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TnerE was a mystery about her from the first.
No one knew where she c¢ame¢ from; or how she
had come exactly. It seemed useless to discuss
* probabilities, and wonder how it was that the
two, prim, little principals of the seminary, could
make up their minds to tolerate a person, who
must have appeared so very questionable in'their
eyes. 'Even the most inquisitive of the older
girls, who tried to sift the matter to the bottom,
arrived at nothing definite, and weré baffled; and
80 there it rested. But it was very queer, kve all
decided ; perlmpu ‘because we could work our
way to no other conclusion.
the young ladiés of the Misses Tripp’s Seminary
and myself. I am the English teacher of the
younger classes, and have been ever since dear
little Miss Eloisa Tripp called me into the parlor,
three years ago, and told me that my education
was finished, and henceforth th'ey' would regard
me as being in their employ. “They had ‘been
very good to me ; indeed they were good to every-
body ; and there was not a girl in tho school who
did not love the two quaint little creatures cn-
thusiastically, often as they laughed #t their prim-
ness and faded-out romance; and, as for me, I
must have been’ dreadfully hard-hearted -and
wicked, if 1 had not been grateful for the gene-
rosity which had cared for me, a desolate child,
with ‘neithér home, nor friends, and, certainly,
with no claim upon the two old ladies, who had
only been our neighbors a few months, when my
mother died, and left me quite alone. I had
been with' them ever since then, ever since the
day of: the funeral, when Miss Rosabella carried
me away from my mother's coffin, and took mo
home, and comforted me with apricot preserves,
in their prim, little grecn-papered parlor; and,
though I am telling another’s story, instead of my
own, I am sure there can be no harm in saying,
that, from that day to this, their whimsical,
warm-hearted gentleness to me has never failed ;
and I hope I shall never live long enough to for-
get it. So it is not to be wondered at, that,
when Dolores came, I was quite willing to love,
and respect her mystery. It was quite enough
for me, if 1 was a girl and curious, that Miss
Eloisa and Miss Rosibella sanctioned her pre-
gence, were kind to her in their staid, little, af-
fectionately-patronizing way, But, though I
never mentioned it to the other girls, she was
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By ““we’’ T mean |

more & mystery to ine’than to the rest of them,
for I had uccidentally heard and seen something
they had not, and this was how it happened,
The night before she was first introduced to
us, in the school-room, was & vety wet and
stormy one, and the little ones having gone to
bed, the older girls were sitting round the fire,
in the library, réading and talking, when all at
once I heard Miss Eloisa c¢all 10 me from the
parlor below, where they usaally spent tlxeir
evenings.
« Toodie, my dear,”’ she said. ‘¢ I want you."
" Now my real name was Gertrude. But Toodie
was the old baby name T gave myself, befpre my
‘mother died, and she had liked.it 20, and Taughed
at it 8o often, in a happy way, that Miss Eloisa

-and Miss Rosabella never would call me uny(hmg

else.

- T jumped up at once, and went to the top of
the stairs, and, looking down, was quite startled
to see how pale and excited Miss Floisa Tooked,
She was even trembling a little, and I saw there
were tears in her eyes, as she spoke to me.

i Come into the parlor, Toodie, my denr,” she

'said, in a hushed voice, as if she did not want

auybody to hear. ¢ Sister Rosabelln. has some-
thing for you to do.”
I ran down as quickly and lightly as possible;

‘but when I pushed the door of the little, green-

papered parlor open, and wont in, I found my-
self starting agdin.

Before the fire knelt Miss Rosabella, and upon
the hearth-rug, at her feet, lny a gir), in a wet,
draggled dress, face downward, and with tangled
masses of black hair, hanging dank and heavy -
about her figure. A girl about eighteen or nine-
teen years of nge, and in a dead faint.’ Miss Ros4-
bella was rubbing her hands, and Miss Eloisa,
who had hurried in before me, was trying to
take the stopper out of a bottle of smelling-salts,
and, as I came in, both looked up at me, as if
they were frightened.

