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nce, when a child, I.héard a swee' | g4 song,
o Supg by a dear one long since dv g -
And ever sinee, Life's varied scet, ,ogamong,
My soul is haunted with a dea” Sdigteust. - .
For the enchantment of ity me’ oqy =00 -
Brings the kind eyeérthe ' anly face—
Beslde me, til1 I think cter:}l EIREREEN
Parts not the lDVed and lo . one by space.
AR A
7en as I muse, 1 herr th g yrelcome strain,
EA little walf of wanb: \nytegie.. -~ o0 -
And with the song MY - vyouth isback again | .
And 1ife forgots 118 ° sopes and fears.
The sky grows brigh” er—merrier singsthe birds—
Af;'e never hears? neir thrilling notes—
An

solemn feellr g "ah{ too deep for words,
Unto my eyes| nsoul-mist ioats!

L.

In th2 still n°,pht I wake,~the song Is there,
. Thesinge ., too, Just as of yore; ) )
J.ove spel’ ¢g in every note and tender care,
_ Unchil’ ed by Death’s cold, gloomy shore.
I near ¥, now, and lo! green ficlds are here,

And wooded hills rud babbling stream—
And Fp, siill singing, by the sun-sct mere.

1 £'art—the vision is & dream !

N FR. GRAITAM.
DORA.

. By JULIA EAVENAGH,
Author of WNathalie, ¢ Adele,” “Queen Mab,” &e.

CHAPTER XXX.—CoxTINUED.

- V'that I'am notshameleds]
{you thst ?.:‘_?ﬁave “iyou, th%!%

T it T e B
.} denfed it;'a disgraced giTl? sAnA. it was this|

woman who had donethis—Mr: Templemore’s
{ future wife—who dared to plesii her hapingss’

-~

as an argument! 13h, e
She rose and 100ked:nt- herd'silen
nution.;‘;‘_\ At = gy |

]
e, B
. «Tell'youd” she

Sndig:
At Rergeilegs pdlts
&1l ididat length—ectgll you
“what, Mts.. Logan ? That 1. am ‘nq_t}f;_fba_f_s —
: X i ek te‘to'tell;
forgotten the
pust?;- Have'‘you forgotten Paul”Coiirtenay 2’
and is it his-sister"whom of 'all” women you
dare’to treat thus? If to say a'word to you
could right me in the face of all, I would not.
utter thut word. Go to Mr. Templemore and
put what question you please. He perhaps
owes you an answer ; 1do not, and will give
you none.” .o

i Then it is not true that Eva was ill ? Per-
haps you were ill, Miss Courtenay " added
Mrs. Logun, stung at Dora's co}d, haughty
face. s

«Since you only came to insult me, I sball
withdraw,” quietly said Dora ; and she left the
room as she spoke. -

Mrs. Luan, who had Dbeen silent till then,
now went up to Mrs. Logan and takiug her by
both wrists, she looked at her with sparkling,
angry cyces.

« How dare you speak opposite the ser-
vants ?—how dare you!” she asked, and open-
ing the door, she dragged her out of the room
into the hinll with ruthless force. Florcence,
parnlysed with fear, could neither scream nor
speak. ¢ How dare you speak opposite the ser-
vants 7 asked Mrs. Luan.

The light in the hall shone on her angry
face. Florence shuther eyes not to see it,

«Oh! Mrs. Logan, Mrs. Logan!” cried
Miss Moore, with uplifted hands.

«Don't you think he will come back?
asked Florence. locking at her in great con-
sternation.

« No,” replied that lady, with dismay in her
face, # I ain sure he will not!”

Mrs. Logan looked piteous. The first vio-
lence of heranger was spent, and a sort ofre-
Ppentance was entering her lieart.  She was

not sorry that she had insulted Mr. Temple-
more, and wronged Dora ; but she felt deeply
sorry at having injured Mrs. Logan and she
‘was inclined to repair whatever damage that
Jady might have sustained in her worldly and
matrimonial prospects.

« What am 1 to do?” she asked, wringing
her hands. #Please to send for him, Miss
Moore.”

Miss Moore rang at once. Jacques answered
the bell, and went for Mr. Templemore; but
the owner of Les Roches was not to be found.
Florence scarcely waited for the man to leave
‘the room, in order to exclaim that « Mr. Tems-
plemore did it on purpose, and that she was
perfectly miserable.”

Miss Moore attempted to putin a word, and
was at oncc silenced.
¢« What takes him out at this hour, and in
this weather ?" nsked Mrs. Logan angrily.
tHe wants to show me it is all over. Well,
Ict him, Miss Moore—let him !

¢ My dear Mrs. Logan, it is not all over;
but I dare say Mr. Tewmplemore is angry.
Only depend upon it’ you were mistaken. [f
you were to see Miss Courtenay,” she added,
timidly, “you miglt come to an understand-
ing with her.”

« And beg her pardon !"replied Mrs. Logan,
laughing scornfully.

# But, my dear Mrs. Logan,” urged Miss
Moore, ‘ you really must Le mistaken in all
this "

Mrs. Logan turned upon her.

w Had you ever heard that ie went up that
staircase to sce Eva? Never; you told me
s0. Thendon't you sce it was kept nmystery
on purpose. Ifthere was no harm in it, why
did not the whole world know alout it, Miss
Moore—junst tell me that?”

