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Tarth's tyrants learnt new mysteries of hate 5 .
The sa:\'osn 1ash surpassed thelr bloodlest doom
FoF, what dread despot e'er decreed a fate
Which made o nation one vast hccatomb?

1v.
The brightest, noblest, hollest, the best,
Their volees Importune were hushed In death,
hile those who lived sighed for thie patriot’s

rest, N
Or cursed the foe with the last faltering breath.
R
O God! was ever people so opprest !
So ground to dust—so hurried to the grave?

So erushed with every bloody, flery test—
Solong, long suffering, yet so firm and brave?

Yi.
Sometimes, the tyrants’ agents, forced to weep,
Staved for awhile the persecutor’s hand;

Buf, weary Erin, moaning In ber sleep,
Touehoed generous hearts in ev'ry Christian land

VIL
Alas! that head, which never knew rellef,
Pillowed upon some bosom true as steel,
That tast denr refuge of the soul in grief,
True as the North-Star to each mute appeal.

VIt
Wha holler thing has this cold world to glve
Wien tears are in the heart and sorrows rend,—
When hard to die,apd harder still tolive—
Than the kind sympathy of one faithful friend

IX.
With hands and eyes upraised—on bended knee—
Sad, suffeaing Erin prayed with nightly tears;
God heard her voice in His eternity
Andio! O'Connell, born to lead, appears !

X.

Imperial Jultug, with his legloﬁs strong,
Sweeping o’er Gaul with clattering horse and

spear

Hath he one tear e’er dried — destroyed one
wrong? )

The sword 1% only great when cowards fear.

XI.

}vmmm the sword, the tyrant snw a power,
Strong with a nation's woces, and, seeing, feared,
Standing undaunted, like some grey round

tower
In the dim dnwn of peoples deathless reared.

XIL

Nnt Achllles’ great sword In ancient time,
When Rome was not, and glorious Greece was
young, :
F'er forced from fate a viet'ry so sublime,
As wrenched from foes O'Connell's magle
tongue.
XILI.

As fall the monarchs of the forest dovw,

Before the North wind's flerce, reststless blast ;

S0 fell the Iaws to hideous monsters growh,

IWhen our great champlion’sbreath of vengeance
pass

XIY.

4_\5. when a lily bant down by the rain,
Seeing the rosy dawn, doth ralse Its head,
S0, Erin stood, a natlon once again,

The storm of centuries forever fied.

XV,
Like ?gope‘s brighit rainbow, o'er the sullen
storm
He rose the'hnrblnger of peace and light ;
He canie, n mighty heart and giant form,
Qut of the chaos of three centuries’ night.

XVL
‘His soul was full of syweet humanity,
And, like a harp touched by the passing wind,
11 answered every sigh with sympathy.,
Nor left one heart uncomiorted behind. |

XViIL

With sudden life his native land pwoke
¥rom her deep lethnrgy, so numb and eold :

"|-of prose.” Her only, conclusiot, therefore, was

the indignant one:

W Dora is about the most artful and auda-
cious girl I ever knew !’

How little we do know of each other, after
all, in this bright, clear world, where every
thing looks so open, and is so secret and mys-
terious! If Dora had come herself to call
Mr. Templemore, if she had undergone the
needless pain of seeing him scated by the
side of Florence, it was because she would not
forget, not even fora moment, the tie that
bound him.

¢ T shall remember it gain and again,” she
had said to herself in stoic self-subjection.
« 1 ghall not forget, or shun the inevitable.”

«] hope poor Eva is not going to be ill
again,” exclaimed Miss Moore, looking much
concerned.

4 Yes, she is, just to vex me,)” resignedly
said Mrs. Logan. ¢ DBut if the marriage is
put off again,” she significently added,#it
shall be for good, you know, Miss Moore.”

« Oh! but Mr., Templemore will not have
the wedding-day putoft again,” exclaimed Miss
Moore, cagerly. «I know it; he has said so
again and again.”

¢ Oh! itis n matter of perfect indifierence to
me !” said Mrs. Logan, leaning back in her
chair, and folding her hands on her lap. «It
shall be the seventh of May, or it shall not be
at all. Idon’t care, you know.”

She spoke with as much seeming inditfer-
ence as if the seventh of May had been the day
fixed for a pic-nic or a dinner-party, and not
for the most important event in her life.
Again Miss Moore attempted jo mend matters
by declaring that Mr. Templemore would cer-
tainly go distracted if the seventh of May did
not make him the happiest man.

“Yes, yes, I know,” said Mrs. Logan, a
little superciliously, for she was now bent on
seeming shrewd, and not silly; but I must
have fucts, not words, yonknow, Miss Moore.
I suppose Eva gets ill every now and then,
and Miss Courtenay comes for Mr. Temple-
more, who sits up and goes distracted, ek ?”

