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HURRAH FOR THE BANNER OF BRIAN
. BORU.

——

T.

Jp, warrior cluns of the sons of the Gael, L
?J;:, spearmen of Wicklow and plkes of Kil-
d . . .

re; R

‘Hark !ume shout of our foemen which risc on.

the gale!. : . . \

Up, men, for the cause to our bosoms 0, dear.’

The Ard-Righ is with us—the Kinior our SOI.EI !
Farragh for green Erin {—Righ Brian aboo!

Let our shout to the heavens, ’mid victory roll,

Hurrah for the banner of Brian Boru!

1I.

‘Behold ! where it Doats on the edge of the rrgty—
That glorious banner of gold ar’xd of green!
1t shines Hke a star over Victory’s way— ,
0, dishonor ne'er clouded its beautiful slicen!
Tike n meteor it flashes defiance and death \
Teo tho ranks of the Hiying, discomfited crew !
Let us shout, then, or livikg or with. our last
hreuth, ,
JHurr ih for the banner of Brian Boru:

1T,
11 waved o’er the clansmen ol Crintham the

0 X
When he swept the pale cogsts of the Sas-
senach land,
_and eame back to Erin with cattle and gold—
With great chiefiiins of Brituln, the slaves of
his hand ;
JLwaved o'er Tuathal, whose terrible sword
Spatched the crown from thefr foes and their
champlons slew ; ,
Spake yoeur lances, O clansinen ! and this be the

word,—
Hurrah for the Banmer of Brian Boru!
Iv.
11 led the red storm of n hundred fierce fights,
When Cenn of the Battles sent the summons
of war,
It waved in "the air at the Battle of Rights, )
When Cermac triumphed on the field ol
Comar! .
1t was hlegsed with the blessing of Vietory’s
Iiand. .
No eowanrd erc bowed It bencath 1leaven’s

biue !
Tp, elansmen, the shout !—each hand on the

rand !
Hurrah for the Banner of Brian Boru!
A

Llike the eagle that pierces through sunshine
and cloud, .
Roaring high. like o thought thatis true and
=ublime,
Tiat banner with
endowed,
Floats to-day all unstained with dishonor or
crinte!
Pear cdblem of Erin! O long may you wave
1nthe van of the Gnel—over hearts good and

twenty bright centurles

5 Ctrue! . .

Who fear not ta shouf, with 2 soul high and
brave,

Hhrrah tor the Banner of Brian Born !

P GrAAM.

DORA.

By JULIA KAVANAGH
‘sijﬂathalie, Adcle, Queen Mab, Se.

a— s

CHAPFER XL.VIIL—Cosristen.

He little thought, as he was pacing his
study up and down in o fever of expectation
and-anxiety, waiting for news with alterna-
dives of hope nnd fear, that he was acting his
sad part just then to entertain, interest, and
excite his own servants. They are the first
wpeetators of that drama in which, at <ome
iime or other of existence, we all appear, for

the DLenefit of our contemporaries.  Whetlier
they stand behind a chair in a black coat, or
move about a villa in white cap and apron,
they have the best places in all that wide
audience which looks on 50 coolly whilst we
strive and suffer.  Olh! for the privilege of
silence and solitude in these sad hours of
ife; for the right of hiding our agony, as the
wild beast hides its death, in some dark hole
or other! But from the days of the Roman
emperor downward, life and death are trans-
acted on the system of fame or approbation.
< Farewell, and clap your haads ' =uys a dy-
ing Ciwvsar, when his part Is out; and the very
wretch on the scaffold dies not for himsclf
alone. He dics for the crowd, for the report-
xrs, {or the newspapers, for that world which
will coolly read of, or which beliolds his last
yangs with a callous and a curious eye.  And
he knows it and dees his best. The evil is
Deyund remedy, and we generally put a good
facc upon i, Ignorance, besides, helps us o
endurance.  We pavely know the precise
spot or hour when privavy ceases and publi-
city begins,  Human pity allows us a fow il-
usions, and we may hug owrselves on the hid-
ing of a pain which is world-known ail the
time.  Mr. Templemore knew in o general
way that his servants must be very busy with
his concerns just then, but he little knew how
dar their comments extended, It surely would
have added a new sting to his lot if he conld

- :h?.ve Lieard the construction Jaeques put on
Tis young wife's Hight. And vet some of
these comments showed Jacques to be gifted
with the acuteness of Lis class. On theafter-
noon of the next day a handsome tlorid man
was shown into My, Templemorce’sstudy. 1le
stayed five minnates; no more, yet so potent

“was his visit in its cffects, that half an hour
after his departure Mr. Templemore was sit-
ting in a railway-carriage, going on to Paris
at express speed. In his right hand he held
a serup of paper, which he rend again and
again. It ran thus:

“« 0On the third of July & lady in deep mourn-
ing, with her veil closely drawn over her face,
entered Rouen station, and took one first-
class ticket for Paris, The lady who delivers
the tickets could pot see her well, but feels
suare that she was young., She also noticed
this strange lady’s right hand; it was un-
gloved, small, and remarkably pretty. She
fikewise remembers that the lady wore a
peculiar ring—a small gold serpent, with an
emerald head.”

