
CHAPTER XXVIII.-Continued.
EASTWARD, HO!"Yes,Lucy, weareveryhappyhere,"he replied,"

"moreof earthlyhappinessthanIought ever tohave thought could' last Iwill saythat ithasbeenlike a death-struggleto think of givino- it up butIhave doneit. Father Sheridanhas helpedme," headded" "
with-outhimIdonot think Icould have brought myself to the step,evenfor your sake, but he says it is plainly God's will. Ihavelaid tho wholematter beforehim from thebeginning like a map,andhehasnot decided without deep thought andearnestprayer!O, Lucy,can earthaffordany comfort like thehelp of a judicious

pious director! Iwent to him at once after the first day andnight of anguish—l havetroubled him days andnights since—hehas probed the matter to the very foundation, and this is hisdecision... "
AndI1"?I1"? *? all for me> PhiliP?" said the wife,overcomewiththe thought oi the terrible sacrifice hewasmaking.

«
"Not altogether, dear," he replied; "let us'hope it is tobethe finalblow tomy terrible pride, which we canneverbe sure isconquered,till it canbear tomeet those whomIhavewronged

"
"O, Philip," she exclaimed, clasping his hand in hers,"itwouldbe soblessed todie amongour own!" Hedid not reply" hecould not meet the matter as yet,with any desire;it wasa toofearful rending of the veil thathid himfrom the world. With theenergy anddeterminationof his character,he saw thatthe lono-erthe matter wasdeferred the harder would be the end, andlike atruemanhe went to work at once on the necessarypreparationstor their removalbefore the winter.There were trials in parting, even to Mrs.Benton; the homewhich they had made in the wilderness had many dear andpre-

cious associations, but particularly her regard for Dr Nelson andthe Leighton family, with more than all, her affection for Fatherbhendan, whohadbeensuch a heaven-sent friend,made her leav-
ing Inglewood,evenwith theprospect of a homeatHawthorndean,agreat trial; butDr.Nelson had been led to aspirations for thepriesthood,and was soon to make his preparations for the holyworkataSeminary of the Sulpicians; she hadhelpedhim in find-inghis vocation,and their friendship was cemented by the mostenduring ties.

She hadbeenobliged toconsent very reluctantly toSobriety's
marriage; finding her determined, she hadpromisedher an outfitif she would wait till after theChristmas holidays, when she wouldbe sixteen; allthis, however,could bearranged with Mrs Lei°-h-ton, who wouldtake a motherly careof the girlfor the sake of herfriend,for Marion's faithless course had madeno enmity betweenthe two families. Horatio Leighton never cared to seeAthlaccaagain,andm the spring was to remove his mother's residence tothe capital oi the State which for the future was to behis home.Dr. Nelson s sister, Philomena,hadbeenhis little housekeeperforsomemonths, though scarcely in her teens,andMrs. Benton'spro-position totake hereast forher educationwasmost gladly acceptedby thebrother. As the day approachedwhen Mr andMrsBentonwereto take leave of Inglewood, the faithful "Old Cap" feemedall atonce to become übiquitous. Throughthe daysof theirpS
i^^x*:^X^r^>ahvaysvbismoutl
pack^n^^east-heapsof trucks, to haul, let's see-one,two,toe,four Ican't countahundred, but I've got a brother as can; deary me

"
hesaid, lookingat Mrs Benton, "whatmischief these galJTnake'I'llbebound this niovm has todo with thatright prettygal"Mrs Bentonassured him thatMiss MarioShadnothhV what-?.V£ *? dv° -Wlt,heirheir dW*««- He shook hisheaddoubtiSy""Waal, she's clearing outAthlaccaanyway-here'sLei-htoncan^tstand it andmothers naturally folle/ thar sons; and she's sS?tethe Doctor for all useful doms, and so they'll make apriestonhim; and finally her poor pap and mammust pullup stakesandfoller; wall, womendomake atarnal site of bother. Nowhere'smyLmdy Ann's been down toCrow Crick tohear thisseventh?dayfeller; her aunt sent for her tocomeand getreligion; she staidSa week, andcame home crank and piert° enough,Itellyer-sa?dshe'dgot religion, but 1don't see it; talks likeaspinnon-wheel

about thePope and Nantechrist, sent all the Papists to the badplaceyouknow. ThenIput in, andtel'dher shA fullbetter tuktne chanceof sumof themPapists than of Jim McKinsey,or anyother seventh dayer. They used to have them fellers in YorkStatej theykeptnay womanandallher sisters ina tarnalbrileallthe time. Ithought we'd got clear of the whole scrape on urnwhen we camehere; dearyme, if that's whatthey call themarchof civihzashun, the less on't thebetter."
*"«*«,n

