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1 remember

. Sowerey :
(A1l that’s writte:
Hereis true.
Any money ?
ot a bit .
Rather funny,
Wasn’t it ?
\’%ws we p]{gl;lted—-
y palr .
H. v?p tﬁ!lighmd
geople ‘were !
But your father—
To be sure—
Thought it lg}!.her-
Premature ;
And your mother—
Strange.lo §&y— . - -
‘Was another
.. Inthe way.,, .
Whata heaven -
Vanished then—
(Youn were seven,
Iwasten)
That was many -
Years ago—
Don't let any-
body Enow.
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By JULM—E; VANAGH,
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CHAPTER XII.—CoNTINUED.

This time Doctor Richard saw hen He kad

1 i§ book On hir knee, and bending
fﬁfg f?ﬁ?ﬁ,’fn}’ﬁ}‘«%'é Tooking at her keenly

2nd inteptly. . If sheé had been a picture ora
&tatue, his gaze could not have been a more
fixed oné than it was. :

uHow is she 2—What is it 2" whispered
ors, rising, and geing up to him, for such a
Jook, she thought, could have but one mean-
3ng. . | oo
nLM.r's. Courtenay had fallen into a gentle
sleep. Dora’s expressive eyes asked: “Is this
good 1" And Doctor Richard . nodded and
smiled, put his book in his pocket, and rosc to

zo. He was silent, and Dora, taking the hint,
Jet pim out without speaking.

a Well, sir?” she srid eagerly, as soon as
axe door was closed upon them,and they stood
on'thc landing.

<« Well,” he teplied, «1 know all about it
now, and Mrs. Courtenay sleeps witbout an
opiate, which I did not dare to give her. I
believe she will be well in a few days ; but if,
as I fenr, mental uneasiness be at the root of
her disease, pray do all you can to compose,
Yer”’
mPoor Dora ! this threw her back on her al-
most forgotten trouble. Doctor Richard saw
Zier eyes grow dim, and her lips quiver. But
he could do or say nothing, and he merely
bade her a good-night.

# Good-night, sir,” said Dora, following him
dlown ; #1 thank you much, very much—will
you come again?’ S

He scemed surprised at the snggestion.

« Qf course I shall” he said—* there, do not
come down any furthér, T can let myselfjout;

e night air is keen.”

But Dora would follow him to the street
door, and even hold the lighs for him down
2he street.  He walked away a few steps, then
came back, : .

u 'Youneed not sit up with Mrs. Conrtenny,”
e said: ¢ 1 feel quite sure of her now. Good-
aight” ‘ o ,

He held out his hand. Dora gave him hers
and thanked him agnin. He pressed her hand,
and that with 5o cordinl, so fricndly a grasp
1hat as he walked away and Dora closed the
door upon him, she thought, with some emo-
tion, “I am sure Doctor Richard ig & friend.”
And so helwas—a fast, true friend to her.
Such a friend as life grants to few.

e

CHAPTER XIII.

When Dora sofily entered her mother's
Foom the next morning, she found Mrs. Cour-
tenay still sleeping. -Her head lay on her pil-
Jow, her hands were clasped, and in the sub-
dued light, which stole in horizontal rays
through the closed shutters, she looked so
calm, 50 peaceful, that Doru’s last apprehen-
xions vanished as by enchantment. Her face
-was radiant when she went forth into the lit-
1lesitting-room, and there found Madame Ber-
trand, who brought the intimation that Mon-
sieur Merand was below.

“ Ask him to come up,” whispered Dora,
& but tell him my mother has been i1l and that
we must speak low.”

Presently Mensieur Merand came up on his
tip-toe, and with many whispered apologics
for troubling madcmnoiselle, he told his
errand. - :

In her distress at the unexpected catas-
&rophe of the Redmore Mines, Dora had left
her portfolio behind her. This Monsieur Me-
rand now Urought back, but not without hav-
ing, as he confessed, first inspected its con-
tents. His own drawing he had found, also
Dora’s copy of Keyser's music-lesson, and
concerning this he now ventured to spenk.
With an air of diftident yet injured candor, he
asked to know if Dora bad been working for
any other dealer. Her freedom to do so Mon-
sieur Merand never questioned, but then he
could assure her that she would find him as
liberal as any other member of the trade. .

_“Now,” with regard to -that drawing of
Xeyser's, he ndded, inhis most insinuating
tone, “1 should like it much if it were not
secured.” .

_“Itis not,” honestly replied Dora, and in
the fulness of ber heart she was going to add
that Monsieur Merand was welcome to it, when
the dvor opened and Doctor Richard entered
the room. Dora forgot the dealer and the
drawing in & moment. .

“Mamma is sleeping,”, she said, engerly—
«ig that a good sign, Dector Richard 77

« A very good sign,” he answered, emiling.

« I believe, however, she will soon waken

“Then I shall wait till she does.”

