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cuarTE X1t —(Continned.)

With downcast cyes, Mona stood like a
shite-robed spirit watching over the dead, so
Jle, so miotionless, so holy WS her' aspect,—
her wondrous bewuty half veiled, half-disclosed,
ser hands folded like two lilies on her bosom,
ad her eyes loaking downl, d:u'_kcmng hey white
. shecks with the shadow of their black fringes.
i But her heart was pot there, — no, not

ithere. . .
- (ome; my lord and his guests await us,”

sid the Lady Bernice, sweeping along in her
.;upcrb beauty. lollowed by Mona. They look-
4 like the unclouded moon and the cvening
tar, .Moua's heart was troubled. She felt
ike 2 bird entangled in the fowler's snare.—

xpcricuced the swectness and joy of‘sufff:riug;
or soul, unduzzled by the glare of life, had
ounded Hightly forward, and cach cheerful en-
Juranee had brought her nearer heav‘en; but
ow temptations, siren voices, the glitter and

agnificence of riches, distracted the even tenor
of her progress.  Not that she yiclded to them
or that she even feared them; they only for a
fecting moment  diverted I_xer mi_ml from its
clm and joyous contemplations; like a breath
of wind they passed over her .s'oul: rippling .und
agitatiug its pure depths, until the bright
imawes refleeted  therein from heaven were
hiddcn,—only hiddvn,—npt erased.  She would
have yielded again wx_th rapture to the
swourze, but xhe would fain have been spared
his. :
t Lord Eadhna and Count Clotaire were con-
versing together in low, curnest tones when the
Lady Bernice and Mona came in.  The last
bright glare of day still lingered in the west;
and in the uncertain and translucent shadow
Mona loocked like an etherenl being who had
Jost hier way in the realms of space and paused
2 moment in this sle-world to rest.  In grace-
ful lines and rich folds the white gleaming
draperics fell around her, giving out here and
there a flash and glow as they eaught the ling-
ering duy-beans,

“Welecome, child of God, our friend and
sister,” said Madhna of Tunistore, with gentle
reverenee. .

.« Weleome, Monn,” gaid the Count Clotuire,
while his lieart bounded and his cheeks glowed
with the fair ind chaste hopes her presence
awakened, But « feeling which was impelled
hy some interior power, and which he could
pot define, held him buck: he didnot approach
her.

"¢ owe thee many thanks, Lord of Innis-
tore,” she said, very gently, and with sweet
gravity, ¢ for the protection of thy house; and
to thee, noble stranger, blessings and thunks,
for the poor life thou didst so courageously
save,”

, % Mere thanks, Mona, are u pogr reward for
suchan act,” whispered Bernice.  “Thy words
are as cold as marble.” -

“T fear thou hast foreotten nie, Mona, in the

terror of the incident; but I-—~#hy image has
never left me n moment sinec the hour it oc-
surred,” said Count Clotaire.
% Nuy, gentle sir! I could”’—began Mona ;
then she paused, lest some word might full to
wound. ¢ A transitory glimpse could not in-
swre remembrance ! But my deliverer has not
been forgotten. I have prayed for Heaven's
most precious graces for him, If I seem un-
gtateful, pardon me; for T am not skilled in
the language of the world.” '

“In the presence of these thy noble friends
i and mine, I bescech thee, Mona, tell me: could
- I not win thee to a warmer fecling than grati-
tude ?” said the young count, earnestly.

“I grieve to pain thee,” said Mona, whose
fice grew very white. “ Heaven knows, if I
dared, I would spare any word which might
wound thee. But I am not myown! My
* feelings, my hopes, my loves, sir count, are no
- longer mine to give: they are pledged to ONE
+ fiom whom I would not withdraw them to ob-

tain the empire of worlds, of such priceless

value is the reward I hope to win.”