She spoke so angrily that lliss Moore did
mot venture to answer. Nevertheless, some
impression had been produced on Mrs. Lo-
gan’s mind, for she stood silent and sullen,
brooding over her case.

«] wish I had not spoken opposite the
servants,” she thoughit; «that is why, per-
haps, he won't give up Dora. She would never
have committed such a false step. Not she.
She is too clever and too keen. 1 wander if
I could find ont the truth from her. Keen
though she is, she never could bide anything
from me. If I have wronged ler, [ can just
kiss her, and say something about Paul ; and
ifshe has wronged Ing, she shall quake still
further for her fair name, und feel that she is
at my mercy, spite all Jier cleverness and her
grand ways."

«1 shall go and speak to Miss Courtenay,”
she said shortly, And the tone in which she
addressed Miss Moore, implied, ¢ Stay where
you are.”

Miss Moore meckly submitted, whilst Mrs.
Logan, wrapping her cloak around her, and
loeking asdefiant as an injured queen, crossed
the hall, and entered thie school-room, where
Dora now sat alone with her aunt. But her
whole aspect changed as she closed the door,
and Dora looked up slowly. Harestalling
attack, Mrs. Logan burst into tears. They
cameat her command, and without hypocrisy
or deceit, she wept as casily as children weep
and quite as sincere’y.

«Qh! Dora—Dora,” she sobbed, « how
could you do it ?—how could you? I lhave
becen engaged to Mr. Templemore 50 long—
how could you do it ?”

" Dora looked at Ler very coldly; but no
word of justification or denial passed her lips.

«I know I am basty and foolish,” sobbed
Mrs. Logan, % and that even though I saw you
both wifhmy own eyes I should not have said
it; but, Dors, say there was no harm in it,
and I will believe you—only what could take
him to the school-room at that hour 77

Dora’s lip curled with scorn, Lut she was
silent

#for your own sake you ought to tell,”
said Mrs. Logan a little angrily; “how do you
expect me to justify you, and say it was all a
mistake, ifT know nothing 7"

# My good name is ‘not in your power,” re-
Dlied Dora, with a swelling heart. «I am not
at your mercy, Mrs. Logan 1"

“Then it is true!” cried Mrs. Logan, with
unconquerablé jealousy; then youdid mean
to flirt with- him, and perhaps to supplant
mel””

Dora turned red and pale.

«Mrs. Logan, may I ask if you came here
to say this?” she said.

4] came to kmow the truth,and I will
know it!” desperately cried Mrs. Logan.
# Dora, téll me, you must ; I must know how
far matters have gone between you and Mr.
Templemore. Tell me—tell me!  You arc
10 marry John, I know; tell' me the truth,
-and he'shall never know anything—T'1l deny
‘allto him; but tell me,- and promise not to
sce Mr. Templemore any more. Oh! Dora, 1
'am ‘wretched, and I must bo bappy again1”

- #PForgive us. our trespasges a8 we forgive
' ‘them that trespass-against we” = .
++i"A sublime precept, but hard—very hard to
-! putiin practicé. Dora could not forgive that
:-Jighty! frivolous creature, who  went through
. life taking allits sweetness, and leaving all its,
~bitterriessto othors; who, - after, helping. to-

*i “breti her brother's héart, after doing all she |,

:"could!to robherof her fair.name, now asked
her victim to help her back-to happiness!
~And what was Mrs. Logan’s Happiness to Dora
Courtenay? Must she notleave Mr, Temple-

«Let me go!” she grasped ; # you hurt me—
let megot”

« Furt you!” said Mrs. Luan, looking much
incensed; «did you dare to sny that I hurt
you ?—1rhat next, ¢ch

Mrs. Logan opened her eyes, then shut
them again, not to see that wrathful coun-
tenance.

¢ Let me gol” she said—¢let me go!”

«T'11 tell you what,” began Mrs. Luan,
tightening her hold of her victim, #1 know
what you mean; but if you dare to say it, I'li
kill you! Y will—I will!” she repeated.

But suddenly her hold relaxed Mrs. Logan
looked up ; she was free, and Mrs. Luan stood
two paces from her hummiog a tune. Miss
Moore’s appearance at the end of the hall had
wrought that marvel. "Mrs. Logan rushed up
and clung to her.

« Miss Moore!" she grasped, *the stormn is
over; and Mrs. Luan—"

#Shall I go home with you ?” kindly asked
Mrs. Luan, going up to her; “Lamnot afraid
of the storin. Let me go with you, Mrs.
Logan.”

¢ No no,!” replied Florence, with a shudder
of fear; but not daring to continue the accu-
sation she had begun, she resumed hurriedly,
# the storm is over, and I really wish to go;
will you send Jacques—any one with me, Mlss
Moore 77

-1 shall go and call him,” said Miss Moore,
attempting to move, but Florence held her so
tightly that she could not stir. Secing Miss
Moore's amazed look, and Mrs. Luan’s grim
swmile of triumph, she recovered composure

enough to say:

« Yes, pry call Jacques—and Iet me go
with you—I cannot hear being alone.”

« T'11 stay with you,” again kindly said Mus.
Luan.

« Thank you,” replied Florence. # Here is
Jacques, I believe. Good-night Miss Meore—
good-night.”

She was gone in a moment.
looked at Mrs. Luan,

«Mrs Luan,” she said, “can you make ont
all this?”

