —the dangers of the ocean, fearfully
exageerated in the mouths of rustic narrators,
and the length of time which it then fook to
perform the voyage — all these conspired to
make it an undertaking of great difficulty and
much danger, and, El Dorado as it was, it had
but few charms for either Burke or his wife.
The latter especially had many and sad mis-
givings as to the result of the step they were
abont taking, and to the very last she eould
scarcely bring herself to look forward with
hope. It was the Sunday evening before their
departure when the worthy couple sat down
together in melancholy mood, talking over the
matter so often discussed before,
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been =

as

an' better, for to stay at home,

v.':.»-n-‘-i{' we came | le wolation,
we'd have the old neichbors and friends about
us to comfort us.”

¢ An' sure there’s ne’er a one knows that
better than myself, Biddy, asthore machree,”
said Andy, as he took the pipe from his mouth
and laid it on the hob (i. e. back-stone) beside
him, * but then, as I often told yom 1

this poor old country’s grow in' every day worse

wlore,

an’ worse, an’ where's the prospect for a large
family risin’ up about us? Sure, as it is now,
it’s just all we can do to pay the landlord and
the tithe-proctor, and all the rest, so that we're
only workin® the skin off our bones for them
that doesn’t thank us; and when the boys an’
the girls are grown up, what have they before
them here but a life of hard labor, an’ nothin’
for it — that's the worst of all.
for theie sakes we must go to the strange coun-
try, while we have a little moffey in our hands;
for if we waited some time longer it ’id slip
throuzh our rers, and leave us without the

No, no, agra!

means of goin’ anywhere.”

“Well, I know it's all true enough, Andy,
ear,” replied Biddy with a heavy sigh,  an’
I'm not the one to j__':"i.' \\51.1.: I know is
(Grod's truth, but then wouldn’t i » better to
live in poverty here, where we have our chapel
an’ our priest within a mile of us — an’ where
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we have the comfort of seein” good Clristians
all about us, than to be livin’ ever so grand in
a strange country, where they say you'd may-
be have to travel hundreds o’ miles without
seein’.a priest or an altar? Sure, wouldn’t it
be better to see the children beggin’ their
bread, or livin’ gn some good Christian’s floor,
for their bit an’ sup, than to endanger the loss
of their souls? Isn't the hlessin’ o God, an’
the happiness of livin’ in his holy church, be-
yond all the riches in the world? ™

“ True enough, Biddy, true enough, au’ sure
it's yerself has always the good thought with
you, but there’s no use frettin’ about it now
when everything is ready to set out in the
mornin’.” Here some of the children ran in to
say that Father Maloney was coming up the
boreen, whereupon there was a general move,
and all went to the door to receive the priest,
who had come on purpose to pay a farewell
visit, and leave his benediction with a family
which stood so high in his estimation. It was
now drawing tomards evening, and one after
another the neighbors entered, each one rever-
ently saluting the priest, and having received
a friendly word or smile, retired to where some
friend was seated, if possible, near some of the
Burke family, who were of course the objects
of all attention. Around the wide hearth was
drawn a circle consisting of the priest, Andy
Burke and his wife, and some ten or twelve of
the older neighbors, of both sexes. The re-
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ainder of the laro shen was erowded wit!
young people — boys and ¢ men and wi
men while re and there
micht be seen the young sons and
of the house, each f the centre of a little
group. And the amazed at finding
themselves suddenly s iportant, waxed for-
ward and loquacious, and chatted away more
flippantly than they had ever done before.
About nightfall a stir was visible about the
door, giving reason to suppose that some dis-
tingnished arrival had taken place, and a voi
-as heard, saying, * Arrah, then, Tommy
ney, will o just take your long legs out
" master’s road? Mrs. Burke, ma’am,
s Master Dogherty, but the sorra bit o
him can get in, at all at all!”
stantly made for the honored guest, and Biddy
herself eame forward with both hands out-

A way was in-

stretehed, and a cordial ** God save you, mas-
ter!” “God save you kindly, Mrs. Burke!”
was the old man’'s quick reply, as she led him
ap to a seat beside the llli.l"‘] : “gare [ eame to
see the last of the boys and girls, and to g
yve all an old man's blessing — where are the
little ones? "
“ Here, master,”—and ** here”—and *“ here”
~ and before the worthy pedagogue could find
time to make a suitable 1 r & r Ma-
mself

hildren, four in

number, while the two elder, a boy and a girl,

o
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hung timidly back, awaiting their turn to re-
ceive the honor of the m: s notice. Even
when the good man had talien the seat placed
for him by Biddy, he had one of the children
on either knee, caressing each in turn.

¢ God knows, your reverence,” said the
school-master, addressing the priest, * God
knows, this family is a loss to the whole parish,
for old and young of them were an example to
all —sure I may say it now, as they're going
away from me, I hadn’t the like of these chil-
dren in my school; and I declare to yon, Fa-
ther Maloney, I loved them as if they were my
own flesh and blood.”

“] do not at all doubt it, Mr. Dogherty,”
rejoined the priest; “and I have only, for my
part, to wish that they may continne, when in
a foreign land, as good and docile as you and
I have ever found them. To this end we have
to pray that God may spare to them their
worthy parents.”

*An’ I hope, children,” said Master Dog-
herty, while his voice trembled with emotion,
“an’ I lli\ln' ‘\'n"” not forget the poor old man
that taught ye how to read your prayer-books
—an’ that ye'll remember him in your prayers
—an' never be ashamed of your country, as
they say some grow to be, but always be ]Ill)llll
of lnm_: born in poor old Ireland, because it
was, ay, and it is, the Island of Saints ; — and
above all, children, ye'll be mindful of the old
faith — the old religion that ye learned here at
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us. But maybe he'd give in some day, after
all, an’ then it ’id be *hey for America,’ —an’
I'd have my share o’ the gold, or I'd know for
what — bedad I would.”

As the family were to start before daylight
the following morning, their beds were all
packed up ; and though they had been solicited
with genuine Irish warmth to bestow them-
selves for the night on varions of the neigh-
bors, vet they declined, thinking it useless to
seck repose which must have been so very
short. It was, however, arranged that the
younger children should sleep in the next
house, and accordingly they were sent early
to bed, — not, however, before the priest had
given his blessing to the whole family. Abont
nine o'clock, Father Maloney took an affection-
ate leave of those whom, as he said, he was in
all probability to meet no more on this side
the grave, and it was observed, as he raised
his hand over the head of each individual, and
breathed an inward prayer, only perceptible
by the motion of his lips, that his aged eyes,
when he raised them to heaven, were dim with
tears. When he turned to go away, he found
that all present were kneeling in expectation
of his blessing; and as he passed along he
made the sign of the cross, invoking the divine
benediction on these humble, faithful Chris-
tians — so sublime in the trusting earnestness
of their devotion. Ile had almost reached the
door when Andy Burke's second son, a boy of
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eleven or twelve years old, was clinging to his
coat.

¢T want vou to Dbless me again, Father
Maloney.” and the tears were chasing each
other over the child’s rosy cheeks. * An’ I
hope you'll pray for me, and daddy, and mams-
myv. and all of us,” he added, ** when we're far
away from you.”

“\l;l}ll }!il"\" you, my ]ln_\':
and mark you with grace !
been a good, dutiful child, and may you con-
tinue to be a consolation to your poor parents
in the strange land whither they and you are
going ! e assured, Willy, that if my poor
prayers can obtain favor for you all from Al-
mighty God, they shall not be wanting. The
good man spoke in a thick, husky voice, and
he hastened away, evidently desirous to hide

God bless you,
you have always

his emotion.

The rest of the company declared their in-
tention of remaining over-night, so as to ac-
company the Burkes some miles of the way on
the following morning, and the night-hours
passed away in sad but friendly conversation.
About the middle of the night the Rosary was
said, being read aloud by Master Dogherty,
and responded to by all ';-r'i-«-!ut. you :
old. It was, and still is, the pious custom of
our people to approach the sacraments 1
diately before their departure from Ireland;
and this consoling duty had been faithfully
performed by the family in question, who had
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all, with the exception of the youngest child,
(who was only six years old,) received the
holy communion on that memorable Sunday
in their parish church, and from the revered
hands of Father Maloney. Beautiful is the
piety — the simple and unostentatious piety of
the peasantry of Ireland — beautiful when at
home in * their own loved island of sorrow : ” —
it sustains their sinking souls in poverty, and
hardship, and grievous privation, — and not
less lovely it is, when we find it strengthening
and fortifying their souls against temptation in
the foreign land, where perchance it is treated
with ridicule and contempt by the half-infidel
scoffers of the world. Ay, still more radiant
are then its divine lineaments — its truthful-
ness — its humility, and its mildness, when
brought into contrast with the proud, arrogant,
doubting spirit of the age, — the cold, scepti-
cal age in which we live! It was still dark,
on that Monday morning, when the comfort-
able homestead of Andy Burke was left to
utter loneliness— when the family that had
for so many long years nestled in peace and
love beneath its well-smoked roof-tree, set forth
as wanderers for a distant, and, to them, un-
known country, carrying with them little but
the hoarded faith of their fathers, and the love
and respect of their humble neighbors. Yet

these were blessings — great and consoling —
and so did Andy Burke and his wife regard
them. Like the dove, sent out from the shel-
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-th over the world’s

] hey should find a
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resting-place ; but heir souls were in p
:un:ui all their sorrow, for they were o] with
Some

ter of the ark, they went for
{

an humble vet lively confidence in God.
of the c .11\';1\ (as these pr« eessions » called)
being on :'-u-[. went but a few miles of the I--“-Il
neyv. and then returned home, with many i fer-
\'n-}tf blessing on the heads of the travellers.
Others who were variously mounted,
horseback, and others on thé wheeled cars of
the country, accompanied the Burkes to the
town whence 1]1-'_\' were to embark for Liver-
pool, and it was already noon-(lay when they
all Hitri:lu'il before the steamboat office.

At length the final moment eame, and it was
one of severe trial. The friendship of years
was rent asunder, as though by death; and
they who had grown up side by side — whose
childhood and youth and maturity had passed
l-\"t-llu' were now parte 1, as the A g :~:t|'.._' 1elt,
“ to meet no more on earth.” But here :1-_'_:1511
came in the consoling ai " their common
faith, and with the parting grasp of y hand
were spoken such touching assurances as t .
“Well! God be with ye all ! — an’ sure, when
ye are all far away, we'll never let ye out
of our minds nor our hearts. With God’'s
help we'll never forget to offer up the Pater and
Ave night an” mornin', for yvour welfare, an’
when we're sayin' the Rosary in the chapel
above, sure everybody ’ill keep ye in mind.
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An’ I pray God, Andy Burke an’ Biddy, an®
children dear, that we may all meet again in
the glory of heaven!”

«The Lord’s blessin’ be about ve, wherever
\l.' go!” said another, with a choking voice;

l"ur sure it’s verselves that earned nothin’ else,

Y livin' or dead as ye may be, while there's

one of us alive to offer up a prayer, ye'll have
it, from our hearts out. God bless ye, chil-
drvuf and make ye all happy in this world,
an’ the world to come. Ochone! it's the black
«wrht to many a one to see yer bac ks turned,
an’ the old w alls left bare an’ lonely — an’ (md
he sees that, Sure there's ms wny a ¢ reature "1l
miss ye sore, an’ when they 're passin’ the
house, they'll be offerin’ up the prayer to God
for them that used to have the warm firesidé;
and the good bit an’ sup for them !”

The protracted parting was at last over, and
the Burkes, old and young, were fairly em-
barked, — the father and mother grave and

sad, as their tearful gaze rested on thé swift
receding shores of that land now painfully dear
to their aching hearts ; the young pe n].h- grad-
ually losing sight of their sorrow, in the nov-
elty of everything around. The sea, the coast,
the It'rhlhnnw the steamboat, and the hun-
dreds of strance faces it bore along over the
waters, h nl all and each the power of weaning
their young minds from thoughts of sadness ;
and it was only when the violent motion of the
boat began to sicken them, that they could be
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prevailed upon to leave the deck, and go below.
1-\‘ n ;'H.. 1.-._.”-:.- of that narrow sea, though
eady effec ‘ted by steam, was by no means so
I l]' id as 51 now is. and the Burkes found it of
all but endless duration ; for it chanced that a
he ;\\ S0 Was swee 1-;[! r throngh the chs 111|lll
and its violent heavings af ffected all, more or
less. The sight of Liverpool, (dirty, smoky
town that it is,) was a welcome one to them ;
and it was with grateful hearts, and a sense
of relief, that they found themselves again on
the drv. firm land, although it was the land of
E ||-r"mu1
Next day our emigrants e ymbarked for New
York, on board the good ship Dublin; and it
ap lu"lru] as thoug fl| 1|u\ set out under favor-
able auspices, for the weather was fair and
tolerably mild, and the long '-\\l” of the ocean-
wave was but slichtly broken by the breeze.
Wind and tide were favorable, :le the ]lrl]u'-\
of passengers and crew ran high, in anticipa-
tion of a guick and pleasant voyage. There
were, however, two individuals on board who
looked on the animated scene, without and
within the vessel, without catching even the
smallest particle of the invigorating spirit
which seemed to actuate all around. These
were Andy Burke and his wife —the former
of whom seemed weighed down by some dark,
hidden feeling, which wore him ‘away day by
day ; and the latter by fears, newly awakened
fears, for her husband’s health. To all others,
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he seemed as well as he had ever been ; but

there was a flush on his wan cheek, and &
light in his hollow eye, that could not pass the
scrutinizing glance of affection; and poot
Biddy felt her heart sink, as the thought for
the first time crossed her mind — * What would
become of us all, if Andy was taken from us? "

For some days she kept her fears to herself,
dreading lest any expression of them might
be injurious to her husband ; but at length she
could contain herself no longer, and ventured
to ask, * Andy, ahagur! what's the matter
with ye, at all? Sure ye don’t look like the
same man since we left Liverpool! If it's
grievin’ ye are for leavin’ home, sure, arooi !
there’s no use in frettin’ about what can’t be
helped, an’ only it was God’s will, we wouldn't
be on the shaughran this blessed day,— 805
for that reason, we must make the best of ity
anw’ not murmur, for fear God might afilict us
more and more ! ”

“Well! since ye want to know, Biddy
asthore ! ” returned her husband, « I'll just tell
ye the truth. Ever since we left home, there's
something over me, an’ I don’t know what it
js—1I think I'm as well as ever I was, but
somehow or another there's like a heavy weight
on my heart — an’ at times it crushes me so
that I'm as much dead as alive— whatever’s
the reason of it. But somehow, I'm always
thinkin’ that I'll never see the other side ; an’
sure, God help me! that same wouldn’t trouble
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me much, only for you an’ the children, poor
things !” \

# Tut, tut, man ! " said his wife, affecting a
tone of remonstrance, T]lull_'_"h she found it
difMicult to restrain her tears, on hearing her
own secret Ilnl‘l'l.'"lil-llil‘_’_‘i echoed back from her
husband’s heatt. * Sure, it's a shame to hear
a sensible man talkin' that way. It's the
black grief, I tell you, that's makin’ you so
down-hearted, an’ it doesn’t become a God-
fearin’ man to be so easy cast down. With
the help of God, we'll both live to see the
children well settled in America, an’ then it's
no matter how soon we're taken home, for,
God knows, there's no great pleasure to be
expected in this world. Keep up your heart,
then, Andy ! for the love o' God, do! not to
speak o' myself an’ the poor creatures that's
dependin’ on you!" A sorrowful shake of the
head was Andy’s reply; and, as some of the
children drew near at the momént, the subject
was dropped for that time.

Alas! these gloomy presentiments were all
too soon realized, for Andy visibly declined,
and day after day saw him grow paler and
thinner, and more dejected. At length he was
forced to keep his bed, and a hectic fever set
in, which very soon exhausted his remaining
strength, and left not a shadow of hope for
his recovery. Even poor Biddy, though she
had bravely strugoled acainst despair while
the slightest possibility existed that her hus-




20 WILLY BURKE; OR,

band might still be spared, even she was at§
last driven to confess that hope had vanished §
and in the fulness of her grief she gathered
her children around her, and told them the
dreadful tidings. Her voice was broken hy
choking sobs, but her young auditors were not
slow in catehing the fatal import of her words,
knowing, as they did, that their beloved father
was very, very ill. From that moment they
nestled around his bed with redoubled fond-
ness, each vying with the other who should
minister to his wants, and anticipate his wishes,
Yet they had been warned by their mother not
to make any show of grief; and it was a touch-
ing sight to see the self-control which they
exercised in consequence. At times, when the
elder boys, who were respectively thirteen and
eleven, found it impossible to refrain from
tears, they would steal away from the bedside
of their dying father, and sitting down side by
side in some remote corner, they would give
free vent to their sorrow. The young ones
would from time to time draw near their
mother, with stealthy eaution, and whisper in
her ear, I think daddy’s better to-day — don’t
you see how red his cheeks are?” A burst of
tears was the only answer ; for Biddy well knew
that death was rapidly doing his work, and
that the glow on the emaciated face was buf
the flush of internal disease.

It chanced that the ship, though leaving her
port under auspices so favorable, was much
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retarded in her progress by strong western
gales, so that, though she had no very great
‘,-;lnl‘lll to encounter, yet the voyage was a
rouch and tedious one. For seven long weeks
was she kept buffeting about on the wide ocean,
without making any considerable progress, and
eight weeks had passed since * the last glimpse
of Erin ” had disappeared from the eyes of the
emigrants, when one mor ning, just as .]u shades
of night were vanishing from sky and sea,
Bid l\ Burke awoke her younger ¢ hildren from
their sleep, and made a sign for them torise—
she could not speak. Hastily donning their
little garments, the wondering children followed
their mother —it was but a few paces—to
their father's bed, where 1]1--\' found their two
brother’s kneeling, with their faces hid between
their hands. A scream 1-1|l.—:t forth from the
little ones as they looked at the bed, for their
father lay still, as though he were dead, and
the ghastly paleness of his face was fearful to
see, He was not dead, however, though his
hour was just then come, and the voice of his
children woke him from his letharceie slumber.
“ Kneel down, all of ye!” he said, in a feeble
voice, “ till I give ye my blessin’ — God help
ve, poor children, I haven’t much else to leave
ye!"” When the whole sorrowful group knelt
before him, the mother as well as the children,
the dying man raised his clasped hands to
heaven, and breathed an inward prayer that
the God of the widow and the ..11,1““ might
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protect them through life, and guide them to a
happy eternity. Then, stretching out his right
hand, he made the sign of the eross over their
heads, murmuring, * The blessin’ o' the Holy
Trinity — Father, Son, an’ Holy Ghost—be
upon ye all, and may the good and merciful
God bring us all together again, in the kingdom
of his glory! An’ now, listen to your father,
children, for the last time on earth! I'm not
able 1o say much, but ye’ll mind what I tell
ye—1 trust in God ye will! Hush your erys
in’ an’ sobbin’ now for a little while, for ye'll
have time enough for that when I'm gone.™
There was, in a moment, a profound silence,
and the dying Christian spoke again, though
frequently obliged to stop from eXcessive weak-
ness.

“You'll soon land in a strange country,
children, where ye'll have to work your way
through as best ye can. An’ though it's God's
will that ye'll have no father to do for ye, or to
watch over ye, still he leaves ye, in his merey,
a wise an’ lovin’ mother, and my dyin’ adviee
is, that next to God above, ye'll love and
honor her. Never do anything without her
consent, or without consultin’ her, and then
ye'll be sure to do well. An’ now I'll give ye
the same charge that my own father gave to
me with his dyin’ lips: Be faithful to Ged,
an’ love an' obey his holy ehurch, an’ never be
ashamed of your religion; for if ye do, Ged
will rejeet you in this world, and in the world
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to come! Now, God’s blessin’ an’ mine be
about ye all. Biddy, asthore! ” he said, after a
[a.'m-u-: but he spoke so low that she was obliged
to bend down to eatch his words, “it would
give me great consa Jlation if I could only re-
ceive the rites o' the church ; but God sees
all things, an’ he sees how it orieves me that I
can’t have that happiness. But when you get
to New York, Biddy, dear, ye'll not forget to
have some Masses offered up for me, that God
may have mercy on my poor soul ! — don’t ery,
agra machre! 1 see you can't speak,—but I
know you'll do as I say; there now, put that
little crucifix in my hand, — that’ll do, ahagur.
Christ Jesus have merey on me, — Mother of
Jesus pray for me,— sweet Lord, take me
home to my eternal rest.” There was a dead
silence for some minutes,— not even the young-
est child was heard to uiter a sound. Many
of the passengers knelt around, but all were
silent. Biddy bent down over the dying man,
and held in her breath to listen, but all was
still; suddenly one deep, convulsive sigh is-
sned from the half-closed lips,—a shiver ran
through the whole body, so that even the bed-
clothes were seen to quiver, and then all was
over. ‘May the Lord have mercy on your
soul, for now it’s gone before the judgment-
seat!” cried the poor bereaved wife, as her
tears, long suppressed, now burst forth, and
fell like rain on the pale, shrunken face of the
dead. Then, as her children echoed her ery,




24 WILLY BURKE; OR,

and burst into wild lamentations. “Ay! we
may ery now, children, dear, for we'll not dis-
turb him now,— we may ecry, farear agar! but
it'll do us no good,—it’ll not bring back the
soul that’s gone. But what am I doin’ at all?2?
ghe said, suddenly falling on her knees : ** what
am I about, that I'm not prayin’ for him, an’
him before the Judge this blessed minute?
Kneel down, children! an’ ye, good people
all! an’let us offer up our prayers for him ! ”
Though her voice was failing at every word,
she nevertheless went bravely on, and offered
up her prayers with fervor and devotion: her
children, and all the sympathizing spectators,
Jjoined in the performance of that sacred duty.
During the day and night that poor Andy
Burke was waked, if sympathy could have
alleviated the sorrow of those whom his death
made desolate, it surely was not wanting ; for
those who had never seen one of the family
till they met on board the vessel, were drawn
to them by so great a calamity, and did all
that the place and circumstances permitted to
testify their deep and heartfelt sympathy.
But thouch the poor widow was sincerely
grateful for so much spontaneous kindness,
yet it could not draw her from her lethargy
of woe. Hour after hour she sat by the bed-
head, rocking to and fro with that pecaliar
motion, so expressive of hopeless grief, only
seen, I believe, amongst our more humble
countrywomen, — her clasped hands resting on




THE IRISH ORPHAN IN AMERICA.

her knees, and her tearless eyes fixed on the
ricid features of the dead. All the elder
ren seemed nearly as much afflicted as

ir mother ; but however touching was the
silent sorrow of the group, it was not half so

much so as the all but unconsciousness of the
two voungest, who, though somewhat subdued
by the sight of so much grief, yet ran about
as usual, and ate whatever was offered them
with just as good a relish. At times they
would peep in between the others, where they
gat around the bed, and for the moment they
would seem sensible that their father was
indeed dead:; but once out of sight of that
mournful spectacle, the impression was speed-
ily effaced.
That long

g, melancholy night was at length
past, and the hour arrived. when the mortal
remains of poor Andy Burke were to be com-
mitted to the deep. Weak and worn as Biddy
was, she could not be persuaded from helping
to prepare the corpse for burial. Herself put
on the shroud prepared for him ; but when the
sailors eame to sew up the corpse in its canvas
coflin, she resigned her place with shrinking
horror, for the operation appeared an nunnatural
one to her. She had previously called her
children to take their final leave of the dead,
herself giving the example by imprinting a
long, last kiss on the blue, ice-cold lips. This
sorrowful ceremony over, the De Profundis,
and the usual prayers, were read aloud by
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a young ecclesiastic who happened to be on
board, (on his way to be ordained in New York
for the American mission,) whereupon the
body was carried aloft, the family of the
deceased following closely, and after them the
greater number of the passengers. The mourn-
ful procession having reached the stern, ropes
were thrown around the sheeted corpse in order
to lower it from the ship’s side ; but the widow,
darting forward, threw herself on her knees
beside it, and implored them to wait yet a
moment. The hood of her cloak was thrown
over her head, so that her face could not be
distinetly seen ; but enough was visible to show
that she was pale as the corpse itself, and that
her eyes were swollen with weeping, though
now dry and tearless. “Oh! Andy! Andy!”™
she murmured in a low, wailing tone, “‘it's
little we thonght when we were leavin' home
that this 'id be the way with us! An’ sure my
heart would not be half so sore, acushla! if
ye were a-buryin’ in the old churchyard at
home, where your forefathers lie,— but och!
wirra, wirra! to see yvon a-throwin' out into
the deep ocean, instead o' bein’ covered up in
consecrated ground, — och, its unnatural, un-
natural ! But then,” she added, suddenly ree-
ollecting herself, as faith came with its con=
soling whisper, * but then, what is the poor
body, after all? an’ sure God can raise ye up
at the last day, as bright and beautiful as if
ye had been sleepin’ in the quiet earth! Fares
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well, then, till we meet again! an’ I hope, in
the mercy o God, that it "ill be before his
throne, to live in his blessed kingdom forever
an’ ever. Amen!” This last word of her
simple prayer was echoed [rom hundreds of
hearts: the children gathered close around
their mother, and the corpse was raised aloft;
a wild ery broke from the bereaved ones as
it was lowered into the lll.’l‘l). — poor Bil]t]_\'
covering her eyes to shut out the horrid sight,
— one heavy splash was heard, the body of
poor Andy Burke was far down amid the
waters, and the vessel was moving rapidly on
her course. The widow was almost carvied
down the gangway steps, (by some whose tear-
ful eyes attested their sincere sympathy,) for

she was literally more dead than alive, being
entirely exhausted by long wafching and
heart-wearing affliction. Her children followed
close behind, helping each other along as best
they could.
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CHAPTER 1I1.
POVERTY AND TEMPTATION.

'l‘\\'lil‘\'li months had passed away sinee
- Mrs. Burke and her children had landed in
New York ; months of trial and of s rrow they
had been, for the desolate widow had found it
hard to support her children with her small
means, and, unfriended as she was, she had
sought in vain for some employment that
might enable her to keep her trifling funds ini%
reserve. Sickness and death, too, had been
busy amongst her little flock, for her two
youngest children had one after the other
pined away and died, and were calmly sleeping
in the quiet churchyard. Their death was af
severe trial for the mother’s heart, (as it evers
is to lose a beloved child under any circums
stances,) but when reason and religion had
exerted their mild influence on her soul, she
acknowledged with a grateful heart that God
had given her a new proof of his love, in thus
taking to himself lLer fatherless children eore _
yet they had been subjected to the fire of trile
ulation, or their pure hearts contaminated by
the vices of the world. Just about the end of




THE IRISH ORPHAN IN AMERICA. 29

irst year of widowhood she obtained the
ing of a few families of ]'1‘~|u-l'1:ﬂ.-1|‘
anding. and, throngh their inflnence, others
.ulnu-t-sl to give her employment. Her
oldest children, being boys, could do

't is true, to assist their mother in

, house : but the two girls, althoungh only ten
and eight 1'1'“-]!!'1'“\'1'1_\'. were so docile, and so

'n-.-luﬁ;inv«. '.:::n they did much to lichten her
) Neat and 111\ they were, 100} and it
1 their 1 'mlim 8 heart -mu-i to see how cheer-

fully and willingly they went about their work.
After a little time, the eldest boy, Peter,
ohtained a situation as errand-boy i in a com-
mercial establishment; and his e arnings,
trifling though they might be. were a sensible
assistance to his mother, to whom they were
duly and regularly given up. Hitherto our
old :i“llll.’l.]i'|.l.1]l e, Willy, had been of a rem ark-
able cheerful, L\nl\ 11~|u-~ tion. but about this
time his mmother remarked that he became silent
and pensive, as though something weighed
heavily on his young mind. At first she
thought that this might proce e from the lone-
liness attending his brother’s absence, as they
were now for the first time separated. But
when she came to talk to him on the subject,
he warmly replied, * No, no, mother, dear ! it
isn’t that ; sure, I'm 1rl:u1 an’ ]n'nu-l that Peter
has got somethin’ to do. because it's a help to
you, and it gives him pleasure to be doin’
somethin’ for you an’ us all; but when I see
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him comin’ in on Satarday night, an’ puttin®
the moniey that he made all the week into your
hands, an’ when I hear you blessin’ him, ap*
callin’ him a good boy, sure it makes myself
sorry that I have nothing to give You, an’ thag
in place of bein’ a help, like my brother, it's™8
that I'm a burden to yon!”

The mother threw her arms round the boy's
neck, and kissed his fair forehead with more
than usnal tenderness: “An’ sure it’s just like
you, Willy, darlin’, to talk that way, for God
has always marked you with grace, but you
mustn’t let such thouehts into your head, good
or bad, because you're too Young yet to de
much for any one ; an’ in place o’ yoar goin® to
look for work, poor child ! it’s thinkin’ of sende
in’ you to school I am. If you had a year or
two's more learnin’, then you'd be better able
to work your way throuch the world. Yon can
read well enongh, T know that, an’ thanks be
to God for it ! but yon see You can hardly write
your name; an’ if I eould afford it any way at
all, I'd like to send you to school. Sure they
tell me there’s schools here where they teach
children for next to nothing.”

Poor Willy said ne sthing, but he sighed heav- &

ily ; and seeing that the fire was burned low on
the hearth, he went quietly to work to kindle e
it anew, for one of his mothar's washing-pots
hung from the crook. Mrs. Burke wiped away
a tear with the corner of her apron, for she saw
that her favorite boy was unhappy, and her
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maternal heart could not but sympathize with
his sadness, ]nr‘m'l‘l"“!lf_’. as it did, from the
purest and best source. She turned away in
silence to pursue her work, and for that time
the matter went no farther.

Worn and pale she was, poor woman ! and
at times far from strong ; but still she toiled on
cheerfully, and none might read on her placid
face one ilmnrrllt of discontent, — one corroding
regret for days of happiness gone forever,
davs when comfort and plenty were in and
around her dwelling, and when she had the
means of dispensing good things to others who
were not so highly blessed. Every morning,
her first care was to hear Mass in the neigh-
boring cathedral, after which she commenced
her daily toil with ¢heerful alacrity, for she
had offered it to God, and did all for His sake.
As she always went to the earliest Mass, so,
in winter, it was before the dawn, and she gen-
erally took Willy with her, n: aturally disliking
to traverse the streets alone at an unseasonable
or unseemly hour. Thus the boy acquired a
habit which he fonnd one of incalculable profit
and consolation amid the trials of a strangely
chequered life, when that pious mother who had
thus early led him to the foot of the altar had
been long mouldering in the grave.

It ¢hanced one day that Willy accompanied
his mother when she went to the house of one
of her employers; and the lady being much
pleased with the boy's appearance, and his
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quiet, respectful manner when spoken to, ob-
served that it was a pity =o fine a lad should nof
have the advantaces of education.

“ I should like to help you along, Mrs. Burke 1
she said, with a gracious smile, * for I believe
you_ to be a good, industrious person, and there=
fore I shall take this boy under my own_care,
He shall be sent to one of the best schools in
the city, so that he may, if so inclined, make &
up for lost time ; and when he is a few years
older, he shall be taken into my husband’s counte
ing-house, as junior clerk, where he will
have a good salary. What say you, Mrs, &
Burke? "

* What can I say, ma’am, but that I'm en-
tirely obliged to you for makin’ such an offer,
an’ from my heart out I thank you. Only it
wouldn’t become his mother to speak so muel
in his praise, I'd be makin’ free to tell you,
ma’am, that T hope ye’ll find him a good boy;,
an’ a thankful one. With God's help T'll get
his little things ready an’ send him as soon as
I can. But won't he come home at night;
ma'am, for a little time? Maybe it's nob
long I'd be with the creatures, an’ I like to have ;
them about me while I'm in it ] ”

* Oh certainly, Mrs. Burke ! he can go home,
if you wish it, every evening, and the sooner
Yyou can send him it will be all the better:
Good morning ; you can gonow, for I'm rather
hurried this morning.”

The poor woman made a low courtesy, and res &
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tired with her son. All the way home they
could talk or think of nothing but the blessed
news they had heard, and tears of joy st reamed
from the eyes of the fond mother as she painted
in glowing language the advantages thus
opened ta her darling son.

In a few days after, Willy Burke was duly
sent to school, dressed, moreover, in an entire
new suit, and a prond woman his mother was
when she surveyed him in his handsome new
clothes, before he set out on Monday morning.
When he came home at night, she felt still
prouder and happier, for he had several respect-
able looking volumes, neatly strapped up, and in
each of these he was to learn an allotted lesson.
When her washing was done, she hastened to
get her sewing, and sat down beside Willy
where he was studying his lessons, and she was
beyond measure gratified to hear the fine de-
scriptions of far-off lands and seas ; and even
the grammar, though it was all Greek to her,
was listened to with a gratified ear, for wasn't
it all * fine larnin'” for her boy? The lessons
were at last learned, and supper being over,
and the Rosary said, Willy and his little sisters
went to bed. Buat it was l-lll'_[ before their
mother sought that repose which her day of
toil rendered so necessary ; for, over and above
the full half-hour which she nightly devoted to
her prayers, she sat for some time on the night
in question musing over the past and present,

8
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and indulging in many a bright thought of her
children’s future.

For about a week matters went on thus:
Willy, after coming from school, went abouf
and did all the little jobs that his mother re=
quired, did her errands for the next day,
and saw that he left nothing undone, then
eagerly applied himself to his books, and was
soon absorbed in the delightful task of conning
over his lessons. But one evening towards the
end of the week, he suddenly stopped short in
the middle of a phrase, and his mother asked,
in alarm, * What is the matter? ”

“Why, mother! isn’t this odd?” said the
boy in reply.

“ What is it, dear?
¢ Just listen to this, mother!” and he went
on fo read aloud a passage in his next day’sSs

lesson of geography, wherein, according to the
custom of modern geographers who write for
Protestant schools, the relicion of Catholies
was strangely enough brought in, daubed and
blackened, as incidental to the (in-‘-l'l‘fpli:ltl of -
Catholie nations. It was of Ireland that Willy s
was now learning, and the passage in r]tlt‘siiﬂn A
was to the effect that Ireland was a beautiful
and fertile country, and her people a fine intelli=i
gent race, but that they were kept in a stateisy
of gross ignorance by the Romish clergy, and
were sunk in the grossest superstition, — indo==8
lent they were, too, and slovenly in their habits 3 8
and all this, together with their miserable
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poverty, was unhesitatingly aseribed to * their

hstinate attachment to the debasing doctrines

” & Now isn't that curious, mother?

v say here in another place, that

rever the priests of the Church of Rome

» power over the people, it's just the
sami 12

I'he wan face of the widow was flushed with

imson glow as she listened ; and when Willy

had ended, she said in a voice that strugeled

to be calm, “An’ do you know \\-5“_\'. dear!

who them priests are that they're blackenin’

t] way ? — sure aren’t they our own priests,

lin', the fathers o’ the poor an’the ministers

of God’s holy church? —our own Father Ma-

loney, that couldn’t put bit or sup in his own

mouth an’ know that anybody wanted it, an’

sure there’s hundreds o' them like him; oh,

(rod’s blessin’ be about them all! for sure, bad

as the poor creatures in Ireland are, wouldn't

a thousand times worse only for the

2y iat’s alw ays I'-';lu'_\' with the !mn' ad-

an’ the soft word, an’ the help, too, when

needed ? 7 ,\1|r| hl':l'l': ”It‘ innrl' woman's

ul remembrance of * the priests at home,”

her with her indignation at hearing them

calumniated, and not only them, bnt

divine relicion whose ministers they are,
uTected her so foreibly that she burst into

Suddenly a thought struck her, and
tily drying her eyes, she asked :

* Ah, then, Willy ! what kind of a school is
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it, at all? Sure I often heard of schools tha
they had even in Ireland, just a-purpose for
leadin’ poor Catholic children astray — where
they used to make them read the Protestant
Bible, an’ lyin’ books about our holy religion,
that they call Popery. Maybe they have them
here too, an’ that this is one o' them, Eh;
alanna ! what do you think?”

“Well, to tell you the truth, mother. I
think it's nothing else ; for we read in the Tes-
tament every day, an’ you see yourself the kind
of books they give us to learn; an’ then there
was a tall, black-lookin’ gentleman came in
yesterday, an’ he questioned us very closely
about what religion we were; an’ when I said
I was a Catholie, he shook his head, an’ said,
¢Poor boy ! poor boy!’ an’ then he stroked
down my head, and said he’d have some talk
with me when he'd come again next week.
The boys said he was a minister ; an’ when I
asked them * does the priest ever come at all?*
sure they all burst out laughin’, an’ began to
make game o' me, an’ some o' them saidy
¢ Catch a priest in here— that’s all; why, the
boys alone would hunt him right off |’ So
when I scen they were all makin’ such fun
about it, I said nothing, but went on with my
writing.”

“ Well, please God, Willy, you'll never set
a foot in their school acain; an’ I'll take the
books, an’ the other things that you have herés
back to Mrs, Watkins in the mornin’, Sure
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they thought we were 8o ienorant that we
wonldn't know nor care anything about relig-
jon, but they’ll find their mistake, or my name's
not Biddy Burke. Oh then, aren’t they the sly
villains., out an' out— here they 'd be makin’
us believe that they were givin’ you a good edu-
cation. an’ them all the time doin’ their best
to rob you of what's more precious than silver
or wold. or all the learnin’ in the world — the
blessed an’ holy faith that you got from yout
father. an’ him from his ; — may they all rest
in heaven, I pray God, this night | 7

To this \\'i]l_\' made no (i]lii'h‘-illil‘n: for the
boy had. as I have elsewhere observed, an nn-
derstanding above his age, and young as he was,
he was fully aware that the gift of faith is indeed
a priceless blessing ; 80, seeing that his mother
believed his in danger from the one-sided teach-
ings of the school, he cheerfully resigned him-
self to her will, and though he giched to have
the golden vista of knowledge closed, ere yet
he had done motre than glanced through the
portals, yet the sacrifice was made without a
murmur, His mother understood his feelings ;
and drawing him towards her, ghe fondly
kissed his cheek. * Sure, I know it :,_'I'Ill'\l:‘l
you, darlin’, to be taken away from school, just
when you were beginnin’ to do some g wod @ buat
God is merciful, Willy, an’ depend upon it,
when he knows an’ sees that you don’t murmur
against his holy will, he’ll open some other
way for you. Maybe Mrs. Watkins didn’s
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know what kind of a school it was. an’ that §
she'll send you to anot where there’ll he 1o [
such work goin’ on.” I idea was r--nkr_r]ing A
to both ; and when, i1 » morning, Mrs. Burke
set out with her bundle of books, she was not
without a hope that she would have good news
for \\'.l':_\' on her return.

When introduced to Mrs. Watkins's pres-
ence, she found that lady half reclined on a
velvet-covered couch in her luxuriously fur
nished drawing-room, with her fine person at-
tired 1n a travelling-dress, she being about to
set out on a party of pleasure to the country=
seat of one of her friends. At a neighboring
window stood her husband, also equipped for
the road, and apparently looking anxiously

out for the appearance of the servant with the

1111:‘.‘414,

* Why, Mrs. Burke, what have you gob
there?” demanded the lady, as she raised heps
self languidly from her recumbent posture;
¢ is not that a lot of books I see you carry #%

“ Yes, ma'am,” replied Mrs. Burke, * they'ra
the books you were so good as to _'.{i\'l.' \‘l}ly
when he was goin’ to school.”

“* Well, and is he not usine them now?
surely he requires them still?”

“Ie's not goin' back to that school any
more, ma'am,” was the quiet answer.

*Not going back to school!” exclaimed
Mrs. Watkins, insurprise; * do you mean to
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sayv. good woman, that you do not choose to

send nam:

T can’t send him there, ma’am, an’ I'll tell
you the reason, if you’ll please to listen for one
minute.”

“ Well, T declare,” said the lady, * this im-
udence is beyond everything! It is true, I
iad often heard that you Irish are too lazy and
indolent to apply yourselves to learn anything,
and that the trouble of keeping your children
in proper order for going to school was more
than enough for you, —so-I find it just the

me with you all.”

T beg your pardon, ma'am,” said the poor
woman, trying to keep in her tears, ‘it wasn't
the trouble at all; for, God knows, I'd be glad
to sit up all night, after my day’s work, if I
had no other way to keep his little things clean
an’ neat on him for goin’ to school, an’ indeed
it was the joy o' the world to me an’ him, poor
fellow ! for him to get so good a chance, — but
sure, ma’am, it isn’t a school for Catholics at
all; an’ I just came here this mornin’ to let
yvou know the kind of a place it is, an’ the sort
of books they had my little boy learnin’.”

¢ The books I bought for him myself, good

man, and the school is an excellent one,
wherein boys receive a good religious educa-
tion.”

“ Well, ma’am, but it's not our religion they
teach; an’ though the school may be a very
good one for Protestants, no Catholic boy

!
1




40 WILLY BURKE; OR,

ean stay in it, except his people wants to have
him reared up a Protestant.”

