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CHAPTER XIII.—«

The picture was of a youth appar-
ently about twenty, glowing
first flash of manly beauty, snd with
an expression that won the heart at
once. Miss Greenwood took the
locket in her own hand and
mured, "' Yes, dear, lovely, beautiful
beyond comparison; and taken &o
young, o suddenly, and so—,"” her
voice died away in a sob.
away from her friend, her eyes cast
down, her step rapid. Rosine re-
mained where she had left her, won
dering in her own mind if thia could
be the ‘Arst born’
once spoken—then came the wonder,
why this intimacy between the two
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tamilies, which must have been very |

strong, had never been known to her.
She tried to recall any aliusion to
them, but pould only reamember hear-
ing Aleck once wish Harry Green
wood were at home, and the Colonel
had §pken sometimes quite severely
of the Commodore, but of
Greenwood and the lost brother, ghe
had never heard till gehe had herself
made her acquaintance.

Rosine wae awakened from her
reverie by the return of her friend,
all traces of the late deep emotion
effaced, and her countenance wearing
the calm, placid, somewhat pensive
look, that usually rested there.
intormed her young companion that
she had met the Colonel on the beach
looking for her.
to meet him, he coming towards her
holding a letter high above his head,
exclaiming ' From the west!’ Im
mediately, as she saw her father's

handwriting, her heart sunk within |

her. I know there is
hhl. said, out of breath

-u looking pitifally into his face.

all I read it for you?’ he in
quired affsctionately, and placing the
camp stool for her and bidding her
lea vingt him, he read aloud
witl sitanoy d ch
on the ead ory
Jeart release and )
deriogs and conseq
wae written in the terse, lacc
of a man of business ; bal iz
he said, "'l thank God, my chil
you are sxemp’ from the hard diseci
pline wre enduring in this to us

and are ltered in t

home and !Je.uh of 0 worthy
love of such a da er

“But 1 ought to
mother,” she said, looking up
Colonel Hartland; ''she mneeds
now more than ever.”

‘But, my darling child,” replied he,
“in your present dalicate state, lately
recovered from & nervous fever,
could be but little aseistance.’

“1 could comfort her.”
sadly.

ol o
mother,”
the last page

* Do not be impatient or unrecon-
ciled, my beloved Roea. The dear
Lord will watch between me and
thee when we are absen! one from
another, and bring us together again.
I miss you hourly, my eweet com-
forter, now mors than ever; but I |
would not have you pine for me;
you have with me, the sweet com
pany of the saints, and they will
bring you comtfort with their pray-
ers ; we have now a new advoc te in
Heaven, and dear Jeannie will never
forget to pray for us. The little
picture of St. Rose is near me, and
I never look at it without a petition
for my sweet Rogita.’

The intelligence ccniained in this
letter weighed on Rosine’'s healtt
and spirits ; she solaced herself
somewhat by a full outpouring of
heart to her mother, which she could
now do without oversight ; confess-
ing to an ever-pregent yearning for
her dear embrace. She did not pine
or complain, but assured her parents
that the had learned to love Colonel
Hartland's family very sincerely, she

bad news,’
with her run,
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would be always happy but for the |

great distance from thosé best loved.

Dz Hartland exclaimed, on his
next viseit to the seaside, upon
Rosine’s ill looks. She had gone
back,” he said, " to where she was
before she left town, and if $his was
the effect of the sea air, he should
order her at once into the interior.”

‘How is Laura ?’ was her first
question,

" Very bad,” replied he. I saw
her physician yesterday. He says
the disease is gone, and the delirium,
but her mind seeme to be in a state
of collapse.” He would not say more
of Laura, but turned with interest
to the collection of mosses, shells,
and other sea treasures she had
gathered during her sojourn by the
beach, and which Miss Greenwood
had promisad to come the next day
and arrange for her in their rightful
places, before they were carried to
the city.

The next day passed without the
appearance of Miss Greenwood
gither at the houee or on the beach ;
bub the Doctor only shrugged his
ghoulders whén Rosine wondered at
thie non fulfilment of her promise,
The day after his departure Miss
Greenwood made her flret appear
ance at the farm house. She found
her young friend quite alone, the
Colonel having gone to town on
business preparatory to their going
away, which was to take place the
next week.

