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THE TRUE WITNESS AND CATHOLIC CHRONICLE.

ST. BRIDGET.
. ANN'S CHURCH, MONTREAL, A BEAUTI-
i g'TULL PAINTING OF ST, BRIDGET SUGGESTED
THE FOLLOWING LINES.
L

Virginof the oak !
home of prayecr, thy

spoke,
u‘x’g ﬁurmng

Lily of Erin,
XK1il Dharagh,

form, .
Enshrined in that hour, the angel
YWho swecet commanded thee,

her things posipone,
s tgougm might

hnllowed

sglorm .
Of earthly ends, o hig
So that with wing uantiring,
soar.—
Heaven's morning lark—bright, solitary, lone,-
Tp to the splendor which doth evermore
Hpread limiuless around the Eternal Throne.

11

O glorious princess of the House of God,

SaEI centuries have whelmed the hopeful age,
“When glory walked dear lirin’s holy sod

And ealled the gracious Isle her heritage,
Heavy the cross, Saint Bridgel ; want and pain,
The petty alien forture worse than death,

#Phe desperate hope that right would live again,
Ah ! hapless hope, that wanted only breath !

HI.

“What nation hath so debonnaire a flower,

‘Bloaming £o sweetly in the early dawn

OFf Christ's good reign of blest redeeming power?

O beautious Saint? God's own dear Colleen
Bawn

Feeund of 2l things pure, may Irish hearts.

Bver unto thry sweet remembrance eling,

‘Until the fashion of this life depirts,

And Heaven reveal thee throned near thy King!

DORA

By JULIA KAVANAGH,
Apthor of | Nathulie™ Adeles Queen Xab,, e

C':“' APTER XVI—Cysminven,
* oot admire that man, Doc-

«You surely do
tor Richard 7" on 1 o
« ] beg your pardon, I do- S "
boy! Henr him on the subjec. of ('(z"(!;}‘:"‘{'
Do you wish to conquer a kingdonf, “L'%
Courtenny? Why, then, tare care to extdi
minate the native Pringes whom yonrob.  Or
have you injured your neighbor 7—a common
case—well, then, ifyou cannot conciliate, Rill
him! When you injure & man, do not leave it
in his power to be revenged. T dechue ! oad-
aire the man prodigiously. It is quite comn-
fortable to hear murder, robbery, and so forth,
spoken ofin that calm, impartial manner.”

«Then you do not aduire him?”
Dora.

« Not admire Lim l—why, vie of hix vo'.
umes i never out of my pocket. 1 only -
ment the dear, good-matared fellow i3 doeng,
and canmot wiite lenders in newspanes oy

- make spesches B sonates. ~
¢nces between kimar’
R L) (ULTS 3T

—deny, vandid old

said

-

rrs :
L pe pyeat i
cale moderns,
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ou fee, 15 the* o i)
znndo;’f' o wa huve lomt that heautii
- o bde. Yew b fear chet 13 gone” added

_ucior Richard, in o tone of feeling regret

st hut,? he resuteed, looking at Dord with 2
smile, “I preach in the desert. To fell you
the troth, T wounld never have suggesied that
yon shiould read « The Trince It was your
own desire which you followed, not my advice,
yon know.”

41 hate Mr. Templemory,” said Mrs, Loan,
ngain : # ke is a cheat, a swindler, a thief!
Why are we beggars and 1= herich 2

w Aunt 1* remonstratively said Dora very
rauch annoyed at this second unseemly out-
break.

Doctor Richard swiled.

« That Templemore s wfool,” he said; # be
should, having injured Mrs. Luan, have taken
some Mucchiavel-like means {o pacify her—
either & handsome slive out of the inheritance,
or if that should have been too expensive, &
sedative, a cooling draught of Some kind or
other.” :

Now, Mrs. Laan did not always understand
jrony, being 2 woman of stow liferal mind, and
all she now understood was that Doclor Rich-
ard recommended puisoning her.  She could
not speak, but hur Seatures worked, and her
bunds shook with anger.  Perhaps he was
awnre of these signs ; perhaps, too, he felt that
he Lad commented too freely on o strictly
private matter. At all events, he looked at
his watch, and rosc to go, like one who had
Iet an appointed hour slip Ly. i

« shall not see you fora few days,” he
said, shaking hands with Mrs. Courtegay,
«for 1 am going down {o the country to-mor-
row ; but I trust to fiml you still quite well
when 1 return.  If auything ‘shonld ail you in
my abscnce, let Té idvise you to call in Dot-
tor LeRoux -~

He handed her a card as he rpoke. Mrs.
Courtenay looked at it with childish curiosity.

«Y suppose he takes cave of your paticnts
in your absence? " she suggested.

«He woulid do s0,” carelessly replied Doc-
tor Richard, «if I had any patients to take
care of ; but, unluckily, that is not the case.”

He spoke a little recklessly, as if the mat-
ter were not of profound inditference to him.
Dora looked at him with involuntary com-
passion.  He was more than thirty, and yet
his career had donc xo little for him. 1t was
a hard—e very hard case. '

Doctor Richard turned to 1dd Mrs. Luan
adieu, but Mrs. Luan, probably to aveid shak-
ing hands with him, had left the room. Doc-
tor Richard made no comment, and turned to
Dora. She had taken a candle to light him
down ihe dwrk staivease. Madnme Bertrand
wits in bed, and moreover, would not have left
her comfortalle fireside for any such task.
Doctlor Richard went down without saying a
word, but paused at the vot of the staircase.

