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JEAN INGELOW’S BEST POEM.

An emPt.y g8ky,a world of hesther,
Purpleof foxglove, yellow of bloom ;

"We twoamong them wading together,
Shaking out perfume, treading perfume.

Crowds of beesare giddy with elover,
Crowds of grasshogpers skip at our feet ;
Crowds of larks at their matins hang over,
'hanking the Lord for o life so sweet.

‘We twowalk till the purple dieth,
And short dry grass underneath 1s brown ;
But one little sireak at a distance lieth,
Green like a ribbon to prank the down.

QOver the grass we stepped unto it,

And Go%, He knoweth how blithe we were!
Never o voice 1o bid us eschew it

Hey the green ribbon that showed so fair !

Hey the green ribbon ! we kneeled beside it
We parted thie grasses dewy and sheen ;

Drop over drop there fiitted and slided
Atiny green beck that trickled between.

Hand in hand, while the sun peeped over,

We lapped the grass on that youngling spring,
Sweptl brek its rushes, smnoothed its clover,

And sald: ¢ Let us follow its westering.”

Sing on! we sing in ihe glorious weather
Till one steps over thetiny strand,

So narrow, in sooth, that still together,
On either brink we go hand in hand.

!I'hé beek grows wider, the hands must sever,

bumor.,, The vision brought no blush to
Dora’s cheek, no emotion to her heart; Lut it
was plensant, though brief,

« Whata pity he does not like our socicety as
- much as we like his!" she thought, honestly;
tDut itis no great wonder. It mustbe dull to’
come and sit here with us, and yet I am
selfish enough to wish that he would come
again!” - . . .

As she confessed thus much to herself, her
mother pushed the cards awiy, and excluimed

-| alittle pettishly : :

“« How dull you both are! I wisk Doctor
Richard would come in,” she added.

Dora could not help smiling at this coin-
cidence in their wishes.

# But you are not ill, mamma,’
gayly, # so why should he come 7

% Not il11” replied Mrs. Courtenay, looking
much injured—+« and pray, how do you know
that Iam not il1 77

# But T may hepe, mamma, you are not so,”
gravely answered her daughter.

« I do not feel at all well,” triumphantly re-
joined Mrs. Courtenay, sitting up in her chair
and looking around her with a sort of exulta-
tion at her superiority over her daughter and
her sister-in-law—+1 have tlie most extraor-

she said,

On either margin, our srongs all done;
We must move apart, while she singeth ever,
Taking the course of the stooping sun.

He prays—" Come over '—I may not follow;
I cry ¥ Return —but he cannot come;

We spenk, we laugh, but with voices Liollow:
Our bands are hunging, our hearts are numb.

A little pain when the beck grows wider,
“ Cross to me now —for her wavelets swell §
=T mav not eross "—and the voice beside her
Faintly reacheth, though bieeded well

No backward path;ah! no returning—
Nosecond crossing that ripple’s flow;

¢ Come to me now, for the west is burning ;
Come ere it darkens ;"—'* Ah, no!ahl, no!"

Then cries of pain and arms outsireiching—
The beck grows wider, and switt, and deep ;
Passionate words, as of one beseeching—
The loud beexk drowns them; we walk and
weep.

A heavierswell, o swifter sliding;
The river hasteth, her banks recede;
‘Wing-like tails on her bosom gliding
Bear down the lily and drown therecd.

“While, O my heart ! as white sails shiver,
And lcr‘owds are passing, and banks streteh
wide
How hard to follow, with lips that quiver,
That moving speck on the fir-off slde.

Farther, farther—I see it—T know it—
My eyes brim over, it melts away ;

Only my heart to my heart will show it
As I walk desolate day by day.

Ardyet I know, past all doabting, traly—
A Knowledge greater thin grict ean dim ;

1 know, as he loved, he will love me duly—
Yen, better—e’en better than Ilove him,

And as T walk by the vast cihim river,
The awful river sodread to see,

I say :—* Thy breadth and thy depth forever
Are bridged by his thoughts that cross 1o mne.”

DORA
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CHAPTER XV.—CosTINUED.

«What a pity Doctor Richard isnot a friend
of ours,” she sometimes thought, «it used to
do me good when he came. His fancies ave
vather wild sometimes, and one does not ex-
actly know when lic isin jest orin earncst;
but he used to zet me thinking, and 1 feel the
want of it now that e is gone, It is wonder-
ful all T learned from him when be came and
stood behind iy chaiv und advised me. Some
of his criticisms were so many rays of light.
1 know I want a critic, and inamma and aut
admireall 1 do”

But requisiie though his presence was to
Dora, Doctor Richuard came not.  Then she

dinary buzzing in my right ear.”

Spite this ominous symptom Dora testified
no great uneasiness, and Mrs. Courtenay saw
it and looked offended.

# I think you might send ronnd for octor
Richard,” she said a little warmly; « I really
think you might, Dora, sceing nie s5v poor-
Iy

« But, mamma,” argued Dora, # you were 50
well awhile ago, that it seems a pity to dis-
turb Doctor Richard uselessly.”

« Uselessly 17 exclaimed Mrs. Courtenay,
raising her voice in mingled amazement and
indignation. « Uselessly !’ when I tell youl
am quite poorly, and when Dr. Richard has
only to cross the street to come to us.

