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Til go wi th you to ch ur'ch to-morrîo'w,
0, if you like."

"l Wvil ye, faithi," says O'Sullivanl,
with a grin. "Well, maybe thero's
hope for ye-thero's pardon, they teli
us, for the repentant reprobato early
and late. There's not musie at a lt the
services-if ye would rathier comoe carly
-and the choir and the organ are dis-
tracting to Sone peoplo at their prayers

" Larry ! Larry P" shrieks a discor-
diant voice above themn, " you'r'e a fool,
Larry; a fool ! a fool I a fool !"

" Confound your croaking," says
Longworth, with an outward scowl at
Poily, that bird will goad me into
wringing her neck somee day."

But Mr. O'Sulliv, lying back i n his
chair, laughs long nnd loulfty.

Upon me Conscience, therce never
was anything more apropos," lie says;

that parrot bas the wisdon of a Chris-
tian."

Mr. Longworth goes to church on
Sunday with bis sub, ind listens to a
voice, fresh, and swecet and cetar as a
skylark's, soaring up in ithe choir. If
he listens with half as much attention
to the sermon there cani be no doubt he
goes home benefited. Therc is appro-
priate matter in cvcry word, and the
text is " For the love of thy neighbor
worketh no cvil ; love therefore is the
fulfilling of the law."

In the evening lie ges te' Miss Har-
iott's, and is neither' .uIrpIiscd nor an-
noyed to find Mdllo. Reine thero before
him. H1cr presenco does not interf'er
with their friendly ute-a-tete, for she
goes inside, and sings soft E'oncb and
Latin hymns, set to sweet Mozartian
imelodies, and they do their tailking un-
disturbed out among the roses. itis
the time ofroses, this lovely Jun wea-
thier; Reine, as adorned horself with
white ones to-nligit-they becorne hei,
and it is not every one to whon it is
given te wear roses.
<c Stars of the beatuiful sky of France,

SOf the beautiful land of ny birth,
I shall see you no more, with the ocean be-

tîreen,
At the uttermost ends of the carthi,

Where May days still passes il) sadiness and
sighis

Stars of the beautiful sky of France."
sang the voice in the dusky gloarning
within, and the pathos sinks deep into

the hcarts of the listenors, and, listen-
ing, they forgot to talk.

Tle day of the picnie cones, and, re-
mar'kable to relate, itdoes not rain. The-
gods smiiie upon Fi ank's fto thore i.s
not a clould in the sky; only the long
"mar's tails,'' that betoicen sotted
wcather, when the " Father of his Coin-
try " gees snorting and pulßing froin his.
dock. Flags and steamrs float proul
on1 the breozo, the band plays its
and brassiest, the elite have mistered
strong, and imake a goodly slhow%' on the
deck. Not one ias filiied ; there is not
a child on board, and only two matrons
Mesdames Windsor andi Longwoi'ti.
Miss Hlariott, being unmar'ried, (toes iot
count anong the elders; and. Mrs. Shel-
(1011, bcing young and pretty, docs not
count amnng the mations. It promises
to bo a perfect picnic, and they go float-
ing dowii the buy aiid the chors of the
thi'ong on the shore. Mr. )extor, as
imaster of the crimonics, fluîshed of
face, excited of mianer, is verywhere
at once, but chiefly in the vicinity of
Miss Marie Landelle. Mr. Longworth
reposes on a rug at Miss jlai-iott' feet,
and quotes appropriate poetry as his
yoithf'ul kiînman, meteor'-iike, flashes
by.
"' Bill lIowline coines, and ie says to Imle,
He says to me, lie says, says lie,

W hat ise the rue of the rond at se?'
I says to iiimî, I says (that's mie).

The rule of the road, folks seciii to agree,
Is to suddenly lacuch in eternity.'

It is one of Lar'y's nionsensical
days," says Miss Hariott, in a compas-
sionate and explanatory tone te Frank.
" Yo need not be nlarnied, Wild horses
could inot draw a rational mvord from
him. But he is quite harmloss in those
paroxysms. I an used to him, and
know hoiw to manage him."

" He does not forgot bis charnel-bouse
principles, thougih, even in tie tom fer-
ary aberration of bis intellect," returns
Dexter, with a lookocf disgust. " ISud-
donly launched inito etei'nityl' indcod.
keep him to yourself, Miss Hlariott, if
you cin ; idiocy is sometimes catching,.
and he may frighten the ladies.

Mir. O'Sillivan and Mdllr. Reine, on1
two campstools, are clattingà sociably
and cheerfully, as nay bo inferied fromu
the gay laugltei of' the youig lady.
She lias fratcrnizecd with the descendant