Mrz. Luan looked cunning, and tapped her
forehead mysteriously.

« My goodness!” cried Miss Moore: & but
that is impossible ¥’

= Why 507" coolly asked Mrs. Luan. = It's
in the family, you know, Did you never sec

it?”

« Never.”

4] did—~long ago—oh ! so longago! I knew
her when she was a child, you know.”

And she walked away, leaving Miss Moore
confounded at so strange an allegation, and to
which, however, the violent and unreasonable
conduct of Florance gave asort of likelihood ?
Mrs. Luan looked very calm till she reached
her room ; but when she was in it, when she
licard the iron gates ef Les Roches close on
Mrs. Logan,she laughed exultingly. How well
she had done it, and how that poor, foolish
gull had taken it all in,

Miss Moore

CHAPTER XXXIT.

Mrs. CovaTexay was siting alone in the
dining-room the next morning, with a pensive
and melanoholy look, when Dora entered it.
Not one, so far as Mrs. Courtenay could lenrn,
had taken any breakfast that morning. She
could not uuderstand it, and at once applied
to her daughter for information.

“\What is the matter, Dora?” she asked.
«Miss Moorc has a headache, says Fanny ;
Mr. Templemore i8 out, says Jacques; Mrs.
Luan has locked herself in her room. No one
scems to want to cat to day "

«Have you had any breakfast, mamma ?"
asked Dora, wistfully,

«I took a cup of tea; Lut I felt 5o lonely
that I tnok no more.”

Dora 1aid her hand on Mrs. Courtenay's
ghoulder, and looked down sadly in her
face.

# 1 let you sleep last night,” she snid, ¢ but
I must tell you this morning. We must leave
Les Roches. I have nlready scen Madame
Bertrrnd, and settled every thing for our re-
turn to her; we go to-dny—nay, at once. Mr.
Templemore is out, and all can be over before
he returns.”

Mrs. Courtenay stared in mute amnzement,
whilst ecalmly, almnost coldly, Dora told her
what had happened. At first Mrs. Courtenay
scemed unable to understand her daughter;
but suddenly the case, in all its bearings, was
made plain to her.

4 Dorn,” she exclaimed, raising and locking
rigid, ¢ did you say she insulted you opposite
theservants ¥ _

#Yes, and in Irench, lest Jacques should not
understand. Oh! pray let us make haste and
leave the house l-——pray do!”

But so prompt a resolve was not in Mrs.
Courtenay’s power. Leave Les Roches and its
comforts! Leave the happy, easy life, for the
old life of makeshifts and poverty, and leave
it with the additional burden of disgrace! It
was too hard a fate! It could not bel

“ But Dora,” she argued, ¢ what if Mrs.
Logan saw you and Mr. Templemore in the
school-room?. You were not alone with.
him 7 K

“Yes, I was,” replied ber daughter, * Aunt
and I sat up with Eva, who was flushed
and excited. Aunt went for Mr. Temple-
more, it seems; but I was alone when he
came.” _

' #:Then it igall wrong—allwrong !" monned
Mrs. Courtenay ; # and I do not know what we

him, and now it ends so drendfully—so- very
dreadfully 1" e

Dora -stood near the. dining-room  window.
She leaned her throbbing forehead agninst.the
cold gless. Marry himl—yes, long.ago, she
too had indulged in the folly of that droam.
Marry him !—and she must leave his house

more’s house a penniless and, though she had

disgraced, and the woman who wrought her

shall do, Dora! I thought you would marry |,

gy Sog

\:ik':j{eﬁ.':horé IGATS ':.ghd_"‘ejai:ulp.t{:‘ms; then

5 ot ] . .
angexaudipride shddenlySukingFthe place of
g’riéfsé"é.lih,egjnfo@edfle;g\ dmughiterdthat TMy

,Templembe's conduct w%“iﬁ'qﬁ:‘é‘f_ig_lf —shai]
ifal l—and;/thatthey. must not :stdy ‘anothi

‘minatetn his house.

n _y,,,[obldh‘gdigﬂiﬁed « that Ttdok that cup of
wohld havé dicd first ; and as we cannot Pos”
‘sibly, stay to luncheon. I shall get roedy st
once.” -

Dsra, who had spent part of the night in
. packing, went up and helped her mother.
Everything wassoon ready. Mrs. Luan came
in and stared-at her in sullen silence. Shedid
indeed attemptto remonstrate once, but Dora,
rising from. her stooping posture, looked up at
her, end secing that her mother was notin the
room, said, gravely : . .

« Aunt, who did this ?”

4 You are g fool to leave thehouse,” sulkily
answered Mrs. Luan; but she said no more,
and after a while walked back to her own
room.

When all was ready, Dora went to Eva's
room, The child was still fast asleep. She
bent over her, but did not dare to kiss her,
lest she should waken.

« Oh! Eva, Eva)” she thought, with her eves
full of tears, «is it because yon cost me so
dear that it scems so hard to leave you?”

«Dory,” said her mother’s voice ontside.

%] am going,” and she went.

When events have reached a certain crisis,
they speed as quickly asa stone rolling down-
hill. Later in the day, when she thought
over all this it scemed to Dora that some
whirlwind had swept her away from Mr. Tem-
plemore’s honse. She could searcely believe
everything was over when she entered those
rooms which she had left six months before,
gay and hopeful. She heeded neither her
mother's laments, nor her aunt's angry ejacu-
lations at the course events had taken; she
went to her room, and sitting down there,
teied again to look her future in the face.
Alas! again she found that she could not.

