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Say not that any th i8 'premamre, i
For God hath other ways than ours; e
That i8 the best which He makes us endure—
In youth or age He hath His hours. x/ -
. Ii': FIG L haeri
S B ' VT
Sometimes a little babe sleeps at the breast/— -
Bt.rong:t youth, it knows 1ot thy. [ BTOTH, Very
red, . L3 B R

Manhood, ’mid prosp'rous things, en sighs for

Tes [N LN \
And death’s kind surminons oft desired. g~

LENPYVIN

111.

0 man! why thinkest thou that yenré are life?
That life is long enough for one ) .
“Who bears a man's part in the bustling strife,
Then calmly sleeps—his duty done?

Iv.

Not by our finile measure doth He mete

The real perfection of our days;

0! let the summons find us at His feet,
Lontrite, that His strong arm may rafse. - ™

: Y. :
“What is our }Hfe? A shadow-a short dream,
‘Whose very joys are phantoms all ;

Honors and fame and riches brilliant gleam
Until death’s shadows o’er them fall.

N i

VI.

I've seen the proudest of this earth lay down
The empty honors of his day; :
Alas! how hollow semed an earthly crown
Beside that pallld mask of.clay!

" V1L

And if the years allotted him had been
Freighted with holy deedg, how high

Fair hope had blessed the closing scene
‘When the dread summons came to die.

. VIIL.

Ah?! happy he who heeds the falling leaf
When Niture casts her vesture green;
Nor finds his last hour burdened down with

rief,
Throug'f; a despairing “ might havc been.”
IX.

Not thine, good Conroy, that despairing ery;
Thy Joy, in death, no tongue shall tell,

But His who bade thy noble spirit iy,

And sald: “ Thou didst thy duty well!”

- X.

No petty foe shall ever touch or stain

The glorious halo of thy name; R .
Wise Rome had tested thy great heartand brain,
To Rome we leave thy spotlees fame !

XI.

Pence be to his ashes; peaceful let them rest
“Where Shamrocks carpet Erin's sod
His soul now lives among th' Immortal blest,
1a the sweet Presence of his God !

FR. GRAYIAM.

DORA

By JULIA KAVANAGH,
Author of* Nathalie™ Adele,* Queen Mab,'&.

CHAPTER XX.—CoNTINUED.

There was a long pause, which made Nan-
nette’s heavy breathing very distinct. The
sun was near its setting, a gorgeous glow from
the west filled the poor little room, and a rosy
flush fell on the dying woman's face. From
the spot where she stood Dora could look
down at Madame Bertrand’s house, and see
her own room through the window, which she
had left open. That room was still haunted
with fond dreams and sad regrets and strug-
gles for self-subjection, and what did they all
seem now when she looked at Nanette?
Seventy-three years ot care and poverty and
Dittér trials were written in that thin worn
face ‘before her, but the story would soon be

otted out by the hand of death, and what

ace, what token would be left of it then upon
earth ? Did it matter so much to be blest or
wretched when this was the end?

Happy are they who can take such lessons,
and who do not feel, like the French King,
that benust change the site of a palace, be-
cause the spires of Saint Denis, where his pre-
decessors were buried, are in view. The
haughty Louis Quatorze rebelled under that
memento mort.  Was it not enough to know
that he must go down some day to those chill
dark,vaults, and sleep there with all the kings
and queens of his race ?—must a young sover-
¢ign, with La Vallieres and Montespans, and
dreams of conquest to boot, he forever told
ihat he was mortal,and mustdie? It was too
bard, surely, and not to be endured, unless by
some ascetic or careless monarch, one full of
heavén or reckless of death—a Saint Louisor
a Henri Quatre.

But not 5o felt Dora.  Every deep, carnest,
and religious impulse of her nature rose and
was strong within her as she stood by this
death-bed. She scorned her own drecams as
she looked up at Mr. Templemore.  She tri-
umphed over them and trampled them with a
Tuthless foot. From that hour forth there was
a change in her both strong and deep. Some-
thing she could not conquer. because even
self-subjection bas its limits, but all that will
can rule she mastered, and the power then nc-
quired she let go no more.

Mr. Templemore, too, hnd his thoughts.

« Apd this is the end of youth and beauty ?”
he could not help thinking, as he looked at,
Naneite, and from her to Dora with her
Blooming face and her pensive gray eyes, and
ihat hair of brown and gold which a blue rib-
bon tied hack in the gracetul Greek fashion.
« Ahl what folly, then, it is to forget the
brevity oflife, and the treacherous power of
'l‘im_e,l”

And Mr. Templemore, too, was right; for
surely . Death reads the two lessons.  Surely
it teaches us masterdom over self, and preach-
es the wisdom of happiness. Dlessed are they
o whom the task of reconciling those two
does not prove too hard ! N '

Madame Bertrand now came inm, and M.
Templemore, saying, «I shall call in again,”

went away. : o

« There: goes an angel,” emphatically said
Madanie Bertrand, taking a chair, and settling.
Terself down by the bedside in the attitude of
a profesgional nurse. ¢ He sat with Nanette
all 1ast night. | 'Doctor Richard would do any-
thing. for me,” she continued, with & certain
complacency, and taking as a personal com-

pliment hiz kindness to the sick womsn ; « but
it is wonderful how every one, save Monsieur
Theodore, has .always liked me. .Nanette,
who could endure 10 one, doted on me.”