Dora did not reply but bent her burning face
over her work. She felt ashnmed to send for
Doctor Richurd without cause, and she longed
to do so, yet did not dare to indulge that long-
ing. TFor suppose it should afirant him to he
disturbed from his reading ? A while ago she
had stood at the window and 1..oked down fhe
street, and she had seen a Jight bnrning in
Doctor Richard's casement ; sure proof that he
was within.  What right Iad they to intrude
on his solitude? But Mrs, Courtenay could
be wilful when she chose ; she now persuaded
herself that she was very unwell indeed, and
that it was quite unkind of Dora notto send
for Doctor Richard, and what she thought she
said.  Thus wrged, Do hesitated, then at
length yielded.

Madame Bertrand was much amazed at Mrs.
Courtenay’s sudden iliness; but sobligingly
went to feteh Doctor Richard at once, whilst
Dora =at in her vacant chair.  She wanted to
see Doctor Richard before he went up-stairs.
and to make some apology for thus disturbing
him. But there was no need to do so. Ma-
dame Beitrand enme back alone.  The house
was locked np—Doctor Richard was goue,

Bertrand, « it is for days and wecks."

# Then how do his patients manage ?" '

- He Ims no regular patients.” replied ma-
dame Bertrand.  « my impression,” she con-
fidentizlly continuved, « is, that he goes about
the ceuntry bleeding, extracting teeth. and so
on ; und when he has made a little money, he
comes back here and buys aheap of rubhish
with it.”

Dora laughed at this vision of an initerant
doctor, and went Lack to her mother, who
looked much injured on hearing that Doctor
Richard had probably left Rouen.

Days passed on, and he did not return.
Dora asked Monsieur Merand if it wis Doctor

Yichard's habit to forsake his patients thus
without warning.

¢ Patients'—he has none.  Desides”
tapped his forchend—¢ hem! you know.”

he

did her best to remember all that this judi-
cious critic had said. And memory brought
It all back to Dora.  Looks, words, the very
intopatien with which they had been spoken,
returned o vividly that it sometimes seemed
Doctor Richard himself stood by. And she
mever asied herself why ehe thus brought tnis
stranger in lier lite, when he had evidently
sought another puth than that which she trod
—why she compelled him 1o be thus with
her in spirit, when his will kept him so fur
away in body.

Sowme of the ancient philosophers thought
that & man could be struck with o thunderbolt
and neither know nor feel it. Perhaps they
cume to this strange conclusion from their
knowledge of what happens in the mysterious
world of a human heart.  There, indeed, the
thunderbolt may fall, and leave us unaware of
itepresence.  The great culamity, the crowu-
ing sorrow of our life, may have come to us.
and we may not even suspect it so sudden
and so0 invirible was its approach. If such a
grief nad come to Dora, her ignorance of it
avas complete.  She felt dull, and reason ell-
ing her she had no canse for such dulness, that
she led a useful. active life, with manv legiti-
mate sources of interest in it, she argued
against herself and resisted the enemy ; but,
unluckily, reason too often took Doctor Rivh-
ard’s voice, and spoke in his language.

Dora was sitting with her mother and Mrs.
Luan., It was evening-time; the lamp with
its green shade, gave a circle of light on the
table, and left the room in a soft brown gloom,
through which youn caught dim outlines of fur-
miture, with here and there a speck of light
from some bit of china or gilt frume on the
wall.  Mrs. Luan wus engaged on her pateh-
‘work, "\1rs. Cowtenay wus bury with o gume
of patience, and Dora was mending linen.
They were very silent, but the wind moaned
without, und now and then a gust brought a
heavy pattering shower of rain agzinst the
window-panes,

“How different it would all be it Doctor
Richard were here ! thought Dora, and a thrill
passed through her at the thought; = then
instead of this heavy silence, we should hear
his full, genial voice talking plensant wisdom,
or no less pleasant puradox. How he would
preach me out of this dulness of mine, if he
knew ofit! How hedid go on about ennui the
2agt time he came! Wus it the last? «De-
pend upon it, Miss Courtenay,’ he said, ¢ the
great drama of ninety-three was hastened by
the feeling which the French call ennui.
There must have been dreadful weariness in
that pompous old Versailles, with its routine,
and its endless round of solemn gayeties.
These long-clipped avenues, and statues, and
vases, and water-works, looking all so formal
in the bright hot sun, made one pinc for
variety. Anything for'achange. Sowelcome
Voltaire, welcome Rousseau, welcome that in-
sblent barber Figaro, whosapped so gayly the
doundations of the old regime. Welcome,
above all, the Encyclopedie. There is a

« Indeed I know nothing of the kimd,” re-
plied Doru, gravely; #and if I thought so,
Doctor Richard should certaindy not attend on
my mother.”

Monsicur Merand lTooked nlarmesd,

“ Do not tell am 1 said 20! he esclaimed.
hastily ; <1 do not wish te injure him, poor
fellow! He wants all the money he can carn.
He is as poor as Job, you &now.”

He stared at Dora as i to see the effect his
words produced upon ler. To all sceming
they produced nene.  She went away, looking
rather pensives; hut no other expression save
that of thoughtfulness appeared on her fuce.

