
"
I'mlookingfor myvocation," was the reply/while the draw-

ingprogressedrapidly.
"■Suppose you turn monk, that's thy vocation, Hal," said theDoctor, quizzically."Indeed, no!" replied the other quickly, raising his eyes

from the cottage,his fine face allaglow with smiles. "Iintend to
takewarningby yourexample,andmarry the firstopportunity."

"Andnot let fancy, but vocation leadin that matter?" in-quired the Doctor, jestingly.
"Fancy may speak, but not guide," replied Greenwood, re-

suminghis drawing."
Youarea choice chap,Harry!I'dwelcomeyou toa faculty;how wouldyoulike medicine ?

""Thanks, friend," was the reply, while the pencil moved
briskly, "butIhave notnerve enough,andno taste for it.""Well, you haven't the dernierresort of the ministry inyourchurch, and you are too honest and haven't talk enough for a
lawyer. Why !you'llmake anartist," he added, rising and look-ing over his friend at the sketch, which now exhibiteda very
pretty fancy, well executed."No, not an artist,"he replied,as he pencilled, the delicatelinesof a willow to shaddow his cottage;"but perhapsanarchi-tect,Ithink Ihave a talent for that. I'll tell you," he addedthrowingdownhis pencil,"my intellectualtasteand talents would
preferarchitectureona grandscale. 1wouldlike todesign cathe-drals, churches, religious houses, gentlemen's country residences,
public edifices, hospitals, asylums;while my fancy and love of
quiet would leadme to seek a country life, and the pursuit of
horticulture.""

Time enoughfor thelast,when youshallhavemadeaname,"
repliedthe Doctor;"then you can. take that wife you meantomarryso soon, and with a little .faxtn well tilled, and alittle wife
wellwilled, pass down the downhill of life in the occupationofyour great-grandsire, Adam; but take architecture thoroughlyfirst,makethe tourofEurope,and getupyournameby gettingatthe soul of oldGrecian andEoman architecture. Inthe meantime,
Iammatterof fact, whereare your funds ? of course, your fatherwontopenhis wallet."

"Ihave a small stipend] from, my mother, which has slowly
increased sinceIcameofage. Ihaveneverdisturbedit, meaning
toleave it for a rainy day j that will be sufficient for immediate
necessity,andDora

— "'"
You'lldo," interruptedtheDoctor;"only if youevercome

toacorner,and wanthelpto turn it, don't go to your father. I'm
an oldbachelor with an ample income, and your sister will needall
her own;so for yourown sake, as well as for those we will notname, never doubtIam glad toshare mine withyou.""You are a noble friend, indeed!

"
exclaimed Greenwood,

"andIshall
"

Arap at the door interrupted the conversa-tion, andafterthe double knock,entered Captain Jones.
"I'm sorry to tell you, Doctor Hartland," said that officer,

after helping himself to wine and lighting a cigar, "that Le
Coinpte has the appointment, through the influence of those high
in office,andinspiteof our exertions.""Theneither he or Aleck, or both, are dead men before the
end ofthis campaign," replied the Doctor, turningpale. "What
plot hasthis double dyedrascal inhis head, that leadshim to seekthis position justnow ?

"
"He has trouble at home,Ireckon," said Captain Jones;"there are rumorsafloat of disgraceful conduct in the family of

one of his patients, and the ladies friends are seeking tohush the xmattersbygettingMmout of the way.""
What villains gounhung!

" soliloquisedDr.Hartland. Theappointment was confirmedin the papers next day, andit would
bedifficult to say which was the greater sufferer, the wife or thebrother, andeach sufferedsilently andalone.

Ina few weeks, HarryGreenwood's arrangements weremadefor a voyage to Europe, to pursue his studies in architecture,
whichin the rudiments was by no means to him a newacquire-ment,as almost all his leisure on ship-boardhad been spent indrawing outlines, ground plans, projections, elevations, till his
portfolio was a text-book,butaltogetherin the civil branchof the
science: not a model, naval or military, appeared on its pages,showing, asDr.Hartlandhad long ago said,."his heart wasnot in
the service." His library too, manifested the samepreference for
research inthis branchof the world's knowledge.

To threepersons the leave-takingwas very sad;tohis sister
camememories of another braveheart whohad lefther mourning
anddesolate,never toreturn,but she hidher fears, andgave theparting kiss with greatheroism;but manyhours went by before
she arose from her prostrateposition before the crucifix in the
oratory,and days of severe straggle with human will, and the
strongyearninglove of the sister which rebelled against this step,though in the calm interior of her soul, undisturbedby outward
storms,she couldsay'"Thy willbedone."

