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because all things it contains move together, so the beholder "isunableby comparisonwithobjectsofpettydimensions, to judge ofthe vastne'ss of St. Peter's.

The building of this greatbasilica was continued during thereigns of forty-threePopes,andextendedcloseuponthreecenturiesandahalf. A descriptionof its wonders is thus givenby the VeryEev.CanonPopein his work Boly Week in the Vatican:
—

'.' TheChurch is 610 feet inlength; the height of the naveis 150 feet;the diameterof the cupola is 193 feet; the height of thedomeinside,fromthe marble pavement tothe baseof the lantern,is 400feet, and to the topof the cross430. Themarble,fonts, sculpture,
andmosaics with which the interior is decorated,areof priceless
value. Theweightof thedomeis 55,428tons;more than30,000 lbs.weight of iron wasusedin its construction. The space ofgroundcoveredby thebuildings is 240,000 square feet, about eight Eng-
lish acres! Immediately under the dome stands the Papalhighaltar; itis surmounted by the baldacchino,which is supportedby
fourrichly decoratedspiralcolumns of solid bronze,andis 93 feet
inheight; the gildingalone of the decorationscost40,000 scudi,orEomancrowns; the entire cost of this grand canopy was100,000
scudi. Beneath repose theholy relicsof the Apostles enclosedinagorgeous shrine. Beforeit gold and silver everburning lampsaresuspended,andaround the confessional 112 largebrass lamps bnrnfor ever,day and night. The general view of the interiorof the
basilica unveils to the eye an astounding perspective of won-dersandbeauties from the pavements of the richest marbles in-
geniously disposed,tothe toweringaltitudesof the concavedomestuddedwith the richestmosaics, elaborate bronzes,sacred relics ofantiquity, Peter's chain, Veronica's handkerchief, Christ's cross,manyprecious ornaments,andsculptural works from thechiselsofthe greatest masters, andspecimensof allthat is wonderfulinart."Yet however grand the Church— until within the last fewyearsit wasbutthe fitting scene for the ceremonies thatwereyearlycelebratedthere. Thither from allpartsof the world flockedthosewhosecircumstancespermitted them todoso; and whateverdiffi-
cultiesorhardships they mayhave encountered by the way,they
felt thatall wasatonedfor during the wondrousdevotionsof HolyWeek, and the glories of theEaster. Buta sacrilegious hand wasinterposed;anusurper seizeduponthe sceptreofthe Popes, andacloud obscured the face of theheavens. No longer is the voice ofthe GreatHighPriest heardblessing from the loggia,butblasphe-
mies andthesound of impious revelryareloudly echoedthroughoutthe sevenhills. Forhow longshallit be?

—
Whocan tell? Until the

time appointedhasbeen accomplished. The hour is approachingsurely, howsoever it may seem to delay, when the "proud"shallbe scatteredoncemore " inthe imaginationof theirhearts," and theloftydome that shelters the relics of the Apostles shall resoundwith the "Te Deum
"

of theChurch of God.

thehandof death. Ienclose the evidenceofyour..wife's(innocence,whichIhave long felt was unquestionable. Iwiil only add,thatthis paper was writtenby meat the request of the signer,and thenamp was subscribed by him almost in the agonies of death.Praying our dear Lordthat this mayrelieveyour heartof aheavyburden,Iam, very truly, yours, Angela."
The letter reached the residence of ColonelHartlandinduetime,and cameinto the handsof the Doctor, who eyed it suspici-ously, aiidnot without some curiosity; recognising as hedidthehand-writing at once,there couldbe no other likeit tohim,evennow,andthis was the first time heeverfeltan impulse toopenaletternot addressedtohimself. He turneditover andover again—no, there it was, fairly written in Dora's clear, bold hand,"

