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and reverence is drawing to a close. The dim light

of the gloomy old church, broken at intervhls by the
rays of sunlight that stream in colored bars through
the deeply tinted glass,—the stately columns that
are almost lost in shadow before they reach the roof
they support,—the mellow notes of the organ throb-
bing on the air,—combined with the odor of incense
"W that pervades the atmosphere, all tend to arouse .
- feelings that for a moment shut out the prospective
A pleasure of a nion with the friends of her, child-
hood in her nagé country, and-arouse in their place
a desire to remain where life is so devoid of worldly

strife. .
Stepping out into the yellow autumn evenmg, and
§inhaling the frksh air that blows off the river, both
‘@rother and sister feel as .if they had suddenly
wakened from a _trance. “ Ding-dong-ding,
¢ Father, Son and Holy Ghost,” —says the full tone
athedral bell, remmdmg all who hear that the hour
bf Vespers is at hand. “ Dong-ding-dohg,”—answers
e bell from the neighboring hill. “Ding-ding-
ong.” Two holy fathers with eyes bent upon
eir books, follqwe'd by a procession of surgliced
oys, are making their way along the shaded fossé,
heir feet falling softly on a yellow carﬁet.of leaves
lown from the overhanging tre&',—f-anotherrpriest,
hen a group of rosy children with white caps, the
“YPise of whose saboted feet is only muffled by the
foliage over whxch they scurry.