That ring Mr. Templemore remembered
well.  True, it might have been lost or stolen,
and its testimony could not Le trusted abso-
Tutcly, but the pretty band he had so often
admired, and which noae could sec and forget
again, convinced him that this was Dora.
This much he thercfore knew, but ke knew
zo more.  What had happened during that
week which had elapsed from the day on
which Dora left Les Roches to the third of
July? Where was Mrs. Courtenay? Was
she living, or dead, as Fanny had said?

IThere was even Fanny? And what took
Pora to Paris? These were questions which
1he florid gentleman had candidly declared
mimself unable to answer. With the clew in
hi5 hands—a frail one—Mr. Templemore was
1o find kis wife in the great hwman ocean
. toward which he was speeding.

CHAPTER XLIX.

The hot sunset was filling the busy streets
of Paris with a fiery glow, which shet up to
their highest balconies and turned the trecs
in the Tuilleries into bronze and gold, when
Mr. Templemore entered once more the Hotel
Rue de Rivoli, which he had left three evenings
before. No other occupant had claimed his
Yooms, and he returned to them as a matter
of course. He foundon the tablea torn news-
paper he had ieft there, and in a dinwer some
cigars which Le had forgoiten. The arm-
chair was as e had placed it, near the window,
and when he .sat down in it, his eyes beheld
the same bright scene they had gazed on an
hour before he went out on the Boulevards.
The children and nursery maids troopiag out
ofithe Imperial Gardens, the tight little sen-

tinel looking at them ns_they passed, (he roll
of carringes below;; the loungers, all_ geeined
as much the saie, asunchanged a8, the glit-
tering front of thie palace itself, ar .d the rich
masses of trees, with o While stab e glegmin g
through their sombre depths, OF he glimmer
of a fountain shining far &way.  Neothing wos
altered save his own miood. -7 fe lad bebeld

of a man whom love and lif 3 hgve wronged,
and who cannot forgiv:e b is wrongers. He
looked at them now with yywe feverish im-
patience of one who has W.rought his own un
doing, who, has_cast tF.e vare peart of hap-
piness away, and who F.nows not whether this
world's deep and trouwpled sea will ever yield
it back again. '

‘What if days, weeks, months, nay, years
should pass, and le should not find Dora! It
was possible. Crael and torturing was the
thought. Itscemed to pierce his Hesh like a
sharp arcow, and make it quiver with the
pain.  And he was powerless, Hemight em-
ploy sach agents as he had already used, but
by his own cfforts ke could not hope to suc-
ceed. Regret and baftled hope were his com-
panions now, and witk their snd society he
must be content. Day after day nemory
would haunt him with a fair face, and bright
buir, and the soft look of decp, gray eyes;
and in the meanwhile time would wither,
and death might destroy them—and what
could he do? The thought had something
so cruel and tantalizing init, that, unable to
bear it, Mr. Templemore took his hat and
went out.

He knew it was too late, that his errand
was & uscloss one, yet he entered the gardens
passed through them, went up the quays, then
crossed one of the bridges. and soon found
himself at the dull building where the Parisian
police sits in state. But as My, Templemore
had cxpected, the high official whom he want-
ced to see wus gone, all the oflices, indeed, were
closed, and the coneirrge informed “ monsicur
that he had Dbest return the next morning at
ten.”

Twilight was filling the strects as Mr,

Templemore turned away ; a few pale stars
shone in the summer sky, & faint Lreathness
came on the air; windows which bhad been
closed during the heat of the day now opened
and laughing girls and women Jooked ont.
But to Mr. Templemore all was vexation, all
was weariness of spirit.  The noble river flow-
ing through its quays, the distant towers of
Notre Dame rising dark in the hazy air, the
palaces and gardens and lines of trees fading
away in the soft lieights behing which lay
Saint-Cloud, the vast, murmuring city below,
the calm and stient heavens above, were no.
thing to him now. A thought was on hiw,
consumingas o quenchless thirst. The pas-
sion which had risen so swddenly to his heart,
which Ie had thrust away fromm him with
critel and remorseless power, now came back
to him as the chastisement of his donble
faithlessness.  He had loved two women, and
he had been quite true to neither. e
had forgotten his betrothed in his wife,and he
had visited on his wife the sin of that forget-
fulness. Yes, he knew it well epounght now,
Shame at his own weakness had Relped to
make him so prompt to judge and condemn.
He knew it, and what availed the knowledge?
—what goott came of it through {hat dreary
evening and long, sleepless night ?
By ten the next morning, Mr. Templemore
had seen the high officind whose assistance
he ngeded, aud betore nnon he hag received
information to the cffect that, on the night of
the third ofJuly, a lady, who gave the name
of Templemore, had slept at the Hotel du
Pare, Rue de la Vigne, which she had Ieft the
next morning. It was useless to go and seck
her there, yet Mr. Templemore could not e~
sist the temptation of trying to find something
beyoad the meagre intelligence.

