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- PRAY'FOR ME.

No ties of friendshlp here.on earth,—
Wone stronger, better can there be, [N
Than those exp. ed’'in grief or mirth; -
In these brief words: Friend, pray for-me.

It is thesigh of troubled hearts,
‘Whate'er the source of gricf may b,

‘When friend from meucﬁn sorrow pm'-'m.
He says, * farewell and pray for.me.

5.-'. B
At morn, when nll the eastern skles
In polden splendor robed we see,
And thy first thoughts to God arise,” &
The boon I ask is pray for me:

‘When * Angelus ” at noontide rings -
With joyml peal, reminding thee .

To ralse thy soul from earthly things;
Ol ! in that moment, pray for me.

And at the altar, swhen our Lord

Shall deizn to come and visit thee,
When thy devotion's finest chord

Is touched by Him, then pray for me.

O swoot Communion! Who can tell
What glorious vistons thou may’st see,

wWhen Jesus In thy soul doth dwell?

- In that blest unfon pray forme.

When thou shalt kneel at Mary's shrine,
And ourdear Mother smiles on thee,
Forget not this request of mine,
Oh! ask her then to pray for me.

When night’s dark shadows softly steal
In slience o’er thie carth and sea,

And thou in furvent prayer shall kneel,
Remember then to pray for me.

May God’s cholce bléssing on thee rest,
And keep thy soul from evil tree:

Mny angels guard thee and request,
That thou shouldst often pray for me.

Amid the changing scenes of iife,
Whate'er thy futurelot may be

In smiles or tears, in joy or strife, ,
Where'er thou art, olt, pray for me.

And when beneath the verdant sod,
My earthily form indeath shjnl[ be,

Then recommend nuy soul to God,
And o'er iny gTave, oh, pray for me !M SR

Quebee, August i1, 1873

DORA.

By JULIA EAVENAGH,
Authar or «Nathalie,' ¢ Adele,”  Queen Mab," &e.

CHAPTER XXIL—CoxTINTED.

«1 am coming,” answered Dora; but the
sparrows she used To feed, seeing her stund by
the open window, went fluttering past, expect-
ing their little pittance, and Dora would not
disappoint them. She covercd the window-
ledge with bread, then, witha last look and a
last sigh, she bade adieu to her room, and for
the first time in her life—to liberty.

And yet she looked happy and gay when
she entered Les Loches. For, after all, hers
was a happy lot, and she knew it. It was
pleasant to be valued so highly by the father,
and to be loved so dearly by the child. Even
Fido's grecting was grateful to her; and then
it was something surely that when one door
closed upon her, another should open so
readily and xo soon. It was n relief to Mr.
Templemorcto read the brightness of all this
in her face, as she arrived with her mother.
Yes, he felt it keenly ; he could trust his child
whilst he was away tothis fine joyous nature
—s0 joyous, and that, toeo, Mr. Templemore
knew, though not to what extent, because it
was s0 brave. .

And now Dorn entered the school-room, and
became queen absolute there.  Eva's love for
lher governcss partook of adoration. There
had never been &0 perfect a being, in lLer
opinion, as Dora. Miss Moore looked puzzled,
and scarcely pleased, at this ardent affection;
but Mr. Templemore was both amused and de-
lighted, and took eviden! pleasure inwatching
and fostering its growth He would jestingly
ask Dora to tell him which of the two, Eva
or Fido, loved her most, or could do best with-
out her society. And when Dora would leave
the room, or the garden, and Eva, howsoever
absorbed, would soon look up from her book or
her playthings, shake her curls, and ask,
“ Where is Cousin Dora?" BMr. Templemore
would reply, with a smile:

«Come, Eva, I see it is Fido's affection
which is the stronger of the two, after all { he
smever lets Cousin Dora out of his sight, pru-
dent dog, and you do.”

« But Fido does not love Cousin Dora half
50 much as I do,” Eva would cry in hot indig-
nation; and throwing down her book or her
doll, she would go in pursuit of this much.
loved cousin, to Mr. Templemore’s evident
satisfaction.

" | She'couldmot help

Cousin Do
nowle I - R .

«Very: well, my dear, do so#>~ -~ - - =
* She-putdown thechild, who jumped lightly-
-on’thie floor, shook her dark curls, and;jyith-
them, no doubt, some:portion, of her sorrow ;:
then opened the doorof the school-roo, Blip-
ped ouat,;:and Jeft Doraal iy At

hink I shall goito aunt

:-r;/

g LAk th :
réains-by, which, that past.
“Shé couldnot help coms;
of reality..

and to some of the d
had béen haunted. - § ;
paring the romance ‘of life with that

.| How falr a beginning.she had had! She had
“| read novels verylike it. A rich.man in dis-

-guisé discovers a poor girl in some obscure.
nook, and removes every thorn from her path.
He holds a mnagic wand, and life becomes
sweet and easy before the unconscious maiden.
Then, having won her heart, unaided by the
prestige of wealth and rank, he takes her
some day to a noble dwelling, and says, ¢ Tis
mine.” How pretty! And it was her story.
That pleasing commencement she had had,
and to make its romance more complete, the
rich man in disguise was a sort of feudal
enemy. Butalas! thefair ending of the tale
was wanted.