This specch was so unlike Mrs. Logan's
usual discourse, that Miss Moore stared at her
in silent amazement.

4 No,” she answered, at length, & Kvy has
had very good bealth since Miss Courtenay has
been with us."

Mrs. Logun smiled Incredulously, closed
her eyes, pursed up her lips, aud altogether
looked sosignificant, that Miss Moore felt not
merely amazed, but bewildered.

“Is he going to remain long away?” re-
sumed Mrg, Logan, raising ber voice, and
lIooking haughty. # Becanse Iam going, Miss
Moore.”

“No, pray don't!" cntreated Miss Moord.
% Eva will get well,"—to Eva's fll-health she
attributed Mrs. Logan's evident displeasure—
¢ and it will be all right again you know,
dear.”

She spoke as scothingly as if she were ad-
dressing a child. It was the tone most people
adopted with Mrs. Lognn, when.they were at
allintimate with her.  But Mrs. Logan, who
if she was silly, was by no means so childish
as she chose to appear, now resented Miss
Moore’s manner as a deadly affront, and turn-
ing upon her with sparkling eyes, said,in a
tone which had nothing of the cbild in it save

"With hope revlved herinanacles she broke,

And fi i " - H
q 31‘1)2;1“ !"Be free !” means simply thls: “ Be

XvIrer,
Teace tothe noble dead ; full well he sleeps
?mnng L}:e people whom he loved sob\vela H
Sach wd\-%)e I;c:me grey-haired watcher stands and
Beside that tomlh where T g
P or riath and Honor

Fr.Granas,

DORA.

By JULIA EAVENAGH,
Author of WNathalie ! Adele,” ¢ Queen Mab" §e.

CHAPTER XXVI.—~CoxTINUED.

Mrs. Logan was silent, and o disconcerted
at this accident, that she no longer opposed
Miss Moorc’s good-natured attempt to pick up
the fallen portrait.

«Oh! denr,” said Miss Moore, &the poor
lady in pink is quite spoiled; but T declare,
the lady in blue has not o seratch!”

« Ol all right, then,” cheerfully cried Mr.

its temper and naughtiness :

#You had better not, Miss Moore. I am
not qnite sosilly as some people think. My
eyes are quite open. I assure you I am wide
awake, Miss Moore” .

And she opened wide and rolled her black
cyes iu u manner which fairly confounded
Eva’saunt. Indced, she was qaite awestruck
on hearing Mrs. Logan hold so formidable a
threat us that implied by the statement thot
she was not silly, and that-she wus wide
uwake. For wheu foolish people set about
being clever and people of dull perceptions
have made ujp their minds to be particularty
clear-sighted, there is searcely any amount of
mischiet which may not be expected. This
Miss Moore, though not very bright herself,
was clear-headed enough to guess.  She felt
that danger was at hand though she was too
much taken by surprise to know from what
quarter it sprang.  She still considered Eva's
unlucky illness to be the cause of Mrs.
Logan's wrath, and would probably have
made some other exasperating reference to
the subject, if Florence had not forestalled
her by declaring that she was not going to
wait Mr. Templemore’s pleasure any longer.
The haughty words were searcely nttered
when Mr, Templemore entered the room.

Templemore ; #1 can get another pink lady
any day at asale, but my ULlue ludy altra
cosa l”

Mrs. Logan's breath was gone to hear this,
and she rolled her black eves in ntter bewil-
derment.  Mr. Templemore, unconscious of
the construction shie put on his words, looked
at the two portrnits very attentively, shook his
head over the lady in pink, and smiling com-
placently at the lady in blue, went and put
them both away in the cabinet, locking the
drawer and taking out the key—not quite so
useless a precaution as he fancied it to be.
Mrs. Luan was utterly confounded. Her
mind could not very well conceive feelings
she was incapable of entertaining. She could
not Lelieve that the only value Mr. Temple-
more renlly set on his enamels was an artistic
value, having not the faintest reference to the
yezard he felt for the persons they happened
to resemlle.  She did not understand that if
the lady in Llue had been like Mrs, Luan her-
self, her portruit would have been as precious
in his eyes as it now was, bearing this strong
likeness to Dora. All this was incomprehen-
sible to her,and was not even made apparent
by what wonuld bave proved it to another

. woman; Mr. Templemore’s unnecessary
frtankness. No, this was rather anaggravation
of his oflunce than any attenuation. Mrs.
Logan was silly, and she knew, but did not
mind it. She was accustomed to e treated
like a pretty, childish foolish thing by Mr.
Templemore, and she liked; it, for she had
sense enough fo know that, manlike, he loved
her more the worse” for~ it;"Sht was so
pretty, that she could be anything she chose,
and yet charm him and every one else besides.
But it now occurred to lier that Mr. Temple-
more might censider her so silly as to think
he could do or say onything in her presence
with impunity. “He thinks I can't see
through him, that isit was Mrs. Logan's in-
dignant conclugion. - I ain . not so stupid
though as you fancy, -Mr. Templemore.
Wait a littie—wait a little,!