He took a chair and put down his hat. He
evidently did not think that Dora’s business
with Monsieur Merand could be .of a private
nature. The portfolio Jay open on the table,
the drawing was displayed to Doctor Richard's
view, and he unceremoniously bent forward to
see it better, - - S :

<« What a fine drawing !" he-exclaimed—« is
that yours, Miss Courtenay 7

« It is,” she replied, blushing a little, «and
Mm}’meur Merand wants to purchase it from
e, FERSLASE 1L AL
_ But either Doctor Richard’s entrance, or his

praisc of Dora’s performance, had changed

Monsieur Merand’s mood; for he looked saper-

cilionsly at: the drawing, put forth his nether

lip, and said, curtly: . 0
_ %Yes, I'want a drawing that size;. but this
38 not one of your' best . efforts, mademoj-.

gelle P! o - Fom T
Dora changed™ color; Was Monsieur ‘Me-'

-|'38d; looking rather defiantly at his customer.
:"’ [" - . )

"1 wistful 1gok. oot T e
AW £ 3 dooked ing. £-h
.. Monsietr . Meraiid <looked ‘at the drawir 'Emf hoicéd 0 angry |

¢'s hurry, and not being able to help hixself.

.| against: Mongienr Merand's criticism, h
“{harshiand unpleasantiit might'be.

g « And: whit: do yqu expect’
‘addied,;after 4 while.

| sieur Merand, cavalierly.

£ Not in xly opinion,” dryly said Monsieur
Metand;-hrugting his hands into his pockets,

"@1. cannot . do .better,” said Dora, with a

L
again, and griimbled something about beitig in"

Dora felt mortified} it “necegsity is Rhard
mistress, and this wad'not thestime to:revolt
rever:

4. &, " 5 ;
d:

for this? be,
'““Dors hesitated. PR
“Say two hundred ‘francs,” suggested Mon-

Before Dora could answer, Doctor Richard
interfered.

«] snppose you mean four hundred,” he
said, very coolly. i

« Doctor Richard,” hotly answered Monsieur
Merand, « do I meddle in your business ?—do
1 go and prescribe for your patients 2% -

i My dear sir, would my patients follow
your prescriptions ?* was the amused reply: -

«Well, then, I decline to submit to your
interference, Doctor Richard! I will give
mademoiselle two hundred francs—that and
no more.”

# And I will engage, by sending that draw-
ing to & house [ know in Loncon, to get her,
if pot four bundred francs for it at least three
hundred ang fifty.”

Doctor Richard spokecon
Merand looked blank. -

«T cannot help myself,” he said at length,
and speaking very silently, «I will give
mademoiseiie the threc hundred and Afty
francs. I 4o not gain a franc by the transac-
{icu—not one,” he added with an injured look.

fidently, Monsienr

poctor Richard chuckled, and seemed exces-
sively amused. :

«+ T declare it is better than a play to hear
you! he said good humoredly. #Only to
think of your wanting to pass off these tricks
upon me, Monsieur Merand 1

Monsieur Merand looked as if he did not
kntw whether to Le entertained or angry at
the cool tone in'which his customer addressed
him. He took the wisest/'course, however, and
uot deigning to answer him, he tumed to
Dora, to whom he said very civilly—#When
may I have the drawing, mademoiselle 7’

«T should like to give it afew last touches;
and if my mother is so far well that'I can
leave her, I shall work at it to-day, Monsicur
Merand.” : s

#'Then 1 hope she will be well,” he eaid, a
little crossly. « Good-moming ;" and with
the look of a conquercd man, he left the
room.

Dora turned toward - Doctor Richard. Her
beaming face expressed her thanks before they
were spoken.  He gave her no time to utter
a word.

# Do not,” he said, quickly. #You would

‘[¥vePo-day, if I can finish my drawing”

-] Luan's care, and that it would be better for

Wd' .

)
i ié,"inhﬁnma,‘--";’lﬁmqalipjgth'tp yousyester-
day evening ‘and he sat'up here till pastitwo.
rather - than prescribe .an. opiate, whgg};_‘;;_.;;t_
geems; mjght-have -injured you. Monsieur.
M ook ‘I am"sorry to logé
.iny, good-opinion of him, butI am afraid he
- has alinost-cheated me. * How kind, though,
ofm'c’)’_é__tdr‘i;‘;:}{ichhyd not;to. mind exposing
I I i
1 4ui¥es, -Very kind,” murmuired Mrs. Courte
nay. .«

“Dord i

eagerly replied herdaughter. « Indeed, I had
betier go-at ‘onde,” she added, rising; “Mon-
sieur Merand is in‘a hurry for it, and I am in
a hurry for’ Monsieur Merand's five franc
pieces.”

#Yes, I wish you had the moncy,” rather
querulously said Mrs. Courtenay.
. Dora saw she could trust ber mother to Mrs.

her to go and calm the poor lady’s mind by
-the prospect -of gain, the only prospect which'
then seemed to have any charm in it for Mra.
Courtenay. So with a cheerfulness half real,
half put on—alas! how many things are 50
put on by brave hearts, heroism, patience, and
the rest—Dora took her portfolio and went
forth. On her way she thought, «Sincel am
selling the drawing, I no longer want the
frame; and sinceit is not ready, had I not
better go and tell that poor Dubois not to
make it? Poor fellow! I hope he will not be
too mach disappointed {7 .

