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PREFACE.

-

In the guise of fiction, and wearing the habiliments of
romance, the following work is offered to the public; but
not without the hope that it may prove no less acceptable
to the sober-minded and truth-loving than to the mere novel
reader, who seeks in books nothing beyond amusement.

To delineate the spirit, principles and tendency of anti-
republican Romanism in this country has been the undis-
guised aim of the Author. And this he has sought to
do with the strictest fidelity to truth—nothing extenuating,
nor setting down aught in malice.

Though by no means an alarmist, the suthor would
unvail the dark designs, insidious movements, and hidden
policy, of the Papal Hierarchy, and at the same time bring
to light the duplicity, craft and trickery practiced in our
midst by the order of Jesuits—a brotherhood of pious
assassins, the vilest and most despicable of our race; who
in every land, as well as our own, are the sworn ememies
of civil and religious liberty.

The crusade so lately led on by the Romish clergy
against our admirable Free-School system, first suggested
the thought of writing & book of this description. Con-
vinced that vigilance is the price of liberty, and regarding
lhe audacious attempt to subvert the American system of
education as but a prelude to yet bolder attacks, if possi-
ble, upon the free institutions of this Bepuhlioc.'}mdmins
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DANGER IN THE DARK.

CHAPTER I.

The melancholy Nun — Her soliloguy, and repinings — Colloquy —
The Superior of the Convent abruptly enters, having overheard
heretical remarks, and rebukes with severity — Thoughts on
nature and reason.

O=E rosy morning, in the smiling month of May,
there might have been seen peering from the narrow,
open window of a Convent, in a sequestered part of
the Queen City of the West, a young female, in the
guise of a Nun — with fragile form, and pale, attenun-
ated visage. She would have made upon your mind
the impression of faded beanty — though beautiful
still. Her look was unhappy, dejected, and forlorn.
Ah! a rare, sweet flower was that, plucked by a cruel
hand, and left to pine, wither and decay! Though
deeply tinged, and darkly shaded with the hue of
melancholy, her blanched face was yet illnmed with
bright intelligence. In that speaking eye, and pallid
conntenance, was to be read the history of a crushed
and broken heart! With an air of discontent, her
wandering gaze, ever and anon, swept over the con-
tracted space left open to the v-i'uw—whic(a consisted
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merely of a little green plot, scarcely an acre in
extent, fenced in by tall iron-railing, shaded by locust
trees, and slightly ornamented with flowers. For a
while she seemed drowned in & sea of forgetfulness;
and sat resting her elbow upon the window-casement,
gracefully reclining her faded cheek on her lily hand ;
then raising herself erect, and abstractedly bending a
steadfast gaze on vacancy, began, in a feeble, soft,
‘and plaintive voice, to utter andibly, the bewildering
thoughts, that, like dark waves on the bosom of the
deep, rolled heavily across her disconsolate mind —
thus soliloquizing :

“’Tis done! repining cannot alter it. With vows
most solemn, and binding upon my soul, have I
abjured the world — here within these cloister-walls,
henceforth, to pass my allotted time on earth —devot-
ing my life to religion! Religion?” she repeated,
hesitatingly, ‘‘does religion require a sacrifice of all
we hold dear? Is it religion that calls me to a life
of seclusion, austerity, and wretchedness ¥ What
then, is religion? And whence cometh it, O heaven!
if it be lawful to ask? Methinks, I hear a voice
sweetly whisper —¢ Religion is & form divinely bright!
a seraph of celestial birth!’ Can this be trne? And
comes it to mortals to fetter the soul and imprison
the body ; to shut out the light and beanty of earth,
and make the way to heaven dark and difficult?
Comes it to chill the warm affections, and paralyze
the divine emotions which expand the human breast,
and that elevate, refine, and ennoble our naturet Is
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it the office of heaven-born religion to sunder the
sweetest ties of friendship, and break the most sacred
bonds of love? Blasphemous thought! Are priests
then in error, and has the infallible church gone astray
And mpst I henceforth distrust my spiritnal guides,
who teach me, that seclusion apd penance sre well
pleasing to God, and promote the soul’s. salvation {,
Shall I no longer submit implicitly to the gnidance of
ghostly fathers, who have taken charge of my immortal
interests, and to whom I have committed the care of
my soul ard the keeping of my conscience! But
what is this that challenges, my reason, and, unbidden,
comes to rap at the door of my understanding? 1
must banish these vain, intruding thoughts —sugges-
tions, it may. be— of Satan, who seeketh my destruc-
tion! But, in spite of all, the guestion constantly
recurs— why must I languish in this gloomy prison,
that my spirit may bloom in heaven? How inexpli-
cable, that the soul must be crushed, the garden of

