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woman,' cried he, fliinging soinc goid
piaces at bor 4cad. T ien hc miuttrcd

to iiiiîself, "''lis is well ; it will have
brokei hier proud spirit. She shall sec
wliat I ciim (o, aid i will liak Ilp for'

1L specdil.y--every visli of hors shall be
gratifled now. Followv' me," said lie
ster,' , turning Io tlie old Bishop.
And yo," witl a wave of' his hand to
his rctainlers, "l enn igo.

AIl disalppeaed, :d 'Roger, foilowe 'd
bîy flihe Bishop, asceidel the wvinding

stair. Rogr's spurs clileild agains
tlie sicips, niid imist have renlied the
cîîar oay listeniing c: pive.
Ilis lcart beai Iigh wifi hope, his
lce was flislied witl triilph. Iis

ong cherished plan wvas ripe at last; li
was suiiccssfuil.

« l1e begai to iniîlock tle door', but, thic
Iisty key sticl, and Ihere was muîîcl
noise anidI ma1:1ny cfl'orts ere if, yielided,
nnd lie iied, the bishop closo t lhis
licols.

A gasp of horror buri'st from ihe lattai
al, the appe:n-ance and Sml)l1 of' thec place,
buit his whole atentioni was s peedily
absoirbed in fh sh it bfe iiiii

Rveeen wyas totally inconsciois of
t ei ii-tran ce. Shie iad been lyiig

down on thlic bcd, bu t hid hal riiein to a
rcclining posture, and streched out, lier

aris. Ilcr cyes woro fixed on flic
wall opposite f0 lier. ThIie Bisbop couild
sco nothingr on thatL Wall bolt dirt anld
iiildew; but Eveleîn's eys clearly bc-
lîcld something xcceding fair. 10r
voiI lad fallen back; and hcr hair,

'hiclh ha1d gr'own to somîîe lcîngthi, wais
falling on lier ieck. But tc Bishop

gized in astonishmîcnît oi ler fiee, anud
Rlogr stood r'ooted to fle spot.
The Bishop had lield ber in his armns

at the font, aid ol'aîciied ber on his kice
in hci' lovcly chiilhood, iad sen her in
the bloom ofliei' maiunod, gazed

on lier beautifil spii'itili ised face be-
neatli flte nun's veil, but never had lie
sonli ai look as she did iow.

ile sof't roscate glow of' lier child-
hood had r'etu'ned to chek and lip.

lii vide open eyes veie fuill of'lustrous
liglt: while joy lie id nover seao
before on mortal faca lit up he"s witih
celestial radianco.

I No nooci fori me to believe in hicaven
now," lie said aftervards. " have secen

Tlic two Inen stood silenît for some
moments, and tien Evel oiin spoke, arid
hi voiace, clearrci and sweci' than any
human voice, ranag ti'oiugh tlie room.

e My first i iny last i iny onliy love,
I co ein, I come to 1 hee !"

The Jighit flitted from hre eyes, the
colour died away fr-om hier checks, lier

aris fell by lier side, lier body sailk
back on the bed-the siii la ingecd oni
lier lips, but Sister Clare of *Josus was
fol lowinîg the baib wh'litici'soever' 1.
gocti.

Th>Mie Bishop raised his eyes ta hecaven
alid murmure "Victorious in death."

Rogeri goae a suddden rus f'orwa,
anid falling againist thle grating, groped
like a mîan gono si(lciiiiy blind and
mail, ftor the d01oor' whli cl admitted to
the ccl. 'Tlic Bishop w':îs obliged to

unilockld it. 'Then01 Roger' llng hiisClf
ath lie side of tIhe corpse, and with crics

<il ngish besougit his victimî to speak
to h lii m prom isiiîg bir liberty and joy,
if' only she wo<ii but live-but the
pale lips gave back no answer.

Never' aîgain coiid lie trouble tha
pioea of E len Fitzger'akcl. This was
flie end of his so-called love ; hie was

her mc' i rer' !
What can I do.," cried .ie at last,

spr'inginig to h is foot. " Old mmi , speak,
tell mie, vhat can I do?

Repent, my soi," said the Bishop,
aclnd clown lier deati-bed witli gloi'y.'

"lYoui know not what you1 say," hie
:Inseive(e sIIlieIIly "n; el lig ago I thre'CV

tliiti tiid vitue to the winds. She was
iîy god; for liai I hived, for hr Ih
)ar'terled icaven and chose hiell ; I mIust
now, keep to my bargain. But you
imay go fre; I ami tired of blood. 'lie
crics of'those poor wretches in the cave
trouble iy sIop-I w'ait no more.
Ive pliyed my gaime and lost it, and
sold my soul l'or ught.

Aie any of ier wishes dear to you?"
sid te ]3ishiop, poitinig to the cor)se.

9 I sec they ai-e. Well, tlenî, grant
wlit woild have beon liai' last wisli:
takle that lifeless body to Spain, anci let
it rest amidst the friends slo loved so

wIll in life. Let lier whoin shc so oft
called " M[other," once inore kiss that
marbile brow. Cary a letter from Ine
to Spain ;ancd spedic your life béside that

virgin gave.
"He silently assented. Tua Blislip