There is somethiag intolerable to the proud
in the mere thought of disgrace. Life, Dora
felt, was a burden now, and death would be a
sort of relief.  She had that comfort, though
she could not feel it in her dark hour, that
death would close her story, and end it in for-
getfulness. But shedid not think of that. T
wonder, indeed, if we really ever appreciate
the Dlessing of obscurity? I wonder if we re-
alize the pangs of a Mary Stuart or a Maric
Antoinette at her fatal celebrity? 'T'hat
black shadow, which time can never remove
from the name of either, and of which both,
innocent or guilty, must have been conscious,
surely added bitterness to the prison, and gave
a keener pang to the scaffold. Who willduare to
swear that the daughter of Marin Theresa was
stainless in the matter of the necklace, or that
the Scottish queen did not betray and murder
her husband?  Historians are not agreed yet
—what can the vulgardo? Who shall search
up evidence for or against either lady, weigh
it carefully, and ascertain the value of docu-
ments, forged or real?  The task would take
a lifetime, and the world has scarce an hour
to give. The present and the future arc ar-
rayed against the past, andin the broad noon-
day of one, nnd the coming dawn of the other,
we forget that long sad night, which with
every day grows deeper and longer, and in
which the illustrious dead lic slecping. Oh!
if we could hear it through the tumult of past
generations, surely an appeal, piteous and de-
spuiring, 1s crving to us from the Temple or
Fotheringay for justice and belief. « Have
fuith in me” it says; ¢ do not believe that T
could be so guilty. Reckon my sorrows, look
at their tragic close, and absolve me!” Alas!
we cannot.  We are perplexed, like Othello,
and no Emilia raises her indignant voice to
convince us.  We go on speculating, wonder-
ing, doubting—now leaning to that side, now
to this, until we grow weary, and turn our
vexed minds to more congenial themes.

As wedeal with them, and uthers like them,
80 the world deals with us when appearances
condemn us, and this a bitter intuition told
Dora. Ol! ifshe bad thought thut the world
would believe lier! But she did not. She
had not made the attempt, and she already
shrank from it disheartened. She saw not
one remedy to her evil. Her condemnation
was lifelong, and the most she could hope for
was that, once lifc was over, the world might
forget her. Sad, bitter comfort wns this!
Yor, after all, it is doubtful if the royal ladies
we have just mentioned would have ex-
changed their dolorous renown for a cold ob-
livion, They might bavethought it better to
be remembered, even in doubt and scorn, than,
after filling the world with their name and
their sorrows, to be utterly forgotten.

“And there is no hope for me—none!—
none!” thought Dora, forgetting that in the
most dasperate cases there is always lhope.
“Mrs. Logan will go on asserting that I am
guilty, and no one will believe Mr. Temple-
more's denial. To stay in his house would
have condemned me, and to leave it condemns
me—there is no hope! At every turn of my
life that slander will meet mne!”

Mr, Templemore, too, was hopeless, for he
felt powerless, He stayed out two hours and
more that morning, vainly secking a remedy

| and finding none—none, it least, that his own

unaided will could compass. To Florence be
would appeal no morve. His resentment
agninst her was too strong and too deep. He
was wronged in his 16ve, and wounded in his
pride and honor; he closed his heart upon her
in anger, and resolved to abide by the sen-
tence she had passed upon him. But if Mrs.
Logan would not'retract, would Miss Courte-
nay be patient? He doubted it, and that he
must not hope for it he learned on hisreturn.
He had scarcely crossed the gates of Les
Roclhies when he was overtaken by Miss Moore,
who was also coming in.

w1t s all right” she said, cagerly—tall
right, Mr. Templemore.”

w All right ?” herepented.

“Oh! yes, T have just scen Mrs. Logan,
and on learning that Miss Courtenay was gone,
she relented quite.”

Mr. Templemorc stood still, and looked
black as night. «Miss Courtenay is gone!”
he exclaimed. .

“Yes, she wou'd go with her mother and
aunt. Idid all I could to keep her, of course,
but she would go. And if it were not that
poor Eva is crying her cyes ‘out. and ‘Fido
whining 86 dreadfully, Ishould say it is all
for the best; for, of course, since that was all
¥rs. Logan wanted—" R

#Mrs. Logan is not the mistress of this
house yet,” angrily interrupted Mr. Temple-
more.  #She may have succeeded in ‘driving
Miss‘Courtqnuy‘out ofit by the grossest insult
one wonun can inflizt on another, but there
her triumph ends, Miss Moore I

“I am sure she is sorry—very sorry,” said
Miss Moore, rather crestfallen. L

#TIs ghe?' Then let her prove it. Let her
apologize and retract—but she will do neither.
When she came to this house last night—and
 what' brought her?—she came resolved to
ruin Miss Courtenay. How did she come in?
~~who let" her in? Some serviit whom sho
had bribed? Be itso. I scorn the means
and the act equally #

it ‘doﬁé?imt."‘n, [r8."Courtenay indulged in:

"4 T+am only sorry,” continued’ Mrs. Courte-

ten: If:I.had“known what I know now, I:

T T T e
friddto Brdit out? candidly paid Miss
4'but "she ‘always ‘put:‘meioff. She
seemed afraid to'tell.”. . < -
% “Not afraid; “but ashamed,” replied Mr.
Templethore, with a'stern'smile, * and.go she
well might be.: That act alone would divide
us.-:+Did’Miss Courtenay leave no message for

&/is o letter in your §tud};:"'~.'ﬁ‘11“, ;
;=~Mr:’ Templemore, poor Mrs. Logan is

_‘Mr. Templemore was silent_awhile,” Love

forget that. He was free in honor; but still
the tie which had been so strong the day be-
fore was not quite broken.

