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“BOB JONES " THE AGENT.
(A Romance of the Sewing Machine.)

« Bob Jones” was just the gayest boy,
Your eyes did ever sce, .

He always wis the ladies' joy
And Intended so to be; _

He was * high toned,” had winning ways,
Of hearts he was o wringer;

He'd never sing—he knew no lnys
But he’d tay you on o' Singer.

Now, Bob, he‘uk?d';hc x;}g:t of us,
*eil under Cupld’s wiles )

Ar:gl:vhlsgﬁzred ?rhnt’s the boast of us—
A malden full orsmlles'ib

Her heart responded 1o s love,
She for the time did linger;

That she would be his turtle dow;c
Likewise his * Simple Binger.” .

Thus both their hearts with gentle force,
Beat time thelr love to feed, N
Till another cuss cane therc—of course,

ent for The Weed;
A;}(}‘l?g“ slung on " such fearful style,
‘Chat soon the heartless jude N
Went * back on him, you bet your pile,
And for the Heed did trade.

This heartless deed poor Bob did fret,
He swore he would get Hqu,:;;rc,

So an Agent for the “ Howe " did get,
Who knew how to please the rnlr,'

And that valn enss who caused Bob's tears
Was Weeded out somchow, ,

He threatened that he'd tack “ tin ears”
On Robert's marble brow.

Now, this is how the matter stood =
They both exchanged their pletures,

And all went on just as it H'l’l.Ol'lld, ,
*Till a fellow with “* The Victor)

Bedecked with fashion's gayest choice,
As the ladies all adore us—

She "tumbled ” to his duleet voice,
The s Vietor " was victorious.

Buat into town there came one day,
A man with oily tongue, sirs;
Just * sweet enough to kill)” they say,
He mashed both old and youns, sivs.
His collar stood six inches high,
His hat-rim resting on, sirs,
To sell you Lo machines he d _tr_\', "
But he'd always sell you* Wanzer

¢4 1%efor " found 1t * Lot for him,”

T!'Jll‘his}wan-:cr he did take her;
But he found she wasnot for hhn-_:

She dropped him for a > Baker. .
Who said I ¥ Wheeler ' heart now move,

s Wriigon,” U flirting prove her.
But failed to koo[) her in the grove—

She * bounced him™ for a Groover.

&0 cach, a disappolnted pal,
s Culled’ fora vﬁ)sv econveation,
And there resolved to see this gal,

To find out her intention.
Bat while they held Lhis soleinn court,

‘And to thix polnt se * thin '’ eonme,
She * skipped "—they heard t he drewd report,
Eloped with a * Reminglon. '

MORAL.

Now, all you acents, when you come
To visit sirange new pl:u-,(-s,“ "

And, while the houses all you drum,
Don't think your hamlsome faces

Can * mash i heart at every glinee—
At Ieast, don't be too certaln §

You may be * 1y, but stand no chanee
With any il at fitrting.

uPalel” he echoed, with a hearty langh,
wlich . sliowed. .at.Jeast, the soundness of his
Jungs—* palé, little mother —why, suréely you
do not call ‘me’pale?” headded, wulking-up,
16 u low looking-glass above thé mantel-piece;
and surveying-thercin his lorid,; handsome
face, with that candid ddinitation whichmost
handsome young ‘mmen feel for their. ownigood
lovks. ™/ S Voo Y
: ;Perhaps seeing him-so gay.
smote her—perhaps * the Knowledge-:of the
wrong she ltad helped to do him was toomuch
for her’; at ail events, Mrs. Luan could not
bear . to think of Dara, Mr. Templemore's
happy wife, and to think of ber son, whom
that day had robbed forever of his dear young,
niistress.  She flung herself on the sofa, and
Lurst into sobs and tears. Now, indeed, John
Luan was pale—pale as deatl.

#You have had o Jetter ?” he said—+ news
—bad news!” And he bent over her with an
eager, questioning gaze, that scemed ns if it
would have snatched and devoured the very,
words from her lips.

« No," sulkily replied Mrs. Luan, recovering
ler self-possession, and sitting up.

#Then, in Heaven's name, what is it?7
asked John, still anxious.

+1 saw a child run over,” she stolidly an-
swered.

Jolin Luan looked profoundly indiffcrent.

= That,” he said, ceolly,«is an every-day
matter in London.  Ithought you had better
nerves, little mother. I wonder Dora does
not write,” he added, a litt’e impatiently ;
tyou have been here three days, and I think
she might have written.”

Mrs, Luan replied that Dory had no time—
Evitook all her leisure.

#Well, welly’ good-humoredly rejoined
John, # ) trust she will not long be a govern-
ess—I am almost sure of that appointment,
and—and I marry Dora as soon as I get
it.”

He looked at his mother rather doubtfuliy,
He knew, though a word on that subject had
never passed between, them, that since the
loss of Dora's fortune, she was no longer a
daughter-in-law after Mrs. Luan's own heart.
But this was a matter in which John was
quite resolved on having his own way,and he
thought the present opportunity as good u one
as any to announce his determination.

«Yon can't marry,” cagerly =aid
Luan; «“you are lirst cousins.”

% Come, come, little mother, kings and
queens marry their first cousing, and why
should not doctors have the same privilege ?”