‘the heart made desolate, bereft of every tender plant,

sweet flower, gnd clustering vine, in order to enjoy
saving grace, and in the world to come receive life
everlasting |

“These tender sympathies and natural affections
that glow within my throbbing breast, did not the all-
wise and beneficent Creator, himself bestow? Yet to
secure his smiles, and merit his favor, they are to be
uprooted and castont! And the imperishable mind—
a bright jewel from the skies! why should its luster
be dimmed, ifs, puresh, rays exhinguisbed, in order that
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it may ascend to celestial climes § Must I, then, be-
lieve the home of the angels less brilliant than earth ;
and that the moral and intellectnal faculties are to
deteriorate, and their capacity, life, and activity abate,
when the mortal is separated from the immortal ¢
But alas! human reason is carnal—and the church
bids me turn & deaf ear to its voice. Surely my heart
is blind, my soul in peril! Fearful unbelief takes
hold upon mine inmost thoughts—heaven help me
to beware! deep darkness and mystery encompass
me !|—Holy Virgin Mary, I invoke thee for light, to
see and know my duty! O, deliver my tempted soul ’
from the snares of the evil one, and suffer me not to
go down to perdition !”

Oppressed with gloomy reflections, with doubts and
superstitions fears, that hung like lead upon her heart,
she clasped her feverish brain, as if to check the burn-
ing current of her thoughts, and bowed her head in
gilence. - After a short space, she lifted her eyes, beam-
ing with spiritual light, imploringly to heaven, and
with a subdued utterance, and in touching tones, she
thus resumed:

“Q for a heart resigned to my allotment! Holy
saints and martyrs, pray with me; blessed Jesus,
vouchsafe thy most gracious aid; and may all worldly
thoughts, attachments and desires be taken away!
# # ®» & Alas! alas! that recollection should e’er
call to mind days that have fled—golden hours I fain
would forget! Enchanting scenes of other years, yet
fresh and green on memory’s page, how they make
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me long to fly away from this dismal abode!" For,
once was I happy; silver-tongued hope whispered
cheeringly to my glad heart; the bright bow of promise
spanned the future; loved and caressed by friends,
lightly and gayly I walked the primrose-path of plea-
surel Butah! the opening flowers I seized even now
have shed their bloom ; the rainbow’s lovely form has
suddenly vanished. Farewell, sweet dreams of de-
light! by penance, self-inflicted torture, and devountly
embracing poverty and wretchedness, I am to purchase
heaven and escape the flames of hell. I must welcome
the sufferings, the pains and miseries that save the
soul, though they destroy the body. * * * * How can
it be, yet I must believe it is, that God is best pleased
with mortals when they render themselves the most
miserable! Then is pleasure a sin, and enjoyment
an offense unto him! And then am I right in seek-
ing to win the smiles of my Redeemer by renouncing
the world, and shutting myself up in this dismal
prison.”

With a tremulous voice, the melancholy maid closed
the final sentence; then drooping her head, buried
her face in the white folds of her handkerchief, giving
vent to the heart’s deep emotion in flowing tears.

An inner door of the apartment occupied by the
solitary recluse now gently opened, and a blooming
girl of sixteen entered, who also wore the habit of a
nun. Casting a look of mingled surprise and pity
upon the weeping damsel, she said:

“Isadora, come do talk some; you have teen w
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gilent to-day! You know not how sad and lomely I
feel; and it makes ‘me still more gloomy to see you
go thoughtful and cheerless.”

“Sister Helen,” replied Isadora, “I, indeed, could
wish myself less thoughtful, less inclined to medita-
tion: for my reflections are all unprofitable, and only
serve to awaken feelings of discontent.”

It cannot be, Isadora, that you are growing weary
of the convent, and tired of a life devoted to reli-
gion§”

“To own the truth, sister, my rebellions heart hag
almost breathed the wish that, in my career of plea-
sure, I had never been hailed by those who cared for
my soul.”

¢ Strange that you should feel 50! What has come
over you, nnhappy girl

¢ Alas! I know not.”

