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oILAPTER XI.—(Continned.)

« There was a wild perturbation in the lady's
soul. Here, under her roof, in her very presence,

—noble, heroic beyond aught she lllzxq ever
dreamed of, suffering scourges and glorying in

death,—u Christi.:m stood before her! .

« And how wilt thou be re\':urd_cd by this
Christ, after death ?”’ she asked, in a low,

ing voice.
ch?} {%:i'th immortality, O lady; with new and
ctermal life ; with the glorious vision of God,
which fileth those who are rausomed with ex-
paustless joy.  Ob, Death! strong portal of
Eternal rest! Oh, sweet Death!” excluimed
Mona, as if forgetful of the lady’s presence,

< And how dost thou know this 2" asked the
Lady Bernice, in the same low tene.

«The great and infinite G-od-—-_our.F'uthcr—
has himselfrevealed it, through His Divine Son.
Oh, lady, believe ! Turn .ﬂ_ly soul away from
the vain worship of falsc deities to th_e true and‘
living God,"” exclaimed Moua, throwing herself
at her feet. o

«Maiden, thou hast proved thy faith by a
Leroism worthy of a better cause. I adx-mt that
there is something in it which is sublimo and
pisses my comprcheusion. .»fxt some_ f'utu_re
time, as a curious study, I will investigate its
philosophy. But thou art a Christian. One
saw thee to-day, whose sharp cyes recognized
thee under thy disguise. He is tarrying ut the
temple, Perchance thou dost deserve death
for thine apostasy, and it may be ditficult to
protect thee, but T—yes, I will do my utmost
to save thee, Monz. Remain thou here. I
will speak with Aileen,” said the lady, rising
from her pillows and twisting her long tresses

around a jewcled comb, which confined them
to the back of her head.

Aileen was luxuriating in one of her usual
fermentations.  Her shrill voice rung out n
commands and counter-orders, in threats and
shrieks, varied by the sharp sound of a strap
over the shoulders of some luckless domestic
who crossed her path, or the crash of a tin
flagon or a broom, which, falling short of its
aim or going heyond the head at which it was
thrown, fell clattering against the wall or lum-
bering along the floor. ~ But the entrance of
Lady Bernice calmed the storm In a moment.
She was an uncxpeeted and rare visitor in those
regions where her foster mother had herctofore
reigned supreme.  Aileen stood aghast. She
folt that her coming portended nothing good
for her, The lady’s stern brow arid compressed
lips convinced her that her star was no longer
in the ascendant. .

“My gracious lady,” said the subdued
virago, “take this chair. If I had known
thou wert coming, things would have worn a
differeut look, I trow.” )

« I wish but n few words with thee, Aileen,”
she said, standing cold and stern in her mar-
vellous beauty, and waving back with her hand
the proffered ~chair, ¢« Thou muyest be fuith-
ful in thy professions,—nay, thou mayest feel
for me a sort of love, even,—but thou hast
committed 2 fault which I would not brook
fiom the mother who bore me, if she lived.—
Thou hast set thyself up as the awarder of
punishments : acéording to thy will the scourge
istofly on whose shoulders and breast thou
pleasest.  From this day thy power ceases.—
Thou shult have no onc under thee; becu}ls.e
thow art 2 tyrant. Thou shalt have no privi-
Jeges or . immunities beyond the other vassuls
of Innistore; and, if this does not suit thee,
thou canst go away. Where is Panthea the
slave '

“ Panthea 7" gasped Aileen, pale and trem-
bling, for she knew that inexorable will, or she
would have raged and stormed and wept.—
“8he is up there,—in a small room under the
roof.” : ‘

“Where no air or light can penetrate,—
where her pain-racked limbs, and fecble body
waste on straw! Tigress, I could tear thee
and bent thee, were it not—but I have learned
alesson, Go this moment with some of thy
fellow-servants, and bring,—as tenderly as if it
were I —bring Panthea here. Luy her on
that bed. First shake up the pillows and turn
back the sheets, There! begone !”

“But the children, lady,—the children!”
faltered Alileen, almost gasping for breath.

