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all the ould nonks and Abbott McDer- roitclnn, no rustie of garmtnts round
mllott said and did.'' lm ; but Suddely lio sacred editice'

" le's vory bould and daring mtirely," s fild it suent s hey
said Dan Barry, looking aftor the0 wore quaintly dressed ir -ight-fitting
tr'eating figure with superstitions mve." taiment, and sone wore looso flowing

l Ie's a col," replied allllign, with Cloaks of E:tfl'ron Color on ti shoul-
al frown of conteupt. iland over the dors. Miay of liem, n Lau and stal-
botle, Condy, niy son. H ip ( hi p old tvar', woresword or daggerOit theil'hip
girl-you'll soon bo homo." and Choir brow'n bai' fol long and Wav-

Connor, stood in the nave of the ri- ing (owu thit' backs, whilSt Cle thiok
od abbey chur'ch, nnd gtzed silently upon înaî'shal glîb ornainented the lip of'
the desecrated and desolated chancel. each. The womeu kneit iu devont and
The mnoon, high up in the heaveis, fill- revet'eut atitude, but though theit' lips
ed the enclosure wVith a pale, ghostly moved and they dropped Che rounded
light, except where the ruitned pilarsbnds, otte afe' the otîer, not î sound
and niches woro black in shadow. (liit-tciî tlo solemn silence that reigu-

"lHere," h m'urnutred, Ithe McDer- cd toIgît nave and aisios.
mnotts worshiped God in the old days lu a pice of honot, net' Clo choit,
passed away, when te land was ours, kncit a tali and stutoiy n, clad ia
and the grasp of the stranger was not at tich robeý, milt with a cirelot on bis
our throats. i night limost fimcy Ltait ltetd. Ie bail the rayaa bearing o' a
the anîcient mnonks did roally rise from mouat'ch, a ptoud, handsome fac, and
their graves and gather iere every tîn oye widi the glanco of' nu ngle. 13e-
Christimas Eive to sing iod's praise in
the old, consecrated spot. l'il be no- bewed lieno .eautu swalt-ii ho nec la
thing the worse for suaying a prayer or h atable adoration befete te aîtar; and
two, at any 'aibtitc. tiis toble pair th 're gal-

As he spoko he uncovered his head hit youths and lovcly maidens not a
and knelt down before a sculptured tcw. But SI fin il Chat crowded
tonb, on the broad slab of which the no Sound of iliiriug
otlines of a kiightly forn had long voîc, uo rtîstle of eioth or linon robe
been defaced. As îe h a mumedUard, nd ail i'as stili as dcth.
words of supplication, a strange, soot- Bttt pt'eseîtly the faint Sigi of lis-
intg feeling cropt over hlim ; and thesofi tat nusie %vas borne ou the iiight.
silvery tontes of t he beautiful and sol- ait. it cerne nt':d Colinot' Mc.
cmini city chimes were borne faintly [o Derinott eouid hear tho trili and elang
his eat's. Even as the sottnd of the bells, ef hnrps, ttd lio harmouy of inany
sinking and sw'elling, floated ov ie oiQes iuugied l Song of paise And
sti ll silence of thlie nigh t, the t'u1ilned adortion.
building Nwas suddenly lit up with a Thon tîttougli the Pt lcne the
golden radiance. Io:tti of moto liglt, and whitc-robed%

Colt [nor McDor'mott looked aroutnd him acolytes bearing Lape's n
in wondcr and awe. The chancel was hoir hatds. One bore lofb the goldet

n0 longer deserted and squilid with meineuto of CIrists 1ast heur on the
rank weeds. Ani ailtatr stood tLre, cover- hili of CtIvary, and ather held a
ed w'ith fino White cloth and lace, and swingitg censer tlîat fiiied lioeotse-
with thto sacrod vossels in tle centre. A ctated shirite WiLli a stibtie pet't'unîe.
lhousand waxen tapers burned there, Afit tieso mirne an nged mn iu vcst-
antd lit up a large golden crucifix taL tnts of cioth atd goid. fis stiowy
rose alnost Lo lte roof. That arcied beard fiowed downward to his waist. I1e
roof w'as a doop drtk blue in colotr, and hoid a jewoced c'oziet' in his î'iglîliucd,
studded with golden stars. The clister- ti is head w'oo covet'cd by an abbots-
ing pillars rose graceftllyon ciLiter side, mitre. As lo lifted his face to Lue
and the niches were filed with statues llai', Counot thought his great
of saintcd virgin, shorn priest, and cyes lîad i stringo iiir-off look but stlii
mitred abbot, whilst banners with thelo ivs an expression on itit fce
eross floated over overy bay. which rernded hlm of lis own fatlici'..

The living watcler lird no stops iip- 'T the Abboingnorstlofc amcDenout


