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now he kn w indoed his last hour was TIR TWiNTY-T.1D.
comc. No priest Was at band to heai

bis confession, but the cry of bis soul A bell -as softly tolliug front tho
vent up te the girat iigh Priest, ani couvent of S. Clare, in Mndrid, and

joy fillei his boert. Wie the fotteis grosps of people lvei- l'ond;ng their
w'ere struck froim his bands he oasily w-y to assîst :It n soimon tbat %vas to
contirived te take from his brenst the be prencbed iu the couvent chapel. IL
smaill linon bag and reccivo bis Vinticuin. l-ns iide-stond Che pie r wolid ask
A smile of triumph was on bis lips, a 1bi- Uic alins of tie titîttlo
light. shono ii his eyes: ho haid catei poo I-ishi wbo li sougbt
the "Breaod of' tin ani whbat on the lospitaiio Shores of
eired ho for dea:ithi. Bu t worthier w-cîds gi-oup ot ladies wordo slia riy ro:iobot

thain Ours shll describe the closing Ibonvent donc iid panîso'tt, and WOiC
sceoe. A poet of whoni Irelanid is jist- deepiy in Coli Ci 'utioli.

ly pro uîd ,- bas embodied ii immolrtal is it possibie, ionn t
v iee this most touching opisode etd ono, ber dfit eyes tilsbiug
lI-elafid's woiderful history. li Ib oagei'ss. Il Do you sny yoi have
'Tiey led iiiii to tie peopled wall; seil
'Tiv sons, they said, 1are those within; Eicli se.' retilneti lihe taiy an-

If, at tiv word, their standards f11l1l, ili-ossot, a iic t boti l i r vviii
Thy life and freedom thou sha i t wi n.'nit y plibii tc bo
Thei spaike tliat warrior Bisbop old :t tho body, he îîîins aiways bo-

IRe move these clains, that .1 may bear ieovd b co bo Sailli, ai occisiuiiiy,
Iy c-rosier, staff, and stole of gold ;las a gi-ont tiî vitit ii ojîencd
My j udgmn ii t, then, will I (lectare. anti îernui .Ilowett ta gazc au tue

They robed hiiiiin his robes of state; copso. ant tbe isi tine tiis was donc
They set the mitre en his iead; 1 liS ele of th -

On tower and gate was silence grent; Anti x'at diti you sec ?" donclectL
Théeiarts t iat loved hiiim froze with dread. iîoî.ti-ca

Re spake: 'Right liol is ycur strife; There lîy in bei octi," saii Donna
FigI for your country, king, and faith Beati-c, a yng nn. Sue NVaS a-
I tlaugt you to be truc in lite; -yed in tue fi babit cf li
I teach you to bc truc in deatb. paiciiit, On %-bieie b -ows were
A priest apart by God is set w-ittea, buy between lie ciasped hancis.
To offer prayer and sacrifice She -is liko ele asieep, n glo% in lber

And lie is sacrificial yet, hcks ani lips, a sinilo ligbting up bci
The pontiff for his flock wio dies.' bo cesed but

"Ere yet lie fell, lhis hand on higi eveiy moment I expoctci te seo lier
He raised, and benedictionî gave, op tein, t 'as se life-hilc."

Then sanîk in death, content te die '- Dici yet tetîe the body ?" iuquir-d
Thy great heart, Erin, was his grave. Donna Cate-ina.
It onIy remains for us to tell the Yos ai tie iey coldness told me

manner of the Bishop's death. He was
given up by the ei-:ged TctLord Broghill sai lit. luit tit is net ah, ci nu ladies
te the soldier's fuiry. They severed his a beat-eii- piliet tle vaîtit,
ai-ms from bis body, then dragging himw 'tWas mnnie likc a f gii
along tho grind te a neighboui-ing ti-ce, y site iota
hîing hin to its branches, in the sight utle blinci gi te wiîeîn tbe lins bave
of the rarrison. It was close on Ml beon ry kinc. Sbl is nie :ise te
Saints Day, and in all Caltholic ainds siste- Agnos. Have yen net sen lir
the Recqiuienî oternan vas rising up for semnet; mes ?',
the souils of the faithful depai-ted, but ths replicd tbi ladies; veI,
3ishop neecdod iL not: fer him wais re- wbat cf ber ?" Y

served-dthe palm branub and the quick "The Cic klî ant pyc ith
entrance ns 'la good and faitlhftul ser- n wenie-fi itb. We couICI sec iL bylieî
vant into the joy of lis Loi-d." attituce. Mien tue st-angu nan m-i1o

is llays prstying by the tfomb rised
»kubî-ey-De Vere. ie-group an laid be - wece ipon the face


