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THEIR STQLY RUNNETA THUS.

By Faroer Ryan,

Two little children played smorg the flowers,
Toelr mothere weze of kin, tho’ far apart ;

The children’s ages were the very rame

E'en to ea bour ; sud I bel wes her name,

A falr, sweet gin, with great, brown, wond'rlng

eyes

Thet u.-uy;md to Maten jast as if they held

The gifs of hearlag with the Yowur of eight.

Six Sammera elept upon her low white brow
And dreamed smid the roses of her cheeks,

Hor voico wes sweetly low ; and when she spoke
Her words were muzlc; aud her lsughter rang
8o like an altar bell that, had you beard

Its slivery scund a-rivging, you would think

Of kneeling dowa and worshipplog the pure,

Tacy played among the roses—it was May—
Audy“hi :’; and seck,” and ‘seck and hide,” sll

eve
Taey played together till the sun went down,
Earih beld no bappler hearts than thelrs that

day :
Arnd tlmdyn 1nst she plucked » crimson rose
And gave to him, her playmate, couein-kio ;
And he went thro’ the gardea till be found
The whitest ross of ali the roses there,
Asd placed it In her Jong, brown, waviog halr,
“] give you red—ind you—you give me white :
What is the mesning?” ssid ehe, whileasm i,
As radisnt ssthe lght of angel's whig,
Swept bzignt across her face ; the while her eyes
Seemed iofinite purities hall usleep
Ta aweetest pearls—and he did mako reply,
“Swaet Brhel! white dies fi.st—you kuow, the
ALOW,
(And it is not as white ss thy pure face)
Melts soon away—but roses red as mine
Will bloox when all the snow hath passed away.”

She sighed a little righ, then laughed ngnln,
Aud hsod 1a hand they walked the windirg ways
Of that fair garden tili they reached her home.
A good-bye and a kiss—and he was gone,

Sha leaned her head upon her mother’s breast,

Aad ere she fall asleep she, eighing, called,

D es white die first 7 my mother | and does red

Live longar §” and her mother wondered much

At euch strunge speech, She fell asleep

With murmurs on her lips of red and white,

Those cbillren loved a3 cnly children can,

With notbleg in thelr love eave their whele
szlves

When in thelr eradles they had been betroth’d,

Thaey koew it iz 8 manner vague and dim—

Uaconicioua yet of what betrothal meant.

The byy—she calied bim Merlin—a love name—
(Aud he—he called her always Ullalnee,
No matter why)—the boy was full of moods,
Upon his soul and face the dark and beight
Woere etraogely intermingled. Houra would pass
Ripplirg with bis bright prattle—and then, hours
Would come and go : aud never hear a word
Fall from his lips, and never see a smile
Upon his face, Ho was eo like a clond
With ever-changful hues, as she was like
A golden suubaem shinlng on its face,

* * * - » *

Ten years passed on, They perted and they
mot
Not often In each year, yet as thoy grow
Ia yoars, & consclouecess unto them came
Of humau love.
But It was sweet end pure.
Thaera was no prsion in it. Reverence
L'ko Guardian Avgel watched o’er Iunocence.
Oae night ia mid of May thelr faces met
As nure as all the stars that gazad on them.
They met to psrt from themeelves and the
world
Theie hoarts jast touched to separate and bleed,
Thelr oyea were linked in look, while szddest
tears
7ell down like rain upon the cheeks of each :
They were to meet no more.
Thelr hands were clasped
To teer the clasp in twaln ; and all the stars
L)oked proudly down on them, while shadows
knolt,
O: seemed to kneel, around them with the awe
Evoked from any heart by sacrifice.
And iz the heart of that last, parting hour
K ernity was beating. And heeald,
“We part to go to Calvary and to God—
Tnis 13 our garden of Getheemane ;
Aud here we bow our heads aud breathe Hls
prayer
Whose heert was bleeding, while the angels heard :
Not my will, Father ! but Thine owa be done.”

Raptures meet agonies in such heart hours ;
(3laduess doth often flivg her bright, warm arms
Around the cold, white neck of grlief—and thus
The while they parted—sorrow swept thelr hearts
L'ke & great, dark stormy sea—but sudden
A joy, like sunshine—did it come from God 1
Fiung over every wave that swept o'er them
A more than golden glory.

Merlin s2id :
“Our loves must soar aloft to spheres dlvine,
The human eatiefies nor you nor me,
(No human love shall ever eatlsfy—
Or ever dld—the hearts that leanonit);
You s'gh for eomething higher se do I,
S0 let our spirita be espoured ln God,
And let our wedlock b2 as soul to soul ;
And prayer shall be the golden marrizge ring,
Aud God will bless us both.”

