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. &7 ONLY.A DOLL.

Polly, my dolly ! why.don’t you grow?
¥ are you a dward; my Polly ?
I'm taller and tgller eyer{ day oo ®
Howhigh the grass—1g1do yon see that?
The flowers aregrow;nf ke weeds, they say;
The kitten is growing Into a cat!
‘Why don't you.grow, my dolly ?

Here i5:8 mark upon the:wall; = " -
ook for yourself, my Poily |
I made'it & year ago, I think.-.
T've measured you very often, dear,
But, though you've plenty to eat and drink,
You have n't grown o bit for a year,
Whydon’t you grow, my dolly ?

Are you never golng to'try to tatk?
yYou’re sugh a silent Polly!
Are you never going to say a word?
It isn’t hard ; and oh ! don’t you see
The parrot is only a little bird,
. But he ean chatter so easily. ,
You're quite a dunce, ray dolly!

Let’s go and play by the baby-liouse ;
"ou are my dearest Polly!
“There are other thiugs that do not grow;
Kittens can’t talk, and why should you ?
“You are‘the prettiest doll I know ; :
You are a darling—that is true!
<~ Just'as you are, my dolly ! .
: —8t. Nicholas.

DORA.

By JULIA KAVANAGH,
Author of * Nathalie, * Adele, * Queen Mad,” &.¢

CHAPTER VII.-—CoNTINUED.

Yes, it was all gone, indeed, and with it
had deparied the new life which had been so
pleasant—the admirers, the partics, the intel-
lectual socicty, the little luxuries, the mnany
comforts. All these were gone, and Mr. Ryan
no longer wiclded that magic wand of capital
which would conjure them back again. With
a heavy heart he left his friends, and he spent
the night in maturing plans for their benefit.

But when he called the next day Me. Ryan
fonnd that everything had already been settled
without the help of his advice.

# [t is no use fretting, you know, Mr. Ryan,”
spid Mrs. Courtenay, with airy fortitude;
«staying in London is out of the question,
and Dublin air disagrees with me, so we shall
vo to France.”

«To France'!—why, who put that into your
hend, Mrs. Courtenay ¥

& No one,” tartly replied that lady; «but I
am sure my native air is the very thing for
me.”

Mr. Ryan stared. Mrs. Luan was looking
at the wall, and Dora’s cyes were downeast.
Johu was not present.

« Apd what does John Luan say to that?"

- he asked.

«John knows nothing .about it,” was the
supercilious reply. «He went oft to Oxford-
shire by the first train, and it was only five
minutes ago I made up iny mind that Rouen
was to be our future residence.  But now, Mr.
Ryan, [ have a great favor to ask of you.
Mrs. Luan and 1 will go oft at once, and scttle
oiur new home. Will you kindly talke care of
Dora here, and help her to dispose of the fur-
niture ?”

Mr. Ryan tried to remonstrate, but opposi-
tion only confirmed Mrs. Courtenay in her
purpose. Seeing her so determined, Mr. Rysn

_desisted. After all, going to France might not

be so bad a plan. France was cheaper then
than it is now, and economy must be once
.more the law of Mrs. Courtenay's life.

It is always sad to break up a home, and so
Doranow found it, spite herstoicism. When
it had been ascertained beyond doubt that not
a fartbing of her money could be recovered,
Mrs. Courtenay and Mrs. Luan proceeded to-
gether to France. Once more John Luan's
mother consented to leave him, in order to
separate him from Dora. She knew that tixe
best way to keep Mrs. Courtenay and Dora in
their new home was toaccompany them, In-
deed, she liad a strong presentiment that her
volatile littie sister-in-law, if not watched,
might ercape back again to England. Rather

. “then run so great a risk, Mrs. Luan would
forego even bidding adieu to her son, who was
still down in Oxfordshire, hunting, for his ap-
pointrzent.

A lectter soon came from Rouen, informing
Dora that Mrs. Courtenay had discovered the
most delightful lodging, with the dearest old

.creature, and that all she wanted to be per-

_fectly happy was her dear Dora's presence.

The furniture was disposed of to n broker,
8o that on receiving the letter Dora had but
to pack up her trunk and lenve the housc
where she had spent some pleasant, if not
happy howrs. She went over it alone, sighing
gently at the loss of her four hundred & ycar.
She looked wistfully at the deserted drawing-
room, which she had tiken such pleasure in
adorning, Never more should Dora Courte-
nay see pleasant, genial faces gathered there;
no more should she hear intellectual and witty
talk within its walls. A few letters from Mr.
Rvan to a few clever people in London, a few
pﬁm'cs, and Dorw's bright huppy face had soon
made Mrs. Courtenayss little villa an_ attract-
ive rendezvous.

«But all that is over now,” thought Dora,
-as she closed the door, and went up to her own
room ; ¥ We must return to the old life. Ah!
if we had but dear Paul, how welcome it would
bel"

That was the thought that ever came back.
Deep within her heart slept the remembrance
of her great sorrow, but every now and then
it woke agnin to cruel and bitter life. That
was the thought, too, which had kept Dora's
heart free. No man seemed able to waken
within her cven a far echo of that passionate
love which she had once bestowed on her
trother Paul. When she looked at his por-
trait, the keen eye, the intcllectu‘ql brow, the
manly look, all seemed to say, 4 Find the like
of us if you can” Who, indeed, could com-
pare with the lost hero of her young worship ?

