-said Mus. Luan,
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Was asa tender 11y car y
Mo every good example barmis .3
Ingrace and love by virtaereared.—
T saw the man nn abject glavew
Bondsman to s{n oo manhoad’s tide;
His life had nothing good or brave, .
And when it cens n‘ﬂqpre_{ died.
Tk Tt e
1.
w a child whose youth ne’er knew
%n?g volce of Love—the tenderkand ;
His sorrows many—pleasures few—
Hispassionsby c¢xamplefanned.
1 saw him, from the filth and mir(':
Go forth, a man of truth and grace;
And when the Master called him bigher
Celestial Joy shone on his face.

And while I thought, perplexed and sad,

D’er this two-fold life an hlswrg',

O bad from good—of good from bad,

JAnd all 3ts hidden mystery. .

Methought I heard a'volee divine :—

4 Mortal, 10 none of earth ‘tisgiven

To know the secrc;ts”thati‘ :ﬁgu &x}xﬁ-"
mysteries o;

Or sound the my A

B ——— i o]

For the TRUE WITNESS.

TO THE ANGEL OF DEATH.

Came with a smile, when come thon must,
Evangel of the world to be;
And touch and glorify this dust,
This shuddering dust that now is me,
And from this prison set me free.

Long in those awful eyes I quail,
That grze across the grim rmfo\md Y
Upon that sca there J8 no sall,
or any light, nor any sound
From the far shore that girds it round.

Oaly two still and steady rays,
oThnt thosg Lwhl1 ox;‘bs of doom o'certop;
nly a guies tient gaze
Which drlr'xgg my being, drop by drop,
And bids the pulse of Naturc stop.

Come with a smile, auspicious friend,
To usher in this cternal day,

Of these weak terrors make an end,
And charn the patiry chains away

That binds me to the timorous clay.

And let me know my soul akin,
To sunrise and the winds of morn,
And every grandeur that has been
Bince this all-gzlorious world was born,
 Nor longer droop {n 1ny own scorn.

. Come when the way grows dark and chill,
Come, when the poar mind i8 weak,
And in the heart the volee is sttll
‘Which used in ha;:{)ler days to spealk,
Or only whispers sadly meek.

Lomewith o smile tnat dimg the sun,

With pityIng heart and gentle hand;
And waft me from a work that’s done

To peace that walts on thy commiud,
In God's mysterions better land, .M

DORA.

By JULIA EAVENAGH,
Author o “Nathelie,' v Adele)” v Queen Mab,” &e.

CHAPTER XL.

Mgz. TruveLeMores sister-in-law wanted to
speak tohim, and Mr. Templemore, it was
Jound, afier a quarter of an hour's search, was
wwith his wifc in the room which had Leen the
governess's sitting-room.  But Miss Aoore
had good reason for not choosing to speak to
him there] and she sent a civil message full of
apologies, but implying plainly her wish for
a privateinterview. Dora, who held her hus-
band’s hand, as if she hnd feared he should
«scape her, was obliged to relinquish her hold.
She could not go with him, she could not bid
Xim stay, she conld only say :

«You will soon come back ?

“Very soon,” he replied, checrfully,

He went rather plensed at having made his
&scape, for he wised to see John Luan again,
and he did not want his wife to accompany
thim and encounter that snd sight. «Shall T
po and seebim first 2’ hethought, as he went
up the staircase, ¢ Miss Moore can weit n
few minutes.” 8o, instead of entering the
drawing-room on his right, e turned townrd
Mrs. Luan’s room on his left

But scarcely hod Mr, Templemore entered
1be sick-room, when the door which he had
tlosed opened again, and Dora appearcd, pale
and breathless.  She had guessed all, and fol-
Towed him.

<My durling, what Lrings you here?’ he
asked, with gentle reproof. It isa sad, o
wFery sad sight for you.”

A loud, appalling fit of langhter from the
sick-bed confirmed his words.

“Mrs. Lurn raised her bowed head and look-
®lat them, Dora stood near her husband.
His ann was passed around her with protect-
ing tenderness; her eyes were Taised to his
with something beyond love in their gnze—
something of the worship and despair ofa lost
®pirit looking her last of paradise, for she
tThought, * Now the time has come!”

John Luan's mother rose on perceiving
them, and Mr. Templemore saw aunt and
oiece exchange a look so strange that it
amazed him. Why did Mrs. Luan’s eyes gaze
#0 fiercely on his wife, and why did Dora turn
50 deadly pale as her own eyes met them !
He began to understand that something which
concerned him, Lut of which he was kept
ignerant, lay hidden under these silent Jooks
——some war, some contest! What could it
be? Why bad Dora followed him ?

“How is your son, Mrs. Luan ?” Le asked,
gravely.

“ How is he? she angrily eehoed. « Why
do you ask? Why do you come? What
brings you both liere? Could you not stay
away? Isit to taunt him that you come?
Look at, them, John, look at them.”

