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" Mr. Siith is a good, charitable manîîî, no
doubt, and lie shall have his reward. I wisht 1
could say as mitclh of these ranting preachers
that are runiling about the cotiiîfry, sowing
-strife amîong Christiant peopIa.''

' Begor, thley ougiht to be hautl like

d(ogs."
"No, Shawn, no ; God will take at account

,f thair doings. Judgiment belongs to Coi."
ea ell, youi know bastf" said Shaiwn.
Silh looked sas if it would be a great deal

pleasanter to try a bit of ristic persuasion iwith
thecm.

Shawn," 'said ite priest, after a short
silence.

"'Well, sir."
A liemi-la! Shawnl, I wait to know low

tio yot live ? "
t'Veiry wrell, sit'," said Saliwt l, pretending

atomisutnderst the priest ; -very well, sir,
hlie people do be very good to met; I never

wvant for anllything, glory be to Cod !"
It's not itat I mnelinn but do youî go fo vour

duty--do you go tocofeasion ?"
Shwin held downl his head.

Ay, Shawl, tii il me unowt voit see a a
linister of God, it is myiv duty to look after

Siture, I iave no parisi, Father O'Donnell
I am liere to-day and away to-mttorrow."

1Oh, oh, voit infortunate man! is tla the
reaso i ot would run headlong to perdition?
is that the reason voit wouild damn your
imnortal soul? is that tLie reason voit
would not go to conifession-to the tribuntal
of pteniante ? Oi. Siawn, I feor for yoi."

;e believe I am a wvretcLhed siiner," said
Shanvery' hinnl, luit not near so bad as
vu titi ik.'

Hov is ttit?
Is vliat a tmant never did or never thouîglf

of doinga sin ? '
L Certainly not, Shawn.' L

Well, then,then I found that I belonged
to no parisi I thouglt Litt nobody laid a riglt
to le, so I never ireit near a priest nor to Mass,
nor neiver thoughît ofîloiog citier. So t iot

-as bad as yot Ltouglit.
Despite Father O'Donneli's honest inîdigna-

tion at Slaw'n's ivant of religion, lie hald to
-smtile alt his nice distinction ; so re wrill leave
the wrorthy couple for the present.

After Father O'Donnell left, Alice and
Frank ivalked into the little garden. Tlere
was a rustic arbor eiitirined vith lioieysuicles
and hops lit the corner of it. A green bank

extended fron il to a little rivulet thatt ral
habbiing and sporting along. lin this arbor

Fatiei O'Donnell was vont to read his breviary
on fine evenings, and liere n1ow our lovers

ieated tileiiseives. 'elic ittle streain babbled
on ; lte ierry volces of the lads 11n1d lasses Of
the village, als Lthe passed along to the iurling
green, floating on the breeze. A thrish and
blackbird, frott a thicket near, seeimed to nt-
deaivor lto tire each otier out. Tere was
il (eliciois fres iess in Lte balmy air ; it vas
ii evening for lovers to bircathe forth their

feelings of devotion. Thoigli Frank and Alice
loved deeply, thougi the ey lnewt titat lthey wvere
deatr to one anlother, vet they never s1 oke of
love, lit their eves and larts coiînmuneîîîsd witi

each other.
oit, ttere are loiks atid totnes litt dtrt,
An. liistant sunsh.1inie to thel licart.1

Thev were alone. As tihey sat side by side,
how sweet was the intoxicatinig draugit of love
that agitated theit: youîng bosois yotu imiglt

hear the ticking of their hearts. Iir beauty,
her wild, natural gratces, joined wvitli the ui-
speakable tenderness of lihi' affection, threw n
charmn arotind ier that almost hallowed ier in
the oyes of lier voung lover. They remlailied
soue moments as if enraptured and afraid to
break the spell. True love issilent the ielrt
is too full of awsvet thrilling sensation to fintd
vent in words. IL is told by the furtive glance,
the suppressed sigh, the soft, loir voice, and
ten, the low, wlispering words utt tremble

oi the lips. I 'ow sveet is this young love tiit
brings the pearly tear to trickle from the
iaident's eye, like lewdrops fron the iorning
flowers-this love that binds young hearts wiith
a myterious feeling, writh soine strange fascina-
ti on, w'hîicli is beyond the power of the vriter's

pen to portray. Love seemts to ba the great
inherent principle of our nature. Jin childhood
the lisping tongue breaithes its little cares and
liopes at a mtotheris kneces. Wio can plicture
a mother's love as she cherisies her firstfborn
as sle foidiles it witli enraptured gladness, ier
very heart throbs witl a deliglt unknown to all
save a itother. ''Ths wîere Frank and Alice
insensibly drinking the diicious poison.

"Alice," said Frank, as lie préssed lier
little lîead against his bosomî. Alice looked
into lis face ; there wvas a beaining mildness in
lier eyes, and lier rich hair clistered tîaotd lier
face. Alice, darling, how wildly our hearts
tire heating; tell me sweet one is this
love ?

Alice liîîîîg dovihiter lical a faint rveak-