The poor manhaving relievedhimself, stuffedanewquidintohis mouth and went to work. Mrs Benton talked to him of theexpected tenant at Inglewood,but Rice declaredheneverwishedtoknow him, for the truth was, he no sooner made friends withone new-comerbeforehe wasgone,andanother tookhis placeEosme wasalmost wild with delight when she heardof theremoval of her parents; her joy seemed like the overflowingofwaters long pent in by restraint;apparently she forgotMarionand her misdemeanor; took but little interest, Ned declared, inletters from abroad,and wasabsorbedinone thought thatshe wasagain tobenear her mother, laying plans without number withAleck and theDoctor,all associated with dear oldHawthorndeanAs to Aleck, Eosine's plans were the only matters into whichheentered with any interest;his health was utterly broken downhis wound refused to heal, and mental anxiety was sappin<* the'veryfoundations of his life; through his lawyerhehadsettled anannuity uponhis wife, which could be withdrawnathis pleasure
but his heart was evidently ill at ease. Laurahada°uin foundrefuge with Sister Agnes in thenewHouse, that,Phoenix-like hadrisen on the ashes of the older establishment. The Captainheardof her removal from his mother, but he madeno sign;the timewas coming, he plainly foresaw, when he should be obliged toresign on half-pay;perhaps something might be given him bygovernment,inconsideration of his woundreceivedinnVhtino1hiscountry's battles. Inhis father's house he always hadahomebuthis life, ere he had reached thirty years, wasgrowing weari-some tohim. He clung toKosine for comfort, as dideverymem-ber of the family, and he was delegated to accompany her toHawthorndean, to greether parentson their arrivalthere. Ithadbeena matter of a little contention in the Colonel's householdwhichof the three representatives of the male sex shouldhavethis honor, butapatient on the borders of the grave settled thequestionwith Dr.Hartland,andgovernmentbusinesspresseduponthe Colonel;thus,much to the discomfort of the two leftbehind,
the Captain was escort. Itwas beautiful tobeholdthe tendernessthathadsprung up between these two;a deferential,respectful,gentleaffectiononhispart,and athoughtful, care-takinglove withher. She was the only oneupon whomhe eversmiled with one ofthose sunny, bright smiles, out of his clear blue eyes,that hadgivenhim such attraction in his early youth;now those heart-glimpses were veryrare,andgivenfor her loving assiduity for hiscomfort. "Perchance he saw and felt the sympathy

Shehad for him, whosesoulhad suchascar."They reachedHawthorndeantofind the grandfather prostratewith the infirmatiesof age, and as Eosine soondiscovered bornedown with anxiety about the coming meeting. With womanlytact, and the soft lady-like ways of her mother, she didmuch tosmooth thepath for the receptionofher father
,p+ PIGP1G*Tr C;,an\e?*lengtlJ wbenPhiliPBentonand tis wifehadleft the railroad station, and were on their wayacross the bleakandbareNovember hills of her native town. Ah, thosedearoldstone walls, those precious home enclosures, strangersin the landwhere.shehaddwelt,they cameto her likelong lost treasures,andfilledher with unspokenjoy. Her husband couldnot sympathisewith her here; she knew that to him this hourwasoneof untoldsorrow,andshe hidher joy,as the shade grew deeper onhisbrowat every familiar object. He nearly brokedoAvn as they camesud-denly uponthe entrance toa quiet, grassy lane,endingina densewood, wheremany years agohehadbreathedintoher lar wordsoflove She didnot trustherself tospeak,to calmhis agitation,butquietlylet her handslip intohis,reassuringhimandstrengtheninghimby her touch. ° c"x"fa

Never till that evening had Eosine felt her father's tearsonher cheek, neverhad he so clasped her to his heart,and lookeddown into her eyes with such inexpressibleemotion. Mr Haw-thorne wasunable torise even to meethis beloveddaughter,andPhilip Benton, who had nerved himself for this moment, waitedonly toembrace his children, when he sunk on.his kneesby thecouch of the oldman.exclaiming,"Ihave wrongedyou,sir deeplywrongedyou,by thepast; can you forgive mefor Lucy's sake
"

" „ rlse'my son'" rePlied the trembling voiceof the father- '"Ijudged youharshly— come back tome, comeas a favor,andeatab-lish yourself as thehead of my house. Lucy and you are allIhave; my days can be but few, let me spend them with mycnudren. *
Mrs Benton listened, and tears of gratitude bedewed hercheeks,for this dreaded sceneendinginunity andpeaceMrs Benton wassoonas thoroughly domesticated as if shehadneverlefther home, and her husband, without intruding inanyway,gradually came to be acknowledged master of the establish-ment; whileEosine and Aleck lingeredamong those belovedhillsiWSSfv^i0?8,Were COvevedwith whitesnow-wreaths. Theblind Willie had takenasudden fancy to CaptainHartland,andwashiscompanion night and day. He had procured for him analphabetand books for the blind, and assiduouslysethimself toteach the child to read; he also roamed over the fields withhim,toldhim tales ofwar,andlife in various countries;inshort madehimselfsonecessary totheboy,thata wordaboutreturnin<Ao thecity grieved him to theheart. Letter after letter hadcome fromtheColonel and Doctor, urging their return and threatenino-onthe Doctors partanimmediate raid upon the premisesif Eosinewasnot forthcoming. It was a hard wrench upon the maternallove of Mrs Benton to part with her daughter again-The had
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Poet'sCorner.
DEW DROP AND FLOWER.

Still rest inmy chalice, bright diamond of morning,Nor rise tobe lost in tlic wide depthsof uir.
Still lendme thy brightness, my petals adorning,My beauty andodours with thee will Ishare.
Nay, tempt me not floweret, now is he arisingJkat keepethme Pure from tlie car tk's staining dross;ShouldIlinger with thee,his attraction despising,
Through thee shouldIsuffer defilementand loss.
From thy cup's fragile holdby the zephyr outshaken—By tLy witheringcast at thy rooton the clay
Defiled shouldIgrieve o'er my duty forsaken,
And downwardshould sink from the face of the day.
Tho' beauteous toearthand by earth's beauty cherished,Far better unnoticed towards Heaven to Eoar.All who've clung to tho earth by the earthhave they perished;labliss who've sought Heavenshall live evermore.

HAWT HORNDEAN.

6