With busy pliant fingers she soon
made order in the confused mass of
marine curiosities which Rosine had
collected, telling her as she laid each
one in its place, how much ghe
should miss her cheerful face in hex

in the |

mur- |
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of whom Ned bad |
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Rosine made haste |

not |

i, that

of the
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you |
she said |

here is something from your |
he exzlaimad, as he turned |

! daily walks, and how she had come
to love her very dearly, She blushed

| deeply when Rosine ventured to hope |
they might meat in the ecity.

My dear child,” she said at
‘longch “ ghis little green spot in
‘my lifse will never be forgotten. 1
live very quietly, but perhaps you
| will sometimes come to the Navy
| Yard to see me, Mind, I phall mark
| that day with a white stone that
| bringe you; but you will have |

younger and gayer companions.”

‘I haven't any gay companions
now,” replied Rosine, smiling sadly.
‘1 don't think | want any.”

' That is hardly a natural wish for
| one 80 yourg and hopeful as ¢
gelf, and with &0 many looking to
you fv.)r com‘fort.

moking to me for comfort !

pli.l Rosine, opening her eyes

| astonishment,

| ‘Yes : nll looking to you for com

tort,” repeated her friend. " From |

the gleanings I have gathered from

you in our happy hours, and from

| my own beart being so drawn to you,

1 know that many hearts mre trust. |

ing to you for comfort. Your own

dear mother first, whom you have

| made me love; your sister, your |

| brothers, but more particularly just
now, Colonel Hartland's family. The

! Colonel's heart is evidently set upin

his newly found daughter. Good,

noble ! He only wants one |

you

re-
in

|
man |

thing to make him nearly perfect
| but that is the greatest want, You |
kaow what I mean—a religious spirit,
To you, dear Rosg, this blessing has
been given in larg ge measure. O, it
you could impart of it to others!|
| Then, there is the absent Lieuten
ant, his letters manifest bis depend
ence, his deferenca for you. Then
| Laura, poor foolish child, eome time
you may be able to do something for
her |’ she paused a moment.
‘ Have you forgotten Ned
| Rosa, emiling, willing
ulu et from Laura
' That is hardl;
view of the fan e};
gaade b iward Hartl to care for
his 1e paused,—  uobapt
even !" she exsclaimed, ith
taing like & groan
dreadful to ges our
tae negleot of
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ima miga
allow
rising
ated,
8 13 ghe em
whispered Dear Mies |
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and

Migs Greenwood
my sweet one ; call ms Dora or Miss
Dora, it you like it better. I wish
you were my eister,” she said, re.
turning tha affectionate caress.

In o few daye Colonel Hartland |
and Roeine were on their way to the |
city, and the followiag week Dr.
Hariland folfilled hig promise, and
she found herself quietly settled at |
| Hawthorndean, the home of her |
grandfather ; enjoying the fresh
breezes from the hillsides, drinking
in lite and health, both for goul and
body.

Dr. Hartland could leave his post
but for one day, but he would return
for her by and by, and for the fish-
ing excursion he had promised him.
self.

|
CHAPTER X1V,
CONVALESCENCE

Physically, Laura Marten was
slowly recovering, but her mind
appeared to be still overshadowed
with & heavy cloud. From the first
dawn of returning intellect she had
missed from her finger the ring of
{ her betrothal; the loss was like a
continual fire eating into her heart,
for she had instinctively divined into
‘ whose possession it had fallen. She
spoke of the loss to no one; within,
tbe thought dwelt continually, and
her friends sought, without success,
to cheer her spirits; she did not rally,
she showed no interest in anything,
but seemed constantly searching for
something which she could not find.
The first thing that aroused her in
the least, wag the letter from Lisu-
tenant Hartland, which the Doctorhad
forwarded as esoon a8 Rosine had
given it to him. It was held back by
ner father at first, lest it might excite
her foc much, but when day after
day went by and there was no change,
it was resolved to try what effect the
letter would have in arousing her
from her apathy. Acoordingly, one
September morning, a8 she was
geated in the invalid's chair, drawn
toward the eastern window that she
might have the influence of the early
snnlight, and the proepsct of the
lovely scene that nature spread
before her, Captain Marten entered
with the Lieutenant's letter in his
hand. She did not turn her head to
greet her father, but continued to
gaze down the long avenue of pines,
that brought such fearful memories.
An intense melancholy pervaded
every feature; twice her name was
called ere she gave a look of recogni-
tion. The rough old sailor was
goftened by trouble, and his voice
wavered a8 he snid in a tone meant
to be jolly, “ Laura, ducky, are you
ready for a line from the Commodore
that ie to be, I mean Aleck Hartland ?"
There was nn change' in the stony
expresgion of her face, and not a
spoken word ns she held out her
hand for the letter. The Captain
was at & loss to know if he ghould
leave her alone with her treasure,
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| into fragments.