«Yes, all would be well if I had you,” she
now thought, glancing toward the miniature.
which hung between the fireplaceand her nar-
row bed. % Oh! my brother! my brother!”
she exclaimed, as she clasped her hands in
sudden sorrow, and could not see that adored
jmage for blinding tears, ¢ Why did I lose
you,my brother 7" .

Vain appeal to the u_m.\:omblc grave! Y e't
how often will that pitiful ery, « my brothert”
be heard like a wail in thelife of Dora Courte-
nay! Shehad sunk ona chair in her grief,
when her room door opened, and Mrs. Luaun
\ wed. ) M
en?‘(. Acunt,” exelaitmed Dora, much amazed,
& what has happened I" .

« Nothing. What are you crying for ?”

Dora did not answer. She never could
spaak of hor grief.  Mrs. Luan took her bon-
net off and threw it on a chair.. -

«You want to stay,” she said angrily.

= o Aunt, I do not.”

™ ¢ Phen you want to go back to London.”

.¢ Oh! no,” sadly replied Dora.
-"The thought of returning to her lost home
was exquisitely ‘painful to her,- ‘What was
that home without Paul’s ‘dear presence  to
¢heer it, or fill it with bright hopes and fond
illugions ? ~ Moreover, in :Dublin she must
meet Florence; or seec Mr. Templemore. - She
did not hate.them, but they had so filled her
brother’s heart. with grief, that this proud and
silent heart had Lroken, snd’the spot that
held them became 'to hér a8 the fatal galf;or
the pitiless rock where some loved being'has
perished, to be shunned for evermore. But

o iMfs.‘I;uanvstill'l&oked at her misttust!_'ully.

She had.come back to fetch her niece and take

" | her away, actuated by one of those wonderful
“L'maternal preséntiinents which fail so rarely,
 and she had foundJohn Luan below with Mr.

Ryan. He had just-arrived from Oxfordshire,
rather sulky and;ocrestfallen at having failed
corapletely’, in his object, and very indignant
with Mrs, Courtenay for taking her daughter
off to a strange conntry. . Thus he spoke to
his mother with the unconscious selfishneas of
the ,young. ~ Sho‘looked at him -sullenly.
‘Why did he not.think of her going? Why
did he not want her to stay with him? Why
was it all about parting with Dorn, and
nothing for the separation between himself
and his mother? In this jealous mood Mrs.
Luan went up to Dora’s rcom, fmd seeing her
tears, gave them but one meaning. Dort was

that moment forward Mrs. Luan to ‘longer
left Dora’s side.

nitare to be removed and money to he ‘wasted
and squandered at a terrible rate, according to
her economical principles, and still she stuck
to Dora; whilst John stalked about the house
with gloomy and sullen looks, and thought of
his lonely rooms in Howland Street.

In one respect Mrs. Luan’s caution was not
needed. John had no intention of making
open love to Dora. He had not done so wlhen
she Lad four hundred a year, and he would
not do so now that she had not a shilling.
Indeed, all Dora’s admirers, with Professor
Gy at their head. had vanished. Report ex-
aggerated her losses, and the thought of mar-
rying a whole family daunts most men.

4 Tt is well ior me I cared for none of them,”
thought Dorn, rather stung to find how sud-
denly her value had fallen.

And now ali was ready, and Dora and Mrs.
Luan had but todepart. John and Mr Ryan
saw them to the station.

# Good-by, dear girl,” said Mr. Ryan, kindly,
¢ I shall keep my eye on Mr. Brown, you
know, and if anything turns up, why you may
rely upon me”

Dora could scarcely repress o smile. Mz,
Ryan’s eve in London or even in Dublin, did
not seem to her very likely to affect Mr. Brown
in America, and she had not the faintest hope
of anything turning up in the shape of money.
John was silent, but he was rather pale, and
Dorn saw that this parting affected him.
# Pour Johin,” thought Dora, kindly ; « he has
fancied himself so long in love with me, that
he believes it. T dare say he will go on so to
the end.”

But she went up to him and said a few
kind words about better timesthat were com-
ing forthem all, and his getting that appoint.
ment in the end.

“ And it T do get it,” began John rather
eagerly : hut he ceased abruptly on seeing his
mother behind him. He hind a vague con-
sciousnnss that Dora's altered circumstances
had also altered his mother's feelings and
wishes,

“ Time to o John,” raid Mr. Ryan.

Yes it was time, andspite DMrs. Luan's
watchful eve, Jolin took Dora in his arms and
kissed her. -

«Tell aunt I shall go and see her in Rouen,”
he whispered.

< Whatis it? What did John say ?” eagerly
asked Mrg. Luan, when the two gentlemen
were gone, and she and Dora sat in the railway
carriage.

«John says he will comeand sce
Rouen,” simply replied Dora.

Railway and steamboat travelling has no ro-
mance now. It is swift and convenient—iwe
must not ask it to be eventful. After an easy
passage and a rapid journey through a green
landscape, Dora and her aunt reached Roucn
in the evening. Narrow streets and church
Bpires rising through the darkness, seemed to
Dora the chief characteristics of Rouenasthey
drove throngh it.