Count Clotaire bowed his face and covered it
with his hands. Stropg emotion shook his
frame: they could hear his quick-heaving
breath, and the sharp throbbing of his heart,
all wag 50 breathless and still,

“ Mona,” he said, at last, in low and tremu-

* lous tones—« Mona, when I thought thou
wort slumbering  beneath the sea, thy image,
.+ like a veiled angel, led me to aspire after the
pafection of morality and a pure height of

. philosophy, Now that thow art living, and,
thougl: lost to my love, a Christian, a servant
of Christ, even as I wish to be, thou shalt help
~me heavenward. -Thy words have gone like
‘keen, sharp blade through my heart, hewing
“asunder fibers and chords that bound me in
. 8weet memories and bright visions of hope to
1:thee; but—but—go : 1 would not 70 Heaven
.;?Ft}'o{ 8 vestal /. My love for thee was deep and
; Mrong ;. but from this moment I give thee up,
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PN EREE . .

" fn her poverty wud huwble obscurity, she had.

' —ny offering for the love of Christ,” he con-

tinued, as he approached her, and, bending on
onc knee, lifted her hand reverently to his lips.

“ May Christ be thy reward evermore !” she
murmured, while a single tear rolled over her
pile check.

“Per Nerf Neom! It is cnough to drive
one mad!” eried the Lady Bernice, ¢ But
hark, my lord ! there is a great tumult below !

Just then one of the esquires—now a Chris-
tian—rushed in, with terror depicted on his
countenance, and,. in hurried and confused
words, informed the noble company that the
Druids, with a large company of the officials of
the temple and men-at-urms, were on their way
up to the presence-chamber, With a single
ery of alarm, the Lady Bernice threw her
strong arm around Mena and bore her swiftly
through a side entrance into a cireular apart-
ment, which was hung round with cuarious
tapestry representing the ecremenies amd  pro-
cessions of Nerf. Lifting this, she pressed a
spring in the onk panclling under it, which slid
buck, giving them Ingress to a dark aind narrow
passige.  She paused an instant to adjust and
sceure the spring, then, without speaking, run
swiftly along, winding and turning, until at
last, out of breath, she paused, and whispered,
“Thou wrt safe, but this nizht, Mona, thou
must away. Tarry here.  After nighttall I
will bring Dego, the fisherman’s son; fly with
him, and, i it be possible, seck the safety of
Finian's cave until the pursuit is over,”  Then,
folding Mona to hier noble and generous heart,
she returned, and, letting herself through the
seeret door with great caution, she went to con-
front and defy the Druids. :

CHAPTER XIV.—IHEAYEN
TAL,

RECEIVES ITS VES-

1t was past midnight when the Lady Der-
nice returned with Dego,

# They are infuriated ; they rave and threaten
us all with dreadful vengeanee,” she whispered.
T defied them to the last; but now” the party
is dispersed.  Those who remain at Innistore
sleep ; the Druids have returned to the tumple;
and this is the hour for thy escape. Thou
hast been betrayed by the Saxon stranger, Mona
—may curses light on him. But see: here
are a flask of wine and some wheaten cakes.
Gather up thy robe, it is thine,—wmy gift;
fusten it under thy girdle. Now wrip this
eray maatle, which I have brought, wround
thee. Ere long thou wilt sec Finian: here is
the letter from Patricius—ecurses on him ! it
is he alone who las brought sueh woe on me.”

“I canmot even thank thee, lady: words
fail ; but there is ONE who is  watching, and
who will reward thee tenfold, I shall see the
holy Bishop Finian. Ouee more, through all
perils, T must sce him, to partake, if God wills
it, of that mystic least, which giveth life to the
soul. DBut for this, I would not fly!”

“Not fly! Nay, Mona, do not provoke me
to spur thee on with the point of my dagger,”
exclaimed the Indy. “T suppose this insanc
love for Christ would make thee willing to be
slain by the Druids before my very eyes!”

