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more rejoiced am I to see you pent the Doctor, with Rosine, Merlon and 
tent, and resolved to do right. You the babr, were to form the party, 
mutt onoe and forever put ewey all and Dr. Hartland had urged Harry's 
these thoughts from your mind ; If preeenoe, ae all that was wanting to 
Indulged, they will partake ol the make tho visit complete. We will 
nature ol sin ; the past can he nothing not analyz.s Roeine'e feelings, ehe 
to you now but a subject ol oontri certainly was in high glee at the 
tion ; in the present, the good Qod thought of Introducing her friend to 
hat given yon the beet gift He oould dear Uawthorndean, the dearest spot 
grant, be satisfied with it, and bend on earth to her heart, 
all your energies and thoughts to the A joyous welcome was given to onr 
one desire, that your child may be travellers in the hospitable mansion, 
all that it ought to be." aud the Dootor immediately Inquired

Marion went back to her husband if the old gray were still on his logr, 
with new impulses aud new hopae : he wished to engage him at once for 
and well she needed them, for in her Paradise. “ Ah, Rua dear," he said, 
absence the demon of love of strong going on to the veranda, where she 
drink had seized him, and she found was already pointing ont to Mr. 
him in the midst of an attack of Greenwood the charming scenery 
delirium. Rosine came to her assist bathed in the mellow light of the 
anoe. resisting the stoutest efforts of setting sun, " ah, it we can but bring 
De. Hartland to prevent her attend- back tbe tho ights and feelings of that 
ance on such a scene. In that first day in Paradise—we were young 
chamber of devils she was taught an then," he added. “ Love's young 
entirely new phase of life, returning dream, eh, Rosine ?” 
to her home sadder and wiser. Ned “ A dream that knows no waking," 
did not scold her in those days or she replied, mischievously, 
bead hie eyes upon her, they stood Hsrry was annoyed, he was work 
more on an equality, rather he ing himself out of hie usually placid 
leaned upon her ; she amused his state of mind in spite of his prépara 
solitary hours, cheered hie moments tion ; efter a moment he drew from 
of depression, read and studied with his pocket a small drawing-book and 
him ; entered into the wants of hie pencil, and went on with a plan for a 
poor patients with a motherly heart, rustic summer-house, for which 
and became to him in truth, entirely Aleck had asked. Dr. 
a sister. Now aud then it occurred remembered this never falling resort 
to him that it was a somewhat of his friend when disquieted, and 
lonely life Rielne led, almost without seeing the disturbance, continued to 
companions of her own age, bat she teeze him with sweet words and 
was happy, quiet, and contented. A tender amenities toward Rosine, till 
ride to Hantborndean for a tew days the young man suddenly threw down 
sojourn, a return of Aleck now and his pencil and went off across the 
then to his father’s roof, to consult lawn.
hie dear Rosa about the country “There, I've roused the evil one in 
home he was planning ; an empty your saint, Rosa," said the Doctor, as 
home, but for the dear helpful care he disappeared, 
of hie second mother, Mrs. Benton ; “ Have you displeased Harry?"
these, with calls from Harry Green inquired Rosine, innocen tly. “ I 
wood, unlike “ angels virts," being thought he left rather abruptly." 
neither " tew nor far between," these “ Yes, I'm displeasing him all the 
varied tho monotony ol Roaine's life, time; I wonder if I must believe 
After Christmas came Marion’s baby, that yon do not see it." 
a lovely, delicate girl, one of those “See what?" replied Rosine, look- 
far-seeing infants like pictures of the iog into his face inquiringly.
Holy Innocents, or Raphael's St. "Yes, 1 must believe it," said the 
John grziog into the face of the Doctor, “ there ie at least ignorance 
Infant Jesus ; her look had In it in that lock."
something from a life beyond and “ I'm much obliged to you, Ned ; I 
above, as it her tiny thoughts were dare say I look very silly ; but please 
whispered to her dear guardian angel, tell me what you mean by displeas- 
ever et her side. Well has an author ing Harry. Have you quarrelled ? I 
said, “ A babe is a well spiing of joy thought you were always the best of 
in a house ;" to Mrs. Stapleton it friends."
was like cold water to the patched “ Ah, yes," said Ned, “ the very 
and thirsty soul; she looked upon best ; but it is not in the nature of 
her treasure with a reverence she ! eaintsaip in the flesh, nowadays at 
had never felt for any thing earthly, ! least, to baar every thing, and I 
Even Ned, baby hater as he professed really think I stand very mnch in 
to be, could not but acknowledge the way of this young man." 
that the little Lily was singularly “ Do explain yourself, Ned. How 
beautiful ; he was sure she could not can you possibly Interfere in any way 
live, she was so good, and essentially with Harry ? Yon talk in mysteries." 
frightened the young mother by tell “ It la only yonr lonely life that 
ing her hie forebodings. makes it a mystery, and prevents