Unconicious of the storm which was brood-
ing in, Mrs, Logan's heart, Mr. Templemore
turned, back to her with a smile, and had jnst
sat_down by her side, when. the door of the
drawing-room opened, and Dora appeared on
the threshold, rather pale and grave. - .

# Mr. Templemore,” she said, a little hesi-
tatingly, « will yon come—Eva is really very
feverish? - :

He started and turned pale. g

With a face full of concern he snid:

#Xyva is iil. Iam anxious abwout her. I
am going for Doctor Leroux.”

# Now!" exclnimed Mrs. Logan.

“ Yes, cven if he cannot come, I shall be
zlad 10 speak with him."

He looked so anxious that Mrs. Logan for-
got her suspicions, lier displeasure, and ¢ven
her resolve of keeping hereyes epen.  But so
many unusual emotions had brought on a ner-
vous mood, which now betrayed itself by an
hysterical burst of tears, and the declaration
{hat she, Mrs. Logan, was perfectly miser-
sble.

My dear Florence, kindly said Mr. Tem-
plemore, taking ber hand, #you are not to
blame. The poor child alone is guilty, but is
cxcusable, becauseshe is a child. We are in-
nocent, and suffer for her sin even more than
she does. Ibad hoped, indeed, that we could
spend part of the summer here, but this last
attémpt is too unfortunate. ~'We must remnin
in Deenab, and Eva, and Miss Moore, and her
governess stay in Les Roches.”

«Much the best plan « put in Miss Moore,
rather eagerly. # Eva will grow out of it, you
know."”

«T hope so,” replied Mr. Templemorc; bul
never was hope uttered in a more despondent
tone than this.

« I think I must go,” moaned Mrs. Logan,
pressing her hand to her brow; my head
aches so. And yet Xshould have liked to
wait til] you came back with that Dr. Petit.”

u Petit!”? cried Mr. Templemore with a
start—¢God forbid that man should ever
come near Eval”

« How can yon be so prejudiced 17 pettishly
said Mrs. Logan ; «you know Jie did me a
world of good. And as for the other man, I
hate him!—bhe has snch anose, and such a
long, scraggy neck. I wonder you can have
any counfidence in him.”

. Mr. Templemore looked half
balf indignant. . , S

- #1 know,” he said, « that when Petit luckily
fell il1, you got well. I know, too, that when.
youare my wife, that man, of whom I'have &
perfect horror, shall never attend you.: As to
Leroux's' neck -and nose, you mustbe mis-
taken ; they cannot be so bad as you imagine,
else how could he bave got his diploma, you
know?' " oo oo e

. Mrs. Logan .was very much affronted at
Mr. Templemorels banter- :

“I know—I understand,” she - sald indig-

amazed and

%I is nothing—nothing!” Le exclaimed;

aantly ; ¢ bnt a8 1 have got po faith in your

walking-down thieroad that led to Rouen, with
her armiresting on-Mr. Témplemore's. The
way wad short; Lut the night-was fair and
wild; -aud love isa great enchantér. A few
fzind words which Mr. Templemore ssid, un-
conscious of the force the turmoil in Mrs.
‘Logan’s little mind geve them, lulled to rest
‘the tempest Mrs. Luan had first wakened
there. Besides, it was o really delightful "ar-
rongement, if they were-to live in Deenaly
and Eva and Dora—the governess, he had
called her—in Les Roches.. " And, then he
would 1ot care much about Eva, if they had
children. Yes, it was all right, afterall; and
as Mrs. Logan's nature was not merely light,
but buoyant, she bade her lover a very cheer-
ful good-night as they parted at the door of
her villa.

«1 shall be sure to send early to know
about Eva she said, nirily. # Good-night,”
and she skipped into the house, and closed the
door bebind her. :

Mr. Templemore walked through the nar-
row front garden, whence tue soent of flowers
rose sweetly on the night air, and he went
down the road, feeling very sad and - thought-
ful. He was too just to be angry with Flor-
ence for not loving a child who hated her;
but how careless she was, and how little she
thought of hiding her indiffercnce! She
would slecp very soundly that night. 1t was
natural, but it was hard.. Hard, too, in some
respects, was the fate that lay before him.

«Shs is n sweet, childish little creature,” he
thought; #I must prizc her as I would a
beautiful flower, and not exact from her the

—but T might have chosen more wisely.”
And Mr. Templemore sighed, as many a man
has sighed before the marriage-day.

CHAPTER XXVIL

Docror Leroux was not within, so M-
Templemore had to come back without bim.
He went up at once to Eva’s room. Dora sat
by the bed of the child, half bending over her,’
and telling her little storics to send her to
sleep.

