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"ML DESPERAMDUM;" OR, THE FORTUNES OP A LOYAL flOUSE.
(COntinuedfrom p. 15.)

CHAPTER XIII•

,IN SHIELTER.

"I her Preserved froin peril and froin fear,
And evermore froin villany her kept;

4NO:evc? was there wight to ne moxe dear,Than she, ne unto 'whcm 1 more truc Iov
dld bear." m

FEVERISH attack, consequent o
the fatigue and exposure of her Ion
journey, saved Dorothy from th
eyes of "that strange briglit dread
ful thing, a court." King Charles

'Qneen Henrietta, and all the principa
people in Oxford sent to enquire for ber
but Lady d'Aubigny admitted nobody tc
the sick-room, vhere she herself watched
and waited tenderly. Her care, and the*Sill of the king's physician, soon brought
Dorothy through the fever, but it lefr,
lier very weak and tired, with no wish
but to lie still in the peaceful place to
which she had been brought. There was
n sound but the bell for service, or the
music and siaging from the College Chapel,
vhich was close to Lady d'Aubigny's apart-
ments; and no sight more exciting than
tbe quiet faces of the doctor and the ser-
vante, and ber friend's dark soft eyes,ivhich seemed to say so much, even when
lier lins were closed. Lady d'Aubigny
should not lt Fran sec bis cousin while
suef was il; but se always went out ber-
self and told him the last news, begging
liia to have perfect confidence in ber, so
that Frank ai~vays vent away comforted.

The first day that Dorothy was able to
sit up, she vas moved into a little room
acjoining her bedroot, and placed in a
txsbioned chair by the fire. She was
th îitiful sight, and so Lady d'Aubigny
tbeu-t as she sat down close besideher;
white ad shadowy, her grey eyes sadder
and larg than ever, and ber thin little
tands cross patiently on ber lap. But
tbe lady nly n teda these things to herself,
ivnd spolze in a Chýqrmg tone.

«'Yen are betteM0 w %V sEall soon
have you utrong againW?

"Ah," said Dorothy, 'bile a faint smile

n

e.

came over ber face. "I am alinost sorry.
It bas been so peaceful, lying bere, since
my bead has been quiet. And your lady.
ship bas been only too good to me."

" Do not speak of that, my sweet friend,
It bas been a vork of love, I do assure you.
But there is no reason, that I eau see,
that the peace should pass away with
your better health."

",One remembers everything. And it is
blessed to forget."

"You are very young to speak thus, my
child."

"I know my troubles are nothing to
yours," said Dorothy, softly. "But your
ladyship is so good, that I cannot help
speakinug of tbem."

"Say what you will," said Lady d'Au-
bigny, suddenly rising, and hissing ber.
"<My troubles bave tauglit me to sympa-
thise. Only do not say '-your ladyship'
any more. Call me Rate; that is my
name, and I love to hear it.-"

"Then vill you call me Dolly P it is my
poor Marmaduke's name for me."

"It is a bargain, sweet one. And now
-I will not tire you with talking,-but
tell me a little of your old home, and the
life there. I lived at a, bouse in the
country once myself, and I love to look
back to that time. Some day, when you
retura to your Dering, and.when all these
troubles are over, I shall come and see
you with my little d'Aubigny."

Dorothy smiled; she .liked to talk of
home, though she left it so sadly, and
ber mind wandered from the Hall to the
Rectory, among bright summer days and
merry winter evenings, tilt ber eyes filled
with tears; but .they sprang from happy
and peaceful recollections. The last scenes:
the Rector's deatb, Mr. Corbet's coming,
were painffil to look back upon. Before
mentioning that last name, she paused,
and pat one of ber hands into Lady d'Au-
bigmmy's.

"lDear Rate, this is the trouble of my
life; and yet it was not my fault: what
could I do? I would not have spoken