Captain Alexander Hartland,U.S.N." "Ah,how shut out shemustbe from us all," he said to himself, " not toknow that Aleckhas resigned."
His brother wasatHawthorndean,that dearparadisefor soulaweaned with contending against the ills of life,and the letter was

at once forwardedtohiminhisretreat. Herehehadbuilt himselfa tiny cottage below the lawn, where he could look up to themansion of his friends, and be alone when he chose. He was inthe rustic arbor which Harryhadplanned,nowcoverel with vinesofhisown planting; he wasgoing over thedark days of the past,thinking, O,howrelentlessly,of theknowledge thatthis day yearsagohadbrought tohim;the anniversaryhadneverbtenfor »otten,
the ringstill restedonhis finger,andaghastly bitter smile spreadSverhis sunkenpallid cheek ashe gazed at it. "Never,never!"he said,inacold, sternvoice,as if replying tosome inwardplead-
ing. * '"'No,never!

" .. A sound of a footstep methis ear,andhe arosehastily; it wasonly the blind boy, his chief companion,bringing him a letter,whichheheld most carefully inbothhis hands, as if it weremadeof some brittlesubstance. The Captain took it carelessly, lookedat thepost-mark,thenturnedtothe dearboy, whomhe hadlearnedto love with almost paternal affection. He thought the missivewas fromsome ofhis oldnavy friends, andhehad hardly curiositytoread it,sohe slowly broke the seal, turning toWillie,andhold-
ing onearm about him as he read. "GoodGod!"heexclaimed,when he saw the purportof the letter, thebloodrushing to hi3heart. °

Willie turned anxiously to his friend, and stroked his beardwith his small hand. "
Uncle Aleck,doesit tell you badnews?"inquired the child.

"Who knows?" replied the Captain, abstractedly, his voicetrembling ashe spoke."
Let'sgo tomamma," said the boy, affectionately,"she willknow."

They went together, hand in hand,Williereally thestronger
of the two, in that silent,rapidwalk. Aleck Hartlandgave the
letter andits enclosure toMrs.Benton,and hurried awayinto thelibrary,asifafraidevenofher presence; overwhelmedwithmingledemotions, all of them more or else tinged with the doubts and^dis-trust of thelongyearsof darkness; distance,time wereannihilated,
and thehours of those dreadful days in a far-off land werealoneremembered. Presently,there came a low tap at the door,anda
gentle voice,speaking his name j he arose to meet Mrs. Benton,
butstaggered to a seat,unable eventooffer her a chair."

This is so wonderful,such a heaven-sent blessing," she said,
coming towards him,her face shining with delight, and puttingher handonhis bowed head. " Suchblessed news! Indeed lamso grateful to the good God for you;youwill seek out your wifeat once.""

But Ihave wronged her bitterly," he said, his head sVillbowedonhis arm— "
wrongedher constantly in thought anddeed,all these yearsof suffering.""

Yes* Aleck," she replied; "years of terriblesuffering for youboth, letus hope it may increase your reward,Iknow it -will;andO, what a weight this will take from many hearts; dear Bosaalwayshad faithinLaura'sinnocence."
"Eosine is a saint," he said, looking up for the first time;"

think what she was to me in those first horrible months. Goibless her for it
—

butImust not wait,"he added,rising. Eager-ness,hope, strength, had returned with humansympathy;beforenighthe was in the city, withan invitationto bring Luira imme-diately to Hawthorndean. He did not pause at his father's resi-dence, hemade nodelay till he stoodat the entranceof the-Housj
of the InfantJesus. The little child who opened the door shpokher snip11 head when he inquired for Mrs. Hartland;and afterseveral ineffectualefforts toexplainhimself,heasked for theSisterSuperior, and was forthwithushered intoher presence. The calm,subdued,chastenedspiritof Sister Agneswas meltedby the intelli-gence,and tears glistened in her eyes,as Captain Hartland im-partedtoher thenews whichhad so changed everything for him;but Laura was in New Orleans, to leave soon— it was uncertainhow soon,butprobablybeforehecouldreach there,andshe advisedhis waitinga'few days. He wait !hesitstill! while she whom hehad so deeply and tenderly loved was repudiated! Never. Herushed to his father's house, meeting Eosa at tli3 door just goingfor adrivewithHarry, whohad latelyreturnedfrom a long sojourn
inthe far west CaptainHartland pulled them bothback into thehouse, with anearnestness thatmade them fear for his senses,andtaking from his memorandum book the letterof Sister Angela, hethrustit into Eosine'shand. HarryGreenwood stood byher sidewhile she gave one glance through the lines, penetratingat onceto their meaning, and turning to Aleck, whostood as if waitingtobe gone, she clasped her arms about his neck, utteringno wordsbuttears.

