(208)

of the King of kings scemed gnrgeou-ly arrayed to
hear the song of the joyful heart. and 1o dispense
the treasures of redundant blessings.  And each and
every ene of those peacants, hnechng in scattered
groups in forvent wosshp, scarcely able ta bear the
dazzling sparhs of light whi-h the sun-beams struck |
from the silver tabernacie. was in that woment en- |
nobled and graced be yond the richest and proudest ;
of earth’s lords, thetr rustic costsune was embroider- |
ed by the golden pencil of Heaven, thewr houest!
heads was surrounded, and, in a manner, crowned

by a Hood of glory, and their countenances up-

turaed with glowing features and moistened eyes
towards that Presence, before winceh all earthly roy-
alty ie buse.  And now the organ pealed forth ats!
powerfuf uutes, and all untted m a sunple, but over-
powering sitain of evening thapksgiving.

It was at this moment that Pierrot and his wife
reached the threshold of the door ; and both un-!
stinctively paused as if unable to enter in. That!
sparkling light, that golden atmesphere, those joyful !
looks, those swelling notes, accorded ant with their |
errand, sympathised not with their hearts, jarred,
broken, freited as they were.  They were not com-
inx to urge hig't and pecubar claims, but to seek !
pity. -vercy, a. i peace. In a moment, however,
they Loudh felt coufused at their apparent want of
confidence ; and, assuming boldly the privilege
ever granted by Catholic feeling to the distressed,
advanced to the steps leading to the Sanctoary. On
these the mother lad her helpless burthen, and both
knecling down, covered their streaming eyes from
the overpowering splendour that oppressed them.
Long, deep, and breathiess, was thewr prayer. Dur-
ing st the music had ceased, the peasants had one
by ane ghded out, and the hermit having closed the
door, and with it shut out the last dying reflection of
the western sky, whispered to the afllicted father as
he retired, ¢ I have left the door unlocked, stay as
long as you please. Have courage, and may God
comfort you; and, through the intercession of His
blessed Mother, hear your prayers.’ He was not
Like [el that good hermit, who chid Anna in the
tempie because of her troubled supplication.

At these words both uncovered their faces and
raised their eyes. They were alone with their child;
a perfect silence reigned around them.  There was
no light but what was shed by the lamp of the Sanc-
tuary, betwceen them and the altar. Hanging in
mid-air, this scemed as a silver fountain of mildest
radiance, not shot forth in rays, not scaitered |
abroad in fiery sparks, not playing wantonly in
unsteady flame, but softly and equably diffused
from its source on escry side, filling the centre of the
holy place with a halo of sererest purest light, and
thence overflowing in a more subdued and blander
stream ioto the remoter parts and angles of the roof
and walls. Xt wasa light that appeared to exert 2
stilling hushing power on nature ; one could not
conceive noise or disturbance going on under it; a

laugh, a harsh word, an angry murmur, would have

sounded sacrilegious, if they could have been possi-
bly attempted. It created an atmosphere ofits own;
as though that soft attempered light diffused a cor-

, respondiug warmth through the ax, which the frust
| without could not chiil; for no one could feel cold

beneath its genial glow. It gave a softness snd
beauty to the commonest objects 3 the rude mumo-
rials of Lenefits recened that bung around, and
the poor paintings vwhich adorned the upper parts of
the walls, had their imperfect details concealed, and
their more prominent features brought out in a sub-
dued tone that made them ook hike masterpieces of
art ; and countenances which by day looked stern,
by this mild light, were gentle and engaging. Butit
was un the inward feelings that its kindliest influence
was shed. It seemed to kindle in the breast a holy
light like unto itself, beaming, serene and soothing
over its disturbed affections, subduing pride and
loftiness of spirit, calming anger, engentling auste-
rity, and smoocthening the folds of the crafty thought.
It unrufiled, it mildened, it melted the soul, and fit-
ted it for tender and gentle cmotions. .

And when, thus feeling all without them in per-
fect harmony with their own thoughts, the unaappy
parents raised their eyes towards the image of their
Redeemer and His Mother, the full radiance of that
lamp upon it revealed features so full of love and
conipassion, that never did this representation of
them appear so lovely, or so truly a portrait of what
in their hearts they now wished to find them both.
For they felt that this was the hour for appeals for
mercy und pity on distress ; here was the inner
audience-chamber, where the petition of the poor
would be Kkindly received face to face, whispered
into the ear.

Long and fervently did the parents pray over
their child under the solemn inspiration of the
place and hour. There was more of depth in the
father’s fervour, more of tenderness in the mo-
ther’s ; but both made tegether a joint petition,
they offered up a common vow. Ifthe child rece-
vered, she was for the nest seven years to be
clothed in white, as an emblem of dedication to
the purest of Maids, brought up cver’in piety
and devotion ; and ber parents would fasl once a
week during the same period.

« Yes,” exclaimed Pierrot, in the sinple poetry
of Natute, *¢ she shall be white and pure as the
lily, whose root has been fed by the mouutain
snow ; she shall be as a flower befare the altar of
God. She shall shine in His sanctuary as the lanp
that now hangs over her ; her virtues shall shed a
mild lustre through the holy place, as she kneels in
conscious gratitude, where now she lies. Extin-
guish not the light of our eyes ; and lef not death
presume to touch her now consecrated to Thee,
any more than a sacrilegious hand will ever daze to
quench this holy flame that burns before Thine
altar.”



