
failure. Her grandfather, by the loss of his second wife,-was leftwithonly the companionship and comfortof the little blindboywho had been committed to him as a precious loan; and theDoctor designed, if it werepossible, tobringbackMrs.Bentonandher exiledhusband to the home of her youth, for the sake ofRosine, who could thenspendapartof eachyear inher twohomes;as topermitting-her to join them in Inglewood,he had not for.amomentharbored the idea. This removal wasapet planandpro-posal of Ned's, andhe hadevengoneso far as to soundMiV"»aw-thornehimself as the feasibility of theplan,whenhe hadgone toHawthorndeanwith Rosine to attend the funeral of the wife. It
was ameresuggestiononhispart; theoldgentlemanhadreceiveditatfirstas animpossibility;neither henorPhilipBentoncoulden-dureameeting,much lesseachother'sconstant presence;butDr.Hartlandsaw that the thought was fixed,and the delight of thegrandfatherover Rosine'b presence, gave him greathope. Afterhisreturnto the city hemade known theproposition tohis father,
withstrict injunctions of secrecy,lest false hopes might beraised
in his daughter's mind. The Colonel was, of course, highly de-lighted;hehad been suffering since his son had told him thatRosine wasyearning for her parents,andany suggestion thatpre-
venueda separation fromher hehailedwith joy, andproposedatonce to write tohisfriendBenton,well knowing that coining fromhimit wouldhavemoreinfluence than fromany other source.

The letter waswritten after an interview' with Mrs. Benton'sfather, in which the Colonel descanted at large on the greatchange there wasin his friend Philip, the entire disappearanceofthe hauteur and pride that had marked his early days. Mr.Hawthorne was movedby the Colonel's arguments; theprospectof his dear daughter's presence byhis lonely hearthstoneenabledhim, after a little struggle tosay to the Colonel that he wouldre-
ceive them both with a hearty welcome. Equippedwith this in-vitation,Colonel Hartlandfelt as if hewasinvincible, and forth-with the following letter was dispatched from Hawthorndean,ad-dressed toMrs.Benton. "Hawthobkdba.n,October,18—.My DearLucy:"

Iam in your oldhome,andIwrite to' you at this time,in-steadof Philip, for Iam reminded more forcibly of you thanofhim in this fine oldcountry mansion. Ned gave me so bad anaccountof your father's loneliness, thatIran up to seewhatIcoulddo for him. Ifound him much prostrated with grief»andvery lonely, and Iam authorised from, him to give to you andPhilipa hearty welcomeback to'your oldhome; he will receiveyouboth with openarmsanda father's blessing. TellPhilip forme, thatIknow all he will say, butnothing,ought topreventtherestorationof his wife to her father, and the sooner it is accom-plishedthe better;itwouldgive youback "Willie, andbring you
nearour beloved Rosine, who has won all our hearts, andgrowsmorelovely eachday.

"LetPhilip consider it well. Iknowthere will be trialsinthis step;will there not be also counter-balancing pleasures? notthe least of whichIflatter niyself is the occasional glimpse youwill get ofyourold tried friend,
AfcEX. HabTLAND."

It is perhaps unnecessary to.sa-y, that Mrs. Benton's heartthrobbedviolently when she read this letter, awaking oncemoretoahope that had wellnigh died out of her patientsoul. Herhusbandnoticedthe superscription,andsaid,withaqaietsmile ofsatisfaction,"Ah,Lucy, the Colonelfindsmebut apoor correspon-dent,and turns toyou."
Oftenin the solitudeofher ownroomshehad shedmany tearsfor her dear parent,left inhis advanced age withoutchildor com-panion;now thereno tears, but the letter frightened her by theexcessof joy thatleapt upfromher heart, asshe thought of goingback to the dear old home. She did not give the letter toMr.Bentonuntilshe saw an anxious look gathering onhis face;hehadobservedby the variations of hercountenance thatit containedintelligence of importance,andasshe lookedathim withoutspeak-

ing,still holding the letter,heputouthis hand, and took it. Shewatched the shadowsgatheronhisbrowasheread, andsettle into
a decided frown as he folded the letter, and went out of herpresence withouta word. Shefelt thatherhopemustgive waytodisappointment— that what she wished could neverbe