"Thank God," said Harry, as he closed the letter, "rightmust prevail;and what a joy to my dear sister Dora to be theinstrument. Aleck,let mecongratulateyou; wewillhave adouble-weddingnextmonth,Rosa,if Aleck can waitso long."

HAWTHORNDEAN.
CHAPTER XXXI.

AFTER STOKM COMES SUNSHINE."Yes,"repliedhis attendantquietly,"whatis it?
""

Captain Hart— ," interrogated the Sister, as a light seemed tobreak upon her mind, like aflash fromanunseen cloud;herownvoice slightly trembling. "Isit CaptainHartland?
""Aleck is what she called him,"he said wanderingly."Yes, tell me whatIshall write for Captain AlexanderHart-land/' inquired the Sister, realising theneedof haste.

The manslowly raisedhis hand tohis forehead, as if to collecthis scattered senses, andbringing itdown upon the paper with allthe force of which he was capable, he said with a terribleoath,"Tell him Ideceived him;she wasnever mine:
"

and a°-ain hismind wandered.
°

Sister Angelahesitatedbut a moment;enoughhadbeen saidalready tolift the dark cloud from Laura's heart;she felt this, asshe lookedatthe miserable man before her, striving with the fewgaspsof his nickering life toundo his own wickedJabor for years.
She knew only pity for him, and she prayed to the goodGod,ifperadventure there were yet hope for this soul, about toappearbeforehis judge. Itwas some moments before he again openedhis eyes,or rallied from the stateof unconsciousness into whichhehadrelapsed. The Sister had written on thepaper, "Iprotest inmy dying hour, that Laura Hartland is innocent of that ofwhichher husband accuses her." Once more he opened his eyes,stillclear with the light of reason,and with evident anxiety turnedtowards her,whileshe,stoopingoverhim,read thepaper distinctly.

%. "More,"hesaid, eagerly;"Iseized the ring, their wedding
ring; whenshe layhelplessina swoon." This was added,and withthe last energies of astrongnature,by apowerfuleffort of will,hesnatched the pencil and signed his name,"Etienne LeCompte,"
almost as legibly as in his palmiest days. This done, he sunkrapidly;all efforts to turn his mind to anythingbeyond this lifewereuseless;all thatnight he breathed still, but did not speak
and his pulse was imperceptible. Prayers constant and ferventweresaid for this soul which seemed to haveabandonedGod;buthe sunk awayand made no sign;having livedas the fool livetbhedied as the fool dieth. Sister Angela had no time, directly tomakeuseof the intelligence she hadgained; thepestilence ra^edmoreandmore, andlest she should be stricken down inthe midstofherlabors, she imparted the precioussecret toherFather Con-fessor, with the understanding that if she were taken away,he wastoreveal it to those mostinterested. But atlength the early frostsof autumn checked the raging scourge,and lier first care was forCaptainHartland. Thedifficult task ofbringing backher thoughtsto the living was accomplished,and this letter wasdispatched.0"New Orleans, September,18

'
"

Captain A. Hartland:
"My dear Sir,— ltis my pleasing duty to inform you,that thecloud whichhashung likeapall over your life,hasbeenliftedby

Friday,Feb.16,187V.
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