% Mr, Watkins,” eried his wife, 1 pray you
come here — only faney, this poor woman whose
son I told you I had sent to school— why,
here he has been but a week in attendance, and
ghe comes to tell me that she cannot send him
there any more because, forsooth! it is a
Protestant school. Did you ever hear of such
a silly woman?”

Now, it happened that worthy Mr. Watkins
prided himself no little on his thorough appre-
ciation of the benefits which the Reformation
had conferred on the world, and a e rrespond-
ing detestation of Popish fraud and superstition,
and what not ; and he had cheerfully consented
that his wife should take charge of this Irish
boy, with a view to his conversion from the er-
rors of Popery. On this point, then, he was
peculiarly sensitive, and an angry glow was on
his sallow cheek as he approached the offend-
ing party.

** Are you not aware, woman,” he said, in &
magisterial tone, * that your boy will have a
much better chance for succeeding in the
world, by early embracing the enlightened
views and doctrines of Protestantism? I can
assure you, my worthy Mrs. Burke, eh?
(the widow courtesied in silence) that opery
is not the thing for this age or country, and if
you wish your son to prosper in the world,
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vou will rather urze him to pass info the
brighter rays of Gospel truth.”

& Well. sir.” said Mrs. Burke, modestly, yet
firmly, * it may be all true what you say, but
all his forebearers, sinee the days of St. Pat-
rick. have lived an’ died Catholics, an’ so will
he, with God’s heip. I'm a poor ignorant wo-
man. sir, as regards the learnin’ of this world

but in the matter of religion I know my
duty to myself an’ my children, an’ with God’s
help I'll do it; for, let us be poor or rich in
this world, it'll be all the same at the hour of
death : an’ we'll never be so foolish as to give
up our religion for the sake of the poor perish-
able things of this wicked world.”

Yes; but, poor misguided creature,” went
on Mr. Watkins, ** how do you know that your
relicion is right, after all? Confessedly un-
learned as you are, and, [ suppose, totally un-
acquainted with the Holy Seriptures, how can
you tell whether you are in the way of salva-
tion or not? "

¢ Why, sir, I believe what the Church pro-
poses to me, an’ I'm sure there’s no other safe
guide on earth. Christ himself is with her all
lays, an’ will be to the end —an’ so she can't

1
be wrong.”

“ Well, well,” said Mr. Watkins, peevishly,
“T seé the priests teach their dupes some little
Seripture, just what it suits them to bring for-
ward : but this is mere loss of time. Settle
With this pious woman,; Mrs: Watkins, (and he
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laid a sneering emphasis on the adjectivey)
for since she cannot wmwivnlim:%".' allow her
son to take lessons from a Protestant teachery
or to study Prote stant books, it were cruel to
insist on her conti inuing to receive Protestant
money. Get rid o f hier at once.”
¢ Certainly, my dear, since yon wish it)"
was Mrs. Watkins's dutiful reply ; and o poor
Mrs. Burke was paid off, and informed that

her services were no longer required.
1

1

An’ about the clothes, ma'am, that you
kindly gave Willy: I suppose he’s not to
have them now?” This was said as MrsS

Burke was about to leave the room.
* You ean keep them for a few days, as you
may probably think better of this matter; if
so. I shall be glad to employ you again, and

will do all 1 promised for your son.”

¢ Many thanks, ma’am, for all your good=
ness, but with God's Iu ‘[u my i ind can never
chanoe about that school, so I'll bring home
the things in the mornin’, as you might be
wantin’ them for some other 1"-\ that \nlld
wish to send to school in the same way.”
There was a slight, an almost 'l}nln'l‘nptllslo
tineture of irony the last \\'nrul~'. of which
the speaker herself was scarcely aware, but it
gave no small offence to her two hearers, who,
when she was gone, launched out i m: a bitter
invective ag st lrl-h Papists, which lasted
till their horses were announced.

¢ Well, mother,” said Willy, as his mother
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w1 their poor but neat dwelling, * what

the lady say ¢
“In Il""':.., \\Illll._\. dear, she ":L:.'.| '.I‘.‘||1 '||n1l-‘
what I didn’t expect from her. Poor, simple
woman that I was, sure 1 thought she would
, angry with ns for bein’ true to our own
_but, God help me, I knew little about
but Mr. Watkins himself,
hoodwink me into lettin' you go to the
- an’ then when they found it wouldn’t
y paid me off. an’ said I wasn't to have
-~ more work there; and that’'s not all,
] she added, taking off her bonnet and
down by the fire ¢ for I'm to take
» clothes, unless you go to their school

« Well, then, mother, they can have them

{ Very minute,” said the hich-spirited boy ;

now that we know what they're about,

' that it's tryin’ to make me a turncoal they

I wouldn't wear their clothes. Do don’t

about that, 111n1lu'!'.'ll':t1". for I'd sooner

oo in rags than keep them, when that's the

vav., But what tre yubles me is, that you have

lost a good friend thre yugh my means ; for Mrs.

kins always paid youn well.” And the

ars which his own disappe sintment could not

w forth now burst from his eyes, as he

ht of his mother’s loss, — 2 loss so very
serions in its ]1|.'|='|l:5'.l1-." consequences.

« Never mind, Willy, never mind ! was

the widow’s pious answer, ™ God is more pow-
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erful than all the world, an’ if it be his holy
will. he can an’ will make up this loss ;

he doesn't, why, bl
not murmur, for we couldn’t do otherwise than
we did, unless we wanted to sell ourselves for
the poor paltry comforts of this world.’

In the evening, when Peter came homeé, a8
he always did on Saturday night, he gave his
little savings, as usual, to his mother, and
taking his place by the clean, chee rful-looking
hearth, he looked around for Willy. *W h‘\.
what in the world’s the mattet with yon,
Willy ?” he said, seeing that his brother looket
unusually dejected ; ** why, man, your face I8
as long as my arm!”

 Indeed, Peter,” said his mother, * there's
enonch to make him look wn'i'nwl'll': though
if he'd take my advice, he’d put h 3 little griefs
in the hands o' the merciful h-nl. an’ then
they’d trouble him no more.” She then pro-
ceeded to relate how they had found out the
true purpose for which W 1]‘ had been sent to
school — her visit of the morning to Mrs. Wat-
kins, and its result — winding up with an earn-
est effusion of gratitude for having discovered
the snare ere yet it was too late.

Great was her surprise, and greater still her
sorrow. when Peter exelaimed, bursting into a

essed be his holy name !

loud langh, * God give ye both more sense, ~—

II:H s all I say
¢ Why, Peter!” cried his mother, with &
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wild look of astonishment, ™ what do you
mean, at all?

¢ just mean thi mother !’ returned the
hov. in a bold, confident tone; * thal [ only
wish such a chanee had been thrown in my
way, an’ you'il see how soon I'd jump at ]

& God forbid, Peter, dear!” said the poer
woman. with affecting solemnity, w hile the tears
coursed down her withered eheek, * God for-
bid. acushla machree! for that ’id be jumpin’
into the middle o’ danger— it "id be nothin’
else but T"Ill[itill' the Lord !V

“ Danger | " repeated Peter, contemptuously,
¢ danger, indeed ! don't you think, mother, that
[ could stick to my own religion, if all the
Protestants in New York were hammerin’ their

lies into my head? —ay ! to be sure, could I ;
an’ as I said, if I had Willy’s chance, 1 wouldn't
be the fool to throw it over my shoulder, as he
did.”

IIis brother was about to reply, his cheek
glowing with honest indignation, when one of

little girls called out, * Husht, all o’ ye!
ere’s some stranger eomin’ up the stairs.”
the woman of the house (from whom
urke rented her two rooms) was heard
out from the bottom of the stairs
the door. Mrs. Burke ! here’s a lady to

Ilastening to the door, with the eandle in her
i, Biddy was just in time to receive Mrs.
atkins. * You see I have found you out £
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said the lady, unceremoniously entering the
room, and smiling the widow's look of as=<
tonishment. * Th ruth i [ cannot give

Willy up so easily nd I have come here on

purpose (though searcely an he eturned from

the country) to try and prevail on you to send
liim to me on Monday morning. What say
you, Willy ?” she added, going over and strok-
ing down his fair hair.

* Whatever my mother thinks right for me
to do, ma'am ! ” said Willy, standing np, and
making a respectful bow ; * she knows best.”

‘& Well, Mrs. Burke, how is it to be? Re=
member all I promised to do for your son, and
do not lightly cast away his good fortune. I
have no children of my own, and there is no
saying what he may come to, should we find
him trustworthy and obedient.”

1 allow, ma’am, that your offer is a good
one,” said the widow, in a firm tone ; ** but let
the temptation be ever so great, I'm not at lib-
erty to accept it, except yon could promise
to bring him up in the holy Catholic Chureh;
an’ that's what you couldn’t do, I know well.
When everything about him ’id be Protestant,
an’ him always listenin’ to such talk about our
religion as I heard myself this mornin’! Ohy
no, ma'am, dear, don’t ask me! I'm willin® to
slave an’ toil for my child; an’ I can bear to
see him poor an’ naked, too, if that’s the will
o' God : but 1 Dbre my heart to see him
in danger of forgettin’ his religion. Dut sure
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thankful to you, ma'am, fm:l
| 1 ns with re
" you took the t

to this poor

alone, too.”
¢ Oh, that is of no ¢« n]i.‘l\'\lllt‘tll'l"“ said Mrs.

Watkins, evasively, for she chose o suppress

ihe fact that her husband was waiting in the

» at the door. Neither did it serve her

to acknowledge that both had been

to take this step by the report re-

a I]:\ or two hefore from the school-

master, that Willy Burke was no common boy,

and deserved a far better fate than be ing suf-
fered to remain in the darkness of Popery.

« But what a fine family you have, Mrs.
Burke,” said the lady, looking round ; and her
eye rested on Peter. * Is this youth another
son of yours?”

¢ That’s my eldest son, ma’am,” rep lied the
!11n.!ur and her voice trembled as she spoke.
¢ IIe's been earnin’ somethin’ for us this time
‘I-fn 1.\.

Whether it was that the lady saw something
in the ’ul\ s look that gave her better hopes of
him, or whether she merely ~;nm at random,
he addressed him in a u’::ll"-nh manner —
* What do you 1l|'nl , my boy, of this decision
of your mother?”

Just this, 1:1:1':1111: that if the offer were
le to me, instead of Willy, 1 wouldn’t be
fool to refuse it.”
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*In that ease yon shall have the same offer,
know how to appreciate an ad-

I you embrace the proposal that

That will I, ma’am, with a heart and a
half, let who will say no.”

*“ Oh, Peter, Peter ! ” eriagd his mother, with

passionate burst of tears, * don’t say that,
achorra! or you'll break your mother’s heart,
bec ause you are just goin” headlong into temp-
tation.

‘I don’t care mother, — I'm old enough an’
W iw enough to take eare o myself, an’ you'll
sce I can keep to my religion as well as your-
self or Willy either ; for all that, P11 be catchin’
the larnin’ when I can get it.”

“Well, then, on Mond lay T'll expeet you,’
said Mrs. Watkins: “ and ] hope, Peter, you
will not listen to anything your mother can say
against your coming ; for, though she is a "-md
well-meaning woman, she has no knowl rl-__'i_- of
the world.”

“Never fear, ma’'am,” was Peter's reply ;

I'm livin', you'll see me early a Monday
mornin'.”

50 with a eold “ Good-night, Mrs. Burke. I
hope you'll soon come to a better understand-
i:l'__'"' ;_'rir':i Mrs. Watkins retired, little l'.'H'iI!I_!
for the heavy load of misery she had ecast on
the already afllicted widow, and heedless of the
fearful seeds of -il“l'll\.nll 1] I=Ih!l‘~-i\ s0Wn
in that hitherto united and affectionate family.
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CHAPTER III
HONESTY THE BEST POLICY.

( )\ Monday morning, according to promise,

Peter Burke repaired to the house of Mrs.
Watkins, and as his clothes were in tolerably
good condition, he was sent off at once to
school, loaded with his brother’s rejected books.
The boy's heart was naturally good, though
even then less or more tainted by the compan-
ionship of the ung dly with whom he had been
brought into contact. He was deeply touched
by the sight of his mother's tears, when she
saw him leave home on what she deemed a
perilous errand ; and the rising demon of am-
bition within his soul had to fight a hard battle
for his prey.

** Grod’s blessin’ be about you, Peter!” said
his mother, in a choking voice; “an’ I'm in
dread, poor fellow, that you're puttin’ yourself
in the way of losin’ it altogether, for it's a bad
beginnin’ for man or woman to slight the ad-
vice of their parents. An’ another thing, it's
a bad sign to see any one so proud out o’ their
own strength. But I see there’s no use talkin’

¢
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v, 80 I can only pray
save you from the danger that

God for
I.’I li.‘lll;{t'l':t-s'
fast in my

eion to let anvthing draw me away from it.

it grieves me sorely, mother, that I'll not
in’ anything for you now, an’ you

wantin’ it so badly — indeed it does, mother;
an’ only I'm in hopes that 1'll soon be able to
do better for you, I wouldn’t go at all; that's
as true as 1'm standin® here.”

“0Oh! as to that, Peter,” ll'jl:.:.t'-| his mother,

still weeping bitterly, ** it doesn’t cost me a

thonght for sure GGod is a rich provider, an’
he'll send me an’ mine enough to live on.
An’ who knows but you'll be turned against
them people and their tem
as Willy so I'll no
it till I see.” This new ra

y widow’s tears, and gay

itions, the same

trength and courage in
new affliction.

“ Mother, do you know what I’m thinkin’?”
gaid Willy, a little while alter brother’s

cood thing
speak to Mr. Miller? Who

knows, but as Peter's vone, he'd give me his

place? an’ then you'd be as well off as ever.”
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“ Sure enough, child, it's a good thonght,”
said his mother, * but somehow or another I'm
afraid to trust you in it: for only Peter got
into bad company in the same place, he'd never
be so headstrong in his own opinion, or
against his mother’s biddin’.”

Willy’s countenance fell ; the light of hope
which for a moment illumined it was quickly
gone, but still he thought not of opposing his
mother's declared opinion. “ Well. mother,
you know best: but if it was pleasin’ to you,
I'd be glad to be doin’ somethin’.”

1 know that, Willy dear, — I know it very
well ; but let us pray to God that somethin’
may turn up that you can go to without any
danger. Pray, my son,— an’ we’ll all pray

-an’ let us not forget poor Peter in our
prayers.”

And Willy did wait patiently and sabmis-
sively ; and that evening, when his mother’s
work was done, the little family knelt together
in the presence of God, and invoked his bless-
ing and protection for themselves and all dear
to them. They waited up long after their
usunal hour of retiring to rest, in hopes of
Peter’s return, but Peter did not appear ; and
at last the poor anxious mother threw herself
on her humble bed, to weep and pray rather
than to sleep.

In the afternocon of the next day, Willy
strolled out into the street, and. becoming in-
sensibly diverted from his melancholy by the

0

£y
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incessant stream of life pouring on around
him, he wandered on, admiring the endless
variety of objects which everywhere met his
view, without being at all conscious that the
day was already on the decline. His atten-
tion was first called to the lateness of the hour
by the rapidly increasing gloom ; and, fearful
that his mother might have been wanting him
during his long absence, he was hurrying home,
not without having to make frequent inquiries
as to the direction he should take, for he had
gone far out of his own latitude, when, passing
through a narrow and dimly-lichted street, his
foot struck against something hard, and stoop-
ing to see what it was, he picked up a cartridge,
or small roll of gold pieces. For a moment
his heart was filled with joy and exultation a8
he fancied all this wealth his own, and he
handing it to his mother —his poor, toiling
mother. Eagerly and closely he grasped his
treasure ; and drawing his little eloth cap tightly
down over his brow, for the evening was raw
and cold, he hurried on with the elastic step of
hope and joy. Alas! ere yet he had reached
his home — even while within a few feet of the

door —the buoyant step was suddenly ar-
rested, and the tide of joy rolled back from his
heart as he remembered, * This money is not
mine — some one has tl]'il;-lu‘tl it, an’ is, may-
be, lookin’ for it with a sorrowful heart. Well,
at any rate I'll give it to my mother, an’ she’ll
do whatever’s best to be done.”
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¢« Thank God!” eried Mrs. Burke as her son
reached the top of the staurs, and, throwing
open the door, entered the little room where she
was preparing their homely supper. ‘¢ >ure,
I was frightened about you, Willy, not know-
ine what had become of ).'rﬂ],"

% Look here, mother !” said the boy, ant he
held out on his open palm the glittering con-
tents of the little package. * Look what 1
found ! ™

« Arrah, then, Willy dear, where in the
world did you find such a power o' money ?
one ’id think you had been with the fairies,
Lord save us !”

 Not a fairy or fairies, mother ; for I just
found it lyin’ rolled up tight, in some dark,
narrow street, as I came along home, an’ I was
so uplifted that I scarcely felt the ground un-

me as I came along, DBut then, just out-

¢ there, I began to think that it was no

great chance, after all, for that we couldn’t

keep i And the poor fellow sat down by the
ire with a heavy sigh.

“That's my own bouchal ban, now,” said

is mother, as she wiped away the tears of joy
hich filled her eyes. ‘I'd rather hear you
ay them words, Willy, than if the whole money

vas our own, honestly earned —God sees I
would ! ” ;

“ An’ what will we do with the money,
mother?” Willy asked. ** Surewe don't know

where to find the owner of it.”
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“PBut I'll take it to the priest in the morn-
in', ]Jlrrht- God,” I'I‘]l|iw! his mother,
he'll advise us what to do, or maybe he
know who lost it — at any rate, he'll give i
in the chureh.

Now it happened that at the very time when
the widow Burke spoke so deeidedly of giving
up the money to the [r]‘it"v'l. she had :-l':lI‘i't'I_\'
wherewith to buy provisions for the next day.
Nevertheless, no T]]sil]_;{h'l of '[:l]\iil_'_,r even one
piece of the gold ever came into her mind ; or,
if such an idea ever presented itself, it was
banished with horror and contempt, as a foul
suggestion of the Evil One.

On the following morning, Mrs. Burke went
to church at her usual hour, and when Mass
was over she followed the priest into the vestry-
room. Withdrawing modestly into a corner,
she waited till he had taken off his vestments
and was preparing to leave the room, when,
stepping forward, she dropped a low courtesy,
and asked would his reverence be kind enough
to wait one minute, while she spoke a few
words. The priest was an old man, of a mild,
benignant countenance, and tall, spare form.
His hair was, if not perfectly white, at least
of a silvery hue, and the deep furrows which
indented his high forehead told that his vears
had been many, and perhaps his sorrows, too.

His eyes, though deeply sunk beneath his

brows, had nothing stern in their look, yet
their glance was at times so keen as to make
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and
ns EJ:[-ai!l_‘ there,
ly, my good woman, certainly,”
in reply to Mrs. Burke's request;
1ve you got to tell me? ™
about some money, sir, that
mine found vesterday evenin’; an’ as
1on't know what to do to find the owner, I
ht it was best to bring it to your rev-
And so saying, she held out the little
| ilil"'l
The 1 atter merely glanced at the money indd
then, sl yr aising his eyes to the face of her
who [. .1%1--| it. he saw that sorrow and care,
we, and poverty, had worn away a {air and
countenance. He looked, from the old
mnet which covered her head, to the
wdbare shawl so closely gathered
her meagre form, and then to the old
on her feet, and he saw that all was
ul \.|-.I‘.' clean, but ne vertheless e xpressive
|\It-.m |nr\1"'i\ He stretched out his
ud took the cartridge: ** Is it silver, o1
* he asked.
gold, your reverence! for the boy
it to see what it was.”
| yom seem, my poor woman,”
in a faltering voice, ** as though

onev. silver or gold, would be very ac

slight flush mounted to poor Biddy's
cheek, as she replied, with downcast eyes,
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“ Why, sir, there’s many better off than I am,
an’ some worse : but sure whatever way I'm in,
me an’ mine, it's the will o’ God, an’ welcome
be it, for ever and ever.”

More and more interested, the priest went
on to inquire into her actual circumstances,
and gradually drew from her a confession that
three children were altocether ilf[il'lhll‘.ll'_{ on
her daily labor, while her health was rapidly
on the decline, though, as she said, she strove
to conceal it from them.

©Well, my poor child,” said the ool lll'i(“it;
and the tear of pity trickled unheeded down
his cheek, **I will not say that you have
done anything but your duty in giving up this
money ; for no Christian, at least worthy of
the name, could have appropriated all, or any
of it, to his or her own use, without sinning
grievously against the law of God; yet I will
own that, situated as you are, it must have
been a sore temptation to youn.”

“Why then, it wasn't, your reverence,” said
the widow, with the touching simplicity of
truth ; * for thongh I'd be thank to the good
God if he’d be pleased to give me or my
children a means of earnin’ that we ecould
depend on, yet, somehow or another, 1 wasn’t
much 1l-1l|[|'.|-ll to ]n't'|l this mone thanks be
to God for that! for I'm a poor frail woman,
an’ I mightn’t have been able to overcome the
temptation.”

“ YWhy, this unlearned, simple woman,"” said
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priest to himself, *is a pattern of true
d unassuming piety!” Aloud he said :
And what is your name, |||_\' oood woman?”
¢ My married name is Burke, please your
-everence, — Biddy Burke.”

The name seemed to strike familiarly on the
v of the listener. ¢ Burke, Burke,” he re-
ated two or three times, as though endeavor-
ine to connect some detached remembrances,
‘and from what part of Ireland do you come?”
‘ From the county Tipperary, sir, an’ the
ish Kilbeggan, ii' your revercnce ever

n[" such a place.

» priest, instead of replying, took out his
='.ll=-1.lll'lH!ll-]rnll]\. and after turning over its
leaves for a few seconds, he paused, and glanced
is eye over a certain page. “*And your

mul'~ name — his Christian name — was
Andy, was it not?’

:E:nn it was, sir!” said Biddy, now
l.‘\' awakened to curiosity. ** Andy
was his name, gir; an’, thanks be to the
(GGod ! I'm neither afraid nor ashamed to
may his sonl rest in peace! for it’s
was the \l_f.nni husband all out. Dut,
did you know his name, if I'm not

0o free in askin’?’
eding her last words, 1"]"l‘[-:l"\t raised his
eyes to heaven. ¢ Merciful God !
laimed, with Iu\rn “ how ta-\\.t‘-n-..ﬁ
thy ways,—by w ious paths dost
hou sometimes conduct us, thy children, to
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the fulf
Burke,” he then said, **
to tell you may well justify vour pious confi-
dence in God. Know, then, that for months

past I have been anxiously inquiring after you

ilment of our destiny! My good Mra,

n now going

and your family, an old and dear friend in
Ireland having written to me that he had
:':|,~.1];il|_\ ||t‘;l|'|i l:!’ _\:llli‘ '_:-.llhl husband’s I]t'-‘l“l.
and feared that you might, therefore, be in
necessitons circumstances. Now take note of
the wondrous mercy of our God, — here has
he thrown this money in your son’s way, and
inspired you with the just and holy purpose
ing it up to me, in order that I might
avor to find its owner ; and all this, that
I might discover the ohject of my search, and
vou obtain a friend. Truly hath it been said,

that virtus ."a.u'-'nlf,'r th its own reward,” he :Uifh'll,
If.

“An’ sure I always knew it,” said Biddy,
almost exultingly ; **the Lord never fails to
raise up friends for them that puts their trust
in Iim, an’ does what they ¢an to obey him.
But will your reverence be good enough to tell
me who it was that wrote to you about us?”

as though to himse

“It was my old college-friend, and your
stor, the Rev. Mr. Maloney

blessin® be about hin

the Lord’s

or ever more!"” cried the widow,
aether, 41
" it raises

ping her hands fervently t

1

might a' known it w hims

my heart to hear that

he doesn’t forget us,
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little cotton handkerce hief,

ars of joy they were, and

oy had never shed be fore.
*An’ you tell me he didn’t forget us mother

an’ that he wrote to put in th

and wiped the tears
from his eyes: tea
i ]

such as the poor

0 -_:m-r! word for
us ; well, th -'.t'~ the best news I h ard thig
many a day, an’ I'd rather hear it than if SOmes
body gave us a 1||--|m1‘1 | pounds !
said he'd keep us all in mind.
that all?™

“ No, dear, it is not all.” re plied his mother,
L for the priest said he’d come an’ see us, an’
sure that same will be a great comfort to us,
even if he ean do -1ru:'-1i1| g to help us; for it
does a lu-nl_\' good, let thei r trouble be what it
may, to see the priest crossin’ their door :
is never s

but sure he
An’ mother, is

one
» lonesome when the 'y see them, for
they 1';11:\\\ then that they’re not without a
friend. But I'll tell you, \\':!._\. dear, \\!'.'ll 1

want you to do; I'm gettin’ ve ry uneasy about

Peter, an’ if yvou'd just run down to Mrs,
Watkins’s in the eveni in’, when you think he's
home from school an that's the.school that
I have neither love nor likin’ for — an’ tell him
I wish that he'd come over to-ni
at all.

]I 5 r!Il \

ht, if he ean
l want to speak to him abont goin’ to

When evening was come, \\';".]_\' went on his
errand, being himself anxious to see his
brother. On arriy ing at Mrs. Watkins's house,

proudly exh

he f:!]]l:ll ]|5'~ ]-:'n‘_]_-u-['
copy-book to the lady,

iting his
having been called into
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the parlor for that purpose. Mr. Watkins was
ited in a high-backed chair near the fire, and
had raised his head from a book which he had
heen readine, in order to bestow his meed
of praise on Peter’s progress. Just at this
moment, Willy was shown in, by Mrs. Wat-
1s's orders, but he advanced no farther than
within the door, and stood with his cap in
hand, modestly waiting for some one to

! -i:\v
¢ Peter, there is your brother,” said the
and when the lad turned guickly round,
- Willy could scarcely believe that it was
'_- 5 !.ll|1|u r, so much handsomer did he look in
his new and fine clothes. The brothers merely
xchanged glances, for Mrs. Watkins just then

: in here, Willy, that

ht see how well your brother gets on

his writing. We have been just admiring

reat improvement already visible. Indeed,

» goes on as he has begun, he will be able

a very few months to go into the counting-

house. And then see how well he is looking ;
you would .\'I'Ii]'l'l'l‘\' know him, I believe.” .

¢ Indeed, ma’am,” said Willy, * he's not the

same boy at all ; I'm sure you have done your

own share for him, anyhow.”
& Yc« and I would willingly have done as
-n for you, had you not chosen to act the

“I only obeyed my mother, ma'am,” re-
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turned Willy firmly, though respectfully, *“ an®
I'm sure that’s what I was bound te do.”

“ 1 do not know as to that,” said Mrs. Wat-
kins. in a dogmatical tone; ** there are limits
even to our filial submission ; and seeing that
your mother’s opposition was purely the effect

of her bigotry and extreme ienorance, I think,
and so must all rational people, that you did
wrong in obeying her.”

To this Willy listened without attempting
any reply, for he had sense enot to know
that it did not become one of his ace and
station to bandy words with the lady; but
when he saw that she had to come to a pause,
he ventured to say to his brother, ** Peter, my
mother wonders very much that you're not
comin’ home at all these ll:l_\-'. an' she sent
me to tell you that she’d be glad if you could
get leave to come over, either to-nicht or to-
morrow night, it it's only for an hour or two."

« Well. if Mrs. Watkins will be good enongh
to let me, I'll go back with you now, Willy :
an’ indeed, only T was so busy ever since I
came here, I wouldn’t have been without goin’
to see my mother.”

To Willy it was very plain that this pro-
posal was by no means pleasing to Mrs.
Watkins, between whom and her hasband he
gaw n signifieant look exchaneed, mnotwith-
standing that the gentleman had apparently
resumed his study of the book before him.
“ Well, really, Peter,” said the lady, in her
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bland, soft accents, ™ [ know not how you can

oo this evening, or even to-morrow evening ;
1

) prepare, that

vou have such lone lessons
they oceupy, or should occupy, your whole
evening. IHas your mother any ]u:1|1i--:|l:1t'
ohject in sending for him, Willy 7 for, if not, 1
fear she must excuse him for some days longer.
e is surely not a child, that she should fear
to have him out of her sight for a week or
1\\'51.“

 Why, then,” said Willy, puzzled to know
shat he had best say, * why, then, ma'am, I
think she does want him particularly. I heard
her sayin’ that she did.”

« And mieht I ask,” saidl Mrs. Watkins, in
her very sweetest tones, ™ and might I ask
what this particular purpose is. that it 'makes
her so very urgent to sce him?”

Willy hesitated, reddened, and looked at his
brother with an air as thonegh he expected
some help from him in his dilemma. DBuat
Peter only said, * Why don’t you speak, you
foolish boy, an’ not stand there like a fool!
Sure it's no treason, I hope.”

« Well, then, my mother was sayin’, Peter,
that she wants to have you go to your duty,
an’ that’s all: she's afraid you might neglect
Mrs., Watkins affected ignorance. “To go
o his duty ! and what is that, pray? What
duty does the woman mean?”

“ Why to go to his confession, ma'am ! ”
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said Willy, with a look of undisguised amaze-
ment ; * I'm goin’, please God, some day this
week, an’ my mother thinks he ought to go at
the same time."

IHere Mrs. Watkins burst into a loud laugh
— louder than she usunally indulged in — while
even her erave husband, letting fall his book,
was heard to utter a deep, low sound, that
might be taken as a similar demonstration.

 Oh, if that be the object,” said the lady,
when she had in some degree recovered her
composure, ** lessons and everything else must,
of course, give way. Oh! certainly, Peter, my
good boy, you must go to confession; and
when youn are about it, you will, of course, tell
the priest of that grievous sin of having gone
for some days to a school from which Papist
books are excluded. Now, Mr. Watkins,” she
added, turning to that gentleman, * is not this
the darkest invention of the Evil One — only
see how these poor ignorant people are kept in
thrall ! ”

Willy had listened to this exordium with no
small indignation ; and when it was concluded,
he advanced a step towards his brother, while
his cheek glowed and his eye flashed.

“ Are yvon comin,’ Peter,” he said, *or are
you not? — what am I to tell my mother?”

Alas! the poison was already eating into
the soul of the elder brother, and though his
cheek, too, wore a erimson flush, it was one of
shame — not resentment. He was angry with

.
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his brother, too, for having sp ken as he did.
¢ Just tell her that I'm old enough to mind my
own aflairs — an’ see that you don’t come here

on any more such errands, or vou'll not be

thankful to vourself. I'll go to see my mother
when it answers me, — so walk, now ! ”

“You just serve him right, Peter,” said
Mrs. Watkins, extending her hand to the boy,
as she spoke, with a smile of approbation ; * |
would have you treat your mother respec tfully,
of course, but do not suffer her to carry your
reason captive. Learn to think for yourself
where vour immortal welfare — and temporal,

too — is at stake.”

“So you'll not come — an’ that's the mes-
sage I'm to give my poor mother? 77 gaid Willy,

addressing his brother. “ T lu-n may l-mi
look down on you, Peter lilum. this blessed

it! I wouldn't be in your coat, fine as it
\is, for all the money Mr. Watkins has. God
be with you, brother ! — we can only pray for
you, an’ that we'll do.” The tears rushed to
his eyes, and he hastily left the room and the
house. his heart swelling with mingled sorrow
and indignation.

It was a cold, 1':=':n_'.' evening, and the lamps
hemselves shed but a dull, dim light on the
Deerless streets ; but Willy Burke heeded not

alling rain, nor the eold, nor noticed the

aspect of the city, as he passed along

ith a hurried step on his homeward way.

Never had his young heart been so heavily
e ]
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crushed. Never had he felt so wretched.
Keenly susceptible as his feelings were, this
first instance of unkindness from his only
brother wrung his very heart. And then his
mother — that best and most beloved of pa-
rents — to hear her spoken of in the most con-
temptuous manner, and to reflect that his
brother, her eldest born, had tacitly encouraged
the reviler, the mocker of that revered parent,
and of the faith which should be defended and
professed at the expense of all worldly hopes
and interests. Outraged in his brotherly love,
in his filial respect and affection, and in his
religious prineiples, the noble-hearted boy felt
within him a mixture of grief and indignation
which he himself counld not have described,

though it seemed throbbing in his heart and in
his brain. On he went, then, through the fast-
falling rain, nor perceived that his thin, thread-
bare jacket was saturated through and through;
until his mother’'s anxious tenderness dis-
covered the fact the moment he entered the

room.

“ Why, Willy, dear, your clothes are all wet
—sure I didn’t think it was rainin’ so heavy.
Why didn’t you go into some house, poor, fel-
low, till the shower 'id be over, an’ you know-
in’ that your clothes were so thin an’ light?”

“ To tell you the truth, mother,” said Willy,
“ I didn’t think about the rain at all.”

His mother had been till mow busily engaged
maeking up a good fire, and it was only the




THE IRISH ORPHAN IN AMERICA. 67

tone in which her son spoke that drew her eyes
“ Why, then, God bless us, Willy

h vou, at allr

to his face.
darlin’, what's the matter Wi
You look asif somethin’ had 1 ppened you.
Did you see Peter? But then, before you tell
me anything you must peel ofl every tack, till
I dry them here at the fire. An’as you have
no other clothes to put on, I think it's better
for vou to go to bed till they're dry. But no,”
she said, suddenly changing her mind, * I'll
put that big-coat o' your poor father’s about
yon, an’ you can sit down here in the corner.
Go into the room there, dear, an’ take off your
thines — the coat’s hanging up, you know, at
the foot of the bed—an’ come oul W hen you have
it on. I'll have a bit o' supper warm for you
when you come back.” The boy obeyed in si-
lence. but lis mother heard him sigh heavily
when he was alone. * God help you, pm;r
child ! " was the prayer of her loving, sorrowiul
heart. as she went on with the }ar-'ll:al':niu'—n of
their humble meal.

“ An’ now. what about Peter, acushla?” said
Mrs. Burke, when her son, rolled up in his dead
father’s over-coat, took his place at the little
table. & chair having been placed for him by
his sisters, in the warmest corner. ;

¢ Indeed. mother dear! I don’t like to tell
you what I seen an’ heard since I left you; but

re’s no use tryin’ to hide it, for the sooner
you know it, it's all the better.” The poor
mother sat down on the opposite side of the

' R
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fire, pale and trembling, for these words
seemed to herald a justification of her secret
fears. DBut when she heard all — the Jjibing
sneers wherewith one of the holiest sacraments
of the church had been spoken of — her son’s
unduatiful and ungrateful message, and, worse
than all, his silence when his relicion was so
basely reviled — when she heard all this, (even
though her son told her nothing of the con-
temptuous epithets bestowed on herself.) it
seemed as though a fearful weight fell sudde nly
and crushingly on her heart ; and, sinking back
in her chair, she covered her face with her
hands. But no tear came to her relief, for her
eyes were dry and burning, and for some sec-

onds she spoke not a word.

Willy and the little girls were alarmed by
her silence, and all three gathered -m'”\'
around her, beseeching her to speak to them.
** dure, mother darlin’!” said Willy, twining
his arms around her neck, * sure it’s not so bad
but it might be worse. God loves you too
well to let Peter come to harm; an’ I'm sure
if you go to see him yourself, you'll find him
as good an’ dutiful as ever, for I know he loves
you in his heart, poor fellow ! an’ it's only the
bad advice that made him act that way.”

‘An’ you're right enough, my own darlin’
son,” cried his mother, starting to her feet:
** thanks be to God, I can still take him home,
for I'm sure he'll not disobey me when I bid
him come with me. Please the Lord, I'll go in
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the mornin’ early an’ bring him home, an’ if I

only get him safe out of a child o mine will

never set foot in the same house ; I'd sooner
see ye, ay, a thousand times ! go into a plague-
house! There now, Willy, dear! sit down to
your supper — no, children! don’t ask me, for
my heart’s so full T couldn’t eat a bit. When
ye're done your supper, we Il get our prayers

said, an’ go early to bed, for I'm not to say

B

very well.”
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CHAPTER 1V.
THE BROKEN HEART.

rl“]]}-'. long, wakeful night was at length
passed, and Mrs. Burke, having said her
morning prayers, put her little place in order,
and gave her children their breakfast, then
set out for Mrs. Watkins’s, somewhat strength-
ened and comforted by the hope that now, at
least, she would have her son home with her,
— consoling herself with the reflection that she
was about to snatch him from the fiery furnace
of temptation which had already scathed his
soul. Full of these hopeful thoughts, she
knocked at the door. and on being admitted
requested to see her son. * He's gone to the
country, Mrs. Burke,” said the girl who opened
the door,
**xone to the c-utmir'_\ !
he go, Ellen? ”
“This morning but here's the mistress

Ah, then, when did

coming to speak to you.” The servant disap-

peared just as Mrs, Watkins advanced in her
elegant morning-dress,
* Good-morning, Mrs. Burke,” said the lady.,
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with lofty condescension, “T hope 1 sce you
in good health.”

& Well. no, ma’am — many thanks for your
kind inquiry —but I'm not half well these
times. Indeed, only the business it is, I
couldn’t stir out at all this mornin’, so early,
for, God help me! I'm gettin’ so feeble that 1
can scarce do a hand’s turn. But is it true,
ma'am, that Peter's not here this mornin'?#”

“ Why, yes, Mrs. Burke ; Mr. Watkins sent
him off about an hour ago, on an errand of
trust to our steward in the country.”

« An' will he be long away, Mrs, Watkins?"
was the trembling question of the poor mother,
who saw in this timely absence but another
subterfuge to keep possession of the boy.
i Will he be back to-day, ma’am¥? &

i Really, I cannot say, it may be that the
steward may find work for him for a few days
— but I do not pretend to know.”

The poor disappointed mother raised her
dim eyes to heaven, and murmured in an under-
tone., ** May God have mercy on me, and on

this poor, llhnl]j_z]lllt'-wi boy !

“ Why truly,"—said Mrs, Watkins, assuming
an air of offended dignity,— ¢ why truly, you
are the strangest woman— one would think
you had heard some mournful tidings, you
have put on such a long face. 'What harm, I
pray you, can your son receive from going for
a few days to the country? Surely Mr. Wat-
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kins is at liberty to employ him as his affairs
require.”

“Och, it is'nt th: na’'am ; it is’nt that
and the widow, as she spoke, was forced to
lean against the wall near her. * God knows
I'd be the first to advise him to obe ¥ his mas-
ter’s orders, an’ to be always ready an’ willin’
to do his duty to you an’ him,— but somehow
I'm afraid ma’am, (I may as well tell you the
truth,) that he’s not goin’ on as I'd wish, with
regard to his duty to God — an’ that’s the main
point, after all.”

Mrs. Watkins smiled. ¢ Oh, I understand !

I remember now that your youngest son
}

brought a message to his brother about going
to confession, or something of that sort. But
I should suppose that the matter is not o very

important but it can be deferred till his return.
He may have a few more sins to confess, to be
sure ; but then, you know, it will be all the
same to the ;IJ'::v.ﬂi 80 pray don’t trouble
yourself on that head. Youean go home, now,
and when Peter comes he shall make a con-
fession that will banish all your fears.” And
g0 saying, she coolly ll|il'l'il'l[ the door — a sig-
nificant hint that she desired no farther con-
versation.

Mrs. Burke drew her old shawl closely
around her, being suddenly seized with a cold
shivering ; her pale, thin face assumed a still
more pallid hue, and her tongue refused to ar-
ticulate a word. She might have p&ssed out
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vithout being able to ce any sort of reply,
ot Mrs. Watkins said, with
¢ T see you are at a loss 1 words to express

r anger; but pray do not curse me, heretie

[ am. Your priest might readily excuse

. and even consider it as none ; but God,

my <r-nnl woman, will not view the tter as
ither confessor does, nor )T 1ve you so

) [umt woman felt at the moment a chok-

i_,'i'__': se Jl".ll]“[i ]ll her throat, w 11 ch for a se iJIul
or two she could not overcome, and she stood
gasping as though for breath, with her eyes
ixed on the lady. The latter, somewhat
"|1l-ll‘ l‘,\'tl'llll\'il her hand as 1]Jnrl1;{!i to sap-
l-"ll her: but at the moment it seemed as
houch strength from above were given to the
sufferer : and, moving a pace nearer the door,
she made an effort to say: ¢ No, thank yon,
m. I'm better now — it was only a little
.akness I took. I'm goin’ now, ma'am, an’
God knows whether we'll ever meet again ; but
want $o tell you before I go, that you know
little of our holy religion, or you wouldn’t
speak of it as you do. No, Mrs. Watkins, I
wasn’t thinkin’ of cursin’ you, or any one clse
_God knows I wasn't!—Dbut I was goin’ to
pray to the merciful God that you might never
have as sore a heart as 1 have this d: . So
savine. she moved away, and slowly descended
ps in front of the door; being, indeed,
scarcely able to ~|11:||n)1L herself, Mrs. Wats
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Kins stood and looked after her a moment, as
she moved heavily along, her thin, attenuated
fizure but scantily covered from the cold, sharp
air; she thought of the provocation she had
so wantonly given, and of the Christian meek-
ness of her parting words, and she said within
herself: * How unlike all that I have heard
and read of these Romanists! After all, this
poor woman seems to have some little glim-
mering of Gospel light.” For a moment her
better nature predominated, and she was about
to call the poor washerwoman back, in order
to apologize for her unkindness ; but, alas ! the
evil, spirit of pride resumed the mastery, the
door was closed after the poor, shivering wo=
man, and the opportunity passed away — never
to return.

