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ASSUNTA HOWARD.

————eeeee

JUXTA CRUCEM.

THE full moon was pouring a
flood of light upon the marble pave-
ment of S. Peter’s, and, by its weird
influence, increased to an almost
startling immensity the vastness of
that mighty work of art, worthy off-
spring and expression of the faith
which has subdued the world. The
soft radiance in the nave seemed
to throw into deeper gloom and
an almost immeasurable space the
‘ever-burning lamps which, like fix-
ed stars, surround the central point
of Christendom—the tomb of the
great apostle, to whom was first
given the power of the keys. No
one could remain unmoved in such
an awe-inspiring scene; certainly
not two, at least, of the three per-
sons who alone stood within the
church, silently receiving impres-
sions which come but seldom in a
life-time. And yet, as the same
sunbeam, falling upon different
objects, will produce different colors,
so on these three minds the im-
pressions were stamped accord-
ing to their preparation to receive
them. To the man, in whom the
moonlight, bathing him in bright-
ness, revealed the appearance of
gentle birth and refined culture, it
was merely the human, the miracle
of art, the power of man to design
and execute; while the pure soul
- of the fair young girl at his side
was struggling through the human
up to the divine. The patient old
sacristan standing apart, keys in
l:and, had dwelt for years in the

midst of material and spiritual
greatness with a faith so simple
that he never dreamed it was sub-
lime.

“How grand !” at length exclaim.
ed Mr. Carlisle. “What apower there
isin architecture; and how well those
master-minds understood and used
this power for the elevation of
man !”

“Yes,” replied his young com-
panion; “and it seems to me that
in church architecture every detail
should be symbolic, and the whole
should convey to the soul the im-
pression of some one of God’s at-
tributes. S. Peter’s is so truly the
home of the Christian world, and
draws the heart so lovingly to it-
self, that it always seems to express
the paternity of God. But to-night
there is more than this. It speaks
to my very soul of the Father, but
‘the Father of an Infinite Majes-
t .' ”

Mr. Carlisle smiled. “ Another
of your pretty fancies, Assunta.
One would hardly expect to find
such grave thoughts beneath this
shining hair, which the alchemy of
the moonlight is fast turning into
gold.” '

The usual ready answer did not
come; for any light conversation
was out of harmony with the emotion
inspired by such surroundings. Bes
sides, the young girl was struggling
with herself and against herself
in a contest little suspected by her
companion. The wonderful influ-
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ence of the time and place had
brought near the moment of defeat
or victory. It is sometimes the
way of God with the soul to pre-
pare it gradually for some struggle,
and then suddenly and unexpect-
edly to bring it face to face with
the trial, and to permit its whole
future to hang upon the decision
of a. moment. Thank God! to
the faithful soul the strength is
never wanting. It was such a
crisis as this which clouded the
bright face and darkened with
doubt the mind of one in whom
youth and innocence would seem
to preclude the possibility of men-
tal conflict.

It was but a few days since she
had become convinced that the
guardian who had been to her
both friend and father had come to
feel for her a Iove which indeed
might include that of father and
friend, as the greater includes the
less, but which was something
more than either. And with the
consciousness there came a strange
yearning of her heart to go forth
and meet his heart with an equal
love, to trust herself to the protect-
ing care she knew so well, to yield
to the happiness which promised to
'gild her life with a radiance too
dazzling to be all of earth. But
there arose a barrier between them,
and hence the struggle.

Strange how we play the devil’s
advocate against our conscience!
Must she respect that barrier?
What if he were almost an infidel ;
would it not be her sweet mission
to take heaven by violence, if need
be, and by her importunate prayers
‘obtain for him the. light of faith?
‘Dangerous sophistry ! And yet on
this quicksand how many women
wreck themselves, instead of steering
the bark freighted with the loved
soul into the calm waters of truth !

They two, the guardian and his
ward, had entered the church while
yet the setting sun was irradiating
column and statue with a glowing
splendor; and they had continued
to walk slowly and almost in silence
up and down the long nave until
the light had faded and darkness
had succeeded the short twilight.

They were about to leave the
calm influence and the majesty of
repose which this vast temple of
God ever inspires, when suddenly
the moon, rising to a level with
the window above the porch, pour-
ed its magic-working beams upon
the pavement. They paused, and,
turning to -the sacristan, who was
about to close the doors for the
night, begged a few moments’ de-
lay, which he, with unusual cordial-
ity, granted.

" And what were the busy thoughts
which induced so prolonged a
silence during that hour's walk,
until the gathering darkness and
then the rising moon warned them
how the time was passing, of which
they had taken so little note?
Suffice it to say that the mind of
each was filled- with the other.
With Assunta Howard, the new
sentiments kindled in her heart had
conjured up the memory of a scene
which, associated with her first sor-
row, was a living picture to her
imagination. Again, as if it were
but yesterday, she, a little child, en-
tered the room of her dying mother,
and saw her lying pale and beauti-
ful upon her bed, her crucifix in
her hand, and beside her the little
table covered with white linen, up-
on which were the exquisite flowers
and the still burning candles placed
there in honor of her divine Lord,
whom she had just received as the
Viaticum of her journey home.
The little Assunta thought how
much her mamma looked like the
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beautiful S. Catherine, borne in the
arms of the lovely angels, which
hung above her own bed; and she
wondered if the angels would come
before she had time to kiss her mo-
ther once again. It was almost
with a feeling of awe that she whis-
pered in the ear of the good priest
who raised her in his arms, “Is
mamma a saint now?”’

.“My precious child,” said the
mother, strengthened for this bitter
parting by the divine Guest who
was reposing in her heart, “ mam-
ma must leave her little Assunta,
her good little girl. But before
long I hope that I shall be with the
dear Jesus and his sweet Mother,
whom you love so much. So you
will be glad for mamma, and always
remember how much she loves you.
I am not very strong, my darling,
but put your arms around my neck,
and your curly head close to mine,
while I say something to you. You
will not understand me now, my
poor child, but I know that you
will try and remember all, and one
of these days you will know what I
mean. My darling, when you are
grown up to be as tall as mamma,
some one will perhaps find a way
_into that loving little heart. My
little daughter, if divine love claims
it, and our dear Lord wishes you
to be all his own, do not hesitate,
but gladly give your life as a sweet
offering to him who has chosen
you. Give him your whole heart
without a fear. But if it is a hu-
man love which seeks to make my
treasure all its own, think long and
well and prayerfully, my child, be-
fore you give your heart mto its
keeping. And, O Assunta! reinem-
ber, never marry one who does not
cherish your faith as you do; who
cannot kneel with you before the
altar, and love you in God, even as
you do him. I do not ask you to

promise me this, for I feel that it
would not be right to bind you by
a promise which you cannot under-
stand. Yet it is your dying mo-
ther’s wish. But I must kiss the
wondering expression away from
those dear eyes. One of these days
dear F. Joseph will remind. you of
my request when you are old
enough to understand—will you
not, father? But my little girl can
remember that she is to be poor
papa’s dear comfort, and never for-
get the little prayer for him every
day, that God will give to him—
tell me what you ask for papa, my
darling ?”

The little Assunta answered
through her sobs: “I want papa to
love my blessed Mother Mary, and
I ask God to make him. And,
mamma, you said I must say faith;
but I don’t know what that means,
except when .I say it in the cate-
chism, and so I ask God to make
him as good as mamma is, and a
saint just like S. Joseph in my pic-
ture; and I think he will, mamma,
because you know he heard me
once when I asked him to let me
go to school to Sister Rose.”

The mother smiled, as she re-

plied:
“ How earnestly I hope so, my
daughter! And papa has promised

me to leave you with the good Sisters
for a long time ; so you must please
him by being his good, obedient
child. And now, my dear, precious
little girl, kiss me—once again, my
darling. I am very tired, and must
rest. Perhaps, when I wake up, I
shall see, instead of my darling’s
golden curls, the golden gates of the
celestial city. When I am gone,
Assunta, child of Mary, say every
day: ‘Dear Jesus, take mamina
home soon.” Now call papa.”

The priest, who had stood by in
silence, came forward and lifted the
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poor bewildered child down from
the bed. He saw that the strength
which had until now supported the
mother in this time of trial was
«quite exhausted. She uttered aloud
the words, * Thy will, not mine "—
words which, since that night be-
neath the olives in Gethsemane,
express both the bitterness of the
chalice and the ministry of the angel
—then her eyes closed ; and though
for a short time consciousness re-
mained, they never opened until
the resplendent majesty of the glori-
ous humanity of her divine Lord
burst upon her soul’s vision.

As the child turned away to obey
aer mother’s request, the priest be-
gan to repeat the Proficiscere, anima
Christiana, with which the church
so lovingly speeds her children on
their last journey; and for the first
time she realized that her mother
was indeed going from her. She
crept softly from the room, only to
rush away to her own little chamber,
where, kneeling before the picture
of S. Catherine, evermore associat-
ed with that great, first sorrow,
she poured out the grief of her lov-
ing, childish heart in sobs and
tears '

And it was this scene which was
again before the mental eye of the
young girl as she stood there. in
the moonlight, herself so fair a
picture. Her sainted mother, with
her look of heavenly repose, and
the angel-borne S. Catherine, blend-
ed themselves into one image in her
mind, while the Holy Spirit was
guiding her innocent soul. Sud-
denly an impulse seized her; per-
haps it was what mystic writers
call an inspiration. Turning to her
guardian, whose eyes had for some
time been wonderingly fixed upon
her, she hastily exclaimed: *“One
moment, my friend,” and then walk-
ed quickly towards the chapel,
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where hung the lamp which told
of the divine Presence upon the
altar.

Mr. Carlisle was quite accustom-
ed to what he was pleased to call
her “pretty, graceful piety,” and
so, without surprise, he turned to
exchange a few words with the
patient sacristan, while, on het
knees before her Lord, Assunta
fought and conquered in the first
real battle of her life. She realized
fully now the love which seemed to
offer her such human happiness,
and she knew what it would cost
her to refuse it. But then came
the remembrance of her mother’s
dying words—* Unless he can love
you iz God”—and her heroic soul
gathered up its strength for the
consummation of the act of sacrifice.
With one appealing, heart-breaking
prayer for help, she bowed her
head, and made to God the promise
which her mother had not required
from the child. And those alone
who know what it is to offer up the
crown and joy of life in sacrifice
can understand the peace and rest
which came to her troubled heart,
even through the vision of a life
robbed of its brightness.

Absorbed as she was, she had
forgotten the world outside and its
distracting claims until her guard-
ian stood beside her.

“ Petite,” he whispered, “in thy
orisons be all my sins remembered.
But since the list is somewhat long,
I think you must not wait to recall
them now. Your one moment has
lengthened into fifteen by my watch,
and I have exhausted my powers
of eloquence in my endeavors to
charm that good old man into for-
getfulness of the flight of time.
Can you not leave heaven for earth
and us poor mortals? There are so
many angels up in heaven, they can
afford to spare us our only one.”
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Rising hastily, Assunta exclaim-
ed : “I have been very thoughtless,
and you, as always, kind and pa-
tient. We will go at once.”

Her gentle apologies to the old
sacristan added value to the gift she
slipped into his hand; and as he
closed and locked the door behind
them, he muttered to himself :

“She is a saint anyhow, if she is
an American.”

As they passed down the steps to-
wards the carriage, Mr. Carlisle sud-
denly stopped, exclaiming : “ Why,
child, what is the matter? You
have the real martyr-look on your
face. I read there, as in a book,
that combination of suffering and
triumph which we see in pictures,
representing those times when men
were not so chivalrous as now, and
inflicted persecutions on account
of a devotion which is so natural
to your sex, and which,” he added,
laughing, “is so particularly be-
coming where the woman is young
and pretty. But,” he said uneasily,
“I cannot see that expression in
the face of my petite. Sunshine is
her element; and the cloud which
should cast a shadow upon her life
would burst forth in thunder over
mine. But what is it? Has the
moonlight enchanted you ?”

“No, dear friend,” replied As-
sunta, endeavoring to speak gayly.
“ Enough that you grant me the
triumph. The laurel wreath is a
woman'’s ambition. You need not
bestow the martyr’s palm until it
is deserved. And now let us go
home.”

“ Indeed, that is the one thing in
this world which I do notintend to
do, at least at present.. Thanks
to my good sister’s well-timed head-
ache, we have a rare opportunity to
follow out our own sweet will in
the most unconventional manner.
There is no respect for the world
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and the propriety Clara preaches
left in me to-night. I, for one, shall
take advantage of the absence of
that inconvenient third party and
her friend Mrs. Grundy to drive to
the Colosseum. If you decline to
accompany me, I will just remind
you that the walk home is some-
what long and the hour somewhat
late.” Saying which, he gave his
order to the coachman, and took
his seat beside Assunta in the
barouche. After ashort silence, he
continued :

“The cat-is-away sensation takes -
me back to my school-boy days.
Though I confess dear Clara to be
the very best of the tabby race, still
she does show her claws sometimes
when I propose an escapade that
shocks her.sense of what is becom-
ing at the advanced age of thirty-
five. To see the Colosseum to-night
is not to be resisted. There is no
dampness whatever in the air, and
the moon has risen just high enough
to make the shadows perfect.”

“I think,” said Assunta, “ that it
must be a very guilty conscience
that needs so many words in its
justification. I, for my part, am
so strong in innocence that I will
meet Clara on my return with an
unblushing brow—to speak poeti-
cally—as far as the Colosseum is
concerned. The evening is cer-
tainly lovely enough to reduce even
your friend Mrs. Grundy to a spirit
of meek acquiescence. ‘ How beau-
tiful is night!” Do you remember
the first lines of Thalaba? It must
have been just such a moon as this
that suggested the opening of that
remarkable poem.”

“Did you not read it to me?
How can you ask, then, if I remem-
ber? However, I did not hear it
then for the first time. The dogs,
with their human eyes, made a great
impression even upon my boyish
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mind. But here we are.” And
jumping down from the carriage,
he held out his hand to her.

One moment she hesitated; for,
by that instinct which is the shadow
of a coming event, she felt that her
trial was not yet at an end. But
if it must come, why not then?
She might never again be so pre-
pared to meet it. There is a fer-
vor of heroism which immediately
succeeds a sacrifice that makes us
strong to endure. If there is a step
to be taken, it is better not to wait
until the inevitable reaction is upon
us with its enervating influence.

The hesitation was too instanta-
neous to be remarked, and Assun-
ta allowed her guardian to assist
her to alight; and placing her arm
within his, they passed the sentinel,
and entered the vast amphitheatre.
It was indeed a perfect Roman
night; and, to an artistic eye, no-
thing could be more imposing than
the strong contrast between the
deep gloom beneath those bewilder-
ing arches, which threw their dark
shadows across the open arena,
and the brightness of a winter’s
moon. The two walked towards
the centre, and seated themselves
upon the steps of the large cross
whicih rises in the midst of this
mighty relic of heathen Rome.
Assunta almost shuddered, as if at
an evil omen, when she observed
that she had unconsciously placed
herself so that the shadow of the
cross fell directly upon her, and
stretched out its unnatural length
at herfeet. But even had she been
superstitiously inclined, she might
well have felt that no place could
be so safe and sure as beneath the
shadow of the cross; it rested so
protectingly on her young head,
seeming to stand between her and
evil. Soon she realized this, and
checked the impulse which, alas!
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too many of us follow when sud-
denly we find ourselves close under
Calvary—the mount whose crown
is a cross, and whose cross is sal-
vation—the impulse to move “out
of the shadow into the sun,” out of
the cloud which wraps us about in
love into the sunlight with which
the world seeks to dazzle us into
forgetfulness.

Gradually they fell into a quiet
conversation, the beauty of the
scene, the many associations of the
past which cling to these ancient
walls, furnishing ample topics. At
last Mr. Carlisle, turning suddenly
to Assunta, said:

“ And how many years is it since
your poor father summoned me to
his bedside, and told me of the
troublesome charge I should find
in the convent, to be transferred
into my hands when the patience
of the nuns had reached the limit
of endurance, and my young lady
the age of eighteen ?”

“It is five years since, my most
ungracious and ungrateful guar-
dian. But you will soon be releas-
ed from duty. The fifteenth of
next August will be my twenty-first
birthday. It was because I came
into the world on the Feast of the
Assumption that my dear mother
gave me the name, at which all her
good, practical American friends
wondered and held up their hands.
Well, on that morning I shall offer
you freedom, and I shall expect to
hear you exclaim, quoting your
favorite Shakespeare, ‘ For this re-
lief much thanks!’”

“ And I suppose you will think,”
said Mr. Carlisle, somewhat bitter-
ly, “ that it will be enough, after all
these years, to say, ‘ You have been
kind to me, my guardian, quite
like a father; I am very grateful,
and hope that we may meet again’;
and with a good-by and a pretty
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courtesy shake off the shackles,
and take yourself, with all your
sunshine, out into the world to
make bright the life of others,
torgetting him whose life you alone
have the power to darken by ab-
sence. Ah! child,” he said, his
tone changing to tender earnest-
ness, “ do you not know with what
tie I would bind you to me so
that no age could have the right to
separate us? Do you think that it
is as a father that I love you?
‘That might have been once; but
now it is the love of a man of
thirty-five, who for the first time
has found his ideal of woman real-
ized. Assunta, do I ask too much?
When that day comes of which you
speak, will you not give me the
right to devote my life to you?
You were looking forward to the
day which was to give you free-
dom; and you hesitate to put
yourself under bondage? If you
knew my love for you, you would
believe that I ask but the right
to love and protect you always.
Have I been so severe a guardian
that you dare not trust me as a
husband? Assunta, you do not
speak. If you cannot love me now,
will you not at least let me try to
win your love ?” And as he looked
into the face which she now turned
towards him, he exclaimed with a

mingling of doubt and triumph,‘

“ Child, you do love me!”
It was well for Assunta that she
had fought her battle beforehand,
“else she could hardly have hoped
to conquer now. My dear, kind
friend,” she said sadly, “I would
have given much to spare you this.
It seems indeed a poor return for
all you have been to me to reject
the love for which I am very grate-
ful. But it must be so. I cannot

marry you, Mr. Carlisle.”
 The triumph in his face faded;
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but, fortunately for his diminishing
hope, doubt remained.

¢ Petite,” he said, “I have taken
you by surprise. Do not give me
your answer now. Let me take
home to-night but a hope and
your promise to reconsider your
hasty decision, and I will try to be
content. But you are so cold, so
calm, Assunta. Can it be that
I have entirely deceived myself,

that perhaps some other ”— He
paused.

“I am calm, my friend,” she an-
swered, “because there is no

struggle of indecision in my mind.
There is very great regret that I
must give you pain, and it costs
me more than you know to do so.
I entreat you to be generous—
more generous than I have been
to you—and end this trying con-
versation.”

“I cannot end it without one
question more ; pardon me if I am
wrong in asking it. Assuunta, there
is something that I do not under-
stand. You do not say that you
could not love me, but that you
cannot marry me. Who or what
is it, then, that comes between us ?”

“God!” And she spoke the
word so reverently that for one
moment Mr. Carlisle was subdued
and silent. Then the bitterness
which was always latent in his na-
ture gained the ascendency, as he
replied : '

“Some interference
church, I suppose.”

Assunta was not a saint, and her
previous emotion had weakened
her powers of self-control, for she
spoke with unusual spirit,

“Yes, the church does interfere,
thank God, to save her children,
else were she no true mother.”
Then, a little ashamed of her warmth
of defence, she continued, without
seeming to notice Mr. Carlisle’s

of your
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wronical repetition of her words
- “save her children ”:

“You will no doubt consider me
fanatical, but you have a right to
know why I refuse the love which
I value so much, and which, at the
same time, I must beg you to for-
get. I can never marry one who
is not of my faith. I believe that,
in a true marriage, there must be
more than the tie of human love—
there must be the union of soul
and the blessing of the church.
And more than this, there is the
insuperable barrier of a solemn
" promise made to God in conse-
quence of my dying mother’s last
request. Need I say more? And
must I lose my best friend because
I can only respect and love him
‘as friends love’? I had not look-
ed for so great a sacrifice.” And
for the first time the tears stood
in her eyes and her voice trembled.

She waited for a few minutes, but
no reply came. Then, noticing
that the moon had risen above
arch and wall, and, pouring its
light full upon the open arena, had
sent the shadows back to their hid-
ing-places, she said gently :

“Mr. Carlisle, it is getting late.
Shall we go home ?”

He started from his moody si-
lence, and, taking in his the hand
that rested on the cross, he said :

“ Assunta, you are a noble girl;

but,” he added with a faint smile,"

"% this conclusion does not make

your words easier to bear. But
“you are shivering. Is it so cold?
"Come, we will go at once.” And

- as he led the way towards the car-
riage, he wrapped her shawl closer
apout her, saying, “ My poor child,
how thoughtless I have been !”

"~ Once seated, there was again si-
lence until they reached the en-

“trance of the villa. As they as-
cended the long stair-case, Mr.

Howard.

Carlisle paused. His old tender~
ness of manner had all returned,
and he was her guardian, and no-
thing more, as he said :

‘“ Assunta, I have not been gen-
erous. I have taken an unfair
advantage of my position, and have
told you what I had not intended
you should know until you were
released from all obligation to me.
My child, will you trust your
friend and guardian to be only that
until next August shall make you
free? I cannot promise to give up
all hope, but I will not repeat
what I have said to-night. Can
you forgive me so far as to go back
to our’ old relations? Will you
trust me ?”

‘““Most gladly,” said Assunta,
“I feel as if my friend, whom I had
mourned as lost, has been restored
to me. And, Mr, Carlisle, the day
will come when we will both look
back without regret upon the de-
cision which was made to-night
under the shadow of the cross.”

“I hope so, even while I doubt,
fair prophetess.”

But his thought was of the time
when he might even yet win that
stern conscience to his views, and
then indeed he could afford to think
without regret of a past disappoint-
ment ; while she was thinking of
that sweet providence of God
which, in compensation for sacri-
fice, always lets us see in the end
that all things are for the best to
those who can wait and trust.

Mr. Carlisle opened the drawing-
room door, and entered an apart-
ment which had the rare combina-
tion of elegance and comfort, of
art and home. Mrs. Grey, his
pretty, widowed sister, was fond of
what she called the * dim religious,’
and therefore the candles were not
lighted; but a blazing wood-fire
contributed light as well as warmth,
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while the silver urn upon the side
table hissed out an impatient wel-
come.

Mrs. Grey herself was lying upon
the sofa in the most charmingly
artistic costume and attitude; and
the injured manner she assumed
_ rather added to her fascination.
-She idolized her only brother; and
when, after a short wedded happi-
ness of two years, he had offered
the childless widow a home with
him, she had gladly accepted; and
after a few months of becoming
weeds and retirement, she was so
far consoled as to mitigate her
crape, and allow her brother’s visi-
tors to gaze from a distanct upon
her charms. The mitigating pro-
cess had gone on until she was
now the gayest of the gay, except
when an occasional headache re-
minded her that she was mortal,
and others that amiability is not
to be found in perfection in this
world any more than any other
virtue. She was too frivolous to
satisfy her brother’s deeper nature,
but he was as fond of her as her
‘affection. for him deserved. She
_ had taken the orphan Assunta into

her heart as if she had been a sis-
“ter; though she insisted that the
position of matron to a beautiful
young girl was no sinecure.

 Really, Severn,” she exclaimed,
as he seated himself beside the
sofa, “you must have thought it
very entertaining for me to stay
alone five mortal hours with only
my poor head for company.”

“Dear Clara, if I had dreamed
you would be doomed to such a
dearth of companionship, I should
not have gone at all.”

“Hush! No impertinence,” she
said. “ Where have you left As-
sunta ?”

“Here I am,” said the young
girl, entering the room at the same

Is

moment, and answering for her-
self. “And how is your head,
Clara? I hope you have not been
suffering all this time.”

“Your sympathy is very pretty
and pleasing, Assunta ; but, indeed,
it is of too mushroom a growth
to be very consoling. Confess
that this is the first time I have
been in your thoughts since you
left the house. But,” she exclaim-
ed, suddenly recollecting herself,
“you have been out alone all this
time. Dear me! I hope you did
not meet any one you knew, for
what would they think? Where
have you been?” And as she
spoke, she rose from the couch,
and went about the womanly oc-
cupation of making tea.

