
Duringbreakfast the penny-postbrought themail. "Ah," said
Dr. Hartland, running over the letters, "two from Aleck; the
Pochontasis in the harbor. One for you," he added, passing a
letter to his mother,"andoneforRosine

—
anotherforRosine from

the West,Iwilltake them toher."
He foundhis patientwithflushedcheeks,her eyesunnaturally

bright andsetinadark circle, indicating loss of sleep."Iam stronger this morning,"she answeredashe greetedher
kindly,"thoughIdidnotsleepmanyhours. Haveyouanyletters
for me?

" she inquiredeagerly.
The Doctor waited a little as he counted her pulse, looked

doubtfully at her crimson cheek, but at lengt produced the two
letters.

"
Idon't think you ought toread this voluminousepistle

this morning," he said as he held the thick package from his
brotherinhis hand,"asit is fromAleck, perhapsyou mayletme
readit for you?

"
"No!Ned, give it tome!

"
she cried,'trying to take^it from

him.
"Be quiet,Rosa," he said soothingly, attributing her haste

tonervousness," youknow Iwould not readit withoutyourper-
mission."

She still heldout her handimpatientlyfor it,and with aquick
eagermovementput that letter under her pillow,and brokethe
seal of the letter from the prairiehome. Nothing escaped Dr.
Hartland's eye;foramoment itflashed acrosshis hand that Aleck
and Rosinemight be especially interested in each other; butall
theirconductdeniedthis suspicion;he must look elsewhere for an
explanation of this strange movement. He leaned his head
thoughtfullyonhis hand,while Rosine,her hands stilltrembling
with excitement, slowly read her letter from Marion. He was
startedfromhis reflectionsby the words,"Youwill letLauracome
tome,dearNed, just onceP Imust see her amoment, andlam
bomuchbetter.""

Better!
"

exclaimed the Doctor, raising his eyebrows.
"
I

don't find youas well asIleft you;there ismore fever,andRosa/
headded,sadly,"Ido dreadLaura Marten's coming." She had
never seen so much depth of feeling in his expression,and she
imaginedhe thoughther veryill.
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Poets' Corner.
THE PENAL DAYS.

Oh! weep thosedays, thepenaldays,
When Irelandhopelesslycomplained,

Oh!weep those days, thepenaldays,
When godlesspersecutionreigned;

When, yearbyyear,
For ierf andpeer,

Fresh cruelties weremade bylaw,
And,filledwithhate,
Our senatesate

To weldanew each fetter'sflaw:
Oh! weep thosedays, thosepenaldays

—
Theirmemorystillon Irelandweighs.
They bribedthe flock, theybribedtheeon,

To sell thepriest androb the sire:
Their dogs were taught alike torun

Uponthe scent ofwolfand friar.
Among thepoor,
Oron the moor,

Werehidthepiousandthetrue-
While traitor knave,
Andrecreantslave,

Hadriches,rank, andretinue;
And,exiledin thosepenaldays,
Ourbanners overEuropeblaze.
A strangerheld the land and tower

Of many anoble fugitive;
NoPopishlordhad lordly power,

The peasantscarcehadleave to live.
Abovehis head
A ruinedshed,

Notenurebuta tyrant's will
—

Forbidtoplead,
Forbidtoread,

Disarmed, disfranchised,imbecile
—

What wonder if our stepbetrays
The freedman,borninjpenaldays?
They're gone, they'regone, thosepenaldays!

All creeds areequalinour isle;
Then grant,O Lord,thyplenteousgrace,

Our ancient feuds toreconcile.
Letall atone
Forbloodandgroan,

Fordarkrevengeandopenwrong.
Letallunite
For Ireland'sright,

Anddrown our griefs in freedom'ssong;
Till time shallveilin twilight haze,
The memory of thosepenaldays.

"Indeed,Ned," she urged, "Iam stronger,andIwillnotask
her tostay;Iwouldrathershe -would not, butImust]say.a few
words to her to-day.""

Secrets withLaura Martenwillonly bring youinto trouble,"
he replied, looking fixedlj ather face, as the conscious red was
succeededby adeadly paleness.

He questionedher no further,but giving permission tohis
mother for a short interview with Miss Marten, he turnedaway
from the grateful expression andthe pressure of hishandasshe
heardhisconsent, and the firstshadowof doubt ofhisnewly found
sister crossed his mind.

Afterhisdeparture Bosine endeavored to compose herself to
sleep,but the letterunderher pillowseemedtoburnintoherbrain.
Mrs.Hartland bustled about the room, and it appearedanhour
beforethe goodlady tookher departure,shutting out everyrayof
light. Fortunately a window was near, and Bosine soon found
light enough toassure herselfthere wasan enclosureinhers from
Aleck. Sheranover the few lines addressedto herself, and then
placingLaura'sinasafe place,triedtoquiether throbbing pulse,
but the dreadfulsecret wouldnot sufferher torest.