For awhile after the birth of his your understanding what I mean ; I 
daughter the graceless father re- warrant Marion will explain all 
turned to his manhood, under the before you've been together twenty 
influence of those baby smiles ; the four hours."
wife's heart beat with hope ; but as “ You talk in enigmas. Dr. Hart 
saith the Scripture in the proverb, land," said Rosine, blushing crimson; 
he went back to his debasiog vices ' I don't think you understand your- 
after the novelty wore away, and self. "
Marion sank to the old shame and “ Ab, you have it now," he replied,

laughing ; ‘ I can read your blush. 
The thought came with the sugges
tion of Marion, very naturally."

Rosine arose to leave him. “Stay, 
sister," he said, taking her hand, “1 
will talk plainly, it you wish it."

“ You have said all that I can 
hoar," she replied, with dignity, 
“unless you change the subject."

" I'm sorry, Rosa," he said coax- 
ingly. “ Don't be offended ; I was 
only comparing you In my mind with 
other women ; I don't know of but 
one that approaches you."

“ That will do, Ned,"

uneasiness about me. I am much 
obilgtd to you for your cousldc ra
tion ; believe me, there is no ground 
for your suspicion," be added, look
ing into his eyes ; " there, shake 
hands ; now begone."

Greenwood needed no further 
stimulus. Alter an hoar's wander 
log by the last rays of sunset and 
the light ot the rising moon, Dr. 
Hartland returned to the house And 
found the family assembled, but 
Rosine and Mr. Greenwood were not 
come I in. The evening bad grown 
cool and damp, and various hopes 
and fears were expressed as to the 
sufficiency of Rosine'e clothing far 
this late hoar ; the Colonel was 
restive, and was on the point of ineti 
tuting a search with waterproofs and 
shawls on his arm, when the delln 
quent couple entered the hall, Rosine 
running immediately to her room on 
the plea of wet feet. Harry was 
flushed, bright and eager in his look, 
and the Doctor argued success. 
Rosine did not appear again dnriog 
the evening, the little Lily was rest 
less, aud she excused herself, to 
watch with the mother. When the 
family were about to Separate for 
the night. Mr. Greenwood waited in 
toe hall. Ned whispered in his ear, 
“ I see, hearts are tramps, and you 
have the ace."

“ Ace and queen," retorted Harry, 
“ and I am after the king," he added, 
turning again into the parlor, where 
the two eld friends, Mr. Benton and 
Colonel Hartland, were still linger 
leg.

that its butt end now points land
ward. The cable is just about long 
enough to let the lrg reach 
Whenever the storm gets the monster 
lined right, it tame us. There it 
comes now, Margie." ,

The solid tower shook.
“ She was not built to stand that," 

the man said gravely, "1 see a job 
for me."

“ 0 Eric, what can you do ? You 
will not go out into the storm ? 
Sure, Eric, and the log will break 
loose and float away."

“ I tied it just so a storm like this 
could not steal it away from me," 
the keeper replied.

“ Bui you—what will you do ?"
“ I will go out and untie it,” be 

answered quietly.
“ You go Eric ?" the woman said 

slowly, as if In a vision she bad 
divined his fate. “ But you will 
not come back. You will go and 
leave us."

“ Margie, I am the keeper," 
Petersen's reply, "just the same In 
fair weather as in foul, 1're got to 

the tower, and I've got to 
you aud our children, too."

He looked straight into her eyes aa 
he vyia speaking. They had in life 
looked too deeply into each other’s 
eyes not to see there light for all 
guidance.

“ You got a duty, Eric. Kiss me, 
and go."

The keeper took a brief farewell of 
his wife end little ones.

“ You can watch me," he said.
" Eric 1 Eric 1" cried his wife 

suddenly. “ A rope ! I tie a tope to 
you and hold it here.”