| of Sister Agnes'
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but she settled that matter by a wave
ot the hand that indicated her wish,
As soon as the door closed she kissed
the precioug missive over and over
again, pressed it to her heart, laid it
in her lap and wept over it, till after
many minutes with trembling fingers
she ventured to bresk the seal and
read

“On board the X—, off Oadiz, July-—,
"My Precious One:

‘A letter from Ned last night
exngperated me, and I was so like a
madman that I only escaped repri
mand from the Captain by pleading
illness. Your letter came wnfter it,
lite healing balm to my spirit. 1
could not doubt your love; in spite
of Ned's wmalicious hinte, I have
perfect confidence in you. It would

| be dastardly in me to wish to deprive

you of gentlemen’'s society during
absence ; 1 leave’ my honor in
your hands with unwavering trust.”

At these words Laura uttered a
shrill, piercing cry, that soon brought
her father, her aunt, and most of the
gservante to har room ; she struggled
but a fearful par.
oxyem of hysterice was not to be
avoided. She grasped the letter
convulsively, and it could not be
taken from her without tearing it
Houre passed betore
the phygician could calm her agita-
tion end weeks before she could

| again sit at the window and gaze

down the pine walk, Who can doubt

| tbat He tha! marketh the sparrow’s

fall, guided the steps of his dear
ones ? Sister Agnes was ocalled at
this time on an errand of mercy to a

| charity child, inthe very house where
| Laura was ill.
| day,
| September often bring to charm us

It was & balmy sunny
such as the closing hours of
with .a remembrance of the past,
when Laura heard the gentle tones
voice, as she inter
ted Mrs. Norris with regard to
the orphan,
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yuld hu\‘u coma
whispered the sick girl.
Our dear Lord did not spurn the
d He will not turn
replied she, pressing
1d that she held.
“I've been thinking of that,”
tinued Laura, her eyes brightening a
little. ""He let that poor
wash His feef, that's what I'd like to
do.”

‘" My child, it that is your wish, He
welcomss youa to His arms.”

‘But I can never repair what I
have done,
the dall, care worn look. "I
never resgtore lost confidence.

"“We must leave resalts with the
same Blessed One who loves us and

n, or

Lo near

away from us”

con

| cares for us mcre than any human

being can poesibly do.”

“0, but you' don't know all”
sighed Laurs, and hastily putting out
her hand, as if afcaid of a temptation
to draw back, she took a jewel-box
from a deawer near by, and searching
in it with trembliog fingers, baneath
a heavy bracelet,
a elip of paper, and placed it\un-
opened in the hand of her friend.
“Tell me,” she said,
voice, ' what you think of one who
after that, could through vanity end |
love of admiration, be so unfaithfui
a8 to have offered to her the insult-
ing alternative of elopement with
another ?” For a momeuot her eyes
flashed wildly, and her face flaghed
crimson. “ Love of
vanity |" she soliloqaized, taRing a
hand glass from the table snd look-
ing at herzelf, “there's nothing to
call them forth now.”

She was indeed changed; the
heavy braids of her long raven hair
were goune, her head shaven and
covered with a close cap ; her bright,
healthful color replaced by esallow
paleness ; her eyes, once so lustrous
and fascinating, were dull and beavy
with disease, the plump, finely
rounded fligura emaciated, and the
quick, brisk manner changed for an
inability to move without assistance.

Sieter Agnes carefully read the
paper, while the sick girl made these
comments aupon herself. There was
alook first of surprise and wonder,
then of sadnees end distress, as she
closed the paper, giving it again to
Laura without comment.

“You agree with me,” sald the
invalid atter waiting for her com-
panion to speak, ''one can hardly
hope, after such misconduct.”

" Oar dear Father is more merciful
than man,’ replied Sister Aguaes,
slowly. “ He forgives and restores
us to His favor, but He does not
assure us of the pardon of our fellow-
men, or that we shall escape the
temporal disgrace and suffering we
may have brought upon ourselves.
A full confession of our faults to
thoss we hnve injured is uecessnry
to our peace.

* Will you help me, guide me, and
keep me ?" exclaimed Laura, pititully,
claeping her hands.

