
o THE HART'

do the like!," sidi the priest, relaxilng into or it, te tell Ille I mnt do IL liiI g but dieu,
good Iiiiiiionr. porcrcitires, yh duont moiuir l.tter, ye don't

'rThat's it,"' said the other plafIuIily; you kiow Iiu, tu rîjov Ilfé cosily nd Voiufurbibly
now look like yoirsel f; but you lad snuich al net vont vlio cou< tell voit not IL his
cross look that tinie, voi nearly frightencd nie ;lut 1 find your books und glnses and othur
now you look like a Clirisïtiii, but these Ince.1' tlliiigi hl une rich state oc confusion, wiilst
-and she h ung lier brows, Curled lier lips, and ou tliik tlem iI riglit, lctise Mis. llogan,
pirmed lier noith, in imitation of Father îho ii your imagination i aii
O'Doniell-" l>ooh I it frigheten is .Lr, pînued me.t se."

Father O'Donnell leant back and laughed lo Alice," siîi Fatier Oflon-
heartily at the caricature. nell, striving tu look a, if sudi liglit conversa-

W l I, well, Miss Madeap, I can never male toe deiraetod fron ]kil igi ty, Il I ortei tiik
anything Of you. 'ile fae crtinly wiLs a good t it Ly Morgan iiiiist have met yoii rouie-

oie," and Fitler O'Donneî.ŽlI langled ieirtily where, d k Cii as lier iel for lier
agluill. IW>Ild Irisli Girl.' 1 iîcd hiot reind tîîe %vurk

Well, then, Father O'Doiiiiell, I liivemoune ti Icarîî îîl it priiks of lier leroiie
iews for you, su I caime over ali the way to
tell il."

And pray whatik il, Miss ?"
O ! I ain niot going to teII It here, though.

Cone out in the gardent outil we pluck the
flowers and hear the brds singing, this beauti-
ful evening. H1ow dl) Voi livo in this stifleId
roomi it is as close as n bec-hive ; I couldn't
live five minutes in it.'

Now, Alice, dlorit go on at sticli a rate ; if
you were as tired ns I aui, after travelling
througli tlie aris -realy, [ doun't kiiow lionv
Spouor old >riest like mc Cun stand iL. I first

O That will do now ; if vou get into a history
of yotir day's adventures. I feir it wouild be
night wliei t hy'd lie conîclidel. Now, I have
but tifteen minutes to honor you wvith imy
precinus company, as I have left ny car at tie
nilunge, and nim up fo sec you and tell you the
news."

i Well, thun, let us have it, if yoi please
but 'id miieli sooner youi'd leuvene lere."

"Not a bit of it ; lere is your old liat ;-gond
graciotus I why don't you buy a new one it is
a regiilar scarecrow; put the good side in front
thioglh ; noir couie out."

Fatier O'Donnell followed, gr.atly perplexel
as to wlat the important niews was tint sholild
distiurb bii frorm his quiet nap-that slould
bring lier up fron the village to tell hilm.

Well iow ," said he, staniling in the imidd le
of tie walk, and ficing Alice, Iltell ue what
yout have to say ?" Alice looked at hin with
a richli hirnor sparkling in lier eyes. Slhe then
tossed lier lead to fling bacek sorme straying
curls that floated about lier face.

Il L tell youi what, Fatlier' O'Donnell," said
Bhe, yon poor old priests, like old bachelors,
dont know how to address a lady. Just think

whi I have suhel ani origi nil before tme."
Il There ie u oru of vou r iiistakes. Now, [

blelieve I was seurcelv borin wlien the i W ild
Irisli Girl ' was wvrittei."

Well, well youi're riglit, child; but iiow,
ont with your tins ?"

I i suppose I iiiuist ; theii, in the first pliee,

I and papa will go to the races to-imorrow, if
y o o with us,."

No, no, child ; a race is nO place for an old

lries It like m ti; I U becoin insensible to the

sports cf this life besids-"
Now, Fatîher O l)o'iiel, t will nit lie let

go uin less yoiu coie(, and I havie set miy heurt

on1 going, su dIo not disappoint ie,' said Alice,
entgerly.

Tlie priest looked ai lier, as a shade of sad-
ntss crossed lier handsonc sprightly face.

I lon't know , T doni't kniow ;I dont like to
disappoint yout, child, yet

l Do couie, Fatlier O'Donnell" said she,
pleadiingly ,I biesides, Frank O'DonnlI, or as
voi catLI iiiii, 1 your clill, ' thougli lih'as a young
mn over twenty years of Ige "

What aboul, iiim ?"l said lie otlier, engerly.
Hies to ride the Fawin for the Rock Stakes

woi't tit inluce youi ?"
I"iFrank O'Donnell to ride a steeple-chase "

ail tlie priest raising his eycs, and looking the
very picture of sur3prise.

1
Now , if yoi put such a liorrid phiz uîpon

yoi againî you'il friglhtein tle nway. Whîat is

there wrong in it; would youi have him be-
come a Trapist, and not have a slark of life in
him ; as for my part, I should like to sec himiii
ridiiig, lie will look so grand wien' well
dressed."

''Child, child I you know not wliat youi say ;
can an O'Donnell descend tu becoime a
jockey ?


