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.-THE CUBAN DEAD.

One hundred thousand deel !
Within the troptc soll they lle, -
ur bleached benenth the trorlc sky,. -

The heroes who for freedom bled. e
and who for freedom dared to dle,. . -+ -~

They perished, All*lg sald.

One hundred thoasand dead ]
On mountalin side and marshy plain .
They shed their blood as falls the'rain, .-
Whene'er the battle blades were crossod 5+

1a“large sum at

A with "fle":c':;ri’#h”;ﬁg.én‘_‘gess she read"th'e\ ﬁi'_st..
. -|1etfer.. Mr. Templeinore:-had written to- her
. Psince their marriage. « If-waaBrief cold, bt

strictly courfeous. .~ Mr. Templemore plgek
arge” his grife's disposal, antiyins
formed her that he shonld expeot to fifdihet-
alone on his retiii F% Les I 3%hes; Dora
turned .very pale. Xohey and;}
‘banishment '=this wasfber sentetice. [Mehdd
igone to'seck his pleasiry, and blace hik:child

And is there, then, at lnst no.gain"
d:

o
.

From such o fearful cost?

ne hundred thousand slnves) - ~
OT(;:e blaek blood mingled with the white,

And flowed as freely thirough the fight,
When broke the battle’s angry waves: - -

And black and white, with death 1n sight,
‘Welcomed thelr nameless graves,

aghit for liberty.
:n.ll ﬁyl"rx?e}e‘:'lom’s sncrr:d!nnme they rose,
Nor stopped to count their myrind foes,
Nor reckoned what the end might be, ]
Though Freedom fell when erushed by woes
Thank God that these are free.

They reached out plending hands
Ag(l called across the briny mn.in,
' ‘But all thelr pleading was in valn,
That fault the great Republic brands,
And on her ’scutcheon leaves a stain,
While the dark record stands.

SANDY ON THE SITUATION.
BY MAGGS,

Aw’m clear dumbfounded, Carty, mon,
An’ ken nnwhat to say aboot it,

Jt's no’ because ma power I8 gone—
1 dinna care Lo say a word aboot 1.

1 winna say it wisna' good—
The place and {lk the pay were handy,
But it's the vile ingratitude .
They showed their pure and sajntly Sandy.

1 purified their politics,
’Ij;.rled them gran’ reforms mony,
And noo—they Jist return me kicks
And choose instead that randy J uimny.

I ken noo, Carty, whaurI*ll go,

‘The Scoteh mre always glad to meet me;
1’11 to Dundee, and there I'll fhow

The wieked way in which they treat me.

DORA.

By JULIA EAVENAGH,
Author of “Nathalie,"  Adele,” “Queen Mabd,” Se.

CHAPTER XLIIL.~—~CoNTINUED,

At that moment Mrs. Lunn turned ronnd and
saw them. She immedistely came toward
them with n cheerful aspect.

«John is so well,” she srid, “that 1 have
come out for a walk.”

Her manner was eaim and composed. Dora
looked at her, aud thought bitterly ; « Mud!
she is not mad; Lut she hated me with a
deadly hate, for John's sake.”

They entered the house together.  Dorn
neither looked at nor spoke to lier aunt, and
Mrs. Courtenny whispered coufidentially, as
AMrs. Luan left them to go back to John—

# I dare say she is all right, aiter all”

The two ladies retired varly; but Dora did
not retire in order te sleep.  She long stood
on the balcony of her room, looking at the
sky, black and starless, and when she ciure in
she did not goto ked at once. She sat by
her toilet-table, undid lier hair, and looked nt
herself in the glass. It already seemed so
Tong ago since the sad face shie saw there had
had so brightn stery.  Wus this indeed the
beggar-maid, the girl with gray eyes. and hair
of Lrown gold, whom King Coplictua loved ?
Was such a change possible—was it credible ?
T know he will come back,"” thought Dora;
s put tkat is not it. I do not want Mr. Tem-
plemore, I want my husband, and something
tells me that T shall find him no more. If
he could forgive—I canmot. Aud yet, who
Eknows? It he shoulit ceme back as ke snid
he wouwld—if sitténg thus I were to sce the
door open—"

She paused in her thoughts. 'The deor was
opening~—she did not hiear it, so softly did it
move on its hinges—it was known later that
they had Leen oiled—but a wax light burned
-on her toilet-talle, and its pale gleam reflected
in the glass showed her, thongh dimhy, cvery
corner of the vast room. Thus she-waw the
door open—her heart beat—could it be her
husband ?-—no, it was Mrs. Luan's head she
saw in the aperture. A sudden and deadly
fear paralyzed Dora. Her lieart beat no
longer, her tongue clove to the roof of her
mouth, she was voiccless and motionless.
The deer continued to opoxn, Mrs, Luan step-
ped in, but no velvety-footed creature conld
have ms«de less moise than she did. Swiftly
she shut the doer Lehind her, and, as Dora,
who had not stirved, saw distinctly, she bolted
it. “Hbe has come to murder me!” thought
Dora. She did mot look roumd, she.tlid not
cry, but as Mrs. Luan.slowly crept toward her
with the serpentine mmotion of u feline beast
she suddenly blew out the light, and stepping
round the toilet-tuble, was out.en the baloony.
ina moment.