Dora found the door of the Duboises ajar,
and she pushed it open hegitatingly ; but she
was not prepared for the sight that met her
view. Her frame bright as gilding conld
make it, stood before her, held by Monsieur
Dubois, whose hand hed got miraculously well
during the night, and no less a person than
Doctor Ricbard stood with his back to her.
He turned round, and seemed surprised to Fee
her, whilst consternation appeared on Mademe,
Dubois' face, and Monsieur Dubois tumed
pale asa ghost. ]

« Doctor Richard,” said Dora, reddening,
« was that man's hand unwell 7" .

«Unwell! no. Has he been imposing on
you, Miss Courtenay ? I suppose he was out
of work—a ckild ill, eh 7"

u Yes” replied Dora, # that is it. Was it
not true?” .
Doctor Richard laughed heartily, and

seemed much amused.

“The old story® he smid. « My dear
young lady,” he added, *why did you not
look at the man’s low, mean face, and read
him? His story is this. I have kept him in
work for the last six weeks, and during that
time neither he, nor Lis wife, por his children,
nor even the white hen has-had a moment's
ailment!”

Dora was mortified. She had been cheated

not have had me stand by and ece you rob-
bed? Why, yourdrawing is worth more than
the sum I have stated.”

- ening. " 1 have always had a horror" of being

-|;then’ even my left eye” '

#{ cannot understand it,’ replied Dora,
looking perplexed; «I never knew I was so
clever ; but however that may be, I do cor-
dially thank you, Money isinvaluable to me
just now, Doctor Richard.”

He nodded gravely, a3 much as to say,

“Ahl yes, I know—the Redmore Mines ;"
aad as he heard Mrs. Courtenay talking to
Mrs. Luan within, he asked if he could not
see her. Dora went in before him, then come
back and signed him to follow her.

Nrs. Courtenay was sitting up in her bed.
She looked calm and collected ; - and, indced,
was 50 far recovered, that Doctor Richard’s
presence startled nnd surprised her. At once
she looked to her daughter for explanation.

+You have bgen quite unwell, mamma,”
said Dorg, smiling, « and Doctor Richard, who
is our neighbor, called in to see you. And
what do you think mammia, Monsieur Merand
eame a quarter of an hour ago to ask me for o
drawing from one of the pictures in the Gal-
lery. And heis in a desperate hurry for it.
So do make haste and get well.”

# And the Redmore Mines,” said Mrs. Cour-
teday, plaintively; «I did not dream that,
did I, Dora "

#No, indeed, you did not. But the Red
more Mines are here now,” she added, gayly,
showing bher little right hand. ¢ You must
know, mamma. that I am quite clever. Doc-
tor Richard has been lookidg at my lastdraw-
ing whilst you slept, and he thinksthat Mon-
sieur Mcerand scarcely pays me enough. He
advises me to raise my terms, and,” con-
tinued Dora, suddenly dropping the present
for the past tense, “I have done it; for he
spoke opposite Monsieur Merand himself, who
could not deny it, and gave me nearly & hun-
dred per cent. moreat once. So what do yon
think of all that ?” :

Mrs. Courtenny, scarcely able_to think at
all, looked both confused and happy.- She also
looked grateful, and her mild blue eyes were
raised to Doctor Richard’s face, with an ex-
pression be could not mistake. He smiled
kindly, and sitting down by her bedside, en-
tered into conversation with her. He attacked
the Redmore mines at once,and put the mat-
ter in & cheerful and airy point of view, which
happened to Dbe particularly suited to Mrs.
Courtenay’s turn of mind.

«Such catastrophes,” said Doctor Richard,
« are like thie milway accidents and steamboat
collsions, the only variety of modern life. The
ups and downs formerly were of another na-
ture. Beautiful ladies were not safe for a
moment, especially when they were wealthy,
but were the lawful prey of the king, his fa-
vorites, and his powerful subjects. As to
meny;the strong hand was the right sortjof
hand then. Themis had not merely her eyes
bandaged, but fast closed in sleep. Every
man had to be his own policeman, and, as o
natural .consequence, his own judge and jury.
‘This variety of occupations must, to say the
least -of it, have made a gentlomen irritable,
and accounts for many little peculiarities of
those days which would otherwise be inexpli-
cable to our modern ideas. And now, you see,
all that is done, for lovers do not kidnap heir-
esses, but companies wheedle them out of
their .gold. Robin. Hood or Claude Duval

all that, money flies out of our pockets by s
magical: process called high interest. Sag,
very sad, Mrs. Courtenay, only, you know, we
are not born with pockets.” ‘ i

« Dear me, to bo “sure not!® cried Mrs,
Courtenay, much struck ‘with the fact, which
had never occurred to her before; that is a
very original remark, Doctor Richard,”

#1tis none of mine,” he answered, smiling ;
“but it is full of philosophy. So let us bear
with this catastrophe; which we cannot mend,
and let us blesa our stars that it is nét the
destruction of life or limb, as it might be if it
occurred through a railway or a steamer. Loss
of money is, after all, the'least of 'the three
modern gvilg.® T 0o ot TS

1 think so," said Mrs, - Courtenay, bright-

drowned or disfigured, and I would much
rather losé my ‘shares of the Redmore Mines.