« She. was religious,” said -Dora, following
ther ‘own tidin 'of thought-~¢I am ‘sure she
Yoved.Goq, I’ remiemcer, how sheonce said to
1me thatias she Tay.awake at night,.and saw the
stars’ shining in’the sky, she used to'feel full
of wonderand delight atthe Almighty’s great-

R LA U P S e SN S
“yed said " Madame: Bertthad, -nod-
ding ;/¥¥Tio as 80, plous, and s cross7she ad-.
:*'«.She asked for the. Cure:a}

|,:He* wanted/ to-isend: some.
one ‘1o bit Up ‘with her, but,Nanette would, be,
alone. Luckily she~took a~fancy- to Doctor

once,’ poor goul

Richaraiwho stayed with her to oblige me:.
“.»Pfg"%éﬁi 0 staying’ with: her now; Madaine;

Bertrandd®h 1,00 ‘ O
ey, pousin il

nerhyay fy e
‘Theiwo! ed Do the

goidg By was ‘silent cone

Courtenay, ¢oul

| Tightful;: and #o* charming—that I
-1 tot hélp §miling as chellistened to’her.

{-all, if I can:but shake youhappy s
Iy,and ttihp,z ;
Dora could'go and see Nanette again without | him.'from N ! 5
‘sadd e Ao Sneite galn it fotind in this-imparting Lis passing -thoughts {.
- to-Dora, made bim forget that he was detain-

] there is not.

im b rh i) H . s
sides; the now indulged in such bright antici-
 pations, concerning their-visitto Les Roches
“~everything, vas to!
iming—that -Dora
e.thought, ¥

« My dear little mother?Lsh _
ite of:

a half sigh, # how happy{Lishall befkp
" Mrs. Courtenay, went toibed

saddening her mgther's¢heerful mood: "Mrs.
Luan, indeed, stared, and“looked up from-her
patechwork: ‘as Dora left..but shé put no ques-
tion. Her.niece dffen went and ‘priayed of an
evening in Notre Dame before, it was closed
for the night, and such, Mrs. Luan concluded,

| now was her errand.

But the Divine presence of Him who came
to suffer with and for the aifflicted is not con-
fined to temples and tabernacles built: by
man's hand, Dora knew thatwe find Hixa in
the homes of the needy, in the lazar-house, in

- {-the. prison, and that-it it is-the weakness of

our faith and the coldness of our hearts that
will not let us seek Him there.

Madame Bertrand had lit a candle, but she
had forgotten to snuff it, and its long wick
and dull yellow light looked dismal in the
NArrow room. ‘ :

« It is melancholy here, mademoiselle,” said
Madame Bertrand, as Dora came in; ¢ popr
Nanette cannot say a word, Then I do not
like to think that she is going to die. Look
at her bit of a body—does it not seem hard
there should be no more room for her? But
Some one clse is being born
just now, and Nanctte must make way. I
shall miss her. I used to like seeing her go
by leaning on her stick, scolding the children.
Now, poor soul, she cannot help herself.”

No, she could not, indeed. Nancite had
already entered that shadowy region where
human will is weak, and Dora thought, as she

{looked at her, that she was travelling very

fast indced toward that deeper datkness in
which it becomes powerless. Something in
Dora’s face told Madame Bertrand the nature
of her thoughts.

She rose and lookedat the sick woman, and
shook her head.

«1 believe it will soon be over, mademoi-
gelle,” she whispered beneath her breath.
# Will you read the praver toher 7’

¢ What prayer?” asked Dora, rather star-
tled.

& Well, it is not a prayer exactly, I meanthe
# Go forth, thou Christian soul I She wanted
me to read it this morning, and I said she was
not to think of these things; but to get well
again. And still she wanted it, but you see
1—1 could not—and will you read it ?”

She put n prayer-liook in Dora's hands, and
Dora, though very whitc and pale, said not
nay. Yes, she would read to the dying and
unconscious woman that solemn and pathetic
adjuration which: had been appointed for the
dying Christian. Her brother had passed
away to his rest—not unprepared she hoped—
but without the tender and holy rites of the
Church, witnout a sister's loving voicc to call
down Heaven's aid for the traveller on that
last trying journey; but Nanette had been,
and should be still more favored. She had
been strengthened with the bread of life, and
even though she heard it not, Dora could now
bid her go forth to her eternal bome in holy
Sion. She would summon every choir of
angels to reccive her, she would bid holy
snints and martyrs, and the grentest and the
purest, welcome their poor mortal sister to-
the house of the one Father; she would ask
for this little despised old woman such henor
and such reverence as kings themselves never:
get upon earth. : P
$She'knelt, and opening the Look she began
reading, in a voice which, though tremulous’
and low at first, grew in power as she. pro-
ceeldled. Far away in the heart of the city, a
French soldier's drum was calling in the men
to the barracks. In the street below a work-
man «as singing as he came home from work,
and still Dora’s clear voice went on holding
forth heavenly promises, and bringing down
the Divine presence to thut humUlle sick-room.
And so whilst poor Nanette's soul was passing
away, all the sounds blended around her, as
in the old medineval chorus, where the tenor
or the soprano sang of love, the barytone of
wine and glory, and the bass uttered a solemn
Latin hymn, and the three produced
simultaneotis hdrmony.