Hertrials athomewereincreased,for theCommodoretook theoccasionofHarry's departureto reproachher for the loss ofboth
his boys; but she did not sit down and supinely live over hermiseries;she sought those whose sufferings weregreater thanherown and ministered to their griefs. She succeeded in winning
Laurabyher gentle, dignified tenderness, to the right way,and
assistedher inher untrained efforts after peace of mind. To Dr.
Hartland the parting from Harry Greenwood was a trial, and
■withala satisfaction;had he done so,his conscience wouldhave
toldhimit wasnot altogetherbecause the youngman was thereby
advancinghimself. Be had lookedwith solicitude on tae increas-
ing intimacy athis father'shouse. "Harry is verynice," hesaid
to himself;"yes,very nice, but not in a condition to think ofRosine,certainlynot yet:

"
and the last parting convincedhim of

whatbefore hehad only surmised, that the young manwas fast
getting into deep waters.

Innocent, unsuspecting, and unimpressedas yet, Rosiuchad
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Far downwithin the dismal mine,
Where fragrantbreezesneverblow

—
Where genial sunbeams maynot shine

Nor crystalT)xookletsflow
—

Theregleams the wondrous gold amid
The shrouding granite's dark disguise;

And there,indeepoblivionhid,
The shining silver lies.

Par, far below the verdant soil,
So soft withdew,so bright withbloom,

The miners dig1,with wearytoil,
Indread,eternalgloom.

What seek they ? Wealth that takethwings
—

Delusivetreasures set indust
—

The gods where worldly worshipclings,
Theidols of its trust—

Themocking gleam that falsely leads
Through stagnantmarshes foul withsin

—
The demonbride, thatdarkestdeeds

Anddeadly -wilesmaywin.******
Within a rich, exhaustlessmine

The Christian Brothers fondly toil—
There blessedsunbeams evershine,

Andbloombedecksthe soil;
Theregleams the wealththat fleetethnot

On restlesspinions,swift as light;
Thereshine the gems norust canblot,

Noblemishe'er mayblight.
Within the fruitfulheart ofyouth

These willingminers longhave wrought,
For there the stainlessgold of truth

Theirpatienttoilhath sought,
From foulalloy of guilt andvice i

They free the wealth ofsilver ore
—

They set the wondrouspearlof truth
Within that shining store.

Ah!saintly toilers!not fromearth
Your laborsclaim'ascant reward;

Look upward
—

lo! your task is worth
The guerdon of yourLord.

Come, blessed ones! andwitheach gem
Yourhands have freed from earthly leaven,

InLove's eternaldiadem
Be fitly shrined inheaven. —
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CHAPTER XX.
HARRY GREENWOOD IN SEARCH OF A PROFESSION."Haeky, youare a hrave fellow!

"
was the first greeting,as they

claspedhands. "Iwrung itout of Rosa;she dosen't gossip, but
Imade her tellme;and reallyIdon'tsee why you subject your-
self to such insults, such abuse. Why not leave, and let your
fathercuise youroundly, once forall ?

""No,Ned," replied theyoungman,gravely,"aparent's curseis, next to the curse of God, most to be dreaded; but if inthe
courseof Providence Imust bear even that, God helpingme, it
shallnot bebrought down by anythingImay do or say todefendmyself. Ithink nature would have mastered me that day, if I
hadnot left. Miss Kosine's presence gave a deepev sting to thename of coward, and to the lemembrance of the boyish follies
brought upagainst me."

"Isit your religion,Ha-rry, that gives you suci command of
yourself ?

"
said -the Doctor, layinghis hand, on th« youngman's

shoulder. "Ican admireitat distance, butIknow ifmy father-
hadspokento me in that way,Ishould have seared my tongue
with words that could neverbe wiped out. 1wassnappishto you
the night of the dance," he added,givinghis hand to his friend,
while an emotion of admirationextendedoverhis nobleforehead.

"Never mind, Ned," replied Greenwood, cordially squeezing
the offered hand;"you andIdon't keep old scores against eachother, if fornoother reason,for Earnest's sake."

Dr. Hartland turned quickly away, and stirredhastily thefew livecoals intlie grate. There was apause of somemoments,
"when withanothersuddenmovement he turnedagain,passinghiscigar-stand to his visitor. Greenwood shook his head

—
anotherpause.

"Well, tell we about the profession, whileIpuff," said theDoctor,lightinghis cigar. "Holdonaminute!
"

he added,as a
sudden thought darted into his brain, and rising., he went to a
beaufet nearby, taiingout decantersandglasses. "Helpyourself,
Harry,"he said, pushing themtowardhis companion; "thebestofoldSherry and Madeira.""No,Ithank you,Ned," replied Greenwood, not lookingup
fromthe paper whichhe hadseized as soonas he seatedhimself,
andupon which behadalreadysketched the linesofacottage with
many gables.

'« What!beenin thenavy these ten yearsor thereabouts,and
neithersmoke,drink,nor indulge otherwise? Why,Harry,you'll
do for anything; but toll me, Avhat's your fancy nowby wayof a
profession?

"
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