1 Do you like flowers? bie usked, with his
hand on the banisiers.

« Yer, very mwuch,”

«Chen yon willallow me

from ihe conntry? he said quickly,  «1

might have known that you liked flowers,” he
added, without giving her iime to reply; «but
the doubt on my mind arose from the fact

thut I never ses any with you.”
Dora colored, then suid, without
shame:

« Flowers—beautiful flowers especially—are

expensive at this time of the year.”
#Just so.

flowers, 100, or I will have none of them.”

Dora colored again, with pleasure this time,
and she gave bimn & happy, grateful look.

They shook kands, and he was gone,

CHAPTER XVII.

«1 wonder where he is going,” thought Do-

2 “or where his vich patientlives?”
\ 8 My dear, how flushed you are!” said Mrs

qurtenay, as_her daughtier entered the sit-
ting-room again, and put down the light with

u pwsive look.  “Does your Lead ache?”

“Yh! no, I am .only thinking how kind
1 He is going to bring me |
beautiful flowers from the coun~

Docty Richard is.

“«He \he very kindest man)” cried Mrs.
clasping her little plump whife

Courtena;

hands, #i¢\e not, Mrs, Luan!”
Dora nov

she answered : - ) .
41 am sure Doctor Richard is married.”

Words, n

§ siviened and revelted st

1o bring yousorae

false

st s0.  Well, the gardener at the house
1o which 1 am going is u very good frivnd of
mine, and he shall give me tlowers—beautiful

erceived that her aunt had re-
turned to thégiiting-room. She saw oo that
Mrs. Luan locged herself again. Quitecoolly

_-An_carthquake could not lhave inflicted a
it ora than did these

being Wwas "“more terribly responsive. It
geemed as if the floor shook benenth her feet
—as if the " room, with her mother and Mrs.
Luan, went, round and round before her swim-
ming eye's. The revelation to herself of her
secret ho pes and wishes was both violent and
cruel. "One word she could not speak ; but
she 82*; down pale, breathless, full of terror,
and cyvered with shame. .

Mix. Courtenay’s consternation, though' not
oqual to her daughter's in depth, was as great
in extent. ‘- ) .

u Married!” she said in an injured tone,
which showed she did not think Doctor Rich-
ard could be guilty of such a crime; «T do
not believe it ’ :

v And I am'sure of it,” retorted Mrs. Luan,
with dark triumph at the sinner’s iniquity.
#What did he go to Italy for? Whydid he
not like to say he came from EKerry? Why
does he never speak about himself? I am
sure he is married, end that he ill-uses his
wife.”

«And I am sure Doctor Richard would ili-
use no one,” quictly put in Dora. She had re-
covered by this, and, though rather pale, was
perfectly calm.  « How Jate it is!'” she added;
as the old clock below struck the hour.

She left them still looking very quict; but

when she had entered her room, when she had
closed and Jocked the door, and was free from
intrusion, she Aung Lerself on a chair near her
bed, and burrying her face in her pillow, she
reve way to her humilintion and grief.  She,
Dora Courtenay, a girl of twenty-three, loved
this strangerl-——~and he might Le married!
She bad never thought of thut—Ubué had she
ihought of anything”  She had known him a
few weeks, and how could she dream of dan-
ger?  And there was nothing to justify this
terrible folly.  He had been kind, he had been
courteous, ke had shown that he admired her,
but no girl in her senser, and with the least
experivnce of life, could say that he had be-
trayed any of the symptoms of love. A mar-
ried man might Lehave to her exactly as Dot-
tor Richard had behaved. Kinduess, cour
fess, and admirl 874 1101 rohibited to or
from the wodded. Tt was all her folly, her
own miserable folly, Shetold Lerselfso again
and aga’p ; Lut did it lessen the hardship of
her fat ; that she alone was to blame for it?
Alust the more she luoked into the past, the
dee e was ber sense of abasement.  She
ki gw nothing of Doctor Richard, literally
T.othing. Ofhisfamily, of his antecedents, of
bis fortunes, she was deeply ignorant. He
miglt be aun adventurer, one of life's outcasty,
tor all Dora Courtenay knew. That he was
poeor, and led rather a uscless, idle sort of life,
was cerfuin. What bad brought him to Rouen?
D by, perhaps—debty, or worse.  Dora's heart
st tha thouglt. No,
¥hy would | Jieve nothing dishonerable of
him. The open manliness of hi.s countenls
auve gave her firm security against all de-
eradation, bt clear, frank look was the
Jook of a man without fear or sbame. But !xu
might be married, and the thought was mis-
ery ; be might have left his wifein Italy orin
Ireland——nay, he might bave gone to sce her
in the couniry. «Dut surely in tbat case he
would say it,’ thougbt Dora; it would be
neither honorable nor courteous to make o
mystery of it.  No, if be is mnarried, his wife
is not here. I duare say she is in lrcland.”
Suddedly & pigture rose bfore Dora Courte-
nay's eye—a beoutiful, heartrending picture.
She saw a bricht hearth, a fuir woman, with a
¢hild on her knee, and Doctor Richard smil-
ing happily. She sat up, she clasped her
hands tightly, she knit her brows and set her
teeth. “Tmust bear it she thought; «I
roust.  What right bave I to quarrel with his
domestic happiness ?  Let him be married ot
not married, what is ittome?”’
But pride is a 'weak stay at the best. That
spirit of definnce with which Dara uttered her
« What is it o me”" soon died away, and left
ber desolate and weuk. There i5 o well of
strength, however, whick she knew of old.
‘Fo it she now inrned, asking the Divine Mas-
ter for o cup of those sweet waters which, the
Samaritan woman longed for, There were
many pious memorials in Dora's room—many
gigns of man's weskness and God's mercy—al-
most all were also tokens of her lost brother’s
love; and &s she now looked at them, each
Lad its own lenguage.  That pathetic little
image ofthe child Jesus sleeping on the crose
Paul had bought from an Italian Doy, and
given her. That Haint Catherine bome by
angels she had found hanging by her bedside
on her sixtéenth birthday; and tbat divine
head erowned with thorns she had taken away
from Payl’s room after his death. From the
position of the picture, Dora had often thought
that ker brother’s last look had vested wpon
that calm, sorrowful face—sorrowful for man's
sin, and not for the tust of redemption. The
teurs rushed to her eyes, and her lips quivéred
as sacrifice, suffering, death, and immortal
love, all thus admonished and conderaned her.
She knoelt and said ker prayers, feeling both
stricken and humbled by her jolly, and asking
for power to conguer, or for resignationto en-
dure it, if endurance must indecd be her let.