A baffled cry of rage burst from the mad
woman when she thus suddenly found herself
in the darkness of tite vast room. #he groped
about for Dora, shrigking in her frenzy ; and
Dora, standing on the balcony, never move,
never epoke, never by the slightest motion
gave her encmy the least clew to the spot
where she stood sheltered by the darkness of
the night. ‘

But Mrs. Luan's screams had roused the
fiouse. Dora heard exclamations of alarm in
the garden, on the staircase, but she also
heard her aunt saying, ¢ 1 chall got you!—
1 shall get youl—you are outon the balcony!
—I shall get you!” )

She heard her groping near the toilet-table
—within _a few paces of her---she felt the
window. move, and still she had self-cammand
enough to keep in the wild scream of termor
which nearly passed her lips. Meanwhile
the sound of help came nearer, they gathered
round her door it was tried, shaken violently,
then lursi open. Mrs. Courtenay and the
servants rushed in, and' with thenl cawme a
flood of light. Tale as death, but still ealm,
Dora stepped out from her hiding-place, and
standing with the crimson window-curtsins
‘behind -her, she said, pointing to Mrs Luanp,
who c¢rouched und cowered ina corner of the
room, # She has gone mad !—take care!---she
wanted to murder me |” R ]

There was a pause of wonder, of fear, and
doubt; then the men approuched the-mad
woman. The struggle was -violent, but brief
and silent.: Neither Mrs. Lnan nor ‘the men.
who tried to master her uttered one word. In
afew moments they had succeeded, and Mrs.
Luan, firmly bound, sat silent and sullen in
Dora’s chair. Dora stood -and looked at her,
and as she looked, she could hearJohn laugh-
ing up-stairs. That fierco, wild creature, as
‘dangerous as a wild beast, and as fell in ifs
Jnstincts, was the.mother who had borne John

_Luan, reared him, and loved Lim witk such’
_passionete’ tenderness, that it had helpéd to’
make her what Dord'saw, * A she'stood thils
gazing at her moody. ‘dunt, with ‘the' dis-
‘Hevelled haii, falling dround ler sullen face,
Mve. Témplemove heard a voice nearher, say-
ing; «Please; ma'am, here is a letter ‘Mi.
Templé;%:'gm left for ‘'you, " Jacqued was'to
give it but forgot it.” L s

. Qora. gtarted, and weking from her drenm,
‘she sdw. Fanny:'' .'With a trembling hind she
*tdok “her ‘husband's letter ‘and broke the seal.
A bundle of silk notes-fell-out; and- fluttéred
on the floor; but Dorn did not heed them.

|:whateyer sortow

_{ anemones .50 fair.

safdty, and he had16ft hériat the Hefcy of.
: or evil chance mjght come
‘in his'absence. Was, this-what "he had pro-
mised _on.theirWeddiog-dny? Fanny had
pi¢ked up the notes, and she handed them to
her mistress, but even a8 she ‘put them back
in the envelope Dora felt that herresolve was
taken. «I will die before I eat his Lread or
live on his money,” she thought.

Mrs. Luan now spoke for the first time.

it I have made a lady of you,” she said-—+T
have made a Iady of you, Dora.”

¢ You have,” answered ber niece,, looking
at the madwoman with a passion of grief she
could not control— you have, and I know
the cost.”

Lven as she said it, John laughed ngain in
his room. He, too, had paid the price of
Dora's c¢levation to the rank of Mr. Temple-
more's wife.

#Qh! Dora, Dora,” pitifully exclaimed Mrs.
Courtenay, “ what does it all mean

Dora looked at her and smiled—ol! how
sadly l-—how drearily |

CHAPTER XLIV.

WE may decree a thing in the tirst bitter-
ness of our resentment, and Providence may
50 far favor us that we shall not be able to
fulfil our angry desire; but it was not so with
Mr. Templemore's wife. The day after he
had left Les Roclies, Dora received a letter
from Mr. Ryan enclosing a check for fifty
pounds. The shares of the Redmore Mines
had turned from so much waste paper to gold,
and Mr. Byan, in the exuberance of his joy,
wrote to Miss Courtenay, advancing a sam
which he considered that she might necd.
That she had left Les Roches, and gone back
to Madame Bertrand's he knerw, but happiness
is scltish, and Dora had forgotten to tell Lim
of her marriage.

#1'cople should send cards,” very sensilly
remarked Mrs. Courtenay.,

Ske said this by John's sick-bed, where a
nurse had now tiken Mrs. Luan's place. The
young man's case had been pronounced des-
perate, and for his sake Dorn had resolved to
wait till all was over. DBut neither was that
to Le. The peril which had cost her so dear
passed away. John’s life hung on a thread
for a few days, then youth and strength pre-
vailed, and he cameback to life, and, alas!
too, to grief. He hore his sorrow manfully,
but the place where he had suffered so ter-
ribly was hateful to him.  He would not wait
till his recovery was final to leave Les Roches,
and Dora did not detain him. The sooner all
was over the better it would be.