« Oh such a dear old place,” said Mrs. Cour-
tenay, whom they had found at the station;
41 am sure you will like our apartments, Dora
and that dear old thing, Madame Bertrand.”
Dorn asked nobetter than to be pleased with
everything. But when she reached her new
lome, nnd saw a dingy old house, a dark and
narrow staircase, a clean little old landlady in
a cotton apron and white cap, and some very
poorly-furnished rooms on the first floor, she
tried not to sigh as she rememberedthe pretty
villa in Bayswater.

us in

CHAPTER VIIL

T'ho often-hoasted charm of novelty wasnot
felt by Dora when she awoke the next morn-
ing und looked around ber.  The little room,
with its dingy old-fashioned furniture, not one
article of which was endeared by familiarity,
seemed both cheerless and unpleasant. The
ceiling wns low and depressing. Tho few
sounds which arose from the street had no old
homely meaning in them., A certain quaint-
ness there was, indeed, in the aspect of the
place, but even Dora was obliged to confess
that there was no more.

¢ And yet I shall be happy bere in spite of
you, you poor little room !” she thought, as
she rose and dressed herself. #Inever had
such bed-curtains before. I shall remember
that when I am duli, and be thankful.”

‘Those curtains were certainly  peculiar,
more peculiar than heautiful. Dora sat down
on the edge of the bed tolook at them, They
were of a dull lilac tint, which many a wash-
ing had faded, and tbey represented tbe for-
tunes of the fuirand much tried Griselidis.
Dora saw her standing at -her futher's-door in
humble, shepherdess attire; then came the
noble wooer and his suite to bear the new
marchioness away. Now Griselidis sits on a
throne in state, and with rank aund dignity
begin her sorrows. Her children are taken
from ther, her husband grows unkind, and
finally repudiates his too patient wife. Dorn,
who hud raised the curtain to follow the
story to its happy end, dropped it with some
scorn us the Iast printshowed her the Marquis
of Saluces emUracing his forgiving spouse.
 How 1should have hated that man ! she
thought, her bright eyes flashing. «Some
sour old bacliclor certainly had these curtains
first. What woman would choose such a sub-
ject for night or morning contemplation ?”
She was dressed by this, and opened the
window a little impatiently. Stranger still
than within did everything without look to
her unaccustonied eye. On the opposite side
of the narrow street stood an old church, at
the corner of a durk alley, It had long heen
disused for worship, and was now the store-
housc of a large foundry. Through the open
door Dors could see heaps of grapeshot and
musket-balls lying on the dusty floor. The
‘cold gray walls were striped of all their ec-
clesiastical pagenntry. The painted glass
windows had long been shattered and walled
up. Allar, pictures, fowers; aud golden can-
dlesticks weore all gone, but high up near the
roof Dora could still read the half-eflaced
words, % Gloire a Dieu.”

" Above the gate stood a ‘stone bishop in his
mitre., The figure, though sadly mutilated.
still stretched outa benignant band to bestow
the pastoral blessing, But the staff, emblem
of authority, was broken. in the other hand,
which' grasped but a uscless fragment, Very
brown_and gray was the carved front of this
dilapidated edifice. And yet the sad old ruin
hada charm which struck Dora as being both
quaint and graceful. Thekeeper of this place

cryving at patting from Jobn Luan! From,

She allowed Mr. Ryan: to:
] settle with the brokers, she suffered the fur-

probably had & taste,for flawers; for he fisd
made himeelf a gardén high'up ‘among the
buttresses. A Sort of terrace he had fashioned
there ; he had brought-motld to it, and’ then

filled it'with stocks.and lilies. -Tall, whité,

and spotless rose the virgin fowers, looking

‘very fair and pure “dgainst that gombre back-
ground. A vine, too, there wis, that scattered,
its green arms about and hung overthe street
in festoons, which the light breath of the motn-
ingstirred gently. ~. -~ = ¢ o

The street itself was narrow, steep,and very
old. Tt had been of some note in the days
gone by, Presidents and members of the Par-
liament of Rouen bad dwelt in those large
hotels, with quiet grass-grown courts in front
and broad gardens behind. They were now
the abode of manafacturers and of retired
legal practitioners, who kept them in repair,
-but who cared to do ne more. Everything
was tranquil and silent. Onec house, more
poorly inbubited than the rest, showed a few
tokens of life. A green sign-board dangled
from one of the second-floor wirdows and in-
formed the passers by that Professor Didier
lived within. - A pale, thin old woman locked
out for a few moments, then shut the window.
A rosy.boy appeared at another window on
the third fisor, and stared at Dors, but he too
vanished, and the house became as silent and
as quiet as its neighbors.  In the street Dora
saw two children lazily going to school, then
a gervant girl in clastering sabots, who came
back with a pail of water from a fountain that
was alinost undernenth her window ; Lut when
the children had gone by, and the servant-girl
had passed beneath a dark archway in the al-
ley, not a soul was to bo seen in the whole
street, and not & sound was to e heard save
the little flow and plash of the invisible water.
Dora tried to see it, and leaned out, but she
only caught sight of some slone carving with
a green fern growing on the top of it, high
out of the reach of rude hands..