« Life is not a ballad or a novel, after all,”
thought Dora, amused 2t her own disappoint-
ment, and glancing round at the maps and
xlobes, which showed her how wide a gap lay
there between the first and the Jast pages of
Ler book ; “the rich man is very kind, but it
is nota wife he wants, tis a governess. Ie
has a foolish sister-in-law, whom he cannot
trust his child with, and as the poor girl is a
lady, and cheerful, and can teach what she
knows, he is pleased to have her with his 1it-
tle daughter, whilst he goes and spends the
winter in a house which iy his, but might bave
been her brother's. That 1slife, and that is
why, too, biography is s¢ disappointing. The
first pages are always full of wonderful prom-
ise, but the last have lost the charm ; the
beauty of the tale departs with youth, and re-
turns no more.”

Here a bluck-and-tan paw, gently scratching
Dora’s knee, drew her attention.  She looked
down smiling, and saw a pair of full bright
eyes mutely begging for a lap.

« Yes, Fido, you shall be petted,” she said,
taking him up; and as ¥ido luxuriously made
a ball of himself, and soon snored with pleas-
ure, Dora thought, #God bless bim !'—he has
a good kind heart. It was like him to cheer
a dying woman by removing this sad thought
from bher mind. She died, knowing that the
little creature who loved her would not be
forsaken. God blessnim! he was kind to me
too. I am sure it made him happy to see me
drawing at the dMusee, and thinking myself a
bit of a genius. I can remnember many asmile
and many a look in which, if T had read them
rightly, I might have detected the pure, heart-
felt joy of a good man. I can pay bim back
now, and I will. T will be happy, and I will
be checrful—were it only for bis child's sake.”

The opportunity for fulfilling this resolve
came almost immediately. The door opened,
and Eva entered the room, with & sad, long
face.

« Cousin Dora,” she raid, with n profound
sigh, “ aunt is busy, and—and I amn very mis-
ernble.”

Miserable! Dora laughed the declaration
to scorn. Miscrable—why, Mr. ‘Peaplemore,
if he knew it, would be quite nngry. Besides,
was he not coming back? Miserable! she
would not hear of such a thing.  But, unfor-
tunately, Eva thought Lerself bound to be
miscrable, and Doru soon found out thut she
owed this idea to Miss Moore, who had taken
some pains to impress on the child that she
must in duty make herself unhappy, because
of her tuther's departure. Dora did not con~
tradict openly—there was no need to do so—
but she swept the morbid fancy away; then,
putting Fido on his cushion, she sat down to
the piano, and began to play; whilst Eva so
far forgot her grief as tv dance, waving her
arms as she bad seen little girls do in panto-
mimes, and making some erratic and abortive
attempts to stand upon one toe. Assho was
in that picturesque attitude, the door opened,
and Mrs. Courtenay entered the room. She,
too, came to be miserable, for she thought
Dora very ill.used by Mr. Templemore; but
on seeing Eva thus dancing to her daughter's
music, she looked so bewildered, that Dora,
who had turned round, asked with a smile
«What is it, mamma?”

«T am glad you are both so cheerful,” re-
plied Mrs. Courtenay, still looking bewil-
dered.

«Yes, we are cheerful,” said Dora, with a

Mrs. Courtenay put only one construction
upon all this, and felt both amazed and indig-
nant when Mr. Templemore suddenly went
awny one morning. Before going he spoke to
Dora. .

¢ You have bewitched Eva,” he said with a
kind smile, “so I need only ask you to go on
with the magic, the secret of which I will not
attempt to fathom. I shall only trouble you
with two requests : be so good as to teach Eva
to wait on herself as much as possible, and
not to grow up into a helpless young iady;
also, if she should be unwell, to send for Doc-
tor Le Roux first, then to telegraph to me.
The rest I lcave to you; and now, before we
part, forgive me to have laid this task upon
you—TI sometimes feel I have been selfish {"

_«How 507" composedly asked Dora, «I
really could not expecta better situation than
that I have in your family, Mr. Templemore.”

« Pray do mnot talk of it as a situation,” he
said, looking slightly disturbed.

« What else is it ?" she replied, with smile
of quiet pride. #Of course you do not look
upon me merely as a person to whom you
givo a certain amount of money—nor do I
think of myself merely as one who receives it ;
but forall that, Mr. Femplemore, I am the
governess of your child, and I am paid for be-
ing so.”

Mr. Templemore's dark chek flushed, and
he bit hislip , but ke said nothing.

«I hope you are not displeased with my
frankness 7" composedly resumed Dora, who
saw very well that he was,

«0Oh! not at all,” replied Mr. Templemore,
but he thought : «Miss Courtenay is a proud
woman—a very proud woman."