The next call of Dr. Hartland, in the evening, found his
patientmorequiet, but far weaker thanin themorning; Laura's
visithadbeenaccomplishedsrad the letter delivered. Bosinegave
Dr. Hartlandhis brother's letter atonce,inanswer to inquiriesfor
news fromAleck. He madenoremarksashereturnedthenote to
thehalf-filled envelope,but there was a shade of severity onhis
brow as he divined immediately that there must have been an
enclosure, and for-Laura,and thatit was intendedtobe secret,and
worst ofall,Bosine inthe secret. Hedidnotoffer toreadtoher,as
hehaddone;hespokenopleasant word,but wentawaywithonly
Ithe directions ofaphysician. Bosine saw thathesuspectedherof
something underhanded, and itmade her most miserable, filling
her pillowwith thorns,as she tossedabout wearily,

Edward Hartland's suspicions once aroused, werenot easily
quelled. He was sure Laurahad inveigled Bosine intosomeplot
ofher own;he was vexed with Bosine for allowing herself any
shareinamystery;he was sensibly annoyedby theremembrance
thathe was the one whohad promotedthe first intimacy between
thegirls;andpuzzledas to what this evident secret couldbe,he
determined, withthe resolutewill ofamanseldomturnedfromhis
purpose,to ferretitout insome way.

Bosine's illness wasnot of long duration;youthandanatur-
ally goodconstitution wereinher favor,and she wasabout again
ina few weeks, not in full health, for she was stilllanguidand
pale. The Colonel watchedandtendeduponher withthe devotion
of a lover,butNed withdrew himself from allbutnecessary inter-
course, omitted his kind brotherly ways, and she felt that the
dreadful secret which had brought her only misery wag at the
bottomof this change.

Laura's visits tothehouse grewloss frequent;shedreadedthe
sharp eyesoftheDoctor aswellashisbluntquestions,andBosine's
eagerrequest, wheneverthey met, that she wouldrelease herfrom
the bund of secrecy. But her rides and walkswith Le Compte
werenotlessened; she was seen withhim everywhere,andit was
rumored,by those whodid notknow themanthoroughly, thathe
didatlast meanto marry, and that LauraMarten washis choice.
But she knew better;with her it was simply inordinate loveof
admirationandadulation whichledher on,andhis powerfulinflu-
ence which carried her forward evenafter she felt her danger;
with"him theplot wasdeep,the designdark,as we shallsee.

CHAPTER XII.
CAPTAIN JtABTEN COMEB HOME, AND WHAT FOLLOWED."Thank heaven! CaptainMarten's ship is in the harbor,"

exclaimedEdwardHartland, as he came into dinner,addressing
his father, who had just returned from his first drive with
Rosine since her illness;"the honestold sailorwillputan endto
the goings on of Laura withLe Compte; she is positively the
town's talk.""Silly moth," replied the Colonel,"she willburnher wings
this time jwontshe ?

"
"Ihopeso!

" said theDoctor impatiently, lookingatRosine."Shehas given so many heartaches, it is a pity she shouldnot
know how goodit feels, v indeedshe hasanyhearttoache.""Itappears tome,Ned,youexciteyourself veryunnecessarily
aboutLaura Marten," remarked Mrs. Hartland. "What.doyou^
careabout her flirtations ?

" ~
"

Because Ihaveamother,"herepliedgravely,"andasister,"
headded,bowing coldly to Rosine. "Icannot bear that any of
theirsex, especially one who has,as we may say,beenoneof our
circle, should,be foundguiltyof suchdisgracefulconduct.""But wouldshemarry thisLeCompte/'inquired theColonel,"

evensupposing marriage tobehis object ?
"

"Marry the devil!" exclaimedhis son, testily; "apleasing
prospectofreposemust awomanhaveas the wife ofsuch a man,
withhis amours and liaisonsallover the country. Nohe'llnever
marry willingly. CaptainMartenisa downright honestman,and
hates philandering. Ishould not wonderifMiss Laura_wereput
underbonds tokeep thepeace.""Ihaven'tseenLaurafor more thanaweek," saidRosine,a*
theyrose from the table, making an effort toward aconversation
withDr.Hartland, which she hadneverbeen abletobring about
since her illness.

"Itwouldhavebeenbetterif youhadneverseenher," replied
he,inasharpangy tone,turningaway to thewindow."Ned," said the Colonel,ina voiceof authority,"whydoyou
speakso toRosa? See,youhavebrought thetears toher eyes. I
havenoticedyour ill-naturedwayof speakingto heroflate. Til
not haveit."

"Rosine knows the reason very well," replied the Doctor,
takingnotice of bis father's angerbyjword* but leavingjtheroom
immediately.
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