“My life is Iis! Eternal thanks! My
life is His ! He has given it; let Iim recall
it when it suits Iis hely will,” she said, in her
low, musical tones, e calls for thee, lady.
HE, the Lord and Master of Life, awaits hum-
bly at the door of thy heart. His-divine head
18 wet with the dews of night, while He im-
plores thee to receive salvation, He points to
Iis wounded temples, His streaming forchead,
Iis torn hands, His lacerated feet, e dpens
the purple wound in His side, to prove that
the love which bore such torments to save thee
will not rest, will not be satisfied, uutil thou art
His; for, alas! He who with His breath can
ercate worlds, cannot save the meanest of crea-
tures e has wade, without their free con-
sent.” :

“Silence, Mona!” cried Bernice of Inmis-
tore, in a voice of anguish. I will hear no
more. I would not be a Christian to be the
mistress of the universe. Begome! This
passage will lead thee, Dego, through a subter-
rancan way, far out beyond the walls of Tonis-
tore."” : :

¢ Panthen, dear lady! Panthea!” whispered
Mona. ‘

“Panthea! T shall have her killed if thou
dost not begone, Take this key, Dego, and on
the morrow bring it to'me," she said, half wild
with excitement, as she turned suddenly, and,
folding Mona to her breast, impressed a kiss
on her forchead, « Never fear for Panthed,”
she whispered ; and Mona felt two warm tears
drop on her head. Andy they purted,—the
lady to her silken pillows and sleepless couch,
Mona to her midnight flight.

After walking an hour or two, they at length
found the end of the subterranean passage.—
Dego adjusted the key to the lock, and it turn-
ed casily. In another moment they were out
beneath the gray and silent heavens, in the
solitude of the night, where ouly the rustling
wind among the folinge of the forest, and the
far.off moaning of the sen, were heard. Paus-
ing o moment to vest, and lift their hearts to
God, they sped along towards the distant shore.
There was o calm smilo on Mona's cheek.—
Over her spirit, like the ebbing and flowing of
prisoned tides,” holy thoughts descended and
nscended, until, in sweet and close communion
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with Heaven, she thought not of the

perils o}
the way.,

At last they reached the shore. The broad
white sands and rugged eliffs were before them.
The first gray light of dawn spread dimly over
the scene.  The morning star, like a patient
saint, pale and obedient, awaited amid the
shadows for the bright day-beam to kindle and
then absorb its waning fires, in a greater and
more perfect slow.  The oecan tides were
flowing in, rising, and mouning, and wailing,
like TR, inexorable and strong.  Still lost to
outward seeucs, in blest anticipations, Mona
neither saw nor heard the seenes around her,
until a shrill ery and a heavy fall startled her
away from the bright visions which Hope aud
Faith were weaving about her. She rumed
quickly, and saw  Dego lying lifeless on the
sand, where he had fallen, transfixed by a
bearded arrow. She held his head; she felt
his heart; all were still forever. Then she
saw dark forms issuing from the woods, tossing
their arms, and uttering wild eries, ax they
rushed down towards the shere.  She saw
Sewn. She heard the frightful howl of the
beagles as their keepers unleashed them. Tt
was enough!  Claspug her hands over her
head, she sprang, life a hunted fawn, up over
the slippery rocks, along the narrow ledwes,
over a steep and precipitous path overhanging
the sea, until ut Iast she gained  the eavern—
She entered its {riendly arch, and was fiying
back into its deep recesses, when she  dis-

covered  that it was not Findan's eave,
but one which wus connceted with the
mainland - by o nwrow  ledee of  rocks

which, except during a very shorr interval
when the tide was out, was covered with
swef and founn:  Alrendy the billows were
dashing their spray over the ledee, and Mona
knew that ere long the rowring waves would
climb higher and higher, until they reached
and filled the cavern.  Wseape was impossible,
death inevitable.  In a moment she under-
stood it all, and, folding her hands meckly
together, she kuelt, and in hope awaited ler
transition. She had not expected it o soon;
but, now that it was so near, she felt that the
promises of God were not vain,  Strencth and
hope  brightened together in her soul, and.
looking beyand this mortal life, the thought of

‘death’s brief agony dismayed lier.not ; neither

was she afraid of the mystery of a new and
unknown life, beenuse her trust was in Ilim
who is mighty and strong to deliver,