“ We went to the Colosseum,” re-
plied her brother; “and truly the
night was so lovely that if it had
not been for you and your head,
who knows but we might have
wandered about until the Roman
police lighted upon us, and com-
mitted us to the care of the Holy
Office as vagabonds?”

“Nonsense! I would risk you
with Assunta anywhere, as far as
that is concerned. She is Papal
protection in herself. She is wrap-
ped about in the yellow and white,
metaphorically speaking. Besides,
I believe it is not exactly the
province of the Holy Office to deal
with vagabonds, but with here-
tics.”

“ And what am I?”

“Oh! I don’t know anything
about religion. Has Assunta been
calling you a heretic ?”

“ Assunta never calls me hard
names,” he answered, and he could
not forbear adding under his
breath: “ But she has made me
count the cost of unbelief.”

‘“Has she been trying to convert
you ?” asked his persistent sister.
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“She has offered me every in-
ducement,” was his reply.

“ Assunta, here is your tea,”
called Mrs. Grey; for the young
girl had been arranging her music
in another part of the large draw-
ing-room durihg the conversation.

“Yes; and she needs it very
much, poor child,” said Mr. Car-
lisle, placing a chair for Ler. “I
was so selfish that I did not even
aotice it was cold until she was
quite chilled through. You find
your own head such poor company
that you must go with us next
time, Clara, and take better care
of us.”

And then they relapsed into a
quiet tea-drinking; after which,
and the removal of the various ar-
ticles which constitute the tea ser-
vice, Mrs. Grey returned to her
sofa, while Assunta went to the
piano, and played some of Mendels-
sohn’s “ Songs without Words,” and
Mr. Carlisle sat in deep thought be-
fore the fire. : '

It was a state of things which
Clara could not endure long. Any-
thing like constraint gave her the
sensation of a caged bird, and she
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began at once to beat her wings
against imaginary bars.

“I never knew such stupid peo-
ple. Severn, do please light my
candle. I am sure I trust my
dreams will be more agreeable, or 1
shall die of ennui. Good-night,
dear Assunta. Do not fatigue me
by your efforts to rival the larks in
early rising, if you have any mercy.”
And looking the very picture of
lovely discontent—if so paradoxi-
cal an expression may be allowed
—she retired to her own room.

Assunta extended her hand as
usual to her guardian. He held it
a moment, and then said: “ Good-
night, petite ; we will begin anew to-
morrow "’; and then he returned to
his arm-chair, which he did not
leave for many hours. Assunta
was very tired; but it was rather
with the weight of the cross she
had lifted upon her shoulders than
from any physical fatigue. She
soon dismissed her maid, and, like a
victorious soldier wearied with the
conflict, she fell into a dreamless
sleep, not, however, until she had
returned thanks for the victory to
the God of battles.

1I.

COR CORDIUM.

It was an established custom of
the household of Villa Moroni to
be quite independent of each other
until the twelve o’clock breakfast
afforded occasion for an agreeable
reunion. However pleasant an
early family gathering may be in
many home circles, where the
habits and pursuits of all are en-
tirely dissimilar and incongruous
we escape much of the roughness
of life by not attempting too early
an interchange of forced courtesy.
Indeed, in Mr. Carlisle’s family it
would have been difficult to effect

an earlier meeting than the one
which suited all parties so well
Mrs. Grey declared that the morn-
ing hours with Morpheus were ab-
solutely necessary to her peacz of
mind. And certainly the drowsy
god must have been lavish of
bright visions during those hours
when the sun was so carefully ex-
cluded from the apaitment of the
fair sleeper; for when at last he
permitted the pretty lady to awake
from her dreams, she came from
the hands of her maid into the
outer world the very quintessence
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of amiability and freshness. Who
would feel assured of such a result
had she seen the sun rise? True,
it might occur to some persons who
take severe views of life to wonder
what her soul was doing all that
time; but it never did to her. The
supernatural was to her aferra tncog-
nita. She had skimmed over hersor-
row as sea-birds over the waves of
the ocean, scarcely bearing away a
drop on their spread wings. The
waters had never gone over her soul
and forced her to cry from out of
the depths to the God whom she ac-
knowledged in theory, but persis-
tently ignored in practice. Yet she
was so lovely and affectionate, and
besides, when she chose to exert
herself, she had so much good
sense withal, by all means let her
enjoy life’s sunshine, and pluck its
sweetest roses, carefully guarding
her dainty fingers from contact
with the hidden thorns. But why
waste our time in moralizing over
one who would smile in uncon-
sciousness of our meaning if we
uttered our thoughts aloud, and
charm the frown from our brow by
some pretty petulance?

Mr. Carlisle understood as little
of the supernatural as his frivolous
sister. But he had a deep, earnest
nature, which could not be satis-
fied with the mere outside of life.
Mental food he must have, though
it may be a question whether the
mind is ever fully nourished when
the soul is starving. He there-
fore, after taking his coffee and
smoking his cigar, devoted his
morning hours to reading or writ-
ing in the cosey little room he
used as a library.

The carriage was thus left at As-
sunta’s disposal; and she usually
availed. herself of it to assist at
Mass, accompanied by her maid;
and often an errand of mercy or

Howard. 1 ¥4
charitable visit was accomplished
before her return. It was her
guardian’s wish that she should
never walk about the city, unless
accompanied by himself, else she
would many times have preferred
to show her American indepen-
dence by taking a morning stroll
with her faithful Marie.

The morning after the eventful
visit to the Colosseum was Friday,
and on that day Assunta was ac-
customed to make her confession
and receive Holy Communion. She
awoke with a stunned feeling, as
if recovering from a blow. It was’
still very early, but, remembering
the duties before her, she arose
quickly. She was so glad that it
was Friday; for good F. Joseph
would certainly be in the confes-
sional, as he always expected her
and she felt the need of his coun-
sel. It was the same F. Joseph
du Pont who had placed her be-
side her dying mother, but who
had shdrtly afterwards returned to
Rome. When, a few weeks since,
she had arrived in the Eternal City,
he had welcomed her as a dear
child, and she loved and respected
him as a true spiritual father. The
sun was just rising when she enter-
ed the carriage and drove to the
Gesd. Her confession was soon
made, and after the Precious Blood
had poured its healing drops upon
her soul through the words of the
absolution, she said: “ Father, can
you spare me a few minutes more
this morning? I want your ad-
vice.” '

“ Certainly, my child,” answered
the good priest. “It is nearly an
hour before my Mass. How can I
help you ?”

“Last evening,” said Assunta in
a low voice, ““ I did what I believed
to be right; but the morning light
has only confused my mind, and I
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see nothing clearly. Father, Mr.
Carlisle, my guardian, asked me to
marry him.”

“ And you, my child ?’’ question-
ed the priest somewhat anxiously.

“1 had been prepared somewhat
to expect it. I had thought of my
mother’s request, and remembered
that it was in accordance with the
teaching of the church, and I was
impelled to fortify myself by a
promise to Almighty God to fulfil
to the letter my dear mother’s wish.
Therefore, when the question came,
I could only refuse.”

“It cost you something to do
this, I can see, my poor child, and
this morning you are suffering from
the revenge our human nature
takes upon us when we have done

it violence. Let us look at the
matter calmly before God. I be-

" lieve that you are right, but it will
help you to look at both sides of
the question. It is a reasonable
service that God requires of us;
and, be very sure, he never leads
us to the altar of sacrifice with-
out bestowing upon us the strength
and generosity we need to place
our offering upon it. Perhaps you
were a little too impulsive in bind-
ing yourself by anything like a vow.
We must always be very careful
not to mistake impulse for inspira-
tion. However, as I understand
you, your mind was already decid-
ed, and the promise to God was
to act as a protection to yourself
against your own human weakness.
Am I right ?”

“ Partly, father,” replied Ascunta
“and yet, as I knelt betoic the
Blessed Sacrament, I felt that the
sacrifice was required of me in a
way I thought I could not mis-
take.”

“ Then, my child, doubtless the
Holy Spirit has inspired it for some
end that we do not now see. But,
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aside from that, without that addi-
tional and conclusive obstacle ‘in
the way of such a marriage, I think
you acted rightly. Our holy mo-
ther, the church, is very wise, as
well as very lenient; and it is with
great reluctance that she risks the
soul of one of her precious chil-
dren by placing it under the con-
stant influence of one without faith,
It is very true that while there is
wisdom in knowing how to keep a
rule, there is still greater wisdom in
knowing when judiciously to make
the exception. And I confess that,
from a human point of view, yours
would seem to be an exceptional
case. You are quite alone in the
world; and your guardian has been,
and no doubt would always be, a
faithful friend. As a man, I esteem
him highly for his many noble quali-
ties. The world will unquestiona-
bly look upon such a marriage as
eminently fitting; and so it would
be, but for the one thing which is
so important. We, however, can-
not act upon human principles, as
if this world were all. It was not
without reason, my child, that your
poor mother said those last words
to you. When she was married,
her faith was as strong, her life as
true and pure, as yours. But your
father’s intellect was powerful, and
her love for him so great that she
yielded to him until she nearly lost
her soul. God be blessed for his
mercy, she had the grace todie as a
saint, and is now, as [ hope, in hea-
ven. But I have seen her in an
agony of remorse such as I should
grieve indeed to witness in this
dear child of hers. The last two
years of her life after her return to
her faith were truly years of mar-
tyrdom, passed in the struggle to
reconcile those duties which never
should conflict—her love of God
and duty to her husband. It was
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from the very depths of her own
sad experience that she pleaded
with her little girl. My child, that
mother is praying for you now.”

“1 believe it, father,” said Assun-
ta, deeply moved by this story of
her beloved mother, which she
heard for the first time.

“So, my child, the past is all as
it should be; and now for the fu-
ture. May God grant you the
grace to be always as good and
brave as you were last night! I
would not discourage you, and yet
I must remind you that the sacri-
fice is only begun. It is not like-
ly that your guardian, with only hu-
man motives to urge him, will give
up so easily where his heart is en-
gaged. He will, of course, do all
he can to turn you from your pur-
pose, and no doubt your own
heart will sometimes plead on his
side. Here lies your further trial.
And yet I cannot, as under other
circumstances I should do, advise
you to shun the temptation. You
cannot leave your guardian’s care
until you are of age; therefore you
must face the trial. But I trust you
entirely, my child—that is, I trust
to the purity of your heart and the
power of grace that is in you to
guide your actions, even your very
thoughts. You must try to be as
you have been before; try to for-
get the lover in the guardian.
Avoid coldness of manner as a safe-
guard ; for it would only place you
in an unnatural position, and would
inevitably strengthen in the end the
feelings you would conquer. Itis
not easy to give an exact rule of
conduct. Your own good sense
will teach you, and God will be
with you. And, my child, you
must pray for your guardian, and
at the same time it must be without
any future reference to yourself in
cennection with him. Is this too
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hard for you? Do your best, and
grace will do the rest. By remem-

bering him before God you will
learn to purify your feelings towards
him—to supernaturalize them ; and
by committing your future unre-
servedly to the loving providence
of God, your prayer will be a con-"
stant renewal of the act of sacrifice
you have made. Make it heroic
by perseverance. Do I explain
myself clearly, my child ?”

“Yes, father, perfectly so; and
I feel so much comforted and
strengthened.”

“Well, these are but the words
of your father, spoken out of his
love for you. Go now, child, and
prepare to receive your divine Lord,
and listen for the words of peace
and comfort he will speak to your
soul. To him I commend you with
all confidence. One thing more—
remember that there is nothing
which helps us so much in such a
trial as acts of charity towards the
poor and the suffering. I know
that you never fail in this respect ;
but now especially I would urge you
to forget yourself in sympathy for
others as occasion offers, though
you must always recognize those
claims which your position in soci-
ety entails upon you. Come to me
freely whenever you feel that I can
help you. God blessyou! Ishall
remember you in the Holy Sacri-
fice.”

The good priest went to vest him-
self for Mass, while the young girl
returned to the place before the al-
tar where Marie was patiently await-
ing her. She was herself a pious
woman, and time spent in church
never seemed long to her.

When the Mass was over and
her thanksgiving ended, Assunta re-
turned home with her heart light-
ened of its burden. She dressed
herself for breakfast with her usual
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care and taste, and, finding that it
still wanted half an hour or more
before the great gun of Sant’ Ange-
lo would boom out the mid-day sig-
nal, she seated herself at the piano,
and song and ballad followed each
other in quick succession. Her
voice and manner were in harmony
with herself. Her music soothed,
but never excited. It had not the
dangerous power to quicken the
pulse and thrill the heart with pas-
sionate emotion, but it roused the
better feelings, while it conveyed to
the listener a restful, satisfied im-
pression which ambitious, brilliant
performers rarely impart. She was
just beginning Cherubini’s beauti-
ful Ave Maria when Mr. Carlisle
entered the room.

“Here is our early bird welcom-
ing us in true songster fashion.
Do not stop yet, petite,

“ My soul in an enchanted boat,
‘Which, like a sleeping swan, doth float
Upon the silver waves of thy sweet singing."

But as Assunta had already left
the piano to greet her guardian and
his sister, he continued :

“By the way, Clara, my quota-
tion has suggested to me an answer
to your question. Assunta, my
fickle sister, who a week ago was
ready to live and die in a picture-
gallery, has just now assured me
that the very mention of a picture
or statue is a fatigue to her; and
she has mercilessly compelled me
to find some new and original bit of
sight-seeing for to-day. We cannot,
of course, visit any church, since
the Holy Father is, unfortunately for
her, not an iconoclast. But, Clara,
what do you say to making a Shelley
day of it? We will take Prome-
theus Unbound with us to the Baths
of Caracalla, and there, on the
wvery spot which inspired the poem,
wecan read parts of it. And when
we are tired, we can prolong our
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drive to the cemetery, and visit
Shelley’s grave, as a proper conclu-
sion. How do you like the plan ?”

“Oh!” said Mrs. Grey, “it will
be deliciously sentimental; only
breakfast is announced, and I am in
a famished condition. I was up so
early this morning. It must have
been before eleven when that stu-
pid girl called me, and it is an hour
since I took my coffee.”

“ Poor Clara!” said Mr. Carlisle,
“your condition is truly pitiable,
I should think you might find
the almshouse a pleasant change.”
Mrs. Grey seemed only amused at
her brother’s sarcasm, when sud-
denly she checked her silvery laugh,
and, springing from the table, at
which she had just seated herself,
she went towards Assunta with such
a pretty, penitential air that she
was quite irresistible,

“My dear child,” she exclaimed,

‘“speakingof almshouses reminds me

of something you will never forgive.
Promise me not to scold, and I will
devote myself henceforth to the
cultivation of my memory.”

“What is it?” asked Assunta,
smiling at her earnestness. “I am
sure such a pleading look would
force forgiveness from a stone.”

“Well, then, for my confession,
since you absolve me beforehand.
While you were out yesterday
morning that miserable woman of
yours sent word that she was sick,
and something about not having a
mouthful of bread in the house.
I forget the whole message. My
maid saw the girl who came, and
I promised to tell you. But you
remember my wretched headache.
You forgave me, you know.”

Assunta looked both grieved and
vexed for a moment, and then she
controlled herself enough to say :

“I must attach a condition to
my forgiveness, Clara. Will you
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let me drive to the house on out
way to the baths? I will only de-
tain you a few minutes.”

“Heavens' Assunta, you will
not go there yourself?”’ exclaimed
the astonished Clara, “I dare say
it is some filthy hole, and perhaps
the woman may have fever. Send
a messenger with some money.
I'll give her five dollars.”

“ Thank you. I will take the five
dollars to her willingly,” replied
the young girl; “but I will take
myself too. I can easily walk,”
she added, looking for permission
to her guardian, as the occasion
was exceptional.

Displeasure at his sister’s thought-
lessness was evident in Mr. Car-
lisle’s tone, as he said :

“You will go in the carriage,
Assunta, and I will accompany you.
We will return for Clara after the
visit. Giovanni, order a basket
of provisions to be put up before
one o’clock, and be ready yourself
to go with us and take charge of
it; and now that the matter is set-
tled, we will have some breakfast.”

Poor Mrs. Grey looked discon-
certed ; but she thought it her duty
to make a further protest.

“You surely will not wear that
dress, Assunta? It will never be fit
to put on again.”

Mr. Carlisle laughed outright at
this new objection, while Assunta
said with a smile :

“ Why, Clara, have you so soon
forgotten your admiration of Mrs.
Browning’s Court Lady, who put on
her silks and jewels, and went to
the hospital as to the court of the
king? On the same principle I
should be arrayed in purple and
fine linen, for I am going to the
court of the King of kings; and if
I am not very much mistaken, this
same poor woman, whose contact
you fear so much, will find her
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place very near to the throme in
the ranks of the celestial nobility.
However, I should be sorry to ruin
my new dress, as you predict, and
I will be very careful.”

The breakfast was soon despatch-
ed, the carriage came punctually to
the door, and Mr. Carlisle and his
ward drove rapidly towards the
miserable home of the poor woman,
who, in the midst of her poverty,
possessed a faith at which Assunta
often wondered.

“You are verykind, Mr. Carlisle,”
she said. “I am sorry I have
given you so much trouble.”

“In this case,” he replied, “the
trouble is not altogether disinter-
ested. I must myself find out what
the sickness is before I can allow
you to enter the house. I cannot
let you run the risk of fever or any
other malignant disease. You see
I came as a sort of police.”

‘ But,” said Assunta, touched by
his thoughtful care of her, at the
same time anxious not to be pre-
vented making what amends she
could, “I am so accustomed to
visiting the sick, I do not think
there can be any danger.”

“ My child,” he said, “ as long as
your life can be guarded by me, it
shall be done. You are under
obedience still, you know.” She
dared not insist; and, indeed, at
the same moment they reached the
wretched dwelling. After exacting
from her the promise to remain in
the carriage, Mr. Carlisle ascended
the broken stair-case. In a few
moments he returned, and, without
saying a word, he took the basket
from Giovanni, and again went up
the stairs. As he reappeared, he
said to the coachman:

“ Drive on slowly.
little.
sunta.”

He continued to follow the car-

I will walk a
You must not go in, Ae-
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riage at a quick pace for a quarter
of a mile; then be hailed the driver,
and took his seat beside the wonder-
ing girl, saying:

“I thought it would be best to
give myself an airing after leaving
that room. Pelite, the poor woman
died two hours since of a terrible
fever. You could have done no-
thing, and, as usual, Clara was mis-
taken in the message. They sent
word to their ‘guardian angel,’ as
they are pleased to call a certain
little friend of mine, of their suf-
fering and need, but with the par-
ticular warning that she should on
no account direct her flight that
way, lest she should expose the
unangelic part of her nature to con-
tagion. I left the basket, and
money enough to supply all the
temporary wants of the children;
but it was a dreadful scene,” he
added with a shudder.

He had striven to speak lightly
- at first, because he saw the distress
in Assunta’s anxious face and tear-
ful eyes. But his own feelings
were strangely stirred, and he for-
got his self-control, as he continued,
in a voice low and husky from the
very intensity of emotion :

“Child, I am in an agony of
terror at the bare thought of what
might have been the result had
you been exposed to that atmo-
sphere, whose every breath was poi-
son.” My God! when I think of
the danger you have so narrowly
escaped. Oh! if I might always
shield this dear life at any risk to
mine.”

* My life is in God’s hands,” said
Assunta coldly, as she gently disen-
gaged the hand which her guardian
had clasped in his, as if he would
show, by the action, the power of
his love to avert any and every
evil which might threaten her.

Poor child! she longed to ask
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more about the woman'’s death, and
especially to express her gratitude
to Mr. Carlisle for his kindness;
but she dared not face his present
mood. However, as they again
reached the villa, she said hurriedly
and in a tone full of anxiety :

“ Mr. Carlisle, you have exposed
yourself to great danger, and I do
not forget that it was for my sake,.
I shall not be satisfied unless you
promise me that you will take every
possible precaution to avoid any
future evil consequences. I should
never forgive myself if any harm
came to you.”

Her eyes lowered beneath the
look he for one moment fixed upon
her appealing face; then, with the
exclamation, “ An unblessed life is
of little consequence,” he sprang
from the carriage, and, saying to
Giovanni, “I will summon Mrs,
Grey,” he dashed up the stone stair-
case.

Assunta sank Dack with a feeling
almost of despair at the task before
her. Even if she had not to strug-
gle with her own heart, it would
have been hard enough to steer the
right, straight course between these
contradictory moods in her guar-
dian; one moment so tender and
thoughtful, the next so full of
bitterness. How could she recon-
cile them? How should she ever
be able to bear her burden, if this
weight were added to it day by
day? )

Assunta possessed the gift—which,
advanced to a higher degree, might
be termed the natural science of
the saints—of receiving religious
impressions and suggestions from
the natural objects about her. Now,
as in a listless manner she looked
around, her eyes fell upon the snow-
crowned hills which bound the Ro-
man horizon, and rested there. She
had no thought of the classic asso~
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ciations which throng those moun-
tain-sides and nestle in the valleys.
She needed strength, and instantly
the words were present to hermind :
“I bave lifted up my eyes to the
mountains, from whence help shall
come to me.” And following out
the consoling train of thought, she
passed from those peaceful Roman
hills to Jerusalem and the moun-
tains which surround it, even “as
the Lord is round about his people.”
Then, by a natural transition, she
turned her thoughts to the poor
woman who had just left behind
her poverty, privation, and suffering,
and, accompanied only by that hope
and love which had endured and
survived them all, had entered, so
she confidently hoped, into the
possession of God—the Beatific
Vision. What a contrast between
the temporal and eternal !

Her silent requiem for the de-
parted soul was interrupted by
Mrs. Grey’s bright presence and
merry voice.

“1 cannot imagine what you
have been doing to Severn,” she
said; “Dbut he is in one of his un-
accountable conditions of mind,
and declares that he will not go
to drive—pressing business, etc. I
am sure we can do without him
very well, all but the reading part,
which had been assigned to him.
It is so late, at any rate, that per-

- haps we had better give up the
baths, and drive at once to the
cemetery. You see I have secured
an excellent substitute for our re-
creant cavalier,” she added, as a
gentleman emerged from the mas-
sive doorway. ‘“Come, Mr. Sin-
clair, we are waiting for you.”

There was just a shade of state-
liness in Assunta’s manner as she
greeted the somewhat elegant man
of the world, who seated himself
opposite to her. She would gladly
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have been dispensed from the drive
altogether, feeling as she did then;
nevertheless, she submitted to the
necessity which could hardly be
avoided.

“Truly, Miss Howard,” said Mr.
Sinclair, as they drove away, “I
begin to believe the ancient god-
desses no myths. Flora herself
would find in you a worthy rival.
It is not often that I have the hap-
piness to be placed opposite two
such lovely ladies.”

“Very good for a finale, Mr. Sin-
clair,” replied Mrs. Grey; “but if
you were to speak your mind, you
would be calling me Ceres, or some-
thing else suggestive of the ‘sere
and yellow leaf.’ " :

“That is a gross injustice, not
only to me, but to yourself,” an-
swered Mr. Sinclair in his most gal-
lant tone. ‘“Have not the poets
ever vied with each other in dis-
putes as to the respective merits of
spring, with its freshness, and the
rich bloom of early summer? .And
permit me to add that neither has
yet been able to claim a victory.
In such a presence it would be
rash indeed for me to constitute
myself a judge.”

“Unwise, certainly,” rejoined
Mrs. Grey, “ to take into your hand
such an apple of discord. Women
and goddesses are pretty much
alike, and the fate of Paris might be
yours. Remember the ten years'
siege.”

“Ah!” said Mr. Sinclair, “ there
you do not frighten me. Welcome
the ten years’ siege, if during that
time the fair Helen were safe with-
in the walls. After ten years one
might perhaps be reconciled to a
surrender and a change of scene,
since even the lovely Trojan’s
beauty must have lost the freshness
of its charms by that time.”

“O faithless men!” said Mn.
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Gtey, very much as if she were pro-
nouncing an eulogy.

