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THE CONSCIENCE AND FUTURE JUDGMENT.
4
I sal alone with my conscience,

Iu a place where Time had ceased,
And we talked of my former living

Tu the land where the years inerenscd ;
And I felt I should kave to answer

The question it put to e,
And to face the answer andjquestion

Throughout an eternity.
The ghosis of forgotten actions

Cawe floating before my sight,

No sooner was she able to appenr below staire, and her Eather well
out of the wany, than o little messenger appeared each day with
bouquets of flowers for “Miss Marten,” from an unknown source ;
soon words of love were found smong the lenves, betraying at once, if
before there lind been any doubt, from whence they came. DMrs.
Norris spoke of the * deliente attention,” and ** kind thoughtfulness
of the donor, professing to wonder who he could be; but to Laura
theee tokens brought added pangs of head and heart, till one day,
summoning resolution, she met the carrier of the flowers, snd ordered
him to return them o the one who sent them. Mrs. Norris was in-
dignant with this step.

“ Aunt,” said Laura, after that lady had expressed her feelings,
“ you onght to be the last to tempt me further in the ways of sjn.
Flirting oud coquetting have brought me sorrow encugh. I wish to
be done with them.”

She did not dare leave the house even for a stroll in the garden,

And things that I thought were dead Lhings
Were alive with a terrible might.

And the vision of nll my past lite
Was an awiul thing to face— !

Alone wilh my conscienee sifbing I
In that solemnly silent place.

And I thought of o far-away warning,
Of a somow that was 10 be mine,
In a land that was then in the future,

But now is the present time.
And T thought of my former thinking
Of the judgment day to be,

H
\

an invisible influence told her the enemy was not fer away, and Sep-
tember went out with ite last golden sunshine, leaving her still a close
prisoner within doors. Her father came up for a few days, and she
begzed most piteously that she might return to the city with him, but
the physician had advised her remaining in the country as long as
possible ; she did not open ber heart to her father, or he would have
better understoed her pleadings.

She sat gazing from the windows of the drawing-room to the blus
bills in the distance, the day sfter his departure, wishing she had the
wings of & dove and could fles away and be at rest, wondering if she
bad any one who really cared for her; remembering Rosine and her

But sitting alone with my conscience
Seemed judgment enough to me.
And T wondered if thers was a future
To this land beyond the grave—
But no one gave me an answer,
And no one came to gave,
Then I felt that the future was present,
And e present would never go by,
For it was but the thought of my pust life
Grown into eternity.
Then I woke from my timely dreaming,
And the vision passed away,
And I knew thet the far-away wavrning
Was a warning of yesterday.
And I pray thot I may not forget it,
Tn this land before the grave,
That I may not cry in the future,
And no one come to save.
And so I have learnt a lesson
Which X ought to hiave known before,
And which, though T learnt it dreaming,
T hope to forzet no more.
8o I sit alove with ny conscience
In the place wheve the years increase,
Apd I try to remember the future
In the Jand where the time will cease.
And T know of the future judgment,
How dreadful so'er it be,
That to sit alone with my conscience
Will be judgment enough for me.
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@ ALy Llat is nol for huwman power alone, dear,” she replied, ** bud
T will do 21l Tean for you. Dear duughter,” she added, laying her
hand on Leuta's head, © begin ot the beginning.  You will never have,
peace while you carry this secvet nbout with you. Colonel Hartland |
and Captain Marten at lenst have a right to know your position, and ¢
tey con malke it public if they choose. Licutenant Herlland’s honor
demands that you muke o fair statement of everything to him. T
cannot connsel you further now,” she added.

“ But you will not leave me alone,” cried Laura, seizing both her |
hands convulsively, and rising only lo sink back exhansted; ‘“all,
alone!” she continmed, covering her face with her bands, “ nobody
cares for any thing but the disgrace.” |

“ Be quiel, my denr,” replied the sister, ¢ dont excite yourself;'
wait till you ure o little stronger. I will not forget yow, and may be |
your father will let; you come to me for a little while when you are |
able, and I will do all T can for you. The dear Lord help you,” she .
added, stooping over her and kissing her brow.

TLaurs meditated on the counsel she had received ; it returned to !
her day by duy as she grew stronger; but with her slowly recovered )
strength came added reluctance to follow Sister Agnes’ advice. There;
was but one thought hving in her soul, one feeling that overecame and [
trampled out every other emotion—how she should take the next step
The lonely houwis brought her no peace, and her aunt’s conversationl
became odious to Lier. At length, with o desperate struggle, she took
the fivat ptep iu the right direction ; she wrole a long letter to Lieu-
tenant Hartland, confessing every thing but the last interview with
Lo Compte, and the loss of the betrothal ving. "With all her struggles
ghe could not bring herself to tell of this, it was such a mortifying in-
cident. She was sincere and truthful as far as she wenk, but she kept
back that which was doomed to biing her severest punishment, and
which. truly confessed, would have been forgiven with the rest.