“ Be not ungratefal to the holy men who have led
you into the way of life and salvation.”

““Truly, they have pointed me the way, a steep and
therny way, to heaven. 1 bowed submission; then
came the winter of my soul; a frost, a killing frost,
fell upon the garden of my heart—that garden blooms
no more! Bleak winds have swept over it; its beanty
and its perfume are gone; desolation reigns there,
and nanght springs up but sighs and regrets |

““You surprise me, Isadora! I thought you a most
exemplary saint.”

“Then were you deceived, my dear, greatly de
ecived.”
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% How long, sister, siice you took the vows ” ~

“Almiost two years; and each day has seemed a
year!”

“ How then shall I, %ho have just taken the vail,
ever expect to be more reconciled than now to this
monotonous existence? I had hoped this dullness
would wear away, and that time would cease to drag
80 heavily along; but you have quite discouraged
me.”

“Let me not dishearten you, Helen ; gladly wonld
I throw sunshine and not shadows upon your clois-
tered life. Come and sit you down by my side, loved
one, and let us freely converse. Tell me why you are
unhappy.”

“ The father-confessor told me,” said Helen, as she
seated herself near Isadora, *‘I would find it such a
charming and happy life to be & nun! but by no
means have I realized my anticipations. When a
novitiate, I had so many privileges, and was so kindly
treated I thought I should always love the convent;
but since I’ve taken the irrevocable vows, the scene
has vastly changed: 1 nomore can go out at pleasure
to mingle with gay and cheerful friends; nor do I
any more receive the kindly attentions I oncedid from
the superior and the sisters of charity; indeed, they
quite neglect me now, and treat me with cold indiffer-
ence. But ’tis useless, I know, to indulge these
unavailing regrets; the sacred vows having passed
our lips they ne’er can be recalled. It may be, Isa-
dora, that we have not subdued our proud rebellicus
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natures, as we should, by doing penance; we ought,
perhaps, to deal more severely with ourselves ; there
are those among us who seem content and satisfied
in their condition ; then it may'be possible for us to
become so. Father confessor says, it is our imperative
duty to be resigned.”

“A npature such as yours, Helen, can never be
reconciled to the cloister. True, there are natures
that can; your faculties are too active and vigorous;
they demand a wider, brighter, and more exalted
sphere! Dull minds and unreflecting capacities only
can find contentment within convent walls.”

“Then you predict for me, a lifetime of inward

conflict—a perpetnal warfare within my own'bosom—
an undying struggle against & wayward heart and
restless mind #” '
. “’Tis needless to deceive you, Helen; a soul like
yours, will not, cannot, patiently endure chains and
imprisonment! To keep inviolate the monastic vows,
which already hang so heavily upon you, will require
a constant struggle with a rebellious nature, which
only can be subdued by crushing your spirit, and tear-
ing from your warm heart all that’s lovely and lov-
ing!” Baying which, she turned a look of tenderness
on her young. companion, gazing abstractedly mpon
lier dimpled and glowing cheek, with which her own
80 strong.y contrasted.

“Why, so earnestly, do you peruse my face, sister
Isadora?” inquired Helen in an affectionate and
gentle tone,
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“1 was but calling to mind, sweet girl, the days
when the rose-tint decorated my own cheek, as now
it does yours; and t.hinking—-—a:laal ’tis a gloomy
thonght — how soon thine, will fade as mine!”

“The blighting effects you have here experienced,
1 can scarcely hope to escape. Well, if it prove bene-
ficial to the soul, and save me from the intolerable
flames of purgatory, let beanty decay, and health be
wasted | The attenuation of the body is the purify-
ing and exaltation of the spirit.” .

*“So we are-taught to believe, I know; but if to
doubt is sinful, then am I a sinner; nor will a lifetime
in a convent, be likely to transform me to a saint | ”

‘ Beware, Isadora, I plainly perceive, in the direc-
tion of your thoughts, an inclination to skepticism. ”

“Ttis even s0; but how to help it, I know not; my
wayward, straying mind, I cannot fetter. In spite of
prayers, fastings, and self-denial, wild, wandering

- thoughts go out at will—and in vain I strive to tame
them. ” 2

“What can it axail us to be incarcerated within
these walls, if we fail to subdue all worldly desires §”

‘ Naught, naught, will it avail! When as a token
of my renunciation of the world, I received this sable
vail, little did I imagine how typical it wounld prove,
of the complexion of my fate, and the deep darkness
that should ever after vail my heart and wretched
lifel ’

‘It may be, we are too carnal: let us double the '
number of prayers required of us, and be more given
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up to devotion : perchance, our faith may grow strong-
er, 80 that we shall be able to overcome these wicked
temptations and sinful repinings.”