“Miss Howard,” said Mr. Sin-
clair, “ you are silent. Does our
classic lore fail to enlist your inte-
rest, or are you studying antiqui-
ties?”

“Pardon me,” replied Assunta;
“it was rude in me to be so ab-
stracted. I must excuse myself on
the ground of sympathy for suffer-
ing which I have been unable to
alleviate.”

“ By the way, Assunta,” exclaimed
Mrs. Grey, “ how did you find your
protégée 2"

“She is dead,” replied the young
girl, softly.

“Oh! I am so sorry. How very
sudden! Mr. Sinclair, you were
telling me about the Braschi ball
when Severn interrupted us. When
did you say it is to be?”

“In about three weeks,” replied
the gentleman. “I hope that you
ladies will be there. Our Ameri-
can blondes are greatly in demand
among so many black eyes. You
are going, are you not?”

“Most certainly we shall,” an-
swered Mrs. Grey with ready con-
fidence, the future being to her buta
continuation of to-day. The cloud
that might appear on her horizon
must be much larger than a man’s
hand to turn her attention to it
from the sunshine immediately about
her.

And so, between pleasantry and
gossip, the time passed until the
carriage stopped at the gate of the
cemetery.

“You have chosen a very serious
termination to your afternoon’s
dnive, Mrs. Grey,” said Mr. Sin-
clair, as he assisted the ladies to
alight. “I always carefully avoid
whatever reminds me of my latter
end.”

“Let me play Egyptian coffin,
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then, for once,” replied Mrs. Grey,
but with a merry laugh that belied
her words. “I will lead you to a
contemplation of the fate of genius.
I dote gn Shelley, and so we have
made a pilgrimage to his grave.”

“You have every appearance of
a pilgrim about to visit some sacred
shrine,” said Mr. Sinclair with an
echo of her bright laugh. “ Lead
on, fair pilgrim princess; we hum-
ble votaries will follow wherever
your illustrious steps may guide.”

A small, horizontal slab, almost
hidden beneath the pyramid of
Caius Cestus—itself a tomb—is all
that marks the resting-place of the
gifted, ill-fated Shelley.

“Here is your shrine, my lady
pilgrim,” said Mr. Sinclair, as he
removed some of the green over-
growth from off the inscription,

“ Somebody make a suitable quo-
tation,” said Mrs. Grey. “You
know we ought to be sentimental
now.”

Assunta at once rejoined :

** How wonderful is Death—
Death and his brother, Sleep I’

Poor Shelley! But I do not like
the inscription, Clara; or rather, I
do not like such an expression on
such a grave.”

“What do you mean, dear As-
sunta?” said Mrs. Grey, looking at
her as if she were talking Sanscrit.
“I think it is lovely. Cor cor-
dium—the heart of hearts, is it
not? I am sure nothing could be
more appropriate,”

“It does not seem to me appro-
priate,” answered Assunta; “but
then you know I always do have
strange ideas—so you say. Why
should Cor cordium be written
over the ashes of one who was
burned in true pagan fashion, and
who, as I think, should rather be
pitied for what he did not do, with
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his marvellous gifts, than loved for
anything he has done ?”

As she paused, a voice beside
her exclaimed, “I am sure I can-
not be mistaken. Is not this Miss
Howard ?”

Assunta turned and welcomed
with a pleased surprise the young
man who appeared so unexpected-
ly, then she presented him to her
companions as Mr. Percival, of Bal-
timore, the brother of her only in-
timate school friend. He was tall
and slender, not handsome, but
with a manly and at the same time
spiritual face. His eyes were his
finest feature, but their beauty was
rather that of the soul speaking
through them. Assunta had not
seen him since her school days at
the convent, and then she had
known him but slightly; so she
was herself surprised at her ready
recognition of him.

“ And what has brought you so
far away from my dear Mary ?” she
asked after the first greetings were
over. '

“I am on that most unenvia-
ble of expeditions—health-seeking,”
was his reply. “ After graduating
at college, the physician doomed
me to a year of travel; and so we
meet again at Shelley’s grave !”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Grey, “ and As-
sunta and I were in the midst of an
amiable quarrel when you found us
out. I engage you on my side, Mr.
Percival. It is about the inscrip-
- tion, which I like and Assunta does
not, for reasons which are Greek
to me.”

“I was just going to say,” said
Assunta, “ that Cor cordium seemed
te me a sacred phrase wholly mis-
applied, though I have no doubt
the irreverence was unintentional.”
And turning to Mr. Percival with
that sort of spiritual instinct which
teaches us where to look for sym-
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pathy even in a crowd, she con-
tinued :

“T hope that I am not guilty of
the same want of reverence in think-
ing that if those words are to be in-
scribed on any grave, they should
be written upon that stone which
was rolled against the opening of
the new sepulchre in the garden,
and sealed with the Roman seal;
for there the true Cor cordium was
enclosed.”

“ Mr. Percival, I see that you
have gone over to the ranks of the
enemy,” said Mrs. Grey; “and if
Mr. Sinclair deserts me, I shall
never be able to stand my ground
against two such devotees.”

“I am yours to command, Mrs.
Grey,” replied Mr. Sinclair with an
expression of contempt in his tone.
“ But perhaps it might be well to
transfer our operations to another
battle-field. Allow me to offer you
a souvenir of the occasion.” And
he handed to each of the ladies a
sprig of green from beside the mar-
ble tablet.

Assunta quite simply shared hers
with Mr. Percival at his request,
and then they retraced their steps.
As they approached the carriage,
Mrs. Grey very cordially begged
Mr. Percival to occupy the fourth
seat, which he reluctantly declined,
as also the invitation to visit them.

“For,” said he, “to-morrow I
start for Jerusalem; and, Miss
Howard, when I am kneeling, as I
hope to do, in the Chapel of the
Holy Sepulchre, I shall remember
you and those suggestive words of
yours."”

“ You could not do me a greater
kindness,” replied Assunta, “than
to remember me there. And when

‘you return, what do you intend to

do in the way of a profession? You
see I am interested for Mary's sake.
I know what her desire is.”
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An hour before, if this question
had been proposed to him, Augus-
tine Percival would have been able
to give a probable answer. Though
he had not yet decided, his few
days’ sojourn in Rome had stirred
up within him a feeling which had
been latent even in his boyhood,
and from the depths of the Cata-
combs and beneath the lofty domes
he had thought he heard an inte-
rior voice which whispered to him,
“Follow me.” And now a fair
young face had made him hesitate,
though, in justice to him, it must
be added that no mere charm of
beauty would have touched him for
a moment. It was the purity and
‘beauty of mind and soul, which he
read and appreciated, that caused
him to reply to Assunta’s ques-
tion :

“ The matter of my future voca-
tion will be left, I think, until my
return.”

Then, with many pleasant fare-
well words, they parted; and, ex-
«cept to méntion the meeting to her
friend in her next letter, Assunta
thought no more of the thread of
another life which had for a mo-
ment crossed hers.

That evening there were guests
atthe villa; and, asusual, Assunta’s
amiability was taxed by the repeat-
ed demands for music. As she sat
absently turning over the leaves
before her in one of the intervals,
Mr. Carlisle came and stood beside
her.

“ Petite,” he said, “I have been
to see the authorities about the
family of that poor woman who
died to-day, and everything will be
arranged comfortably for them; so
you need feel no further anxiety !”

“ How good you are, dear friend !"
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she replied.
it!”

“It is your blessing that I want,”
said he., “It was for you that I
took the little trouble you are
pleased to magnify into something
deserving of gratitude.”

¢ Please do not say so, Mr. Car-
lisle,” said Assunta earnestly.
“You do such noble acts, and then
you spoil them by your want of
faith.” ’

The word was
chosen.

‘“If by faith,” Mr. Carlisle replied,
“you mean your Catholic faith,
I cannot force myself to accept
what does not appeal to my reason.
I can respect an honest conviction
in others when I am in turn treat-
ed with equal liberality; but,” he
added in a low tone, “I could hate
the faith, so called, which comes be-
tween me and the fulfilment of my
dearest wish.”

There was a call for more music,
and so there was no opportunity,
even had there been inclination, for
a reply. But as Assunta was pass-
ing wearily to her room after the
last guest had departed, Mr. Car-
lisle stopped her, and, after his
usual good-night, he said: “For-
giveme, child. Ihave notbeen my- .
self to-day.”

Two weeks afterwards, when her
guardian lay prostrate on his bed
in the delirium of fever, Assunta
remembered - those few words,
which at the time had given her
pain, with that agony of sorrow
which can only be aroused by the
knowledge that the soul of one
beloved may at any moment be
launched upon the immeasurable
ocean of eternity, rudderless and
anchorless.

“God bless you for

unfortunately
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IN EXTREMIS,

How slowly and drearily the time
drags on, through all the weary
length of hours and days, in a
household where one has suddenly
been stricken down from full life
and health to the unconscious deli-
tium of fever—when in hushed si-
lence and with folded hands the
watchers surround the sufferer with
a loving anxiety; whose agony is in
their helplessness to stay for one
moment the progress of the disease,
which seems possessed of a fiend-
like consciousness of its own fatal
power to destroy; when life and
death hang in the balance, and at
any moment the scale may turn,
and in its turning may gladden lov-
ing hearts or break them; and, oh!
above and beyond all, when
through the clouding of the intel-
lect no ray from the clear light of
faith penetrates the soul, and the
prostrate body, stretched upon its
cross, fails to discern the nearness
of that other cross upon this
Calvary of suffering, from which
flows in perennial streams the
fountain of salvation! Oh! if in
the ears, heedless of earthly sounds
and words, there could be whisper-
ed those blessed words from Divine
lips, “ This day thou shalt be with
me,” what heart that loves would
not rejoice even in its anguish, and
unselfishly exclaim, “ Depart, O
Christian soul! I will even crush
down my poor human love, lest its
great longing should turn thy
happy soul away from the contem-

plation of its reward, exceeding
great—to be in Paradise, to be
with Christ”? But, alas! there
were two crucified within reach of
those precious, saving drops, and
one alone said, “ Lord, remember
me.”

When the family of Mr. Carlisle
first realized that the master of the
house had indeed been prostrated
by the fever which had proved so
fatal in its ravages, they were
stunned with surprise and grief.
It was just the calamity, of all
others the least expected, the
heaviest to endure.

Mrs. Grey's affection for her
brother was the deepest sentiment
of her superficial nature, and for
the time she was bowed down with
sorrow ; which, however, constantly
found vent in words amd tears.
She would rise from it soon, but
not until the emergency had pass-
ed. She lived only in the sunshine;
she lost herself when the clouds
gathered. Assunta was the first to
recover her calmness and presence
of mind. Necessity made her
strong; not so much for the sake
of the sick man—that might come
by and by—but for his sister, who
clung to the young girl as to the
last plank from the shipwreck of
her bright, happy life. The physi-
cian was in constant attendance,
and at the first he had proposed
sending a nurse. But the faithful
Giovanni had pleaded with so
much earnestness to be allowed the
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privilege of attending his master
that he was installed in the sick-
room. And truly no better choice
could have been made, for he com-
bined the physical strength of the
man with the gentleness of woman,
and every service was rendered
with the tenderness of that love
which Mr. Carlisle had the rare
power of inspiring and retaining in
dependents. Butonly Assunta was
able to quiet his wandering mind,
and control the wild vagaries of de-
lirium. It was a painful duty to
strive to still the ringing of those
bells, once so full of harmony, now
“jangled, out of tune, and harsh.”
But, once recognizing where her
duty lay, she would have perform.
ed it at any cost to herself.

Her good and devoted friend,
F. du Pont, came to see her the
second day of the illness, and
brought sympathy and consolation
in his very presence. She had so
longed for him that his coming
seemed an echo of her earnest
wish—his words of comfort an
answer to her prayers.

“ Father,” she said at length,* you
know all—the past and the present
circumstances. May I not, in the
P at necessity, and in spite of
th ast, forget all but the debt of
gratitude I owe. and devote myself
to my dear friend and guardian?
You know,” she added, as if there
were pain in the remembrance, “it
was Mr. Carlisle’s care for me that
exposed him to the fever. I would
nurse him as a sister, if I might.”

“My dear child,” replied the
priest, “I do not see how you
could do less. From my know-
ledge of Mrs. Grey, I should con-
sider her entirely unfit for the ser-
vices of a sick-room. It seems,
therefore, your plain duty to per-
form this act of charity. I think,
my child, that the possible near-
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ness of death will calm all merely
human emotion. Give that obedi-
ent little heart of yours into God’s
keeping, and then go to your duty
as in his sight, and I am not afraid.
The world will probably look upon
what it may consider a breach of
propriety with much less leniency
than the angels. But human re-
spect, always bad enough as a mo-
tive, is never so wholly bad as
when it destroys the purity of our
intention, and consequently the
merit of our charity, at a time
when, bending beneath the burden
of some heavy trial, we are the
mere closely surrounded by God's
love and protection. Follow the
pillar of the cloud, my child. Itis
leading you away from the world."”

“ Father,” said Assunta, and her
voice trembled, while tears filled
her eyes, “ do you think he will die?
Indeed, it is not for my own sake
that I plead for his life. He is not
prepared to go. Will you not pray
for him, father? Oh! how gladly
would I give my life as the price
of his soul, and trust myself to the
mercy of God !"”

“And it is to that mercy you
must trust him, my poor child.
Do you, then, think that his soul is
dearer to you than to Him who
died to save it? You must have
more confidence. But I have not
yet told you the condition I must
impose upon your position as
nurse. It is implicit obedience to
the physician, and a faithful use of
all the precautions he recommends.
While charity does sometimes de-
mand the risk or even the sacrifice
of life, we have no right to take the
matter into our own hands. I de
not apprehend any danger for you,
if you will follow the good doctor’s

directions. I will try to see him
on my way home. Do you pro-
mise ?”’
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said Assunta,
“you leave me

“Yes, father,”
with a faint smile;
no alternative.”

“But I have not yet put a limit
to your obedience. You are ex-
cited and worn out this afternoon,
and I will give you a prescription.
It is a lovely day, almost spring-
like; and you are now, this very
moment, to go down into the gar-
den for half an hour—and the
time must be measured by your
watch, and not by your feelings.
Take your rosary with you, and
as you walk up and down the
oerange avenue let no more serious
thoughts enter your mind than the
sweet companionship of the Bless-
ed Mother may suggest. You will
come back stronger, I promise
you.”

“You are so kind, father,” said
Assunta gratefully. ‘“If you knew
-what a blessing you bring with you,
you would take compasswn on me,
and come soon again.’

“I shall come very soon, my
«<hild ; and meanwhile I shall pray
for you, and for all, most fervently.
But, come, we will walk together
as far as the garden. And summon-
ing the priest who had accompa-
nied him, and who had been look-
ing at the books in the library dur-
ing this conversation, they were
about to descend the stairs, when
Mrs. Grey camé forward to meet
them.

“0O F. du Pont!” she exclaim-
od impetuously, “will you not
<come and look at my poor brother,
and tell me what you think of
kRim? They sal priests know so
much.” And then she burst into
tears.

F. Joseph tried to soothe her
with hopeful words, and, when they
reached the door of the darkened
<hamber, she was again calm. The
good priest’s face expressed the
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sympathy he felt as they entered
softly, and stood wheie they would
not attract the attention of those
restless eyes. Mr. Carlisle was
wakeful and watchful, but compar-
atively quiet. It was pitiful to see
with what rapid strides the fever was
undermining that manly strength,
and hurrying on towards the terri-
ble moment of suspense when life
and death confront each other in
momentary combat. With an earn-
est prayer to God, the priest again
raised the heavy damask curtain,
and softly retired, followed by Mrs.
Grey.

“Will he recover?” was her ea-
ger question.

“ Dear madam,” replied he, “I
think there is much room for hope,
though I cannot deny that he is a
very sick man. For your encour-
agement, I can tell you that I have
seen many patients recover in such
cases when it seemed little short of
miraculous. It will be many days
yet before you must think of giving
up good hope. And remember
that all your strength will be need-
ed.”

“Oh!” said Mrs. Grey impul-
sively, “I could not live if it were
not for Assunta. She is an angel.”

“Yes, she is a good child,” said
the priest kindly ; “and she is now
going to obey some orders that I
have given her, that she may re-
turn to you more angelic than
ever. Dear madam, you have my
deepest sympathy. I wish that I
could serve you otherwise ‘than by
words.”

The two priests bade Assunta
good-by at the garden gate. F.
Joseph'’s heart was full of pity for
the young girl, whose act of sacri-
fice in surrendering human happi-
ness for conscience’ sake had been
followed by so severe a trial. But,
remembering the blessed mission
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of suffering to a soul like hers, he
prayed—not that her chalice might
be less bitter, but that strength
might be given her to accept it as
from the hand of a loving Father.

And so Assunta, putting aside
every thought of self, took her place
in the sick-room. She had a double
motive in hanging her picture of
St. Catherine, from which she was
 never separated, at the foot of the

bed. It was a favorite with Mr.
Carlisle, and often in his delirium
his eyes would rest upon it, in al-
most conscious recognition; while
to Assunta it was a talisman—a con-
stant reminder of her mother, and
of those dying words which now
.seemed stamped in burning letters
on her heart and brain.

Mrs. Grey often visited the room ;
but she controlled her own agita-
tion so little, and was so unreason-
able in the number of her sugges-
tions, that she generally left the
patient worse than she found him.
Assunta recognized her right to
come and go as she pleased, but she
could not regret her absence when
her presence was almost invariably
productive of evil consequences.

The first Sunday, Assunta thought
she might venture to assist at Mass
at the nearest church; it would be
strength to her body as well as her
soul. She was not absent from the
house an hour, yet she was met on
her return by Clara, in a state of
great excitement.

“ Assunta, we have had a dread-
ful time,” she said. “Severn woke
up just after you left, and literally
screamed for help, because, he said,
a great black cross had fallen on
you, and you would be crushed to
death unless some one would assist
him to raise it. In his efforts, he
was almost out of bed. I reasoned
with him, and told him it was all
moasense; that there was no cross,
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and that you had gone to church.
But the more I talked and explain-
ed, the worse he got; until I was
perfectly disheartened, and came
to meet you.” And with the ready
tears streaming down her pretty
face, she did look the very picture
of discouragement.

“ Poor Clara,” said Assunta, gen-
tly embracing her, “it is hard for
you to bear all this, you are so little
accustomed to sickness. But you
ought not to contradict Mr. Carlisle,
for it is all real to him, and opposi-
tion only excites him. I can never
soothe him except by agreeing
with him.”

“But where does he get such
strange ideas?” asked the sobbing
Clara.

“Where do our dreams come
from?” said Assunta., “I think,
however, that this fancy can be
traced to the night when we visited
the Colosseum, and sat for a long
time on the steps of the cross in
the centre. You know it is a black
one,” she added, smiling, to reas-
sure her friend. “ And now, Clara,
I really think you ought to order
the close carriage, and take a drive
this morning. It would do you
good, and you will not be needed
at all for the next two or three
hours.”

Mrs. Grey'’s face brightened per-
ceptibly. It was the very thing for
which she was longing, but she
would not propose it herself for
fear it would seem heartless. To
seem, and not to de, was her motto.

“ But would not people think it
very strange,” s‘e asked, “and
Severn so sick ?”

“I do not believe that people
will know or think anything about
it,” answered Assunta patiently.
“You can take Amalie with you for
company, and drive out on the Came
pagna.” And having lightened one
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load, she turned towards her guar-
dian’s room.

“ Are you not coming to break-
fast ?” said Mrs. Grey.

“ Presently.” And Assunta hasten-
ed to the bedside. Giovanni had
been entirely unable to control the
panic which seemed to have taken
possession of Mr. Carlisle. He
continued his cries for assistance,
and the suffering he evidently en-
dured showed how real the fancy
was to him.

“Dear friend,” said the young
girl, pushing back the hair from his
burning forehead, “look at me.
Do you not see that I am safe ?”

Mr. Carlisle turned towards her,
and, in sudden revulsion of feeling,
burst into a wild laugh.

“I knew,” he said, “that, if they
would only come and help me, I
should succeed. But it was very
heavy; it has made me very tired.”

“Yes, you have had hard work,
and it was very kind in you to un-
dertake it for me. But now you
must rest. It would make me very
unhappy if I thought that my safety
had caused any injury to you.”

And while she was talking, As-
sunta had motioned to Giovanni
to bring the soothing medicine the
doctor had left, and she succeeded
in administering it to her patient,
almost without his knowledge, so
engrossed was he in his present
vagary.

“But there was a cross?” he
asked. .

“Yes,” she answered, in a mean-
ing tone, “a very heavy one; but
it did not crush me.”

“Who lifted it?"” he asked ea-

erly.

“ A powerful hand raised its weight
from my shoulders, and I have the
promise of His help always, if I
should ever be in trouble again, and
oaly will cry to Him.”
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“Well, whoever he is,” said Mr.
Carlisle, “he did not hurry much
when I called—and now I am so
tired. And Clara said there was no
cross; that I was mistaken. I am
never mistaken,” he answered, in
something of his old, proud voice.
“She ought to know that.”

Assunta did not answer, but she
sat patiently soothing her guardian
‘into quiet at least, if not sleep.
Once he looked at her, and said,
“ My precious child is safe;” but,
as she smiled, he laughed aloud,
and then shut his eyes again.

An hour she remained beside the
bed, and then she crept softly from
the room, to take what little break-
fast she could find an appetite for,
and to assist Mrs. Grey in prepar-
ing for her drive.

With such constant demands
upon her sympathy and strength, it
is not strange that Assunta’s cour-
age sometimes failed. But, when
the physician assured her that her
guardian’s life was, humanly speak-
ing, in her hands, she determined
that no thought or care for herself
should interfere with the perform-
ance of her duty.

Mrs. Grey’s drive having proved
an excellent tonic, she was tempted
to repeat it often—always with a
protest and with some misgivings
of conscience, which were, how-
ever, set aside without difficulty.

It was a singular coincidence that
Mr. Sinclair should so often be
found riding on horseback in the
same direction. A few words only
would be exchanged—of enquiry
for the sufferer, of sympathy for his
sister. But somehow, as the days
went by, the tone in which the
words of sympathy were expressed
grew more tender, and conveyed
the impression of something held
back out of respect and by an
effort. The manner, too—which
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showed so little, and yet seemed to
repress so much—began to have the
effect of heightening the color in
Mrs. Grey's pretty face, and soften-
ing a little the innocent piquancy
of her youthful ways. It was no
wonder that, loving the brightness
and sunshine of life, and regarding
with a sort of dread the hush and
solemnity which pervade the house
of sickness, and which may at any
moment become the house of
mourning, she should have allowed
her anxiety for her brother to di-
minish a little under the influ-
ence of the new thought and feel-
ing which were gaining possession
now, in the absence of all other ex-
citement. And yet she loved her
brother as much as such hearts
can love—as deeply as any love
can penetrate in which there is no
spirit of sacrifice—love’s four.datiun
and its crown. If the illness had
lasted but a day, or at the most two,
she could have devoted herself with
apparent unselfishness and tender
assiduity to the duties of nursing.
But, as day after day went on with-
out much perceptible change in
Mr. Carlisle, her first emotion sub-
sided into a sort of graceful per-
plexity at finding herself out of her
element. And by the time the
second week was drawing towards
its close—with the new influence
of Mr. Sinclair’s sympathy second-
ing the demands of her own na-
ture—she began to act like any
other sunflower, when it “turns to
the god that it loves.” And yet
she continued to be very regular in
her visits to the sick-room, and
very affectionate to Assunta; but
it may be greatly doubted whether
she lost many hours’ sleep. Surely
it would be most unjust to judge
Clara Grey and Assunta Howard
by the same standard. Undine,
before and after the possession of
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a human soul, could hardly have
been more dissimilar.

It was the fifteenth day of Mr.
Carlisle’s illness when Assunta was
summoned from his bedside by
Mrs. Grey, who desired to see her
for a few moments in her own
room. As the young girl entered,
she found her sitting before a bright
wood-fire; on her lap was an ex-
quisite bouquet fresh from fairy-
land, or—what is almost the same
thing—an Italian garden. In her
hand she held a card, at which she
was looking with a somewhat per-
turbed expression.