She sweetly eald :
“Your words are echoes of my own soul's

thoughts ;

Liet G.d’s own heart be our own holy home,
And let us live as only angels live ;
Avd let us love as our own angels love,
*Tls hard to part—but it is better so,
(God’s will 1s ours, and—Merlin ! let us go.”

Aund then ehe sobbed as if her heart would
break—

Perhaps it did—an awful minute passed,

Long se an «ge and briefer than a flash

Of lightning 1n the skies. No word was sald ;

Ouly o look which never was forgot.

Batween them fell the shadows of the night.

Thelr faces wont away Into the dark,
Anl never met aga'n ; and yet their souls
Were twined together in the heart of Ohrlet.

And Echel went from earthland long ago,

But Merlin staye still hanging on his cross,

He would not move a nail that nalls him there,

He would not pluck a thorn that crowns him
there.

1o hung himeelf upon the blessed croes

With Ethel—she has gone to wear the crown

That wreathes the brows of virgins who have

kept
Thelr bodiea with thelr souls from earthly taint,

Aud years and years, and weary years passed on
Into the past ; one Autumn afternoon,

When flowers were in their egony of death,

And winds sang “De Profundis” over them,
And ckles were sad with shadows, he did walk
Where, in a resting-place as calm ss sweet,

The dead were lyiug down ; the Aatuwn sun

Was balf way down the west—the hour wes
threa,

e Lolst Bame o all the twenty four,

For Jesus leaned His hoad on it, and died.

He wslked alone emid thes virgine' graves,

Whera virgins elept—a convent stood neer by,

Aud from thesolitary cells of nuns

Uato the cells of desth the wey was short,

Low, stmple etones and white watched o'er each
grave,
While tu the hellows "tween them eweet flowera

grow

Eatwinirg émve with grave, He read the names

Esgraven vn the stooes, and “L st In peace”

Was written *oeath them sll, avd o’er cach name

A cross was geaven on the lowly stone,

He pasied each grave with reverential awe,

As if be pased an altar, where the Host

Had ieft a memory of ite eacrifice,

And o’er the burled virgin’s virgin duet

He walked as prayerfully ae tho’ he trcd

The holy floor of feir Loretto’s ehrine.

He passed from grave to grave, axd resd the
naues

Of those whose own pure lips had changed the

nemes

By which this world had kvown them into
DAMoS

Of sacrifice known ouly to thelr God ;

Velling their fecos they had velled thelr names

The very ones who playel with them as glzls,

Had they passed thers, would know no more
than he

Or any stracger where thelr playmates slept.

Aud then he woudered all about their llves,
their hearts,

Thelr thoughte, their feclings, and thelr dreams,

Thelr joys and sorrows, aud thelr swiles and
tears,

He wondered at the storles that were hid

Furever dowa within those simple graves.

In e lone corner of that reeting-place
Uprose a low white elab that marked a grave,
Apart from oll the others—long, #ad grass
D:ooped o’er tha littie mouad, and mantied it
With vell of puzert green—around the slab
Thae whitest of walte roses ’twined thelr arms,
Roses cold as the snows and pure a8 songs
Of angels—and tha pale lezfl ste aud thorns
Hid e¢’en the very nawe of her who slept
Beneath, He walked on to the grave, but when
He resched 1ta side a spell fe'l on his heart
80 suddenly—he knew not why—and teare
Went up into hle eyes aud trickled down
Upon the grass—he was ae strangely moved
As if he met a long gone face he loved,
1 believe he prayed. Helifted then the leaves
That bid the name—bat as ho did, the thorne
Did plerce his hacds, and lo ! amazad he read
The very word—the very, very name
He gave the gitl In golden days before—
“ULLAINER.”

He sat besida that Jonely grave fur lorg,

He took ita graeses in his trembling baud,

He toyed with them and wet them with his tears,

He read the name again and still agaln,

He thought a thousand thoughte, aud then he
thought

It all might be a dream —then rubbed his eyes

Aud real the name sgain to ba more sure ;

Then wondered and thea wept—then asked bim

self :
“Whatmeacsit ail ? Can this be E hel’a grave ?
1 dreamed her soul had fled,
Was she the white dove that I saw In dream
Fly o'er the elecping sea eo long ago 1"