Mrs: Burke, on reaching her own dwelling,
was unable to ascend the stairs without as-
sistance from the good woman of the house.
The disease which had been so long manfully
resisted, would now no longer be baflled or put
off, and the heart-rending emotions of the last
twenty-four hours brought on a violent fever.
That evening the poor mother lay on her bed,
in the first wild paroxysms of a high fever,
while her threo children stood around, stupefied
with grief and terror, of they knew not what.
It was fortunate that Willy, in the first hours
of his mother's illness, had run to tell the
priest, (not that he feared his mother’s death,
but that he knew no other friend on whom to
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1.} and towards evening the venerable cler-

wan entered the room, to the great relief of
1'..:=' children.

Although Father Fitzherbert saw at a glance
that the delirious state of the patient rendered
>~|"11"11ll:'.l consolation i!ni:rlni‘.lil-. _\1'1 still he
lineered by the bed, not wishing to =ln'1n‘i\t‘ the
children of the comfort they scemed to derive
from his presence, and, moreover, directing

them to prepare some suitable drink and med-

icine for their mother, himself having given
Willy the money to make the necessary pur-
chases. While he sat by the bed, waiting to
see the effect of the medicine he had given, he
was painfully struck by the incessant wailing
of the unconscious sufferer, as even amidst the
wanderings of delirium she ealled ever for her
absent son. and bemoaned his loss. Scarcely
another name but his was heard in her ravings;
and the good priest at length turned to Willy,
where he stood leaning over the foot-rail of the
bed.

% Does your brother know of his mother’s
illness?” The boy started at the question,
and made an effort to reply, but the words
seemed to stick in his throat, and a scarlet
flush mounted to his check. Deeming all this
emotion but the natural effect of violent and
deep grief, the priest turned to one of the little
girls and repeated the inquiry.

“ No, your reverence, I don’t think he does,”
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was her rep * for there was no word sent to
him about it.”

*Then I would have you go at once, my
}::s}'." said Father Fitzherbe rt, **and let your
brother know, for if you wait even another day
it may be too late; and from the constant
allusion your mother makes to him. I am per-
suaded that his presence will ease her mind,
when once this delirinm has passed aw: 1y. luu
will go, then, as soon as P ssible, and I will re-
main here till you return.”

But Willy, with all his habitual ve m ration
for the clergy, seemed in no hurryto obe Y, and
it was easy enough to see that the command
was anything but agreeable to him. - This the
priest saw, and saw it with surprise ; for Mrs.
Burke, in speaking of her children some ds 1)'8
before, had dwelt with excusable pride on the
doeility and other good qualities of her younger
gon. But W illy, like all others, had his own
faults of mind and I-»'mu r, and amongst these
was atenacious remembrance of |u|ll1 AL whether
real or fancied, which now steeled his heart
against his brother.

*Are you not going, Willy?” asked the
priest, mildly. Willy had taken down his cap
from the pin where it usnally hung, and now
stood twirling it between his hands. Ile dared
not raise his eyes, for he felt that a piercing
glance rested 1|[m 1 ‘mu

* Only for who it is that bids me, I wouldn’t
go a step after him,” he said, doggedly, * for
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it’s little he deserves it, If it wasn't for him
an’ his Mrs. Watkins, poor mother wouldn't be
lvin’ where she is, for they broke her heart be-
tween them,an’ now I'd just let them alone
1!';_':1'““'!' oy

“ Child ! ” asked Father Fitzherbert, in his
sweet, solemn tones, *child! do you call
vourself a Christian — a Catholie?”
T I do, your reverence, to be sure I do!”

“ Are you aware, then, that as such, you are
bound, imperatively bound, to go on this er-
rand of kindness and charity? If your brother
has erred, let him answer to God for his fault;
it is not for you to inflict upon him so grievous
a punishment as this. How know you but
that the solemn scene which here awaits him
will effectually open his eyes to the truth ? and
would you, through a feeling of resentment,
as unkind as it is uncharitable, withhold from
him the benefit of a dying mother’s blessing,
and her last advice? and deprive that mother
herself, so justly dear to you, of the comfort of
seeing him before she leaves this world? TFor
I warn you that moment is even now not far
distant. No, my son, you will go on this mis-
sion of love and peace, and God will bless you
here and hereafter; for himself hath assured
us that the merciful ¢ shall obtain mercy.””

He was interrupted by the deep, repentant
sobs of the boy ; and he had barely concluded,
when Willy was on his knees before him, his
eyes brimful of tears, and his hands clasped in
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the attitude of earnest supplication. * Forgive
me, your reverence!” he excl: aimed, in a half-
stifled voice ; “ I confess myself in the wrong,
an’ 1 humbly beg your Imulun.'

Father Fitzherbert raised him from the floor.
% Not my pardon, but that of God; the God
who hateth the proud and revengeful. Ask
pardon of Him, my poor child! not of an un-
worthy mortal, like unto thyself.”

¢ Then I ask God’s pardon and yours, sirl
An’ I'll promise, with the help of God, never
to keep spite again, God forgive me, I was
very blac k against poor Peter these days }:mt
but now I'll just run as fast as [ can, an’ let
him know about mother's sickness. T'll be
back, your reverence, in less than no time!™
And ere a word could be spoken i 1 reply, he
was hurrying down the stairs, le .nin-f the priest
amazed at the rapid and entire revulsion which
a few simple words had eflfected. But he
speedily arrived at the conclusion that their
marvellous success was n\\i.li: to the excellent
training which had implanted the divine truths
of religion in the fervid sonl of the boy, and
Iu.-lrlvl therein the liveliest remembrance of
God.

Peter Burke was not yet returned from the
country, and Willy delivered his message to
Mrs. Watkins, earnestly nnpiulm-' that his
brother might be sent for. An’ if you'll Lml\'
have the goodness to tell e the way, ma'am,”
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said he,  I'll try an’ make out the place myself,
with God’s help !

Mrs. Watkins, to do her justice, was shocked
to hear of Mrs. Burke's alarming illness; and
as shie thought of her emaciated features and
woe-begone looks during their last interview,
and remembered the deadly faintness which had
come over her, the inward monitor of all
mankind spoke out fearfully loud within her
soul, charging her with the unwarrantable part
she had acted towards the poor unprotected
widow. An ashy paleness ov erspread her face,
as she said, in tremulous accents, ** No, Willy,
you could never make your way there alone ;
but go home, now, and to-morrow morning, by
the first licht of day, I shal!l send for your
brother, and have him go to his mother at once.
Nay, I may even send to-night ; it is not yet
too late !”

“Thank you, ma’am,” said Willy, with a low
bow, and he hastened away, being anxious to
relieve the priest from his watch beside the sick-
bed of his mother. On entering the room, he
found there Mrs. O'Grady, the landlady, who
had kindly volunteered to take care of her lodger
during her illness. The good woman had a
grown-up danghter, who, as she said to Father
Fitzherbert, could keep house for her in her
absence. **An’ s0in thename o’ God, your rev-
erence, I'll stay an’ do all I can for Mrs. Barke ;
an’ sorry I am this day to see her lyin’ 50 Jow
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— indeed we don’t see many lll)“'i‘lth‘l}'.‘! like
her!”

This proposal was gratefully accepted, for
Father Fitzherbert had been anxiously cast-
ing about in his mind where he was to find a &
nurse. Immediately after Willy’s return, he
withdrew, promising to come early on the fol-
lowing day. * Not,” said he to Mrs. O'Grady,
“not that I expect our patient will have recoy=
ered her senses so soon, for I am quite sure
she will be three days, if not more, without
undergoing much change ; but I will call every
day, to see how matters are going on. The truth
is, Mrs. O'Grady,” he added in a lower voice,
as the good woman lighted him down stairs,
*“the truth is, that when once this delirium has
passed away, there will not be a moment to
lose in administering the last sacraments: for
I tell you candidly, that the violence of this fig
will exhaust the little strength she had, and she
may drop off at any moment from excessive
weakness, I will send a little good wine,
which may be given in small quantities when
the fever has once subsided, so as to keep her
up as long as possible. I will also send a doc-
tor. Good-night!”

All that night the rage of the fever continued
unabated ; and the doctor whom Father Fitz-
herbert had sent, finding, when he came in the
morning, that some cooling medicines were re-
quired, desired Willy to go with him that he
might fetch them back. Being obliged to wait
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little while for the powders, Willy was longer

<ent than he had expected ; and on reaching
the top of the stairs at his return, the first
sounds that greeted his ear were the deep sobs
of his brother, who had arrived a little before,
and was now kneeling in an agony of sorrow
and remorse beside his mother’'s bed. The
tears were streaming from the poor lad’s eyes,
and the hot feverish hand of his mother was
closely pressed to his heart, while ever and anon
he kissed it with 1:{5:-'~iiuﬂil.1l‘ fondness. There
were none present but the two little girls, who
stood silently by, looking alternately at their
gick mother. and the brother whose grief they
would fain have lessened, but knew not how.
It was cruel anguish for poor Peter to listen to
the tender yet 1':-[»1'1::1“‘[11'::] words which fell ever
from the parched lips of the sufferer, as she
seemed to imagine herself talking to him. At
times she spoke of his father, and once or twice
of Willy, but ever did the course of her inco-
herent ramblings recur to himself.

s Poor Peter 1” she would murmur ; ** poor
child ! — och, then, Peter dear! if you'd only
think of yourself, think of your soul, agra gal'!
sure what about the poor 1‘0!1)‘1‘ Oh! Peter!
Peter! didn’t your father tell you to be true to
your religion? — who's that says he's going to
be a Protestant?” she eried with a wild stare ;
a half raising herself in bed, * No, Mrs.
Watkins, you needn’t think or say any such a
thing, — didn’t 1 bring him into the world, an’

L+
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am n't I answerable to God for his soul? No,
ma’am ! it wasn’t for the likes o’ that he came
here, an’ T have that much trust in God, that
I'm sure he’d never let a child o’ mine fall into
Your snares ! " She fell back exhausted, and lay
with elosed eyes, motionless, while Peter sobbed
out anew, and spoke aloud in the fulness of
his heart :

¢ No, mother, dear! with God’s help there’s
no danger, — only live, — only open your eyes,
and tell your poor Peter that you know him,
and that you'll forgive him, and he'll never rive
you reason to complain of him again. Oh}
mother, darlin’, are you dead? —oh ! what will
I do at all?” and in the extremity of his an-
guish, he started to his feet and wrung his hands
wildly.

*She’s not dead, Peter ! — she's only in a
kind of a slumber, that she falls into after a fit 1"
and as \\'i]i‘\' spoke, he flung his arms around
his brother’s neck with all the gushing affection
of their childish days. ¢ But sure there’s no use
in grievin’ an’ frettin® that way, brother ! — it
Yid be better for us to pray to (rod, an’ maybe
he'd take pity on us, an’ spare her life | Come,
children, let us all kneol down!” The little
girls passively obeyed, and Peter fell again on
his knces, with his face laid on the coverlit of
his mother’s bed. Few and simple were the
words they uttered ; and it was only Willy who
said aloud, “ O Lord| spare us our mother,
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aur good mother, for what would we do withont
ner if she was taken away from us?”

‘Ah, then, God's “.~].\'==:.ll he about Ye, for
good ¢ hildren that ye are 1" eried Mrs.{ yGrady,
who just then entered, and kneeling, she joined
in their prayer for a moment. ** DBut now |
must see to your mother ! 7 and rising, she ap-
]\|--;ll".|~'-l the bed.

When Peter had talked a little while with
his brother and sisters, he asked Mrs. O’Grady
whether she thoueht there was any hope that
his mother would soon be sensible again. Be-
fore the good woman had time to answer, the
patient started from her feverish slumber, and
hroke out again into her broken and uncon-
1|r.'l".l'-l L'\l"i:LlLI:lI}c-II\.

¢There's your answer now. Peter!” said
Mrs. O'Grady, as she hastened to administer a
portion of the medicine sent by the doctor.
“An' I'm afeard it'll be some time before she
knows an) God help her!”

¢ Then lll‘!‘llll..l be waitin’ here, \\_1:1,_\'."
anid Peter, turning 1o his brother,  there's
enouch of ye to take care of her, an’ I could
do no good. Mrs. W atkins has 1|rumi~--ul to
give me some money for my mother, an’ to

her some nice things that'll be good for
* 1’1l hurry back home, for we have a greal

| to do in the office.”
s An’ what are you doin’ in the office, Peter?’

asked Willy, 11['_\'.1_\'. for he did not at all like
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this new move of his brother : * sure you can't
write any yet for them?”

*No,” said the other, with some little r‘m-
barrassment, “but I ean tie up papers, an’
keep the place in order, while the clerks are
all busy writin’. I’ll come back in the even-
in’, an’ if mother is no better, I'll stay all
night,”

Ah, then, that same "ill be a great stretch
' kindness,” retorted Willy. whose anger was
acain rising ; and though he did not allow it to
burst out, yet he v-nu!nl not ]u:u\n-nt himself
from speaking tartly and testily “It's a
good thing that mother’s not de pe mlm on you,
anyway, or I'm afraid she’d come off badly.
It's well for her that Father Fitzherbert knows
where she lives, an’ you may tell Mrs. Watkins
that. I'm sure, Peter Burke. if you were as
you ought to be, you'd never darken Mrs,
Watkins's door, after the w ay she has treated
my poor heart-broken mother.”

“1 can’t wait to answer you now,” was
Peter’s reply ; “but you may be sure, Willy,
that I just think as much about my mother as
you do, for all your talk!”  And going over
to the bed, he took up his mother’s hand and
kissed it fondly ; then, without another word,
not even to his sisters, he hurried from the
room.

On his return, Peter found Mrs. Watkins
anxiously looking out for him, and her kind
inquiries for his mother completely softened
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his heart, so that he was dispose to ro_'_'.-uri her

as the best and truest of fric ‘1 ‘lH A danger-
ous illusion, which the lady well knew how to
turn to account. Finding h-u\\ deeply the
i7ht of his mother, in her present condition,
:lil'w‘:wl the boy’s really warm heart, and
wading the effect of that mother’s counsels
d entreaties, should he be left to their un-
ivided influence, when her reason returned,
Watkins kindly proposed that she her-
would accompany him in his future
\ “For I am really anxious,” said she,
‘to judge for myself as to the progress of her
The things which I told you I would
wre all in readiness, so that we can take
them with us in the evening. Go, now, to Mr.,
Watkins. for while he is so hurried with busi-
ness for a few days, he eannot spare you to go
to school.’
In the course of the afternoon, Father Fitz-
] rain visited Mrs. Burke, whom he
1'-::1115: still delirious, and fearfally \'--':tk. not-
istanding the rage of the fever. From
\\ illy he received an account of Peter's visit;
and to his penetrating mind, ** the trail of the
serpent” was distinetly visible in the whole
: Watkins’'s as regarded the
amily. * There is here,” said he, w ithin
If, **a deep-laid plan to ensnare this
rhtless boy; may God, in his merey,
efeat their designs, and restrain this poor
lamb from straying beyond the fold " * Your
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brother is to come ].|--_. here i 10 evening, is

he not?" he said aloud t« illy. * Yes, your

reverence ! he sai 'd come an’ stay over-
|

night, if mother wasn’t better.”

“Then I must see and speak with him.”
Father }"iwlu-"‘-x--l"u‘ as he spoke, approached
the bed, i up the hand that lay on
the vum-rllu, he f und that the pulse was much
less violent than it had been even half an hour
before. ¢ Mrs. l]‘l'.!';ul_\', " he said to the
nurse, * the fever is already subsiding, so you
will require to pay the utmost attention, so as
to lose no time in giving some of that strength-
ening cordial on the first appearance of re-
turning consciousness. IIas the doctor been
here to-day?”

¢ Yes, your reverence ; he ealled about noon,
and he thinks that towards evening she may
come to herself a little. Ile just told me what
your reverence does — that I have need to look
sharp.”

The twilicht was deepening around; and
Willy, with Ally and Biddy, had drawn near
the hearth, whereon a log or two of wood was
blazing. Mrs. O'Grady and one of her daugh=
ters were also there, and the good woman was
relatineg in a low voice some old reminiscence
of her native land. They all believed that the
sick woman slept, for during the last hour or
two she had lain in a heavy slumber, when
suddenly her voice was heard, low and faint,
but yet distinet, ealling *“ Willy ! ” There was
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no other light in the room than that of the fire;
hut when the boy, starting 1o his feet, reached
the bed with alinost a sinzle step, he saw that
1
trying to raize herself on her elbow. Stooping
over her, he held her up, saying tenderly,

st Mother, dear ! do you know me?”’
Ah. then, I do, Willy, thanks be to God!
sleepin’ I was this long time, or what ?
had sach terrible dreams.” She spoke
almost in & whisper; but her words brought
oars of joy to Willy’s eyes, and bending down,
.o her. **Sure it was ravin’ you were,
Bat, thanks be to (God, mother,

you're gottin’ sensible azain.”

By this time the little girls had reached the
bed-side, and, wild with joy, would have kissed

\is mother's eyes were open, and that she was

their mother over and over again; but Mrs.
O'Grady quickly interposed, and gently drew
them away, :1-1\.I11',‘f. “ Do _\'::11 want tui;il‘. _\'fn].l'
mother out an’ out? An' you too, Willy !
come away from there, good boy ! you can do
your mother no good ; 80 leave her to me till
I oive her what I was bid.”

“Only let me ask him one question, Mrs.
0’Grady, an’ then he'll go. Was Peter here at
all, Willy, since I took bad?"

s 1Ie was, mother ; he was here a good while
this mornin’, an’ he said he'd come back in the
evenin’ to see how you'd be; an’ indeed,
mother, dear, he was in black trouble when he
seen you so low."” by
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“Well, God be praised for tl

there’s a chance for him still : ” and she r m-d

her eyes to heaven in silent thanksgiving,
while her kind nurse pat the wine to her
parched lips. Feeling much refreshed. even
by the few spoonfuls given her, she would have
expressed her gratitude to Mrs. O'Cirs udy, but
that good woman would not permit her. * No,
no, dear, don’t say a word about it: sure it's
only my duty I'm doin’; be quiet, now, Mrs.
Burke, dear, until you gather a ¢ strength,
an’ then youn may talk as much as you like.
Light a candle there, ¢ hildren !?

“ Well, but, Mrs. O rady,” said the sick
woman, “I want to tell you ut a thing
that’s troublin’ me very much. There’s some
clothes there in the tub, belonein’ to a lady
down town, an’ she paid me beforehand for
doin’ them, too — God bless her kind heart !
Now, if \rn]'-f ]Jt 80 grood as et one o the
girls to wash an’ iron them, so that Willy could
take the m home, it "id be a great relief to my
mind, an’ I'll pay you, please God, what T got
m"w]l' for doin’ them ; that’s ': Ul a 1ln']'r

* Ah, then, if I]1 it’s all that’s troublin’ you,
\!1~ Burke, dear! you may make your niind
easy; for my Anne there did them up an’
ironed them this mornin’, an’ now they're aired
an’ all I‘t‘:L-f_\' to send hn::uu but I Ililill‘[ f\'uu\\-'
where to send them. Willy can go with them
as soon as you like; an’ as to the payment,
aroon! I'll not take a penny. So don’t let me
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ar o word more about it. If God spares you
' health, you'll do as much for me when

am in & _|r'11|-']1."
« Well. God reward you, for I'm sure I never
. that's all I can say!” was Mrs. Burke’s
reply ; and her faint, tremulous tones alarmed
her nurse so much that she would not suffer her
to say another word.
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CHAPTER V.
A MOTHER'S DEATH-BED.

A BOUT half an hour had passed ; Willy was
A oone home with the basket of clothes, and
his mother had fallen into a light slumber, when
she was suddenly awoke by a low whispering
at the door ;: and, starting, she said, * Isn’t that
Peter's voice I hear? Are you there, Peter?™

“1 am then., mother, dear!” cried Peter,
darting forward ; and throwing his arms round
his mother’s neck, he burst into tears, while
the fond parent clasped him to her heart with
a sort of eonvulsive &1"1‘!1;1]:.

“ An’ you'll not leave me again, my son!
I'll not trouble you long, an’ I'd wish to have
ye all around me at the last. You'll not leave
me, Peter?”

“ No, mother darlin’, I'll stay with you as

long as you wish ;" and, as Peter spoke, the big
tears rolled down his cheeks, attesting the
depth and sincerity of his feelings.

“ Well, now, isn’t this pretty work!” eried
Mrs. O'Grady, as she saw the sick woman fall
back exhausted on the bed. * Get out of the
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f

way. Peter Burke ! don't you sce your mother’s

not able to speak or to move? &GO an’ see

who's that comin’ up the gtairs s 1 think it's a

stranzer.’

« Jt's Mrs. Watkins, mother,” said Peter,
having gone o {he door, as directed, re-

o ushering in the lady, who had judzed
hetter to let Peter come alone, and then
follow herself. A servant also entered the
yoom, carrying a hasket, which his mistress
ordered him to set down, and then withdraw.

There was but little satisfaction in the smile
with which Mrs. Burke met the pitying look
of her visitor; and when the latter kindly in-
';'.‘.'.ru-l how she found herself, she coldly an-
wared. A little better, thank God, and you
for askin’, ma'am '

The truth was, that poor Mrs. Burke felt
sadly disappointed by this visit, for it happened
at & moment when she was endeavoring 10
gather sufficient strength to give 8 solemn
admonition 10 her son Peter, touching the
affairs of his soul.

Mrs, O'Grady ]n'l'.u'v:\ a chair for the lady
near the bed, but failed not, as ghe did so, to
express her opinion that the patient should be
left undisturbed. *° For,” said she, “ ghe's
¢ able to talk, an’ no one ought to speak to
¢ while she's so wealk."

Bofore any one had replied, Willy's voice
was heard on the stairs, calling out for a light ;
and in a moment he made his appearance with

AL
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Father Fitzherbert. * Here's Father Fitzher-
bert. mother, dear!” he said, and the effect
was like magic. The poor woman's eyes were
suddenly lit up with the brightest joy,—the
very announcement seemed to give her strength,
for she started almost to a sitting posture, and
remained resting on Jier elbow.

¢ Thanks be to the Lord!" was her fervent
exclamation, as the priest approached the bed,
“that I see your reverence again. I know
I'm not long for this world, an’ 1 was beginnin®
to be afraid that you wonldn’t be here in time.
But sure I might have known that my Heavenly
Father wouldn't take me away unprepared, —
oh, glory, honor, an’ praise be to his holy name,
it's little I deserve his mercy ! ”

¢ ] am glad to find that you have recovered
your senses, Mrs. Burke,” said the priest, as,
bowing to Mrs. Watkins, he took up the hand
of the patient; *but your pulse indicates
extreme weakness, and I would advise you to
keep as quiet as possible, for a few hours,
until your strength is somewhat recruited.”

il ‘\'I‘”. ]Jtl1, }ul]l‘ reverence, [11 not be Ccon=-
tented till I have got the rites of the church.
Only hear my confession, sir, an’ give me the
Blessed Sacrament, an’ then I'll be as quiet as
can be,— there's somethin’ tellin’ me that my
end is near, an’ I'm sure your reverence would
not hide it from me.”

¢ Certainly not,” replied Father Fitzher-
bert ; ** such a course would ill become a min-
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of relizion, whe ty it is to prepare
for leaving this world. You are not in
-or, my chi ds the opinion of your med-

attendant agrees with my own, and we
th think that you have not Inanj hours to

I
ila
188}

[Tere the children, not even exce pting Peter,
burst into a passion of grief, while their
mother turned upon them a glance of unutter-
able tenderness, where they sto wl groupe o to-

> i]l"l!‘ the head of Hu bed. * Whisht,
iren!” she said, after a moment’s silence,
uring which she was evidently offering her-
colf and them to God; * whisht, my darlins,
there's no use in ye ¢ ryin' that way; if it was
t..-rl ¢ will I'd rather be left here a little long zer,
till ve'd be all able to do for yourse lves, an' to
go on in the way of salvation throuch all the

1s of this world; but since that's not or-
, I'll give ye all up to the pro-
{ ‘\I-HI H~-:1\:11|_\ Father, an’ he’ll do
for you than | (-nulrL An' Father
fitzherbert, too, I'm sure he’ll wateh over you,
God’s sake, poor lonesome creatures that

11 be when I'm one. 5o don’t {ret, children,
-1 an’ now all go away for a little while,

to prepare myse If for eternity ; — do,

-‘-n-s-l children. Willy, do you

‘t{le sisters down stairs for a

you, Peter, get a shair for

.r the fire abroad in
a little longer.”
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she mizht i bael
as she now more than ever feared that if she

left him alone to the influence of such a scene,
ghe mizht give him up as lost. Ere yet she
had quitted the room, she heard Father Iitzher-
bert tell Mrs. Burke that Willy had called to
apprise him of her having recovered her senses,
as otherwise he micht not have come so soon.

# Ay, it's just like him,” said the mother,
{n a fone of deep feeling, *it’s himself that
was always thoughtful, an’ I hope God ‘ill
give him grace to watch over his sisters. X
your reverence was talkin® to Father Maloney
__Cod’s blessin’ be with him ! — he’d tell you
that my Willy had something got wl in him
from his infancy ; an’ the last time he seen him,
that was the nicht before he left home, when
the priest was goin’ away, after givin' us all
his blessin’, didn’t Willy, an’ him only a little
follow at the timne, run after him to the door,
till he blessed him over again? "

An involuntary smile curled the lip of Mrs.
Watkins as she overheard this simple effusion
and. as Peter closed the door behind them, she
looked into his face with a strange expression,
half ironical, half comie, as thongh she would
have said: “Can you be influenced by such
gilly notions as these? What a foolish woman
yourmotheris!” And Peter blushed to his very
temples, though he said nothing, but silently
placed a ehair for the lady in the chimney-cor=
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Mrs. O'Grady had gone down stairs f
few minutes, after Willy and the little

<o that they were left alone tozether.

During the short time that the room-door
was closed, Mrs. Watkins tried every art of
1n-:'.-ti:!.~=inl| to induce I’eter to go back with
her, representing to him that there was ho

yparent dancer of his mother’s death, at
least that night, and he conld return next day

as early as he chose. ™ And what good will it
do either her or you for you to remain over-
nicht? 1 should think there are far 100 many
around her, and that she would be much better
if left alone with the nurse, who seems, by-the-
fr_‘.'. a very H'tl*“\h' :ll'ul l'\lll']'in‘n:'wl ]H'f'%l\ll.
And then Mr. Watkins will not think of com-
ing to fetch me, naturally expecting that
you will be back with me, so that if you
do not come, [ shall 1'l‘:l!'~.l\' be forced to go
home alone, and at a most unscasonable hour.”
“ No, no, maaml” said Peter, quickly.
¢ There's no need of you goin’ home by your-
self. for sure I can go an’ leave you at home
an’ then come back. Dutas for stayin’ away
all night from my poor mother, an’ it may be
the last nizht we'd have her. — oh, no, ma’am !
I wouldn’t take a mint o’ money an’ do it. God
forbid that I'd be «o hard-hearted or unnatural 155
and the poor fellow’s tears burst forth anew.
At this moment, when Murs. Watkins was
just about to renew her attack, the inner door
opened, and Father Fitzherbert came out, ask-
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ine for Mrs. O’Grady. Peter instantly ran to
call her, and then would have passed into the
room after the priest, who had left the door
open ; but Mrs. Watkins, moving after him, re-
quested to know whether she might not see
Mrs. Burke for a moment before she left.

‘i Yes. to be sure, ma’'am!” was the faint
response from the bed ; and the lady sat down
acain, following with her scrutinizing eyes the

motions of the priest, who still wore his stole.

 Perhaps, madam,” said IFather Fitzher-
bert. addressing the lady whom he knew only
by Mrs. Burke’s account, ¢ perhaps you do
not know that I'm about to administer the
Holy Eucharist to Mrs. Burke, and you may
probably choose to withdraw, for the present,

It is usnal for all the Catholics in the house to
be present, if possible, when the sacrament is
given to the dying, but it would be as well for
those who do not believe as we do, to retire.”
Mrs. Watkins bowed her acquiescence, and
resumed her place near the kitchen-fire, though
internally inveiching against the priest, for
she was curious to see how these !"-rxm',\'h CETE=
monies were carried on. But Father Fitzher-
bert knew well the irreverent curiosity which
would alone have been gratfied, and the total
want of respect for the Blessed Sacrament,
which, in the event of her remaining in the
room, would have seandalized the children,
and thercfore politely hinted at the proprigty
of her retiring for a while, Willy and his si
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ters now came in, and they were followed by
the O’Gradys, old and young. All passed
into the inner chamber,.and knelt, as they en-
tered, in respectful silence. Mrs. Burke lay
calm and tranquil, with her eyes closed, for
her soul was wrapt up in sweet communion
with that God who was about to take up his
abode within her soul. " Her thin, worn hands
were clasped together outside the bed-clothes ;
and, were it not for the motion of her lips, she
might have been believed dead. But not so;
for when the priest, approaching with the
Blessed Sacrament, raised his voice, and said
the well-known words, * Ecce Agnus Dei,”

Behold the Lamb of God, behold him who
taketh away the sins of the world!” she
opened her eyes and raised her hands in fer-
'.-n- Hlm.lw:.\m_f. while a smile of exquisite
joy umnv:l her wan features.

‘ Lord, I am not worthy that thou shouldst
enter under my roof ; say but the word, and my
soul shall be healed. Sweet Lord Jesus, make
my poor miserable soul clean an’ pure to re-
ceive thee!” and while these heart-felt ejac-
ulations still hovered on her lips, she slightly
raised her head, and received the Bread of
angels —the Bread that giveth life to the
world.

Sinking back on her bed, her eyes again
closed ; but the radiant smile was still on her
lips as she said in a loud, clear voice, * Thanks
be to thee, oh God, my God! what more than
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this can yon give me? 1 have all now, praise
be to your holy name! "

She then received the sancrament of Extreme
Unction ; and this last sacred rite being ters
minated, the priest beckoned all to leave the
room, saying in n low voice, as he himself re-
tired, “ We shall leave you alone for a little
while, my dear child, so that you may, undis-
turbed, offer yourself up to (God, and thank
him for his adorable goodness to you and all
mankind.”

The door that communicated with the
kitchen had been left open, sO that Mrs. Wat-
kins, from the place where she sat, had a full
view of the scene passing W ithin; and now,
when the priest took a seat in the kitchen, she
said to him rather abruptly :

« What a strange religion is yours, sir!
Who could ever dream that a huge system of
superstition and meaningless ceremony like the
Church of Rome should have power to bestow
such consolation at the final moment ? Surely
that woman seems to meet death with joy,
rather than terror.”

The priest smiled. It is even so, My good
lady, — that faithfal sonl has no fear of death.
And were you better acquainted with our
holy Church, you, t00, W ould find her the
mother of all consolation,— being, as she is, the
divine spouse of Christ, and by Him chosen to
transmit to his children the joy which pusseth all
understanding. But, Mrs. (’Grady, you had
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better stay in the room with Mrs. Burke, and
give her a table-spoonful of wine occasionally.
You will let me know when she wishes us to
enter.”

The conversation was then renewed in a low
voice, and went on uninterruptedly till Mrs.
O’ Grady made her appearance, and announced
that Mrs. Burke wanted to see his reverence
for n moment. When the priest entered the
room he took cach of the little girls by the
hand ; Peter and Willy followed, while Mrs.
Watkins muttered, as she moved after them:
¢ Stranee that I have been talking so long with
a Romish priest, without having been able to
convince him of error in a single point. Really,
I know not how it is that they can put every-
thing they believe and teach in so fair a point
of view, notwithstanding the intrinsic malice
and the exceeding foulness of their doctrines.”

The priest was struck, as he drew near the
bed, by the increased paleness of the sick wo-
man ; her eyes,too, were dimmer, and deeper
sunken in their sockets ; and when she spoke,
there was a hollow and ringing sound in her
voice which boded no good. Jesides, her
breathing was accompanied by that rattling in
the throat, called by the Irish * the death rat-
tle ;” — all* denoted the near approach of the
dread summoner.

“ T just wanted to see your reverence an’ the
children here, so that I might give them up to
your care before 1 leave this world. The boys
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are. thank God, able to earn their own livin’,
an’ even poor Ally an’ Biddy can do little turns
for any good Christian that ’ill keep them for
God's sake. I don’t care, Father Fitzherbert,
how hard any o' them has to work, for no
Christian ’ill put them to what’s beyond their
strength, so as they’re with them that 'ill give
them good examp ie, an’ bring them up in the
love an’ fear o' God. Oh, your reverence, if I
could ©only know Ilut Tlu\ 'd all be under the
care of -rmr-l pious 'atholics, an’ that they’d
persevere to the iIII]. of their lives in the old
faith that all their generations before them
lived and died in!”

“1 am truly rejoiced, my dear child,” said
the priest, ‘* that it is in my power to make
your mind at ease on that head. I have been
«'u-'xlnn r with a worthy woman who ecarries on
tlu straw-bonnet business pretty extensively,
and she has voluntarily propx sed to take your
dear little girls and bring them up to her own
business ;: while at the same tfme she will see
that their education — and above all their re-
ligious education — be not neglected. She has
no children of her own, and willingly under-
takes to bring up your girls, for the pure love
of God, being he rself a true and sincere Chris-
tian. As to Willy, I have arranced with a
very respect: ible house to receive him as mes-
senger in their store; and if he is found trust-
\\nllh\. (as I hope he will,) they have promised
to promote him. Meanwhile he is to attend
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an evening-school, and he can have at all times
free access to my library, so as 1o employ his
leisure hours in useful reading.”

Mrs. Burke raised her hands and eyes to
beaven. Her heart was too full for verbal ut-
terance, but after a little time she found voice
to thank Father Fitzherbert for his traly pater-
nal eare of her children. ** Sure your reverence
has done for them what I counldn’t do,— a poor
lone woman like me, that nobody here knew ;
but Peter. sir, what are we goin’ to do with
him. for he’s more trouble to me than all the
rest?"

¢ My dear Mrs. Burke.” said Mrs. Watkins,
with her soft, insinuating voice, * you have no
need to trouble yourself about Peter ; Mr.
Watkins is fully determined to provide for
him."”

 Mr. Watkins an’ you are both very good,
ma'am, an’ may God rewar you! but I hope
it's no offence to tell you that I can’t let Peter,
or any of my children, stay with any but Cath-
olies. 1 couldn’t die in peace, Mrs. Watkins,
indeed I eouldn’t, if I thought any o' these
poor orphans that I'm leavin’ ’id be in the way
of losin’ their faith. What do you say, Peter?
Wouldn't vou rather be among Catholics,
asthore arr-frn"fa.r‘r ef”

“Whatever you and Father Fitzherbert
likes. mother.” returned the weeping boy.
“ Tl be said an’led by you an’ him, please
God Almighty!”
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« Tn that case, Peter,” said the priest, 1
know that I can get you into the same house
with your brother. Your salary may be small
at first, but you will have many counter-bal-
ancing advantages.”

¢ Well, sir, as yvou an’ mother wishes it, I'll
agree, though I'm sorry to leave \]1 Watkins's,
where I was as well treated as if I was their
own child.”

“The Lord be praised, I can die con-
tented !” murmured the dying woman ; * lmt
Mrs. O’Grady, I want to speak a word to you.'

¢ What is it, Mrs. Burke?” said her kind
nurse ;: and her tears fell fast as she bent over
her patient, so as to catch her low tones.

¢ There's a little tobacco-box of ]\-\-sl Andy's
in one corner of that big chest within. W 1!1\'
can get it for you, an’ you'll get a sovereign in
it : it's the last of the money we brought from
home, an’ I always kept it for a pinch ; tli'l' 11
pay youwhat rent I owe you. I thinkit's four
dollars, isn't it?”

“ Sorra penny of it ever I'll take, Mrs.
Burke ! ” eried I:t-;l' generous landlady, with
characteristic vehemence; * that sovereign
will bury you decently, an’ I can do without
it. No, no, I'm a poor woman, but while God
spares my husband and son their health, I can
get along without the little penny youn owed
me. Sol 1ur‘i\ God to cancel the debt, as 1
do from my heart. -

Overpowered by the excess of her gl':tlillldt.‘,
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the dying woman could only grasp the friendly
hand held out to her, and raise her failing eyes
to heaven, invoking a blessing on her benefac-
tress. She spoke not again for several mo-
ments, during which the rattling in her throat
was fearfully increasing. Raising her fetble
hand, she made a sign for her children to ap-
proach; the priest placed them all on their
knees beside the bed, and by a mighty effort
the dying mother found voice to bless them.

« He good children,” she added ; *“ be good
men an’ women, an’ ever an’ always fear God
more than men; listen to the voice of his
Church : live an’ die good Catholies, an’ we'll
meet acain in glory. There, don't cry that
way, it’s no use; but pray for me. God bless
ye all!” She siened to Father Fitzherbert to
put the crueifix i her right hand; he did so;
and. with a smile of ineffable joy, the pure soul,
purified by all manner of earthly suffering,
well and cheerfully borne, passed away. The
eyes were still upraised, and the lips in the act
of praising God, when lip and eye were fixed
in death.

«May that God whom you so faithfully
cerved receive your liberated soul into the
mansions of rest!” said the priest, solemnly ;
and by a gesture full of grave dignity he si-
lenced the lamentations of the orphans, now
orphans in reality ; then kneeling, he recited
alond the prayers for the dead, in which all
present joined, with the exception of Mrs.
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Watkins. The good lady was just beginning
to wax impatient, when a foot was heard on
the staircase, and her husband made his ap-
pearance, to her very great satisfaction. No
notice was taken of either by those who, ab-
gorbed in devotion, were supplicating the Most
High for mercy on behalf of the parted soul ;
so without a word being spoken, Mrs. W .u]\un
beckoned her husband from the room, and in
an instant they were seated in their carriage.
Death is ever awful; but how fearfully
drear it becomes when it deprives a whole fam-
ily of a tender parent — an only parent. When
wrenching away that last great bond of unity,
it leaves the little community without a head,
without & centre, lonely and detached units in
the great human asse »mbl y. It was a melan-
(-lml_\ sicht to see the four children of Mrs.
Burke clinging around the bed, whereon lay
their dead mother, vainly calling on her who
could no longer hear, and beseeching her to
speak but a word : vain, vain their eries.
When was * the dull, cold ear of death™ ever
reached or opened by human voice ? For some
time none of them could think of anything ; the
ong pervading image filled the mind of cach —
their mother was dead, and l”u- * Wwere now or-
il]l.ll:‘-»].ll'nl\'l\-ll Aflter a ':]t while, Will Ly
raised his head from Hl- side of the bed where it
had been resting, and looking around on his
brother and sisters, he said, with an attempt at
calmness: ‘It was bad enough when poor
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father died an’ was thrown into the sea, but
then we didn’t half know our loss, an’ besides,
we had our mother still, so we weren’t so badly
off: but now,” — here his forced composure de-
serted him ; for one glance at the dead face
of his mother had subdued lis little self-control,
and when the others burst out agzain into tears
and lamentations, himself wept and sobbed as
loudly as either of his little sisters. Hitherto
Father Fitzherbert had remained kneeling at
the foot of the bed in silent prayer, deeming it
best to let the grief of the children exhaust its
first violence ; but now he arose, and coming
calmly forward took each by the hand in si-
lence and led them from the room, without the
slightest opposition on their part. When once
in the kitchen, he said to them:

“You must now stay out of the room, my
dear children, while Mrs. O'Grady performs
the necessary duties for the dead. 1 would
advise you to go down stairs for a little
while.”

Mrs. O’Grady, who had been kneeling just
within the room-door, now came forward and
announced that she would go for a * neighbor
woman” to help her to wash and lay out the
corpse, and insisted that the children should go
down stairs, as the priest had proposed. Their
obedience to the clergy was habitual ; and they,
therefore, went down with Mrs. O'Grady, while
Father Fitzherbert remained to close the mouth
and eyes of the deceased, and offer up yet
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another prayer for her eternal repose. When
the women entered, and prepared to commence
their sad task, he withdrew, promising to re-
turn next morning to see the children.

