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HARP.

t¢Mr. Smith is o good, charitable man, no
<doubt, and lic shall have his reward. . 1 wish 1
could say as much of these ranting preachers
that ave running about the country, sowing
strife among Christian people.”

# Begor, they ought to. be hunted  like
«dogs,?

#No, Shawn, no ; God will take an accouni
wf their doings. Judgment belongs o God.”

“ Well, yon know Dest,” said Shawn,

Still he'looked as if it would be a great deal
pleasanter to try a bit of rustic persuasion with
them,

#Shawn,” said the priest, after o short
silence,

s#3Vell, sir?

# A hem—ha! Shawn, T want to know how
do you live 7

“Very well, sir)” said Shawn, pretending
-to misunderstand the priest; # very well; sir,
the people do be very good to me; 1 never
-want for anything, glory be to God !”

& It's not that I mean, but do you go fo your
-duty—~—do you go to confcsmon m

Shawn held down his head.

# Ay, Shawn, tell me now: you sce as a
minister of God, it is my duty to look after
you'’

# Shure, I have no parish, Fathér O'Donnell ;
I am here to-day and away to-morrow

#0l, ohy you unfortunate man! is. thaé the
reason you would run headlong to perdition?
is that the reason you would damn your
immortal soul? is that the reason you
would not go to confession—to the tribunal
of penance?” Oh, 'Shawn, I fear for you.”

“I believe I am a wretclied sinner,” said
Shawn, very Tumbly, # but'not near so ‘bad as
yéu think'.?

“ How isthat 7.7

"¢ Ts what & man never did or never thoughi
«of doinga sin?7 :

t Certainly not, Shawn.,”

“Well, then,: when I found that I helonged
‘to no parish, I thought that nobody had a right
tome, so I never wentnear a priest nor to Mass,
nor never thought of doing either. . So I'm'not
-as bad as you thought,

Despite Father O’Donnell’s honest indigna-
tion ab’ Shawn's want of religion, he had to
-smile at his nice distinetion ; so we will leave
the worthy couple for the present.

After - Father ~ 0’Donnell ‘left, "Alice and
Frank walked into the little gmdcn There
~was a rustic arbor entwined  with” honeysuckles

.and: hops in-the corner of it.” A green’ bank

extended trom it to a little rivulet thmt ran
babbling and sporting along. In this ‘arbor
TFather O'Donnell was wont to read his-breviary
on fine cvenings, and here now our lovers
seated themselves. The little stremn babbled
on; the merry voices of the lads and lasses of
the village, ns they passed along to the hurling
green, flonting on the breeze. A thrush and
Dlackbird, from o thicket near, scemed to en-
deavor to tire cach other out. There was
a delicions freshness in the balmy air; it was
an evening for lovers to breathe forth their
feelings of devotion.  Though Frank and Alice
loved deeply, though they knew that they were
dear to one nnother, yet they never spoke of
love, but their eyes and hearts communed with
cach other,
Ol there are Jooks and tones that dart,
An instant sunshine to the heart,”

T'hey were alone.  As they sat side by side,
how sweet was the intoxicating draught of lTove
that agitated theiv young Dbosoms; you might
hear the ticking of their hearts, Her beauty,
her wild, natural graces, joined with the un-
speakable tenderness of her affection, threw a
charm around her that almost hallowed her in
the cyes of her young Jover. They remained
some moments as if enraptured and afraid to
break the spell. True love issilent; the heart
is too full of n sweet thrilling sensation to find.
ventinwords. It is told by the furtive glance,
the suppressed sigh, the soft, low voice, and
then, the low, whispering words that tremble

on the lips. "How sweet is this young love that

brings the pearly tear to trickle from  the
maiden’s eye, like dewdrops from the morning
flowers—this love that binds young hearts with
a myterious feeling, with some strange fascina-
tion, which is bcyond the power of the writer's
pen to portray.. Love seems to be the great
inherent principle of our nature,. In childhood
the lisping tongue breathes its little cares and
liopes at & mother’s knees, Who can picture
a mother’s love as she cherishes her first{born ;
as she fondles it with enraptured gladness, her
very heart throbs with a delight unknown to all
save a ‘mother, - Thus were Frank and® Alice
insensibly drinking the dilicious poison.
“Alice,” ‘said Frank, as he préssed. her
little head against his Dbosom. - Alice looked
into his face; there was n beaming mildness in
her eyes, and her rich hair clustered.avound her
face.  * Alice, darling, how' wildly our hearts
are “heating; tell me ‘s’\\'cct one, - is this
Tove 7% i o, . . Ll

Alice lmn" down her lu.ad, n fmnt \\'eul\-‘