4« And s0”"—Mr. Templemore heard hef
saying, as he opened the door—¢the poor
prince was wounded by the giant, and—"

% No, he was not,” impetuously interrupted
Eva; «he shan't be wounded. Don’t let him
be wounded, Cousin Dora !"

« Well, my dear, shall it be the giant ?”

«Yes, I hate bim. Kill him, Cousin
Dora!”

41 don’t mind if I do. And now suppose
he is dead and buried—and suppose a littlc
girl I know goos to sleep.”

#T can’t,” moaned Eva,
StOr}'-"

But as Derd was going to comply, Mr. Tem-
plemore came forward.  He found no change
inEva. Herflushed checksand dilated black
eves still told him the same story that had
sent him forth. Strong mental excitement
had put her into that state. . When he and

#Te]ll me another

again; but till then she would probably be
subject to attacks, both dangerous and wasting
with 50 susceptible = child.

1t is n hard case,” he could not help say-
ing to Dora. «T have every blessing life can
give, save one. And I am powerless; &
child's unreasonable feelings are too strong
for me.”

His clonded brow and troubled look struck
Dota. He too was unhappy, and his sorrow
allowed of no remedy. He could not have
both Mrs. Loganand his child, and Eva must
be sacrificed.
¢ Poor Eval’ thought Dora, looking down
at the litsle flushed face onits white pillow.
He saw the kind look, bat did not read iss
meaning,

« Dear Miss Cowrtenay,” he said, anxiously,
#itis Inte ; you must not stay sitting up with
Eva. Where is Fanay ?”

« 1 sent her away."”

¢ But you may wung assistanve. Betterhave
Miss Moore.

« She is not quite well, and aunt will stay
up with me.”

He looked, and in a remcie part of the
room he saw Mrs. Luan noddig inan arm-
chair.  Still he was not satisfied. ‘
«You cannmet stay wup” he said—it really
will fatigue you.”

«1 think Eva will soen fall asleep,” quietly
replied Dora—« Will yon not Eva?”

She gently touched the childs hot cheek
with her hand, and at once Eva scized that
cool hand, and Inying ber head upon it looked
up at her young governess with something in
her dark eyes of the silent, faithful love of a
dog for his master.

¢She is falling asleep,” whispered Dora.
& Her eyelids look heavy.”

She wonld not stiv for fear of rousing the
child, but sat patiently with Evu's cheek rest-
ing on the hand whick the two little childish
hands also fondly clasped. Mr., Templemore
stood at the foot of the bed, looking at them
both with a sort of piin. Why did not his
child love the women hie was poing to marry
az she loved her governess?  Why could not
that good-natured Florence, whom he loved,
Le the motlhierofhis little daughter as well as
this Dora Courtenay, whom, nlas! he did not
love. .

«You have bewitched my little Kva,” he
sud to Dora.  «Iwonder il she would allow
you to draw away your hand just now 7"

Dora made the attempt, but a fond jealous
murmur - from the child, who was only half
asleep, .bade her desist. Mr. Templemore
smiled, and stooping, kissed Eva. If he had
not fenred offending Dora, he would not have
minded to kiss as well the pretty hand on
which Lis child's lead rested so trustingly.
But he had a warm, generous heart—too gencr-
ous not to feel grateful, and too warm not to
express it. -

# Dear Miss Courtenny,” he said looking af
her carnestly, “God bless yon for all your
goodness to this poor motherless little girl,
who, I fear, will never have any mother save
you. Miss Moore loves her, but.she is not.
judicious.”- -

Dorn looked at him silontly. .

«Yes,” she thought, « Florence has
father, but I have got the child.” .

¢ have a fuvorito’ask,” he continued, in o
low tone; « I trust nothing will happen to--
night, but if that fevorishness should come on
again, pray promise m¢ that you will call- me
—I shall sit up late in the study. e

1 feel sure there will no need to do so,”
.confidently replied Dora; but sho gave-him:
the required. promise, and on that assurance
he'lefther. 0 7 D
" Eva was very fust asleep indeed when'Dom
drew her hand away, and left her. “Sha-went
up . to her aunt,: gently touched hor 'shoulder;
and as Mrs. Luan awoke with & ‘bowildered
stare, Dorn raised her finger in token of si-
lence, nodded toward the bed; to imply that
all was well there, then pointed to the door;

got the

brilliant or enduring qualities ofa gem.- But |

L.you and I part, Eva.

Mis. Logan left, Eva would probably get well |

 asleep.

i must not tallk so.

‘thought ; « but if T were Florefide he ‘shiouild:
‘zivyou to none.- If I were Florence I wonld
have won your heart whethér you liked 1
not, and made you mine before I.became-his.

