o THE HARP,

48

opening, and with & corner of her old apron
stuck in her mouth, she strove to concenl her
Inughter at Molly’s affected  devolion ; but
when she came to how often she prayed, Peg
could contain herself no longer, but burst out
into a loud titter, which titter was taken up by
at least a dozen women and children that lined
the stairs outside.  Molly waus so enraged, that
she radely shoved the other hack, ealling her
the greatest robber in the village,

“ Don’t mind 0 word: she suys, your river-
ence,” said Yeg, fishure 1 canght lev last
Monday stealing w bag of praties. As for
prayers, och mavrone ! smran one 1 believe she
ever suys.”

# 0, you villian,” said the other; ¢ shure -1
T wouldn’t stenl them but for you put me up to
it ; you said you got a bag there yourself; thy,
country knows you well, Peg’; never fear when
they hear that you are out, they'H run to lake
in their clothes, and to have an eye to you;
never fear they will” and Molly, in her indig-
‘nation, shook her head most violently at the
other. T'eg looked up with pious indignation
at such anassertion, and then in the depth of hey
humility, exclaimed : « Oh,
henr the likes ; ol oh, shure, .if his riverence
goes -to the pawn- ofice, he will gel more of
the neighbors! ¢clothes there after her than”—
Pegr wns unabi¢ to finish, but looked for sympa-
thy to the priest. . Molly, sceing no other
means of - redress’ for her wounded honor,
twined her hand most aftectionately in Peg's
hair, and applied the other
ance, )
" 48top there, the two of you, for one moment
until I get a catechism, and I.will sce which of
you have your prayers the better, . If you don’t
answer me, maybe it is the whip you'll be
gctting " exclaimed the priest.

Father O'Donnell shut the door, and gave a
wink {o Frank, as much as to say, ‘I have got
rid of them.””- ¥ather O'Donnell was right, for
when he came to divide the alims, Loth Peg
and Molly had decamped, s

Father O'Donnell, accompanied by Frank
and Alice, returned to the cottage,. After din-
ner he went to attend o sick call.  On his re-

to her counten-

turn home lhe met the Rover trudging
along.

© *Ha, Shawn, is this ynu.” s'n(l Father
O’Donncll

HeAye, mdned your riverence,” said Shawn,
re‘spcctquy dofting his caubeen, :
“Where fire you bound for now, Shawn??

¢ X was thinking of going to Glen Cottage;

P

did anyone ever |

but as the sergeant and Master Frank m‘e:
with you, 1T was tlun]\mg of calling . to see
them,”

tWhy not, Shawn ; sure you know you arc
welcome, \\]nlu the poor priest has a bit o
sup for you or a bed for you to lic upon.”

# 1 know that, Father O'Donnell ; God Dloss
you and give you a long life,” xm(l Shawn
reverently took off his hat ns he mumbled »
Pater and  Ave the priest’s  especial
henefit,

¢ That's & bud hub you have, Shawn,” said
the priest, remarking its broken state,

te 1t does for the fine weather well enough-—
shure it lets in the air.”?

True enongh’; but when the rain comes, what
will you do?’!

i (iod is good,” said Shawn, sententiously.

« Here, Shawn, poor fellow, this will buy a
hat for you,” and Father O'Donnell handed
him two shillings.

Shawn hesitated. ¢ Ttis too much—besides,
I don't like to take it.” :

“Whyso??!

“ Maybe it's to drink it, I'd do.”

¢ Drink it1 why, that would be a sin jand
all the good it would do & poor person.”

That's what T was thinking myself ; shure,
you can give me an old hat, and that will do-
as well.”

{1 yery well, Shawn ; but why not buy it for-
the money 77

#Tt wouldn't have luck, sir,” smd Shawn,
tooking down ; ¢¢it should go to feed the poor.'””

“Ha, Hn 17 laughed Father O'Donnell; “it is
suid so, Shawn, and I believe it's true.  All
we get belongs to the poor, Shawn, and to the
poor.we should give it. “Money is a great evil,
Shawn, when we place our aflections upon it.
St. Thomas Villanova ordered himself not to be
buried in. consecrated, ground, if there should
e a single chink found with him. A priest
should never hoard-up money, Shawn.”

uSo I does bie always saying,” said. Shawn :.
t it would be a shame an’ disgrace for them to-
do so.” ‘ :

« Well, Shawn, let us leave them to Gody
there arc some of them good and. bad, tike all
men." ‘

& The parson over there is-a better man than
many of them;. God:pardon me:for comparing
them,” snid Shawn, :

Now, whether Slumn s - dark. side of the
comparison’ was cast to the nccount of the
pricst's.or the.pavson’s, I cannot suy ; T-suspecs

for

the: latter,




