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CHAPTER XVIII.

KEMINISCENCES."
DuitlXG the Christmas holidays, when Kosine had nearly givenup
hope that she might renew her acquaintance with Miss Greenwood,

'
there camea voto, wondering if Kosine had entirely forgotten her,
accompanied withapretty souvenir in the shape of a henUier,beauti-
fully carvedin Parian marble, representing anangel holding the font,
on one side of which a grape-vine trailed its fruits andleaves;while
on the other, beards of wheat were carvedin delicate tracery. The
note urged in warm tones llosine's promise that 6he would make an
effort to come to the Commodore's house for the sake of her friend.

Dr. Hartland pressed upon his father the propriety of making
the first call Avith Hosine, « Inch was forthwith accomplished, and
matters were put onsuch a fiiendly footing, that the omnibus which
passed theFavy Yard stopped quite often, to drop or take upour
young friend, onhervisits to Miss Greenwood"

The Colonel, who was somewhat old-fashioned in his notions,
questionedonce or twice the propriety of so young a miss takingso
long a drivealono in an omnibus ;but theDoctor reminded him that
l-ime3 and customs hadchanged since he wasyoung, and women were
consideredquitecompetent to traverse theroundglobe withoutother
protectionthan their own innocence, and it was well for Rosa to take
her first lesson of "

the rough and tumble
"

in a routeof six miles ov
so,inan omnibusby broad daylight. These meetings werea source
of much pleasure,as well as profit, to Eosinc. She found herself
always welcomed, pressedto btay, urged to comeagain, buther visits
werenever returned. She Bawnoone inher calls buther friend, the
grandfatherhaving been taken to his rest, and the Commodorenever

appearing. Miss Dora's parlor, to which she soon found her way
withouta servant, overlooked on one side the Nary Yard withits
groups of tastefulbuildings, the parade ground, and the busy life of
the shipbuilders. The sunny side of the room hung as it were over
the ocean;and the neighboring city, with the constantly passing and
repassing white-sailed ships and majestic steam vessels, wasin full
view. rlhe interior was suggestive of comfort, but not of luxury;
though taste and refinement were visible everywhere, they were dis-
played at small expense. A. deep alcove, well stored with books,
occupied the side of the room between two doors leading tolMlier
apartments, which Eosine had never entered. The windows|rWere
filled withchoice exotics, and the sunlight streamed in during the
winter's day. This with the well filled and well ignited grate,gave
theapartment », cosy,homelike look, which won Eosine's admiration
always. An unexpectedholiday occurring in midwinter'she remem-
beredher promise to her friend for a whole day, and eager for the
pleasure,sne forgot to consult the time, till she wassafely deposited
by the faithful 'bus at the gate of the Navy Yard. A. sight of the
large church clocknot far off,madeherpause andask herselfif itwould
be anintrusion to havecome so early,butit was too late for that con-
sideration, and she made her way,as usual, to the pleasantparlor.

Bosine entered after her light tap, but found no one within;
though the door to one of the inner rooms was ajar,and she was
startledby the sound of sobs andbitter weepingcoming from within;
at a loss what to do, her instinctive delicacy led her to take aposition
at the farthest window and gaze intently across the waters. The
sounds continued many minutes, mingled with faint ejaculations, as
if of prayer;presently all was quiet, andafter amoment, Dora came
forth,evidently not expecting to meet any one, the tearsstill onher
cheek. A faint flush overspreadher features asher young friend
came forward to greether,and as she claspedher inher arms,Rosine
could feel the quick throbbing of her heart.

"My sweet child," she said,"Iam glad of your happy face to-
day. Ihave been at my prayers;itis thegoldenhour,asthe Italians
call it, but IseeIhave lengthened it," she added, looking at her
watch.

Eosine apologized for her early appearance, with a glance toward
the half-open door through which Miss Greenwoodhadcome."Ah,my sweet confidant,Iwill show you whatis verysacredto
me," said Dora, and taking her hand, she Jed the way towardsthe
oratory.

The tiny room was oval in form, lightedby a dome of diamond
panes coloredwith dark rich shades;in the very apex of the dome
was a dove withspread wings pictured in the glass. The floor was
inlaid with wood of different colors and shape, forming figures and
anagrams;at the end of the room opposite the door was a large
marble crucifix, onabroad pedestal of the same mateiial. Against
the wall above the cross hung a Madonna and child, a veryancient
painting, evidently by the hand of a master. The stations of the
cross were representedaround the deep blue wallsin fourteen cameo-
like pictures. Eosine kmIt withher friend as she entered this place
made sacred byprayersand tears;no word was spokenas theypaused
before eachrepresentation.

When they returnedto theparloraheavy sigh escapedthe young
girl's lips. "

Ihavemade you sigh," said her friend, kissing her, and
drawing her towards a couch opposite the windows looking down the
bay. "Itis but rightIshould tell you why you find me so sad.
To-day is my lost brother's birthday,andIcannot forgethim, espe-
cially there," ahe added, pointing to the oratory. "Imean to talk
withyouof him, if it willnotpainyou.""O, thank you," said Eosine, slipping her handinto her friend's;"
Ishould love to hear more of him;the Doctor once spoke of him

in the most affectionate terms, butInever dared toask any more than
ho chose to tell."

