
The poor childof suffering,Alice Leighton,during theautumnfollowingMarion's enagagement,withoutany apparentcause, fromwhatappeared to bealmost an entire restoration to healthunderDoctorNelson's treatment, sunk into the oldsedentary waysandmade noeffort toarouseherself from thelethargywhich creptoverher. Her mother in vain sought the causeof this change;theDoctor too was at fault;even Mrs. Benton wondered, as she sawher from dayto day growmore reserved to herself, whom shehadchosen for her confidant. Shehad for a long time been studyingtheground of her faith,and wasapproaching thatpoint where thewhole cryof the soul is, "Lord, give me light." Doctor Nelsonhavingbeen well-grounded in his faith from childhood, affordedher much help;but all at once she left consulting any personeither physically or spiritually, and shut herself up as it weretoher own thoughts.
Mrs. Benson and thephysicianhad many times consulted to-gether with regard to this change and weremaking various effortsto bringback thepleasantsmile and the warm interestinmattersabout her, when suddenly Mrs. Benton was summoned to her bed-side.
The physician was there beforeher, andwithher mother hadsucceeded in bringing her out of a protracted attack of fainting.She openedher blue eyes and put out her hand eagerlytoMrs.Benton, as if she would be once more taken to herheart; then,

with a motion of her right hand, expresseda wish tobe alone withher friend.
"Imust tell you,"she whispered,as Mrs. Benton stoopedtoher pillow, after allhad retired, "Imust tell you,Iam going todie. Ihave felt the chill of death creeping over me for manyweeks. Imust seeFather Sheridan. Ihave agreat deal todo;Ihaveput it off, not becauseIwas undecided;my decision wasmonths since,but—," she hesitated, "

Imaytell you,Iwas afraidmy motives for baptism, which he urged so solemnly upon me,might be mingled with earthly love." Her thin white handscoveredher face as she continued:"Youmay tellhim whenlamgone,whyIdidnot soonerlistento his earnestwords for my soul'sgood." A.s she spoke, the tears came slowly dropping fromherclosedeyelids. "ItwasbecauseIcouldnot helpit, indeedIcouldnot, Imay say it to you,mymorethanmother," she addedpry-
ingtoher lips the dear handthatnowheldhers;"he wassokindto me, taught me so sweetly, led me along so gently— indeedIcould nothelp lovinghim

—
anditwill do noharmnow.""Mypoor, dear child!
"

saidMrs. Benton,kissingher fondly,and partingher disorderedlocks. By the instinct whichGodhas
given the tender-hearted, she read the tale of unrequited lovethrough these brokensentences;read thefact thatDr.Nelsonhadunwittingly won the young girl's affections, and her fondheartached for the sufferer. The countenanceof the girlbrightened asshe felt thather secret was knownto her companion. "

Yousee,
my own friend," she added, "thoughts of life and love must notpress inandminglewith my dyinghour;yourpresence alone willbenecessary whenItakethevowsof aChristian. IfeelthatIcanlive buta few days,and 0,let me do what Ihave to do, quicklyandpeacefully." Her look wassadly imploring.

"Itshallbe asyou wish, Alice,"replied Mrs. Benton;
"

calmyour spiritby trust inyour dear Lord,whoneverfaileth those who
casttheir careuponHim. Iwill sendfor Father Sheridanat once,
and for the rest,youshallnot bedisturbed.""Andyou will tell 7dm whenIam gone," urged theinvalid,
the faintpink tingepassing overher cheek; "hemight otherwisefeelhurt, that Irefused his preseace at such a time, whenhehasbeenso interestedinbringingme to this sacrament.""All shall be as you wish, dear," replied her friend,kissin"-thepallidbrow. Mrs. Benton's errandwasinpart adifficult one,
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THE HILLS OF MY COUNTRY.

BT FRANCES BROWN. THE BLIND POETESS Ol" DONEGAL.
Icame tomy country,butnot with thehope

Thatbrightened myyouth, like the cloud lighting brow;
For the vigor of soul that wasmighty tocope

With time and with fortunehathfled fromme now.
And love that illumined mywanderingsofyore,

Hathperished,andleftbuta wearyregret
For the star that canriseonmymidnight nomore

—
But the hills ofmy country,they welcome me yet.

The hue of their verdure was fresh withme atill
When mypath wasafar by the Tanais'lone track;

From the wide spreading deserts andruins that fill
Thelands of oldstory,they welcome meback.

They roseonmydreams through the shades of the West;
They breatheduponsands whichthe dew neverwet;

The echoes werehushed inthehomeIlovedbest
—

ButIknew that themountainswould welcomeme yet.
The dustofmykindred is scattered afar;

They lie in the desert,the wildandthe wave;
For servingthe strangersthrough wanderingandwar,

The isle of their memory could grant them no grave.
AndI,Ireturn with the memory of years

Whose hoperoseso high though insorrow itset;
They have leftonmy soulbut the trace of their tears;

But our mountains remember their promisesyet!
O whereare thebravehearts thatboundedof old t

And whereare the faces my childhoodhathseenfFor fair brows are furrowed,and heartshavegrown cold;
Butour streams are stillbright andourhills are stillgreen;Ay, greenas theyrose to the eyesof myyoutb,
When, brothers inheart,in their shadowswemet;

And the hills haveno memory of sorrowor ruth.For their summits are sacred to liberty yet.