«1 shall write to her,” he said aloud.

« Perliaps, if you were to sce her,” suggested
Miss Moore. «You know how impulsivedear
Florence is. Suppose she gets angry again—
thinking a-letter too cold—and writes a hasty
reply, meaning the contrary all the time?
Then it would Le all wrong again, you see.”

But Mr. Templemore looked as if he could
bear the fate thus held forth for his admoni-
tion.

u I shall write to her,” he said again. And
he went to his study at once, asif resolved not
to argue the case further.

Dora’s letter was brief, such aletter as Mr.
Templemore expected. He read it twice over,
then he sat down and wrote, not one letter,
but two. He addressed Dora first. Shé had
asked of him to make no attempt to sec her;
and severe and unjustifiable though he con-
sidered that request he remembered that she
bad been cruelly wronged, and he would not
violate if. But every argument he could think
of to make her after her resolve he used, and
he concluded with a prayer.

# Do not compel me to feel,” he said, « that
the saddest day in your life was that on which
you met Doctor Richard in Monsieur Ae-
rand’s shop !”

«And now,” he thought, when this letter
lay closed and scaled before him, #I must
write to Florence.”

There had been a time when the task was
not an effort ; silly though his pretty mistress
was, ke had once found it delightful to lay
the fuirest flowers of his fancy at her 1ttle
feet. But now that time was over, and with
a sad and heavy heart Br. Templemore felt it
would never return. No, never again would
she be dear as she had been. Pity and pride,
not love, made him relent toward her. No
woman to whom he had been bound so closely
should tax him with obstinate and ungener-
ous resentment ; but forgiveness is not affec-
tion, and therc was secret bitterness in Mr.
Templemore’s heart as, taking up the pen he
had laid down on finishing his letter to Dora,
he addressed Mrs. Lagan. He wrote no re-
proaches, on his wrohgs lic was silent; but
he spoke ‘of Dora’s, calmly, dispassionately,
and like one convinced of Mrs. Logan’s regret
for what had passed, and of her wish to repair
the evil she had wronght. Hedid notask her
to do this, he left her free; but he implied
very plainly~that on these terms alone was
perfect reconciliation possible.

When this task was accomplished—and
how bitter and painful it had been, Mrs. Lo-
gan never knew—Mr, Templemore, with a
sigh of relief, went to see Eva in the school-
room. He found the child hLalf ill with a
grief hecould not remove. He could take her
on hLis knee, caress her, and wipe away her
tears, but he could not promise that Dora
should return. His fate was not in his own
hands. A child’s perverse jealousy, a silly
woman's folly, had Inid his life waste for the
time being : ruined every hope, every plan,
and left nothing but sorrow bLehind them.
Bat, alas! for Mis. Logan, he felt very lenient
toward the culprit who rat on his knee,
clasped in his emUlrace, with her head on his
shoulder, and very severe toward the other
sinner, who now read his Ietter wlth a flushed
fuce and a quivering lip.

He felt severe, perhaps, because in that
room he could not help thinking so much of
Dora. Her vacant chair, her books, the hand-
lerchief she was emUroidering, and which she
had forgotten on the table, were mute appenls
that roused Mr. Templemore's indignation
anew. He remembered this bright girl at the
Musee; he remembered her looking as ro-
diant and as joyous as sunshine in her poor
home; and thinking of the pale face he had
scen lust night, of the tears he conld imagine,
of the humiliation and shame that were her
lot now, and of his powerlessness to do her
Jjustice, Ire could scarcely restrain his mingled
grief and anger.

% And when will Cousin Dora come back ?”
plaintively asked Dora.

“Heaven knows, not I,” he bitterly an-
swered. “I have done my best, Eva, and
man can do 20 more.”

How that best fared, Mr. Templemore
learned that same cvening, when the post
brought him two letters. He was sitting with
Eva in the scheolroom, hearing her through
her French lesson when they came.

# Put them there,” snid Mr. Templemore to
Jacques.

They were laid on the table before him,
these two letters in delicate female hands,
which held his fate in their satin folds. He
looked at them a little moodily as tbe child
read on, about Fucharis and Telemachus, and
the grief of Calypso, at the flight of Ulysses.

“ What has placed me at the mercy of these
two women 7’ he thought, with a sort of
angry wonder.  Why should the folly of the
onc?n,.nd the pride of the other make o slave of
me?

«Did Inot read well?” asked Eva, shutting
the book, and looking robbed of her meed of
praise. #Cousin Dora says I read very
well."

“8o0 you do—go and play with Fanny
now.”

