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Letheathenssing thy heathen praise,
Fallen Greece! the thought of holier days

Inmy sadhexrtabides;
For sons of thine in Truth's first hour
Were tonguesand weapons ofHis power,
Born of the Spirit's fiery shower,

Our fathers andour guides.
Allthine is Clement's variedpage;
AndDionysius, ruler sage

Indays of doubt andpain;
AndOrigen with eagle eye;
Andsaintly Basil's ptirpose high
To smite Imperial heresy,

And cleanse the Altar's stain.
From thee the glorious preachercame,
With soul of zealand lips of flame,

A court's sternmartyr-guest;
And thine, O inexhaustive race!
Was Nazianzen'sheaven-taught grace;
Androyal-heartedAthanase,

With Paul's ownmantle blest.

HAWTHORNDEAN.
CHAPTER XVIII.

KEMI3STISCE>*CES.
Itwas sung toaplaintive ar,and when she had finished she found
the Doctorresting his head against the mantel aad looking forlornly
into the fire."DidDora ever speak of me to you ?" he said, turning abruptly
to Rosine as she cauneand stoodnearhim.

She wasconfused for amoment by the suddenness of the query,
but said withsome hesitancy,

"Yes,Ned, she has spoken of you to-
day, and toldme such a sweet, sad story abouther dear lost brother ;
itis his birth-day, andIfoundher weeping,and wept withher.""Well, youmay weep with her, and with me too," he replied
bitterly,

"
for netev a friend lost a dearer. Why, Rosa, upon my re-

turn to life after that terrible voyage,and whenIknew thathe was
bleeping downamong the coral reefs,Ibegged them day andnight to
cast me where lie vas ;he wasdearer to me than all heaven and
earth:andpoor Dora weeps and prays,I'llbe bound, for his precious
boul!" he added withahalf sneer."Yes," said Hosine, timidly,

"
but is not thatbetter than not to

care for one's soul or the soul of one's friend?""Did you mean thatfor me ?" he replied,looking up into her
face. "Ifyou did,you may ease yourmind on that point;Ibelieve,
but itis in a God of infinite love, yearning for our return, ready
always to helpus, not washing for our halting, as some goodpious
onesmisrepresentHim. Ido not believe ina G-od who could con-
demn such a soul as Earnest Greenwood to eternaldamnation, simply
because he was not baptised,or had not

'experiencedreligion,' as you
good peopletell of. He did nothing but experiencerehgiou all his
life, if love, joy,peace, long-snffering, gentleness, meekness, temper-
ance,go for any thing, and they are called the graces of the Spirit.
He had themall;and he bid trials inhis bitter iup which few men
knew, andyet he never let go his trust— his trust m God or man, and
youand Dora condemn this noble soul— .""Never, Ned, never," she replied earnestly,

"
else why should

Dorapray for him? No;the CatholicChurch holds that one strong
earnest desire for bapt sm whereit cannot be had, oneperfect act of
contritionfor sin, one jeifectact of love for God, saves the soul for
whom Christ has died,in the hour of death

—
is, in fact, the gift of

faith;nnd wedon't know how often this may come to poor souls in
their dyinghour;at any rate, we do know and believe that God is
infinite inHis mercy,and will not cast out any who come to Him;
but we do feel that itis dangerous to defer our dutie s to that hour.""Ah,Rosine," he said," there was a time whenInearly lost all
confidence in every thing human or divine,but it is comingback to
me," he added gently,

"
and you have helpedme wonderfully."" O how IwishIcould help you,comfort you," she added ina

whisper. "
Till me how.""Be always true, Rosita,"he replied;"'

always transparent,free
fromcant and trickery, andnonsense,as younow are, andkeep your
faith bright, you cando wonders."

CHAPTER XIX.
HABP TO POEGIVr.

MIBSGbeenwood andher brother, on their way to accomplish a call
uponMrs. Laura Hartlaud, suddenly came upon Rosiue, who was
persuadedalter some little urging, to join them. Neither Dora nor
the Lieutenant hadmore thana passing acquaintance with Laura,and
Ihey would not have sought an interview withher, except from the
benevolence of their hearts, and as the wife of their friend. Sister
Agnes, to whom they were no strangers, had hinted that it would be
a kindness, and she received them now with her always cordial wel-
come, while toRosine sheextended alittle reproachfulpat,reminding
her how she hudneglectedhermother's friend. Lauramet thevisitors
witha smile, butRosine, Avho knew her so well, saw the Bhadow that
cameafter it, the care-worn, anxious look, which had once been a
stranger to her countenance. The bloom was returning toher cheek,
and the flashing of her eyereminded Rosine of thepast,but the sub-
duedand thoughtfulexpiession that had gatheredonher face, gave
her uioroof beauty but less of light than formerly. Inparting, Laura

