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OUR ANSWER,
AIr—" Paddles Evermore.”
I.

You say our land grows rich and strong:
You say she pines no more—
That wealth and comfort dwell among
Her homes from shore to shore.
Ye masters vile, who ruleour isie,
Your words gre partly true; -
Rut then sve say, as well we may,
No thanks for that to you.
1I...

Y%n kept blucli ‘}mn \lvhiclle you might
n our stricken land; .
Ourp:ormwlng people’s westward gight
To you was sweet and grand :
That scourge is passed—it ceased at 1ast—
To ¢iod our praise is duc— -
But, Fnglishmen, we say agaln,
No thanks for that to you.
L.

And now, through all cur island’s space,
On plain and vale and hitl,
*The old nndaunted Irish race
Have root and holding still:
Tpeir hopes are bright, thelr spirits light,
Their hearts are brave nnd true—
Ye pluodering knaves whod keep us slaves,
No thanks for that {o you.
v,
No lapse of time, a5 on it rolls,
Shall make these Iropes decay s
The light that ehcered our father's souls
Shines full on us to-day.
The end they sought, and strove, and fought,
"To gain, Is now in view;
But hear our words, ye forefgn lords,
No thanlks for that to you.
v,
Yes, we <hiall sce thisland of ours
What it was meant {o be,
With all its honors, rights, and powers,
A nation proad and free;
Tts woes shall ecense, its joys fnerease,
Tts fame shine forth anew—
‘Bat, Englishmen, we say agadi,
No thanks for that to you.
T. D. 8.
—.Nution.

By JULIA KAVANAGH
duthor of Nuathalie, ddele, Queen Mab, &c.

CHADPTER LIIL—CoxrtiNved.

#And how dare vou forget that the child is
mine?” asked Dora, with a quivering lip.
+,0n the day he married me he gave her to
me. [ asked him for her, and I got her.  1le
gave himselt too on that day, batif he has
withdrawn one gift,” she added, ina falling
voice, “as I dave say you know, Florence, he

has not yet taken back the other,” she said,
poiuting to the little low bed. ¢ Besides, 1
have another right. You bad, perhaps you
still have, the {father’s heart; but cven you
must confess thatl have always had the
child's. And now pray let this cease—let
there be silence and peace about that poor
little sick-bed.  Let there be nobitberness be-
1ween us.  The two men whom 1 have most
loved—my brother—my husband, have pre-
ferred you to me.  Leave me the child. Flor-
ence—leave me the child. But for my annt
and you, T should ULe Dorn Courtenay still.
emember that, and grudie me not a position
and a name which have cost me so dear, that
when [ read to-day my own epitaph on poor
Aunt Luan's grave, T wished it were true T
wished I were Iying there with her, away from
all the bitterness which made me leave this
house, and which I {ind in it on my return.
lemember Paul, IPlorcnce—remember him,
and lerthere be peace betwoon us.”

iror once Mrs. Logan wasaffected @ for once
Dora had found the way to her heart. Paul
{‘ourtenay’s name brought the tears to her
eyes. She had notlovedhim very much; but
sach as it was, this love of her youth had
been the only disinterested atfection of her
life. It had not stood the test of poverty, but
moncy had not helped its birth.  And Paul
Courtenay had loved very faithfully. No
second love had offered her image there, aud
she knew it.

¢ Poor Paul™ she said, taking ont her
handkerchief—¢ Poor Panl! 1 way very sorry
for him, aund it made Mi. Logun in such a
way withme. But then rou know, Dora, it is
me "—Mrs. Logan did not care much for
grammar— and not you, whom Mr. Temple-
more should have married. You will ac-
knowledge that, T am sure.”

«She never liked him—never,” thought
Dora, looking at her in wonder, % or she could
not stand there talking to me, his wife”

3ut sbe did not think it needful to answer
Ars. Logan's strange remark.  She had =at
down by Eva's cot, and she waslooking at the
child.  ¥wva's dark eyces glittered with fever,
but she did not recognize her former gover-
nUss.