The beeper, who was taking tiff bis 
coat and shoes, paused to smile at his 
wif«.
“You and I cleaned the tower last 

week, Margie," he reminded her. 
“ ‘All this old rope, Eric, it muet ba 
taken to the woodshed.'” He 
quoted her, laughing and mimicking 
her tone, and made the children 
langh. " Not a foot of rope in the 
tower," he went on. “ Now, I go."

He drew hie wile doter to the tea- 
ward window.

"1 drop down," he explained ; the 
water's nine feel deep now ; high 
tide and itirm, too. I climb along 
the log. I loose the cable."

“ And then ?"
“ I swim to the tower steps on the 

lee side." His voice was full of 
assurance ; but in his eyes, which 
always spoke the truth, there was a 
doubt.

" Margie," he said to hie little 
daughter, “ eomebody is going to 
swim."

The ready smile for tho child died 
on his bronzed face as the hoge ram 
euioto the tower a thunderous blow. 
From the great air shaft ot the tower 
there came tho tinkling sound ot 
breaking glass.

“ The light I ' exclaimed Margie.
“ One mirror, may be," her husband 

admitted. “ But most likely the big 
shade. Stand back from the win
dow."

While bis wife and children took 
ehelter against the curved wall of 
the tower, the man threw up the 
narrow sasb. The hurricane rushed 
in, and he had to fight to make his 
way against it. He reached the sill, 
with the wild wind screaming in his 
face ; then, turning cautiously, he 
let himself down outside the tower. 
There he hung by his hands. Behind 
him Margie closed the sasb. He was 
alone in the storm.

It was an eleven foot drop into the 
surging water below that charged 
against the tower, broke against it 
and rushed onward in furious vehe
mence. The keeper had not only to 
drop into that storm of water; he 
had to fall near enough to the log to 
catch it, yet in such a position that 
it would not crush him against the 
tower wall. Hanging for a moment 
in the gale, he waited hie chance.

" I'll drop to the end of it the 
second after it strikes !" he muttered.

The wild rain drove fiercely 
against him ; the wind tore at his 
clothes and sent his shook of auburn 
hair streaming over his eyes The 
corded muscles of his arms bulged 
under the tension. He waited, 
watching.

The monstrous bulk ot the log 
swung iu the tide. It bumped tho 
lighthouse shaft with little force. 
Bit its recoil withdrew it against a 
huge oncoming wave. The enormous 
rolling cylinder of water arrested the 
ram, poised it and drove it with 
massive strength against tho tower. 
Even abive the incessant roar of the 
hurricane the keeper heard the dull 
grinding ot stone and mortar ; but as 
a moment later, he clung to the 
cypress upon which he had dropped, 
his half-blinded eyes were not pre 
pared for what he saw : a great gap
ing hole driven clear through the 
wall ot the lighthouse I Throng! 
this breach a storm of salt water was 
rushing in mad triumph ; and as 
Petersen lay ou the tree trunk, he 
fait the vast bulk withdrawing for 
another attack.

1 Two more like that last one," he 
said, " and in goes the whole side of 
the to irer. The wall is breached—it 
I'm too late—"

His face was grim as be turned on 
the rolling cypress, clinging with 
hands and feet to its slippery bulk. 
The coursing waves ran over if, 
plunged clear across it, sped with 
fearful haete along its length, lifted 
it high only to buffet it, and tank it 
as if to drown it. At no time was 
its back wholly out of the water 
and its lone rider went under 
with it. Onoe Petersen glanced 
upward at the window above; 
but he oould see nothing exeepl 
a blur ot epnme against tbe 
glass. Yet Margie, gazing downward 
saw him and what he did.

With waves breaking ever him, 
Erie Peterson fought his way along 
the perilous length of the log. Its

vast bulk wallowed, reeled, rolled, 
turned, sank and roee. The man 
clinging valiantly to it had two 
cares; to keep hie hold and to 
advance. If he did not advance tbe 
relentless battering ram would 
piste its work ot destruction; if he 
loet hie hold, he would lose his game, 
and the game of life as well Lyiog 
almost flat, ho pulled himself pain
fully toward tbe place where the 
cable had been made fast in tbe log.

At last he came to the end of the 
steel hawser, pulled through the 
heavy galvanized ring that was held 
in place by a huge screw eye such as 
the lumbermen of the Southern 
rivers semetimes use. The keeper 
eat up on the log ; grasping the eye 
of the screw with one hand, he 
worked with the other at the cable. 
When be had a month before, deftly 
fastened tbe cable to the great 
timber he little thought that In such 
a crisis as this he would be etrugglieg 
to unloose it.