“Yon can't afford it,” wrged Mrs. Luan,
shaking with emotion ; ¢ you can't, John,”

aYes, Iean,” he wilfully replied; #1 tell
JYou, I am ahmost sure of that appointment.
The place is pretty, and the cottage simply
delightiul.  You and Mrs. Courtenay shall

-l

Mrs.

And all you matdens, sour or sweet,
Or blogming ln your teens,
Don’t fall in love with those you mect
W hao sell sewing machines,
Don't ** tumble ™ feause their collar’s high—

have two such nice rooms, little mother,  And
Dora and T another, not so rood as yours, but
(quite good enough for young people. Then
the parlors ave so cheerful, and the garden is

{Their dinmonds I won't imentjon);
Be virtuouy, :\lml be lmmt!,\'—-l_ry
rive this your at-trision.
And give > WiILLJ. MACLEA,

DORA.

By JULIA EAVENAGH,
Author of i Nathalie,” « Adele," “Queen Had)"” §e.

CHAPTER XXXVIL—CosTisven,

I must say, Mr. Templentore, that it is a
wvery barlarous fushion to take away girls so—
jtislike kidnapping to me.  Or n taking away
of the Sablines,or auything horrible.”

«Bat Dora is willing,” pleaded Mr. Teniple-
more, good-humoredly ; #so that makesa greet
diffcrence, Mrs, Conrtenay, between meand the
sons of Romulus.”

Mrs. Courtenay sizhed again, hut submittod.
She even went through the trying ordeal «wf
bidding her danghter farewell, with a fortitnde
for which Mr. Templemore, who was watching
PDora’squivering lip with some unecasiness, was
grateful to his mether-in-law.  Aud when he
Ppressed her hand and bade her adien hefore
entering the carrigge where Dora was waiting
Lie said, warmly:

¢ My dear Mrs. Courtenay, yon shall sson
see your dnughicr again, and flie shall tellyon
then, that if I tase heraway from you it is to
make ker a veny happy womnan.”

With these words, e, too, was goney the
carringe drove away, aund Mrs., Courtenny
Pmest into half-angry, half-pitiful tears.

I .pever knew anything soselfisl as men !
she exclaimed, sddressing Mrs. Luan. «To
think of Mr. Templemore wiking my child
from me in order to make her happy ! Could
not have staved here—Mrs. Robinson would
have given up the house—or taken me with
them to North Wales? Why,” she continued,
warming with the sense of her wrongs, and
rocking herself to and fro inher chair—« why
maust he have Dorn all to himself?  Tsay e
35 no better thanRomulus.  As to Dorn being
willing, 1 dare say those Sabine girls were
willing too, or they could not have been taken
away. 1 have always heard, indeed, that
thieves are loth to attack wemen, Dbecause
they seream so. I wonder Mr. Templemore
could be so absurd 17 :

The consciousness of Mr. Templemore's ab-
surdity, however, had one good result; it so
far soothed Mrs. ourtenay's irritated fuelings,
that her next remark could refer to the pro-
pricty of making a cold dinner on the remains
ol the wedding-breakfast.  Great was her
amazement, therefore, when Mrs. Lurn com-
posedly declared that shedid notintend dining
with her sister-inlaw.

“And where, then, do you dine” nsked
Mrs. Courtenay, siiting up, and looking cond
Younded.

Mrs. Luan answered that she mennt todine
with Mrs, Smith, With this lady Mrs, Couwr-
tenay had long entertained a deadly feud, and
she therefore, comsldered this  declnration
doubly insulting. Morcover, it was simply
ridiculous, a8 sbe kindly added, @ for how
could Mrs. Luan want to dine with Mrs
Smith, when she had not been dwo hours in
London ?7 : .

But Mrs., Luan, in her stolid way, replied
that she had gone to Mrs. Smitl's first; and
she completed the list of her iniquities Ly
adding that, as Mrs. Smith had a spare bed-
Toom, she meant tostay with that Iady. . Mrs.
Courtensy seldom got in apassion, but she
felt fairly enraged 4t such usage, andshe ex-

* pressed her resentment with a warmth which
might have led to & final breach bLetween the
two ladies, if Mrs. Luan had been a sensitive
person, which she luckily was not.  Unmoved
by her sister-in-law’s repronches and tears,
she put on her bonnet and left her.

Mrs. Smith used to live at Highgate, Dut
she had probably changed her quarters, for
Mss. Luan tock the Tottenham-Court Road
omnibus, and having renched Bedford Square,
knocked at the. door of one of its many lodga-
ing-houses, was admitted by an untidy ser-

. want, and entering the front parlor, found
- John Luan there, reading the Lancet.- '

' Sl“ ‘W}ly, little mother, where bave you been
: thig time? he asked, good-humoredly,
$1.came in carly just -to spend an hour with’
you, and, lo and lehold you, the bird was
Hownl?, | . e ‘
.41 went to take o walk,” replied Mrs, Luan,
sitting down— why; you are pale, John,” she
abruptly added. e

one mnss of tlowers; and do you think that
being rent free, and having & hundred a year
salary, besides such practice as I shall be sure
to vome into—do you think,l say, that I. a
mian of twenty-six, cannot support wife,
mother, ay, and child too, if need be.” he
adided, with a sevure smile, thongh something
in the bright vision hic thus called up made
his blue eye grow dim as he spoke.