The Druids and thicr pagan followers found
themselves baflled, bug exulted that her doom
was sealed.  They knew the cave well. Tt
had served their purposes more than onee,
when some dark deed was to be perpetrated at
midnight, which they desired the scu to wash
off from the carth.  Slow and mighty fHowed
in the reverberating billows; but swiftly flew
the news of the peril ol the Christian maiden,
and, by the time the sun arose like a golden
flame amid the purple and gold of the orient,
the share, the ¢lifls, the heights around, were
thronged with living beings.  All the Chris
tians  who leard it hastencd thither. The
Lord of Innistore, the Count of Bretagne, with
men and ropes, flew to the rescue; but a
elanee convineed them that no human arm
could save her. The Lady Bernice, on lier
black harb, attended by her maidéns, was also
there, stern, pale, and full of an anguish which
she had never known before. To unclouded
splendor shone the sun on the strange scene.
The sca-birds, with light sleaming on their
white wings, whirled and shricked amid the
tossing spray.  The wind tessed the leaves of
the trees with a joyous motion, and from the
rolling lands above flowed down the mingled
odors of newly-mown hay and the scent of wild
flowers, while the summer birds warbled their
clear, wild songs as they floated in the sun-
shine.

Presently a loud wail arose above the roar of
the surges. It was the ery of a mother over
the slain body of her first-born; it was Lena,
the fisherman’s wife, who, hearing of the peril
of Mona, had rushed out from her cabin, with-
out kirtle or hood, with her, strong-limbed
hoys, to try and save her. But on her way
she stumbled and nearly fell over the stark
corpse of her son,—her Cluristian child !

# I3 he thine ¥ asked the Lady Bernice of
Lena.

«DMine ? Mine?"” she asked, roused by the
question. “He belonged to Ged. He gave
lim, He has taken him. The mortal has put
on immortality, and, through Jesus Cmuisr,
inherits cternal life. Thanks!—thanks! Then
no more grief, no more tears, Lena, over this
cast-off garb of clay; but, grateful that thy
course is finished and the race won so carly,
my son, I will give thanks that thou huast

passed to-the regions of hope, to the Land of.

the living.” * Then, stooping over, she kissed
the pale lips, and, covering the body with her
mantle, she knelt to pray for his repose, and
Mona’s safe transit to the eternal rapture of
the Beatific Vision !

¢« A mother!” murmured the lady,—“a
mother rejoices that her child is with Christ !
I can conceive that a mistaken heroism might
suggest all else that I have seen; but this-—a
mother's love offered up with joy to.their Deity,

‘in groups on the shore.

—it surpasses all T have yet witnessed; for
thut love is stronger than death itself,”

While this was puassing, the wild billows
were dashing in with great veloeity. The
wind rode in on the waves with a thundering
and bellowing that shook the carth with its re-
verberations.  The, water was now withm a
foot of the eavern, bencath whose areh the
vestal of Christ knelt, while the sun, slanting
into its depths, rested about her ealm, pallid
fuce, and white, glittering robes, like a glory.
The wind had torn the fastenings from her
hair, and it flowed back, with her veil, from her
bezuteous countenance, which already wore the
incfiable repose of eternal pezee;” and she
looked like an angel wateher amid *the storms
of lile.  Ax the billows rose nearer and nearer,
her head i deep huwility sauk ower on her
breast; and while her soul wrestled  with its
last foes,—the pleadings and throes of nature,
—it torpor crept over her frame,  Iler pussing
away would be sudden and bricht; the billows
would engull’ her for a moment. then besr ler
up, free and rejoicing, to that shore which is
washed Dby the waters which flow {rom the
Throne of the Lamb,

Tu vain Semo direeted his arcliors to aim
their swift, bearded arvows at Lier breast, as she
knelt, a bricht mark for their keen eyes; vain-
Iy flew the sharp flints from the slines off the
soldiers; idly were sped the lone, clittorine
speavs from the stadwart arms of the men-at-
arms. None veached her, but o1l rvinging
azainst the rocky, and dropped without o sound
into the boiling waves,