we are not told that it 15 ever heard at once.
A long sleepless night did Dora spend—long
and cruel. She could not bearto go on loving
this stranger, and she conld not belp it. This
was ker first love—the only love she'was ever
1o know, and it had come 1o her, like'
fromn the brain of Jove, full grown
powerful. "She tried to strive agains },bl'b-“t
itscemed to her as if she only came ott’of the
struggle weak, belpless, and-beatén. A gick-
ening sense of Ler powerlessness stole over
her, then a vague, pitiful yearning hope ¢losed
the long contest.

Never did Dora forget the bitter suspense of
the next three days——three long weary days
of impaticnce and heart-sickening expectation.
Madame Bertrand knew nothing—Dbesides,
Dora could put no plain qucsgpns,‘,and her
open, ingenuons nature, revoltedFrom indirect
inquiry. . T

4 Oh! il he were but bacl ke thought—
«that this wretched suspense”might be over
~ihnt 1 might cither be at pedée with myself,
or never see him again 7 .

At length the hope of relief canze.  On the
morning of the third day Madame Bertrand
came up with a nosegay of flowers so exquisite
und so rare, that Dora remained mute as they
were put in her trembiing hands, and Mis.
Courtenay screamed with admiration, whilst
even Mrs. Luan stared.

«They vome from a conservatory,” thought
Dorn, us she bent her flushed fice over them.
He might be married, but she could not help
feelinig happy at the gift.  Yet she would not
indulge herself. She was dressed to go out,
and she went, and refused to linger and admire
these rare and beautiful flowers. I must
not,” she thought; and to her mother she
said, ‘.1 must worlk, you know."

She went to her task, but her ind, no more
_thn.n'hcr beart, was in it. She longed for the
cvening.  She felt sure he would laok in, nnd
that Mrs. Luan would question him, and then
—o blank followed the thought.

% And then,” thought Dorn, after o while,
«all will be over, and I shall be at rest. It
is impossible that T cannot conquer this mad-
ness. I feel sure it in o soft of madnoss aud
no more. , It is irapossible that I should care
—really care—for & man of whom 1 kngw
nothing.
Besides, how can T, if he is married?

or _,01!18- to ,-1

Thich eyery fibre of her

‘ But
iheon, suppose he is not?” '

‘| and none.but the foolish can think and feel

But though prayer is cver keard in licaven,:

I do not believe it—I will not!’

paused, then-was still. Her: heart?beat,i her
pulses throbbed.. If Doctor Richard was mot
married, ‘might-ghe not hope that he dame-to
her mothér's house for her suke? It was'a
natural hope and a natural conjectute. "The
young are allowed to indulge in such thoughts
and such feelings. Later, they arc. forbidden,

so. Indeed; it is part of the wisdom of age to
put by and forget these fond badges of youth.
They arc things to be pinned on, and un-
pinned again, and left off early. 'The rosy
favors of love are apt to fade, and the gay
colots of pleasure have but a time. Truly it
is Jucky that the old are allowed to grow wise
to leave off their follies, and deny them grave-
ly. It would be sad if Phillis should weur her
shepherdess's hat and fluttering ribbons till
threescore, and if Corydon should pipe to his
sheep when the warm summer days are for-
ever gone by.
But Dora’s early spring was scarcely over.
und her May was inall its sweet fervor.  Love
to her wasa hope, a mystery, and a delightful
promise. A poor life, a life of toil, frightened
her not, if this kind and truecompanion
would but shareit with lier. She believed
him lonorable and good—what more was
needed ? For that is youth’s glorious privi-
lege. Itis cqual to any folly granted, but
then it comes short of no heroism, no daring,
no sacrifice.  For this, we all love it, and in
some sense we all honor it.. We look at it as
we might look at sonie noble tree full of the
sap of life, its green boughs laden with
flowers, and birds making sweet music be-
neath the leaves.  We know, indeed, that they
will be mute some day. for winter must come;;
we know that the leaves will turn yellow,
and lie dead on the sodden earth; but all the
sweeter for that knowledge are this fair tree'’s
Lrief splendor and beauty.
Of that brevity vouth is as happily uncou-
scious as the tree in the forest. Ifits sacri-
fices are to le boundless, s0 arc its loves to
be immortal. It was not in Dora's power to
foresee an ¢nd to her present feelings, ond
hence, perhaps, she surrendered herself to
dangerous conjecture.  But she could bewise
too, for there is a wisdom which is not the
fruit of experience, @ wisdom which springs
from the habit of self-snbjection, and this soon
cinie to the rescue.  With a guilty start she
Lanished jthe vision which turned the kind
and courteous visitor into a fond lover. No
moduest girl wlo has had the misfortune to
give her aftection unsought, willingly, and in
the first bitterness of the discovery, indulges
in such fancies. Lafer they ay come with
lLiope, and be cherished, but surely not at first.