And how you can take the frightful re-
sponsibility you are now tuking with Eva is
more than I can bmagine,” pettishly resumed
I'lorence ; « busides, you rewlly have behaved
abominably to Doctor Petit.  ITam quite cer-
tain Mr. Templemoie witl Le angry,” she
added, raising her eyebrows, to give her words
nore cmphasis,

Still Dora wus silent.  She was thinking
what a difierence Nature had placed between
Drer and this woman. Ilow one was made to
floai down the stream of grief, which nearly
submerged the other.  She would never have
Iet her husband go, if it broke her heart that
he should leave her; she could never lave
left his house; however much his indifference
had stung ler. 1f her folly led her into
treuble, it would atleast have saved her from
such calamity as had fallen to Dora's lot.

< {)n one thing, however, Inm: determined,”
resumed Mrs. Logan, getting angry at Dora’s
silence, % that Miss Moore shnll have the medi-
cal uttendant she prefers, and that Mr. Tem-
plemore shall know the truth.”

“You are very welcome,” replied Dorn,
with such cvident weariness of this conver-
sation that Mvs. Logan became scarlet, and
giving her un indignant glance, darted out of
tlie room.

CHAPTER LIV.

Tux door had scavcely closed on Mys. Lo-
gan, when Doctor Leroux wusannounced, and
shown in by Jacques. Dora’s face lit on sce-
ing him., It wasa velief to escape from the
bitter thoughts Florence had left after her.
She went up to him and said ergerly :

# Lya is ill again; but Doctor Petit, who
was attending npon her—"

#'Ihen why did you send for me ?” sharply
intervupted Doctor Levonx.

¢ Beeause I know M. T'emplemore has no
faith in bim, and every fuith in you; be has
left me affronted, but I cannothelp that; and
where the child’s life may be the cost, I can-
not mind courtesy—nor will you, I trnst, mind
professional ctiquette.”

She spoke with some uncasiness, hut it was
causeless. Doctor Leroux was a rich mau,
and for etiquette of any kind he cared nnught.
His wealth placed him above the suspicion
of wishing to secure a patient by unworthy
means ; and as he entertained a profound con-
tempt for Doctor Pefit's skill, and a high re-
spect for his own, e made no scruple of tak-
ing a petient from him in the hour of poril.
So without further parley he approached Evi's
bed, and looked at the child. Dora read his
face anxiously, md its gravity filled her with
concern. -~ -1

“ Well ?”-shie said qt length. ,

uWell, it will be'n’ miracle H we save her,”
replied Doctor Liaroux, with some bitterness:
ind’fntcrna.lly headded; « Petit’s mark is npon

Fearful, indeed, is this power,overlife which
the ignorant and unskilful possess, a8 well as
the learued and'the-gifted, all the more fear-
ful tkat the guilty man i8 gencrally uncon-
scions of his guilt. =~ -

Doctor Petit, whatever may be his name or
his country—whether he command a ship, a
forlorn hope, & company, or rule by & sick-bed,
is our greatest enemy, if we but knew it.  Ask
the soldiers whose bones bleach on the battle-
ficld, the sailors who bave gone down witha

homes are ruined, the mourners whose hearts
arc broken by the déath of a loved onc—ask
them how they have fared though their trust
in him, and be warned. The thief, the mur-
dcrer, even, are less dangerous than the man
whose cleims to knowledge you cannot con-
trol, and whose ignorance you can only learn
at your bitter cost.

At first Dora felt stunned ; but rallying at
length, shesaid :

uIt is impossible! You cannotmenn tosay
that the child must die, Doctor Leroux ?”

#“Not that she must, but that she may,” he
replied, somewhat sharply,

Dora looked at Eva. It was not and it
could not be mother's jove she felt for that
poor little sufferer, ard therefore hers was not
amother’s bitter agony.  But theknowledge
that thislittle creature, motherless,and for the
time, too, fatherless, was dying, pierced her
licart.  She had loved the child, and thechild,
100, had loved her. Eva had bLeen a tie be-
twccn*cr and her husband.  She had brought
Dora Bhck to his home when nothing else, it
secined to her, could have done it—and now
that gentle and tender Lond must soon be
broken. They would stand apart without that
loving link, and they could not even meet by
Eva's grave.