‘“ All that is not for human power
nlone, dear,” she replied, " but I wilt
do all I oan for you. Dear daughter,”
she added, laying her hand on Laura's

head, " begin at the beginning. You
will never have peace while you
oarry this secret mbout with you,
Colonel Hartland and Captain Marten
at least have a right to know your
position, and they can make it public
it they choose. Lieautenant Hart-
land's honor demands that-you make
a fair statement of everything to
him. I cannot counsel you further
now,”’ she added.

" But you will not leave me alone,”
cried Liaura, seizing both hands con-
vulgively, and rising only to sink
back exhausted; " all alone!” she
continued, covering her face with
her hands,
thing but the disgrace.”

‘“Be quiet, my dear,” replied the
gister, ' don't excite yourself; wait
till you are a little stronger. I will
not forget you, and maybe your
father will let you come to me for a
little while when you are able, and |
I will do all 1 can for you. The dear
Lord help you,” she added, stooping
over her and kigeing her brow.

Laura meditated on the counsel
ghe had received ; it returned to her
day by day as she grew stronger;
but with her slowly recovered
strength came added reluctance to
follow Sister Agaes’ advice. There
was but one thought liviog in bher
soul, one feeling that overcame and
trampled out every other emotion —
how she should take the next step.
The lonely hours brought bher no
peace, and ‘her aunt's couveranlim
became odious to her. At lengih, |
with & desperate struggle, she took
the first step in the right direction ;
she wrote a long letter to Lieuten-
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ant Hartland, confessing everything
| but the last interview with Le
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ring. With all her struggles she
could not bring herself to tell of this,
it was such a mortifying incident.
She was sincere and truthfal as far
a8 she went, but she kept back that
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geverest punishment,
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‘ Aunt,”” eaid Laure, after that
lady had expressed her feelings, "
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She did not dare leave the house

| even for a strollin the garden,
| inyisible influence told her

an
the

enemy was not far away, and Sepkem- 1
| ber went out with its last golden |
leaving her still a close |
Her father |

| eunghine,
| prisoner within doors.
| came up for a few days, and she
retarn to the city with him, but the
, physican had advited her remaining
in the country as long as pos-
gible ;
her [uthcr or be would have betker
undergtood her pleadings.

She sat gazing from
of the drawing room to the blue hills
in the distance, the day after his
departure, wishing ehe had the
wings of a dove and could flee away
and be at rest, wondering if she
had any one who raally cared for her ;
remembering Rosine and her sweet
love that had brought her so much
pleagure, with a sting
in the end, as she recalled her own
harsh unjust words, when a quick
ring at the hall door startled her to
her feet. /

‘It is & stranger,” said bher aunt,
bustling in ; “‘a very courtly looking
gentleman. I eaw him drive up
the avenue.”

Laura flew instantly to her own
room, and bolting the entranoe,
threw hergelf on the floor. “It is
he,” she whispered ; "I know it, I feal
it! Detesting him as I do, there
is an influence that almost forces me
into his presence.”

She was not mistaken,
LLe Compte, who
respectfully for
not being willing to take the
word of the servant as to Miss
Marten's health. The lady re
ceivedd him rether stiflly, but
gkiltul flattery soon won her ; she
was sure there could not be anything
very bad in a young man so respeoct-
ful to hie elders. He expressed
no hope of seeing Laura then, but he
would onll again. Mre. Norris sought
her nieca after this interview, and
found her almost wild with excite.
ment. Her face became livid as she
listened to her aunt's eulogiums
upon the manners of the gentleman,
and his delicate inquiries for hsr
health ; but when she came fo his
promise to call again, Laura spoke

o terrible voice: “Aunt, I shall

it wos
inquired very
Mrs. Norris,

in
Lgever leave this room till my father

1

“nobody oares for any | excited and positive manner,

|
!
‘ illness ;

and the loss of the betrothal |

Laura these |
met the
and ordered |
you |

last to tempt me |

I wish to be done |

begged most pitecusly that she might |

| herself, had given a beautitul marble
ghe did not open her heert to |

the windows |
| ing up the family tradition of gener-
B g

of sorrow |

comes to take me away, Do you
know that vipar ?"’ she exclaimed
~ehemently, stridiog mnecross the
floor ; “that wretch was the whole
cauge of my illness ; his ingulting
proposals nearly shattered my brain,
and he keeps me ae truly imprisoned
here, as if & band of ecldiers eur
rounded the house with that dmign.
I will not change my purpose,” she
ndded, as her aunt begged her to
be oalm and reconsider, " I will not |
gee him, I will not communicate
with him, and it he comes, tell |
him what I say.”

