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X LVIHI.—Continted:
DINORAH,

The young girl blushed as red as a rose.

“ When will you hecome my wife *” Oliver
Persisted.

41t is for you to decide, Oliver,” she mur.
mured, « Are you not already my lord and
master 7

“ Then you accept me as your husband ? »

«1 do more than accept you, since I have
fized my cholté on you.” )

« Hut ypu know that { am not of noble fa-
mily ?»

“ What is that to me ? ”

“'Will you never be
sorry for having allied
Yyour name-& name that
has been borne with
honor by twenty gene-
rations of noblemen—
with mine, humble as
itge» i

« My ancestors lie
sleeping in their tombs,
let us leave them
there., Moreover why
should you speak of a
mésalliance. You too
are noble, Oliver, for
you possess the true
nobility of soul and of
the heart.”

« Dinorah, you are
poor, and you do not
know that I am rich.”

“ Were you as poor
i8I, we should still
have enough for us two.
What need have we for
riches ¢ What should
We do with them ? No,
Ido not know that you
are rich, but I do know
that you are good; I
know that I love you,
and that you love me,
1% not that enough ?”

\ ‘¢ Yes, my dear child,

You are right. Love
alone is truth ; all else
I8 & mere chimera.
Bl I ghould tell you
that I have enough to
alldw of our lving at
our easa.” ;

“1 shall gladly ac-
®%ept it then, for it
Somes from you. But
God is my witness that
I wish for no more

I have already.”

‘‘ Then,” continned
Oliver, «since you are
Willing to take me as I
Am, 4o you not think,
My beloved, that we should hasten on our
Union, Life is so short | Have we even the right

retard our happiness when it is within our
Teach ¢ »

o A slight pressure of his hand was Dinorah’s
Bly reply. For Oliver it was a most eloguent
answer,

“ Do you know,” he asked, « the caré of St.

&zairg ?* »

“IfT know him ?” asked Dinorah, in astonish-
Went, « Certalnly. I do. He i3 my spiritual

tor, I have confided td’him the innermost
:9"9'-! of my heart, and he never yel forbade

?'b love you.”

“I" he a young man ?”
oue No, he'is a fine old man, who lgoks like

Of the patriarchs of the Old Testament—a

do v bonest, gentle, and true Christian. Why

°‘ You agx ¢ » »
“ Because I intend going to him this very day,
'i?}g-mkinx him to fix a day for our marriage.”
“wh 40 not horry him too much, Oliver.”
“ Bogupaty my lovet”
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[ Bxpressly translated for the FAVORITE from the French of Xavier de Ma;npt'u.

«« Cannot I get you all you want at Nantes ?” | Terpsichorean exercise concluded, she threw her
% Noj do nothing of the kind, Oliver, This is | arms round Oliver's neck and saluted him
the first request I ever made youn-let me pre- |
pare my dress myself and I promise you 1 will |

look my best.”

Oltver answered with a kiss.

Just then a rough good-humored voice was
heard crying from the house ¢

« Miss Norah ! Miss Norah ! Where are you ?” !

¢ Here, my good Jocelyn,” cried Dinorah.
« You will see,” she added a in whisper to Oliver,
¢ how surprised she will be to find you here.”

¢« Your breakfast is ready,” continued the Bre-
tonre;” and you are not going to tell me to.day
that you have no sppetits.'

As she sald the last words Jocelyil tutned the ;, Here the conversation took & new turn, Joce-

L)

| after she had thus given vent to her emotion,

| time, but when you do come baok, faith, you

heartily on both cheeks.
+ And when is the wedding to be ? ”she asked,

« Very soon, docelyn,” replied the young
man.

« Very soon—will that be inside of & week ?”

«T hepe it will not be very long. I would not
put it off a day, if I could help it.”

« That's the way to talk, Mr, Oliver. When
you go away, Mr. Oliver, you stay away & long

talk like a sensible man.”

“ SHE BROKE INTO A WILD FANTASTIC DANCE IMPROVISED FOR THE OCCASION.”

corner which hid her from the lovers, and be-
held Oliver seated at Dinorah’s side and holding
her hands,

“ Great Heaven ! ” she cried in amazement,
rubbing her eyes with her fists, ¢« am I dream-
lng [ 244

«« No, Jocelyn,” said the young girl, « come .a
little nearer, and you will see who it is.”