# Ie would not believe my griefy” thought
Dora; «and lie shall not sce it to doubt it.
When Evis dend—if she must die, indeed—I
shall leave this house again, and this time all
will be surely over forever!”

But must the childdie?  Itseemed so hard.
Doctor Leroux was gone, and Dorn sat by
Lvas cot, holding Eva's little wasted hand in
her own, and she could not believe it, Oh! if
there were but power in love to keep those
loved beings who go away from us so surely,
whethier thair leave-taking be swift or slow !
# Stay with me,” Dora longed to say—¢ stay
with me, my duling!  Inever can tell you
my trouble, but still you will comfort it.
There is more consolation in achild’s loving
kiss than in all men and women can say to
prove that one ought not tomonrn, Oh! if I
could Lut keep you!l—if I but could!” And
then to think that this tender little Leing
must veally die and be put in the cold damp
varth, to moulder away, with all its beauty
prematurcly destroyed, and the sweet pro-
mises of youth forever unfultilled! The
thought filled Dora’s heart with pity aswell as
with sorrow.  Every caress she had received
fiom the child—every fond, endearing word

‘which had been exchanged between them in

those hours when Dora was no longer gover-
ness and Eva pupil, came back and inflicted its

pang upon her. % I nevercould have left this
house if she had been in it!’ she thonght—
“never!”  Then came the thought of what it
would Le when the child was gone-—how
empty, how silent, how cold! And so vivid
were these images—so painfully real did
imagination make them—that Dore grasped
Eva's hand till the child opened her heavy
eyes and looked wonderingly at her step-
mother. She had no knowledge of death, and
no fear of the destroyer. e might come and
steal her away, and she wonld yield to him
with the meek unconscionsness of her years.
She would never suspect or know that there
wis o power strongrer by far than that of the
kind hand which now held hers.

i Cousin Dora,” she said, with o suddenness
that startled Dora, “when is Doctor Detit
coming hack 7"

% What do you want him for, Eva ™

« T don't like Doctor Leroux.”

But the words were spoken faintly, and she
fell haek into herold langor.

«PThe very ¢hild is against me,” thought
Dora. Her heart sickened within her ws, ve-
membering the strife she had already gone
througl, she foresaw another trial more cruel
still.  What I, secing matters throngh the
bitterness of his altered feelings, Mr. Temple-
more should lay the death of his child to her
door? Hae might not say it, indeed, but she
would read it in his eyes, and would net that
be hard indeed! & Since Doctor Levoux van-
not promise to save the child)” she thought,
<would it not be hetter for me that I had
never come here, or had left her to the other
man's care 7 He said he could save her: and
who knows—oh! who knows, perhaps le
couldt—perhaps it is true Lam killing heet”

The thought was so exquisitely painful, that
Daora dropped Liva's hand and left the side of
the little cot. She went to the window,
leaned against the glass-pane, and cried s if
her heart would breek. Two thoughts were
with her, and either was very hard to benr,
One, that there was little or no hope of saving
Iiva; the other, that, believing hev to be dead,
Mrs. Logan and her husband had indulged in
hopes, felt or spoken—it mattered not—which
her return must needs dispel.

« He believes me to be dead, and he will
find me to be living,” thought Dora. «He
hopes to mary l'lorence, and he will learn
that he is still bound tome. 1 am the Ditter~
ness and the clog ofhiglife.  1'he davk cloud,
which ¢ver comes between the sun of happi-
ness and him!”  As this seeret voice spoke
to her in such bitter language, Dora asked
herelf, with something like passion, why she
was tried so cruelly.  Why was her life a
double burden~—to herscelf first, then to him?
And she felt o strong, so free {rom disense, so
full of vitality! 1t scemed to her as if she
could live forever. « I dare say I shall sur-
vive thew botly,” she thoughty s they will die,
and I shall live on into dreary old age, for-
gotten by deatls, as T have been forgotten by
love”

Bitter, indeed, was the thought,and nothing
came to soften ity Litterness.  KEva was worse
the next morning, wnd Doclor Yetit pro-
nounced Miss Moore out of danger. His ver-
dict, indeed, might have been doubiful, but
she asked to sec Dorn, and her appearance
fully contirmed her imedical attendant’s as-
sertion.