Eva went, aud whilst she nnd Fanny played
at hide-and-seek in front of the school-room,
Mr. Templemore took up Mrs. Logan's letter
and broke the seal. It was the shortest
epistle he had ever received from that Indy,
for it did not extend beyond the direction on
the envelope in which she returned his own
letter unanswered. Mr. Templemore colored
deeply, then turned rather pale; bLut he lit a
match and burned both letter and envelope
at once on the hearth. He looked at the
shrivelled scroll in mingled scorn and wonder.
‘#t And 8o that is the end,” he thought ;' « that
isthe end! IfI would only let her ruin Miss
Courtenay utterly, she would forgive my sup-
posed infidelity ; but I would not, and she
finds it easicrto give up-than to renounce her
vengeance. The burden of lovein that scale
was 80 light that it will not stand n feather's:
weight in the other. Be it 50, and let Mrs,
Logan abide by the fate she has chosen.” - He
felt.so calm, that he could not help wondering
athimeelf; but it was so. - He could think of
this final parting between himselfand Flor-
ence a8 if they had been two strangers, and
looked on it as impartially.: Yet, cold though
he was, something he felt, for ho long forgot
Dora’s letter. 'His look falling on it by
cliance, suddenly reminded him of its exist-
ence. Itwas o plain and brief denial. It
‘wag free from complaint of wrong, it spoke
no reproach, but it uttered a cold and inex-
orable “No,” to all Mr. Templemore's offers
and éntreaties, - ' : '

%A proud woman l—n very proud wonlmn r
thought Mr. Templemore; but she too rust

abide by the fate she Las chosen.?

to be pitied.. X am sure sheis heart-broken,”.

“felt cold nnd dead ; but he was to have mar=;
ried Florence in three weeks, and he cotld not-

T

. - T T RS
~When Eva, nred,m,'t_hggl_ ¥, and:atilN dole:
ful- at -Cbusin;'ng{sggwsa,“\‘Qma;gn‘?s..fc}‘{ﬁgr;_

asked, plainbively, s, TSI
 Beforé ; Mr. Templemore /could :ankwer, g

little tremulous whine from the garden pros

n- | claimed that Fido’joined in'theyquetion, "¢

**u'Yoa must botli‘da without-Cousin Dora™
-answered, Mr, Templemore;” almést impa-
!tiently, and taking his hat he wdlked out. It
.was aimost night, and Mr. Templemore went’
down the rond to Rouen, with slow axid irre--
solute steps. He looked at Mrs. Logan's
villa as he passed by it;.the shutters were
shut—DMrs. Logan wns gone. That*chapter
in his life was ended. ¢ Be itso,” hethought
defiantly ; «it is her doing—not mine.” And
he went on.  He entered the city, he went to
Monsicur Merand's shop, and bought an old
enamel from the denler, but with 5o stern and
forbidding a look did he drive Lis bargain,
that it!was only when he was leaving, Mon-
sicur Merand took heart to say :

« Why, Doctor Richard, you look asbad as
the young lady!”

Mr. Templemore, who already stood on the
threshold of the shop, turned round angrily,
and sharply said—

4 What young lady, Monsieur Mcrand 7"

“Oh! the one who used to draw, you
know. I saw her stealing out of Notre
Dame. this evening, looking as white as a
ghost.” .

Mr. Templemore did not answer, but walked
away. The man could mean nothing, for he
could know nothing ; but why was heto be
thus persecuted with Dora’s name? He did
not return to Les Roches at once. He went
to his old house and put away his purchases.
It was dark night now; and looking at the
opposite side of the street, he saw a light
burning in Madame Bertrand's tirst-floor win-
dows ; but one, that of Dora's room, remained
dark. It was open, and he could catch a
glimpse of a pale figure within, sitting ina
bending and motionless attitude. He watched
her for an hour and more—she never stirred ;
and when Mr. Templemore at length iurned
away, grief, pity, and indignation filled his
heart. But he was powerless, and he knew
it.

41 can do nothing—nothing,” he said to
himseclf again and again.

«Qh! Mr. Templemore. Mrs. Logan is
gone ¥ exclaimed Miss Moore, in a voice full
of woe as he entered Les Roches. ¢ Butshe
isy not fur—she is to sleep at Dieppe to-
night.”

Mr. Templemore's only answer to this
speech was, ¥ How is Eva?”

« Asleep, I Delieve.”

He went up to Eva’s room. A night-lamp
burned on the table: its light fell on Eva's
litile cot. Mr. Templemore sat down and
looked at the child. She had eried berself to
sleep, and her cheek was still wet with tears.

t It would be better for Eva if I had never
brought Miss Courtenay here,” thought Mr.
Templemore, rather sadly ; “she will get over
this sorrow, of course, but she must suiter first,
aod sutfer keenly.”

