
HAWTHORNDEAN.
CHAPTER XIII.

OLD OCEAN VISITED,AND NEW FRIENDS FOUND.
The intelligence containedin thisletter weighed on Eosine's health
andspirits;she solaced herself somewhatby a full outpouring of her
heart toher mother, which she couldnow do without oversight;con-
fessing toan ever-present yearningforher dear embrace. She did not
pine orcomplain, but assuredher parents thatehe had learned tolove
ColonelHartland's family very sincerely,she wouldbe alwayshappy
but for the great distance from those best loved.

Dr. Hartland exclaimed, on his next visit to the seaside, upon
Eosine's ill looks. "

Shehad gone back," he 6aid, "to where she was
before she lefttown, andif thiß wasthe effectof thesea-air, he should
orderher at onceinto the interior.""How is Laura ?" wbb her first question."

Very bad,"replied he. "Isaw her physician yesterday. He
cays the disease is gone, and the delirium,buther mind seems tobe
in a stateof collapse." He wouldnot saymoreof Laura,but turned
with interest to the collection of mosses, shells,and other sea trea-
sures she had gathered during her sojourn by the beach, and which
Miss Greenwood hadpromised to come tbenext day and arrangeior
her in their rightfulplaces,before they werecarried to the city.

Ihenext day passedwithout the.appearance of Miss Greenwood
either at the house or on tbe beach;but the Doctor only shrugged
his shoulders when Eosine wondered at this non-fulfilment of her
promise. The day after his departureMiss Greenwoodmade her first
appearance at the farm-house. She found her young friend quite
alone, the Colonelhaving gone to town on business preparatory to
their going away, which was to takeplace thenext week.

With busy pliant fingers she soon made order in the confused
mass ofmarine curiosities which Eosine hadcollected,telling her as
she laideach one inits place,how much she would miss her cheerful
face inher daily walks, andhow she hadcome to loveher verydearly.
Sheblushed deeply whenEosine ventured to,,hope they might meet
in thecity."

My dear child," she said at length, " this little greenspot in
my life willneverbe forgotten. Ilive very quietly,but perhapsyou
willsometimes come to the Navy Yard to see me. Mind,1 shall
mark that day witha white stone that brings you;but you willjiave
youngerand gayer companions.""Ihaven'tany gay companions now," replied Eosine^emiling
sadly. "Idon't think Iwantany.""That is hardly anatural wish for one so youngandlopefulas
yourself,and with somany looking to you for comfort."

"Looking to me for comfort!" replied Kosine, opening her eyes
inastonishment."Yes;all looking to you for comfort," repeated her friend."From the gleaningsIhave gathered fiom youinour happy hours,
and frommy own hear} being so drawn to you,Iknow that many
hearts are trusting to you for comfort. Your owndear mother first,
whom you have made me love;your sister, your brothers, butmore
particularly just now, Colonel Hartland's family. The Colonel's
heartis evidently set upon his newly found daughter. Good,noble
man! He only wants one thing to make him nearly perfect;but
that is the greatest want. Youknow whatImean

—
a religious spirit.

To you,dear Rosa, tin's blessing has been given in largemeasure. O,
if you could impart of it to others! Then, there is the absent
Lieutenant, his letters manifest his dependence,his deference for you.
Then Laura, poor foolish child, some time you may be able to do
something forher :" the pauseila moment."

Haveyou forgotten Ned?" saidKosa,'smiling, willing tochange
the subject from Laura."

lhat is hardly possible ina review of the family. If you can
persuadeEdwardJUartlancl to care for his soul,"— she paused,— "un-
baptized even!" she exclafmed, with something like a groan. "O,
Kosa,it is dreadful to see our friends living iv the neglect of this first
duty, without which—.'"

The Doctor is a greatdeal older and wiser thanI," said Eosine,
timidly,

"
and influences me, butIdon't think Ican influence him."'"

Influence is mutual necessarily. Dr. Hartlandhas nearly lost
his faithin woman, and faithin Godis veryapt to follow. A sister,
a young sister, trusting, confiding, actuatedby firm religious faith and
right principles, must help him mightily ;butIam foolish to allow
myself to talk thus," she added,rising to go. Her voicewas agitated,
and dear sympatheticEosine as she embraced her, whispered,"Dear
Miss Greenwood."

"Don't call me Sliss Greenwood,my sweet one;call meDora, oi
Miss Dora, ifyou like it better. Iwish you were my sister," she said,
returning the affectionate cares*

Ina few days ColonelHartland andEosine were on their waytcthe city,and the following week Dr. Hartlund fulfilled his promise.
and she found hcr&elf quietly settled at Hawthorndean,thehome oiher grandfather;enjoying the freshbreezes from thehillsides, drink-ing inlife audhealth, both for soul and body.

Dr.Hartlaud could leavehis post but for one day, buthe would
return for her by and by, and for the fishing excuisiou hehadpro-
mised himself.

CHAPTER XIV.
CONVALESCENCE.

