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TIHE GREEK FATHERS.
+—_

{BY THE YERY REV. JOMN HENRY NEWMAN, D.D.)
Let heathons sing thy heathen praise,
Fallen Greece! the thought of holier days

In my sad hewrt abides;

For sons of thine in Truth’s first hour
Were tonzues and weapons of His power,
Bomn of the Spivit’s flery shower,

Our fathers and our guides.
All thine is Clement’s varied page;
And Dionysius, ruler sage

In days of doubt and pain;
And Origen with eagle eye;
And saintly Basil's purpose high
To smite lmperial heresy,

And cleanse the Altar's stain.
From thee the glorious preacher cune,
With soul of zeal and lips of flame,

A court’s stern martyr-guest;
And thine, O inexhaustive race!

Was Nazianzen's heaven-taught grace;
And royal-hearted Athanase,
With Paul’s own mantle blest.

HAWTHORNDEAN.

—_—
CHAPIER XVIIIL
REMINISCENCLS,

IT was sung to & plaintive a'r, and when she had ﬁnislu;d she found
Lhe Doctor resting his head against the mantel aad locking ferlornly
into the fire. . )

“Did Dory ever speak of me to you ¥ he said, turning abroptly
to Rosine as she came and stood near him.

8he was eonfused for o moment by the sucdenness of the query,
but said with some hesitaney, * Yes, Ned, she has spoken of you to-
duy, and told me such o sweet, sad story about her dear _losb bref.her f
it is his birth-day, and I found her weeping, and wept with her.”

* Well, you may weep with ber, and with me too,” he replied
bitterly, © {or never & friend lost a dearer., Why, Rosa, upon my re-
turn to life after that terrible voyage, and when I knew that he was
sleeping down among the coval reefs, I begged them day and night to
cast me where le was; he was dearer to me then all heaven and
carth : and poor Dora weeps and prays, I'll be bound, for his precious
soul!” he added with a half sneer,

“ ¥es," said Hosine, timidly, * but is not that better than not to
care for one’s soul or the soul of one’s friend £’ .

« Did you mean that for me ?” he replied, looking up into ber
face. 'If you did, you may ease your mind on that point; L helieve,
but it is in o God of infimte love, yearning for onr return, ready
always to help us, not warching for our halting, as some good pious
enes misrepresent Him. I do not believe ina God whe could con-
demm such & soul as Earnest Greenwocod to eternal dn.mnla.i'lou, simply
beecause he was not baptised, or had not ¢ experiet}ced religion,” as you
good yeople tell of. "He did nothing but experienco religion all his
life, if love, joy, peace, long-snffering, gentleness, meekness, temper-
ance, go for any thing, and they ave called the graces of the Spirit.
He Lind them all; and he hnd trials in his bitter cup which few men
knew, aad yet he never let go his frast—Nis trust God or man, and
you snd Dora condemn this noble soul—."

“ Never, Ned, never,”” she replied earnestly, ©else why should
Dorn pray for him?  No; the Catholic Church bolds that oue strong
purnest desive for bapt sm whers it cannot be had, one perfect act of
comtrition for sin, one perfect act of love for God, saves the soL_11 for
whom Christ has died, in the hour of death—is, in fact, the gift of
faith ; and we don’t kuow how often this may come to poor souls in
tleir dying hour; at any rate, we do know and believe that God is
infinite in His merey, and will not cast out any who come to Him ;
but we do feel that it is dangerous to defer our dutie s to that hour.”

* A, Rosine,” he said, * there was a time when I nearly lost all
confidence in every thing human or divine, but it is comng back to
me,” he added goutly, * and you have helped me wonderfully.”

“ 0 how I wish I could help you, comfort you,” she added ina
whisper. * Db me how.”

“ Be always true, Rosila,” he replied; ** always tvansparent, free
from cant and trickery, and nonsense, as you now ave, and keep your
faith bright, you can do wonders.”

CHAPTER XIX.
HARD TO FORGIVE

Miss GREERWOOD and her brother, on their way to accomplish a call
upon Mrs. Laoes Hartland, suddenly came upon Rosine, who was
persusded atter some little urging, to join them. Nsither Dora nor
the Lieutenant bad wore than a passing acquaiutance with Laura, and
{liey would not have scught an interview with her, except from the
benevolence of Lheir Licarts, and as the wife of their friend. Sister
Agnes, to whom they were no strapgers, had hinted that it would be
o kindness, and she received them now with her always cordial wel-
come, while to Rosine she extended alittle reproachful pat, reminding
her bow sho hud neglected her mother’s friend. Lours met the visitors
with a smile, but Rosine, who kuew her so well, saw the shadow that
came after it, the care-worn, anxious look, which had once been a
stranger to her counlenance. The bloom was returning to her check,
and the flashing of her eye reminded Rosine of the past, but the sub-