The Rue de ln Vigne was a grave, Jonely
street, not far from the Ilavre railway-station.
It had few shops, but many private bouses,
some of which were mansions, through whose
open gates you caught glimpses of duil court-
yards or green gardens. The Hotel du Parc
was u sober-looking house. No aundacious
dancing-pagan nymph adorned its quiet court
but & modest, decorons muse stood in the cen-
ire of a grass-plot, which, by its green tone,
added to the cool, shady lock ofthe place. A
sedate, steady-looking waiter of fifty stood at
the gate in o contemplative attityde—the
house was evidently both dull and respectalie.

* Madame Templemore,” said Mr, Temple-
more.

T'he waiter shook his head. They had no
such lady. Dut she had lived there? The
waiter thought not, but was not obstinate, and
referred monsieur to the bnreau.  «Tlhiere,”
he suid, stiling a ¥awn, “monsienr wonld get
every information.”

The bureau wasa little dark ofticcon the
ground floor, where a decent-looking woman
sat reading a newspaper. On hearing Mr.
Templemores request, she went to an old ink-
stained desk, opened a dingy manuseript vol-
unie, a Babel of names, and whilst she slowly
searchied through its pages, Mr. Templemore
looked over lier shouider. Suddenly a fine,
delicate hiandwriting, which be knew well,
lashed before bis eves ; there it was, clear and
plain—¢ Madame Templemore, from Rouen.”

“Ab! number twenty-one.  The Iady is
gone, sir—she came on the thivd, aud 1eft the
next morning.”

“And can you give me no clew o herpres-
ent abode, madame 7"

Madame feared not, but obligingly called
the waiter. From him, however, nothing
could be extracted. « Gone siv,” he mildly
said ; ¢ that is all we know.”

In vain Mr, Templemore questioned. What
the lady was like, if shehad any luggage, how
she left the hotel, at what hour, on foot or in
a curinge, were matters on which the waiter
professed profound ignorance. He fancied
indeed, that the lady led no luggage, and
that she must have walked out of the hotel
after paying her bill, but he would not pledge
himselftoit. They were full about that time,
and the matter had escaped his memory,
The econcicrge, the chambermnid, whon ques-
tioned, were as ignorant.  They too remem-
bered o lndy in monrning, with her veil down,
but they remembered no more.  Mr. Temple-
more tortured them all for an hour, and could
get nothing clse ont of them., At length the
waiter lost paticnce, and hinted that «mon-
sieur had better apply to the police,” ang, sick
nt heart, Mr. Templemore tnrned away from
that house which had sheltered his wife for
one night, and kept no trace of her presence
save that written token. Onething, however,
was beyond doult, Dora had come to Paris
alone. «Her mother is dend,” he thought,

He went back at once to the high official
whom he had seen that morning ; and again,
on sending in his card, he was ndmitted to the
presence of & gentleman whose cheerful, good-
humored cowntenauce gave not the faintost
index to the pature of his professional dutics.
Surely those mild blue eyes might linger lazily
over the daily papers, ¢ Figaro” in especial,
and take in accounts of thestres, dancers'
guarrels, ‘and the resh; but they had never
gazed down into the depths of socinl vice and
crime. Such wasthe impression Mr. Tem-.
plemore had received in the morning, and so
strong was it still, that he reluctantly entered
anew on the prosecution of the ‘matter thot
had brought him.

“T acted on the information yeu kindly sent

me,” he said, sitting down with a wearied

these things with a cold, drear y ggze, the gaze |

sigh; «it certainly was my wife who slept on
the third of July at'the .Hotel 'du Parc; but
she spent only one night there, and I can as-
certain no more - .- : '

aWell, we heve no more,” said the high
ofticirl, smiling ; ¢ we told you so.”

«Yes; but surely you will be able to learn
more than this?" urged Mr. Templemore.

#Oh} of course—with time,”

" 'The qualification was thrown in carelessly,
asjt.were; but it made Mr. Templemore bend
his keenest look on the man before him,

« 1 have great confidence in the Parisian
police,” he said, watching the high official,
wholeaned back in his atm-chair, and nodded
every now and then a sort of assent to Mr.
Templemore's words. - Their subtlety is un-
rivalled—nothing can equal their keenness
when on the scent, save their dogged perti-
nacity in pursuit.”

t Yery hundsome and complimentary,” said
the high official, smiling again, ¢and yet very
true. Our men are first-rate, and not all
French,” he added. # We are cosmopolitan,
sir.”

#And I feel no doubt of success in the
present case,” continued Mr. Templemore..

t Nor do I; but 1 auticipate delay. I sus-
pect we shall be stopped by the cariage s
ustal.’

4By the-carringe !’

“Yes, in all cases of mysterious disappear-
ance, there is invariably o enrringe.  Yousee,
since flacrey got their liberty, we have lost our
right hand, I may say. To be sure, they are,
or ought to be, numbered; bLut the night
vehicles often evade the law. How did we
know that the lady went straight from the
Havre station to the Hoteldu Parc ? By the
cabman! But, unlucklily, no cabman citn be
found to say that he took her away on the
next merning. Yet it is very certain that
she only spent une night there.”