The convent bell
Rang sweet upon the bre:ze, and answered him
His question. And he roee and weat his way
Unto the conveut gate ; lorg ehadows marked
Oae bour before the suuset, and the birds
Were einging Vespers in the convent trees,
As silent as & star-gleam came a nun
In anawer to hls summons at the gate ;
Her face wae like the picture of a saint,
O+ ltke an angel’s smile—her downcast eyes
Were Jike a half closed tabernacie, whera
G.d’s presence glowed—ber lips were pale and
worn
By ceaseless prayer; and when she sweetly
sooke
And bade him enter, twas in such a tone
As only volces own which day and night
S'ng hymns to God.
She locked the maseive gate.
He followed her along a flower fringed walk
That, gently raing, led up to the home
Of virgin hearts. The very flowers that bloomed
Within the place, In beds of sacred shapes—
(For they had fashioned them with holy care,
Iuto all noly forms—a chalice, & cross,
Aud s2cred hearia—and many salotly names,
That when their eyes would fall upon the
flowers,
Their souls might feast upon some mysatie elgn)—
Were fairer far within the convent walls,
And purer in their feagrance and their bloom
Than all thelr slsters ia the outer world.

He went Into a wide and humble room—

The floor was painted, and upon the walls,

In humble frames, most holy palutiogs huzg ;
Jesus and Mary and many an olden eaint

Were there. And she, the vell clad slster, spoke :
“[’ll call the mother,” and she bowed and went,

He walted n the wide and humble room,

Tha only roum In that unworldly place

This world could enter, and the pictures looked
Upon his face and down lnto his goul,

Aud strar gely stirred h'm. Oa the maatle etood
A cruclfix, the figuréd Christ of which

Did seem to euffer ; and herose to look

More neatly on it ; but he chrank in awe

When he beheld a something In its face

Like his own face.

But more amszed he grew, when, at the foot
Of that strange crucifix he read the name—

“ULLAINER.”

A whirl of thoughts swept o’er his startled soul—
When to the door he heard a footstep come,
And then a volce—the mother of the nuns

Had entered—and In calmest tone began :
“Forglve, kind sir, my stay ; our Matin song
Had not yet ended when you came ; our rule
Forbids our leaving choir ; this my excuse.”
She bent her head—the rustle of her vell

Was like the trembling of an angel’s wing,

Her voice’s tone as sweet. She turned to him
And seemed to ask him with her still, calm look
What brought him there, end waited his reply.
“] am a stranger, Slster, hither come,”

He sald, “upon an errand still more strange ;
But thou wilt pardon me and bld me go

If what I crave you cannot rightly grant,

I would not dare Intrude, nor claim your time
Save that a friendship, deep as death, and strong
As life, has brought me to this holy place.”

He paused. She looked at him an lastant, bent
Her lustrous eyes upon the floor, but gave

H!m no reply, save that her very lock
Eneounged him to speak, and he went on :

He told her Ethel’s story from the firat,

He told her of the day amid the flowers,

When they were only six sweet summers old ;
He told her of the night when all the flowers,eg
A llstning, heard the words of aacrifice—

He told her all ; then sald: “I saw a stone

In yonder graveyard where your slaters sleep,
Aud wiit on it) all bid by roses white,

I saw o name I never ought firget.”

She wore a startled look, but soon repressed
Wce wordor thet hed come into ber face.
“Whow newe?” ghe celmly epoke. Bat when
by 2eid
LTTLLAINER,”
She forwsrd bont her face azd plerced bis own
With look iatensest ; and be thought ho heard
The trembling of ber veil, a8 if the brow
I: mentled, threbbed with moany thrilllog
thoughte,

But quickly rose rha, and in hurrled tone
Spoke thus : *'Tis hour of enuset, 'tis our rule
To close the gates to all till to-morrow’s mora,
Return to- mcrrow, then, if a0 God wiils,
I’ll see you.”

Ha gave many thanke, passed out
From that unworldly place into the world,
Straight to the lonely graveyard went his steps,
Swiit tz ths “White Rse Grave,” bis heaxt : he

nelt

Upon it graes avd prayed that God might will
The mystery’s sulutlon ; then he took,
Where it was dropping ou the slab, & rose,
Tha whiteness of whose leaves was like the foam
Of eumimer Waves upoD & SUIMINET BOA.