All was over, and as Dora uttered the last
prayer, and closed the book, a voice behind
her said,
“ Amen.” R
She was not startled—she had heard, Mr.
Templemore enter the room whilst she read,
and was prepared for his appearance. S
uSo I came too late” he said, looking tow-
ard the bed; “well, I could have done noth-
ing?

He spoke with the gravity which the pres-
ence of deatli commands, but also with the
composure which habit gives to men of his
profession. Dorn looked sad and thoughtful,
and Madame Bertrand was crying, not exactly
through grief, poor soul, but becanse tears
came easily to ler. This was all; there was
no ong else to lament that o lone woman had
gone to her rest, and, as Madame Bertrand
philosophically remarked, made way forsome
one who was being born.

Dora's presence was nolonger necded. So
she left, after Madame Bertrand had gone to
fetch a neighbor, who agrced to sit up with
her. Mr. Templemore tvok a candle and lit
her down the dark stnircase. e looked
thoughtful and before they were half way
down he stood still,, .

«Miss Courtenay,” he said, impressiveiy.
# You Lknew Nanette for some time; you
kindly took her candles, as she told me. May
I ask if she lamented to you, asto me, that
she could not work ?”

#Yery often, Doctor Richard.”
came quite naturally.

«Strange, is it not? Nanette was no lady,
‘you see. A born lady, a real lady dies if she
must -use or s0il the hands that God gave her
for ornament—not for use; buta plebeian like
Nanette thinks herself wretched if she has to
.eat the bread of idleness and charity.. Well, I
knew a weaver who, in his way, was as great
an -oddity .as, our poor little friend up-stairs-
That man’s passion was to pay the old. debts
which'a series of migfortunes and trouble had
bequeathed to. him. He stinted himself, his
wife, and his child, for that. The end was al-
most won.. The weakness. of coming prosper-

The name

‘bought him.a woollen jacket, and though he
gently, . The evenings were getting chill,and
of extravagance was perpetrated on-a Satur-
day 4n October. - On that same- day.the man
:gave an old.coat to.the village tailor, in order
want.it:for All saints,* he said.. :Glimmerings
lowed: him .at his. loom. Over. that bright

‘of ‘death..>:On the . Monday. evening: he -was

‘[taken ill ;{on the Tuesday morning he was a-

«corpse. .Within that brief space he tasted the

#‘greatest . bitterness which. his . heart: could
J.know. .41 shall dielike arogue! he said-to |

ame againiand sgain: ¢ I shall die without hav-
| ing paid my:debts)’ ~iMiss Courtenay when I

’people could be ill,

vthink ofthat man. with bisnice honor, and of

o (ﬁ~:,-4'~7{ ER L
hen they; ventured on dying.. . Be-.

be: so-happy; and 86" de=
could,
g

restingbm; the

‘feel ‘disappointed. Their expectations,rose

-Dora took each day's pleasure and happiness
‘as it came, and in her careless pride locked

astrange-

ity was creeping over him. ..His wife actually.
grumbled at the prodigal deed, he grumbled
comfort is pleasant at fifty-three. This piece-

‘that itmight be made a new one of.;, {I:shall |-
of pleasure were in that man’s. mind and fol-.

‘dawn.i came 8 sudden. darkness~—the darkness:

the huridreds wh chéat-and swindle in the
“very-jaws of -death, I feel &, 'sort of grief and
‘pity-stronger;than T.can téll.. T grieve: that.
-some-should be “s0 pure, and others.so foul ;.
-thate of coiiig all, from the game Divine mint,

0 d+be o 1. g0 sterling, and-

tie-~shofld 1
ithiors, '2lgs !’ 5o base,
:{'Hespoke gravely axd sad]
1g;bn;the Banisters, andf
brass'¢andlestick hellad brought
m Nanstte’s xoon. The pleastre ke

ought with,

‘iig her/onthe old staircase, It was not the
first -time she had moticed how favorite a lis-
tener :she was with ‘him ; ow he- liked to
think aloud when she was by. That link of
sympathy, one of the purest which can exist
between two human beings, did certainly ex-
ist between them ; perhaps because Dora had
that- quickness of intuition which makes a
good listencr. She now said, with a wistful
look : - - ‘

«But. that weaver did. not die broken-
hearted, Mr. Templemore—you paid his
debts.” ' ’

«How do you know?”
slightly.

«T do not know—I only guess.”

#Well, I did, Miss Courtenay,” he resumed,
lighting her down the staircase as he spoke;
«with fourteen pounds sterling’ I relieved that
man from a sense of disgrace, but he groaned
heavily under the burden of the gift. The
poor fellow longed with his whole soul to pay
me ; from that bitterness I could not save him,
you see.”

Dora did not answer. They had reached
the foot of the staircase, and went outsilently
into the street—there they parted quietly.
Dora found Mrs. Luan waiting up for her.

#Were you in the church all that time ?”
she asked.

#«No; I waswith a sick woman.”

# Was Mr. Templemore there?”?

« Yes, he was.”

Mrs. Luan's face almost brightened; but
Dora was too full of her own thoughts to see
it. She was not sad, she was not unbappy ;
but it was long, very long indeed, before she
could fall asleep that night. :

‘he asked, ‘ééloring

CHAPTER XXI.