Two days later, however, Dora came home
looking so bright and gay, that Mrs. Courte-
nay cried— -

< My dear, what has happened ?
Redmore mines coming up ?”

# No; but a child was run over, and—"

« My goodness! is that why you look so de-
lighted " .

Dora blushed, and Mrs. Lnan stared at her.

«monsienr Merand wants a new drawing,”
snid Dorn, apologetically, “and as 1 was talk-
ing to him Doctor Richard came in carvrying
u poor little thing thuat had lLiad just been run
over. I helped him to undress it; for the
child has got an untidy mother, and he had
pricked himself awfully with the pins. Ialso
assisted in bandaging its poor little leg; but
I did little good there, for Doctor Richard said
I was no heroine after all. I know Iwas as
pule as a ghost.”

“You are not pule now,” remarked Mrs.
Luan.

#“No, I came home so fust, mamma,” she
added, turning to her mother,  « Doctor Tich-
ard will leok in upon you this evening.”

“«Who wants him 7’ almost angrily said
Mrs. Lunn. -

« Aunt, why do you dislike Doctor Rich-
ard 77 asked her niece. «I wish you had
seen how kind and tender he was with the
child; and when I got ler to tell me her
name and abode, and he went off with herin a
cab, Monsieur Merand said to me, «Do you
know why he does not send that object tothe
lespital ?—Dbecause lie means to feed as well
as cure it} ”

% What right has he to give away 7 asked
Mrs. Luan, still gloomy. ¢ He is too poor to
give.”

« The poor give morc away than the rich,”.
rather indignantly said Dora.

Mrs. Luan’s answer was to take off hercap
and fling it on the sofa.

« How often shie does that now " thought
Dora. I wonder if I ought to mention it to
Doctor Richard ?"

But another of the well-woven links of fate
was around her, for on retlcction she resolved
to be silent.

«We shall wait ten for Doctor Richard,”
said Mrs. Cowrtenay. Dora assented, and
M:I'; Luan went ard put on her cap and looked
sulky.

Are the

charm about impiety whenall cise fails. The
end, to be sure, was tragic, and scas of blood
had to flow ere the safe shore was reached;
»but_then, for a few years, at least, the French
nation was saved from ennuj—an inestimable
blessing, Miss Courtenay, for so lively a nu-
- tion”
" Yes, thos had Doctor Richard spoken ; and
.. #8 she reenlled his languege, and wisely ad-
. ‘monished herself with it, Dora scemed to sce
.. Doctor Richard himself sitting in yonder va-
cant chair, and looking at her across the table
with those genial brown eyes, in which he
<ould put 10 small amount of mirth and

The cvening was a warm one, and Dora
went and sat by the open window. A faint
breeze cune from the river up the quict strect.
which scemed to sleap in gray shadow. How
celm all those ancient houses lookedin their
decaying agel—how pathetic in its way was
that bit of green up amongst the buttresses ot
th_e poorold church crumbling away in ruin,
with thes.e_ bright flowers and that joyous
vine growing as it were, out of the same
heart!

i ?oor _thing 1" thought Dora, with a sort
of pity, ¢ it does its best to be beautiful to the

! plied 1 < Switzerlang and the Highlands are

> eyt L

THOLIC CHRONICLE.

Wnnm’sn,‘@g'];'ﬁ?g? J ULY, 1878,

£

its consecration five -htndred years.ago, when

was bright and strong and new then. ' Every
one of its outlines was sharply chiselled ;
every on€ of its omaments was painted in
gaudy blue, decp violet, strong red,or pure
gold: -Doctor Richard, Iremember, told me
once 'wé Can have no idea of the revel of color
in those-mediacval times. We are too apt to
fanCy them gray and stern as they look to us
now, thtough the dimness of 50 many bun-
dred years.” .

Her thoughts had gone thus far when the
sound of a step up the strect made her look
down. She saw Doctor Richard conting slow-
ly, and as his lovk was never onceraised to
the wipdow, she could scrutinize him as close-
ly as'spe pleased.  He looked pale and some-
what worn,

« He has had trouble,” thought Dora ; « but
what trouble?  His cayringe is not erect and
free as it tged to be.”

#I wish Doctor Richard would come” a
little guerulously said Mrs. Courtenay; 1
confess I want my tea”

# He 15 coming, mmpma,’ answered Dora,
leaving the window.

They soon heard him talking below to Ma-
dame Bertrand, who in o loud, plaintive voice
informed him that she had been dreadfully ill
during his albsence,

#8uch pains as she had had in all her
Limbs  Then followed & sepavate descrip-
tion of each particular pain, after wkich came
Doctor Riclard's preseription,

# Mgdaume Bertrand js a very good sort of
woman,” superciliously said Mrs. Courtenay,
s put ape Ages take lberties. Vo think ofher
Keeping Dactor Richarg in thet way &7

Doctor Richard's entrance put s end tothe
cause of her displeasure.

« I am so glad to see you, Doctor Rickard!”
she crjed warmly; &I was 5o soITy you were
away—and, goodness me! where have you
been al) this time”

she jooked at Lirm with the most innocent
curiosity Leaming inher face.