"Ah, yes,"repliedDora, "Edward Hartlandcould speak of him
from the heart asIcan, for he lovedhim well." She pauseda mo-
ment to recoverherself from the agitation some memory had pro-
duced. " Youhave found me, Rosa,"she resumed, " whenthe old
grief is aggravated by a new;this must be my apology for my want
of self-control. My brother Harry's ship is in the offing;we expect
him soon,perhaps to-day. You have heard of his resignation;my
father is incensed against him, and against me also, because Icannot
think he has done otherwise than nobly, torenounce all wordly ad-
vancement for the right. Youdo not know whatitis to have knojgi
duty clash withparental commands;Gk>d, in mercy, spare you tflft
trial. Harry returns true, noble-heartedboy, to a home wherebe is
unwelcome, and to companionswho will throw cowardice inhis teeth,
because he willhave nothing to do with this unjustifiable movement
towards Mexico. Ifhis resignation is accepted, he stands at the age
of twenty-three without aprofession and almost without means,ex-

|cept what firm health anda stout heart give him. Buthe will only
grieve to havebrought uponhimself the continual frownof his father;
upbraiding will be dreadful to one of his affectionate home-loving

inature. Idon,t know why itis," she continued, turning her face to
IEosine," but somehow, though you are many years younger thanI,
i it is good to speak to you of whatImention to one else;andIcan
talk to youofEarnest andmy early days. Since our first meetingat

| thebeach, before Iknew who you were,Ihadthis same wonderful
I heart-drawing towards you, like anelder sister's confiding love."
] Eosine pressed thehand she heH inhers, she couldnot 6peak,
,but she looked withher tearful eyes into the face of her friend, with
a look that told at once how fully she reciprocatedher warmaffection.

| "Dear Rosita, Iwish youto know thatIdidnot always live as1
jdo now. My childhood's home, for whichIsometimes havesuch a
longing asIcannot describe, was ina lovely country town,among the'
birds andbees, andIwas gay andhappy as they. My father's pay as'
Lieutenant was small, and his long absences leftmy mother to manage
the affairs of the family as she chose. Colonel Hartland's sons Avcre
at school in the townwhere we lived for some years,and boardedwith

Ius;Imay say wo grew up together. It was then and there the
Ifriendship, the like of whichIhave never seen, was formed between
Imy brother Earnestand Edward Hartland. They wereperfectly in-
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Dost thou faing tbc fame of tLe agespast,
And tellproudIales of the days of yore ?

Ah!pageant glory, toobright to last!
Ah!hero days, that return nomore!

'Dost thou vaunt the skill of theknightly lance,
Andpaint the pride of tlie war array?

'Tis theboastful dream of a dead romance
—

"Tie a lance long sheathod in therust's decay.
Thy heroes fought for an earthly fame—

For the lurid flash and the lightning's glow,
And the trumpet's Taunt ofthe victor's name

Islost in the wail of his battle's woe;
ButIsing of a fame that shallne'erdecay,

Though,its dawn-light rosein the gray oldPust,
Butits source was the liglit of anendless day—

Through the
"

vast forever"its beams shall last.
Dost thoushow the castles of stately stone

—
The turretsproud and the banneredheight ?

Dost thouboast of the conqueror'slofty throne,
Of his boundless realm and his kingly might ?

But the ivy hangs on theruined wall,
And themoss is greenon themould'ring tower,

And yearshave fled since the kingdom's fall,
Andearth is throng'd with the tombs of power.
Ipaint theprideof a conflict blest—

rTis an olden strife, butitragethyet;
Ising of abright lance still in re9t,

Butits edge wasne'er by ablood-drop wet.
My stately tower wasbuildedfair,

Inthe golden days of "the long ago."
But the banners wave in their beauty there,

And the walls are whitein their first fresh glow.
Isiug of a kingdom grandand vast ;
Itliesat the foot of a rock-built throne.

That realm firstrose in the far-off Past,
Andits strength is greatas inages flown;

AndItell of a founder braveandstrong
—

A hero arm anda lance well-tried;
The fearless foe of the hydra Wrong

—
The mighty slayerof the^eerpentPride.

His field of fame is the lowly cell,
His coat of mail is amonk's robe white,

And the magic arms he hathused so well
Are the Word of Tiuth and the voice of Eight.

AnOrder noble andbravoand true
—

This is therealm he hath founded fair j
The stately tower, so old,yet new,

That gleams inits earliest freshness rare.
rlhe saving Cross is its banner bright,

Where the face of a conquering victimpleads,
And the hosts are linked with a chain of might—

'Tis the rosy wreath of the mystic beads.
O wondrousDominic ! leader strong;

O king of a glorious subject-train!
The future's centuries, bright and long,

Shall see no endof thine ancient reign
—

Shull see no pause in thy olden strife,
The hero-work by thy hand begun,

Till thy hosts are crowned witheternal life,
The guerdon fair of the deeds well done.— 'SanFrancisco Monitor and Guardian.'
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