Dreamn away, John Luan! See that cottage
with its low, pleasant rooms, and its blooming
warden, and put Dora there, whilst the dream
ison you. Never, save in that drenm, shall
her feet  cross that lowly threshold; never
shall child of yours rest on her bosom, save
in the faney of this moment. Even now, and
whilst you are speaking, her band is clasped
in Mr. Memplemore's hand, andlLer happy
face looks up to his. These tswvo are now
taking together that journey of love toendin
a happy home, for which you have saved
twenty pounds. ¢ Yes, we can doit upon that,”
thinksJohn Lraan ; and he does not know that
the rich man has robbed him, .and that the
wonman wlho sits by his side and looks at him
witli 50 scar«d a face, has more than abetted
the despoiler.  Bnt for her his  prize wonld
have remained untouched, and mot be now
another mar’s darling ; butfor ‘her he would
have had his  chance and won, perhaps from
sl weariness, what that other diappier man
owes to love.

& No vou see,” resumed Johin Luan, follow-
ing alond the train of his reverde, and still
thinking of the twenty-pound note up-stairs,
so safely locked in his desk—i 50 you see,
little mother, that I have plenty of money.
Dear Dora, T know, will never grumble at our
poverty.”

A light seemed to break on Mrs, Luan's
mind. She seized it cagerly. She did not
repent, she felt no remorse, but it would be a
relief if Dora had been faithless and perjured
herself,

“Then she promiszed ?” she exclaimed,
clinching her hands; «she did promise?™

“Promise to marry me!” repeated Johu;
# what if shedid ??

“ How dare shel—how dare she!” cried
Mrs. Luan, working herself up to a sort of
frenzy 3 «how dare she do it ?”? )

“(‘ome, mother,” resolutely saild .Jobn.
“ you must not talk so.  Dora and I have a
right to please ourselvesin this. Your only
oljection is her poverty—well, then, I say I
ean support a wife.”

Bt how dare rhe promise?’ continued
Mrs. Luan, stamping her foot in her rage;
¢ lrow dere she

Jolm had a mind to say the truth—that
Doru hadd not promised.. « But if Itell her
that,” he thought, it will be all to Degin
over again another time, better she should
make up her mind to it now.”

If Mres. Luan's anger had zot been too great
for ntterance, she would in her wrath have
told John Luan that Dorakad that very morn-
ing become Mr. Templemore's wife; but by
the time that her rage no longer impeded her
speecy, shie remembered that if she spoke she
must account for her own treacherous silence
—and she was mute.”

She looked sullen and conguered.  John
felt rather uncomiortable, but putting on a
checrful look, he kissed her,. said briskly-it
was time for him to go, and humming a tune
to show iow uncencerned he felt, he walked
out of the house, and thought when he got out
into the square, « She took it belter than I
expected.”

The door had no seoncr closed on her son,

than Mrs. Luan's frenzy broke forth anew.
« 8he promised—she dared to promisci”
she =uid, rocking herself toand froon thesofr,
And every fond word and look of John Luan’s,
every happy blush and smile of Dora’s that
morning, cvery sign of love she had read on
Mr. Templemore’s face, came back {0 her
then, and cxasperated her. Shebad wanted
to save her son, but Dora had betrayed aud
Mr. Templemore had plundered him. She
thought of his jealousy and gaiefif he had
known that.this was their wedding-day, and
the thonght appalled her, and filled her with
wrath for their happpiness and his despair.
How darcthey.be blestedat what would wring
herson's heart within kim 7. « Let them take
care, that's alll" thought Mrs. Luan, as she
gullenly calmed down. «They are Happy to-
day; butlet them take care, that'salll” she
added, nodding grimly.

She did not questionJohn when he came in

‘when Dora’s ‘promise had Vcen giveni Mré.

and happy |

to dinner. = She did not ask to know how and |

Luan wanted to. know nothing; =she, had
moved the intolerable burden of guilt from
her own shoulders to that of anotlier,and per-
‘haps she dreaded whatever could enlighten
‘hér. e

"“Johu, who was an arrant domestic coward,
felt much relieved at his mother's silence, and
Tike?most cowards-of his sex. on such occa-

gionghe took someglory-in it.: . .
complacently ; #women like it,and thiey nced
the strong hand, thé best of them, = Your
health, liftle mother,” he added gayly, lifting
.up his glass and drinking to her. L
Mrs. :Luan said nothing, but turned sallow,
and lobked at him coldly : it was as if, gifted
with second sight, she had seen Mr. Temple-
more that very same moment raising his glass
to Dora with the same act, and saying with
mingled pride aud fondness, “ Your health,
Mrs. Templemore.”
« My little mother has not got over it yet,”
thought John; and he prudently walked out
into the square to smoke a cigar.  But she
will," he continued in his mental soliloguy,
«hecause she must. I say it again, the best
of them need it—their nature requires subjec-
tion. Even my little Dora, good as she is,
has a saucy tongue at times, and needs con-
trol I”
And then, as ke walked slowly in the dusty
square, and looked dreamily at the stars that
came out in the dull London sky, he again
went to the cottage, and there indulged him-
self in a conjugal quarrel with Dora, which
ended happily with a reconciling kiss, and of
course with theassertion of John Luan’s man-
liness, and Mrs. Luan's witely subjection.
Alas, poor John, your little Dora has already
found her master!

