
Poets'Corner.
TOM.

Yes,Tom's thebest fellow that ever youknew.
Just listen to this:

Whenthe old mill took fire, and the flooring fell through,
AndIwithit, helpless,there, full inmy view,
What do you think my eyessaw through the fire,
Thatcreptalong, creptalong, nigher andnigher,
ButEobin,my baby-boy,laughingto see
The shining ? Hemust havecome thereafter me,
Toddledalone fromthe cottage without
Any one'smissing him. Then, whata shout

—
Oh!howIshouted,"For Heaven's sake, men,
Save littleEobin!" Againandagain
They tried, but the fire held themback like a wall;
Icould hear them go at it,andat it,and call,
"Nevermind, baby,sit still like aman,
We're comingto get you as fast as wecan."
They couldnot see him,butIcould;liesat
Stillon abeam,his little strawhat
Carefully placedby his side, andhis eyes
Staredat the flame withababy's surprise,
Calm and unconscious,asneareritcrept,
The roar of the fire up abovemust have kept
The soundof his mother's voice shrieking his name
Fromreaching the child. ButIheardit. Itcame
Againandagain. O God, whata cry!
The axes went faster;Isaw the sparks fly
Where the men worked like tigers,nor minded theheat
Tintscorched them,

—
when, suddenly, thereat their feet

The great beams leanedin
—

theysaw him—then crash,
Downcame the wall! The menmade a dash

—
Jumpedout of theway— andIthought"All's up withpoor littleEobin,"andbrought
Slowly the arm that was least hurt to hide
The sight ofthe child there, when swift, atmy side
Someonerushed by,and wentright through the flame,
Strsifc as a dart— caught the child

—
and then came

Back withhim
—

choking andcrying,but
—

saved!
Savedlafe and sound!

Oh,how themenraved,
Shouted,and cried, andhurrahed! Then they all
Rushed atthe work again,lest thoback.wallWhereIwas lying, away from the fire,
Should fall in and bury me.

Oh!you'dadrnira
To see Eobin now,he's as bright as a dime,
Deep in somemischief, too,mostof the time;
Tom,it as wesaved him. Now, isu'tit true
Tom's thebest fellow that ever youknew ?
There's Eobin now

— see, he's strong as a log
—

And there comes Tom too
—

Yes, Tom was our dog.
Constance Fenimore WoolsoninAppletons' Journal,

STed's, andyet sounlike; "Ithoughtperhapsthe sea-air might do
aim good,"she added,timidly."Thesea-airgetsagreat dealmore credit thanitdeserves,"
replied Mrs. Hartland,coldly."

Let her have him here," said the Colonel,looking towards
his son."The care of a feeble childIshould think," continuedMrs.Hartland,"wouldnot tend tobenefitBosine's health,andIalways
hearda sea-beachwas theworstpossibleplace for difficultiesof the
eyej itmightbring onblindness at once.""

I'lltell youwhat wewill do," said the Doctpr, after a few
moments' thought;

"
when you and the Colonelgettired of eachother,you- andI-will runup toHawthorndean,andI-willleave you"^

there for a few days." . *
"Thank you,Ned,that willbe verypleasant,"she said,almost

withasigh.
Lauraandher dear Williemingled in her dreamsthatnight,

and thenextmorning foundher lookingpaleanddispirited. -The
Colonel reproachedhis son for keeping her out late at night,but
Nedreproachedhimself for the true cause ofher badlooks, and
wishedhehadheldhis peace about Laura. Heexertedhimself to
carryouthisplan for acall on Miss Greenwood,thinking that the
making anew friend was thebest waytohelpKosine to forget the
old one. Hisfather wonderedwhat couldhave brought his son so
suddenly to apoint for whichhe hadbeen striving foryears,and
Mrs. Hartland assented to the propositioncoldly and stiffly, the
lady wasnever a favoriteof hers. Miss Greenwood repeivedher
guest formally, as if it was quite unexpected event, hardly a
pleasure,and took her seatby Eosine. Dr. Hartlandstood, after
the first cold greeting, with his handsbehindhim,gazing at the
pictures which ornamented the walls of this privateparlorof the
Seagirt House, hazardinga word only now and then, till his eye
caughta volume turned downupon the table, as if tobe taken up
andfinished when they had gone;the title attracted himas he
leanedover the table to getanearer viewof a wonderfulcopy of
LaNotte, by CarlMaratti. Heremembered tohave seenitinhis
earlydays in Miss Greenwood's ownhome, and fearing to trust
himself to gazelonger onwhat was so fullof memories, he took up
the book andexclaimed,"Jane Byre! Imeetit everywhere."

"That is an odd volume," said Miss Greenwood, coloring
slightly, as she addressed him, and their eyes met. "Harry
purchased thebook whenhe was at home last, andhemislaid the
other volume. Itook this up while grandfather was sleeping,
havingheardit so oftenspokenof;butIhavelittle time for such
reading," she added, turning away from theDoctor's fixedgaze.

Inparting, she begged the Colonel, between whomandherself
the icehadrapidly thawed,toallowheras much of Eosine's com-
pany as hecould spare."What a pity,"said the Colonel, as they enteredthe carriage;
"howIdid long to kiss herandcall herDora,asIdidinold times."

