
with the initials, J. N.,andthe dateof the lastMay day, whenDr.Nelsonhadproposed her Queenof May, andon his knee hadpre-sentedher with the flowers.
CHAPTER XXIII.

THE SISTERS.
Marionandher loverhad settled down, afterthe first flashoftheir betrothal, "aheaplikeoldfolks," Sobriety said, as in absencecame the regular letter, and whenpresent the re'ular visit,andalways the regular newspaper, whichMarion, studied with "Teatdiligence. °
Rosinehad heard of the engagement in]her city home, andtalkeditover withColonelHartland,who pronouncedLei°-hton as

promisinga young man ashe had met for years. But thebusi-ness-like courtship was not tobe continuedunbroken; late inthe*,autumncamea pressingletter fromColonel Harbland,urgin<* hisfriend to allow Marion to pass the winterat the east. He°wascoming to St.Louis on governmentbusiness, and wouldbrin*herbackwith him. Itwasonly right,he said, thatshe shouldhaveatew glimpses of life before takingher place among the matrons.Mr.Bentonand hiswife lookedateach otherwistfully,asif waitingfor aquestion,when they hadread theletter.
°"

Whatdo you think of it, Lucy ?" hasaid, leaning towardsher, and claspingher hand inhis; "it is hard, to ask your onlyremainingdaughter." '

"Itis not thatalone makesme hesitate,Philip;whileIhaveyouIcan never be lonely. Iam thinking separation and con-tact with the world might be the best test of her love for MrLeighton."
«'Ihaveoftendoubtedthe depthandenduranceof herlove for hiui^butneverofhis.""Perhapsitwouldbe wellto leave the decisionentirely withMarion,'said the wife; "such avisitmight benefit her in manywaysiandbe a comfort toRosine.""Yes," replied the father, in a tone of relief; "a winter to-gether wouldbe wholesome for both the girls. It is really apitythatHartlandhasnodaughter of hisown; hi3son's marriage doesnot promisemuch comfort;Itrust the Doctor,if heevermarries,will dobetter."

Mrs. Benton answered only with a half-suppressed si<*hchanged to a smile as Marion entered,ruddy andglowing from asharpcanter withher loveracross theprairie."O,beautiful !glorious!" she exclaimed,asher quick thought
took inthe contentsof theletterher motherhadput intoher hand,
saying,

"
We shall leave the answer to you,my daughter."

"Butcan Igo?" she inquired, eagerly, and'then blushing-
crimson, as she met the earnest look of her father

°
"Yourmother andIthink it best to leave the decisionwithyou, saidher father.
''Thenlshall surely go,"she cried, clappingher hands and

runningto the door tomeetMr.Leighton. « Thinkof it,Horatio!a winter in . Isn'titenough to make megiddyP
"

v 'lA^iT giddier'" said, in his outspoken honestway,asshe stoodbeforehim. » Why will youtortureme;you knowyou
willnot goI J

"But indeedIwill," she replied;"look at this;" andshegavehim the letter of invitation. fc

All thateveninghepleadandreasoned tonopurpose with therefractory, determinedspirit of Marion;she wasnot tobe shaken"
she evenquestionedhis love for her, thatwasso selfish as to wishtokeepher immured inAthlacca,when she hadsuch anopportun-ity for improvement as well as enjoyment. She played the in-juredone,till the loveralmostpersuadedhimself hehad wrongedhis beloved,inwishing tokeep her fromwhatwasso much forhergood."

Old Cap
"

soonheardthenews, andcame "peff<nn°- itover
"

ashesaid, to search out the truthof thematter.
°"This beats allmy first wife's relationsI

"
he exclaimed,ashe approachedthe door inwhich Marionand Horatiowere seated,he teachingher to tie a sailor's knot. "

Takin' track for the east!he Miss! Well,Imust say it's nightime,since you've beiuggledS^Tif-men in these diggins; put the DoctorinJa fiverthatnoneof his truck'll cure,I'llbebound, and made anoldmanXSjp^SSStoL^ii*:8 time y-st^ed. You foil*.I"
What amItodo? She willnot take me withher," rppfcd

