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CHAPTER XXX.— Continued.
THE QUEEN OF HEARTS.

"I'm much obliged to you,Ned; Idare sayIlook very silly;
butpleasetell me whatyoumeanbydispleasingHariy. Have you
quarrelled? Ithoughtyou werealways the lfestof friends."

"Ah, yes," said Ned, "the very best; out it is not in the
nature of saintshipin the flesh, nowadaysat least, to bear every
thing, and Ireally thinkIstandvery much in the way of this
youngman."

"Doexplainyourself,Ned. How canyoupossibly interferein
inany waywith Harry? Youtalk inmysteries." '

Itis only yourlonelylife thatmakesita mystery,andprwents
yourunderstanding what 1mean;Iwarrant Marion will explain
allbeforeyoa'vebeentogether twenty-fourhours.""You talk in enigmas^Dr.Hartland," said Eosine,blushing
crimson;

"Idon'tthink youunderstandyourself.""Ah, yoTi have it now," he replied, laughing;"Ican read
yourblush. The thought camewith the suggestionofMarion,very
naturally."

Eosine arose to leavehim. "Stay,sister,"he said,takingher
hand,"Iwill talk plainly, if youwishit.""YouhavesaidallthatIcanhear," she replied,withdignity,"unless youchange the subject.""I'm sorry,Rosa," hesaid, coaxingly.

"
Don'tbeoffended;I

Avas only comparing you in mymind with other women;Idon't
know of butone that approachesyou.""That will do, Ned," repliedEosine, chasing awaythe slight
frown from her face by a sunny smile;"others don't agree with
you inyourkindopinion."

~~_"Itake a good deal of pride, you think,"he said, gaily,"in
my own training.""Go, findHarry," washer gentlereply.

Dr.Hartland obeyedunhesitatingly,andcameupon the young
manin thefurthest cornerofthe lawn, amongaclump ofoldarbor-
vitses whichAleck hadtrainedintomanyfantastic shapes. Hehad
thrownhimself fulllengthuponamossyseat thathadbeenplanted
in the midst of this principalgroup. The Doctor cameuponhim
quiteunexpectedly,andhe sprang tohisfeetat once,as if he had
been interruptedin someimportantmatter'""

Don't hurry awayagain, Harry," said the Doctor,standing
beforehim, andlookingathimkeenly;"Ihavecome for you.""Why should you trouble yourselfabout me?

"
was the cold

reply,inaconstrainedvoice.
"At her bidding," said the Doctor. "Don't make fool of

yourself,Harry,but go backto thepiazzalike a man, and finish
up this business, which, unlike your usual prompt wayof doing,
hasbeenlefthangingby the eyelids toolong."

*JNed," repliedthe youngman, withatouch of sadness inhi«
voice,"don't jokeme there again. Icannot bear it. Iought not
tohavecomeheie. Ishallleavein themorning, for

—
Imust go to

work again.""Youtalk likeacrazyfellow,Hal! Ireallybelieveyouarein
love,and like all genuine lovers, take to talking nonsense! My
advice to youis tomake acleanbreastof it.""Don'ttalk so,Ned;youexasperateme,"repliedyoungGreen*
wood,inan excitedtone. "laminlove,I'mnot afraidor ashamed
to own it;butdo you think fora momentIwould compete with
you,or ask for whatyouareyourself seeking?

"
"Now,by my troth,Hal, youarea jewel, andcarryyourprin-

ciplesof right further thanmostlovers;butIcanassure you,on
myhonor, that youneedgive yourselfnoluneasiness aboutme. I
ammuch obliged to you for your consideration;believeme, there
is no groundfor your suspicion,"he added, looking intohis eyes;" there,shake hands; nowbegone."

Greenwood needed no further stimulus. After an hour's
wanderingby the last rays of sunset and the lightof the rising
moon,Dr. Hartlandreturned to the house and found the family
assembled, hutEosine aDdMr. Greenwoodwerenot comein. The
evening had grown cool and damp, and various hopes and fears
wereexpressedas to the sufficiency of Eosine's clothing for_ this
latehour;the Colonel was restive, and was onthepointofinsti-
tuting a searchwithwaterproofsandshawlson his arm,whenthe
delinquent coupleenteredthehall, Eosine runningimmediately to
her roomon the plea of wet feet. Harry was flushed,bright and
eager inhis look,and theDoctor argued success. Rosine didnob
appear again during the evening, the littleLily wasrestless,and
she excusedherself, towatch with the mothei. When the family
wereabout toseparatefor thenight, Mr.Greenwood waitedinthe
hall. Ned whispered in his ear,"Isee,hearts are trumps and
youhavethe ace." ».