Then thro’ the night he went
Aud reached his room, where, weary of hls
thoughts,
Sleep c:me, and comlng found the dew of tears
Undeled within his eyes, acd flang her veil
Around bim, Then he dream: a stzange, weird
dream.
A rock, dark waves, white roses and a grave,
And cloistered flowers, and cloistered nuve, and
tears
That shone llke jawals on a diadem,
And two great angols with sach shining wlogs ;
All these and more were In most curloue way
Blended in one dream or meny dreames. Then
He woke wearier in his micd. Tnoen slept
Agalo aud bad another dream,
His dream rau thus
(Ha told me all of it many years ago,
Bat I forgot the most, I remewberthls):
A dove, walter than whitesess’ very self,
Fluttered thro’ his sisep in visicn er dream,
Beatlng In ite flight a spotless rose. It
Flew away acroes great, long distances,
Taro’ forests where tae trevs were all in dream,
And over wastes where silencaa held reign,
Aud down pure valleys, till it roached & shore
By which blashed a esa in the ev’ning sun ;
The dove rested there awhile, rose agaia
And flew across the sea into the sun ;
And then from near or far (he could not say)
Came sound as falnt as echo’s owa echo—
A low sweet hymn 1t seerned—2ad now
Anud then he heacd, or else he thought he heard,
As if it were the hymn's refrain, the wozds,
“White dics first ! “Walte dies firat,”

The sun had passed his noon and Westward
sloped ;

He hurried to the elofster and was told

The mother walted him. He entered in,

Iato the wide end pictured room, and there

The mother cat and gave him welcome twice.

¢I prayed last night,” che spoke; “to know
God’s will,

I prayed to Holy Mary acd the saiats

That they might pray for mo,and I might know

biy conduct in the mafier ; now, kind elr,

What would’st thou? Tell thy errand.” He
replled :

“It wsa not idle curiosly

That blrought me thitier or that prompts my
ips

To aek the story of the White Rose Grave,

To seek the story of the sleeper there

Whose name I knew g0 long and far away-

Who was she, pray ? Dost deem it zight to
tell i

There was a pauze bafore the anawor came,

As if thare was a comfort in her heart,

There was & tremor In her voize whea ehe

Uanclosed two palest lips, and spoke in tone

Of whisper more than word :

¢She was a child

Of lofty gift aud grace who fills that grave,

And woo has filled it long—-and yet it ceems

To me but one short hour ago we lald

Herb)dy there, Her mem'ry elings around

Our hearts, our ciolsters, fresh, and fair, aad
swweet.

Woa coften look for her fn places where

Her face wss woat t» be: among the flowers,

In chspel, undernesth those trees. Long years

Have passed and mouldered her pure face, aud
yet

It seems to hover here and haunt us all,

I can not tell you all.. It ls enough

To zee one ray of l'ght for us to judge

The glory of the sun ; it s encugh

To catch one gmpse of hoaven’s blue

For us to koow the basuty of the sky,

It is enough to tell a little part

OFf her most holy lifa, that you may know

The hidden grace and eplendor of the whola,

“Nay, nay,” he interrupted her : “ail! all!

Thoa’lt tell ms all, kind Mothez.”

She went on
Unheeding his abruptness :
“One sweet day—
A feast of Holy Virgin, in the month
Of May, at early morn, e're yet ths dew
Had passed from off ths fl ;wers and gras, e’re

yet

Our nuns had ¢oms from holy Maga—there came

With summons quick nnto our convent gate

A falr yourg glrl, Her fect were wet with dew—

Another dew was moist withla her eyes—

Her large, brown, wond’riug eyes, She asked
for me,

And a3 I went she rushed into my arme

Like wesary bird into the leaf-roofed branch

That sheltered it from storm, She sobbed and
sobbed

Unatil I thought her very eoul would rush

From her frail body, in a sob, to God.

I let her sob her corrow all away,

My words were walting for a calm, Her sobs

Sank {ato sighs—and they too sank and died

In faintest breath. I bore her to a seat

ITn this same room—and gently epoke to her,

And held her haud in mine—and soothed her

With words of sympathy, untll she seemed

As tranqull as myself,

And tben I asked :

What brought thee hither, child ? and what wlilt

thou {
‘Mother’ she sald ; ‘Wilt let me wear the vell?
Wilt let me serve my God as e’en you serve
Him in this cloletered placa? I pray to be—
Unworthy tho’ I be—to be Hle spouse,
Nay, mother—say not nay—'twill break a heart
Already broken'—nd she looked on me
With thoee brown, wond’ring eyes which

pleaded more,
More strongly and more sadly than her lips
That I might grant her sudden, strange request.
‘Haat thou & mother I’ questioned I. ‘I had,’
She sald—‘but heaven has hernow ;—and thou
Wilt be my mother,—and the orphan girl
Will make her life her thanks.’