« Mrs, Templemore,” said dliss Moore, with
some cnergy, ¢ what do you mean by tamper-
ing so with my nicce—what do you mean ?*

Dora did not answer at once. She looked
from the sick lady in her bed to Florence, who
had taken out her handkerchief, and was weep-
ing bLehind it, and she tried to say calmly :

+T did all for the best, Miss Moore—I fol-
lowed, as 1 Dbelieved, Mr. Templemore’s
wishes.”

«Dut it was 1o me Mr. Templemore left my
nicce,” nrgued Mirs Moore ; «and you take ad-
vantage of me and my illness to get hold of
her, Miss Courtenay.” - '

#Mrs. Templemore,” corrected Dora.

% Yes, I know you arc his wife,” impaticntly
retorted Miss Moore; # you need not taunt me
with it.” - ‘

« I mean 1o tnunt, Miss Moore; but it is
becnuse I am hig wife that I bave a right over
his c¢hild”. . . | .

Miss Moore looked helplessly at Mrs. Lo-
gan, who had withdrawnher handkerchief, and
was tapping her foot impatiently. Dora read

that look very ensily—it meant, «I have done

despeiring cry, the men and women whose

my best, you see, but I cannot help myself”
Indeed, Miss Moore’s next remark was o that
purpose.. A

# Well, Mrs. Templemore,” shesnid, “I am
not able to save poor Eva from youand that
Doctor Leroux; but, remember,” she added,
weeping, ¢ remtember, that if I lose my sister's
child, I shall hold you guilty.”

#1 cannot accept that guilt, Miss Moore;

‘life and-death are not in .my power, and I

have still-hope thut Evamay be saved.”
,""Miss Moore tossed vestlessly in her bed;

"Mrs, Logan:loeked indignant, and, after a
‘brief pause, Doxn withdrew and wentlack to

Liva, " 'She had Jeft Josephine with the child,
and she found the gir! inclined to remnin and
be communicative, especially on the subjeet of
Fanny.

"¢ Madame may believe me,” she said, confi-
dently, # but I never believed in the demoi-
selle with her Ulue eyes. I nlways told
Jacques she was deceitful ; and when she
came back and said Madame Courtenay was
dead, and took away all madame’s letters and
things, I said to Jacques, ¢ 1 do not like that;
and I do not believe madame sent that Made-
meoiselle Fanny back. Jacques will not
grant it now, but T snid it; and I never be-
lieved madame was really dead, for, yon sce,
Monsieur never went info mourning, nor never
said & word. Only Madame Logan's maid
said it to Jacques, who told me; but no one
told monsicur, who went ahout looking so
grave und so stern ; but servants must be care-
ful, as madame knows, and not 1cpeat every
word they hear. And I have always been
discreet,” continued Josephine, adding, with
an alirupt transition, 1 can make dresses too,
and trim caps quite prettily.  Mademoisclle
Fanny took many abintirom me. Forbeing
English, you know, she had not the right
knack which we French have?

« Josephine wants to Le my maid,” thought
Dorn, with a sigh; #poor girl, she does not
know my reign is over. 1 am still queen, of
course, but where is my kingdom ?  And who
and what slull I be in this house if poor little.
Eva dies ?”

¢ She is thinking over it,” conjectured Jose-
phine, watching Dora's pensive face; =1 did
well to tell her about trimming caps. Ma-
dame Courtenay always was particular about
hereaps.”