“Is -that woman mad, as Dorn says,”
ihought Mr. Templemore, « or what is it 7"

Bhe stood Ly the bed looking at her son,
and pointing with a scornful forefinger to Mr.
Templemore and bhis wife. Then turning
upon’ them ‘with sudden fury—

“ Begone!” she said; “Dbegone; or I will
xaaké you repent haviog” come near him

Mr. Templemore did not move, and Dorn
only clnng closer to him; but she looked at
her aunt with mingled dread and entreaty.

“Hal'l can make you quake, my Iady I
nodding at her pale nicce.
1 gave you a husband, and you robbed me
©of o 'son in return—but I can make you
quake I” :

“ Awnt—aunt " implored Dora.
Mrs. Luan laughed, and Joh
had been silent awhile, tossed resf
Led, and langhed with his mother.

% You. hear him I” she cried, stamping her
foot and looking angrily at Dora; « go, I say!

Luan, who
ssly in his

—go both of yon thfs'moment!" .
“Rickiard, 1t us go away I” entreated Dora y
“oh! letusgoaway?” S

But np more than before did Mr. Temple-

more stir. . He darted piercing looks from |

Mrs. Luan to his wife. There was something
—some hidden quarrel between these iwo
‘womgn-—a threat on one hand and fear on-the
other, for.he fels. Dora tremble in every limb,
What was it ?-~what could itbe? = .

- “Dore,” he gaid, in o low, kind tone, and
‘drawing her nioré G181y to him ai he spoke
thus, bending over her—¢ Dora, what is it?
Trust in me.” ‘

. The words were like dew from heaven. She
?Prew.‘ her-arms around his neck. Oh! for-

e jing him from

. tounded, now -started as if he had been stung.

.| nod, “you always scorned me—I was stupid,.

3§56 you! gonld| ngt

helpiif 3
AN Al [h - . iy
said fher cyes sparkling s Q&R A1
thes&my thyw s foEmakinfZ§on. ¥ etn pie
morgé’ wife?? she’Bdded,*Yolling her.head:
froml:1eft £6: 1ight, &5 if Gonfournd&d at Dora’s
ingtatitude.,. -wATe these my-thanks for part-
m Mrs, LOg?Qi-f-WHbm';'J’OU 80
hated?"” - R "', “
Mr.  Templemore who had "listened as-

i You part me from Mrs. Logan !” he cried,
his eyes flushlng ; «’tis false l—you dare 'r‘xog‘.'
—youcould not!” Lo
¢ Yes” yeplied Mrs. Luan, with a sullen
was 17 But Iconld make you put by one
woman and marry another, clever man though
you were, and foolish woman though you
thought me."

The insolence of this boast cxasperated Mr.
Templemore. “Itell you'tis fulse ! —false!
he said sternly ; ¢ you never did itl” .

« Did I not, though? Who made Florence

gave something to Eva that made her ill, and
who told you to goto Dora that night whilst
Florence was watching? 'Twas I Ask her,

believe me.”

Alr. Templemore looked thunderstruck.
 No, you could not be so base,” he said;
#yau could not be g0 cruel as to tamper with
my child for that object—you could not. I
had heaped you and yours with benefits—you
could not pay me back thus!” o

« Benefits!  Yes, you robled me and John
and Paul and Dora of my brother's money,
and you threw us a bone in return. And you
wanted to many that Florence Gale, wl;o
jilted Paul. No, no, Mr. Templemore, I said
you should marry my niece, and yon did—you
did!”

Dora, overwhelmed with shame and gricf,
hid her burning facein her hands. Mr. Tem-
plemore could not speak.

« You thought me stupid,” said Mrs. Luan
ngain ; “you thought me stupid, eh?” She
said no more, but sut down again by her son.

There was a brief silence. A sorrow too
keen for anger or indignation had falten on.
Mz, Templemore,

« Poor Florence! he said, with a guivering
lip ; « poor, foolish Florencc!”

His troubled eye fcll on Doraas he spoke,
Perhaps he did not see her, but fhat look, so
far away, so remote, cut her to the heart.
She withdrew from his side, end he did not
detain or call her back ; he stood as the blow
had struck him—pale, motionless, and, save
those words, silent. Dora forgot her own
grief in the sight of his. . .

& Richard,” ske_ said, coming bnc:k to him,
and her tears fowing, ¢ forgive me if I cannot
set you free!—tforgive me!” Her eyes were
mised to his, tenrs were on her cheeks, and
her look seemed to say, # Oh ! dare I be kappy
again!”

aH’e laid his hand on Ler shoulder, he looked
down at her very sorrowfully, but with return-
ing tenderness,and {hat sad look emed to
reply : « Be happy, my darling, be tappy I"

John Luan’s mother stared at them with
jealous, angry eyes. Herson, wkom the hap-
piness of these two lLnd. brousht to death’s
door, lay on his sick-bed, pale, breathless, ex-
hausted with delirium, and tiey stood there
happy and fond, Lraving he with the inso-
lence of theirlove.

#«You little hypocrite!” she cried, starting
to her fect, and shaking ber resentful hand at
Dora, “how dare yon mike medo it? How
dare you, and be jillingJohn all the time 77

#I11 cried Dora, amszed at the imputation ;
«Tnade you do it?"