‘Thy father, child

‘Ere I was cradled he was in his grave.’
‘And hast nor sieter nor brother* ‘No,’ she sald,
‘God gave my mother only me ;—one year

This very dey He perted na’ ‘P.o® ohlld'—
T murmured—‘Nay—kiod rister’—she replied :
i1 bave much wealth—they left we umple
mans—
I have true friends who love me and protect,
1 was & miner until yesterday ;
But yesterdsy all gusrdlanabip 41d cease,
Ard T am mistres of myaelf and sll
My worldly means—and, Sister, they are thine
1f thou but take myself-—ony—don’t refase.’
‘Nay—aay—my child !" I cald—"The only wealih
Wao wish for 1s the wealth of sonl—of grace,
Not all your gold conld uulock yonder gate,
Ot buy & single thresd of virgin's veil.
Not all the eoins in coffers of a king
Could bribe an entrance here for any one,
G>d's voles slone eon claim a cell—a veil,
For sny cne He sends,
Who sazt you here,
My child? Thyself? O:r did some holy ore
Direct thy steps? Or else same sudden grief 1
Or meyhap, disappointment 7 O: perhaps,
A sickly wearlness of that bright world
Hath cloyed thy spiric? Tell me, which it 1s,’
‘Nefther’—she quickly, almoet proudly epoke.
‘Who eent you, then ¥’
‘A youthful Chriat'—she said—
Who, had he lived ia those far days of Obrist,
Wonld bave been Hiz balov'd Disciple, sure,
Would bhave been His owa gentle Jobn ; and
would
Have l!)caued, on Thureday night, upon His
~east
Ard stond, on Fiiday eve, beneath His croes
To take His Mother from Him when He dled.
He sent me here—he raid the word last night
In my own girder,—this the word he said :
On ! had you heard him whisper : “E:bel, dear!
Your heart was bora with veli of virgin on—
1 hear it 1ustle every tlwe we meet,
In all your words and emiles ;—and when you
weep
I hear it rustle mors, Go—wear your veil—
And outwerd be whst inwardly thou srt,
Aud haet been from the first. Aud, E‘hel, list :
My heart was born with priestly vesiments on,
Aud at Dream-Altars I have oft time stood,
And ssid auch aweet Dream-Masses in my sleep—
And when I lifted up a white Dream Host,
A siiver D:eam Ball rang—aud angels kaelt,
Or seemed to kueel, in worehip, Ethel, say—
Thou would’st not taka the vestments from my
heart
Nor more than I would tear the vell from thine.
My vested and thy velled heart part to night
To climb our Calvary and to meet in God—
Anad this, fair E hel, s Gethsemane—
Aud He 18 here, Who, 1a that other, bled—
Aud they are here who came to comfort Him—
Hie angel and our own ; aud His great prayer,
Ethel, {8 oura to-night—let’s say it, then :
Father ! Thy willbe done! Go find your vell
And I my vestments,”—He did send me here,’

‘She pansed—a few stray tears had dropped upon
Her closing words and softened them to elghs,
I listened, inward moved—but outward calm
and cold,
To the ghl's strange story,” Thenemiling seid :
‘T o0 it la & love-tsie after all
With much of folly and some of fact in 1t —
It ie a heart affalr, and in anch thicgs
There’s little log!c, and there’s less of cense,
You brought your heart, dear child, but lefs
your head
Outside the gates—nay, go and find the head
You lost last night—and then, I am quite sure,
You'll not be anxlous to confine your heart
Within thie clolstered place.’
Shs seemed to wlace
Beiesth my words cne moment ;—then replied :
‘If o’cn & wounded heart d14 bring me here,
D st thou do, Slster, well to wound it more ?
1f merely warmth of feelings urzed me here,
Dost thon do well to chill them into leo ?
Aud were I disappointed in yon world,
Should that debar m= from a purer place ?
You say It 1s a love-tale—ao it s ;
The vase was human— but the flower divine
Avd If I break the vase with my own haads,
Will you forbid that I should humbly ask
The heart of God to be my lly’s vase ?
I’d trust my lily to no heart on earth
Save his who yesternight did send me here
To dip it in the very blood of Christ,
And plant it here.”
‘And then she scbbed outright
A long, deep sob.’
I gently sald to her :
'Nay—child—I spoke to test thee—do not weep.
If thou art called of God, thou yet shalt come
Aud fizd e’en here a howme. But God s slow
In all His works aud ways, and slower still
When He would deck a bride to grace His Court,
G, now, ard In ono year—if thou dost come
Tky vell aud cell shall be prepzred for thee—
Nay—urge me not—it {s our boly rule—
A yesr of trisl ! I must to cholr, and thou
Into the world to watch and walt and pray
Until the bildegroom comas ’
She rose and went
Without & word.