My heart bears me witness, that I have faithfully
striven to subdue the perversity of my fallen nature,
This morning I rose at early dawn; performed
severe penance; prayed fervently as I knew how —
invoking saints and holy martyrs to bestow their
gracious aid, and to intercede in my behalf. Then
seating myself here by the window, I tried to give
my mind to devout meditation: but then came vain
imaginings!| While looking out upon. that blooming
shrubbery, and observing the little merry birds, gay-
ly fluttering and sweetly singing among the green
branches, the thought involuntarily came into my -
mind — happy creatures ! free to fly at will, and on
your downy wings to cleave the bright and silvery
air; what delight! what transports are yours! while
here is wretched Isadora, tied down by vows more
weighty than iron chains, and stronger than bars of
brass!” .

* Ah1” sighed Helen, looking sorrowfully, “ what
unlooked for temptations Satan oft puts in our way!”

“In the midst of my reflections there caught my
eye a bevy of fashionable young ladies, gliding by on
yonder street: there seemed enchantment in their
graceful movements, elastic step, lovely forme and
- gay attire! and when their joyous tones and ringing
langh came floating on the air, what a thrill ran
through my frame! my pulse quickened, my bosom
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heaved —then, for the moment, how I was tempted
to fly from my prison! But soon, recollection hurried
me back to despair! The sad remembrance came,
that my wings were clipped, and my p:monn shorn by
the religion I am tanght to reverel Yet in vain I
bid my soul be still ; my heart poured forth mingled
sensations of anguish and delight! so forcibly was I
reminded of the time when, like them, [ was happy,
unfettered and free | and with all my wishes freighted,
merrily sailed on life’s silvery wave.”

“Isadora, I fear there was impiety in such thonghts.”

““If so, then never can I hope to be other than im-
pious ! Irreligion, think yon, in that we cannot help §”’

“Our father confessor, you know, repeatedly ad-
monishes us to erase from the mind every fond recol-
lection of the world without.” .

“Yes, it wounld be well if we could banish from
memory these gilded scenes of pleasure, that are no
more to return. The purple sky of life’s smiling
morn is now overcast by leaden clouds, on which
the rainbow’s glow is never seen : let not, I pray you,
my wicked, wandering thoughts lead thy pure mind
ash.ay.” a

“Tis hard, I know ’tis hard to prevent the mind’s
return to scenes once enjoyed — objects once loved.”

“ But why should we deceive ourselves? The ob-
jects from which we try to imagine ourselves divorced,
are yet loved, yet cherished, yet dear! * * * # Tt
may be -unpardonable, Helen, and for aught I know,
you may esteem me a vile heretxc,bnt for my life, I
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cannot help feeling, that there are errors, fatal errors,
that have crept into the mother church —however
infallible it may be regarded. Even hated Protestant-
ism is, in some of its features, superior, in my hum-
ble estimation, to the Catholic religion.”

“You startle me, Isadora!?”

“ Let me tell yon wherein I incline to give Protest-
antism the preference: Catholicism checks the gener-
ous and noble impulses of the soul, and interdicts
the highest and purest pleasures which the benevo-
lent Creator has been pleased to confer upon mankind.
The Protestant religion, on the contrary, forbids no
rational enjoyment; it cherishes, as sacred, every ten-
der kindred tie and affection that bind human hearts
together — fostering an expansive benevolence, and
all the noble and lofty sentiments that unfold within
the human breast.”

The lady abbess, having softly approached the
threshold, chanced to overhear the last remarks of
Isadora. Abruptly entering the room, she said, an-
grily: ‘““Ahl then you are turning Protestant—
about to renounce the faith, I suppose, and become a
heretic #

‘ No, no, St. Evangeline, jndge me not so harshly ;
no intention have I of renouncing the faith.”

“You'll deny it, of course, to avoid penance, and
being compelled to fast; what then do you mean by
eulogizing Protestantism, and speaking in dispraise

"~ of the holy Catholic faith? How can you presume,

in this consecrated place of devotion, hallowed by
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the presence of saints, to breathe sentiments so pro-
fane, and frgught with such deadly poison§ I marvel
that God, in his anger, did not smite you down!
Think of it, were you in Rome, and showld dare to
atter such things, your life would pay the penalty —
and that by slow torture, upon the rack, or amid
blasing fagots!”