It was hard for Margie to see him, 
now that he was at the far end of the 
log. But she could discern him 
dimly and fitfully. A sudden great 
pride in her husband made her lift 
her children, one by one, to the 
streaming window. Whether they 
saw, she could not tell ; bat ehe 
m de sure that they heard and 
understood what she said. To each 
one, as ehe pointed oat into the 
Btnrm, ehe said :

“ To save us and to save hie tower, 
your father ie gone out there. For a 
father you got a mac."

The last child hud been lifted. 
Margie's anxious eyes were fixed ou 
the huge storm shrouded

ue
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TO BE CONTINUED

cypress.
Suddenly she saw its monstrous bulk, 
which had poised itself for another 
heavy thrust at the tower, turn 
slowly away. It wai swinging in the 
tide. It was roping over and over 
The waves at last had their will with 
it. It was at tbe mercy of the storm. 
Bat the figure of the man 
longer visible. Somewhere in lhat 
gray maelstrom of waters he must be 
struggling. The log passed from 
sight, hurrying eff under the blind 
smother of the storm.

A minute passed, then another, 
Margie's heart heat sickly. The chip 
dren were uwaro of her terrer and 
clung to her. She knew not how to 
comfort them. Leading them in a 
pathetic group, she went toward the 
tower Blairs. Downward she looked, 
along the steel shaft. The bottom of 
the tower was full of water. The 
storm bowled up at her insolently 
with brutal mockery.

Margie looked back at the children. 
Then she gazed downward egoin. 
Suddenly out of the surging water 
within the tower a form appeared ; 
voice called to her. Though her 
senses reeled, she saw and under
stood.

"Don't come down 1" the voice 
warned her. “ Deep water here. I 
come to you.”

In another minute the keeper of 
the light was with his family,

“ You are safe, Erie, you are safe," 
was all Margie could say.
“You lose sight of me," he 

answered. “ I know. I bad to swim 
under water to the tower. Not so 
stormy as on top," he added, trying 
to smile at his children. “ X had to 
swim, little Margie."

A week later, when people from the 
mainland had begun to visit the 
lighthouse island to see the damage 
wrought by the storm, many of them 
spike to Margie Peterson of her hus
band and of his deed. She, having a 
great heart but few and eimpl 
words, would say, happily smiling, 
“ I got a man."

No words really would have mat
tered ; for tho light in her eyes was 
eloquent of love.—Archibald Rut
ledge in the Youth’s Companion.

MARGIE HAS A MAN

Eric Petersen, bis wife, Margie, 
and their five small children bed 
taken refuge in the tower of tho 
lighthouse.

'* A bad blow, and for sure, Eric," 
sail Margie as, with four of her little 
ones clinging about her and her baby 
hold in her arms, she locked anxious 
ly through the narrow lighthouse 
window.

Below, huddled against the storm, 
was the tiny trim house they had 
baec forced to leave. Margie did not 
t ar much for their own safety in the 
s launch tower, but it was a question 
whether their little house could 
withstand the frightful impact of the 
gale.
“A bad blow, yea," Eric agreed ; 

" but hero we are safe, end I am 
where I can light the light. The 
home, too, will be tberg when tbe 
storm is gone," he added reassur
ingly.

Yet there was trouble in hie deep- 
set gray eyee. He had been through 
too many storms not to have 
acquired respect for them

They were standing on the second 
floor of the lighthouse, twenty feet 
from the ground. By turns the 
keeper of the light held his children 
up to tbe window to tee the wild 
grandeur of the gale. During the 
fsw hours that they had been In 
their strong reloge, the fury of the 
hurricane had greatly increased.

There was little to see except rain 
driving madly by. It did not seem 
to fall ; it shot past the window 
horizontally. Beneath its stream
ing veil the white house of the 
keeper gleamed pallidly. It stood 
now in the water ; for the swiftly 
rising tide had submerged all the 
Island. The myrtles, the only trees 
on the small island, were blurred 
and icdisiinct, though now and then, 
like drowning creatures, they tossed 
their dark wild arms despairingly. 
The vest sea mart lies, stretching 
away behind the island were 
shrouded and lost. Only the light 
house stood firm and impassive ; is 
was an outpost that could eecapo no 
storm, and it bad been built to 
stand against them all. Erie Peter
son knew what he was saying when 
he told hie wife that they would be 
safe in the tower.