Y es—deny it nov—do!”

¢ Oh! Richard, Bichard,” said Dora, with
sudden anguish ; vyou will never believe
that, will you?”

4 Believe thatyou eould abet this miserable
womnan,” he replied, with scorn; «Delieve
that, Dora!”

# And 50 I an to bear the burden of the sin,
and you are te reap the benefit!” cried Mrs.
Luan, enraged—¢ you who made me do it. I
sy it again!

“«Peace!™ said Mr. Templemore, turning
sternly upen her. « But for your son's sake,
vou should leave the house this instant. As
itis, I fortid you from this day forth ever to
address ny wife agnin!?

«Of ceurse not,” answered Mrs, Luan, with
much scorn; % Iam too wicked, and she is too
good. I promised her she should beceme
your wfe, and now that I have kept my word
I must not speak to my lady t”

AMr Templemore looked both indignant
and ‘neredulous.

4Jgra,” he said—+ Dora joining ina plot
8o shameful !—Dora abetting you in entrap-
piag Mrs, Logan!—Dora helping to work her
ovn disgrace! Itisfalsel!”

“'Tis true,” doggedly replied Mrs Luan.

Dora turned crimson with Indignation and
shame. She left her husband’s side. She
went up to her aunt, shelaid her hand on Mys.
Luan's arm, and, looking her steadily in the
face,she said firmly ;

tt Aunt, how dare you say it?—how dare
you gay it, with John Luan Iying there 7"

#And how dnre you deny it 7 cried Mis.
Luan, placing cither hand on Dora’s shoulders,
and looking at her wildly ; «did I not promise
the first day we all enteved the house—did 1
not promise you should become its migtress?
Deny if you dare!”

M. Templemore looked at Doras she was
ashy pale, and her lips quivered, but she was
mute,

#Anddid you, or did your mnother, askme
how I was to make you Mr. Templemore's
wife ?—how I was to part him and Florence
Gale? Did either of you question or try to
know, or say, ‘Do not do it? Not once—
not once.”.

Mr. Templemore ngain looked at his wife.
She could not bear that look ; her eyes sank
before his, '

“She can’t deny it! triumphantiy ex-
claimed Mrs. Lunn. « You know,” she added,
turning pitilessly on Dora, “you know you
taxed me with it the next maming. ¢ Aunt,
you said, ¢ whodid this ? You knew ’twas I,
but you said nothing to Mrs. Logan—you
liked Mr. Templemore. Deny that—aud also
that you hated Florence 7"

Dora denied nothing. The net that en-
snared her was drawing so close around her
that she felt both fettered and tongue-tied,
No, she could not ‘deny her aunt’s predictions,
ghe could not deny her love and her hatred,
now both turning againstherwith such venge-
ful power. She had Loasted of both to him,
aud both now stoodup as implacable wite
nesses to condemn Her.  She felt it, and she
Also felt lost, ruined, and andone,

. Cold -drops of perspiration stood thick .on
Mr, Templemore's brow. Once more he had
been cheated and betrayed, but this time how
frightfully! He had been robbed of the
woman he loved, and entrapped into marrying
another, and the best feelings of his nature—.
generosity, pity, honor,—had been enljsted to
wark out his wndoing. ~ A colder man, or a
lese generous one, o man of inferior nature,
90:“ never have thus succumbed nor fallen
int0¥this mean trap. He had been duped by

: ;h@:‘\a‘z%, 5@
-Afe girl’s Hngband a‘{)‘ o vdr et the henefit:

. Teq) P puhdaaing 24 et b ol . . -
w~=She-had not lni?l fha’ﬁ}{é : no—but shé had | by the'wrong people, and not delivered somes

. prodd and fairimartyr—she bad egsnsired him
“with “hér yoiith and her hidden Iove, and

jealous? 'T'was I. Mr. Templemore. Who |

ask Florence, ask Mrs. Logan, if you do not |

the contemptible woman before him, and

. becomgg; Lhe v
7 Ahd(Dora hudl stidred thie

%'Eien 43 even'a

lot -him fall ifitb~it, and néver, Uy helping
hand;.or’gven “by ;ﬁo__rg{-pg &lgn, tried to'save
him? She_hed doné'nothing deliberate, but
she Bad allowed:another to act; and. when
all was rendy-=svhen Florence and he bad be-
come her victims, when pity and lionor bad
made him turn to her,she had appeared before

him-with the pale and troubled,beauty of a

.wakened-in -his heart & passion-go violent-and
so. engrosging . that it, completed her double
trinmph over Mre. Logan. = Yes, and ag these
thoughts passed through him with the cruel
rapidity of lightning, it stung Mr. Temple-
more to feel that she had Tobbed Flor-
ence of her Jovér, even more than of her hus-
band. - He furned upon her, wrath and grief
in his looks. _

t Madam, speak!” he said impctuously and
imperiously. ¢ Do you not hear that you are
accused ?—speak, 1 say!” -

Thus adjured, Dora looked up.

« T am innocent,” she said.