He felt much troubled. The child's grief
pained him ; and the sad, motionless figure he
had seen in Dora's room pained Lim still more
deeply. How different from that stricken one
was the Dora whom he remembered sitting in
that now vacaut chair Lefore him, with the
blue ribbon tying her bright hair, and the
light shining on her young face as she told
Eva little fairy-tales! Her look, her smile,
the very turn of her neck, the very sound of
her voice, came back to him with strange
vividness. He would rather have forgotteu
them, for they were painful, and he still felt,
#I can do nothing,” but Dora's image re-
turned again and again, and would not be de-
nied. It returncd radiant, happy, and young,
with no trace of pain or trouble on its brow,
filling that dull, gloomy room with its bright-
ness, and smiling down so tenderly on the
sleeping child, that the very heart of M.
Templemore thrilled within him,

CHAPTER XXXII

Tukre is no consolation for some sorrows,
Neither Mrs. Courtenay nor Mrs. Luan at-
tempted to comfort Dora. She did not com-
plain—not a word of murmur passed her lips.
She moved about the house, pale as death, in-
deed, but bearing her fate in mute resigna-
tion or what seemed as much. Of the future,
of her plans, if she had any, she did not spenk.
She sat a good deal in her room, sewing ns-
siduously. Unless early in the morning, she
could not summon heart to go out. She had
no need to visit the Picture-Gallery now.
Besides, her story must be known in Rouenby
this—the story of the girl whom Mr. Temple-
more’s future wife had upraided with folly
and shante. She was sitting in her room by
the open window, within the shadow of the
muslin curtain, as this thought came. Her
story l—there had becn a time when she had
nonc; and now lier name could be in every
mouth, and be there with pity or with scorn.
Madame Bertrand would have to fight her bat-
tles, and justify her with her shrill tongue—
how abhorrent tlie thought was!—or shrink-
ingly excuse her on the score of inexpericuce.

Dora's needle flagged as she thought of
this, She looked at the old gray church, at
the lilies once more in bloom, at the broken
image of the bishop, at the lame teacher's
window, at the quict street below, and she re-
membered how she had felt when she had seen
these first. Surely our life is like a wide
land, with streams, and rivers, and scas, that
divide it in separate and distinet portions.
Surely joy or grief is there, as pleasant or
troubled waters that flow in different chan-
nels. Surely our happy days have nothing
in common with our days of tribulation or sor-
row! Dora felt as if she could have borne
any thing better than this trouble.  Death—
lost love had not the same pangs as this bit-
ter humiliation. Deathis the human lot, and
lost love a frequent calamity ; but women
who know themselves stainless do not expect
shame, and cannot well accept it. In vain
Dora thought; «I suppose plenty have been
slandered besides me; it is a cross which I
must bear. She was arebel in her heart, and
could not, or, rather, would not endure it.
Intolerdble seemed her fate—intolerable and
unjust. She forbade her thoughts to question
Providence; but what thought does not, the
heart will often do. This was not her only
sorrow. Her keencst pang sprang, perhaps,
from the fact that she might and should have
forescen this. She should mever heve gone
to Mr. Templemore's house. Her very love
for him should have kept her awny. Trouble
was sure to spring from it. Fuir though its
opening looked, that episode of her life could
not end otherwisethan in darkness. There is
a beautiful picture by one of the old masters
which shows us the child -Jesis calmly sleep-
ing on his cross.” There is no grief, no carein

The cross is small, like the tender ‘naked
limbs which rest upon it. But it will grow to
man’s length, and e, who knéw thé Inter
story, the viu dolorosa which ended on ‘Calvary
to’ purclinge our redemption-<we cantiot gnze
on that’'childish cross withoit sorrow.?"" - - -

¢ Thus, though we know it not, in"'many a
human life, of which we only sec the ‘begin-
nihg, and ‘cannot divine the close. * The cross

is there—the cross which will grow with the
orawth Af thet 13fa anAd fenme wlial $6 oane

that childish face, divine even in its repose, | :

;;;xevgr: m°’§£-'.ﬁe, divided ; the cross which j¢
Tmust bear up ‘some ‘spi{i;un.l'Golgothn., aad to

father, she found another letter htivelling up hich'itris nailéd.af Jast, sometimes in shame
into black ashes on the hearth, - -y, | Por what/thie world :deems snch—ever in gricf
- Whenig [Cousin Dora cgmmggizg?}: " she’|"But what-we-who look on. cannot always se

i§ often kiiown to the Sufferer; early pangs

_reveal the future agony.- To feel love for one
swho'\dges_notrreturn our affection, and yer

1 8éek that being's dear sgciety, is to court (y,
own déstruction.  Virtue, pence, or fair na(xi?:;
s imperilled;-and one must certainly perig,
¢This Dora, krlew, ‘and the knowledge of he,
‘own wrong-doing stung her.

.. Mrs. Courtenay gazed very wistfully at pe,
;daughter. whenever she joined them; iy
"Dora's-countenance, once so espressive, wa:.
now silent. She would not complain, and s},
forbade her looks all language. Mrs. Coyp.
tenay could scarcely repress her tenrs, ang
Mrs. Luan was more suilen than ever - lut
Dora’s facc gave no sign. She was cold gy
impassive, as ifall sensibility had Jeft her,

Thus she was'the first day, and on the me;.
row, and on the next day again. Thus sp,
was for a° week, save-that her pale face L:;lt
paler and more rigid—that her eyes sanl, ang
that her whole aspect gave terrible indicatioy
of: the cruel strife within. If she haq cou-
plained, it would have been better; ifshe hyq
murmured and repined from morning 1)
night, it would have been bestofall.  But g
once, from the moment she left Les Rocles
did Ler )ips part to utter so muchas « My 10{
ishard.” Perhaps she was silent because Loy
full heart would have made hersay too mucl:
perhaps if she had spoken she could not Ly,
hidden the passion which was at the root ¢f
all ker woe; better, then, be mute, than ;s
play to any eye the weakness and the folty
which had brought down all this.

