
"Dinner!" heexclaimed;"we attendedto that vainaffair in
themundane spherefromwhichwehave just emerged; buthurry,Rosita,forIwant you toshow me the seabeforethe sundips."

Sheran for her hat with delight."
Youreally look better already, both you and father," saidhe,drowingher armwithin his;"not a word haveIheard, onlybusinesslettersfrom father. Iexpectedyou tokeepa journal forme, andtellme if youwere disappointedinold ocean."

"Disappointed, Ned? Impossible! Ican't say this beachreaches my expectations,but the sea
—

boundless, fathomless, sub-lime—all language seems spiritless whenspeaking of itsmajesty.""Yes,Rosa, there is everything in it to excite wonder,awe,
and admiration,but do youlove it?""Notexactly," she replied;"not asIdo thedearbrookatgrandfather's,or the lovelyQuineboag thatwe see fromHawthorn-
dean. IloveitasImight the Empress Eugenic, or somegreat,far-offpersonage, not asIdo the Colonel and my homefriends.Fearneverleavesme whenIlook far off into itsdepths. Idon'tthinkIwouldlike to livenearit,it makes me feelhow very littleand weakIam; andIthink," she added,reverentially,"it givesmegrander thoughts of theCreator.""Yes," said her companion,thoughtfully, "it must inspireeverythinking mind with thevastness of theunfathomablenaturethatcouldcreatesuch an image of infinity;butIdon't loveit,I
am free tosay ithas nocharm for me;it is too changing andin-
constant;it has shattered too many human hopes,andswept tomany dear ones into its unknown depths. It is infinity withoutmercy. Give me

f The woodlandscene,
Where wandersthe streamwithits watersof green.1

O,Bosa, one clear trout-brook,shadowedby analder copse or thefringed willow,is dearer tome than all old ocean's waters;that
makes mecalmer,happier,better; this excites my stormynature
torebellion. It is antagonistic;not without cause,perhaps,"headded,droppinghis voice,andputting his hand tohisbrow,as iftosuppresssome painful emotion, " for it coversinitsdepths thedearestearthly friendIshalleverknow."

Rosine letherhand slipinto his with a gentle pressure, andsaid,"Tellmeabout it;" buthe shook off the sudden sadnessasinstantlyasithadcome uponhim, andcontinuedthe conversationinhisusual tone,as ifnothinghadoccurred to disturbhim."Come, tellme, sister mine, are you happy here? What doyou find todo? Doyoudiveeveryday,andhastheColoneltau<?htyou toswim t"
'Somany questions!" repliedshe, inagay tone,assistinghiseffort todisguise his emotion. "Iwill begin with the last;yes,we arnm,and father andItake a dive every morningbefore thegentryquit their beds," she added,disengaging her armfromhis,

»nd running forward tomeet the coming breaker, andscampering
back again to escape a wetting.

« Behave yourself,Rosa," cried the Doctor,laughing,as she

barely escapeda duckingby giving agreat leap,"here arestran-
gers coming. Iwish they'dstaidaway."

"O, no," repliedshe, eagerly, "these are not strangers. I
meant to have told you of themj theyare Miss Greenwoodand
her grandfather." The Doctor looked sharply at ber,turnedin-
stantly upon his heel, and walked rapidly in another direction.
Accustomed,however, asRosine wastohis suddenandhastymove-
ments, this didnot surprise her,and she continued,"They come
out always for a walkat this hour, the old gentlemanis imbecile,
has almost entirely lost his mind, and she .devotes herself tohimsoassiduously—

she isverylovely."
"Another sudden friendship!"3aidtheDoctor,pullinghis cap

overhisbrows,"andyoumeant to tellmeofit—go on.""
Imether every day for several days, she -with hergrand-father,Iwith the Colonel, before we spoke;but onemo|HigIwanderedfromhim,andcameuponher alone,her grandfatherwassitting inacleftof therocks theycall Devil's Armchair;shehadbeengathering sea-weeds and mosses,but neverwhereshe could

not seehim. There was a beautiful sea anemonebeyond where
her grandfather was seated;we had never spoken,butIsawby
herearnest gaze how much she wantedit, soIclamberedalong
the rocks into the cleft whereit hadfasteneditself,andbroughtit
toher, snd she was so grateful, so afraidIhad beenindanger
forit." 6"

That's the way you scramble about, risking yourneckfor
strangers,"saidtheDoctor. "Ishall advise the Coloneltokeep
withyouhereafter."

"No great risk,Ned, the tide was out; besides,Miss Green-
woodis so dignified and tall, Idon't think she everclimbed arock
inher life. From thattime, whichis four dayssince, -we havemet
everyday, twice aday.""Systematic,regular,andconscientious,Idaresay, like every-
thing Miss Greenwood does," repliedhe,inatoneslightly sarcastic.

"Do youknow her,Ned?" exclaimedhis companion, stopping
inherhasty walk,and lookingathim with surprise."Iknewher once,Rosa,"he said, ina tone changedtoregret."Yes," headded,makinga vaineffort to speakgayly, withsome-
thing like asmothered sigh,"I've knownherallmylife. Indeed,
she was anold flame of mine inthosedays when,'With sanguine cheer,andstreamers gay

We cut our cable,launch into the world,
And fondly deem eachwindandstar ourfriend.'

You see, the sea makes me poetic;butImust smoke," he con-tinued,pulling outhiscigar-case, "orIshallhave theblues. But
you remember you promisedmenottomake another suddenfriend-
ship;however,even Father Roberts andSister Agnescan find no
serious objection tothis intimacy,as she is a staunchCatholic.""

