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moat picturegqùely, a romantlc little iYood. A flowier garden, a
public path to the watcr, a terrttce, and a small fruit and kitchen
gardeni ivere the more irmcdbite boundaries ofthe cottage. A S
Catlileen a,'iprotiched, a black bird, in a cage cf ivicker work,
ivhicli iva§ suspended at the cottage door, gave a cheerful ivik-
tle, by *ay of recognition and wvelconie to bis attentive mistress;
abd a large water dog came crouching to Rcibin's band, claiming
the bonour of' a moment's notice. "1IWeil Carlo," said Robin,
"l(10 j'ou lèrget Bill, your master, as well as Catîicen does ?"
This ivas answered by Caria ivith ajoyous bark, and a bound a-
long the pnth-and hy Callileen, who murmured out, Ildeed then
uncte, 1 dont florget l3ili~ and you nee(1'nt be comparin me ivith
Carlo, any howv, l'il neyer forget Bill, 1 love. him as my born
brother." "l l'm glad of it," returned ber uncte, and for Iiis sake
you knoiv you musin't b-ave any siveethearts, nur be dancin ivith
MrW. Cavanagh so mighty often."1 Cathicen ivalked smartly into
the boume at this little rebuke, and amnid ail the bloom of health,
the g low of' conscience tnantling over her delicate cheek, was
lit too visible to ber sagacious uncle. The old man sat for a-
while on the rude bencli svhich is s0 plensant an appendage to
ait Irish cottage door, and the beauty of the sweetly sootbing
landscape around him, the gambôls of bis dog. and the animated
ivhistlinc, of his black bird, iseemed unabie to engage bie atten-
tion-be sat abstractedl and carelul, outtward objects gave their
figures to bis retina, but visions on bis mind's eye were of more
importancé, and attraction.

To be cotiued.

TUIE VILLAGE CHURCHI.

1FO1n Tle. la. M. M.]

Blail Flouse of God
1 joy to sec thy covering rcnewed-

Tliy lofty spire directin- to the sky;
Whcere ail dcsire to be ;but cliicfly those

Tliat worship at thine unassuring altar.

Ifow fit ta sec ail things in order; where

The ivorship of the King of Kings is lseld.

Ltely thiic. ag coverin& stenicd like

The remnant of a rtjahl boiise of laJ

Whi few or none regirded. Now thy side!:

And windowe, glancing buck the ev'ning rays,

Wotitdi serýni to say, Il AIl glorious ývithin."1