. R o
Her hand slackened in: its lb’..bqr,';h'ér;p ncil

‘to ‘ber mothér-as-40od -as he was gone, and
Mrg. ‘Tonnthad retired 6 her own room.

~# Mamna she saidzatlier eagerly, « Doctor
Richard "hds becn very Kmd o us. - Sappose
I dress.’a doll for. Eva—the-handsomest'1 can
find? " ' ot T
*. Mg, Courtenay was charmed with the idea,
and added confidentially— - AR

« Tt is to you Doctor Richard wishes to
bring his little girl. Dora, depend upon it he
wants.to marty you.” o -

Dora turned crimson, and denied this—but
faintly. - = . e

¢ And Iam sureof it,” said Mrs. Courtenay ;
«but perheps you do notlike bim? Then,
Dora, do not cncourage him. Me looks as if
lic would take such a matter to heart; better
not give the child a doll, after all.”

Dora did not think that to give Eva a deoll
was to encournge Eva's father in a hopeless
passion ; and she said so.

# And asmy white silk dress would only get
yellow and old-fashioned,” she added, =1 shall
cut it up.”

« Cut up your beautiful silk, Dora t”

¢ I shall never wear itagain ; and I do not
like dyed silks. Besides, it is better to save
nwoney than buy.” .

Mrs. Courtenay gave in, but with a sigh.

«T shall dress her like a bride,” resumed
Dora, «with a veil and orange-wreath.”

Mrs. Courtenay screamed with delight.

¢ And she shall have a train ever so long,
and satin shoes, and white kid gloves. She

the Gallery, and not seeing Dora there, he
concluded that either she or her mother was
unwell. He now called to asceriain the cor-
rectness of his suspicion.
Dora smiled demurely at
replied gayly, W
I')'vNo, Zi[; could not go to-day.” . .
#Dora was dressing “a - doll,. put'
Luan, who would not be balked:
venge. “A doll.for your little:
Richard:” .~ . oa.
Doctor:Richard smpiled, loo’
well .as pleased, and*said, '«

-~

and tried mot to'séem 4,
Mrs. Courtenay did b ot aty
indignation.

= Of all talkeve creaturer
saig, austerely, #
You might know Dora w
young friend.”

Mrs. Luan vessrted ”
and began to buzz. ~to hr
#T don't know -
said. «The do'" |
which did not 7 _°
know that w*
Johu Barry +
to be tak-
could b

and for
oot

‘here '— !
Mr Jhere !—there!

.00k like a secret.

ty-five, I don’t know.”
supercilionsly

shall be the handsomest doll in Rouen. 1
shall go and buy it to-morrow morning, and,
mamma, you will not tell anng ??
#QOf course not,” shrewdly said Mrs. Cov
tenay, who liked a conspiracy ofall thing-,
When Dora retired to Jher own roor g,
took out the white silk dress, and look ed’ut‘ it
She had looked well in this dress o007 g0
knew it.  Were those days jorever [ o !;\' M
Was she never to go to a party » ‘g-a?n Lut to
spend life in its present obscur ty? ft really
was & pity to cut it up; but - dm‘en thev could
not afford to buy, and Do stor Ricl ard had
p s b Y otor Richard hac
been so kind. ‘There waw ) ooy “however,
i dputtxpg (;" t_l”j; :1?0 med robe once more,
gll}ppifl(’]irégmlm‘:ma '} .ooked init. So Dora
wlass, and bade @ «ovked at herself in the
o, "'f‘”f an; . ‘", S8 ort of furewell to life's vani-
;:ﬁ;s' ;;tb lt‘(‘) 1:02‘1 acr_own image there.  Itis
silke;z garme: A w_cll—n_us plcnsnnt to wear
we move—i' with their folds o rustle as
which su ¢35 pleasant to be ¢lad in the hue
alas! so T8 ow vouth and its bloom, both,
: ‘.‘;' 30 feeting ; but it is scarcely pleasant
h?:x(-o- 50 when we feel that I'leasure has closed
- gates upon us, and will open them no
Jre.

# ] must work,” thought Dora, resolutely;
and she worked hard and conscientiously, till
a step behind her made her checks burn., & . :
knew well enough it was Doctor Richard, - 5 -
was coming to look at her drawing. — gp.
turned vound, trying tolook calm, « 4 g0
thanked Jhim for the flowers with . 41,
composure.

«I shall bring you more T .o 4ime™ Le
said, smiling. Then he ® gioq ufter Mes.
Courfcnay. ]

ughe is pretty well,” ™ oplied Dora, quickly ;
¢but I wish you wo',d come in this evening
and see her.”

1tow she hate’), perself for saying that: but
she could Letie the suspense no longer. She
knew that i1fhe came Mrs, Luan would surely
get the truth from him. Doctor Richard
promised to look in readily gdough, and he
procecded to talk to her of hWiPirawing. He
stayed long, advising, suggesting, and, do
what she would, Dora fult happy.

