
The Catholic Churches whichhave sufferedno desecration are
allmodern, andnoneare remarkable for anyextraordinary beauty.
Times, however,seem morehopeful, and if it be too much to look
forwardto the restitution to its just owners of at least one of the
ancient cathedrals spokenof, we trust the day is nob far removed
whena temple will be erected that will be a worthy monument of
the victoriousfaith of a mighty nation.

HAWTHORNDEAN.
CHAPTER XXXI— Continued.

AFTER STORM COMES SUNSHINE.

"What, Harry," replied the Captain, soberly; "I am off for
New Orleans to-night

""O, do seeNed first, dear Aleck," saidRosine, coaxingly; "it
will be such a triumph for me. Idonot care to tellhim;we have
fought this battle o'er and o'er again, and the dear Colonel— O,
here he comes,Imust tell him;

"
and breaking away from Harry,

she ran to thehall with the story for the Colonel. He wasat first
stunned by the suddenness of the news, and then joinedheartily
in the generalrejoicing, saying,

"
IhopeNed will not be sorry;he

is rancorousin this matter."
'i-He ought to sorrow with me," replied Captain Hartland" tlwfbhis fierce injusticej ustice added fuel to the fire in my bones; you

may tell him
—

butIam off by the quickestroate," and takinghis
hat hehurried out before the ColoDel could summon his thotights
to say, "Welcome her here," which was in his heart.

Hereached New Orleans, wearied but not exhausted, to find
thebandof Sistershad leftonly theday before for thenorth,Laura
travelling with them. One night's attempt atrest, and hestarted
again, overtaking them in Baltimore Sister Angela came athis
bidding;she had never hinted toLaura what might be instore for
her, lest there should be some slip. "Atlast,Dora!" said Captain
Hartland, taking the Sistai's hand. "Thank you with all my

CHAPTER XXXII.
FINALE.

The sun rose brightly on the second day of October, the Feast of
the Holy Guardian Angels, shining through the purple haze of
autumn, and tinting with rosy fingers the scattering clouds of
vapor thatlingerednearthehorizon. ThehighAltar in the Church
ofOur Lady of Angels was decoratedwithrareandbeautifulflowers.
The usualhour of themorning Sacrifice had been a little delayed
for the administering of another Sacrament. Harry Greenwood
andhis bride knelfc in devotion before that altar,offering to God
the vows they werethere tomake;while CaptainHartlandandhis
restored wifebent thekneewith thebridalparty,andas the priest,
receiving the ring from the bridegroom,placedit uponthe proper
finger of the bride, Aleck Hartland, unseen, slipped the bright
circle he had so long worn witha heavyheart,upon the finger of
his wife, now nearer and dearer to him than ever. Mass for a
newly-married pairwascelebrated,HarryandRosine still worship-
ping at that altar, where they together received theLiving Bread,
whileat the conclusion of the services, Father Robertspronounced
the .solemn nuptial benediction. It was a peaceful, holy scene,
where the purest joysof earth mingled with the treasuredhopes of
heaven,not a jarring thought,not a passing shadow evenon those
younghearts, here pledged to each other, and together to their
dear presentLord, forall time andeternity. Marionhadcontrived
tosteal fromher princely home with the little Lily, to witness a
ceremony that recalled toher only weary,heart-saddeningmemories.
Mr Bdntoncould not be persuaded tocome to town for even this
occasion;but the mother was withher beloveddaughter. Colonel
Hartland gave awoy the bride, the little Philomena, now a fine
growngirl, standing as brides-maid, while Harold hid comeall
the way from St. Louis,as ho asserbeA agiinand again, solely to
do his duty as"best man."

That was a charming bridal partyas they took the cars for
dear Hawthorndean, not one missing, and only onewith the old
heart-ache clinging toher— the droopingMarion;the li^ht-hearted,
out-spokenjoy,contrasted with her owndesolate well-remambereAbridal, followedby no nuptial benediction.

Harold brought news, which he told privately to his mother,
of the reportedengagementof Horatio Leighton withso.ne grand
lady inWashington. "O, Marion! what did she want with that
old fool?" he inquired contemptuously, as he ende Ihis com-
munication.

"Hush,myboy," saidhis mother, laying'her hanIreprovingly
onhis lips;"heis your brother."

Dr. Hartland and his father had had quite a little friendly
quarrelabout giving thebride away,Ned declaring thatit washis
right,but here the Colonel waspositive,so the soa was obliged to
submit."

Ihaven't given you away,Rosa," he said, as the wearied
party reached the lovelyhome at Hawthorndean, " and to-morrow
Iwantyou forParadise, Sunny Nook and Purgatory. ShallIhave
to ask his permission?

"
he added, looking quizz'cally at the

bridegroom.
'"Never," sr.id Harry, smilinj, "she is just as truly your3,onlyImay sometimes break inonyour tC-le a tele."
'"You mean to keep that right, ha; Well, we'll circu.nvent

him, wont we, Rosa? What does he know of the lovely places
aboutHawthorndean?

"
Itwas suggestedby theDoctornext day inthat ramble, which

1perhapsit is unnecessary to siy wasnot made without Harry, thifc
Eosacouldnot possibly be spared to set up a separate establish-'
uient;what were two lonemenlike his father andhimself to do?
At- first the husband's resolution was quite fixfd, that it was only

1 right andproper that they shouldmakea home for themselves;but
his persistence was shaken by the earnestness and war.nthof the
Doctor andRosa? "Itwould be so nicp,Harry, to haveth? dear
Colonel andNed at our table;

"
andat last heg.ive his consent to

thepleading look of those browneyes,and the touchof that little
hand as it lay inhis, to laave things as they wereat present;to
giveup the rooms he had proposedto take till they couldget a
house,andsuffer Rosinestill to be theheadof the Colonel's family.
Colonel Haitland had provided very generously for his beloved
daughter, but tokeep her inhis house!