«I have been in the country with one of
my Putients,” e replied quietly.

“Then he has patientg,” thought Dora,

#Is it pretty about there?’ asked Mrs.
Conrtenay~+I mean the landscape, yon
kyow.”

Doctor Richard smiled.

aYes" Te saidy - it is preéty mccording to
the presentday’s iden of beauty ; for I need
searcely tell you, Mrs, Courtenay, that the
bty of o landscape is a2 much subjectto the
Luws of fashiion a8 g Jady s dvess.”

~Ihegr met eried Mys, Courtenay, amazed ;
& [ never knew that !”

WItis a fact, I assure you,” he gravely re-

woing down, like Byron's poetry. The fast
woperation whichis coming on will probably
cul] Mopt Blanc nn o}dimpostor—I usea mild
word—and-8corn the Trosachs.”

.1 capnot gay that I admire them much my-
sef confidentially said Mis. Courtenay—
syot thet 1ever saw them, I coniess,” she

« And when he goes away,” added Madame

fankly added.

«To see is Iy no means necessary for ad-
miration or dislike,” returned Doctor Richard,
with nmpoved gravity, «since cither is a mat-
ter of faghion, The fact ix, the sublime will
sogn be pronpuniced o bere. We are getting
tlired of it. Even the Remans got wearied of
thejr clagsical landscape, and onc of their lag-
ter poets complained that he knes the woods
of Mars ynd the cive of Vulean as well as his
own houge.  Weare in the same predicament.
We know it all 100 well”

418 commonplace 50 old, Doctor Richard!”
asked Dora, with a merry laugh.

« Do net laugh atit, MissCourtenay. Com-
maonplace i% one of the powers that be, and
wil] make you rue it.”

Doctor Richard spoke in a tone of grave re-
buke, which voused Dorw's mirth anew.

“Pora hiats a horror of commonplace,” re-
myrked Mrs. Courtenay.  “Such a charming
gy as M Brown was, and he admired Dora
so mucly; lut she thought him common-
Place.”

« And was he not revenged upon Miss Cour-
tengv ?° asked Doctor Richard, without no-
ticing the blush which this indiscreet revela-
tion Droyght up to Dor's cheek.

cOh! yes,innocently answered Mrs. Cour-
tenay « hie was our banker, and took all our
money.” '

“«The thieft” =aid Mrs, Luan,
money he Wanted!”

Olt! byt hedid admire Dora,” returned Mrs.
Courtenay, a little jealously. «#He said her
hair was like gold -

Dora spook her head, and a meaning, half-
rieful, half-comic, passed across her espres-
sive face.

&1 am afrajd the gold he admired was more
substantial than that which Nature bas given
me}’ she stid.  # At all events, not feeling
sure of obtaining the one, he took care to se-
cure the other.” '

«The thief]” sald Als. Loan again.

Dera lgughed, and ber clear, ringing Jaugh
showed how far all thought of care was from
her just then,

«'He has done me good service, aunt,” she
said : ¢ byt for him I should never haveknown
I was a jittle bit of a genius in the way of
drawing. Ok! Doctor Richard,” she added,
suddenly beeoming grave, and fastening an
earnest look on his face, « I do wish you would
tell me the truth—I do not mean the polite
truth, bug the whole truth—avout these draw-
ings of mine. It seems to me at times that I
must be laboring under a pleasant delusion.
Here am 1 earning plenty of money, and all
for such commonplace performances. It is
incredible.”

Now, neither Mrs. Courtenay nor Mrs. Luan
Jiked this imprudent specch, and neither gave
Doctor Rishard time to reply. :

« My dear, you draw beautifully,” cried Mrs.
Courtenay.

«}jonsieur Merand does not give you half
enough,” said Mrs. Luan ; #a cheat like the
rest of them- 1 hate the French '™ she heart-
ily added.

«you pnte the French!” cried Mrs. Cour-
tenay.

«¥Mammpa ¥ inquired Dory,

Ars. Courtenay was magnanimous, and
made a sign implying that she would take no
notice of the insult.

i« Do te]l me the truth, Doctor Richard,” re-
sumed Dora. « What aremy drawings worth ?
You know. Do tell me how far I can rely,
for {nstance, on my talent ns a means of sup-
PO'l't.”

She spoke very gravely, and leaning back in
her chair, looked with rather sad earnestness
#t Doctor Richard. Now, Doctor LRichard,
who was usually 50 gay, so composed, so much
of a man of the world, for once locked thor-
oughly digconcerted,

« My denr Miss Courtenay,” he said, trying
to rally, «the terms Mongicur Merand gives
you are g test of the value of your drawings.
That you draw well, very well, I have often
told you. and I say so again.” .