«It will be very quiet,” she thought,

Already a sort of torpor, the forerunner of
the life she was to lead, stole over her. She
looked down .the street, and at its narrow
close she saw the green hazy river, with a
black boat gliding down, and thus looking
and leaning on lher window-sill, Dora fell into
a vague yet not unpleasent reverie. The clen{
foreign sky, the strange city, and the quie
street, with its picturesque memorials ot by-
gone days, lulled thought to rest, and drove
care awny., The loss of some money secmed
au event of little magnitnde when compared
with thesc impressive tokens of ruin and de-
cay. Besides, Dora was still young, andas n
rule gold is neither youth's hope nor its de-
gire. Other wishes, other longings than the
sordid are they which haunt the heart of twen-
ty-three. )

« Well, my dear,” said her mother’s voice
behind her, “ how do you like this?”

Dora turned round, smiling brightly.

« 1t is very picturesque and peculiar,” she
replied.

« Picturesque and peculiar!” exclaimed
Mrs, Courtenay. with that little shrill raising
of the voice by which she expressed astonish-
ment. “ My dear, it is simply enchanting. I
have not felt so happy for years as I have felt
since I came here; and Madame Bertrand is
the most delightful old creature you ever saw !I”

« s she old ?” demurely asked Dora.

« s she old!® exclaimed Mrs. Courtenay,
with the little shrill raising of the voice again.
% 0ld as the hills, but 3o good; only I suspect,
nmy love,that sheis a little touchy. She has
leen better off, you see, and feels it hard to
have to wait upon us now. She made it o
stipulation that she was to be called Madame
Bertrand, snd I came to tell you so—I wus
afraid you might hurt her feelings inadvert-
ently. o

Dora promised to be carcful, but expressed
some wonder that Madame Bertrand should
have undertaken to be their servant-of-all-
work. Upon whicl: it turned out that Madame
Bertrand had undertaken no such thing; but
had volunteered her services with restrictions
so numerous that Dora was amused to hear
them recapitulated 1y her mother. She prom-
ised, however, to attend to all this touchy
lady's regulations. Mrs. Courtenay nodded,
and at once resnmmed Madame Bertrand's
praises. That lady, it scemed, had had a suc-
cession of lodgers,

% And they all adored her, save one,” said
Mrs. Courtenay. & He was a Monsieur Theo-
dore, and after bebaving aborinably, coming
in and going out at all hours, and calling her,
Bertrand,’ quite short, as if she were a maiy
he ran away without paying the poor old
soul,” g

Doralaughed merrily. 1

# Do they do that in France too?" she!
asked.

“My deer; how can you be so simple?
They doit everywhere. But it is a shame to
impose on that poor old thing, who from all
she has told me about herself, must be one of
the best creatures who ever breathed I

Dora did not attempt to answer this. Shg
knew it was her mothers habit to take he
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opinion of people from their own account offEH:

themselves.  So she listened to Madame Bef
trand’s praises with an amused smile, buff
without other contradiction than the demur®
remark :— : d

# I wonder if Monsieur Theodore made love
to her.”

« My dear, I tell you she is old—old!" re-
monstrated her mother; and in the same
breath she informed her that breakfast was
ready, Madame Bertrand having condescended
go far a8 to prepare it. .

" Dora cast a quick, keen look around their
sitting-room, as she sat down to breakfast.
It was a clean, cold, and poor-looking apart-
ment enough.

% But youshall have another look before
lLie day is out,” snid Dora aloud. I am talk-
ing to the room, aunt,” she added, smiling at
Mrs. Luan’s startled face.

“Don't spend, Dora!” cxelaimed Mrs. Luan,
putting down her cup in alarm.

“0Oh! I must; but it shall not be beyond
pence. I know that shillings are forbidden
now.”

Mrs. Luan still looked uneasy, but did not
venture on further remonstranee. When
breakfast was over, Dore entered her roowm,
unpacked her trnnk, and took out some of
those little toys which are the delight of a
woman's heart. She had saved them from
the wreck of her fortunes, not merely because
habit had endeared them to her, but because
though valuable, of their kind, they would'onl;r
have been swallowed in the great catastrophe;
and would have brought in little or nothing:
at o sale.  Within an hour the room, ns Dora'
had told it had another look. She had hung
up a few water-color drawings on the walls,
put up two brackets with the bronze heads of
Shakespeare and Dante upon them, and for
the dingy, common French porcelain vases,
with artificial flowers in them, under glass
globos, which adorned Madame Bertrand's
black marble mantel-piece, Dora substituted
two white and blue vases of genuine china,
which she filled with fresh wall-flowers
bought from a woman in the street. This, and
work-basket on the table,a fow bookson a
shelf, and here and there a little. fominine
tritle, so altered the aspect of the place, that
when Mrs. Courtenay came out of her own
room, and saw it again she uttered a littlé
scream of delight. o

“You are a fairy 1" she cried, clasping her

hands in admiration.

