
MOLLY MERLIN.

Mtold friendFather John Manby had been some yearsstationed atthe mission of Canriih. It ie a quaint little town, with an oldruined castle, and stands high above the valley, witha grand viewof the mountains not far off. The air is bracing, and thespot is
fnll of sunshine. Even when the storm rages on the hills and
mountains ouuie fewmiles away,the ran shine" at Cnnrit-h

Father Manby wrote to say that he wanted to go south onbusiness,andif Iwould tako a Sunday for him, he could «npp]y forme, and the arrangement would be profitable to both of us. HeknewIdidn't mind the winter in the country, andsoIarranged togo. IthoughtIshould not find much todo,but there are lovelywalkß intheneighborhood, and Ihad before experienced the good
effectsof the freshkeen breezes of the winter time in thatmountain
district.

Itwaaearly inJanuary. Iknew the locality well, and manyof the good simple Catholic country folk recognised me, andheartily welcomed me as Icalled at their cottages on my daily
-walks.

'Did your reverenoe hear that old Molly Merlin, up along
Wimblewood valley, over the fells, near the cairn, was veiy ill /'saida man to me,one morningsoonafter my arrival.'Yes;Father Manby told me he had seen her before he left,
andIintendedgoing overto seeher to-morrow.'

'I saw her to-day,' replied the man, 'and although she wasabout she seemed not so well, and said that if Isaw the priest
wouldItell him she would like to see him assoonas hecould go.'

That settled the question. Ihad determined to go the nextmorning directly aftermy breakfast;butInow changed my rniudand thought it would be best to go at once. Ireturned tq, thepresbytery,andafter my early dinner set out to administerthe lastSacramentsto the good woman.
The cottage by the oairn was a long way up WimblewoodValley, and four or five miles from the presbytery. For some

distance the road waß sheltered and pleasant,but when the fella
were reached and the valley opened out it became more openand
exposed. Itwasone of those peculiarly raw winter days that one
meets occasionally in the north. There was a grey sky, but attimes the sun shone and there were strong gusts of wind. As Iturned up the desolate and bleak part of the valleyIpassed thelast cottage, some two miles from the cairn near which Molly
Merlin's cottage stood. At the best of times this place wan verydreary and desolate, and the wind came sweeping down dismally
andkeenly. The oldman whodwelt there wasstanding at the doorandlooking up the valley.'

Be going to see the old womanupby thecairn '' he asked.Itoldhim such was my object.'
I'm afeared, sir, you'll have a naaty walk. Idon't like thelook of the weather;it's beating up for a big scow stormIthink

'
Ibegan to think so too. AsIpushed along, the wind howled

down thehills and through the valley,sending at times the frozen
sleet cuttingmto my face. Then the dark clouds came over,andsnowand hail weredriven along by the angry wind. Icrept along
under what shelter Icould find, but it was hard work. Ishall
never forget the lastmile. The snow came in gustslike ablizzard,
and beveral times Ihad to crouchunder some protecting boulder of
rock orlow bußh to protect myself from the biting blast. Iwas
fairlybeaten at times, and wondered should Iever reach the cot-
tage. My breath was knocked out of me by the cruel pelting
storm, andIfelt thatImust give up.
Ineverknew bowImanaged to get to the end of that journey.

Itwasoneof themost terrible experiencesIhave ever had in the
whole of my missionary career. Ifound out afterwards that those
two last miles had taken me more than an hour to accomplish.Faint, weary,and with my strength fairly beaten out of me, Iatlength reached the cottage. Iplaced myhand on the latch;thewind swung the door open and dashed me into the room. When
Ihad shut the door and sufficiently recovered myself Ilooked
round.

Itwas aneat little room, with white-washed walls andceiling.
There wasnot much furniture— a little deal table and a couple ofchairs. Ina kind of a rude arm-chair, seated by a fire of blazing
turf and wood, was the object of my journey.

Mis MollyMerlin was a fine old womanof nearly eighty years.£jhem»st havebeen very beautifulas a young woman, for her faceaidMatures still bore traces of their former comeliness. Her hairwasas white asthe snowon thehillside.
She raisedherself to her feet and lifting her hand cried out inastonishment,'Ah. Father dear, how could you come out on such a

cruel afternoon ? God andHis blesaed Motherand allthe Saints pro-tect youas they havedonein this dreadful storm.'
Ithen explainedto her that Ihad heard how ill she was,andthatIdid not like to put off my visit. 'But,' Iexclaimed,'I

thought to find you in bed.''Well, Father dear,' she replied,'it was so cold,and Iwasable
just toget about, soIthought I'd better be near to the fire, where
Ioould keep it alight, and get a little warmth into my poor oldframe.'
Ithen toldher of the real object of my visit/which was topre-

pare her for the receptionof the last Sacraments.
Never shall Iforget the good soul's gratitude. Shehad prayed,

she said, that she might reoeive the great blessing of the last ritesof Holy Church:that she might not pass away without the holy
annointing and thelast blessing." Father,all through the terrible storm thia afternoon some-
thing seemed to be saying to me:'Molly, your end is coming, and
jour soul will goon the storm-cloud into the great worldbeyond

h Z£Z P^°rn,anaw« in«f :
'
No» I'w prayed for the priert tobe withme, andIknow God will answer my poor prayers:Ishan'tdie till my good Father has seen men." And soIhoped-nmdwa