" She looked quite gay and cheerful aghin;

neither pat bishops to ransom, nor dance min- | -
utes with fine Indies on the highway ; but for| ;

and deceived, and Doctor Richard only
laughed at her simplicity.

#He is a low vagabond,” resumed Doctor

Richard, still speaking English, but shaking
his forefinger good-humoredly at the culprit
who looked extremely unessy, ¢ but clever,
Miss Courtenay, a self-taught genius; and
though it is abominable that he should thus |
¥npose upon you, I cannot afford to be angry
with him. Look at that frame I have just
bought. There is fancy and invention for
you! Lock at that foliage1”
«Excuse me, Doctor Richard,” said Dora,
gently touching his arm, and looking both
amused and puzzled,“but this frame was
made for me.”

« Have they sold you my frame ?”

# Dr, Richard, 1 ordered it."

# 8o did I, Miss Courtenay.”

They exehanged looks—then Doctor Rich-
ard burst out laughing.

'The vagabond !—the low vagabond !" he
said again. « He wanted, perhaps, to sell the
same frame twice over. Now, Miss Courte-
nay, take my advice, do not let yourselfbe 50
easily imposed upen. But what a pity the
rascal should be go clever! Look at that de-
sign, how correct and how graceful, and those
I havent home are Dbetter still. I must for-
give him, Miss Courtenay, for the sake of that
leaf!” - ‘

Dora blushed and laughed.

« But, Doctor Richard,” she stammered,
t the design is not his—'tis mine, I drew it.” .

# You drew it, Miss Courtenay 1” R4

«Yes, 1 wanted it for my drawing, and T
drew several designs, but he 1old me this was
the best—and so—" ) ,

She did not proceed. Doctor Richard was
an altered man. The veins in his forehead
were thick and swollen, and his full brown
eyes burned with reseniment 5o blighting that
it almost frightened her. The amusement
with which he had heard Dora tell of the jm-
position practised upon her vanished when he
thus learned the fraud attempted on himself. -

«And so they were your drawings?” he
cried at length, spenking angrily aund fast, and
evidently in a great rage. ' "« Your drawings,
which the rascal passédupon me for his ; and

I, a gnllas I ever am, believed him! " L
"His look, as it fell on the convicted gilder:
expressed’ the most vehement - indignation,.
Evidently Dogtor Richard found nothing hu-
morots or entertaining in being made a dupe |
of. A e
« Is not this abhorrent and shamefill 2. ie’
proceeded, addressing -the. 'gilder in’ French;
which he spoke foreibly and well. “ You
might have spared yourself this disgrace, and
been none the poorer, Nay, the truth should
bave brought you in more than that base Iie.”
Monsieur Dubois murmured rome.unintelli-
gible reply, but already Dr. Ricbard’s anger
had melted into scorn. His brow grew
smooth again, his brown eyes resumed their
serenity, and he burst into a heavy laugh at
his own oxpense. .
«To think of my pnddressing that low-
minded wretch as if he knew the beanty of
truth? he said turning to Dora. «Wherens
she never left her well, so far as he is con-
cerned. But how are we to deal with this
rascal, Miss Courtenay ? Who kteps the
frame? I ordered it, but then you gave the
design, so that if you want jt—" .
- -« T do not,” replied Dora, coloring a little.
.« Then I ghall keep it," he said, readily. «I
‘shall call again and settle with you, sir,” he
added, giving Monsleur Duboisa significant
look ; « for I can see in your face, Miss Cour~
tenay,” be continued, looking at her with a
| smile, as they both left the place, ¢ that I
must not be too hard on this guilty couple in’
your presence., You looked quite startled a
while ago” o
# You looked very angry, Doctor Richard.” |
«DidT? Well, Saint Augustine siys'that
each man benrs within himeelf Adam, Eve,
and the serpent, and I confess Ifind it so.
'Often that weak Adam, and freil Eve, and the-
tempting ‘serpent arc busy with me.  So lést
Adam should prevail egainst me, I now leave,
that sneaking impostor and his wife. , I have
no doubt they are quarrclling how, with thé’
boy looking on, and the white hen cackling.,
Letthem! Conféss that you think mea’'fool I".
‘he abruptly added, stepping on the staircass
‘to look hardat Dora. =~ . B
-#You forget_that I, too, was deceived,” Te-
plied Dora, smiling. . 7 U
.« In mattérs of which you could have little,

‘And when are you to get-the money;

rgbt/the men. So'ihere.s:aver:
jacdonnt for my mistakes ; for
ating. contession; "though a-true-
Ahat it 16 my*lot. to be deceived. - e,
‘semething inexpressibly persuasive -and con-
vincing to me in an aessertiod. A child’s
falseliood has often prevailed over me, and yet,
Miss, Cotirtenay, 1am not an idiot; I agsure
you"!‘“ T_{:-"‘i.‘:i'o ¥ » - o Y . N .
.~ +He-gpoke with a gravity which near]
-concerted Dora. - . e,
it T can ée you ar¢ much inclined tolaugh,”
he resumed ; ¢ but you are all wrong. It is,
idiotic to be so easily deceived, and yet I'am
no idiot—I mainiain it in the face of what
has just occurred. Do not protest ; but just
allow me to follow out my argument. You
have read Don Quixote, I haveno doubt; well
then, has it not struck you thatthis unfor-
tunate gentleman commits Lut one error, only
it is the first ; inallelse he is shrewd, clever,
gensible, well-informed. This iz my case.
Ninety-nine things I sec clearly; but the
hundredth which escapes me is just the key-
-gtone - of the edifice. If that Dubois-had as-
sured me that he was beneyolent, humane, a
kind husband, a faithful friend; I ghould have
been amused at his attempting to praetise on
my credulity ; but he said I am an untaught
genius, and 1 became his victim 1