* «Twopence - for ‘nails, and {wopence for
flowers,”. “triumphantly said Dora, looking at
heraunt; total, fourpence[” L
Mrs. Luan was mute; but,if she had dared,
she - would have' said that the fourpence were
ill-spent. " - ' el
Theday had been a busy one for Dora, and
‘toward the close she entered her room and sat
down to rest by her open window. She looked
at the old church, at the lilics, at the house.
where the professor lived, and she found them

little Tosy boy, whom shehad already secn,
was peeping at her from behind & window cur-
tain, but when he saw her smiling face he dis-
appeared. A glimpse of the professor's, wife
she algo had, but it was s briefone. Madame
Didier was looking out at her husband, a
lame, infirm man, who walkeddown the street
lcaning heavily on his stick. She watched
him till he turned the corner of the street,
then she shut her window, and was scen no
more. Dora leaned back in her chair, with a
book lying unopened on her lnp. She could
imagine from this day whather life would be.
She would/not have pictures to hang or
brackets to put up daily, but daily she might,
if she pleased, sit by her window and read, or
sew, or look at the old church, Mrs. Cour-
tenay was too delicate to take long walks.
Mrs. Luan too indifferent, and they could not
afford to hire carriages. She had been out for
an hour alone, 2nd she had caught a glimpse
of Rouen. It looked a dull, grave, commer-
cial city, with magnificent Gothic churches,
but it also looked very dreary. Little light
or cheerfulness was there in those ancient,
strects over which huge mediseval piles shed
beir gloom.

“And we do not know a soul here,” she
thought; “and if we stay years in Louen, as
we may, I sholl spend those yeurs in compara-
tive solitude.”

There was something almost appalling to
Dora in the thought, and the ¢vening of that
first day was not calculated to contradict it.

1t was a spring evening, hotas sumier, yet
they remained within, for whither should they-
have gone? Mrs. Luan, who never felt dull,
perhaps because she never felt merry, was
busy with her patchwork. 3rs. Courtecnay at
first talked in a very lively strain, and was
enthusiastic about the pleasure of this new
life, but gentlv fell asleep in the end. Dora
looked at a flower-pot on the window-ledge, in
which a weak shoot was attempting to send
forth a pair of leaves.

«1 suppose I shall have to take some in-
terest in you,” she thought ; « but you arenot
animate enough for me. I wish one could
malke slips of living creatores, aud watch them
growing. It would be pleasant to sce the tips
of a pair of brown, furry cars shooting up,
then bright eyes, then a round head, then the
rest of the crenture; but the esrs would be
the really pretty part of it. Ishould like to
bave a kitten so, or a pup; but where is the
use of liking anything more? I, who could
not see a bird fly but I longed for it, must
now learn to be as sober and demure as any
nun.”

In this austere mood, Dera took up a book
and tried to read, but reading scemed to have
lost its charm.

«I must study,” she thought—nothing
else will do.! So she wentand fetched Dante,
and did her best to fathomn one of the most ob-
scure of his difficult passages. But neifher
would that answer. Study cannot be taken
up as a foil against passing tediousness. She
is an austere mistress, and requires undivided
worship. Besides, there rose sounds from
below which disturbed Dora. Madame Ber-
trand had frrends whe spent the evening with
her. Their loud talking and louder laughter
came up to Dora as a sorrowful comment on
the present, and a no less sorrowful remem-
Dbrance of the past. She rememblered joyous
young days in Ireland, pleasant cvenings be-
tween her brother Paul and her cousin John
Luan. She remembered evenings when she
had conversed with the gifted and the wise
during the briefyear of her prosperity, That,
too, had its charm, colder than that of her
yvouth, but happy because intellectual. And
now, how had it ended ? She had lost the two
friends of her girlhood ; she had lost the in-
tercourse which is so dear to an inquiring and
cultivated mind, and she was the denjzen of a
strange city, thrown on her own resources,
bound to hve without a purpose ora task in
life other than that of life itself—a dull and a

i, bard prospectat twenty-three. But we donot

ball feel alike on these subjects. Madame Ber-
trand and Ler friends talked so loud, that Mrs.

& Courtenay awoke, and looked startled.

i «Dcar mel” she mpnid, innocently,«I
thought I was at one of our parties, and that
I had fullen asleep whilst Mr. Gray was tell-
ing me of a scientific experiment. It is such
areliefto find ita dream! Poor Mr. Gray |—
kow he used to prose!”

“Thank Heaven, she regrets nothing)
thought Dora, with a smile.
i “Do listen tofthese people laughing,” good
Humoredly continued Mrs. Courtenay. "% You
have no idea how cheerful my country-people

23
ke, Dora.”

i She spoke airily. It was plain that she ap-
propriated the cheerfulness of Madame * Ber-
and and her friends, and made it her own
or the time being.

“And so will I,” resolutely thought Dora,
with a little defiant shake of her bright head,
# 8o will I,”

Alas! it was very easily sasid—more easily
said thandone. When Dora wentback to her
room that evening, and looked at the prim and
patiént Griselidis, she wondered if ennui had
fver been amongst the trinls of that lady's
ot.

%)

CHAPTER IX.