The Bretonne made a few steps forward, half
curiously and half defiantly. Then she stopped
suddenly, and clapping her hands broke into a
hearty peal of laughter.

¢« Aha 1" she crled, ¢ I'm not dreaming, I can
see plainly yet. Yes. Falith, it's Mr. Oliver.
Mr. Oliver himself, and no one else. Ah ! but
I'm glad ! Good-day, Mr. Oliver ! How goes it,
Mr. Oliver * You had a suceessful journey, Mr.
Oliver ?”

“ Jocelyn,” interrupted Miss de Kerven in a
low voice, ¢ this {8 my husband.”

This piece of intelligence had the most extra-
ordinary effect upon the faithfal servant. She
did pot ,;?)gql throw her cap in the air, for it
was a Breton cap, but she broke into a wild fan-
tastic dance Improvised for the occasion, Her

lyn’s thoughts having once more revertad {0 ;
breakfast, and the happy party went indoors.

XLIX.
THE CURE OF ST. NAZAIRE.

" Breakfast over, Oliver took his leave of Di-
norah and made his way to the curé’s house. It
had been arrapged between the lovers that the
marriage should take place on the following
Monday—this was Thursday—in order to allow
gr‘, he banns belng published on the Intervening

anday. The Chureb, it is trug, required that
they should be published thrice, but every
parish priest had the power of dispensing with
two of thefpublications,

On arriving at the presbytery Oliver was
shown into the curé’s private room-—a small
apartment humbly furnished with a low bed, &
set of shelves containing a couple of hundred
volumes, two arm ehairs, & prie-dieu, and a large
table on which were strewn a number of open

bhooks and papers, A setof medioore paintings on !

religious subjects hung on the wall, and on a side
table was set ‘out a small collection of humble
curiosities,

As Oliver was making the tour of the room,
the worthy curé entered and apologized for keep-
ing his visitor waiting.

“You are, I think, sir,” he went on to say,
« g stranger in this part of the country. At least
it is the first time I have had the honor of see-
ing you. Can I be useful to you in any way? ”

«You are right, monsieur I'abbs,” replied
Oliver, ¢ you now see me for the first time, but
I xnow that you have often heard others spenk
of me.”

«To whom do you allude ?”

« Miss de Kerven,”

“ Can 1t be, sir, that
you are em=?” Here
the abbé stopped short.

“ Yes,” returned the
young man smilivgly,
“1am Oliver Le Vall-
lant"l

#Iam indeed happy
to see you, sir,” said
the priest slyly, « for
it seems that your re-
turn to Brittany, and
your visit to the curé of
St. Nazaire portend =
happy event. Am I
right?”

¢« You are, sir, It
portends an event that
is full of happiness for
me. Miss de Kerven
has done me the honor
of bestowing her hand
upon me.”

« Ah! then let me
congratulate you, my
son,” cried the old curé.
! ¢« You will permit me

to eall you my son, will
you not? you, who
are about to become
the husband of my
gentle Dinorab,whom I
have been sccustomaed
for many years past to
ook upon &8s my
daughter. And you
iove her, do you not,
vois dear child who has
already given you her
heart, and is about to
consecrate her whole
life to you?”

«IfIloveher! Ah,sir,
you have known
Dinorah for so long,
you ought to know that
it 1s impossible not to
love her.”

s And you will swear
to me—I ask it in right
of my old age and of
my paternal affection
for her—you will swear to me that you will
make her happy ?”

« T swear 1t to you in the presence of God.”

« I believe you, my child,” said the old man,
with tears in his eyes. ¢ Now let us talk about
your affairs and your projects, for you did not
ocome here solely to tell me the story of your
love.”

« ] come to ask you, father, to unite us as
soen as possible.’!

.« You do well, I am no believer in delaying
marriages. Have you and Norah fixed the day
for the ceremony ? ”

« We would wish it to take place on Monday.”

« On Mpnday be it then, and on Sunday I will
publish tiie banns, But first of all I must see
your baptismal certificate. You have 1t with
youdoubtless t .

«] can bring it to yop iua few moments;
it is at my lodgings at:tba Arms of Brittany.”

« Have you the oconsent of your parents to

our marriage * ”

v « Alas! I never knew my mother ; and the
mourning I wear is in memory of my father.”

« You are not already bound by any marital