The corpse was at length laid out in decent
order, attired in the brown habit of the con-
fraternity of our Lady, (which habit had been
long ready for the occasion, as is usual with
the members of that society,) with a cross of
brown ribbon laid outside the clothes on her
bosom. and the little wooden crucifix, the same
which had fixed the dying gaze of her husband,
suspended on the wall at her head. Then the
children were again admitted, and several of
the neighbors coming in, Mrs. O'Grady pro-
]1(}50*’1 that first of all they should say the
Litany for the Dead. This pious duty per-
formed, the remainder of the night passed away
in conversation, which, borrowing its tone from
the occasion, was of a serious and grave char-
acter. The two little girls had been prevailed
upon to go to bed about midnight, and much
pains were taken to console the two young
brothers ; many a kind advice was given them,
and more than one friendly offer of assistance.
Both were too much absorbed in their grief to
pay any great attention to these well-meant
attempts at consolation, and they were sensibly

relieved when the licht of morning called the

greater number of those present to their homes,
to commence the labors of the day. It was
only from Father Fitzherbert's promised visit
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that they expected or received consolation,
and his entrance gave them a gleam of com-
fort, which the mild and tender and pious
counsels he gave them tended considerably to
increase. lle it was who represented, in clear
and foreible terms, to their sorrowing minds,
that as far as their mother was hersell con-
cerned, they had only reason to rejoice in her
death ; as death to her was but a transition
from toil and suffering, and all the privations
of poverty, to the happy eternity where the
saints reien with God. Then he made them
understand that such being the case, their own
gelfish sorrow must not be indulged. * You
have duties before you,” he, * which must
be fulfilled : duties to God, to yourselves, and
to society ; and to these you must at once apply
yourselves, easting off that vain and idle de-
gpondency, which, however natural it may be
in its origin, wonld undoubtedly unfit you for
active and energetiec application to the fulfil-
ment of the duties to which I have referred.”
Thus did he wisely and judiciously lead the
thers to a more salutary way of thinking,
| prepare them for the devious journey of
e on which they might now be said to enter
1 first time. They | wept and sor-
| for the mother who d loved them so
ly, but it was no lonzer with that wild,
able grief which had at first swallowed
up every rational idea, and precluded all hope
ol comfort.
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The day of burial came, and Father Fitz-
herbert offered up the Holy Sacrifice early in
the morning, that God micht receive the soul of
his departed servant. It was a touching spec-
tacle to see the two boys — the eldest but fifteen
— following to the grave the remains of their
only parent, each holding by the hand one of
their young sisters. The brothers restrained
the violence of their sorrow as they moved
along after the hearse, but the little girls
sobbed and eried all the way, though con-
tinually reminded by their brothers that they
should endeavor to be quiet while passing along
the streets. DBesides the O'( rradys, there were
only a few others who followed the hearse, for
the deceased had but few acquaintances, and

she was poor, very poor, aye, and far away from
the place where she and hers were known and
honored. So they laid her in her * narrow
house,” with none by to mourn her but the
desolate orphans who stood cowering together
at the head of the grave.
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CHAPTER VI

THE BROTHERS IN THEIR NEW SITUATION.

TT was Thursday when the remains of
Widow Burke were laid in their resting-
place, and Father Fitzherbert, in his 1||11rltnt
kindness, advised the !\-.u boys to go on Sat-
urday to the house of Mr. Talbot, their new
employer. * It will divert your minds,” said
he, * from the gloomy thoughts by which they

are now occupied ; and also, by making your
arrangements on Saturday, you will be able to
enter on your respective duties in the be-
ginning of the week. I myself will now con-
duct your little sisters to their destination,
where I have every hope that they will find a
comfortable home. Have you any matters to
arrange with Mrs. O'Grady?"”

“ No, vyour reverence,” said Willy, his
brother, mindful of his past weakness, being
evidently embarrassed when in the priest’s
presence ; *‘we wanted her this morning to
take some good clothes of my poor father’s
that’s there in the chest abroad, an’ see if she
couldn’t make something of them, in part of
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what my mother owed her, but she wouldn’t
consent to take anything at all, because she

said she had cancelled the debt altogether.
We're goin’ to leave them in the chest here,
for Mrs. O'Grady says she’ll make room for it
below stairs; we wouldn’t wish to part with
any of the clothes, sir, (unless it was to pay
my mother’s little debt,) because it'll* do us
good to look at them now an’ then; sure we
have nothing else to put us in mind of them
that's gone. My poor mother hadn’t anything
that 'id be of use to anybody, for her clothes
were all worn out a'most, but we have her
shawl an’' bonnet, an’ some other little things
that she used to wear, locked up with the
rest ;7 he stopped suddenly, overcome by his
emotion, while Peter and the little giris burst
into tears. The good priest, although his own
eyes bore witness of his sympathy, yet thought
it time to put a stop to this, and therefore
desired them all to prepare for their departure.
They descended the stairs in silent sorrow, the
children turning several times to take a last
look of the now deserted dwelling. When
they had reached the foot of the stairs, where
a short passage led to Mrs. O’Grady’s apart-
ments, Willy asked the priest whether they
might not step in to say * Farewell,” and
Father Fitzherbert, havine nodded assent, the
whole four hastened away, while the priest
himself walked slowly after them. IIe was
just in time to witness the parting, and heard
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them tell Mrs. O’'Grady, with innocent exulta-
tion, that they had each some ** token ™ of their
poor mother.

« Look here, Mrs. O'Grady,” said Ally, the
eldest girl, “sure I have mother's beads,”
drawing them from her bosom as she spoke,
‘ an’, please God, I'll say my prayers on them
night an’ morning.”

“ An’ I have something too, so I have!”
cried Biddy, the youngest, holding up a pair
of seissors. * I have mammy’s scissors ;7 and
she kissed them with childish fondness.

st Well, then,” said Peter, * since ye're all
ghowing your keepsakes, I have the best of
all, for I have got her prayer-book, an’ it was
father's too.”

s An’ what have you, Willy? You're sayin’
nothing, poor fellow!” said Mrs. O'Grady,
smiling through her tears, as she turned to the
silent ]m‘\'.

¢ Indeed,” was Willy’s reply, I wouldn’t
part my keepsake for all the riches in New
York ; here it is,— the erucifix that my father
had in his hand when he was dyin’, an’ my
mother, too. I hope in God it'll lie on my
own breast when I'm dead ! ”

i Well, the Lord’s blessin’ be about ye all,
children dear, wherever ve go!” said Mrs,
O’Grady, with genuine fervor; ‘‘an’ it's my
prayer from my heart out, that God may keep
ye all from hurt or harm, for it's yerselves
that's the quiet, mannerly children, an’ ye
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ought to have luck! Go now, poor things, for
I see his reverence is waitin’ for you, an' I'm
real sorry that there’s none o' my ones within.
But sure ye'll come often to see us. Do, an’
God bless ye! for ye may be sure ye Il never
come without bein’ welcome.”

A few minutes' walk brought Father Fitz.
herbert and his young ‘)w'nf'r':,l-'h' to the house of
the good lady who had agreed to take the little
girls; and she received them with so kind a
welcome, that notwithstanding their natural
timidity, and the sorrow they felt on parting
with their brothers, they yet appeared quite
reconciled to stay with Mrs. Williams, only
begging of Willy and Peter, as they followed
them to the door, that they would come soon
to see them. The boys, on their part, were
much affected, and the eyes of both were filled
with tears, just as they emerged from the
narrow street in which Mrs. Williams’s shop
was situated. The priest, who walked imme-
diately before them, was accosted by a cheer-
ful voice from the opposite trottoir, and a gen-
tleman instantly crossed the street. Father
Fitzherbert stopped, and said, with a smile,
“Jam very glad to meet you just now, Mr.
Talbot, as it saves me the necessity of going
to your house, and I am rather limited in time
this forenoon, having promised to be at the
Bishop’s at half-past eleven. These are the
boys of whom I told you.”

“Qh, indeed!” said Mr. Talbot, as he
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glanced at the brothers; “in that case I think
vou had better leave them at once to me.
The business on which I was going when I
met you can be easily postponed, and as Mr.
Weimar is in no very good humor this morn-
ing, it will be just as well for you to keep out
of sight, as I need not tell You how prejudiced
he is against priests in general. But how is
this, Father Fitzherbert?” he added quickly ;
** these lads appear as though they had been
weeping.”

*“And so they have, my good sir, but that
is nothing surprising, for they have just parted
from their orphan sisters, and the parting has,
as you can well imagine, renewed the memory
of their grievous loss.”

Mr. Talbot then addressed the brothers in
a kindly tone, desiring them to go with him
that he might introduce them to his partner ;
whereupon Father Fitzherbert bowed and
turned away in an opposite direction, first
saying with a smile, * I have no fear but that
you willdo what you can for them. Good-by,
my boys, I shall see you very soon again, with
God’s help !

During their walk, Mr. Talbot put various
questions to the boys, tending to draw out
their respective characters : and he was not
slow in perceiving that the Younger brother
had many mental advantages, although but
little indebted to education. By the time
they arrived at his place of business his in-
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terest was strongly excited, so that even with-
out the earnest recommendation of the priest
he would have done his utmost for the friend-
less youths. At length they stopped at a
wholesale and retail hardware store in one of
those narrow and dark streets which monop-
olizein New York, as in most other commercial
cities, the greatest amount of the wholesale
trade. Having dived into the further recesses
of the place, without eliciting more than a
passing glance from the numerous sallow-faced
young men, varying in age from sixteen to
twenty, who were employed as clerks and
helpers in the concern, Mr. Talbot led the
young Burkes to a desk in a remote corner,
where an old man was poring over books and
papers. One small window, thickly incrusted
with dust, and looking out on a close, narrow
_\'ar{l, threw a sickly light on the desk with its
lh_:ntll’rull.‘-i ledgers and journals, and on the
pale withered face and thin gray locks of the
merchant, with his snufl-colored and high-
collared coat buttoned up to the very ex-
tremity of the long sharp chin. Ie was
seated on a high office-stool, and bent with
engrossed attention over his desk.

¢ Well, I've been to ( hambers’s, and also to
Black’s,” said Mr. Talbot, “ and neither of
them have heard anything of the Sally Ann;
there is, however, a strong probability that
she may get in to-night, as the wind has
veered considerably since I went out.”
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“Ay! dere’s always a chance, to be sure

dere is,” said the old man. somewhat snap-

pishly, and without raising his head : * you be
always lookin’ out for chances. I tell you
what, I tink de Sally Ann is gone to de bottom ;
but did you see dat oder man about de note,
— vat you call him, Lumley, eh?”

“ No, I was just on my way to call upon
him when I chanced to meet this young lad
of whom I told you yesterday ; and as he could
not possibly have found out the store. I
thought it best to come back with him.”

Weimar raised his head quickly, and darted
a keen glance at Willy, who chanced to be
standing next him, but secing that there were
two, he said sharply to Talbot, * Vat de deevil !
dere be two?"”

“ Even so, Mr. Weimar.” replied the other:
¢ I have since learned that there are two of
these boys looking out for situations, and as
we can employ both just now, I have brought
them for your inspection. Neither will look
for high wages,—in fact very moderate pay
will suffice for a time, as they have no great
knowledge of business.”

“ And vat for have dem here, den?” inter-
.':|Ifl-|] Weimar, ![lln-:'II]'Hh‘.‘\': *val _:_'":rri ']".\‘
be to us, tell me dat, eh?”

“Why, as to that,” said Talbot, “they
both seem smart and intelligent, and for the
rest, being anxious to learn, they cannot fail
to make themselves exceedingly useful. Then
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they are orphans, and have, therefore, a double
claim on all Christians.”

“ Oh, ay! orphans! Vere you find all the
orphans you bring in? Dere be always some
orphan in de way.” This was said in a
pettish tone, and Mr. Talbot smiled, but his
smile was a melancholy one as he replied :

s And that is nothing surprising, my dear sir
— none knows better than yourself, that 1. too,
was thrown an orphan on the wide world. 1
was just about the age of the younger of these
boys, when a certain person who shall be now
nameless took me into employment, and he has
been often good enough to say that he had
never repented the act. What say you, Mr.
Weimar?"”

Somewhat softened by this judicious hint,
the old man coughed and wiggled on his seat
— he was fain to l'ﬂin]']_\' with his 1Jril'll1!'1"~& r'e=-
quest, and yet he could not easily bring himself
to say as much.

“ 11 all de orphan boys were like you, Tal-
bot, it vould do vell enough, but—umph!—
which dese }n\_\»-‘. de one ‘\'Ul'l pr ymised forr+

“The younger of the two, Mr. Weimar.”

e \‘-i[' VOt oder ]II'I\' — vat ‘\l!ll can do?

he said, addressing Peter.

« Sir. I have been in two places since I came
to New York. I was goin’ errands first for
Mr. Miller

¢ Vat — Miller in John Street, eh?”

# Yes, sir.”
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- Hmnl:ia ! dat is 2O l ;3 vat de oder ]:Iﬂl‘(‘.
xh 7"

* Mr. Watkins, sir ; he lives in Henry Street.”
“Vat you do dare? You not clerk, eh?”

“ No, sir, I use to be cleanin’ out the oflice,
sir, an’ makin’ fires; an’ I use to go messages
there, too. An' Mrs, Watkins had me goin’ to
.‘-('Illml, sir.”

*Oh, den, you not so bad; ve'll try de two,
Mr. Talbot. You put dem to vork right off —
lose no time, eh?”

““No, no,” said Talbot, with his benevolent
smile, ** I shall give them in charge of Saun-
ders, and you know /e will keep them to work.
[ thank you for making good my promise, and
I hope we shall find the lads trustworthy, and
attentive to business. Come now, boys, till I
make you acquainted with Mr. Saunders, who
is to be your tutor for some time to come.”
Turning back, he said to Weimar, I shall
go immediately about that note — I believe the
man’s name is Moreton.,”

**Ah, do, Talbot; and be sure you tell him
dat de matter vill be put at once in de lawyer's
hands, if he not pay to-morrow forenoon.”
Talbot nodded, and the old German bent again
over his books, wrapped up in their® contents,
apparently, as though no interruption had taken
place,

* Now, Willy,” said Mr. Talbot, as they pro-
ceeded by a long dark passage to find the head
clerk in the retail store, * you see I have said
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nothing of the priests, for Mr. Weimar eannot
bear to hear them mentioned — though T my-
self am a Catholic, as he well knows — I]E':.'I.]u‘I'
have I said anything of your _-;u?:--r to night-
school, or where you are to board, but all that
is easily azranged. We rent a house close by
here, for the convenience of boarding our
young men ; and when the stores are closed this
evening, I shall introduce you to Mrs. Malcolm,
the old housekeeper. But here is Mr. Saun-
ders.” Ie then presented the brothers to the
worthy Scotchman, who had the chief manace-
ment in the concern, and having seen them dul ¥
set to work, he said with a smile, “(Good- ?I'\ 3
then, for the present; I hope to hear a good
account of my protégés from Mr. Saunders.”
And he hastened away.

The day passed away tediously enouch to
Peter and Willy, for there were strange faces
all around them, and even the accents that fell
upon their ear were strange, for it chanced
that they were the only Ifish boys in the
establishment. Late in the afternoon, Mr.
Weimar entered the store-room, where W illy
was engaged in burnishing up some things un-
der the superintendence of Saunders.

“ Vere'de oder broder, Saunders?”

“I have sent him \\'lT|l a parcel, sir, fo Nas-
san Street ; he knows the localities around here
better than I expected.”

*¥Vell, vat you tink ? Dey worth keeping, eh ?”
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This was said in rather a low tone. “ Talbot
often mistaken ; he too soft, dat certain.”

“ Well, sir.” said Saunders, in the same low
tone, ** I do not think Mr. Talbot's judgment
is now at fault, for I am inclined to believe
that these lads are both intelligent and trust-
worthy. I like them very well, so far.”

“ Ah! dat good —very good.” Then rais-
fng his voice, he said to Willy, ¢ I say, you boy
dere, vat your name?”

“ William Borke, sir.”

“ You Irish, ¢h? and Cath’lic, I be sure.”

“Yes sir,” was Willy’s reply.

“ Ay, ay, it always de same, Saunders.
Some priest get Talbot take dese boys. Who
ask him take you, my good lad?”

 Father Fitzherbert, sir.”

“ Dere now,” said Weimar, nodding his
head sienificantly at Saunders, “1 tell you so.
Now listen, boy! you noting better of de
priest’s word for me; me no tink mooch of
priests — but you be good boy; mind vat
ilaunders say to you, and be honest, and you
do vell here. Tell de same fo your broder.
Say old Mr Weimar no care for Fader dis or
Fader dat, but he like honest boys, dat do deir
vork vell, and he pay dem vell, too.”

Willy made a low bow as the old man passed
him, and promised to do his utmost to deserve
his good opinion. Applying himself with re-
newed atténtion to his work, he acquitted him-
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self of his task to the entire satisfaction of the
Scotchman.
Bo i-lm--i!l..-.i-,_-_l the evenls

And punctual to his promise, came Mr., Tal-
bot. It was with sincere pleasure he heard
B0 good a re port of the hovs Irom Saunders,
and the encour aging kindness of his tone fell
like dew on their lonely hearts. The estab.
lishment bej Ing at length closed, he [uuk them
to the Illlll‘-l’ apj Jlilllh'lf for Lthe g 'r'rg & of the
concern, and consigned them to the care of
Mrs. Malcolm, the old Scoteh  housekeeper ;
commending them, at the same time, to her
special protection. ¢ Fop.” said he, in a low
\'-aiu- “they are n||-|| s, and Catholies.”

‘Verra weel, sir.” s aid the old dame, speak-
ing in a broad ]-uu; and Scotch, “be sure I'll
have a w: atch o'er the lads ; they may thank
God, anyhow, for bringing them under your
care.” 'This was said more to the brothers, as
they followed Mrs. Malcolm, who went before,
with a lighted candle in her hand.

Mr. Talbot, before he left the hall, reminded
Peter and Willy that the church was quite
near, *And to-morrow. being Sunday,” said
he, “you can go there with Mrs. Malcolm,
who is also a Catholie,” he added, with a cheer-
ful smile. “ Yoy spe You have an advantace
here over the others, who are a]] Protestants
of various sects. Good-night, my boys! I
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need not tell yon that you can dispose of to-
morrow as you please.”

Mr. Talbot then withdrew, and the brothers
followed their conduetress into an eating-room,
where the greater number of the young men
were already assembled for supper. In the

course of the evening the new-comers made
considerable progress in the good graces of
their companions. Peter, especially, won their
favor, for he, being more 11'\'(‘]‘\' and volatile
than his brother, was less under the dominion
of grief; and thusit happened, that while Willy
was sad and silent, weighed down by the
abiding thought of his recent loss, Peter, on
the other hand, catching the inspiration of
laugh and jest, soon lut-"lul and jested the
merriest of all. He had loved his mother with
the warmest affection, and, when alone with
his brother, still mourned her sincere 1y, but for
him mirth was contagious ; his mind, less de D
and less solid than th: |.[ of W J”\ creceived anim-
mediate impressfrom the surrounding influence.

The evening passed over, and good Mrs.
Malcolm showed the brothers to the small room
where both were to sleep, telling them that
breakfast would be ready by eight o’'clock,
being an hour later on Sund: 1iys.  When left
alone, the boys sat for a while talking over
their present prospects, and laying down va-
rious little plans for the future; then, hav ing
agreed that they would go next day to visit
their mother’s grave, and also to see their sis-
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ters, they knelt and said their night-prayers.
Willy then proposed that they should say the
Litany of the Blessed Virgin ; and. his brother
assenting, they commenced, but had scarcely
gone half-way through, when a lond burst of
laughter from the passage without the door
made both start. Pausing for a moment, they
heard one of the young men calling to some
of the others, “ Why, do come here! just
listen to the Burkes — they are actnally praying
away as if they were two old women: and to
the Virgin, I protest !  And then the sound of

advancing footsteps was heard. and it seemed
as though several persons were listening
around the door. A erimson glow overspread
‘\'iil_\".\' cheek — it was the clow of indie-

nation — but, making a violent effort fo sub-
due his anger, he resumed the Litany, as though
nothing had happened. Again the lauch was
raised outside, and Peter gof up from his
kneeling posture, saying, ina low voice, * Don’t
you hear them makin’ pame of us? Let it
alone, I tell you!”

But Willy, without Im'-din‘_{hisrvmnmtrnrwt.‘,
went steadily on with his prayer, nor stopped
till he had reached the conclusion. Then he
stood up, and quietly began to prepare for bed,

“Why, what in the world.,” said Peter,
* made you go on when yon heard them laughin’
at us that way ? sure _‘.ul['rL' the queerest fellow
ever I séen.”

“I'll just tell you, Peter, why I went on,”
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returned Willy ; and he spoke rather louder
| usual, having a suspicion it some of
the listeners were still lingering in the pas-
sage. ** Didn’t you often hear my mother an’
the priest himself say that we ought never to
be afraid or ashamed to say our prayers?
What for would we be ashamed of prayvin’ to
the Blessed Mother o' God to intercede for us,
an’ when we know we’re doin’ only what's right ?
I wouldn't care if they were langhin’ at us till
this time the morrow night. Just let them laugh
away, an’ when they find that we disregard
their langhin’, then, I suppose, they'll soon tire.
Lot us go to bed now, in the name cf God.”
Next morning, at breakfast, there was not the
slightest allusion to what had passed the night
before, the presence of Mrs. Malcolm making
the scoffers fear to ridicule the young Cath-
olics. Even when the housekeeper left the
room, not a word was spoken on the subject ;
but, from the signs exchanged, and the sly,
derisive glances directed at the brothers, the
younger in particular, it was evident enough
that the under-current of ridicule was going
on. More than once did Willy observe some
one of the young men raising his hands and
eyes to heaven, with so ludicrous an air of
mock devotion that himself could scarce re-
frain from joining in the laugh that followed.
Then another would strike his breast with his
clenched hand, and murmur some one of the
phrases of the Litany which he had heard the
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night before. The repeated bursts of laugh-
ter, which these derisive tricks called forth,
overwhelmed Peter with shame ; and altho

it was vet consideral bly before the time for
grand Mass. yet seeing r his brother's confusion.
Willy said to him. * I think it's time to o to
church, Peter : we know the wi a4y ourse l\w\ an’
we needn’t wait for Mrs. Malcol; m. Are you
ready to come?” Peter ot up in silence, and
reached for his ¢ ap.

‘I say, Hamilton.” said one of the younger
l-[u]\-, aloud, * aren't you for church this
morning? The weather is ve ry tempting.”

“Not I, faith!” was 1!1- prompt rejoinder ;
“ I'm for Staten Island. -atch me in a church
such a morning as lili“: Come, get ready !
who's for the water? We'll have a glorious
sail ; and you know we can say the Litany up
stairs to-night.” Then turni ng to the Burkes

as they left the room, without s eming to no-
tice his ironical hint, “You'll say an extra
Pater and Ave for us. won't you, my lads?”
“We'll pray for all sinners. if that’ll do
ye,” said Willy, with a tartness little usual to
him, as, putting on his cap in the hall, he

reached to open the door,

A general laugh followed I]Li~ repartee,
“There now, Il't:nillnn. you've got it, eh?
haven’t you? the lad’s not so foolish, afterall.”
And as the hoys descended the ste ps from the
door, they st till heard the merry clatter of
tongues within,




THE IRISH ORPIAN IN AMERICA.

When Mass was over, the brothers went
together to see their sisters; and. if they had
not met for years, the little girls could not
have been more rejoiced. It was with glad
and grateful hearts that Peter and Willy heard
the artless praise wherewith the children spoke
of their benefactress, who, it appeared, was a
woman of rare benevolence. * An’ sure she's
gettin’ us nice black dresses made, for she
says we ought to have mournin’ for poor
mother,” said little Bridget ; while her sister
caught up the words with, “An’ it ’id do ye
oo wl to hear her how she advises ns; an’ she
gets us to tell her everything about poor father
an’ mother ; an’ then the tears ’ill be standin’
in her eyes, an’ she'll tell us that we ought to
be thankful to God for havin' given us such
parents ; an’she makes us pray for them every
night an’ mornin”.”

This account sas truly welcome to the
brothers ; and before they left they made it a
point to see the cood lady, and thank her for
her almost unexampled kindness to their
orphan sisters. Mrs. Williams then inquired
how they liked their own situation, and was
much pleased by Willy’s account of Mr. Tal-
bot. She was glad to hear, too, that the
housekeeper where they boarded was a Cath-
olic, and took occasion to warn them that they
must not suffer themselves to be deterred from
performing any duty of religion, how trifling
soever in itself, by the covert sneers or
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open ridicule of their companions. “ Alwavs
remember.” 3 aho 464 y .

itholics,
ver all

ou love

stand on a

ous persuasions, and,
your own sounls, see

fact.,

OLher 1«

t you never forget this

1@ herelic an

[ the schismatie scoff

1elr

- heed not tl jeers ; it is their
misfortune to be without the pale of t
chureh, and it at the
(oo Shepherd may take pit

18 our duty to pray tl

ty upon them, and

th no small pleasure that his
brother seemed deeply attentive to this kind
admonition, which he, therefore, hoped might
produce a good effect upon his

mind, so
keenly susceptible of anything like ridicule.

dWw J'].'\‘n sy 10 Bee our

* We're goin’ ma’an

mother’s grave
to let \!!
you very much.”

“* They m go, and welcome,” said Mrs.
Williams ; # al r 1i that
they should go out more than was absolutely
necessary until their mourni 5

for them,

nm'd be good enough

come with us, we'd thank

not inte

is ready

dears, are
is a duty of
pious duty it is, too — and [ will
ent. You will, of course, see

none of

1,4 1« .
UL easlly go

in city of «

“*Oh, certainly ma'am " said Peter, * an’




3

THE IRISH ORPHAN IN AMERICA. 127

we're much obl

leave to come.”

About e ur's 1t our
young we to ard, and
with st ning eyes they ound the

grave, which they conld not
nized, had not Willy, luckily, noti
tion with recard to the gate. Piously and fer-
vently did they all offer up their pr ¢

Ve recog-

ed its lu.-{.

repose of their mother’'s soul ; and

ad around

with clasped hands and bBowed
the holy

ing 1llustra

ave, there eould be no more touch-
eb 1 doctri

church, the never-ending communion, over

e of the

n of tl

which death holds no power. When they
] knees, W
brother: * Doesn’t it do
Peter, dea
It just seems to me as
too; an’, when I k
seen her covered

observed to his

arose from 1

good,
for her soul?
rself to talk
where I

r. 1o come _|l‘rl i

her talkin’ to me as sl
find myself uplifted al
to myself, ¢ Please God I'll

to disgrace her bones in
on his part, declared his
often. 4 But,” said he, ** we ong
orave some way or another, or
be able to find it out.”

] was thinkin' of tha

brother: * an’ next Sunday, when we come,
we'll bring a long, sharp stone, or a slate, that
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now quitted the gravevard : and having

left their sisters * af home,” the brothers re-
1

turned to their new dwelline. whe they found
good Mrs. Maleolm awaitine the appearance,
as dinner had been some time ready. “An’*

r a oneo these grace-

s comin’ back to dinner: they're all
sporting their figure down on Staten Island.”
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CHAPTER Vil
THE FOURTH OF JULY.— POCKET-MONEY.

\TI’.I'I'IH'LH Father Fitzherbert nor Mr. Tal-
- bot had forgotten their engagement with
recard to sending the brothers to school, and on
the Wednesday following I!n-‘\' both went to an
excellent l-\\'||i!:1—‘l'5|-'lr|. whose teacher was in
y respect qualified for the charge he held,

as conscientious in the discharge of his

duty, as he was fully competent to fulfil it.
‘ather Fitzherbert had been mainly instrumen-

establishing this school for the instruc-

of boys who were unable to attend any

school, and it was his practice to visit it

at least ence a week, so as to examine the pro-

gress of the boys, and ascertain that nothing

\-\'.'1“ to be 1JI':_':i"l‘1l'r1 that could P r-«im_\' 1||'rjrmtllte
their improvement.

It was Willy's custom, moreover, to avail
himself on Sunday evenings of Father Fitzher-
bert’s kind permission to visit his libraxy.
The first time he went he prevailed on his
brother to accompany him, but Peter had no
love for reading, still less for that solid and
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nseful kind to which his brother, by the priest’
advice, applied himself; and he ‘could never
be brought to go a . *“Where's the use,”

he said, ** of shuttin’ one's self up there in a

1
1

room over a book, the only evening in the
\\|'|-|\' that we have to ourselves? An' then
such books as vou read in it: if a body had a
rt-.._\-!nu-l\.u! somet| o t way, it wouldn’t
be so bad ; but no, it's the Lives of the Saints,
and DBible l|i~[u'\ an’ such things as them
that Father Fitzherbert gives us. an’ then * ‘n'1‘—
inet’s Instructions,” the worst of all, for
nn|\' fit to make one dull and down-hearted.

* Well, but, Peter,” said his brother, * isn’t
that the kind of readin’ we want ? for it teaches
us how to save our souls, and, besides, how to
live in this world. An’ then, I'm sure, if you
want stories, the Lives of the Saints and the
IHistory of tl

they're not li
amuse young people, for we know that they're
all true. Don’t we read just as wonderful
things in them books that ppened to God's
:holy servants as we can find anywhere at all?
For my part, I'd rather read them than all the
fairy tales and.ghost stories that ever were put
i'll '}lurnh‘-,.b

* You can read them yourself, then, Willy,”

. was'the rejoinder, ** for I'll not go any more to
Father Fitzherbert’s. I'd rather have one leaf
in that old book that Johnny O’Grady lent me,
‘ The Irish Rogues an' Rapparees,” than all the

¢ Bible are full of them: an’
1

ike the stories that's made up to
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biz books in the library; so I'll ne
more, that's s o

‘Well, Peter, |
say s0,” said Willy, * for
chance that you may never

T my own concern, o 3
I don’t want to hear any more about it,” was
Peter's re and Wil | no more. llll
he had so more severe t
appeared that Peter's case, as it gener
][;Iii]ll'h"". 3 ul 1 in-l"l'-ﬂt of any pos
grace or divine favor was quickly followed lu'.
agrievous tempts l""l1 which he had not streng
'[l.il'n'-g\.'., Une l\lH!II'__'.:,|.l-""'.'|"-' of
following the conversation _i:]*! !'I'|.‘i'-i-!.

the brothers were on their way to the school,

Peter suddenly said: * You wouldn't guess
who I seen ay lly 2 ”
¢ No. certai 7 sald Willy, “I can’t im-
i body from Ireland?”

as that,” returned Peter, with a

laugh, * it was Mr. Watkins."”
“ Mr. Watkins!"” cried Willy; * an" where

Lli-[ _\\_-!] see !:i‘.ll ’ 2

“ Sure, in his own office. Mr. Weimar sent
me there with a letter, an’ you never seen any
one in all your life gladder to see another than
Mr. Watkins was to see me. He asked me all
about how I'm gettin’ on, an’ he says I must
d sec Mrs, W ltu]ll“u .nll that she often
bout me ; so I'm goin’ there to-morrow
evenin’, instead of goin’ to school. I.go reg-
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an take one while
an evenin’

“ Well, I suppose it's all richt, Peter,
you to go to see Mrs. Watkins once in a while.
be ause she was so good to you ; but somehow
or another I don't like vou oo when yvou
ought to be at school ; an’ resides, poor mother

aid of your ggin' next or near

rant me to live with them,”

“I know that very well,

vthing again me goin’
to see a lady at was so kind to me.”

W H‘_‘.' l, he said no more on the
subject, for he saw that his brother could not
decently avoid going. “1I wish,” said he to
humself, ** I conld see Father Fitzherbert., just
to ask him wh » thought about it. But 1

him now, for it would be

come from school, an this

to visit us ;" and acain he
1

" he had a misgiving that his

ain rushing into danger. Just

then t A reached the ~|-',l|.1|-[.-;‘1r-||_-.-_ and con-
versation was for that time at an end.

On the following morning Willy Burke was
up and dressed by the light of the early dawn.
“Will you come to Mass, Peter?” he said,
awaking his brother from a heavy slumber,
*“the mor is very fine, and we can be

for breakfast,”

go off alone, 4s you do every
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least f‘lu-_\ may sleep as 1
knows we ]|:l'\1‘
enouzh.”

« Well, Peter, I'm sorry you'll not ¢
mornin’. for I'm afraid you have a temptatios

an’ 3y tan n need of

Peter grumbled, and turned lazily on his
as thouch desirous of sleeping
was fa to leave hi

could alone be : hreakf:

erally over by seven.
"hen supper wa

alone to sch ol |
ceeded to [ray his |=!'l'.:|;i~"l visi
kins. On lea
agrecably su

at the first corner.

t deal to do about you?’

“You may say that, Willy,” replied Lis
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brother, as they walked on together; * an’,
after all, I don’t find any one like her an’ Mr.
Watkins, What n'l-‘_'\-I::.!E..-, ] thev've of-
fered me a dollar a week more an I have

n' to let me 20 1o ni

- 8o I promised that I’ only put in
this week here, an’ I'm to go back to them
next dSaturday evenin® for cood an’ all.”

“ And yYou promised that., Peter? cried
Willy, in a trembling voice, ¢ You promised
to go back again to them. without consultin’
any one — even Father Fitzherbert?”

AN why not, Willy?” said the other,
quickly ; “isn't it my own business. an’ not
Father TFitzherbert's? 1 suppose & body
ought not to cross the door-threshold. or buy
a eap for his head, without askin’ the priest’s
leave.”

** Ah, Peter, Peter !’
proachfully,
about such triflin’ thines as them. an’ roin’ to
ask his advice about changin’ your sitnation.
|;-.'--!'|-'\. you know as well as [ do that poor
mother, on her death-bed, gave us in chs
Father Fitzherbert, and that it made her die
happy when he promised to wateh over us. an'
guide us. Ay, an’ you know, too, that these

very people made you disobey my mother,

an’ grieve her so much that she never got

over .[
Here Peter broke in abru tly, beine unable
- 2
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THE IRISH

to deny the truth of what his brother said ; and
resolved at the same time to have his own
way, he would hea on the subject.
 Well. there's no use in talkin’, for I'll keep
my promise, let w hat will come or go ; mother’s

no more

not alive now to forbid me, an’ no one else has
a right to do it.”
“But even Mr. Talbot,” persisted Willy,

seeing that all else failed to produce any im-
pression, * what will he say to your leavin’

hout bein’ able to

without any notice, an' ¥
find fault with the place? I'm sure himsell
an’ Mr. Weimar will have reason to com-
plain.”

“ T don’t care a
Peter's reply, as he bounded up the steps and
* just then they reached their

for either of them,” was

rang the bell;
i domicile, and he was well pleased to cut
short a conversation which he found trouble-
gsome. But Willy had no mind to renew the
discussion, having resolved to apprise Father
Fitzherbert of his brother’s intentions, and he
well knew that if any one could persuade him
from a course so perilous, it was he, and he
alone.
Next ""'".“" “ili_\' songht and founds an op-
portunity to acquaint Mr. Talbot with the

whole and ask his permission to go,
du lay, to Father Fitzherbert. Mr.
Talbot was both pained and disappointed by
1 this information. * For,” said he to Willy,
¢ I know these people, these Watkinsg's, even
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better than youn do, and I am persuaded that
they will do
compass of the m away from
the true faith. I am sorry, very, very sorry,
that he seems so determined. 1 think it micht

and evervthing within the

" power to turn !

be well for me to speak to him myself on the
.\.‘.1.‘rl|'1‘='l.-'

“ Well, it migcl b
explain the matter to him better than I can,

, sir,” said Willy ; * you can

an’ perhaps he might listen to reason from you,
At any rate, sir, I'll go an’ see Father Fitzher-
bert, an’ ask him to come an’ speak to my
brother.”

But *whether it was that Peter suspected
what was going forward, and shrank from the
anticipated force of persuasion, or that he took
an -inordinate pleasure in following the bent
of his own inclinat
proof of what lhe cons
is certain that while W
Fitzherbert’s house, he suddenly appeared Dbe-
fore Mr. Weimar in his office, and informed

and thus giving a

lered independence, it

rwas cone to Father

him that he was about to leave immediately.
The old man was at first taken by surprise,
and desired to know the cause of this sudden
decision’; but when Peter, in 1'1'[‘5_\" conld H‘."I\'
tell him that he was offered hicher wages from
his old employer, Mr. Watkins, the German
waxed wroth ; and reminding the boy that he
had consented to take him, at first, sol Iy
to oblige Mr. Talbot, he very politely told him
to * Go to de Deevil ;” adding : “You tink me

_
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offer vou more wages 1.‘-\-,-”!\.-- you tink your-
If of use here, l»|i§ | uldn’t even leet you

* HOW. '-E\'I'

# No, sir;
about it.”
“ Vell, him be notin
So when poor
Father Fi
with Peter in the course of the evening, what
wl dis ointment when he

found Peter waiting outside the ¢

ert’s promise to see and reason

was his sorrow

rood-by.
«dn’t be frettin’ about it, Willy,”
he said, seeing his brother’s cl re of coun-
tenance. * Please God, _\--l|';l find that I'll do
what’s richt. You may be sure I'll never dis-
grace my father an’ ther, thongh they're
both dead an' gone, by forgettin® the 1'\-3 gion
that they tanght me. Now You'll see, Willy,
if 1 don’t go every month to confession an’

him *

“You ne

1

communion as well as yoursell; an” another
thing, whenever you're goin’ to see mother's
grave, you can come for me, an’ I'll go with
you. Give my love to Biddy an’ Ally, an’ tell

them I’ll come soon to see them.”
 But didn’t you tell me,” said W
you weren’t goin’ till Saturday evenin’?
|

ade you

oe your mind :

"‘”.'.: 'l tell you that some other time,
replied his brother, with a lieht langh; and
seizing Willy’s hand, he shook it warmly, and
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then walked away
the small bundle

a rapid step, carrying
contained his spare
clothes, Willy stood looking after him a mo-
ment, with a heavy heart, but it was then no

time to induolge idle reflection. so he hastened
to his work. About half an hour after. he was
summoned to the presence of Mr. Weimar,
who, as soon as he made his appearance in
front of the desk, accosted him with, * Your
broder gone, eh?”

“Yes, sir,” said Willy, “and I'm sorry
for it.”

*You like your place, den, eh?”

“Indeed I do, sir, for T haven't any cause
tocomplain. I'n well treated in every way ;
many thanks to vou and Mr. Talbot, sir. An’
I hope, Mr. Weimar, you'll not think hard of
my brother leavin’ you, for the people he's
gone to were very kind to him when he was
with them beford®ay’ they made him such fair
promises now, sir, that he couldn’t get over
them.”

“Vell, vell ! ” said the old man, in & some-
what softer tone than he generally used,  you
very good lad. But dey tell me you great
priest man, eh? you go to church most every
morning, eh? how is dat?”

b | f':nin-. sir,” said \\'f'li_\. in a lil‘}rl'l‘t‘:t'ui:lr_"
tone, **that you do not blame me for that.
Mrs. Maleolm ean tell you that I'm always
back some time before breakfast, so that my

/]
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me a4 minute from

ooin’ to church never |}

my work.”

sharp

arch.

*1 know dat well enou
reply, ** but I no like all dis ing to «
And den, worse den all, you under de |
finger, you never do not

iest’s

without his leave

Now, 1 say no more dis time, but only dis:
Don’t go to church so often, dat no use, and
don’t let de priests humbug you any more ; be
Ir_f-uul ln'_\ dat ‘»\.'l_\":lHI[ no fool, and 1 give you
de dollar a week more, de same wages your
broder has from Watkins.”

*1 humbly thank you, Mr. Weimar,” said
Willy, * you are far too good to me, for I was
well eontent with the wages I had ; but I hope
yvou'll not be offended, sir, if' I tell you that I
can't consent to leave off going to chureh, so
longz as I can ma:
ferin’ with the business ; and with regard to the
priest, sir, he's all the father I have, an’ I'll
never promise not to be guided by him. It
was my mother’s, aye, an’ my father's, last
advice to us all, an’, with God’s help, I'll never

time to go without inter-

forget it. So, sir, if' you don’t choose to raise
my wages just as things stand, I'm content
with what I have.”

“You strange boy, Willy Burke," said the
German, after a short pause. “1 tell you

acain, 1 you not so much

like vou better

Papist ; but no matter, dey tell me you work
well, and do every ting dey bid you, so you

get the wages I say while ago. Go off, now,
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to your business; T too much hurry to talk

more.”
Mr. T

much grati

and was

of his
young protege. * It is ji

wected,”

said he; * there is in this e ear-

nestness of purpose, and a fixity of j weiple,
which will make him a '.‘.'Ii!l\ ‘.--~;u'l";:||-:l‘ mems
ber of s u-'n-ll'\ , 18 well as a sinecere and practical
Christian. In both these qualities — that is

to say, steadiness and resol

Lion his brother

is totally wan and I much fear that he will

He, however, kept to him-
8 with respect to the designs of
which he feared Peter might eventually become
the dupe, for although Wei
none of that poselyti

not turn out well.

self his fe:

nar had’ little or
ng spirit by which Wat-

kins and his wife were actuated, vet he loved

not the Catholie religion any more than they
did. '

Father Fitzherbert called that evening, :
cording to pr y and was mueh grieved
when informed, .:._\' Mrs, .\l:.;t'lr|l|| and \\.i:ll‘u
that Peter was already gone. Nor was he

T
much consoled by Peter's fair promises,

as
repeated by his brother ; but shaking his head
with a desponding air,

“ (od grant him :!':tl't':elj\l'l'i

—that is all I can say.

essarily short, as he was on his w

sick person, who, :Llllxuugli not in anyimmediate
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danger, still desired to receive the last sac-
raments.