A Dbrave hieart will go through more than
Dora had to bear. After all, her lot was not
s0 hard. She had the shelter of a roof, daily
bread, raiment, all the things that thousands
struggle for so wearily, and can so seldom win.
She lad these, and with them leisure, a few
books, the companionship of two beings who
loved her, and a happy, sunny temper, to
make all good. If she somctimes heaved a
little regretful sigh, it was because she was
still young, you see, and did not know the
wonderful biessings of peace. Givo her a few
years more, and let her go forth and be tossed
in some lonely boat on the waves of life, and
‘how she will look back to this safe haven,
and pine for its sweet shelter! Happy girl!
Neither passion: which is wasting, nor sorrow
‘which i8 criel, not ‘circ which is romorseless,
is with you now." So this is still yonr golden
time, and'these are still your (haleyon days,
thoughjRouen' is Tather a gloomy city to live
in. : o
- But though Dora, more through tempora-
mont than from any philosophical apprecia-
tion of thé blessings which remained to her,
wos happy and contented; though Madame

her neighbors whan she once bronched that
theme; though everything, in ‘short, séemed
as it should be, still- Dora heaved. that little

probably because no human life can be free
from i, -“We. may be sure that on the day
when Napoleon was crowned in Notre Dame
he henved o sigh for Corsiean hills, 6r for hav-
ing eaten cherries with.a pretty girl in an

orchard when he was sub-lieutonaut—for any

‘summons forth'at’its bidding®

all quiet and silent as in the morning. The

_jewels that could no longer Ve hoped for as a

‘likewise took in the doings of the lame pro-

Bertrand said it did ‘one good to see the de-
moisclle’s bright faco, and grew poetic with.

regretful sigh we have spoken 6f. It came |.

T o N wnn
thing, in short, whieh: he had no-more.
the mortal lot toirepine.:. Sainta:fret:
their sins; and sinriers lament their loat follies;,
aud every one has suffeg
orother. Dora’s was money;-afid with money-
the loss of comfortsyand pléasiites,-and enjoy-
ments,’ which that modern Jamp-of Aladdin
: dding’fromh the dark.
recesses of life, whre they ;sleep'so _soundly, |
8o far ng the needy are iconcerned. ;i The cruel |
enchanter Brown hdd taken her lamp away ;

result. On most day3she defied her fate, and
forbade it to vex her; and on other days, as
we said, she sighed. _ oo
Her mother and her aunt, who shared her
loss, didnot deny its existence, but they were
not prepared to sympathize  with Dora when
she felt dull nowand then. The sound of her
native language had not yet lost its charm for
Mrs. Courtenay, and Mrs. Luan professed her-
self delighted with tbe cheapness of Rouen.
So Dora, behaved like a true stoic. She en-
dured and did not complain.” = '
Rouen is a picturesque city, and Dora liked
the picturesque and found and made herself
pleasures out of it. The solemn gloom of
Notre Dame and Saint Ouen, the glorious
painted glass in Saint Vincent and Saint
Patrice, the wonderful facade of Snint;Maclou,
or the exquisite court of the Palais de Justice,
gave her many & delightful hour. But one
cannot live on architecture, and Dora often
felt restless, and scarcely happy, even though
these magnificent memorials of the past were
daily within her view. She missed something
—something which Athens itself, and the
Acropolis, which glimpses of Olympus and
Mount Athos could not have supplied. The
open space and border of heath, the viewof a
gleaming or stormy sea,. which she had had
from her mothet’s cottage in Ireland, often
came back to her with a sort of passion Oh!
that sad memory did not stand between her
and that past! For a year back again in the
old country, with the bracing sca air, and with
it the breath of liberty, far, far away from
those grand frowning Gothic heaps of stone.
" . Rouen has few attractions as a inodern city
—and they wwere fewer then thau they are
now—and these Dora quickly exhausted. The
theatres she did not visit, her mother did not
care for excursions, and the feminine delight
of looking in at shep windows she seldom in-
dulged in. She wag still young, and not in-
sensible to the charmg of ¢legant und costly
attire. So it was ralber hard to see velvet
and silks which she must :ﬁ))w never wear, or

good yet to come. The gate of all Iuxurious
enjoyment was closed: upon her ; and if Dora
was not wise enoughi-to scorn such vanitics,
she was too.proud to indulge in weak and use-
less regret. Lo

To stay very much within was therefore one
of the features of her lot, and such tranquility
is utterly. obnoxious to youth. She some-
times longed for motion with a feverish rest-
lessness, She did her best to conquer the un-
qguict mood, and. she tried to make herself
home pleasures, but 'this was no easy matter.
Madame Bertrand's cat did indeed steal up to
her, but she only. slept and purred. 5o Dora
made friends with & host of sparrows, whose
nests were in the -old chnrch. She bribed
them with crumbs, and soon so tamed them
that they would.come and flutter past her open
window, and, if she sat. very still, peck on tle
ledge whilst she'looked on. She ulso opened
a flirtation’ with"the little rosy boy in the op-
posite house, and she seldom appeared at Ler
window but-he was to be seen at his, laugh-
ing and nodding to her. A silent interest she

fessor and his pale wife; and altogether she
made the best of her lot, but, as we have said,
she could not help feeling restless now and
then. N

That unquiet mood had been very strong
upon her on a bright day in summer, when, in
the afternoon, Mrs. Courtenay suddenly ex-
pressed the wish to partake of some Fromage
deBrie. =~ '

«I should like it, oh! of all things," she ex-
claimed, raising her.voice in her little shrill
tone. . ' :

Dora looked up from her work, and sup-
posed. the wish was one her mother could
gratify. e

%Oh! no," was the slightly plaintive reply.
«L would not touch one of the cheeses they
sell about here; and Madame Bertrand's
woman, lives miles away, at the other end of
Rouen—miles away !