«Innocent!” said her aunt; “yes, you
never questioned—you did not want to know
—yon let me do it, and now, like i coward,
want to escape the blame. Let Mr. Temple-
more ask your mother if I did not promise
that you should marry him, that's all.”

Dora eaw the angry light that passed
tbrough Mr. Templemore’s eyes as her aunt
uttered these words ; shelooked from him, her
judge, to Mrs. Luan, her accuser.

« I am innocent,” she said again.

Mrs. Luan langhed scornfully, and Mr
Templemore was mute. For a while she too
stood silent, then a coldness as that of death
secmed to full on her heart, Sheturned away
and left the rovm without a word. :

Mr., Templemore walked upto Mrs. Luan,
apd seizing her arm, he looked downin her
face, and said sternly,

« What was your motive ??

His look, his tone, alike mastered her.

«Y did not want her to marry John!” she
answered. .

He smiled bitterly. He had been sacrificed
that Joho might be safe.

_sAnd what was her motive?” he asked
again. < DINCS
«You know it,” sulkily replied Mrs. Luan;
t ghe liked you.”

Yes, some men are betrayed for their money,
but Mr. Templemore had been cheated out of
his liberty for love. For love! He bit his
lip till it bled, and he grasped Mrs. Luan's
arm so tightly that ‘she said with some anger,

#Lcet me goy you hurt me.  Why do you
put it all upon me? Mrs. Courtenay was al-
ways talking about it, and Dora was fretting
to have you. I didyon no wrong, after all—
vou liked Dora, you know you did.”

#1 liked her! yon darc to tell me that?
I liked your niece whilst I was pledged to
Mrs. Logan.”

« Never mind, you like her now,” was Mrs,
Luan's ironical reply.

«Y like hernow 77

% Yes, and let me go—1I say you hurt me.”

4 Let you go?" he replied, dropping lLer
arm with a look of the deepest contempt.
# Mrs. Liuan, I leave the house to-day—let mo
not find you here, or your son, or your sister,
when I come back.”

“And Dorn,” defiantly asked Mrs. Luan,
“are you going to turn out Dora7—you can't,
you know—sghe is your wife

Shemay rue it yet,” he said, his eyes flash-
ing with anger, # but she shall stay lere, of
course; as for you, Mrs. Lunn—do not trust
to my forbearance for your son—Ieave soon—
leave quickly.”

He left the room as he nttered the words.
As he closed the door he met Mys, Courtenay.
Without a word of preface or courteous greet-
ing, with a steroness which she had never
seen in him, he stopped her and said :

«Mrs. Courtenay, is it true that when I
brought you to this house, with your sister-in-
taw and Dora, you contemplated that I should
marry your daughter

Mrs. Courtenay knew nothing, but Mr,
g‘emplcmore's manner and looks frightened

er.

Oh! Mr. Templemore,” she implored, “do
not be angry with poor Dora, do not.”

“Oh! I am not angry—not at all. Mrs.
Courtenay, I only want to know if Mrs. Luan
did really, as she tells me, promise Dora that
she sliould become my wife 7

#She did,” eagerly replied Mrs. Courtenay,
by no means loth to throw all the blame on
her sister-in-law, “she did, ns soon as she
found out you were Mr. Templemore.”

“Ob! of course not before,” ironically re
plied Mr. Templemore : «and your daughter,
Mys. Courtenay, she raised no cbjection 2

#Ir. Templemore, she liked you.”

«Ah! to be sure; an excellent reason.
Thank you for your candor, Mrs. Courtenay,”
he added, sarcastically.

He turned away, but his mother-in-law fol-
lowed him anxiously.

“Then you are not angry with Dora?"” she
said.

“0h! not at all,” replied Mr. Templemore.
%1 am too happy to have your danghter on
any termst? : .

The words were very bitter, if Mrs. Courte-
nay had but understood them rightly, but the
mood in which they were spoken was far
more Dbitter still, Love, tenderness, passion,
everything that had once made Dora dear,
seemed to have vanished in the humiliation of
his betrayal. To be duped, to be deceived, to
be made a fool and jest of—such had been
My, Templemore’s lot.

CHAPTER XLI.

. “Mliss Moonre is very anxious to speak to
you, sir,” said Fanny, meeting her master.
_«Very well,” he replied, with bitter impa-
tience, and, retracing his steps, he went hack
to the drawing-room.

Miss Moore was notalone. A lady stood in
the middle of the room, attired ina travelling-
dress, with o shaw! on her arm, and loeking
as if she were going to step that moment into
a railway carringe. And that lady was Mra.
Logan. She laughed at My, Templemore's
amazed look, and curtsied to him with mock
politeness. ,

Oh! but'I must sce Mrs. Luan too,” she
said, nodding ironically, I amnot afraid
of her now, though I was so silly as to think
her mad, you know. I must see her with you,
Mr. Templemove.”

“Never!” he answered angrily. «Mis,
Luan leaves this house to-day, and never will
1 address her, or willingly remain five seconds
in the same room with her.”

