
IN A CATHEDRAL.
Herecomes the whistleof the engine:here
The factory'shumis heard, thenews-boy'scry;

-wViil^ thebusy streets their traffic ply,
All sounds of progress smito tvunwilling ear.
Yet ling'ring here the ages flown appear,
Indead tongues spok'n,inrites thatcan. not die,
Seen, asbeheldof centuries gone by
Ingorgeous shrines, or secret caverns drear.
Here well are met thepresent andthepast,
For here we learn the meaning of each age

—
Or modem glare,or eld's mysterioushue

—
Howe'er men separatethem, shadows cast
Arebothalike on time's unreal page.
Eternity alone contains the true.

almost overturningEosine inhis excitement. "Engaged! Laura
Martenengaged to Aleck! Her heart is blacker thanIthought.
Buton the whole,it -was fortunateperhapsthat it wasnot a public
engagement;after her course withLeCompte allother promises
must be at an end,unless a man's a fool! butnowIthink of it,
Rosa, Aleck assured meonly aday or two beforehesailedthathe
hadnointentionof marryingthis woman.""

She wears abetrothalringwiththeirinitials, and themotto,'Omniavincit amor.'
"

"Fools!" criedhe,impatiently,'""Aleck willbe charmed with
myhist epistle,in whichIdescribed the campaign of hisaffiancee
with this scape-grace Le Compte. It will be abitter pillif he
cares for the worthless girl;but I'll risk their hearts,'** he added,
lighting afresh cigar, "suchhearts asLaura's mightloveoncon-
tinually,

'the object still changing, the sympathyone,' tothevgnd
ofj the chapter,lwithout.fear of cracking, much less.of breaking.
Do youcall thatlove, Eosa?""Itdon't seemlike it tome," she'repliedtimidly."Ihopeitnever will,but at your age youcanhardly beex-
pectedtoknow muchabout it. But never have a secret of this
kind,"he added, layinghis handonherhead;"youngas youare,
youare oldenough toknowthatif this engagementhadbeenmade
public in thebeginning,Laura couldnot havegone onas she has;

Iand1believeit was herplanto keepitsecret, that she might flirt
toheart'scontentduringAleck's absence. Don'tyousee,mylittle

!one,that she wasactinga lie?"
i "Ido,Ididseeit,"sherepliedearnestly,"itmademewretched,

andIexpostulated with her; indeed, Ihave hardly hada light
\ heart since Ihave known it;her conduct seemed so wicked,it
I troubledme to know,thatIwasaparty,inaway,to her untruth-
i fulness.""This trouble helped to make you ill, andretardedyour re-

covery. Eosa, youwill be better now you have told it. Never
i bear such another burden [while laminthe landof the living. I

shall tellCaptainMarten!of this,thathe maykeep astrict watch
over his dutiful daughter,unless .she finishes the plotbyrunning
off withL3Compte."

I CaptainMarten was|[exasperatedIbeyond'measure when Dr.
i Hartlandmade known tohim the secret of Laura's engagement.
j He cursed and sworeroundlyin true sailor fashion; said, "if she
hadn'tmore sensethan to quit a nice young navalofficer for this
upstartadventurer,shedeservedtobe shut upina conventfor the
rest of her natural life:" and laid his commands withmore force
than ever upon the sister under whose care he had placedhis
daughter, not to suffer the girl to go "out without herself for
company.

Inthis home of her aunt'sLaurahadonly a fewmonthsbefore
been wooed by Lieutenant Hartland, and the associations of the
present with thepastmadeher reflections anythingbutagreeable.
She was completely caught inher own net

—
she said repeatedlyto

herself that she did not care ifor jLe Compte, and she said truly,
and yetshe could not rid herself of him. Shehadneverbelieved

j him moreserious in the flirtation thanherself;heknew of her en-' gagement and correspondence,but he still pursuedher withhis
attentions in a waythat seemed totakeit for granted that she was
ready forhis company,andafter the first feeling of vexationwith
his presumption,scatteredby his honeyed flattery,she foundher-
self powerlesstoresist his will. She remembered how Dr.Hart-
land hadspokenof this will, whichshefound sopowerful, so irres-
istible

—
andshe wasrather relieved when a third, inthe personof

her father,orderedher away from her enchanter.
Mrs.Norris, themistress of the fineestateto whichLaura was

J banished, was a weakly-minded person, unfitted to control and
1 scarcely able to influence one with Laura's strongpoints of char-
acter. She had been delighted with the little episode in her
usually monotonouslife, whichhadbroughtherniece andtheLieu-

! tenanttoher house, and though she scolded her for her impru-
dence, whenthecaptainenteredintothedetails of her conduct with
LeCompte, her eager questioning about the affair, when Laura
wasalone withher,manifested the truth thatshe,afterall, didnot
see whereinherneice w as so very much toblame.