Doctor Richard spohe very composedly of
his deficiencies, a8 composedly,-indeed, as if
they concerned him not. Dore, though she
heard him in silence, drew her own own:con-
clusions. Though his brown eyes were piercing
enough, eyes that could see far and deep, they
were more penetrating than shrewd. The
glamour of imagination could bafile the keen-
ness of that vision, and Doctor Richard be
loaged to the <lass of men who are to be the
victims of their inferiors. He knew it, but
the kuowledge availed him not.

« His very gifts betray him,” thought Dora,
ugnd have kept him back in the race of life.
Poor fellow,” she continued, in her mental
soliloquy, as he left her, and walked away
briskly, «X am afraid he ‘spends his -money
very foolishly. What could he want with all
those frames, now 1? :

Dora shook her head at Dr. Richard's im-
prudence, and was still censuring him when
she entered the Gallery.

'

CHAPTER XIV.

THERE were some last touches to be be-
stowed on the music-lesson, and Dora lingered
over her task. For suppose Monsieur Merand
ghould again find fault with this drawing, and
utter those severe remarks which, in Dora's
present position, it would be so hard to bear?
Whilst she was thus engaged in the picture-
gallery, she heard a step behind the chair,
and looking round in some surprise at the un-
wonted interruption, she saw Doctor Richard.

# Will you allow me to make one or two
suggestions to you, Miss Courtenay ?” he said,
in his easy way. .

Dora assented witha little flush of emotion,
which Doctor Richard did not scem to per-
ceive. He proceeded with his suggestions, as
he called them ; and keen, subtle suggestions
they were, implying no small amount of theo- ¢
retical and practical skill.

-« He talks more like a painter than like a
doctor;” thought Dorz, “and, indeed, more
like aprofessor than like cither,”

« Youdraw, Doctor Richard ?"" she could not
help saying.

«Yes, I do all my own illustrations,” he
carelessly replied. |

« He is a writer upon art,” thought Dora.

But memory, though guestioned, remained
mute, and had nothing to tell about Doctor
Richard's name.

«You did well to take this pretty little
music-lesson,” he resumed—¢ here, at lcast,
imagination is free. I am not an inquisitive
man, not-in the ordinary sense of the word;
my neighbor's business troubles me not, but I
confess to you that a little picture by one of
the minor Dutch painters once gave me many
a pleasant hour. The burgher father, the
matronly mother, and the daughter fair and
blooming, were all primly seated before me.
The room was large, rather dark, perhaps,
with plenty of plate, and two blue china vases
on an osken sorft of dresser. ‘It was all so
minutely painted, that the Eastern pattern of
the carpet, the flowering of the brocade in

.the mother's dress, the fine lace cape of the

daughter, were recognizable, and could have
been identified. The picture wes about two
hundred years old. Two hundred years and
their vicissitudes, battles,and generations had
passed since that calm home had been some-
where in oneof the old Dutch cities. Iwould
have given anything to have had the power
of going back for a.while to those large oaken
rooms, with their substsntial furniture—to
have conversed with these peopls, or; if that
were too ambitious & desire, considering that
I do not know Dutch, to have seen them in
their daily life, and Houschold occupations.
Surely -there must have been some chamber
‘up-stairs in. Whicl that merchant kept his
money-bags,” or. reckoned his -tulip-bulbs?
Surely, too; that good dame must have had’
.her empire.in wide store-rooms, with jars - or

“pickles and preserves. . Asfor the young lady,

I.could,imagine her bower with birds, and an
-embroidery frame, and.a looking-glass in the
:window. I could imagine all that, but as in
a_dream ; for, after all, this supposed mer-
‘chant 'may have been’some hiard reader, a dis-
-¢iple of Giotius, who storéd books, and not
gold,-and who scorned tulips.. His wife, in
‘her way, may have set her mind above mere
household comforts, and Leen a stern Chris-
tian, and Letween these two the poor young
damsel probably led a dull life. 1 doult if
she had birds. Their singing would have dis-
turbed her papa’s studies, and her severe
mamma held embroidery a profane loss of
time, and condemned her to knitting and her
Bible.  So, you see, here are two totally dif-
ferent versions of the same story and having
found that I could thus construct not two,
but twenty, I turned the picture with its face
to the wall, and forbade it to spesk to e
more.”

-Did he spenk in, jest or.in earnest? Dora
could not tell, but stole a doubtful look at
Doctor Richard, but he seemed unconscious
of her surprise. e spoke with the compos-
‘ure of one who is unaware of having said any-
thing unusual, and with the facility which
comes from the habit of being listened to.