And Dora, whose thoughts were far away,
saw a sad image of hersclf going back alone
to the poor house where Mrs. Uourtenay was
waiting ; whilst Eva slept in Ler little grave,
and Mr. Templemore brooded over griet his
in Les Reches,

CHAPTER LV

Tie concierge in the Hotel Rue de Rivoli
was leaning Lack in his chair, and looking
pensively at o telegram which lay on the
table before him. It had been lying there
seven days, and had not been claimed as yet
by Me. Templemore.  Was this a second edi-
tion of that gentleman's mysterious disappear-
ance? The concierge thought ro, and was
rouading oft a period, when agnin Mr. Tem-
plemore spoiled bis story by suddenly coming
forward. A\ clew to the truth which Le had
not ceused to seck had taken him suddenly
from Les Roches toa place beyond Paris, but
it had proved vain, and he was coming to the
Hotel to spend the night there on his way
home, when the concierge, recognizing him,
rose, and said with much alacrity :

«We were afraid somethiug had happened
to monsieur: This dispatch has been lying
here for monsieur no less than seven days.”

Mr. Templemore's color fled as he heard
him. Who could send o dispatch to this
place, save Miss Moore, and what could she
send it for but to give evil tidings of Eva?
He tore the paper open with a trembling
hand ; but his heart sickened as he read it.
The telegram was sent by Doctor Petit, and
that zentleman intormed him that Miss Moore
and her nicce were both i1l of scarlatina ; that
he, Doctor Petit, was aitending npon them,
and that though there was no danger, he
hoped to get them through.

Mr. Templemore stood with the paper in
Lis hand, stinded with a grief 50 unexpected.
That Eva shonld be ill was ever possible, but
that she should fall into the hands he niost
dreaded bad always seemed out of the ques-
tion; and now this dreadful evil had come to
pass, and for seven days his child had been in
the power of Doctor P'etit. Al might be well,
or all might be over by this. Mre, Temple-
more asked for a milway guide. The last
train Left for Bouen at seven, and it was half-
past six now. There was no time to send a
telegram to Lies Roches and receive the an-
swer before the departure of the train. He
must go ut once, go with the agony ot that
doubt upon him, or wait till the following
day to save Eva from Dz Petits rathless
hands.

Within ten minutes to seven Mr, Temple-
more (was in the waiting-room of the Havre
station, and whilst his eager eyes sought the
hand of the railway clock, aud his heart sick-
ened with impatience, very bitter were Mr.
Tewmplemore's thoughts.  Yes, all might e
over now.  Eva might be dead by this. The
disease which hie had dreaded nost of all for
Lier might have robbed him of his last child,
ns 1t had of her two litttle sisters,  The cnemy
had come while he was away secking for one
who had all Lut replaced his child in his
heart. “If I had been with Eva T should at
least have suved her from Petit.” he thought.
«Oh! Dora! Dora! must you cost me so dear
as this?

There was a double igony in the feeling,
Then swiftly other thoughts rushed through
his mind. The mother wham he lind given to
his little girl had proved faithless.  Alas!
they lid Doth Deen faithless, father and
adopted mather too. Tove wnd wrath had
been fatal alike to Ewa, and the innocent
child's life must pay for a passion of which
childhoad has no conception.

Only a few people were waiting for the ex-
press-train, but amongst them wasn young
English matron with children, & nursery-
maid, and a whole array of small baskets, and
toys, and worrying purcels.  Mr. Temple-
mote walked to the other end of the waiting-
room, in order not to see this happy group.
That woman had four children, and he, who
had but one, might soon be childless.  There
would be joy in her home for many years,
while his might be hushed and silent. e
was not envious, he wished her no evil, but
he could not look on her happiness. The
sight was one, however, which he could not
escape. One of the children, o little girl, ran
past him, to jump inte the arms ofa gentle-
man, who kissed her and joined the group.
He was evidently the futher and husband.
«\Why did I not meet Dorn years ago?”
thought Mr. Templemore, in the bitterncss of
of his heart, She would have been Eva'n
mother, andall would have been swell! There
never could have been unkindness between us
with such a tie. And Dora would never
have left Lher ¢child’s home as she left her hus-
band's—never!”