“ Mother, shall we have to swim ?" 
little Margie asked To swim was as 
yet one ot her unrealized ambitions, 
and tbe opportunity to achieve it 
now appeared to her to be good.

“ I hope not," the mother replied 
and put her band on the ohild’s 
heed.

was no

e

sorrow.
Two years glided thus over our 

friends, without great change ; Mr.
Greenwood riling to stand among the 
first in his profession, and to be 
honorably spoken of by masters in 
the art both at home and abroad ; 
bat in the affairs "of his heart he still 
eeemed to linger, to take no decided 
step forward. That he loved Rosine 
Benton with all the strength of a 
true earnest nature, he bed not a 
shadow of doubt, and that the love 
was no passing fancy, but the deep 
growth of years of p Rient waiting ; 
but a doubt of others bad entered 
his mind, and bad hindered his out
ward progress. Sinon his return 
from Europe he had seen, ns never 
before, the devotion cf Dr. Hartland 
to Bosine, and the fond affection 
with which ehe met all his wants 
he knew that his sister Dora, the 
tiret choice ot his friend, was forever 
shat out from him, and what more 
natural than that hie love should be 
transferred to Rosine ? The young 
man perplexed himself day by day 
with these thoughts, and he some
times worried himself into a state of 
scrupulousness as to his right to j “‘"“SBlf full length upon a mossy 
continue his intimate visits ot ! 6l-at that had been planted in the

midst cf this principal group. The 
Dootor came upon him quite unex
pectedly, and he sprang to his feet at 
once, aa it he had been interrupted in 
some important matter.

“ Don't hurry away again, Harry," 
said the Dootor, standing before him, 
and looking at him keenly ; " I have 
come for you."

“ Why should you trouble yourself 
about me ? ’ was the cold reply, in a 
constrained voice.

" At her bidding," said the Doctor. 
“ Don’t make a fool of yourself, 
Harry, but go back to the piazza like 
a man, and finish up this business, 
which, unlike your usual prompt 
way of doing, has been left hanging 
by the eyelids too long."

“ Nad," replied the young 
with a touch of sadness in his voice, 
“ don't joke mo there again. I cannot 
baar it. I ought not to have come 
here, I shall leave in the morning, 
for—I must go to work again."

“ You talk like a crazy follow, Hal I 
I really believe you ate in lova, and 
like all genuine lovers, take to talk
ing nonsense 1 My ad vie a to you is 
to make » clean breast of it."

“ Don't talk bo, Ned ; you exasper
ate me," replied young Greenwood, 
in an excited tone. " I am in love, 
I'm not afraid or ashamed to own it; 
but do you think for a moment I 
would compete with you, or ask for 
what you are yourself seeking?"

" Now, by my troth, Hal, you are 
a jewel, and carry your principles 
ot right farther than most lovers ; 
but I can assure you, on my honor, 
that you need give youreelf no

l

replied
Rosine, chasing away the slight 
frown from her face by a sunny 
smile ; “ others don’t agree with you 
in your kind opinion."

“ I take a good deal ot pride, you 
think," be said, gayly, “ in my own 
training."

“ Go, find Harry," woe her gentle 
reply.

Ur. Hartland obeyed unhesitat
ingly, and came upon the young man 
in the furthest corner of the lawo, 
among a clump of old arbor-vilais 
which Aleck had trained into many 
fantastic shapes. He had thrown

PRAYER
;

The most perfect act man can offer 
to God is that of prayer. It is tho 
acknowledgment that He ie God and 
that we are Hie creatures, the mote 
perfect it is, the greater is our union 
to Him ; likewise tbe greater is this 
union, the more perfect is our prayer. 
St. Thomas describes prayer 
supplication whereby we try to per
suade God to do what we desire. 
Hence it would be very useful for us 
to know by what form of prayer we 
can best attain this end, ae well as 
the form of prayer that is the most 
pleasing to God. Indisputably we 
can Difirm it to be tbe one that anitrs 
us the most intimately to God, thus 
giving ub tbe greater power over His 
Heart. God in H e Infinite Wisdom 
and Goodness knowing no other 
means of union greater thau that if 
food with the one who ent it, gave us 
Himself to be our food and to be 
united substantially and in an 
ineffable manner to us. This consid
ered shows what a powcifal 
of prayer we have in Communion 1 
And when we know from Jesus’ own 
lips that He desires us to come to 
Him in all our necessities, that He ie 
more eager to give than we are to 
receive ; that He invites and urges us 
to come to Him and to ask whatever 
we desire when He is in us by Holy 
Communion wo must naturally con- 
elude no more powerful form of 
prayer can be imagined than Holy 
Communion. Aye 1 God Himself 
though Wisdom Itself did not die 
cover a greater.