The cvening came, that cvening which
Dora longed for, and with it came Doctor
Richard, pleasant and genial. Mrs. Luan
glared at him, but, contrary to Dora’s expec-
tation, she was mute. Would she let him de-
part without putting the momentous ques-
tion? But when, in answer to Dora's thanks,
Doctor Richard said, )
< #1 told the gardener's wife to choose such
flowers—" )

< Your wife!” interrupted Mrs. Luan, pre-
tending to misunderstand him. +#Ts she in
IFrance, Doctor Richard 77 .

A deep silence followed this question.
Dora's breath seemed gone, nud she Jooked
furtively at Doctor Richard.  1{e colored, and
a few seconds elapsed ere he replied.

#1 have ne wite Mrs. Luwn—I am a
widower,” he added, gravely. .

Mrs. Luan, who had looked triumphant for
a moment, now looked blank, wud Doctor
Richard, turning t7 Dors, continued—

# Will you allaw me to bring my little girl
to see you, Miss Courtenay, Ishall have her
in Rouen for & day 2" |

Dora scarcely knew what shi answered.
She felt in heaven. She expectdl nothing,
but Doctor Richard was not n mirried nan.
She need feel no humiliation, no shame. Her
reply scemed satisfactory, lioweber, for he
smiled, and looked satisfied; ¥hilst Mrs.
Courtenay, though rather offendedjthat Doctor
Richard did not want to bring his little girl
to sce her, asked how old the youh g lndy was.

tSeven—but very dclicnte,”,fle answered,
with a sigh.

Dora felt full of pity, and qufstioned cagor-
Iy. Was she tall, dark, or fir, and did she
speak French? And Doctof Richard, like
most parents, answered rcnd{_\'. Dora thius
learned that Eva was the chjld’s name—that
she was tall, dark, and spokdFrench fluently.

“And when will you Lrinf her to us?? she
asked, ; o

He saw her eager eves bjnt upon him; he'
read desire ih her parted 4ps, and he smiled
a kind, pleasant smile.

¢ After to-morrow, if yoyf like it,” ke said.

# Doctor, what made yu call her Eva?”
inquired Mrs. Courtenay.

It wa¥ her mother's npnie.”

‘}. cloud came over Lig face as he spolke,
which looked more like fhe shadow of & past
-trouble than like the rguembrance of a sor-
row. P
«I wonder if e was $appy with his wife?”
thought Dora ; # perhaps not, and perhaps,
too, he does not mean ¥ mury again.”

T]‘le thought gave h¢ no pain. o love is
love's true happiness, ind, in its early stago;
at least it looks for yone other. Delightful,”
therefore, was this evéhing tohor.  She spoke
little, but she felt hagpy
looked, though she sof in sileut reverie, She
tried, indeed, to roufc herself, and at length
she succeeded. Wlen she came back from
the world to which she had been wandering—
the pleasant world of a girl’s fancies—and was
once more, both in hody and in spirit, present
in her mother's sitting-room, she found Mrs.
Courtenay and Dogtor Richard tatking gayly,
and Mrs. Luan moody and sulky. Dactor
Richard was o free man=nothing could atone
for hat calamity, M. Courtenay looked at
her sister-in<law, then Winked significantly at
Doctor Richard, adding, 'in broken ' words,
which Mrs. Luan was supposed not to under-
gtand— o

“ Always was so—likes nothing—does not
mind me now—does not know what I am
talking of.” L ; T

Doctor Richard was' of another opinion,
and ke succeeded in changing the. discourse,

left. Lo : . S
Almost from the first momont that he had

mentioned the existonce of bhis child, Dora
had been-full of & project, whi

Noailh

; and as ghe felt she |

which referred-no more to Mrs. Luan till he {

& And yet why should there not be <ome
wonderful story for me toe " thought Dora,
sitting down to mmse over her future; # why
should dull commonplace bemy lot? T do
not feel as if the straight and Leaten road
were to be mine. I seem to sce many wind-
ing paths before me. It may bean iliusion,
but it is a harmless one, and I will not bid it
begone. Asto the dress, I care not for it.”

She took it off, and to prevent the possibi-
lity of repentance, took two breadths out of
the skirt.  Thissacrifice being accomplished,
she went to bed and dreamed of a marvellous
doll with a train half a vard long.  Early the
next morning, Dorawentout. She succeeded
in finding such a doll as she wanted, and
Lreught it home under her cloak. so that Mrs.
Luan might not see it. She set alout her
task at once, and locked herself in to prevent
a surprisc; but Mrs, Courtenay, who, though
slie liked a conspiracy, did not seem tounder-
stand that secrecy was one of its most neces-
sary ingredients, came and knocked for ad-
mittance cvery five minutes, «just to see how
she was getting on”” As Dora carefully
locked the door after her mother ¢very time
she thus came, Mrs Luan, lhad she been an
observant person, could not have failed de-
tecting the existence of a mystery. ILu kily.
few things, unless when connected in v
direct manner with her concerns, drew
tention, and ull she thought, if she thougs
all, was that Dora was engaged in sone
drawing.

SWhat a pretty doll it 11" whispered My
Courtcnay, bending over the pillow o
the doll lay carcfully wrapped in tissue jopers
tand, olr ! Dora. how it does stare!”

This Mrs. Courtenay annonuced as<o e
cidedly singular fact, and as it the stari> o of
dolls were a new discovery of hers.