Miss Moore clasped her hands and said piti-
fuily, “I knéw it could not end well ? whilst
Mrs. Logan exclaimed scornfully, # Poor Mrs.
Luen | ig it 50 500n over A

Mr. Templemore looked angrily at these
two women.  His blood was boiling within
him, and secing Florence freshas a tose, and
taunting him solightly with his lost liberty,

o give i
o TR e Ty cepuen i fo
DIt T word ot write—letters gét- opened
times to_the-right. person.~ I am, getting
:shrayd ahd clever, you see. W?llfl,’m‘}!tt:m"?
misd the train, you will excuseime if:I’ come
,to the point. You wanted to know;when"T
last had the pleasnre of meeting you, through-
whoge ‘agency I bad cntered the house and
surprised you with Miss Courtenay on the
night. of the storm.. You were kind -enough
to suppose that I bribed the servants. Allow]
me now to tell you that the person whd ad-
mitted~ane,-who - received, and ~guided, - and
helped. me, was ;your. wife's aunt. - To her,
Mr. Templemote, you ‘thus ¢we your present
happiness, and I am not so cruel or so unjust
as to rob that good and kind Mrs. Luan of
rour gratitude”
o Y%s, Mrs. Logan,” replied Mr. Temple-
more, with emphatic bitterness,  you fell mtg
a trap, and now that you see it, it is too late.”

# 1 can’t help it,” she said desperately. « You
might ag well tell a bird not to be caught as
tell me not to be deccived. Besides, why did
you let them deceive you, Mr. Temple-
more

His color deepened, his dark eyes flashed,
he Uit hislip to check the angry words that
might have come up, as she put the taunting
«question. Ay, he too had been snared by the
net ofthe fowler, and its meshes were woven
"thick around’ him. Adizu foa noble life,
‘adien to liberty, ay, and almost adieu to
hopor! Nevermore should his footsteps be
free, never more should he know the happy
solitude of hiz own thoughts; he was tied,
till death should part them, to that girl who,
innocent or guilty, had stepped in between
him and all his desires. What though she
had wakened in him the folly ot a moment?
Was he the man to go on loving a woman for
the soft, shy look of her eyes and the pretty
turn of her neck? She loved him, perhaps—
she had said so, at least, and he remembpered
her fond confession with a sort of fury—but
had she entrapped him becanse of that love?
Had he given her a double triumph over him
—that of first deceiving his judgment, then of
conquering his proud heart?

“Yes,” he said, « you are right, Mrs. Logan
—1I, too, have baen cheated, and where is our
remedy ?” he added, the veins in his forebead
swelling with anger, as he felt both hiswrong
and his powerlessness toavénge it. < Where
is ourremedy? We have been deceived and
betrayed. Mrs. Luan was the arbitress of our
fate, though we knew it not, and we must bow
to her decrees.”

“Yes, it was Mrs. Luan's doing, hut it was
Dora’ Courtenay’s tvo,” cried Mrs. Logan,
with her old jealous anger. «She planned it,
and she did it, Mr, Templemore.”

He turned pale as death, and moved away
from her side; and when he came back he
looked at her and Miss Moore, and said.

“Do not say it—dis not believe it, Mrs,
Logan. Sheis my wife. You made her such,
remember that, and also that lier honor and
mine areone.”;

“You want me to be silent!’ she cried.

=1 will not—I will pot, Mr. Templemore.
The world shall know, and the world shall
Judge between her and me,”
#«Doas you please. You will find my wife
guarded by something to which the world,
skeptical though it may be, everadds faith—
the respect of her husband.”

“Your wifel” repeated Mrs. Logan, turn-
ing paleat something in the tone with which
he uttered the word « wife."— Yes, I know
she is your wife, Afr. Templemore, and you
are newly married, too, and, of course, your
honeymoon not Leing over—"’

She ceased, and looked at him. The blood
had rushed up to his very brows—his very
Leart was thrilled at the remembrance of his
lost happiness. Me could not help it. A
passion, even though it De but two weeks old,
cannot beconquered at once in aman'sheart ;
and as Florence spoke, there came back to
him, not the remembrance of the love which
had bound them—not the resentmant of the
fraud by which they had been divided, but
fervid and sudden, like the glimpse of z warm
summer landscape, the memory of those two
impnssioned weeks which he had given to an-
other woman. Ilorence stood before him,
beautiful, angry, and jealous, and he saw
Dora, pale, beseeching, and sorrow ful—Dora,
with love in her upraised eyes and her parted
lips. He saw her, do what he would; but
with mngry wonder he also asked bimself
what brought her image before him then, why
days bad been stronger than years, and why
he thought of the girl who bad ensnared him,
whilst he looked at the chosen one of his
heart?

“She is not innocent!” cried Mrs. Lognn,
breaking off from sarcasm into impetuous ac-
cusation. «Did I not say to ber, “ Tell me
how it happened—explain it, Dora, and I will
believe you,’ and did she not tum away with-
ont a word—without o word? I tell you,
Mr. Templemore, that she plotted to MAITy
you from the moment she entered vour
house.”

% She did not!” he said, sullenly.