drew Rosiue to her bosom and imprinteda kiss upon her forehead,
whispering, "Don'thate me." Sis'ci1 A^nes begged of her a visit of
a whole day during the following week, that she might show her the
children ot the House in whom slie U3ed tobe so much interested,
andRosine. though she dreaded the visit,could not well refuse. The
sight of Laurahaddisturbed her;she felt thatDr. Hartland's influ-
ence over her here hadnot been good, but more thanall,she realised
the positivehatred that hadbeen growing in her heart,as thekiss sti'l
burned uponher brow;thekiss thathad roused in her only feelings
of lepugnanee. She had once reproiched Ned with injustice and
hardness, now she hada vision of her own unholy,unforgiving spirit.
She listened to the fuint ticking of the clock (Laura'spresent),as she
communed with her heart inher own chamber, upon this change in
her inner feelings;there wasa ch-inge even in this mementoof love,
the figures were not visible, the tapers were lyingunlighted beside-itt^mShe almost hoped somethingmight happen to prevent her visit,but^^
instead there camea letter from her mother, iuquiring if it was in-
ability thatkept her so entirely from her mother's friend. The day
came, bright andclear, and there was no excuse, so she took her way
to the House of theInfantJesus, withonly feelings of distaste. She
found Laur.i gone for a walk,by the urgent advice of the Sister
Superior ;she hadseldom ventured out alone, though she had been
an inmate of the Home more than two months. There was nore-
proach to Biosine in Sister Agnes' warmgreeting and kindly manner,
as she took her young friend over the large establishment,showing her
the new nursery, where fifty infants of less than two years were
tenderly cared for.

j "You don't know what a helpIfind in Mrs. H>irtland," she
said;

"
all these quilts areof her knitting," she added,pointing to the

pure white coverings of the ti'iy bods;" she is bound to finish them
all alike, andso neat and pretty;then there is no end to the little
garments she invents;she is never a moment idle,for anidle moment
brings only anguish to the poor girl's heart. Tell me,Rosa dear, do
they ever speakof her at ColonelHartlaud's ?""

Very seldom," replied Rosine with some hesitancy,and think-
ing she saw a slight shade of reproachon the Sister's face, she added,"
Idon't think any thingIcould say would makeit anybetter.""Perhaps not," sighed the Sister, " though Idid hope the

Colonel, whenhe knew her real penitence, would allow her to take
apositionin his family, forher own and husband'ssake j for us, we
should miss her sadly here."" Is she cheerful ?" inquired Rosine.

"Sometimes," replied the Sister; "ye?, eren gay when she is
frolicking with the children, but every day biin;s i's sad hours. Per-
haps the Colonel thinks a longer season of probalion necessary,but
it seems tome as if every day would rnak.1 a reconciliation morediffi-
cult. O, my dear child, how bird we frul mortals are upon our
fellows, when perhaps the groat God, in His infinite purity, sees on
our character blots a> deep as theirs!"

Rosine struggled withcontending feelings. "Sister Agnes." she
said at length, " the Colonel is waiting to hear from Aleck before he
takes any step j but for myself,Imust tell youIhave haddreadfully
bitter thoughts towardLaura, they seam like love turned almost to
hate;her past conduct appears to me sounworthy of apure woman,
sinceIknew she wasreally married all the while. Ihavedisliked to
comeincontact withher;Imay as well confess it, there is something
within repels me fromher, whenIused to love her bo dearly.""Ah,Rosa," said the Sister, taking her hand caressingly,

"
we

should be in a sad stateif our dear Lordcherished such feelings to-
wardvs

— and jetIsuppose they arenatural feelings;but our Gospel
has taught usbetter things, and we may abhor the sin without luting
the sinner. Laura's sins are such as the world winks at in those who
have friends, wealthandposition,but in her comparatively friendless
condition, they grow into crimes even in the eyes of those who are
indulging the same folly andlove of admiration. Donot think," she
added,noticing an expression of surprise on the yoivig girl's face,"

thatIwouldhave you look lightly or without abhorrence upon
Laura's course;unfaithfulness to the marriage vow evenin thought,
hasGod's specialcurse uponit;Iwant you only tohate the sin and
pity the sinner;especially whenhumbled as Mrs. Hartlandis. Per-
hapsby a gentle softening word here and there,you may open the
Colonel's heart to his son's wife;she has a perfect yearning for re-
conciliation, and with her affectionate generous nature, kinkness can
do great things. Mind,Rosine, Ido not mean to recommend a vio-
lent intimacy between yoa and Laura,a strong girl friendship;but
now she is in trouble youmay help her, and by yourbetter training
andknowledge of right, win her to goodness by interceding for her in^the family ?"

Before Rosine could reply, the street door openedandclosedwith
a sudden crash. Laura stoud alona in the hall, aghast with terror;
she could not speak as Sister Agnes led her to the visitor's parlor." What is it,dear ?" she inquired, soothingly, as Laura bowed her
headon her hands,and trembled all over witu agitation.

"Itis kel" she exclaimed, wildly rockingherself toand fro;"he
willnever leare me

—
he followedme

— he is at the door
—

sven hereI
amnot safe!"

The Sister assured her that noonecould be admitted there with-
out her permission,but it was a long time before she was at allcalmed,
or traces of color came back to her cheeks and lips. Itasine's gentle
heartbegan to melt before such evident suffering and sorrow;she
came to her, as she was wringing her hands with distress, and whis-
pered,"Laura,1have wrongedyou,canyou forgive me?"" O,Rosa/ she replied, "if you knew whatIhave suffered, am
suffering, andmust suffer, youco ildnot hate me5 you would at least
pity me."

"We willbe friends again,"said Rosine through her tears, her
warm,impulsive n-iture making her forget everything.

Sister Agnes was called away by the imperative duties of her
vocation,and the youngpeople were left together. Laurapouredout
her whole soul to her young friend;reproached herself, andno one
el-e, for all thathadbefallenher;recited the loug story of her illness,
the many times 6hc had.longed todij, if only sho could assure Aleck

NEW ZEALAND TABLET. [Friday,Oct. 6, 1876
6