These travellers made themselves at home,
English fashion, and spoke loud and freely
together, Tiny—such was the little givl's
name—made] daring attempts on ons of the
baskets holding biscuits. . The nurse scolded,
but Tiny, defiant sinner, only laughed, and
throwing. back her golden curls, gotup on her
smiling mother's knee and hugged her. The
‘child was young and faiv, wholiy unlike the

‘dark-eyed Eva ;-but many a time Mr. Temple-

-more had seen -his little daughter thus in
Dora's arms, ‘caressing and fond, and now,
looking at this strange’ mother and child, he
also remembered something that had-ocourred
during his hurried journey from Deenah to
Les Roches with Dora.  Conquered by fatigue,
he had fallen asleep one night in the railway
cnrriage.  When he woke in the gray morn-
ing Dora was sleeping too, and he found that,
unconsciously, he had laid his head upon her
shoulder. Then, as the carriage still moved
on, and he saw the deep purple plains in the
faint light of dawn, the thought came to him
how often his child’s innocent head had rested
where his 1ow lay, and how often again, as he
hoped, he skould see her clasped to that kind
heart. It had been one of his tronkles to
know that Eva would never love Florence,
and now it was a joy to feel that e could
hold these two, Dora and the chiid, in one
love, undivided. He gently moved away, and
Dora awakening, asked what was the next
station. He told her, but he did not say how
this little incident scemed to have given his
brief married life some of the sweetness which
only cemes with years! and how this girl,
who had been his wife but a fortnight, was al-
ready to bim as the mother of his child.

Again Mr. Templemore felt he could not
look on, and he turned his head away. He
could mot help loving Dora, whatever hap-
pened ; but if Bva died, grief, remorse, and, o
child’s grave would be between him and Dora,
ay, even though she never left his-side aguin.
Could he forget that if he had not been within
call in the hour of danger. she was the cause;
could he forget that some strange woman, and
not his wife, was now with his sick and dying
child ?

At last the wooden barrier was opened, and
the travellers hastened to the row of carriages
with the loud impatient hissing engine at the
head. Five minutes more and they were in
motion, first panting, then Aying through the
country. 'The suburbs melted away into a
green landscape. The Scine gleamed, then
disappeaicd, then came again to sight, villnges
were seen, then towns, then fields and or-
chards. Then towns once morein the antumn
sunset,and still they went on, and M. Tem-
plemore thought they would never reach their
goal. .\tlength the hills which surrounded
Rouen came in view, then the spires of the old
Gothic city rose in the darkness of the night,
and Mr. Templemore felt e must prepare for
the worst.

There were two ways of renching Les
Roches,  Mr. Templemore chose the shortest.
A carriage took him up a steeper path than
the winding road which led te the chatean
and being unable to proceed any farther, left
him within fifty yards of the wooden door in
the boundary wall. Mr. Templemore paid and
dismissed the cabman without a word. The
man looked after him curionsly. He saw him
take out a2 key, and heard him open the door
and enter, locking the door after him.

«They have their troubles too,” he thought,
making his horses turn. «They have trees
and gardens, and houses, bLut they have their
troubles too.”

Swiftly, yet with the fear of death at his
heart, Mr. ‘l'emplemore went on through the
dark paths. At length the house stood before
him. It looked strangely quict and solemn.
Not a light burned in the windows, not one
human Leing was visible. He stood for a
moment waiting for somoe token of life, but
none came from that silent dwelling. Sud-
denly, and as Mr. Templemore was walking
quickly through the tlower-garden, Jacques
appeared with a lantern in his hand. In a
moment Mr. Templemore stood by the man.

4 Well!” he said.

He could utter no more. 1is lips were
parched and dry, and fever sickened his very
heart.

Jacques was slightly startled at his master's
unexpected appearancy, and there was just a
foment’s pause, an cternity of torment and
doubt, erc he answered.

& Mademoiselle Eva is very low.”

My, Yemplemore had tried to prepare him-
gelf for n waorse reply than thix, but by the
agony it gave him Le could test the vanity of
all such preparation.