H A WTHORNDEAN.
CHAPTER XXII.

HORATIO LEIGHTON TAKES A STEP FOEWAED
Marionwas silent;here was a view of the case she was hardly
prepared to receive, though in ber heart she intended, if everythingprosperedasshehopedit would, tomarryHoratio eventually.Shehadno wish to be positivelybound for the present,she liked
playing the game of fast-and-loose toowell for that;andbesides,
she wouldprefer a loopholeof retreatincase anything should dis-
appointher in her ambitious hopesconcerningLeighton;and yet
she lovedhim as well as half those who wed, love the partners towhom they havepromised tocling till deathdopart,but she lovedher ownwill andher own advancementfirst. She had hopedherfather would make some little objection, something that wouldgive her anopportunity to leave mattersas they had been for thelast few weeks;to feel that she was bound to consult Leighton's
feelings inher daily conduct, especially inherintercoursewithDr.Nelson to yieldher will tohis sometimes

—
she did not relish thesethoughts Herfather knew her -well; in the deep recesses of hisownspirit heread hercharacter in the record of his earlyand laterlife;he sawher probable course if she were left unchecked;heread her ambition, her love of power, her delight in triumph.After a silence of somemomentshe took fromthebook-shelf a wellwornmanual of devotion, andturning to the service for the sacra-ment ofmatrimony, hesaid, speaking a little sadly, "My child,here is yourguide; if you can from yourheart respond to thesevows andpromises, and fsel that you aredesirous at somefutureday toenter into themwithHoratioLeighton,rememberino- alwaysthatmatrimony is a sacrament, representing the unionofChristandhis Church,not a tie tobeputoff andonatpleasure,thenyouhave a right to engage yourselfv otherwise you havenot. Youracquaintancewith gentlemen is quite limited,butit seems tomethere must bein the heartof the womanwho really loves,a dis-tinctivepreference to all the world known or unknown. Confideinme, my daughter,i' he added, drawing her to his arms '" you

shallnot find me severe."
Sherested her headupon his neck. "HowcanIpromise toleaveyou andmamma?

"
she whisperedthrough her tears"This is not to be considered, my child; it is the courseofnature that childrengo out from their parents in this way,it isright they should do so;youare the only home-dauo-hterIhaveIcannottell you what it wouldbe to part withyou,but thatmustnot influence your decision in the least. The onlyquestion is doyouloveMr. Leighton with a love that will bear all the trials oflife ? Could youbear withhim povertyanddisgrace?

"
he addedinalow voice, pressing her hand. "Could youbear forHoratiowhat yourmotherhas borne forme?"

Marion was quiteovercome,disgrace was somethingshe couldnot connectwiththenameof herlover;poverty!the very thoughtof itmade her shudder. Horatiocould andmust berich,she wouldhelp him, strive with him, but this must be accomplished; andthis love satisfiedher slumbering conscience.
"Idon't know,"she said when she had recovered fromheremotion, " that Icouldbear povertywell with any one,ifIlovedthem everso dearly. Ihave amorbid dreadof poverty." she con-tinued,blushing andturning awayfromhis earnest <*aze

"IfeelthatIamwilling tohelp Horatiowith all mypowers tobe whathe can be,a wealthy man, honored and respected. His present

positionis elevated as well as lucrative, and intime he mayrisestill higher."
« Ambition! My beloveddaughter, let it not be yourbane aaithas beenmine. Godgrant you may not meet withsomedread-fulblow before you learn that all this world can give themostaspiring, is hollow andunsatisfying initself.""But, father dear," she replied, kissing the cheek against

which sherested, andspeaking in thecoaxingmannerof her child-hood,"it is right for aman tobe honored, respected,andrich ifhe canbe honestly. Isn't it? J>

Ifhe sacrifice no principle in the pursuitof these, he mayprosper," repliedher father; "but Marion, your nature is ambi-tious,andLeighton is too muchlike you in this respect " inou-countryamanof his abilitiesand characterhas nothing tohindej^him from takinghis seat among themost aspiring ? But will this^bread satisfyr
"

His daughter didnot reply, aglow of satisfaction filledherheart at this confirmationof her opinionof what must be" sheknew her father tobea man of superior judgment,clear-headedand wellposted in the wayaof the world; and his wordshelped
her toadecision, for she saw that theremust be adecisivereply tothe great question nowpending. The difference in faithdidnotweighwithher, she crashed allmisgivings on this pointby thethought thatmixed marriages arenot forbidden by the CatholicChurch, though she knew wellthat Sherefuses tosantion thembythenuptial benediction,whichShe giveshermorefaithfulchildren.Inless than two weeks the engagementwas known through theregion of Athlacca, bringing from "Old Cap" theremark that "heallowed these things would foller that night on the prairie " ayoungchap'shands don't shake likeLeighton's did for nothin."Doctor Nelson bore his disappointmentlike a man, although
he withdrew himself at once from his intimacy at Ino-lewood tothe grief of Mr.Benton andhis wife, for they hadbecomewarmly
attached tothe youngman; nevertheless the friendship remainedunbroken, and the Doctor's lonely log-cabinwas often brightenedby visits fromthese, his two best friends; he called nowherehim-self, except in the wayof his profession, andat the study of hispastor. J
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