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of the corpse, the child’s blind eyes up-
on those closed lds.”

There was such a silence you might
have herrd one's hieart beat.

“When she was once more on her
feet she looked round on us all—the
child was cured.”

# Mereiful Heaven!” cried . Donna
Caiering, while one of the other ladies
erossed herself and said, “Wonderful is
God in Iis Saints”

“But tell us, dear Donna Beatrice,”
continued  Donna Cafering,  “for as
Mother Abbess™ sister you know all the
gecrets—tell us. who " is that strunge
wild man who is praying ever by the
vault.?  Is it true he is an Irish chief
tain fulfilling 2 vow or expiating a
erime ?”

S 1 know nothing,” said Donna Bea-
trice, “except that he is of Trish birth,
and leads u lite of extraordinary penance.
Vigil, and fasting, and prayers; and
austerities fill up his days and nights,
80 Mother Abbess told me, and if” she
knows - his history or why he ‘takes
Weaven by storm she would say nought.
to me. ~But methinks I can read on his
fuce the history of one who has had a
hard stinggle. for salvation, who may
perchance have sinned deeply; but who,
like him- who was once a malefactor,
will 'one'day be with his Dord in Paura-
dise, the trophy of a Saint’s prayer and
of redeeming love.. IHark, ladies, the
bell has ceased, we must hasten in.”

‘Qur story leads us now to Brussels;
not then, as now, the mininture. Paris,
gay, bright, and showy, but a quaint
old Belgian-city. -~Then asnow, rose in
its midst, its glorious church of 8.
Gudule, and en one beautiful day in the
month of September two noble ladies,
-each wrapped in ‘the capuee then uni-
versally worn by Belginn women might

"

be seen knenling absorbed in prayer in |

the Chapel of the ¢ Miraculous Blessed
Sacrument.”

After a Tong and cirnest supplicition,
they rose and passed out, the clder of
‘the two taking the arm of the younger;
-drawing - it-beneath  and. making the
light form lean ity ~weight on’-her.
“Their humble lodging was hard: by, and-
when they.entered and threw aside their
«clonkes, the elder lLedy: said. -

*“Rest now; my. Mary, my poor white
lily, perhaps 'twas. foolish 'of ‘me;to lev

“Call is best.

you go, you have hardly strength even
for that short journey.”

“0Oh, Mother,” said Mary O’Neill,
looking up to the face of her mother-in:
law, “it has comforted meso!  There
and there only do I.scem o meel with
our beloved ones again, At other times
there is that aching void—that terrible
hunger of the heart which 15 s0 ha'd to
bear; but oh ! dear mother, it is | who
ought to comfort you and wait on you
and not he a hetpless burden.”

Rose O'Neill gathered the desolate
girl into her arms; and laid the little
head on her breast. ‘

“ My child,” she softly whispered, < I
am used to saffer; you wre new to that
sharp, yet Divine lesson, and many as’
have been my sorrows, they have not
fallen on me so fast and thick as yours
have rained down on your young head.
Tather, brother, sister, hushand, child,
and he who was asecond father to you—
all taken from you in one short yoar ;:
and so, inthe flower of your youth, my.
Mary, your locks aresilvering and your
checks furrowed. Patience, dear one,
and let us look up with hope. Better, oh,
how. fir better b their holy and glorious
deaths than o life of shame and dis-
honour.” . ' :

“Yes! oh, yes!” murmured Mary;
| know it, Lfeel it”

“«Tark ! isnot that a knock ?” ~Ludy
O'Neill went to the door, and sooin re-
turned, followed by a thoughtfullooking
priest, her youngest son. Ie greeted
his sister-in-law tenderly ; while, with
a joyful ery from an adjoining room the
little Rosa dashed forth and climbed his
knee. : o -

Before we conelnde our story wé
must cast @ vapid glance at the couise
of events which had thuas brought Mary”
to seek refige with her mother-in-law.,

Tn the last chapter we alluded to the
death of Owen Roc. 1t took place at .
Cloughougliter; in’ County ' Cavan, A
few days before his death he wrote as
follows to the Marquis. of Ormond —

« May it please your Bxeellency,

< Béing now on my déath-bed without any
areit hopes of recovery;. I call my Savionr
to witiiess tliat, ag I- hope for salvation, my -
resolution,. ways; ami intentions; from firat:
to Inat in . these-unliappy: wars, tetided to no’
particular ambition. or private interest. of
mine ownynotwithstanding what was ormay

‘be thought of . to-the contrary, but-truly and:: o