- «Is he a lecturer, an sauthor, or both?"
thonght Dora; ¢ and’ yet there is something
-in him which belongs to none of these—somie-
thing of the man of th¢ world, .who makes’
‘himseif at home everywhere and with every
ona” . . -
" But:if Doctor Richard had no. suspicion of’
'the conjectures in which Dora indulged con-
cerning him, hic saw very well that her pencil
‘rémained idle, I A .
~«I must not prevent you from: working,”
he snid, smiling ; and renewing his promise
to callon Mrs. Courténay in the evening, hée
Téfther, =~ * oo o
" As"he ‘walked away, Dorn'’s look followed
‘him adittle pensively. - D
"« Poor fellow!” she thought, contrasting his
‘srect figure.and easy carriage with his indif-
ferent -apparel; &I, fenr he has been sadly

‘tossed aboup. by life. . Medicine, art, authors:

‘| of his :Bpending. fl

mind, even though Fortune “skould not have
favored it. A AN
Dora léft before the' closing of the Gallery ;
and as she passed. by, the openlibrary-door on-
her way down-stairs, she “saw-Daoctor Richatd:
reading within: -=A heavy folig lay.open before.
him, and/he Was absorbed'initd conténts.
. Doctor Richard‘has not got.many pa-

tients,” ‘thought Dora; “1 wondér whether he
reads on.medicing.dr on art? £iAnd4to think:
his Bp o:much money at:Monsieir
‘Merﬁ.flﬂ’sl” B TR i o --G:‘,\';; ~
... To_receive from and not-to. spend with that,
gentleman was Row Dora’s.estand on her way-
Tome. - She entered his shop with-slight hesi-
tation ; but Mensieur Merand was sn altered.
man. The drawing was perfect, and he had
but one regret—he must pay Mademoiselle in
silver five franc pieces. But with her bright
smile Dora tied up the welcome though cum-
bersome coins in her pocket-handkerchief,and
thus laden, went home, .

«Here i news from the Redmore Mines,”
gayly said Dors, and opening her pocket-hand-
kerchief, -she - scattered its: contents' on her
mother’s bed.

Mrs. Courtenay’s eyes glistened as she saw
the silver shower.

# Tt i not that I am so fond of money,” she
apologetically said ; « but then one cannot do
without it.”

Mrs. Luan wag mute, but Dora saw the flush
on her sallow cheek,and could read its mean-
ing. ‘Dera felt happy,and happiness is loqua-
cious. She told them how she had worked at
her drawing, how gracious Monsieur Merand
hed been, and in all she said the name of Dr.
‘Richard invariably came back. Mrs. Cour-
tenay was too much pleased with her medical
attendant to censure this frequent repetition
of hisname ; but when, even after dinner, Dora
took up the theme, Mrs. Luan, who had been
almost silent since the preceding day's catas-
trophe, now looked up, and seid sullenly—

# I hate Doctor Richard!”

sAunt!” cried Dora amazed—too much
amazed to be indignant. e

«] hate him!” resumed Mrs. Luan; «look
at his clothes—shabby ; he is no good doctor,
not he! He is nothing—no sne—nobody.”

She was almost excited now. Dora would
have answered, and perhaps with less respect
and gentleness than . she generally showed {o
Mrs. Luan—for her cheeks were flushed and
her eyes sparkled—if Doctor Richard himself
had not at that precise moment been skown
up by Madame Bertrand.

# A good sign when the patient is lively,”
lie said, going to Mrs. Courtenay’s bed with a
pleasant smile ; «but I do not mean to give
up my attendance vet. You are not quite
well, my dear madam.”

«1 do not feel quite well, Doctor, butmuch
Detter—eh! so much better,” she added with
her little raising of the veice.

e sat down by her and felt her pulse. As
Mrs, Conrtenay drew Dback her hand the mo-
tion disturbed the counterpane, and the five-
franc pieces which Dora had left and forgotten
there, rolled on the floor with many & silver
ring. Doctor Richard gave alittle start of
surprise, and Dora blushed.

#I put them there to show mamma that I
can earn money,” she said trying to laugh it
off, « for, thanks to you, Doctor Richard, Mon-
sieur Merand has been liberal.”

She began picking up the fallen coins, and
Doctor Richard assisted her. When he
handed her those which he had gathered he
was smiling, and Dora could not help - think-
ing how different was the warm genial face
she now looked at, from the dark wrathful
countenance she had seen that morning.
That was all storm—this was all sunshine.

«I am sure he is good, thought Dora; “ he
looks as pleased as if that money were his.”

“Doctor Richard,” she said aloud, I met
Madame Dubois. = She begged hard to be for-
given.”

« Will you forgive them, Miss Courtenny 7"

# Yes—will not you ?”

“«No; you know the Chinese saying, #If 1
am deceived once, the blame lies with the de-
ceiver; butif I am twice deceived, the blame
lies with me ?”

Doctor Richard spoke so positively, that
Dora was silenced.