“ Shall be removed forthwith to the chamber
near my own, where I—J/, remember—will
superintend their well-being; for I trust thee
1o longer,” A

After they left the room, she walked to and
fro, while her face glowed and lier eyes flashed
like the eyes of some fierce and benutiful beast

_of the desert. A new lifo was.stirring within
her; new light was drawing through faculties
and attributes but half developed in her nature.
Bhe began to feel and understand the pleading

.of her soul for better and higher things than
she had .ever. kmown. ¢ A mean Christian
shall not outdo me, a princess of royal birth, in

. generosity,” she murmured. R

Just then the door opened, and they brought
in the sick slave and laid her on  Aileen’s bed.
The fady herself arranged the pillows, and,
sending for oue of her own fine linen garments,
put it on her with her own hand,

“Bring me wine,”” she said to her wonder-
stricken servants,  The wine was brought in a
silver goblct, snd she herself held it to Pan-
thea’s lips, who, swallowing a small portion,
soon recovered her strength.

¢ Thou wrt better now, Panthea,” she said,
gently.

“May Jesus CHRrIsT be thy reward I”” whis-
pered the slave,

A deep flush reddened the lady's face, and
tears flashed for wn instant over the light of
hier eyes, as she whispered, “ De quiet.” -

“ Aileen,” she said, turning to her, © this
is no longer thy plece.  Go into the western
chamber, near my own, and make it ready for
the little ones and  thyself. Panthea. one will
be with thee in a little while, who hus buen
thy best friend.  IIereafter, thou shalt want
notlimg.”

Aileen, ashamed, enraged, aud humbled,
could only submit; but she vowed in her in-
wost heart that the brown girl, as she called
Mona, and who she imagined was the cause of
her disgrace, should suffer for it.  Life with-
out vengeance would be a burthen, she thought,
and from that hour, moody and silent, she
brooded over plans of revenge,  When Mona
returned, all was changed.  Panthex, breathless
and grateful, recounted  farthiully all that had
ocemred,

“ See how soon Ieaven flies to the suceor
of its poor children, my Pantheu; and, as if to
crown my joy, I see Iiena, the holy wom:m,
coming up from the park,” said Mona, gently.

CIIAPTER XII.—TUHE LOVER.

Panthea was asleep when the fisherman's
wife came in.  The fatigue she had undergone
in being removed from her cell under the eaves
combined with the unwonted luxuires of a soft
bed and fresh linen, had lulled her into a deep
and quiet slumber,

“ L am glad to see thee, good Lena,” whis-
pered Mona, leading her to a chair.

“ T have come up from the shore in great
haste to-day,” suid Lena, with a sorrowful
countenance, while she lifted Mona’s hand ten-
derly to her lips, ¢ T have ill tidings for thee,
lady. © There is a report abroad that the
Druids, having learned that thou art living and
a Christian, have sworn to get possession of
thee once more, that they may wreak a horrible
vengeance for what they call thy apostasy. It
is said that their spics are cverywhere. I
thought this was evil enough; but at the very
portals of Innistore I heard from Dathy a tale
which has curled my blood. I it true,—lady,
is the the thing I have heard this day true?”

“ Dathy ? Tale? How should I know,
good Lena. I, who never leave these apart-
ments ?”” said Mona, looking down,

« No need, gentle lady, no need to have left
these apartments to hear it.  Dathy says thou
hast been scourged by Aileen—scourged on thy
naked shoulders — for the guilt of another,”
suid Lena, almost choked by the effort she
made to keep back her tears.

“ Trouble not thyself, my Lena, about idle
tales. Thy information is not us correet as 1t
might be,  As to Aileen,—poor Aileen !—Ts
she not groping in darkness? How can she
sce the lures which the evil one spreads along
her way ?  Let us not judge Aileen harshly,”
said Mona, in a low voice.

¢« It is true, though, that thou wert scourg-
ed ?” persisted Lena. ¢« Tell me why, I be-

sech thee, sweet lady.”

«Tf on some day in thy lifejourney thou
shouldst see our divine Lord Jxsus, faltering
along, lame, sick, sorrowful, mocked, threaten-
ed, and treated like a felon, would not thy soul
burn within thee to help Him,—to aid Him ?
Would it not fill thee with joy if thou couldst
say, ¢ Here, dearest Lord, let me take Thy
place: thou hast suffered enough: thou art
tainting on the way; I am strong: let me lift
that rugged burden from thy lacerated shoul-
ders, let mine be the flesh that the scourge fulls
on?" And suppose Heshould say, ¢ Daughter,
thy offer is precious and acceptable to me.'—
Consider, my Lena, What wouldst thou do ?”

« Hast thou had a vision, then?” asked
Lena, in a low and agitated voice.

«No! No vision! In yonder suffering one
—in Panthea, who, guiltless of offense, and
racked with pain, was sentenced to be scourg-
cd, I beheld remewed the Passion of Jesus
Christ. In her I saw a wounded member of
His thorn-crowned head, and, for the love of
Hiy, in this the ereature for whom He suffered,
I endured the punishment. Aileen — poor
Aileen | — was ministering to Him, although
se knew it not. et us find no offense in
her,” said Mona, humbly. ‘ .

“ May God the mighty Father pity her
blindness!” said Lena, weeping; ¢ may her
‘present humiliation prepare her soul to receive
the light of Christ! But I must hasten away.
I haveother tidingg to relate. Dathy says that
yesterday o German noble who is tarrying at
the tomple, and who. belongs ‘to the schools,
gaw thee’ here, and asked him many strange

questions concerning thee. .He suspects thee
to be other than thou seemest. He told Dathy

that, if lis suspicions were correet, Semo would
raze the foundations of Innistore to scarch for
thee. But, should danger approach, my son
Dego, who 13 under-gardner here, and also u
Cliristiam, will convey thee by seeret ways
back to the cavern on the shore, in which there
15 u hidden chamber where the sacred vessels
are kept.  The good Finian himself’ showed
Dego the way of uccess to it; and there, he
says, thon must fly for shelter, and remain un-
til the pursuit and persecution is over.”

 Thanks, my Lena! Mgy Heaven be thy
cternal reward I yeplied Mona, with the far
away look of one who saw beyond the limits of
human vision, - But stay one moment. zood
Lena: I must tell the ene thing.  The Lady
Bernjce knows my seeret "

“ Ay, interrupted Lena; ¢ but even she
cimnot suve thee from the Druids,”

““ No; but she can donsent for one who un-
derstands the art of healing to conwe to Pan-
thea,  The holy Fintan, I have heard. knows
the seerets of herbs and medicines.  Panthen
ix a Cheistian.  Onee, when she was in dangzer
of death, 1 baptized her; but she has had no
other help.  Thou dost understand me?” said
Mona,

“Yes, T will bear thy message, und send
thee word by my son.  Now adicu, my sweet
child,” said liena, embracing her tenderly ;
“adieu! should we never meet again, remem-
ber me and ine.”

“ Thou meanest, iff T should get home be-
fore thee.” said Mona, with a bright smile.—
“Well, i T should, forget net, O Lena, that it
nay be some time ere I shall be in those un-
clouded realms where those who have ¢ washed
their robes white i the blood of the Lamb
aud those who have gone up through much
tribulation, ever intercede for those who wait
in hope.  Let, then, thy petitions be earnest
and unceasing for wmy release: then, Lena,—
then, my sister, amid that glory ever new, the
brightness and splendor whereof' il the inhabit-
ants of that land of life with rapture inexpress-
ible, T shall not forget thee. TFarcwell, my
Lena,” she said, kissing the brown cheek of the
fisherman's wife. Then they parted.

More than once was Monat summoned to the
presence of Bernice of Inmistore, who, well
versed in books and the subtleties of false doc-
trines, made use of cloquenee, argument, per-
suasisns to shake her faith,  But, like a rock,
it stood strong and steadfust, the very waves
that dashed against it reeotling back on them.
selves.  Calm and gentle and humble, her con-
stancy and faithfulness, the good and unanswer.
able reasous she gave for the hope she had, the
proofs she browght, simple, clenr, and strong,
of an irrrNaL and A1Mc1ry (oD, not enly
startled the mind of the haughty woman, hut
when Mona, sitting at her feet, tulked of Jesus
Christ and the judgment to come, she trembled,
and eovered her face with her robe.  But she
still offared libations to Nerf Nuom, and crown-
ed her statue with cassiu-leaves and roses ; she
still went to the temple to consult the Pythou-

ess of the shrine of Nerf and threw spices into

the sucred fires; she was still pagan,—as much
s0 as  sced is a sced until its hidden life bursts
forth in flower <nd fruit.

One night, when all were wrapped in deep
and silent repose, a sudden clangor burst on
the air. The braying of #rumpets, the shouts
of the men at arms, the shrill outery of the
sentries on the walls, the howling of chained
beagles, and the elank of bolts and chuins as
the porteullis at the entrance to the castle was
slowly lifted, mingled together in one confused
and terrific din,  Monastarted up.  Ier heart
bounded und throbbed almost to bursting.—
The shadow and bitterness of doom fell dark-
ly around her; the dread, and the weak whis-
pering of naturc appalled her. She thought
that Semo and the Druids had come to tear
her away to suffer in the darkness and mystery
of the temple-dungeon, which she had heard
was far down beneath the surface of the earth,
having an outlet into the sca. -

So thought the Lady of Innistore.

So thought Dego, the son of Lena.

¢« Thou must fly, Mona :—thou must fly this
moment|” exclaimed the Lady Bernice, rush-
ing in, with only her loose night robes around
her, while her countenance wore a look of wild
affright. ¢ Kneel not there so calm while the
Druids enter Innistore.”

There was a single tap on the door. Mona
opened it, and found Dego there. )

¢ Lady,” he said, *come, thou hast time,
I will bear thee to a place of safety.”

¢ Fly, Mona!" exclaimed the Lady Bernice,
snatching up a gray woolen mantle amd throw-
ing it over the vestal’s shoulders. = ¢ Already I
hear the tramping of tvheir horses, the ringing
of their armed heels on the flags of the court
—but hark! hark! That cry! AsT live, I
believe it is my lord Badhna! They come
this way! Nerf Naom!" she cried, flying to
a window that overlooked the broad court be-
low, “what do I see? By the torch-light I
behold Eadhna, —my lord, — and Abaris, his

brother, who holds aloft, instead of a banner, |

a cross,—~who wears on his breast, instead of
the harp, & cross, ~—the Christian symibol.~—
And—and oh, Nerf Naom ! I see on Eadhna's
bosom also a oross of gold! And. there, near

him, ridesthe young Gaulish count, who aleo

wears this sign of sortow and ignominy and
shame,  Oh, woe l—oh. evil day! why hast
thou come to Innistore 7" she eried, wringing
her hands, )

“What troubles thee, dear lady?  Dost
thou see aught like calumity drawing near to
Tnnistore ?” asked Mona, lifting her hand
gently to her lips.

“ He has returned a Christian I she shriek-
cd, throwing off Mona'shind,—¢ a0 Christian!”
then fled back to her apartnents,

MMona slept no more that nizht ; with Pan-
ther, who still trembled with alarm, she gave
thanks to God that salvation had come to In-
nistore, and together they prayed that the Lady
Bernice might taste ol the waters of life as
they flowed past.

It was even so.  Like the Arcopagite who
sought Paul and returned believing in Christ,
s0 the Lord Eadhua had aone to seek his bard
Lrother in the camp of Patricius, to exhaust
the cloquence of langnage, — to urge him by
the hopes of his family, by the grief of his mo-
ther, the pride of his father, the credit of his
house, to ubjure these new crrors, and once
more, as one of the royal bards of Krin, take
his place in the council of the nation and at
the altar of the temple.  Then, il’ all persua-
sion amd argument should thil) he deterwined
to slay him with his own hand at the very feet
ol Patricius.  But he retwrned o Christian,
aceompanied by the bard Abaris and the Count
of Bretagne, Dringing with him a hillet from
the holy apostle Patricius to the Bishop Finian,
beseeching him to go without delay to give
Luptisin 62 the houschold ol the Lord Kadlina
of Innistore,

Christianity had developed in full splendor
the spiritual and intellectual life of Abaris.
Like a brilliant-plumaged bird whose wings,
limp and powerless, had kept him from soaring
up into the sunshine, whuse notes, sweet but
carth-born and  carth-hound, had floated no
Ligher than the cloud-drifts that bounded his
vision, he now, healed and full of power, soared,
as on cagle pinions, far into the sunbright ro-
cions of fuith, where he sang of Giod and Christ
in strains of such surpassing harmony that all
who heard him paused to listen, entraneed, first
by the cloqquence of his words, then by the pro-
wises of faith, which filled their souls, at last,
with the treasures of the mystery of Bivine
Lave, and a peace whieh breathed over them a
forctaste of' heaven,  Like that fair and lovely
gem of the Church, Francis Navier, ol a later
age, Abaris had found at once the perfection
and  sanctification whiclh so many toil after
through penince and tears, yet so few attain;
Iie had solved at once the diflicult science
which, even on curth, xo clevates the spirit
above the flesh that it has rapt visions of God.
But Kadhna and Clotaire, more fettered by
hamin ties and more filled with the thoughts
and cares of life, followed at n slower pace,—
humble neophytes, whose faith, though not less
strong, was less developed by supernatural
graces; who, while they adored in spirit and
in truth the Divine attributes of the Triuhe
Grod, felt determined, at whatever cost it mighe
be, to fight the good fight and remain steadfast
in Christ. The Lady Bernice stood truly be-
tween heaven and curth. The eloquence of
Abaris melted her proud soul to tears; the
persuasions of her husband shook her more
than she would show; the gentle arguments of
the young count filled her with admiration;
while the example and prayers, the humility
and sweetness, of Mouu, and the paticnee of
Janthea, convinced her that their faith was
something more thin human, — nay, almost
holy ; but, when half persuaded to yield her
proud nature to the yoke of Jrsus Cnrisr,
her human friendships, the censure of the
Druids, haliits of superstition, vencration for
fubles, distrust, and the haughty love of power
and regal splendor, dragged her hack, and
lifted high barriers between her heart and the
inflowing of divine graces, She was soon the
only one of the hundreds who filled the fortress
of Innistore, who had asked for baptism.—
Abaris was constantly out with the vassals, in
the ficld, in their cubins, in their tents, in their
barracks, teaching them day and night, forget-
ting food und rest in his zeal for their salvation,
until old and young, the soldicr and the serf|
matrons and maids, the aged and little chil-
dren, thirsted for the waters of life; and aguin
he sought Patricius to bescech him to send a
priest to them, for ay yet they could find no
trace of the Bishop Finian.

“ Tt is strange,” said Lord Eadhna, ¢ pass-
ing strange, that we have no tidings of Finian.
Hast thou ever heard of a Christian called
Finian, Bernice ?” ,

. She paused,—opened her lips—a deep flush
dyed her cheeks; then she said, I might de-
ceive thee if I did not séorn a lie. 1 know not
where this Iinian is; but two of my house-
hold, who were Christians before ye arrived,
may tell thee. I have heard the name pass
“between them.”
¢« Two Christians! And didst thou, sweet
wife,
derly. = .

¢ Their God protected them,” said she, in a

low voice, as she turned away to hide a start-
ing tear. R

protect them ?” said Lord Eadhna, ten-

“Who are those Christi

they, Bernice 7 he asked.
“One,” she suid. slowly. ¢is Panthea the

slave; the other is Mona the vestal 1" ‘

« B.Ionn the vestal 17 eried he, with an ex-
pression of mmazement on his tace,

“ Mona! Does Mona live?” exelaimed Clo-
raive of Bretazne, who was sitting in an embra.
sure of a deep window, reading.  He threw
down the roll of parchuient. and, springing [or.
ward, knelt on a cushion at the foct o?’ the
Lady Berniee, half wild with emotion, % Dogs
Mona live ? or is it some otlier Mona 9"

_ “First tell me, sir connt, whenee this stranee
interest in Mona?  Where conldst thou hu\\j'e»
seen Mona ? - Answer me on thy honor as a
knight and thy faith as 2 Christian.  Tor T
have heard strange ruwmors,” she said, with
preud reserve, ' ’

“ Never but once, lady, did my eyes rest on
Mona. I vesened her from o savaee wolf
which had been driven. infuriate by tch dows,
into the saered grove. 1, not knowing that ?t
preeinets were sacred, followed him with my
spear, and came on i in time to save Mona
toward whom he was springing when my speu;
cleft his skull. - She fell insensible, and for =
few brief moments I held her on my hosom
and gazed i her fiee—m-"

“ 1 a wonrm, siv count, imd ean under-
stand the rest.  Thou didst love her.™

“Yes, T loved her as thon, lady, michts
love & white dove, or a lamb without blemish
But Lord Fadhna ean tell thee how T wa
suddenly,—how in a brief moment T learned
that, she being o vestal, my love was utterl
hopeless. Then T heard that Mona lad fallen
into the sex, where T believed she slumbered
until these tidings creet me, that Mona livc.s"
and is a Christian ! 1t is wondrous ! it is too
wild a thing to be true!” he said, striking his
forchead. i i

“ Thou hast never seen her, then, since the
first time ?” asked the lady, calmly.

“ T have thought of her as dead!  Scen her!
No! 1In the wildest frenzy of hope, T never
dreamed of Mona—living,” he replied,

“ And now that she lives,—that ye are both
Christians,—does thy [aith forbid a renewal of
thy love ?"

“ No, lady: our faith lays no ban on a love
like mine. I would wed Mona.”

“Then listen, and learn her history,” said
the Lady Bernice.  And with flashing cyes, a
grave brow, and proud but truthful air, she
told them all she knew of Mona,—of her being
scourged, of her sweetness :ind patience, and of
the meck innocence of her life,” Both of those
brave and noble men  dashed tears from their
cheeks as she proceeded.  Then she told, with-
out a shade of bousting, how she, by her heroie
virtue, had protected and saved her, ¢ T have
heard her speak,” she eontinued, ©of one
Finian,—u holy man; and she may perchanee
give thee the information thou dost desire con-
cerning him. But tell me, Kadhna, what need
have we of Finian ?”

- “Noble wife, Finiun is a Christian priest
and bishop,—one who haptizes and administers
the divine sacraments of the Church to be-
lievers."

“ But Abaris—our brother?”

“My brother is only u tencher : he is not
yet a priest,” he replied,

“ And whatdost thou want with this priest ?”’
ghe insisted.

“To baptize my. children, and those of my
household who believe in Christ.” '
“My children ! she said, with a bewildered
look. ¢ Hushand, — children,—houschold, —
all Christians|  But I will leave ye now, aud
this cvening ye shall sce Mona,”

They left the room, and were soon out on
the marble terraces of Innistore.

¢ Shall we fish, or ride? Dost thou prefer
a gallop over the moors, or a sail on yon bright
bluc river ?” paid Lord Eadhna to his guest.
“I love the wave,—the bounding motion,
and the sound of the tide sweepiug along,” said
the young count, * It pleases me sometimes
to think that the same billow that bears me up
flows on toward my native land,—that per-
chance my mother looks on it, or touches it
with her beautcous fingers, as she wanders on
the shore.”

“Let us out on the waves, then. Here,
Mulcho! bring the tackle and nets down to the
shore: we need not be idle, while the Shannon
swarms with fish,”” said Lord Eadhna,

CHAPTER XIII.—FOR CHRIST |

The Lady Bernice sought Mona. She found:
her sitting beside Panthed, singing a sweet
Christian lay, while her busy fingers plied the-
needle on some fine handieraft which required
taste and patience. She arose, and, with love:
and gratitude expressed in every look and:
movement, she offered the lady a chair. She
would have remained standing, but the lady
drew a low, cushioned stool beside Her, and told’
her to sit there.

¢ And how is Panthea to-day 2"’ she inquired,. -
kindly. ° L oo

‘Better, noble lady: May the great God
reward thee forthy kindness to a poor: slave 1"
replied Panthea,

art from this moment free "

“ Thou art no longer a slave, Panthea: thews -