Two or three weeks after, came the Fe
of Jaly, then, as now, the ¢ i :
day of all ul:'n.ﬂ for the citizens of New \nl'lx,

national festival, e

On the eve of this g

of the young men in the employment of Weimar
& Talbot was presented with a few dolla
less or more in [Ilv-|-'-.-,l-l|1-~1..|( g - L0
lowing day. Wil

irke had

spend on the fo y :

two dollars given him, and he received it not
alone with the gratitude that might be expected,
but with a fulness of satisfac n that surprised
Mr. Talbot. at least. No remark was made,
however, and Willy retired with his prize.
Next ‘lq\' he went and took his sisters, with
Mrs. 1I1|||1~]|1[I|11~~I-r|l to see some of the
|'_._[‘--.[:[l1--\1[_\\\.1-_-|| to be seen. 'i.ilt'l\' called
at Mr. Watking's for Peter, but l'lt.-" had

il was not exj weted back till evens

gone oul, &
ing. Brother ar Junl‘-tt'a\n re Il.~|] |‘ inted on
hv:nin*' this, and thei ectionate hearts were
pained by Peter's n 't of them :|:l. Mrs.
Williams had given each of the little girls a
guarter-dollar for pocket-money, but Willy
would not permit them to spend any of it.
Neither did he break in on his own two doll
but contented himself with laying out a ten-cent
piece which he had in his pocket, and that
solely for cakes and candies for the girls.

¢+ Now it isn't that I'd grudge,” said he, * to
lay out every pénny of the two dollars I got

irs,
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for pocket money, but I'll just tell you, girls,
that I'm

you wouldn't guess what it is !

*pin’ them for something else, an’

One guessed a new cap, another a pair of
shoes ; another would wawer

books. ‘ No, then, vou're

it was to buy
: both out this time.”
said Willy, and then he added, in a low
“I'm i\--:.-jlfn' my two dollars till T put some
more to it from my wages to put a

\lrlx e,

Cross or

a head-stone over my poor mother.”
On hearing this, each little eirl pulled out
her bright, shining npl-u"t-;'--iu! ar, and handed

it to her brother, eace rly saying, though in a
low \\lj.x]ul for lir'\‘»ilﬁ were hurryving on all
around: “Ah, then, Willy dear! "won't vou

let us put our money in too? sure we'd
rather give it for that than
in the world. Hi W

Ay, an’ mine too!” said little Alice: isn’t
it the fine thing that we didn't lay any of it
out?” Willy took the money, and walked on
some way in silence between his sisters,sfor
their childish generosity touched his heart.
Having seen [i.i- greater part of what was
worth seeing, he left them af home early in t]w
evening, and mllm gly accepted Mrs. Williams’s
mvitation to remain for tea,

The next day being Saturday, Mr. Talbot,
finding Willy alone in a corner of the ware-
house, as he passed througli, suddenl v asked
him whether he had spent all his two dollars.

for anything else

lly, here’s mine!”
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¢ No, sir,”
it at all.”

“And why not, pray? I thought you tes-
tified the utmost pleasure when it was given

was thereply ; ** I didn’t break on

you :
* wWWell, sir, that’s because T have a particular
use for it.”
“And may I ask what that ¢ particular use’
Willy modestly expla
also mentioned the half-dollar that he had got
from his sisters. Mr. Talbot turned away
without utterine another word; in fact, his
not have

intention, and

ined his

emotion was so great, that he

spoken without betraying his weakness, as he
deemed it: he therefore hurried away, while
Willy looked after him, surprised by his abrupt
departure.

Sunday came, and Willy called for Peter, as
nsual, when on his way to church. When
Mass was over, they went to take a walk in
the Park, and Willy told his brother that he
was going to see about the cross, or head-stone,
for their mother’s grave, in the course of the
week.

“ But where’s the use in seein’ about it,
said Peter, * till such times as we're able to
pay for gettin’ it done? It'll come to a good
deal of money.”

# Only four dollars, 1‘.L-{|-:'. an’ I'have two an’
a-half of that now.”

“ Why, I thought you had no money at all,
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your new clothes last week.” said

e \\|||l §1

, only ten cents, an’ I
for Biddy an’ Ally,
on the Fourth: but
then, every » of us, in the store and in the
warehouse, g some pocket-money, an’ they
gave me nothing lgss than two dollars in bills
then Mrs. Wil 1s gave the children a quar-
ter each when ¥ were coming out on Friday
mornin’, an Y gave it to me to put in with
the rest. So you see that makes two dollars
and a-half, an’ you can easily enough give the
remainder, —it’s only one dollar an’ a-half we
want, you know. A stone would come to more,
they tell me, but, somehow or other, even if it
was as cheap, I'd rather have a white cross.
I like to see a cross over a grave. an’ I'm sure
mother herself, she ¢ I know anything
about it, would like it better than any head-
stone. What do you think, Peter? for I want
to have your advice before it goes farther.’
“Well, I don’t much care which you put
up,” said Peter, * so long as there’s anything
put in it for fEl'f'l".n'l‘."- sake. DBut to tell you
the truth, Willy " here a deep blush mounted
to his very forehead — * to tell you tln"'ulh‘ I
can’t help you to do it now, for I haven’t ashi lling
in the world. \ ou must wait a little, till I één
spare the monéy.
Y hy,” said Wi Fﬂ, In Ao tone of chagrin,
*“hadn’t you two dollars when you left us? an’
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vou haven’t got anything new since then, except

’s trne enouch.” was the confused re-
ply, “ but I went out with some of our boys
on Iri . an’, somehow or another, I got
througl l-\.l_'\ penny of what I had, an® bor-
rowed half-a-dollar besides, of arry Lam-
bert. I'm sure. if I had thought about 1

[ wouldn't have spent the money as
did.”

¢ You know we had agreed,” said ' Willy, in
a sorrowful accent, * that we were to do it as
goon as we could raise the money between us;
an’ when I got that two dollars I was sure we
had enough, so I went an’ spoke to a man that
Mrs. Williams directed me to, an’ he was to
make the cros his week. But there's no use
in talkin’ about it now ; I can tell him not to
mind doin’ it for the present, that's all.”

“ But ean’t either vou or I get a couple of

dollars in advance?” asked Peter.
“# No, indeed,” E'l'l-i"iln'll his brother, *it's

{ar better to wait a few weeks longer, than to
;

he askin' moncy before it's earned. I'll not
do that at all. When we haven’t the money,
we must only wait. Come away an’ see Biddy
an’ Ally.”

When, in the conrse of the afternoon, the
brothers and sisters were again together, and
ready for a walk, they agreed to go after Ves-
pers and see Mrs. O'Grady, whom they had
not seen for several weeks. They went, ac-
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(‘mtim"h , and were grieved to find {
were sadl ered with that worthy
and her family. IHer husband had fallen int
bad health, and had been some time out of em

ployment, while her son, the main hope of the
household, had been induced to gzo to sea.
They were now all depending on what Mrs.
O'Grady and her oldest daughter could earn
by washing and going ouf charing. Every-
thing in and around the house gave sad evi-
dence of poverty, and it was with heartfelt
sorrow that the young Burkes noticed the
alteration in poor Mrs. O'Grady herself, who
was now as pale and worn- Iyt'i\.]J r a5 they had
been used to see her fat and rosy. Yet her
weleome was as kind and cordial as f’\'t"l'. and,
with adroit delicacy, she warded off all allusion
to her own affairs. Before they left, however,
Willy took her aside, and said in a low voice,
for he had noticed that her husband was but
very poorly clad, *Now, Mrs. O'Grady, if
you can make any use at all of my father’s
clothes, here's the key of » chest ;
g’tmll coat, you know, and a good
tronse t, and I think a vest too, an’ the
all too 1 for either Peter orme. Don’t refuse
to take them, now don't, for wonldn't we rather
a thousand times that they’d be doin’ good to
somebody, than lyin® there moulderin’ away,
as they Il soon be.”

Mrs. O'Grady put up her hand, and wiped
away a heavy tear that was trickling down her
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“Well, God bless you, Willy, and
m with grace! I know very well what
. : :

VOl -|-l:-:\ sle '__'|:|:|:"."l

t
wsband's thres re ments.  * It

ainst my altogether t«

. but then, necessity has no law.”

An’ I'm sure, Mrs, O’Grady,” urged Willy,
with a view to set her mind at ease, *I'm
sure yvou needn’t » ashamed to take the
clothes, for we owe you what would be far
better to youm than clothes, if we could only
give it to you ; but we may, with God’s help,
some of these ll.'i_'-. 8,

“ Now I hope, Willy,” said Mrs. O'Grady,
quickly, * that you'll never say another word
about that; didn’t I tell your poor mother on
Ler death-bed that I forgave her the trifle she
owed me? (May the Lord be good an’ merci-
ful to her!) So, if I take the clothes, mind it
isn't in regard of that, only because you're so
pressin’ on me to take them, an’ because, ]
cause, Willy,” — here her voice almost fail
her. “ hecause we're not out o the need o
them.” She moved away with trembling
haste, and Willy joining his brother and sis-
ters, they soon after went away together,
Jl_-n:;\iai]ﬁ_‘ to |'||:i||' S00Nn :I',f?.il..

\ day or two after, Willy went up to Mr.

Ibot, where he saw him alone, engaged in
writing, * Might I make so bold, Mr. Tal-
bot,” said he, ** as to ask you to let me have
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That’s what I'd get on Saturday

\\i::_'\. you shall have it with

\ he looked with
on illy’s blushing face and down-
‘I dare say you want to pay for

having that cross put up, of which you told
me ? "
# Oh no, sir! it isn't that at all,” returned

Wil Burke, hastily. * We're going to wait
y
1

for little while, till we have more money, for
Peter has none at all now. Oh, no, Mr. Tal-
bot! I wouldn’t on any account ask you for
the money now, only I want it for them that’s
in distress, sir, an’ that we owe it to.”
“ And who are they, Willy ?”
merchant, kindly. So Willy, thus called upon,
told how his mother had owed Mrs. O'Grady
,.'|||<] ]I-\'-\ .\IE'.\,
to take it when offered
¢ But it’s not the same now,”
Willy, * for poor Mrs. O'Grady is badly
se¢ times ; an’ so, if _\UH']L be so good,
3 1O _;_'_'5\1' me the two dollars, I can [-Hl it
two 1 we, an’ take it " |
want to touch the half-dollar
gave me, until it goes to pay for

I'd like them to have their share

“ And so vou are willing to postpone the

putting up of that cross, said Mr. Talbot,

“in order to give the money that would do it
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to vour friend Mrs. O’Grady? Well, here are
the two dollars, and I must say (although not
much given to flatter our young men) that
vour conduct is deserving of the warmest ap-
.!-rn\:ii,"

“You are very good to say so, sir,”’ was
Willy’s reply; *and I hope God will always
give me grace to do what is right.” And
pocketing his money with a well-pleased coun-
tenance, he moved away. Turning back, how-
ever. he asked Mr. Talbot whether he might
take time in the course of the evening to go
to Mrs. O’'Grady’s.  That is,” said he, *if
there's nothing particular for me to do; be-
cause if there 18, [ wouldn’t for :l]ll\[llill_'_'_ ask
to go.”

* You can go just now, Willy,” said M.
Talbot, * and if Mr. Weimar asks for you, I
ghall answer for your absence.” So Willy
thanked him again, and withdrew. Hurrying
along on the wings of gratitude and friend-
:\-'Eli|l. “'i“_\' Burke ﬁlnt't'd”_\' reached Mrs.
O'Grady’s dwelling, and found her alone with
her hushband, who was now unable to move
from his chair without assistance. Scarcely
did Willy wait to answer the good woman’s
friendly inquiries, till, pulling out his little
purse, he took out the four dollars and handed
it to Mrs. O'Grady.

“What's this, Willy?” she asked, with un-
feigned surprise.

** Why, it's four dollars I've brought you,”
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t’s vour own :

Mrs. (’Grady handed the bills to her hus-

band, “.'!_'.'illﬂ. ol there Barney, see how

good an’ mereiful he Lord!” 'Then, while

the poor man azing in ce on the

money in his 1 « & rratified e \|.]'|--..';..[; rest-

turned to Willy,

rs, while the

ing on his hag: 1 face

and eatchine both his han
tears burst forth like rain, she sunk on her

knees before the astonished bov,

ul God
) times
over, Willy Burke! An' it's you that has
earned a blessing for yourself this day, for we
hadn’t bit or

where to

£ Oh, then, may the great an' merci

restore it to you an' vours, a hundr

wonuse, nor didn’t know

|
an’ that poor, sickly man

there, was | faintin’ for something to eat.
All the money we could raise, :

we had to g

every cent,
for

in’ to put us out on the street,

rive to the landlord last it

he was thre:
because we owed him so much, an” weren’t able
10 &1
Lord's Dblessin® an’ mine be about you,

n' may you never know what want
God an’ his Blessed Mother this day

Willy Burke could not stay to hear more,
but it may well be believed that he had never

¢ him any for a long time before. The
hild !
nnia

i ll]'ll._\'
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1 all his young life felt so happy as he did
that «day. A thousand times during the

afternoon and evening did he breathe a fer-
vent thanksgiving to the Lord, for having

enabled him to assist that worthy family in
their great distress. Next day he took oe-
easion to tell Mr. Talbot of the timely relief
the money had afforded, and the benevolent
heart of that gentleman was more than rejoiced
by the news.

" The six working days passed away, and Sun-
day came again. There had fallen some heavy
rain during the night, so that the streets were
wet and muddy, and Willy Burke, when he
went to see his sisters, did not ask them to go
to walk on that account. But in the evening,
Peter and he walked towards the churchyard
wherein their mother lay. They were just
saying as they reached the gate that it was
too wet for them to go in throngh the long
grass, but as they could see their mother’s
grave from the gate, they stopped to look in.
What was their astonishment (for Willy had
told his brother., as we have seen, that they
must put it off for some time) when they saw,
standing at the head of the grave, a handsome
white eross, with an inseription in black, but
at that distance they could not see what it
Was.

“Why then, Willy!” ecried his brother,
s isn’t that mother’s grave where that beautiful

5 "

Cross is?
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‘It is indeed,” said W illy, ** an’ I think some
one must have mistaken it for another: lof us
see if the stone I stuck into t 1 is still
there.” And i they went, but they had no

need to look for the stone, which was, however,

there ; for as they approached near enough,

the inscription ecaught their eve. It was—
* Here lies the ||r'-]_\ of Mrs. Brideet Burke . A
native of the County Tipperary, Ireland.
While here on earth. she served the Lord, in
spirit and in truth. May her soul rest in
peace Lo

“ Well, thanks be to God. anyhow, that we
have lived to see that sicht!” was Willy's
exclamation, when they had for some minutes
gazed in silent amazement on the handsc ne
monumental cross. * Whoever did it. may
the Lord reward them, an’ he will! ( an you
guess who it was, Peter?”

‘Not 1,” was tl answer.
“ Well, then, I'm not so0.,” said Willy, as,

b |

rIIIETliH:_' the churchy 1, ‘:."n-_‘. wialked away

together; ‘“but I'll say nothing about it, tiil
I see whether I'm right or not,”
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CHAPTER VIIIL
FERSECUTION.

'\\']lll is your brother’s confessor now, or
»

any, do you knmow?” inquired

Father Fitzherbert of Willy, when, on the
Saturday |u.w-u-:..w the first Sunday of Au-

gust, he had been to his eonfe ssion.

¢ Indeed, sir,” said Willy, * I'm very much
afraid he doesn’t go to his ~h|!_\' at all; and 1
wanted this good while to spe ak to your reve-
erence about him. Every time [ cal 1l for him,
when I'm coming myself, he's sure to have
some excuse : either he hasn't time, or.he isn't
prepared to go. It's no use my telling him
that he ouzht always to have time for what
concerns his soul; and that, as for |-|-1-;I'Lt'5n<r
himself, he can do that in a short time, even
in the church, while he’'s waiting, he only
asks God to give him the proper dispositions.
Ie'll always put me off, and say, ‘Well, I'l
be sure to be ready next time, but it’s the
game every time I go, so I don’t know what's
going to come of him, sir.”

¢ Alas]” said the priest, and he sighed as
he :-},'uku_. ‘“ this is just what I foresaw and
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dreaded. Throwing himself, as he has done,
exclusivel amon ‘'otestants, and while
mind was ut 'u-[f'-'r"I[_\' indoe-

trinated with Catholic principles and Catholic
faith, he will, it is ] feared, '_'t'.'u]u:l'“‘\'
become ued with the sentiments and ideas
of those about him. Ilis position is indeed a
dangerous one, for he has not that strength of
mind, or firmness of faith, which micht secure
him from the assaults of the tempter.”

The next time Willy saw Father Fitzherbert
out of the church he took occasion to tell him
of the handsome cross which some unknown
friend had placed over his mother’s grave.

““* And I have some suspicion of who it is
that did it, sir,” said Willy, « Exeept your
reverence there's only another that 1'd think
of at all.”

* And who is this other, Willy ?” the priest
inquired with a smile.

“ Mr. Talbot, sir.”

Father Fitzherbert smiled again. “ Well,
Willy, I believe You are not mistaken in your
surmise. I have some reason to know that it
was indeed Mr. Talbot who thus testified his
respect for a true Christian, as he had well
ascertained your mother to have been. Hae
has told me, too, the whole affair, that is to
say, your meritorious project of having this
monument erected, and your still more
laudable disposal of the money intended to
put it in execution. I will venture 1o tell you
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it was still more to show his warm

oval of your conduct, ¥ hrouzh

for ) other’s memory, that he di 1
Mav God give you the grace, dear
to walk firmly and steadily in the path

¢ 1 ean’t go astray, sir,” said Willy in reply,
» I have you to onide me.”

Al, but you must not rely too much on

ny support or guidance that is merely human ;

n to look ever for supernatur: al protection,

o the streneth that comes from above.

time is already near when you will have

no longer; and I would, therefore, have

wourse plainly marked by a strong and

dfast will’ ere I leave you, it may be for-

ever. I am even now on the eve of departing

Ireland, and at my age man has but a

hold on life, so that it is very possible

I may sink into the gulf of eternity ere
meet azain.”

hearing this announcement, the tears,

h Willy songht not to repress, burst forth

unheeded from his eyes. * Ah!

itzherbert, dear, what will T do

you're away, even if l'.ul spares you to

back, as I hope he w Who will be

as you were, and to us all, as well as

‘ Shame, Willy, shame!” said the priest,

though he was evidently more than a little

affected by the lad’s artless sorrow. ‘ Have
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youn not still the rigl ! { the Lord to
guide and ) n yo ven of him from
whom I der l |

and consolation. Ile is ever t

and let who may leave, or

you will ever find him a tender father,

you,

unless you turn away vour face from him. and
follow

1
have the same sacraments to nourish and

he gods of this wor And then vou

strengthen you,— remember that, my child, and
I would advise you to choose Father O'Hara
for your confessor when I am gone.”

Though secarcely able to articulate a word
(his heart was so full), yet Willy signified his
assent, and soon after Father Fitzherbert went
away, having merely called to see Mrs,
Maleolm.”

No sooner had the priest quitted t room

the |:ull~r:\|'|-in-1' having cone to her kitchen—
than one of the young men, who chanced to be

y Burke in a contemp-
tnons tone: * hat's your father .con-
fessor, eh?”

To this “-':”_\ macde no II'EJ]_\, for he felt the
full force of the bitter irony with which it was
said, and would fain appear not to have
hes it.

‘1 say, Burke,” repeated Wilson, in a loud
voice, *ain't that vour confessor?

*Yes,” was the short reply; and Willy
arose to leave-the room.

“ Well, if that ain’t a good joke, I know not
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and the speaker burst into a loud

short round, and his

ok, mson hue, betrayed how

Uy he felt the insult.  * Why, Mr. Wilson,

must be badly off this evening for some-

a 10 make you langh. I'd thank you to

choose some other subject than the one you're

on, for if you knew but all, it doesn’t become

anybody to be makin’ a laugh of what they
] nothing about.”

sre, now,” returned the other, * there

Now what have I said to make you so

for I see that you are angry, for all you

vant to show it. Now, I just put the

to you as a rational being — how can

old coon as that have any power to

Why, you Papists are the

s in existence. I guess it would

» a good deal to make me bend my knee to
than myself, and tell him all

and small. And then the best
pretending to forgive them, as

God himself, or a messenger

v yvou bring yourself

nonsense
lied Willy, ‘as yon are
y speak in such a manner of the doc-
Church, you'll get no information

ind besides, any one that speaks of

t as you did a minute ago, is not desery-

1 answer from any Catholic; so if you
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want me to reply to any you ]'IHT to

me, v

*I would fain

you have, or ean have,

yours I beg his pardon, and y«

;.||]|!
n

real

ied the word ecoon

authorized to ab you fror your
Mr. Wilson,” sai illy in reply,
“ I don't half like your way of talking, and I
have a great mind to let yvou look for knowl-
edge elsewhere, At any rate, I'll just answer
your last question, s g ve done.
I'm no gre: at ing ure, so 1'll
not trouble yi vith a ¢ to prove the
power left with the priests, but I'll just tell
you th: believe it because the Church
believes it, and s it to her echildren.
Anything ths ay th t unders

don't d

| L |
“ More fool YVOlul,

quickly ; * for ‘what you o

nothing 1 » than a collec

bishops, as far as I can understand. and of
course they can make just such laws as tend
to increase their own power over the people.
I have really no patience with such stupid
dupes as you and your people are. The
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Church. indeed! What nonsense it
] of the hurch in such way.”

Iy Burke lauched, as he arose
the room. * Why, yonr fun is all turned
wnger, Mr. Wilson. Now I'd just advise you,
bhefore I go, not to be attacking me any more
about my religion, for I can tell you that

Il make nothing of it. If you were to
lauzh at me every day and_hour that’ll come
till New-Year's Day, you wouldn’t make me
1--':,-.1;u--=1 of doing anything that the Church

ommands me to do. Whatever you Protes-
tants may think or say, I'm proud and happy
that God has given me grace to *hear the
Church, for you know-— you that talk so
much about reading the Bible — what any one
i3 to be considered that does not. You go on
your own wayethen, and see where it'll bring
you to; but for my part, I don’t want to be
rezarded as either *a Heathen’ or *a Publi-
ean ;' so with God's help I'll always listen to
the voice of the Church, and then I can’t be
wrong. Good-night, Mr. Wilson.”

An insolent laugh was the only answer, and
Wilson seemed ,]i.E...-:.ml to let “”l]'il\' 20, with-
out :'il!'!.!',wr parley : but just at that moment the
door-bell ranz, announcing some of the young

ar \-l Wilson became suddenly desirous ol

ng a conversation whie h he deemed

eapital fun, now that he was about to have
auditors who would not only join in the laugh
raised at Burke's expense, but would furnish
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and sarcasm on the ab-

Will t sl »stairs,
on his way to bed, wher ilson, running out
of the sitting-room, called after him at the top
of his voice, while at the same time he opened
the door for two of |:i-t'rlln]-:l.||'.<l||-.

“ Hold on there, Burke! What need for hur-
rying so? I want to hear otl more
about confession and the chureh. You talk in
a first-rate style; and, by George, you may

make a convert of -

* I don’t want to make converts,” responded
Burke, dryly ;  and if you wish to know more
about the ings you speak of you can just go
to the priest, an’ he'll tell you all about it, or

if you like it better, there’s Catechism taught
in all mn'n-'tmrc"' es, an’ you haveenly to sit down
quie tly an’ lister you'll hear all about * Con=
iy andd r'!,. '.m;a hy' as you say yourself.”
'l"'u- laugh was now |I_\ turned againsf
Wilson, who thus fell into the pit he had him-
.-u-'i' dug for another, and the merriment of
I ilton and Dawson annoyed him beyond
measure. Muttering between his teeth, I
guess I'll be even with him one of these days,”
he was retreating into the sitting-room, amid
the continued la r of his companions, who
plied him, moreover, with such ui'|1-~Tir:1|‘s as,
** 5o, Wilson, are you going to the priest,eh?™
“WVill you ask his reverence's blessing 7" when
suddenly Mrs. Malcolm’s shrill voice w
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from the further end of the passage, as she
emereed from the lower regions :

« What's all this clatter about, or are you

kin' leave o' your senses, ye graceless
loons?”’

On hearing her voice, the three young men
took refure in the sitting-room, but seeing the
t of Willy Burke's candle as he hastened
along the upper passage to his bed-room, she
stepped a little way up the stairs to see who it
was. and was not a little surprised to find him
alone.

«« Why, Gad’s sake, Willy Burke ! ™ ghe cried,
gharply, * what ha’ you been doin’ to mak sic
like noise? Where are a’ the ither lads gane
to? What's come o'er ye &’ the night, for a
body would think you had a mind to pull down
he house among you!”

Willy could easily have justified himself, and
at the same time excited Mrs. Malcolm's
aneer against Wilson, but he remembered the
precept, * Do g od for evil,” and that other
divinesaying, ‘* Revenge is mine.,” and he stoutly
resisted &iu- 1L'Tlllr1.‘11iﬂn. o | 11::}»(" .\-cm‘il for-
give us {or this time, Mrs. Malcolm,” he said,
“ for it was only a little joke of mine that set
them all a-laughing; you see, then, the fault
is mine, and I beg your pardon, for 1 know
very well that you don't like to hear any noise
or disturbance in the house.”

Little did good Mrs. Malcolm suspect what
had Ueen going forward; but even as it was,

11
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she eould fully appreciate Willy’s conduet.
“Well, well, ye're a guid laddie, there's no
denyin’ it; awa’ wi’ you to bed, but dinna
raise sic langhing ony more, wi’ your jokes.’

W ‘”\ lost no time in ”'I.lIIJ!: o JJI\ |ill1'f little
room, :and the housckeeper returned to her
Rosary, which had been interrupted by the
U]l-'“'!’[ll rous mirth of the young men.

*What the devil did he say to her?” gaid
Hamilton to his frie 1|-l- after a pause of rather
anxious expectation. 1 was expee ting every
moment a full broa lw[w of wrath from the old
hag, and there she’s gone down to the kitchen
again, without ss ay m" an angry word. Do you
think he told what you said ¥ J

“I don’t know, nor neither do I care,
returned Wilson doggedly ; * but whether hé
did or did not, I'll kee P his impudence in mind
till I have a chance of paying him home ; that
I will, or my name is not Georoce Wilson.”

“ Well now, after all. George,” said Daw-
son, who had not yet spoken since he had
heard Wilson’s account of his conversation
with Willy, * after all, it re ally does appear to
me that Burke is the party aggrieved, not you.
By your own acknow ledgment, it was you who
altdcked him, and you might have known,
lw\fnn to-night, that he is exceedingly sensitive

all that regards his religion. Now, as for
me I'm \Ullmnr to acknowledze merit even in &
Catholic; and I do confess that I admire the
lad’s steadiness of principle, and his immovable
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attachment to the faith he professes. Another
thing that strikes me just now, is his not
having told Mrs. Malcolm of what passed
between you, for you know as well as I do,
that, rigid Catholic as she is, nothing could
have palliated your offence in her eyes, had
she known anything of it. I must say, that
this same W Burke makes me think better
than I did of Papists. And then, Mr. Talbot,
I'm sure no one amongst us ¢an find any fault
with him."”

“ Why, you had better turn Papist yourself,
Dawson.” said Wilson, with a sneer, ** since you
seem to have such a leaning towards them. I

suppose we'll have you going to confession
gsome of thesa days.”
w And if T Jid,” replied Dawson, with a

heavy sigh, * I might lead a far different life.”
So .;:1_\i1|_'_f. he took his candle and bade the
others ;_erlll-n':'_‘_]l[.“ leaving them to interpret
his words as they best could.

Leaving Willy Burke enjoying the calm
repose of an untroubled conscience, let us tarn
for a little while to his brother, whom we liave,
perchance, too long neclected.

Mrs. Watkins,as well as her husband, had
quickly discovered the natural weakness of
Peter's understanding, together with that
pliancy of mind which made him peculiarly
open to persuasion, particularly if it addressed
itself to his vanity, which was, after all, his
prevailing foible. Artfully and insidiously
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had they worked upon this strong character-
istic of his, until they got him persnaded that
it was actually degrading *a young lad like
him to be so enti y » he control of a
priest, * a mere mortal like hix ] And then
confession! Why, in the name of everything
reasonable, how could one man expect that
another had power to forgive his sins? did not
that belong to God alone? if he gave
such authority to another, to one of his
creatures, would it not be making tha creature
like unto himself in power? Do you not re-
member, Peter,” would the lady or gentleman
add, ““how God had styled himself * a Jealous
God,” and as such, think you he would invest
these priests of the Romish Chureh, one and
all, with one of his own divinest attributes?
‘\ss. l|-I: l:!l]l‘l“*il'il': _-\"‘.hl:I'rE_‘n

Alas for poor Peter! all unmeet was he to
wrestle with the tempter. Itwas not for him,
ignorant as his mind was concerning ** the

faith delivered to the saints.” and being unable

to detect the misrepresentation and the (per-
1

haps wilful) "Versiot " the sacred text. he
Kknew not wh: say. Fain would he have
stood up for the faith of his fathers. the faith
(if' such it might be ealled) of his own earlier
Years, but he knew not how to defend it. He
had ' voluntarily thrown hi " into tempta-
tion, and the armor that i ght have enabled
him to resist its attack. was no longer his.
His faith, alas! was weak and tottering, his
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ty excec xling strong, and he fell h_\' dearees
into the pit prepared 1 for him. Yet not all at
onece was \-:'uu:!-.l the dread chanTe. During
many a hard encounter with the united forces
of the enemy, he had endeavored to keep his
ground, nlm cing with almost de ~|u| ite fond-
ness to the old tree which had sheltered his
fathers from immemorial time, and shrinking
with bitter shame from the idea of becoming
an apostate, — a turn-coat, as he said to himself.
But he souzht not -‘-U'n'llf_".il from above; he
relied alone on himself, and took pride in what
he believed his immovable resolution. But at
every attack the assailants waxed stronger,
and he weaker; they pushed home their argu-
ments (as they chose to style their black
calumnid? against the Church of God, and
their absurd distortions of Scriptural texts),
while he con ounly draw back farther and
farther. becoming ever weaker and more waver-
ine in his resistance. The consequence is

1sily foreseen.

Meanwhile it will be remembered how fruit-
less were his brother's attempts to induce him
to 'i|1"1'n'u-h the sacraments. Thus did he
volunts 111.\ absent himself from those channels

se sources of living water, openes

for the comfort and support

f his 11i "en \\lnln- on their toilsome ]1|' wwen-
war [ |'l. ney. Little did Willy Barke

pect, when he so sorrowfully complained to

l.ulm Fitzherbert of his 1)1‘mlll.'1 s strange
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anyvthing bad, for he's a very nice man, alto-
r, and speaks so beautifully

jad!” repeated Mrs. Watkins, emphat-

ically, “ no indeed, Peter ; no such thing! He

caid vou were born for a shining light, and

it he was sure you would one day make &

¢ in the world; he could not help expressing

wonder. dear, zood man, that such a boy

15 yvou, 80 l".l':ll'--._:lh'd and acute in your pen=

‘tration. could have been kept so long in the
trammels of Popery !

Peter listencd with a glowing cheek and &
kindling eye ; his heart throbbed wildly against
his side, Md the unholy thrill of gratified van-
itv ran like fire through his veins. * Well,
ma’am.™” he saidg I can only say that it's very
good of Mr. Mortimer to speak so kindly of
me. and I'm sure I'll do all I can to deserve his
good opinion, and yours too, ma'am 1" So he
hastily left the room, to indulge his pleasurable
emotion in private. Mrs. Watkins looked
after her dupe with a smile of trinumphant

meaning, as she murmured, half aloud: **One

brand snatched from the burning ! This is
well, and as it should be.”

{ was the Saturday evening after the con-
versation with Wilson, and some three or four
weeks after the discovery of the cross. Al-
thongh we have seen that, from the first, Willy
had suspected that Mr. Talbot was the un-
known benefactor of his family, still it was re-
markable that he never breathed a word of the
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knew at once who we had to thank for it, but
[ didn't say anything till I'd have the way of
offering you what you laid outon it. I haven't
spent a penny of my wages since, sir, and
there's eicht dollars and a-half in that purse,”
- putting it on the desk as he spoke. * If it
cost any more than that, Mr. Talbot, I can pay
vou when [ ear "

Here Mr. 1
deoree offended, though in his heart -he could
not but approve of the boy’s ¢« mduct. * And
suppose I were to take your money, Willy ; do
you think that would altogether cancel the ob-
ligation? For it does seem to me that this
offer of yours p:‘m'«-wi-' from an overweening
spirit of iudependence! What reason have
you to look on this act of mine as a loan? "

Oh. Mr. Talbot. Oh, sir!”—and it was with
much difficulty that Willy rest rained his tears—
¢ if you speak that way you'll break my heart,
you will indeed, sir! Oh,mo! I know very
well that no money can ever pay the debt of
gratitude we all owe you, and, please God, if I
lived a hundred years I'll never forget it.  Bat,
sir, when I knew very well that it was you that
went to all that expense on our account, don't
you think it was my duty to offer you the
money, at least? Because even when it's paid
I'll owe you the gratitude still. May the Lord
eward you! and if it be his holy will, I pray
I I may never die till I'll be able to show
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you that I'; v unthankful. Do, sir, please
1 il |

take the y !

“No, Willy, that t ! "—and Mr. Tal-
}'f'{. as he Spoke, ¢ -Hfl[ SCar |\ preserve a “\!h)\\'
ac nh-l‘n\[:'il"t‘
that your suspicions are well founded. I have

only to say that the few dollars which T

I

of composure. * Since I must

CX-
pended on that monument have procured me
more pleasure than I have for Years experi-
enced. 'I'hw act was purely spontaneous, and

done without the rhtest thoucht of ever

aid, — my intention bein T to testify
my sineere respect for the humbl

ible yet distin-
guished virtues of your departed parent,

while
at the same time I had no o jection to gr: atify
Your filial affection by s ing a decent memo-
rial placed over her remains. Keep the money,
Wi ul.‘lllll put it

2 you please,
Iam quite sure it

| There
— no more thanks. I ¢ ticipate all you would
say. Go, now, aml remember that yvou will
never want a friend le I live.”

you, sir! ¥ murmured
Willy Bu On reach-
ing :,il,. house, he for 14 several of the Young
men  assembled, waitineg the appearance of
supper, but Mrs

vas not in the eat-
ing-room. Many

glanee was ex-
tween them a entered, and
greeting was only answered by

looks and bitter sneers. Of late, poor
had been well accustomed to such treat-
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and now, pretending not to notice it, he
| hook from his pocket, and sat

a window.
Master William, of what nature may
7" ealled out one from an op-
f the room. “ Piety again, I
w1 his tittering laugh was echoed all

the Life of St. Patrick I'm reading,
ilson,” said Willy, raising his eyes from

ooks new."” said Wilson, ¢ 1 sup-
rave it to youn as a reward for
it of stories just now. You earned

I reckon.”

thought you said that you never carried
3 to Mr. Talbot, ¢ asked another, jeer-
. ¢ Now we've found you out ; there's no
this time.”
Burke smiled; for » was much
o see the general attack made upon
all shooting so far wide of the mark.
1, in a jocular tome, *I have
| airy Tales a story of a man—
ar’ Lhey called him — that could hear the
1 orowine ; if any of you heard me
Hine Mr. Talbot stories, I declare you beat
3 out, for I never said one
f you. An
mistalen as reerards the book, for
1er Fitzherbert gavd it to me as a present
t. Patrick’s Day.”

d then you're all
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of such mean tattling as you lay to his charge.
{for one, have lnull L’l\(ll some !]n"flu‘ uf‘
rity over him and you, and I can testify
[ have never seen in him the slightest de-
sire to speak ill of <I.II‘. of you. Let me hear
no more of this, or I sh: I.” ]hL‘Ul ll'ft d to ac quis aint
ntleman of your unkindness towards this
lad.” 'The threat was for that time ef-
and mever after did his persecutors

ack him when Saunders was present.
Father Fitzherbert's departure was fixed for
the Tuesday following, and on Sunday Willy
ke called at Mr. Watkins’s to know whether
ter would not go with him to take leave of
the priest; but Peter was not to be seen,— he
was out somewhere, and was not t‘X]'i'l'Il'I} till
late in the afternoon. Willy was sorely dis-
appointed, but he walked away without mak-
ing any remark to the servant, and went next
to Mrs. Williams's to take his sisters with
him. Mrs. Wiliams was not 1in the room when
he entered, and he took the opportunity to
propose to Bridget and Alice a little plan
which he had formed for the disposal of the
money which Mr. Talbot had refused to accept.
“TFor you know, girls,” said he, * that I have
your half-dollar still.” When the project was
explained, it made the little girls jump for

very joy.

LYY h.. Willy, how in the world do you
111111]\ of such nice little plans?” asked the
elder. “I'm sure you're always thinking of
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something good. Oh, then, Brideet, won'f
that be the fine tl ing all out?”

“ Yes, but, Alice,” Mrs. W ums, who
had been an unwilling listener from thes
beginning, and now entered from the nexf

rooim,

‘yes, bnt when you and Bridget pots
your money to such a use as that, yon munst
have a little more to give. IHere is anothess
1 r‘nr them, \\" r— that will makes

| a whole one. And nowy
, 88 I know you are all 1 1

father Fitzherbert, you can go at once,

sure, Willy, you come back with the girls 108
tea ; I want yon here every Sunday evening thats
you can come.” And so --z-.i||".~'i;t- put on
the little girls’ bonnets, and langhingly pushed
them from the room, saving, Hnu‘ NOW,
you want very badly to r3'.;l||L' *eood Mrsd
Williams,” but another time will do. Cleaes
out, all of you!

Willy then took his sisters to bid * goods
}\‘\'" to the }a]"ll“-.’. and receive his |lfl|‘lillg
benediction. The tears stood in his eyes when
Father Fitzherbert asked for Peter. Willy
could scarcely command his voice to tell that
he wasn’t in when he called for him, and the
priest only shook his head, for he sat that thess
boy was nnl\ too sensible of his brother's dans
ger. Before leaving, Willy asked whether hei
fight not come again the next e¢vening after 88
school. * For,” said he, * I have a book helong=us
ing to your reverence — it’s the History of the
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h, sir—and I didn't bring it with me,
se I wanted to see your reverence again

vou go.” Havingz received a kind and
rdial consent, Willy made his best how, and
s gisters their lowest courtesy, and all three
On the following evening, punctual to his
mise, came Willy Burke, and he fortunately
wl Father Fitzherbert alone, poring over
old papers. * Well, Willy,” said the
man, with a benignant smile, * you are

» to spend the last evening with the old

I expect Mr. Talbot here by and by,

was good enough to say he would

for,” said Willy; “ I wouldn’t
‘albot to hear me. First, there's
your book, sir, and I'm forever obliged to you,
not only for it, but for all the fine books ever
me.” He laid the book on the table,
n drawing from the pocket of his over-
a small parcel, he opened it quickly, and
sed a very beautiful silver erucifix, some
or six inches long. This, sir,” said he,
little present that I would wish to send
ither Maloney, for you said yon hoped to
i You'll be good enough to tell him,
it was Andy Burke's children sent it
Il token of their gratitade, and to
that they haven’t forgotten him."”
** Bat, Willy,” said the priest, ‘1 should
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old |'|-'1|l that it was yourself,

favorite, that sent this
»1“'.-\'-- inquiringly,

manner of means!
i lget put in a dollar?
And as for poor Peter, sir, I wouldn’t for the
world that Father Maloney would think that
he'd forget him any more than, us. Oh, no,
your reverence, if yt lease, you'll say,
¢ Andy Burke’s chil
“ Well, well,” said the good priest, who
was in reality much gratified by the result of
his own question, * I'll say whatever you wish,
my young friend. DBu hat a lu autiful l}lmg
this is, even apart from its religious value—
the workmanship is exquisite.”
“Does your reverence indeed think s01?
Willy, with a 1 tening countenance j
then if I'm not glad it’s a wonder, for 1 jusé
got another like it for your reverence, and I
gave you Father Maloney's first, till I'd see
what you thought of it. Won't you take it
Father Fitzherbert?” for he saw that the priest
drew back and remained silent. ¢ Sure, sify
if you had seen the little girls when I told
them of what I intended doing with the money
—if you had seen how over) u\lll I.Il\ were
- you wouldn’t have the heart to refuse it.’
A | HJ not mean to refuse your gify, my
child,” said the priest in a low voice, * though
I confess myself unwilling to receive so costiy s

5 "
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present from you friendless u';!‘p"l'mm But
well know the pleasure you have in giving it,
nd I cannot bring :mw]] to |n!1111 tll:::ll you
1e pain of a disappointment.”

‘ Thank you, sir,” said Willy, as thull-'h he
had just received some great favor. ¢ And now,
vour reverence, I'll just trouble you with an-
other little parcel for Ireland. T here’s our old

ol-master, sir, Master Dogherty — Father
aloney will have him come to see you—

1 T want to send him this prayer-book. It's

that 1 got myself three or four months
and as 1 a nice gilt one, sir, and not a
]r t soiled yet, the old man will be well pleased
to get it all the road from America. I hope,
reverence, I’'m not giving you too much

ul
i;
iped away a tear as he spoke. * Andnow,in
return, let me give you some advice that you
may find beneficial. But hush! here's Mr.
Talbot.”
* Oh then, your reverence, just give me your

y no means, Willy ;" and the old man

blessing, and I'll be off before he gets in;
I ] at the feet of the venerable man,
meekly bowed his head and received the
wediction : then rising, he darted from the
ym by one door just as Mr, Talbot entered
another.

