
Our traveller, a burgess of Nottingham, John Osmond byname, involuntarily drew hisbreathwith agasp atthhhorridcry.Asuperstitiouspersonmighthavereferredthat sound, sounearthlyandappalling, toasupernatural cause, and supposed that itpro-
ceededfrom the wailingspiritofone of the poor nuns, somanyof
whomhad, throughout the country,died of want whenturned,by
<jhe atrocious monarch, from theirholy andhappy homes.

Such wasnot the case withJohn Osmond,aspractical a manand asteadya tradesmanas anymember of the corporation,before
or afterhis owntime,

From human lips that woeful cryproceeded— thatheknew.Thatitmight bea note warning ofdanger tohimself, as wellas ofanguish tothe unhappy personwhoutteredit,he also knew.
The destruction of the convents and monasteries had clone

much todamage socialorder.
Notonly werethe members of the various religious commu-I

nitiesinvolvedin the most dire distress, but innuxnerablepersons
amongthe trading, aswell as the agricultural classes, whose in-
dustry had been employed by the religious establishments,were
deprivedof their meansof living andmade destitute.

The result of this was not only an alarming increasein the
ranksof thepoor,butinthenumbers of idle, dissolute men, who
bandedtogether for thepurpose ofrobbery.

Itflashedlikelightening, then,on the mind of Osmond, thatsome strayed traveller like himself had been setupon, and.was
perhapsbeingmurdered in theruins.

Noman travelledunarmedin those days.
Osmonddrew the short, strong sword he wore

—
a serviceable

weapon all unlike the slender gentlemanly rapier— and dashed
throughthe yawningapertureof thedismantleddoorway.

The door opened to a spacious hall, on one side of whicha
loftyopenarchway gave ingress to theconventchapel,on theother
toacloister orperambulatory.

Osmond ascertainedthis by the light of ahandlamp, which
Btoodinaniche, fromwhich probably thestatueof the founder or
patronoftheconvent hadbeentorn.

Somelivingperson, then, was about theruins, whomust have
placedthe lamp there.

Osmond caught itup,his firstthought of robbers dispelled—
morprobableit was that some sorrowful votaress lingered about
the desolatebuilding, whereshe oncehadhopedto endan innocent
life.

Osmond entered the chapel;all there was intheconfusion
of ruin.

Thealtar overthrown, the snow drifting through the gap in
the roof, the wind howling throughthe tall casementsdenuded of
glass, witha fury that wellnigh quenchedthe feebleflicker of the
lamp.

There was naught in the ruined chapel save the blind bat,
which,dazzledevenby the faintrayof the lamp,quittedits roost
and flapped its leathernwingsin Osmond's face.

Hepaused,andlooked auxiously aroundhim. Surely he had
notbeenthe sportof fancy. Itwas ahuman shriek hehadheard.

Hark!it conies again,echoing more dismally now he stands
withinthe ruinedsanctuary. The soundcomes, however, froman
oppositedirection. He turnsback, he goes towards the cloister,
and there he seesatall, slender figure flit along, andout into the
drivingsnow.

It is the figure of a woman, drapedin a sable robe— not the
habit ofanun,for thatitwouldbetreasonto wear.

Osmondis a manin theprimeof life,strongand swiftof foot,
andhepursuesthe fugitive.

As she passed from under the open arch ofthecloister, into
whathadoncebeen theconvent garden,she turnedher head.

Then,by thepalerayof the lamp, whichhe held, Osmondbe-
heldafair sweet face, verypale and wasted, and lighted up bya
pairofwild dark eyes.

The faceof ayoungcreature whocouldscarcehavepassedher
twenty-second year;but, in strange contrast to her youth and
beauty, thehair that surrounded itandswept down the shoulders,
was whiteas the descending snow.

Invain Osmond called upon this female tostop,assuredher
that hehimselfwasa harmless and benighted traveller, wibhre-
newed shrieks shefledbefore him and disappeared.

The dismal cries, however, ceased suddenly as it seemedatno
greatdistance.

Shading the lamp with his hand from the wind, which
threatenedtoextinguish it, Osmond was slowly making his way
through thesnow in.thedirection in which,by her footprints, he
couldtellthat the womanhad fled.

Hehadnot, however, taken twenty steps,whena redderand
stronger light than that which he carried, flashed athwart the
gloom. I

Thenheheardan exclamation about hishorse,whichhe had
left tetheredtothe shaft of a brokencolumnin the porch.

Thenextmoment twomencarrying torchesappeared.
Oneof them was apparently advancedinlife,theother, awell-

built,good-humoured-lookingyoung fellow, about five and twenty
wasprobably, from the resemblancebetween them, the sonof the'
elder man.

Both were attired after the fashion of the better sort of j
peasants,or smallfarmers, of thosedays. j

They advancedrapidly when they saw Osmond with the lamp
inhishand. j

Their anxiousbrows smoothedwhen they accostedhim, forhis
staidand respectableappearance reassurredthemj for,evenashe j
haddone,they fearedthat somebandithadchosen theruined con- i
ent as thescene ofhis exploits. I

The'London Tablet5 says:— "We are glad to hear froma
Masonic dignitary that the timewill soon arrive whenMaaons will
not "havethepainful duty ofreferring towhathas occurred,"and
when the fervor of their anti-Catholic zeal will be somewhatmoderated

—
atleastas regards itspublic expression. Inthe mean-time the same speaker talks of the acceptance of office by the

Prince of Wales as"adefianceagainst theinterferenceofa foreigi
potentatewith the liberty of conscience of England." We notice
this only topointout that the view thus expressedis quite incon-sistent with the doctrine propoundedlast weekby anotherdigni-
tary