# Perhaps she took a porter,” suguested Mr.
Templemore, - and went on foot ”’

¢ No porter in the neighborhood knows
anything abont her,” replied the high oflizial,
who scemed perfectly conversant with every
particular of the case.  # We shall have hard
work, sir—hard work, 1t Is not casy to tind
people who are cither unwilling or nnable to
help us”

o Unable!” said Mr.
what sense, may I ask?”
#We have now several cases of mysterions
disappearance on hand,” evasively replied the
high oflicial, “and they are all utterly inex-
plicable.  Take this, for instance, which I
shall call number one. A foreign nolleman
of high rank, free from debt orembarrassment
of any kind, so far as our knowledge extends.
leaves his hotel one fine summer morning, and
returns nomore. He goes out on foot, but is
scen driving in a commeon tiecre an hour later.
This, and no more, is all the knowledge we
bhave of his movements. His servants can
give no clew, his relatives know nothing ; and
yesterday his landlord sold his carriages, his
horses, and his furniture, to cover the rent,
which happens to be high.,  Where is that
young man? Is lehiding, and if so, tor what
reason? It he dead, and how came he by his
death? These, sir, are matters on which the
keenest search has given us no sort of infor-
mation.”

Jr. Templemore looked impatient.

# A young man's freak,” he said.

« Very likely ; bnt number two has another
complexion.  An Indian merchant sends his
wife, his sister, and his two children to Paris.
The wife is young—not beautiful—pious and
charitable—~u fond wifeand a forder mother.
Her life is spent in the greatest retirement,
She scldom goes outalone. Well, sir, onan
unlucky day, when the sister-in-lnw is out, tlie
young wife ~oes out too—on business, she
tells ler maid—and she never comes back.
Weeks and months arc devoted to the closest
search, and we cannot tind one trace of her—
not one. Did she go out on some charitable
errand, and fall into some drendful trap, or
was she a false wife? Heaven knows, sir;
we Qo not—but I forgot to tell you that she
sent for a carriage—a common pacre—and
that we can find no trace of the same.”

Drops of perspiration were standing on Mr.
Templemore's forchead.

# You spoke of g trap, sic—allew e fo sug-
gest that you thus pay & poor compliment to
the Pavisian police.  Surely all evil-doers are
under its special control and notice.”

The high official smiled.

# 1 qoubt, sir if you imagine how far that
notice and control exteud. What will you
think, sir, when I tell you that we have not
merely the most accurate description of our
black sheep over all Prauce, Imt that, thanks
to Caselli’s telegraphic apparatus, their por-
traits and their autographs, sir, can be sent in
a few moments to no matter what remote or
vbscure station.”

«Then what trap can be feared ?” impa-
tiently us{kcd Mr. Templemare,

«We tind some cases inexplicable on any
other hypothesis. Take number three, the
Inst case witle which I shall trouble you. A
gentleman of middle age, of retired habits and
literary tastes, holding a responsible though
not, lucrative position, suddenly declares that
he must take a short journey on some private
business. | He takes little or no luggage with
him ; ke is known to have but a small sum of
mogpcy in his possession ; he even Jeaves or
forgets a humdred francs on the table in his
room, and still, declaring that he shall not be
more than twenty-four howrs away, he enters
a cab, which he had himself sccured on his
way home from his office to his private resi-
dence.  The cabiean no doubt knew whither
to drive, for though the concierge stood at the
door to listen, the man received no direction
within his hearing. From that day to this
we have not been able to get the Ieast know-
ledge of number three. And do you know
who number three was, sir 7 asked the high
official, rvising, and laying his hand on Mr.
Templemore's arm; « ie was one of the chief
men in our telegraphic oftice—the very man,
sir, at whose suggestion the Caselli apparatus
was first adapted to the detection of crim-
innls.”

1f the high oficial ‘had told Mr. Temple-
more ull this to damp Mr. Templemore's ax-
dor, and prepare him for ultimate defeat, he
siceeeded.  Mr. Templemore looked turned
to stone, and unable to speak. A trap!—for
to that fearful suggestion his mind reverted—
a trap in which his young wife might have
fallenl—a trap so decp down in the dark
nether world of crime, that, living or dead, it
would never restore lier to light! Was any-
thing so sickening, so frightful, possible?
He could not believe it, and with a strong
cffort ho shook off the Joathsome thought, and
said, firmly ;

“ Excuse me, sir, if T tell you that in this
great—this civilized city, perfect concealment
of crime is not so impossible.”

¢ Porgver, very true ; but for a time justice
can be bafed. Tn the three cases I have
montioned we have found no corpses. The
Morgue has told us nothing, the river has
yielded back no victim, the lime-kilns and
stone-quarries, which abound round Paris, as
you may know, have heen scarched in vain,
the vast sewers in this city have not screened
the dead—in short, we ave compelled to con-
clude that these missing persons bave fled,
and are hiding willingly, or that they have

Templemore; - in

‘bden foullydenlt with, and buried 'in some

hidden spot. That they may have been con-
i ’

|

Ve}’ed away - forcibly is just possible, but
“wholly - improbable.’ - - .