Jesus desires therefore that we 
expose to Him our troubles and 
gees so far as to help ns win onr 
cause by becoming our advocate. So, 
when you come to Communion be 
careful not to ask less confidently 
than Jesus expects you to. You may 
imagine His disappointment did 
other sentiments than those of ten
derness and confidence sway your 
heart. Lay before Him simply as an 
artless child your troubles and yonr

ns a

Colonel Hartland’e under these cir
cumstances. At that moment, as it to shatter 

the hope thus expressed, the light
house trembled wildly. Then quick
ly followed a succession of shocks as 
if**ome tremendous ram were driv
ing with insane malioo against the 
structure.
“An earthquake. Eric?" Margie 

Petersen exclaimed. " There was 
one here before our time," eho 
added.

The keeper did not answer. He 
ran over to the window on the sea 
ward side ot the tower and peered 
down through the blinding storm. 
His gaze was fixed for some moments 
and bis wife joined him. Presently 
he drew her to the window and 
pointed.

" See it, Margie ?" he cried. “ Tie 
no eatthqoake, but 'tie something to 
batter down onr tower."
“I see a dark shape," the woman 

answered. “ It is floating. It drives 
against tbe tower. O Eric, what is 
it ? It looks like the big sperm 
whale we saw ten years ago in mid 
ocean when we came over from 
Copenhagen."
“You remember the big cypress 

log I caught drifting—the fine timber 
that had come down to sea from the 
river hack in the mainland ?"

" Yes, and sure ; it lay out on the 
beach in the sunshine. The children 
play on if."

" And when they slipped over its 
butt end they slipped six feet to the 
ground. 'Tie a monster ol a log. I 
had it tied with a Bastion of steel 
cable. The tide has lifted it eut of 
the sand and has swung it round so

For a long time he had revolved 
the pros and cons of this question in 
his mind, the probabilities and im
probabilities, putting the question 
fairly and squarely before his faith
ful conscience. Our Harry, with all 
his moral bravery, was modest in 
love, diffident of his success ; and 
instead ot assisting him in his 
dilemma, the Doctor, who saw it 
plainly, was constantly saying or 
doing something from his propensity 
to tease, that added to the young 
man's perplexities ; he was at least 
in no haste to give Rosine into any 
other keeping than hie own.

At length came an imperative call 
to Mr. Greenwood to be the architect 
of a Cathedral, and religions houses 
attached, in one of onr growing 
western cities ; if he accepted the 
position, it would require frequent 
and protracted separation from the 
object of his dearest affections. He 
could not, and would not go away 
and work at a subject which required 
all his energies, leaving the destiny 
of his love undecided. He had 
already given hie promise tor a 
family gathering at Hawlhorndean, 
to which place ho was a stranger ; he 
determined that that occasion should 
fix his plans for the future. This 
visit was to be a surprise party, to 
inaugurate the introduction of the 
little Lily to her grandfather. Mr. 
Benton never left his home, and the 
ceaseless demands ot her husband 
upon her time and strength had kept 
Marion a prisoner. The Colonel and

means

man,

even
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CHAPTER XXX.-cpNTlNUBD

Harry looked ronnd in thought 
among their mutual friends, and 
was shooked to own, even to himself, 
that he could not find one of which 
he was quite sure.

“ Yon don't succeed, ha I" said Dr. 
Hartland, after waiting, as he thought, 
a reasonable time for reply ; “ I knew 
you would not. Well, let me tell 
you, what you call a true marriage 
Ie like the philosopher’s stone— 
nowhere."