© And now it was time for him to go. He
would not let Eva accompany him to the sfa-
tion, Dora and the child bade himadieu at the
gates of Les Roches. ‘The day was bleak and
very dreary——such at least, it seemed to Dora,
as she gave him her hand, and wished him a
happy journey. But if the sweet sunshine of
spring had been in thé sky, Mr. Templemore
could not have looked brighter and more
genial than he looked as'he bade them fare-
well. He kissed Eva two or three times, in-
deed, and’ with evident grief, but grief under
which seemed to flow a strong current.of joy.
Dora stood and looked at the carriage which
bore him away, like one in a dream. : She felt
no wishto lament his departure, no tempta-
tion to regret his presence, but there fell a
coldness upon her like that of a shadow which .
suddenly shuts out a strong sun. She felt
both lone and chill, and tifned back to the
‘house in silénce, - till ‘Eva's sobs and tears
“roused her to-the ‘effort of consoling the
“ghild. " S R
* “But Eva’s grief was. a childish grief—it did’
"netlast:  Whenshe had got all the comfort
she could out of Dora, she raised her head
drom her young governess's shoulder, dried-
her tears, looked about her, and said, with
little tremnlous sigh, .

bright, proud smile « and we mean 1o go on
being cheerful, too, mamma.”

Mrs. Courtenay's countenance beawmed again
on hearing this.

s« My dear, I amn so glad!” she exclaimed,
raising her voice—¢«so glad!”

Dora laughed, and turned back to the piano,
and Eva waved her arms, again and agsin
stood on her toe, whilst Mrs., Courtenay ut-
tered little screams of delight, and Miss Moore,
who heard these doings from afar, felt shocked
and scandalized.

CHAPTER XXIII.

T had passed, and brought few changes
in Dora’s lite. She had done with Eva one
evening, and stole up to her own room, as she
often did at that hour. It was very cold, but
a bright moon shone in the wintry sky, and
standing in the deep recess of her window,
Dora looked at the sharp icicles which hung
from the stone angles of the fountain in the
court.

“ 8o am I,” thought Dora.

She did not feel dull, she did not feet un-
Lappy, but she felt torpid like that frozen
water.

& My dear, here is a lotter for you,” said her

-mother, coming in.

Dora turded round quickly ; John Luan had
written a week ago, the letter might be from
Mr. Templemore. It was from him—a friend-
Iy letter, as usual, and enclosing a check.

« My quarter's salacy,” she said.

#«How nice,” exclaimed Mrs. Courtenay ;
« and then that pretty English maid Mr. Tem-
plemore sent for you and Eva. Dora, you had
a fairy for your godmother.”

“Had It asked Dora; for memory flew
back with a sort of passion to Madame Ber-
trand’s rooms, and the old church, with its
garden high up in the buttresses, to the Musee
with its pictures, and to long happy evenings,
which must return no more. ¢ Have I not
buried my dead yet?” she thought, scorning
her own weakness.

« My dear, you will tear that check,” un-
casily said Mrs. Courtenay, as she gaw her
daughter crushing the paper in her little ner-
vous hand, with uncorscious force.

.Dora laughed, and who that heatrd Ler girl-
ish' laugh would have guessed how much
strength and how much pride lay within its-
clear ringing sound ? E )

-+ #Are you coming -to'the drawing-room?"
resumed Mrs. Courtenay ; ¢ poor Miss Moore
does.prose 50 when we arealons.’ ~ -

“ 1 shall join you presently,” said Dora,
cheerfully, “but I must go down and look at
some drawings first. I shallnot be long,” she
-added,.-gayly, on seeing Mrs. Courtenay's
blank face.. - :

She went at once, and on her way down she
met that pretty English maid, whose presence
was, in-Mrs. Courtenay’s opinien, one of the

-|'whilst-Miss Courteuay-passed,~, " .
|- -« Fanny Iy.c ¢
thave rot'a fault to-find-with her,” thought!

=7~
LN

. Faniny: gurtéied, and-stood by respectfully

[ L
nny is very civil and very pretty,.andl,

‘Dotaylookibg at.the girl's blooming face-and
swiling:bliie eyes;;. --but Tsuppose I"am hard
to'please, for I do.riot like Fanny, and would

ther-be; without'her.” ;s iV - L
Mr.:Tomplomore before'leaving; had plac
‘his' libzary¥ at "Dora’s disposal;:and ghe.he

g

.ants. ~But now:she was not-inclined for a
book, she wantod something more vivid, some-
thing to charm.the eye as well asto feed:the
mind, and she found it in ore of Mr. Temple-
.mor¢’s -many portfolios, The hours Dora
spent thus were very happy hours in their
way. Surrounded by mementoes of Mr. Tem-
plemore, she could not help thinking of him
now.and.then; but the old illusions, the old
friendship even, she forgot, or thonght that
she did forget. She might be mistaken. Her
self-subjection was not, perhaps, so complete
as she imagined it to be—Dbut she was far too
proud to be unhappy. ' ‘ :

Perhaps love does not make its victims so
very wretched after all.  Perhaps it is rather
a state of mild and bearable suffering thanone
of distracting pain. There are many reasons
why the patient’s pangs should be concealed ;
and when they are revealed, it is generally
because they have Lecome intolerable. It is
then that the world sees despair, and the
agony of grief and draws its hasty conclusions.
concerning thetragic natureloflove. We may
be sure there are many calm lulls to that
sorrow, many hours when it is forgotten, and
life and its blessings are prized in their ful-
ness. Love in itself can never be a curse;
though it may be in love's destiny, and no
doubt is to lead to some of the sharpest tor-
ments which a human being can experience.
But when there is and can be no hope, there
can be no acute suffering, and so it was with
Dora. So she now lingercd over a view of
Pompeii, and as she lookedfat the lone and
desolate streets and roofless houses, and lis-
tened to the stormy wind blowing around Les
Roches, she thought how time with the same
resistless force had swept away man and his
generations from the dead city. #Yes,” she
said to her own thoughts, @ we are before that
mighty conqueroras dried leaves on the path
of u strong gust, and surely it is impossibleto
think of these thines, and indulge in vain il-
lusions or dangcrous reverie.”