Oh! if I were Florence you should love me,

more than you love Mr. Templemore himself,

and he should never be able to part us in his

affection—to say ¢1 give this much to one,

and that much to the other. "

Her eyes were dim with useless tears.~For
she ,was .not .Florence—tbat happy careless
¥lorence, who had fulleu asleep over a novel,
whilst Paul’s sister,—Cousin Dora the govern-
ess—sat up with Mr. Templemores child.
Yet she, too, slept. The gentle comforter
came to her in the deep chair where she had
seated herself to watch Eva's slumbers; he
came and never ceased shaking hisdewy pop-
pies over these two, Dora and the child, till
bright dawn had left the kY, and a sunbeam
stole in upen them through the muslin cur-
tains of the window. Dora woke first ; but
scarcely had she really awakened, aud really
come back from the torpor of sleep to the
quick sense of life, when she met the look of
Eva's black eyes. She nodded gayly to her.

«Well, young lady,” she said, “how are
you this morning ? Quite well, it seems to
me !‘) .

% You did not finish that story about the
prince and the giant,” was Eva’s answer.  «1
want to know how it ended.”

« It shall end as you pledse, Eva,” answered
Dora, with an ecasy compliance rare in
authors; “the giant shall kill the prince—no
—well, then, the prince shall kill the giant.”

« And marry the princess,” suggested Eva.

«And ‘marry the princess,” kindly replied
Dora. : ’

« And so you did really sit up with Evs,
after all, Migs Courtenny ! repronchfully said
Mr. Templemore's voice.

Dora looked round and saw him standing
Lehind her chair, and behind him again Mirs.
Luan in her night-cap.

#I slept—I did not watch,” deprecatingly
replied Dora; #and I think LEva is well, Mr.
Templemore.”

Yes. He went and sat by her; he took her
uand, he looked, he tjuestionedi and hi§ ¢on-
clusion was thaf Bva Wad well azaln, This
had been but a slight attack.

% And who knows,” he added hopefnlly—
“who knows, Miss Courtenay, but it may be
the last.” .

Ho looked down so fondly at Eva, it was so
plain that no lover’s Linppiness would fill the
void left by lier absence, that for his sake and
from her heart Dora wished it might Le as he
hoped. :

_4:But when that day comes,” she thought,
When your little
childish love goes, as is but right it should go,
to your futher's wife, you shall see your lust of
Cousin Dora.”

As if answerlng her thought, Mr. Temple-
more said gravely, «I darc not expect so
happy a result just yet,and I think that in
the meanwhile we must be very cautious.”

He looked at Dora,.and Dora guessed his
meaning. Ewva was to see as little as possible
of Mrs.. Logan. She nodded assent, and, after
a while Mr. Tomplemore lefi the room.

“What a storm there was last night!” said
Mry, Luan, taking off her night-cap and fling-
ing itacross the room.

« A storm !" exclaimed Dora, amazed.

«Yes, how it rolled and rolled, and rattled
and rattled!” saidd Mrs. Luan, shaking her
head as if it still ached with the noise; % there
never was sucha sterm, I think.”

« Aunt, you must be mistaken. True, I
slept, bt I also woke now and thexr, and the
moen shore, and the sky had nota cloud.”

¢ Why, I cawe an# looked atyou; I was
herethe best part of She night, and I tell yom
the blue lightning did@nothing but play abous
Eva and you. Of course, you were both

Dora werd up to her. !
« My dear aunt,” sl said bravely, ¢ you j
Thers was no stoom.  Put
on your cap—it wus all #dream 17

Mrs. Lusm looked at her sullenly, but she
did put on kher cap, as Dors bade lysr; and,
after a while, she said sulkily:

«Yes, I soppose so—it was all a dream—
all adream!” and, to Dor'srelief she left the
reom.

- As soon as she had left liva in Lanny’s
care, Dora went to her mother's room. She
found Mrs. Cowrtenay wp and dressed;, and
Yery cross.

«There was never such an old fidget as your
annt, she said—3¥rs. Luan was two yours her
jamior—« shie did not sleep all night, T sup-
pose, and she wou'd not let e sleep either,
she came inand ont of my room, tulking of
the thunder and the lightaing till she almost
drove me wild.”

Doin was inach concerned.

« I wish she were with John,” she suwkl—
u indeed, T am anxious about her; and Icame
toask vou, mammay, to stay with her asmuch
as you can, and cheer her—also you corld no-
tice if these strange fancies continue.”

u My dear child, your amnt had strange fan-
cies before you were born, and your aunnt will
have strange fancies till she is in her grave,
Her fancy just now secis to run on thunder
and lightning, but I remember how it was
cheese for seven months. Liverything, she
declared, tasted of checse, vr was cheese;
when that passed away she raved about cats,
and had five of them in the house. Wewere
run over with kittens for I don’t know how
‘long. They were very pretty,” but great
thieves, and I think that cured your aunt of
them. However, I shall tiy and cheer her a
bit, poor thing! I fancy she is vexed at Mr,
Templemore’s marrying this little flirt ; and
it is provoking when we bad made up our
minds that it should be you, you know "

¢ Mamma, pray do mot” entreated Dora,

| looking quite mortified and pained.

