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Situnte near the

base of Croghan
Mountain and

among the woods that

environul it, stood the lonely cabin of

Widow Mullen.. ILid among the trees,
midway botween the mountain and the
river a view of it could not he obtained
trom cither, aud the ouly
life apparent in that woody solitude
which. the puassing teaveller could ob-
sorve on that Summuer evening that we
have mentioned, was the spiral wreaths
of smoke which rose from the humble
hearthstone, und, sonring above ihe
trees in fantustic shapes, melted and
were lost among the clouds,

Ax the evening advanced and the last
sy s of the sun were darting behind the
hill, & young wirl stepped from he cabin
and eantionsly approached the bank of
the river.  Fora few minutesshe gazed
wistfully up the stream, and then with
a ook of sorrow on her pale face slowly
retraced her way homewards, custing
now and then a look backward on the
puth she had feaversed as if expecting
some-one whom she engerly longed to
meet. Slowly she entered the cabinand
noi-clessly . approuched the only bod
which it contained. s occupant, a
pale, emaeiated woman, whose breathing
cume thick md heavy, and upon whose
fce Death hal set his” seal, opened her
eyes and Jooked anxiously atthe girfas
she drew nears The rustling of her
dress, which was scarcely pcr(- eplible
1o herself, canght the acute car of the
sufferer and awoke her from the mo-
mentary sliumber which liad steeped her
senses inoblivian,

“as he come yet,

Mabel 2 she

age: ly inquive L addressing the givl in,

Iish, undd reginding her with a look in
which the concantr: ated feclings of suf-
fering, anguish, sorrow and d(,opan' wore
punfulh lppnenl

“ No,; mother,” the givl lephcd inthe
same I:mgn:xge, “he. has not come yet,
but it is =Gl early ; the sun has not yet
gone down, and you know he told us not
to expeet him until after supset.’ He
may not have found Father John in the
cave at Urney, and perhaps was obliged
to gn to Castlefin or R.lphoe to find hnn
and you lenow, mother, thag ina case af
life and death, our Brian i not the one
to tarry o1 be deterred by any obstacles
that hemay oncounter. Me will soon
Le here, and Father John, too.”. And as

i

tndication of

die? “And, after

the poor girl sspoi\\, she hid her fitee in
her hands to conceal the tears that citmo
strenming down her chaeks,

“Grod grant it may be so, Mabel, bat
[ foel @ weakness fere, here "—and she
pressed her hand apon her heart— that
tells me that I have not long o live.
But O, it is not death | fear; conld L
receive the consolations of our holy
Chureh L wounld die happy. Bt to
think that T must -die here, withont a
privst—without the rites which 1. Chris
tinn should reccive—~to die,” «he adided
with vehemence, “like n Sassanach, this
is what | dread, this is what makes my
detlibed wiserable.”

As the mother spoke, the danghter,
unable to conceal her feelings lun“u
gave vent (o passionate sob:, and, clasp-
ing the sufferer in her wms, wept:
upon her bosom. At length: hcunﬁ;
hierselt” from that loving embrnce anid
brushing the tears from her cyes, sho
stoott ercet, and in a voice of deep reli-;
gious feelivg: and pathos which nona
but an JnAh‘ Catholic ean - feel, sho
said .

“ Mother, do not despnir. & God is
good, and wha “knows. but-atl this mo-
ment Brian and the pricst are hinrying
o your aid. - Remember when my poor
father was shot down by Croshy's
troopers at Midenight Mass, in Gilen-
manan Valley, mlwhen they left him
for dead with two bullets in his side, ho
lived until the neighbors brought him
home, and Father D yminick gave Rim
absolution. - Temember the \\O)'(l.,\ of
the good futher. e said: ¢ Blessed
were the dead who died in the Lm'd, and
that those who kipt their conscienco
purc and held the faith would never bo
afraid to die.”” We have clung to the
okt faith and - saffered pm‘uiy and
hunger and sorraw, and-whatever deatly
we meet awe should endure it with
meeknoss, for it is God’s' will.. - Tather
Dominick himself was hanged one weele
alter, without piiest or bishop to attend
him; and he said that he died heppy.
And, O, mother! You have been so
~ro'7(l and charitable that I have often
Tnown you to give ount of your own
geanty res omcex to those: whom. you

| thought wore wretched than yourselfs

You who never committed a crime in
your life, why shoald you be afruid to-
all," she added, a bright:




