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no danger of this being granted.  Butin the hearing
of your prayer, hers hus reccived its buon. She
made another, 165, Lut § kuow pot yeu its resuin’

«What was it 2’ ecagerly asked Pierrot. She
replied : . ) R
¢ she offered up the life which she prized so little,

as a sacrifice, to obtain your return to grace aad
virtue.’

¢« Then she hus becn heard,” answered, with broken
sobs, the unhappy Pierrot.

He had scarcely uttered dicse words, when a
bright light darted to the eyes of both, as if a bril-
haut star had on a sudden arisen. ‘Uney looked
round in amazement ; it was the light of the lamp
relkindled 1 the Sanctuary, and again shining as
usual on that narrow and shppery path. Boih hatled
the omen, or ruther the emblew and token of reteen-
ing grace,

‘The good priest he awakencd by the cry
thut had startled the robbers, and Lad arisen to
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sillien tresscs floated wver her shoulders, and the
wreath wlich she hud twined was placed ugon her
head.

On cither side knelt one of her now broken-heart-
ed parents ; but Pierrot soon passed to the knees of
the venc:able pastor, where he poured forth with
deep contritivn and burmag tears the history of his
past crimes, and ex -hanged th2 stinging worm of a
~emorseful conscience, for the tender cunsolation of
loving repentance, and assurance of pardon by the
absolution of Carist’s minister.

He was again at his former post, kneeling by
the body of his child. But now her spirit seemed
to hiin to hover in the soft radiance above him,
and to smile upon himn in the rays of the sacred
tanap.  lle could imagine it mingling v.ith angelic
choirs descending to rejoice ‘over the sinner
brought to repentance, and fliting around him,

hand in kand with that guardian spirit who had

ascertain its cause.  He weut first tohis chapel, and BVer abandoned bin in all his wanderings.  And
to his astonishment found 1t Jark. It was sune time33 - lo bLud, to assare himself of the reality ?f his
before he procured a light, and he had in that mo- State, to the bier beside bun, it seemed to him as
ment relighted the lamp. On finding it drawnif a new smile played upo. her features, and a
down, and still mere on perceiving that the docr tinge of life had rctuined to her countenance.

was open, and discovering the lantern on the grout.d.!  Morniug was come, and the well known death-
he saw that he had had a narrow escape from sacri-\heil sounded from the little turret of the chapel.

lege. How this had been prevented he could not
conceive, and he remained examining every place,
and pondering on the strange circumstance, whern
he perceived footsteps approuching. His aiann was
changed into grief,g when he saw that 1t was Pierrot
and his wite, the former bearing in lis arms the
dead body of his daughter.

It was long before his sympatiising sorrew allow-
ed him to hsten to the mother’s tale of ufihiction
She told it at last, withuut mentioning her husband’s
name. except as so rashly rushing down to recover
his child. But the good old man now saw hLis owa,
and a no less beautiful solution of the mysteries of
that night, than that of the parents, as he said :

¢ Now I understand it all.  Not only has her wish
been gratified, of never returning to a worldly garb,
but she has proved the guardian and protecting spi-
rit of this her favourite Sanctuary, which she so
much adorned. But for that fatal accident to her,
and the pang it caused her wother, the robbers,
whoever they were, wonld have accomplished their
work. For, no doubt, the cry which awoke me
scared them. By her death she has saved this holy
place from pillage. She was herseif as a second
Lamp of the Sanctuary ; how natural that the
putting out of one should cause the exstinction of the
other.” |

Their plans were soon arranged. A bier wasn
the middle of the church, unthe very spat where slic
loved to kneel, and covercd with a black velvet pall.
Upon it, facing the altar, the corpse was placed, ia
its ~now white spotless dress, the hands with her
cracifix placed between them, and her beads twincd

around them, were joined on the breast; her long

‘The netghbours started at its sound ; for they had
heatd of no illness near them, and crowded in
ikind anxicty to the Sanctuary. They started as
ithey entered in astontsiment and sorrow. The
itale was soon whispercd from one to another ; the
Qight of those-naturally suspected of the attempted
sacrilege, eonfirmed !l their conjectures 3 while
IPierrot’s being with his wife and daughter screen-
ed him from all suspicion.

HMany tea.s of unaffected suirow graced that
funerul, bu. .hed more in sympathy for the survi-.
vors, than fiom grief over ber whom all now
envied. Mothers held up their little ones to look.
upoa that corpse ; and, instead of shrinking from
it in terros, they stretched out their arms to ask to
embrace it.

There was long in the little cemetery of Mont-
Marie, a grave greener than all the rest, and
decked each day by children’s hands with the
fairest flowers ; and if yon had asked any ef the
busy little labourers whose it was, he would have
told you with woudering eyes, that it was Marie’s
—as if no one else had ever been called there by
thet name.

After some years there were two other graves
uear the favourite spot , they were those of her
parents; hunouicd by all fur virtue and venerable
old age. Pierrot left it to be told after his death,
how his virtue and his happinese, his crimes, uis
punishweat, his repentance, and his forgiveness,
had been wonderfully connected with the Lamp of
the Sanctuary. "
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