Mrs, Courtenny had been very unwell since
the terrihle evening on which her sister-in-
law’s insanity had broken out, and Dora went
no further than the gate of I.es Roches with
lier cousin.  There they parted. He was go-
ing to resume a life of labor shorn of every
hope which had once made it dear, arnd he
looked at her in snd silence,

Mrs. Courtenay’s querulous complaints
that Mr. Templemore did not write, had told
John a sad story, which Dora’s pale face now
completed. He knew nothing of the circum-
stances which had attended her marringe,
nothing of the causes which lad estranged
her husbaad, nor of his own connection with
her grief; Lut that grief he saw, and when
she stood so wan and languid before him, he
looked at hier with sullen and jenlous sorrow.
Who was that cold husband, that Dorn showld
love himthus? What right had that stranger,
that man svhom she had detested years, the
successful rival who had laid Paul Courtenay
in his grave, thus to go robbing other men,
snatching the swect prizes of life from thenm—
then castimg them away so ruthlessly ?  Ior
& moment John Luan was his mother's son;
if o thought, & wish of his could have anzi-
hiluted Mr. Templemore, Dora’s husband
would harve censed to exist. What! had he
lost her for this 7 Was the girl whom he had
loved years, about whom he had dreanmed o
fondly, whose loss had brought him to death's
door, was she to Le treated lik a cast-off mis-
tress Dy the man who had deprived him of all
Joy? #If1couldkill him Iwould!” thought
Jolin Lunn, setting his teeth.  Yes, he wounld
gladly have mnrdered Mr. Templemo.s just
then, and, of course, lave married his
widow.

It is wédll that & man's feclings are not al-
ways spoken ; it is well, too, that the thoyglts
and wishes which enter his heart when he has
left the deor open to the tempting devil avho
comes to all in such cvil hours—it is well, we
say, that these abide not, unless with the
dangerous and the bad.: John Luan was
neither. But neither was he very good, dor
good-natureis not goodness. Me could be
sullen and revengeful when he thought Liim-
self wronged, and from that hour he hated Mr.
Templemore, whom he had not loved before.

Something of this Dora .saw, for she
thought : «¥Yes, Joln, the living husband ihas.
avenged the dend brotheron the fnithless sis-
ter;” but all she said, as she looked dewn!
the road wag— o

«1 envy yon—I envy you, John Luan, |
Your cares are heavy, your sorrows are cruel,
and you are alone, and yet I envy you. You,
can go forth nud strive. You can go forth |
and conqucr, perhaps.”

« Conquer what?” he asked, moodily.

“ What you need, John--forgetfulness.”

With what paseionate longing she looked:
down that white road which ‘wound away to.
the bLusy citv below! If it had led to that
ancient world of the poets, that world where
Lethe flowed, her gaze could scarcely have
been less intent and yearning than it was.
It conld scarcely Lnvessken less heed than it
did of him. He saw and felt it.

4T must go,/” he said, a littlo hurriedly.
“ Good-by, Dora.” . -

<« Good-by,” she replied, listlessly., - -

She gave himher coldhand. He might go,
he might stay~—John felt it.changed nothing
in her lifo,,. He walked down the road, fol-
lowed by, the sexvant who carried the carpet-
bog, and he never Jooked back. Yet Dora
long watched him. Even when he was out of
sight she steod -there, envying him. He
might go away and strive, as she hed said,
and forget, «If I could but forget” she
thought, as she at length turned away. ~¢,0h!
if T but could?” Her heart beat—her whole
being trembled.. «Forget!”. she thought;
%0 God, forbid that I should over forget! . -
..And she:was right.. There ,is something
both passionate and sweet in the . memory. of
lost. bappiness, . Itis one of the few sorrows
to:which we cling. Proserpina never forgot,
ave are.told, the flowers which she was gather-
ing-in the plains of Bnna, when the dark
king lore Lier-away. . If he had:taken her. to
Olympus itself; and not to Hades, she- conld
not have forgotten them. Never again should
there have been such:perfumed violets' and
Goddess .though she.wna,
and immortal, she, too, had a.youth, and looked
back with vain yearning to its golden. gates
closed forever. Time could not wither; age
could not fade her beaw : oit something
there had Leen for her, soxme which there

1

, W‘t‘&:l{ei nothier, there wasalso 1 settled T3

ter mpther's].

+ her very heart. She went back to the house

could be no- more. " Butfo, -repueq_ﬂ;’gzﬁsgnot ‘
to forgive, unfortunately, and . though there,
.was_a gmile on- Dora’s lips when she mcp&

Ivefufffer;ieart.  She found Mrs. Courtes ]

naymuchdepressed. . . -
% 1 dangipt got over it she.snid plaintively,
‘in’ gneser. 0 her daughter’s questionl - “ Poot

‘MBS Laents I miss her so; Dora;. nd thexit X
M/ Templémdre stays awaj 5o long# a2

4

her Jook fixed moodily on empty space:~ T he'
walls with their pictures, the brown and grave

‘furniture of her.mother’s room, the window.| : )
R itre pieg i them with her letter, sen.led-thq'pacl{et,_.then

rang for Fanny. NP

"« Wae leave early to-morrow morming,” she
said, trying to speak calmly; Mz Temple-
more will soon return. It jsnot worth while
sending this by post—you will give it to him
when he comes back, Fanny.”

The girl held out her hand, and meckanical-
ly Dora gave her the packet ; but, after a few
molrients’ pause, she todk it back, and put it
in the drawer. ¢ You will find it there to-

morrow,” shesnid. - : :

« Very well, ma'am,” replied Fanny. She
looked as unconscious as she well could look,
but she had felt the soft, limp notes through
the envelope, and she knew the meaning of
Dora’s journey.