Dorn felt very calm just then, full of phi-
losophy and of that wisdom which comes
from thought, and has not stond the test of
experience. 'The wind was strong, as we said,
and jit did not let her hear the wheels of a
carringe on the gravelled path outside. She
did not hear unaccustomed sounds in the
house at that hour, she heard nothing till the
door of the room in which she sat opened, and
Mrs. Luan stood before her. ‘

“Aunt!” cried Dora starting to her feet in
much surprise. *Is it really youn?—are you
really come #’

“ Yes,” replied Mrs. Luan, nodding; M:.
Templemore asked me. He knew it would
please you, he said.”

“How kind!" exclaimed Dora in glad sur-
prise. ¢« Do you stay long, aunt? Is John
coming ?”

« No,” shortly replied Mrs. Luan.
Templemore did not ask him.”

% Of conrse not,” said Dora with a gay
Inugh; “ but he could go to Madame Ber-
trand, you know, and I long to sce John
again.”

«And Mr. Templemore,’ said her aunt,
«when is he coming ?”

« Really, aunt, I don't know;" and her face,
bright as sunshine, seemed to add, ¢ Really, 1
I don't care.” :

Mrs. Lnan's brain was not a clear one. A
dreadful fear now seized her. Had Doras
heart turned the wrong way?
so strange and moody a look, that her nieco
was startled.

¢ Aunf, what is it 7"

« Nothing, but I wish I had not lost the let-
ter—Mr. Templemore's Ietter; it was beau-
tiful—and all about you.”

Dora’s deep bLlush did not speak much in
favor of poor John; and Mrs. Luan, whom
her one idea could render clear-sighted, read
its mcaning.

« I must go and sce Miss Moore now,” she
said, prudently leaving Dora to the powerful
auxiliary of her own thoughts. «Will you
come ?’

«When I have put away this portfolio,”
answered Dora.

But she did not follow her aunt at once.
Bhe stood with a smile¢ on ler lips, and a
happy light in her eyes, forgetting the ensy
wisdom of five minutes back. Ah)] what a
thing is the present moment, that subtle por-
tion of timo which is either past or future,
and which is gone beforc we can say ’tis here.

In vain Dora had read andlooked, Neither
book nor picture now gave her their lesson, or
yielded her their homily. In vain they had
told her how generations had come and gone,
how creeds had changed, how the sun of some
nations had set in tho darkness of an eternal
night, and that of other nations had arisen
and reached its meridian glorions and spien-
did-—there was something stronger than it all
in the Leart of the dreaming girl.

% What could there be inthat lost letter?”
she thought, as the closed the door of the
study behind her.

She stood in the darkness of & narrow pas-
sage, but thence she could sec the square
stone hall brightly 1it, and the broad staircase.
Suddenly the front door opened, and Jacques,
the servant, showed in a tall handsome young
mnn. For one moment Dora remained
amazed and mute, the next she eagerly came
forward.

«Johu ! she said, joyfully ; #“John Luan!”

He turned round quickly and took her ex-
tended hand, and looked at her with a happy,
beaming face. .

#God bless you!” he said ; then he added,
‘¢ yon are as pretty as ever.”

«Of course I am,” gayly answered Dorn,
« But what acheat aunt is to say you were
not coming!” .

John Luan changed color, and locked so-
bered at once.

« 13 my mother here ?" he asked.

« Shehas just arrived, and is up-stairs with
mamma and Miss Moore. Did you not travel
together ?”

# No,” sulkily replied John. Before Dora
could make any comment, a door above open-
ed, and Mrs. Luan, who had probably heard
her son's voice, appeared at the head of the
staircase. ,

There was 2 moment's silence, and during
that interval, brief though it was, Dora saw
and guessed much, . She saw the brightpess

# Mr.

from John's face, and a strange sullen like-
ness to his mother appear there in its stend—
a likeness which grew deeper and stronger as
Mrs. Luan and he exchanged looks. She saw

bad doceived each other ; ‘though how fatthe

‘deceit had been carricd—how John had said’

he was going to Scotland, and Mrs, Luan that
she'was going to Dublir ; how John had.come
to ask her to become his wife, and Mr§. Luan

‘to ‘prevent her from consenting’; and, above

all, how she kiad come to Les Roches without
the slightest invitation from its master, Dorn

‘could not divine.  She had ‘always -thought

that the obstacle to John’s suit rested’ with

glories of her daughter’s:lot.

t1 otlier;was coming?” she cou

.| covéring this. composure.’

;spent some pleasant hours with its silent ted- j.land!” ; , ]
L - - stairs ; « what o shame of Mrs. Luanﬁtg\!_{!‘h_

“{ things, and considered that to have the

She gave her.

which her aspect had called up pass nway,

this, and she guessed that mother and  son.