Aud twelvemonths after came,
True to the very day and hour ; and said :
‘Wilt keep thy promise wade one year ago?
Where {& my cel!-——and where my virgln’s vefl?
Wilt try me more? Wilt send me back again ?
I came once with my wealth and was refused,
Aund now I come ss poor as Holy Christ
Who had no place to rest Hia weary head—
My wealth is gone ; I cffered it to him
Who sent me here ; he sent me speedy word :
‘Give all unto the poor in quiet way
And hide the glvicg—are you give yoursslf
To God! ‘Wilt take me now fir my own

sake ?

I bring my soul—’:le little worth I ween,
And yet 1t cost aweet Chrlst a priceless price.”

‘My child,’ I eald, “thrice welcome—enter here ;

A few short days of silence and of prayer,

And tgol: Ehn\t be the Holy Bridegroom’s
ride.

Her novice days went on ; much sicknesa fell
Upon her, Oft she lay for weary weeks

In awful agoniee, and no one heard

A murmur from ber llps, She c¢fi would smlle
A sunny, playful smile, that she might hide
Her sufferings from us all. When ehe was well,
She was the first to meet the hour of prayer—
The last to leave it—and they named her well,
The angel of the clolster. Once I heard

The Father of vur soulssay when she passed—
‘Beneath that vell of sacrificlal black’

She wears the white robe of her innocence,’
And we—we belleved it. Thaere ate Sisters here
Of three ecore years of service, who would say :
‘Within our memory never moved a vell

That hid eo saintly and so pure a heart.’

Aund we—we felt i, and we loved her eo,

We treated her as angel and as child,

I never heard her epeak sbout the past,

I never heard her mention e'en a name

Of any In the world, Shelittle epake ;

She seemed to have rapt moments—then she

grew

Abrent-mirded, and would come and ask me
To walk alone and eay her Rosary

Beneath the trees. She had a vdce divine,
And when she sang for ne, in trulh it seemed
The very heart of song was breaklng on her lips,

Tho dower of her mizd, re of her hoort,

Was of the iichast, aud ehe mastered art

By instinet more than stady, Her weak hands
Moved seaslenls rmid the hoautiful,

There fs & pleture harglag la our chulr

She painted. [ remember veli the morn

Sho csme to me snd tcld ma she had cresmt

A dream ; then asked me would 1 lot her paint
Hor dream, 1gave permisslon, Weeks and weeks
Went by, and ev'ry spare hour of the day

She kept ber cell ali busy with her work,

At last 'twae finlehed, and she brought it forth—
A picture my poor words may ust poriray.

But you must gazs on it with your owa eyes,
And drink ite meglc end its meanlegs in ;

I'il show it thee, kind sir, before you go.

Ia every May for two whole days she kept

Her c:il. We humored her fa that, but when

The da7s hal pessed, and che csme forth agatn,

Her face was tender as a lily’s leaf,

With God’s emile on it—and for deys and days

Thereafter, she would ecarcely ope her lips

Save when in prayer, osnd then her every look

Was rapt o8 if her soul did ko'd with God

Strange converse, Aad who kuows! mayhap she
did

T balf forgot—on younder mantioplece
You see that wondrous crucifix ; one year
Siae epent ¢n it, and begged to put beneath
That most mysterious werd—‘Ullalne.’

At last tho clolster’s angel di:appeared ;
Hor face was missed at cholr, her volce was mlssed —
Her words were missed where every day wa met
Ia recrention’s hour: Axd those who passed
"The augel's cell would lightly tread, and breathe
A proyer that death might paes the angel by
Aad let her longer stay, for she lay #ll--
Her frsi!, pure lifo was ebblug fast away.
Ah! msny were the orisons tha' rose
From all our bearts that God might spare her still ;
At Benediction ard at holy Mass
Qar hands were liited, and strong pleadings went
To beaven for her ; we did love her so—
Perhaps too much we loved her, anl perhaps
Qur love was far too human, Sliw and elow
She faded like s flower. And slow and slow
Her pele cheeks whitened more. And slow aad slow
Her large, brown, wouderiog eyes ssnk decep and
dim,