It would have been hard to guess, from Mr.
Templemore's dark, genial face, as he wel-
comed his guests to Les Roches, that he and
Dora had followed poor Nanette to her grave
that morning. She, too, locked bright and
gay, but when Mr. Templemore said, “Eva
has been dying to see you—she has fallen in
love with you, you know Miss Courtenay,”—
when he thus spoke in his most familiar teae,
and Mrs, Courtenay lookel beaming and tri-
umphant, and whispered, as she glanced
around her, ¢ The mistress of all this will be
a happy woman,” no voice within Dora said,
Maybe you will be she. # The wife of Doclor
Richard would have been the happier woman
of the two,” was all she thought. She would
not think of Mr. Templemore save as her kind
and courteous host; and, indeed, friendly
though was his manner, there was nothing in
it to justify the belief that he had lured Dora
to his home for the purpose of love-making.
The attraction which kept Eva and Fido by
Dora’s side existed for Mr. Templemore too.
He certainly liked to sit, to walk, to talk with
his bright and genial young guest; yet no
more. than’ Eva or Fido could he be said to
show symptoms of love, and Mrs. Courtenay
and Mrs Luan, who had at first put a meaning
in, évérything, began to perceive this, and to

every morning, and fell every night’ " But

for no more.

. On the fourth day of their sojomn at Les
Roches, Mr. Templemore took them all to
visit a pretty Gothic Church, which was but a
short distance from there by rail.  The little
house of God stood on a height above the vil-
lage to which it belonged, in the centre of a
narrow churchyard, and surrounded by 1rees,
that gave it a lone and sylvan aspect. Miss
Moore kept very close to Dora and her
brother-in-law; Lut if she felt any uneasiness,
nothing in Mr, Templemore’s conversationon
Gothic architecture and stained glass justified
it. - Dora saw her aunt watching them with
evident cagerness and interest.  Miss Moore,
feeling perfectly secure, had left them for a
few minutes, and she thought, with mingled
scorn and arnusement,

«Poor aunt! she little suspects it is all
about that old window I”
 Indeed, Dora would have been very blind if
"she had not discovered by this that the pleas-
‘ure Mr. Templemore took in her society was
chiefly an intellectual pleasure. She had both
judgment and knowlédge. She could under-
stand and appreciate as well aslisten, and Mr.
Templemore was fond of talking, not for its
own sake, not to say anything, but as one of
the modes in which thought can best be
called forth Moreover, and whatever his feel-
ings for her might be, he liked a listener
pone the worse for “wearing Dora's bright
youthful aspect. "Shé seldom answered him,
save in tmonosyllables. 'bat she had an elo-
quent face, across which meaning passed with
the stiddenness of light, dark-gray eyes, deep
and 'enrnest, and & serious yet naive grace of
Jook and attitude, wken she listened, which
gave her something of the irresistible charm
of childhood. 'There weresubtle distinctions,
and though some of them ecscaped Dora, her
perceptions “wére too fine not tell her much
which those around her did not suspect. -

But Mrs. Luan, wkose feglings were neitlier
keen nor delicate, saw mattérs very differently.
Sho watched her niece and Mr.“Templemore’
with the ntmost engerness, and her face dark-
ened when Miss Moore suddenly joined them.

«Qh ! Mr, Templemore,”’ eagerly said this.
lady, as if to account for her abrupt approach,.

PRI ~

the devil, you know.”
- #Oh! pray tell it 1” cried Mrs, Courtenay,
joining them—«I do s0 like legends about
him " S o

# Qh) this -is the old story. The devil

the usual terms, but instead of fulfilling ‘his
contract, the shabby .architect applied to a
holy monk, who released him, and sent. the
devil away:discomfited.” : .
Mrs. Courtenay looked disappointed.. . -
«Poor fellow,” she said n little plaintively,
#how they do chent him 1" N
.+ Yes, itis too bad,” replied Mr, Temple-
morc, gravely. .. e
There was no more to bescen ; they left the
.church, and Mrs. Luan seized the first oppor-
tunity she could find to join her niece. -She.
took her arm, held her fast, and-with some
sudden -force eompelled her to:stand stillin
the path whilst the others went-on. .: -7
« Well 7. she gaid,.:staring eagerly \in -her.
face: - - . IO S
«Well,
_# You know my - meaning
sumed -Mrs. Luan. . - - e
. ."Yes, aunt : -and here is my answer ; he-will-
a8 'soon make love to you. as he ever willy;
meM Lt e e
:;.Mrs, Luan heard her in:some consternation,
.and Dora -availed herself of the feeling to-dis-
engageher, arm from her aunt’s hold, and join.
the rest of the -party: - LR e

aﬁr'lt’?"’-, ;oﬁiﬁosedly replied Dora. ¢ -
" excitedly. re-

i «I'ghall likeit

(delight in’; an old, low, straggling house;with:
‘heavy, gable ¢nds, beneath whieh lurked deep:
-shadows, It8.once. red brick en baked,
I'by-time" into's, mellow brown tone; its'small

‘ject never came near Mr. Templemore ; and

(o tell us the legend of this churgh—aboyt-{

helped the architect to build this church on |

{ sunlight lit up the brown, front: of the . huild-

|| flights of steps, vases, and flowers,

NI T ety S
Horsé,’ " breathlessly #afd Eva, running-up.to
Dora,. .4 Papa“ig -sure you will like'dining
at aFrench village imn?"  ~ -~ :
of all things,” gayly

Dora.. S .
' e «:White Horse" stood at-the entrance
of the village. 1twassuch an innas peinters