He spokt so emphatically that & bright,
Iiappy blush stole over Dora’s fuce, and made
it ag fresh and glowing as & young Auroras,
If Doctor Richard had been more polite than
truthful, he was rewarded for hig sin by 50 ra-
diant n smile, and & look so bright that, whilst
they lasted, they made Dorw's countenance
the most pewitching he had ever seen. Joy
not vanity, innocent triumph, did that beam-

- Itwas her

it was frst opened to human “worship? It}

T Ay, T Ty o = .
igladness, Dora tried’30 laugh it off by saying :

- & Your verdict is 80 favorable, Doctor Rich-

ard, that T-will believe every word of it, and
geek to. know no more.  And now,; do tell us
something about your little patient.”
" There was not much to tell, but Mrs. Cour-
‘tenay uttered a little scream of horror, and
little screams of relicf, according nrs Cather-
ine's state was described ; and Dora listened
and -thought Doctor Richard’s conversation
delighiful, and without saying anythingabout
it at home, called on the injured child the
next morning, on her way to the Picture-gal-
lery.

gathcrine, who had o temper of her own
was in a towering passion, and screaming at
the pitch of herghrill voice, when, after cross-
ing a damp court-yard, Dora entered the chill
and dark room in which Catherine’s mother
lived. The child was kicking violently in her
bed—kicking is one of the infantine protests
1nost in use in every couniry; her mother
vainly tried to soothe beryand Doctor Richard
stood looking on helplessly witha linen band-
sge in his hand, when the door opened, and
the Lright face of Dora appeared amongst
them.

“Some good engel sent you to tame this
little lioness!" said Doctor Richard, gayly;
# Now we shail go on.”

Dora smiled and looked doubtful; DLyt
mothers connot always charm their own
children, and there is asweetand nataral free-
masonry between youth and childhood. Dora
had scarcely satdown by Catherine, and taken
her hand, when the child fceased crying,
stared, and finally smiled.

«You are acenstomed to children,” said
Doctor Richard, with & keen look.

« Not at all.”

A natural gift, then.
wonderful physiognomists.”

His look rested on her bright face with that
complacency which such bright faces as hers
ever inspire,  » AmI getting vain ?" thought
Dora, ashamed at the glow of pleasure which
overspread lier countenance.  “ Granted that
Tie admires mee, need I be any the prouder for
ity

Oh ! if wisdom would only come at our call,
or, what would often be as great a boon, if a
truerand & keener kiowledge of our innerself
than we have were granted to us in the crisis
of existence!  Ifwecould know the why and
wherefore of much that we care not perhaps
to serutinize too closely, and scan our own
springs of feeling and action as they rise with
in us—if we could do all this, how different a
lot might be ours! DBut there is a languid
pleasure in ignorance. To see through a
mist, to hear as in a dream, to be borne down
the tide of lite, and idly played with by its
waves, instead of bravely swimming our way
to shore against them—all these things are
fraught with a perilous sweetness.  Happy,
but surcly few, are they who know how to re-
sist that seducing torpor ere it be too late to
repel it. Some forewarning Dora felt, how-
ever, for after putting on the bed of the little
sufferer the swestmeats she had brought it,
she rose to go. Doctor Richard looked in-
Jjured.

«Will you not stay and manage her whilst
I dress her leg?” he asked.

Thus adjured, Dora remained. Doctor
Richard cxpressed himself highly satisfied,
with the state of the injured limb.

“ ] dare say the Little creature will be able
to get into mischief agnin,” he said, gayly;
#and of course she will do <o, with that care-
less mother of hers. DTity.” Le thoughtiully
udded, “one cannot stop the growth of some
¢hildren, put them in cages, and hang them
up like canary birds. Lookalthis child, Miss
Courtenay—she is lovely, with delicate, re-
fined features, and if her great-great-ancestor
had only been a baker, or a butler, or a groom
in Williamx the Conqueror's train, we shionld
now have her portrait in a bouk of beanty,
and be told in the letter-press how the in-
fantine features, ete, of the Lhonorable Adelina
iitz-Norman, ete, were the purest models of
the Anglo-Norman type so vemarkable in the
English aristecracy, cte. T am really sony T
am 1ot acquainted with this young iady's
Scandinavian pedigree. Forall weknow, she
may be alineal descendant of Rollo himsels,
I am afraid you will think me a man of in-
satiable curiosity, Miss Courtenay, but lost
pedigrees are one of my torments. I believe
n race, in the transmission of form and fea-
ture, of mind, and of certain defects and quali-
ties. Now, 1want to know what has become,
for instance, of the descendants of the Scipios,
the Giacchi, the Julii, and tutti guantz of those
famous oléd Romans who are the misery of our
childhood. I want to know it,for I owethem
a grudge, and should like to pay it out. But
a Barbarian tide, leaving behind it an endless
Gothic sea,has swept away every sure token
of the past. It is impossible to doubt but
that some of those renowned fumilies still
flourish—only where are they ? Blood of in-
estimable value flows in their veins, but this
rare treasure not being apprehensible by any
of our senses, its possessors live and die un-
conscious of their own greatness. I always
felt convinced that my washcerwoman in Rome
had been an empress—I1 mean in the person
of one of her ancestors, for the transmigration
of souls is not one of my docirines—and that
Benedetto, the facchino, was a remote cousin
of Catiline’s. He had the man's audacious
subtlety, even as he had his features. Un-
lucky wretch! he had no knowledge of his
illustrious ancestry! 1 had o great mind to
enlighten him, but forbore, lest I should ren-
der him too much dissatisfied with hishumble
Jot ; for, yousee, I can tempermy fancies with
a certain amount of prudence, Miss Courte-
nay 7
Doctor Richard was sitting on the edge of
the child's bed as he spoke thus, with muoch
composure and his usual fluency. Dorm,lean-
ing back in her chair with her portfolio on
her knees, looked at him thoughtfully.