“ Assunta, love,” she exclaimed,
“I want you to tell me what to do.
See these lovely flowers that Mr.
Sinclair has just sent me, with this
card. Read it.” And as she handed
her the dainty card, whose perfume
seemed to rival that of the flowers,
the color mounted becomingly into
Yer cheeks. There were only these
words written ;

“T have brought a close carriage,
and hope to persuade you to drive
a little while this afternoon. I will
anxiously await your reply in the
garden. Yours, S—."

“Well?” questioned Clara. a lit-
tle impatiently, for Assunta’s face
was very grave.

“Dear Clara,” she replied. “1
have no right to advise you and 1
certainly shall not question tha
propriety of anything you do. 1
was only thinking whether I had
not better tell you that I see s
change in your brother this after-
noon, and I fear it is for the
worse. I am longing for the doc-
tor’s visit.”

“Do you really think he is
worse?” exclasimed Clara. “He
looks to me just the same. But
perhaps I had better not go out. I
had a little headache, and thought
a drive might do me good. But,
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poor Severn! of course I ought
not to leave him.”

“You must not be influenced by
what I say,” said Assunta. “I may
be entirely mistaken, and so I
should not alarm you. God knows,
I hope it may be so!”

“Then you think I might go
for an hour or two, just to get
.a breath of air,” said Mrs. Grey.
“ Mr. Sinclair will certainly think
I have found it necessary to call
a papal consistory, if I keep
him much longer on the promen-
ade.”

Poor Assunta, worn out with her
two weeks of watching and anxiety,
looked for a moment with a sort of
incredulous wonder at the incarna-
tion of unconscious selfishness be-
fore her. For one moment she
looked “upon this picture and on
that ”"— the noble, devoted brother,
sick unto death; and that man, the
acquaintance of a few days, now
walking impatiently up and down
the orange avenue. The flush of
indignation changed her pale cheeks
to scarlet, and an almost pharisai-
cal thanksgiving to God that she
was not like some women swept
across her heart, while a most
unwonted sarcasm trembled .on
her lips. She instantly checked
the unworthy feeling and its ex-
pression; but she was 8o unstrung
by care and fatigue that she could
not so easily control her emotion,
and, before the object of unusual
indignation had time to wonder at
the delay of her reply, she had
thrown herself upon the sofa, and
was sobbing violently. Mrs. Grey
was really alarmed, so much so that
she dropped both card and flowers
upon the floor, and forgot entirely
her waiting cavalier, as she knelt
beside the excited girl, and put her
arms about hey.

“ Assunta dear, what is the mat-
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ter? Areyouill? Oh! what have
I done ?” she exclaimed.

“My poor guardian—my dear,
kind friend, he is dying! May God
have mercy on him and on me!”
were the words that escaped As-
sunta’s lips between the sobs.

A shudder passed through Mrs.
Grey at this unexpected putting
into words of the one thought she
had so carefully kept from her
mind ; and her own tears began to
flow. Just at this moment the
physician’s step sounded in the
hall, and she went hastily to sum-
mon him. He took in the whole
scene at a glance, and, seating him-
self at once upon the sofa beside
Assunta, he put his hand gently
and soothingly upon her head, as a
father might have done.

“Poor child!” said he kindly,
“I have been expecting this.”

The action expressing sympathy
just when she needed it so much
caused her tears to flow afresh,
but less tumultuously than before,
The remains of Mrs. Grey’s lunch
were standing on a side-table, and
the good doctor poured out a glass
of wine, which Assunta took obedi-
ently. Then, making an effort at
self-control, she said:

“Please do not waste a moment
on me. Do go to Mr. Carlisle; he
seems very ill. I have been weak
and foolish, but I will control my- °
self better next time.”

“I have just left Mr. Carlisle’s
room,” replied the doctor. “I will
not deceive you. He is, as you
say, very ill; but I hope we may
save him yet. You must call up
all your courage, for you will be
much needed to-night.”

He knew by the effect that he
had touched the right chord, so he
continued: “And now, Miss How-
ard, I am going to ask of you the
favor to send one of your servants
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to my house, to notify my wife that
I shall not return to-night. I will
not leave you until the crisis is
passed—successfully, I hope,” he
added with a smile.

Assunta went at once to give the
desired order, relieved and grateful
that they would have the support
of the physician’s presence and
skill; and yet the very fact of his
remaining discouraged the hope he
had tried to inspire. When she
had gone, he turned to address a
few comforting words to Mrs. Grey,
when, suddenly recollecting himself,
he said:

“By the way, Mrs. Grey, I for-
got to tell you that I met Mr. Sin-
clair down-stairs, and he begged
me to inquire if you had received
a message from him. Can I be of
service in taking him your reply ?”

“Q poor man! I quite forgot
him,” exclaimed the easily diverted
Clara, as she stooped to pick up the
neglected flowers. “ Thank you
for your kind offer, but I had bet-
ter run down myself, and apologize
for my apparent rudeness.” And,
hastily wiping her eyes, she threw a
shawl over her shoulders and a be-
coming white rigolette about her
head, and with a graceful bow of
apology she left the room.

“ Extraordinary woman!” thought
the doctor. “ One would suppose
that a dying brother would be an
excuse, even to that puppy Sin-
clair, I wish he had had to wait
longer—it wouldn’t have hurt him
a bit—he has never had half enough
of it to do. And what the devil is
he coming here for now, anyhow ?”
he added to his former charitable
reflections, as he went to join As-
sunta in her faithful vigil beside
the unconscious and apparently dy-
ing man.

M. Sinclair met Mrs. Grey at the
foot of the stairs with an assump-
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tion of interest and anxiety which
successfully concealed his inward
impatience. But truly it would
have been difficult to resist that
appealing face, with its traces of
recent tears and the flush caused
by excited feeling,.

As a general thing, with all due
deference to poetic opinion, “love
is (nof) loveliest when embalmed
in tears.” But Mrs. Grey was an
exception to many rules. Her
emotion was usually of the April-
shower sort, gentle, refreshing, even
beautifying. Very little she knew
of the storm of suffering which
desolates the heart, and whose ra-
vages leave a lasting impression
upon the features. Such emotions
also sometimes, but rarely, leave a
beauty behind them; but it is a
beauty not of this world, the beau-
ty of holiness; not of Mrs. Grey’s
kind, for it never would have
touched Mr. Sinclair as hers did
now.

“My dear Mrs. Grey,” he said,
taking her hand in both his, “ how
grieved I am to see you showing
so plainly the results of care and
watching! Privileged as he must
be who is the recipient of such an-
gelic ministrations, I must yet pro-
test—as a friend, I trust I have a
right to do so—against such over-
exertion on your part. You will
be ill yourself; and then who or
what will console me ?”

Mr. Sinclair knew this was a fic-
tion. He knew well enough that
Mrs. Grey had never looked fresh-
er or prettier in her life. But the
réle he had assigned to himself
was the dangerously tender one of
sympathy ; and where a sufficient
occasion for displaying his part
was not supplied, he must needs
invent one.

Clara was not altogether deceiv-
ed, for, as she put her lace-bor-
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dered handkerchief to her eyes,
from which the tears began again
to flow, she replied :

“You are mistaken, Mr. Sin-
clair. T am quite well, and not at
all fatigued; while dear Assunta is
thin and pale, and thoroughly worn
out with all she has done. I can
never be grateful enough to her.”

Had the lady raised her eyes,
she might have been astonished at
the expression of contempt which
curled Mr. Sinclair’s somewhat
hard mouth, as he rejoined :

“Yes; I quite understand Miss
Howard’s motive in her devotion to
her guardian, and it is not strange
that she should be pale. How do
you suppose I should look and feel
if the dearest friend I have in the
world were at this moment lying in
her brother’s place ?”

Mrs. Grey might have received
a new light about the young girl
had she not been rendered obtuse
to the first part of this speech by
the very pointed allusion to herself
afterwards, that was accompanied
by a searching look, which she
would not see, for she still kept
her handkerchief before her eyes.
Mr. Sinclair placed her disengaged
hand upon his arm, and gently
drew her towards the garden.
Had she been able to look down
into the heart of the man who
walked so protectingly beside her,
she would doubtless have been sur-
prised to find a disappointment
lurking in the place where she had
begun to feel her image was en-
shrined. She would have seen that
Assunta’s face had occupied a
niche in the inner sanctuary of the
heart of this man of the world, be-
fore which he would have been
content to bow; that pique at her
entire indifference to his preten-
sions, and the reserve behind
which she always retreated in his
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presence, had led him to transfer
his attentions to the older lady and
the smaller fortune; and that his
jealous observation had brought to
his notice, what was apparent to
no one else, the relations between
Assunta and her guardian.

All this would not have been
very flattering .to Mrs. Grey, so it
was perhaps as well that the gift of
clairvoyance was not hers; though
it is a sad thought for men and an-
gels how few hearts there are that
would bear to have thrown on them
the clear light of unveiled truth,
The day is to come when the se-
crets of all hearts are to be reveal-
ed. But Mr. Sinclair, even if he
knew this startling fact, would not
have considered it worth while to
anticipate that dread hour by re-
vealing to the lovely lady at his
side any of those uncomfortable
circumstances which would inevi-
tably stand in the way of the con-
summation of his present wish. So
he bravely undertook the noble en-
terprise of deceiving a trusting
heart into believing in a love which
did not exist, but which it was
not so very difficult to imagine just
at that moment, with the little hand
resting confidingly on his arm, and
the tearful eyes raised to meet his.

In a broken voice, Mrs. Grey
said: “ Mr. Sinclair, I came down
myself to thank you for the beauti-
ful flowers you sent me, and to ex-
cuse myself from driving with you
this afternoon. Poor Severn is
worse, they think. Oh! if he
should not recover, what will be-
come of me?” And as she spoke,
she burst into renewed weeping,
and threw herself upon a seat be-
neath a group of orange-trees,
whose perfume stole upon the sen-
ses with a subtle yet bewildering
influence. Mr. Sinclair sat down
beside her, saying gently:
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“1 hope, dear Mrs. Grey, it is
not so serious as that. I am confi-
dent that you have been needlessly
alarmed.”

The world will, no doubt, pardon
him—seeing that Mammon was his
chosen master—if the thought was
not altogether unpleasing that,
should Mr. Carlisle die now, before
Assunta could have a claim upon
him, it would make an almost
princely addition to the dowry of his
sister. Nor on this account were his
words less tender as he added :

“ But, even so, do you not know
of one heart waiting, longing to
devote itself to you, and only with
difficulty restrained from placing
itself at your feet by the iron fet-
ters of propriety ? Tell me, Clara,
may I break these odious chains,
and say what is in my heart ?”

“ Mr. Sinclair, you must not speak
such words to me now, and my
poor brother soill. Indeed, I can-
not stay to hear you. Thank you
very much for your kind sympathy,
but I must leave you now.”

“ Without one word of hope?
Do I deserve this?” And truly
the pathos he put into his voice
was calculated to melt a heart of
stone; and Clara’s was much more
impressible.  She paused beside
him, and, allowing him still to retain
in his the hand he had taken, con-
tinued :

“I think you take an unfair ad-
vantage of my lonely position.
I cannot give you a favorable an-
swer this afternoon, for I am so
bewildered. I begin to think that
I ought not to have come down at
all; but I wanted to tell you how
much I appreciated the bouquet.”

“1 hope you read its meaning,”
said Mr. Sinclair, rising. ““ And do
you not see 2 happy omen in your
present position, under a bower of
orange blossoms? It needs but
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little imagination to lower them
until they encircle the head of the
most lovely of brides. Will you ac-
cept this as a pledge of that bright
future which I have dared to pic-
ture to myself?” And as he spoke
he put up his hand to break off a
cluster of the white blossoms and
dark-green leaves, when Giovanni
appeared at the gate.

“Signora,” he said, “will you
please to come up-stairs? The
Signorina is very anxious to see
you.”

“I am coming,” she replied.
“ Pardon me, Mr. Sinclair, and for-
get what has been said.” And she
walked towards the house.

“Do you refuse the pledge?”
he asked, placing the flowers in her
hand, after raising them to his lips.

“ Really,” answered Clara, almost
petulantly, “I am so perplexed, I
do not know what to say. Yes, I
will take the flowers, if that will
please you.” Saying which, she be-
gan to ascend the stairs.

“ And I take hope with me,” said
Mr. Sinclair, in a tender tone.
But as he turned to go he mentally
cursed Giovanni for the interrup-
tion; “for,” thought he, “in one
minute more I would have had her
promise, and who knows but now
that brother of hers may recover
and interfere ?”

Assunta met Mrs. Grey just out-
side the door of Mr. Carlisle’s room,
and drew her into the library, where
she sat down beside her on the
sofa, and, putting her arm affection-
ately about her, began to speak to
her with a calmness which, under
the circumstances, could only come
from the presence of God.

“I thought, dear Clara, that I
had better ask you to come here,
while I tatk to you a little about
your brother, and what the doctor
says. - We must both of us try to
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prepare.” Here her voice broke,
and Mrs. Grey interrupted her
with,

“Tell me, Assunta, quickly, is he
worse ?”’

“I fear so, dear,” replied As-
sunta; “but we must help each
other to keep up what courage and
hope we may. It is a common sor-
row, Clara, for he has been more
than a brother to me.”

“But, Assunta, I do not under-
stand. Yoy are so calm, and yet
you say such dreadful things.
Does the doctor think he will die?”
And once again she shuddered at
that word, to her so fearful and so
incomprehensible.

“I dare not deceive you, dear—I
dare not deceive myself. The cri-
sis has come, and he seems to be
sinking fast. O Clara, pray for
him !”

“I cannot pray; I do not know
how. I have never prayed in my
life. But let me go to him—my poor,
dear Severn!” And Mrs. Grey was
rushing from the reom, when As-
sunta begged her to wait one mo-
ment, while she besought her to be
calm. Life hung upon a thread,
which the least agitation might snap
in a moment. She could not give
up that one last hope. Mrs. Grey
of course promised ; but the instant
she approached the bed, and saw
the change that a few hours had
made, she shrieked aloud ; and As-
sunta, in answer to the doctor’s
look of despair, summoned her maid,
and she was carried to her own
room in violent hysterics, the
orange blossoms still in her hand.
Truly they seemed an omen of
death rather than of a bridal.
The doctor followed to administer
an opiate, and then Assunta and
himself again took up their watch
by Mr. Carlisle. Hour after hour
passed.
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Everything that skill could sug-
gest was done. Once only As-
sunta left the room for a moment
to inquire for Mrs. Grey, and,
finding that she was sleeping under
the influence of the anodyne, she
instantly returned. She dared not
trust herself to think how different
was this death from that other she
remembered. She could not have
borne to entertain for one moment
the thought that this soul was go-
ing forth without prayer, without
sacrament, to meet its God. She
did everything the doctor wished,
quietly and calmly. The hours
'did not seem long, for she had al-
most lost her sense of time, so near
the confines of eternity. She did
not even fee/ now—she only waited.

It was nearly twelve when the
doctor said in a low voice:

“ We can do nothing more now;
we must leave the rest to nature.”

“And to God,” whispered As-
sunta, as she sank on her knees be-
side the bed; and, taking in both
hers her guardian’s thin, out-
stretched hand, she bowed her
head, and from the very depths of
her soul went up a prayer for his
life—if it might be—followed by a
fervent but agonized act of resig-
nation to the sweet will of God.

She was so absorbed that she
did not notice a sudden brighten-
ing of the doctor’s face as he bent
over his patient. But in a mo-
ment more she felt a motion, and
the slightest possible pressure of
her hand. She raised her head,
and her eyes met those of her
guardian, while a faint smile—one
of his own peculiar, winning smiles
—told her that he was conscious
of her presence. At last, rousing
himself a little more, he said :

‘ Petite, no matter where I am,
it is so sweet to have you here.”
And, with an expression of entire
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content, he closed his eyes again,
and fell into a refreshing sleep.

“Thank God!” murmured As-
sunta, and her head dropped upon
her folded hands.

The doctor came to her, and
whispered the joyful words, “ He
will live !” but, receiving no answer,
he tried to lift the young girl from
her knees, and found that she had
fainted. Poor child! like Mary,

the Blessed Mother of Sorrows, she
had stood beneath her cross until
it was lightened of its burden.
She had nerved herself to bear her
sorrow ; she had not counted on
the strength which would be need-
ed for the reaction of joy.

“ Better so,” said the doctor, as
he placed her upon the couch.
‘“ She would never have taken rest
in any other way.”
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CONVALESCENCE.

“I HAvE almost made up my
mind to go back to bed again, and
play possum. Truly, I find but
little encoufagement in my tre-
mendous efforts to get well, in the
marked neglect which I am suffer-
ing from the feminine portion of
my family, Clara is making her-
self ridiculous by returning to the
days of her first folly, against
which I protest to unheeding ears,
and of which I wash my hands.
Come here, Assunta; leave that
everlasting writing of yours, and en-
liven the ¢ winter of my discontent’
by the ‘glorious summer’ of your
presence, of mind as well as of
body.”

Mr. Carlisle certainly looked very
unlike the neglected personage he
described himself to be. He was
sitting in a luxurious chair near
the open window; and he had but
to raise his eyes to feast them
upon the ever-changing, never-tir-
ing beauties of the Alban hills,
while the soft spring air was laden
with the fragrance of many gardens.
Beside him were books, flowers,
and cigars—everything, in short,
which could charm away the tedi-
ousness of a prolonged convales-
cence. And it must be said, to
his credit, that he bore the mono-
tony very well for a man—which, it
is to be feared, is after all damning
his patience with very faint praise.

Assunta raised her eyes from her
letter, and, smiling, said :

“ Ingratitude, thy name is Severn

Carlisle! I wish Clara were here
to give you the benefit of one of her
very womanly disquisitions on man.
You would be so effectually silenced
that I should have a hope of finish-
ing my letter in time for the steam-
er.”

“Never mind the letter,” said
Mr. Carlisle.  “ Come here, child; I
am pining to have you near me."”

Assunta laughed, as she replied :

“Would it not do just as well if
I should give you the opera-glass,
and let you amuse yourself by mak-
ing believe being me to you ?”

“Pshaw! Assunta, I want you.
Put away your writing. You know
very well that it is two days before
the steamer leaves, and you will
have plenty of time.” And Mr. Car-
lisle drew a chair beside his own.

Assunta did know all about it;
but, now that the invalid was so
much better, she was trying to with-
draw a little from any special atten-
tions. She felt that, under the cir-
cumstances, it would not be right
to make herself necessary to his
comfort; she did not realize how
necessary he thought her to his
very life. However, though she
would skirmish with and contradict
him, she had never yet been able
sufficiently to forget how near he
had been to death to actually op-
pose him. Besides, she had not
thought him looking quite as strong
this morning; so she put the un-
finished letter back in the desk, and,
taking her work-basket, sat down
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beside her guardian, and tried to
divert him from herself by pointing
out the wonderful loveliness of the
view. His face did have a weary
expression, which his quondam
nurse did not fail to perceive. She
at once poured out a glass of wine,
and, handing it to him, said :

“Tell me the truth, my friend;
you do not feel very well to-day ?”

“I do not feel quite as strong as
Samson,” he replied ; “ but you for-
get, Dalila, how you and the bar-
ber have shorn off the few locks
the fever left me. Of course my
strength went too.”

“ Well, fortunately,” said Assun-
ta, “there are no gates of Gaza
which require immediate removal,
and no Philistines to be overcome.”

“I am not so sure of that,” said
Mr, Carlisle, putting down the
wine-glass. “ There are some things
harder to overcome than Philistines,
and some citadels so strong as to
bid defiance to Samson, even in the
full glory of his wavy curls. What
chance is there, then, for him now,
cruel Dalila ?”

Assunta wilfully misunderstood
him, and, taking her work from her
pretty basket, she answered, laugh-
ing:

“Well, one thing is very certain :
your illness has not left you in the
least subdued. Clara and I must
begin a course of discipline, or by
the time your brown curls have at-
tained their usual length you will
have become a regular tyrant.”

“Give me your work, petite,”
said Mr. Carlisle, gently disengag-
ing it from herhand. “I want this
morning all to myself. And please
do not mention Clara again. I can-
not hear her name without thinking
of that miserable Sinclair business.
It is well for him that I am as I
am, until I have had time to cool.
I am not very patient, and I have
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an irresistible longing to give him
a horse-whipping. It is a singular
psychological fact that Clara has
been gifted with every womanly at-
traction but common sense. But I
believe that even you Catholics

.allow to benighted heretics the

plea of invincible ignorance as an
escape from condemnation; so we
must not be too severe in our judg-
ment of my foolish sister.”

“Hardly a parallel case,” said
Assunta, smiling.

“I grant it,” replied her guar-
dian; “for in my illustration the
acceptance of the plea, so you hold,
renders happiness possible to the
heretic, to whom a ‘little knowl-
edge’ would have been so ‘danger-
ous a thing’as to lose him even a
chance among the elect; whereas
Clara’s invincible ignorance of the
world, of human nature, and in par-
ticular of the nature of George Sin-
clair, serves only to explain her folly,
but does not prevent the inevitable
evil consequences of such a mar-
riage. But enough of the subject.
Will you not read to me a little
while? Get Mrs. Browning, and
let us have ‘Lady Geraldine,’ if
you will so far compassionate a
man as to make him forget that
he is at sword’s points with himself
and all the world, the exception
being his fair consoler. Thank you,
petite,” he continued, as Assunta
brought the book. “ There is plen-
ty of trash and an incomprehensi-
ble expression or two in the poem ;
but, as a whole, I like it,and the
end, the vision, would redeem it,
were it ten times as bad. Well, I
too have had a vision! Do you
know, Assunta, that the only thing
I can recall of those weeks of illness
is your dear form flitting in and
out of the darkness? But—may
I dare say it >—the vision had in it
a certain tenderness I do not find
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in the reality. I could almost be-
lieve in your doctrine of guardian
angels, having myself experienced
what their ministry might be.”

“I am afraid,” interrupted As-
sunta, “that your doctrine would
hardly stand, if it has no other basis
than such very human evidence.
Shall I begin ?”

“ No, wait a minute longer,” said
Mr. Carlisle. “‘Lady Geraldine’
will keep. I wish to put a question
to your sense of justice. When I
was sick, and almost unconscious,
and entirely unappreciative, there
was a person—so the doctor tells
me—who lavished attentions upon
me, counted nothing too great a
sacrifice to be wasted upon me.
But now that I am myself again,
and longing to prove myself the
most grateful of men, on the prin-
ciple that °‘gratitude is a lively
sense of favors # come,’ that per-
son suddenly retires into the soli-
tude of her own original indifference
(to mjsquote somewhat grandilo-
quently), and leaves me wonder-
ing on what hidden rock my bark
struck when I thought the sea all
smooth and shining, shivering my
reanimated hopes to atoms. But,”
he added, turning abruptly towards
her, and taking in his the hand
which rested on the table beside
him, “ you saved my life. Blessyou,
child, and remember that the life
you have saved is yours, now and
always.”

The color had rushed painfully
into Assunta’s face, but her guar-
dian instantly released her hand,
and she answered quietly:

“ It really troubles me, Mr. Car-
lisle, that you should attach so
much importance to a mere service
of duty and common humanity. I
did no more than any friend so
situated would have had a right to
claim at my hand=. Vour thanks
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have far outweighed yourindebted-
ness.”

“Duty again!” exclaimed Mr.
Carlisle bitterly. “I wish you had
let me die. I want no du#y service
from you; and you shall be grati-
fied, for I do no¢ thank you for my
life on those conditions. You spare
no opportunity to let me under-
stand that I am no more to you
than all the rest of the wordld. Be
itso.” Andhe impatiently snatched
the Galignani from the table, and
settled himself as if to read.