#I shall go and fetch you a cheese, mam-
ma,” fquickly snid Dora, throwingfdown her
work.

“My dear, it is ever so far away. Ohl so
far—miles!”

“Then it ig the very thing for me,” gayly
said Dorn. %1 feel just now asif I should like
to go to the cdge of the world and look over.”

¢ My dear!” expostulated her mother.

« I should!" wilfully said Dora. «Oh! for
one good peep out of this world, and {r sec
the stars spinning "

The journay to fetch the cheese Mrs. Cour-
tenay longed for, promised no such prospect,
and was described by Madame Bertrand as
something formideble ; but Dora was bent on
going, and she went.

Bhe lad not walked ten steps when, as she
prased the house where the lams teacher lived,
she heard a groan of distress coming from be-
neath the archway. The gate, as is usually
the cage on the Continent, stood wide opern,
and Dora put her head in and saw a lament-
able picture. A little woman, very old, and
very poorly dressed, was sitting on the last
step of the stone staircuse, staring at half-n-
dozen of broken eggs and some spilt milk.
An earthen bowl and a plate also lay in frag-
ments near her.

“Can I help you?" asked Dora.

“«Can you pick np milk,” was the sharp re-
tort, # or mend broken eggs 7"

“Yes,” good-humoredly replied Dora, ©I
think I can do both.”

«I bad not tasted a drop of milk, or ssen
the yolk of an cgpg, since I lost my five-franc
piece,” groaned the old woman, without heed-
ing her, and now that 1 had saved and saved
tilt Ijcould have an egg again, I stumbledand
there they are, dish and all—dish and all!
There theyarel”

Dora stooped and carefully picked up two
of the eggs, which had escaped with a gentle
crack,

#Theso will do,” she said, softly laying
them' on a fragment of the plate ; ©“and for
tho other four and the milk here isa cure.”

$he put her hand in her pocket and took
out a few pencc; but the old woman shook
her hend.
=i Have eggs and milk got feet ?” she asked.

ill they come? I cannot go and fetch
them-—no, I cannot, I am too tired,” she added,
(;ls if Dora were attempting to pursuade
er. . - ‘
#You-arc but a cross old fairy,”: thought
Doru; ¢ but still you shall have your way,
and I'will seeif I cannot make you happy.” .

So she took back the money which she had
put in the old woman's lap, and she went
away. | : : ‘ o

Thelittle old woman rémained sitting onthe’
step of the staircase groaning over the broken’
eggs and the spiltmilk, and addressing them
with impotent wrath. S

"¢ You did it on purpose,” ghe snid,.shaking
her head atthem,” you know you did 1"~ -

“Did they. though?" said some ong,

{'bad of them.” 7
(X

§6medeprivation | to } i
“Don't touch: them:" ‘shis almost:

.coming in from;the itreei “That was tog

CGo.your way,”

i way, 'was het' angry reply. u

«yeu-iold . frippery, ;arid let me feyquiff
<Ol U ;" she 'Screamed, gg,
ingoing up, the alrcase, the stranger seemeq
likely to tread, on'the two eggs which Dorg
had put on ‘the broken platé:  «'She ig briny.
ing me:more; butiLwillihave. these too.”

4 Evén as she_apoke ‘Dora-appear
-neathithe archway; fpllo'v?eq]bypp =1 under.

the spell was gone, and sonie trouble was the |'cup ofimilk,

( ] a child with
up ofimilk, and four eggs.on a plate.

“There,” she said, gayly, ¢ they did come ¢,
you, after all ; and they are all yours, the ey
the plate, the Milk, and the egps,” she addeg’
taking them from the child’s hand to Present
them to her. - '

“The cup too ?” screamed the old woman

“Yes, yes, the cup too)" replied Dory
gravely. ©Are youglad?” o

“Ravished!” was the ardent reply; « op.
chanted! Oh! the Leautiful cup ! Wh;- who
are you?" she suddenly exclaimed, g;la’ncinr
from the gifts to the giver, and shading hé‘}
eyes with her hand to see her better,

Dora stood before hier bright and smillin,
with the little donations in her hands. Sp,
saw that her profegee was dnzzled with her
blooming, radiant face and it amused he,
To charm animals, ailure children, and con-
quer ill-tempered people, was gift: g,
knew it, and she liked it. « T thou’«rht I
should prevail over you,” was her triumf:]m‘nt
though unspoken boast, as the old woman still
starcd like one confuged.

“Good bye,” she said, aloud; «the chiy
shall carry these up for you,” and handine
both milk and eggs to the little girl who haj
brought them, Dora nodded and went her
way.

“Who is she, ch ?’ askod the receiver of the
milk and eggs.