Like wmanine, Dairene now ran - <hricking
and tearing her geay haiv alone the shore. The
crowd mude way for her; for she was a vestal
of Nerf. TTer wild shrill eries rose piping above
the roar of the Iausting hillows, as, heedless of
peril, she climbed, tearing out her nails against
the sharp rocks, until she reached the highest
ledge of rocks, and stood panting mid - sobbing
over Fintan’s eave.  The rocks which entained
Finian's cave ran out parallel with the ledge on
which Mona, in the terror of' the mowment. had
taken shelter, when, eonfused by the dim light
and the pursuit of the Druids and thetr min-
ions, she ran up in her vain endeavor to reach
a place of safety.  The two caverns were nearly
opposite to cuch other, und the two ledges,
running out seaward, in the form of an angle,
leaving a narrow strait for the sou to cnter,
commanded a full view of the shove, A man
wos seen to enter infan’s cave, wml after a
short interval reappear, and take his station on
the rocks beside ity entrance.  Then, while all
were gazing, the holy bishop in his sacerdotal
robes came forth and stood in full view., 1o
spoke to the man, Lenw's hushand, whoRuttered
such a shrill, piereing shout that Mona heard
it above the howling of the wives, and started
up.  The fluttering of Dairenc’s veil first ar-
rested her attention ; then, with a look of sud-
den hope, her glance was lowered, and she saw
the aged priest of God, standing with out-
streteched arms, to give her the last absolution.
She could not kneel; the waves had reached
her waist; but she bowed her head once more,
after making a gesture of joy by lifting up her
hands toward heaven, with « smile of rapture,

Then she lifted her eyes up no more, until
another shrill signal reached her.  She under-
stood it now; and, when she looked up, she
saw the holy bishop standing, holding up high,
in view of all, a erystal case, framed in gold,
which contained o consecrated Iost! Ivery
Christiun on the shore, inspired with courage
by the sicht, knelt, humbly adoring. The
Druids, snashing their teeth with rage, felt
awed, and were silent.  The very beagles ran
whinfug and erouching about the feet of their
keepers, as that Presexck, which was lifted
w sign and promise to those who believed,
flowved out in solemn and mighty influences
over those whose souls still slept in the shadow
of death. Mona saw it. She stretched out
her arms, while a glow like as of the brightest
sunrise lit her face.  Then they could see no
more; for the spray covered her like a veil,
and a huge billow sweeping in with & mad roar
engulfed her.  Those on the shore heard a wail
and shrick, they saw the fluttering of white
torn garments, they saw something plunge from
the rocks down into the sea, and they knew
that when the vestal of Christ yielded up her
life to the relentless wave a vestal of Nerf
Naom perished with her. Jt was over. The
Druids and bards, with their vassals, were
turning homeward, The people stood ov knelt
The Lord liadhna
and the Lady Bernice, with Count Clotaire,
whose countenance wore the hue of death,
stood together, awaiting the good Finian, to
whom they had dispatched a message, be-
sceching him to come with them to Innistore.
Lena and her sons were bearing away their
dead, when, lo! a sound like thunder rolled
out upon the calm morning air, a despairing
wail went up from the Druids and their band,
and Semo was seen to fall prostrate tothe earth,
All turned toward the place whence the sound
issped; and Bernice, who had seen one perish
for Christ, now saw the great marble statue of
Nerf Naom tottering on its high pinnacle on
the summit of the temple, she beheld it topple
and reel, then fall, crashing througl the roof,

and burying beneath its own fragments, and

the ruins, the holy or iuner shrine, and the
statues of -Nerf, Kthis, and Latona. With
clasped hands she stood rizid and pale, guzing
: h (2 -3 >
up into the empty air, where but a fow mo.
ments before the statue of Nert Naom had
stpod, an 1wage of heautiful strength ; then,
with a deep sob, she flung herself on the carth
offering her life, ler liberty, her state, hor
love, her children, her all to the true and livige
God.  When the holy bishop, from whose cy.:
tears still flowed, reached ‘the spot, she ran
and, heedless of those who wazed on her, throw.
ing off her pride and selfove, she knelt hum-
bly at his foet, sud, lfting e hom of his var-
ment to her lips, imploved haptisn, v

When the Druids litted Nemo from  the
carth, they discovered that he wax dead; and
five of their number, with three Lards and one
learned ollaham, returned, aml prosteatinge them-
selves at Finian's foet. sought to he initiated
into the mysteries of the ereed of the Christians.