“May. T ask ‘which you consider the more
ilkely hypothesis of the two 27 inquired Mr.
Templemore, as calmly as he vould. .

u] consider the chances equal. Crime i8
but too frequent, as weall know ; and we all
know, too, that seemingly unrufiled lives often
hide something which may make flight neecd-
ful. The motive is not always apparent, but
it exists, for allthat. However, in this case
we will for the present take n third hypothe-
sis—that of ill-luck. A letter may have been
written which you did not receive ; some de-
signing or foolish person may have broken
the chain of evidence, and wantonly given us
all this work, but it does not follow that we
may not find the missing link agein. We
may find it to-dny, or, maybe in three wecks.
Our agents arc keen, cool, and steady, and we
spend five millions a year.”

He ceased, and Mr. Templemore, after a
brief pause, which showed him that he had ne
more to learn, rose slowly and took his leave.
But unreatity was around him, and walked in
his steps. The strects, the houses in them,
the men and women whom he met, were all
shadowy and dim. He bad but one thought,
and that was torture; but little by little the
morbid and unnatural fear vanished. XNo,
Dora had ueither been kidnupped nor en-
snared.  She had fled from him in resent-
ment, and it might be hard to find heragain;
but tind lher he must. He was sure ot it—
even as syre as that he could charm away her
wrath.

Ly the time Mr Templemore reached his
hotel, he was as sanguine and as hopeful as
ever. The event scemed to justify his antici-
pations. That very ¢vening he received news
from the police which made him tlush up with
joxy.  He secized his hat, went down-stairs, and
left the hotel without saying a word to any
one.

And now the hizh onticial had an excellent
opportunity, if he chose to avail himself of it,
to add number four to the list of his mys-
terious disappearances. Mr, Templemore did
uot return that night, nor the next morning,
nor for days that lengthened into weeks, He
had left his trunk, his carpet-bag, his books,
and even some money behind him, so great
had heen his haste, and still he neither re-
turned, nor wrote, nor gave any clew to Lis
whereabouts.

The master of the hotel was at first satis-
fied with scoring down the absent lodger's
rooms to his account; bmt when a whole fort-
night had passed Ly he cleared the apart-
ments  of Me. Templemores property, let
them to other guests, and went and laid the
whole matter before the police.

The police knew Lie was not in Daris, but
they Lknew no more; the story spread and
created a sensation. then it became a legend
of the hotel, and ~till Mr. Templemore did
not return.

CHAPTER L.

As there can be nothing in the world which
does not belong to some one, so the legend of
Mr. Templemore's disappearance was ealy
appropriated and pertinacionsly retained Ly
the concierge in his late hotel. He had but
one way of delivering it, but that was etfec-
tive. Whenever a new-comer entered his
comtortable room, and made inquiries con-
cerning apartments to be had, the conciorge
would ;cjaculate thoughtfullly: «Why, ves,
there is number seven, the apartment of the
poor gentleman who vanished so mysterious-
Iy; but did you say one room, sir? Then
number seven will not do; better have num-
ber fifteen.”

Paris was very busy just then with mys-
terious disappenrances.  Number three had
been found drowned in England, but how he
had come by that fatal end no one could say.
It might be a suicide—it might Le worse. A
mystery it was, and would probably remain
till the great Judgment-Day—the vevealor of
all seerets. Now the owner of Mr. Tempie-
more’s legend cherished the seeret hope that
it would have some such tragic ending.
Thus—part the tirst: a mystery. Dart the
second : clearing of the mystery by n second
mystery, never to be cleared on any account.

Dut it was not to be. A traveller came
one afternoon, a skeptical teaveller, & Thomas
of Didymus, wlo sharply interrupted the
legend, and denjed it peremptorily, and asked
¢ what ridiculous story this was??

“Monsienr ! indignantly exclaimed the
roncterge; but e said no more. He started
with open mouth and eyes at the stranger, in
whom he recognized Mr. Templemore him-
self, He was much worn, and looked hag-
gard, but his identity could not be disputed,
and thuk ended number four and the legend.

Trouble and Mr. Templemore had been
closely acquainted since we saw him last.
Acting on inlormation frum the police, which
convinced him that hehad at length found Lis
wife, Mr. Templemore had gone to & board-
ing house in Passy, and asked to sec Mus.
Foaster, exactly a quarter of an hour after that
lady had gone to England. He followed her
at once, but reached the station ten minutes
after the departure of the train. He took an
express train, but the same ill-luck pursued
him. There was an accident, the train was
delayed two hours; and when Mr. Temple-
more reached Boulogne, he could see from the
picr thesmokeof a steamer fading away on the
harizon. Mrs. Foster, he learned witheut a
doubt, was on Loard. :

This was but the first step in a keen pursuit,
which ended in blank disappointment. For
several wecks Mr. T'emplemore was on the un-
known Brs. Foster's track ; then shesuddenly
vanished, mnd was found no more. Was she
really Dora? He did not even know that; he
knew nothing, he could learn nothing. If the
grave had received his wife, she conld
scarcely have wvanished more completely
than this from all knowledge of the living.
No one had scen, no one scemed eover
to have known her. It was as if the
being who was so dear to him had lived
for himself alone, for Mr. Templemore
contld find no token of her vacant place. To
have vanished was for Dora to have been for-
votten.