#Then why did she marry yon ?”

iShe had her fair name to redeem, thanks
to yon.”

# Ay, she risked much, Jut she won—she
won, and I lost; but it is not all gain to her,
Mr. Templemore. The world will have some-
thing to say to her yet.”

“ Then the world will Yie !’ cried Mr. Tem-
plemore, his dark cheek crimsoning, and his
voice trembling with passion as the pure and
pale image of his young wife seemed o rise
beforehim. Iu all his misery it was some-
thing to know that—so fur, at Jeast, she was
iunocent. Ofthat knowledge nothing and no
one could rob him. Mrs. Logan looked at him,
then clasped her hands in indignant amaze-
ment. )

“ Mr. Templemore,” she said, * were you
Mrs. Lunan’s accomplice, and was all this a
plot to make me break my engegement, and
set you free 7

He gazed at her more in sorrow than in
anger. She .was.unchanged, after all. She
read the meaning of his cold, grave looks,
but she would persist in this new outrageons
fancy.

#“Iknow what you think,” she said, speak-
ing very fasi—tyou think she is the same
silly creature she ever was; but I am not so
toolish s you imagine meto be, Mr. Temple-
more, and I say thatyou always liked her—
always, Mr. Templemore—and that, if she had
been o plaia gicl-you wonld not have maried
her from honor.” .

“If Dora Courtenay had been a plain gir],
you would -never have suspected her, Mrs.
Logan.” R -

4Yes, yes, I know ; but toll me,if you can
¢1did not marry her for love'—just tell me
that, if you can, Mr. Templemore 2" o

“1 decline your right toput such  a ques-
tion,” he coldly answered ; «you broke our
engagement, Mrs. Logan,” o

tears. Mr. Templemore stood by her side,
and as he bekeld bher sorrow, helooked around:
him with mingled grief and shame-——the

he forgot her wrong, nud only remembered }

shame which & noble heart feels atits own

"h

again. The tears of Florence pained him, but

She sank down on a chair, and burst into]

-~

er day after day, fo
joy-of unwedded
and heavy/felt- Mr. Temiple-:

Twice love had cost him so dear, that'now he
feelsas if he were too poor ever to buy it backi.

o would those of Eva if they had had the
game bitter cause to 1f}low. With a sort of
er.at-his own. coldness :
fg‘{‘,ddenr this wronged woman had oncebeen,
and now he could gaze on her as if from & re-
mote shore, His love was dead, and dead,
too, felt that other love which had suddenly
flowed between them, and wrought ina few
weeks the work of time. . .

«Y must go noew,” said Mrs. Logan, rising
as she spoke, - - .

Even as she said it, the door opened, and
Dora entered the room. Miss Moore looked
scared, Florence defiant,-and Mr. Temple-
more turned crimson. Dora looked at them
quictly. Whatever she might feel, no token
of it appeared on her pale face. No wonder,
1o anger, no jealous indignation were to be
read there. L .

41 beg your pardonm, Richard,” she said,
with a proud and tranquit smile; I did not
know you were engaged.” And, bowing to
Mrs. Logan, she passed on. Slowly and
leisurely she crossed the long drawing-room
leaving it by another door than that through
which she had entered. Mr. Templemore
could not help looking after her. Shemight
be an adventuress and a schemer, but she
would never, if jealous, have betrayed that
jealousy by watching her lover; she would
never have come to that lost lover’s houseand
humbled her pride so far as to repreach him,
or to accuse ber more fortunate rival. Yes,
she still had, even in her humiliation, that
cold charm which reserve and pride give a
woman, and which allures man far more than
the fondest seduction. Florence feit stung,
for she saw that look, and half read it. Dora's
sun might be under a cloud just then; buta
wife’s day is a long one, and in how calm, how
cold a voice she had called him « Richard!”

« I beg your pardon !” exclaimed Florence,
bitterly; «I came to enlighten you, but find
you enlightened. I might have spared my-
self the trouble of coming; but you sce, being
silly and foolish as ever, I thought I had but
to speak to confound Mrs. Luan and justify
myself, even though it was teo late.”

Mr. Templemore could not help feeling a
pity both tender and deep for this beautiful
but very foolish creature as she spoke thus.
She had no judgment, no pride, no dignity, no
generosity even, but she bad been shamefully
wronged., and it stung bhim that he, who had
once so loved her, should have been madethe
instrument of that wrong. Dora would never
have acted thus. But surely her very folly
ought, like a child’s, to have made Florence
sncred to generous hearts, for how could a
creature so frivolous resist even the most
transpartent artifice, or save herself from per-
tidy? There was indignation, there was sor-
row and emotion in Mr. Templemore's voice
a5 he now &aid to her:

4 Good-by, Florence—God: blessyou! We
are cousins; we have becn friends, and we
were to have been more. Let not the base-
ness which parted us so prevail as to break
the old tie. You have no brother to protect
you, no near relative 10 befriend you, but re-
member that yon have me

Mre. Logan did not answer, but her color
deepened, and as she stoed with her hand
clasped in his, she thought, looking at the
floor, # Ah! if Dora were to die—but she is
sure to live.  Good-by, Miss Moore,” she
added aloud.