—
how he longed for it, but

Ihis delicacy had forbidden him to make the request. When he
heard of the decision made under the sweet skies of Sunny Nook,
he was likeaboy again, thanking Hirry withso much emotion anI
simplicity,that the youngmanalmost blameJhisown heart for the
"wish to haveher all tohimself.

Dr. Hartland couldnot as yetbe quite cordial inhis mann3i*
to Laura, there was for some time a restraint between them; cold,

1 formalpoliteness onhis part;butat length, the quiet, shrinking
course which she maintained, wore its wayeven into his obdurate
hearr. As for the restored wife, she knew no pleasure nowbut
Aleck's wishes, and the tiny cottage below the lawn was a hoin^ of
sweetcontent, made sweeter by grateful loving hearts, that had
both drank deeply of thebitter cup of sorrow.

The younggrowing parishatHiwthorndean,with its increas-
ingnumbers, afforded a field for Ltura's energies, so freely em-
ployed atthe Home of the Orphans, and thepoor and the sick, thj
destitute and forsaken, found inher a friend andhelper,— andshe
had thepleasure in time of marking a growing- interest in the3e
things inherhusband's heart. Willie, the dearblind boy, was at
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heart, may Godreward you for all youhavedone for meandmine.
Where is my wife ? does she know of this change ?

""
Ihave told her nothing," was the reply, "knowing that it

wasmore fitting the pleasing intelligence should come through
you. She is in the house;1will send her toyou."

Into that interview we must not gaze;it must suffice us that
Laura, the discarded, forsaken wife, was restored to the inmost
heart of her husbaud

—
toall the lovoof early days,made tenderer,

truer, andmoreenduring by the fires of adversity.

How often, for instance, when the tasks of a summer's day had
concludedhavewe left the streets and passing througha southern
suburb ascended the hills, where seated amidst the fern and
heather by the side of some clear rill thatpoured downfromthe
mountains in the reai*, wehave enjoyed the pleasuresof aperfect j
solitude within full view of the populouscity.

How easyitwis then to fall into a day dream, andonce more
to people the metropolis and its neighborhood with themenof.
otheithlies. If the memory didnot care tostretch back through i

many ages to thefamous Good Friday, when there across thebay
tothe north Brian conquered the D.mes at Clontarf,nor to when
in times less glorious for Erin Irishman, Ostman, and Anglo-

'
Norman wereengagedina deadly struggle in the streetsbeneath,
us,nor yet to later years when Lords Deputiesplottedagainst the
welfareof thenative chieftains, and many a deed of wrongwas

tcoolly plannedand foully executed;it was, at least, of interest to
reviewin mind the efforts of patriotism at the close of the last

'
century,to speculateas to what would havebeen the effects upon
the countryhad the famous resolution of the Volunteerssurvived
toour days, orhad the eloquenceof Grattanbeen potent toaccom-
plish,all that the orator had devotedhislife to;to look forward!
also toa brighter future, when aParliament should be again as-
sembled upon Irish soil, and Dublin occupying her true rank
amongstcities should lift up her head as the capital of a great
nation,rather than,asnow, acknowledge herself withshame tobe
no more than the chief town of a subjectprovince.

But letus enter the city anddiscover what maybe its aspect:
instreets of good proportionsand fine appearance

—
the widestof

thembeing Sackville-strcet, which forms the subject of our illus-
tration, and whichmay compare favorably with the other leading
thoroughfaresof Europe— lively crowds are hastening to and fro.
Cabs,carriagesandomnibuses, together withthatpeculiarnational
vehicle,the outside car,arespeedingon their way;nor arethe wains
of heaviertraffic wanting;allis life andmotion. Nowand thenare
tobeheard,escapingfrom the generalconfusionofsound.asnatchof
conversation,orsome wittyrepartee,theutteranceof which forms
so distinctive a mark of the race to which these citizens belong.
Onevery side are to be seen bright looks and gay costumes. A |
well-favored, kindly people, distinguished by refined tastes and
goodmanners, are evidently abroad, and a stroll over the pave-
ments they frequent cannot fail to be attended with pleasure.
Largeand well-furnished shops with the goods showily displayed
in their windows characterise the business streets; those fillod
withprivate residences are many times handsome andalwaysof
respectableaspect. Here and there are tobe found squares, laid
out aspleasure-grounds and well filled with trees and flowering
plants;andscattered thickly all over the town arepublic build-
ings,government edifices, educational institutions, theatres, hos-
pitals,exhibitionbuildings inconnectionwith the artsandsciences,
conventsandchurches. Of these latter, the principalinpoint of
antiquity and architecture are the Cathedrals, St. Patrick's and i
Christchurch, the first-mentioned saidtooccupy the site of a church j
liuilt by St. Patrick, the second restored, under thenameof the
Most Holy Trinity, by theEarl of Pembroke,otherwise known as
Strongbow, and wherein that adventurous warrior wasburied;the
Archbishop, St. Lawrence O'Toole, who hadvigorously opposedhis
arms,charitably officiatingathis obsequies. These two venerable
buildings to which we allude have, however, long since beendesecrated, and perverted from their rightful service. They
areheld by the authorities of the Anglican Communion andare
remarkable for the excellence of the music performed in them,
butso little is thepresumably spiritualcharacter of their worship
recognised, that evenby members of the sect whichacknowledges
itas anexpression of its faithitis not unusual to hear the choral
celebration of the eveningservice in St.Patrick's Cathedral spoken
of as "Paddy's Opei*a."
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