
'Where is my mother?
'
Iexclaimed again and again to the

Sisters, whom, asIsaid before,Itook for spirits.'
Stay still,dear child,' replied one of them;

'
your mother will

comeby and by.'
They then gavemea deliciousdrink of somesort,whichIthought

thebest thingIhad ever tasted. Idrank a greatdeal of it, and then
6leptprofoundly.

Now Iamgoing to relatewhat happenedwhenIlost all consci-ousness, inmy grave amidst the jackals, who werebeginning todevour
me. You will see the wonderfulwayin whichProvidence intervened
to savemy life.

Mr.W., a youngCreole from the Island of Bourbon,nofc being
able to sleep that night, tookitintohis head,luckily for me, togo out
and hunt jackals. Loading his gun,he benthis steps towards the
cemetery,in the direction wherehe heard the animalsbarking. Instead
of taking to flight, like the other passers-by,whenhe camenear mehe
courageously attacked the jackals, who werebitingmy feet,andmade
them take to flight. Seeing the bimdle which they had been disin-
terring, andperceiving that it moved a little,as if ithad some life in
it, the young man was curious to know whatit could contain. He
therefore stoopeddownand cut thecordsof thematting, when,.tohis
surprise and horror, he perceived that it was a human body, which
still breathed,and had evidently beeu buried alive. He tookmeup
inhis arms, andbore me to themission-house of the Catholic Sisters,
who received him with joyful eagerness. My young preserver Avas
warmlycongratulated on his act of charity, andeveryattention and
caro were bestowedupon me torecall me to life. Itwas you,my dear
and tender mothers

—
you, true " Children ofMary'

—
who then took

chargeof me;andfrom thatmomentIhavebeen happy andatpeace.
We cannot butpause for amomenthere tomarvelat themerciful

designs of Providence on this child of the desert, preserved in the
midst of so manymortal perils,and guidedby sopainfulandcircuitous
a route to thehaven of rest_inthe bosom of theChurch of God.

CHAPTER V.
When Suema had finished this narrative of her personalhistory, the
Superior asked her to tell the children some farther details of the
struggle which had precededher conversion. She made this little
confession with the simplicity and candour which were habitualto
her.
Imight havemade my storyendwith the endof my misfortunes,

dear little sisters (said Suema calmly). But as our Superior wishes
me to tell yousomething more,Iam going to reveal to you a fact
which is intimately connected with mypast sadhistory, and which
had themost important influence onmy future life.

Youknow that weall areinstructedhere in the consoling truths
of religion, andin tho duties that it imposesupon us. Eachof our
Saviour's wordsputs things before usinanew light. As orphans,we
have found tender mothers, whohave taught us thatwehaveaFather
in heaven, eren God. We have been despised,persecuted, and ill-
treatedinour childhood. Well, wehavelearnthow toacceptallthis
ill-usage, and evento feel as if it were something of greatprice. We
believe now that our bitter tears inpast days brought uponus the
blessing of our clearLordJesus Christ, and that He will rewardus
withgreat glory, ifwe will only love Him, andstrive tobe henceforth
good and faithful Christians. Withouthomes or families, wehave
oncemore foundboth in this dear mission-house, whichhas filledup
the aching void in our hearts by showing us the way to our true
country, where there is nomore suffering,or sorrow, or pain.

But tocomeback to myself. All the truths of Christianity were
to me a sourceof ineffable consolation. My soxil drank them in,as
formerlyIdrank eagerly a glass of fresh water,when parched with
thirst incrossingthe burning desert. But when the Mother who was
teachingmo the Catechism came to explainour Lord's Prayer, and
she repeated to me the fifth petition— 'Forgiveus oiu1trespasses,as
we forgive them that have trespassed against us

'—
Ifelt a sudden

revolt inmy heart.
'
All the rest is well enough,' Isaid tojtnyself;'but this is impossible
—

unbearable.'
Icouldnot conceal my inward feelings of rebellion,which were

mingled with such bitterness and pain,at the thought of the past;
and so,going to seek theMother Superior,Iexclaimed,'What!lam to forgive the Arab who struck my dying mother ?
Ojno,never,never willIforgive hermurderer1

'
ftt> * |£y child,' repliedourMother very tenderly, 'ourLord,although

He wasGod, suffered the worst of outrages,yet He forgave all. He
evenprayed forhis executioners.''But,Mother,'Ireplied,'such a thing is impossible tome. IfI
were to say "yes" withmy lips,myheart wouldcry out, "Your for-
giveness is not real."

