
HAWTHORNDEAN.
CHAPTER 111.

UEW HOMES.
Noifyoungster,here comes a regular old lie one;

"
said Eice,as they

entered a broad uncertain looking morass, covered with long rank
grass which had refused to burn when the fire had swept over the
adjoining ground. The man rose up, gave his horses several quick
cuts with the long whip,at the same time yelling at the top of his
voice, "Up Zeb!hiJob! out with itPete! stir up Fan!

"
The faithful creaturesplunged into the mud,scrambled through

ina manner frightful tobehold,andaidedby the encouragingscreech-
ing of the driver, and the frequent applicationof the goad, eventhis
difficulty wasovercome,and the waggon withits preciousfreight was
drawn out on the other side. "Ireckon they'reup to the scratch,"
said Bice proudly, as the wearied horses stood panting after the
fatiguingplunge.

"
Neighbor Hendig spiled onebeasthere last wheat

harvest, nowmine yousee is aspiert as ever."
"Itis a shame to use them so?

"
said Harold, coloring with

indignation.
"Well, Btranger,"repliedEice,coolly spitting a streamof tobacco

■which shot as directly between the ears of his off for\sardhorse as if
it hadbeen aimed from a pistol, "if you don't like it,next time you
mayunlight and tryyour own pegs."

Itwas sunset on a raw November day, when the family reached
the smallframe house in the middle of the farm, that was now the
only spot they could call home. Colonel Hart'andhad dispatched a
message to the tenants, toprepare for the receptionof the family,and
the coast was clear. The house consisted of four rooms, akitchen,
two bed-rooms,and a large unfinished attic over all. A barn and
stable were on the premises, beside many NewEngland conveniences,
which Mr. Rice summed up as "

cute traps." The house he con-
eidered quite spacious, indeed he said, "it might be taken for a
meetin'us, as it was so grand." After he had run through all the
buildings withHarold,he took leaveof the family,extendinghis hand
for aparting shake withMr.Benton, and saying,

"Well, neighbor,I
shall draw Smith's wheat to Chicarger, and if you want any fixius,
I'myourman."

Mrs. Benton's more delicate nature appreciated the truekindness
of this neighbor under his veryrough exterior,and taking the offered
hand that Mr. Benton had met by a cold bow, she took leave of her
rustic friend,urging him to come and see them again. Indeed, toher
he seemed in a way the last link that bound them to the world they
hadleft, a link which she wasreluctant tosunder.

CHAPTER IV.
PBAIEIE IIFE.

We shall pass over the first trials of the strange new home on the
prairie;the dreary heart-aching for absent ones,and the oppressive
home-sickness. The season of the year wasunfavorable tocontent-
ment in a region bo far removed from society, and from all external
privileges, both social and religious. Itrequired all Mrs. Benton's
unwearied love andsingle heartedness,keptalive by her firm faith, to
make thetrial endurable;but"

Come what maycome,
Time and the hourruns through the roughest day."A streak of light came with the dear home furniture, fromwhich,

in thebreaking up, ColonelHartland,with true tact and refinement,
had selected such articles as he knew would be most prized, and forwarded them to the prairie home. The preciousbooks, which theyhadneverhoped to see,oneor twoof the most beautiful and familiarpictures had adorned their city home,and strangest of all, thepiano. "Itwas^kindof the Colonel,buc where were they toput it?

"
wasMr.Benton's inquiry. Marion gave her first smile as she ranherfingers over the keys, and soon found a place for it. But more
precious thanall, were the long letters from dearhomefriends. None
can give thanks moreheartily for the blessing of the mail, than they
whoare nxedm some far off land,away from all that his hithertomade life'scomfort andhope.

The new home wasin the midst of a vast rollingprairie,known
in Illinois as the

'
GrandPrairie," fromits superiority over all others

inextent of surface. Away to the north-east, at the time of which
we speak,the vast wildernessof grass stretched itself for more thanahundredmileswithouta settlement. Oa thesouth,at the distanceof
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Bide thou thy time!
Watch withmeek eyesthe race of prideandcrime,
Sit in the gate,and be theheathen's jest,

Smiling and self-possest.
O thou, to whomis pledgeda victor'ssway,

Bide thou the victor's day.
Think on thesin

That reap'dtheunripe seed,and toiledto win
Foulhistory-marksatBethel andatDan

—
Noblessing, butaban;

Whilst the wise Shepherd hid his heaven-toldfate,
Nor reek'd a tyrant's hate.
Such loss is gain;

Wait the bright Adventthat shall loose thy chain!
E'ennow the shadows break,and gleamsdivine

Edge the dim, distant line.
When thrones aretrembling, andearth's fatonesquail,

Trueseed!Thou shaltprevail. — Newman.