Miss Moore, who had prudenily kept her
handkerchief to her eyes, solbed a good-by,
which darkened Mr. Templemore’s face.
How he hated all this! How bitterly he felt
his last privacy! He said not a word to detain
Florence. He went down with and accom-
panied her to the gate, where a carriage was
waiting.  She entered it, he saw it drive
away, then he walked down the sunburat,
dusty road, brooding over the odious, intoler-
able wrong. He had been cheated to save
John Luan from a poor marringe—also for his
money. Such things take place in life daily ;
Mr. Templemore had often scen them, and
looked on with mingled scorn and pity for
the victim. And now the case was his,
These three women had ensnared him as only
women can ensnale man, with the subtle arts
which nature hes given their sex as the com-
pensation for weakness. Mr. Templemore
had e credulous, generois nature, loth to sus-
pect; a nature whlch made him liable to
deceit, and he knew it, and could laugh at it
once the first vexation of discovery was over.
But he had never thought the deceit would
tuke this aspect, or that the deeceiver could
wear Dora Courtenay’s face. - The anguish of
that thought overpowered his fortitude, and
conquered even wrath. His whole  flesh
quivered with the pain, and he stood still,
mastered by grief, and unable to go on.
When he looked around him, Mr. Temple-
more found that, led by habit, a more faith-
ful. guide than love; his steps had brought
him to Mrs. Logan’s daor.

Agein the house was closed and silent,
Florence was really gone this time—she was
gone, after having made Dora’s guilt deeper
and plainer. She was gone, and never, un-
less in some grent crisis, must Dora’s husband
cross that once friendly threshold, or enter
those once-loved rooms, now haunted with
the specire of the past.  With cold and gloomy
eyes he looked at that silent dwelling. If
Florence could have seen him then, she would
have known it was not her loss that had
brought that dark mesning to his face ; if she
could have read his heart she would have felt
nore jealous of his griel than she had felt of
his brief happiuess. :

Dora had said it truly—his love for her was
man's passion for youth and that beauty which
his eyes sece in a loved woman; but a noble
nature is the alchemy which transmutes the
bager metal into pure gold ; and Mr, Temple-
more’s love for his young wife could not live
on the fleetiug charms which had subdued
him. He wanted to revere, he wanted to
trust; and now that he could do neither, his
love felt expiring—but in what throes—in
what agonies! He roused himself from that
mood, both passionate and bitter—he walked
bazk toLes Roches.  He had thought enough

Jover his‘wrong. Itwas cléar, it was certain, | ¥
it was irremediable. ’

“Now I must see my wife,” he thought,

His wife! Oh! Dbitter insupport,
thought| She washiswife. It wnslz}ljerf:l?rlﬁ :
est name she had heard from him~-the most
tender he hnd found it possible to give her,
?n& lr;ow it sounded so dreary, so ominous, 'sc;
a . L
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CHAPTER XLII
WaeN Dora left John Luan's room she bried

10 think, but she conld not, She w :
ent dow
to the garden, and walking along one oi? itl;

L)

‘

lling the_peage¥ of |'rie
inge,-and.nof, taking into malgigge the |’
tronbled i'&a_ ve: )
... Florence wept- on.'a8 if her-heafttwonld
‘break, -but dull , nple::
more's heart. He did not/love her—he did. ed tiefihe
C is wi ved oman theén. rwould . Iflove: be not reverence and
mot love his wife—be loved no w et the e vy ace

,-he temembered.but-how.could he doubt her? . It wis o swveq

everything which & human being can feel in.
:the,way "of i condemnation;:
-V Dty ‘would bring ack
was over. She had no hopé to win that back,.
but sh
honor. . -

r ng ner, ere it car{
Wit the dark decp Waterg
VRS B0 returning, F
&helieved her-guilty, sle couly
ca pm her grief~—~nay; sle woulg
geept-of-none,—.2le.could w6 more detest 1h,
‘profas eithdt would bind them than she
honor

1
; . ° - B
dould she have lost his esteem ? Wis it 0‘?

sible? No, he was staggered and deeply
hurt ; and perhaps even he could love her g
more, 50 great was his scnse of his wrong—.

ot if M.

and avengitig thought, that though no longer
agored, she must’ be honored. ~Let love le
lost=—thiyre aré many such bitter wresks iy
life—but let her innocence be confessed.

« Hig - likiag, will: go' back to Florencyr
thought Dora, and tears.sushed to Ler eyes
and her heart swelled; *but. he mustdo y,
justice. There "will be great- darkness .
tween us—it may last years—but light wi|
return, as morning follows night ; and thogey
age should have. come ahd youth fied in the
meanwhile, hig love shall be welcome were jt
but for the sake of the two happy wecks he
has given me. But he must do me justico—
oh! he musti” o

She turned back toward the house, She
wanted to see him—to speak to Lim thy
moment. -She felt upon her a flow of proyy
and tender eloquence—of words that woylg
come from her heart, and must needs reac
his. She asked where he was. In the dryyy.
ing-room, said Fanny ; but she did not agqq
that Florence was with him. The blow fey)
full upon Dora when she saw these two: anq
caim though she looked, her heart was bittey
to overflowing when she left them. Y wyq
with Mrs. Logan! If she could bave avoigeg
oneenemy, she could not, it seems, eseape the
other. If heraunt had not spoken, Florence
would. She went up to her own room—i;
wag vacant. The sun shone in throug) the
open window, and the breeze fluttered the
muslin curtains ; but no fond husband sat in
the arm-chair waiting for his wife's vetum?
He was below with Mrs. Logan !