The effort she made, although it was not a thorough one, bene-
fited ber mentally and physically ; but a dreadful fear of Le Compte,
which bad come upon her so forcibly in her illness, eontinued in all
ite force. His presence seemed to haunt her, and not without reason,
ior sbe had learn<d from months of almost daily intercourse, that he
did net readily give up the pursuit of any object.

i sweet love that had brought her so much plensure, with n sting of
i sorrow in the end, as she recalled her own harsh unjust words, when
|a quick ring at the hall door startled her to her feet.
i “Ii is n stranger,” said her aunt, bustling in; “a very courtly
' looking gentleman. I saw him drive up the avenue.”
‘ Laura flew instantly to her own roout, and bolting the entrance,
threw herself on the floor. **Tt is he,” she whispered; “ I know it, 1
 teel it] Detesting him us I do, there is un influence that almost
i forces me into his presence.”
: Bhe was not mistaken, it was Le Compte, who inquired rery res-
"pectfully for Mrs. Norris, not being willing to take the word of the
;servant as to Miss Marten’s health. 'The lady received Lim rather
stiflly, but skilful flattery soon won her ; she was sure there could not
i be any thing very bad in o young man so respeokful to his elders. Mo
expressed no hope of seeing Laurn then, but he wounld call again.
' Mra. Norris songht her niece after this interview, and found her almost
“wild with excitement. Her face became livid as she listened to her
! aunt’s enfogiums upon the manners of the gen‘leman, and his delicate
| inquiries for her health; but when she came to his promise to call
| again, Laura spoke in a terrible voice: * Aunt, T ehall never leave this
i yoom till my father comes to take me away. Do youknow that viper?”
| she exclaimed vehemently, striding across the floor; that wretch was
the whole causec of my illness; Lis insulting proposals meavly shat-
tered my brain, and he keeps me as truly imprisoned here, as it a band
| of soldiers surrounded the house with that design. I will not change
| my purpose,” she added, 13 her aunt begged her to be calm and re-
Lconsider, T will not see kim, T will not communicate with him, and
if he comes, tell him what I say.”
| Mrs. Normis, frightened by her excited and positive manner,
dared not expostulate further, lest she should bring on the delirium
' of her illness ; but her fear left her before the next call of the tor-
i mantor, and she exeused Loura on the plea of health not sufliciently
i restored to meet any one out of her family.

“7 may jtrust you to give this to her,” he said in his blandest
manuer, giving into ber hand a dainty note.

She turned the note over and over again afier his departure, hesi-
tating for some time in her decision, but after her own curiosity had
been gratified, she concluded to commit 1t to the {lames.

Tt was well for Laura that lier aunt came to this decision, for the
contents would probably have sent her back to tho borders of insanity.
After this second call, the poor harassod girl wrote a pleading letter to
her father, telling him of her sufferings from her persecutor, and
begging him to come and bring her to s\ay awhile with Sister Agnes,

| as the cnly placo where she could be free from his haunting presence.

We may readily suppose her earnest words had the desired effect, and
the next week found her at the House of the infant Jesus, under the
calm, piacid bul invigorating watchfulness of one who would deal
wisely with her sorrews.

CHAPTER XYV.
INGLEWO0OD.

Duriza Rosine's visit to Hawthorndenr, which we havo mentioned in
a previous chapter, o letter was received by Colonel Hartland from
Mrs. Benton, a letter written during her hushand’s severe illness; it
asked advice in view of the plysician's expressed opinion that M
Benton’s constitution eoald never endure the labor of furm life in that
climate. To whom could she so readily turn for counsel as to him
who 5o saerificed himself for them in their estremity.

«Byd news ?* inguired Mrs. Hartland, as she heard the exclama-
tion when the Colonel rend the letter, and saw the flush that passed

| over his face.

“ T must go west,” Le said decidedly ; “ Philip Benton will kill
himeelf and all his family.”

“ What has he done now #* usked his wife.

“He has congestive fever, and is nearly dend. I must start to-
morrow."”

« But why should you take the whole Benton family upon your
shoulders, husband ; you surely Lave slready done more thax conld
be expected.” .

¢ Ha who presumes to friendship's name
Reckens himself and friend the same,”
replied the Colonel, emiling.

#XNoj but reaily, Alexander, you have done a great deal,” she
snid somewhat urgently.

“ And hLope to do a greul deal more Poor Benton! €an you



