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he thought, " who, as I have road, bu-
earme a martyr neariy three hiundred
years ago."
zvested priests and white-obed choris.
tors and hary iminstrels with sounding
harps followed the aged dignitary; and
irm the nigled voices and trembling
strings that harrmony of tinîeful prayer
and p laise ent up to the listeiiing C:r
of leaivein. IL sceied as if the angels
round1)(1 the Throne had joiedl with the
tongues of mortais to sing the gCories or
the Messiah newly born. Theheoart of
Connor lcDermontt was inoved by
mningied enotions of awe, reverence and
Joy.

The gray-haired abbot ascinded the
throne at the left side cf the high altai
and the sacrifice of the nidnight Mass
began. The tinkle of silver beils was
hea'd, and every head was bowed in
revercnce. TUe arching roof ochoed te
the soien strains of the I Kyrie Eli-
son." 1n triinmphant tones the "Gloria
in Excelsis Deo " pealcd through nave
and aisie. The odr cf the incenso was
heavy ou the ani- and ali Lhis pomp and
mnajesty of Christian voiship swa yed
Connor with sncb deep emaotions as he
iad never been conscious of before.

Then the aged abbot rose fron his
<:hair, and bowing on bonded knec be-
fore the altair, nirmnred a brief prayer.
Rising again, ho aswcnded the steps, and
turniiig round to the congregntion, ex-
tendod bis hands in gesture of benedic-
tion. Connor McDernott thought that
those dark, earnest eyes regar'ded hin
with a peculiar pitying, tender look.
Thon the aged man read the glorious

ospel of the day, and proceeded toad-
dress his hiearrs in language glowing
with inspired cloquence and melting
with pathos.

He spoke of love, and especialy of
the love which Christ bore towards the
sinful race of mankind-love se all-ab-
soibiig that foi their sakes He gave
iBMself up asacrifice, a bleedingvictim

on the cross. Hle spoke tao, of the
love which ail mon should bear te one
another-of the love of homo and
friendg, and kindred and native land,
'vhich is called patriotism. He strove
to impress upon his hearers, in words of
burning eloquence, that it was the duty
-ofall Irishmen to love, chrciish and de-
fend one another; and dissension and

division auong tihein was a terrible
erime. "Oh, imy bethren," said ti
oid inaî, 'princes and people, chiefs
and clansmiîen alilke. I woild say to you,
youî will never bc happy tili yon join11 in
unity of purfpos anid iual love, whiLst
your eionis ae joined ini haOe against
yoii. W'herefore, Irishmlei, in uriging
you tao unite hearc and hand t L'resci
your beauitifu and nhappy country
f'roi her boidage, I would say to you,
in the words ot iim boni to-day
for your salvation - this comnmaind
i givo yoî, that you love ene an-
other. '

IL w'as ver'y stiirngei but evei as the
aged abbot spoke, Connor thought his
eyes w'ere tixed on h< and oun hii
alone, and that ail his words were
directly addrcssed to hini.

The Mass wient on te iLs conchusion;
and tieu agaiUi the white-beardced abbot
asccnded the altar-steps with initre and
ciozier, and itLh hands outstretoced
gave the congregation his solemn biess-
ing. But hee gain, Connor thought
those eyes wero fixed on him alone, that
the aged, trembli ng hands woe stretched
ont for him, and that the blcssing iwas
specially calied down uipon his head by
those oloquent lips.

Mass being cielluded, choristers and
priests rose as if to depart. But, in-
stead of walking out in stately proces-
sion, prelatos, priests and people scemed
te net away; and when Connor Mc-
Deriott suddenly started and looked
uip, the cold moeonbeamns weree fadling
upon bis Upturned face. Tho chance)
was again dosolate; the ruined piflara
looked bleak and shadowy once more;
and the dark blue sky, studded witi
twinkling stars, was tUe only roof over
theyoing head. Connor ros from lis
knees, cold and shiveriiig, and looked
wondoringly around liin.

"Ii must have fallen asloep," lie nutit-
tered. 'Tis mrortal cold here. But
what a queer dream that was. I nevor
hard o' the likes : is wonderful cru-
tireoly. By my word, now, I'm glad I
came hore t say a prayer or tvo. That
dream was worth ail the trouble ; and,
for that natter, perhaps, it wnsn't a
moe dream after aLh I thiik Ise thiat
wonderfl oid abbot stili, and hear bis
vords of blessing falling on my cars.

And the music c' tho harps, too, and the