—
andwithonestruggle she gaveup the wish,determinedthather lifeyshould

still beonecontinualsacrifice. Weeks passed,and the sub3ectwasnot named between them;indeed,her husband seemed to with-draw himself from her,as if shehad beeninsome wayapartytohis dishonor. At length when the time grew long, andthe letterremainedunanswered;whenshe had madeupher mind tosay tothe Colonel that, pleasantand dear as the propositionwas toherheart, it was impossible
—

that day he came to her in the quietautumn twilight. She knew from whencehe came when sho sawhim ride into the yard;itwas the eve of All-Saints,andhehadbeen to thenewgrave of his little Jeannie in consecrated ground,
and to thestudyof hispastor. "Lucy,"he said,asheentered thelittle inner-room whichwasher sanctum, "Ihavecome totellyou—

wewillgo." The voice, themanner, everything, wasso strange
thatMrs. Benton arose hastily, and went to him. "Yes,Iauiready togo,"he added,allowingher to lead him to aseat; "theagonyof bringing myproudheart tobe willing is over,and

—
.""But, Philip, my dear husband, why should you put suchforce uponyourself ?

"
her voice trembledwiththe effort tospeakwithoutemotion. "We arenotobliged togo:wehaveapleasant

happy home here, you and I—." She hesitated, she could notadvancewith truth;herheartdidlon* for herfatherandchildren.

HAWTHORNDEAN.
CHAPTER XXVII.— Continued.

JIAEEIED IN HASTE.
The marriagewas very quiet; the ceremony at the church, theleave-taking,and thedrive to thesteamerwhichwas tocarry themto the old world. Rosine could not restrain hersobs as the lastroll of the carriageresounded through the hall; sherushed to herownroom,and threw herself upona couch, exclaimingin thebit-terness of her grief,"O,if Icould but wake and find this only a
horrid dream! Butmy poor father and mother ! Iought, yesIreally ought to go to themat once." Shedriedher eyes,and withsomething of Marion's energy and determination went to thelibrary. Dr. Hartland was alone, looking verysavage. "Ned,"
she said, entreatingly,"dohelpme. Ioughtto go tomy parents;thinkof their grief and loneliness— five children,andnot oneleftto them. O, do help me, dear brother to do whatisright:willyouask the Colonel?"

"Ask him to please to send you off?" inquiredthe Doctor."Well, Isuppose Ican live Avithout you, RosajIhavedoneit,but theColonelandmother,Idontknow
—
.""But,Ned," she pleaded,"this will kill my dear parents;suchagrief will weartheminto thegrave. Imust go,Imust go!"

and she fairly brokedownagain."
Either you shallbe restored to them, or they shall come toyou, my dear child," he said, soothi*gly;"it is but right youshouldberestored to them,desolateas yourgoing wouldleave thishouse.^ Ithas been one of the best blessings to us all that youcame,"he added,rising and rushing to the window, as if some-thing unusual was passing in the street— "something shall bedone, he continued,"only let mesee yousmile as youused todo.This affairof Marion'shasagedyouas well asherself; positively,she lookedtwenty-five whenshe left thehouse."~ .!' ?e?cB> ** has cighedme to the earth," repliedRosine;"butO, it Icould only believe that she is not already wretched! tothink too, that she shouldhave gone so far withoutevenone wordtosuch friends asFatherRobertsandSister Agnes.""By-the-way,Rosine/' replied the Doctor, "

Isaw FatherRoberts m the street yesterday,hehas receivedalate letter fromHarry; itseems the youngman has fine offers toremain-where heis,andlike a dutifulCatholic,probably wishedhisgoodconfessor's
opinion;Igave minepretty stronglyoff-hand. The priestagreedwithme, that wehavenot somanysuch souls in this country, thatwecanafford to lose one."