»Yes,” gayly said Dora; - it was shutupin
a box, you see, and having just come cat, it
is making the best use of itz eves.  Desides,
it is fresh from Germany, and hasa zood deal
to learn, poor thing! in this new country.
Perhaps it is thinking of the Fatherland, and
Inmenting the change from the Rhipe to the
Seine.” ) ,

“And, oh!" said Mrs. Courtenay, with her
little scream,.* you have got shoes fo3it!” and
she took and twirled on her fingera pair of
whitesatin bridal shoes, beautifully made.

u Yes,” replied Dora, looking at tjem with
a little envious sigh; # 1 knew I jould not
make them.so well, so I bought tiem, and
stockings and gloves. The rest I shsll fashion
myself.” ‘ j

And very cleverly did Dora sctabout her
task. Her ¢ve and her taste werd both cor-
rect, and ere the day was half overthe bride's
attire was -nearly completed.

# Is not Doragoing outio-day ?’ asked Mrs.
Luan, with some wonder.

. Mrs, Cowrtenay winked several times very
fast, pursed up her lips, and vttered n myste-
rious # Np.”

4 What is she doing, then?’

. & Nothing particular,” replied Mrs. Courte-
1ay, whose tone implied that Dora was doing
something very particniar indeed.
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4 Dear me, Mrs. Luan, how many questions
do youput! Cannot the child stay within
without your knowing why ?”

Now, if Mrs. Lunn’s inquisitiveness had not
Leen .stimulated after this, she should lave
had no such organ. But as she did possess
some share of this important faculty, she de-
termined to. know what Dora was doing.

‘is going off to church ¥’

at the bride.
word about it to Eval”
brought out ¢ the Mariee”

set her off by putting a sheet of blue paper be-
hind herback, she withdrew several steps, and
Iooked rather anxicusly at Doctor Richard's
dark face. This doll was n very pretty one—
she had Llue eyes. pink cheeks, and red lips.
Semewhat deficient in figtie she had been,
but, thanks to Dora's unserupulous skil, she had
now the most delieate round waist. These
aqnatural 7 advantages were seboii'by the love-
liest Lridal! dress maiden "ever wore on her
marriage morn.  iler robe of long sweeping
white silk, lvopud up in front o show a pair
of fairy white fuet. was exquisitely trimmed
with tulle bouillonie, as an article on the
fashions would have said. A long veil,
through which shone her faie hair, flowved
avound her. The orange-wreath nodded over
her snowy trow; pearls gliamed on her
plump white neck, and were twisted in “ows
around her fuir arms.  Doctor Ricaard
frowned.

#Miss Courtenay,”’ he asked, «doex a dride
wear jewels 77

«T believe pearls are allowed,” timidly said
Dora. = Besides,” sbe plealed, «ther are
sure to please the chijd.”

“ Pearls, and no prayer-book !” ke contirued,
critically. .

But Dora shut hi mouth. She prodiced a
combination of shite satin and gilt saper,
which, when catipleted, was to be placed in
the band of thq/uride, and to be considired a
prayer-book. fDoctor Richard smiled, and
made no furt}tr ehjection.

i Dear Misk Courtenay,” be said, evidently
much gratiffd, < I cannot tell you how grate-
ful I feel f/v sl the trouble you have taken,
and iva:\A:)c-:-' not go crazy with joy, I know
nothing avout her!”

#1 hope she will like it,” remarked Dora,
with a smiles «1 have done my best.”

it You have done wonders—and the doll isa
beautiful doll! Iadeed, I feel bound to wish
her bridegroem joy, whoever he may be. This
Minna ror Thecla—ior who can doubt her
parentage ?2—will surely make a good wife!
There is tauth in ker honest blue eye, and
guod-humgr in herround, rosy face.  She has
a good jatellzcital development too. In
short, I can =ev astore of domestic bliss for the
happy nun!”

w Deay dear!” exclaimed Mrs. Courtenay,
wto thitk you should see itall in the doll’s
face, Ihetor dlickard! 1 only saw that she
stares.’ -

w82 dovs ~taie o leetle—just o leetle bit,”
depreratingly observed Doctor Richard, #In
her piaiden innocence, you see, she looks
this wicked world, end thinking no harm of it,
forg:ts to drop her eyelids.  Besides, this bit
oi irsolenve shows her high birth and perfect
breeding. Then how do we know bub that
she isa specimen of tbe fust young lady!
These rosy lips may talk slang for all I can
tell to the contrary ; but oh! if she does talk
slang, let it be German slang, I pray, and not
English sling, wherewith she might corrupt
my litile Eva’s vernacular.”

i She stall not talk at all, Doctor Richazd,”
gayly exclaimed Dord. «1ama fairy, and I
lay uper her the spell of silence.” I

w Anlrish Geis, such as used to be laid on
our kilgs and heroes,” said Doctor Richard,
rising “ Dear Miss Courtenay, your bride 18
serfet now : foras she cannever say the fatal
tyes’ 50 can_she never cease to bhea bride.
Lifote her will be a perpetual marriage morn-
ing,¥ith orange-wreath ever in blopm. Time
is » more for her.  Youth and beauty cannot
fadh  Truly you ave afairy indeed

tWhat, going so soon?"” cried Mrs. Courte-
na,as she saw him looking for his hat.

. Yes, I have an appointment. Bt Ishall
bng you Eva to-morrow.” )

: Bring her to Iuncheon,” warmly c¢ried Mrs.
Curtenay.

Doctor Richard seemed to hesitate.

«With great plensure,” he said, after the
puse of a moment; vbut though I by no
1eans presume to make the favor I am going
2 ask a condition of my little Eva's coming
>-morrow, 1 hope you will grant it. T have
-ong promised Eva that she and I should have
uncheon together on the grass before the

4

Very ceaftily, however, did she set about her
nrpose. When Mus. Courtenay left the roox,
frs. Litlan went and knocked at Dora’s door.
‘and Dorn, thinking it was hor mother opened}
with a chiding smile.