Leigton, withan attempt tosmile, whileheextendedonehandtoRice, andin the other held the strands of the yet untiedknot"'"
n

t ?°£ a as can'fc "atie?" said Rice, lookingquizzically atMarion. "Youknow thar'smany a slip"The youngcouple blushed crimson, and the words sank deepinto JJMgJtoa s heart. Itwas evident to himself thathe didnotfully trust Marion; perhaps the fervor and strength of his ownaffection madehim more doubtfulof hers.Haroldwas athome for a few weeks this time, afine grownyoungman, nearly as tallas his father, with his mother's browneyes,and Rosine's golden hair. He was filled with high hopes
andgreat expectation,havingchosenhisprofession ascivil engi-neer,andwasdetermined,with the strengthof apowerful will, tobe among the first therein. He had made warm friends in St..Louis, andhescornedMarion's desire togo east; henevercaredtosee anything east but Rosine and Willie; the great growingwest washis Eldorado. HeturnedandannoyedMarionbyaskingher if, when she was Mrs. Governor of Illinois,she woulduseherinfluence to give him the laying out of the railroads through the
{state. A little depressioncameoverMariona few daysbefore sheleft home, andher mother was relieved byeventhis symptom ofheart; for it had been a surprise to her how, with the chosenobject to be left behind, there should be such readiness for aseparation. HoratioandHarold accompaniedher on her wayasfar asChicago, wheretheyvrereto meetColonelHartlaud, whobj
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GRAFFITI D'ITALIA.
(aeona. lago maggiore.)

The followhip;beautiful poem appears in'TheMonth,' London, for September. It
ii.by Oscar OF. Wilde, sou of Lady Wilde, whosse poeticgenius he iuherits. Mr.
Wilde and his family are Protestants, andhe is at present a student in OxfordUniversity.

I.
The cornhas turnedfromgray tored,

Since first myspirit wanderedforth
From the drearcities of the north.And toItalia'smountains fled.

AndhereIsetmy face towardshome,
Alas!mypilgrimage is done,
Although, methinks, yonblood-redsun

Marshals the way to HolyRome.
O BlessedLady, whodostholdUpon the sevenhills thyreign!

0Mother, withoutblotor stain,
Crowned withbright crownsof triplegold!
O Eoma,Eoma,at thy feet

1lay thisbarrengift of song!For,ah! the way is steepand long
That leads unto thy sacred street.

ii.
Andyet what joy it wereforme

To turnmy feet unto thesouth,
And journeying towards the TibermouthTokneel againatFiesole!

Or wandering through the tangledpines
Thatbreak the gold ofArno's stream,
To see thepurplemist andgleam

Of morning on the Apennines.
By many a vineyard-hidden home,

Orchard,andolive-garden gray,
Till rise from the Campagna's way

The sevenhills, the goldendome!
in.

A pilgrim from the northernseas
—

What joy for me to seek alone
The wondrousTemple,and the throneOf Him whoholds the awfulkeys!

When, bright withpurpleand withgold,
Come priestandholy Cardinal,
Andborne above the headsofall

The gentle Shepherd of theFold.
0 joy to seebeforeIdie

The only God-anointedKing,
Andhear the silver trumpets rin»

A triumph asHepasses by!
Or at the altar of the shrine

Holds high the mysticsacrifice,
Andshows aGod to human eyes

From the dead fruit of cornand wine.
IV.

For, 10, whatchanges time can brinf !The cycles of revolvingyears
°

May free myheart from all its fears
And teachnay lips a song to sin"-.
Before yontroubled seaof gold

The reapers garner into sheaves,
Orc'en the autumn's scarlet leavesFlutter asbirdsadown the wold,

1may have runthe glorious race,
Andcaught the torch while yet aflame,
Andcalled uponthe holy name

Of Him who nowdoth hideHis face.

HAWTHORNDEAN.
CHAPTER XXII.

HORATIO LEIGHTON TAKES A STEP FORWARD.
fPs

-
2""?.sou^htno opportunity togive either themessage orthe gift till the solemn scene wasover. Alice livedbut two daysafterthe receptionof the sacraments, but the crucifix wasneverout of her hand; she seldom spoke,and calmlyandpeacefully fellr2f,!P *? jLer baP^smflmnocence. After the burial,Mrs. Bentonx£"&t£"X^ ' and reposediahim the secret

■Rfi«w nCailn
Cail a° "?fi v?**"?"-" he saidsadly, repeating Mrs.?>?£v t ?S?~ Sut

j
<?uMhave sympathisedI witfi her-yes fthinkIcouldhave loved her verydearly,but it wouldhavebeenonly the remnants, not the dear first loveshe g»ve me. Ah'sheis far tetter with that love which is eternaland unchSgeabk-lto

.P
Them

f
OUrningm?her rood?dorerher deaddaughter's journalof the past year, andavoice of gentle wailing, life a dirgethrough everypage. Itwasanunfathomablemystery tohe? £"whenshe came to a witheredbunch of violets amSg itsleavS'
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