#He may follow me if he chooses,” thought
Dora; “but never unless he seeks for me shall
I euter the house where he left me after we
bhad been married a fortnight. The sin, if
sin there be, lics with him, and not with me.?

CHAPTER XLYV.

‘I'ne long sleepless night was over. A dull
gray light told of coming dawn when Dora
rose and dressed. It was too early, and she
knew it, but she was wearied of Ler own rest-
lessness, and it secmed as if motion alone
would calm the fever within her. Besides,
she wanted to go to Rouen before leaving
Les Roches with her mother.

The porter at the lodgze was taking what he
called Iiis morning nap when the voice of his
young mistress unexpectedly roused him by
requesting the iron gate to be opened. The
porter's conclusion was that he was dreaming,
and that this was not his morning nap bLut
his midnight sleep, and he made no attempt
to stir; but Dora’s voice rose higher, and by
knocking at his door she convinced the por-
ter that he was not aslecp and dreaming but
that Mr. Templemore's wife wanted to leave
Les Roclies. So he rose wondering, and let
her out, and looked after her as she glided
down the gray rond where the light of morn-
ing was gradually stealing, wakening the tall
trees from their long, calm sleep, and giving
u token to the closed duisies in the dewy grass
that the sun was coming fast.

Swiftly, and with a sort of longing, Dora
went on till she reached her old home and
Madame Bertrand’s house.  Madame Bertrand
was in the act of opening her shutters, and
she still wore the cotton handkerchief avound
lier head, preliminary to the donning of the
close white cap Ly which it was to be suc-
ceeded.  She smiled brightly and nodded
cheerfully on seeing Dora.

“ Good-morning mademoisclle—madame, I
menn,” she added,. correcting herself, « for I
have been told you are madame now, the wife
of Doctor Richard!”

Dora stood like one transfixed. The wife
of Doctor Rickard! How much happiness had
once seemed comprised in these words; nnd
now-what was their meaning ?

4 Will you not come in?” asked Madame
Bertrand, sstill bright and cheerful; and as
Dora nodded consent, she came and opened
the door to her with & look that had a world
of knowing and shrewd congratulation in it.
Dora soon recovered herself, and tried to look
like n happy bride.

“I have come to bid you good-by, Madame
Bertrand,” she spid; “we are leaving Les
Roches, and as I do net know when we shall
return, I would not ;go without sceing you
once more.”

Madame Bertrand was very grateful, and
made o few enquiries which showed that she
concluded Mr. Templemore to be bent on the
same journey with hiis wife. Dora did notun-
deceive her, there was no need to do so, but,
after a brief pause, she said :

« 1 see your rooms .are not let. Will you let
me see them again? T always intended draw-
ing the wiew from my room window, but I
never did ; I faney thatif I look at it now I
can make a sketeh of itY

Madame Bertrand felt delighted and flat-
tered at the request. She always had said the
view from mademoisclle’s room was a pretty
view, but & Parisiun family who had lookedat
the apartment yesterday had declared it was
¢riste, and enough to give one the spleen, and
had gone to live ncar the Rue de I'Impera-
trice, which wns 8o glaring that it was enough
to dazzle one’s cyes -out, in Madame Ber-
trand’s opinion.

Thus she chattered :as she went up-stairs
with Dorn, but luckily she did not stay. The
Laker and the milkman summoned her below.
Her sabots chattered.dowu the staircase, and
Dora was alone in her old room. Madame
Bertrand had opened the window ; the sun
was up now, the outlines ef the gray old
church were cut on a blue sky, and though its
body was still in shadow, the flowers that
grew in the buttresses stirred gently in the
little wind that came from the river, and had
an air of young, bLright morning life nbout
them. Howgay they looked on that carved
stony lackground, from which centuries had
token away i{s first hardness, giving instead
n tender though mmassive grace! How pure
and transpavent was the green of the vine-
leaves through shich the fresh morning
brecze was playing, as if to toy thus with
Nature's beautiful things were tha end of its
being, and how everything she saw seemed to
Dora to be telling her aguin the sfory of her
lost happiness! Ehe stood and Jooked with o
Leating- heart. Her hand wes idle, no pencil
traced that view en paper, and yet she was
drawing it all the time—drawing itin out
lines which man’s kand could never effige, in
oslors whieh time eould not fade, ona poor,
fradil mortal tablet, indeed, but one wlich
would last as long #s her own being, ‘

.+ “ Doctor Richard’s wife,” she thought, ture-
Ing awny ns she rememdiered how she bad sat
waiting, watching and dreaming too, by that
window. «Yes, thus it might have been
well; Lut I am like you, Griselidis, I too have
been talien from low estate, and I too must
pay the cost, tor the full price is not told yet;
but -oh! how bitter these first instaiments
have been!” She lowered her weil and went
down-stairs hastily.

" 4% Good-by, Mndame Bertrand,” she said—
tgood-by. God bless you.”

‘and ‘the landscape it finmed, had vanishedff
‘from her view. She saw n sea-beaten shore,
a rocky const, a low village straggling along
the beach, and there she made a refugeand a
home, far away from 3Mr. Templemore's house
and his money. . . -

« Mamma,” she said suddenly, looking upat
her mother, #yon want a change, and you
must take one.”

+0f course I want a change” said Mrs
Courtenay, a little peevishly ; #and if, instead
of running away, Mr. Templemore had stayed
here, Lie could have taken us somewhere.”