12
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CHAPTER IX.

WILLY BEGINS TO FIND FAVOR IN MR. \l'!-‘.I.‘i[.\l-i'.'S
SIGHT.

lﬂ.\'['ﬂlfll FITZHERBERT was gone, and
4 Willy Burke sadly felt that he had lost
a second father. Aye, **lost,” said he to himself,
“for sure he looked like a corpse for some
time past, and then when the doctors ordered
him to go to Ireland for the good of his health,
they must have thou him far gone ; — lost he
is to me, then, I'm afraid. and that's the
heavy loss all out ; for who will advise me, and
take the same trouble with me that he did?
Father O'Hara, God bless him ! seems just as
kind and as fatherly, but he doesn’t know us
as poor Father Fitzherbert did, nor he can't
speak to us of our mother, and put us in mind
of following her example. Well, well, it's
God’s will, 1 see, that we're to be left altogether
to ourselves, and sure we have him always to
look to for comfort and support, so all we have
to do is to keep his commandments before
our eyes, and apply to him when any trouble
comes upon us; there’s no unse in grieving
about what can't be helped, and besides, it's
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sinful ; it’s like rebelling against God’s holy
1. Conrage, then!” And thus did he
vor to reason away his sadness, apply-

r nself, at the same time, with renewed
attention to fulfil the duties of his state. It
s true his situation had latterly become far
from comfortable, owing to the persevering
malice of his companions, who laid hold of
every opportunity of annoying him, and that
all the more frequently, as they could not but
that he never made a complaint, although
they constantly accused him of tattling.
Matters were in this position, when, some
weeks after Father Fitzherbert’s departure,
Mr. Saunders one day beckoned Willy into
the office where he was alone. Having looked
around with all the eool eaution of his country-
men. to ascertain that no one-was listening,
the clerk approached Willy Burke, who could
not help wondering at all this preparation.
¢ T have not a moment to lose, Willy, in what
[ have to say, as Mr. Weimar will be here
presently. I have for some time past observed
that you are subjected to a constant series of
annovances, which, however trifling they may
b2 in their nature, are ealeulated to make your
anything but comfortable. Your

4 |
3, 1 are small; what think yvou, then,
of o a new situation, should you be

offered one with higher wages?
Willy was taken by surprise, yet he did not
hesitate a moment in replying: * No, Mr.
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Saunders ; many thanks to yonu, sir, for being
so thounchtful about me, but it isn’t wages
would tempt » to leave where I am; and as
for the trials that you speak of, sir, I ean't
blame either Mr. ims r Mr. Talbot for
any of them, neither of them knows the
way I'm treated ; and I'm sure il I was only to
let them know, they'd soon put a stop to ity
80 I'll not leave them on that account, Mpr,
Saunders.”

Saunders was somewhat surprised, fors he
had evidently expected to find his proposal
even eagerly accepted. ‘ But,” said he,
“ would you not like to get away from amongsg
these lads altogether? In the place which 1
have in view for you, I can assure you you
will have no such annoyance on account of
vour religion.”

¢ Ah, sir,” returned Willy with a smile, *“if
I hadn’t that to bear, I'd be sure to have some=
thing else. Every Christian has to carry his
cross, and when 2 ] lizht, I'm surd
I needn’t complain. 4 had nothing to
trouble me, sir, I mizght begin to forzet God;
but so lone as one has little trials and vex-
ations to bear, they have to be asking grace

from above to assist them.”

*Well, I know not what to say to you,
Willy !” said Saunders, after a moment’s re=
flection ; ** 1 have never seen much of Catholics
till I met Mr. Talbot, and I begin to think
that the accounts given of you in books are
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not quite correct. Are these sentiments and
principles of yours commonly inculeated by

the Roman Catholie pl'i{--h 7!

“ Why, then, Mr. Saunders, what I'm after
lling you is just what I have heard from the
ar, and from my confessors, too, ever since
could understand a word ; sure it's what
every Catholic hears and is taught, from his
infancy up; but, God help us! we don’t often
what the priests tell us in practice; if we
sir, it would be a different world alto.
ther, at least with us Catholics,”

* I really begin to think so,” was the reply ;
for Saunders was, on the whole, a man of
enlightened mind, and liberal, withal, in his
opinions. * But, as a last word, Willy, your
present wages are not at all equal to your
deserving, — you begin to be exceedingly use-
ful here, and your scrupulous honesty renders
you above all value to your employers. Think
of what I have said, my young friend, and do

ly cast away good-luck.

not light

‘You're very good, sir,” said Willy, in a
decided tone, * but I don’t want to think any
more about the matter., When my present
employers first took me in, I wasn’'t worth
s0 much to them as I am now ; and I suppose,
in the course of some time, if they're pleased
with me, they’ll give me a little advance. At
any rate, Mr. Sannders, I'll not leave them
while they're willing to keep me. Iave you
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anything more to say
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“Well, Mr. Weimar.,” said the eclerk, }r_\’
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good, as the world goes),
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you had. But vat -1‘ se boys dey do to you? 1

10T h"'-[ dat before

¢ Oh, sir!” said Willy, “I'd rather you
wouldn't ask me; it's not worth talking about,
and I wouldn’t on any account trouble you or
Mr. Talbot with such little trifles. But, sir,
about the wages, I'm very thankful to you,
: if God spares me life and health I hope to
prove my gri atitude.”

t S0 you not tell me vat de young lads do
to you?” asked Mr. Weimar, the }lll\»]l lines
of his wrinkled face relaxing into a smile of
even kindly meaning. “ Ha! ha! me heard
all you say to Saun ders, — dat your cross, ch?
You not want to shake it off, eh? Go off, you
voung Papist! I not find you so strange now,
since I know de reason \\h\ you act so.” And
shaking his hand pls 1\111|!\ at Willy, he sent
him away, being desirous to speak with Saun-
ders. who was, indeed, about to commence
business on his own account.

When Willy found himself alone, he raised
his hands and eyes to heaven in fervent
thanksgiving, that God had so stre ngthened
him in the moment of tempt: ition.  Although

» iad not the slightest suspicion that any one,
muech less Mr. Weimar, had been within hear-
ing, vet it certainly incre ased his satisfaction

t the conversation had been heard by him
above all others. * For,” said he to himself,
¢ Mr. Weimar used to think that there was
scarcely a Catholic to be depended on; and I
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rejoice, on account of our holy religion, that
he is pleased with my conduct. Thanks and
praise be to Yyou, O God! that kept me from
doing what I should not do.”
When he entered his room that night, what
should he see lying on the table but a hand,
more richly bound
than that which he had s« to Master
Dogherty ; and when he ran to take it up and
examine it, he pereeived, written on one of the
blank leaves in the front of the book - A
present from Mr. H. Talbot to William Burke,
being intended to replace the book sent to
Ireland. Also, a mark of Mr. Talbot's Wirm
approval of still more recent orood conduet,™
“'i“'\' stood gazing in silence on the precious

some prayer-book, much

volume, and gradually his cheeks assumed 8
erimson glow; then the tears rushed to his
eyes, and for a moment he could scarce utter a
word. After a little, he fell on his knees,

*Ah, then, may the Lord’s blessine and
mine be about you, Mr. Talbot!” he exs
claimed, almost aloud; “sure it's yourself
that's always doin’ something to make people
happy. Now I'll say a prayer for you, please
God, before I begin my night-prayers.”

After the prayers were all said, and Willy
in his bed, he began to think how Mr. Takbat
had found out about the sending of the prayer-
book to Master Dogherty, and he saw at onee
that Father Fitzherbert had betrayed him.
‘“ But, then,” said he to himself, * sure I know
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whv his reverence did it, he wanted to make
Mr. Talbot think well of me; and 1 suppose
when he was telling, that he didn’t forget
about the crosses either. Well, well, it's all
fl he 1 And with this eonsoling reflec-
tion, he closed his eyes and fell asleep.

A few days after, Willy Burke was agree-
ably -:!l'|ll"l~-‘-l by a visit from his brother, It
was Sunday afternoon, the weather beautifully
fine, and Peter proposed a walk. * With all my
heart,” said Willy ; ** and when we are out we
can oo to see mother’s grave — it’s long since
we went there together — and you can see the
erirls before we come back. 'HII'_\'I'{' all the
time wondering why you don’t come as often as
you used to do.”

‘Well, about going to the churchyard,”

Peter, evading any reply to his brother’s

t remark, * we can leave that till the next

[ come. DBut I want particularly to see

» .m-l Bridget. Do you know they must
greatly improved, Willy, for Mrs. Watkins
saw them a few days ago—on W ednesday, I
and she says they're two nice little

¢ And where did Mrs, Watkins see them —

if :.i‘« a fair question 77 asked Willy, dryly.
‘W !I.\- you know,” answered his brother,
* she often told me that she'd like to see them,
ind so she sent and ordered a bonnet at Mrs.
Williams’s, and requested that either Bridget
or Alice Burke might be sent home with it,




80 Mrs. Williams sent the two, as it was

ine a little lat the evening. That's the
and when she talked g
s, she was so taken up
an think of nothing else

Wiy sihe

little wl

+1

with them

ecver “-E]Ii i ...
¢ Dear me.” said Willy. still more dryly,
‘lhow might t is to catch her faney!
And so I suppose » could find it in her hearg
to take one of them, or both, for that matter,
girls, eh, Peter?®
“You've just guessed it,” said Peter, * She
i in the world to see

when the; 're such nice little gis

a1 1it’s the oreates
BAVS IL S LIk greales

Is as them in » way they are.

3 's just what I've thought
myself,” retorted Willy, with ironical gravitys
“ And so your good Mrs. Watkins sent youn
to-day to try and ecoax them to go to her?
Now tell the truth, Peter, wasn’t that the
reason why you came to see us?”

“ Well, did I ever st ‘h a curious boy 1™
said Peter, evasively ; ** don’t you know very
own accord? and more

.‘-i]fll

S

well I'd come of
shame for me if I wouldn't.
“ Aye, shame indeed! but then, you needn’t
be turni iz or shifting about it; you came
to-day because Mrs. Watkins sent you, — that’s
the whole thing. And you say she'd take the
two girls? ™ 1
 She'd take one Alice she'd like best—
and another lady, a friend of hers, a rich l;ul)’.

too, would be glad to get Bridget; and they'd
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them up so that they'd never have to

rd dav's work. They’d be as well ofl

« Well. I don’t want to have them made

ladies of,” said Willy, quickly ; * I want them

ot their decent trade learnt, so that they’'ll

to get

Lle to do for themselves; and I'd rather a

thousand times see them working hard with

Mrs. Williams, where they see nothing but
, ;:-'n-l. than to have them sitting up in
ness with Mrs. Watkins and the other

¢ rich lady,’ learning nothing at all but how to
turn up their noses at their best friends, and,

worse than all, to have them getting to be
ashamed of being Catholies. And, for the
maiter of that, it's not long they'd be so.
No, no, Peter, you may go back and tell Mrs.
Watkins that they're well enough where they
are : and that if they hadn't a place that |
liked, I'd give them every penn) of my little
wages, and beg the clothes to cover me, sooner
an let either of them go to her or any one
like her. I'm sure we've got enough of Mr.
ind Mrs. Watkins already : and, please God,
they’ll not ecatch either Alice or Bridget.
With God's ht'lp. we'll not lose them, poor
little girls!” He spoke bitterly, and more
than usual, and Peter replied with a

ushed cheek :

““ And do you think ['m going to take your
opinion for an answer, saucy fellow that you
are? NotI,indeed! I'll go straight and see the
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_t__ffrl-: themselves, and hear what I||1-_\"[l say

about i

“ And I'll go with vou then.” said ‘l‘l[l\_ in
a milder tone; * for I'm afraid you're not to
be trusted, Peter. You are not sensible of

the danger you'd bring them into.”

“Well, this 18 too bad!” =said the elder

gether. * Now, I'd like to know what are you
making of all of this great piety of yours!
Y ou that's such a good Catholie all out! What
‘g‘n:nl 1s it doing I\ellI:'”

Ll \‘l'||_\," said W |i\ “if it goes to l’lﬂt.
even in a worldly point of view I'm just as
well off as you are, though, (xod help youl
I'm afraid you never stand up as you ought
to do for your religion. I have a dollar &
month now more than you have.”

“ What ! said Peter, turning short round3
“ have 'I]Jl“\ raised your wages .'|'_':|.:.l|:' Uh‘ I
see how it is,” he added contemptuously, *it's
Mr. Talbot that's doing it : he wants to humor

you up, and so Mr. Watkins LHE) a.)

“ Well, Mr. Watkins may say what he will,®
replied Willy, * but it wasu’t Mr. Talbot: that
raised my wages either time; it was Mr
Weimar.”

“ Why, how in the world did that happen?*
asked Peter, evidently taken aback. And
when Willy told him, he remained silent for &
eonsiderable time. He was thinking what &
strange thing it was that his brother — tWo

brother, angrily, as they walked along to-
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vears vounger than he — could so stoutly resist
nd even overcome temptation, while he was
almost sure to give way, even at the very first

sault.  Yet he would not acknowledge that
uch were his ideas ; and when Willy, seeing a
certain confusion in his face, and therefore
partly guessing his thoughts, would have per-

iaded him to apply for grace and strength at
the fountain of all good, he cut him short by
asking snappishly, ** What he meant?”

“ Why, that you ought to go to confession,
Peter, and approach the Holy Communion a
oreat deal oftener than you do; indeed I'm
afraid you never go at all. Have you been to
confession since Father Fitzherbert went
away "

¢ No, I haven’t,” was the reply, * and I don’t
want to be worried about it. TI'll go when I
think fit, and I'll not go at all if I don’t do it
of my own accord. So don’t bother me about
confession. Confession, indeed! I'm sure it's
the fine time I have of it with yon about the
same confession.”

Willy had been far from expecting such an
answer, and it took him so much by surprise,
that he did not speak again till they reached

Williams’s house. They were received

the good lady with all her usual cordiality,

1 the girls were doubly pleased to sce their
brothers once more together. But when Peter
opened.his negotiation (which Will§ purposely
waited for him to do), the whole scene changed.
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restrain  hep
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lams ? oh, no, Peter!
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benefactress,

not for the world,

|

and both looked

“ And

children,” she

led in her eye,
lar in the “"l'l‘l . -

half of it.
: 1 is day I'd let
you go to (without you were taken from me hy
t it), and least of
e Watkins's,
that I heard
Catholic ar=
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at he had before
led : ** As for me, Mrs.
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le they're under
them, and that
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own worthy mother would approve of, were
she livi [ pray with them, th

rch and together we
Holy ents. I send them d roorl
’ '_,'--o.-'. not a ]”"""’.\ tizing schoo

take every opportunity of explaini
ir duty to God, the ,world, and their own
Is. Then they are learning the bonnet-
kine business morning and evening.”

eter knew not what to say; he was not
.t so hardened as to stand np in defence of

is conscience told him was a bad cause,

1 he did not like, en the other hand, to

mph ; neither

w his brother so great a tri

could he bring himself to confess that he had

wen in the wronge.
“So I'm to tell Mrs. Watkins,” he said,
o suddenly, **that you all refuse her

.this is her thanks for her kindness to

our family."”

tellgher what you pl

'

rmant at his

who was really indi
*s conduct. *“I don’'t thank her in the
sr kindness, for I know very well

she's about. She has got one—more
and sin for him — and I think she ought
to be satisfied. At any rate, she’ll not get

my sisters hooked, and so you may

if you wish. Come, girls, are you for
evening? May they come, Mrs,

g1




in a few
ir wallk,

inquired
Peter was far too angry fo

that I am not,” he replied
' can tel]l yvou it will be many a
It is
n not depending on my own
o else.” And with-
i his young sisters, who
1 him to the door beseeching him to
stay, he hurried from the house. He had not
. ar on his Wiy home, when he came full
[ Wilson Hamilton, where they

stood conversing at the corner of a street.
“ Hillo, there, Peter!” cried Wilson, secing
that Burke was passing without seeming to
hem is this the way you treat old

mble any ol yon

d Poger, stopping

SOn.
ur I'm sure I wasn't
g vou here. How are yon,

t-rate !  But yon seem
rhaps you haven't time 1o

said Peter, * I can
1S [ am little less
ticularly on Sundays,

ny own master, pat
. and Mrs. Watkins are so kind that
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they let me do what I please, and go wherever

* Aye,” observed Wilson, ** T know they have
a great regard for you. I have often heard
Mr. Watkins say that you are worth gold to
him, from your smartness and fidelity.”

“ W hy, I thoucht yon didn’t know Mr.
Watkins #” said Peter, his face flushed with
the joy of hearing this intelligence.

“ Of course I do know him, and well too,”
was the reply ; * we belong to the same chureh ;
and whenever I do go there (which is not
very often), I sit in the next pew to his.
What an excellent man he is! and I under-
tand that Mrs, Watkins is a most amiable
udy, though I have not the pleasure of know-
ler, except |'_‘\' ]"'Iml"..“

“Oh!”

exclaimed Peter, earnestly, *it
would take me a whole day to tell yvou their
kindness. I'm sure if I was their own son
they couldn’t be much better to me than they

‘There, you see, Hamilton,” said Wilson,
to his friend, with whom he exchanged
wink, **it is just as I told you,—if it
1"t for that one thing they'd adopt him for
heir own at onece. Such was the impression
[ received from Mr. Watkins’s words. What
great pity it is that such an obstacle exists:
with his talents, and the influence of such
riend, there's no knowing what he might

me to.
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“But surel remarked Iamilton, *the

ll‘|"-'|.'ll‘;r' to which vou allnde eannot ]n- iT'l'l‘-

not the lad to have
prejudice.
In’t venture

mediable. Peter
his prospects bligl
.\.l'\\ 1
1O say ! :
ably blind to his own interest, and cannot be
moved an inch out of his old way he is so

were his brother

as much, for re:

that bov is incur-

stupidly ignorant.”
Peter listened attentively, as may well be

belit o, and ‘_,'I'n't'-::.|_\ swallowed every \\'[l[‘l!
of well-managed dialogne, which failed

t on his weak

not to produce it
mind.

“Well, I'm sure ] understand what
obstacle you mean,” he 1; “1do all I can
to please Mr. Watkins, and if I didn't T'd be
I don’t know, then, what he

very ungrateful
can have against me."”

“ Oh, it isn’t that he has vthing against
you,” said Wilson, quickly, * for the obstaele
to which I alluded is, as Watkins says, rather
your misfortune than your fault.”

; “Why, n, what in the world ecan it be?"®
eried Peter, fairly at a loss, and full of curiosity;
as i!l.i‘_\' “\iil'l".l"] he would be.

“ Really I do not like to tell you,” said
Wilson. “ We are so incessantly annoyed by
vour brpther’s try, and the fuss he makes
: as he calls it, that one
dreads to find you having some, at least, of

_"_-'u\:|( .’.I;-- F'f',ua_o':'.l'r

his ¢ old-womanish " notions.”
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¢ Oh, don’t be afraid,” said Peter. * don’t be
I I'll not quarrel with any one about re-
I leave that to Master \\.I“_'. ¢ for if he
chooses to make a fool of himself with his old
Irish notions, that's no reason why I shouldn’t
do better.” =

Wilson threw a sienificant elanee at |[ Ll.ul—
n, and both smiled. * Such being the
observed Wilson, dray

‘ase,

ving closer to |'~-l--l. as

they all three walked alonge together. ** T m: vy

venture to tell you that if you were not a C .rll-

olic you would be the ,ll!v!'.ul son of Mr. Wat-

kins, who, having nochildren of his own, would,

! of course, make you his heir lucky fellow
that you are! T wouldn’t tell you this before
\\|l]\ because I know he'd never fors cive me,
and then he'd be sure to read you a lesson about
submission to the Church, and threaten to tell
the priest.”

“I tell you,” said Peter angrily, “that I

don’t care a straw about \\]11[ he '\I.‘.'u nor the

P riests neither, for the matter of that. I've

| been too long humbugged, and kept down with
fear of ¢ the }l‘-ﬂ-m. so I’ “‘illat begin to think

.'..Jff speak for myself'; and if Mr. Watkins

has or ||\ that to complain of, you may tell him

I'-ur me that I'm not such a fool as he takes me

‘ Bravo, Peter | ™ cried Wilson : and ¢ 1 rive
v, Burke!” said Hamilton; and both
shook hands with him, one after the other,
1 eter feeling all the time as if he had shaken
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after him till he was out
’ hen both laughed heartily.

“ How eagi |
Hamilton, * and how adroitl
him; one would really think you were in-
mately acquainted with Mr. Watkins, such g
face of truth did you put on your story.”

“Aye, revenge is a powerful insti
turned Wilson, with a laugh: “ I was all the

v he snappei.

ARLL

tor,” re-

time thinking of the pain this would eanse
Willy Burke to feel, and how much he will
hink himself diseraced ?»_\ ]
tasy. That is all that I have in view, So
long as I succeed in mortifying Aim, I don’t

brother's npos-

care a straw whether this wise brother of his
is a Papist or a Bi isti

a devil for me, if I can only revenge myself
on his sauey brother, for all his tattling and

ian,— he may go to

storv-carrying.”
W

for this time,” said Hamilton, laughing again,

now that you have gained your end
“ T suppose worthy Mr, Donaldson may preach
to whoever is willing to listen; of course

we're not going to sit there for an hour, o

as it may please him to hold forth. Ain’t
r over to Williamsburg, as we had pro-

*Of course we was the reply; * I
]

enouch |

Prosy old fi

@ mys of the trip, for the purpose of

hearing him rail against Popery. 1 hate it as

much as he does, — of that I'm quite sure;
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but he ean say nothing new about it, and we're
all tired of hearing the same old siories re-
peated day after day, with only occasional va-
riations, just to make people listen.”

¢ Come along, then, Georgie, lad!” and off
went the hopeful pair to Williamsburg.

That same evening, when Willy returned
home. after taking tea at Mrs. Williams's, he
was surprised to find almost all the young men
assembled in the sitting-room, for they were all
in the habit of staying out even later on Sun-
day evenings than any other. * Why, you're
all in earlier than usunal to-night,” said hej
T declare I'm almost the last myself. 1 hope
we're all going to reform,” he added jestingly:

“ If we ain’t,” said Wilson, with a sneer, L |
know who is. I know of one Papist at least
who is already more than half converted from
the errors of ]'<l§n“.'_\

&t More shame for him, then, whoever he
is,” said Willy, quietly, for he began to &e€
that there was a design upon him, and was de-
termined to keep his temper, with God’s assist=
ance. * He was never a good Catholie, if he's
now going to be anything else, and the Church
will be well rid of him.”

“ Not so fast, my good fellow!” said Wil-
son. in a tone of exultation; ** not so fasty if
you please, for it's your own brother 1
mean,”

Willy Burke turned pale, and anon red as
scarlet. He much feared that what Wilson

Ta
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<aid was but too true, yet he would not scem
to believe it possible; and, swallowing his
emotion as best he could, he said with a laugh
_ it was a forced laugh, too—* It's all very
well. Mr. Wilson! you can crack your jokes
on me as long as you please; so long as it's
only myself you attack, I don't care.”

i But this is no joke, I assure you, Willy 1
replied the other; * Hamilton can tell you that
as well as I, for we both had it from your
brother himself. He told us this very evening
that he's going to become & Protestant, hoping
that Mr. Watkins will reward him by making
Liim his heir. e deceives himself, poor fellow,
for that gentleman has a nephew in Savannah,
who will inherit his fortune, as a matter of
right.”

An ashy paleness now spread itself over
Willy’s face ; and, unable longer to preserve his
composure, he would fain leave the room, for
he found it difficult to restrain his tears. He
arose in silence, and was walking towards the
door, repressing his emotion as much as he
possibly could, when Wilson’s tittering laugh
grated on his ear; and, turning quickly round,
e saw that almost every face wore 4 look of
gratified malice. « God forgive you, Mr. Wil-
son !” he said, with a quivering lip and a trem-
ulous voice, ** I don’t know why it is that you
all seem to hate me as you do, for I'm sure Inever
did nor said you wrong. God grant that you
don't draw down punishment on yourselves i
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It was in the midst of a general burst of
laughter that Dawson, who had taken no
in the conversation, stepped forward and -
Willy by the hand, saying in a kind fones *F
hope, Willy, that you'll not set me down as one
of your tormentors, for I do assure You that
I'm sorry to see you receive such treatment.”
Believe me, I can and do sympathize with you,
as regards your brother’s apostasy —if the =
news be true, as we are assured it is—for I
know and respect your ardent love of religion.
Your example goes far to convince me that
yours is the true faith, and, with God’s hel o
I will, from this night forward, set about
ing the truth.” :

Having thus openly expressed his opinion,
Dawson turned and bade a cold * good-night™ =

to the other young men, who were struck d 4
it would appear, by this unexpected incident,
and he left the room with Willy. The latter
almost forgot his own sorrow, in his Joy to
hear such sentiments from one whom he had so
long considered as blindly prejudiced again
the Church. Greater still was his surprise,”
when Dawson, before they separated for the
night, asked him to procure for him some
books which might instruet him in the doe=
trines of the Catholic Chureh ; a request with
which he willingly promised to comply, as e
well be believed. s
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CIIAPTER X.
THE CRUCIFIX.

l'l' was a matter of agreeable surprise to
Willy, that from that time forward, a
marked change for the better was visible in all
his companions, Wilson not excepted. Ile
was no longer treated with that contempt
which it had so long been his lot to bear, and
if a sly sarcasm did once in a while meet his
ear, directed either against his religion or him-
self, it had no longer the bitterness which for-
merly characterized all such discourse ad-
dressed to him in the house. This chanece
was indeed most welcome to poor ““li[_\'.
coming, as it did, at a time when he was har-
assed with anxiety about his brother, and he
hailed the unwonted civility of his companions
vith thankfulness and joy. Wilson was now,
above all others, the most cheerful, and noth-
ingTE IUI'.l l'Xl'l'L'ti !Ii'& ]\illlhu'.-\' to “vi“_‘.'. \\']1-.'.;[
» jocularly called his protégé; * for,” said he,
‘you have actually converted me from the
error of my ways, and I owe you so much
gratitude that I shall for the future declare my-
self your friend on all occasions, and defend
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yon from all possible attacks on the score of
religion, although I do not intend to become a
Catholic — just yet.”

Willy Burke smiled, and professed himself
very grateful for the good intentions of his
new friend, although he could not but find the
chanege rather sudden. I can’t understand
it at all,” would he say to himself; * but theén
what good would it do him to make a show of
being my friend? and only his heart is entirely
changed, he surely wouldn’t treat me so dif-
ferently from what he did before.”

Things had gone on in this way for at least
two weeks. Dawson had gone throngh several
small works on Catholic Doctrine, which Willy
had borrowed from Father O'Hara, and already
the light of divine truth was beginning to shine
on his mind, so long darkened by prejudice,
and overshadowed ]-‘\' the clouds of error. The
young man himself talked little to the others
of the gradual change his mind was unders
going,- for he knew them better than Willy
did, and he evidently placed but little eonfis
dence in their present show of liberality.

One evening Willy had asked permission of
Mr. Talbot to go see after his brother, and
was just returned, saddened and 115‘-\:l]1[“1i|110dv
not havinzg been able to see Peter, when he
was told that Mr., Weimar and Mr. Talbot
were both in the sitting-room, waiting for hid
return. It was very near the usual suppes
hour, and it was a strange time for the gentle-
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men to come ; besides, Mr. Weimar had never
been to the house since Willy Burke had been
its inmate. And then the idea of their wait-
ing for him threw him into a tremor which al-
most deprived him of the power of motion.

“ Waiting to see me!” he repeated, in a
faint voice, * why, what do they want with me
at this hour?"”

“T don’t know,I'm sure ! " was the reply of
ITamilton, for it was he who opened the door,
“but they do seem pretty anxious for your
coming.”

“ Well, then, I'll go, in God’s name!"” said
Willy ; and opening the door, he entered the
sitting-room. IHis first look was at Mr. Tal-
bot, and he was shocked %o see that gentleman
wear a sternness of aspect all unusual with
him. Mr. Weimar was pacing the room to
and fro with a restless air, but his countenance,
always fixed and rigid, gave no indication of
what was passipg in his mind. All the young
men were present, and, as Willy glanced
around, he fancied that every face wore a sort
of incipient sneer. Dawson alone looked
kindly on him, but even he spoke not a word.
There was evidently something unusnal going
forward, and Willy felt chilled, though he
knew not why. Mr. Weimar was the first to
speak, and his tones were harsh—even harsher
than their wont.

“You keep us too long waiting,"” he said,
“but you not tink to find us here, eh?”
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¢ No, indeed, Mr. Weimar,” answered Willy,
“T didn't expect to see either you or Mr. Tal=
bot here.”

" \ Oou Fuess w I!',-\\ woe come, |],‘ \\-]]:1[ Tou
tink brought us?” 3

“Well, I don’t know, sir,” said Willy, and

his voice trembled slightly, *“I hope there's
nothing wrong ? "
% Yes, dere is sometine wrong, sir 17 ﬁﬂid

Weimar, mimicking his tone, ** and I tink yvon
know it, too. What you do with dat ]m-rccl
Mr. Talbot give you to-day for me at de office=
door — where you put it, eh?"

“] put it on your desk, sir,” said Willy;
and the color left his cheek, for he began to
fear that his misgivines were too well founded.

“On my desk, eh? 1 see no lr.'lrl'l"] dere.
Where was I when you put it on my desk?™
asked Weimar, with increasing sternness in
his voice,

“ You were gone to dinner, sir. Mr. Talbot
knew that, too, and he told me to lay it where
I did, so that you'd see it the first thing when
you came in. I put it in the big book, siry
that was lying open on the desk.”

“ And the biz book ate it up, eh? Now, I
much afraid dat yvou be one deceitful young
rogue, Burke. Did any one see you puf dat
parcel [ s'pose you know very well dat it
was money —on my desk? Was any one in
llf' \'”E"l'l.'"

¢ No, sir,” said Willy, and his thick, husky
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voice bespoke emotion, * there was no one in
the oflice at the time, for Mr. Talbot gave me
the key to open it. jut sure, sir, the parcel
can't be lost?”

“ 1 much fear it is, Willy,"” said Mr. Talbot,
speaking for the first titme, * that is, unless
you ean find it for us, and it contained a large
sum of money."”

‘e know dat very well, de young rascal,”
interrupted Weimar, angrily ; **dere is no use
asking more questions — he take de money —
[ see dat plain enough. Now, if you don’t
give up dat money dat you pilfer, I’ Il send dis
very lnmnt: for de ]rnlll" and den you go to
prison.” This threat was made with a ve-
hemence which would have seemed foreign to
the German’s disposition, and he even shook
his hand menacingly at Willy, but the latter
scarcely heeded it. Turning to Mr. Talbot,
who still sat silent and stern, with his arm
resting on the table, he said :

And do you believe this, Mr. Talbot? —
do you suspect me of stealing away this parcel ?
Money I didn’t know it was, until you told
me just now what was in it.”

“ Ilow can I believe you innocent, Willy ?”
and Mr. Talbot heaved a deep-drawn sizh as
he spoke. *Ilere, 1 gave you this parcel
(with the key of the oflice, knowing that Mr.
Weimar was not there), and directed you to
place it on the writing-desk. You brought
me back the key in a few moments, and told me
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you had done as I ordered, but when-Mr. Wejs
mar with his own key opened the oflice-door
and went in, a short 11!::0 after, the parcel was
not there; and then your asking permission
to go out this evening on pretence of .‘-‘»\'l'fllg
your brother altogether the matter wears &
bad aspect. Would that I could believe you
guiltless of this crime, for I'm sorry, }ll'.’ll"lil\'
sorry to find you— vou, Willy Burke —so far
different from what you seemed to be.”

“ Well, Mr. Talbot,” said Willy Burke, in a
tone where reproach was blent with deep sor-
row, *“1 thought you'd be the last to believe
me guilty —not because I'm any better than
another — for God knows I am not — but be-
cause you know very well that I try all I can
to do and say what religion teaches. I conld
bear all all — they might send me to |JI'ih’O|l
and punish me any way they like — though
the Lord knows I'm as innocent of this erime
as the child unborn—so long as you didn’t
believe me guilty ; but for you— you, Mr. Tals
bot, that was more like a father than a master
to me — for you to suspect me of such a deed
as this, oh, indeed, sir, it goes to my very
heart !” And the big tears trickled unheeded
from his eyes. Yes, it was evident that the
heaviest blow of all was Mr. Talbot’s seeming
readiness to believe him guilty, That ge sntle-
man himsell was even visib [\ touched |l\' this
apparently sincere sorrow, but still facts were
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50 strong against Willy, that he dared not
listen to the promptings of his generous heart.

1 repeat,” said he, *that I am truly sorry
that suspicion should rest on you, and doub [\'
sorry shall I be if you are found to deserve it.
But what say these young men?” he ads led,
turning to some of the others. * Ilave any of
You secn or heard anything this ds ay that might
throw [whl on this unfortunate occurrence ? *

“Ay,” said Weimar, *ean any one give
de — de — what you c all dat? — Il"-!jli]l'll_\'
against dis boy, for he goes to prison dis very
night, so sure as I live.”

Being thus addressed, one of the 1 lads, Henry
Davis, stepped forward and said, though with
well-feigned reluctance, that he had see n Willy
Burke put a small parcel in his pocket before
he left the warehouse, though he could not see
what it contained.

“ Was that the one you saw, Henry ? " asked
Dawson, coming sudde nly forward, and t iking
a small pareel from his pocket.

“1I ean’t say ; it might have been.”

¢ Becaunse \\'iil_\' Burke gave me this, just
before he went out, when I met him at the
door, and the gentlemen ean sce for themselves
what it contains.” e opened it, and laid on
the table a small book : it was * The Grrounds
of the Catholic Docrine.” * This is the par-

¢l, Henry, that you saw \\.]1‘. Burke put in
his Imdut for he had laid it aside on a shelf
until it was time to leave the warehouse., And,
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gentlemen,” he added, tarning 1'r~agu'='tf'll]ly to
the merchants, * notwithstanding the apparent
diffieulty in believing him innocent, I do ven-
ture to say that in my opinion the poor lad is
innocent of the erime laid to his charge. I
solemnly declare that I could hf’:tl‘(‘t']_\' be
brought to believe him guilty of even a much
more trifling misdemeanor. And if I had ten
thousand dollars I would stake it on his inno-
cence being established.”

“ God reward you, Mr. Dawson ! " exclaimed
Willy Burke, *and 1 hope you'll never want
a friend in your hour of need.”

“ Well, George,” said Mr. Talbot. address-
ing Wilson, * what have you got to say in this
matter, for I see you have been for some time
watching yvour opportunity to speak?”™

All eyes were now turned on Wilson, who
came slowly forward, as though the task before
him was excessively’ repugnant to his feelings.
“ (rentlemen,” said. he, “I have been some
years in your employment, and have found you
uniformly generous as well as just; it wounld
ill become me, therefore, to remain silent when
I am conseious that I have it in my power to
rln_\nll 4 service, SOome 1n'n||1|! may be illl!ll{‘[‘{‘
through a false pity” — here he glanced at
Dawson — ** or some other less excusable mo-
tive, to connive at guilt, and even attempt to
screen it from punishment ; but this I cannot
do, and I therefore tell you— though I regret
the necessity which compels me so to do—
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that Willy Burke is a far different character
from what you suppose him to be, and I have
not the least doubt but that he really took this
money, whatever he may have done with it.
Hamilton, will You tell the gentlemen what
you saw him do to-day 7"

Hamilton then stated that he had chanced
to be doing something in a kind of recess
which was nearly opposite the office door, when
he saw Willy Burke enter and close it after
him. In afew minutes he came out. and after
having locked the door, he distinetly saw him
put his hand into the breast-pocket of his coat,
as though to ascertain the safety of something,
and then, buttoning lLis coat ('Imn-i_\'. he walked
quickly away. ¢ Of course,” said Hamilton,
* 1 thought no more about the circumstance
till I heard of the missing parcel, when it oc-
curred to me at once.”

“* Now I declare in the presence of God,”
sail Willy, his cheeks flushed with honest in-
dignation, ‘“ and before all the saints in heaven,
that I do not remember to have done as Mr.
,Hamilton says I did. I neither put my hand
in my bosom, nor buttoned up my coat, — and
that's as true as that I'm standing here | "

Mrs. Malcolm was now called in, and was
asked whether Willy Burke had gone up to his
room after coming from the warehouse, before
he wentout. The housekeeper was not a little
surprised at the question, and the serious man-
ner in which it was put, but she answered ag

14
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once that he had, —he just went up for a few
minutes. and then went out in a hurry, saying
that he would be back by the time supper was
ready, if he possibly could.

¢ Dere now., Talbot,” said Weimar, exult-
ingly, * what you say to dat, eh?”

£1 6oy, l(iliul Talbot, * that we had bet-
ter go at once and search ]u- room ; since he
denies having taken the money, we must pro-
ceed with such steps as may lead to its dis-
covery. You will please light us up stairs,
Mrs. Malcolm, to Willy Burke’s room.”

¢ Certainly, sir! " said the housekeeper, and
forthwith she fetched a lamp.

‘But will yon just let me say one word,
gentlemen?” Mr. Talbot nodde [ assent, and
Weimar stopped to listen, his foot resting on
thr first step of the stairs.

¢ Now I understand that you're suspe cting
this puir laddie, Burke, of purloining some=
thing, and you may bai 1h tak’ an’ auld woman's
word for it. that he never did ony sic like thing.
Na, na,— Willy Burke fears God, and serves
him, too, with all his heart; and sic like folks
are never found breaking his commandments.
I tell yon—and you'll find my words true—
that Willy Burke is innocent, let who may be
guilty 1 ”

LS | shnuld he ll:llr“\'. illii"t‘rl. .\Ir‘e-;. .\Ialcolm,
to find it so!” said Mr. Talbot, as he mo-
tioned to Mr. Weimar to go on, * but nnfol'-
tunately there is strong prmf against him.”
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He then ealled to Willy and a few of the other
young men to go up with him and Mr. Wei-
mar ; while Mrs, Maleolm brouglit up the rear,
muftering,

“I dinna care a button for their proof, —
I'll never believe him guilly, unless 1 saw it
with my ain eyes!”

“ And probably you may see it with your
own eyes, Mrs. Maleolm ; 7 said Wilson, taunt-
ingly, as he walked just before her. * What
will you say then to your favorite?”

* Why just this,” returned the housekeeper,
snappishly, * that the puir laddie has enemies
bad enough to do anything they ean to blacken
him, and if truth maun out, Mr, Georgie Wil-
son! I'd sooner suspect your ainself, for I
well believe you'd do amaist ony thing to in-
Jjure him, though he never injured you.”

“ Have a care what you say, Mrs. Malcolm,”
said Wilson, almost aloud, forgetting all eau-
tion in his anger, and turning to her with a
flushed cheek and a menacing air;  I'd advise
you to keep a civil tongue in your head, or you
may chance to find —”

“ What all dis about?” cried Weimar, from
the top of the stairs; * who make dat noise
dere below?”

* Mrs. Malcolm and myself were just speak-
ing of some little matter belonging to the
house, sir,” said Wilson quickly, and he looked
significantly at the housekeeper, but the latter
was in no humor to heed the signal, and she

as she went :




212 WILLY BURKE; OR,

said in a still louder voice, as she reached the
last step, and stood beside Mr. Weimar, where
he awaited them :

“You need na be winkin’ or blinkin’ at me,
Mr. Wilson. I tell you over and over again
that I'd sooner suspect any one of you than
him ; an’ its my firm convietion that it will all
come out to be a vile plot. Hear you that,
now r

*“ Hush, hush, Mrs. Maleolm !” interposed
Mr. Talbot, soothingly ; *let us, if possible,
probe the matter to the bottom, so that the
truth may appear — but till then we had bet-
ter say as little as possible.”

Just then they all entered Willy Burke's
room, and Mr. Weimar himself set about mak-
ing the proposed search. In the first place he
asked “'iH_\' for the I"'."' of his little trunk,
which was cheerfully given. The trunk was
searched, but nothing was seen that could ex-
cite the least suspicion. The bed was next
examined, but with the same success ; and, in
short, every spot within the chamber, where the
smallest parcel could be concealed, underwent
the strictest examination, Mr. Weimar, as he
proceeded, throwing many an angry look at
Willy, where he stood leaning against the wall.
It was evident that the German had hoped
much from this search, for at every fresh dis-
appointment he grumbled ount: * What de
deevil! de money not here — de young robber
make away wid it when he go out dat time.”
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All this time Willy had not spoken a word,
nor manifested the slightest anxiety, and when
the fruitless investization of the room was con-
cluded, Mr. Weimar said to him: “ You take
dis matter very cool — you not the least fright-
ened, eh? You tink, I s’pose, dat when we
not find de money here, you all right; but we
see dat; we make you confess dis great rob-
'!u‘l‘_\', dat we will; You go 10 "}.'I.i.] dis very
hour.”

