
lodkejd again upon the place wherehe had been stantiinche was gone. &

11.
Olljloly Saturda-y, after two days of Uunorcal sil-ence, the bells, to use a phrase common in that Mor-laix clountry,

'
came 'back from Rome.' It is a returnalways impatiently awaited by that primitive peoplesome amioing the younger and less pious of whom dowot enter the church until Uhe joyful carillons of theGloria m Excelsis ' have ru,ng from tyae gray Uurrctedsteeple.

As Agia»pit made his appearance in the porch one ofthe girls cried out :
1You must give us yoXir "best toiudhes tlo-day, Gapit!'Iwill tiry— you sihall see, Pierette,' he sftid briefly,as 'he passed them.

*i.- '.I"low- sad he looks
-

remarked another. 'But Itnink he iia straighter than he used to be.'There was no sadness, however, in the peal thatrangout fqom the tower a few moments afterward. Loudawl Jang rp.ng the bells ;netver had the oldest ihh'abitfcntof t^he paru&b of Garlau hearid them give forth so iubi-l'amd a sidnig. But even as the people looked at oneajnjojher m prilde and delight, Ulie chimes suddenly ceasedin Ilhe miUst of an exuberant tQieme; tlhree solemnfiuuiereal stcqkes Succeeded each other, strange, muffled,siiow— theln there was silence.
Lquis, the old sacristan, Hurried from the vestry.

At the same mioment several of the men left thechjj,rth. They met at the foot of the towerS.ometihin'g has happened !
'

cried Louis. 'Let usgo u«p.
CIS iac(k ?e? c leaJd

-
arid' Allowing Aim, the othersa-stcdnded one by one. When they reached the top, theS?t ITSS Were stiH swinSing. but «ie ltogest andtlhioke&rt had been wrenched apart. Half of it dangledfrom the roof of the belfry, i)he otther coJuW not beseen. Arjd Wapit Quessevenr was not t||iereThere is something wrong,' saM Louis, going at onceto;ia small trapdoor near the wall. 'LoJk here myfriaads ! The old ropeparteid ln twain: Gapit, stand-ing near tjhe trap, was thrown violently irpon it It isold .and none*. He has fallen through. We shall findmm at the bottom.'

r^

'
We< t 1̂1 R,d him dead-

then

-
aid Athanase Dy-orjr

Ti7- iviv a fall of 'sixty feet at least.'Withoait ajrtotfher wor*d they slowly descended thestai,r ; anti Jhere, behind it, as Louis had pjeflictedVhey found the apparently lifeless body of the youngJe -rinff|
r, Blood was flowing from a *.ojuwi in thlback of tihe heiad ; there was alsio a deep out in theforehead. They bent over him.

i 'JtIe bre
rat*ies-' said Loiurs-' very faintly, bkit hebraatfhes R\in, Victor, for the doctor ! There maybe some Hope. Meanwhile, before the people oome outof church, you awi I, Athanase, can easily oarry himhome. '

In a second Vict»or was geme.
The Widow Quessevour lived close to the church Apremonition of accident had caused hor to Come 'out.They met her at the door of the tower, surromridaii bya crowd of Kilers eager to learji what had occurred oZglance at the pale face cohered with blototi told thetijue Bretom mother that action was required at pre-sdnt, whatever weeping might wme after;atid sjhe led

read Jrrived^ hum"blc ome' where tbe ddcilorSad al-
(To be concluded next week.)

THie observation of Lord Hugh Cecil the other dayat Greenwich that the King would, in the exercise ofins undoubted prerogative, cohvene Parliament, as infiormer times, at places otlier tthan the Palace of Wept-minster, may render it of interest to know that theanciqnt Parliament House of Ireland was not the dnlvplace m which t/he Irish Parliament held its sessionsJt at many other places, as, for instance, Drogheda'Trim, Kilkenny. The Irish Parliaments of Elimbeth'James 1., and Charles I. assembled in rooms preparedfor the repose in Dublin Castle ; the Parliament ofJames 11, sat in the Four Courts, ,<vhioh was thai UheKing s Inns, and the site of an ancjent abbey From16^0^^ tUI ]725 the Irish Parliament slat atC'hidhester ilouse, which was Uhe site of the existifticodince. ' **
«*rAYEIS? & SO-S0-' D+6ntists- Octagon, dormer of Georgesttreeb. They guarantee the highest clase of wor^k atmoaerato fee» Theij artificial teelß give general satis-faction ainld the fact of them s/iraplying a temporary den-ttvre while the gums are heialing does away with themconvenion.cfc of being months without taeth Theymiauufactuire a single artificial tooffli' far Tern Shillihesa,nd sets eqiually inlrfderate. The' administration ofnitexHis.oxide gas is also a great boom tp thlose neeW&igthe extractionof a tooth, \

6

upjoft her, but she did not turta hers agaiti toward him.
Wirtih at slight inclination of the heaid, sihe pjasßeti iutotine church.

