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THE MONK

CAlAdS

_ 77 IS very true, faid I, reply-
& ing to acaft upwards with
his eyes, with which he had con-
cluded his addrefs—’tis very true—
and heaven be their refource who
have no other but the charity of the
world, the ftock of which, I fear, is
no way fufficient for the many great
¢claims which are hourly made upon
3¢ e

As 1 pronounced the words great
claims, he gave a flight glance with
his eye downwards upon the fleeve
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of his tunick—I felt the full force of
the appeal—I acknowledge it, faid I
—a coarfe habit, and that but once
in three years, with meagre diet—
are no great matters; and the true
point of pity is, as they can be earn’d
in the world wicth fo- little induftry,
that your order fhould wifh to pro-
cure them by prefling upon a fund
which is the property of the lame, the
blind, the aged and the infirm—the
captive who lies down counting over
and over again the days of his af-
flictions, languifhes alfo for his fhare
of it3 and had you been of the order
of mercy, inftead of the order of St.
Francis, poor as I am, continued I,
peinting: at my portmanteau, - full
chearfully fhould it have been open’d
to
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to you, for the ranfom of the unfor-
tunate—The monk made me a bow
—Dbut of all others, refumed I, the
unfortunate of our own country,
furely, have the firft rights; and I
have left thoufands in diftrefs upon
our own fhore—The monk gave a
cordial wave with his head—as much
as to fay, No doubt, there is mifery
enough in every corner of the world,
as well as within our convent—DBut
we diftinguith, faid I, laying my
hand upon the fleeve of his tunick,
in return for his appeal—we diftin-
guith, my good Father! Dbetwixt
thofe who wifh only to eat the bread
of their own labour—and thofe who
eat the bread of other people’s, and
have no other plan in life, but to get
through
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sthrough it in floth and ignorance, for

tbe love of God.

The poor Francifcan made no re-
Ply: a he@ic of a moment pals’d
-acrofs his cheek, but could not tarry
—Nature feemed to have had done
with her refentments in him; he
thewed none—Dbut letting: his ftaff
fall within his arm, he prefs’d both
his hands with refignation upon his
breaft, and retired.
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