—
a "Grand Deacon" we believe

—
in Warwickshire. This

gentleman explained that"Freemasonay was a religion of goos
work," askedfor nopriestly intermediary betweena manandhidMaker," and was "broadly tolerant of differences in faith andcreed," and that"when Roman Catholicswerepermittedby their
spiritualrulers toupholdsuch opinionsas these, then,andnot tillthen, could theyconsistently continue membersof the craft." It
is thus admitted that Catholics, if they hold the Catholicfaith,
cannotconsistently beFreemasons. Why thenshouldpeopletalk
about "interferenceof a foreignpotentate,/whenonewhobecomes
a Catholic ceases to be a Freemason ? If Freemasonry is one
religion,and Catholicism another which is incompatible withit,
why should itbeany cause for wonder thata man cannotbelonetoboth?

" *

NEW ZEALANDTABLET. |[Saturday,Feb. 6, WS.
"ENGLAND A CIPHER!"

Theenemies of GreatBritainhave been for some yearsdeclaring
innosecret fashion thatEnglandis|no longer a'first-ratepower. Adistinguished Irishpriestandoratorhasbeenrecently perambulat-
ing Americawith the intelligence— pleasing enough, doubtless, tothe Yankee ears—that the sceptre has departed from England,
that she is despised in Europe,that her empire is on thepoint ofcrumbling into fragments, and that the annexationof IrelandbyAmericawouldbea stepagainst whichEnglandwouldnotdare to
raisea finger. Letusconsiderthe truthof the assertion,andwhenhe whobrings itquotes statistics in favor ofhis anticipations,and,indeed, is only expressing in strong language whatmany amongourselveshavebeenhinting andwhisperingforyears,the time willnot be wasted which we may spend upon a cursoryandcandid
review of thepositioninwhich the empire stands withrespecttothe other greatpowersof the world. Moreover,wemust rememberthat, m spite of the enlightenment and civilisation of modemtunes, the day has not yet gone by in which annexationas therightof the conquerorhasbeenrecognisedandacteduponwithoutchastisement,hindrance,or intercession fromotherpowers. Ger-ma_nyhas annexedSchleswich-Holsteinatthe expenseofDenmark,
and AlsaceandLorraineat the expense of France. The idle talethat these were once Germanprovinces was but vamped up todeceive the world. Whatever may have been the case withSchleswick-Holstein, Alsace and Lorraine, at all events, wereFrench to thecoreandmarrow,yetthey were annexedtoGermany.
Anominous fact! An unnatural appetite, which we believed tohave become as extinct as the craving after human flesh, hassprunginto light and activity again, and "earthhunger" is oncemoretobereckoneduponas one of the badpassionsof the Aryannations. How,then,standsEnglandinher offensivemddefensivecapacities,now that civilised warfare is gradually assumingthecharacterof astruggle for existence, when HollandandSwitzer-landtremble as the partridge trembles in the stubble when sheknows that thehawkis hovering above her,and whenthe Berlinjournalshint openly at the annexation of Denmark? Itis a factpatent to all, thatEngland is simply nowhere inContinentalwar-fare. The ostentatious protectorate which wehaveassumed overBelgiumis the actofamadmanwho standsinthe frontofa rushing
train. Germanycanpourinto the field 1,400,000trained soldiers,
andhas the same number of men whom, without arms in theirhands, she canemploy for purposes of a semi-military characterat amoment'snotice. Francehas amilitaryestablishmentwhosestrengthandeffectivenessare scarcely 100,000menbehind thatof her mighty
rival. Russia can inarch a million of men to the frontier;Austriahas eight hundred thousand, Italy six hundred thousand. England
has available for active service between threeandfour hundred thou-
sand men. In that tremendous conflict of armed nations, whichcannot many years be delayed, and of which Woorthand Sedanarebut aQuatreBras to Waterloo, what has (his puny combatant to do
with the jostling of giants ? Yet we gurantee, forsooth! theinde-
pendence of Belgium— and have cast over that fluttering andtimid
formthe shieldof the empire upon which the sun never sets. The
simple but impalpable fact remains thaton theContinent theBritish
empire is a cipher,and means nothing. It is curious but true that
the empire upon which the sunnever sets has no power ofaggression
as a whole. Our colonies must stand or fallby themselves asfar as
England is conc3rned, and England must standor fallby herself as
far asher colonies are concerned. Such is the result which fateand
time andeventshavebrought about. There is kindness, indeed,and
andmutual goodwill,butsubstantialunion andsolidity there is none.For aggressive purposes we are powerless in America and Europe.What aboutaboutAsia? Doubtless our Indian resources inmen are
great,but it wouldbe impossible forour IndianGovernment,withoutgreat sacrifices, toestablish a military force capableof competing with
he vast hordes of Russia. However, there is in that quarter no
danger. Russia has yetCentral Asia to conquer and assimilate,andwill,oven after that, prefer attacking China, which cannot fight, toIndia which can. What, then, becomes of the glory of an empire
upon which, indeed, the sun never sets, whose commercial activity
andadventure areboundless,which absorbs the carrying trade of theworld,but whichis powerless to effect the destiny of nations inanyContinent, whichis unable to chastise the unrighteous strong andtouphold the weak, to succour waving nationalities,and retrench the
overgrowth of ambitious goyerninonts ? For all thesepurposes Eng-
landis a cipher.

—
Daily Express.

reverberated in dismal echoes by the dismantledhalls of thenunnery,and the darkarches ofthesurrounding wood.
Chapter 11.

THE NIGHT WANDERER.
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