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churchyard. Mr. Illis carried his hos-
tilit.y so far as to prevent him from
rcading it insido, imoreovor, as the
ehiurch vas on Lord Olcarall's property.

Mr. Sly otfered to read the servicc,
but wou ld have bou torn in picces but
for Father O'Donnell.

The people now left for tieir honcs.
The little church was silent; but onc
retu'rnd to weep over tiat iiCwly
covered grave. Frank knel t and pwayed
by times. Kate wouild be there too, but,
sho vas, not able to riso from her bed,
poor girl.

"O mother I motiir 1" said Franl,
in the depth of his anguish inothei
you hava left 1un0ly, brcakzing heicarts
after you ; but, thon, I shiould lot weep
for yao, for you are happy vith yon.
God ; but fori us, wanut' and affliction are
our portion. Better, mother, to sloop
besidc yolu in tuit cOld grave, thani live
on a woithless lifel Oh ! what is lita
to me ! Once, I hoped that it would bc
a life of joy and happiness ; but no, no,
it is to bc on of' dark bitteiness. I
bave no object to livo for; noa occupa-
tion to cali forth m*y energies. Death,
indeed, would bc a blossing now. Mon
boast that the laws of England protect
the poor, and weal froim the ricli .ad
strong. How little do they know of'
thase law's. Like the fabled fruit, they
are fair without and foul withinî. A
tyrant landlord and agent, under pro -
taction of these boasted laws, have
robbed us of our property, have mur-
dered you, ny dar, fond inotheri and
fet they live, and are respected and
fea:ed. O God ! O God I how lonzg will
this continua ? Was not the land in-
tended for the support of man ? Have
not we, therefore, an inhoint right to
the soil, and are we to b thus ciushed
and tr'ampled and lunted from it?, O
mother ! l'Il have revanga upon your
rnurdaiers, and then l'il fly the country.
Yes,,Ellis, the nurderar iof my nother,
shall die by my haud I but, Alice!
Alice! girl of my heartI how can I
leave you ?"

In his excitement his eyas glared, he
clenched his hanmos, and ground hiis
teeth, and spoke in a hurried, audible
muanner.

The ruins of an old abbey, stood near
the grave.

üÀfter Alice Maher.bad loft the church-

yard; she missed Frank, and whilo.
liar father and Father O'D1onn10li wor. '
in earnest coiversatiîo, she returned,
knoving that sho would find hiîii at the
grave.

Secing Fraik speaking to himliself in-
an excited, iannor, sho st.od to liston,
and overieard his w'ild soliloquy. Sli
went over and gently laid her hand
uîpoi his shulidor.

'I WhO'S this ?" said hia, rudely fling-
ing the hand froin iiiii and ti'ing
roliund. "O Alic ! ' said lie, gently
ta ing ber buand Il brgivo my riunss;
i wvas In a strange mnood.''

" I torgive and pity you, Franllk ; but
i imuîst tell you thnat 1 overhieard you.
Fiank, could yaou thinik of beinig a iitir-
derer' without horroir ?"

" et, Ai ice, lie has murdered he-r,'
and lhe p oiited ta the gravo.

" Sven so, "rank. Veoigaaincc b-
longs to .God, and le wi l deal with
avery one accordiiig to his works. Leave
lm ta a God ; lie is just."

" Alice, love I ifyoiv oro a imuain you'd
foel as i do. h'lie vary reptile will ro-
coil iuipon the foot that crushos it; and
can 1, a man, sec muy means pluidored
from me, iny mother murdered, and yet
canly look on ? Look at imy poor
father, Alica. See what a wreck li is 1
EIa was beloved and adnired, and now

he's a poor paralytic. ILook at may fine,;
noble sister, once the pride of tha pâiish.
-the toast of many a. festivo scone-,
and now' I and iinowI she's a pauipor, dce
pendent upoin the charity of otlirs..
Think of my darling motiier, Alice.
Was she not murdereid, ciragged from
hair' vari bed to (lie upon tha cold
ground,; with the homlle, of iir, ear'ly!
joys, aid* affections knocked. in ruins,
besida lier?,And myeif, Alice. h .
I had li'opes and yearningssof 0]n-
joying peace, and love, and alippiness in
that old home. I thought, Alice, lovei
that thera, with you, mry own swoat.
wife, nestling upon my bosomn,.aftei the
toils and anxicty of the day, aio chorý
ing me through the world's strife, E
could, indeed, bc happy-happ y us moi-
tal mai could be. Often Alice, ia.oe
. pictured to mysalf a hiappy home,
hloaed by all the, gshing warmith of

loving hearts, alI the holy influence of
domestic bliss-a one ma.dlA chearful.
by yo.ur loving, greeting smiles.. Qften