+ He must have some little income,” she
thought, « some slender provision between
him and want. The tone and substance of
his remarks—and how strangely hedoestalk!
—Dboth tell of leisure, 1 belicve he likes his
profession ; but, peor fellow, I fear it does
not like him.?

Spite the patient in the country, Dora did
not think Doctor Richard a busy or a prosper-
ous man. He had been with the cbild before
she came, he stayed when she now rose to go
and she had scarcely been an hour in the pic-
ture-galiery, when Doctor Richard stood be-
hind ler chair. Hedid not'remain long, how-
ever; ie had to goand read in the library, he
said.

« I want to get the song of Rolland,” he in-
formed Dora, «I want to get back to Iio-
mance and Roncevaux, and the mighty horn
and Durandal, the heroic sword, and Cliver
and Ganelon, and above all, to that grand
death-scene, when Archbishop Turpin blesses
the dead and dying heroes, and then dieshim-
self, leaving Roland, as was but fitting, {o die
Inst, with all these noble knights lying around
him. Do you rcad old French, Miss Courte-
nay 2 No! what a pity. There are some
Tare trepsures here.”

Now, Dora, being but mortal, thought she
could give Doctor Richard a little useful hint
toward practical wisdom.

T must work, not read,” she said, de-
maurely. -

«Work,” good-humeredly replied Ductor
TRichard, #is one of the moderre mistakes. We

Yes, children are

Iast! I wonder how it looked on the day of

ing face express, till, as if ashamed of her own

are born to be as well as to act, and thinking

is one of the many forms of action, whatever
matter of fact may say. SoI keep to my
creed, and venture to blame yours.” ‘

#«Oht but 1 do read,” said Dora blushing;
«but I bave little time and few books.”

« Then, a8 T havethe.command .of a large
library, allow.me to lend you some. -You will
find the catalogue at Madame Bertrand's, and
can mark the volumes you prefer”

. Dora looked so happy :ae she turned round,
that Doctor Richard exclaimed gayly.

« Come, you are b reader, after a¥1;7 |

But be gave her no time tostammer her
thanks ; before ‘they weze half uttered he was
goue.

CHAPTER X¥I

Tue catalogue was waiting for Dora, on Ma-
dame Bertrand’s table when she went home.

sense of that kindness succeeded surprise when
on looking over the catalogue she saw how
valuableand extensive a collection was thus
placed at her command. Doctor Richard
seemed to know no onein Rouen ; this library
muet belong to his patient in the country.
Dut that patient did not seem to take up much
of Doctor Richard's time.

Early though it was when Dora called on
Catherine the next morning, Doctor Richard
was already with the child. He was alone
with her t00; and pulling the string ofa little
pasteboard puppet to amuse her. e stood
with his back to the door, and did not see
Dora.

“Faster!” said Catherine, who lay in her
bed looking on gravely at Doctor Hichard's
performance—«do it fuster.”

“S0,” suggested Doctor Richard, giving the
figure such a jerk, that its legs and arms both
shot out in horizontal directions, «is that
right?”

«No,” was Cathcrine's peevish reply, and
she turned her Lead aside and shut her eyes.

Dora now approached, and Doctor Richard
surned round and saw her.

- Good-morning, Miss Courtenay,” he said,
gravely ; ¢ You tind me verifying the truth of
that saying, uttered by a woman of genius,
that weare all born kings. This young lady,
I can assure yon, is born a queen. 1 offered
to stay with her whilst hier mother went out
on some pecessary errand, and all the return
1 have got for my kindness is that she has
neither screamed, nor kicked, nor attempted
to bite.  In all ¢!se 1 kave been treated with
the most ab=olute contempt. Well, well,” he
added, sitting down on the edee of the bed,
and looking down kindly on the little crea-
ture. who still kept ker eyes shut, - this brief
royalty is the compensation granted by Nature
for ail the {uture maltreaument of society.
And after ally 3iss Courtenay, is not life full
of such atonements? My belief is, that the
tArubian Nights for instance, and all such
stories of enchantment and buried treasuve,
were meant to charm the poor man into a
more patient endurance of his barren life. It
is glorious to finger diamonds and pearls, and
have the wealth of un Emperor, even though
it be but for 2 moment.  Hut the most glori-
ous bit ot all is to be Haroun-al-Raschid—to
go about the streets of Bagdad at night with
Giafar and Mesrour, and fet every wrong right
again—to give a bastinzdo to this man, and a
purse of gold to t'other one, Happy Caliph!™

«The ‘Arabian Nights' are umongst the
boolks you so Kindly offered to lend me,” said
Dora; “and I confess that, not having read
them since I was a child, I have asked for
them.”

“ And for Macchiavel's ¢Prince? " he said,
elapncing over the list she handed him. ¢ Do
you really wish for that book, Miss Courie-
nay?" He locked up at her in surprise.

¢ I doy' frankly answered Dora ; <« Mr. Ryan
would never let me read it. He would not
help 1o ruin my politioal principles, he said;
and 1 contess that famous book has all the
charm of forbidden fruit for me.”