Assunta’s temper was always
roused by the unjust remarks her
guardian sometimes made, and she
would probably have answered with
a spirit which would have belied
the angel had she not happened
to glance at the paper, and seen that
it was upside down; and then at
Mr. Carlisle’s pale and troubled
features, to which even the crimson
facings of his rich dressing-gewn
hardly lent the faintest glow. The
same sentiment of common humani--
ty which had prompted those days
of care and nights of watching now
checked the reproach she would
have uttered. She turned over the
leaves of Mrs. Browning, until her
eye lighted upon that exquisite
valediction, “ God be with thee, my
beloved.” This she read through
to herself; and then, laying the
book upon the table, she said with
the tone and manner of a subdued
child :

“ May I finish my letter, please ?*”

Mr. Carlisle scarcely raised his
eyes, as he replied :

“ Certainly, Assunta. I have no
wish to detain you.”

It was with a very womanly
dignity that Assunta left her seat;
but, instead of returning to her
writing-desk, she went to the piano.
For nearly an hour she played,
now passages from different sonatas,
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and then selections from the gran-
der music of the church. Without
seeming to notice, she saw that the
paper at last fell from her guardian’s
hand; and understanding, as she
did, every change in his expressive
face, she knew from the smoothing
of the brow and the restful look of
the eyes that peace was restored
by the charm she wrought. When
she was sure that the evil spirit had
been quite exorcised by the power
of music, she rose from the piano,
and rang the bell. When Giovanni
appeared, she said :

“T think that Mrs. Grey will not
return until quite late, as she has
gone to Tivoli; so you may serve
dinner here for me as well as for
Mr. Carlisle. If any one calls, I
«do not receive this afternoon.”

“Very well, signorina,” replied
‘Giovanni. “I will bring in the
small table from the library.” And
he left the room.

* “ It will be much pleasanter than
for each-of us to dine separately in
solitary state,” said Assunta, going
towards her guardian, and speaking
as if there had been no cloud
between them ; “ though I know that
dining in the drawing-room must,
of necessity, be exceptional.’

“It was a very bright thought of
yours,” answered Mr. Carlisle, “ and
a very appetizing one to me, I can
assure you. Will you read ‘ Lady
Geraldine’ now? There will be
just time before dinner.”

Without a word Assunta took the
book, and began to read. She had
nothing of the dramatic in her
style, but her voice was sweet, her
enunciation very clear and distinct,
and she showed a thorough appre-
hension of the author’s meaning;
so her reading always gave pleasure,
and Mr. Carlisle had come to de-
pend upon it daily. The vision to
which he had referred was robbed,
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perhaps fortunately, of some of its
sentiment, by Giovanni’s table pre-
parations; and his presence pre-
vented all but very general com-
ment.

When they were once more by
themselves—Giovanni having left
them to linger over the fruit and
wine—Mr. Carlisle said :

“ By the way, Assunta, you have
not told me yet what your friend
Miss Percival had to say for her-
self in her last letter. You know I
am always interested in her ; though
I fear it is an interest whnch par-
takes largely of the nature of jeal-
ousy.’

“Well,” replied Assunta, “she
tells me that she is going to be mar-
ried.”

“Sensible girl! What more?”

‘“ She regrets very much that her
brother, whom she dearly loves, will
not return from his year’s exile in
time for the ceremony.”

“ So much the better,” exclaimed

. Mr. Carlisle with unusual energy.

“T hope he may lose himself in the
deserts of Arabia, or wander off
to further India, and there re-
main.”

Assunta laughed. “Truly, my
guardian is most charitable! I
should not be surprised if he did,
one of these days, follow in the foot-
steps of S. Francis Xavier. But
what has he done to merit sentence
of banishment from you ?”

“You know I am a student of
human nature,” rejoined her guar-
dian, “and I have always ob-
served that where a young girl has
a brother and a friend, she cannot
conceive of any other destiny for
the two objects of her affection
than to make of them one united
object in the holy bonds of matri-
mony; and, in order to bring
about the desired consummation,
she devotes herself to intrigue in a
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manner and with a zeal truly femi-
nine. Mary Percival has a brother
and a friend; ergo, may her bro-
ther be—induced to become an
Oriental ; that is all.”

“In this case,” replied the young
girl with a merry laugh, “ your ob-
servations are quite at fault. I am
truly grieved to be compelled to
spoil such a pretty romance. But,
seriously, Mary has a far higher
choice for her brother than her
ntost unworthy friend. She has
but one desire and prayer for him,
and that is that he may enter the
holy priesthood. I believe she will
not be disappointed. Did you ever
see Mr. Percival ?”

“No, I have never had the plea-
sure,” replied Mr. Carlisle.

“I wish you might know him,’
said Assunta enthusiastically. “I
am sure you would like him. He
is not what would generally be con-
sidered handsome, but I think his
face beautiful, it is so very spirit-
ual. It is the beauty of a remark-
able soul, which literally shines in
his eyes. He has taken the high-
est honors at college, and, if his
health is only re-established, I think
his sister’s very laudable ambition
will be more than gratified.”

“ He certainly has a most ardent
admirer. I did not know you
could be so enthusiastic about any
member of the genus homo,” said
Mr. Carlisle.  Assunta was not to
be daunted by the perceptible
sneer, and she at once added :

“I can hardly be said to admire
him, but rather the power of grace
in him. I have so great a rever-
ence for Augustine Percival that I
could not imagine it possible for
any human affection to turn him
from what I firmly believe to be his
great vocation. So my guardian
may see him return to the West
with equanimity, and may perhaps
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even be induced to look with favor
upon another part of the letter,”

“And what is that?" asked Mr.
Carlisle.-

“ Mary invites me very urgently
to pass next winter with her in
Baltimore. Her husband-elect is
a naval officer, and his leave of
absence expires in October, She
wishes me as a substitute, you un-
derstand.”

“Is it your wish to go, my
child ?” said her guardian, looking
at her earnestly.

“I never like to make any defi-
nite plan so long beforehand; but
it seemed to me a very suitable
arrangement. You remember,” add-
ed Assunta, “that Clara will prob-
ably be married before then.”

“I do not wish Clara to be men-
tioned; she has nothing to do with
it,” said Mr. Carlisle imperiously ;
and then he added more gently,
“May I ask, petite, what answer
you have given her ?”

“None, as yet; you remember
you interrupted my letter. But I
think .I will tell her that my guar-
dian is such an ogre that I dare
not reply to her invitation until
after August. Will that do ?”

“Tell her what you will,” said
Mr. Carlisle; “only, for heaven’s

sake, say no more to me upon the

subject. I am not Augustine Per-
cival, and consequently not elevat-
ed above the power of human feel-
ing.”

Poor Assunta! she too was not
above human feeling, and some-
times it was very hard for her to
keep her heart from being rebel-
lious; but she had learned to put
God before every earthly consider-
ation, and to find her strength in
his presence. But it required con
stant watchfulness and untiring pa-
tience to conquer herself. There-
fore she could not but feel great
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compassion- for her friend, who
must bear his disappointment with
no help outside of his own strong
nature. She rose from the table,
and moved it a little to one side, in
order thdat she might arrange the
cushions for her guardian, who
looked unusually weary to-night.

“Are you angry with me, Mr.

Carlisle ?” said she softly, as he
sank back in his chair.
. “Angry, petite?” he repeated,
looking steadily in her face. “ Yes,
I am angry, but not with you, or
with anything you have said to-
night, but rather with that ac-
cursed barrier. Go, child, ring for
Giovanni, or I shall say what you
will not like to hear.” As she
turned away, he caught her hand,
saying:

“One moment. I have been
very rude, and yet I would die for
you! There, I will not say another
word. Please ring for Giovanni,
since I am compelled to be so un-
gallant as to request the favor of
you; and then let us talk a little
about the Sienna plans. I must
try and put myself into a good-hu-
mor before Clara comes; for she
will have something to say about
her handsome Sinclair, and then I
wou:d not give much for my tem-
per.”

The table having been removed,
and the wood which had been laid
ready in the fire-place kindled into
a blaze—for the evenings were still
cool enough to admit of its cheery
influence—the two, whose lives
seemed so united, and yet were, in
reality, so far apart, drew towards
the fire. The heavy curtains, which
had been put aside to admit the
warm, genial air and sunshine of
mid-day, were now closely drawn,
in order to shut out the chilling
dampness of evening. A hanging
lamp cast a soft, mellow light
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through its porcelain shade upom
an exquisite basket of roses and
carnations adorning the centre of
the table, which was covered else-
where with boeks, arranged with
studied negligence, and number-
less little suggestions of refinement
and feminine occupation. Every-
thing seemed favorable to a most
harmonious conversation, except
that inevitable something which,
like a nralicious sprite, awakens us
from our dreams just when they
are brightest; breaks the spell of
our illusions at the moment when
we are clinging to them most per-
sistently ; ruthlessly crosses, with its
fatal track, our promised pleasures;
and unfeelingly interrupts us in
some hour of complete rest and
satisfaction. Ah! we may fret in
our impatience, and wonder at the
fatality which seems to pursue us.
It is no- mischief-loving Puck, no
evil-minded genie, but . a good
angel, who thus thwarts us. This
is no time to dream and cherish il-
lusions which can but deceive. It
is no time for repose. To detach
ourselves from all these things
which would make this world a
satisfaction to us is the labor we
must all perform, more or less gen-
erously and heroically, if we would
one day enjoy the reality of the
one dream that never fades—the
vision of the Apocalypse; the one
repose that never palls—the rest
that remaineth for the people of
God. Welcome, then, those mis-
named “juggling fiends” that
“keep the word of promise to our
ear, and break it to our hope.”
Welcome the many disappoint-
ments, trifling in themselves, the
daily crossings of our will and plea-
sure, which seem so petty; they
perform a great mission if they
succeed in loosening ever so little
the cords which bind down to
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earth the souls that were meant for
heaven. Thrice welcome what-
ever helps to turn the sweetness of
this world to bitterness!

Poor Mrs. Grey! it had never
occurred to her that she had a mis-
sion, still less such an one as we
have now assigned to her. For it
was her voice which caused Mr.
Carlisle to sigh so profoundly that
Assunta- could not but smile, in
spite of the regretful feeling in her
own heart. It was better—and she
knew it—that the softening influ-
ence of the hour should be thus
rudely interrupted; but nature will
not be crushed without an occa-
sional protest. The expression of
annoyance still lingered on Mr.
Carlisle’s face when Clara entered
the room, exclaiming:

“Come, caro mio, they have had
the livelong day to themselves, and
must have talked out by this time,
even if they had the whole ency-
clopedia in their brains.” And as
Mr. Sinclair followed with an apolo-
getic bow, she continued :

“This ridiculous man has con-
scientious objections to interrupting
your tZte-a-téte. I am sure, Severn,
if Assunta is not tired to death of
you by this time, she ought to be,
particularly if you have been as
solemn all day as you look now. I
would much rather spend the whole
day in church—and that is the most
gloomy thing I can think of—than
be condemned to the company of a
maninamood. Makea noteof that,
George.

¢ I think, Clara,” said her brother,
somewhat coldly, “ that Mr. Sinclair
was judging others by himself, and
in doing so he judged kindly in my
regard and gallantly in yours; but
. this is not always the true criterion.
Mr. Sinclair, I beg you will be seat-
ed, and excuse me if I do not rise.
I am still obliged to claim the in-
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valid’s cloak of charity. No doubt
a cup of tea will be acceptable af-
ter your long drive; and it will
soon be served.”

The eyes of the two men met.
They had measured each ether be-
fore now, and understood each other
well; and each knew that he was
most cordially disliked by the other.
Their ceremonious politeness was
all the more marked on that ac-
count. Assunta’s tact came to the
rescue, and made a diversion. As
she assisted Mrs. Grey in removing
her shawl and hat, she said :

“And how have you enjoyed
the day, Clara? You must be very
tired !”

“Oh! I am nearly. dead with fa-
tigue,” replied the lady, looking
very bright and very much alive for
a moribund; “but we have had a
delicious time. You should have
seen George trying to support his
dignity on a donkey which he could
easily have assisted in walking, as
his feet touched the ground on
both sides; and which started with
a spasmodic jerk every two or
three minutes when the donkey boy
brought down a small club on its
back. I laughed so much at Mr
Sinclair’s gravity and the ludicrous
figure he cut that I narrowly escap-
ed falling off my own donkey down
a precipice.”

“¢Now, what a thing it is to be an
ass,” ” quoted Mr. Carlisle. *Mylove-
ly sister visits a spot whose present
beauty is hardly surpassed by the
richness of its classic associations;
where romance lurks, scarcely hid-
den, in the memory of Zenobia;
where the olives that cover the hill
sides have a primeval look; and,
like a very Titania under the love-
spell, she wakes from her dream
of the past, and, behold! her
vision is—a donkey!—no, I beg
pardon-—fwoe donkeys; one that
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nearly lost its burden; and the
other that its burden nearly lost!”

“How foolish you are, Severn!”
said Clara, pouting very becoming-
ly, while the others laughed hearti-
ly. “Besides, you need not expect
me to get up any sentiment about
Zenobia. The mistake of her life
was that she did not die at the pro-
per time, instead of retiring to a
country town—of all places in the
world—Iliving acomfortable life, and
dying a commonplace death in her
bed, for all I know. It was just
stupid in her!”

er brother smiled. “I think you
are right, Clara. Zenobia should
never have survived her chains and
the Roman triumph, if she had
wished to leave a perfect picture of
herself to posterity. However, I
dovbt if we have the right to exact
the sacrifice of her merely to grati-
fy our ideas of romantic propriety.
By living she only proved herself less
heroine, more woman. But, Clara,
what d4id you see?—besides the
donkeys, I mean.”

Mr. Carlisle felt so keenly the
antagonism of Mr. Sinclair’s pre-
sence, that he must either leave the
room or find some vent; and there-
fore his sister was compelled to be
safety-valve, and submit to his teas-
ing mood. Perhaps she was not
altogether an innocent victim, since
she it was who had somewhat wil-
fully introduced the discordant ele-
ment into the family.

“We saw ruins and waterfalls, of
course,” she replied to the last
question—a little petulance in her
tone, which soon, however, disap-
peared. “But the most enjoyable
thing of the whole day was the din-
ner. Iusually cannot see any plea-
sure in eating out of doors, but to-
day we were obliged to do so, for
the hotel was not at all inviting;
and then it is the proper thing to
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do to have the table spread in the
portico of the Temple of Vesta.
Gagiati had put up a delicious din-
ner at Mr. Sinclair’s order, so we
were not dependent upon country
fries and macaroni. Just as we were
sitting down Lady Gertrude came
up with her mother and lover, and
we joined forces. I assure you we
were not silent. I never enjoyed a
meal more in my life.”

“O Tivoli! ancient Tibur, how
art thou fallen! Donkeys and
dinner!” exclaimed Mr. Carlisle.
“ Well, fair Titania, did you supply
your gentle animal with the honey-
bag of the ‘red-hipped humble-
bee,’ or was his appetite more ple-
beian, so that ¢ a peck of provender’
was more acceptable ?”’

“ Assunta, do you allow your
patient to talk so much?” said
Mrs. Grey, her amiability still proof
against attack. “If he excites his
imagination in this way, he can
hardly hope to sleep without a pow-
erful anodyne.”

“ My patient, as you call him,”
replied Assunta, smiling, “is ot
quite so submissive, I find, as when
obedience was a necessity, and not
a virtue. Still, if he would allow
me a very humble suggestion, I
would remind him that he has not
been quite as well to-day, and that
it is some time past his usual hour
for retiring.” ,

There was no irritation in Mr.
Carlisle’s face as he looked at As-
sunta with one of his rare smiles.
The very tones of her voice seemed
to give him a feeling of rest. “A
very broad hint on the part of my
tyrant,” he replied, “which I will
be wise enough to take, in its pre-
sent form, lest it should become
more emphatic. Good-night, Mr.
Sinclair. I feelthat there is the less
need of an apology for excusing my-
self, as I leave you in good hands
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Clara, when Giovanni has served
the tea, please send him to me.”

In leaving the room Mr. Carlisle
dropped his cigar-case, which As-
sunta perceived, and hastened with
it to the library, where she knew
she should find him awaitirgz Gio-
vanni.

“ Petite,”’ he exclaimed, as she en-
tered, “kill that man for me, and
make me everlastingly your debtor.”

“I am sure,” she answered, laugh-
ing, “ you have had it all your own
way to-night. I began to think he
must have taken a vow of silence,”

“Still waters!” said her guar-
dian. “He can afford to be silent;
he is biding his time.”

‘““ Are you not the least bit unjust
and uncharitable ?”’ asked Assun-
ta. “But never mind, you shall
not have a lecture to-night, for you
look very weary. Promise me that
you will take the medicine I send
you.”

* I will take it, if you bring it your-
self.”

“But I cannot do that. I have
your enemy to entertain, you know.”

“And much joy do I wish you,”
said Mr. Carlisle. “I intend to
- study up affinities and repulsions
psychologically; and then I shall
perhaps be able to understand why
one person, without any assignable
cause, should act as a perpetual
blister—genuine Spanish flies—and
another, a certain dear little friend
of mine for instance, should be
ever a soothing balm.”

“Cold cream !” suggested As-
sunta, “since you will use such
pharmaceutical comparisons. And
now, if I have shocked your sense
of refinement sufficiently, I must
say good-night.”

“ Good-night, dear child,” return-
od her guardian cordially, but his
mext thought was a bitter one, and
an almost prophetic feeling of
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loneliness came over him, is he
watched the smoke curling up from
his cigar,

As soon as the incubus of Mr.
Carlisle’s presence was ‘removed,
Mr. Sinclair threw off the silence
which was so unnatural to him, and
became at once the attentive, gal-
lant man of the world. Even As-
sunta, had she met him then for
the first time, would not have re-
ceived that impression of insincer-
ity which had repelled her former-
ly. She could hardly wonder to-
night that Clara Grey, who never
looked below the surface, or cared,
so long as peace reigned on the
outside, what elements of disturb-
ance might be working in the
depths, should have suffered her
heart to confide itself to the keep-
ing of one apparently so devoted.
She had never before imagined that
they were so well suited to each
other; and as Mr. Sinclair, after
an hour, arose to take his leave,
she was surprised into most unusu
al cordiality, as she bade him good-
night. But, unfortunately for the
impression he had been at such
pains to produce, the glamour of
fascination disappeared with his re-
treating footsteps; so that even
while Mr. Sinclair was congratulat-
ing himself upon his success, As-
sunta found herself wondering at
the almost painful revulsion of feel-
ing which followed his departure.

Mrs. Grey’s bright face indicated
no such change. She was perfect-
ly satisfied with her lover, and no
less so with herself. She checked
a movement of Assunta’s to retire
by saying :

“Do you mind waiting a little
longer, dear? I want so much to
have a quiet chat. Come, let us
draw our chairs up to the fire, the
blaze is so cheering.”

“You do not look as if you need-
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ed any help from outside influen-
css,” saild Assunta, and there was
a shade of sadness in her tone.
“ But I am all ready for a talk.”

A cloud—a light summer one—
averspread Mrs. Grey’s clear sky
and shadowed her face, as she said,
after a pause : “ Assunta, why does
Severn dislike George so much ?”

Assunta was too truthful to deny
the fact, so she simply said :

“We cannot always control our
feelings, Clara; but, as a general
thing, I do not find Mr. Carlisle
unreasonable.”

“ He certainly is very unreason-
able in this case,” returned Mrs.
Grey quickly, “and I am sorry
it is so, for I love Severn very
much. Still, I shall not allow an
unfounded prejudice to stand in
the way of my happiness. Assun-
ta, I have promised Mr. Sinclair
that I will marry him in September,
when we shall be in Paris, on our
way to America.”

“ I supposed,”said Assunta, “that
it would come soon, and I hope,
dear Clara, that you will be very,
very happy.” Doubt was in her
mind, but she had not the heart to
let it appear in her manner.

“ And,” Mrs. Grey continued, “I
want you to understand, dear, that
with us you will always have a
home at your disposal, where you
will be welcomed as a sister.
George wished me to tell you that
this is his desire as well as mine.”

“You are both too kind,” replied
Assunta, touched by this thought-
fulness of her at a time when sel-
fishness is regarded as a special
privilege. “My arrangements can
easily be made afterwards; but I
do very much appreciate your kind-
ness.”

“ Nonsense !” said Mrs. Grey,
“vou belong to us; and the diffi-
culty will probably be that we
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shall not be able to keep such an
attractive bit of property.”

“You are setting me the exame
ple,” said Assunta, laughing.

“Ah! yes,” returned Mrs. Grey;

“but then, there is only one
George Sinclair, you know, as a
temptation.”

Assunta fancied she could hear
Mr. Carlisle exclaim, “ God be
praised !” to that natural expres-
sion of womanly pride, and she
herself wondered if it would be
possible for her to fall under such
a delusion.

But Mrs. Grey had not yet reach-
ed the point of the conversation*
what had been said was only pre-
liminary., The truth was, she
dreaded ber brother’s reception of
the news, and she wished to avoid
being present at the first outbreak.

“You have so much influence
with Severn,” she said at last, “1
wish you would tell him about it,
and try to make him feel differently
towards George. I am sure you
can. We are going to the Villa
Doria to-morrow, and this will give
you an opportunity. I hope the
storm will be over before we re-
turn,” she added, laughing; “at
any rate, the lightning will not
strike you.” )

It was like Mrs. Grey to make
this request—so like her that
Assunta did not think it either
strange or selfish. She promised
to break the news, which she knew
would be unwelcome. But she
could not conscientiously promise
to use an influence in overcoming
a prejudice she entirely shared.
An affectionate good-night was ex-
changed, and then Assunta retired
to her room. It was not often that
she indulged herself in a revery—
in those waking dreams which are
so unprofitable, and from which
one is usually aroused with the
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spiritual tone lowered, and the
heart discontented and dissatisfied.
But this had been a trying day;
and now, as she reviewed it, and
came at last to its close, she found
herself envying her friend the joy
which seemed so complete, and
wondering why her lot should be
so different. Happiness had come
to Mrs. Grey as to a natural rest-
ing-place; while she, to whom a
bright vision of it had been pre-
sented, must thrust it from her as
if it were a curse and not a bless-
ing. And here she paused, and
better thoughts came to replace the
unworthy ones. This lot which
she was envying—was it not all
of the earth, earthy? Would she
change, if she could? Had she
not in her blessed faith a treasure
which she would not give for all
the human happiness this world has
power to bestow? And here was

“her soul.

49

the key to the difference at which
she had for the moment wondered.
Much, very much, had been given
to her; was it strange that much
should be required ? Had she, then,
made her sacrifice only to play the
Indian giver towards her God, and
wish back the offering he had ac-
cepted at her hands? No, she
would not be so ungenerous. In
the light of faith the brightness
which- had illuminated the life of
her friend grew dim and faded,
while the shadow of what had
seemed so heavy a cross resting
upon her own no longer darkened
And soon, kneeling be-
fore her crucifix, she could fervent-
ly thank the dear Lord that he had
granted her the privilege of suffer-
ing something for his love; and
she prayed for strength to take up
her cross daily, and bear it wiith
courage and generosity.

SIENNA.

It was on a beautiful evening in
June, just when spring was merg-
ing into summer, that Mr. Carlisle’s
family arrived in Sienna, and found
a truly delightful home awaiting
them, thanks to Giovanni’s energy
and thoughtful skill. The soft but
somewhat enervating air of Rome
had failed to restore Mr. Carlisle’s
strength ; and the physician imper-
atively ordered that panacea which
seems, in the opinion of the faculty,
to Le the last resource when other
prescriptions have failed—complete
change. An almost unaccountable
attraction had drawn their thoughts
towards Sienna, and Giovanni had
been despatched to Tuscany with
carte blanche as to preparations.
He had proved himself entirely

worthy of confidence ; and the prais-
es bestowed upon him by all the
family, as they inspected the result
of his efforts, were not unmerited.
He had succeeded in engaging, for
the season, a pleasant, airy villa
about a mile beyond the Florentine
gate of that quaint, proud city, and
no expense had been spared to ren-
der it comfortable and home-like.
A small grove in front of the house
and a flower garden on one side
promised many a pleasant hour dur-
ing those days when shade and
beauty afford relief and divert the
mind from the power of the mid-
summer sun. The Joggéa in the
rear of the house, where Mr. Car-
lisle, his sister, and ward were now
standing, commanded a most exten-
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sive and beautiful view. Directly
beneath them the land sloped down
into a graceful valley covered with
vineyards. Beyond was a long
stretch of campagna ; and in the far

distance, like a giant sentinel, rose .