CHAPTER XXXVIII.

Ture is acruel superstition among sailors.
It one of the crew should full overboard and
bedrowned at the bezinning of the voyage, it
is a pity, to be sure, but then itis alsoa sure
token that the weather will be fair, and the
journey prosperous.  That ship can never be
wrecked which las witnessed such a catas-
trophe.

Even so it scemed to be with Mr. Temple-
more and his wife. Death had taken her
brothery, and a stormy wave removed his be-
trothed from their ken, whilst Johin Luan
went adrift 211 unconsciously; and now their
two barks could sail side Ly side on smooth
seas, beneath a serene shy, with the gentiest
winds tospeed them.

Did they think of this as they entered Dee-
nah together!  Qh! tor the mutability of the
human heart! The woman for whom M.
Templemore had prepated that home was
now forgotten,and as hehad given every pas
stonate emotion of his heart to that bright-
haired girl by his side, so had she surrendered
her whole love to the happy rival of her. ¢wn
adored Lrother.  Yes, spite all the wrecks dnd
ruins of the past, spite ity sorrows, and a
[oncly grave they were blest.  Dora felt it as
they walked through the grounds, and she saw
the sky, the mountains, the woodlands, all in
a tlame with the burning radiance from the
west, whilst the whole house glittered afar
like a fuiry pulace, in the hazy glow of the set-
ting sun.  She felt it as they passed beneath
aged trees, through the waving grass, and the
blackbird and the thrush sang so sweetly
above them. She felt it as they entered the
house together, and she stood in a large,
bright room, with pictures, and flowers, and
books, & luxurious room, but also n genial one,
made to live in, and which seemed, @echo
her husband’s welcome. ‘

Mr. Templemore watched Dora’s eyes as
they scanned this room, half shyly, half freely.
He saw her look wander from a large view of

Venice ou the wallg, to a glowing sketcl: of the
Eastern descrt, and thence again to the exotic
flowers blooming in-ome of the windows, be-
yond which spread agrand view.of heathy
mountains.

«Well?” he said, gently drawing her tow-
ards him. ’

#«Well,” she replied, looking up at him with
proud humility, 4 King Cophetua has married
the beggar-maid.” 4

« 1 hope she had brown hair and fine eyes,”
he replied, with tender admirvation.

Dera shook her bright head, and the eyes
which her husbaund praised, and which were
indeed very fine eyes, took a tender and wist-
ful Jook as she replied demurely :

«f know nothing about that; but this I
surely know—that Legzar-maid was a very
happy woman!”

Yees, she was a happy woman,and as wedded
bliss rarely wanes during the first week of the
honeymoon, it is no great wonder that Dota's
little planet of love and happiness wagstill in
the aseendant a fortnight after her mexriage.
Ay, Templemore was ont, though it was early,
and Dora wasalone. The morning was bright,
and she felt as bright and as gay as the morn-
ing. With a sweet clear voice she sang aloud
to herself as she went through the sunlit
rooms of Deenah. She sang an old Irish song,
full of sorrow, but her heart was light. Sud-~
denly she wasmute.  She had heedlessly en-
tered a room where dark blinds shut out the
light, where the air fel¢ chill, and her heart
failed her as she recognisad Mr. Cohrtenay's
collection.

Dora had visited this ayartment since her
arrival in Deenah, but she had secen it with
her lLwsband; alone she had not ventared
within it, and, now that ske had crossed its
threshold, she knew not how toretreat orad-
vance. Her heart beat, her head swam; a
chair was near her, she sank down upon it,
and looked around ler. Every country and
every civilization, Christian and heathen, had
contributed to Mr, Courtenay’s collection;
the history of mankind was in all that Dora
saw, but she enly read in it the story of her
brother. Her cye wandered from one end of
the room tothe other.  Specimens of Palissy,
Majolica, Etruscan, Mediaeval, and Antique,
were there before her, some perched aloft on
marble columns, others wore precious in black
cabinets, with glass fronts and brass locks.
Here and there a gold or silver ¢np shone, ora
piece of carved- ivory gleamed faintly; and
Dora, looking at these things, saw herself a
girl again in her old home necar Dublin. She
saw herself sitting up for Paunl, and preparing
a mcal for his return. And she saw him too!
She heard his voice, she sat at his feet and
looked upin his face, on which the firelight
shone ; but the bitterness of these recollec-
tions was too much for her.
face in her hands and wept. When, by a
strong effort, she at length compelled her
tears to cease, and looked up, she saw Mr.
Templemore standing before her with a, letter
in his hand,:and eycing her thoughtfully.

She reddened as she rose, and went up to
him with such embarrassment.

#T could not help it," she said, depreca-
tingly, 4T could not, indeed. 1 entered this
room unexpectedly, and everything I saw was
too much for me !” ‘ ‘

Her quivering lip showed him that her
cmotion was not over., .