*Tts'once. red brick had been baled’

frregular -wiidows - had greenish diamond
panes, that now gave back the sunset bright.
ness; and its tall- chimney-stacks seutforth-

the westerly wind. T L
Everything about this quiet_house wore ‘a
peaceful and friendly aspect. It stood by the
roedside, shadowed by two broad trees, facing
the south, and looking strangely suug and
homely. Hens éackled in front of the open
door, through which you saw the fire buining
brightly on the kitchen hearth; ducks swam
in a shallow rippling pond, and anold gray
donkey was tied to one of the trees,and vainly
stretched his neck to reach a bundle of hay
tantalizingly thrown on the green sward before
him. A warm and rather stormy sunset glow
came streaming from the west, lighting upthe
winding road with itslevel rays, giving Vene-
tian eplendor to the brick frontof the inn, and
turning into misty gold the decp purple of the
undulating background of wide plain.

The landlady came out all smiles to mect
her guests, and show them into a broad low
room, with windows looking over the strag-
gling village street, and across which vine
leaves made a chequered screen. The cloth
was laid, and a tureen {full of rustic but deli-
cious soup was standing on the table. Eva
asked to Lelifted up topecp at its brown con-
tents, and Fido turned up his nose and snuffed
with evident approbation.

«Qh! how charming” cried Mrs. Courte-
nay, clasping her hands withrapture

Dora, too, loocked gay and merry. A hard
future enough lay before her, and she knew it;
but she was young and buoyant, and she could
snatch its delight out of the present time, nor
darken the bright to-day with the gloom ofto-
morrow. Mrs. Luan, however, was black asa
thunder-cloud, and Miss Moore had something
to do not to look surprised and bored. It was
just like Mr. Templemore to bring them back
to the ways of that old poverty which they
had both gone through, and of which she so
disliked—hated would be toostrong a word.
Miss Moore hated nothing—the very remem-
brance. DBut spite these two, the dinner—a
very good one—was a merry meal. Mr.
Templemore was as joyous as & schoolboy, and
Dora as gay as a lark. Did she really feel in
such high spirits, or did she want to convince
‘her aunt that she was heart-free?  There
might be something in this, and yet it was im-
possible to look at her bright face, and bear
her.clear ringing laugh, and not believeinthe
gincerity of her mirth. ! A doubt on the sub-

when dinmer was over, and they all left theinn
and walked slowly toward the station, Eva,
as usual clinging to Dora’s side, and Fido
wagging slowly behind - her, he purposely lin-
gered by her tosay— - L

consider myselfa sort of relation of yours; I
am your uncle’s nephew by marriage, you
know. I wish you would let my little Eva
have cousinship with you.” ‘ i

« With great pleasure,” replied Dora, smil-
in,g;’;’ but her look unconsciously added, “why
50 :

“ Perhaps she might acquire with the title
some of your happy gift of enjoyment,” he
said, answering the question; % you have it in

Irishman and of & Frenchivoman.”

Dora smiled again, but this time there was
triumph and pride inthé smile. Yes, she kad
so far prevailed over herself, she had so deeply
buried every pining hope, every vain repret,
that he could say this. :

And thus Eva called her cousin Dora, to
Miss Moore's amusement and Mrs. Courte-
nay’s delight. Buat Mrs. Luan was not satis-
fied. This man was enjoying her bLrother’s
fortune, no explanation of Dora’s could remove
this impression from -her narrow mind; he
was rolling in wealth, whilst John, poor John
who had written to her that morning that he
was coming to see her—or Dora, perhaps, but
he did not say so—was toiling in London.
Should he then be allowed to goon trifling
thus with her niece, leaving the great peril of
o marriage between her and John still im-
pending, like a sword of Damocles? Again
and again the stubborn voice which often
gpoke within Mrs. Luan said « No.” :

To ask an agrecable girl to be adopted
cousin to one'slittle daughter is a very remote.
step on the road to courtship. Sanguine
though Mre. Courtenay felt, she, too, thought
so when she exchanged comments with Mrs.
Luan on this incident. So a consultation was
held Ly these ruling powers, and therein it
was ordered that Mr. Templemore's backward-
ness—for Mrs. Courtenay had nofthe faintest
doubt of his intentions—all lay to Miss Moore's
sccount. How could Mr. Templemore speak
when Miss Moore showed an affection’ for
Dora's society, which rivalled Fido's ? It
might be politecness, but Mrs. Courtens
thought it downright planning. : -

- Mrs. Luan was silent; she did not com-
plain of the enemy, but she acted, and . Miss
Moorc, "who looked on this stupid, heavy
womian with the most complacent contempt,
fell into the first snare spread before her. No-
thing was more easily done.

_ Mliss Moore objected to raw starch, and kad
-gaid s0 in Mrs Luan’s hearing ; and so Dora’s
‘aunt, with a stolidity which defied penetration,
.declaréd, as they were all sitting in the gar-
den’ one afternoon, admiring the Iast autumn
flowers that she had just seen Marje, the
‘French maid, throwing water on the starch
“insfead of boiling it. Miss Moore heard, be-
DNieved, and :was. gone: But unluckily litile
perverse Evaat once came and took the place
her aunt had left vacant on the bench by
Dora, and rested her head on the young gitl's
shoulder, evidently intending to remain thus.
‘Starch boiled or unboiled would not lure Eva
away, and Mrs. Luan was like Moliere's Mar-
quis, her impromptus were all most leisurely
_concocted ; so she stood looking on . bewil-
dered, till Mrs. Courtenay fortunately, . but
most unconsciously—she was too thonghtless
for a plot——came to her assistance.