Herself ; she- bad hever- suspeoted that it lay

Cfith- Mrs; Luan, . - s 0G0

£¥uAnd did each .of You not know :that the
1d not ‘help ex-

-glaiming. T -

‘4 Come, come. ] :
surprised’ you,” gayly replied

I see we lave caught and
John Luaii;, re-
u And “fs’ aunt
ught £00? . Where is aunt!” ot
Thy,“John,” 1" thought you were. in.-Scat-
and 1" exclaimed Mrs. Courtenay’s voice up-

pose upon me'so !” P
~ John laughed, and went up7to Mr4. Cour-
.tenay, who, in the same breath, 1ptrod|;ced'
him to Miss Moore, and informed him-that he
would be delighted at Madame Bertrand's,
who was the dearest old thing, and would
take such care of him. John’s reply concerns
ing the shortness of his stay, and the advan-
tages of hotels, did notreach Dora.  She did
not Lelieve that this was a concerted plan be-
tween John and his mother, and she stogd
amnzed and perplexed at the foot of the stairs
case, with her hand on the banisters, and her
eyes downeast. On looking up, at length, she
saw Mrs. Luan standing alone, almost in the
same attitude ns herseli. Dora looked at her
steadily as she went up the staircase ; but Mrs.
Luan never moved nor rised her sullen eyes.
« How moody shelooks!” thought Dora.

« Aunt,” she said, on reaching her, and
gently touching her hand as she spoke, “ why
did not John tell you he was eoming '—and
why also did you not tell him?”

Mrs. Luan looked up,and there wasa con-
fusion in her gaze which did not seem to come
from Dora’s question—the confusion of a dull
mind, to which even light and clear matters
appear perplexed and strange.

« He can't stay,” was her only answer; % he
can't afford it, you know.”

There was nothing else to be got from her.
Dora saw it, and thought, -Poor John, he
came to see me, and his mother tells me he
cannot afford to marry ; as if Idid not know
jt—and as it I wanted him !’ This much she
understood—this much and no more.

It was quite true that John could not stay ;
his time was not liis own-~he too said so.
He wus very full of his prospects, for he had
bieen promised an appointment of a hundreda
year, which he scemed to consider a small for-
tune. He was to be the medical attendant of a
wonderful society for the improvement, or the
benetit, or the perplexity of young women ; he
wus to havea cottage and a garden, and plenty
of time, for the young women were only to
be invalids when they could not help it; so
that, as every one ¢lse in the neighborhood
was, on the contrary, to be in delicate health,
Doctor John Luan would enjoy every oppor-
tunity of establishing a large practice, and of
carning o handsome income. He seemed so
sure of all this, he looked so handsome with
his blue eyes and his florid complexion, there
was something so young and yet so perfectly
manly about him, that Miss Moore, spite
Dora’s reserved manner, had no doubt but
John Luan was a favored admirer, How
could he be otherwise? Surely Miss Courte-
nay never thought she could do Letter.

Nome vague suspicion of the same kind
Inrked in Mrs. Luan's mind. LKither she was
not quite convinced of Dora’s secret liking for
Mr. Templemore, orshe doubted its depthand
durability, for she never left her son’s side.
But spite all her watching, John found means
to see Dora alone. He would not mind her
eravity, or road its meaning. He knew she
did not love him, for love gives keenness even
to the dull; but John was not exacting or
romantic ; let Dora marry him, or promise to
marry him some day, and he was content.
He was matter-of-fact in love, as in most

woman he was fond of, was the great point in
matrimony. #The rest will come with time,”
was his philesophic conclusion. And as he
menant to be kind, a flectionate, and devoted,
he ‘mny be excused if he was also easily satis-
fied.

#1 wish I could like him,” thought Dora,
who knew better than John himself how good,
how kind, how true was her cousin. But she
could not, it was not in her power, and never
had lover's wooing less chance of success than
John Luan’s, when he suddenly came upon
her the next morning in the garden. The day
was mild and gray. One of the last days of
winter, with something of Spring softness in
the air. John found Dora in the flower-gar-
den, near the house, with Eva trundling her
hoop. Ars. Luan, unconscious of her danger,
wns in the dining-room at the other end of
the chatenu. -

Dora availed herself of the-opportunity to
wrge on Johu a matter which had long lurked
in her mind, and which the preceding day's
occurrence had brought back very forcibly.

i Jolm,” tshe said, “how has aunt been
whilst she was with you ?”

John stared, for his mother cnjoyed perfect
health.

# Why, well, of course,” he answered.

Dora hesitated.

«You were never struck with anything ?”
she asked.

& Struck with what 27

«1With ony oddity or peculiarity ?”

John stared agaiu. His mother had always
Leen peculiar.

#«In short,” said Dora, with a strong effort,
«you have no fear that her mind isis at all
affected ?"

If John could have been angry with Dora,
hc would have been angry then. He was so
indignant,, and so much pained too, that his
cousin stammered an exeuse. This pacified
him at once.

