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A LAUGH—AND A MOAN.

The brook that down the valley
So musically drips, .

Flowed never !)m.]i‘so brightly -
As the light langh from her lips.

Her face was like the lily,
Her heart was like the vose,
Her eyes were like a heaven
Where the sunlight always glows.

She trod the earth so lightly
.- Her feet.touched not a thorn ;
. Her words were all-the brightness
Of a young life’s happy ‘morn.

Along her laughter rippled
The melody of joy— .

She drank from every chalice
And 'tasted no‘alloy.

Her life was all & ’ln‘ugl\ler,
Her days were all.a smile;

Her heart was pure and happy— -

She knew not gloom: nor guile. . -

She rested on the bosom - .
Of her mother, like a flower
That blossoms far in n valley

Where' nostorm-clouds ever lower.

©iAnd—famerry  merry Pmerry 1
" Rang the bells of every lhour;
. And— happy !, happy ! happy 2.
. In her valley lnuglhed the if;)wcxu .
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There was not.a sign of shadow, .
“There was not a tear nor thorn—

*Fillet with melody the morr.. -
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10 Years possed—"twns .l

" And Tatw & face'of prayer; .

2 ;Tl}lgreiwns, not & sign of laughter—"
i L

1 his sister had determined to embrace’

- |'he had blessed her with a priest topray -

“And:the siveet/voice of laughter™

ong, long after,,

For the sunshine all had faded
From the valley and the flower,

And the once fnir face was shaded
In}]ilc’s lonely evening hour.

And the lips thai smiled with laughter
In the valley of the morn— i
In the valley of the evening
They were pale and sorrow-worn.

And I read the old, old lesson
In her face and in her tears,
While she sighed amid the shadows
Of the snnsev of her years.

All the tippling streaws of laughter - -
Trom our hearts nnd.Jips that flow ' "
- Shall be frozen cold, years after, .
Into’ icicles of woe. ) .
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- CHAPTER XXII—(Continued.):

Tre happiest man in England was Fath--
er John Hayos, when he:learned that”

the life of a religicuge, ' Iler mother in
Treland had: already thanked  God, that

for the family. at the altar; and “ now,
she wrote, “ I'double my thanks. that:.
God has: been  good: enough tosinspire::
'my daughter to become.:the: spouse of . - - .
Mis Sow Jesus Christ,” -~ - 7 i -
Alas ! alas! in the midst of: life v
are ““in death,” and:care over tracts thé

There wag'every sign-of care. = -

Hootsteps of joy. oo s