¢ Shut the door, Toodie,” said Miss Rosabella,
“and then get out some brandy. We sent for
you, because we would rather trust you than the
servants. Poor young creature, Sister Eloisa!
Poor thing! Dear! dear! Poor thing!”

I did as T was told, without asking any ques-
tions, and (hen knelt down too, and bogan to try
to help them. But for some time it really seemed
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es if she would never open her eyes again, she
was 80 still and deathly; and, when she did open

" them, I was quite’ frightened. They were such

grest eyes; such great, som
contrasted so fearfully in the
with bher thin, white face.
and worn, so thin and wor!
cied she must just have recovited from a long
illness. Bat this was not all. The moment she
returned to counsciousness, it seemed as if a des
perate terror seized upou her. She raised her-
self from the floor a little, and looked at' us all,
one after the other; at Miss Eloisa first, then at
me, and then at dear, little Miss Rosabells, whose
dear, wrinkled, old fice was all wet withl tedrs.
I think these tears must hdve given tHe poor
creature some hope, oi', at least, must have meant
a great deal to her, for. the hext instant, she
flung herself down upon the hearth-rug again,
clasping her arms sbout Miss Rosabella's feet,
and laying her deathly face upon them!

« For God’s sake,” she cried out, «for—for
God’s sake———""und then stopped, choked with
hier sobs and struggling for breath.

s Sister Eloisa,’’ said Miss Rosabella.

¢ Sister Rosabella,” said Miss Eloisa, and
ench looked at the other, with the tears runmng
down their faces.

«Don't send me away,” gasped the girl, *out
—into the—dark—for—for Gnd’s sakeé. You
don’t know—what lies—waiting for me—there—
or you would never send a woman out—because
you are women.’ :

«Toodie, my dear,” said Miss Rosabella, with
a gentle, little, frightened look at me, 1 think
you had better go up stairs.” '

And 8o, of conrse, I went, and heard no more:
and this is why I say Dolores was more & mys-
tery to me than she was to any of the otber
girls.

The next morning, when arp were all buqy at
work, Miss Rosabella brought Dolores into the
school-room, and introduced her to the pupils.
She was to teach French and mnsic, Miss Rosu-
bella said, and she hoped the young ladies would
be very fond of her, and wouild try to save her
all unnecessary trouble, for she was not very
strong. But though she spoke so cheerfully and
hnmbly, I, who had known her all my life, could
see that she was half sfraid of her own daring,
and would make herself secretly miderable over
her bold venture, until she had found that time
proved it a success.

As I was going to bed that night, T met her on
the stairs, and when I lifted up my face to kiss
her, as nsual, she took it in both her hands, and
looked deep down into my eyes, as if she was

, 8ad eyes, and
dead blackness,
8he wds wery thin

deed, that I fan-

thinking about me, and asking herself a question
both at the same time.

“ We have s little seerot to keep together, now,
Toodie, my dear," she said, at last.

“Yes, ma'am,” I answered; ¢ if you wish.”
¢ Yes, my love, T do wish,” she said. It is
& secret it wonld be very cruel to tell, Toodle,
even ever 80 innocently, to any one. It might
drivd s broken-hearted oreature to despair; so
we woh't gay a word about it, will we?"’

¢ No, Miss Rosabella,” I said, ‘“not a word ;
though I don’t quite understand.” Aad I did
not - understand then; either, though the time
came when'I did.

8he bent down and kissed me, and the tears
were in her eyes again. ¢ This has been an
anxious day fo me, Toodie,” she said. I have
had a great responsibility resting om my shoul-
ders, and ¥ am afraid it will weigh heavy on me
for mony s day; but better that it should be so,
than that T should wrong one of God’s crestures.
Goond-night, my dear."