»You shall haveit. I shall play the part
of serpent in this termptation, since you are so
willing to be Eve. But you will be disap-
poinied, for, Woman-like, I dare say you will
ran away with your first impression.  And
vet, you see, this Macchiavel deserves consid-
eration. He was gne of the few pitchers who
go 10 the welland do net come buck as empty
as they went.  But for all that you will be
dizappointed.”

“ 1 am net such a girl, nor yet so ignorant
a girl as Doctor iichard imagines,” thought
Dora, u little displeased. -1 suppose he con-
siders Macchiavel's pitcher too full for me. I
require something more readable—something
that will do between the last sweet crochet-
stitch or the new guadrille. Taul was not so.
He thought nothing above or beyond his
sister.”

Unconscious of offence, Doctor Richard once
more devoted his attention to Catherine, who
had opened one eye, then the other, and who
finally utiered an imperious « Give it to me,”
referring to the puppet.

Whilst hie was engaged with the child, Dora
Tos¢ to go.

“You leave me to my fate!” he said, re-
proachfully.

“ Yes,” she answered, smiling, “I do ;" and
she went thinking, “Am I getting vain, that
I care so much for what Doctor Richard may
care for me 7"

Alas? it was not vanity that stung her
then. Sbe did not know it, yes something
she vaguely felt, for she weat no more to see
the sick c¢hild in the morning. She thus
missed meeting Doctor Richard, but not hear-
ing about him. Catherine’s mother was full
of his praises, espccially after he had given
bher ten francs for an old cracked plate not
worth ten sous. Dore sighed over Doctor
Richard's improvidence. What wonder that
he had not been a successful man when he
spent his time and money thus! But she for-
got his sins the very first {ime he came to sce
them, Her color deepened and her eyes lit as
she heard his step and voice coming up the
staircase one evening. Mrs. Courtenay ut-
tered a little scream of delight, and imme-
diately poured him out a cup of tea.

Doctor Richard took it, though ke also ex-
cused himself for calling so late, but he had
met Mudame Bertrand, and that lady had told
him Mrs. Courtenay was not quite well. But
Mrs. Coartenay was ill when she pleased, and
not when it pleased other people that she
should be 0. She looked afironted with Ma-
dame Bertrand's officiousness.

% Yery foolish of her,” she said, stiffly ; then
relaxing ioto her usual good-humor, she
added, confidentially,« I was not ill, Doctor
Richard; I was only purring.

«Purring 1" he said, a little surprised. :

« Yes," triumphantly resumed Mrs. Courte
nay. “When people get {o oy age they umg
to purring, Doctor Richard—that~is to_say,
they like to sit and muse and think over by-
gones, and close it all with a nap sometimes.
And you will purr toc with time, and very
nice you will find it. I wanted Dora to do it
the other evening when I could see she felt
dull; but young people are saucy, and so she
answer.d that she was a kitten, and could not
purr yet?

“ But kittens do purr, Miss Courtenay,” ar-
gued Doctor Richard, looking with evident
amusement at Dora’s flushed face.

«So I told her,” cried Mrs. Courtenay, with-
out giving Dora time to put in a word; « but
she i an obstinate girl, Doctor Richard. Purr-

ing is too quiet for her, and she says she wounld

.8 every now and then)
-brings warmth with it.” ‘

«How kind he is!” she thought; but to her

a8 soon be the.pa.in-t‘ex'i‘ éﬁsalidis on her by
_room curtaing, as sit-and purr.” 1

« But Miss Courtenay sits long and
ly at the Gallery,” said Doctt

r Richard,

Patieyy. |

" How kindly he spoke. '." "
. “He may
““butrhe is our countryman, we meetin g gy,
eign ‘land, and surely we may

faults ; these are But"the eXcesses ofa fiy,
_generous nature. Ah! how delightful it woy
‘be if he would but comtinué to come ang

" Thus she thought; but if there had no
& bandege over Dora's eyes, she might |,
seen that the cordiality with which py

A s . p Mocier |
Rickard was received in their home hug .,L.f:
erated no confidence on his part, He w,, &

quite familiar with all their concerns—ofy;, §

they knew literally nothing. Now, stranme)
enough, the first to be struck with this ‘fwi
was Mrs. Luan. The perception had teq,

coming to her for some time, everything ., J

now heard and saw confirmed it, and wiy,
other suspicions which she had lony ha
She brooded over them in her usual .\'n]‘:-:
silence, however, and wenton with lier p;n.,rj\
work, scemingly absorbed in it. g

Doctor Richard seemed to take particyl,
pleasure in Dora’s company thisevening,
felt happy, and looked as bright as sunghipn,
The genial light in her face did Doctir Bj, -
ard good. He bad been severed forsome gy,
from all pleasant society, almost as compler,,
ly severed as Dora herself. So no wapg,
that he enjoyed looking at the face and lig,.,.
ing 1o the voice of this radiant girl [y},
liked her society; his was new to her. as, 3,
deed, it cver was, like manna after thy |op,
fast to the Ismelites. It was so pleasuy o
talk about something beyond the cummyp,
place occurrences of daily life! Never gy
danger and temptation wear a subtler pyi.,
than did these. So they talked of m;”:;
things. A good deal of drawing, in whi|
Doctor Richard gave Dora some escelling 0.
vice; agood deal of music, with tli: thgy
of which he was thoroughly couversant, ypy
more than all of booksywhich were evideny,
the food of his life. !