Tvan, ¢

- «No, aunt” replied Dora, blushing witl
vexation.

No change, no emotion, appeared on Mr.
Luai's heavy face as she withdrew ; but sle
had seen the doll standing - with her back tca
chair, her white dvess on, and-the omrge
wreath and veilon the table; and she wisnot
quite so ull but that she knew whai this
meant. Mrs. Luan had a spice of vindictive-
ness in her composition, She felt aggricved
at having been exclided from all knowledge
of it. She resolved to be révenged. and
weiched her opportunity so welly that when
Dorn lcft her room after dinner, Mrs. Luan
sfole into it unsuspected. . But in vain she
looked on the bed, on the furmlture—-t.he doll
was not there; in vain she tried the drawers,
Dora hed locked them and taken the key.
Mrs. Luan's homicidal - intentions .against
Eva's doll were defeated, and she-cropt out of

‘!
< ]s not your mother here?” asked Mrsi|

| he would have thought we were -afraid of put-

weather got too cool. Will you join us?
mxe .spot is pretly, and within five minutes
of Rouen by rail” . S
Mrs. Courtenay and her daughier were
taken by swprise. They ekchanged looks,
then Mrs. Courtenay spoke ardaccepted.
«Yon see, my dear,” she said to Dora after
Doctor Richard had left them, « it would really
have Dbeen urkind to refuse Doctor Richard;

ting him to some expense, and that would
have annoyéd and humbled ‘him.”

CHAPTER XVIII.

Beaumirun and bright shone'the next moras.
ing when Dora opened herwindow andlooked
out. A warm sunbenm stealing over the roof
of their low house lit the -opposite church ;
the - vine-leaves reddencd in-its glow, the air
was cvisp and sbarp, and everything to Dora
locked enchanting. . f

#We must give Doctor Richard and his.
little girl & good luncheon,” snid Mrs. Courte-
nay, who partook of her danghter's exhilara-
tion; “a pair of roast fowls, and a The
little thing is sure to like the pastry.|
.%And s0. is the father,” suggested A Mrs.’

his surprise, & 5q
' <t ] ‘e They l~who2—w

‘oMb
" 1 of her Te-.
~girl, Doctor

;ed‘_snrhrised as,
. () i N
Dora’ uttered a remonstr:‘,_iveln%fgdhl’ ;ﬂ:ﬁ,ﬁ
0 much ‘annoyed.
empy to'conceal lier

. €7y, Mrs. Luan,” she
you are t' 1o most indiscreet.
anted to surprise her

usual defence,

anything about that,” she
was dressed like a bride,
Atleast, I
den my aunt mn away with Sir
she went in a cotton dress, in order
¢n for the cook. Though how she
2 taken for the cock, who was stout,

replied
3. Courtenay, “ who ever heard the like?

40 you suppose we mean to say the doll was
going to contract a privatemarriage, or to run
away with any one, when the orange-wreath
and the veil tell as plainly 25 can be that she

My dear Mrs. Courtenay,” said Doctor
Richard, pathetically, -~ do let me have a peep
I skall be mizerable if T do not
sec her, and you may be surel shell not say o

Dora, nothing leath, rose, and went and
She placed her
standing safely against the wall, and having

| triflea-if there be such things as trifles,
! 1doubt—can change the aspect of a country

5 carving when be has that Jarge house to him-
gelf.”

«J dare sey he pays no remt” said Mrg,
Luan, after a pause, they kave put him iy
to keep it aired.” .- 77T

t.they ?

- But -fo answer ks |question‘'was beyond
Mrs. Luan.  She.replied, impatiently, “that
she did not know. their name; and Mrs, Coyr.
tenay bad too much to.d6oEpend more time
in theargument. -A-terrible-deal of fuss angd
.werry bad tolbe gonetthrough before the
luncheon’ 2owid k¢ got ready for-one o'clock,
the appointed hour, Lo

.:Mrs.; Courtenay joitied Matatha Bertrand in
the kit¢hen, and a little squabbling, polite, of
course, but decidedly squabbling, was the cop.
sequence of her appearance there. Do, tgg
.bad her share of preparation, though Alrs
Gourtenay would not heer of her venturing op,
‘anything culinary, lest she should soil hep
clothes or spoil her hands; and Mrs. Luag
alone sat idle, ard in high dudgeon. Most
cordially did she hate these doings, and Doe.
tor Richard and Eva, and the expense and the
doll. But she was mute. Bhe knew she hag
no right to speak, and that her objection, i}
she made any, wonld not e regarded. Sp she
was silent, and looked on—brooding over Ler
wrangs, and thinking them many.

And now the hour came round, and boty
Dora and Mrs. Courtenay began to look anx.
iously at the clock. At a quarter to onc steps
were heard coming up the staircrse, and 3.
childish viice mingled with deeper tones
Dora went and opened the door, and received
her young guest wit a smile and a kiss. Evg
had her father's dark eyes and his genjal
smile, but otherwise she Was not much like
him. She gave Dora a shy, wistful look, then
she returned Ler embrace, and was fumiljar
and free in a moment.

% You live here ?” she eaid, running to the
window and peeping ont.  Oh! what o queer
oldchurch! Do youlike it? Are these vour
birds ¥’ -

She looked curiously at Dora’s sparraws
who fed tamely on the ledge of the open win.
dow, looking sharply at Zva, however, with
their little keen Dblack eyes, then suddenly
flew away twittering.