Wearied and disheartened, Me. Templemore
returned to Paris, and,even before going to his
hotel, called again npon the high official ; Imt
that gentleman was out of town, and in his
sterd My, Templemore found a nervous litile
man, who knew nothing, who wonld say noth-
ing, and who was evidently most anxious to
get rid of hisvisitor.

He would place the matter in the hands of
‘Durand ; Durand was sure to know every-
thing about it; Durand would call upon Mr.
Templemore, and save him the trouble of
coming agein, Yes, Durand would be sure

‘tocall and tell him, even if there was nothing

to tell. It was useless to insist, and though
burning with secret indignation and impa-
tience, Mr. Templemore hfid to submit and
take his leave.

Irov two days he waited. But no monsieur
Duwrand appeared.  No letter, no message
even, came to sebat rest the fever in which he
lived. On the evening of the second day, Mr.
Templemore, who had not left hisroom, went
out, but he could not stay away more than
a few minutes. He turncd back as eager as
if he had been away on & long journey, and
expected news on his return. "He entered the
lodge of the concierge, and looking at him
searchingly, he said—

2 No letter 7

@ None for monsieur.” ST

# And no message?" . ‘ A

# None of any kind : monsieur,” added the
concierge, looking injured, «has ‘been gone
three minutes.” Tt e

%1 did not ask you how long I had'been
gone,” replied Mr. ‘'emplemore, with a sort of:
fierceness—s0 the concierge called it—in-his
looks which greatly afironted that  dignitary.
Unconscious, perhaps, of the asperity of his
reply, Mr. Templemore went “back to his
apurtment. o ‘

< I must renew the search on 'my own ac-
count,” he thought, as he paced his room up
and down, “even though I fail again, and
allow myself to be led away by a mere
ignis futuus; the search itselt.will relieve
me, and this waiting, this suspense, is mnd-
dening.” :

He had scarcely come to this conclusion
when he heard a low tap at the door.

i Come in,” he said, with a sudden beating
of the heart, that came from neither hope nor
fear, but partook of both.

The door opened, and a low, thin man,
with a bundle under his arm, entered the
TOOD.

¢ Are you Monsicur Durand ?”

#1 am, sir.”

« Have youfound her?”

# 1 have not exactly found the lady, sir,
but I bring some information about the lady.”

Mr. Templemore’s face fell. He wanted
Dora. If they had her not, he cared little
about their information,

Monsieur Durand resumed composedly :

+ Something was astray, too, and so I could
not come at once.”

+ What have you
come to tell me?’

Mr. Templemore spoke hastily. This Mon-
sicur Durand was hateful to him. He was a
pale, thin man, with restless eves, andas Mr.
Templemore met their look, he could not help
thinking that if, instead of seeking out the
fugitive to bwing her back to the fondness
of a repentant hmsband, their task had
Leen to hunt her down to shame or death,
they would have done it withont shrinking
and remorse.

Whether Monsienr Durand guessed or not
the feeling with which he was regarded by
Ar. Templemore, he preserved his composure
and replied very calmly :

< An English lady in mourning, young and
pretty, lived in a turnished room, let by the
owner of a bric-a-brae shop, Bue de la Serpe.
She was Madume Smith.”

Helooked at Mr. Templemore,

~Well” he said, impatiently, «Madame
Smith has left the place, I suppose 27

# Ole! yes, she has left it. And after she
left, a young Englishman came and inquired
aiter her—a good deal ; I suppose it was not
mongieur 7

The blood rushedup into Mr. Templemore's
fice,

A gentleman! what gentleman?” he
asked sharply, for he thought of John Luan.

Dut Monsieur Durand's’ knowledge did not
extend thus far.  He shook his head—he
conld not tell.

“Well, and what about Madame Smith?”
asked Mr. Templemore, after & brief pause,
#for I suppose you have something fo tell
me.”

“1 have, #ir,” and Monsieur Duraud began
untying the bundle. He drew forth a woman’s
dress, black, but dreadfully rumpled, and he
inquired #if monsieur knew that ?”

« Itis impossible for me to know it,” replied
Mr. Templemaore ; # that mourning—if it be-
longs to my wife—was purchased while I was
away.”

« And linen—would monsieur know linen ?”

Mr. Templemore saw Monsieur Durand’s
hiands fumble at something white.

# The mark will tell us,” he said, eagerly ap-
proaching.

t Ah! there is none, unluckily,” remarked
Monsieur Dnrand; “look!” and hLe showed
him that the mark had been cut out.