I watched her go down the sturs, an odd,
prim, little figure, with an odd, prim, little head-
dress set on the top of the stiff, brown curls of
her false-front; and somehow the mere sight of
her sent a rush of love to my heart. .It was
strange enough that I had never thought before
of what my life might have Leen, if Miss Rosa-
betla had not earried me from my mother’s cofin,
that day, into the small, green-papered parlor;
but the wonder had never presented itself to my
mind befére, and it came upén me, jnst that
minute, with a force that frightened me. 1
turned round and went up to my little bedroom,
with an awed feeling; and when I had shut the
ddor, the first thing I did was to kneel down by
my warm, white, bed, and pray, scarcely know-
ing why. I felt 4o grateful, almost, I think, as
if T had been saved from a great danger.

And so, after this, Dolores became an aecapted
fact, and in the course of time we began to be'
very fond of her. I am almost sure, too, that
the older girls liked her all the better for the
sake of the unexplained mystery; and I know
the more imnginative ones made qnuite a heroine
of her. And, indeed, it was soarcely to be won-
dered at. She was so young, and so pretty, and
so sad ; always so sad. She was always geatle
and faithful in the performance of her duties,
but she never brightened, as it seemed natural
that she should have brightened, considering
that she was only a mere girl. When she moved
about the school-room, her manner was strangely
subdued, and when she spoke her voice had no
girlish ring. It seemed strange, too, that though
we were all so fond of her, she appeared to
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shrink a little from us, even while it was so plain
that she was grateful. When we gathered around
the fire, chatting in our school-girl fashion, she
rarely joined us; and even if she was with us I,
for one, could not help feeling sadly that she was
0ot of us; her beautiful, youthful face had so
terrible a shadow upon it, and her great, dark
eves were 8o full of the unrest of pain. That
she liked me, in her silent, sorrowful way, I was
sure—at least, I began to be sure, when she had
béen with us somo little time. At first, I had
been afraid that she would feel some embarrass-
ment and distrust of me, if she remembered that
I had seen her that first night, so I tried very
hard to be cheerful and straightforward, and
affeationate toward her always; and I really
think she understood me, for before she had
licen in the house long, I found out that she
often came to me for little things, and let me
Lelp her in little ways, as if she felt sure that I
was to be relied upon. 8till she never kissed
me, as the other girls did, and once, when she
s lying upon the sofa, suffering from headache,
and I bent over and kissed her, she turned quite
pale, and instead of kissing me again, drooped
against the pillow, trembling, and white, and
downcast, as if she was ashamed, or frightened.
But we were very good friends for all that, in a
quiet way, and if I had ever had any secrets, I
am sure I could have trusted Dolores with them,
just as I would have trusted Miss Rosabella, or
Miss Eloisa. After a while, too, when another
pupil came, and my bed was needed, I was sent
to share Dolores’ room; and 8o we were thrown
more together; and the more I saw her, the
more 1 loved her and pitied her. T used to
waken at night, sometimes, long after every one
else was asleep, and found, wheu I opened my
eyes, that she was crouching upon the floor, in
her black dress, (she always wore black,) with
her pale, sad, young fuce drooping against the
window-pane, just as she had a habit of sitting
for long hours, when she was in her saddest and
most silent moods.

““Dolores!” I would say, ¢ Dolores! are you
awake?” And then, perhaps, she would start a
little, and turn round to answer me. and if it
was light enough, I always saw a strange, heavy
shadow in her eyes, at such times.

“T am not tired,” she would reply, I would
rather sit here than go to bed. I cannot sleep.”
- It was about this time that the girls began to
hotice, that she was in the habit of going out for
afew hours, on a ceriain day of each month.

She was never absent for more than a few hours; !

when it came round. Sho evidently went with
Miss Eloisa’s consent, and with Mias Rosabella's
also; but we never heard them make even the
most trifiing comment upon her absence, which
zould suggest what its object might be. It was
always on her return from these mysterious
vigits that she was most silept and sorrowful, ind
it was always at §hese times that she sat latest at
the window of our bedroom before auempung (o
1ndress.