'
Our MotherMssed me, and said,'
Iamverysorry for you,my poorlittleSuema,onaccount of the

long and cruel sufferings youhave endured, and still more for the
etumbling-block you put yourself in the wayof yourbaptism, which
wouldhave crowned all your wishes. It is a great pity,my child.
Youhave learned your Catechism so welland so diligently, and now
youwon'tgive up this dreadfulhatred,whichyoumustrenouncewith
Satan and allhis works. With thisbitter hatredin your heart no
baptism wouldbe possible. Butpray,my child,prayhard,andIwill
pray withyou,and for you;and withthehelp of God your disposi-
tions will change.'

Well,Ibegan to pray as well asIcould,and in the midstof my
prayersIsometimes felt happy and sometimes miserable. During the
day,Inow and thea felt as ifIcould say in all sincerity, 'Yes,I
forgive from my heart that cruel monster.' But then the night came,
andIused to dream over again thathorrible scene, and the lastsight
of my poor mother in thatburning plain.

One nightIdreamt that Iwaschanged into oneof thosedreadful
black crows;that the Arab was lyingbleeding in the middle of the
desert, and that,fiercely flapping mywings,Iwastearinghim savagely
withmy beak. Itold our Mother of my dream,whichmade the tears
come into her eyes;but she merelysaid gently, 'Goon praying,dear
child, andom* good Godwillhave pity upon you.'
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In the mean time they fixedon a day for mybaptism, which. I

earnestly desired. But when themorning came, they were obliged to
put itoff, and to deferthe sacrament which was to make me one of
Christ's fold;forIcouldnot say that my feelings were changed, or
thatmyhatred was much modified.

This refusal made me more miserable thanever;but that Pro-
vidence whichhad watchedoTer me inso manyperils would not allow
me tobe shipwreckedat thevery portof salvation.

Inone wingof the mission-house, as you know,is a large ward,
where the Sisters receive gratuitously the sick and woundedof every
race and faith,and nurse them with the tenderest care. "Well, one
morning aSistercame totoll the Mother Superior that they hadbrought
ina number of Arabs who had been verybadly wounded ina fight
withanEnglish cruiser. Itwas my turn that day to help the Sisters
in thedispensary. Ihastened toprepare everythingnecessary for tho
occasion;warm water,basins, sponges, lint, and bandages, were all
ready ina few moments. Carryingall these things,and pleasedtobe ,
of use,Iwent into the ward,eagerly following the Mother and the
Sister Infirmarian. What was my suprise and horror when the first
person my eyes fell upon was the conductor of the caravan, tho cruel
monster who had struck my dying mother ! Inearly droppedall I
hadinmy hands with terror.

Thepoor wretch was in a horrible slate;his head wasnearly
severedfrom his body by a sabre cut,his chest was all bleeding and
pierced with bayonet wounds, and the whole scene made such an
impressionupon me that Ivery nearly fainted away. Ina stifled .
voiceIgasped out:'O, my God,itis that Arab!

'
The Mother Superior turned round to me, andsaid ina voice in

which authority and tenderness were mingled: 'Suema, my child,
your sorrows deserve a reward. And now our Lord, inHis tender
mercy and loving-kindness, has given you the occasion to do Him a
service of inestimableprice. Happy are thosewhohave tho generosity
to render good forevil;Godwillreward them for itsevenfold. Take
courage,my child, and this victory will be yours. Be it your care to
dressthe wounds of this man.'
Ilooked our Mother full in the face, and her eyes met mine. .