..,.,."Ace andqueen," retortedHarry,
"

andIamafter the long,"
he added, turning againinto theparlor,where the twooldfriend^
Mr.BentonandColonelHartland, werestilllingering. 4IK^

CHAPTER XXXI.
AFTER STORM COMES SUNSHINE.

We must find Laura, whomwe left with aweight of sorrowand
remorsecrushing herheart,andwearinglikeafetterintoher young
life. With the impulsivenessofher nature,whenthe last hopeof
reconciliationwithher husbandhaddiedout, she haddeniedthe
seclusion of thecloister, butthis, withherhusband stillliving, was
impossible. She had buried the bitterness of her remorse,and
foundsolace where thepenitentone isneverrefused,andcontented
herself with a life nearly as secluded from society as if she had
taken the vows of a religieuse.submitting herwill,which hadso
nearly beenarockof shipwreck toher soul,tothe guidance ofgood
Father Roberts, dwellufgunder the same roof with the orphans,
spending herself and her means in the service of Christ s poor.
She too was an orphan,her father having been brought to her
from the battle-fieldinhis coffin,andburied withmilitary diiplay,

AT VALENTANO, 1867.

(From the
'
London Month' for December.)

Another stcry yet,Adoodat?
What shall itbe,Iwonder? Something true,
You say,andsomethingIhaveseenmyself.
Why, child, my life has beenaquiet one,
Notmuch worth telling init

—
only just

When Iwas fighting for the SantoPadre.So, that is whatyou like thebest of all,
What you wouldlike to do yourself, to fight
Anddie for Pio Nono ? Sohesaid,
Our braveyoung Captain,and yournamesake too,
And trulyIbelieve thathe was given
By Godtobea blessing tousall.
So brave,somodest, reckless of his life,
Something toomuch, they saidj butever mindful
Of allbesides;todo anddare,
The last tospeak,so thatperhapshis words,
When they did come, were all themoreremembered;
Andthose whoknewhimbest hadheardhim say
Itwashis wish,if Godsopleased, todie,
"While young, asoldier'sdeath— hehadhis wish.

We had foughthard that day at Valentano,
Andall of us,the Captainatourhead,
Had washedaway oursins inJesu's Blood,
And,strengthenedby His Body, gone tobattle,
One had hung back a little,apoorboy
Of eighteen summers, from the Captain's country,
Franche Comte:"Why yousee,mon Capitaine,
Itis not long sinceIconfessed, and this
Will not be much ofan afEair, Ihope
To follow youin many aharder fight
Than this willbe." '.'Nomatter about that

—
Follow menoiv," said our Adeodat,"

BothyouandIshall fight thebetter,Leon;
And think, wouldnot yourmother tell you so?"
Itwas enough—

the Captainhadhis way.

The work was sharperthanyoung Leonthought,
Andmany a one Avno fell thanked God,Iknow,
That hehadmade his peace with Him. Isaw
The Captain raise his arm, and with his sabre
Hesigned the Cross, shouted"InNomine."
No more:the Garibaldians rusheduponus.
From where they layinambush, andhe fell,
Pierced by their bayonets.

The hospital
Was nearly dark thatevening whenIwent
For a last look,perhapsfor a last word,
From our Adeodat. The floor was wet
Andslippery withblood, the flickering lamp
Showed fanes

—
some such youngones!— all convulsed

With the lastagony,andsome werecalm
And fixed for everin thepeace of death,
And there werestifled cries ofpain, andnames
Of far-offloved ones,broken words of prayer

—
Thank God,nocurses;and the white cornette,
So dearasight todying soldier's eyes.
Andthe priestspeaking the absolvingwords,
Andbidding thebraveChristian soul depart
InJesu'sName.

At lastIsaw the face
Isought for. Itwas very calm andwhite,
And tne dark moustache made it whiter still:
LeBS grave by far than when inlife. Iwished
Hismother could haveseen the smile it wore.

« " . " "

Once moreIpassedbetween the ghastly rows
Of deadanddying. Ihadreached the door
Just as a man, wounded todeath, wasbrought
Upon a litter.

"
Layhim down," they said," Hehasnot manyminutes more to live,

Andheknowsnoone
—

lethim die inpeace."
"LeonImongarcon,"but his earsandeyes
Were closed tosights andsounds ofearth. Iknelt
Andprayedbeside him waiting for the end.
Then, suddenly,helifteduphis hands,
Andallhis face flashed into light and life,
Andinaclear loudvoice he cried:"Jevois
Le Capitaine, mon CapifaineJe viens.'""Poor lad!" they said, "heravesof Valentano,
Andhis last charge;" butI— lthink not so.
Ithink thathe, whoonthatbattle-eve
Prayedhim so earnestly to follow him
TJp tothe altar,had for the last time
Bade his boy-comrado follow whereheled.
'Lhrough the dark \alley,to the Feetof God.
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