
CHAPTER XV.
INGLEVTOOD.

DuringRosinc's vihit toHawthorndean, which we havementioned in
aprevious chapter, a letter was receivedby Colonel Hartland from
!Mrs.Benton, a letter written during her husband's severe illness;it
asked advice inview of the physician's expressed opinion that Mr.'
Benton'sconstitution could never endure the labor of farm life in that
Iclimate. To whom could she so readily turn for counsel as to him
jwho so sacrificedhimself for themin their extremity."

Badnews?" inquiredMrs. Hartland,as sheheard the exclama-
ition when theColonel read the letter, and saw the flush thatpassed
over his face."

Imust go west," lie said decidedly;
"Philip BonLon willkill

himselfand allhis family.""What has he done now ?" asked his wife.
"Hehas congestive fever, and is nearly dead. Imust start to-

morrow.""
But why shouldyoutake the whole Bentou family uponyour

shoulders,husband 5 yousurely have already done more than could
be expected." "

Hewliopresumes to friendship'sname
Reckons himself andfrieud thesame,"

repliedthe Colonel,smiling.
"Nbj but really, Alexander,you have done a great deal, she

said somewhaturgently."Andhope todo a great deal more. Poor Benton! Ganyou
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All that is nob for human power alone, dear,"she replied,"but
Iwill doallIcan for you. Dear daughter," she added, laying her
handonLaura's head,

'"
begin at thebeginning. You willnever have

peace while you carry this secret about with you. ColonelHartland
andCaptain Martenat least havea right toknow yourposition,and
fiey canmakeitpublic if they choose. LieutenantHartland's honor
demands that you make a fair statement of everything tohim. I
cannot counselyou further now," she added."

Butyou willnot loo,veme alone," cried Laura, seizing both her
hands convulsively, and rising only to sink back exhausted;

"
all

alone!" she continued, covering her face with her hands,"uobody
cares for any thingbut the disgrace."

"Be quiet,my dear," replied the sister," dont excite yourself;
wait till youare a little stronger. Iwillnot forget you,andmaybe
your father will let you come tome for a little whilewhen youare
able, andIwill do allIcan for you. The dear Lordhelp you," she
added,stooping over her and kissing her brow.

Laura meditated on the counsel she hadreceived;itreturnedto
her day by day as she grew stronger;but withher slowly recovered
strength came addedreluctance to follow Sister Agnes'advice. There
■wasbut one thought living in hersoul, one feeling that overcameand
trampledout every other emotion— howshe should takethenextstep
The lonely houis brought her no peace, and her aunt's conversation
became odious toher. At length, witha desperatestruggle, she took
the first ptep in the right direction ;she wrote a longletter toLieu-
tenantHartland, confessing every thing but the last interview with
Le Compte,and the loss of thebetrothal ring. With allher struggles
Bhe couldnot bring herself to tell of this, itwassuch amortifying in-
cident. Shewas sincere and truthfulas far as she went,but Bhe kept
back that which was doomed to biing her severest punishment,and
which, trulyconfessed, would havebeen forgiven with the rest.

The effort she made, although it wasnot a thoroughone, bene-
fitedher mentally and physically;huta dreadful fear of Le Compte,
■whichhad comeupon her so forcibly in her illness, continuedinall
its force. His presence seemed tohaunther, andnot without reason,
ior she had learntd frommonths of almost daily intercourse, thathe
didnot readily give up thepursuit of any object.
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THE CONSCIENCE AND FUTURE JUDGMENT.
Isat alone withmy conscience,
Inaplace where Time had ceased,

And we talked of my former living
Inthe land where the yeai's increased ;

AndIfeltIshouldhare toanswer
The question itput tome,

And to face the answer andiquestion
Throughout aneternity.

The ghosts of forgottenactions
Came floatingbefore my sight,

And things thatIthought were dead things
"Were alive witha terrible might.

And the visionof allmy past life
Was an awful thing to face

—
Alone withmy conscience sitting

Inthat solemnly silent place.
AndIthought of a far-away warning,

Of a soriow that was to be mine,
Ina land that was thenin the future,

Bubnow is the present time.
AndIthought of my former thinking

Of the judgment day to be,
Butsitting alone withmy conscieace

Seemed judgment enough to me.
AndIwondered if there was a future

To this landbeyond the graye
—

Butnoone gaveme ananswer,
Andno one came tosave.

ThenIfelt that the future waspresent,
And thepresent would never goby,

For it wasbut the thought of my past life
Growninto eternity.

ThenIwoke frommy titnely dreaming,
And the vision passedaway,

AndIknew that the far-away warning
Was a warningof yesterday.

AndIpray that Imaynot forget it,
Inthis landbefore the grave,

ThatImay not cry in the future,
Andno one come tosave.

AndsoIhave learnt a lessou
WhichIought to haveknownbefore,

And which, thoughIlearnt it dreaming,
Ihope to forgetnomore.

SoIsit alone withmy conscience
Inthe place where the years increase,

AndItry toremember the future
lvthe land where the time will cease.

AndIknow of the future judgment,
How dreadfulso'cr itbe,

That tosit alone withmy conscience
Will be judgment enough for me.— '
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