On the Chnstmu-evo of the third year after
she had come to us, & etrange thing happened, so
strange a thing, indeed, that it created quite o
sensation in our little world.

We were all busy making our little prepara-
tions, during the afternoon, all of us, I mean,
who did not spend the bolidays at home,—and
there were several pupils who did not,—and as
our time was our own at Christmas, we generally
spent the greater part of it in making pretty tri-
fles for Christmas gifts. 8o we were all sitting
together round our favorite library fire, working
and chatting, when suddeunly Cecil Desmond, a
pretty Irish girl, whose father was an officer in
the India service, spoke up, all at once, changing
the subject of conversation suddenly.

**@Girls,” she said, ‘ Dolores has gone out
again, on one of her mysterious visits.”

«“It is very queer,” said ome of the others.
“Ido wonder where she goes to. It is as good
as a novel. Tocodie, are you sure you never hear
Mies Eloisa, or Miss Rosabella say lnytlung
about it "’

I bent a little closer aver my work, for my face
was always a dreadful tell-tale, and I was afraid
that if I appeared confused they might begin to
wonder still more among themselves, and in the
end say and feel the very things about Dolores
Miss Rosabella had wished to guard her from,
when she spoke to me about the little secret we
had in common.

“Why don't you ask ?"’ said Cecil Desmond.

“T think,” I answered as quietly as possible,
< (hat if either Miss Rosabella or Miss Eloisa had
intended that we should know anything about it,
they would bave told us without being asked,
and if they don’t tell us, it must be because it is
better that we should not exactly understand.”

** Well, of course, that is quite right,” eaid
Cecil. ‘* But it puzzles me, I can tell you; They
sat up talking together in the parlor, last night,
all three of them, until after twelve o’clock :
and to-day both Miss Eloisa and Miss Rosabella
look actually pale, and nervous, and anxious;
and I am sure Dolores’ face, as she passed me in

bot, whether the day was pleasant or unpleasant, Q the hall before going out, was ahsalutely deathly ;

she was always missing from the school-room ,

' and, directly she saw I was looking at her, she
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pulled her veil down, as if she wanted lo hide
n.’l

I had fancied myself that both my old friends
sppeared anxious during the day ;. but, of course,
I had eaid nothing about it, and I knew that
what Cecil said about Dolore's deathly pallor was
quite true, for I had met her, too, as she wes
going out, and had almost beea startied by her
heavy-eyed, colorless face.

When she returned, we were having tes, so we
did not see her at onoce, and, when we did. see
her, we met with an additional surprise.

This surprise came first to me. Tea being over,
I found that I needed something from the parlor,
and so went down stairs to getit. When I opened
the room-door, the first object that caught my
eye was the figure of Dolores, standing in the
dim light, before the window, a tall, slender,
dark-robed figure, holding by the hand a little
child.

I started back. I scarcely knew why, unless
it was that the strange, lonely sadmess of her at-
titude made me feel as if it would be better to
leave her; but, Miss Rosabella spoke.

“ Come in, Toodie, dea.r,” she said.
something to show you.”

And then, when I came in, she went to Do-
lores, who still stood motionless, and, bending
down, took the little child’s hand from ker clasp.

¢« Toodie, my dear,”” she said, and her sweet,
old voice shook strangely, though I had naver
heard it so loving and tender in my life. ¢ Too-
die, my dear, here is a little child, who has been
sent to us to be taken care of, almost as you
were sent to us, my dear, and we want you to
belp us to care for it.”

For one minute I did not speak. Tt was the
something in her voice, I think, and the help-
lees sadness, oxpressing itself in Dolore’s silent
figure, that filled my heart so full; but I knelt
down upon the carpet, and kissed the little child,
again and again, though when I answered it was
only in three half-whispered words.

s Yes, Miss Rosabells,”’ I said.

Then Miss Rosabells, standing up, spoke to me
again.