#Then how can I tell?” impatiently asked
Mr. Templemore. « What are these things?—
how did you get them ?”

« T wilt tell monsicur directly how they
came into the hands of the police; but I may
rematk, first, that the linen is fine, and that
the dress though spoiled, is almost new, and
was expensive. And now I will tell monsicur
all about them. That Madame Smith to whom
they belonged took the voomin the Rue de la
Serpe several weeks ago, She was in mourn-
ing; she spoke little and cried often. A week
after taking her room she left it one evening,
and never caume back. Her trunk was empty,
but ber rent Liad been paid in advance, so her
landlady had nothing te say. On that same
evening, however—that is to say, the fifteenth
of July, when there was a great storm—a
woman in mourning climbed up onthe ledge
of the T'ont de Ia Concorde, and leaped into
the Seine. Three days later lLier body was
found and taken to the Morgue, where it was
identitied by her landiady ; and these,” calmly
continued Monsieur Durand, *are the clothes
she wore.”

On the evening of the fiftcenth of Jaly!—
that is to say on the evening when he was at
the play, when he paid for the diamond cross,
when he travelled home through the storm to
seck her!—on that evening this woman, who
was supposed to be his wife, had committed
suicide!

« It is impossible!” at iength exclaimed
Mr. Templemore. ¢ I will believe anything
else—that, never! "Tuke those thing away,”
he added angrily, looking nt the clothes, which
had kept such strong traces of theirthree days’
sojourn in the watet ; <and [et me never hear
of that Madame Smith again!”

“Then monsieur would rather not sce the
photograph ! said Monsienr Durand, leisurcly
tying up the bundle.

« What photograph 7’ sharply asked Mr.
Templemore.

« Oh Vit was telen after death, you know.”

A cold fear crept to Mr. Templemore's very
heart, but he would not yield to it.

¢« Show it to me,” he said briefly.

Monsicwr Durand fumbled in his pocket.
and drew forth a photograph ten inches squarc,
As he first unwrapped and then handed it to
M. Templemore, he snid

“It hnd gone astray; and, to say the
truth, that is why monsicur had to waijt twe
days.”?

Mr. Templemore did not heed or even hear
him, Festared breathless at that image of
the dead—s0 cold, 50 calm, and so awfully
like her, and the very benting of his heart
secmed to grow still.  Yes, thus he had seen
her sleeping, with closed eyes snd half-parted
lips; but in another slumber than this. « How
heavy seemed this sleep! The voice of love
would never Lid those pale Iids unveil the
bright eyes he remembered so well—never
more would those lips smile half fondly, half
slyly as hespoke. The head which & stran-
ger's hand had placed on the pillow hed sunk
upon it in such weariness of all carthly things,
that it could never beraised ngain. Life beld
nothing—no love, no voice no aspect which
could waken this stumberer from her charmed
sleep.  She was locked in it forever and for-,
ever,

Was it thus? he thought. Perheps not,
but it wwas thus he felt in the fivst bitter agony
of thal moment. « O my God! can it be
she?" he exclaimed with parted lips—«can
it be she ?”

zot there? What do you

The doubt following an awfal certainty was

a sort of exquisite relief. For this deaq
woman might not be Dora after all. A dreag.
ful past, a bitter story, might haveled ner to
a despairing’ death, and she might not be hig
wife. Perhaps even she was not s0 very much
like ber. Surely there had leen nothing—
nothing which could drive Dorn to despuir
like this ? He looked again, but he was not
calm’envugh to see well ; there was a mist ip,
-his eyes; his hand shook, he dreaded that faty}.
resemblance : but his will, which was a strone
one, prevailed and conquered that weakness,
Once more-he saw that image, and oh! how he
‘bléssed Heaven from the fulness of his heart
—italready seemed less like !

#This lady was older than my wife,” sajy
My, T'emplemore ; «olderand thinner.”

# Photographs make peeple look old.* re.
marked Monsicur Durand.

« She was older than my wife,” persisted My,
Templemore almost angrily ; #besides, I can.
not trust a photograph—every one knows thay
light, that position, that the slightest accident
can produce n complete change ina face. dend
or living.”

He looked defiantly at Monsicur Durand.
who did not answer one word. He had not
come to argue or to convince. All this was
nothing tohim. Opposition could kave made
Mr. Templemore vow that this woman had
never been his wife; but this cold silenc.
threw him back on dreadful wneortainty,

«TIs that all?’ he usked feverishly;
there no more ?2—do you know no nore ¥

«No more,” Inconically echoed Mansicny
Durand; I went to the Rue de la Serpe to
learn something before 1 came to Monsien:,
but there was nothing.”

#What color was her hair of ?7 smldeniy
asked Mr. Templemore.

Monsicur Durand looked annoyed. - Browy,
T believe; but they were very neglizent. fam
sorry 1o say—they took none.”

Monsieur Durand said this in a tone which
implied plainly that if the ease bad been inbiv
bands, so important a link in the chain of
evidence would never have heen broken.