Never was unconsciousness o! the offence of
her presence more complete than Mrs. Cour-
tenay’s.

#Mr, Templemore is cenjoying himself in
London, I dare say,” replied Dora; % aud Lon-
don would not do for us, mamma. You want
rest and quietness, after the shock you have
had. Why should we not go to Ivcland 7"

#“ My dear!” cried Mrs. Courtenay, much
startled. « what would your husband say to
that ?” :

«Why should he say anything?” com-
posedly replied Dornj; %1 have no reason to
believe that lie misses me justnow  He will
come and look for me when he wants me,
mamma.”

She spoke so ealmly, with so little appear-
ance of resentment, that ier mother was de-
ceived.  She Jdid not, indeed, yield an 1mme-
diate assent to Dora’s proposal ; she hesitated
and demurred, but Dora's quiet arguments
conquered her resistance in the end. Littie
by little she gave way, and finally she saw
nothing that was not right or feasible about
this expedition to the Irish coast.

“ A child could cheat her,” thought Dora,
looking at her guileless little mother with
tears in her eyes: “and it is this innoceat
being-—my mother, too, for whom thereis no
room in Les Roches! Itis she whom Mr.
Templemore could believe anaccomplice ina
base plan to rob him of his liberty. If his
heart had not already Leen turned from me,
would my poor mad aunt’s story have pre-
vailed against us "

It Is dangerous to sting a woman's pride,
and most dangerous of all when che loves.
Indifference is a wonderful peaceninker, and
there are few wounds it will not heal.  Dora
longed, though perhaps she did not know it,
to pay Mr. Templemore back in coin, and to
show thim that she, too, could live without
him. And yet she prepared but slowly for
their departure, and lingered over the task;
perhaps she had a secret hidden Lope that her
husbrnd would return suddenly, and prevent
her flight, but he did not.  Slow though Dora
was, everything was soon ready, and she said
gayly to her mother one evening:

#Wo go by the first train, and I am so glad;
the change will do us a world ofgood.”

«I hope so," answered Mrs. Comxtenay,
rather languidly.

«] am sure of it,” said Dora, still cheerful;
and she went out for a Ionely walk, bat look-
ing “as bright as sunshine,” thought Mrs.
Courtenay. The ¢vening was fair and still.
A dewy freshuess was falling on the garden
Never, it scemed to Dora, had jts flowers sent
fortha fragrance so penctrating.  She bentto
gather some, then turned away,deaving them
on their stems. « Stay here,” she thought—
sstay and blow and wither here. If I leave
this place, what have I to do with you ?”

She entered the shady grounds. Elow eool,
how fresh, how mysterious they looked—Dbut
how sad, too, was their loneliness! In these
alleys Eva’s loud, joyous laugh had rung. On
that old bench Mr. Templemore and Florence
had sat and talked of love. Dorastood before
it, looking at it as moodily as if it were an
altar on which her youth had beea laid and
sacrificed by some pitiless Calchas.

“«Why did I ever come between them 27 sho
thought; « why did he ever seek me? 'The
sordid cares of life would have saved me from
love. I dare say T would have married John
Luan in the end—out of very weariniess, as 50
many girlsdo marry. And I would have read
novels, and wondered at that happy love-
match one reads of so much and sees so sel-
dom, and my life would have been as a quiet
dream. And now itis all of woe and Ditter-
ness. lam as a usurper who cannotebdicate.
I cannot set him free—and he cannat love me.
For a few days he was bewitched ; semething
was on him which looked like love,but was
not it; and now that something has left me,
and his heart has gone bLack to her. And I
must either see it and suffer agonies, .or leave
him, as I do—and suffer still. Never again
can I be happy—never, and I am not twenty-
five! Paul—Paul—my brother, why do I for-
getyoul”

She sank on her knecs on the damp eartls,
and laid her fevered cheek on the ktone bench.
She could not weep, but she let the flood of
bitter thought rise and overwhelm her; and
when remembrance returned, and she left the
past and its dead for the present and the
living, she was shivering, and the chilliness of
the spot and thehour seemed to have reached

and entered it, but she did not go to her
mother’s apartment. She took a light and
went over évery room that hiad oncebeen dear
and familiar to her. « After all, I could stay,”
she thought. ¢ und he would come back, I:
could stay, but I will not; and when he re-
turns, he shall find that solitudo he went so:
gar to seck, Nomore need he Ieave his home
to shun me.”

Dorn was standing in the school-room as
ske came to this Litter conclusion. Eva's
globes, her books, her piano were there, and
Dotw's éwn .chair by the window. = Some
pleasant and some severe Visions hnunted this
apartment,  She had been very happy here,
bat iiere too ske had suffered keenly. = Well,
both that joy amd that sorrow were over now.
She liad .entered a dull, eold world, where
neither nbided, where all was shade and en-
diwrauce. I will write to iim here,” thought
Dora, 5he sat down, and taking up the pen
which had so often corrected Eva's exercises.
and Iny there unused, she wrote to Eva’s
father.  She did not complain, she did not
reproach, but she refused to nccept the fate hd
Inid upon her. It was a proud, cold letter,
but.it was also, though Dora did not think so,

band whase hotise she was leavinig. It lay be-
foré ‘her, and leaning Vack'in her chair, slic
looked at it, thinking ;- "« This is my'first let-
ter to him., Iwonder what léve:letters arc
like,  and how "they feel  who write or read
them ?” Shé wondered too how hé' ‘would
feel when this letter was placed in his hands.
Would he seck nnd follow her, fond and re-
pentant? © Would lie come and claim ' his
wife, angry ‘and nuthoritativé, or would ‘he
simply ‘leave her.in scornful silence? «I
could burn it and stay,” she thought; ¥ no-
thing compels me to go—nothing. It is.
time yet, and to-morrow it will be too late.”