Radicofani, on the summit of which
still lingered the glory of a sunset
whose gorgeousness had already de-
parted. There is much in first im-
pressions—more, perhaps, than we
are willing to acknowledge—and it
may well be doubted whether any
after-sunshine would have secured
for Sienna the favor it now enjoyed
had Radicofaniappeared for the first
time before the little group assem-
bled on the balcony, rising weird-
like from opt a veil of mist and
" cloud.

Mrs. Grey actually sighed, as, in-
stantly spanning with a loving, wo-
manly thoyght the distance which
separated her from the lover she
had regretfully left in Leghorn, she
turned to her companions, saying:
“Oh! I wish George were here.
I think Sienna is lovely. There!
I have seen the new moon over my
left shoulder, and now I am sure
he will not come this month."”

Mrs. Grey was evidently very
much in love. Mr. Sinclair’s pre-
sence and absence formed the light
and shade of her life’s picture; and
a picture it was whose colors were
too glaring, its contrasts too striking,
and it lacked deep feeling in its
tone. After a pause she continued:

“But then I have always noticed
that George does not like views.”
And removing her pretty travelling-
hat, she went away to superintend
Amalie’s unpacking.

“He certainly did not like my
views,” said Mr. Carlisle in a low
voice to Assunta, “ when I express-
ed them to him rather freely the
other day. But neither did I like
his ; so we were quits there.”
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But the attention of the traveller
was soon entirely engrossed in se.
curing the rest needful after so
fatiguing a journey ; and it was some
days before Mr. Carlisle was suffi-
ciently strong to explore the city,
whose walls and towers could be

seen, in all their medizval pictur-

esqueness, from the Joggia.

At last, however, the change re-
commended began to tell upon the
invalid, and each day added its por-
tion of renewed strength, until Mr,
Carlisle threatened every possible
and impossible herculean labor, by
way of proving that he was, as he
said, “ready for anything.”

The ladies had insisted upon
postponing any sight-seeing until
all could enjoy it together, though
Clara protested that complete stag-
nation was evidently her fate. One
could not find much excitement ina
grove and a mountain after the first
hour of novelty. Still, as long as the
mail brought her a daily letter from
Mr. Sinclair, and took in return the
dainty, perfumed envelope contain-
ing so many pretty, loving nothings,
she did not appear to be hopelessly
inconsolable. ‘

Assunta had,  without scruple,
made one exception to the gener-
ous resolution of waiting. Mut it
was because she knew that the ex-
pedition she wished particularly to
make alone would afford no plea-
sure to the others, while their pre-
sence might be the occasion of much
pain to herself. Of course the in-
terest Sienna had for her was its
association with S. Catherine; and
she longed to see the spot conse-
crated by the heroic sanctity of
one whose humility was as pro-
found as herinfluence on the world
was powerful. She took the op-
portunity on Sunday, after she and
Marie had assisted at Mass in a lit-
tle suburban church, to visit the
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house of the dyer whose honor and
privilege it was to be the father of
a woman the life and character of
whom might well be studied by the
women of to-day. S. Catherine
possessed all that the most ambi-
tious of her sex in the present day
could desire—an immense public
influence. How did she gain it?
Only by seeking to lose herself in
the obscurity of an ignoble origin;
m labors and privations for the
sake of a love whose consuming
fire many waters of tribulation
could not quench; and in that tru-
ly hidden life in which God de-
lights to work his wonders. The
only right she claimed was that of
loving, and consequently of suffer-
ing, more than others. The only
insignia of rank she coveted was a
crown of thorns, and it was grant-
ed to her. by her Eternal Lover,
who could refuse her nothing.
Her power was in God’s exaltation
of the humble, in his use of the
weak things of the world to con-
found the mighty. Well might
those hands, which-were privileged
to bear in them the marks of the
Lord Jesus—the sacred stigmata—
be made instrumental in leading
back to Rome its exiled pontiff-
king. Self-annihilation was the
secret of the influence of those
glorious women of the ages of faith
who have since been placed upon
the altars of the church. O rest-
less, self-seeking women of to-day!
striving for a power which will
curse and not bless you, where is
the sweet perfume of your humil-
ity? Where are the fruits of mortifi-
cation? Where the aureola of sanc-
tity . Where are those grand works
for God, offspring of a faith that
believes all and a love that dares
all? For these are the virtues in
a S. Catherine or a S. Teresa
which all can imitate. Or, if these

standards are too high for modern
souls, where are the homely quali-
ties of those women commended
by S. Paul, who adorn themselves
with modesty, learn in silence, are
faithful in all things, having a care
of the house? Thank God, the
hand of the Lord is not shortened, °
and holy mother church cherish-
es many a hidden gem of sanctity
which will one day adorn the bride
at the coming of her divine Spouse!
Yet these are but the exceptions,
unknown in the midst of the vast,
ever-moving multitude seeking the
open arena of life, and desiring a
part in its contests, animated by
hopes as false as they are human,
placing that almost insuperable bar-
rier of pride between their souls
and the Sacred Heart of our di-
vine Lord. S. James has given us
this simple rule of a holy life: “To
visit the fatherless and widows in
their tribulation, and tn keep our-
selves unspotted from the world "—
in two words, charity acd purity.
May the ever Blessed Mother of
God and her glorious servant S,
Catherine intercede for the wo-
men of the church, that they may
never covet those empty baubles
for which the women of the world
are now spending their lives!
Assunta, simple child of the
faith, thought nothing of all this,
as she passed reverently over the
threshold of the house, whose
rooms, retaining still something of
their original appearance, are row
converted into chapels. The sa-
cristan, perceiving in the young
girl an earnestness of piety to
which he was not accustomed in
most of the strangers who visited
this holy spot, showed to her
without solicitation, the csucifix be-
fore which S. Catherine was kneel..
ing when she received the stigmata.
With kind attention the good man.
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placed a prie-dieu before the pre-
cious object of veneration and, then
retiring, gave Assunta an opportu-
nity to satisfy her devotion. Mak-
ing a place for Marie beside her,
she was soon absorbed in prayer.
Here, where the very atmosphere
was filled with a spirit of love and
sacrifice, where the crucifix before
her spoke so eloquently of the
closeness of the union between the
faithful soul and its suffering I ord,
how easy it seemed to make aspira-
tions and resolutions which would
of necessity lose something of their
heat when exposed to the chilling
air of the world’s indifference!
How far off now was Mr. Carlisle’s
affection, of whose influence she
never ceased to feel something;
how near the divine love of the
Sacred Heart, that one sole object
of S. Catherine’s desire and adora-
tion! It had been the last request
of Father Du Pont, when he gave
Assunta his good-by and blessing,
that, while in Sienna, she would
often visit this holy house. He
judged rightly that the evident
presence of the supernatural would
help to counteract the spirit of
worldliness which surrounded her
in her daily life. She herself al-
ready felt that it was good for her
to be there; and though, when she
returned home, the sensible fervor of
the moment died away, the effects
remained in reanimated strength.
“ Courage, my child, and perseve-
rance ; God is with you,” were the
last words she had heard from the
good priest’s lips; and they kept
singing on in her soul a sweet, low
harmony, like the music of sea-
shells, soothing her in many an
anxious hour.

When once Mr. Carlisle was able
to go out without danger of fatigue,
Mrs. Grey could no longer complain
of stagnation. The cathedral, the
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academy, and the numberless places
of interest within the city walls,
the drives, the walks through the
shady lanes near the villa, twilight
strolls through the vineyards, and
excursions into the surrounding
country, filled up the time through
all those pleasant weeks. Before
they could realize it Assunta’s
birthday, her day of freedom, was
at hand. A week before the event-
ful occasion Mr. Sinclair had arriv-
ed in Sienna, making Mrs. Grey
superlatively happy. The joy he
imparted to the others must be ex-
pressed in something less than the
positive degree.

The sun rose brightly on the 15th
of August. Nature responded to
the joyous Benedicite, and “ all the
works of the Lord” seemed to
“ magnify him for ever” for the
great things he had done in giv-
ing to heaven a Queen, to earth an
Advocate. Nor was man silent.
The grave city of Sienna put off its
wonted dignity, and, by the unfurl-
ing of its gay flags, the spreading
of tapestries, and the ringing of
bells, testified its share in the com-
mon rejoicing of Christendom. It
was the Feast of the Assumption,
and Assunta Howard’s twenty-first
birthday. Was it strange that the
young girl should have arisen with
a heavy heart but little in sympathy
with the glad sights and sounds
that greeted her in these first wak-
ing moments? Surely, to those
who understand the workings of
the human heart it was ‘most na-
tural. On this day ended the rela-
tions between herself and her guar-
dian. However hard the tie which
bound her had made her duty to-
wards him, it was harder still to -
nature to sever the bond. She was
free now to go where she would;
and it would soon be right for her
to separate from him who was no
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longer her guardian, and was not
satisfied to be only her friend.
She had not realized before how
much happiness she had experienc-
ed in the relationship which exist-
ed no longer; how she had rested
content in the very face of danger,
because the peril had in it so much
more of pleasure than of pain.
How sweet had been the intercourse
which duty had sanctioned, and
which duty must now interrupt!
The feeling was all wrong, and she
kuew it, and she would not fail to
struggle against it. Her will was
resolute, but it was evident that
she was not to conquer in life’s
battle by throwing aside her arms
and withdrawing from the contest.
The bearing of the cross must be
daily, and not only day after day,
but year after year. Only to-day
she seemed to feel its weight more,
and she sank a little beneath it.
Was it her guardian angel that
whispered courage to her soul, or
was it the Blessed Mother, to whose
loving protection she had- been
specially confided, who reminded
her that our dear Lord fell three
times beneath the overwhelming
burden of his cross, and bade her
becomforted? Yes, it was the feast
of that dear Mother, and no mere
human feeling should prevent her
joining in the church’s exultation
_and corresponding to hersalutation
in the Introit: “ Gaudeamus omnes
in Domino.”

Assunta had ordered the carriage
to be in readiness to take her to
San Domenico for early Mass, and
Marie’s knock at the door inform-
ed her that it was waiting. She
had before visited the church, but
only in the way of sight-seeing.
She had then been struck with its
many points of interest; she had
no idea until this morning how
devotional it was. After Mass, at

Howard. 83
which she had received, in the
Holy Communion, strength and
peace, she remained a long time be-
fore the chapel containing those
most beautiful frescos, by Razzi, of
incidents in the life of the great
saint of Sienna. The finest of all,
S. Catherine in Ecstasy, is a treasure
both of art and devotion. Apparent-
ly fainting, supported by two of her
nuns, the countenance of the saint
has thatindescribable expression of
peace which we see in those whose
conversation is in heaven. But, more
than this, the evident absence of all
sensation indicates that the soul is
rapt into an ineffable union with its
divine Lord, and has passed, for
the moment, beyond the confines
of earth, Seemingly dead, and yet
alive, the frail body, with its beauti-
ful, calm face, rests upon its knees
in the arms of the two Sisters, who,
with all the tranquillity of the
cloister, yet form a contrast to her
who is so wholly dead to the
world.

Assunta gazed upon the picture
until it seemed to impart rest to her
own soul; and yet the impression
was very different from that she
always received in looking at the
other S. Catherine whom angels
arebearing to her sepulture. Marie
at last interrupted her, and, re-
minding her that she was the impor-
tant personage at the villa on that
day, suggested that she should re-
turn to breakfast. And Assunta
determined that no cloud should
disturb the serenity of the occasion,
which all intended should be joy-
ous.

Mr. Carlisle met her at the door
on her return, and assisted her to
alight. Then he took her hand in
both his, and his eyes spoke vol-
umes, as he said:

‘“Let me look at you, child, and
see how you bear your honors
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You are more of a heroine than I
thought ; for even at this distance
we have heard the bells and have
seen the flags. What an important
little body you are! No one
thought it worth while to ring me
into my majority.”

“It is because you did not come
into the world under the same
guspices,” replied Assunta.

“ Auspice Maria—that is the se-
eret, then.” And Mr. Carlisle lower-
ed his voice as he added : “ Consid-
er me a Mariolater from this time,
my devotion deriving an ever-in-
creasing fervor from the doctrine
of the Assumption. Well, you are
. free, and I suppose I am expected
to congratulate you. How do you
enjoy the sensation of liberty ?”

“I do not think that I am yet
enough accustomed to the use of
my wings to feel the difference be-
tween what I was yesterday and
what I am to-day. But in one
point I am unchanged. I have an
excellent appetite for my break-
fast.”

Assunta was determined to ward
off all approach to sentiment.

“ And here is Clara, wondering,
no doubt, if I have been left behind
in Sienna.”

Mrs. Grey came out into the
garden, looking very lovely in her
white morning dress, and followed
by Mr. Sinclair.

“ Severn, you are the most selfish
man I ever saw,” exclaimed the im-
petuous little lady. “ Do you flat-
ter yourself that you have the mo-
nopoly of Assunta, and that no
one else is privileged to wish her
cento di questi giorni, as Giovanni
says >—though I am sure I should
not like to live a hundred years.
My beauty would be gone by that
time.” And she looked archly at
her lover standing beside her.

“ I fancy that even relentless time

Assunta Howard.

would ¢ write no wrinkles on thir.e an-
tique brow,’ reluctant to spoil any-
thing so fair,” said Mr. Sinclair n
his most gallant tone ; then extend-
ing his hand to Assunta, he contin-
ued :

“ Miss Howard, allow me to con-
gratulate you, and to wish that your
life may be as cloudless as is this
wonderful sky. The day is like
yourself—exquisitely beautiful.”

The color mounted into Assun-
ta’s cheeks, but it was with dis-
pleasure at such uncalled-for flat-
tery. Mr. Carlisle turned away,
and walked into the house; while
his sister, with that amiability
which often atoned for her want of
tact, exclaimed :

“Bravo! George, you have said
quite enough for us both ; so I will
only ditto your speech, and add to
it my birthday kiss. Now, dear,
let us go to breakfast Severn is
already impatient.” -

The table had been placed ina
large hall running the whole length
of the house ; and as the three were
about to enter, Assunta paused on
the threshold, in astonishment and
delight at the magical transforma-
tion. The walls were literally gar-
landed with flowers, and fresh
greens were festooned from the
ceiling, while in the centre of the
breakfast-table was a basket of the
rarest exotics. Not only Sienna,
but Florence, had been commission-
ed to furnish its choicest flowers for
the occasion. Assunta’s eyes filled
with tears, and for a moment she
could not speak. Mr. Carlisle, per-
ceiving her emotion, offered her his
arm, and led her towards a side-
table, saying :

“ And here are our trifling birth-
day gifts, which you must not de-
spise because they fall so far short
of expressing all that we feel for
yOI.l."
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There was a beautifully-framed
proof engraving of Titian’s master-
piece, the Assumption, from Mr.
Carlisle. Clara had chosen as her
gift a set of pearls, “ because they
looked so like the darling,” she said.
Mr. Sinclair’s offering was a bou-
quet of rare and exquisite flowers.
He had all the penetration of an
experienced man of the world, and
understood well that Miss Howard
would prefer not to accept from him
anything less perishable. Assunta
put her hand in Clara’s, as she
said :

“I never can thank you, it is all
so beautiful.” And then she paus-
ed, until Clara exclaimed :

“Why, Assunta love, what a
solemn birthday face! To be sure,
the flight of time is a serious thing.
I begin to feel it myself, and shall
very soon dispense with birthdays
altogether—such disagreeable re-
minders as they are.”

“ What is it, petite 7" asked Mr.
Carlisle. “ You know that to-day
you have only to command us, and
we will prove your most obedient
subjects.”

“Oh! it was nothing of any con-
sequence ; only a thought that you
would consider very foolish cross-
ed my mind. I am sure my solem-
nity was quite unintentional.”

“Well, a penny for that thought,
twice told.”

Assunta, perceiving that Mr. Sin-
clair was out of hearing, explained :

“ All this for my poor worthless
self and nothing for Her whom
God has delighted to honor. I
think I was feeling a little jealous
for my dear Mother. I did not

want my feast to be better than-

hers.”

“Is that all ?” said Mr. Carlisle.
“To hear is to obey.” And with-
out another word he quickly re-
moved from the table everything

. 55

but the picture, and, taking flowers
and candles from the mantel-piece,
he improvised a really artistic
shrine. Giovanni, who was serving
breakfast, lighted the candles, and
surveyed the effect with satisfac-
tion.

“Thank you,” said Assunta, and
she would not even remember that
the love was wanting which would
give value to the offering. “I shall
hardly dare think a wish to-day, the
consequence is so magical.”

“ And now, Severn,” said his sis-
ter, “if you have finished your
popery, you had better call Assun-
ta’s attention to my ever-increasing
appetite. Giovanni, too, will not
like to have his efforts to honor the
occasion slighted by a want of ap-
preciation.”

Mr. Carlisle offered the young
girl his arm, and led her to the ta-
ble, saying:

“ This is my first attempt at Ma-
riolatry. Quite a success, is it
not ?”

““If it were only an outward sign
of inward grace,” said Clara, laugh-
ing, “exterior piety would be quite
becoming to you, Severn. You
really have an artistic taste. But
you are too absent-minded to-day !
Can you not see that we are starv-
ing?”

Assunta was so accustomed to
hear sacred things spoken of light-
ly, and often irreverently, that she
had learned to make a little soli-
tude in her heart, into which she
could retire from the strife, or even
the thoughtlessness, af tongues, and
many a short act of reparation was
there performed for those who
were unconscious of offence.

“I wonder,” said Mrs. Grey, as
after breakfast the party were
standing on the Joggia—*“1 wonder
if Giovanni has succeeded in find-
ing a good balcony for the races
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to-morrow. I would not miss see-
ing them for the world. I dote on
horses.”

“T very much doubt,” replied her
brother, “if the horses will excite
the least admiration, judging frcm
the specimens Sienna has thus far
produced. But the races will be
interesting, because they are en-
tirely unique. I believe that Gio-
vanni has been very successful in
securing a balcony, and he intends
to have it surpass all others in
decoration; so I hope that the la-
dies will do their part, not to dis-
grace his efforts. He will expect
the jewels to be set in a manner
worthy of the casket which con-
tains them.” '

“ Never fear, Severn! Do you
think a lady ever failed to look her

"best on such an occasion? An
open balcony and a crowd—surely,
she needs no other occasion for
vanity.”

George Sinclair removed his ci-
gar to remark carelessly :

“And so the admiration of one
is, after all, insufficient to satisfy
you?”

“No, it is not, you dear, lazy,
old fellow, and you know it. Itis
only because I like your taste to be
appreciated that I want others to
admire me: I do not think there
is a more delicious sensation than
to feel that you are pretty to begin
with, and then dressed so as to
show every point to the best ad-
vantage, and to know that every
eye is fixed upon you. One can be
so innocently unconscious of it all
the time.”

“Clara, I am ashamed of you,’
exclaimed her brother. “ You are
a perfect mirror of your sex; only,
unfortunately, it is the weaknesses
that you reflect to the life, and
none of the virtues.”

“ Hush, impertinence !”

replied

Assunia Howard.

Clara, laughing merrily. “ One can-
not always be a well awfully deep
and reflecting only the stars.
Come, George, what will be most
becoming to me for to-morrow ?”

If it had been a few months after
marriage, instead of before, this de-
voted lover would probably have
replied, *“ A fool’s cap and bells,
for all I care!” As it was, he con-
cealed his inward irritation, and no
one would have doubted his sin-
cerity as he said: “You cannot
fail to be charming in anything;
and I will not choose or suggest,
because I would like to enjoy the
pleasure of a surprise.”t

Mr. Sinclair was sometimes fas-
cinated by Clara’s piquancy and
brightness; but she did not suit all
moods, and to-day Assunta’s quiet
dignity and the antagonism that
Mr. Carlisle always excited more
or less, produced an interior dis-
turbance of which a wife would
surely have received the full bene-
fit. It is strange that an entirely
worldly man will often, from a sel-
fish motive, show a power of self-
control which Christians find it
difficult to practise, even for the
love of God. Alas! that the devil
should receive many a sacrifice,
many an offering of suffering and
heroism, which, the intention be-
ing changed, would produce =
saint.

Mrs. Grey had not penetration
enough to see below the surface,
and she was entirely satisfied with
her lover, whom she considered the
best and handsomest man in the
world, not even excepting her bro-
ther. She could rush fearlessly
against a mood which would have
kept a more appreciative nature at
a distance; and here, perhaps, she
had an advantage.

She was now about to answer Mr.
Sinclair's very gratifying speech
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when an interruption came in the
shape of Giovanni with a note for
herself, which she read hastily, and
then said: “Severn, it is from
Lady Gertrude. They were passing
through Sienna, and have remained
over a day expressly to see your
humble servant. They wish me to
dine with them this evening, ac-
companied by my prexx chevalier—
her own expression, George. But
I do not know about leaving As-
sunta alone on her birthday, even
for Lady Gertrude.”

“Oh! I hope you will not disap-
point your friends on my account,”
said Assunta, “I have already
had my celebration this morning,
and jt is quite proper that I should
devote this evening to reflections
upon my coming responsibilities.”

“Besides,” said Mr. Carlisle, “ I
beg to inform you that Assunta
will not be left alone. I flatter
myself that I count for one, at
least; and I will endeavor to act
as your substitute, Clara, in most
effectually’ preventing those con-
templated reflections. Responsi-
bility and golden hair are an asso-
ciation of ideas quite incongruous,
in my opinion.”

“1 see,” said Clara, “that the
balance is in Lady Gertrude’s favor.
What do you say, caro?

“1f you mean me,” said George
Sinclair in a slightly unamiable tone,
“1 am always at your service.”

“You bear!” replied the irre-
pressible Clara, “I will not allow
you to go if you are cross. Well,
Giovanni, come to my room in ten
minutes for the answer; and re-
member to order the carriage for
half-past five.”

“ Truly,” said Mr. Carliste, turn-
ing to Assunta after his sister had
left the Joggia, “I think I never
saw so sunshiny a person as Clara.
It is always high noon with her.”
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While Assunta assented cordially,
Mr. Sinclair said to himself :

“Too much sunshine makes an
unpleasant glare, and noon is always
the most disagreeable part of the
day. I confess to liking a little of
the shadow of repose.”

He was careful, however, to keep
his thoughts to himself. If the
lover could feel imperfections so
keenly, it argued but poorly for the
blindness of love on the part of the
husband. And yet this blindness,
false and unworthy as it is, seems
to be the only chance of peace for
worldly husbands and wives, the
only protection against the evil
tendencies of uncontrolled human
nature. All Clara’s sunshine might
fail to make even a silver lining to
the cloud rising in the distant
future.

The sun shone brightly enough,
however, when Mrs. Grey and Mr.
Sinclair took their seats in the
barouche to drive into Sienna; and
the lady, who so much delighted in
the delicious sensation of undisguis-
ed admiration, must have been
more than satisfied this afternoon.
Many eyes followed the handsome
pair, as they passed rapidly towards
the hotel. Claraknew that she was.
looking uncommonly well, and she
was very proud of her companion’s.
distinguished air and manner; so,
altogether, she enjoyed quite a
little triumph.

Assunta and Mr. Carlisle dined
alone; and, as they rése from the
table just at sunset, Mr. Carlisle
proposed a walk down into the
vineyards.

“It will soil that pretty white
dress of yours, I know; but the air
is so refreshing, and I want you to
occupy for a while the new rustic
seat I have had placed near the
brook, in that lovely spot we dis-
covered the other day. Take a
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shawl with you, petite, for it will be
‘cooler as soon as the sun sets.”

They strolled along slowly down
through the narrow paths which
separated the vines heavy with the
fast-ripening fruit, pausing now
and then, as some new beauty in
the distant view or in their imme-
diate surroundings excited their
attention. At last, at the bottom
of the valley, close beside a brook,
and beneath a clump of trees, they
came upon one of those fairy spots
where nature seems to have arrang-
ed herself expressly to attract an
artist’s eye.