She sat thus on the evening of the scven(p
day with her mother and her aunt, when g
three started as a man’s step came up
staircase. Mrs. Courtenay and her sister.ip.
law exchanged looks, but ere they had wejj
recovered, Dora had risen and entered p
room. Its door was closing as Mr. Temple-
more opened the other door and entered th,
room where Mrs Courtenay and Mrs. Luan st
alone.

4 She heard me, and left for that reascn.” |,
thought, casting a quick look round {he
Toom,

“Pray take n seat, Mr. Templemore,” suid
Mrs. Courtenny, locking a little flurriced.

#Why did Miss Courtenay g0?” he asked.

«She has n bad headache,” began Mrs Conr-
tenay.

“She has not!” bluntly interrupted M.
Luan’; «but she would not see Mr. Tensple-
more ?"

4#And why would she not see me, My
Luan ?”

# Indeed, Mr. Templemore,” here remarked
Myrs. Courtenay, “my daughter has teen
cruelly used, andI think you know it.*

“ Heaven knows how keenly I feel it,” re-
plied Mr. Templemore.
nay, I wish you could induce your daughter
to hear me—just for a few moments.”

# I shall try,” said Mrs. Luan, and shic went
in to Dora.

aguin, and she came forth alone, it needed not
fused to see him,

Luan, sitting down once more, and cvidently
both dissatisfied and disappointed.

plemore, please to come no more.

what has passed.”

daughter, Mrs. Courtenny—you really must®
His tone and his looks were very urgent.
Mrs. Courtenay could not resist him.
“I—1I shall try,” she stammered; and ris-
ing, she went to Dorn’s room.

lay behind those old ouken pancls.

she shook from head to foot as she said it ¢
will not hear explunation or apologies. Tell

nothing to forgive; but I will not see him—
never—never !

% Dora, he looks quite ill.  He has been ill,
I am sure; he only wants to sece you five
minutes—only five minutes. Since he has
not wronged you, how can you refusc it ?"

# I will not see him,” said Dora, as if she
were repeating a lesson lemrned by rote ;—
& never—never !”

Mzrs. Courtenay begged in vain. Dora clasp-
cd her hands and piteously said, © I cannot!
—1I cannot !

With that answer her mother came back.

Mr. Templemore's cheeks flushed as he
heard Mrs. Courtenay deliver her daughter’s
message.

# I would willingly force myself on no one,
lcast of all on a lady,” he said, after a while,
% but this is no common case—and I cannot
write. I must see Miss Courtenay onco, and
once she must hear me. 1 have nothing to
explain, and no forgiveness to ask ; but I have
that to say to which she ought not in justice
to refuse to listen. I trust I shall find her
more lenient another time.”

“ But excuse me, Mr. Templemore,” said
Mrs. Courtenay, & little crossly, «ought you
come here at all

Mr. Templemore looked at the two women
very carnestly. « Willyou keep my secret I’
he asked, in o subdued tone.

They both replied, after a pauee, {hat they
would.

“« Well, then, I mean to ask Miss Courtenay
to become my wife ; but I wish to ask her my-
se]f—’-not through anoiher, nor even hy writ-
ing/

Mrs. Courtenay burst into tears, and uttered
a fervent ¢ God bless you!”

Mrs. Luan’s whole face kindled, but she did
not speak. -

¥ Will you prevail on Miss Courtenay 10
grant me an interview, Mrs. Courtenay 7"

« I ghall try, Mr. Templemore—I shall try.”

# Then I rely upon you ; and since my pres-
ence is only keeping Miss Courtenay n pris-
oner in her room, I shall bid you both n good
evening,

Ho then left them ; but scarcely had he
gone down three steps of the narrew wooden
staircase, -when the door albove opened, ‘“}d
Mvs: Luan appesared at the head of. tho banis-
ters. As if unaware that.he had sccn her
and was waiting to know what she had to Ea¥y
she touched him lightly on the shoulder, and
said,in o whisper:- . .. o
«She goes-to Notre Dame nt eight o'clock .
every morning. co .
© Without giving. him time to reply, this uo-
expected ally re-entered the apartment. Ske
:found Mrs.  Courtenay urging ihe peint on
Dora, und; to: oll seeming, with little chance

'| of success. , . :

c . 1
#But-what harm can it do you to sce him 7
asked Mrs. Courtenny ; adding, ,w,ig._h'susgwxousv
eagerness,: ¥ he, can have little or.nothing to
say.” B )

¢ Ta da aantinusd

# But, Mrs. Conrte- §

Mr. Templemore waited in si- §
lence for her reappearance; but when the §
door, which had closed behind her, opened 8

her clouded face to tell him that Dora hadl r- B

% She says she cannot,” sullenly said s, §

4 No, of vourse she cannot,” querulousiy re-
marked Mrs. Courtenay ; “and se, Mr. Tem- §
lam vay B
sorry to be so inhospitable,after all your kind- B
ness, but I do not see bow you can come after

_% But 1 must sec Miss Courtenay,” he in- #
sisted. ¢ I know this intrusion may secm §

cruel, but I have good reason for it—indeed B
I have. And you must prevail with your

She found her daughter loaking at the door
with a troubled, breathless look, us if Ler fate §

¢ I will not see him,” she whispered, and ‘

him he has not wronged me, and that I hade