¢ Then, my dear,” she said, ‘¢ you shall begin
to help us now. You shall take Lim into the
school-room, and show him to the girls, and you
shall say to them what I have said.to you now,
that he is a lonely little child, sent to us to be
taken care of, and they must try to love him. It
will be better, Toodie, that youshould do this, than
that we should, Eloisa, or myself, or Dolores.”

8o I took the little one in my arms, and ear-
ried him up stairs, and setting him in the midst

of the group about the fire, told them, as briefly

91 have

2

as I oould, and as steadily,. what Miss Rosabelln
had said. If they had been older, it is probable
that they weuld have asked more questions about
the matter; but, a8 it wes, they. were too much
delighted, in their school-girl way, and too happy
in the possession of such & movelty, to be very
curious. .The child was very pretty, a fair little
fellow, with a round, baby face; blonde, baby
curls, and great, round, derk, hazel eyes; 8o he
ruled Bupreme at once. No school-girl is proof
agninst a baby, and these girls were no exception
to the rule. They fell down, and worshiped
immediately, and .contended smong themselves
for baby favors.

Standing apart, I watched them all nlently
The minute that I took this little child into my
arms, my heart had grown all full of warmth and
love for it. They were going to care for it, as
they had ocared for me, and I wanted to help
them; I wanted to share the work with them,
because I had no other way of showing how
thankful I was.

So I made up my mind to do my very best to
care for it, in the wisest and most faithful way.
I attended to 'its wants, and endeavored to be
thoughtful always, where it was. concerned. 1
do not think. I was ever tired of it, and I know
there were often times when it made me very
liappy indeed.

It began to love me too, and, in the end the
girls began, by one consent, to consider it as my
special oharge, though they were all very fond
of it, from Miss Bosabella to the youngest pupil
in the school. And Dolores cared for it with the
rest of us; but her love was of a different kind.
It was a silent, shrinking, timid love, a love that
made her watoh it hour by hour, and day by day,
and yet never seem to grow light-hearted, or girl-
ish over it, as the others did. She never played
with it, or laughed at its pretty ways; though,
when other people were tired, or .when it was
fretful or ill, she would hold it in her arms for
hours, and watch over it with a depth of yearn-
ing in her eyes, that was terrible to see.

It was quite matural, perhaps, that the little

 greature should care more for the brightest and -

most playful of its friends; but I could never
belp wishing that it would care more for Dolores;
and I tried very hard to cause it to be fondep
of her. But, whether her sad, young face seemed
unattractive to it, or whether her black. dresses
frightened it, I cannot say. I only know that it
never clung to her, ae it clung to the others, and
it was always ready to leave her.

It does not care for me,” she said to me
once, when it was trying to get away from her.
It will not love me! Bee!" And her voice
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broke into a sound like & cry. ¢ I cannot make
it love me.”

If she had been sud befere, she was far, far
sadder in those days. She grew worn and hol-
low-eyed again, just as she had beex when first
we knew her; and sometimes it made my heart
ache to look st her. If she had been a middle-
aged woman, it would have seemed more natu-
ral; but her slight, black-robed. figure was so
youthful, and her pale face so nearly & child’s,
it was almost impossible to believe that she was
twenty-two year's old. .

The little boy had been with us nearly a year,
and we had learned to love him him dearly,
when, "all at once, without any wa:ning as it
wore, a great trouble came upon us. Fever broke
cut among the pupils, and ono after another was
taken ill, until only a few wero unstricken, and
these few were obliged to be sent to their homes.
It was a terrible time for us. Our two dear old
friends were too far advanced in years to be very
strong; indeed, for some time, all the principal
daties had devolved apon Dolores snd myself,
since it was decided that, in after years, wo wero
to carry ou the sohool tagether. 'When the opi-
demic appeared, we had our hands full indeed.
The servants were frightened, and would not
stay with us, and there were no new omes who
were willing to face the discase. So.Dolores and 1
worked night and day, doing our best, and trying
to save our friends any heavy labor. DBut it was
a difficult task, and we both of us felt the strain
upon our strength fearfully, though meither of
us broke down until the worat was over. This
worst lnsted two months, in which the houso was
like a hospital, and three poor girls died, and
were carried to their homes to be buried. In
the meantime, little Theo (that was the little
boy's name,) ran about the house, looking as
bright and strong as ever. e had never been
as pretty and loving as he was through those
dreadful days; and somehow or other he began
to seem to care more for Dolores. Ie would
come to her, when she was unoccupied for a mo-
ment, and when she lifted him in her arms,
would lay his round cheek upon her neck, and
look up at her with his questioning, baby eyes.
More than once, I went into one of the rooms,
and found her standing holding him in this way,
as {f she had forgotten all elsc.en earth.