Hopa died In all our faces, but on her’s
Aunother and a different hope did ebiue,
And from her wasted lips s weel prayere aroee
That made her watchers weep, Fust came the end.
Never such ellence o’er the cloister hung—
We walked more softly, and whene’er we epoke,
Our voices fcll to whisgers, lest a soncd
Might jar upon her ear. The Slaters watched
Io turns beaide ber couch ; to each she gave
A geatle word, a amile, a thankfal look.
At times her mind did wander ; no wild words
Escaped her lips—she ceemed to {loat away
To far gone days, and live agaln in ecenes
Whose hours were bright and happy. In her sleep
She ofttimes epoke low, gentle, holy words
About her mother; and sometia:es she sang
Tho fragments of ewest, olien conge—and when
She woke agalv, she timidly would ask
1f she bad epoken in Ler sleep, and what
She sald, as 1f, indeed, her heart did fear
That sleep might open there some long closed gate
She would keep locked. And softly as a clond,
A goldea cloud upon a summer’s day,
Flozts fzo the heart of land oat o’cr the sea—
80 her sweet lifo was passing. Oae bright eve,
The fourteenth day of August, when the sun
Was wrapplng, like a klog, a purple cloud
Avound him—on descerding day’s bright throne,
Sh: eeat for me and bade me come in haste,
1 went Into her c2ll. There was a lighs
Upon her face, unearthly ; and it shone
Like gleain of star upon a dying rose.
I sat beside hor couch, ard took hsr hand
In mine—s falr, frail hand that scarcely ssem’d
Of flash—s0 wasted, white and wan it was,
Her greai, brewn, wond’ring £y<s had sunk away
Deep iu their sockate—and thelr light shoue dim
As tapers dying on an altar, S_fi
As a dresm of peauty on me fell, low,
Last words,

‘Mother ! the tide i3 ebbling fast ;
But e’re it leaves thia shore to croes the deep
Anud seck another, calmer—1 would sny
A few last words, and, Moiher, I would ask
Oae favor more, which thou wiil net refase,
Taou wert a mother to the orphan girl,
Thou gav’st her heart a home—her lovea vase,
Her weariness a rest, ber eacrifice a shrine—
And thou did’et love m#, Mother, a3 she loved
Whom Ishsll meet to morrow, far away—
Bat no—it ie not far—that other heav’n
Touches this, Mother, I bave felt its touch,
Aud now I feel its clasp upon my soul,
I'm golog from this heaven iato that,
To morrow, Mother, Yes, I dreamt it all,
Ii was the suneet of Our Lady's feast,
My sonl pa-sod upwards thro’ the golien cloude
To sing the second ververs of ths day
With ail the avgels, Mother—'ere I go—
Thou'it listen, Mother sweet, to my last words,
Which, like all last words, tell What o’er was first
In life or tonderest in heart. I came
Uato my convent coll and virgin vell,
Seat by a spirit that had touched mine own
As wlngs of angela touch—to fly apart
Upon tueir mission—till they mest again
In heaven, heart to heart, wing to wing.
The “Argsl of the Clofster,” you called me,
Unworthy sure of such a beauteous name—
My mlssion’s over—and your angel goes
To-morrow home. Th!s earthly part which stays
You'll lay away within a simple grave—
But Motber, on its slab thou'lt grave this name,
“Ulialuee !” (she epelt the lettera out)
Nor ask me way—tho’ 1f thou wilt I'll tell ;
Tt s my soul-name, given long ago
By one who found it 1n some Eastern hook
Or dreamt it in a dream and gave it me,
Nor ever tuld the meaviog of the name ;
Aud, Mother, shouid he =ver come and read
Taat name upon my grave, and come to thee
Aud sk theo tldings of Ullalnes,

Thou’it tell him ail—and watch him if he weeps—

Show him the crucifix my pcor hands carved—
Show him the plctare In the chapel cholr—
And watch himif he weeps—and thea
There are three humble scrolls in yonder drawer,’
(She pointed to the table in her room)
*Some words of mine and words of his are there:
And keep these simple scrolls until he comes,
And put them in his bande ; and, Mother, watch,
Watch him if he weeps—aud tell him this:
1 tasted all the sweets of sacrifice,
1 kiesed my oross a thousand times a day,
I hurg and bled upon it in my dreams,
1 lived on it—I loved it to the last.’ And then
A low, eoft sigh crept thro’ the Virgin's cell—
I looked upcon her face, and death was there,”
There was a pasuse—and in the pause one wave
Of shining toars swept thro’ the Mother’s eyes,
“And thus,” she said, “our Angel paceed away.
We burled her, and at her last requeat
We wrote upon the sieb, ‘Ullsinee.’
Aud I—(for she asked me one day thus,
The day she hung her picture {n the choir)
I planted o’er her grave a white rose.tree.
The roses crept around the elab and hid
The graven name—and still we sometimes cull
Her sweet, white, roses, and we place them on
Our Chapel-Altar.”