- .%Eva, my dear," sheqsuid, “you have not
shown me your flower-garden.”.

.. #This way,” cried Eva, jumping down with
-great alacrity, and showing Mrs. Courtenay
:the way. Mrs. Luan followed; we need .not
say how strong an intercst she took in Eva’s.
:garden, and tbus Dora- remained alone- with
Mr.-Templemore., Sherose atonce.: A nerv-
ous emotion always seized and mastered  her
when she was alone with Mr. Templémore.”
- They stood on the edge, and, within, the
shade . of the green world which. cnclosed the
little chateauand its flowery gerden. . Thered

ing, and gave gorgeousness . to. its walls,
Y The glass
window-panes were turned.into sheets of fire,
the weather-cocks on the turrots were rods. of.
golid gold. _Every thing looked enchanting

tree beyond - the:house squivered on a back-

plied |

all’|.quietly:

‘wreaths of blue smoke, which drifted gf:ntly m ,

« I wish, Miss Courtenay, you would let me |

a rare degree, cven for the daughter of an|

and splendid, and e thin, yellow leaves ona |
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if fannéd by breezes of springi—Dora
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ed,

-the ‘béautiful picture, but; §hé7aiimir'eds1n%’si;‘i

‘elonged to.Mr. Templemore, (i H " .,
«Miss Courtenay,” he suddenly.;remarked,
awounld you like -to;live atLes Ro I
me&nﬂﬂ.ﬁheleu::m.‘md?_’f ".Ljﬁl s ‘

Hespoke.earnestly; butquite  frankly, . his
eyes meeting hers in all honesty of; purpose.
Dora - felt her face b}m:, but she replied

Tence ;. she noWw cared to,praise nothing tiih{,_"
orey . X

uLes Roches mustihave winter-as well as
symmer attractions.” et
" Mr, Templemoré did not secm ‘satisfied.
- Would you like it," he urged? then, with-
‘eut giving her time to reply, he added, “ Pray:
hear me before you say yes or no.”
‘Was it possible? Had the moment come?
‘Were her aunt’s predictions, and her mother’s
wishes, and her own secret ill-conquered
hopes and desires 5o soon to be fulfilled?
She stood still, listening so intently that her
breath seerned gone. But-it fared with heras

once read. Whilst her ‘pitcher was filling at
the well, she was borne to a delightful island,
thence removed to a dreary wilderness, im-
prisoned in an enchented tower, and after un-
dergoing every happy and sorrowful variety
of adventure, brought back to the well before
her pitcher was full.

« It is impossible to know you and not ad-
mire yon, Miss Courtenay ; impossible not to
appreciate the extraordinary misture of origi-
nal talent and good sense—for one often ex-
cludes the other—which isin you. Do not
therefore think me too selfish if I wish in
some measure to appropriate gifts so rare.
Will you undertake the charge of my little
Eva's education ?” ,

Whilst he spoke, Dora, like the Arab girl,
went through every vicissitude. Hope soared
on happy wings to empyreal heights, then
sank down prostrate a chained captive.
‘Whilst he spoke, and the sound of his words
fell on the air, a splendid vision faded into
darkness, a palace of delight was laid low,and
by the shock of the ruin Dora felt how deep
in her heart its foundation had been.

Mr. Templemore took her silence for that
of consideration, aud he respected it ; but he
looked at her anxiously.

There was not a particle of foolish senti-
ment about Dora. She carried a cleax posi-
tiveness in her feclings, though they were so
warm and ardent. Romantic she wasin her
love of the strange and the wonderful ; she
had alsoa touch of poetry that lingered around
her, and gave her the fresh fragrance of a wild
flower ; but sentimental she was not. Bitter
and cruel tbough was the shock she had re-
ceived, she rallied from it almost et once;
and what was more, she indulged in no illu-
sions. The man who wanted lier to be his
child’s governess was not a lover, and never
would be one. She turned to Mr. Temple-
more, and she answered with a smile :

i1 am not qualified—I have never taught.”

« And it is that which helps to make you so
invaluable, Miss Courtenay.”

«1 cannot lerve my mother,” said Dora,
gravely ; ¢ besides—"

- Excuse me,” he interrupted, « I never con-
templated that vou and Mrs. Courtenay
should part. Toteil you the truth, I have
had an apartment prepared for ber, and an-
other for you and Evu. I was not presump-
tuous as to feel sure of you, but the illusion,
ifit was one, was so pleasant that I could not,
or tather that I would not, forbear indulging
in'{it.”

-#You forget my aunt, Mrs. Luan.”

4Ignot Mrs. Luan going to England to join
her son?” asked Mr. Templemore. & She
told me so this morning.”

But Mrs. Luar had told Dora nothing of
the kind. 'She had, as with a presentiment
that, her ungracious presence might mar all,
spokentoMr. Templemore ; but to her niece,
to her sistér-in-law, she had not so much as
read a line of John’s letter. Dora was taken
by surprise, aud her heart, too, felt heavy and
sad,. It was natural thut when means failed,
Mrs. Luen should go and join herson; but it
was also a token that Dora’s fortunes were
very low indeed. XNo doubt Mr. Temple-
more thought s0 too. No doubt not caring to
employ her any longer at the Musee, he had
hit on these means to be useful to her. Dora’s
color deepened at the thought, and there was
a sudden light in her eyes, as looking up, she
said—

« No—it canmnot be.”