ey PR fory —L . .
PN “did“pot answer at once.. ~She. sat with AT
>Dora. di SPRCE: ~*-She Tose as this stinring thought came to

theletter of a Woman who still loved the hus- |

.hergossips. % She was' so affected at

C L S T e
Buat what avails time when we will not'take
that inestimable boon? - Nine:times cut of
‘terf ‘that"Fate; of whom we speak with mys-
:térfous dread, lies in our hand, and is the ser-
vant of our own will.
"Dora ;'{,“ duys.and weeks have passed,and he |

«He left me,” thought

has.ngt written, not .made n sign—Iidornot
know whéta e is—I do mot even know; the

-gbode of his child, His last act was to;’sig-
nify-my:;,motbér’s exile, und to’ give ‘mo’| N9

her, she went up to her room, she took out’
the, bank-notes from her desk ;- she enclosed.

she uttered an exclamation, She wanted to
see it; also to send her respectful compliments
to Madame Courtenny, but Dora was gone.
Swiftly though she went away, however,
Madame Bertrand had scen tears glistening
on het checks through her veil. R

. “The dearyoung crenture!” she said, when

mentioning the fact of Dora’s visit to one of
» LR parting
from ‘me, that shé wept. But all my lodgers
doted on me, excepting Monsieur Theodore.”
Another errand, besides the wish of seeing
Madame Bertrand, once more had brought
Dora to Rouen; but thi was soon fulfilled,

added, with sudden liveliness : « Djg ¥0U bring

1 Mis. had_ only finis
and Mrs. Courtenay had only it %Y the cards?”

nished (dress:
ing when her daughter,entered herrgom. * ¥ N

&My dear, where "have you’been!” #aid |- "/u,If I did not wecan buy some mammg»
Mrs. g&ﬁi’téx;hy. -4 Fanny. told me you' ‘~\§§T’e . «Buy-l—why buy ? Why not use ous oy

=275 But she-could not’ follow out this tryiy i
ureplied Dora;|-thought. Tt proved too much for her, ang sr.
j shook her head rather drearily. «g: i, ¢
use,” she snid.i'¢ T ami getting stupia  °°
;. In the afternoon Doctor-Gentil cam ., Again
‘Hpy fotind Mrs Courtenay neither bette, nor
wotse, aid still'he said, “It Was & crious cg
‘but not“hopeless.” Two Wearisome, nn-‘l.ll)l:-:
days passed thus. On the third, Mre. Coyp.
.2ay was slightly better, but also very vestless

ot

and toward évening she insisted thy her
Dora resisted. then
P

out—1I got quite uneasy.” .
u I went'to order a carringe,irdfilied
calmily ;:then, seeing: her niother's dmazed
lopk, she:added i «you know how particular
Mr.’Templemore is about his hotses.¥, I can~
not say what the coachman would doyjonce bé’
hdd put us"down at:the station.” - %

Mrs. Courtenry- supposed her daughter was
right; but it was-plain that,as”the hour for
‘leaving Les Roches drew nigh, she felt bewil-
dered and perplexed. Dora lodked -very.
cheerful, though she also looked very white.
She was lively and talkative, but sk ate no
breakfast; yet Mrs. Courtenay was hilled to
sleep, and she innocently said, as she looked
out at the garden from the breakfast-table :

« I like going, becauselI like a change; but
do you know, Dora, I shall also like coming
back to Les Roches? It looksso bright and
gay this morning." :

A strange expression passed across Dora's
pale face, but she sat with her back to the
light, and Mrs. Courtenay’s sight was not very
good, so the meaning, which & person of
keener mental and physical vision than she
was might have read theve, escaped her.
Jacques came, with the intimation that the
carriage had arrived, breaiifast was over, and
it was time to go. Dora went up to her room
to put on Lier bonnet, also to give the letter,
which had lain in the drawer all night, into
Fanny's hand, The girl noticed how cold
and pale her mistress looked, also how her | do notalways know how to receive thas Severe
little, nervous hand shook ; but well-bred ser- | chastener, grief; and there was too muc; 1.
vants have eyes, and see not, and nothing in | sentment, not against Providence, but azajng
her pretty stolid face betrayed that she had | one of its human instruments, in the o 0
guessed Mr. Templemore's secret. Mr. Teraplemore's wife. She could not 10Tivy