Rosine looked up, surprised and 
Indiguant. " Ah, my little Miss," 
continued the Doctor, " you don't 
believe me either, I see. Incredulous 

' youth ! ’
“ No, Ned, I don’t believe yon ; I 

can't believe you." She spoke very 
earnestly with tears in her eyis. “I 
know one at leas!." Knowing that 
she referred directly to her father 
and mother, the Doctor did not rtply ; 
he eaw that the reproach indirectly 
cast on ter womanhood by hie severe 
and sweeping remark had wounded 
her feelings. Mr. Greenwood saw 
this also, and took up tbe cudgels 
rather oat of gallantry and com 
passion for her, than because he 
knew the best thing to say.

“ I’m not posted in these matters, 
Ned," he replied, kindly ; " still I 
know that it yonr assertion even be 
true, matiimony is no less a sacra- 
m ont, and designed for the happiness 
ot us fallen mortels ; perhaps the 
fanli is in the people we know, end 
not in the thing itself. After all, I 
am ot the opinion of a modern writer, 
who Bays that life (and I suppose it 
may apply to matrimonial lift) with 
all its trials would be less hard, if at 
the beginning we faced tbe fact, that 
it was to be medicine aud not wine,"

“ Capital 1 a splendid get-eff, Hal ! ' 
cried the Dootor, throwing down his 
knife and fork, and laughing heartily. 
“ Bravo 1 you'll start fair, any way ! 
Now I take up my physic solus 1"

“ Harry is right," interrupted- the 
Colonel, who had not before joined 
In the conversation. "You, Ned, 
were always looking for some Utopian 
state, whore men will cease to ba 
men, and women women. If people 
begun life with more sober views of 
what life really is, we should see 
fewer mistakes. But tell us, Harry, 
about your tour abroad, and leave 
matrimony till your time comes."

Mr. Greenwood gladly changed the 
subject-by narrating many ot his 
adventures, in araanner so charmingly 
simple and truthful, that he held the 
attention of his listeners till mid
night.

"The Commodore ought to have 
been prend of such a boy," was 
Colonel Hartland s comment to his 
son the next day.

“ He'd be a great man, it he wasn't 
so good," was the reply of Doctor 
Hartland.

Rosine did not fly to seek her 
sister upon her return ; she dreaded 
the interview, and waited till the 
Colonel offered to accompany her. 
Dr. Hartland had used his eloquence 
to persuade her it was not her duty, 
but her conscience was better in
structed. After the first embrace, 
the first real look at Marion, the first 
near knowledge of her condition and 
prospects, the great gulf that had
gaped between them was bridged by 
a tiny foot-bridge, over which 
Rosine'e heart leaped fearlessly. 
Here was another object for her lovo 
and care ; she had won Aleck Hart
land from dire despair, and had 
passed him over in a measure to her 
mother ; now she would work for her 
disheartened sister, wearing a life- 
chain that fretted into her very
heart. She persuaded Marion to do 
what she had promised Father Sheri
dan should be done, to go to Htw- 
tnorndsan and seek the forgiveness 
cf her parents for her undutiful con
duct. This was not a difficult task, 
for Marion, with tho new tie develop
ing in her nature, was longing for her 
mother, aud the vi it was 
plished without Mr.
Father Sheridan had been before 
her, and prepared her way to the 
hearts of her grieved parents. No 
aocusiog word was spoken, no 
reproach uttered, though three years 
had gone by in which she had not 
once had her father's blessing ; now 
he looked at his child with a sad, 
grave, yet affectionate look, which 
said more to her heart than

aocom-
Stapleton.

any
words ; his prophecy had been ful
filled so soon, so entirely, and with 
such dreadful bitterness ; wedded to 
one whom she could neither love nor 
respect, every friendly face seemed 
to bring before her the criminal 
nature of her fault.

During her short stay at Haw- 
thorzdean the " Athlacoa News," the 
weekly paper ol that famous town, 
came accidentally into her hands, 
and this paragraph met her eye ; " It 
will be a matter ot rejoicing to (he 
friends ol Hon. Horatio Leighton, 
late of this town, to learn that hie 
seat in Congress is secured, hu well 
known honor and patriotism insure 
him permanent success as a public 
man." Marion sunk down into a 
seat as she road these word?, and 
hid her face in her hands; all her 
young love revived, it poured over 
her in a whelming wave, leaving her 
a stranded wreck. Her mother found 
her thus, and with heaven-directed 
hand essayed to comfort, and bind up 
those gaping self made wounds.

“ Yes, dear daughter," she said, in 
reply to the outpourings of her 
sorrow, as she bemoaned happiness 
so wantonly wasted---" yes, I would 
gladly see you happy ; but U, so much
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