« How much you loved your brother!” he
suid, gently. )
« Muchl—oh ! Richard, th
he was everything to me.”

i Are you sure you have quite forgiven me,
Dora!” he gravely askod,

She looked nt him in some wonder,

¢ word is cold;

;—HI fear I could not.

wThere. is nothing like pluck,? he fhonght |

Dora buried her |

death to forgive you, it would have been ensier
for meto die than to enter this house as your
wife. Forgive that!” she impetiously added
I fear I never forgave
"Mr. Courtenay, who lured my brother, and
TFlorence Gale, who urged him on, till ke died

‘lagt"of al], the disappointment’these two in-

“ficted upon him. She would baye been:his

£a/ifhie‘had won the day, but be bad scarcely

lost/it.when she married another:” Perhaps

“You did not know this,” she continued, seeing

the look of surprise that passed across Mr.
Templemore's face, % and perbaps I should

not have told you; but it is true. She was

faithless to him, and though, if I am your

wife, it is Ler doing, not mine, I carnot help

feeling that T am Paul Courtenay’s sister, and

that all unconsciously and unwillingly I have

avenged him. I have strivenagainst thefeel-

ing again and aguin, and agnin it has com:

back, and been too strong for me.” |

She was very pale, and she shook from head

to foot as she uttered this resentful confes-

gion ; but Mr. Templemore -only kissed her

soothingly, and smiled as he led her out of
the room, and locked the door behind bim.

He could read Dora’s heart betfter than she

read it herself, and he saw there more jealous

fonduess of a living husband than angry

memory of a dead brother's wrongs. The

greatest sin of Florence Gale was ever to have

been loved by him. This Dora never could

-forgive, and never could she cease triumphing

in her heart over her defeated rival. She
might, being a gencrous woman, strive against
the feeling; Lut, whilst she loved her hus-

band, jealousy would be too much for her, and

she would strive in vain. TItisnot in aman’s
nature to be severe against such sins, and Mr.
Templemore felt wonderfully lenient on hear-
ing Doraconfess her trinmph over Mrs. Logan.
He was not so vain, moreover, as to consider
that lady plunged inirremediable grief for his
sake, and he could not help thinkizg that, as
he had had predecessors in her lieart, so
might he have a successor there too. But as
he needed no protestations from Dora to con-
vince him that he was her first love, so he re-
quired no vows to fuel certain that no other
image would replace his in her heart.  He
had known in his boyhood a white-haired
woman, bright, gay, and cheerful, who had
been three weeks a bride and fifty years a
widow. She}was witty and lovely, and was
admired even to the brink of age; butnone of
her lovers—and tliey were many—could ever
win her. Her young love had outlived both
grief and youth. And as Mr. Templemore
looked at his wife's pale face—as he heard her
boast with involuntars frankness of her
triumph over Florence—as he took her away
with a smile from the dark room which had
evoked all this, down to the cheerful room be-
low, he thought: «Dora is such another
woman as my great-aunt; if I were to die to-
morrow, and she to Jive till threescore, I
should still, dead or living, be her husband.”
And we need not wonder that, if Mr. Temnple-
more was not so inexperienced or so exacting
s to expect this exclusive affection, which is
not, indeed, & very common sort of thing, yet
he was not either so careless or so cold as not
to feel mingled joy and pride in having in-
spired it. XNcver, therefore, conld his wife
have read more kindness in his looks than she
conld have read then—never could she have
found more boundless indulgence for her im-
perfections than such as he was now willing
to extend to her for this venial sin of loving
him too fondly.

«I'have bhad a letter from Eva this mom-
ing," he snid, as théy sat down on the sofn;
#she mentions Mrs. Courtenay’s safe arrival
in Les Roches, with Mrs. Luan, I believe, and
here is, I suppose, Mrs. Courtenay's own let-
ter.”
~ He handed it to her, but she gave it back
to him.

# Read it to me," she said ; ¢ you will not ho
vexed if mamma says you took me away from
her, like one of the Sabine maidens!”

Mr. Templemore smiled and obeyed.

% My dear child,” began Mrs. Courtenas, ¢ I
really wish you would soon come back. Ever
since your wedding-day, as Ialready told wou,
Mrs. Luan is unbearable. I CANNOT MANAGE
uer! I must say I think it hard that Mr.
Templemore compelled you to leave me in
that cruel fashion. I cannot imagine why he
thought me in the way. I wonder how he
will like it when some man comes and whisks
off Eva from him !

41 shall not like it at all,” candidly re-
marked Mr. Templemore, ¢« but I shall have to
bear with it.”

# Eva was very glad to soce me,” resumed
Mrs. Courtenay's epistle; but is longing to
have you and her futher back. Miss Mooreis
prosy and stupid as usunl.” Dora rather rc-
gretted having told Mr. Templemore to vead
her mother's letter, but took comfort on seeing
him smile. « However,” kindly resumed Mrs,
Cowmtenay, |« I attribute that just now to the
fact that there is a host of berrible childish
diseases about Les Roches. -Croup, measles,
and searlatina, says Miss Moore.”

Mr. Templemore cead no more. His very
lips had turned whive with emotion. « I must
go—go at once, and take Eva away,” he said,
scarcely able to coramand his voice.

“ We must go, eagerly said Dora.

#« No—no—I canpot make you travel so
fasty” he raid, speaking more calmly; yoz
must stay here!l”

“Stay!-have you so scon forgotten rour
promise?” asked Dora, with o reproachful
frown.