“ Giovanni is truly invaluable,”
said Mr. Carlisle. “1I had only to
give him a suggestion, and see how
well he has carried out my ideas.
‘This is the very luxury of com-
fort.” Andseating himself, he light-
ed a cigar, advised Assunta to put
on her shawl, and was evidently
prepared for a pleasant hour.

As they sat there, almost in
silence, the Angelus sounded from
a distant convent tower; and, as if
in answer to its summons, Assunta
began to sing in a sweet, low voice
Schubert’s Ave Maria. Mr. Car-
lisle did not say a word until it
was finished; then he begged for
just one more, and, knowing how
much he liked the simple Scotch
songs, she sang “ Robin Adair.”

“ Assunta, your voice grows
sweeter every day. It is perfect
rest to me to hear you sing.” Then,
after a pause, he threw away his ci-
gar, and turned towards her a very
earhest face.

“ Petite, listen to me patiently a
moment. I am a very proud man,
as you know, and one who is not
apt to sue, even where he greatly
desires. It seems "—and the pecu-
liar smile broke over his face—
“that you have exercised some
magic power, and with a touch of
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your finger have thrown down the
barrier of pride against which an
army might beat in vain. My
child, you know what I am going
to say, because I have not chang-
ed since that moonlight night in.
the Colosseum, except, indeed, that
the feeling I then expressed has
strengthened and deepened every
day. I made you a promise that
night. I confess that it has been
poorly enough redeemed ; still, you
must judge me by my self-con-
quests rather than by my failures,
But to-day releases me: and hav-
ing ceased to be your guardian, I
cannot give you up. I need not
repeat to you what I have already
said. You know that you are
dearer to me than the life you have
saved. I only ask, as before, the
right to devote that life to you.
May I?”

“I had hoped, Mr. Carlisle, that
you would consider my former an-
swer as final,” said Assunta; but,
though her words were cold, her
voice trembled. “I, too, am un-
changed since that night you speak
of. I am compelled to be so.”

“ Assunta, you are such a child;
do you, then, think it nothing to
have won the love of a man who
has reached middle life and has
never loved before ?”

“Mr. Carlisle,” said the young
girl sadly, “if I thought it nothing,
I should not feel the pain it costs
me to repeat to you, that it cannot
be. I am sp unworthy of your
love; you must not think I do not
value it. Your friendship has been
more to me than I dare tell you,
lest you should misunderstand me.”

“Your heart pleads for me,
child.”

“ Then I must not listen to it;
for the voice of God in my soul
pleads more loudly.”

“ Assunta,” said Mr. Carlisle, *I
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think you did not understand me
before—you do not understand me
now. Do you suppose I should in-
terfere in your religion? No more
than I have ever done. You do
not know me, child.”

“I think I know you better than
you know yourself, presumptuous
as this sounds,” said Assunta, forc-
ing a smile. “I am sure that,
were 1 to marry you, you would
not be satisfied to hold a place in
my heart second even to God.
But,” she added, as the old ex-
pression of bitterness crossed her
guardian’s face, “ all this is useless.
Let me put a question to you, and
answer me candidly. Suppose I
had made a promise to you, who
love me—made it, we will grant, out
of love for you—and afterwards,
yielding to my own weakness, I
should break that promise. Would
you feel that I had done rightly—
that I was to be trusted ?”

“ Certainly not, child. You ask
strange questions.”

“Well, I have, out of love for
our dear Lord, made him a pro-
mise which I believed his love re-
quired of me. He is a jealous
Lover, Mr. Carlisle. I dare to say
this reverently. Suppose, for the
sake of a human affection—for
your sake—I should fail to keep
my promise; would you not have
reason to doubt my fidelity to you,
when I could be unfaithful to my
God?” .

“ My child, I do not comprehend
such reasoning. You either do
not, cannot love me, or else you
have suffered religious fanaticism
to get the better of your judgment.
I hoped that the plea of love would
be sufficient to win my cause; but
it is not all. Look your future
fairly in the face, Assunta, What
are you going to do? You are
young; I need not add, beautiful.
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Surely, you understand that without
me you are unprotected. Have
you any plans, or have you al-
ready become so independent that
you prefer not to make me your con-
fidant? My pride is gone indeed
when I put my suit in another
form. I ask only your hand. Let
me have the right to protect you
in the world you know so little. 1
will wait to win your heart.”

“Mr. Carlisle,” interrupted As-
sunta with more emotion than he
had ever seen in her before, “ you
are cruel in your persistence. You
wilfully misunderstand me. It
seems to give you pleasure to make
this trial as hard for me as possi-
ble. I have told you before that I
can never marry you; let that be
enough.” And bursting into tears,
she rose hastily from her seat.

Her guardian was so taken by
surprise that for an instant he sat
motionless ; then he followed the
excited girl, and joined her before
she had proceeded far along the
vineyard path.

“Take my arm, pefite,” he said
gently, and they walked some dis-
tance in silence. At last Assunta
said with regained composure :

“Mr. Carlisle, you asked me
about my plans, and you have a
right to know. I have thought
much of the future, as you may be-
lieve. My desire is to return to
Baltimore with Clara after her mar-
riage, and pass the winter with
Mary Percival Further than this
I need not look.”

There was no immediate answer.
After a pause Mr. Carlisle said :

“ You are your own mistress now.
I shall of course place no obsta-
cle in the way of your carrying out
any wish or design which will con-
duce to your welfare. As for my-
self, the time may come when I
shall cease to regret thatI am in no
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wise necessary to your happiness.
Meanwhile, it shall be as you say.
Good heavens! to think that a
mere girl should have the power to
move me so,” he went on, as if
speaking to himself.

And apparently his thoughts
were so full of Assunta that he
forgot her actual presence, for they
reached the house in silence, and
then Mr, Carlisle proceeded at once
to his own room; and so ended the
birthday.

The Sienna races are a thorough-
ly unique spectacle—almost child-
ish, like many features of the Ro-
man Carnival, to the over-cultivat-
ed and consequently over-fastidious
taste of this age. They take one
back to the days when men were
more simple, when hearts did not
grow old and faith was strong.
These childlike traits produced a
race of men who were but “chil-
dren of a larger growth,” and, like
children, amused with even a small
amount of pomp and show, heroes
as they were. And a strange con-
trast were the races of that 16th
of August to the usual occupations
of the Siennese. Mr. Carlisle’s car-
riz.-« passed beneath innumerable
flags and between gayly-tapestried
windows, as it drove to the amphi-
theatre-shaped piazza, the centre
of which was already filled, while
every seat placed against the
houses which bounded the square
was occupied. The bright colors
worn by the peasant women, with
their large Tuscan hats and the
more subdued dress of the men,
produced an effect at once very pe-
culiar and very picturesque. A
little cheer from the bystanders
greeted Mr. Carlisle’s party, as they
appeared upon the balcony; for no
other decorations in all that vast
piazza were so fine as those in
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which Giovanni had showns much
skill, and surely no other ladies
were as beautiful. There was no
appearance of heartache or disap-
pointment on any of the four faces
which now looked out upon the
crowd. We all, sooner or later,
learn to wear a mask before the
world, and the interior life of each
one of us is often a sealed book to
our nearest friends.

“Clara,” said Assunta, as they
seated themselves after their survey,
“you seem to know more about the
races than the rest of us. Please
to enlighten my ignorance.”

“I heard about them at the ho-
tel last night,” replied Mrs. Grey;
“ so you will find me very learned.
Sienna is divided into seventeen
wards; but only ten take part in
the race, and these are decided by
lot. The victor receives a prize
and a sort of diminutive triumph,
while the losers may think them-
selves lucky if they only get a scola-
ing from their respective wards.
The oracle hasspoken, and further
than this she is not informed.”

“The rest we shall now see for
ourselves,” said Mr. Sinclair, “for
I hear the music which I suppose
accompanies the procession.” And,
as he spoke, the band entered the
piazza from a side street, Then
followed, in turn, the representa-
tives of the different wards, each
representation consisting of two
flags—the colors of the ward—a
number of pages, the race-horse led
by an esquire, and the man who was
afterwards to ride the racer, on horse-
back as a knight.. The flag-bearers,
as well as all in each division, wore
exactly the colors of the flag of the
ward, in costumes of the olden time ;
and, as these flags were of entirely
different combinations of colors, and
most of them very brilliant, the pro-
cession would have been very effec-
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tive without its peculiar charm.
The flag-bearers were men of grace
and skill, and from the moment of
entering the square the flags were
in continual motion—waved above
¢heir heads, flung into the air, pass-
<d under their arms and legs, and
all without once touching the
ground. It was a very poetical
combination of color and motion,
and Mrs. Grey impulsively clapped
her hands with delight—a perform-
ance which her dignified lover evi-
dently looked upon as childish.
After this part of the procession
came a large chariot drawn by four
horses, with postilions, and bearing
the ten different flags tastefully ar-
ranged. This was the model of the
old Siennese battle-car, which bore
the standard, and was in conse-
quence the scene of the thickest of
the fight. Upon it, in time of bat-
tle, stood a priest, invoking by his
prayers protection and success.
‘There also was the trumpeter, in
readiness to give signals. A truly
medixval picture was this chariot,
with associations which carried one
back hundreds of years into the past.
A band of music closed the proces-
sion, which, after passing around the
piazza, entered the court-yard of the
Palazzo Pubblico. Here the knights
exchanged their helmets and plumes
for jockey-caps, and mounted their
racers. As they emerged from be-
neath the archway, and proceeded

slowly towards the starting-place, -

across which a rope was drawn,
Mr. Carlisle exclaimed, with a laugh
in which there was more sarcasm
than merriment :

“ Are you a judge of horses, Cla-
ra? If so, you, who yesterday an-
nounced your jockey proclivities,
must be greatly disappointed; for
truly a set of sorrier-looking steeds
I never beheld. The prize ought
to be given to the one that comes
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in last; for, where all are so slow,
there would really be no little ex-
ercise of skill in moving more slow-
ly than a coach-horse going up-hill,
and yet moving at all.”

“I think, Severn,” replied his
sister, “that your temper was not
improved by the fever. It is very
disagreeable in you to inform me
that the horses are not Arabian
chargers, for I never should have
been the wiser.”

“Most men are disagreeable,”
he retorted.

“ George, you hear that, and do
not resent it?” said Mrs. Grey in-
dignantly.

“I leave that for you to do when
you can, from experience of the
contrary, deny the charge. But
the horses are starting on their
three times round.” And Mr. Sin-
clair leaned over the balcony with
an air of interest.

“Why do the men carry those
short sticks in their hands ?” asked
Assunta.

“1 believe,” said Mr. Sinclair—
for Mr. Carlisle became strangely
inattentive—* that the riders are
allowed by rule to do all the dam-
age they can with the sticks, which
are short, so as to limit somewhat
their power; for their aim is to
knock each other off the horses.”

“The barbarians!” exclaimed
Clara. “Oh! look, see how many
are falling back on the third round. -
It rests with the two now. I bet
on the sorrel.”

“ And he has won, Clara,” said
Assunta.

The whole piazza was now in
motion. Shouts greeted the vic-
tor, and the defeated retired into
obscurity.

“The modern Olympics are fin-
ished,” said Mr. Carlisle. * Shall
we go?”

As they drove towards home in
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the red glow of the setting sun, Mr.
Carlisle said abruptly :

“Clara, when did you tell me
that you and Sinclair intend to
make each other miserable ?”

“I1 will not answer such a ques-
tion, Severn. You are a perfect
dog in the manger. You will not
marry yourself or let any one
else.”

“If you wish to know,” said Mr.
. Sinclair, “ when your sister intends
to make me the happiest of men,
she has permitted me to hope that
the end of September will be the
term of my most impatient wait-
ing.”

“Then,” continued Mr. Carlisle
in the same abrupt tone, “we had
better be on our way to Paris, We
might start day after to-morrow, I
think.”

Mrs. Grey gave a little scream.

“Severn, you must be out of
your mind. I thought you wished
never to leave Sienna.”

“I am weary to death of it; but
that is not all. I have businessmat-
ters to arrange, and the prepara-
tion of your #rousseas will no doubt
occupy weeks.”

Howard.

“But it will be so warm in Paris,*®
persisted Mrs. Grey.

“Do people whose hearts are fill-
ed with love and their minds with
coming matrimony think of weath-
er, then? I thought such sublu-
nary interests were left to those
whose hearts were still unthawed.
However, there are fans and ices
enough in Paris to cool you off.
I will write to-night to engage
rooms.” And then Mr. Carlislerwre-
lapsed into silence and abstractinn.

Assunta understood well enough
the cause of this change in the
plans; but she was powerless to
act, and could only submit. It,
indeed, made little difference to her.

“ George,” said Clara to her lov-
er, as they were strolling down the
avenue in the moonlight, “can
you imagine what is the matter
with Severn? I never saw him in
such a mood.” '

“ Disappointed in love, I should
judge from appearances,” he re-
plied indifferently.

“Nonsense! He does not know
the meaning of the word,” was
the not very intelligent reply of the
lady.
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VI

WOMAN’S INFLUENCE.

“ AND 80 I have you all to my-
self once more; no interference
from cruel guardians on your side,
and none from unreasonable hus-
bands on mine. Joking apart, As-
sunta darling, I think God has been
very good to me to give me such
a compensation for Harry’s long
absence. ' Every trial seems to have
a blessing in its train, by way of a
set-off. And you are just the very
dearest of blessings.” And Mary
Lee moved her chair a little nearer
to her friend, by way of showing
her appreciation. Assunta looked
up from her work with a bright
smile, as she replied :

“You are not in the least chang-
ed from the dear Mary Percival of
convent days—and happy days they
were, too—while I feel twenty years
older than I did the day I bade you
good-by at the garden gate. But
now you are mistaken. I am the
one blessed, not blessing. For think
what it is to me—a waif—to find
awaiting me so kind a welcome and
so pleasant a temporary home. God
only knows what would have be-
come of me without you.”

% Oh !” said Mary, “ my only fear
was that, with so many claimants for
the honor, I should never succeed in
carrying off the prize. I am sure,
until it was decided, and I saw your
trunks safely landed at my door, I
looked upon Mrs. Sinclair as my
deadly enemy.”

“Clara is very kind—much more

" ple to profane the attribute ?

so than I deserve,” said Assunta,
while an expression of seriousness
passed over her face; “but I should
not have liked to accept her hospi-
tality now. I think the present ar-
rangement is more for the happiness
of all parties.”

And the remembrance of a cer-
tain evening on board the steamer,
when Mr. Sinclair, a married man,"
had dared to tell her, his wife’s
friend, that she had first possessed
his heart, and that his love for her
was still unchanged, made her
shudder now involuntarily. He
must indeed have strangely forgot-
ten himself, when, after that, he
added his entreaties to those of his
unsuspecting wife that she would
look upon their home as hers. As-
sunta felt as if the word love had
indeed been profaned by the lips
of George Sinclair. God is love ;
but she knew that he would not
hesitate to take even that most
holy name in vain. Why then scru-
How-
ever, all this was a secret, known to
herself alone.

“Mrs. Sinclair must have been a
lovely bride,” said Mary musingly.
“ But, Assunta, why did Mr. Carlisle
return at once to Europe? Ishould
think he would be tired of travel-
ling by this time, and would like to
settle down for a while on his own
place. I have heard it is so beau-
tiful.”

“The habit of travelling grows
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upon one,” replied Assunta. “He
only returned to Maryland to attend
to certain matters in regard to his
sister’s property and mine. It was
his intention to spend some time
longer in Europe and the East.’
Then, to change the subject, she
continued : “ But, Mary dear, when
does your brother enter the semi-
nary ?”’

“I do not know,” said Mrs. Lee.
“I cannot understand Augustine at
all. He seems just as good and
earnest as ever, and yet something
troubles him, I see it plainly. But
he is unusually reserved with me;
so that I feel a reluctance to ques-
tion him. I wish you would ask
him about the seminary. You can
do it quite incidentally; and very
likely he would tell you all about it.”

“T certainly will,” said Assunta.
“He is your brother; so I almost
feel as if he were mine too.”

“Ido not think,” continued Mary,
“that he is well. I am afraid his
trip to the East may have done him
more harm than good. He always
protests that he is perfectly well, if
I ask him; but I am sure he does
not look so.”

“I have thought so myself, and I
think we must look upon his case
as our next duty.” And Assunta
arose, as the clock struck eleven,

The opportunity to take the case
in hand came much sooner than
the fair conspirators had anticipated.
The next afternoon, while Mrs. Lee
had excused herself for a few hours,
in order to pay the expected week-
ly visit to her mother-in-law, Mr.
Percival joined Assunta, as she sat
alone in the cosey library, finishing
a garment for a poor child in whom
she was already interested. Assun-
ta noticed more than usual the
paleness of the spiritual face she
had always so much admired, and
the weariness of its expression ; but,

with true feminine tact, she made
no comment; only, as he seated
himself beside the table, she looked
up with a smile of welcome, as his
sister might have done.

“ Hard at work, as usual. Ihope
I do not interrupt you, Miss How-
ard?"” said Mr. Percival, with an
answering smile.

“Oh! no indeed. I am delighted
to see you this evening. We have
not had a good long talk since I
came; and yet we have so many
topics of mutual interest.”

Mr. Percival took from his pocket
a little box, and, opening it, said :

“Miss Howard, I have ventured
to bring you a souvenir of my tra-
vels, which I beg you will accept
from Mary’s brother, and because
of the association.”

He placed in her hand a heart-
shaped locket, plain "but heavy,
in the centre of which glowed a
large crimson ruby, and around it
were engraved the words, “ Cor
cordium.” Within, on one side
was a miniature painting of the
Sacred Heart of Jesus; on the other
side was set a tiny crucifix, carved
from the olive-wood of Gethsemanij
by one of the monks of Jerusalem,
and which had been laid upon the
altar in the Chapel of the Holy
Sepulchre. :

“ And I prayed for you in tha
sacred spot most fervently, you
may be sure,” said Mr. Percival.

Assunta’s eyes were still fixed
upon the beautiful treasure which
she held in her hand. Tears were
in them, as she raised them at last,
saying :

“Words are poor thanks for such
a gift as this. You know, Mr. Per-
cival, how much I shall value it.
Indeed, I feel most unworthy to
possess anything so precious; yet
I shall accept it, as you said, from
the brother of my dearest friend,
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who is to me truly a sister in affec-
“tion.” And pressing her lips to the
crystal which protected the crucifix,
she carefully replaced the locket in
its case.

“ And so you did not forget those
foolish, fanciful remarks I made by
Shelley’s grave. I had not dream-
ed they would have dwelt in your
memory so long; still less did I
imagine they would inspire so
beautiful a design as this, which
is, of course, your own.” Then
she added after a little pause:
“There is one greater gift even
than this that I shall ask of you
one of these days. It is one of
your first Masses, when, as a priest,
you are privileged to offer the Holy
Sacrifice.”

“ Miss Howard,” exclaimed Mr.
Percival, with deep emotion, “ that
is a subject of which I cannot even
think without suffering.”

“ Forgive me,” murmured Assun-
ta, surprised beyond measure. - “ It
was indeed unpardonable in me to
‘pain  you by speaking of that
which is between yourself and God
alone. My only excuse is that I
thought the matter had long been
settled.”

Then followed a silence, so pro-
longed that Assunta began to won-
der what kept that manly head bow-
ed forward upon the table. Was it
confusion, was it prayer, or had
he perhaps fainted? At last he
suddenly looked up, and fixed those
fine, earnest eyes of his full upon
Assunta’s face; and even in that
moment the thought struck her
what pure, true eyes they were,

“ Miss Howard, you are the last
person on earth to whom I ought
to speak on this subject, and I
know not what impels me to do so
now. Pray for me; for my salva-
tion may depend upon it.”

Assunta tried to be calm, as she
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said gently, while she breathed a
silent prayer for guidance :

“ You must think of me as almost
a sister.”

Mr. Percival went on:

“Even your image, true and
beautiful and holy as it is, and pure
as an angel’s, should never have

_been allowed to come between me

and the God to whose special
service I wasinclined. But believe
me, Miss Howard, never for one
moment* have I cherished a hope
that you might be to me other than
you are; only, when I have striven
to rise above all human feeling,
and to give myself unreservedly to
him who demanded the sacrifice,
God help me! you seemed to fill
his place in my soul. Forgive me
and pity me! I am miserably
weak.”

After a moment he continued :

“Ah! Miss Howard, you know
what I mean. It is only because
of my own weakness that I have
found the memory of you an ob-
stacle to my advance towards the
perfection to which I aspired.”

“ And to which you will still as-
pire.” And Assunta’s voice was low
and sweet, as she for the first time
broke silence. “I had not dreamed
of this, Mr. Percival, but I hope
you will never have occasion to re-
gret the confidence you have re-
posed, not in the ideal which has
for a moment passed as a cloud of
temptation between your soul and
its high calling, but in one who,
though full of faults, may yet offer
you her sympathy and her pray-
ers.”

“God bless you!” escaped from
Mr. Percival’s lips.

“I am too young and inexpe-
rienced,” continued Assunta, “to
give you counsel; besides, I am a
woman; but, with my woman’s in-
tuition, I think I see how all this
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has come about. . . . May I
goon?”’

“I beg you will; it is tlLe sort of
soul-wound that needs probing.”

Assunta smiled. “I do not think
such severe treatment will be re-
quired—only an examination, per-
haps, preparatory to healing. You
met me in Rome—forgive me if I
speak too freely of myself—sur-
rounded by that atmosphere of
beauty and poetry which steals
into the soul, because it *breathes
from the very centre of Catholic
_faith and the glory of the church
militant. But when you met me,
I was with those whose hearts were
not open to such influences; and it
was very natural that you and I
should feel drawn to each other by
the attraction of a common faith
and hope. Do you think I could
have said those foolish words, which
it seems you have remembered only
too well "—and she glanced at the
little case in her hand—*if I had
not felt that you could sympathize
with my thoughts, however poorly
they were expressed? Believe me,
it was a certain earnestness of faith
-in me, which your presence drew out
into somewhat too free expression
and which remained in your mem-
ory as an attraction; and the devil
has ingeniously made use of that
little opening to insinuate some sub-
tle poison. But his power is at an
end, thank God! He has, for me,
overreached his mark. The very
fact that you could speak of this
to me proves that the danger is
already passing. O my friend!
think what a poor, miserable sub-
stitute is even the greatest human
happiness for the life to which
God calls you. Think of the re-
ward! Heaven is the price! How-
ever, it is the Holy Spirit, not I, that
should speak to your soul. Will
you not give him the opportunity ?
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Will you not, perhaps, go into re-
treat? Or rather, please do not
listen to me, but go to your di-
rector, and open your heart to him,
I can only give you a few words of
sympathy and encouragement. He
can speak to you as the voice of
God.”

“You do not despise me, then,
for having wavered ?” '

“ Do not say that, Mr. Percival,”
exclaimed the young girl earnestly.
“What saint is there that has not
suffered temptation? Despise you?
1 envy you, rather. Think of the
vocation God has given you! If
it proves to be the mountain of
sacrifice, and you ascend it with
the cross upon your shoulders, will
you not be all the better priest
from your likeness to Him who was
at once both priest and victim!”

“Miss Howard, pardon me, but

you speak as if the lesson of Cal-

vary were not new to you; as if
you, too, knew what it is to suffer—
not, as I have done, through your
own weakness—God forbid! That
I could never think.”

“We each of us must bear some
cross,” said Assunta hastily; and
then, to give a lighter turn to the
conversation, she added: “I am
sorry that I should have proved to
be yours.”

For the first time Augustine
Percival smiled, as he said:

“But if, through you, I win my
crown, you will not then regret it ?”

“ O that crown!” exclaimed As-
sunta; ‘“let us both keep it ever
in sight as an incentive. The way
will not then seem so long or so
hard. Mr. Percival, will you see
your director to-night ?”’

“I will go to him now. It is
what I have neglected omnly too
long. God bless you, Miss How-
ard! But dare I now, after all that
has passed, ask you to retain my
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trifling gift, that you may not for-
get to pray for me ?”

“I shall prize it most highly,”
said Assunta. “But I shall not
need to be reminded to commend
you very often to the Sacred Heart
of our divine Lord, where you will
find strength and consolation. I
am sure the least I can do for you
is to pray for you, having been the
occasion of your suffering.”