But at last, when this worst of which I have
spoken of was oveér, and the ceuvalescent had
gone home to recruit, I was awskened, one night,
by a little moan, and whea I started up, under-
standing and dreading the sound, I found that it
came from the child, who slept at my side, as he
always had done from the first. T was out of

bed and standing on the flaer in an instant, and
when I brought the light and bent over him, I.
saw that my foars were not groundless ones. The
dreadful scariet flush was on his little face, and,
the next moment, he moaned agsin. :

*“Dolores!”” I cried out; ‘ Dolores! get up,
and come here.” . She rose at once, weak with
long watching, and almost helpless from exhaus-
tion. When she reached my side, aud saw what.
I hod seen, she fell upon her knees by the bed-
gide, with a cry.

¢ He will die!"’ she wailed out; ¢ he will die!
I knew it would be so; I felt it from the first.”

And s0o 4 was. When the doctor came, Lo
only lifted the little hand, held it for & moment,
and then laid it down agnin upon the baby
breast. Then he turned and looked at Dolores,
who still knelt, with her face in the pillow.

¢t Is this the mother?"" he asked, with evident
hesitation in his wonder at her youth,

Miss Rosabella stepped forward,

“This is a dear young friend,” she said.
¢« The child is an adopted one.”

Dolores did not move. Until he was gone, she
knelt by the pillow, with hidden face, without
even stirring. Even for a few minutes after the
door had closed upon him, she did not alter her
position, She was so motionless, indeed, that [
spoke to her, at last, feeling & little frightened.

¢ Dolores!"’ I said, kindly.

Then she slowly lifted her head, and looked
up at me, her poor, young face all white and
woe-begone, her great dark eyes heavy and wan-
dering, as if she had just woke from a dream.

What she would have said, or done, I do not
know, for just at that moment Mixs Rosabella
{ouched me gently on my arm.

¢ Toodie, my dear,” she said, */ come away.”

I could not understand exactly what the ten-
der tremor, in both voice and touch mesant; but
I'knew it had some deeper significance than 1
could comprehend, 80 I followed her out of the
room, wondering and weeping.

When we reached the little, green-papered
parior, I threw myself into tmy old friend's arms
and cried aloud, .

“Oh! Miss Rosabells!’ I sobhed, ‘¢ our poor
little baby—our poor, pretty little boy !——Just
when he wis growing 8o loving and bright !”

« My dear,” she said, in a broken, half-whis-
per, patting me on the shoulder as she spoke,
it must be for the best; and we must try and
think it is.”” And then she broke down and
cried too.

Oh, what a terrible trial the next few days
were to us! Qur poor little pet fought against
his fatc so hard, and it was so fearful a thing to
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" watch him. It seemed almost as if he could not
die; and yet death was s0o near. My heart was
aslmost broken, and there were, t,l;ncs when I
could not bear to stand by, helpleasly, ‘and watch
his pitiful pain. But Dolores never loft him for
an instant. She would hold him in her patient
arms for hoyrs; when he ocould not rest upon his
pillows; and I fancied, more than qnce, that she
did not want any of us to touch him. And when
be died, he died in her arma. .