« '„ ?d,?d,yoaare praised be God'sholy Name.'Molly told me where to find the blessed candles and theholywateranda clean whitedoth, and therevata littlevaie withsomeI v£T n h ât^er
-

whioh some of her far-off neighbors hadbrought her. So Imade alittle decent altar for the repose of thet,'rr!h?p?T fc- J *h.enßatdowa for a while« «* wrted^ter theterrible fatigueof the journey.
i-**i

'Fafch«r'before you attend to me, you'll find somecoffeein thatlittle cupboard, and perhaps you'llbe able to help me tomake"cup You must needitbadly— or something:there's a littlebottlewith somebrandy in it whicti Father Manby brought, as thedoctorsaid Ishould
i
havesome. Anyhow you'll see what there is in thecupboar-1. God helpus, whatanawfulatorm itis I' saidMolly, asSisi&rSis^yss&r4 *" doot "* u" waSo"

Ifound a little coffee-pot and the requisites, and soon vnaregaling myself with a steaming and comforting cup of ooSe!leelingquiterefreshedand perfectly warm, andhavingsatisfiedthez^:dXngA:i^z â
r d̂ to ?«—?«—

ardeS t3*fiS*&Bk £of the Divine Master's word*-'Iconfessto Thee,OFather, becauseh2^l8 rom the""*prUnt-*-~
And whilethe goodold faithfulchild of the Churchmade herthanksinvmg to the Divine Guest,and pouredouther soul ingrate-fulprayer ItookoutmyBreviaryandreciteda portionof myoffice.

abated fu°ryVeUre St° rm' Whi°h"***** th

iff!
180,0.11 for^°rtI.the.Bfcorm outside, and the poverty within thatlittle cottage. The time passedquickly. Ibusiedin/self inreader?ingwhat assistanceIcould to that saintly old woman. lam notabad handatmaking a cup of tea or, at a push, at preparing ameal;so finding a not badly stored cupboard, ImanLedtoletwfthiJJ * & V6ry iUVitiDg U"le repMt'whichIsharS
She was very weak, but full of animation. She remindedmeof former visit*1had made to her cottagewithFather Manby;andIT^XiTZZ^oZ? her grandau*hter' whoml**
The old woman's eyes were dimmed with tears as she laidfather, hera isa sad etory ;shall Itell it to you?'At my request she informed me that she herself hadbeenleftwith an only child who married a soldier. The husband of herdaughter haddied inIndia, leavinghis wife withaninfant. Whenthis child was seven years old her mother died. The good Mollytheu took charge of her grandchild, whosenamewas KatePentonIt was, she explained,but a poor life for the child. Sheher-self hadlivedinthe old cottage from the days of her own widow-hood, and her life had been passed in the shadowof those moan-tains — Kat* grewup a fine, strong,handsome girl:but she washeadstrong and wayward. She had a knack~a very unhappyone— ofquarelling withall who wished todo hergood. She imagined

all wereagainsther ;and her proudspiritoftenresented evenaots ofkindness. She wascontinually gettingherself into scrapes. Whenshe was lo she left her grandmother's cottage, and nothing washeard of her for a year,when she returned quite suddenly. Shehad obtained a situation ata distance, butleft itina fit of temperand had gone back to the cottage near the oairn. She knew, shepaid, that granny would forgive her, and that she would find thedoor open. 'And,' added the good woman, <Bhe was right— thedoor was alwayson the latch. Inever lockedit, for asItold Herwhen she asked tne why: "Darling,"Isaid,"Iknew you'd comeback :but if you'd found the door locked youmight hare tamedback andnevercome home1"
'

Kate stayed with her grandmother for more than twoyearnand then she went awayagain. Her wayward,aotive spirit oouldnot rest ;ehe found noscope for herenergetic naturein those wildand rustic scenes. Her grandmother had heard fromher onoeortwice from London,and she had sent money,but she would notgive an address, andso she oould not be communicatedwith. Infact she had sent hermoney someooapleof months back,and thishad enabled the good woman to lire in some degree of comfortbut, she added,-it is five years since she left me,and she'll beabout 2.S nuw. Ah, howIwould wish to see her beforeIdieI toknow that she ishappy and well andkeeping good. Yourememberwhen she was with me the last time, you saw her, Father,and iraveher a mtdal of Our Lady. She always woreit, and took it awaywith her You,she said, were alwaya kind with her :and younever scolded her for being naughty. She only knew you whenyou ca-i.^ down here ;but somehowshe often spoke about youfco-iu- ")«y. perhaps, when she hears that her old granny is dead shemay c.,im- to fee, you. Iknow you'll be kind to her, for she wasnot and is not, I'm sure, a bad and wicked girl. But sometimesIye thought— yeo,oftenandoftenI've thought—and prayed thatImight seeher beforeIdie. God hasbeen good to me— ohIsogoodandperhapsHe maygrant me this one moregreat favor in this life'toseemy darlingKatie's face oncemore.'
'

Icould not chide the good woman for this fancy:butIfeltshe wasnearer theendof her long,quietgoodlife than she herselfexpeeteJ. Isaid some little prayers withher, and then prevaileduponher toretire torest.
'Itis impossible,'Isaid,'for me to return to-night:thestormisstill raging,Imust remain here till daylight. Iwill stop bythefire and watch. To-morrowIcan send up someoneto look afteryoa, foryou must not be leftalone.'WhenIhad seen that she waa comfortablyresting,and hadsuppliedher with some warm beverage,Isettledmyself downtoacomfortablerest m theoldwoman'squaint armchair 1hadpiled
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