Captain Marten wascalled awayby the duties ofhis ship,but
hereiterated again and again his charges both to his sister and
daughter. It was not longbefore Laura, withher attractive ex-
terior, drewabouther the youngpeopleof theneighbourhood,and
beforemany weeksshe was engagedinaroundof pic-nics, fishing
parties.,and moonlight rides, whichdrove Le Compte quiteomt of
her mind. A set of tableaux were to come off, inwhichghe%as
muchinterested, expecting to taie part in these livingpictures;
butasudden andsevere cold, for which she wasobligedtolayby
for a week,prevented her assisting, except as a spectator;even
that was imprudent, as the physician had forbiddenher leaving
the house. Many youngpeoplefrom townweretoassist in theex-
hibition, and she didnot resist the temptation tobe present."Ah, dear," saidMrs. Norris, in the second rising of thecur-
tain for the striking piece,the Sultan and Sultana,"if you were
only in theplaceofthat fair-haired, petitegirl!"

"But, Aunt," Laura replied, "we will imagine her tohave
beenaCircassian slave;they aresmall and white."

As she spoke,the next scene was announced, "
The Gameof

Life." Laura turnedalook towardsthestage,anduttereda faint
cry,for in thepersonof the arch-adversaryrepresentedtherein she
recognised Le Compte. She pleadedfaintness to her aunt,and
almostunobservedshe left the company and steppedto the veran-
dah. .Fear, dread, attraction, interest, and repulsion,mingled in
Laura's mind as she pandered down the pine walk tothebroad
river, which layin the clear moonlightlike a thing of life. She
forgother indisposition, her position,everythingbut thedreaded
presence. At the last terrace, before reaching the stream, she
paused;her quick earcaught the sound of astepbehindher,her
frame became agitated, the powerful unseen influence wasnear,
she couldnot stir. But in that moment she didrosolve— yes,her

HAWTHORNDEAN.
CHAPTER XII.

CAPTAIN MARTEN COMES HOME, AND WHAT FOLLOWED.
The after-reflections of Rosiue were not pleasant; they were a
mingling of relief that a duty was done, and sore grief atthe way
inwhichit was accomplished. Theconsciousness of the wrongshe
had doneboth herself and Laura, in being the repository ofher
secret,deepened when she felt herself relievedof theobligation,
and she determined no long time should elapsebefore she would
unburdenher mind toDr.Hartland or the Colonel. She sat in the
drawing-room alone the eveningafter Laura's departure. Colonel
Hartlandandhis lady were out, andtheDoctor, whosince her con-
valescence had never sought her society, hadgone to the library.
The impressioncame upon her thatnow washertime, andcoming
where Dr.Hartland was smoking,his headthrownback,his feet in
a chair, andhis eyes shut, she said in her sweetest tones, alittle
tremulous, "Brother Ned, mayIspeak withyou?"

Heraisedhimself and turned upon her oneof hispenetrating
glances."Ihave waitedfor you many days, Rosa," washis reply."But youdidnot give me an opportunity," she said, seating
herself on a footstool by his side. "Youhavebeenoffendedwith |
me,andnever toldme why." i"Rosine," he replied, sharply, turning away from her ashe
spoke,"youknow very well the causeof my displeasure

—
Ishould

say my disappointment. Ithought when Imet you,there was |
oneof your sex who would not and could not deceive;but when

'
youlent yourself a tool to Laura Marten's machinations,my con-

'
fidence inyou was shaken." |"Edward/ she said,hiding her face in her hands, "Ihave |
done very wrong,but jou are unjust to me. IfIwas a tool to
Laura,it was anunwilling one,andIhave thrownoff theyoke. I
hope itmaybea lesson to me."

The Doctor laid by bis cigar, and turning1 about again,he
asked,|"Rosa, do Laura Marten and Aleck correspond through,
you?""

Yes. IknewIoughtnot tomake asecret of it;his letters
came enclosed in mine,but they arrangeditwithoutmy consent,
or evenknowledge. But thatis not all,"she continued,mustering
courage fromhis kindly manner, "there is agreatersecret which
Iobtained andkept veryunwillingly;it has burnt in my heart
ever since it restedthere;they areengaged tobemarried." I"Good heavens!" exclaim cd the brother, ttarting tohis feet!
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CHILD ANGELS.

BY ADELAIDE A. E. PROCTOR.

Our Godinheaven,from thatholy place,
To each of usanangel guide has given;

But mothers of deadchildrenhavemoregrace,
for they give angels to their Godandheaven.

Howcanamother'sheart feelcoldor weary,
Knowingher dearer self, safe,happy, warm?

How canshe feelher roadtoodark or dreary
Whoknowsher treasureshelteredfrom the storm?

How can she sin ? Our hearts maybeunheeding,
Our God forgot,our holy saints defied;

Butcana mother hear her dead childpleading,
And thrust thoselittle angelhandsaside?—

Those littlehands stretcheddown todraw her ever
Nearer toGodby motherlove. We all

Areblindand weak;yet surely she can never,
With such a stakeinheaven,failorfall.

She knowß, that, whenthe mighty angels raise
Chorus inheaven,onelittle silver tone

Ishers forever;that onelittlepraise,
One little happy voice, is allher own.

We maynot seeher sacredcrown ofhonor;
Butallthe angels, flitting toand fro,

Pause smiling rs they pass;theylook upon her
As mother of anangel whom theyknow.* * * * *

Ah!saints inheavenmaypray with earnest will
Andpity for their weak anderringbrothers;

Yet there is prayerinheavenmore tender still
—

The little childrenpleading for their mothers.

6