“Much reason, then, have I to be thankful that I
live in a land of greater freedom, where such horrid
cruelties are not tolerated.”

“ Yet, infinitely better, no doubt, would it be for
your poor soul, if there were less religious toleration
in this coun

“None, but the most fiendish human monsters, ~
could inflict such tortures as you speak of.”

It is done only in kindness, and prompted by the
purest love for the soul.”

“I pray ever to be delivered from the embrace of
such love; scarcely counld savage barbarity equal it.”

¢ Millions, no doubt now in heaven, bless the
flames kindled by holy inquisitors, as the means of
their salvation! for the fires that consumed theiz
bodies, conquered the infidelity of their hearts. All
good Catholics pray that the time may speedily come
when the church will have power to establish the holy
[nquisition in America.”

‘“Heaven forbid, St. Enngelme, that I should live
to see that day!”

““Well may such heretics as you say sol”

“Why is it, if yom can, do.tell me why, our reli-
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gion tends to oppress and burden, rather than to
strengthen and sustain, frail and sinking human-
ity$”»

‘““See yon not the shocking impiety of such a ques-

- tion? Have not the presumption to attempt fathom-
ing the deep mysteries of religion; nor presume to
comprehend what God has hidden from onr eyes.
Lean not on your own understanding, and learn to dis-
trust your faculties; neither have any will of your
own; look alone to your spiritual superiors, remem-
bering, it i8 not your province to resson, but to exer-
cise faith.”

‘Waiting for no reply to her last remarks, the supe-

- rior hastened from the apartment; and the two young
ladies were again alone. After some moments of
silent meditation, Isadora observed :

““St. Evangeline exhibits little of ¢ that’ meek and
quiet spirit, which in the sight of God, is of great
price.’ ] .

It becomes not a saint to be angry.”

‘“ How unreasonably she denounced reason! Has
the human soul a more exalted attribute? Why is

_ this light kindled within us{ certainly, not to be extin-
guished! Reason is heaven’s highest and best gift
to mortals.”

I think you not altogether in the wrong, Isadors;
but I am a little apprehensive, you trust too much to
reason and the light of nature, to occupy safe
ground.”

“Deprived ss we are of the Scriptures, we eaa
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hardly do better, than take mature for our bible, and
reason for our guide.”

“We are not, I admit, permitted to read the scrip-
- tures for ourselves; yet the divine teachings thereof,
are.graciously imparted to us by the clergy.”

“I must think you will find yourself at & loss to
hllwhythebookof(}odshunldbemthheldfmmthe
people by the priesthood.”

“The only resson assigned, is, our incompetency,
without priestly aid, to rightly interpret, and properly -
understand the word of God.”

“That may be reason enough, but to my mind, it
has never been very satisfactory. They would also
have us believe that nature too, is a sealed book that
priests only can open.”

“Is it not so "

“Do we not everywhere find precious lessons of
instruction in the great volume of nature? Does not
the study of creation fertilize thought, and vivify the
soul? Look abroad upon the illimitable universe,
and say whether it does not display the glory of God,
and reveal to the heart much of truth and duty! We
see the almighty power of Deity, in the immensity of
his works ; his infinite wisdom, in their vast variety,
beauty, order and harmony! And his unspeakable
goodness, we behold in the adaptation of everything
to beneficent purposes! Yes, the adorable attributes
of the Creator are engraven on the works of his
hands ; they are written upon the skies—on the sun,
moon, and stars! And we may read profitable les-
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sons of wisdom, on every leaf that flutters in the
breeze ; every spire of grass, and opening flower that
decorate earth’s green bosom! Yet, shall we be told,
it is wrong to study nature? That it is, at once, a
duty and a gracious privilege, will appear sufficiently
evident from this — the study of nature tends to
purify the heart, as well as enlarge the mind, and
invigorate its powers.”

“Do you then apprehend; that we should likely
find the teachings of nature always in harmony with
the instructions of the church #?

“To be candid, I must say, there seems to me no
little discrepancy.”

“There then, lies & valid pbjection to our attempting
to interpret the book of nature.”