Yes, two days before she had extracted from
him a fond pledge that he would never ask ov
expect to leave her. “Ido not sny that T
shall never let you stir without me,” had saicd
Dora; «but I must have the right of going
with you.” It Mr. Templemorc’s honeymoon
had been over, he might have demurred, but
| having been only thirteen days wedded, he
1 knew not how to resist this.charming <lespot,
and he yielded all the more svillingly that in
the intoxication of his new passion it seemed
impossible to him everto cease to wish for the
rociety of one so dear. So he promised, as
most men in love would have promised, and
new he wus pledged to his word. -

# And I shall not see you free,” now said
Dora, with a bright, fond smile; «I will be
as exacting as any sorceress with any knignt
of romance. So let us goat once, and find
Evu'souud and well at the end of our jow-
ney.”

“Aud yet 1 shall prevail,” she thought,
rousing herself from this passing despond-
eney ; ¢ Ishall prevail. Eva loves mnc so
dearly, that lie cannot divide us in his affec-
tion ; und I am too fond of her to be jealous.
She is mine now—mine as well as his, and
thelove he gives hev he also gives me, s
Roches is not so beautiful as Deennh, Lut
surely my lot is altered since I beheld it first.
Those trees, those alleys, that old house, are
,mine now—mine at least whilst they are his.
And in Les Roches, beeause I have suftered so
leeenly, must Fate atone, and 1 shall be fully
blest.”

- There was o trinmphant gladness in the
thought that conquered fear, but not regret,
for solitude. is sweet to love. 'When they left
Deenah that afternoon Mr. Templemore saw
the fond, wistful look his wife cast back tow-
ard the house, and as he happened to share
hier feelings, he said with n smile: | Co

T Forgivén you, Richard 1-—~if T had Pauls |

"« I shalltake Eva and Miss Moore to some

“0f. the anxicty, the labor, the siuspense and;|

safe spot, and then we shall'coﬁe_:qdck here
for the summer.” - I E

#Will you—will you ? cried-Ilora," with
sparkling-eyes; for she thought,-4I have a
whole summer before me.” oL

They: ttavelled fast, and reached Les Roches
tqgnl" ‘noon on a warm-day.in:June. Dora’s
heaft ached for Mr. Templemore, as she saw
théFagitation he could not repress when the
chteau came within view: Butas her glance

.yyandered along the rond, she uttered a sudden

and joyful—

-4 Look—look ! S -
For there, walking with Miss Moore in: the
shade was Eva herselt, and.Fido behind her.

ard them with a joyful cry, and it would have
been hard to say which of the two,” Mr. Tem-
plemore .or his wife, looked the happier, or
kissed the child more fondly. For as she felt
Eva's little arms clasping her neck so fondly,
and heard her half sobbing, +Oh! Dora—
Cousin Dora!® Dora thought witha beating
heart— o R
4#Yeg, you love me, Eva—but can you ever
love me as I lova you—you who, though you
do not know it, have given Cousin Dora the
great, the perfect happiness of her life? Poor
Fido, yon gave me nothing save your little
honest heart—but I love you, too, sodo not
whine. Oh! that the whole world, that every
creature, could be as blest as I am now!”

She looked so bright, so joyous, so like the
poet’s “phantom of delight,” as these
thoughts passed through her, that Mr. Tem-
plemore, looking at her with charmed eyes,
exclaimed, in very unpoetic fashion, how-
ever,

#Dora! Iam a lucky fellow.”

Pora had no time to answer; Miss Moore
now came up to them.

«Tt i3 such a comfort to have you here, Mr.
Templemore,”’ she said with a sigh, meant to
express her satisfaction on his return, «we had
such n dreadful day yesterday .

« My mother is surely not jll!"” cried Dora,
with a sudden alarm, -

# Oh! dear, no, but that poor young man is
raving. He got a sunstroke on the way, 1 be-
lieve, and he was raving before night. He is
very bad to-day.”

Dora grew white.

« What young man?"' she asked.

«Doctor Luan,” composedly replied Miss
Moore ; ¢ hearrived yesterday afternoon, Jook-
ing very odd, and flushed with that sunstroke
—gentlemen ought to have parasols, in my
opinion—and when he asked after you, and
Mrs. Courtepay told him you were on your
bridal tour, the surprise was too much for
him. T mever saw any one look so bad. 1
assure you, Mrs. Templemore, itmade me feel
quite concerned for him, poor young gentle-
man! Well, before half an hour was over, he
was violent, but he is not so now—only quite
delirious.”

Mr. Templemore looked at his wife. She
seemed overwhelmed with confusion and grief,
and conld not bear her husband's fixed gaze.
He withdrew it, and they walked in si-
lence toward the house, Mr. Templemore
thinking:

«This Jolm Luan loved her—but surely
Dora never cared for hini, and yet how white
sheis!”

ous than vain, but the thought of a rival, even
of one whom he had supplinted, was hateful
to him. Was it possible that his wife had
given to another #rosc looks, the smiles, the
shy fondness which were his now ? He did not
believe it, but the mere suspicion made him
tremble with jealous resentment.

«Oh ! what calamity brought John here ?”
thought Dore ;"¢ and how is it his mother
never told him? But I know whathe thinks,
and he must not—oh! he must not!”

& Let Miss Moore and Eva go in without us,”
she said in & low voice to her husband, « I have
something to say to youn.”

