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-hope springing suddenîly in i heart,

you may not die se son. Many linger
for years beloire God calls themn awNay;
but Father Jolin will soon bo hore, and
-lultil then try :nid compose yourself te
slOep, while I klicel :nid otfer up a,
praycr te God and His Blessed Mother
ir you."

These wordsseemed te have asoothing
etiet uponl the poor sutorei, and, rais-
ing her eyes te Hleaven, w'itli clasped
hands mutred a fervent pr'aye. Sud-
denly sile turned towau-d .hor daighter,
and as a pionfl expressiu passed over
her features, she huiriedl y said:

Bunt whlat if young Crosby's troopers
are out to-day? May they not kill both
Bian and piest? And thon, abel,
what would become of you ?

"Lot ns hope for the beist, mother,
and put our trust in I ni who nover yet
descited the suffering and deserving.
Aud now, take a f'w spoonfunls of this
sweet milk, it will refresh and strengtlien
yoi, and 1 will wake you np as soon as
the piest comes." She gently raised hir
mother's hcad, and moistenoed her ips
vith the cool aiind Iof'reslinîg beverage

and, adjustirig the bled clothes around
he, knelt on the floor te pray. Afteir
the lapse of sone minuts -e looked
towarct the bcd, and kcnew by hier
nother's bicathing that shle had fallen
asieep. Then, risi4ng from hier position,
she slow'ly opeied the door andl steppcd
out into the imoonlight wlich. nonr
stieained upon the river. " Thank God,
shp nutteied te lirself', as ishe gained
the otsideto thfe cabin. "I Thank God,
she is asleCp at last, and I hope sle wlil
awake rti o.bed :mid boet cr. But, O ! 1
wih Bilan wnould coee !

As she said this she uttered a decp
sigh, and pressed her hands uion ber
bosom, as if te still the loud throbiigs
of' lir heart. At the saine moment a
slight rusling was hcard anong the
buhes a few paces roin where sle
stood. She started, but the nîext moment
r'ushed cige: ly forward as the foirm of
hei' brolher merged f'om the thieket
and stoud bfot o her in the clear moon-
ligLt.

"Bi ian 1 Biln I " she almostshied,
tell me, do yon come alone ? Did you

notuind the paiest?"
A look of unntterable grief dar'kened

the young man's face as he slowly, and

witl enphatic uttoaiiee, us if-ovoiy
wod vas w'rung fromi his loart, ro-
plied :

"Mabel, 1 coni alone; I could not
find himii."

Il Then Cod have ne'y i oi Poor
miotler, for' Brian, a ni afraid sh ceaunot
IO un tii morning.
Foi a few moments those two young

cr'eatures, brother and sister,stoodgazing
ou .each other's fues in niito despair.
Two imarble statues secimcd nL moo
lifeless amd iotionless. Thoy looked as
if strickcn by the hand of deatih, so igid
ai cold they appeared. Young as they
w'ei'c-le, the oldest, not imloie than
twecnty year's- they hiad tlIt the bitterest
soiriow' that could fall to theiri lot, for,
to bu debarred the last sacrainents of
the Churiclh is to a n Iiish Catholic the
greatest o aIl misfortunos. At last
Biat, aver tig Iis eyc eohis sister,
and gazing on the ground, gasped in a
husky voiec.

"3hlbo, is thero no hope? WIlil sh
not livo until neorning "

I f':a- not, I. hoped until now and
tried te cheer her until1 would sec or
lcar froinm you. But now I kiow net
w'hat te do oi' sy."

I istein t me, Mabel," said Bian,
agin loo iig ito his sistori's eycs,
tlere is still hope. I expect Father

John to be in his hiding place in Urnoy
Woods at midiiighto, at the latest, by
suise in the imor'ning. I shall go tircie
to-night; it is but a few miles froim lcro,
and wait iitil imidiight for him. If lie
(oes not tlieii rotiti I w ill leave the
iessage with old Michal, vho liCes
with him in his don, and cross the
ineintains to Raphoo. I have boan
there to-day already, nid miles beyond
it. but i feol that God will give mo
strength and grace te find iiii, if' ho
has not been muirdered by the troopers,
for they woio ont to-day.

" ay (od grant that lie las not, for
theni indeed w'as ou. last hopo ex-
ti nui.sed."

"lie wvont on a sick cal beyond tho
mnitains, so old Michael said, and as
the old man himself is sick and deaf ho
cithcir did not hear ou' else forgot tho
direction of the priest.. But he poniscd
te ietur'n soon, and a- Hugli and Tur-
long h aie scarching for hin , it will go
hard with us all if we do not find him."
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