“ Now, Miss Courtenay,” he resumed, *do
niot think me, soft as I have proved myself, a
victim to the dreadful delusion of the deserv-
ing poor. There are such, I suppose, but just
as there are deserving rich, in & very moder-
ate ratio. No, I do not ask for that wonder-
ful bird—a virtuous man in distress. I am
satisfied to take humanity such as it is, and
#lieve, its sufterings so far as I can, which is
very little; but I have a strong hatred for
moral ugliness, and so when I get such a rep-
tile as the gilder in my path, and can ree no
redeeming traitin him, I leave him to shift
for himself. Some people will be drowned
like the man in the story, and who can pre-
vent it? Listen to that drunken wretch now
shouting down the street. Who can save
him .

#Poor fellow!" compasionately said Mrs.
Courtenay ; it is all the cider. Perhaps you
drink wine, Doctor Richard, and do not know
how perfidious cider is. Ido. When we
came here first, I actually got tipsy!” said
Mrs. Courtenay, raising her voice in amaze-
ment st the strangeness of the fact; “and all
for one glass of cider.” '

t Indeed !” exclaimed Doctor Richard, much
amused.

#Idid,” emphatically continued Mrs. Cour-
tenay, “I camein very warm, and Madame
Bertrand would make me taste her cider. I
took one glass, and my head began spinning,
oh! so much. ¢Madame Bertrand,’ I cried,
“your cider is very good, but it is very perfi~
dious!” ¢Not at all, Madame,' she replied;
¢ you are only & little dizzy.” Doctor Richard,
"you may believe me, 1 could not getaup-stairs
—I had to sit down on the steps; and I must
have been really tipsy, for it seems I got so-
affectionate, and squeezed Madame Bertrand’s
hand quite fondly. And I talked so—oh !
how I did talk! Poor Dora came down to me
a little frightened, and what, do you think I
said to her, doctor? ° ¢Dora,’ I said, ¢ you are
a dear, good girl, but T must say it, once for
all—I have never told you before, but I must
tell you now. You stay too long at your
prayers in the morning; and, then, Dora, you
‘are too fastidious about your dress. It is all
-very well to be pious, and to wear nice collars,
Jbut still, Dora, though I like it, I also like not
to- be kept so long'from my breakfast, so
-please to mend ! Dora was quite bewildered,
poor.dear, at the lecture, but she helped me
up-stairs, and I took a nap in my chair and
woke quite well, - And that is how I got tipsy

| on & glass of cider; and, Doctor Richard,” ad-

ded Mrs. Courtenay, raising:her. voice in won-
der at her own suggestion; «think .what a
;erri_brle effect .a good many glasses- must

ave.” : R o

this narrative, especially in that portion which,
referred to the length of her:devotions, and
-the nicety of her collars ;. but though:Doctor,
Richard seemed much amused, he never looked
‘at’ her, .. Moreover, his manner:as he, listened
-and spoke, to Mrg, Courtenay expressed &:gen-
tle. and:respectful sympathy that. went to
Dora’s very heart. ~ With Dora herself,, when
+he hddressed her, his tone, his 10oks, his bear-.

both Trare and delightful.: She thought &
bad never met with g0 perfect a. gentlem, q
Did her bright open: face bettay Her socret 33'
miration, or was it part of Doctor Richarg;
plan to fascinate both mother and daughters
‘Even:a Jeen jobserver ‘might have faileq ¢, |
setile this question, huttheidullest must ha‘.°
seen that Dbétor Richard bestowed o consida
erable portioftof his attentionon Miss Coyre,
pay. Even when he spoke to:ber mother,
‘was on Doraithat his eyes rested. Few peg
ple had: everrlooked at this: girl coolly, ty,
,;jﬁﬁig her:’face compelléd correspondi,
swarmth: iu the gazer,~ and. Doctor Rieharg
obeyed'the general rule.. When she spoke b,
“smiled and - listened with evident pleasur, to
the little sallies by which she endeavoreq o
amuge her mother. When she was silent pjg
gaze wandered toward her, and rested on 1,
radiant face and light figure, with evident
enjoyment. She was like a Titian or u Gigy.
gione to him, a glorious bit of color lighti,
those dull rooms, and contrasting in its brighs.
ness with the paleness and subducd ﬁm.;
of -age; as seen in -Mrs. Courtensy and My,
Luan, . . -
Now,: there is a subject.on which Woney
bave a quickness of perception which notiip,
ean baffle—itis the impression they produc,
Dora knew, as well as if Doctor Richard hag
sworn it, that he admired her. She had beep
accustomed to such admiration formerly, ang
had received it too often, to be mistaken now
What she saw, Mrs.- Courtenay saw too, on]y
she drew maternal conclusions which Doy
left in abeyance—that Doctor Richard wus,
very fascinating man, a very kind one, tog.
how delightful if he were to marry Dora)
Good, innocent soul! She never ‘looked at
Doctor Richard's coat, nor asked hersclf how
he could keep a wife and rear a family ! T},
future had, in more senses than cne, cver been
‘nsealed book to this amiableand improvideny
lady. Mrs. Luan, too, being a woman, sy
what was going. on, and conjectured. Her
slow, dull mind fastened on Doctor Richard'g
admiration of her niece with the tenacity of 4
leech, and extracted all that such admiration
could possibly yield.