Mr. Templemore's colour changed, but he
complied with her request, and instead of en-
tering the chateau, theystayed out in the
flowergarden.  Dora’s heart felt very full.
John, her cousin and her friend, was dying,
perhaps, and Mr, Templemore suspected her
of having jilted him. She forgave him, Lut
she would not enter his house and cross his
threshold with that suspicion upon her.

« T have something to say to you,” she said
again,

Mr. Templemore winced,and prepared him-
self for indnlgence and forgiveness, but his
wife asked neither from him.

«Richard,” she said, ¢ yon told me that you
married me for love, not for honour; let me
tell you that if 1, too, had not liked you,
I conld never have become your wife. I
could no nmore sell mysclf for fair name than
for money,” she added, with a sudden light
in her eyes.

There was a pause.

“«JIs that all you have to tell me, Dorn?”
asked Mr. Templemore.

#No; Iam twenty-four, and I am not aware
that if I had felt like affection for any other
man before I met you, it would have Leen a
wrong in me to do so, provided such afiection
was true ; butit so happens that I never did
—never for one second—for one moment. I
am content to be your last leve; but it may
be right you should know you are my first.”

She spoke with a sadness that tempered the
fondness of her confession.  DBat the words
she had witered senrt the bleod up in a burn-
ing tide to Mr. Templemore's dark face.
That last love of his, as Dora called it, was
surely not the weakest. It was jealous and
exacting. It would be denied nothing ; and
on iearning that it had all, the past as well as
the present, it was glad and triumphant, even
though John Luan might be dying. But Dora
could not forget the lover of her youth—the
poor man who had come to woo with his cot-
tage and his shundred & year; and her voice
was subdued £nd low as she said :

< That is all I wished to say.
now."

Let usgo in

CHsPTER XXXIX,

Tar cards spread on the table before Mrs.
Courtenay must have been going all wrong,
for Mrs. Courtenay looked troubled and sad as
Dora entered her woom.  On secing her daugh-
ter, however, she uttered a joyful ery, and
looked beaming.

“«My dear chill, I am so glad!” she ex-
claimed. running up to lher; how well you
look !—and where is Mr. Templemore 27

“He is with poor John. OL! munma,
what is the meaning of all this?”

“We should bave sent him cards, I sup-
pose; he had nsunstroke, and hearing of your
marriage finished him. Ch! what a life we
have had of it! Miss Moore has so worried
about measles, that I wish we were all dead
and buried. 1told her so ; also, that it was n
mistake of hers about measles, and that I did
not believe in them.”

Dora sighed ; she had left Paradise for earth
and its cares.

it.»

had once been intended for Mrs. Logan.
had altered its aspect for Dora. She saw so
at once, and the change smote her,.

%Have you secn your mew room ?” asked
Mrs. Courtenay—+ such a lovely room! Buch
beautiful things, all new—come and look at{n
She rose and led her to the apartment which

It d

«I do not like ber,” she thoughit; “ but why

" JWAnd so does mine ; only, you §

In a minute they were down, Eva sprang tow-.|

Some men are flattered to be the canse of
infidelity, but Mr. Templemore was more jeal-

must I be happy ather expense ? W "
John suffer because I am slc:; blest ?"“ by must

«Is it not pretty ?” asked Mrs Courtepgy .

«and Miss Moore cannot leave off wondg,#;

how fond he fsof you! Every time somethin, §
new came for you, she cried, ¢ Why,

on Miss Courtenay ¥ "

“Qh¥I'am” happy—very happy,

/3N I o i
Dora ; “but my heart aches for poor J phlud

chy”
. . . Le, yoy §
could not marry them both,” innocently y,
marked Mrs. Courtenay. K
: -# Oh! how good—how kind he jsiv
claimed Dora, leoking around her and &
with every glance new tokens of ber hug
affection ; “only why cannot we be
that others must sufter 2" ;
“«T wish John would get well, and wouly B
marry Florence,” gravely sald Mrs. Coug,
nay ; #itwould be sonice, andso likea v §
where people change about you know ! s
- If Dora could have smiled then, she wqu|:
have smiled at the suggestion.  Florence 1p. 8
ing the master of Decnah, and taking up wit §
a poor doctor! It waslike herinnocent 1jiy),.§
mother to think of such athing!
“And where in John 7" she asked with
lieavy sigh; «Imust go’and sce him.” :
1t Tn the room next his mother's; only, ny¥
dear, you must go alone, plense—it makes my
miserable, and does poor Joht no good—p,. 3
sides, Mrs. Luan, poor soul, is so fierce that 1
am afraid of her.” A
Again Dora sighed, for again she thougls 3
#«0Oh! why must my happiness cost others g8
dear1” 3
Nrs. Luan’s room was vacant, but throns
the half-open door of the next apartment Doy
saw her aunt sitting alone by a large whjt. 3
bed. That room was darkened, and thune) 3
Dora saw her aunt's bending figure \-c}y i
plainly, she guessed more than she perceived 4
thatthe bed was occupied. Mr. Templemor 3
shedild not see. He was already gone. WitkJ
something like hesitation and fear, Dora ¢
tered the sick-room; and standing on th§
threshold she said : «.Aunt, may I come in*'j
Mrs. Luan raised her head, and Dora starte]
back at the sight of her face. It is said thass
criminals shrink into old men within the fow}
minutes that precede their cxccution; andl
even so had age—decrepit age—overtaken thish
sullen, heavy-looking woman within the I
few hours. She stared at Dora with a a3
vacant stare; then suddenly recoguizing L §
she started up, and walked up to Ler with @3
aspect so fierce that Dora involuntarily shragkd
back. i
#And so you come to look at him!” wilz
Mrs, Lunn, with rage sparkling in her o
s you come tolook at him, do you " iy
# Aunt, T amgricved to the heart.” 3
#Grieved ¥ interrupted Mrs. Lunn, stim;-§