“I will not argue that point; but let me now show
you wherein there appears, to my mind, a disagree-
ment, between the indications of nature and the
instructions we receive from the church.”

“Well then, if you will, read me a chapter from the
book of nature.”

“From our little window here, we are able to see
but a fragment, a torn, and a tattered leaf of the
great volume of creation—nevertheless we may make
out something :

““Look now upon the deep green foliage, and deli-
cate white blossoms that adorn those locust-trees ; and
there to our right, you see a beautiful lilac, and here
on our left, a crape myrtle; immediately in.front of
us, there stands a bunch of roses; and yonder too, are

R g
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seme violets, lilies, and variegated pinks: have they
not all a language! Unmistakably, they declire to
us, that God delights in beauty and vatiety. If not,
why has he made them so beautifal and so vatied !
Why are ‘they not uniform in color, shape, and tex-
ture§ Why not all sable or drab? But see what
brilliant hues, how variously tinted, and delicately
fringed and rufied! Have human hands ever pro-
duced anytling so exquisitely wrought? Here then
is & lesson from nature.”

“Well, does it mot harmenize with our mhgiom

* faith and practice 1’ .

By no means, #s I conceive.”

% Where is the discord ¢’ ®

“We may perceive it, if we but look upon our-
selves : in obedience to the commands of the churah,
we are clothed in perpetual black; our dresses are
plain, and unadorned ; our dark caps, untrimmed by
ribbon or ruffle, cover our shorn heads, without grace
or comeliness! The beautiful tresses, which nature
hutg about our temples, the rich, luxurignt hair
which we once esteemed an ormament, have been sae-
rificed to our faith: the church decreed it, and we
submitted to the uanatural demand. Burely we have
not followed the indications of nature nor reason in
any respect ; for how unlike the flowers are we! And
how manifestly unlike, what the all-wise Creator in-
tended we should be!”

: Trﬂ_yyouhlvelh-mgeoonoeih,lwion;ulk
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of copying nature, and imitating the flowers in om
apparel! Such attire would illy become saints.”

%o it seems to us; but only because we have been
tanght, that everything lovely, beautiful, and charm-
ing, must be sacrificed at the shrine of religion! T've
sometimes thought, if priests could have a world
made to order, for the dwelling-place of saints, it
would be a sad world indeed — utterly comfortless,
wrapped in darkness, and overgrown with thorns |”

‘“How you talk!”

. ““See, Helen, yon fat old Quaker waddling down
the alley! His religion sits as easy on him as his
shad-bellied coat. The complexion of A:s faith
requires drab; while ours enjoins black. Had the
Almighty consulted the Quakers in making the Uni-
verse, what a drab-colored creation there would have

*been | the rose never would have blushed ; birds never
would have sung !”

For the present, we take leave of the characters
that have been introduced to-the reader, and proceed
to unwind another thread of our.story. The youth-
fol nuns, Isadora Norwood, and Helen Bower, whose
acquaintance we have made, will be repeatedly
brought forward in subsequent chapters.



CHAPTER II.

A social Qircle, in which the conversation turns upon Oatholie
8Bchools and Priestcraft — Protestant and Romish Institutions
compared—Policy of the Hierarchy discussed.

“I Tamx it so strange, Mrs. May, to hear that Ara-
bella is attending a Catholic institution !” said Mrs.
Glenn, addressing a very fashionable-looking lady who
sat next her.

“It is not Aer choice, but mine ;”” responded Mrs,
May.

“That is still more singular — that you, a Protest-

ant, should prefer educating your daughter at a
Romish school, indeed surprises me much !”

*“1 cherish no religious prejudices, Mrs. Glenn.”

“That is well ; 1 wish all the world could say as
much. For my own part, I belong to no church—
have never been identified with any religions denom-
ination whatever; but I cannot help regarding it as
very inconsistent, and exceedingly injudicious, in
Protestant parents, to place their children in the
hands and under the influence of papists, for instruc-
tion.” _ '

“How remarkable ! I can see nothing to be afraid
Of in Catholic schools. _Lfore than balf (_t‘l.:la\yonng‘
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ladies at St. Mary’s are of Protestant parents; and
many of them members of Protestant churches.”

“Yes, I’'m aware of that,—and lament it too.”

*“Where is the danger, Mrs. Glenn ¢”

¢“Ah! that lies behind & curtain ; it is concealed in
darkness. How many have we seen taken in the
snare! Yet so cautiously, adroitly and silently is it
done, that few take the alarm.”