¢I must dress for dinner,” though: Dora
with a sigh. .

She shook out her long hair, and begay
combing it slowly. A gleam of sunshine fo)}
on the glowing tresses and turned them ingg
gold, and Dora remembered how one morain g,
at Deenah, her husband, coming upown her
and finding her thus, had admired that leay.
tiful hair, and lifting it vp with o caressing
band, bad said it was matchless.

“He loved me then!” thought Do,
4 Yes, he loved me then ¥

And was all that over? She could not be.
leve it. It isso hardto fall asleep aqueen,
and waken a beggar. She hoped, Lut that
hope died as the door opened and Mr. Tem-
plemore entered the room. With her two
hands she parted her long hair, put it Lack
from her face, and looking at him calmly, she
said: :

«How ill yon look, Richard!
you "

She conld put the question.

«Something does ail me” he replied,
« something which I need not tell vou. Dom®

#Yon have seen Mrs. Logan,”she said, wil-
fully misunderstanding kim, “but I am net
jealous.” .

She said it, and she looked it fo thoroughly
that Le felt strong.

t Mrs. Logan told me nothing I dil not
know,” he said, very coldly.

«And what do you know?” asked Dor,
witha proud, sad smile.

« I have no wish to enter on that sulject,”
he replied ; «I do not wish to wound, or
offend, or ¢ven seem to accuse you, Dora.”

s Accuse mel—of what, Mr. Templemore T

# Of nothing. I tell you I do not wisl it.
You are my wife—I do not forget it !”

She clasped her hands and looked at him.
Was this her fond, impassioned husiand?
Wag tbis the man who for two weeke at least
had adorek her? She was his wife, and he
did not forget it. That was the end. She
had been the toy, the pleasure of an hour, the
sultann of n day, but he was no Eastern despot,
he was a Christian gentleman; and there was
the law, too, and she was his wife, and he did
not forget it.

“God help me!” was oll she said, or could
say.

e looked at her. He had denied her guilt
to Florence; but in his heart he believed it
He believed that she had been her aunt's tacit
accomplice, and that she had betrayed him,
perhaps for ambition, perhaps for love.
Whichever it was, he felt her prey and her
victim. It was notin Mr. Templemore's na--
ture to think that, and not resent it. He
almost hated her just then, mot merely for
the fraud which she had abetted, but because
she had shaken the very foundatijon of faith
within him. Ifshe was false—who was true?
But bitter though his resentment was, he was
master of himself now, and he scorned to be-
tray it ; the magnanimity of his nature re-
volted at the thought of crushing that hum-
bled woman, and there was pity in his tone—
8 pity which stung his wife, as he said—

“Dora, this is a severe trial; let us go
through it as wisely as we can—we have o
whole lifetime before us. Letus be patient!”

“Iwould give my life to set you free,” she
replied in a low tone: #I would give my life,
Mr. Templemore, that the last threc weeks
had never been!”

No other word of deprecation or regret
passed her lips.  Mr. Templemore saw no
signs of genuine sorrow or repentance in his
wife ; nothing but pride and sin--defiant,
though conquered and revealed.

# Dora,” he said again, «this is a crucl trial ;
perhaps we could not pass through it safely
if I were to remain here. I do not wish the
wrong I have suffered to make me forget the
relation in which we stand 1o each other.
Thereiore, I shall go away for a time. When
I return we shall both have learned to Lo
silent on a subject which must never be men-
tioned between us,”” : :

He spoke very coldly, «WhenI . return ™
No gleam of jgy shone in. his eyes, but dull’
and heavy remained his look, as :the words
were uttered. He bore his burden as pa-
tiently as he could, but it was a burden, and
in his heart he hated it. Again she. clasped
her despairing hands; she raised her eyes to-
henven in wondering -appeal at his injustice:
and her musery, * - R .

“I am notjealous,” she said, * but there are
wrongs beyond endurance, and. this is one.
ou married me two weeksago, and now my’

What zils

presence’is ;irksomie” to. you, and .you go. I
am not jealous, but if you bad masrried Flor--
ence, would you treat-hergo?” . = .

“1f T had madrried her,”: he sternly replied,.

his cheek flushing with anger, « I.should not,
at least; have been ‘cheated in :

itse
c¥ndemned,.

.-Dorn felt -tried, -judged; and

d agihe. said, this. "
4 ‘{6 her, but love:

“him' back

emade a desperate.offort to save her

My Tcii:p]émi your wrong:




