146 Robin Hartrey.

mast picturedquely, a romantic little woad. A flosver garden, a
public path to the water, a terrhce, and a small fruit and kitchen
garden, were the more immedlite boundaries of the collage. As
Cathleen approached, a black bird, in a cage of wicker work,
which was suspended at the cottage door, gave a cheerful whis-
tle, by way of recognition and welconie to hig attentive mistress;
and a large water dog came crouching to Robin’s hand, claiming
the honour of a moment’s notice. % Well Carlo,” said Rolin,
« do you forget Bill, your master, as well as Cathleen does?”
'Fhis was answered by Carlo with a joyous bark, and a bound a-
long the path—and hy Cathleen, who murmured out, * deed then
uncle, I dont forget Bill, and you need’nt be comparin me with
Carlo, any how, I'll never forget Bill, 1 love him as my born
brother.”” ¢ I'm glad of it,” returned her uncle, and for his sake
you know you musin’t kave any sweethearts, nor be dancin with
Mr. Cavanagh so mighty often.”” Cathleen walked smartly into
the house at this little rebuke, and amid all the bloom of health,
the glow of conscience mantling over her delicate cheek, was
but too visiblé to her sagacious uncle. The old man sat for a-
while on the rude bench which is so pleasant an appendage to
an Irish cottage door, and the beauty of the sweetly soothing
landscape around him, the gambols of his dog. and the arnimated
whistling of his black bird, seemed unable to engage his atten-
tion—he sat abstracted and careful, outward objects gave their
figures to his retina, but visions on bis mind’s eye were of more
importancé, and attraction. ’

T'o be cortinued.

THE VILLAGE CHURCH.
{For 18 1. M. m.]

Hail House of God !
I joy to see thy covering renewed—
Thy lofty spire direcling to the sky 3
Where all desire to be ; but chicfly those
That worship at thine unassuming altar.
How fit to sec adl things in order; where
The tvorship of the King of Kings is held.
Lalely thihe aged covering seemed like
The remnant of a ruin’d-house of Baal,
Which few or none regarded. Now thy sides
And windows, glancing back the ev'ning rays,
Would soem to say, ¢ All glorious within.”