There was a brief pause, then Mr. Temple-
mare said, ¢ Take me to the Rua-de la Serpe.

Monsicur Durand bowed, and said not gy
word. e was one of the modern slaves ofthe
Inmp, and to obey the master of the lump—
namely, the ewner and dispenser ot a -crtain
amount of Napoleons—was his duty.

It is casy to deny; but, alas! denic i<
always unbelict.

Mr. Templemore followed his ronductor,
and felt in o somt of stupor.  Could Li~ keen
and anxious search for a loved and loving
wite end thusin the great gap and dark pitor
Death 7 Could the tender frame which bad
been o dear to him have drifted helplessls
down the dark rviver, with the chill wates
flowing over that loved face, and leosening
the long bright hair s hand had caresseld s
fondiy

There is an unreality in the death of what
we love, whicly strong minds feel as well av
the wenk.,  Death was familiar to Mr. Toem-
plemore’s mind, but not the deathr of a pu--
sionately loved woman. It was net o cer-
tainty vet, and he could not and would not
helieve it; and beyond that revolt and deniul
loomud a possibility which invested the pres-
ent and cvery surrounding object with tho
vagieness of a dream.  The living streets
through which he passed had something ab-
strict about them—they were and they were
not. The roll of the carriages, the sounds ot
life. cune from afar, and their din and tumult
were softened by that distance which oboe
thought placed between him and all surround-
ing things. He did not believe it, and yet be
shuddered as he saw the swollen Seine tlow-
ing on to the ser, and bearing away with it 1o
that great bourne, many an unknowrn human
burden. Ifit were true!

They passed by the Morgue.
sicur Durand glance toward it.  He looked at
it too—with what =ecret horror! 1t it were
true! If she had really rested there on one
of those cold stone slabs which he remem-
bered so well! O Heaven, was that the bed he
had made for her?  He revolted against the
foul thought—he bade it defiance.  In the
name of the love which, though but fora few
days, had bound them so fondly, Le bade it
begone. It was not possible that she had thus
despaired of love and life~—that she whom he
had known so joyons, with a brave, warm heut
anda living faith, had thus violently and sin-
fuily denied botls.

It was not possible: buthe breathed Jnore
freely when they left the river bebind then.
They entered a narrow stone world, dark and
stitling, and vet seemed to coine no neater 10
the goul of their journey. At length Monsiew
Durand stood still, and when Mr. Temple-
more came up to him’ hesaid:

#This is the Itue de la Serpe. amd yonder,
where you see the Lric-n-brac shop. 1s the
Jouse.  Shall I go with Monsicur, ¢r does he
wish to go alone ¥

4T shall go alone.
me, thank yon.”

Monsieur Durand bowed, turned the corner
of astrect, and vanished. Perhaps he did not
go very far, after all, but 3r. Templemore
neither knew nor cared. The sctting sun
filled the street with its level rays, and half
blinded him as he walked up to the bric-aj
brac shop. Oh! that the street had no end-
ing—t{hat this goal had never been reached, if
it was to lead to cruel knowledge !

Tiie house was mean and narrcw.  Above
the door dangled a yellow Lill with = Fur-
nished ooms to Let”? The shop was one of
the poorest of its kind. Mere were no rare
relics of the past, cach telling the story of a
king's reign.  No tapestry, no Scvies, no
Boucher, and’ Wattean shepherdesses, no
traces even of Nevolution and Empire, or
tokens of the East, in blue vages and gilt
dragons, were there.  Mr. Templemore saw
nothing but the dingy, commonplace and dil-
apidated ruins of the present gencration.
Shattered mahogany chests of drawers. ruined
card-tables, with the green baize half torn off;
faded artificial flowers in common china vases
under dusty glass shades, and showy little
gilt clocks, abormded. But commenplace
though all these objects were, they were also
very dreary. They told of ruined and broken
homes, and told it withont the softening grace
of the past.

Mr. Templemore entered the shop. A stout,.
middle-aged woman came forward, and asked
his pleasure. .

« You have a furnished room-to ict.” he re-
plied—# let me gecit.” . .

«This way, sivy’ and leaving the shop in
the care of a child, she showed him up a dark,
stecp staircase, into a small, gloomy bedroom,.
which, spite the beat of the-day, felt strangely
¢hill, Why arc these rlaces alike all the:
worldover? Why do they all bear the sume-
cold, homeless look, which, with every differ--
ence of climate and manners, we recognize at
once? M. Templemore looked about him,.
at the plain bed' of walnut-tree wood, the
chest of drawers and toilet-table, told him no-
story. Everything was tolerably clean and
dreadfully comfortless. He wont to the win-
dow_and opened it. Below him lay a smgﬂl
yard. The greenish hue of the stones with
which it was paved told of habitual damp. A
tall, niscrable-leoking pump stood in one
corner, A few flowers in pots, withering tor
want of sun and pure air, had been placed
near it, Heaven knows for what purpoet.
High wealla dotted with wiudows enclosed this.
court, and made a well ofit. Mr, Temple~
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