Now, perhaps, because Dora took vty
great pleasure in listening to Doctior Licyyr
was her danger 50 very plain this evening o
Mrs. Luan. She watched him, H¢ 1051;.-‘,:
very well.  He was attired, too, Ina resp N
able suit of black, which Mrs, Luan Lad
given him credit for possessing,  Altomag.
he seemed to be enjoying himself, and s
Mrs. Luan saw, Dora engrossed him alp.
entirely.  As soonas tea was over heasked
see her lastdrawing. She wentand fit huly
somewhat diffidently.  She had leasyed o
think a great deal of, and, indecd, t Jra
Doctor Richard's most lenient criticism, p
haps, as ubtle, unacknowledged desive of loy..
ing him in everything might be at the ooy of
that feeling, Doctor Richard lcoked at ghe
drawing in silence—in silence. tea, he wave it
back to her; henoticed her Hushed chiock apd
troubled look, but her nervous littl: hargs
shaking as she tied the strings of the portisiio
be did not see.

= It isnot good, is it 7 asked Do unalis
to bear the suspense of silence.

“Far from it. Itis very good, indend: by
I am aceustomed to that from you, Mi<s Cour
tenay.”

The bloed rushed up to her face and dved it
with the most beautiful vosy wglow. Lt <
bent over the portfelie, and Doctor Livkan!
saw nothing, orn, at least, he seemed to see n.
thing.

= But as I Jooked,” he resumed, # 1T than
of the paintingsin the Campo Santo of
something in one of your figures brougl:s iak
the whole spot to my mind in o sccond ; anl,
to be frank with yon, I was there, nor her,
for the time being.”

#What figure 7 quickly asked Do,

- That of the youth.  He is like one ot
cavaliers in Orgagna’s Trinmph or Deaciy”

Dora looked pensive.

“The trinmph of death!” sle rejonl:
- what can that be like I

# Like life.  Youths and ladivs, with favos
and dogs, sit beneath orange-trees. Ihey havs
been hunting and hawking, and they are tied.
A troubadour and a singing-girl cuteruin
them.  Cupids are abread, too, astlov -
ally are in such company—but Deatl is com-
ing—Deuth, a terrible womun, with shup
claws, bat's wings, and a seythe.”

“An impressive picture,” said Do <lovly
—it secmed to be painted for her on the thin
air as she spoke, and it was painful, exquisic-
1y painful.  The thought of death was abhe-
rent to her then, and chilled her very heart.

“ Yes, impressive enough,” was his careless
answer; -<but so is that newspaper. Miss
Courtenay. Tuake it up, and you will tind its
births. marriages, and deaths, as impressiveas
any homily. Qigagma's merit is that Lie jnost
painted what he saw—all in his fresco is rel,
save the figure of Deatl.”

“When did you see that?” asked M
Luan.
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She #o seldom spoke, that they all lookedat
her. Doctor Richard answered composedly:

It was some years agu.”

Dora tose and put away ler portfotio. and,
as she did so, she wondered wkhat had taken
him to Italy.

Mrs. Luan spoke again.

- From what part of Ircland o you come
Doctor Riclard 2

The question was a natural one cnough;
the only wonder was it had not been put be
fore this evening. YetDora saw just o shade
of annoyance cross Dr, Richard’s countenanc:
as Mrs. Luan spoke.

1 come from Kerry,” he briefly replied
and with less tham his usual courtesy he
turned at once from Mrs Luan {o Dora. :l}ld
said quickly. « We were speaking of the Irish
mclodies, Miss Courtenay. Am I to conelude
that you prefer ¢ Eileen Aroon' to «ram:
chree?™

4 Gramachree I'” repeated Dora, notw-
derstanding at first. .

“ Yes, that fine melody to which Moore &t
his words of « The Harp that once through
Tara's Hall’s.” .

Mrs. Luan was decidedly excited this evening

#1 hate Mr. Templemore,” she said—¢
swindler, a cheat! He cheated Patl he
chented John, he cheated Doru out of Mr.
Courtenay’s money !” !

They all remained aghast at this unet
pected outbreak. Doctor Ttichard looked #
surprised as a well-bred man ever allows hit:
self tolook. Mrs. Courtenay spoke ub Length:

My dear,” she said. « It was not cheating,

« 1t was,’ insisted Mrs. Luon, whose hands
shook over her patchwork. .

“No aunt, it was not,” said Dors, qm’-‘"{’
then turning to Doctor Richard, she 88
such explanation a8 this brief scene rcqu”‘t'
“An uncle of ours left his property to tl\i\
Mr. Templemore, and though he is not ©
blame, therc are such painful recollectio®
connected with his name, that it is never mév
tioned among us.” f

Doctor Richard bent his licad in tokos ¢
assent, and changed the subject. Painting b¥
led to questions, music to a scene—he tM
literature. : )

« How do you like Macchiavel's ( Prinee:s
he asked.

Dora gave him no direct answer. bl
ing at him earnestly, she said :

T be conlinued.)

1t looke