I shall neves forget how the end came. ITe had
been very restless for s Jong time, one evening,
and she had been holding him as usual. At
last, he had fullen into a strange, fitful slumber,
Bat, as it grew darker, he became quieter, apd
lay upon the pillow, on her knee, breathing more
calmly, and Dolores noticed it,

¢ 1 think he is a little beiter,”” she said, lifting
her sad, appealing-eyes to me.

But just at that moment—it was very sorrow-
ful ihat it should happen 80, just as this first
gleam of hope had come to her—just at that mo-
went, the poor, littlé thing stirred and awakened.
His eyes were as clear and bright as stars, and
he raised them to Dolores. He did not geem to
see me, he only saw Dolores, It was such &
pretty look he gave her—such a pretty, inno-
cent look ! and then—it was mnot like dying at
all, it only seemed as if he was well all at ouco,
and the aet was. ope of his pretty baby ways—
he turned on the pillow, and laid his tiny hand
upon her breast, and was.dead. I could not be-
lieve it, at first—I would not believe it; but
when ho did not move again, or breathe, I threw
myself down upon my knees beside him, crying
out to Dolores to look at him, to speak to him, to
spesk to me. But she would not move, and sat
there with her dreadful eyes widé open, as if ghe
was stunned, his little, dead hand still upon her
breast. And then our two friends came in, and
saw what had happened, and, being Bo weak
with long anxiety and excitement, ; could not
control myself, and searcely knew anything but
that Miss Rosabella led me out as she had done
before, and that I wrung my hands, and eried
aloul, half through my own great grief for the
dead baby, and half because of the strangs,

T buck to her.

deathly look I had seen on Dolores’ face, as they
closed the door.

¢ Let me go back I’ I cried out. *Let me go
Oh ! why is it that it seems as if
ghe will die,. too?”’

And then, in a moment more, I knew; for
Miss Rosahella, looking pale enough herself, and
weeping gently as she held me in her arms, told
me the truth.

“«My denr, she smd “it’is her own little
child—she is its mother.’

She told me the whole story afterward ; but
I have thought it best that it should renmm our
secret still. Suffice it to say, that it was a his-
tory sad enough and cruel enough; more cruel,
even, than usual; for Dolores, an orphan and
friendless, had been betrayed by s mock mar-
riage, which she.did not find out for months,
When she did, she left her traitorous lover with-
out a word, and, half-crazed, half broken-hearted,
fled, with her baby.,

The night Dolores had come to us was the night
she had carried her little child to the door of the
foundling-hospital, and left it there; and the
days on which she had heen absent had been the
days on which she had gone to stand among the
crowd of visitors, only to see it; and knowing
this, vur two dear, old friends had formed the
plan of taking it into their home. 1If, before
hearing this truth, I had loved Dolores, then I
loved her far, far better; if, before hearing it I
had pitied her, then I pitied her far, far more.

To the pupils (who are ours now, since our
friends have given up their labors,) she seems,
in these days, a beautiful, sad creature, whose
gentleness makes. her beloved by them all, for,
indeed, they all love her dearly.

Her watchful tenderness toward Miss Rosa-
bella, and her sister is o beautiful, and full of
grateful humility, that it sometimes brings the
tears into my eyes. It seems as if she devotos
her whole existence to them, in a s.lent, faithful
way, and though she o rarely speaks of the past,
I, knowing all, can understand, and see more
clearly, day by day, how every act of her life

tends to the one object of her labor of love.

ON AN OLD FRENCH ALR.

BY A.

Tarexz is an air for which T wonld disown
Momrt's, Rosinal’s, Weber's melndies—
A sweet, sad air, that languishes and sighs,

Aud keeps ita secrot charm for me alone,

Whene'er I hear that music vague and old,
Two hundred years are mist that rolls away;

LANG.

The Thirteenth Loufs reigns, and I behold
A green land golden in the dying day.

An 0ld red cyetle, strong with stony towers,
The windows gay with muny-calored glass;
‘Wide plains, and rivers flowing among flowers,

That bathe the castle basement as they pass.