As the throng gathered around  the holy
man to hear his words, Ulrie the Saxon, with o
fiendish smile, rode up, and whispered in the
ear ot the Count of' Bretagne,—

“Did my eyes deeeive e, or was that
m:lnid’un who perished in - reality Mona the ves-
tul ¥

¢ In, Ulrie!” shouted Clotaire, dirceting
his hand toward his dacoer, < thou here 2—
But nol—rest, it thou canst, in thy iniquity.
Venzeance belongeth to God. St whom thou
hast xo basely  botrayed—D>Mona, my first and
last eurthly love—is heyond thy nalice now ;
and the thought that she is interceding for
thee—uy, even for thee — stays my arme~—
Avway, now, nor ever molest me again with thy
presence,” ‘

“What lambs these  Chuistians become 1
exclaimed the Saxon, with « sneer; but he saw
w kindling light in Clotaire's eye, a bracing up
af the muscular form, and a quick upheaving
of the chiest, which warned him off ‘in time 5
and, after a gesture of mock courtesy, he gal-
loped away with speed toward the temple.,

That night the noble youug  Ghristian wan-
dered alone along the shore, 1t was cloudy
and dark, and @ deep ealm had settled on the
sei.  He thought of Moua; he wished that
the waves might wash her body to the shore ;
in the tumult of his griet, he wept and prayed
by turns, until, thinking of her as one of the
radiant virgins  who, clothed in raiment like
the sun, surcound the Throne, sivine glory to
Him who sits thercan, his sorrow was turned
to joy, his weeping to gladness.  Then, kneel-
ing on the lonely shore, he vowed himself to
the service of God, and offered up at the foot
ol the cross his avture, his humanity, his soul,
Lis Uifv—afree offering, a holocaw:t, to Him
who suffered thereon, l

“Come hither, Christian stranger ; behold
aomarvellows sight,” suid o man, who, wrapped
in a dark mantle, had come near him, and
stood unnoticed :nd unseen, ¢ 1 wm a Christ-
ian: therefore have no fear.”

Ciotaire of Bretagne followed him till they
camo to a place so closed in by rocks that one
could searcely cuter the narrow opening leading
to it.  The tide was out, leaving a calm, deep
pool, and they penetrated the gloomy recesses
of the rocky path which surrounded it, the
man leading, until a faint, luminous appearance
in the distance guided their steps.

“ There it is: lct ug approach it,” he said.

They did so, and saw floating on the shallow
water, as if in_calw slumber, the body of Mona
the vestal.  Her robes were folded around ler,
and her hunds crossed on her breast in sweet
composure. A smile rested on her lips, and a
look of unutterable ealm on her brow. A fair
Yuminous halo flickered around her head, re-
vealing every lincament of her fuce, They
lifted her gently; they dared not leave her
there another hour, lest the wavesshould bear her
out to the fathomless sea. I'ar up on the
shore they hurried with the sacred remains ;
and while Clotaire watched beside them, filled
with awe, and giving thanks to God, Lena’s
hushand, the fisherinan, went to Innistore to
iuform the good Finian of the cvent,
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In a few yeurs, a large und splendid chureh
was erceted ncar the paluce of Innistore, we-
neath the altar of which, in a shrine of silver,
Mona the vestal slept.

Aileen Land betrayed her; but, repenting,
she was converted to Christianity, and beeame
the most humble and austere of that houschold,
all of whom were so truly devoted to God.—
Panthea became her most tender care; and it
was a touching sight to see her watching and
serving ono whom she hud so persccuted. The:
bard Abaris, Clotaire of Bretagne, and a num-
ber of converted Druids and bards, retired to
Innisfallen’s Isle, in Lough ZTore, where in
cloistered aisles and solitary cells they sought
perfection as the safe Yoad to eternal joys.

.Qur tagk is done. Let thosc who doubt the-
narrative of Mona turn to the old archives of .
Erin, where they will read of greater wonders
than any which we have related, not only of
numberless saints, but of holy and wise kings,
Christian sages, and heaven-inspired bards,.
whose memory and lives the Church cherishes:
like a sweet odor, who were, while living, hér
strength and succor, 2ud - who, amid the glories.

of the better lafid, are her fairest jowels. +
o .. THE, END,