Noone replied to this remark, the truth wasslowly dawning
upon Eosine thattherehadsome timebeensomethingquiteserious
between the Doctor and Miss Gi-eenwood, and she was afraid to
speak,lestshe mightsay something that wouldhurthis feelings."

Ihave found out your secret,Eosa, during this call," said
the Doctor, when he found conversation flagged,and wishing to
turn the thoughts of the company in another direction. "Itis
very funny how things will come about. Icould swear,ifIever
didsucha wicked thing, that that volume of JaneEyre onMiss
Greenwood's tableis fellow to the one lefton.the flower-table, and
thatHarry GreenwoodisEosa's 'gentleman.'""

You don't really know?
" inquired Bosine, her interest

excited.
"
Ishould beglad ifhe were Miss Greenwood'sbrother.

Is helikeher?""Yes, notunlike Dor
—

his sisterj the same wonderfuleyes
—

and— Harry's a fine fellow anda gentleman, a little stiff like his
sister about matters of propriety." There was slight sarcasm
creeping into his tone, and the Colonel took it up at once by
saying," Dora's a pattern women! Look at her devotion toher
grandfather, itis something beautiful, andso incontrast with the
manners of the presentage, whenoldfolks andchildren are left to
the care of servants. Ihave certainly never seen any one like
her.""

She intends becomingaSister of Charity after his death,I
hear," said Mrs.Hartland.

The Doctor fidgeted, the Colonel did not reply, and there-
mainder of theride wasasilent one.

Mrs.Hartland expressedher doubts that evening toher^n,
'as tohow the Commodore would regarda friendship betweenMs
daughter and Eosine.

"
You know,Ned/ she said,"Mr.Benton

was the causeof his pecuniary losses.""
Eventhe cantankerous old rascal could not findfault with

the girls for loving eachother,"repliedtheDoctor, "arbitrary and
domineering ashe is."

The callbrought Eosine and her new friendnearer j andafter
the Colonel and she were again alone, eachday brought the girls
together, and the grandfather becoming accustomed to Eosine's
presence in their walks, their intercourse was often prolonged
through many hours. Miss Greenwood would seat her parent
comfortably inthe camp-chair,wherehe could seethe sunshining
on the waves,and feel the sea-breeze playing withhis long white
locks, and above all, watch the girls as they walkedupanddown
the beach,never out of sight or out of reachofhis call.

The fairhadoneday beenbrought incidentally into their con-
versation,andEosinehadrelatedher adventureat the flower table,
with the Doctor's surmise that she was indebted toMiss Green-
wood'sbrother asher protector."

We cansoon tellifHarry werethe fortunateman," saidher
companion,pausing inher walk;andtaking a doublelocketfrom
her bosom,she touched a secret spring andplacedthe trinketin
the young girl's hand. "Isit like thatgentleman?

"
she said,

smiling.

HAWTHORNDEAN.
CHAPTER XIII.

OLD OCEAN VISITED, AND NEW FRIENDS IOUND."Don'tdisti*ess yourself," he replied," youshallknowallIknow
She !has brain fever of a most dangerous type;the physician in
attendancehas given her upj butIthink she has a small chance
yet,she has suchavigorous constitution,anda stronghold onlife;
but her ravings are horrible. To tell you the whole truth, this
visit to Lauranearly unmannedme,and was the chief cause ofmy
leaving town;Iwas worked to death before,butthis was the last
ounce. IfIhad not left everything,IbelieveIshouldhavebeen
downmyself.""

Poor Laura! to dip so!" murmured Eosine,her tears still
flowing."God reigns," repliedtheDoctoo gravely,

"andHehas deter-
mined that aswe sow weshallreap:itis acomfortthatHais more
mercifulin his judgments than we are. ButIamcounteracting
my own orders, and keeping you out after nightfall; come," headded, wrappingher shawl carefullyabouther,"don'tfret soabout
Laura,orIshall wishIhadnot come to tell you;cheer upandI
willgo to-morrow and fulfil, withyou andmother for company,a
duty toolong neglected,and call onyour new friend, now wecan
do so withoutfear of meetingtheCommodore. lamglad for your
Bake youhavemade this friendship, it will doyoubothgood."

Eosine's heart was too full for words. Miss Greenwoodand
allwereforgottenin the one thoug-ht of her earlyfriend,her firstfriend, lying atdeath's door and shepowerlesstohelpherby word
or deed. The other letter, whichshe still held unopened,claimed
her attentionwhen she reached thehouse. "

Whatdoes grandpapa
say ?

"
said the Doctor, standing over her,a little anxious about

the effect of his communication. She had seated herself near the
light,her hat still shading her eyes lest the Colonel shouldsee
traces of tears;but they came again as sheread aloudinreply to
Ned's question:"Willie is feeble,his geaeralhealthis delicateand
his eye-sight much affected;we wishDr.Hartlandcould see him,
but heis happy andcheerfulas alark." There wasmore; a littlemessagefromhimself, tellingdearRosa,thathe wasmuchinterested
inlearning his catechism, and preparing forhis first communion,
which she didnot read."O,howIwishIcouldhave him here!"she exclaimed, turn-
ing toColonelHartland,and then shrinking backas she observedMrs.Hartland'seyesfixeduponherwithapenetratinggaze,so like
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