A Catholic!" saidRosine,witha startof surprise. "I'mso
glad! Isshe really ? How cameit about?""That'sachange since Iknew her, but you maybelieveit
wasnot fromworldly motives, for by itshe alienatedmany of her
dearestProtestant friends, exasperatedthe Commodore,morepar-
ticularly,Ithink,because her brother Harry followedher lead."

"Why, is she Commodore Greenwood's daughter!"againex-
claimedRosine. "Iremember

—
," shepaused,for her only mem-

ory of him was in connection with her father's disgrace. She
blushed painfully,but the Doctor taking no notice apparentlyof
her confusionreplied,"Yes, CommodoreGreenwood's only daugh-
ter, andagreaterscamp than he wasnever sufferedto live. Itell
you, Dora Greenwood did not choose a path of rosea,when she
wentagainst his will,and from whatsheat least thought waspure
conviction, joined herself as her father said in his cruel, bitter
taunts,with the offscouring of all creation;(showed his stupid
ignorance there). After all, the oldwretchis tobepitied,tobe so
disappointedinhis children. Dora as good as dead,as he says;
meaning thereby that she will never marry,and Harry in the
navy,andhating the service withsuch dislike, thathe is only kept
initby obedience to his father's wishes. Ah, Bosa,"headded,
sadly, pointing far out to the purple white crested, " the
deep treacherousseacovers his first-born, my dearestfriend

—
had

hebutlived j 'the saddest of words,it might havebeen.'
"

Nothing washeardfor a few momentsbut thebooming of the
watersas they dashedagainst the rocks;at lastRosineventured
tospeak,butvery timidly. "Why haveIneverheardof him?""

BecauseImust notbe sympathised with," hesaid, turning
aboutalittle snappishly. "O, Iforgot these," he added,more
mildly,diving down inte his pockets and bringing up twoliters.She took them without a word;one was in the handwritUg of
LieutenantHartland, andsheimmediatelybrokethe sealandgave
the enclosure tohis brother,simply saying,"for Laura."

"Poor Laura!" he ejaculated, "she has her death-blow,I
"O Ned," cried his companion, turning eagerly towardshim,"what do youmean? Isshe really so ill? "We partedinanger;

O,ifIcouldbutseeher! Can I?"she saidpleadingly."Therecouldbe no satisfaction in |aninterview,"hereplied,"she is entirely oblivious toeverything,raves continually of Aleck— itis fearful to hear her self-reproaches,and her pleadings for
forgiveness. Iwascalledinconsultationanddeclined at first,but
couldnot resist the old Captain's entreaties. Butlam cruel to
tellyouall this," he added,feeling her armtrembling violently,"

letussithere."
They had come to a cleft in the huge rock, forming a Beat

shutting out everything but sky and sea. "This is the Devil's
Armchair,"hesaid, makingRosine sit down;"Iamgladhismaj-
estyhaditmade largeenoughfor two," he added,seatinghimself
by her side."Tell me justhowshe is, will youNed?"sobbedRosine.

T~IntheUnited States thereare1,288 CatholicTheologicalStudents,
while otherdenomination!haro only 3,589 altogether.
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CHAPTER XII.

OLD OCEAN VISITED, AND NEW PBIENDS J"OTJNI>.
Th« monthof August hadcome,andRosine,never fully recovered
from the spring campaign, was drooping. Dr. Hartland advised
his father, who wasoverworked, totry sea-bathing for himself and
his daughter. Accordingly a small quiet farmhouse was rented,
adjoining one of the finest be&cheß in the country,anda placeof
greatresort for those seeking health or pleasure. Mrs. Hartland
remainedin towntokeephouse for theDoctor, whocould notleave
hi* station during the most unhealthy season. This retirement
and freedom from caregave theColonel anopportunity fornearer
andmore intimateacquaintancewith the daughterwho -was grow-
ingdailyintohisheart. We have said retirement, and they were
retired, although inatown alittle more thanamileabove them,
multitudessought not aplace of rest andrepose, butthe occasion
of displayingthemselvesand theirappointments, The snug farm-
house, ill-contrivedand small, was selectedby om friends for its
freedomfromcompanyanditsproximity to the beach,only a few
barrenacresseparating them from the full sea. Here,with only
amaid-Bervant,Rosineandher dearColonelwerefairly domiciled;
he declaring she would be bored to death -withhis company,she
asserting thatsee wantedno other society. ToRosine theseain
allitssublimity and beauty was a newly-openedvolume, andshe
nevertiredof itsstudy,gazingat thebrilliantpictures,andperus-
ing theunwrittenpages with anever newdelight. ColonelHart-
landgave herdailylessonsinswimming,andinanincrediblyshort
time the timidventurer, who scarcely felt secure when supported
byastout arm, wouldleapintothe surf alone andventure further
thaneven her teacher thought quite prudent. She soonlearned
thehourswhen she couldhave a quiet stroll,meetingonly an oc-
casionalstraggler, who,likeherself, soughtsolitude.

Prom the windows she lovedtowatch the fashionableswho at
Bet times cameto the beachand donned their hideousdresses for
bathing, as wellas the same fashionables when they came with
theirsplendid turn-outsfor driving. The finehorses wereobjects
of admiration to both Rosine and her companion, and though
they didnotbeton the winners in the race,they wouldalways, in
true Yankee fashion, give a

"
guess" as to the fortunate one.

They hadbeen intheir new quartersnearly two weeks, when
they weresurprisedoneevening by .the entranceof Dr.Hartland
andhismother."We harecome for the whole of to-morrow/ said the Doctor,
asRosine rushed tothe doorto meet them,"andperhapslonger,"
he added. "Iam driven to death,and as for mother, she can't
lire anotherday withoutasight of theColonel. Icango up town
for lodgings,if youcan't accommodateme.'*"Of course we can," replied Rosine, "and Iwill seeaboutdinner."
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