#You must think nothing of the kind,” he
said, good-humoredly ; “and you must listen
to what I havcto say, please. I have liked
you all my life. Whilst you had money I
was silent. We are both poor—I can speak.
You know my position. I can atlord to marry
now. Will you share my lot?”

#No, John, thank you.” replied Dora, with
a grave smile. «I like you denrly, but not
as I should like you for that."

But Jehn,who had expected this, would not
be disheartened, and he said so.

“ No, Dora, I will not take your denial, 1
have thought of it years. and I am sure I
could make you happy—very happy! I knew
you would say no, but I believed, and still
believe, that you will end by saying yes”

He spoke resolutely, and Dorn looked at
him in perplexity- " Was John a prophet?
Was she really to conquer the present so fur
as to become, some day, the wife of the good-
humored friend and cousin she noew gazed on ?
The prospect almost appalled her. Yet it
might be. She, too, might-—like many a girl
before her—reject her first lover, then turn
‘back to hiny, and be glad of the refuge of that
true, faithful heart. But integrity would not-
allow her to indulge John Luan in anillusion
which, whilst it bound him, would leave ‘her
free, and shesaid s0. o
4 And what need _you care if'I do'not mind;
it? he answered impationtly. v I-tell you;
stranger things than this'have cometo pass.,
‘Just tell me if it be not strange that you, Mr.
Courtenay’s niece, and Paul Courtenny's sister,
should now be governess to Mr, Templemoro's
child? . Did you riot detest the man’s name?.
} Did you not always vow that, if poverty struck
you, you would be a seamstress, and not a de-
‘pendent in a richman’s honse? Andyet hére |
‘youare, to all'sceming pleased and happy ' in

| Républic and Napoleonic bulletins of wonder-

Dr. Templemore is white'ns sn v, and twe
were to bfsme—not he. 4, That littlegirl ‘dotes,
on._you, and you:doteion  her, and "you lobk |,
very happy end-contented—all:'of which, 1f\L'|
did not see it, I-should deem in‘c_ll;e_gihble‘.'a., Yet
s0,ibiis. _-\hy,hen, tell nie that:Iinust nio
nopé i N ey

. “Dora,

‘who had turied red and;pale ‘repeat-

children. Dora heard, but did not listey

Now and then, indeed, she caught something
about. Fanny and:Jacques and Minuna, 3

mingling togethér.inistrange confusion, by
herithoughts were far'away. This spring day
had-sent her-back™ to other. springs already
lost and gohe; youngthough'she still was,ang
their pale spéctres 'and faded verdure canyg

edly whilst he spoke, felt. silenced: by his {'back wto;her'with mingled joy and sorrow iy

Dblunt and not unredsonable argument. Yet'| théir aspéct:

ghe ventured on-oné-objection.” - 7.
.« pmhappy hére, as you suy, ¢ hn ; and as
my task is one” which will "take years, why.
‘should I leave it?”

“«Jt is a long lane that has no tu;mng 19-re-
plied John, a little sulkily. . -

B

Again Dora felt silenced. and Eva, Dy-com. | ° .

ing up, and leaving her govérness no more, ).
did not allow either to remew the subject.
John, indeed, no more cared to speak further
than Dora to hear him. He bad said his say,
and-not being an eloquent man, he could add
nothing to his blunt wooing. It satisfied him
that Dora should know be loved Dber, and
wished to marry her. The rest would come.
Her rejection he would not consider as ﬁm}!.
He was his mother’s son in many things—in
obstinucy, not to say stubbornness, as well as
in abrupt inelegant speech. And Dora would
rather not pursue a theme which grated on
her earlikea discordant note in music. She
thought highly of her cousin, she was sure of
his affection, but she also felt that to be loved
thus could never make her happy. She re-
quired that something more which, to exanct-
ing youth, is likethe crown of love, the grace,
the poetry, the touch of romance, which must
exist, whether they lic merely in a girl's fecl-
ings, or really in the man she loves.

John could waken no admiration, no en-
thusiasm in her heart: he appealed to none of
these faculties which attend on every strong
fecling, and decpen its intensity, or add to its
force. He was plain John Luan tohey, and
with a sigh Dora felt he must remain so; her
cousin, her carly friend, but no more. She
had felt almost certain of it before he spoke—
she was sure without a doubt now that he had
spoken. The man who, in 50 deep and urgent
a matter, could find no more persuastve ac-
cents than poor John had found to plead his
cause, conld never rule her henrt. The fault
might Le hers, but the fact remained, nad it
was clear and strong, and not to be disputed
or resisted.

With such feelings upon her, Dora wel-
comed the child’s presence as a Godsend ; she
was glad cven when Mrs. Luan came down.
That lady, indeed, looked confounded on see-
ing her son with Dora, but on perceiving that
Eva was with them too, her brow cleared;
nothing could have taken place, and lest any-
thing should take place she left them no
more. Her task of watchfulness was soon
over. John went away tbat same afternoon,
and he bade Dora adieu in Les Roches, and
his mother accompanied yim to the statlon,
nnd came back looking sulkily triumphant, as
was her wont whenever she had achievep
some little success.