J 't Very well,” resignedly said Mrs. Courte-
nay ; “of course, if you don't like it, or didn't
like him, there is nothing to be said or done;
Dut; as I snid, I shall cheer Mrs. Luan.”

Mrs, Courtenay evidently considered ‘the
task of cheering Mvs, Luan a charitable sort
of bore, but also one awhich lay within her.|
power. Howsoever right .the former. conclu-
sion might.be, the latter one rested on a great:
mistake.. Mrs., Luan.did not want. being:
cheered, for the more Mrs. Courtenay . forced.
.her company:upon her,.tlre more 'she shunned:
and tacitly. declined it.: Iun vain hor:kind lit-
tle-sister-in-law -followed : her -about, -4 cheer-
«ding” ler; Mrs, Luan; gave:her n. wary look
out; of the corner of her sullen eye, and dropped
her.when Mrs. Courtenny. .was’least. on ‘et
(guard, or could not; follow. hor. .. This she did
several -timesy’ till: Mrs. Courtenay: perceiving
her: object, got-affronted, and gave up cheer-
ing hercungracious, thankless relative. -

uShe runsaway from moas fast as if she
were a spider, and 1 the. housemaid with the
broom!" ‘indignantly thought Mrs. Courte-

{

‘t law controlled it

tenacity, which is always dungerous, ‘wag-the,
“more formidable in her, that no strong moral’
She had but a weak:sezise
of right and wrong, and she had done nothin g
to make that weak scose stronger. Theevil
she did she also loved, and the decper slie
sank into that slough, the better she liked it.
TIn her was fulfilled the terrible progression of
sin ; Tor however deficient, or erratic, or un-
reasonable-was her mind; there was sin-in her,:
as there often is even in the insane—not in-
deed, when they are actually insane, but be-
cause their sin has helped their insanity. Al
moral evil is a want of reason, since there can
be no evil where there is perfect reason; but

unless that want be total—and it is rarely so—-

there is guilt. So says the law, and with. it
the common-sense of every country. Her
will, her interest, bad been Mrs. Luan'srule of
life. and she now reaped the fruit of this sel-
fish doctrine. When a strong and criminal
temptation came to her, she could not resist it,
or,"at least, her power to'do so was very re-
stricted. ~She was accustomed to be reckless
in small things, and she knew not how to be
careful or timorous; even though the stakes
were heavy. The end in view was all she
saw, or cared to see—the abyss between her
and that end she both ignored and con-

to be the victim. In that dark pit she would
throw Mr. Templemore, Flerence, Dom even,
ifit were needed—and Mrs. Luan did not care,
provided she prevailed. She did not, indeed,
put the matter in that light, there wasno need
to be so tragic about it; and as Mrs. Luan
had no imagination, she could not exaggerate
toherself the consequences of her actions, nor
perhaps conceive them in all their Learings.
She saw but one thing, and thought of butone
thing: « Dora shall not marry John,” and its
corollary, «Mr. Templemore shall marry
Dora!” '

In that mood, and with that thought, she
watched and waited for Mrs. Logan.

——

CHAPTER XXVIIL

No inquiry conemniug Eva was sent in by
Mrs. Logan the next day. Mrd. Loual shead
ached, and she lay moaning on the sofa, aiid
forgot all about Eva. Nay, she thought her-
self ill-used because Mr. Templemore did not
comg and ask what ailed ker; and when he
appeared at length, she burst forth into re-
proachful lamcntations, and was silent con-
cerning his child.

«She has not much reason to love her”
thought Mr. Templemore; but he thought,
too, that for his sake, at least she might bave
remembered the little sinner.

«You might, at least, have sent round to
know how I was, since you were too much ¢n-
gaged with Darius to come!” gaid Mrs. Lo-
gan, very tartly. «Fanny, or Mies Courtenny
—any onel” :

This was said with considerable imperti-
nence, and Mr. Templemore colored deeply ;
but he looked at some flowers in a stand, and
counted their petals, before he trusted bimself
tosay. = . oo : .-

«Florence, that is not right.” .

Mrs. Logan was reclining on the sofa in
her pretty sitting-room ; but though the shut-
ters were closed and the room was darkened,
Mr. Templemore conld see her color rise a8
he spoke thus, very gravely.

=1 believe you bave na great regard for

and forgetting her headache.

« Very great,” he replied, gravely.

« T believe you admire her as well”

“ Verr much.”

Mrs. Jogan's dork eyes flashed.