Mr.” Templemore looked so dirappointed
that Dora could not think he had simply
meant to oblige her.

- Dear Miss Courtenay,” he urged, “do think
over this, and consglt with Mrs, Courtenay.”

“Dora assented, 'and half smiled at the
thought .6f  Mrs! Courtenay’s indignant
amazement when she should hear the news.
And yet why be angry with him 7 1t was no
crime of His that they were poor, and that
Dora must work to live. In making such a
proposal .he only .assumed the privilege of
friendship. Ifhehad been her cousin, indeed,
ke could have done it, and neither her aunt
nor her mother would have wondered.

“#] will not be proud,” thought Dora, taking
herselfto task at something which rose within
‘her and made her heart swell. “I will re-

| member his'goodness to us all, and refuse or
1 accept his offer from ro mean Or ungenerous

motive!”
.. Eva now ran to meet them, exclaiming in
great glee,

#Mrs, Luan says my garden is beautifnli—
beautiful!”

« Beautifal I” repeated Mrs. Luan, coming
up.
She gave Dora a furtive glance; her niece
looked flushed and pensive—Mrs. Luean liked
these signs. Dora, indeed, was both grave
aud guiet during the rest of the evening, but
she was scarcely aware of it herself, and she
had retired to her room for the night, and sat
by the window thicking over Mr. Temple-
more's proposal, when the sudden entrance of
Mrs. Courtenay acd Mrs. Luan mede herlook
up in sonte surprise at this joint visit. -

« My dear, we are come to know,” said Mrs.
Courtennry, sitting down, « We saw Mr. Tem-

though we can guess what it was all about,
still we want to know.! - . ‘

« Know what mamma 7"

#«Did npot Mr. Templemore propose to
you . . . T

« He made a propossl; but—"

«My - dear,” -almost screamed ‘her mother,
raising her shrill little voite, and clasping her
bands in alarm, » don’t say that you have not
accepted him ] - - o ‘

 Mr.: Templemore mede a proposal which I:
did not ascept,” began Dora ; « but—":

Mrs Luan groaned, and sank downion: a.

F

chpz'r. T . . . yoa )
.- %“The idiot has refused him," she said; “ai
man who has a thousand piyear " . ..-iv wa
_ Mr. Templemote . had -more ;- but«Mrs:
Luan’s ' imagination: could not go-beyond: a:
. thousand. Dora looked at her aunt with just.
a touch of quiet disdain.. . - Lot

governess” she
cepte P T LTS RS PR NPY S5 BRI L A
. Mrs.: Courtenay -opened: her mouth,.ands

crimson, wnd said sullenly,....;: vt
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"«T dott believeit\—T'don’t believe it
. « Yow:must believe it; unt, it ig 5o.” +-.:ii:

4 Wo are to,dine st the sign of the # White

ground of bjue air as softly,and as tenderly as |-

, it Eva'fi governess 1" faintly. said »Mrs. Cour-
. ' -

|

with the Arab maiden whose story she had{

plemore talking to you so very earnestly, and:
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« Mr. Templemore has asked me tobe ‘Evz‘s’x';:v
said,.“and.I:. have Dot acju

stared inblank..dismay. Mrs.. Luan turned:|-:

‘fenay.
wife 7
" \\u No’ and

“He' has not asked you to be his.

. he ﬁéter “will,? ﬁﬁﬁly replied:

| Dora; «The only question, is, shall I ascept

‘ox:not? HE-would "give .you an apartment
“here, and ;iS.aunt, it ‘'seems, is going to Eng-
land™ to™join--John; the an_is feasible
enough.” BT Pe

# He is a very. riid d Mrz. Cour-

rshed

o ped
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M ery. Il eii;.a.n 1. crie
-tenay, . feeling. extremely .angry with the de-

‘linquent. 4 Di

afion® (¥ cHT 0 il
_ #No, I'did not; but I did not ask him
either® to: diaw for ‘Monsigur Merand, and be
paid- handsomely for it. Mamma, we must
-look. .our futare in the -face, and not quarrel
with our: only-friend because he wants to
make our lot less hard than it would e with-
out_him. I want to work, but work I have
not'got. Ihave already. thought of taking a
situation.”

# And leaving me!” screamed Mrs. Caurte-
nay, in horrer.

_ #Ay! there it is!” replied Dora, much
affected.  “'We love each’ other, and cannot
bear to part.” o

# You always said that even ifyou married:
we should remain together,” resumed Mrs,
Courtenay, looking injured.

¢ What am I to do?” asked Dova despond-
ently. «If girls, poor superflucus creatures.
as they are, were only drowned like Littens at
their birth, there would not be this terrible
difficulty to provide workf(or them when they
are grown up, you see. I am clever enougl.
1 believe I can do twenty things, but for all
that, o situution is the only door open to me.
The drawing made me happy, oh! so happy!
but it wasa delusion, a dream, and Mr. Tem-
plemore himself dare not suggest it again—ijt
is 50 patent!?