drew Rosine to her bosom and imprinted a2 kiss upon her forehead,
whispering, * Don’t hate me.”  8is'cv Aznes begged of Ler a visit of
2 whole duy during the fullowing weck, that she wight show her the
children ot the House in whom she wsed to be so much interested,
and Rosine. though she dreaded the visit, could net well refuse. The
sight of Loura had disturbed her ; she felt that Dr. Hortland’s influ-
ence over her here had not been good, but more than all, she realised
the positive hatred that bad been growing in her heart, os the kiss sti'l
burned upon her brow ; the kiss that had roused in her only feelings
of 1epugnance. She had once reproiched Ned with injustice and
hardness, now she had a vision of her own unholy, unfergiving spirit.
She listered to the Enint ticking of the clock (Laura’s present), as she
communed with Lier heart in her own chamber, upon this change in
her inner feelings ; there was a chunge even in this memento of love,
the figures were not visible, the tapers were lying unlighted besi«leit-‘
She almost hoped something might liappen to prevent her visit, but
instead there came o letter from her wother, inguiring if it was in-
ability that kept her so entirely from her mother’s friend. The day
came, bright and clear, and there was no excuse, so she took her way
to the House of the Infant Jesus, with only feelings of distaste. 8he
found Lmura gone for a walk, by the urgent adrvice of the Sister
Supericr ; sho had seldom ventured out alone, though she bad been
an inmate of the Home more than two months. There was no re-
proach to Rosine in Sister Agn-g’ warm gresting and kindly manner,
as she took her young friend over the large establishment, showing her
rhe new nursery, where fifty infants of less than two years were
tenderly cared for.

“You don’t know what a help I find in Mrs. Hartland,” she
suid 5 “all these quilts are of her kuitting,” she added, pointing to the
pure white coverings of the tiny beds; * she is bound to fnish them
all ulike, and so neat and pretty ; then there is no end to the little
garments she invents ; she is never o moment idle, for an idle moment
brings only anguish to the poor girl’s heart, Tell me, Rosa dear, do
they ever spealk of her ot Colonel Hartland’s ?'*

“Very seldom,” replied Rosing with some hesitancy, and think-
ing she saw a slight shade of reproach on the Sister's face, she added,
“ L don’t think any thing I could say would make it any better.”

‘“Perhaps not,’” sighed the Sister, “though I did hope the
Colonel, when he knew her real penitence, wonld allow her to take
& position in his family, for her own and hwsband's suke ; for us, we
shonld miss her sadly lere.”

¢ Is she cheerful 2 inguired Rosine.

“ Sometines,” replied the Sister; “yes, even gay when she is
frolicking with the children, but every day b:ings i's sad hours, Per-
haps tlie Colouel thinks a longer scison of probalion hecessary, but
it seems to me as if every day would mak: a reconciliation more diffi-
cult. 0, my dear child, how L:urd we frul mortuls are upon our
fellows, when perhaps the great God, in Iis inlinite purity, sees on
our character blots a~ deep as theirs!”

Rosine struggled with contending feelings.  Sister Agnes.”” she
said at length, “ the Colonel is waiting to hear from Aleck before he
takes any step ; but for myself, I must tell you I have had dreadfully
bitter thoughts toward Laurs, they seam like love turned almost to
hate ; her past conduet appenrs bo me so unworthy of a pure woman,
since I knew she was really married ali the while. 1 have disliked to
¢ome in contnct with her; I may as well confess it, there is something
within repels me from her, when I used to love her so deurly.”

““ Ah, Rosa,” said the Eister, taking her hond caressingly, ¢ we
should be in a sad state if our dear Lord cherished such feelings to-
ward ns—and yebt I suppose they are natural feelings ; bub our Gospel
bas taught us better things, and we muy abhor the sin without hating
the simner. Laura’s sins ars such as the world winks at in those who
have friends, wealth and position, but in her comparatively fiiendless
condition, they grow iuto crimes even in the eyes of those who are
indulping the same folly and love of admiration. Do not think,” she
added, noticing an expression of surprise on the young girl's face,
“that I would have you look lightly or without abhorrence upon
Laura’s course ; unfaithfulness to the marvinge vow oven in thought,
has Grod’s specinl eurse upon it ; I want you only to hate the sin and
pity the sinner ; especially wheun humbled as Mra. Hartland is. Per-
haps by a gentle suftening word here and therve, you may open the
Colonel’s henrt to his son’s wife; she has a perfect yearning for re-
conciliation, and with her affectionate generous nature, kinkness can
do great Lhings. Miud, Rosiue, I do not mean t¢ recommend a vio-
lent intimacy between yoa and Laura, a strong girl friendship; but
now she is in trouble you may help her, and by your better training
and knowledga of right, win her to goodness by iuterceding for her i
the family ?"’

Before Rosice could reply, the street door opened and closed with
aaudden erash, Laurs stood alone inthe hali, aghast with terror;
she could not speak as Sister Agnes led her to the visitor's parlor.
* What is it, dear P’ she inguirved, eoobhingly, as Laura bowed her
head on her hands, and trembled all over with agitation.

“Itis e!” she exclaimed, wildly rocking herself to and fro ; “he
will never leave me~=he followed me—he is at the dvor—aven lere I
am not safe 1

The Sister gsaared ber that no one could be admitled there with-
out ber permission, bub it was a Long time bufore slie was at all calmed,
or traces of color came back to her cbeeks and lips. Ro.ine's gentls
henrt began to melt before sueh evident suffering nnd sorrow ; she
came bo ber, as she was wringing hee hands with distress, and whise
pered, ©“ Lisura, 1 have wronged you, can you forgive me 2™

0, Rosn,” she rveplicd, “if you knew what I have suffered, am
suffering, and must suffer, you co 1ld not hate me; you would at least

ity me.”’
P “We wiil be friends again,” said Rosine through her tears, her
warm, impulsive nibure making her forget everything.

Sister Agnes was called away by the imperative duties of her
vocation, and the young people were left fogether. Laura poured out
Ler whole soul te her youug friend ; reproached hers:lf, and ne one

dued and thoughtful expiession that had gathered on her face, gave
hier more of beanty but lessof light than formerly. In parting, Laurs |

cl-e, for all that had befallon her ; recited the long story of her iliness,
the many times she lad longed 1o diz, if only she could assure Aleck