threemiles, wasa narrow strip of timber, the tops of the huge trees
visible on thehorizonfrom the door of Mr.Bentou's cottage. Three
miles to the west was the village of Athlacca, in whose territorial
boundaries they were included, and which boasted Wo stores and
eleven houses, besides a long building onceused as awarehouse,but
whichhad risen to the dignityofa court-house;Athlacca bya change
ofcounty lines, having become shiretown of the county of W
About the village,log cabins were scatteredon theprairie,and through
the adjoining timber land, so that in the town proper there were
perhaps three hundred inhabitants. There was neither school-house
nor house of religious worship of anykind in the region, though the
Campbellites, the prevailing sect,held forthoccasionally in the court-
house. Unused to manual labor,Mr.Benton passed the winter in
what was to him hard work, making preparations for the coming
spring. Hehadno assistant butHarold,whoworkedmostunwillingly
for he hada strong distaste to farming;but workhe did,early and
late,his evenings and an occasional excursion withhis gun beingbis
only recreations. Letters came from Rosine regularly at first, §bd
written withall the affectionate freedom of her nature,but gradually
the mother'seye could detect a moreformal wording,less ofsentiment
and warm outgushing feeling, and more of fact and circumstance.
Father Roberts, the friend and pastor, did not forget his absent
children,but sent them many au encouraging wordandexpressionof
Christian sjmpathy. Sister Agnes too,with her blithe, happy nature— anaturemade moresympathetic byherown sorrows

—
cheeredmany

a lonely hour for Mrs. Benton with news from the House of the
InfantJesus, andnow and then a bit of intelligence fromRosine or
Willie. Mrs. Benton wrote more freely to her than to any other
person, but for this vent to her over-charged heart, she must have
sunk under theburdenof her cares and trials. Marion was wretched,
and wandered about the house while she assisted her mother in their
household duties, withanair of sullen discontent. She continually
mourned over the contrast betweenher positionand that of her sister
Rosine, and woudered what was theuse of living, if they must live
thus. Harold,proud andhigh spirited,hatednothing inhis situation
butthe manual labor whichhis father exactedfromhim. Hedid not
mind being out of the world;to wander over the prairie withhis
horse and gun was pleasureenough, but to bend his neck to toil aa a
farmer, was utterly distasteful to him. Mr.Benton was all tender
deference to his wife;there was even an awe and reverence inhis
demeanor towards her,a contrast to his former self-reliant assurance
of being obeyed;he wasalso gentle and forbearing with Marion, but
stern and sometimes harsh with his boy. The memory of his own
unrestrained self-will and pride rankled in his bosom, and when he
saw the same spirit in his child, he felt that it was in his power, and
right that he should crush it. He failed to sympathize with the
wound he hadhimself made in thebreast of his son. Tbis misunder-
standing between father and child was a constant scource of anxiety
to themother, who saw thenoble natureof her boyin danger of being
turned into gall and bitterness. Itwas after an outbreak between
them, whenHaroldhad declaredhe would serve i» this waynolonger,
and the father had threatened severemeasures, that Mrs.Benton, not
daring to go between them, had retired to her bedroom,when the
following letter from Sister Agnes was brought to her. Itwas like
the voiceof anangel. "

House of the Infant Jesus,Feb.18
—."

My dear Lucy:"
Thank you for writingme freely. No, itcaanot be wrong that

you shouldhave the sympathy of one who has knownand lovedyou
so many years. Iamconcerned with you about the dear children.
What you toldme of Marionmade me a little indignant;whatyou
wrote of Harold grieved me. As you say,a mother should never
comebetween father and son to interfere;but isnoi Mr.Benton'fl a
mistaken idea of duty ? If Harold could be sent away to some
business or trade, woulditnot be tohis advantage? and yet he is so
young to leave you. Q-ood Father Cote is in Sb.Louis, and thatis
not so far from you but he might help you. Youremember how
grateful he was for the kind hand you extended to his orphans in
cholera times. IfIwere youIwould write to him, or seehim, which
would be better. lamconfident he would rejoice in an opportunity
to do you a kindness;and if Harold were at St. Louis, under his
care,your anxieties would be lessened. A fewyears will change both
father and son, and they will come together again with different
feelings. Ican understand that the two natures must chafe and
irritate each other continually, thrown together so entirely. With
regard to Marion,Ifind itdifficult to speakasIwish,because Iama
little angry withher, thatat herage she ihould not better appreciate
her mother's trials, and manifest less self-absorption. Dear child! a
little sternness on thepartof her father wouldbe a real blessing to
her. Anything like a cross is so new, but she is young,and willbe
wiserbye-and-by. Itwas well you kept her withyou, for her nature
wouldhardly bear thepetting that dear Rosinemeets, withoutbecMi-
ing utterly selfish. Perhaps if you could, for her sake, overcomefl|^
repugnance you feel to making the acquaintanceof thepeople about
you, she might find something to interest her. Your plan for a
Sunday-school for the Catholic children is admirable;it wouldbe
such a blessing for them,and a source of comfort to you. Marion
would be a help to you there, andbe doingherself goodby teaching
others. You will all be happier whenyour good Bishop sendsyoua
priest j Godgrant that time maynot be far distant. Rosine Isee
occasionally;the lamily of Colonel Hartland occupy most of her
spare moments. lam not afraid of their turning the child's head
with worldly amusements, for she comes to me with the samesweet
loving wayshe always had toward you, withher little troubles. She
is very prudent,butIgather from what she tells me, that Mrs. Hart-
land overlooks allher letters;this may account for theslight reserve
and formality younoticed in them. When »he mourns foryou, as
she does sometimes inordinately,Itry to teach her to live in the
present hour by the performance of everyduty,and to trust for the
future in the tender care of the Good Shepherd, commending her
earnest wish to be restored to you, to the prayers of our Blessed
Mother."Xour father and Willie called tare this week for the lastnews
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