«Miss Courtenay prevails over everything.”
said Doctor Richard ; v« birds and children.”

«Come 10 my roony,” whispered Dora.  « I
have n young lady there who is waiting for-
you.”

“For me”" raid Eva, looking interested.
Dora nodded, and taking her band, led her-
away. 'They entered her room, and she there-
probably introduced Miss Evato the bride, for
Doctor Richard smiled as be heard a succes-
sion aof rapturous scveams from within,  Pre--
sently Eva came out with the doll in her arms,
and ran to her fatker, Lher eyes sparkling, her
cheeks flushad with joy.

“Oh! do Jook !’ s<he entreated : v do!”
Doctor Rickurd pretended to be greatly.
pleased and surprisad, and every thing wounld:
have gone on charmingly, if Mvs. Luan had
not uttered & croaking note :

“That dell will not live—it is consump-
tive!”

“Dolls donot die,” pertly said Miss Eva;
“they get broken, though.”

She laughed, but no one clse laughed. Doc-
tor Richard’s eye had an angry flash as'it
lighted on Mrs. Luan, and Dom and her
mother looked shocked and distressed, for the
glow of hezlth was wanting to Eva's dark
check, and now and then a hectic flush ap-
pegred there in its stend. Bhe wasa sickly
child, too, and ate little. The chickens,
though done to a turn, did not tempt her ; the
tart she would nottouch. «Ah! there is sor-
row in storé for him there, and he knows it,”
thought Dora; but conscious of future grief
though he might be, Doctor Richard did not
intrude his apprebension upon his friends.
He was as gay and cheerful as he could well.
bé, uttered some preity nonsense about the
bride, and indulged himself in some-of those
flights of speech which, if they cntertained:
Dora, [always saddened ler, as showing how:
little share the practical bhad in his life, Mrs.
Courtenay seemed struck with this fact too,
and sheremarked in her innocence:
«Doctor Richard, what a pity you do not do-
something! Write books, I mean,” she added,.
o little confused at the uncalled-for advice;
#1 am sure you could write—oh! go well.”

s Papa does write,” put in Liva, rather jeal--
ously ; «he wrote me out ¢Cinderella,’ and il-
lustrated it, with ber glass slipper and al}.”
tDear me!” cried Mrs. Courtenay; ¢are-
you really an author, Doctor Richard 7"

«] am afraid having written out «Cinder--
ella’ will scarcely give me & claim to author-
ship, Mrs. Courtenay,” he replicd, smiling.
#Qh! but one can put a great deal ef.
originality even into an old fairy-tale,” kindly
said Mrs Courtenay; «I am sure,” she added:
emphatically, 4 your version of ¢ Cinderella’ is
charming.  Is it published?” .

«I have tuken some liberties with it,”
gravely replicd Dr. Richard; “and therefore:
I dare not face the juvenile public, which is-
apt to be crucl at times. For instance, T
have called ¢ Cinderella’ ‘Rhodopis.’ You:
are not aware, perhaps, that Cinderella's.
prince was onc of the Pharaohs, and that she-
now sleeps as o mummy heneath one of the
Pyramids. Now, how would the little men:
and the little women like that? Notatall, I
dave swy, for, you see, Eva persists in calling
poor ¢ Rhodopis’ Cinderella, and her sandal a
glass slipper.”

Mrs. Courtenny iried to look both kmow--
ing and captivated, and was sure that the
story of Rhodopis, alias Cinderelln, was might--
ily intercsting, .and she reiterated her wish
that Doctor Richard would become an author.
T agsure you, you would be successful,” ghe
‘added, with much simplicity.

Doctor Richard seemed amused.

«I might, as you kindly predict, be success-
ful,” e replied, - but then I should no longer -
‘be Doctor Richard, which is, I confess it, the-
character 1 prefer. 1f you were to know, my-
defix madam, how many « fine fellow has been.
speiled, 1o my knowledge, by some such hob--
by! 1 like to keep my identity, and fecl as,
sure og human frailty will let me, that I sball
remein ‘what Iam, Change is g0 dangerous..
History snd daily lifeare both full of pcr’p]ex--
ing guestions bearing on this matter. Take-

{ Robespierre, for instance, and put him on

perhaps the man is a hero..
Take Napoleon, and make di_snpgointcd. law-
yer of him, sud he sends a1l his friends to the:
scaffold, as he sent, boyisk conscripts todguﬂl,
and follows them there, instead of dying likes
chained cagle in Srint Helena. Nay, ovipé;-

whi

horscback, and

a people. Thero was &
capital offonce to burk
Fancy London without
smoke or soot, and just tell me if the London-
ors must not have been then a different poople:
{rom what they are'now.” -
"u@Good gracioust” cried Mrs. Courteriay—
4 London without 'couls?l""

« Dreadful! is it not .

& Arrxd fame, Doctor Richard,” said Dord,
father earnestly—s#do you mnot care fox

that . e
., (i e cntimed)

and ;the character of
time when it was a
‘coals in London.

‘| the -room unscen inflced, but none the less Luax, grimly ; he eats our bresd and buiter 86|
sulky at having been bafled. if he were starving.” R AR
Doctor Richard came in ovening. He| “Nonsense,: Mrs. Luan,” ‘shortly replied
ch she impuarted | had not inténded"ddipg §0' b‘@ to M’F'---‘<"?“*°“,?"-‘Tt “how can‘Doctor Richard:be’

't'riiﬂ ; untry... He:hias just ‘cotipleted
a. successful ‘tour through” th
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