Physically,Laura Marten was slowly recovering,but her mind ap-
peared to be still overshadowed with a heavy cloud. From the first
ttawu of returning intellect she hadmused fromher finger the ring ofher betrothal;the loss was like a continual fire eating into her heart,
for she had instinctively divined into whose possessionithad fallen.She spoke of the loss tonoone j within, the thought dwelt continually,
andher friends sought, withoutsuccess, to cheer her spirits;she did
not rally, she showedno interest in anything,butseemed constantly
searching for something which she could not find. The first thing
that aroused hor in the least,was the letter from Lieutenaut Harl-

land, whichtheDoctor had forwarded as soonasEosine hadgiven it
to him. Itwas held back by her father at first, lest it.might excite
her too much, but when day after day went by and there wasno
change, it was resolved to try what effect the letter would have in
arousingher fromher apathy. Accordingly, one Septembermorning,
as Bhe was seated in the invalid's chair, drawn toward the eastern
window that she might have the influence of the early sunlight, and
theprospectof the lovely scene that nature spreadbefore her, Cap-
tain Marten entered with the Lieutenant's letter in his hand. She
did not turnher head to greether father,but continued togaze down
the long avenueof pines,that brought such fearful memories. An
intense melancholy pervadedeveryfeature;twice her namewascalled
ereshe gavea look of recognition. The rough old sailor wassoftened
by trouble,andhis voice wavered as he said ina tone meant tobe
jolly, "Laura, ducky, are youready for a line from the Commodore
that is tobe,ImeanAleckEartland?" There wasnocliai^fein the
stony expressionof her face, andnot aspoken wordas she heldout T
her hand for the letter. The Captain was at a loss toknow ifhe'
should leave her alone withher treasure,but she settledthat matter
by a waveof thehandthat indicated her wish. As soonas the door
closed she kissed theprecious missive over and over again,pressedit
to her heart, laid it in her lap and wept over it, till after many
minutes with trembling fingers she ventured to break the seal and
read

—
"Onboard the X ,off Cadiz,July

—."
MyPreciousOne:

"Aletter from Nedlast night exasperatedme, and Iwas so like
amadman thatIonly escapedreprimand from the Captainby plead-
ing illness. Your letter came after it,like healingbalm tomy spirit.
Icouldnot doubtyour love;in spite of Red's malicioushints,Ihave
perfect confidence in you. It would be dastardly in me to wish to
deprive you of gentlemen's society during my absence;Ileavemy
honorinyour hands withunwavering trust."

At these words Laura uttered a shrill,piercing cry,that soon
brought her father,her aunt,and mostof the servants toher room;
she struggled for composure, but a fearfulparoxysm of hysterics was
not to be avoided. She grasped the letter convulsively, andit could
nothe taken fromher wtihouttearingitinto fragments. Hourspassed
brfore the physiciancould calm her agitation,and weekspassedbefore
she could againsit atthewindow andgaze down the pine walk. Who
candoubt that He that marketh the sparrow's fall, guideth the steps
of his dear ones ? Sister Agnes wascalled at this time on anerrand
of mercy toa charity child, in the veryhouse where Laura wasill.
Itwasa balmy sunny day, such as the closing hours of September
oftenbring to charm us with a remembrance of thepast, whenLaura
heaidthe gentle tones of Sister Agnes' voice,as she interrogated Mrs.
Norris withregard to the orphan.

"Bring herhere," said Laura to the servantinattendance;"I
must see her,Icannot wait,she will help me, bring herhere now—
Ican't wait."

Her manner washasty and imperious. After a short consulta-
tionbelow,the good sister wasconducted to the roomof the invalid,
followedby Captain MartenandMrs. Norris."

All of yougo," said Laura;"Iwish to see Sister Agnesalone,
andIdon't wishto be interrupted."

They obeyedreluctantly,her father whispering to the sister ashe
wentout, "The poor thing is not quite likeherself.""Please lock the door,and sit here," said Laura, pointing toa
chairbeside her own. Sister Agnes didas she was requested,andtook
Laura's handaffectionately.

"
I'm sure youdon't know how wicked

Iam, or youwould not havecomenear me," whisperedthe sick girl."
Our dear Lord didnot spurn the chief of sinners,andHe will

not turn away fromus," repliedshe,pressing thehandshe held."
I'vebeen thinking of that," continuedLaura,her eyesbrighten-

ing a little. "Heletthatpoor woman washHis feet, that's whatI'd
like todo.""My child,if that is your wish, He welcomes you toHis arms.""ButIcan never repair whatIhave done,"she said,relapsing
into the dull, care-worn look.

"
Icannever restorelostconfidence."

"We must leave results with the same BlessedOne who lovesus
andcares for usmore than anyhumanbeing canpossibly do.""O, but youdon't know all," sighed Laura, and hastily putting
out her hand, as if afraid of a temptation to draw back,she tooka
jewel-box from a drawer near by,and searching init with trembling
lingers, beneathaheavy bracelet, she brought out a slip of paper, and
placed itunopenedin the hand of her frimd. "Tell me," she said,
in a hollow voice, "

what you tliink of one who after that, could
through vanity and love of admiration, be so unfaithful as to have
offered to her theinsulting alternative of elopement with another?"
For amoment her eyes flashed wildly, and her face flushed-crimson."

Love of admiration! vanity!" she soliloquized, takinga hiind.glass
from the table and looking atherself, " there's nothing to call them
forthnow."

She was indeed changed;the heavy braids of her long raven
hair were gone,her head sha\en andcovered with a close cap;her
bright, healthfulcolor replaced by sallow paleness; her eyes,once so
lustrous and fascinating, were dull andheavy withdisease, theplump,
finely rounded figure emaciated,and the quick,brisk manner changed
for an inability to move without assistance.

Sister Agnes carefully read the paper, while the sickgirl made
these commentsupon herself. There wasa look first of surpriseand
wonder, thenof sadness and distress, as she closed the paper,giving
itagain toLaura withoutcomment."

Youagree withme," said the invalid, after waiting for hercom-
panionto speak,"one canhardly hope, after such misconduct.""Our dear Father is more merciful thanman," replied Sister
Agnes,slowly.

'" He forgives and restores us toHis favor, but He
does not assureus of the pardonof our fellow-men, or that weshall
escape, the temporaldisgrace andsufferingwemayhavebrought upon
ourselves. A full confessionof our faults to those we have injured
is necessaryto our peace.""Will you help me,guide me, and keepme ?" exclaimedLaura,
pitifully, claspingher hands.
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