"PerhapsMarionmaymeethimabroad,"saidRosine,lookingup quite likeherself.
"

"
I*ardl:r>" replied the Doctor; "butterflies and beos rarelynungle." J

i j
Thfy wereinterruPted in their conversation by ColonelHart-land, whocame hurryingin,agitationvisible ineverymotion, with

aletter m his hand. "Goodnews for us all!
"

hecried. Aleck
will be home beforemanydays,he sailedthemiddle ofMay."

" Su li. ynoted eachday as {t went by,and whenat lastanxiety had begun to take theplace of hope,hedid come,butsochanged! Nothing remainedof theformercheerful,happy, almostboyish face of Aleck; nothingbut the tender eye and itsdroopinglid; a fixed sternness had settled about the mouth, and deepwrinkles were imbedded in the thin sallow cheeks; the brightbrown locks wereshorn of their lustre, and silver threads werescattered about the temples. He looked older than his brother.Here was amission for Rosine,asister's mission, to bringback totfae scarredheartof the brother, trust and faith. Diligently sheworkedat tins task through that long summer,waitingfor her ownlestorationtoher parents quietly and hopefully,andin the meanpffcedT^nt^a^"*WhlCh g°Od G°d
twJiTV^"V01"* of Lau"from the lips of her husbandthrough all that long time, not even in the abandonment of
Caßt

SaU°Hartl?^lf a
neri.W¥ Ch R°Sine made in com^a^iSS&?K S th? Do<*°rhoV"B that themountain airof thatregion might restorehisexhaustedpowers. TwicesinceMsreturnST^hehad??1

*° -g,° tO.him' bufc had fainted in thePrepaid&«il?f? alsowritten Wo notes, which bad beenreturned toher unopened. Dora could not helpher, for the Commodorehad«uff^nCveil
rf
by £ SeaSeiaPdwas more exactinS than ever,not2fl f

g £ lsdaVShter ol*tof his sight. At lengthLauraventuredher lasteffort, she wrote to theColonelanimploring note,beggin-
« *SJ°S? hh

i
S "^I6-1106 ffain for hw onl7«" interview;it°wa°ssofwS t* beSif?£» }c?cL'i and ColonelHartland'sheart wanote! S privatoroom> and S{WOS{W0 him the

iVnm
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» £ lUUU at the firstsentenceand threwitthS tS'h f?T worna"' he exclaimed,"if she torments memellSZ iwnnliTlmefl^f1^ toberidofher; if she wouldleave3£" m ld mr° nteni to remain as J am'tosave her fromfahame. Why shouldIcare for7ier shame?" he added,grinding
dShon-ioSyr6 tO ft When She fiSfe j
ColonJHartCd11^ U° d°UU ° f h<sr criminalifcy?

"
"l"ed

fimJ?^'isom-wedding-ring,"hereplied,withunmitigatedIscorn inhis voice,drawingthe bright circlefromhis finger—" ourwS? Tf Sl"?"" t° the -villain to whomshe had givenW?"L -TT- 0̂ yOU think * wish *° bandy ">rds withKland^noto^ ""* **
tat "*"th' Colonel

CHAPTER XXVIII.
m« i , , EASTWABD, HO!
n"%Tf ?e?e 4.1101; forgottenhis promise,Dr. Hartlandhadnotconndea to Bosjuehis plans for her, lest ttere should t>e somti

The 'Cologne Gazette'concludes an article, "TheRussianEoad to.lndia,"by saying:— "If wereckonup allthatRussia hasobtainedalready* the final subjection of the wholeof CentralAsiais only aquestionof time,andthenshe willprobablyhavea rail-wayto the Amu-Darya,anduse toeroad toIndia."
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