Mrs. Norris, frightened by her
dared
lest she
should bring on the delirium of her
but ber fear left her before
the next call o! the tormentor,
she excused Laura on the plea of
health not gsufficiently restored to
meub any one out of her family.
‘ ‘1 may trust you to give this to
her,” he said in his blandest manner
‘ giving into her hand a dainty note.
\ She turned the note over and over
\ pgain after his departure, hesitating
for some time in herdecision, butafter
her own curiosity had been gratified,
she concluded to commit it to
the flames

It was well for Laura that her |
aunt came to this decision, for the |
contents would probably have sent‘

|
|

not expostulate farther,

her back to the borders of insanity.

| Atter thie second call, the poor
‘ harassed girl wrote a pleading letter \
to her father, telling him of her |
‘ gufferings from her persecutor, and |
begged him to coms and bring her |
tostay awhile with Sister Agnes, ns ‘
the only place where she could
be free from his haunting presence. \
We may readily suppose her earnest |
worde had the desired effect, and |
the next week found her the
House of the Iofant Jesus, under the |
calm, placid but invigorating watch

fulness of one wko would deal wisely |
with her sorrows.
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was the meeti
of St. Martha,
I'alion al ways called on
after adjournment.
experience

Ibis ng day of the

boglely

and

| years b
always meant
I'in sorrow than in
of the other officers of certain
members ; with a ast hardly
congcious of her own fidelity to duty,
and the eacrifices she made for the |
| society and its beneflciaries.

For Mies Tallon was president of
the society. She was ' the head of |
everything among the Catholic
women of Bruc:town,” as any mem-
| ber of St. Joseph's parish would have '

explained to a stranger. Indeed, lf‘
| the Goldon Roee or the Lum‘\re‘
Mednl wera to be given in Bruce-
town, the people would nme"
deemed it Miss Tallon's inalienable
right.

Truly, she had many claime, an- |
cestral and personal, cn local Catho- |
| lic gratitude. Her grandfather had
given the gite of St. Joseph's, now
one of the most valuable properties
in the town, together with a gener- |
ous offering to the building fand.
At the dedication of the church, her
father's gitt wes the high altar, and
two mwamorial windows ; and on her
| parent’s death, Miss Tallon and her

brothere and sisters, all married but

calls e
ger, to be sure-
or

conir

altar, in keeping with her father's
earlier gift to the Lady Chapel.

She was nearing her fortieth year
in single blessedness, and ably keep-

osity to religion ; adding thereunto
new forms of social service, not only
among the familiar poor, but among
the oft-times needy foreigners drawn
go numerously to Brucetown if
recent years by the big wicker furni-
ture manufactory.

Yet while everyone respected Migs
Tallon and acknowledged all her
claime, there was hardly one who
would noty have braced himeelf for a
private interview with her just as
Father O Connor did.

' How are you, Jalie ?” asked the
priest pleasantly, He had baptized
every one of the third generation of
the Tallons, and had ssen this one
grown from infancy to her prime
maturity ; he himeelf verged on his
vigorous and young-hearted old age.

‘' Well, coneidering everything,”
mghnd the lady standing respectfully
o8 the priest settled himself as well
ne he could in the slippery horse
hair armchair opposite her,

* I teust there is no trouble in the
family,” said Father O'Connor, with
kindly solicitude.

‘ No, indeed, we never have trouble
in the ordinary acceptation of the
word,” eaid Miss Tallon, with a per-
ceptible stiffening of her exceedingly
erect person,

All the Tallons were a8 proper as
Miss Tallon herself. The young
people were the painful models of
the various schools they attended.
On their occasional visits to Bruoce-
town Father O'Connor would have
given much to see one of these
decorous nephews ‘‘ hanging on bs-
hiud " to a grocer's cart; or one of
the nieces with a torn gewn or hair
disordered in healthful play : just as
he wished for an coongional lupae
from grammatical acouracy or a
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1 i
Of Der i

| journs
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| takable oo
e | hergelf

| the playmate

| was free.
| woman attent

| Miss
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'
hearty laugh from the model aunt
herself,

“1 thought of possible illness,”
said the priest gently. "' This is a|
gickly season.” \

“Our family rarely has illness.
the ochildeen have inherited
sound constitutione and get the best
of care. No; it is a little worry
about our St. Martha's Society.
be frank with you, Father O'Connor, |
it was a mistake to admit Mrs.
Thornton to membership."”