« Mr. ‘Templemore,” she said, “do you
think I am going to allow that ?”

«And pray why should yon not?” He
spoke with irritating cnlowness.  © X thought”
he continuedy « that yosr ane diss Courtenay

. were old friends.”

«] detest her!” cried Mrs.
like her, Eva likes her—""

« And ¥ide likes her,” he suggested, witha
smile. .

2 Who would not admire so perfect a
vreature?' asked Mrs, Logan, enraged at his
composure; “ondy, if yowr feelings are so
strong on the subject, Mr. 'Femplemore, why
don't you merry her? Jusé tell me that?
Why don't yow marry her 7"

He rose and leeked at her.

«Florence!” he said—¢ IFlorence!” He
was angry—deeply angry ; and this, joined to
a quick sense of ker own imprudence, brought
Mrs. Logan toker seuses. Net knowing what
to do, she bumss into tears, and as it was the
first time she had ever done so, she was at
once forgiven. ¢« But never do it again,” he
said, wiping her tears away—*never do it,my
deur child.”

Mrs. Logan liked being called ¢my dear
¢hild,” and being treated like a silly little
thing, so she smiled, shook her head, and
said :

“« Well, you know, I like Dom very well, only
she is awfully clever. She overpowers me.”

“ Not with speech, surely ¥

 Oh! she is silent with me; but she talks
to you.”

Mr. Templemore bit his Yip. 5o he must
have a jealous Florence as well as a jealous
Eva? Buthe would not resent this speech,
and prudently rose to go.

« Youare in a mighty hurry,” Florence said,
ironically. :

«I received a telegram from my solicitor
this morning, and I must answer it; bat I
shall coma again after dinner, to see if your
headache is better.”

Again I'lorence was pacified. A telegram
from Mr. Templemore’s solicitor could only
refer to marriage scttlcments.  She smiled

Logan—« you

who saw could help loving, and sinking back
on the sofu, she said, coaxingly,

« Mind you come early.”

« Very carly,” réplied Mr. Templemore, and
lie too -smiled; but as the door closed wpon
him, and he walked through the little garden
to the rond, and thience on to Les Roches, he
thought with some bitterness : # Sheis a child,
and :she has a'child’s want of reason, a8 well
as o child’s artlessness, so I must make 1ip my
mind ‘to that.” It was easy to say it—ensier
than to nctupon it.  The thoughts thdt eamé
to-Mr. Templemore’s mind just then, swhether
he liked it or not, were not pleasant visitors.
They were importunate, and though he bade
them begone; they would not be ° denied.’
« You have ‘been hasty,” thiey said, ‘¢and niow
it is -too late to repent, and you'feel it. : "The,
child of seven may outgrow het folly, but the
child of twenty-seven will'never bo wisel than

of the wise and'tender grices Which’comie’ to;
womeninstend of béauty and its bldom." This,
indeed, you havein its fulness., Then remom-
ber it, and since your choice is.both deliberate
and free, be content.

Miss €ourtenay ! she exclaimed, sitting up,

temned. It was nothing to her,she was not{:

one of those sweet, bright smiles which none|

she is to-day. " You must éxpect no ripening ) ' %
of renson, no sweot ‘maturity of thought, none|

Jew mox e was-a'beloved woman
S00M £ BRI, And whose faalts and im.
-perfections- Mr.” Templemore was inclined to
‘view with a tender and lenient eye. Happy
“Florence, if she hadknown it. Her hold was
strong and deep.. Her whims, her jealousy
her little selfishhess, even, could not shakeit.
She might make imprudent suggestions, ang
waken dapgerous comparisons, with perfect
impunity.+It:wasin vain that Mr. Temple-
more Loth liked and admired Dora; the
thought that:this gif], and not Florence, was
the right one,: could not come to his mind, or
move one fibre of his heart. '
Florence had a glimpse of that truth whey
Mr. Templemorsleft her, but it was.aglimpse
and po more, and it soon vanished in dark-
pess. . Had he really .received a telegram, or
was this an excusec to.leave her and go back o
Dora, and talk about cuneiform inscrip
tions with her? Then why had he said ihat
he would come in the evening? Probably to
keep ber within, and_prevent her from seciny
what went on:-at Les Roches. Mo sooner had
this funcy taken hold of Mrs. Logan's mind!
than her. headache was ‘gone. She sat up,
foungd out that she was quite well, ate a hasty
dinner, that also she was quite equal to, and
went off to Lea Roches.
«The family bad not done dinner,” so said
Fanny, who came out bright and smiling to
show Mrs. Logan in. But that lady would
not be,.shown in; her head ached again, and
the air would do her good. . Where was Miss
Courtenay.? In the schoal-toom? No, Miss
Courtenay and Eva dined with Mr. Temple-
moreand Miss Moore to-day. . )
«Because I was not here!” thought Flor-
ence, turning away withan angry blush. #he
felt peevish and frettul, too, becnuse Mr. Tem-
plemore did not come ot/ to her at once; and
she walked up and down the garden thinking,
« He does it on purpose,” or, ¥ Heis staying
to talk with Dora ;" whilstMr. Templemore,
who was ignorant of her presence, was on his
way to her house. But even if she had
known this, would Florence have been satis-
fied?  She was in the mood when nothing
plenses, and when everything irfitates, Sk