There was something in them which Icould .not resist. Although
trembling all over,Iobeyed the order she hadgivenme;and taking
the sponge and the lint,Ibegan to dress his wound. At the first
momentIcannot tell yo\i whatitcost me. Besides the loathing with
whichhe inspiredme, myheart felt inclinedto cursemyenemy as he
lay,and Icould scarcely help rejoicing in his sufferings. But by
degrees, with thehelp of God,Iconqueredmy 1epugnance;and asI
wenton, these badand bitter feelings were changedinto a sentiment
of deep pity. Iwasmyself quitesurprisedat the change which had
been wrought inme, and for the first timeItasted the sweetness of
trueChristian charity. At last my task was done;andbeing free,I
ran secretly to the Sisters' oratory;and there, kneeling before the
altar of theBlessedVirgin,Icried out loiidin the midst of my sobs
and tears:'O,Mary!O,my Mother! take pity on this poor unhappy
wretch,whomInow feelIcan pardonwithallmy heart. Yes,Ifeel
nowIcan forgive him completely.'

AsIuttered these words,Ifelt some warm drops falling on my
forehead. Itwas the goodMotherwhohad taught me my Catechism,
and whohad just heardme pronounce those words of i'orgivenessa.,">.
She wept for joy and tenderness while thanking andblessing God and
His BlessedMother for the grace ofmyconversion.

That day was Sunday. Towards evening they dressed me ina
beautiful white robe,andhalf anhour beforeBenedictionthe flock of
the GreatShepherd had a new little lamb, and the Church a fresh
child. Atmy baptism they gaveme thename of Magdalen, which is
infinitely dearer to me than thatof Suema.
Ispent the rest of the day in thanking God,whoby such inscrut-

able but admirable wayshad brought me to thelight of His glorious
Gospel. Isaid to myself everymoment,

'
What haveIdone tobe

chosen like this abovesomanymillions of pagans who will neverhave
the same happiness?

'
Full of this thought,Iwished to show my

gratitude to our DivineMaster insome specialmanner,andIwasvery
much puzzled toknow whatIcould do which wovild'be most agreeable .
to His Sacred Heart. Ithen seemed to hear avoice which said to
me:

'
Magdalen, live as a good Christian should do, and devote all

your efforts to bring about the conversionof yourpoorfellowcountry-
women.''Yes, yes, my God!

'
Iexclaimed, 'Itake this solemn resolve

beforeThee. Allmy life shall be devotedto this object. Iwillpray
every day with my whole heart to obtain, through Thine infinite
mercy, the salvationof thepagans in the east of Africa 5 and that
missionaries maybe sent to them who will show them the way to,
heaven.'

Magdalenkepther promise.
Such is the short but authentic history of littleSuema. Taken

down wordby wordfromher ownmouth and translated into French,
this account was recently sent home from Zanzibar by theBey.P.
Homer, Vicar Apostolic of the Congregation of theHoly Ghost and
of theSacred Heart of Mary,andSuperior ofthe mission at Zanzibar.

CHAPTER VI.
At theendof this touchinghistory the venerableSuperior writesJ'Would thatit werepermitted to you,Monseigneur, to see with
your own eyes the poor children, who have been rescued by your
charity,and that of others whomyouhaveinspiredwithalikeChristian
spirit! You would indeedbe touchedwith the gratitude of these
littlo tilings, whocannot yetspeak muchFrench,but whodonot foil
everyday to say their Rosary in the Souahili tongue (knowntoour
good God, it not to men), onbehalf of the benefactors who have
redeemed themfrom so horrible a slavery. They pray for themon

I earth,and willbe their crown ineternity.'
i Thenhe goes on tosay:'

Youcannot think how heart-breakingit is to themissionernot
i >.to be able to help sjmany other souls, for whom,only by paying a" trifling sum, the doors of heavenwould be opened. Is itnot a sad

thought that for fifty francs onocan redeem a child of six or seven
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