She sighed, and Mrs. Courtenay burst into
tears, Three kittens, the offspring of Ma-
dame Bertrand’s cat, had been ignominiously
drowned in a tub of watera fortnight before,
and on hearing Dora lament that shi¢ had not
undetgone such a fate at her birth, Mrs. Cour-
tenay was fairly everpowered by her feelings.

# Dear mamma,” exclaimed Dora, much con-
cerned, ¢ you must be brave, you must!”

« And how can I be brave? asked Mis.
Courtenay, “ when you talk of drowning and
kittens in that dreadful way, and want to
leave mo 7

« I do not want to Jeave you, but—"

“\Well, then, why not take thc situation
Mr. Templemere offers you?” asked Mrs,
Courtenay, wholly forgetting how angry she
was with that gentleman—« that way we need
not part, and Les Rochesis a delightiu! place,
and I am sure dhe would give a liberal salary.”

Dora was silent.  Yes, she too could seeall
the ndvantages of this scheme. It would bea
haven instead of & stormyjourney, peace and
rest instead of trouble and toil; but are not
these good sometimes, and is there not danger
often lurking in the smoothestlot ? Danger!
—what danger ? asked Pride, and at once au-
swered : +I fear none such. I stand secure
from all such peril. There was a folly once,
but I have thrust it back so deep, that it wili
pever rise tolight again—never! Then speak
rot of danger tome.

But the very thought Dora thus repelied
came back from Mrs. Courtenay’s lips.

« My dear,” she exclaimed, suddenly bright-
ening, “depend upon it, Mr. Templemore
means to ask you to marry him, after all
Only hewants to seehow youcan get on with
Eva first.”

- #Mamma,"” answered Dora, coldly, «I have
no wish to think of him in that light—it is
not right ; besides, I am proud, and do nat
like it. Let the only question be, shall I, or
shall I not, be Eva’s governess?’

« My dear, I do not think you can do better
than to say yes—don't you think so, Mrs
Loap?”

But Mrs. Luan had slipped out of the room
unperceived.

41 need not give an answer at once.” said
Dora, looking a little irresolute, ¢so I shall
think over it.”

But Mrs, Courtenay, whose brightest hopes
had suddenly revived, though she saw the ex-
pediency of not expressing them to Dorn,
could not help urging her daughter ot to he-
sitate about such an offer. In her opinion,
such hesitation was almost wrong. Dora
heard her wlth her check resting on her left
hand, and her eyves Lent on the floor. “Nhe
thought, with a sigh of regret, of these days
when she worked at the Musee for Monsieur
Merand, cheered by Doctor Richard's counsel
aud approbation. She remembered them, and
with them some idle fancies in which she had
then indulged—dreams in which she was Doc-
tor Richard's wife, and they worked togcther,
he writing, she drawing, in the same room,
both poor, yet both happy. What were Les
Roches, and servants, and a liberal salary, 10
that tender but now lost folly ? For conld
she doubt that to meke her his child's in-
structress had been his object all along?
That had been ber value and attraction in his
eyes.

# And that shall be all I will now look at,”
thonght Dora. « Never, if I accept, shall ]
forget that position—never!”

# Well, my dear, I suppose you will have
made up your mind to-morrow ?” said Mrs.
Courtenay, 1ising with a sigh of apprchen-
sion.

«] daresay I shall say *yes, mamma,” re-
plied Dora, gravely.

« Do,” eagerly said her mother—+do, my
dear. Good-night. God blessyou”

But the blessing did not seem to leave peaco
behind it. Dora thought of her little inde-
pendence, of that dear liberty for which the
Tuxurious comforts of Les Roches could offer
no compensation, and she sighed. Restless-
ness followed her to her pillow, and chased
nway &leep. : ‘

“Qh! it could but say no!” she thought,
with a yearning, passionate wish for the sweet
{reedom which a little money gives.

But even as she thought thus, her room
door opened, and some one entered the apart~
ment, o .

“ Who is there?” exclaimed Dora in some
alarm. . o

«It is I, replied. Mrs. Luan’s voice in the
darkness, . She approached Dora’s bed, and
standing . there, she said,  You must accept
Mr. Templemore's offer, Dora; and if you do,
you will assuredly become Mr.. Templemore's

wife,”) I i s o
‘c;iggﬁ,l?gm._‘ e

fyou esk kim for a situ-

"« Aunt " L
#«Hush! do a8 I:say, and I will answer for
the end. . When he sees youdaily he will love:
you; .and when. he loves you, he will marry

o ®Aunt, Leannot—" .. - .
{ {-Hnsh{ T know you like him." . .
:» Dora was mute,.and:whilst her face fluched
and felthot'even in ithe darkness, whilst her
earti throbbed so. that. her.-breath seemed
+gohs; Mrs.. Luan groped out of the room. Dom
:satup -in'the-bed; and clagped her ‘burning. -
tiead between her hands. ;. No, she could not
say . yes—shé could not-stay.in.Mr. Temple-

+|.mhore’s' house with such.predictions to haunt

‘her,; i e L .
T. will she thought
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-+ \Once more her room'door.opened. . - .
“Aunt)”.ghe-exclaimed, agitatedly. = .- -
{ But it was not Mrs.Lusu, it,was Mrs Cour--
- tenay, withia' light in hershandye; im0 o
¢ My dedr,":she: said:tearfully,: ¢ you -must -
:8ayityes ;! promise:me.that that you: will say-