This was the end of the long bitter strug- | her husband. He had left her for i fusy gy
gle. It expired withthelast pang. Whatre- | only, but these had Leen calamitous us vy,
mained to be gone through wasmere meckan- | and by giving her no clew to his whey,.
ical endurance. Dora went down to her | abouts, he had signified very plaiuly that,
mother; they entered the carriage, it wheeled | wanted to forget as well as to leave-Lis wij,
round the gravel path, passed through the [ % Be it so,” she thought, «it is hix act) py
gates, then went down the road at a rapid | mine—the seprration, the forgetfulne-s, sy
pace. The trees, the hedges, the villas on | Leasdeep as ever he can have wished thon 1y
either side rushed past them. Children in | be.”
gardens, servants at bedroom windows, were | She was walking with her eyes bent as 4,
seen, then vanished. The cool streets of | thought thus. She looked up as ihe pat)
Rouen were entered.  Sunshine stole down | widened. Thevilluge was far behind Ler, ang
the roofs of houses, lit up dark alleys, and | before her stood the Iittle gray clitrh, wig,
poured in full broad radiance on church fronts, | its churchyard around it. - I have been by,
rich with carving. onee before,” thought Dora, with a panz -y

“That is Saint Quen,” said Mrs. Courtenay, | shall I soon come here again?' Y.or g,
looking out of the carriage window. But| could not resist the bitter temptation of vy,
Dora leaned back and closed her eyes. She| veying the spot that might soon i jy
would not see the entrance to the Gallery. | mother's last home. A few graves wor sy,
She had gone through sufficient bitterness | tered within the narrow space which o lyy
that morning, and needed no more. wall enclesed around the ancient  eodifice,

The rest was nothing. It was merely wet- | Through the open deor Dorn coulil sew the
ting into o railway carriage, and being con- | altar, and above it a richly-painted gliss win.
veyed through a green landscape, which | dow. Purple hues, with bright
Dera’s eyes saw not, whilst Mrs. Courtenay | ruly and emerald, tell on the white altar-.
made pretty childish remarks, or uttered little | and on the cold stone floor.  But wcta s
screams of wonder, which her daughter did | was visible. No old woman had gone in )
not hear. Both  speech and exclamations | say Ler prayers; no lingering urelin lad
ceased rather suddenly, and Dora did not | strayed in to loiter away time.  Equally siluy
miss them. Bhe was again going through | and lonely was the little churchyard, T
that meeting in the parlor at Kensington, | trees rose everywhere around it. neiking g
when reading sudden and unexpected love in | lackground of green gloom, and shut:ing my
Mr., Templemore’s eyes, she had placed her | from the dead the friendly aspect of humm
hand in his. Had she been all deceived. | dwellings. DBut to Dora in that dark Lour, it
then? Surely he had cheated himself before | seemed well that it should be so. Suel g
he had thus convinced her, and led to their | mound of red earth as that of a v wenmds
mutual loss and betrayal. But even if it had | grave, which her eye fell upon, mizht <o
been so—even if he had loved Ler fora few [ hold, if not ull that had been dear. all at Jeast
hours—what mattered it now?  Was not | that now faithfully loved her. «Ouein Glas
every secend of time separating them, and | nevin and one here,” she thought.  Giu! il
lad she not herself done it, and did she re- | could but go down there with you. my poor
pentit? darling—if, when he comes back, he conld i

Dorn roused herself, and compressed her | learn that mother and child are Iyize in the
lips, and keptin the quick, troubled breath | same cold bed, he would Le free at lisi—ire
that would come with that vain ycarning tow- | and happy, who can doubt it ?”
ard o broken past. The tame commonplace | She could not weep, she could not jmay—
patlor, the trees, the gray twilight, all faded | theve ave thoughts too bitter for tears, focting
away, and the bright green Inndscape, and the { too earthly to soar on the strong wing o
railway carringe, and her mother'’s presence | prayer. Sle could only stand there lockingat
came back. Suddenly she uttercd a sort of | that grave, and brooding over a blauk futus.
cry.

For a Llank it must be. <« Never. if 1 leave
“Mamma! mamma !’ she enid, seizing Mrs. | her here,” thought Dora, # never shall L find
Courtenay’s hand. * what is it!—what ails

"daughter should- go out.
yielded to please her.

#You want fresh air, you know," S‘m
mother, “and that geod old foul, the lund)yqy
will,stny with me, You know I likeolg ],c‘c,i
ple”

Dora went, but her heart still felt Lieavy any
sad as she walked up a green, windinz'

out of danger, and she feared the wors, 1t
seemed as if some terrible doom Weithug
upon her,and as if every step she took iy |,
only helped to work out its fulfilment. 1y,
strong wind of calamity, division, and inapeny.
ing death was sweeping everything and vy
one from her side. A little more, ang
would stand alone, with the great deso
lifearound her.

It might have been better for Dorw's nytyy,
if her lot had not becen so hard a one just thy,

We are not always the wiser for sorrow. fuyya
TWe

shy
of

me. I will vanish from his life, ax ~he will

you!” have vanished from this earth. T will begmy
“I—1I am not very well,” faintly said Mrs, | bread, I will toil like a hireling beivre I g0
Courtenay. back to his houseand live on his moitey.”

Suddenly a keen, remorseful thous!:: smote
on this resentful mood. What was L doing
here, brooding over irreparable wronz=. when
her mother might be dying ?  Eagerly. swiftly
she retreced her steps.  She hurried down the
path, through the village, and she was breath-
less when she reached her mother's room.
seeing her, the landlady rose, and, looking
mysterious, madea sign.  Dora followed ha
out. With many needless words the pod
woman informed Dora that an Lnglish lady
young and richly-dressed, had come to thein
in consequence ofan accident on the line, but
that on learning Mrs. Courtenay's presence
and illness, she had looked alarmed and left
hastily.