“ And of something more than
that,” said Mr. Percival.

“ And I shall still hope for the
other greater gift,” said Assunta
in pleading tones.

“ Miss Howard,” replied Mr. Per-
cival, almost with solemnity, “if I,
unworthy as I am, should ever be
permitted to offer the Holy Sacrifice,
my first Mass shall be for you, God
willing. But I dare not yet look
forward with hope to such a possi-
bility. Once more, God bless you !
Pray for me.” And in a moment
more he had left the house.

Assunta attended Mass daily at
the cathedral. The next morning,
as she was leaving the church, Mr.
Percival joined her; but, without
saying a word, he placed a note in
her hand, and at the corner he
turned, and took his way in the op-
posite direction. In her own room
the young girl read these words:

% To-day I start for Frederick,
where I shall make a retreat with
the good Jesuit fathers. In soli-
tude and prayer I hope that God
may make known to me his will,
Pray, that I may have light to see
and grace to follow the inspirations
of the Holy Spirit. The words you
spoke last night are known to the
loving Heart of Jesus. He will re-
ward you. I cansay no more now.
Your brother in Christ, A.P”

“ Thank God!” exclaimed As-
sunta. '

After breakfast, Mary came to
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her, as she stood for a moment by
the window, and, putting her arm
about her affectionately, said :

“ Darling, we need not make any
more plans to entrap poor Augus-
tine into a conféssion, for I do be-
lieve he is all right. He came

here for a few minutes early this -

morning to say good-by, as he was
going to Frederick. Of course that
must mean a retreat; and a retreat
is, of course, the first step towards
the seminary.” '

“I am very, very glad,” said As-
sunta, smiling. *“Women are not
always as bright as they think they
are, you see.”

Three weeks from that day Au-
gustine Percival sailed for Europe
to enter upon his theological course
in Rome. And two faithful hearts
daily begged for him of Almighty
God grace and fortitude with that
happy confidence which seems al-
most a presage of answered prayer.

And five years passed away—
long and often weary in the pass-
ing, but short and with abundant
blessings in the retrospect—five
uneventful years, and yet leaving a
lasting impress upon the individual
soul. Assunta’s home was still with
her friend, Mary Lee—an arrange-
ment to which she most gratefully
consented, on condition that she
might, from her ample income, con-
tribute her share towards the ease
and comfort of the family. It thus
became a mutual benefit, as well as
pleasure ; for Capt. Lee’s pay as a
naval officer was small and their
only dependence. Assunta had
won the hearts of all, even down te
Mary’s two little ones, who came
bringing plenty of love with them,
as well as adding much to the care
and solicitude of the young mother
and her younger friend.

They saw but little of Mrs. Sin-
clair during those years. She had
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become a thorough woman of the
world—a leader of fashion in her
own circle. She had lost much of
the simplicity and na#vet¢ of charac-
ter and manner which had made
her charming in the old Roman
days. Her laugh had not the
genuine ring which her own light
heart used to give it. She was still
beautiful—very beautiful as queen
of the ball-room. But Mary Lee
always insisted that she had the
unmistakable look of one who has
an interior closet somewhere which
might reveal a skeleton; and As-
sunta thought—but her thoughts
she kept to herself—that it was not
very difficult to divine what that
skeleton might be. She understood
her, and pitied her from her heart;
and she loved her, too, with the old
affection.  But their life-paths,
orice seemingly parallel, had now
diverged so widely that she felt she
could not help her. The consola-
tion Clara sought was very different
from anything her brother’s ward
could supply. )
And that brother, Mr. Carlisle—
~did Assunta never think of him?
Daily, before God, she remembered
him; but it was not for her peace
to allow him a place in her memory
at other times. They were entire
strangers now, and she had long
since given up the hope of any re-
turn to the old friendship. He
had dropped out of her life, and
God alone could fill the place left
vacant by the surrender of this
human love. She prayed for him,
however, still, but as one might
pray for the dead. Her days glid-
ed quietly by, each one bearing a
record of deeds of love and kind-
ness; while the consciousness of
duty fulfilled gave her a peace that
it is not in the power of mere hu-
man happiness to bestow. The
blessings of the poor followed her,
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and the blessing of God rested upon
her soul.

Mary sometimes protested against
this  waste of life,” as she called it.

“ My darling,” she said one day,
as she was rocking her baby to
sleep in her arms, “you will be a
nun yet.”

“I fear not,” replied Assunta.
“T might have wished to enter re-
ligion, but it seems that God does
not call me to that life.”

“Then, Assunta, why don't you
marry? It would break my heart
to lose you, darling; but, truly, it
grieves me to have you settle your-
self down to our stupid life and
ways, and you so young and rich
and beautiful. It is contrary to
nature and reason.”

“ Be patient with me, dear,” said
Assunta. “I do not believe that
you want to be rid of me. Some
time we shall know what it all
means. I am sorry to disappoint
my friends, but my life is just as I
would have it.”

“Well, you are a saint,” said
Mary with a sigh; “and as I am
the gainer, I am the last one to
complain. But I wish you had a
dear little bother of your own like
my Harry.” And the maternal kiss
had in it such a strength of mater-
nal love that the baby-eyes opened
wide again, and refused to shut.

Mary heard occasionally from
her brother; and sometimes she
heard of him in a way that filled
her heart with joy. Austere, yet
with wonderful sweetness, full of
talent and a hard student, yet with
touching humility, Augustine Per-
cival, by a life of mortification and
prayer, which his studies never in-
terrupted, was preparing himself
to do great things for God. A few
words, uttered simply by a true-
hearted Christian woman, had turn-
ed the scale for him; and God will
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receive so much the more glory.
There will come a day which will
reveal many such works, performed
through the perhaps unconsciously-

»
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exercised influence of some noble
woman, whose mission is none the
less real because it is accomplished

silently and out of the world’s sight,

VIIL

CREDO.

Five years had passed away, and
their close found Mary Lee wel-
coming back to her home her long-
absent brother, now a priest. Au-
gustine Percival returned, the same,
and yet changed. There was the
same tender, earnest nature; but
upon that nature grace had built
up a superstructure of such strength
and virtue that, in most respects,
he was a different man—purified
by suffering, sanctified by penance,
and now consecrated by the sacra-
ment of Holy Orders. .

It was a happy circle that gath-
ered around the blazing wood-fire
on that cool October evening—so
happy that they were almost sub-
dued, and thought more than they
talked. It was towards the end of
the evening that Father Percival
said quite incidentally:

“Mr. Carlisle returned in the
steamer with me. I suppose he
will soon pay his respects to the
ladies.”

Assunta did not start. - Why
should she? Had the name of one
long since dead been mentioned,
it might have caused an emotion
of tenderness; but that would have
been all. Mr. Carlisle was dead
to her, and every memory of him
had long been buried. Sb, though
her face became a shade paler, she
went on with her work, and her
hand did not tremble.

“Is he well ?” asked Mary, con-
tinuing the conversation, “and is
he as fine-looking as he used to
be ?”

“He is just recovering from a

very severe illness,” replied her
brother. “It has told upon him
fearfully, so that you will find him
much changed. Still, I hope his
native air will restore him to health;
and no doubt, Mary, his good
looks will follow. He was already
much better when I parted from
him yesterday.” And then Father
Percival questioned Mary about
her absent husband and her chil-
dren, and listened with interest to
the young mother’s enthusiastic de-
scription of Harry’s brilliancy and
the little Assunta’s sweetness.

The next evening, as Father Per-
cival was giving the two ladies an
account ‘of his last days in Rome,
Mr. Carlisle’s name was announced,
and immediately he himself en-
tered the pleasant drawing-room,
He was indeed much altered, for
the traces of sickness and suffering
were only too visible. There was
another change, perceptible to one
who had known him well. In his
bearing there seemed to be less
pride than of old, and more dig-
nity; in his face the expression
of bitterness had given place to
one more contented, more peace-
ful. Suffering had evidently done
a work in that proud spirit. But
as Mr. Carlisle extended his hand
to Assunta, who greeted him with
the frank simplicity so peculiar to
her, the same old smile lighted up
his thin, pale face, and he truly
seemed her guardian once more.
Assunta was for the moment sur-
prised to see the cordiality with
which Mr. Carlisle took the hand



.
70

of the young priest, and held it in
both his, as if a brother’s affection
were in the pressure, and which
was returned as warmly. A com-
fortable arm-chair was placed near
the fire for the guest; and while he
seated himself, as if fatigued, he
said :

‘“ Augustine, have you kept my
secret ?”

“Most faithfully. I did not
even betray that I had one, as a
woman might have done.” And
Father Percival glanced at his sis-
ter, who pretended indignation, but
said nothing.

“Then,” said Mr. Carlisle, “I
must tell my own story. Assunta,
come and sit by me.” And he
pointed to the vacant chair beside
him, while Assunta obeyed at once,
the words and manner were so like
those of the old days.

“Forgive me,” Mr. Carlisle went
on, “if I call you to-night by the
familiar name. I could not say
Miss Howard, and tell you what I
have to tell. And, Mrs. Lee, if I
seem to address myself too exclu-
sively to your friend, I beg you
will pardon me, and believe that,
if my story interests you, I am
more than glad that you should
know all. Assunta, put your hand
here.” And taking her hand in his,
he laid it upon his brow. “In that
Roman sickness it has often rested
there, and has soothed and healed.
Tell me, child, do you feel no dif-
ference now ?”

Assunta looked at him wonder-
ingly—still more so when she caught
sight of a meaning smile on Father
Percival’s face.

“Mr. Carlisle, you puzzle me,”
she said.

Again that peculiar and beauti-
ful smile, as he continued:

“The sign of the cross has been
there; do you understand now, my
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child? No? Then, in one word,
I will explain all. Credo—I be-
lieve! Not yet? Assunta, you
have, I know, prayed for me. Your
prayer has been answered. Iama
Catholic, and, under God, I owe
all to Augustine Percival.”

Assunta could not speak. For a
moment she looked in his face
with those earnest blue eyes, as if
to read there the confirmation of
his words, and then she bowed her
head upon her hands in silence. .
Mr. Carlisle was the first to break it.

“ And so you are not sorry, petste,
to welcome so old a sinner into the
fold ?”

“Sorry!” exclaimed Assunta at
last. “Life will not be long enough
to thank God for this happiness.”

“ You are so little changed, child,
after all these years, that I must
look at myself to realize how the
time has gone. But shall I tell
you how all this has come about ?
Three months ago I was as miser-
able an unbeliever as ever lived.”

“Please tell us all,” murmured
Assunta.

‘“ All the story of these five years
would be long and wearisome. Life
to me has been simply an endurance
of existence, because I dared no*
end it. I have travelled a great
deal. I have sfood, not kneeled, in
the Chapel of the Holy Sepulchre,
and have wandered as a sight-seer
through the holy places in Jerusa-
lem. I have been in almost every
part of Europe. Need I tell you
that I have found satisfaction no-
where? “And all this time I was
drawn, by a sort of fascination, to
read much on Catholic subjects;
so I sneered and cavilled and ar-
gued, and read on.

¢ At last, about four months since,
the same uneasy spirit which has
made a very Wandering Jew of me
for the last five years possessed me
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with the idea of returning home,
and I started for Paris. I engaged
my passage in the next steamer for
New York; and, though feeling far
from well, left for Havre. I reach-
ed the hotel, registered my name,
and went to my room for the night.
The steamer was to sail the next
morning. I knew nothing more
for three weeks. Fortunately, I had
fallen into good hands, or I should
never have been here. They said
it was brain-fever, and my life was
despaired of. Assunta, child, you
need not look so pale. You see it
is I myself who have lived to tell
it.”

Father Percival here rose, and,
excusing himself on the ground of
having his Office to say, left the
room. As soon as he was gone
Mr. Carlisle exclaimed:

“There is the noblest man that
ever lived. No wordscan tell what
he has been to me. It seems that,
when I was beginning to give some
hope of recovery, Father Percival
arrived at the same hotel on his
way to America. The landlord hap-
pened to mention the fact of the
illness of a fellow-countryman, and
showed the name upon his books.
Father Percival at once gave up
his passage, and remained to per-
form an act of charity which can
only be rewarded in heaven.”

“You remember, Assunta,” said
Mrs. Lee, *“ Augustine wrote that
he was detained a few weeks by the
illness of a friend.”

“Yes,” said Assunta; “but how
little we dreamed who the friend
was!”

“ And a most ungrateful friend he
was, too, at first,” said Mr. Carlisle.
“When he came to see me, and 1
learned his name, and that he had
become a priest, it was nothing
but weakness that prevented my
driving him from the room. As

it was, I swore a little, I believe.
However, with the tenderness of a
woman he nursed me day and
night; and even when I was better,
there was still no word about reli-
gion, until one day I introduced
the subject myself. Even then he
said but little. I was too weak to
have much pride, or that little
would not perhaps have made the
impression that it did- My pride
has always been the obstacle, and
it is not all gone yet, petite,” he
added, looking at Assunta, who
smiled in answer.

“One night, from what cause I
do not know, I had a relapse, and
death seemed very near. Then
Father Percival came to me as
priest. I can hear now the solemn
tones in which he said : ¢ Mr. Car-
lisle, I will not deceive you. I hope
that you will recover, but you may
not. Are you willing to die as you
are now, unbaptized ?’ I answer-
ed, * No.” ‘Do you, then,’ he said,
‘ believe the Catholic Church to be
the infallible teacher of truth, and
will you submit to her teaching?’
Here I paused. The question was a
difficult one; the word sudmit was
a hard word. But death was very
near, and at last, with -desperate
energy, I said: ‘Yes; baptize me !’
He then knelt beside me, and made
for me an act of contrition—for I
seemed to be sinking fast—and in a
moment more I was baptized, a
Catholic. He then left me instant-
ly, and went for the parish priest,
who came and administered Ex-
treme Unction to—as they suppos-
ed—a dying man. But the sacra-
ment did its work for life, and not
for death. From the moment of
receiving it the scale turned. Of
course much that I have told yo~
I have learned since from Augus-
tine. I was conscious only of
the one act—the submission.
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#“ And how mean a specimen of a
man I have since felt myself to
have been—resisting God year after
year with all the strength of human
pride and that most powerful aux-
iliary of the devil—pride of intel-
lect; and then, when life was at its
last gasp, and everything had slip-
ped from under me but that one
foothold—then to say, ¢ Life is go-
ing; the world has already gone.
I have lost everything else; now I,
a $inner, will condescend to receive
the portion of the saints—God and
heaven!” Do you think, Assunta,
that the angels would have had
much cause for rejoicing over such
an addition to their bright com-
pany ?” :

“That is a genuine drop of your
old bitterness, Mr. Carlisle,” replied
Assunta, laughing, nevertheless, at
his frankness.

“Oh! there is plenty of it left,
petite.  But to go on: when I
found that I was to live, I was de-
termined, before leaving for home,
to make my profession of faith in
the church, as a Christian should
who is not ashamed of his colors,
Augustine would do nothing offi-
cial for me after the baptism, but
he was ever the kindest friend, and
Ilove him with a real David and
Jonathan affection.  Oh! child,
how often have I thought of you
and of how much you would have

been amused to see me, Severn

Carlisle, meekly receiving instruc-
tion in Catholic doctrine and prac-
tice from that simple French priest.
Truly, I needed some one to iden-
tify me to myself. Well, to bring
this long story to an end, the day
before sailing I made my profession
of faith and received Holy Com-
munion in the quiet little parish
church. And now I am here; the
same proud, self-sufficient man as
of old, I fear, but with a peace of
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soul that I have never known be-
fore.”

“ How good God is!” exclaimed
Assunta.

“What does your sister say?”
asked Mrs. Lee.

“ My sister? I do not think she
took in the idea. Her thoughts
would have to travel miles before
they would approach a religious
sentiment. Poor Clara! I find her
much changed. I spent two or
three hours with her this.afternoon.
Shewas very gay, even brilliant—too
much so, I thought, for real happi-
ness. She did not imagine how
transparent her mask was, and I
would not destroy her illusion. I
did not see Sinclair at all. But,”
exclaimed he,looking at his watch,

and rising hastily, “it is eleven

o'clock. I ordered the carriage
for ten, and no doubt it has been
waiting a long time. I owe you la-
dies many apologies for my thought-
lessness and egotism.”

“Mr. Carlisle,” began Assunta,
placing her hand in his, as she bade
him good-night; but the words
would not come as readily as the
tears.

Mrs. Lee had gone to summon
her brother, so the two, so long
parted, were left alone.

“ My child,” said Mr. Carlisle in
a low voice, “I know all that you
would say, all the sweet sympathy
of that tender, unchanged heart. I
have much to say to you, Assunta,
but not to-night—not in the pre-
sence of others.”

Then turning to Father Percival,
who entered the room, * Augus-
tine,” he said, “I am going for a
few days to my place in the coun-
try for rest, and also that I may see
how much it has suffered from my
long neglect. Come and see me
there. It will do me good, heart
and soul.”
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“1 will try to arrange my plans
80 as to give myself that pleasure,”
replied the priest, as he assisted
Mr. Carlisle into the carriage.

What strange contradictions there
are in human nature! How little
can we account for our varying
- moods and the motives which in-
fluence our actions! And how of-
ten we seem to get at cross-pur-
poses with life, and only see how
far we have been wrong when a
merciful Providence, overruling all,
unknots the tangled thread and
straightens the crooked purpose !

Excepting the visit of a few hours
paid by Father Percival to his
friend, two months passed by, and
nothing was heard of Mr. Carlisle.
Those two months were to Assunta
longer, more wearisome, than the
five years that had preceded them.
We may talk of hopes that are dead,
and may honestly believe them
buried deep down in the grave

which duty has prepared and time .

has covered. But hope is the
hardest thing in this world to kill;
and thank God that it is so! Let
but a gleam of sunshine, a breath
of the warm upper air, into that
sepulchre, and the hopes that have
lain buried there for years will
revive and come forth with re-
newed vigor. It is much more
difficult to lay them to rest a second
time.

Assunta had borne her trial no-
bly ; but, as she sat alone on Christ-
mas Eve, and her thoughts natural-
ly dwelt uponthat happy return, and
then the unaccountable disappear-
ance of Mr. Carlisle, her courage
almost failed her, and her brave
heart sank within her, as she
thought how dreary the future look-
ed. She had excused herself from
joining the others at a little family
party, and for an hour she had
sat idle before the fire—a most un-
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wonted self-indulgence for one so
conscientious as Assunta Howard.

A ring at the door and a voice in
the hall made her start and trem-
ble a little, as she had not done on
that first evening of Father Perci-
val’s return. She had scarcely re-
covered herself when Mr. Carlisle
entered the room. ’ '

“I have come to account for my-
self,” were his first words. “I
hoped that I should find you alone
to-night.”

“Mrs. Lee has gone to her mo-
ther’s,” was the reply.

“Yes, I knew it. Assunta, what
have you thought of me? Still
more, what will you.think of me
now? I have suffered much in
these two months; perhaps it is un-
generous in me to say this to you.
Assunta, never for one moment
have I been unfaithful to the love I
told you of so many years ago; but
I had given up the hope of ever
possessing yours. Even when the
obstacle you know of had been re-
moved, I thought that I could bear
to see you happy, as I believed you
were, in a life in which I had no
share. I felt that it would not be
right even to ask you to marry one
so much older than yourself, with
broken health and darkened spirits.
And your fresh beauty, still so girl-
ish, so all-unchanged, confirmed my
purpose. Ah! child, time, that has
silvered my hair, has not dimmed
the golden aureola which crowns
your dear head. But in the many
lonely hours that I have passed
since my return, my courage has
grown faint. I havelonged for your
sweet presence in my home, until
an answering voice has urged me to
come to you. Assunta, once, be-
neath the shadow of the cross, in
the moonlit Colosseum, I offered
you my love, and you put God be-
tween us. Again I urged my suit,
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and again you erected the same im-
passable barrier. To-night I amso
selfish that, even as I have describ-
ed myself to be, I come to you a
third time with a love which years
have but strengthened. My darling,
God no longer comes between us;
can I ever hope to win that true,
brave heart ?”

With a child-like simplicity and
a true womanliness Assunta put
her hand in his, and said :

“Mr. Carlisle, it has long been
yours. ‘Unless he can love you
4n God,’ my mother said. I believe
that the condition is now fulfilled.”

“ And may God bless the love
he sanctions!” said Mr. Carlisle sol-
emnly, After a silence—for where
hearts understand each other there
is no need of many words—Assun-
ta said in her own sweet tones:

“ Do you regret now the decision
of that night in Rome? Was I a
true prophetess?”

“But we have lostso many years,"”
said Mr. Carlisle.

“Yes, lost for time, but gained
for eternity.”

When Mrs. Lee returned, she
greeted the guest with surprise, as
well as pleasure; but both these
emotions were lost in a still greater
joy when Mr. Carlisle, drawing As-
sunta towards him, said :

“ Mrs. Lee, this is my Christmas
gift—a precious treasure, is it not,
to be entrusted to one so undeserv-
ing?"

“Indeed it is a precious trea-
sure,” echoed Mary enthusiastically;
“but, Mr. Carlisle, there isnot aman
in the world in whose possession I
would like to see it so well as in
yours.”

‘ Bless you, Mrs. Lee, for your
kind words! Petste, perhaps your
taste is not so much in fault after
all.”

“ And, Mary,” said Assunta arch-
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ly, “he may yet recover his good
looks, you know.” ‘

“Yes,” said Mr. Carlisle, “love
and happiness are said to be great
beautifiers. I have no objection to
trying the experiment.”

One bright morning, soon after
Easter, there was a nuptial Mass at
the cathedral, celebrated by Fa-
ther Percival, and after the cere-
mony and a quiet, breakfast, Mr.
and Mrs. Carlisle drove in their
private carriage to the beautiful
country. residence which was to be
their future home.

Just at sunset, as they entered
the long avenue which with many
windings led towards the house,
Mr. Carlisle said :

“ My darling, we are at home. I
have waited, like Jacob, almost
seven years for my Rachel. Ican-
not say, as he did, that the days
have seemed few, though I believe
my love has been no less.”

“ And suppose,” replied Assunta,
with the happy confidence of a lov-
ing wife—*suppose your Rachel
should turn out a Lia after all ?”

“In that case,” said her husband
coolly, “I should insist that the
description of that much-injured
lady had done her great injustice.
And I should consider myself a
lucky fellow to have been cheated
into the mistake, and be ready to
wager my Lia against all the Ra-
chels in the world. And now, my
precious wife, welcome home!” -

Ten years later. It is not al-
ways a pleasure to look in upon
loved friends after a lapse of ten
years. Sickness, sorrow, death, or
disgrace may each do a mighty
work in even fewer years, and, at
the best, time itself brings about
marked changes. But a glance at
Carlisle Hall, on this tenth anni-
versary of that happy wedding-day,
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will only show that same happiness
ripened into maturity. In a mar-
riage like that of Severn and Assunta
Carlisle, whatever life might bring
of joy or sorrow would come to
both alike, and nothing could di-
vide them. Even death itself
would but seem to part them, for
their union was ## God. In As-
sunta the added dignity of wife-
hood and motherhood had taken
nothing from the charm of earlier
years; and, if the beauty of the
young girl had faded somewhat,
the ever-grewing grace and purity
of soul more than supplied its

want, even in her husband’s eyes.

And Mr. Carlisle? Noble by na-
ture, and possessing the finest qua-
lities of mind and heart, his soul
was now developed to the full
stature of its manhood. He was a
proud man still, but with a pride
which S. Paul might have com-
mended. He was so proud that
he was never ashamed to kneel be-
side the poorest villager in the
little church. In his pride he glo-
ried in Jesus Christ, and him cruci-
fied. The beautiful church itself
had been erected as a thank-offer-
ing, by Mr. Carlisle and his wife, in
the factory village two miles from
their home; and for some years
Father Percival had been parish
priest of the Church of the Assump-
tion. And Carlisle Hall resounded
with the merry voices of three
children at the end of those ten
years: Severn, the pride of his
‘mother’s heart; Augustine, Father
Percival’s godchild a