4 The bend of her neck is like that of a pigeon,'
mlurmjureld Gapit, gazing after her. 'My p,uxe littlewfhite dove of Kergote.-1

'Ln the parish of Garlau it was cubtonwy frpm time
immemorial for the bell-rmger to make a visitation
aiwo;ng the better class of lnihabitants tor the purpose
of collecting what were called his

'Eastetr-eggs ' as anacifcnlowledgtnent of his services. Rememberinghis self-registarod promise, Agapit had refrained from visiting
the farm of Pierre Mevel, "until he reflected that theoniiist,j)on tyo do Ho might lo'uk cbJurlisli and aauld hardly
"be explained or excused. He made several ineffectual
efSorts to call there, hovering near t'lie o,uUAi.rts and
than shrinking away on some trifling excuse of gpihg, toanotjheir patnon in the vicinity.

At lengtjh on Good Friday afternoon, about fouro'clock, he summoned courage to enter the gate andknock at the door of the kitchen. It was Jeanne
Louise herself who opened it.' Ah, it is you, Agapit !

'
gjhe siaijd. '

Come ifr. My
fatlherc is just taking a bite.'' Yes, yes, here Iam !

'
cried Pierre from the longtable whejre he was attacking a huge piece of dry bread.1This is miy breakfast, boy,' he continued. '

Will younot join me ? Good Friday, yom kjnow, anld tihe fare
me&gre. But Jea'nne Louise will fetch us a pitcher ofcider.'

Tihe giirl Wad already gone for it, a»nd, presently re-tiurini/ng, /placed it on the table before them'
It topk ylou a lotag time to resp,ovn,d to my invita-t:ion, Gapit,' s<he said,pouring out the sparklingdraught

with a charming smile that wont to Agatfit's head likesnew wijne.
He coiu,\d n,ot answer her. &he remembered, then,

that she had asked him '
She hati meafit it! Shestill thought of him, penhaps, as of one who might

haive beem her lover—i f— if— if— Then he said :' Yes, Iwas not well, buit now Iam better.''
Judgflng from t|he manner in winch yo,n ring thosebells, you are,' interposed the farmer. 'So you fuelyioMir strength reforming, Gapit ?

'' Yes, indeed.'
The boy straightened himself as he answered; andhe felt afterward that he felt a sensation as though allhia bomes had cracked on the instant. S»o strong wasthe impresision that he looked at his companioms forsome observation; but apparently they were unawareof it, for they said nothing. At the same time hislimbs trembled so violently that he pressed his armson t,he table and his feet flrmly to ttote floor, sio thattihe father and daJugjhter might not notice it.'Perhaps you rmay entirely recover after a time 's>aiti the farmer kindly.

'
1I am almost well already,' replied G^pit.

'
Thedoctor says Ishall s>oon be all right.'

Pierre Movel arose from the table and went into a,n
adjoining i«oom, Jeanne Louise had remained standing
aAd was rtow smiling; at G'atpit with a sweetness thatcompletely upset him. The Iqve he had so faithfully
tried to repress again reasserted itself under the maa;icof her presence. Hope filled his heart; health seemedto gliow in Wis enfeebled lim,bs, his sluggish veins.Soon tihe farmer reappeared. In his heryl he held afive-franc 'piece, whicfi he extended to tjlie yojung man.

Agapit's fiace turned ,pale.'
No

-
he saifI> shaking his head—' Icannot take it'flhati is not wfiat Iwant.''

You (do not want it ? ' exclaimed Pierre Me\el insurprise. 'Is it not enough?
'

'It is not money IwoHild as>k from you, Pere Me-vel,' answered Agapit, with strong emotion'What, then ? '
'It is yonir daughter, Jea&nne Louise— whenIshallbe well.1'

'My da|'i£*hte/r !
'

cried tfie farmer. 'Wh,at a,re you
saying, Agapit ? ''

ITove hdr. Ishall soon be well. Will yo,u give
■har to me ?

' &'
Poor fellow, you will nejver be well !' saidPierreMevel, laying one hartd on the shoulder of JeanneLouise. 'Be a man, Gapit. Do not even m thoughtseek to link the life 'of a cripple with that of a bright

3Wing girl.' fcl-
Agapit raised his eyes to those of her whom helovtfd. I.n a momient he realised wfaat he had done— theselfishlness of it, the horror of it.
'You are right— oh, yO.u are right! rFiorgilve mePierre Mevel ! Forgive me, Jeanne Louise— JeanneLqruusc ! '
Tears were* streaming 'down his oheeks. Father anddaughter flurne'd away ; they cauld not bear to witnesshis angui.^Oi. He went so quietly that they did not},ftow the moment of his departure; b,ut whqn they
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