#She thought it was some contagivus dis-
ease,” said Dora.

*No, no, mademoiselle. I am sure she
knew you,” shrewdly answered the landlady;
# I saw it in her face.”

“Younre mistaken,’ sadly said Dora: #no
one knows me.” And she went back te her
mother.

“I am glad yon came back,” said Mrs
Courtenay ; “I want to sleep, and I did nol
like to do o while you were away. Of course
the poor old thing is honest ; but haviug &l
that money—"

“What money, mamma ?”

#All these notes Myr. Templemore set
you.”

Dora said nothing.
enlightening and troubling her?

The change in lier countenance was so
striking and ominous, that a cold terror struck
on Dora's heart. This was no trifling ail-
ment, no passing weakness or fainting-fit,

“Mamma,” she cried, her voice rising with
sudden arguish, * mamma, do tell me what
ails you ¥”

#I—Idon't know," stammered Mrs. Cour-
tenay. &1 felt very strange all night—but I
thought it would go.”

She leamed her forchead on her hand and
scemed umable to say more. They were alone
in the carringe.

# We shall alight at the next station,” said
Dora.

Mrs. Courtenay did not answer, Her coun-
tenance was vacant, and the hand which Dora
held was oold and clammy. How drearily
slow felt the motion of the train, yet it scon
slackened its speed and stopped at a branch
statfon. The line here passed through agreen
park, at the end of which Dora could sec the
closed windows of an old chateau; no other
dwelling was visible, yet Dora remembered
the place at once. She alighted, puta few
questions, and learned that they were, as she
thought, within a quarter of a mile of that
villnge inm where they had once dined with
Mr. Templemore. Mrs. Courtenay was
helped down, and a messenger was dispatched
to the « White Horse ” fora vehicle ; it came
aftera brief delny. Mrs. Courtenay was lifced
up into it, and they drove slowly through o
green, happy landscape, that made Dora's
henrt ache. Yet her mother was no worse
when they reached the « White Horse.” She
even said she felt better.

“ The doctor is waiting,” said the Inndlady,
coming out to receive them, )

Nothing was changed about the old place,

sleepy.”

Comt-cnay‘s. head sank back upon it with 8
luxurious siglh, and, saying languidly, ¢ Oh!

Madame Bertrand looked for the drawing ;-

‘quite stupid.” ;

and this homely woman’s fuce was not altered.
Time had told her no sad story, her bright
blue eyes and ruddy cheeks spoke of unbroken
content and stendfast cheerfunlness. That
gulf which existed between Mr. Templemore’s
wife and her lost happiness had all been
smooth level ground to her. Small cares and
daily tasks had filled those days which Dora
had found so dreary and so eventful. But she
had no time to linger over these thonghts ;
her mother was conveyed to the best room of
the house—she remembered it too—and there
they f.ound Doctor Gentil, a brown old man R
real village doctor, rather rough of aspect, b’ut
kindly in manrer. He put a few questions to
Mrg, Courtenay, wrote & prescription, and left,
saying he would call in the afternoon. Dora
feflowed him out.

“1s it o serions case?” she

what a sweet sleep I am going to have!" she

slumber.
Dora looked ather in a sort of dream.

to her an Eastern saying which Doctor Rich-
ard hed once told her—« Itis better to i
than to stand; it is better to lie than tositi
and better to be dead than lying.”

4 My poor little nother!” thouglht Do
locking at her with dim eyes and quives®
lips. #She is so innocent, so guilelesy,
childish, that if she were to pass away this
from life like & sleeping baby, I could feel 10
uneasiness, no fénr—no more than if she woe
a child indeed. - And for her it would be well
but'oh! for me—for me!”

She could not béar the thought. She 1o
and went to the window and stood there. The

asked, in a low

tone.
‘ . . - summer beauty of the day was gone. Salled
:}\:elylserzglls," he replied, gravely, «but |'clouds were gathering in )the skf’. A soull-
not hopeless. : westerly wind bent the summits of a fow tal

“Not hopeless!" The words seemed to stun
Dora; but she rallied at once, and returned to
ber mother with n smiiing face. - T
- f-'\Ve shall have to stay here a few days,” she
said.

.. #1 suppose so" vacantly replied Mrs. Conr-
‘tenay. “Yet1 feel better—only s0 strange,

trecs that roso above the villnge. Dora kne®
‘them by the church spire which ross amongh
them-—these Wwere the - troes. that overlookel
the churchynrd: - The inn was very quict; the
village, indeed, looked lonely and almost d&
serted. . There.-was a great fair in the neigl
borhood, and the men and women had g0
-to it. A few peopla and young childre
alone had remained behind, One house facité
the inn atttacted her attention by -a group #

the door.' An 'old man and two childre?
‘stood  looking up the road. Presently, 180
elder of the boys ran toward a manand.d:

. Dora looked at her silently. She had never
before seen Mrs. Courtenay with tht pinched
fuce and those sunken eyes. - .

#1 glqngt believe I could not make out a
paticnce,” resitmied Mrs! Couttériay & then-glid

closed her eyes and fell into a deep, cal®? §

that led to the church. Her mother w; not

Where was the use of

#And so I am glad yon came back’r- §
sumed Mrs. Courtenay, «for. I am very §

Dora smoothed her mother's i)illow. s |

Forth from the recesses of memory there-came
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