There is always something momentous to a
young girl in an offer of marriage whatever
may be her feelings toward the man by whom
it has been made. It almost always makes
crisis in the story of her life; it is an epoch
in her youth, toward which she looks back
sometinmes with amusement, sometimes, too,
with regret, but which she cannot well forget.
In vain Dora had known for years that she
was dear to John Luan’s heart, in vain her
only source of wonder was that he had taken
so long to speak, in vain too his wooing had
been both plain and brief, something of that
wooing, such as it was, remained behind him
when he was gone, and made Les Roches
seem cold and dull.. S$he ¢id net repent her
refusal, she could not believe she ever should
regret it, and yet she felt that one of her
chances of happiness as a woman was gone.
John Luan was not the right one, but it is not
always the right one who comes in life, he
often goes elsewhere or he dies early, or Mves
unwedded, or has a wife and three children
when one sees him first; in short, even a
beauty bas and can bave but a certain amount
of lovers, and even a beauty must make up
her mind to the sad and unpleasant fact that
amongst these the right one may never be.
Some secret voice told Dora this, and though
she was toobrave and proud to fear the lonely
life which would probably be her lot, she was
too honest not to feel that if she could so far
have conquered her feelings it might have
been well for her to have become John Luan’s
wife. . .
" Some gravity, therefore, appeared on her
countenance, and Mrs. Luan, unaccustomed
to see such a sign there, grew uneasy, and
watched her niece botl closely and stealthily,
But if Dora spoke less tlian usual on the day
that followed John Lunan's departure—if she
looked, as she was, abstracted and thoughtful,
the little cloud soon passed away, the bright-
ness returned, the happy, smiling eyes got
back theirlight, and the rosy cheek its bloom.

#« My dear, how well you look ! Mrs. Cour-
tenay said, admiringly.

< Because I am well” was the gay reply—
# well and bappy.” ’

She felt so well and so light, that she won-
dered at it herself, and never guessed the
cause. There is a great, a powerful renov-
ator, who visits us every year, giving back to
the old the dreams of youth, and to the young
sweet and restless illusions—one whose breath
clears the sullen winter sky, whose steps cover
the green earth with flowers, whose mere as-
pect is ag the beauty of lost paradise—Spring,
the youth of nature, the divine messenger of
love, the cnchanting promise of joys that
never come in their fulness. It was not in
Dora's power to tesist the voice of this sweet
delnder. He came onc day in a soft shower,
and birds began to sing, and buds broke forth
‘into foliage on the boughs. Viclets blushed
in the shade, cowslips and primroses followed
the cold-looking snowdrop. Thegardencr 1ét
in the sun to the fair captives in the green-
house, and every thing about Les Roches
looked sweet and enchanting.

Ifthelittle worl@ around Mr. Templemore’s
chatean was restricted in extent, it was full of
beauty. A narrow but pleasant river flowed
through it with a goft murmur, tall trees grew
on its banks, and bent over it with sylvan
grace; reeds, grasses abounded there. I'ar-
ther on a path wound in the shade, and lere,
near the rocks and the waterfall, was the spot
which Dora loved. The little green recess,
with many a tangled weed, and many a trail-
ing ivybough,in which stood the stone bench.
old und gray. A hundred years and more had
that bench stood there. It had scen the

antien regime, and gay gentlemen, and pow- |

dered Indies, with long trailing silk skirts ; it
had heard the love-manking of two or three.
generations. Mademoiselle Schudery’s Clelie;
had been forgotten upon it, then Florien's
pastornly, then the grim moniteur of the stern

ful victories. And, ancient though jt was, its,
‘dnys were not numbered. yet.  More, love,
more reading, mote pleasant-or fond converse
it wag yet to know, whilst the trees, gave i}
their ghade, and parted ina bright view. of the
sunlit chateau on its airy height.. . - -
" On’ the beneh Dora and Eva sat, tired: with
wandering one delicious afternoon. - The child
rolled herself up in a ball, and leaned against;
her young ‘foverness.. = She-looked:-at, the:
‘chatéan through half-shut eyes, and: talked in-
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#3 Okljdf oné could forget!” she thouslht
with gomething like passion—if one conld
but forget! v - ‘

A'cry.and a bound from Eva roused hep,
She started, and looking up, saw the chil( iy
her father's arms.

CHAPTER XXIV.

Dora was surprised, and searcely feli myy,
than surprise. Perhaps the image of Py
had been too recently with her for Paul's ...
ter to forget at once that this was her loy
brother’s rival. Perhaps absence and tiy,
had not been ineffectual. ~ With somethin.
like triumph she returned Mr. Templemore,
greeting, and thought, as she looked at Ly,
and felt her own coldness,

« I am cured I-——I am well I"

« How well you both look!” he said, «lan.
cing from Ler to Eva.

«And 1 know s0 many things!”
ardently. )

# Do you ?—well I hope your temper iy
improved.” : )

« But Eva has a very good temper,” seriouly
said Dora.