| walked, for the sske of shade, near the old

)

chatequ ; its massive walls looked both ceol
and strong, And its 10ng black sbadow stretched
over the grouny, With the gonical roofs of its
turrets and the tall ciifmney-stucks of its high
roof cut out . in clear black liney fhat faded
away as they reached the green ring or frecr
that enclosed the flower-garden. But this
way was both bright and beautiful—though
the flowers in the parterres, stirred by a pleasan?
breeze, danced gayly in the light of the de-
clining sun, all these sweet and delightful de-
tails of cultivated nature were thrown away
on Mrs. Logan. She looked sulkily aroand
ker, and walked at random, like a foolish,
purposeless litt)e fly, whilst the spider watched
her opportunity, and spread her web in the
background.

#1 suppose they will never have done din-
ner ! thonght Mrs. Logan, iu high displea-
surc at the slowness of Mr. Templemore and
his family. It is go pleasant to talk to
Dora!” ]

In this mood she turned back to the house;
as she approached it she saw Mrs. Luan sit-
ting on a garden-chair.

« 8o dinmer is over?” said Mrs. Logan.

# No, bmt it makes my head ache. They
talk so !”

The eyes of Florence flashed.

« About what ?” she asked.

# Oh! Dariuws, you know.”

From the spot where she stood Florence
could see inte Mr. Templemore's study. His
tnble was covered with books. She looked at
them resentfully. Her jealousy was roused,
and it applied te things as well as to persons
It displeused ber that within a few weeks of
his marriage, and on a day when her hard
ached, Mr. Templemore rhould have time for
Darins and cuneiferm inscriptions. A gener-
ous woman, however much she may Le ter
husband’s inferior, cannot feel so. She may
pine to be like him—she can never long to
bring him down to her own level. But Birs.
Logan was not a generous woman, and she
now querulously wondered at Mr. Temple-
more's strange tastes. Was she to Le bored
with books and Eastern inscriptions after her
marringe ?  Mr. Logan bhad been a great nui-
sance with boating, and a new fancy of his—
lLumting ; but veally Mrs. Legan preferred
either taste to learning.

<1 shall be sick of my life with Darius!”
she thoughty.a little snllenly. «And whatdo
they say abowt Darins?” she asked.

«] don't know,” slowly replied Mrs. Luan.
«They say Darins, but do they mean Darius,
you know ??

Florence stared, then turned crimson. Uf
course that was it! Darius and cuneiform
inscriptions were the cloak these two used to
converse freely in the presence of witnesses,
For jcalousy, met the fitful, capricious dawn,
but the full and burning reality of the passion,
suddenly invaded heras Mrs. Luan spoke, and
with it came the blindness, the want of reazon,
and yct the perfidious subtlety of that pitiless
facling.

u%0 they talk of Darius !’ she said laugh-
ing. <In the atudy, I suppose?”’

#«No, but they did last night, you know—
when hecame np to Eva's room after you were
gone.”

Mrs. Logan shook from hend to foot with
anger. She had a violent temper, though few
even of those who knew her best suspected it,
so well was it hidden under the veil of frive-
lous gnyety and pretty childish ways—so sel-
dom was the wicked spirit roused from the
dark corner where he could lie sleeping for
weeks and months undetected.

wAnd they were alone!” she at length
gasped forth. .

“«Oh! neo,” replied Mrs. Luan, not scemint
to perceive her emotion,® I wns asleep in &
chair” o Lo
o (T be continued).
——— 0~ B — e
.. Thestatue of Titlan, which was to have
Deen rajsed this month in his native village of
Pievede Cador,.will have to be recast, on ac-
count of defects. : . ' o

" MThe captive balloon, which is one cf the at-
tractions of the Paris Exposition, is said to
coati néarly $150,000, and the proprietors pay
‘a'ground tent , of $3,000,. The price . for &
twenty minites' ascension is $4,0 head, Mis®
Siirah Bernbardt, the famous actréss, makes
three ascensions’ dnily. “Tt"is- reported tha,
after the close of the Exposition, the balloen
try. © L
6 o lieadache, nor &
the gout,” " Vory true; but &
‘crowned head When' it ‘achesdoesn't have to
Xeop right on devising ways and means to pre-
cure bread and butter ; not does a gold-sh
foot, when it twinges, have tg .support the

weight of & toiling gody.