“Of course, it sometimes happens, that Protestant
children become Catholics, by being educated in papal
schools ; but parents who wish their danghters highly
accomplished, and fashionably educated, are willing
to run some risk, in conferring upon them advantages
80 great.” :

“But where is the necessity of such a risk ¥ Th
are Protestant institutions, where every desirable
accomplishment, and the most thorough education
may be obtained.”

¢ But Catholic schools, you know, are far superior.”

“No, I admit it not; that is & sad mistake, into
which, I am very sorry to say, numbers of Protestants
have fallen. It has no foundation in truth ; and such
an impression could have never obtained but for the
vain boasting of Roman priests, who are, of all men,
the most egotistical, arrogant and presumptious. Not
only do they claim to have received the keys of the
kingdom of heaven, and to possess power to open and
shut at pleasure the celestial gates, but also to hold
the key of knowledge! If we are to believe them,

tAsy only possess true learning: snd all educstional )
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institutions not under their supervision are worthless.
Nay more, they are pronounced Godless, abominsble,
and rnirous to youth! Such is the language they
hold. The truth is, the Catholic clergy are not gene-
rally eduested men.”

“ Not educated men 1"

“I mean they are not liberally educated. They
may have all learned to read Latin, and some of them
English ; bnt they are not men of thorough and varied
learning. I say what I know; for such have been
my opportunities, in relation to a knowledge of the
clergy, and the extent of their scientific ar d literary
attainments, that 1’m prepared to speak advisedly
upon the subject.” '

¢ Never before has any one heard it disputed that
Qatholic priests are men of learning! Why it is
given up on all hands they are the profoundest schol-
ars in the world 1”?

“I’m fully aware that papists make such preten-
sions, and the illiterate have not been slow to believe
them. Many take for granted whatever is boldly
asserted —especially if oft repeated. This may ac-
count for the prevalent opinion as to the priesthood
being so vastly learned. Protestsnts, having gene-
rally so little opportunity for testing the education
either of Romish priests or teachers, it is not so
strange they should be deceived. That there are to
be found among the clergy profound scholars is by
no means doubted; yet for the most part, preachers
aid teachers-of the Church of Rome are exceedingly
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limited in their attainments, superficial thinkers, feeble
writers, and unbearable bigots I”

“ How uncharitable !”

¢ Charity, Mrs. May, is not blind to groes errors
and palpable wrongs ; especially when they are of
such a nature as to prove highly mischievous to soci-
ety, and involve vast numbers in wretchedness and
ruin.”

“Very true; but you certamly do injustice to pa-
pists.”

“] wish not to, but would rejoice to see popery
become a blessing rather than a' curse to the world ;
and gladly would 1 bestow praise wherein I now
blame; but when I see in that stupendous fabric &
tendency to overshadm}, crush, and destroy whatever
is not like itself, I am inclined to regard it as a curse
and not a blessing to the earth.”

“Will you allow Catholics no credit—award them
no honor, for building up schools and colleges in this
country §”

“The intention of these instititions, let me assure
you, is not to confer on’juvenile minds & liberal and
useful education, but to instil the doctrines of Roman-
ism. Disguise it a8 they may, their chief object is to
make papists, not to unfold and enlighten the mind,
as they would have us believe.”

“That is bringing against Romanists a grave
charge, Mrs. Glenn. If persuaded of its truth, I could
not indeed conscientiously patronize their schools.
But I must think you misled in your opinions. and
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terhaps a little prejudiced. Mr. Dupin, the priest
who daily visits the St. Mary’s school, has repeatedly
assured me that no improper means were used to influ-
ence the minds of the young ladies attending the
institution, npon the subject of religion.”

“Yes, and thus they disarm you, and lull suspicion
to sleep; then taking advantage of your credulity,
stealthily lead the confiding mind of your child out
of the reach of parental influence into a8 miserable
‘delusion. The errors they inculcate operate as a slow
poison. We need not go beyond the circle of our own
acquaintance to find examples of the sad consequences
that not unﬁ:eqnently attend the injndicious thing of
placing Protestant children in the hands of papists to
be educated. There, for instance, was Isadora Nor-
wood, a charming girl, and possessed of an uncommon
mind. I presume yon remember her?”’

¢“Yes, perfectly well; she was an innocent, sweet
girl. I-was much astonished to hear of her taking
the vail.”