He did not reply, but looked at Evi, whe
shook her curls, and seemed unconscious, a,
children canseem when it suits. their purpgse.
this being one of those weapons of defence
with which weare all provided, from the Leetle
upward. Once more Mr. Templemore -
stowed his attention upon Dora; he was i
of courteous inquiries, and still rejoicine gt
her calmness, and thinking, «Is it so?—is it
really so soon over?” She heard him winy
grateful composure.  Little did Dora suspet
that Mr. Templemore was full of resentnient
and wonder, in which she had some slizlt
share. Mrs. Luan happened to be the fint
person he had seen on enteriug Les Rockes.
He found her established in his honse a~ o
guest. Had she come self-invitel!? [t
seemed unlikely. Miss Moore disliked her—
he knew it. Had Dora—had Mrs. Courtenay
taken so great a liberty? He did not wisl
to question, still less to make BMrs. Luan fedd
that she was no welcome visitor.  Rhe was
a low-browed, sulky woman, but she was
Dora's aunt, and the late Drs. Courtenay's
sister, and for a while, at least, he must 2.
dure this unbidden guest, and unless chanee
favored him. not even know through whow
she had been forced upon him.  But this was
not Mr. Templemores only cause of anuny-
ance. DMiss Moore had written to him and
told him of Joha Luan's visit, and, accurding
to her account, the young man was a poor but
favored admirer. Washe therefore threstened
with losing his governess, just when iie felt
least inclined to part with her?  Of this. too,
Mr. Templemore betrayed nothing. He spoke
very pleasantly, as was his wont, and zave
Dora some good news—there was a chance of
the Redmore Mines paying dividends again.

# It is only achance,” he added, smilinz:;
tbut even a chance of money has something
golden and pleasant about it.”

They parted on reaching the house. Do
went up to her room, and found her mother
waiting for her.

tWell!” she said, excitedly.

_ “There is a chance of ‘the Redmore Mines
paying dividends.”

¢ Is there ?—how nice!
more ?"

#«He is comiug to the school-room this
evening, to see how Eva has got on.”

And as she said this, Dora’s grave look
added, so plainly, I am the governess. you
know,” that her mother’s face fell a little. spite
the news of the Redmore Mines. “Yes. [am
the governess,” thought Dora, as she sat with
Eva in the school-room, waiting for Mr. Tem-
pledmorc-; « Jet us hope my patron will be xuti--
fled.”

The evening was mild, the window was
open, aud through it the eye caught a dark
glimpse of the fiower-garden, and beyond it
of the trees by which it was enclosed. The
scent of a bed of wall-flowers rose strongly on
the air, and a long silver streak of moonlight
came into the room, and fell on that part of
the floor which the light of the lamp did not
reach.

“There's papa!” cried Eva, joyously: ¢1
smell his cigar. Now, what will you quesuon
me in? she added eagerly, as Mr. Temple-
more entered’ the room; #history, geog-
raphy—"

« Yeu overpower me,” he interrupted; <1
am not learned, you know.”

“I am,” declared Eva, shaking her dark
curls. W o

#Then I think I shall take you upon trust.
1t will spare us both trouble.”

Eva looked so disappointed, that Mr. Tem-
plemore relented, asked. to know the date of
the Norman invasion; and .had half a dozen
centuries added to it by his little daughter.
He laughed, but Dorn blushed, and uttered 2
reproachiul «Eva!”

« Dear Miss Courtenay, that is nothing,” he
said, gayly ; I consider dates a trifle in his-
tory. Baut, alas! for facts, who can get hold
of them? I was reading about the gunpow-
der plot the other day. Well, it seems that
wise King Jamie and his minister, Sir Ed-
ward Coke, took the trouble to garble and
alter the written confessions of that wretched
Guy Fawkes and his accomplices with their
own royal and ministerial hands, and that ac-
count, thus altered, they published to the
world, who was allowed to have none other.
It is deplorably hard to get & truo thing,.and
not more so in history than in anything else.
I am not fond of snuff, but if I were, what
should I feel on lcarning that guano 18 sold
for it in London? The King and the trades-
man are cheats, both of them, and what are
we poor customers and students to do? .

But Eva did not liké all this. & Do ques-
tion me, papa,” she urged; #Iknow geog-
raphy—" . ‘ ¥ .

4No, I will have nothing to do with that. I
am in the carping mood—Ilet us stiek to plmu
English, and try and not wander thence.”

Accordirgly, an- examination beginning
with tbe parts of speech, and ending with syn-
tax, took place. It.proved highly satisfac-

to:;‘yéo far the child is all right, thanks to you;
'Miss Courtensy,” said -Mr.  Templemore;
« but,” he ndded, with & sigh, ¢ how shall we
‘guard her against the perils of choice elocu-
tion on the one hand, or.the equat dangers of
slang on the other? .I mean as she grows up
'to the critical age when maidens have to steer
between this Charybdis and that Scylla. We
must trust her to Providence, I suppost—
‘poor little Eval how ghe stares, unconscious
of the snares lying before her!  There, child,
that will do—go to bed and sleep—go to bed
and sleep.” :

- But hé had to bear
to.thnnk Dorn;-and pay.hei 0 .

eforgths left::oHe werty though it was ea; .:

et ;ybat of: course he -could' not gpend ;:e
evening "with her.” Yet: it seemed hard

cried Evy,

And Mr. Temple-

Bya's: waltz to praise th
me compliments

your position. ' Accotding to your account,

‘the dreamy, rambling fashion of imsginative
. - [ ]

should go so early. Doctor Richard used 10