She already disliked the man, as the beare
of woeful tidings; she now hated him a5
being poor, and coming to the house to rop
them of their only support. In her slugaish
way she had thought over their position, sing
the preceding morning, and she had realize
the fact that Dora was now their mainstay,
John would help; but Mrs. Luan coulid net
bear to rob poor John, and she was willins 1,
lean heavily, if need be, upon her nicce,

Such being the case, why did that neely
doctor come hankering after Dora? They
did not want him. Let him begone. with hij
shabby clothes and look of decaoed gentility.
For that Doctor Richard’s admiration wmight
be the disinterested feeling which mauy men
yield to a young and fascinating woman, Mrs,
Luan did not admit in that moment of <elfish
terror.. She only saw the danger ; and ¢henot
merely saw it, but she magnified it tenfold

Doctor Richard was too quick and ob-crvant
not to become aware of Mrs. Luan's hard, in.
tent look. it annoyed him, yet, thank: to the
blindness of which e was uselessly conscions,
its meaning was not apparent to him. He
saw a dull, heavy-looking lady, with a hidwus
piece of patchwork on ler lap, and he filt
that there was something nnpleasant to hin,
almost repugnant inher aspeet ; but he never
thoughtthat this low-browed woman was the
Nemesis of his life. He never thought. as,
affer spending an hour or more with M
Courtenny and her daughter, he took his Teave,
that the women who roge and gave him a cold,
lifeless hand, was the arbitress of his fute:
that from her would spring the greatest sor-
rows and the greatest joys of his existence.
That this being, his moral and intell cctual in-
ferior, would nevertheless rule him with a rod
of iron in weal and in woe, Doctor Riclard
never suspected.

« Poor thing! she is predestined to a Lrain
disease” was his medical conclosion. us he
looked at her.

CHAPTER XYV,

WitaT subtle and mysterious chain of small
events is it which we so often qualifv as in-
evitable? Is there anything not immediately
dependent on God's will to which « inevitable
does really apply? Are we not free to aveid
or to seek?  Could we not walk on the right
side of the road as well as on theleft? Mt
we perforce take that turning instead of this?
If wego on board the boat which s to perish,
might we not have suiled in that whieh, after
crossing smooth seas, will come to port
safely? Inevitable, forsooth? It is the word
of presumption and of weakness, the excuse
for all short-sighted folly, the plea of all crror,
slight or fatal.

That «inevitable,” as it is called, was now
busy with Dora Courtenay’s destiny. Her
mother got well again. Even Mrs. Luan re-
covered the shock of the Radmore Mines ; a
trifio was saved out of the wreck; poor John
Luan wrote an affectionate letter, and sent
twenty pounds; and Monsieur Merand ordered
a series of drawings, which kept Dora in con-
stanl occupation. All this was as it should
be—was, at least, aslit often Is in life, where
the waters flow smoothly again over the
greatest wrecks, but the supererogatien was
in the continued visits of Doctor Richard. He
came to see Mrs. Courtenay, and perhaps be-
cause her complaint was mental rather than
bodily, he came more as a friend than as 2
doctor. He wished to cheer her, and he suc-
ceeded. His conversation was attractive and
varied—the conversation of a well-read man;
he had also a benutiful voice, mellow, har-
monious, and.full-toned, and Mrs. Courtenay
once frankly told him it was like music to
benr him. His society, in short, was both
genial and interesting and Dora’s mother was
getting accustomed to it, and required it a5
much a8 her cup of tea in the evening, when
it suddenly ceased.

“«] wonder why Doctor Richard comes no-
more?” rather plaintively said Mrs. Courte-
nay.

« Becnuse you are quite well, mamma,” T
plied Dora, trying not to look as disappointed
s she felt. .

For Doctor Richard had grown iavisible
Neither when she passed by his house, nor 1o
the picture-gullery, nor in the reading-roonh
nor even at Monsieur. Merand's, did Dora 8¢t
him. - And there now fell a restlessness upon
her, of which she herself knew not the cause.
She worked, she played, she read, she sewed,
she was never idle a second, and yet some-
thing ailed her, " o ;
iy : (To be continued.)

: The following are the grand totals of the
ghooting for the Elcho - Shield :—Ireland,

Yo s - .| 1,610; England, 1,560; Scotland, 1,462. -
Dora, bad felt rather uncomfortable during |. : :

1t has been agreed that the 18th, 19th and
20th of July shall be ‘observed as the annual
holiday at Abbotshal], - Kirkealdy, Pathhead;.
and Binclair town, © . . - -
*..A-boy atschool on being asked to describe s
 kitten, made the following graphic statement
A kitten: is chiefly, remarkablefor rushing
;8% hothing, whatever, and gencrally stopping

Tand’ going to turn critical'in 'tho houi when'
#he most noaded his admiration?, """
<41 i Py T *
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gnd’in-this modd ‘Doctor Richard - left ~her,
promising to cal) again fn'the évening. "'
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‘or no knowledge. " ButifT had Jooked at tho,
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_ship have not;done-much for him " :
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1 ing, Were those of  friend—kind); but.fot too:!
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‘before it -gats - there!”: That boy,got a prize.
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