“ Well sir,” said Willy, in a firm but re-
spectful tone, * I can only tell yon again that
I am innotent; and as you have so much
reason to suspect me, I suppose I have nothing
to expect but what you threaten me with. It's
hard, sir, very hard that I must be sent to jail,
— not that I'd complain on my own account,
but for the disgrace it is to the good father and
mother that reared me, and to the holy religion
I profess; but then if it's the will of God I
must submit without a murmar, an' I don’t
blame you, gentlemen, if you do put me in
prison, for I know that as everything stands
now, you can’t but think me gnilty. But M.
Weimar, you're under a mistake, sir, if you
think that I'm grieved and troubled about this ;
I am, indeed, sir, both sorry and ashamed that
such a thing should even be laid to the charge
of my father’s son ; but I'm not & bit afraid on
my own account, for I know that God will

bring the truth to light in his own good time,
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and till he
I was cui

8, I'm content to be treated as if

“ Buat,” said Mr. Talbot. who could not he I[
recelving a favorable ression from W illy’s
words and manners, ¢ but since you so stren-

uously declare yourself innocent, have you no
suspicion of the real offende r i
“(rod forbid, Mr, T albot,” was the .l]u\
*that I'd suspect any one of committine suc ha
crime, much less mention any name. Oh! no,
sir, it's bad enough for one to be set down as
guilty, and not to be bringing in another. All
I have to say is, that I put the parcel where
you told me, sir, on Mr. Weimar's desk. and
then locked the door after me and brought you
back the key. I neither saw nor heard any
one in or about the office ; and indeed 1 don’t
know how any one could get in to take it
away before Mr. Weimar came back, for the
other door of the office, the one lea ling from
Osl :I.I\\':II\ 8 locked.”
Well, this is r ally unaee --||1|..a"»['-"' ob-
served Mr. Talbot to his partner. * Here is
this lad, in the simplic IT\ of his heart, lessen-
ing the chance of shifting suspicion from hime
self, by assuring us that he neither saw nor
heard amy one about the oflice, and even that
the inner nir-n:' was locked,— at least he hought
80. Surely this does not look like ouilt?”

the \\':ll'v]ltﬂlﬂ'ﬁ.

aim

Weimar was about to answer, and his looks
denoted impatience, when suddenly he ap-
proached Willy, and said, “ What is dat ting
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dat make a bulk dere in your breast? Open
your coat, dere's some ting in dat pocket ; let
us see what itis? Ha,ha! de secret will come
out now, I tink.”

Every eye was now turned on Willy’s bosom,
where sure enough there was a very percepti-
ble protuberance, as if of some parcel thrust
into the breast-pocket of his coat. Even Mrs.
Malcolm trembled, and the young men could
scarcely refrain from langhing out, in the glee
of exultation. Mr. Talbot said nothing, buta
slight flush was on his cheek as he watched
the changing countenance of the lad, and
waited to see what he really dreaded,—the
confirmation of his suspicions. But Willy

showed no sign of either fear or confusion.

“ Here, Mr. Weimar,” he said, hastily un-
buttoning the round jacket which he wore,
* here, sir, you can search my pockets, aye,
every one of them! There is something in
this breast-pocket, sir, but you ean take it
out yourself, and then you Il see what it is.’
Weimar thrust in his hand and drew forth,
not the missing parcel, but a small ebony
crucifix, worn and old, as though it might
have belonged to a by-gone age.

“ Why, vat de deevil is dis?” cried Wei-
mar, as he held the erucifix aloft, amid the
suppressed tittering of the young men, with
the single exception of Dawson ; ** vat dis ting
dat he carry in his pocket? Oh, dis some
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Papist idol, I forgot the name. Vat you eall
it, eh, Talbot?”

“ That is a crocifix,” replied Talbot, calmly ;
“ but you mistake, my friend, in calling it an
idol; it is merely a representation of our
Lord’s passion and death.”

“Yes, yes!"” said the other, :[llii'l\ [_\'. “ but
vat's de use, eh? Vat good dis, vat you call
it, dis presentation, eh?”

** Representation,” said Talbot

* Aye, dat’s a long word ! vell, vat good in
dis ting? Why he carry it in his pocket?”

* Really, I do not know,” rejoined Talbot.
* The first part of your question I could casily
answer, but why Willy Burke carries it about
s0 I eannot tell you, for it is by no means
usual with us Catholics to have ecrucifixes of
that size upon our person. Answer Mr. Wei-
mar’s question, Willy,” he added; and his
voice had almost all its usnal softness. for he
became more and more convinced that Willy
had been wronged.

“ Well, sir,” said Willy, “I just put it in
my pocket when I was going to see my brother
this evening, and, to tell you the truth, it
was for it 1 came into the house after I left
the warehouse. I don't carry it with me any
other time, for it hangs on that nail at the
head of my bed.”

** And vat you bring it out dis evening for?”

“I wanted to show it to my brother, sir;”
and for the first time Willy Burke hung his

again.
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head, while his very forchead assumed a crim-
son hue.

“Your broder, he never see it before, de
old ting, vat you call ¢presentation,’ eh? Vat
you show it to him for, tell me dat?”

** Mr. Talbot,” said poor Willy, turning in
his distress to that gentleman, and his eyes
filled with tears, * Mr. Talbot, I'd rather, if
you please, sir, that Mr. Weimar wouldn’t put
this question to me, if you'd be good enongh
to ask him.”

* Nay,” said Mr. Talbot, * you had better
answer the question ; I myself am desirous to
hear your reason for bringing the crucifix to
your brother, for I see there is something un-
usual in the case.”

 Well, sir,” and Willy spoke with difficulty,
for tears were chokine him, ¢ poor Peter, I'm
afraid, is in a bad way this time back, and if
what I heard the other evening be true, his
soul is in great danger of being lost, so as I had
tried every way that I could think of to make
him begin a new life, but all to no purpose, I
Just took it into my head that maybe the
sight of this crucifix might have some effect
on his mind,—if it wouldn’t I might give him
up for lost.” Here Willy stopped, for he
could not speak another word, but Mr. Talbot
quickly caught him up :

* Alas ! ” sighed Talbot, as thongh thinking
aloud, “when the heart is hardened by a
course of sin, 8r steeled by the prejudice of
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error, how little is it touched ]I_\' the sicht of any
religious symbol. Tosuch,a erucified Saviour is
anything but dear or precious, since their daily
and hourly life, as they cannot but feel, is a con-
tinual insult offered to him the Man-God.”

“ Yes, but, Mr. Talbot,” said \\][1\. et o
this was any other crucifix but the one it is,
I wouldn't have thought of such a thing, but
it's an old family-piece, sir, and every one of
our family that died since he or I remembers,
this very crucifix was put in their hands when
they were leaving this world. Above all,
sir "—here the poor fellow’s voice sank almost
to a whisper—** above all, Mr. Talbot, we
both saw it put in my father’s hand, and in
my mother’s, when they were dying, and laid on
their bosoms when they were dead, and that's
the reason why 1 thought that if the sight
of it would not soften his heart, and make
him love our holy religion, nothing in this
world would. But the worst of it was, sir,
that I didn’t see Peter at all ; he wasn't with=
in, or at least they told me so.”

¢ Dat one great pity,” said Weimar, burst-
ine into a kind of cackling laugh peculiar to
himself, and forgetting his money and his
anger for the moment. * Your broder have
great loss, eh? Now, you Papists are all
fools, — fools, every one. And so you tink
_‘m‘ll:l‘ ]I:l‘r'l' of black wood. dat cross, (.‘Ul!l(l
change your broder, and make him good.

Cat'lic, eh? Dat good fun!

=
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His langh was echoed by Wilson and Iamil-
ton and their friends, while Dawson looked
reprovingly at them. Mrs. Maleolm could no
longer restrain her indignation ; wiping away
with her white apron the tears which Willy's
simple explanation had ecalled forth. she said
aloud, and with unfeigned anger :

*You graceless pack o' ne’er do weels!
how daur you laugh at the puir laddie sae?
When you hae na the grace to believe as he
does, ye should at least hae the manners not
to laugh at him for having the fear of God
and the love of religion in his heart.”

*You forget, good Mrs. Malcolm,” said
Weimar, angrily, * dat your pious laddie has
stolen our money ; but we'll send him vere he
deserves to go, and let him see if his Cross —
dat piece of black wood dere — vill take him
out. Go ofl' some one for de police.”

In vain did Mrs. Malcolm bec. even with
tears, that the matter mizht be examined farther
before such a decisive step was taken, and even
Mr. Talbot sugoested that it might be post-
poned till the following day. No,no! Wei-
mar was determined, and would not hear a
word.

*Well, gentlemen,” said Mrs. Malcolm,
“since I find that you — at least Mr. Weimar
— i3 determined to push it as far as he can
against this puir fatherless and motherless
bairn, I canna refrain from sayin’ that ye're
a-goin’ to commit a grievous sin ; he’s no more
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guilty than I am, I see that plainly ; and some-
thing tells me that the culprit is here present.”

Every one stared at her, and Mr. Weimar
asked her what she meant. She made him no
reply, for her eyes had been fixed on Wilson's
face with a look of intense scrutiny, and when
she saw him shrink before her, and his whole
face Dbecome red as scarlet, she cried out
aloud, pointing to him with her finger: * Look
there. Mr. Weimar! look there, Mr. Talbot!
I'd wager my best new gown that there’s guilt,
for it’s an auld saying that ‘a guilty conscience
needs no accuser.’ Look at kim, 1 say,
and then look at Willy Burke. Do you see
ony signs o’ confusion or shame about kim?
Na, na! for he's innocent; but, {u'llT"I.t‘ Wil-
son, I say, before God and man, an’' I care na
wha hears it, that you took away that parcel
to have the blame fall on Willy Burke.”

“Tt's a lie, — a black, malicious lie, you old
Papist hag ! ” cried Wilson, turning pale with
anger. “You need not try to screen the
young rascal, for the gallows will have its due.
How dare yon accuse me of any such thing.
I told you a little while ago, and I tell you
ags nn to beware how you talk to me in suc h a
way.” And he shook his clenc hed fist at the
old woman, who only smiled at his impotent
anger.

Suddenly Mr. Talbot, who had been a close
though silent observer of this last episode,
was seen to beckon Mr. Weimar apart. After
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a few words spoken together, they came for-
ward, and Weimar said in an authoritative
tone :

‘ Mrs. Malcolm, yon show us to Mr. Wil-
Eh'-i'rll..'-i room. \\-”hljll, _\'nll ;_[i\'l' me 11!' ]-\:\ nf
your trunk.”

“ I haven’t it about me, sir,” was the con-
fused reply.

‘ Find it for me, and dat quickly too!”

‘ Well, really, Mr. Weimar,” said Wilson,
with inereasing embarrassment, ¢ I must pro-
test against my trunk being examined. I do
not recognize your right to take such a liberty ;
and besides, I scarcely know where to look for
the key.”

“ Den we'll break de lock, dat’s all. Come
all of you to Mr. Wilson's room ! ”

 Oh, then,” said Wilson, forcing a laugh,
and making a violent effort to appear gay,
though still his uneasiness and embarrassment
were distinetly visible, ¢ oh, then, there would
be no great use in carrying the joke farther,
for if 1 went so far with it as to let you find the
money in my trunk, I might have some trouble
in persuading you that it was a joke. Here is
the key, Mr. Weimar. Will you go yourself,
sir, for the parcel, or shall 17"

“ 8o, then, it was you who took it, Wil-
son?” said Mr. Talbot, an indescribable ex-
pression of satisfaction lighting up his fine in-
tellectual features. * And yet you would have
suffered this poor boy to be arrested and
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thrown into prison had it not been for Mrs.
Malcolm’s keen Scotch penetration. What a
fearful aggravation of your own erime!”

“You have no right to conclude, sir, that I
wounld have let it go so far as that,” said Wil-
son in a confident tone ; ** I was just beginning
to think that it was time to acknowledge the
truth, when worthy Mrs. Malcolm deprived me
f the opportunity. Ilowever, it is all the
same."”

An’ what made you be sae sair fash'd at
my putting in a word,” said the housekeeper,
]:umlu“\. “ oin it was only a joke you were
makin’. Ah, Mr. Wilson, Mr. Wilson, truth
will out! You thought to work your revenge
on Willy Burke (for God forbid that I'd say
vou intended to keep the money), but you for-
20 it that he remembers his Creator in the t?rl_nr.\’
of his youth, and that the great and good
Master, whom he serves, never forgets his ain,
nor gives them up to the designs of the

wicked.”

Mr. Weimar here broke in impatiently:
“ Before we go any farder, go you, Wilson,
bring the money, dat de first ting.” While he
was gone, Mr, Talbot took the opportunity to
congratulate Willy Burke on his innocence,
assuring him that the loss of the money itself
had not grieved him so much as his supposed
guilt, Even Mr. Weimar, in his own curt
ut\lv. expressed his sorrow for having been ins
duced to treat him so harshly.
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You didn’t treat me harshly, Mr. Weimar,”
said Willy, *beggin® your pardon, sir, for yon
couldn’t but think me guilty, an’ if T was, I'd
deserve the, very worst of treatment. But I
knew all along that God wouldn't desert me
when I most wanted his help, so I waited as
patiently as I could to see what would turn up.
But I'm sure I never thought that any of the
young men had taken the money, for it seemed
to me that it must have fallen on the floor and
got into some dark corner, where it was out of
sight. Thanks be to God that it has turned
up, at any rate !”

“Yes,” said Mr. Talbot, “but it would
appear that this unhappy young man, whether
he really intended to keep the money or not,
was actnated by an unboly desire of revenge.
Mrs. Maleolm has just now been telling me
how this Wilson and the others have been in-
cessantly mocking and reviling you on account
of your religion, and also the conversation
(for one of the young men, she says, related
it to her) which excited Wilson’s hatred so
strongly. Now who could have believed him
capable of such depravity?”

“ Oh, as to that, sir,” said Willy, * I sup-
pose he only meant this as a joke, and as to
all that's passed, why it wasn't worth speak-
ing of. When voungsters like us get together,
many a thing we'll be talkin’ about that isn’t
worth repeatin’, an’ we forget it all, or the
most of it, just as soon as it is passed.”
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““ God bless you, laddie, God bless um"'
was Mrs. Malcolm’s fervent exclamation, . for.
sure an’ certain, you are one o' his ain faith-
ful children, that you are!” Mr., Talbot
glanced at his partner, and was pleased to see
that the old man’s countenance wore a softened
and even kind expression as he looked at
Willy, on whose sunny features not a cloud
was now visible,

Wilson just then entered the room and
handed the parcel to Mr. Weimar with another
attempt at a laugh, though his cheek was dyed
crimson. * There it is, sir,” he said, and his
voice trembled slightly, *“I hope youw'll for-
give me for this trick, as the money hasn’t
been ‘but a few hours in my possession, and — "
What he further intended to say was cut short
by Weimar, who, snatching the parcel from
his hand, exclaimed angrily :

“You be one great rasecal, dat what I say,
and I tink you deserve to be sent to de State’s
Prison. I'm very sorry dat I can’t have yom
taken up, for I'd give de half of all dis money
to see you lodgzed dere; and dese two lads
— Hamilton and Davis—dey help you up
wit your wicked plans; dey walk off, too, as
well as you—"

'Wln'. surely, Mr. Weimar,” said Hamil-
ton, * you w ouldn’t think of punishing us so
severely merely for helping Mr. Wilson to
carry on his frolic? I am quite sure that we
had not the slightest intention of really in-

]
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juring Willy Burke any more than Wilson had
of retaining your money. It was all a joke,
sir, indeed it was. I see now that we should
not have taken such a liberty when your
property was in question, but when no serious
harm was done, or, in fact, intended, it is
rather hard that we should lose our situations
for a harmless trick.”

“ Yes, you call it harmless, do you? but I
call 1t wicked, vile plot. Yon all hate dis boy
Burke, because he Papist; you tink he too
much favor here, den you put your heads to-
geder and make a plan to ruin him. I don’t
say dat Wilson meant to take dat money for
himself, but dat no excuse; you all bad, very
bad, very wicked, and you march, all thrcc of
you. You m) and make jokes like dis some
oder place.” 4

Mr. Talbot inquired how Wilson had got
into the office, and was answered: ‘* By means
of the inner door; which,” said he, * was not
locked, as you supposed.”

“ Well,” said Weimar, motioning with his
hand for all to leave the room, * de night is
passing away ; it is time to put off every busi-
ness for de morrow, and, Wilson, do you hear?
— you dat can make such fine joke — you,
Hamilton, and Davis must all ecome to my
office to-morrow forenoon. I'll pay you up,
and den you go about your business.”

When tlw\' had all reached the sitting-room
below, Wilson said with a sneer; I hope, Mr.
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Weimar, as you propose dismissing us from
Your employment chiefly because we do not
carry crucifixes ahout

You’'ll do something hane
Youth who practises
stitions.”

in our pockets, that
Isome for this pious
all sorts of Popish super-
Amazed at his impudence, all the
other young men looked :lll\icﬂlhll\' to see its
effect on Mr. Weimar particularly, whose chol-
eric temper was well known to them all. To
their surprise he was perfectly cool, though the
tremor of his lip denoted strony emotion.
Rising from his seat, he assumed an air of
dignity not at all usual with him, and ordered
Wilson to quit the room instantly ; he would
even have insisted on his leaving the house,
but Mr. Talbot persuaded him to let him re-
main till the morrow,

* Come, lads,” said Wilson. addressing his
two friends, * let us go up stairs. \\-]i‘\' do
You stand there, looking as though you could
ery? ~If you had a particle of spirit, yon
wouldn’t let that hypocritical Burke see you
so dejected ; you know very well how he’ll
triumph over us. Come along!”  But they
whom he addressed were not at all disposed
to take His advice, being still in he pes of |u‘i|lg
forgiven, so they both refused to go with him,
saying that they had been but too long under
his guidance. A sneering laugh was Wilson’s
reply ; but as he passed Willy Buarke, on his
way out, he said aloud: * I've missed my aim
this time, but all is not lost, your brother is




THE IRISH ORPHAN IN AMERICA. 227

in our hands, and, if we don’t make him a
good sound Protestant, my name is not (zeorge
Wilson. Remember!” and he raised his finger
with a warning gesture as he left the room.

Willy Burke was far from hearing this
threat without emotion, as his varying color
truly told, but yet it did not prevent him from
doing what he thought his duty. Going, then,
up to Mr. Weimar and Mr. Talbot, where they
«-hm.] together near the fireplace, he said ina
low voice: * Might I venture, gentlemen, to
ask you a favor, now that you know that I'm
not guilty of that erime?”

“ Yes, ask what you please, Willy,” said
Mr. Talbot, kindly taking his hand. ** I know
very well that you will make no unreasonable
l'l'lllli'Ht.“

s Well, sir, if yon and Mr, Weimar wouldn’t
think it too great a libe rty for me to take, I'd
ask you to forgive Mr. Wilson and the other
young men. They're all longer in the place
than I am, and as you never found any of them
dishonest before now, it is plain that it was only
meant for ajoke. And then it would be hard if
they'd be sent away on my account, that’s only
a stranger, after all. That’s what I wanted to
say, ge sntlemen, but I didn’t like to come up to
H[Iv:i]\ to you before Mr. Wilson.”

& Now Weimar,” said Talbot, without reply-
ing to Willy. * you heard what Wilson said to
him as he left the room,—so that you have
before you all his conduct, and yet you hear
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him sue for pardon for that perseverine foe.
What think you now?” and he added. in a
lower voice, * see i this be not the eflect of
his religious principles?” _

Weimar, without any direet reply, turned at
once to Willy, and affecting a sternness which
was far from his real feeline at the moment,
he said rather sharply: “ You not in earnest,
— You only make believe dat yon forgive him.
Dat's not natural, dat you'd be asking us to
pardon him, and he so black against you, —
I don’t tink dat's possible! what yon say,
boy?—1I no like people dat make Db'lieve —
better say nothing about it !”

“ Well, sir,” said Willy, “to tell you the
truth, I did find it hard to bring myself to do !
it, for it is unnatural — I know that. 1 must
own that I was angry with Mr, Wilson when I
found out what he had done, and it's only
there a little while ago that I got the better
of my anger. But I did, sir, thanks be to God,
I did get the better of it, and I can s« lemnly

assure you that I never asked any favor with l
more sincerity than I ask yon and Mr, Talbot '-‘
to overlook these young men's fault, and keep

them in their situations.” !

“But how did you get the better of your
anger, as you say yourself?” persisted Weimar,
while Mr. Talbot, Mrs. Malcolm, and even Mr.
Dawson looked eagerly for the answer,

 Well, sir, I'll just tell you that. When I *
felt the passion strong upon me, and couldn’t
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even hear to look at Mr. Wilson in the room
above, I put my hand in my pocket for my
handkerchief, and it eame rizht on the erucifix
that I had 111l1 back into my ]::-:']u'i to hide it
from any more insult.”

¢ And what den,—what did de erucifix do,
eh 7— it make you forgive Wilson, I s’pose?"”

“It did, sir,” said Willy, heedless of the
tone in which the other spoke; * that is, it
reminded me in a minute of all that our
blessed Saviour suffered from wicked men, and
how he died on the eross to save aull mankind —
if it isn’t their own fault — even the very Jews
that put him to death ; then I remembered how
he prayed for them with his last breath, and I
saw at once what a gricvous sin it was for me
to be so angry with Mr. Wilson for such a
trifling cause, so I begged that Jesus Christ
would grant me the grace to forgive him, and
very soon I felt my heart softened and my
anger dying away, and I knew that God had
indeed heard my prayer. That's the truth, sir,
whether you believe it or not e

¢TI do; Ido blieve you, and since dat’s de
way you Cat'lies use de crucifix, to make tink
of Christ’s Passion, and den forgive deir ene-
mies, I'll never make mock of it any more.
Dere now, we say no more dis night, but you
just go on the same, Willy Barke, don’t mind
when some one laughs at you as I did while
.'lj__'ﬂ; }'Illl gtl to l..‘llll.l"'h. :11111 ~':L_\' '\'-:m‘ IJI'.'I'\'l'l“-.
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and study de erucifix, — I never tell you any
more not to do dem tings.”
**And the priests, Mr. Weimar?”
Talbot, with sly emphasis. “Is he still to
keep clear of them, as' T onece heard you tell
hin i
“Ah! dat’s de ]J-'EIII ~dat’s de worst of it :
you Popish people so much afraid of de priests
you can’t do nothing widout defr leave. Lot
me alone about de priests.”

asked

“ And yet, you eannot pretend to say,” ob-
served Talbot, unwilling to cive up the point
so easily, “that Willy Burke asked permis-
sion of the priest to forgive Wilson, and sue
for favor for him.”

1 know dat, T know dat. but what for you
say so?”

“ Why simply this,” replied Talbot, * that
whatever yvou admire and approve of in this
young lad’s conduct is the teaching of the
]Il'iw-[\ reduced to practice, and that because
they are the expounders of the Divine
and guide their people according t
cepts. Well, well would it be for
even civil society -

law,
o its pre-
soclety —
-were all who profess the
Catholie faith to follow the advice and prac-
tise the ]\'*ﬁ'lill‘i Hn'_\' receive from their |
as faithfully as does this humble
haps it is not well for me
you, Willy,”
“nor would I venture to do so, but that I
belieye you too firmly grounded

iriests
youth., Per-
to -.I:u‘_'“'\ s0 bhefore

he added, :l'lrfr'i'“in;: the latter,

. 51
m Lle
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maxims of true piety to be puffed up or elated
by human pr: .L—-.» o

« Oh no, sir,” said Willy, modestly, * I hope
God will never let me l::l-ftt myself so far as
to become proud; but now there's no -m.lt.
danger, sir, for I underst: and very well that it's
to our holy religion the merit goes, and not to
me.”

& Well. well” said Weimar, *let us go
now. Come, Talbot, we'll talk of dis anoder
time. for I do begin to tink dat some re ligion
is _‘_"'l!l‘l]. after ¢ all.”

And so think I,” said Dawson, 'l[l]\ru".l‘h-
ing Willy as the ge mtlemen left the room, and
he shook his hand wi armly. I, too, am
convinced that religion is even necessary for
the good of society, and this 1|'1_:ht has con-
firmed me in the opinion that the (Catholic re-
ligion is the best of all, -in 1111 the nnl\ one
that ean control the heart and be nd the stub-
born will of man.”

“ Well,” said Willy Lmln-. as they ascend-
ed the stairs together, ** I can’t te Il you how
glad I am to hear you say 803 it’s such a glo-
rions thing to see a soul coming back from the
way of error into the right road — the road
that leads to heaven. May t'm] grant you the
grace to persevere to the end !

¢ T hope you'll not forget me in your prayers
then,” .-.nrl Dawson.

i No, no,” replied Willy, with unaffecte »d fer-
vor, * for there's nothing more delightful to
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all true Catholjes than to see them that’s ont-
side the Church comin’ in, where they know
they'll find a safe shelter. You may he sure
Il pray for you!” 'I'Itc"'.' then bade each other
good-night, and eacl w ent his way to his room,
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CHAPTER X1
THE REVENGE.

(_‘ N the following morning Wilson was paid

off and dismissed, with a friendly admo-
nition from Mr. Talbot, warning him of the
danger of giving way to his passions, and re-
minding him how the disgraceful scene”of
the night before, and the consequent loss of
his situation, were but the sequel of that
memorable conversation wherein he had so
wantonly (though perhaps without any great
degree of malice) attacked Willy Burke, on
the score of his religion. * Revenge,” said
Mr. Talbot, * is at all times an unholy feeling,
and if indulged, will often be found to recoil
on the head of him who worked it for another.
'l‘ll'll.'i .\'llll !)|‘|Il]|i.\t'll to be ]'('\'(‘II:_"t‘ll on Bil!']{t?
merely- because he put a sudden stop to your
ridicule of his religion and its priests, Well,
you have done your utmost,—you have made a
desperate effort to fulfil your vow, and here it
is yourself who suffer. You sought to blacken
and defame that virtuous lad, and the result of
your machinations has been to establish his
character on a firmer basis than ever, so that
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our opinion of him

annot be acain changed,
while vou ar

¢ dismissed from a situation which

yvou had filled

for two years before we knew
him, and go forth suspected, so that nothing
could induce us to recommend You (o any office
of trust. Take my word for it, Wilson, that the
safest road, even in a worldly point of view,
is the way of God's commandments,.. The w ay
of sin and error will never bring you to true
happiness, even limiting the expression to the
happiness of this life.”

* At any rate,” was the answer, * ] don't
want to be schooled so. I guess I'm quite
able to take care of myself, and to judge for
myself too. I, at least, Mr. Talbot, will
never submit my judgment to that of any
other ; I leave that to Papists, who *hear the
Chureh.”  As for Josing my situation, I don’t
care a straw about it — the loss ain’t mueh.”

Mr. Talbot only smiled — it was a smile of
pity — but Mr. Weimar raised his head from
the desk where he had been writing, and
angrily ordered him to quit the place in-
stantly,

“If you speak anoder word here,” he said
sternly, “I'll have de porters kick you out.
How dare you .‘-E'l‘:li\' 80 to Mr. Talbot, aflter
we Jet you off so easy, widount making every-
body know what great scoundrel you are? Go
off, I say, or you'll not be glad for staying.”

“1 will go, old ginger-face.” said Wilson,

his cheek pale with the intensity of his passion,
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¢ but be sure that I'll cherish the remembrance

of your parting words.”

At the special request of Mr.
other two lads were kept, as their
1 less than that of Wilson, on whose
they had solely acted. Willy
situation

Talbot, the

cuilt had

been muck
instigation
Burke was forthwith placed in the
Jeft vacant by Wilson's departure, and so far
all went well.

Next evening Willy went to see his sisters,
1 gave Mrs. Williams an account of what
had happened on the preceding day, conceal-
ing, however, the name of "the delinquent.
The little girls eried bitterly when they heard
of the sore trial their brother had undergone,
while Mrs. Williams could only raise her hands
and eyes towards heaven in silent thankfulness,
for her heart was full of joy and gratitude on
hearing the beautiful morality of the religion
she loved so fully vindicated and so trinmph-
Willy had studiously avoided
giving to God, as

and

antly proved.
taking any merit to himself,
a Christian should, all the merit and all the
praise ; yet Mrs. Williams extended her hand
to him when he had concluded, and said, while
the glow of genuine feeling lit up her faded
cheek :

¢ May the Lord bless you, my child — and

bless yvou he will — for you make it your chiel

care to do hissholy will, as in duty bound.
and be assured that you
this

(30 on as you are going,
will pass unscathed through the fire of
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world’s temptations and
cannot harm those who are
humble in heart,”

“Ah, but, Mrs. Williams,”
a sudden change of

allurements — they
strong in faith and

said Willy, with

manner, *“ what is to be-

come of poor unfortunate Peter? I'm afraid
what I heard is too true, for he hinted it to
me plainly enough after we left here on that
Sunday evening when we last called to see
you. I wish,” he added with a sigh, “ that
Father Fitzherbert was come hack, maybe he
could do something with him, for Father O'Hara
doesn’t know him at all. At any rate, I think
Fll go this very night and ask his advice,”

* Do, Willy,” said Mrs, Williams, * and I'q
have you go, too, and try to see poor Peter,
I wish you could get him to come oftener here,
80 that we might reason with him, and try to
make him understand the danger he's in.
Alas! it was an evil day for him, poor mis-
guided boy, when he went back to these peo-
ple.”

“ You may say that, Muys. Williams,” said
Willy, mournfully, * for if God hasn’t forbid it
they’ll rob him of what little faith he has, —
poor fellow, he never could be got to read any
books that would have instructed him in re-
ligious matters, neither would he go
sermons ; and how could he know mucl
his own religion — so they kn

to hear
1 about
w that very well
— and
advantage

— these people that he’s got in with
they're the very set that can take
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of his ignorance. Oh, girls | ” he added, a

dressine his yvoung sisters with a burst of t

der emotion that brought tears 1o his eyes,
¢ oh, girls! if our poor mother or father was
alive and see their son on the way of turning his
back on the holy Church of God — but it's
well they're not living to see that, for I'm sure
it would break their hearts — pray for him,
Bridget and Alice,” he said, as he arose and
took his cap, wiping the tears from his eyes at
the same time, * and you, Mrs. Williams, you'll
be mindful of him in your prayers — I know you
will.”

 Indeed, I will, Willy, dear,— may the
Lord in his merey hear our prayers e

“ And Willy,” said Alice, running after her
brother to the door, * don’t forget to tell Peter
that Bridget and I are praying for him to the
Blessed Virgin — our Mother in heaven — that
glie may ask God to keep him in the true
faith. ‘Tell him that, Willy, and tell him that
if he leaves the Church we can't love him as
well as we do now, for it’ll be so wicked of
him that God will be very angry with him,
and then we oughtn’t to love him as well, you
know.”

 Yes, yes, Alice dear, I'll be sure to tell
him.” said Willy, as he stooped to kiss the
fair forehead of his little sister. “(Go in now,
dear, and God Dbless you till I see you

acain 1"
again !

Willy went straight to Father O’Hara, but
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he had not reached his honse
Dawson, who had been go
to Mrs, Williams’s.
said he, ¢ tl

when he met
ing in quest of him
“Do you know, Willy,”
at I want You to come wit]
your confessor, Father O'Iara,
like to” have

1 me to
as I should
him regard-
annot find solved
Can yon take time

& conversation with
ing some little doubts which I ¢
in the books yvou lent me.

to come now #”

“With all my heart ! " returned Willy, “ for
the truth is that I'm just on my way to speak
to Father O’Hara about my brother,
along ! I know there’
brother’s affairs
whole story long

50 ¢ome
S no use in hiding my poor
from you, for You heard the
ago.””

In going to Father O’Hara’s house it was
necessary to pass through the street in which
Mr. 'l':lﬂmt's-!\\rlfin_z-hnns:- was situated ; and
the two friends were just within sight of the
door, when a little before them, just where a
narrow, dark street, or rather alley, opened on
the broader street. they saw a gentleman, who
had been walking slowly onward, suddenly
struck down by a person who instantly disap-
peared down the dark alley.
shining brightly, but the cowardly assailant
had taken his stand on the shady side of the
street, and he was, moreover, muflled up so
closely about the neck and face that jf would
have been difficult to ascertain his identity,
even if quite close to him ; but yet Dawson ex-
claimed in an audibje whisper ; & Why, Willy,”

The moon was

o

S =
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and he caught his arm, ** look there — I'm not
here if that ain’t Wilson ! #

« Hush, hush!” said the other quickly;
¢t pever mind who it was — let us run to help
the poor man that's lying on the ground.”

All this had been the work of a moment;
and as it chanced that very few persons were
passing that way at the time, Willy and his
friend were the first that reached the fallen
man. He was lying with his face down-
wards. for the ruffian had struck him from
behind, and as he appeared entirely motion-
less, Willy cried out in alarm, # Oh, Dawson,
1!!‘.% lil“li]

By this time several persons had gathered
around, and it was proposed to carry the
gentleman to the nearest surgeon. Ile was
taken up by three or four stout men, who were
walking off as fast as their heavy burden
would permit, when, having caught a glimpse
of the face, on which death seemed already to
have placed his seal, Willy and Dawson cried
out together: * My God! it’s Mr. Weimar!”
And for a moment both were so terrified that
they could not utter a word. The men, seeing
that they knew who the gentleman was, in-
stantly stopped, and Dawson, as soon as he
could find voice to speak, eried out: * Don't
take him to any hospital —if you'll only be
good enough to come with us we'll show you
his home.” They then ilr'ut't-l‘nlt'l] to Mr. Tal-
bot’s, where poor Weimar resided with the
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family, having himself neither wife nor child,
When Dawson rang the door-hell, the sonnd
startled all the family within, as he had uncon
n'inusl_\' given it a violent shs
trembled so that
its motion.

Mr. Talbot and his wife,
vants, all ran to the door, and what a spectacle
awaited their eves! There was poor Mr, Wei-
mar carried in, apparently dead — his gray
hair streaming around his face, for his head
was of course uncovered, IIis hat had been
forgotten on the street.

tke, for his hand
he eould searcely command

with several ser-

“*Good God!” eried My Talbot, * what
terrible aecident has happened to Mr. Weimar ?
What! Dawson and Burke here?
the meaning of all this?”

But Mrs. Talbot here
¢ Nay, Henry, the first thing is to see to poor
Mr. Weimar. There will be time enough to
inquire how this occurred. Will you be kind
enough to carry him up stairs
she said, addressing the men

— what is

interposed with :

to his bed-room ?”
“ Certainly, ma’am,” said they, “but it’s
to be feared that he may be put anywhere you
like, for there ain’t & move in him.”
* Oh, Itrust in God's mercy that the
not quite so bad !
it be

case is
But come along at once, for

hooves us to apply some restorative as soon

a8 may be.” And Mrs, Talbot, snatching a
candle from a

servant, showed the way up
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stairs, Her husband staid a little behind, in
order to learn the cause of what he saw.

“ We were just coming along the street here,
Mr. Talbot,” said Dawson, ‘ when, just a few
blocks from here, we saw poor Mr. Weimar
walking on before us, on the shady side of the
street — but little we thought it was he — when
we saw a person who must have been waiting
for him there strike him across the back (or
perhaps neck) with something that appeared
to be a large stick, and he instantly fell. The
assailant ran off down that dark alley to the
right here below, and we hastened to the spot
where Mr. Weimar lay. When we came up he
was lying on his face, and we didn’t know it
was he till the men carried him out into the
moonlight.”

“#And were vou sufficently near, when it hap-
pened, to catch a glimpse of the assailant?
Have youn any suspicions as to whom it might
be?” This question Mr. Talbot addressed to
Dawson, and the latter was just answering, —

“To the best of my knowledge, Mr. Tal-
hot — " when Willy Burke interrupted him by
saying eagerly :

“ Why, indeed, sir, we weren't near enough
to say positively who it was, and if we made a
guess at any one we might be wrong, so it’s
better for us only to tell you what we know for
a certainty. The man (whoever he might be,
gir,) was so muffled up, and we were so far off,
that we couldn’t venture to say who it was.”
16
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Dawson looked askance at Willy, and smiled
slightly.

Mr. Talbot looked hard at the animated face
of the speaker, and then he shook his head
doubtingly, but he contented himself with say-
ing : ‘““And yet the boy is right ;" and telling
the young men to follow, he hurried up
stairs,

One of Mr. Talbot’s little children met him
above, with the glad tidings that Mr. Weimar
was not dead: * Mother says he was only
in a swoon, father, and now he begins to
move."”

When Mr. Talbot entered the room, his wife
beckoned him to approach, and told him in a
whisper that Mr. Weimar was already show-
ing symptoms of recovery, having even
opened his eyes for a moment. * But,” said
she, “I much fear that his mind may be de-
ranged, for nothing could be wilder than the
glance he gave around. You should send at
once for Dr, Hammond.”

The doctor was accordingly sent for, but
before he arrived the patient had somewhat re-
covered, and, to Mrs. Talbot’s great joy, he
seemed perfectly sensible. When asked if he
felt any pain, he said in a faint, languid voice :
“* Yes, dere’s much pain in de back. I tink
dere’s some bone broken dere.  But my head ”
—and he raised his hand to his forehead —
‘“oh, dat’s worser — my hend is bad — very
bad — just here.”
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Mr. Talbot and his wife exchanged looks of
alarm, but neither spoke till the arrival of the
doctor. Ilaying examined the patient, he
turned to Mr. Talbot with a very serious face.
« Mr. Weimar’'s shoulder,” said he, *is dislo-
cated. but that is only a secondary considera~
tion: it is that pain in the head of which he
complains that makes me fear. The probabil-
ity is that though no outward sign appears,
his head may have sustained some serious in-
jury from the fall, which may produce confu-
sion of the brain.” This was said in a low
voice to Mr. Talbot, but it was not lost on
Weimar himself, for he quickly asked :

¢ Den you tink me in a bad way, doctor?”

«] did not actually say so, Mr. Weimar,”
and the doctor glanced admonishingly at Tal-
bot: * but in any case you must be kept per-
fectly quiet; excitement of any kind must be
carefully avoided.”

At this moment Weimar caught a glimpse
of Willy Burke, where he stood in a corner
of the room, and he made him a sign to ap-
proach.

Willy bent down over him, and the sick
man said, ¢ I know very well I'm worser den
de doctor tells me, and dere is something in
here,” placing his hand on his chest, ** dat tells
me to prepare for death. Mr. Talbot did tell
me once about your moder, dat died so happy,
as the priest tell him. Iwant to die a Cat'lic,
Willy Burke, an’ den per'aps I'll have a
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chance. Yon go fetch de priest here, tell him
come quick, for dat a great sinner is going to
die, and wants to be received +into God’s
Church before he leaves dis world: Go fast —
fast, boy ! and den come back here, for I want
you stay wid me; it was you make me tink
first about religion ; then Talbot lent me great
many good books dat showed me de danger I
was in, but if the good God will save my soul,
I may tank you, after him; ’cause I see you
not like oder ]lsl_\'.-é at all, but good, very j_{('ml;
and den when I found you so good Cat'lic, and
doing just what your priest told you, I said to
my own self, ‘I must see what dis religion of
his is,” and den God gave me de light to see,
Go now | ”

“Well, sir,” =aid Willy, struggling to re-
strain his tears, “ I'll have Father O’Hara here
in ten minutes, with God’s ]1l‘|11, and I'm sure
I'm both proud and happy to go on such an
errand for you, though I hope there’s no dan-
ger of your death. At any rate, sir, I'll go as
fast as my legs will carry me.”

Afler telling Mr. and Mrs. Talbot. in a low
voice, where he was going, W illy hurried away.
The doctor then approached Mr. Weimar's
bed, and renewed his injunctions regarding the
stillness and repose which could alone, he said,
save his patient’s life. * I have allowed you,”
said he, ** to finish your conversation witli that
young lad, but it must absolutely be the last.
I must not, and shall not, permit you to speak

—
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to any one on any topic whatsoever, until I
see how matters will go.”

« Yes, but, doctor, dis is all de matter of
my soul; you know very well dat I may die
Very soon, and what will become of my poor
goul if I not try to settle my account wid
de great Master of us all? De greater danger
I'm in, dere's de more need dat I tink of my
soul : "cause I've neglected it too long, and I've
no more time to lose.”

« Well, I warn you,” said the doctor, ** that
any excitine conversation may cause your
death. and that very suddenly ; so if you will
see the clergyman now, and enter upon long
discourse with him, I will not answer for the
consequences.”

¢ Ah. doctor.” said the patient, with a faint
smile, ** you speak so ‘cause you Protestant ;
a Cat’lic would say, * Mind de soul first, 'cause
you may soon have to go before de Judge.
De poor I Hl_\' is not so much to tink of, doctor,
so wheder I die or not, I'll have a priest come,
and get inside de ¢ one fold,” before de Great
Shepherd calls. If dat makes me die, no
matter: it will be only my body, for I hope
God will spare my soul, when he gave me de
grace to see de rieht road to heaven.”