Then the Mother rose,
Without another word, aud led him thro®
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A long, vast ha'l, then up s fligh

Unto an oaken door, which turnd
binge

Nofeelessly—then {nto a Chapel

On Goaspel eide of which there

From eciling down to floor, a

that
A long snd nervow cholr, with i
Brown osken ; sl elorg tho v
hung
Salnt pletures, whoee sweet fa
upen
The fees: of the Sicters fo theiy
Jestde & “Mater Dolororn™ hnp
The picture of the “Avgel of t

He eeen 1t now ihen? vieta of vhi
Which streteh botwen him and
gone day,
Tt hangs within hls memosy ae
In tint and tovch and lock es)
There was & power In it, sz if ¢
Of her who paluted it had shriz
Tte vory self ; there was o spell
That fel! upon bie eplrit thro? }
And mrde him dresm of Gd?
heart,
The shadow of the pletore, in w
Wae this, or scometking very i
—A wild, welr
Just like the desolation of a he
Stretched far away foto b finil)
Above it low, gray ekies dro
down,
Agif thev tuin would weep, ¢

{:]

As Blepkn-«s’ own blesk gelf ;
stoed

All mauuec wiih the glory of

That flashed from out the hea
crees

With such & pale Christ hapglng

D.d erown the moun! ; and eit
eroes

There, were two croeses lyl
rreke—

Oce of whitest rosee— ULLAIN

Was woven into 1t with bud«

And one of reddest roves—Me

Wes woven into it with bude «

Below the cross and crosses and

The eartb-place lay eo doxk an
drear;

Above, a golden glery ecemed

Like Gia’s own benedictlo
names,

1 saw the plctare once—~it mo:
I ne’er forgot ite heauty or its
But woide a8 week ae mine can
That Cruclfixion’s picture,

LU iA Merlin sald to m
“Some day—zome fsr-cff day

dead,
You have the s‘mple rhymi

heerts,
Aznd if vou think It best, th
know
A love-tale crowned by purest
PSRN S S
TEE FIFTH OF NOVE
Editor Jowrnal :  Oune day 1
gave an extract from the B
telllgencer in which the edito
to correet onr own Free Prees
history, 2rd reminded the lat
spproaching celebration of
November wee not that of th
the Ga‘'es of Derry,” but a
the Goopowder Plot ard the
King Willlam. Worder the
did not remember that the fif
annlversary of apother rema:
the Buttle of lnkermen. W
if he ever heerd of the parod
Fawkes celebration which
Poveh brought forth om
commencing :
“Remember, remember the £
Re hnk"nr;:nl. powder and shot,
Wuen General Liprandi attac!
end Sandy,
And 2 jolly good lickivg he go
Papirt and Protestant be
tkere, and it wounld bo well |
tors of Taesday pext were
that the anti Jesult one wae
more ¢ffective than wes that

Ottawa, All Saints Day, 1
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MR, CURRAN, M, P., (
THE MAIL.

Mr. Curran replies as fo
columne of the Mail to an a
in that jourre! concerning Of
ity :

S1R— In yeaterday’s lzsue
in an article entitlcd “The ]
sion,” referrirg to an add
delivered by me at the uny
Toberet statue, you state:

“The Oitawa University,
waa merely a college until ti
rescript conferred Universiiy
it. Non Catholic colleges k
to the Leglelature for such |

Of course such statements
atsble te the section of tl
you are caterivg to at
moment ; the cnly wesk po!
1a that they are wholly de
The Ottawa University was
college until tbo Pope, by a
ferred Univeisity powers ug
olic as well as non Catholic
to apply to the Leglelat:
powers, and amongst othe
University kas had to meke
tlon. If you will refer to
the Provin.ce of Ontarlo, 4¢
you will fird thet the law
the orlginal coliege of B
quently the Cullege of
smended and Unlvereity pe
vpon that {nstitution by
Outarfo. The Heed cf th
been pleated to recognize 1
thue estebliehcd by the law
the Cathollc centre cf edu
Province. Thus another gt
ploded, ard the title of yon
Latest Explosion,” fully j
too bad that the writer, wh
to enl'ghten the people of
what took place In Italy bu
ago, Is not aware of what o
Legtelasure of his own Pro:

Yours, ete
J J. Ct
Montreal, October 17,
The Best Ever X
GesTLRMEN—My trouble -
ease and dyspepsia, but I to
of Burdock Blood Bitters i
dock Pills and got well.
better in my life. My br
tried B. B. B. and thinks
medicine.
Mgs, JNo. EARLY, |

Minard’s Liniment Cure