' Why she seems to be a very con:
stant and eligible visitor among the |
poor. [

" That is not the question, Father.” |
It is her bad influence at the meet- |
inge. She is €0 very frivolous; all |
for dress and jokes, and the notice |
of men, a8 it she were a badly |
brought up girl ot eighteen inﬁh-uzll
of —there, look at her now ! |

The lady in question was passing ; | 3

evidently bhappy in the company of |
the tall man of middle age, who, |
beaming with good fellowship, had |
to bend & bit to catch the words of |
the bright faced, gayly-dreseed hulet
“ld‘m
‘1 suppose it's only a matter (,t‘
taste,” said the priest, keeping hie
mind on the spoken criticiem, and |
Thornton's eecort. A 1
yonng woman adorning hersslf |
always seems to be like a bird sitting | ‘
on & bough and preening its feathers. |
It's nature, and eo long ms it's |
modest—""
But Mre.
\oung. She
am, |

‘ And you are still a young girl to |
me,” he answered.

Rot Mies Tallon was not to be |
placated nor diverted from her |
grievance. Was it zeal undefiled.for |
righteousness, or was it Jobhn Hamil
apparent admiration for the ‘
little dow that opened the eyes |
of a woman who never blundered |
to the sbortcomings of her frai
gister The human heart is a l
rir in which the wanderer i
often surprised by unloocked for evil
] ked for goc

winding
noor

Thornton is far from
is at least as old ms

ton's

ta

ere mo
lled
drecs

gerva

lre

delicate
ult

nement
oubt

réee

nt
well-fille

of
with &
rEe ¢

But the advance
were repelled with g
ldness ; and only ox
realized that John Hami

of her childhood,
quired a competence, co
suepected of mercenary mo
tives, might at any time have had
that we!l controlled heart for the
asking., True he had eacriflced many ‘.
of his best years to the cleims of filial |
and brotherly duty, at last he |
e paid to any |
ion in which the little |
world of Brucetown could read the
slig ii‘P‘L significance, it was to this
mmd‘ flippant stranger.

This was the thought, albeit vague |
and unacknowledged, whick tortured |
Tallon during the uncomfort- |
able silence which had fallen be
tween herself and an old friend.

' But thers is nothing g0 wrong as
to be ground for remonstrance,” eaid |
the priest at last. |

" Oaly that she is slangy and flip- |
pant to the verge of irreverencs, |
brazen in her pursuit of men’s atten
tions, and haviog a ready though
hardly refined humor, she has cast a |
sort of spell over all our youngur}
members. But knowing her brothers
snd sisters ag we do, what could we
expect ?"”

The priest had no answer, for he
himself had accounted it a miracle of
grace that the youngest of the wild
and godlese family in question had |
been brought through her widow l

|
{

1€ beride
1

having ac
not be

but,
And now, it h

hood and the death of her idolized |
child within the range of his infla-
ence, and finally into the Church.

I had hoped &0 much for both
from a possible friendship between
you,” he said regrettully.

“I can’'t imagine what Mrs. Thorn-
ton could have done for me,” said
Mise Tallant coldly. " But,” rising,
“1I must go. I bhave already taken
far too much of your valuable time.”

Miss Tallon was down the steps of
the rectory before Father O'Connor
had found another parting word,

Now that his attention
called to it, the good priest had to
admit Mrs. Thornton's flippacy and
her ready and thoughtless wit that
seldom stopped to note where its
sharp arrowe pierced. Had he not
more than once in hie occasional
vigit to the Society of St. Martha,
seen the droll little moue with
which she received the measured
utterances of the stately president ?
Had he not even caught her in
a telling caricature of the president's
good manner ? The offender re
ceived . his remonstrances with a
penitent sigh, but her lowered eye
lide scarcely veiled two mirthtul
sparkles. There was no doubt, too,
that she made tke moet of her |
widow's privileges in leading honest
John Hamilton on a dance for her
amuzement,

Yet among the poorest of his flock,
her name was in benediotion; her
coming the herald of unfailing relief
and gladness. But Miss Tallon aleo
wae assiduous’ in her visits to the
poor ; generous with material goods,
lavish of advice and correction.

As one victim of adverse fortune
was wont to putit: “ Yes; I know
ghe has given me many things, bup

had been
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