The doctor drew back in sullen silence,
muttering, *Obstinate old fool!” and Mr.
Talbot, obeying a sign from Weimar, ap-
}‘l'f.‘!li'lh_'ll his bed.

s« Now, Talbot,” said the old man, * you
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Just tell me how dis happened. I only re-
member dat I got a great blow on de back dat
made me feel as if my heart was broke in two,
and den I felt,— dat’s all I know.”

*And none of us know any more of the
matter,” said Talbot, in reply ; ““not even
Dawson or Burke, who were both walking
after you and saw you receive the blow. The
villain ran off down the alley as soon as he
had dealt the blow. whereupon they came up,
and finding it was you, they came here with
the men who brought you home.”

“Hal!” said Weimar, as a gleam of fierce
anger shot from his eye, “ha! I know; I
know dat rascal Wilson ; aye, he said he'd
meet me, and so he did. But I'll have him
hanged for dis — dat is, you will, Talbot, if I
die. I wouldn’t rest in peace if dat fellow
wasn't punished for his crimes,
him, de black villain !”

* For merey's sake, Weimar,”
Talbot, “ do not speak so ; youw
yourself harm, and it was very wrong of me
to enter into conversation with you on 80 ex-
citing a subject. Not a word, now, as you value
my friendship! Hush, here's the doctor.”

But just at the moment Father O’Hara was
announced, and Weimar exelaimed Joyfully :
¢ Oh, den, doctor, you don’t speak one word.
Just leave me wid de priest, de doctor of my
soul ; after he do his part, den I
and do what you tell me.”

Curses on

E]llt'l‘}m.-i(‘([
ill certainly do

listen to you,
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¢ My dear Mr. Talbot,” said the priest, as
e warmly shook hands with that gentleman,
¢ this is a truly melancholy affair, but yet, see
how the Lord draweth good from what appears
to us evil, Had Mr. Weimar no previods
thoughts of becoming a Catholic?”

“QOh, yes, .yes!" exclaimed the patient;
T read great many Cat'lic books, and 1 pray
to God to show me de trut’, and den I begin
to find out dat all de old notions I had about
your religion, and about de priests, was wrong,
all wrong. But all de time I couldn’t bring
myself to say I'd be a Cat’lic, or go to con-
fossion, dat I couldn’t do, I said, and den I
was very much angry wit myself, and when I
talked to Mr. Talbot or his wife about it, I
gnid it was about de priests; dat was only an
excuse dat de deevil put in my mout’, for I
know very well now dat God left de priests
power to forgive sins in his name. But now,
all de bad old pride is gone, ‘cause my life is
near done, and I want to confess my sins, and
get de water of baptism, and be a Cat'lic be-
fore I die, for fear God would ask me why I did
not ¢ hear de Chureh,’ as he tell us all to do, and
when I could not answer, he surely would send
me wit de bad people who rebelled against him.”

i How admirable are the ways of the Lord!”
exclaimed the priest again, and he raised his
eyes to heaven. ¢ Truly has this awful acei-
dent been sent as the means of leading you
into the true Church, by putting an end to
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your irresolution. All praise forever to his
hoh name ! "

Mr. T: llmt then beckoned all to follow him
from the room, leaving the good father alone
with his penitent. Murs. Talbot then took the
opportunity to prepare some suitable draught
for the patient, and, before she had returned
from the kitchen, Father O'Hara entered the
room. Before he had Hllllkll] a word to any one,
he approached Willy Burke, and laying lzls
hand on his shoulder, he said :

* Rejoice and be lfl ad, my child! for God
has given you the special grace of aiding and
assisting in the exec lltlnn of his merciful de-
signs on this man. Under God, he attributes
hw conversion — and a truly marvellous con-
version it is —to your excellent ex: unple. So
true it is, that the silent influence of ex: umple
is more efficacious than precept. But let not
this tempt you to think better of yourself,
Willy ; for the greater the favor is that you
have received, tln- more cause you have to
humble yourself before the .\]lm-rl:t\ Giver.
May the Lord bless you, my dear child!”

“ But you have not heard all, reverend sir !
said Dawson, coming modestly forward ; I
am another convert of Willy Burke’s m: iking,
Not that he ever talked to me about re lizious
matters until I began to think of them mnnl[
and asked him to give me some instructions :
but, like Mr. Weimar, I was struck by the won-
derful difference between his life and that of

§ o
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myself and others. I saw him so pious and so
lv-'ul ir in going to church, and yet always so
gay and cheerful, that he seemed quite ]|1|r1|\
.\nll then, no matter what we did or said to
him, he never complained of us, and was always
ready to oblige us in any way he could; so
when I put all together, and compared it with
the conduct of all the boys of his age I had
seen, I bezan to think that the religion he pro-
fessed, and lived up to, must be the riecht one,
for he was the very first Catholic boy I had
ever known so intimately. Now, sir, 1 have
been studying your holy religion in all its
principal features, and, with God’s blessing, I
think I understand them tolerably we lI I was
on my way to your house with Will ly I‘mrl\'u
when this dreadful occurrence stopped us.

s Allow me to congratulate you, then, on the
vietory you have gained,” said Father O'Hara ;
¢ for the arch-enemy of mankind stands ever
in the way to prevent, if it be possible, the re-
bellious children of our holy mother from re-
turning to her <-ml'|‘:|.-'n-. You have overcome
him, young man ! and may God give you the
grace to lead such a life here on earth, that he
may, hereafter, award to you the crown prom-
ised to tlmw who overcome the enemy of our
salvation.” Turning then to Willy, he said
with a paternal smile, * Why, my young fr iend,
you are a little apostle in your own ¢ ircle, —
take care that you lose none of the many
graces God hath given you.”
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* Indeed, Father O'Hara,” said Willy, his
face betraying all the confusion which he really
felt, “it’s enough to make any one ashamed
to hear himself so praised up ; but then again,
when 1 come to think of it, sure I needn’t be
ashamed, for it's all the work of God himself,
and for his greater honor and glory.”

Here Mr. Talbot was summoned to the bed-
side of Mr, Weimar, who extended his hand
as he entered, and said, with a happy smile :
“So now I'm a Cat'llic at last,— God be
praised ! What you tink, Talbot, isn’t it much
happiness to humble one’s self before de good
God dat one has so much offended, and con-
fess deir fault, and ask his pardon, and den
to hear his minister give de pardon in his name ?
When I feel so glad now because I hope dat
God will forgive me, or has forgiven me my
sins — bad and many as dey were— I can’t
think dat I'm de same Weimar dat used to make
langh at confession, — oh ! but God is ood,
very, very good to have merey on a poor sinful
man like me.”

‘I give you Joy, my dear friend, from my
heart I do,” said Talbot, with unfeigned sat~
isfaction; *“and I would recommend to you
to supplicate the intercession of the blessed
Mother of our Redeemer. 1t is scarcely to be
expected that you could at this moment col-
lect your thoughts sufliciently to make a re-
view of so many years ; in fact it could not be
expected that you would; your confession,
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then, must be more or less imperfect, and be-
fore the priest comes again in the morning,

your soul may be called hence. Apply, then,
to her, who has been called, and truly ecalled,
The ;I’i_f‘”r.’" “_.f‘ SNinners, The h",-f}, ‘J_Ir‘ Chris-
tians : — beg of her to obtain for you the graces
of which you stand in need, and, above all, true
eontrition for your sins.”

Iavine talked a few minutes longer on this
subject, Weimar requested that Mr. Jennings,
their lawyer, might be sent for, as he wished
to make his will as soon as possible. “I tink
it best hurry,” he said, * for I find much weak-
ness here, — about my heart; tell de doctor,
too, to come.” The doctor, who had merely
withdrawn to another apartment, quickly made
his appearance, and was serionsly alarmed by
the change which had taken place. In fact he
found his patient sinking fast, while from cer-
tain symptoms about the head, he feared a
sudden derangement of the brain. * I would
certainly advise you, Mr. Weimar,” he said,
¢ to get through with Mr. Jennings, when he
comes, as fast as possible; for to tell you the
truth, either your life or your senses will very
s00n ;:i\n way.”

Just then the lm\'v entered, and the will
was rezularly drawn up, with the doctor and
Mr. Talbot for witnesses. It was necessary,
however, to give a few drops of wine occasion-
ally to the patient, for so great was his wealc-
ness, that several times he was obliged to
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pause in his dictation. When the will was com-
pleted, he appeared truly grateful that he had
been enabled to go throngh with it. Now,”
said he, in a low, faint voice, * now

I've noting
more to do wit dis world, — oh ! if I could only

know that God will have merey on my poor
soul, I'd be glad to die; but dere, ] know very
well dat my confession wasn’t what it ought
to be, and I have much fear. O my God! my
good Master! how wicked I have been, —
a4 bad, bad servant. It wasn't for you I
worked in my life, but for myself. Oh! what a
miserable man I am, — I shut my eyes against
de trut’ till de very last, and how can I hope
to be forgiven? —O Blessed Virgin Mary !
I'm so poor a creature dat I dare not look up
to dat God whom I have so often offended, but
you'll pray for me to your

Son, dat he may
have mercy on me.

I ask your pardon, great
Queen! because I have so lone time despised
your name, but now I know de great power
dat you have in heaven. and I hope you'll look
with pity on me!”

3y this time all the family had assembled
around the bed, and the doctor returned, say-
ing that he could do nothing mora, 1 told
Mr. Weimar to avoid excitement,” said he,
*and he has never ceased talking since. Now
he must take the consequences. I shall wait
some time, however, in the next room, in case
any favorable change might occur, of which,
indeed, I have not much hope.”
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3ut Weimar heeded not his words, for, just

hen, he perceived Willy Burke, who was kneel-
ing near the foot of 'I]u' ed, his head howed
down, 'nu_J his hands r!:n‘[rw as in fervant
prayer. “Ha! Willy!” said the old man,
mi 1]\m-' an effort to raise his voice so as to be
heard, * you pray for me ; dat’s we 11 : and when
I'm gone, you pray for me too. Come here !”
Willy approached, and bent down to cate ‘h the
faint aceents of the dying man.

“7 like you very much, Willy Burke; you
good boy ; good servant of God. I owe you
mmh. and when my will is opened, you find
dat old Weimar did not forget you. You stand
up well, and resist tempt: ation when you poor ;
now dat you 11 be richer, do de same, and don’t
ever forget God, for if you do, I'd be sorry,
very sorry, to leave de money to you, ‘canse
when you come to be where I am now, on the
bed of death, all de riches in de world is like
noting at all ; keep dat always in your mind,
and den you need not be afr: 1id of death. May
the Lord bless you, and keep you all your life
in his holy service! And be sure you don't
forget de poor old man dat has so much to
answer for in de oder world. Pray for me,
morning and evening.”

Willy’s tears fell fast on the withered face,
whereon death was already legibly traced, as
he exclaimed, with honest w .mmh *With the
help of God, Mr. Weimar, T'll never kneel to
pray for myself, or for my dead father or
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mother, but I'll offer up a prayer for yon,
Your money, sir, I didn’t want, for I don’t
covet riches, but still I thank you, Mr, Wei-
mar, (rod knows I do! because it shows that
You were pleased with my poor services: and
sure I'd have been the most ungrateful boy in
the world if I hadn’t served you as well as I
could, for yourself and Mr. Talbot were the
best of friends to me. Bat, sir. if you were
leavin® me all the money you were worth, and
you to be dyin’ a Protestant, I'd give it all,
aye, every cent, to see you as you are. Thanks
and praises be to God that He has brought
You within the pale of the Church before your
death !

*“But, Talbot,” said Weimar, making a
strong effort to speak, for his speech was al-
most gone, *“dere’s one ting I want to tell you
before I die: I forgive dat poor Wilson from
my very heart. I promised de priest dat I
would forgive him, and I do; God be praised
for it! Tell him dat, if you ever see him, and
dat it was de holy and de merciful religion of
Cat’lics, speaking by its minister, dat brought
me to forgive him, and pray for him too.”

He then fook a kind and affecting leave of
Mr. and Mrs. Talbot and their children. all
of whom were bathed in tears, for the old man
had been as cheerful and kind in the domestic
circle, as he was strict and stern with those
whom he employed. * Talbot,” said he. and
his voice was scarcely audible, even when his
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‘I've left

Vi l'\l.'.nq -y

friend bent down over him, vou de

: sole owner of de joint concern ; and of my own
money in de funds, I've left something to each
of de dear children. De remainder, after

W 111\ Burke's legac Yy, goes to de good ln\-hnln
of New York, to be laid out as he tinks best
for de good of religion. Dat’s all dat poor old
Welmar can do now, to make up for de time
dat’s past. God bless you, my good, dear
friend! God bless you and yours ”

These were nearly the last words poor Wei-
mar was heard to say. Mrs, Talbot com-
menced reciting the Litany of the Blessed
Virgin, all present joining in the responses,
and, before the prayer was ended, the soul had
passed away, -mnl Mr. Talbot, taking the book
i from his wife's trembling hand, turned over to
the prayers for the dead; Father O'Hara hav-
I ing been obliged to leave soon after he had
anointed the dying man.
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CHAPTER XII.
WILLY BURKE'S LEGACY.

'\_. JTHEN Mr. Weimar's will was at length

'V opened, it was found that he had be-
queathed to Willy Burke no less a sum than
five thousand dollars; to each of the young
Talbots two thousand, and the remainder, as
he had said, to be given in trust to the Roman
Catholic Bishop of New York, to be appro-
priated at his discretion to Catholie charities.
Willy Burke could, at first, scarcely believe it
possible that so large a sum was to be his
own, but, when he could no longer doubt the
fact, he exclaimed in a joyous tone: “ Well,
sure enough the Lord has worked a miracle
for me, and I think I know what for: with his
divine assistance I'll do my best to carry his
holy will into execution. Oh, may the Lord
be good and merciful to your soul, Mr. Wei-
mar! Sure I ean never, never forget what you
have done for me.”

“Why, Willy ! said Mr. Talbot, reproach-
fully, *‘you seem to be exceedingly rejoiced
that the legacy is so large ; and yet I thought
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[ heard you assure my poor departed friend
that you set little or no value on money ?”

“ Nor neither I do, sir,” l'l']l'!iu'll \\.i'ili_\" in
an animated tone; * when I told Mr. Weimar
so, I told him the truth, God knows I did;
but then, Mr. Talbot, just think, sir, of all that
I can do with this money. If you'll just please
; 1 you what

to listen for a few minutes, I'll tell
makes me so glad to have it.”

And Mr. Talbot did listen, at least as soon
as the lawyer had left, and the business of
opening the will was completed ; and though it
took Willy scarce two minutes to unfold his
plans, yet it sufliced to call the old familiar
smile of kindness and approbation to Mr. Tal-
bot’s face. HWell ! well ! “'i“_\'." he said, ** I
see vou are never to be caught thinking of
's. But really

r-..-i,f_ -:Ll“:]‘,-'|u'\'1|i':-"'] \\'iilll'i

this scheme of yoursis a good one. God grant
that it may succeed !
“ Oh, I'm not afraid but it will, sir!"” was
the reply. * I'll just go ofl now and lr]:u-:'v the
whole matter in the hands of the Blessed Mother
of God, and she’ll not fail fo help me ; she never
does. Good-by, then, sir, for the present.”
And away went Willy, his head and heart full
of a scheme founded on the legacy of Mr.
Weimar. Before making even one step in the
affair, he went into a church, and, before an
altar of the Blessed Virgin, he besought that
gracious mother to assist him in his enterprise.
“ You know, oh, sweet mother!” he said, with
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pious fervor, ‘ you know what I undertake to
do is for the greater honor and glory of your
Divine Son, blessed be his holy name! and
that is the reason why I have such confidence
in your aid! Help me, then, O powerful ad-
vocate ! help me with your prayers, and then
I'll be sure of succeeding!” He arose, and
left the church, full of a consoling assurance
that she to whom none ever sues in vain had
heard his prayer, and approved of his design.

A few minutes after, he knocked at Father
O'lara’s door, and was quickly admitted to
the small room which served for the good
priest’s study.

“ Well, Willy ! ” said Father O’Hara, laying
down the ponderous volume which he had been
reading, ** what is the matter now, that you
are out at this hour of the day?”

“Oh! the old thing, sir,” said Willy, with a
smile ; * I'm goin’ to try my hand again at it,
and now I'm in a condition to do something
better, for, thanks be to God, and poor Mr. Wei-
mar, I have five thousand dollars to work with.
Don't you think, sir, that I may begin to hope
now, since God has already done so much for
me?”

* Five thousand dollars!” repeated Father
O'Hara, *“is it possible?”

‘*Itis, your reverence, not only possible, but
true. Bat still I haven’t all that for this pur-
pose ; I only mean to put four thousand into
that.”
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“ And what will you do with the rest?” in-
quired Father O'Ilara.

““Why, sir, I intend to put eight hundred
dollars of it in the bank ; that is, I'll let it stay
where it is, for my sisters — four for each.
Then there will be two hundred, and I'm going
to give fifty dollars of that divided between
your reverence and Father Smith, to have
Masses offered up for Mr. Weimar's soul. My
father and meother, too, I can now do some-
thing for them,— thanks be to the Lord for all
his mercies to us!”

“Well, really, my dear boy,"” said the priest,
as he wiped away an obtrusive tear, * well,
really, your unworldly forgetfulness of self is
so refreshing in these days of cold, grasping
selfishness, that it makes me feel almost as
though I were young again. But the sum you
propose giving to the priests is far too large.
I, for one, will remember Mr. Weimar for
many a day when I am offering up the Holy
Sacrifice, — duty and charity bind me to that,
so that you need not set me down for so large
a sum. In fact, I'll have none of your money
— none ; so pass me over, and go on. I will
speak to Father Smith, and some others of our
brethren, that they may all unite in praying
for the departed.” -

*And he deserved it well,” said Willy, * if
your reverence knew but all; for, except this
legacy to me, and six thousand dollars to Mr.

Talbot’s children, he left all the rest of his

"
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money that was in the funds to the Bishop, to
be laid out on Catholic charities. I believe it
malkes about twenty thousand dollars, clear of
everything.”

“ Thanks be to God !” exclawmed the priest,
clasping his hands tocether, as he raised his
swimming eyes to heaven. * Great is his
goodness to us, his unworthy children. And
surely that noble bequest comes in the hour of
need, for to my certain knowledge the poor
Bishop has been harassed for several weeks
past for want of funds to carry on some build-
ings,— he having no less than three of them
going forward, and depending entirely on God’s
goodness. Truly, this is a marvellous bless-
ing.”

“ Well, how, sir,” said Willy, *“T’ll go, and
I hope you'll be at home when we come, — it
will be in about an hour or so.”

¢ Unless I am unexpectedly called out, you
will find me here.”

“Oh! but that's true,” said Willy, turning
back from the door, * what does your rever-
ence think of Dawson? Is he really sincere?”

# So sincere,” said the priest, “that he is
coming here this evening for me to hear his
confession. I have had several visits from him
lately, and he appears so well disposed, that,
with God’s help, he may soon be admitted to
the table of the Lord. You may perhaps find
him here when you come.”

“If I do,sir, it will be all the better; but
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T'm staying far too long, so I must hurry away
now." ;

It was already drawing towards evening ;
the slanting beams of the Western sun were
gilding the tops of the tall, dingy warehouses
on either side as W 11!\ llll1nl' llllltl.l'il ‘Inntr
throuzh a back street, taking the well-known
way to Mr. Watkins's office. But ere yet he
had got in sight of it he stopped short, and
turning down a wider and more h: andsome
street, whose bright brick houses, and green
julousies, and iron palisading, denoted a
double range of dwelling-houses, he sl ackened
his pace, and at times stopped altogether,
looking anxiously down the street. * ITemust
soon be here,” he murmured to himself, * for
I know this is about the hour when he leaves
the office.” He had waited some time, never-
theless. when he saw his brother coming
hastily along on the opposite side of the street.
Crossing over quickly, Willy caught his arm,
saying with a smile: * W l_\. Peter, you must
be in a mighty great hurry, when you were
passing without seeing me, and I'm sure I've
been long enough waiting for you. It's no
easy matter to get seeing you nowadays.”

“And whose fault is that?” asked Peter,
gharply. * Is it any wonder that T wouldn't put
myself in the way of beine lectured and drilled
by a saucy younger brother?

#“Ah! Peter, Peter,” said Willy, shaking his
head sorrowfully, * this wasn't the way in old
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times. If you were going on as you onght te
do, you wouldn’t have any need nor wish to shun
me, — it’s hecanse yvour own heart reproaches
You that you fear me.”

““ There, now,” said Peter, breaking in,
* this is the old thing over again : there. you're
at it again! Isn’t it a poor case that even
going along the street T must be waylaid and
abused in this manner? What brought you
here at all?”

“Well, T'll just tell you that,” replied his
brother, *if vou'll walk this way with me, — it's
too public a place to talk of private affairs.”

When they had gone some way down a quiet
alley hard by, Willy said : ** Now, I’ll tell you,
Peter, what brought me. 1 suppose you heard
of Mr. Weimar’s death?”

“I did, the stern old sinner, and I wasn't
much sorry.”

“Nay, you must not speak of him so,
Peter,” said Willy, warmly, “for he died a
sincere penitent, purified and sanctified by the
sacraments of our holy Church; and I trust he
has found favor before God.”

“Why ! ” cried Peter in astonishment, “ do
you mean to say old Weimar died a Catholie,
— he that was so bigoted against them?”

“It's as true as that you're standine there.”
said Willy. ¢ But how did it happen that you
didn’t hear that before?”

“ Well, it was Mr. and Mrs. Watkins that T
heard speaking about the old man’s death, and
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1 suppose they forgot that part of it,— but
they seemed to think him a ve ry bad man, and
talked a great deal about such a death as his
must have been, — so very miserable, and all
that.”

“Ave,” exelaimed W illy, with :l bitterness

all unusualto him,* itdidn’t serve their purpose
to let you know of Mr. Weimar's conversion : 3
but, be assured, they knew all about it, for Mr.
Talbot told me he had himself conversed with
Mr. Watkins on the subject. And as to their
speaking so hardly of him, that’s all because
of his becoming a Catholic. At any rate,
ru-J.ln 'r you nor I should 1m Iu sard ‘-IJt‘.lIL.ll" 1[1

Mr. Weimar (even if he had been such as
l ey said, — \H,lu h he was not), for he has left
us independen

& llm\ is that?

“ IHe has left me five thonsand dollars.

a \uu ']-J.I t say so, Willy ! 7

“ But I do, Peter!”

* Why, how in the world did it hs ippen that
he took such a fancy to you?” inquired the
elder brother, in real amazement.

“Well, I'm sure I don’t know.” said the
younger, with a blushing face: * Mr. Talbot
can tell you all about it a great deal bettor
than I can. There's one thing to be said, at
any rate, that I can tell you. It was Dawson
and myself who found poor Weimar lying
on the street (for we saw him receive the
fatal blow), and we were present at his death.

"
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It was I, too, that went for the priest for
him, and I believe he thought that the best of
all.”

* Really,” said Peter, his countenance dark-
ening as he spoke, * I can’t help admiring your
good fortune. Five thousand dollars, — and
you not seventeen yet ! What in the world
will you do with it all? But then I suppose
you'll get so purse-proud on our hands that
you'll not speak to your poor relations.”

‘% Now, Peter, it's very unkind of you to
talk so!” said Willy, the tears starting to his
eyes. ** Sure won't you have the half what I
intend keeping of it? 1'm going to leave four
hundred dollars in the bank for each of the
girls, and Mr. Talbot says that by the time
they're grown up it will be a great deal more
for them, by means of the interest lying over.
The two hundred dollars that remains of that
thousand, I want for some purposes that I'll tell
you at another time, and the four thousand I'm
going to divide with you,—that will be two
for each of us. I think it will be best for us to
leave it in the bank till we’re a few years older,
and then we'll have it to commence some busi-
ness., Don't you think that’s the best thing
to do, Peter?” s

But Peter could not speak for some mo-
ments. The generosity on the part of his
brother touched his heart, and opened it to
better feelings. During the few minutes that
he remained silent, his memory rapidly ran
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over the numberless instances wherein, during
the last few years, he had outraged and afflicted
his brother: he thought how he had treated
his fraternal counsels with scorn and contempt,
and how he had trampled on the love of their
early years, — and above all, how he had de-
sorted the Church that Willy loved so well, and
ranged himself with her enemies ;— at least he
had all but done this, and now, to see that
brother — so wronged — so disgraced — so out-
raged — bestow upon him, in return, the half
of his little fortune, — truly it was more than
Peter could bear; the long-buried affection of
early '\'Ulllll burst forth again, and when he
clasped his brother’s hand, and murmured :
“God bless you, Willy! God bless you 1
that brother felt that a c¢hange —a mighty
change — had passed over his spirit, and he

said within himself':

¢ T thank thee, O God! I thank and bless
thee. Thy gift has, indeed, recained for me the
long-lost affection of my brother. Now, sweet
Virgin Mother! that 1 have succeeded so far,
[ know thou wilt help me in the yet more im-
portant attempt to be made.

“Well ! now that you find that I’m not *too
lll'unl] Lo :-lu‘:lli to my poor l‘v[:l.til}ll!-“,' as yon
said a while ago,” said Willy, with a cheerful
smile, *“will you just come with me and sce
Mr. Talbot? for I want to ask his advice about
our money. And then he’ll be so glad to see yon,
and so will Mrs. Talbot.”
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Peter hesitated, and blushed deeply. “DBut
then I don’t like to go,” he said, * Mr. Talbot
must think me so ungrateful; in short, he
never got much reason to think well of me,
and that's the truth,—so I'm ashamed to
go.”

* Nonsense, Peter ! ” said his brother, taking
hold of his arm, *you never committed any
shameful action in regard to Mr. Talbot, that
you need fear to meet him ; and even if you had,
take my word for it he'd be overjoyed to see
you repenting of it.”

“Well! well! I don’t like to refuse you,
Willy,” said Peter, making an eflort to over-
come his unwillingness. * But then I have to
go home first, as I have some money here for
Mrs. Watkins, that I know she’s waiting for ;
after I give it to her, I'll go with you for a
little while.”

“Then I'll go with you !” said Willy, quickly,
“Afor I know of old that Mrs. Watkins doesn’t
want you to be on good terms with e, and she
might persnade you to stay at home.”

* Oh never fear ! " was the answer, * she’ll be
80 glad to hear of our good fortune, that she’ll
have no objection for me to go to see Mr. Tal-
bot. But really it's too bad that you have so
bad an opinion of Mr. and Mrs. Watkins, after
all they've done for us, — for me, at least. I'm
sure iff Mrs. Watkins had been my own mother
she couldn’t have done more for me. And,
what do you think, Willy ?” he said, drawing
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close to his brother, and speaking in a lower
tone, * I have strong hopes that they’ll make
me their heir; do you hear that? "

s Never believe it, Peter, never believe it!”
gaid Willv, with sudden warmth of manner;
“ they who suggested that hope were but
making merry with your credulity, and a few
hours after the meeting with you, they twitted
me with your being about to turn Protestant
for the sake of Mr. Watkins's fortune, though
they didn't forget to tell me at the same time
that Mr. Watkins has a nephew in Savannah,
who is sure to be his heir.”

“Well ! if that be true,” said Peter, his face
flaming with anger, * that Wilson is the great-
est villain unhanged.”

¢ It 48 true,” said Willy, ** but there’s no use
in railing against Wilson, or any other one;
the only thing is, be on your guard against
such schemers for the future. Dut here we are
at Mr. Watkins’s. I'll go in with you, but I
hope you'll not stay lone.”

Pefer opened the door with a lateh-key, and
seeing the parlor-door open, he told W 1Il‘\. in
a low voice, to go in there, and wait for him.
“ T'I1 be back,” said he, * in a few minutes.’

Peter had not yet reached the door, when he
suddenly stopped, hearing his own name men-
{ioned in the adjoining room, which was only
separated from the 1:.“1“1’ by folding doors.
The 5] peaker was 1:11floul-.m11\ Mrs. Watkins ;
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but what had she said that made Peter Burke
chance color so?

*Yes!” said the lady, continuing her dis-
course, “I have great hopes that the meeting
will go off well, provided you can get this
Burke to come forward and bear testimony
against Rome. Only let us prevail upon the
silly fellow to appear on the platform as one
who has abjured the errors of Popery, and, my
life for it ! your collection would be a first-rate
one. The lad is good-looking, Irish and all as
he is, and as a convert from the Roman Church,
he will become the great lion of the day. The
reason why your collections do not turn out
well, latterly, is the great dearth of novelty ;
and if you can parade this young fellow as one
who has just broken the chains of Rome, ete.,
etc., under your spiritual guidance, you will
find your account in it, I assure you.”

“Yes,” replied a voice that Peter knew to
be that of Mortimer, * but I much fear that I
cannot, of myself, persnade the lad to appear.
I know the effect would be most beneficial to
our interests, but these Irish Papists are so
obstinately attached to the Church of Rome,
that they are scarcely to be tempted to come
forth from her; they hug their chains, dear
Mrs. Watkins, and laugh at our boasted lib-
erty! This boy, though he appears to us
wavering, may be at heart as much a Catholic
as ever. But if you will try your powers of
persuasion, dear, and lovely, and bewitching
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as you are, he cannot, he will not refuse. Do,
sweet friend ! ” — and the minister's voice as-
sumed a softer tone — * do, and you will bind
Frederick Mortimer by yet another chain, for
it much imports me to have this Bible meeting
crowned with success.”

I will try what I can do,” said Mrs. Wat-
kins in reply ; * since you think my persuasive
powers so great, they shall be all put forth in
vour service, and I think I may venture to
promise that this hopeful youth will grace your
platform as a convert. Oh! how the 11'i=-t-‘
will gnash their teeth, and how all good, pious
Methodists will rejoice on the oceasion, though
between ourselves the fellow is not worth
much.”

Willy Burke had approached his brother, in-
tending to propose that they should leave the
room, for he did not wish to remain where he
was an eavesdropper, although unintentionally.
But Peter stood as though transfixed, nor at-
tempted to move frony the spot until he had
heard all ; then turning, he cancht his brother
by the arm, and drew him out into the hall,
without saying a word. Iis face was pale as
death, and he appeared literally gasping for
breath. Calling a servant, however, he handed
to him the note which contained the money,
and telling him to give it to Mrs, Watkins
without any delay, he motioned for Willy to
follow, and hastened to quit the house as
though he feared to remain a moment longer.
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Neither spoke for some minutes after they left
the door, but suddenly Peter stopped, and
turned full on his brother :

# Now, with God's help, Willy, I'll never set
foot in that house again, for it just scems to
me as if it was the gate of hell. While I was
listening to that precious discourse the veil fell
from my eyes, and now I can see the fearful
* danger I was in.”

“Well,” said Willy, as he wiped away with
his hand the tears of joy that suffused his eyes,
‘I was afraid to see you going in that time,
but now I see it was God himself that con-
ducted us there at that moment, so that you
might see and hear, from the mouths of your
pretended friends, the object they had really
in view. But I'm not the least surprised, for
when I went into the church on my way here,
and besought the powerful aid of the Mother
of God in saving you from the snares laid for
you, I hadn’t yet finished my prayer when I
felt assured that it would be granted. No one
ever comes away disappointed that prays to
that loving Mother with a pure intention. De-
sides, Peter, I know very well that God sent
me that legacy that I might-have a proof of
my affection to give you, and so to soften your
heart. You see yourself how beautifully all
this has come round to bring you back to the
way of salvation, from \\.}111_!1 you were every
d.l\ going farther away.

“JIdo,Ido, W illy ! I'” said Peter, fervently,
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iand I see, too, all that I owe to you. Ah,
brother, brother, when you were before the altar
that time praying for me, it’s little thoughts I
had of either God or you. Now, thank God!
I am sensible of all that you have done for me.
[ see that your two thousand dollars is but a
small thing, a mere trifle, compared with what
your pious prayers have obtained for me;
where are we going now ?”

¢To tell you the truth,” said Willy, with a
gmile, * I had planned to take youn to I'ather
O’Hara’s, on our way to Mr. Talbot's, for I
knew that you didn’t know where he lived, and
I wanted to try the effect of his persuasions on
you, if mine had failed. I suppose you've no
objection to come now?”

““None at all,” replied his brother; *it's
the very thing Pd wish for.”

Great was the joy of Father O'Hara when
he learned from Peter himself the wondrous
chanze that divine grace had operated on his
soul. “I told your reverence,” said the now
happy Willy, *that our protectress wouldn’t
forsake us now. You see she has obtained for
us far more than we dared to ask — blessed be
her name forever!"”

i Amen | ” responded Dawson, as he entered,
for he, in turn, had been a listener in the ves-
tibule. *1 see you're surprised, Peter,” he
said, addressing the latter, * surprised to hear
such language from my mouth, but don’t be
surprised ; under God, I am indebted for my
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conversion to the Blessed Virgin, for when I %
was yet only seeking the truth, groping about®
in the dark, as it were, your brother, thore,
prevailed upon me to invoke her aid: and I
can solemnly assure you that I was not slow
in experiencing the effects of her intercession,
I am now a Catholie, thanks be to God for all
his mercies ! and I can truly say what I heard
Mr. Weimar say in his last moments, viz., that
I owe my conversion in a great degree to your
brother’s good example, so Iw-ulmulh illus-
trating C nhuln- faith and Catholie m:-ralll\' N

Peter could not speak ; for the second time
that evening his heart was too full for words,
but he turmul and took his brother’s hand and
pressed it between his own in silent admira-
tion. When he could speak, his exclamation
was, ‘“My brother! you are indeed the wor-
thy son of our pious parents; henceforward,
with God’s assistance, I will endeavor to imi-
tate their example and yours. Oh, sir!”
he said, addressing the priest, *you don’t
know how far gone I was in wickedness, — j§
frightens me now to look back to where I stood
two hours ago, when my dear, dear brother,
like the good shepherd, came after me :\mj
brought me home ; surely, he has saved 1
lu)m the wild beasts that were lying in wa!t
for me. Would your reverence lend me a pen
and ink for a moment?”

He got the pen and ink, and in a few mo-
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ments he handed the following note to his
brother to read: -

% Mgs, Warkins: Peter Burke —that *silly
Jellow,” that *is not worth m uch at the best'
(according to your kind recommendation) —
takes this opportumity to thank yon for all the
favors you and Mr. Watkins have conferred
on him, especially for the last, when you pro-
posed to do him the honor of appearing at a
great Bible meeting to * bear testimony ' ; but
as said Peter has no wish to be ¢ the great lion
of the day, he'll just take himsclf off. He
sends his compliments to worthy Mr. Mor-
timer, and assures him that his opinion of
¢ Irish Papists’ is about right, as far as him-
self is coneerned ; — he is a Catholie at heart,
1|ll'_ll1;_{'1] 11!1\\'n|'1]1_\' of Fu'ill: called so, }l_\ reason
of the scandal he has given in listening to such
evil counsellors as you and Mr. Mortimer.”

“ Short, but not very sweet!” was Willy's
observation, as he handed the note to Father
O'Hara, and requested him to read it aloud.

After a little more conversation with the
priest and Dawson, the brothers took their
leave, and proceeded to the hounse of Mr. Tal-
bot, where Peter was kindly, even cordially,
welcomed. ITow Lis Lieart throbbed with joy
as he received the friendly congratulations of
Mr. Talbot and his amiable wife,— congratuo-
lations which he knew (and jfelt) were sincere.

18
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It was agreed upon, in the course of the eves 8
ning, that for the present the four thousand

dollars was to be invested in railway shares, %

whichr Mr. Talbot believed the most profitable
method of using it. The brothers willingf)’
acceded to his proposal to remain in his em-
ployment for the time being.s* With an increase
of salary, however,” said the generous mer-
chant. * Dawson’s place is now vacant, he
having been advanced to that whick had been
Wilson’s ; if you have no ohjection, Peter, you
can have it, and Willy will assist me in the
office, as I have now totake poor Mr. Weimar’s
post.”

The proposal was gratefully accepted, as
may readily be believed ; and btdding Mr. and
Mrs. Talbot good-iig rht. Peter and Willy took
their way together to the well-known domicile
where the good Mrs. Malcolm held sway. The
worthy housekeeper was profuse in her con-
gratulations to both brothers ;—the one on his
recent accession of wealth, and the other on
his escape from the net in which the specious
arts of the sedacer had held him for so long a
time. *“But I ken'd vera weel,” said she,
“that God wad na® let you go unrew lr(lml
even in this world, Willy ; 1 hes your pardon,
I should ca’ you Mr. Burke, now that you've
come into so much riches.”

“ No, no, no, dear Mnis. \[ dcolm,” eried
Willy, with a merry laugh, *just call me
W 111\ ; you'd make me ashamed if you'd be-
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gin to eall me Mister, for the title wouldn't
sit easy on a young lad like me."”

Ah, I forgot,” said Mrs. Maleolm, * that
a Christian canna’ be proud of money or any
earthly good. Vera weel, vera weel, you'll
still be Willy Burke, that’s a guid laddie!”
and so saying, the old lady waddled away to
see after some household matter.

Next day the brothers went to church to-
gether at six o'clock, and side by side they
returned thanks to that God who had blessed
them beyond measure. Then it was that Peter
Burke felt a soothing calm, long unknown,
stealing through his mind; it was the gentle,
the beneficent 'illl'h-nm- of relicion,— of that
relicion which before he had never appreciated ;
now he began in -«n‘ur earnest to estimate its
value. It is true that he was still weighed
down by the remembrance of his manifold sins,
but the grace of true contrition was not with-
held from him, and he trusted in the goodness
of God for pardon for the past, and strength
to avoid sin for the time to come. When Mass
was over, and they leaving the chuarch, Peter
told his brother 1|1.L. he would 2o 1o confession
in the course of the evening, and Willy, as
may well be imagine d. heard the announcement
with unmixed satisfaction, for now he knew
that his brother was sincerely converted.

After leaving the office that evening, the two
brothers went first to confession, and then hast-
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ened to impart joy to the loving hearts of their
young sisters.

It is not easy to conceive the rapture with
which Alice and Brideet heard the glad tid-
ings. They both sprang into Peter's ont-
stretched arms, and fairly sobbed out. Then
they drew back to look at him again, as though
they feared the evidence of their eyes.

“* Well to be sure,” eried Alice, wiping away
with her pretty apron her fast-falling tears,
“well to be sure, but that is good news. It's
a fine thing to hear that we're all so rich now,
thanks be to God and our dear brother Willy !
But the best of all is Peter's getting good
again. Oh, indeed it is!”

* And Peter,” asked Bridget, * won’t you be
good to us now, like Willy,—and won’t you be
coming to church with us again, and to pray
at mother's grave, too? Oh, Peter, if yon'd
see how long the grass is on it now; and
there’s so many little flowers, wild flowers,
growing among the grass!- Now you'll come
next Sunday, won't you?”

I will, indeed, Bridget, dear, please God "
said Peter, his voice husky with emotion, and
his eyes filled with tears.

Here Mrs. Williams entered, and the whole
story was gone over again for her. Great was
the joy of that true friend, but a cloud gath-
ered on her face as a saddening idea presented
itself to her mind. * I'm afraid you'll be tak-
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ing my girls from me,” she said, * now that
you have become rich.”

# No. indeed, Mrs. Williams,” said Peter
and Willy together ; and the latter added, * not
on any account, if you still wish to keep them.
It was God that pnt it in your heart to take
them. You have been a mother to them; be
so still. in God’s name, and with his blessing !
We couldn’t ]ll:ll'l‘ them in Dbetter hands, until
such time as they're able to do for themselves.
By that time I hope they’ll be so well grounded
in their faith, that there will be no danger of
it slipping from them.”

Mrs. Williams was delighted to hear this,
and voluntarily renewed her promise to be a
mother, as far as she could, to the interesting
charge that Heaven itself had commilted to
her keeping.

From Mrs. Williams’s the young men went
to Mrs. O'Grady’s, and they found that worthy
woman and her family mourning around the
death-bed of the husband and father. Poverty
was in and around the dwelling, and amid all
their sorrow for him who was about to leave
them, his wife and children could scarcely wish
that his life might be spared, so great were
the privations they were all called upon to
bear. This was no time for communicating
their own good fortune, so the brothers went
away without saying a word about their own
aflairs. Next day, however, Willy Burke, with
Peter’s consent (which he took care to ask, as
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My tale is now at an

end. I have en-
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deavored to delineate for my young readers
the part wh

a Catholic boy is called upon

to act in »-u'ir-i_‘.. and have shown to the best
of my ability the beneficial results which may
accrne from the fulfilment of his duty, not
only as regards himself, but those who are un-
f:::s;"—[r':_l_\' wandering in the wilderness without

the of the Church. T have sought to
place Religion before the youthful reader as
<he v is, mild, and cheerful, and softening

in her influence. Would that I could but paint
her even one half as lovely as she is, and the
portrait would suffice to attract and attach the

yvoung to her service !

THE END.
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