eeing
ban(l‘;
happy LutH

wgrieved are you! Then how dare you mag
Mr. Templemore, when you kuesw it wosll
kiltJohn ¥” ;

Dora could not answer one word. 3

wAnd that is my reward,” continned Moy
Luan, her wrath rising as she spoke. 1 maly
you all you are, and all the tine you bad jred
mised to marry John! Itell vou you Lalj
—1I tell you you had!” she cricd. her vois3
rising as sheread denial in Doras exes, “deryg
it if yon dare—deny it if you dare! she red
peated defiantly. :

1T T were on my deathbed I would dey
it!" cried Dora, roused inlo seli-defencs

#“You wrong me—youn wrong me!  Why &l
you not tell John I was married? Why il

you let him come here?  Aunt, 1 know yeil

he dotes i

ing her foot and shaking her Liead at her—3

gound and live happy? No-no!”

did not wish Jolhm to marry me =ince I los)]
my money; butI say itis you, not 1, whobave;
been pitiless to him.”

Mrs, TLawn started at her, 1t was this «iil
whom she had raised to ier pacsent brighs]
who could thus taunt and reprove lier. i

“0L! you are very grand and prowml b
cause you arc Mr. Templemore's wite,” =bf
said, nodding at Dora, “Dlut you might re
member you would not be his wife but g
me.” ;

Dora colored deeply. 1 know you sk
have told him where he could tind us in i
sington,” she faltered. 4

«Oli! pretend you do not understand—dog
Pretend you do not know who told M
Logan he was with you that night. LY

Dora looked petrified. ller lips partel
her eyes were tixed on Mrs, Luan, then
dreadful light seemed to break upen her.

& And was it you who did that?" she s
at length—+ was it you ™

The question enraged Mrs. Luau.

Ak me—do!" shecried; #ask mel”

tAunt,” piteonsly exclaimed Dora, -t
this be? Did you do it tomake Mr. Temple
more marryme %’ |

«1 did,” replied Mrs, Luan with a sorty
shrick—# T did l—and Lecause I heiped yont)
a rich husband, 1o fine clothes and housesn. g
money, my boy must die—he must die!” shy
repeated, with a low, wailing moan; “and
hear how helanghsat it all?” she added, a<y
loud fit of laughter came from John Luany
bed, * hear how merry he is 1"

« No, 1 dono not believe yon—it i not pi
sible. I cannot be so0 miserable —Heaven!
toe just to allow such things” cried Dora
the despair of her heart. « Aunt, you arc il
quite ill with grief—yon have dreamed
this—you never did this thing—never
never!”

«l did!”

«But why did you do it?
asked Dorain a voice full of agony.
do it, aunt—why do it ?”

¢ Beeause I never liked Florence—and It
cause he was rich.”

# And because you did not wish me to mang
John,” said Dora, in u transport of anger sh
could not repress; ¢ you ruined Mrs, Togans
happiness, you risked my fair name, vou ol
bed Mr. Templemore of his liberty—and ali

Oh! win?
i Wby

that I might not many John.™

“And 0 you taunt me with it!" sullenly

said Mrs. Luan; #wait awhile, my lady—
wait awhile! I hdve been silent, but I can
speak.
knows it.
have robbed me of a son, but perhaps1 can rod
you of & husband.
the honse, but I dan’t care—you and he shal
not be happy whilst John is dying.”

I wonder what hie will say when b
Hal ha! Ihave you therc. Youll

He will turn me out of

She spoke calmly now, but her calmnes

was more terrible than her wrath. A great
agony cnme over Dora as she heard her, und
she was scized with a faintness ns that o
death.
would he feel if he learned that hie had beed
cheated into marrying her |

Her husband loved Ler, but how

« Aunt,” she said, recovering Ly a stront 8

effort, #you must not do that, you must not
God knows, if I could repuir Mr. Temple-
more's wrong, oy, oreven Mrs. Logan's wronf
.1 would do it, though my heart-strings shoull
break ; Lut I cannot—we are married, tied for
life. You must not speak, you must not.”

She raised her hand with a quiet gesture of

command, like one who has attered an unal-
swerable proposition. .
back two dark locks which had fallen over §i
her face, and looked nt her with the defian® |
of a tigress whose cub has been wounded. ‘

But Mrs. Luan shook

«Think of my boy,” she eaid, *and expect

omercy. I have given you a rich husbﬂl;)“\v :

and you only mock and upraid me fori- l ¢
you think I will see him dje," she added, not .

ing toward the bed, “and see you both sle?)

1t was,useless to argue witls Ler, [This W

fiot remorse, repentance, or even sorrow;