“And so was her poor mother, who died of a
broken heart soon after on account of it. Jnconscious
of danger, and contrary to Isadora’s will, that loving
mother, four years ago, sent her daughter to the insti-
tution where Arabella now is. Two years from that
time she was prevailed upon, by priest Dupin, to
renounce the world and enter the convent for life.
Indeed, soon after she commenced her studies in the
school, she was persuaded to become a novitiate, and
to wear the white vail; and that without the knowl-
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edge or eonsent of her parents. One of the first lee-
sons taught in Catholic schools is secrecy ; hence very
improper influences may be used without the knowl-
edge of parents.”

¢ Such occurrences a8 that in relation to Iudon
Norwood, I admit, are unfortunate; but certainly they
are me.”

“By no means rare; numerous instances of the
kind have I known. And very reeentl} have I learned
that Helen Bower has taken the vail. You may
know her also; if I mistake not, her parents were
members of your charch.”

“ Helen Bower ? can it be possible! = She belonged
to my class in sabbath-school. I knew she was at St.
Mary’s awhile—but had no thought of her ever
becoming a Oatholic—and much less did I dream
of her taking the vail! She was truly an interesting
little girl ; it has been several years, three or four at
any rate, since I saw her. It must greatly afflict her
parents, for they doted on Helen; her brothers, too,
almost worshiped her.” ‘

¢ The sundering of connections, and the most sacrea
ties that bind kindred spirits, are light matters in thc
~ estimation of unfeeling priests, who hold it a virtue to
be insensible to all the agonies of this life, and the
miseries of the present world!”

“I can have no fears at all events, of Arabella’s
being tempted to become a nun,—or even to embrace
any of the Romish doctrines.”

‘““But none the further from danger is she, Mrs,
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May, on that acoount; but rather, the less secure;
for being at rest upon the subject, you will be less apt
to advise, and place her on her guard against the
duplicity, and wily arts of Jeeuitism.”

‘ Arabella, has been too well instructed in religion
and Bible principles, to have her faith shaken by any
artifice they may choose to practice; beside, she is
too fond of fashion and pleasure to” be a nnn.”

¢ Oonstantly surrounded by such influences as Jes-
nits know how to wield, you know not what effect
may eventually be produced upon her mind. Thongh
she should never become & papist, you must see that
ghe is liable, and more than liable to have her mind
poisoned, bewildered, and darkened by the errors and
superstitions of Romanism. Few understand what
wonderful revolutions may be brought about, by slow
degrees, in the human mind ; and equally few com-
prehend the unbounded influence that teachers may
gain over their pupils.”

While the above dialogue was in progress, a mis-
cellaneous, and promiscuons conversation was going
on in other parts of the room: but gradually the atten-
tion of the company began to be attracted to the topic
under discussion between Mrs. Glenn and Mrs. May.
Fanny Willow, who had heard but little of what had
passed, oﬁg to the perpetnal racket of her own
tongue, chaneed to catch some of the last remarks of
Mrs. Glenn, so as to divine the subject of conversation:
tarning suddenly round she interrupted the talkers by
lmyi.ng§ in a sharp, squealing voice, and on & strain-
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ing key that ran through one’s head like the filing of
a crosscut saw: “Do say, Mrs. Glenn, have you had
the exquisite pleasure of making the acquaintance of
the Right Rev. Dr. Dupin 7

“J’ve seen the fellow;” replied the lady addressed,
not altogether in her usual tone of eivility. ~

“Seen the fellow!” iterated Fanny testily, and
appearing -quite shocked at the irreverence of Mrs.
Glenn, ‘““upon my word ! 1 thonght you could appre-
ciate character better than that: why, let me assure

" you, I esteemed it an extreme felicity, to make his
acquaintance | :

“A sprinkle, I imagine, of what the clergy call
extreme unction ! ”

“What irreverence! really you are sacrilegious,
Mrs. Glenn!”

I respect all great and good men, Miss Willow ;
but as for your immaculate saint, Dupin, I can sce in
him nothing amiable, or praiseworthy, much less to
‘reverence and adore.”

“La! me! Mrs. Glenn, how singular you are! If
there’s a saint on the top of the green earth, allowing
me to speak poetically, Mr. Dupin is one.”

“Talking of the green earth, Miss Willow, allow
me to suggest there are some things greener than it.”

‘I understand that insinuation perfectly! It’s not
ev