«8he lives opposite,” replied the chilg,
glibly ; ¢ and she sits at her window. Such 4
beautiful demoiselle !

Unconscious of her double triumph, Dora
went on her way. The distunce wus great
but it was reached at last. Dora bought the
cheese, and with the precious dainty carefully
wrapped up, 50 that no untoward accident
shouid cause it to break, she turned home-
ward. ‘The cheesemongorlived very far away
and the sun was now neev its setting, Ax
Dora went down a steep street, she saw all
Rouen beneathher. 1t wasa picture! Many
a poor, struggling artist, living in a dull, smoky
city, would give & ycar of his life to have the

chance of pninting such a one. The gleaming-

river, now dark pwrple, now flowing wold,
wound through the old town, and passed bes
neath the bridges; church towers and spires
rose above the dark sea of roofs, and appeared
in fine clear lines on a sky of pale nzure;
luxuriant verdurc and rounded hills framed
the magic picturc over which spread a haze
botl soft and bright. It was beautiful, won-
derfully beautiful.and Dora stopped and wazed
in deep admiration. Butneitler that nor the
long walk which had tired her could quell the
restlessness within her. She bad brought it
out, and she was taking it back. Her life was
a dull life, and Dora had tasted another life
than this. She had had a life full of fervor
and hope with her lost brother in Ireland; she
had had a life of intellectual pursuits and
social pleasures in London, and now she was
lingering the last bright years of youth away
in a French provincial town. In short, Dora
felt not merely restless, but dull.

1t is sad to say it, but morc than ene-half of
the human species, of wowmankind, is sorely
troubled with that modern compliint of dnl-
uess.  After all, there was somie goud in the
olden time, when men fought and strove, and
women sut at home and spun wool, and both
liked it. Yes, there was a philosophy in the
spindle aud distaff, orin the silk and worsted,
no doubt about it. When Matilda and her
maidens sat down to their tapestry and worked
in tenth-stitc the history of the Norman
Conquest, they were thus saved many a trou-
ble and many a weary hour.  Of course there
was sortow in these days, and there was love
too, easy, nrtural love, which came and went
like a gentleJepidemic, but we doubt if thesc
mediaeval women were haunted with theideal,
or if they made their moan because they
failed to secure variety. Peace, which we
prize so little, was one of their blessings. A
calm and tranquil life they had led in the
main. Strong walls were raised, and men
wore heavy armor, that these ladies might sit
in quiet and work on canvas strange warriors
on gaunt horses, or quaint trees, with birds
never known out of fable perched on the
boughs. We have improved all that, to be
sure ; but then let us not complain if we are
called upon to pay the penalty ofthe improve-
ment.

Vainadmonition! Dora hird a warn, genial
nature; she loved her mother and she liked
her auut, but she longed for a life in which
there should be some other purpose than to
make the two ends of a narrow income meet.

That longing was strofig upon her as she
stood and looked at dusk gathering over the
city below her. With a sigh at its useless-
ness, she roused herself from her reverie, and
went down the strect at a quict pace. To
reach home sooner she took a short cut
through one of the narrow lanes that were
to be found within the shadoew of Notre Dame.
A gay twilight still reigned there. As she
pasied by one of the low shops, with beetling
first-floors over them, Dora saw some books
on a stall outside. Had she ever seen them
there Defore? It scemed not to her. The
shop was not a mere second-hand bookseller's
shop ; many wares weresold within it. There
were portfolios of drawings in stands insidc
near the door ; in a comer she saw some old
portraits, with fixed eyes staring through the
gloom. A few plates of old Rouen ware 8
worm-eaten box of carved wood, a shattered
Etruscan vase, and a heap of ancient tapes-
try, appeared in the window above the book
stall. At once Dora’s thounghts flew back to
the days when her brother and she were en-
gaged in the cataloguc. She paused ond
looked at the old bric-a-brac shop with a sad
troubled eye. Oh, ye days gone by, how you
can haunt us! It was a pain to linger there,
and yet Dora could not bear to go. A light
burned in the shop; its rays fell on the stall
outside, She took up'a book to stay and look
a little Jonger. The book itself woke kindred
recollections, Bhe romembered how she had
once provoked her brother Paul with a piece
of girlish folly, and Low he bad answered her
with & ¢ Read Epiotetus—rend Epictetus’—a
tantalizing injunction, since he read itin the
classic original. -Now the book Dora had
taken up was an old French translation _of
Epictetus Her heart beat as she opened its
pages ; then, as she glanced over them, and

read o few maxims, the' calm and divine

1

wisdom of the Phrygian slave won on her by -

its beauty, o
) ( To-be continued.)

1t takes loss* time to get over on¢’s OvR
misfortune than to be reconciled to-a neigh-
bour's.good fortune. - .. . ‘

! A firm of tanners -in Pictoy, Nova Scotia,

‘| have ready for: shipment to England uppet’

and fine Joathers-to the value of $7,000. “The .

firm ‘will,'in & fow, waeks, - ship another con-
signment, .of ' similar ‘value, to the same
market. "' These 'are, expétimental shipments,
but thero is every, prosgpoct -that the business

will pay well, in which case the fim will go-

into it extqnsi_\'ely_. -