« Doctor Petit thought she was getting bet-
ter,” resumed Jncgues, “and he cured JMa-
demoiselle Moore ; but that was in the begin-
ning. and Mademoiselle Eva is not so well
now.”

Mr. Templemore was standing perfectly
still, like one incapable of sense or motion;
but his eves fashied when he heard Doctor
DPetit's fatal name, he started, as if that name
had stung bim back {rom torper into 1ife.

« My God!” he cried, « who Dbrought that
man—who brought him 7"

There was somethiog so desperate in his
look and tone, that Jacques stepped back, wnd
forgot his partisanship for Doctur Petit, which
he shared with the whole hounschold, in  per-
sonal uncasiness. So hastily cvading M.
Templemore's question, he answered :

« Doctor Petit cured Mademoiselle Moore,-

and attended Mademoiselle lva at first; but
Doctor Leroux has the care of her now.”

«When has he beenhere?*

« He left five minutes ago.”

Mr. Templemore put no further guestions,
but walked on. The fatal thonght, « "etit
has murdered her, and Leroux himself cannot
save her—I1 have come too late!” rang
through bimagain and again like a knell. He
entered the house, turned into the school-
room, thence into Dora’s sitting-soom, and
went up the private staircase whichled to the
apartment Eva had once shared with her
gOVerness.

He pushed the door of the child’'s room
open very softly. He did not wish her to be
startled by his suddenappearance. Thenight
lamp shed a dull faint light sn the sick-room,
n low wood fire smonldered on the hearth, bug
Mr. Templemore could sce Eva's little white

cot at the other end of the apartment. He
appronched it gefitly. A calm,regular breath-
ing told him the child was sleeping. He

bent over her very cautiously. Long, keen,
and attentive was the look. Suddenly Eva's
eyes opened. Mr. Templemore remained per-
fuctly still. She looked at him with a balf
wondering gaze, in which sleep contended ;
then her lids fluttered and fell, her eyes closed,
and she was sleeping soundiy. With a re-
licved ®igh Mr. Templemore turned away,
Eva was saved, and he knew it.

«Thank God!” he said, half aloud—« thank
God {*

He walked towards the fireplace, then stood
still. A flickering ray of the firelight shot up
from the hearth ; and pale, worn, and altered
though she was, he saw and knew her. This
was his wife who stood before him! Fora
moment his heart seemed to cease to beat.
For a moment he stood, paie a8 death, and as
silent. YTor a moment she, too, was mute and
still, looking at him as helooked at her, But
she Liad been oxpecting him days, aud she re-
covered first.  She raised & warning hand.

# Do not waken her,” she said in the Iowest
whisper—but low though it war, her, voice
shook; #she is saved—she will live!”

Great joys come to us like great sorrows.
Mr. Templemore. conld necither move nor
speak—he felt stunned. MHe had got them
both back—the wifc and the child, and for
a while he could only look at his lost Dora's
fuce. .

«My wifel—my dear wife!” he said at

length. . :

He took herin hisarms., The word # wife”
was o sesame. No term of endearment had

ever sounded half so sweet a8 this, when he.

had spoken it, in the past; and as be uttered
it now her whole heurt seemed to go forth to

meet bim. When he opened his arms to re-’

ceive her, she threw hers around his neck, and
all was forgiven and forgotten forever between
these two. k

« Then youare glad I am not dead,” she
said, smiling through er happy tears; «you
never had that cruel “Dora Courtenay ’ puton
poor aunt'’s grave?—you never wished to
marry Mrs. Logan? Youneed not tell me so.
I know it—1 know it!”

Yes, this was truly Dora—Dora jealous and
fond, and Dora joyous aund light-hearted.
Dora who had fled from him in hasty resent-
ment, and hind come back on the first token
of the child’s peril.  But great joy isincredu-
lous. The crucl fear of Eva's danger was but
a few hours old. It had not taken upon him
the hard grasp of reality. e could bid it
begone like an evil nightmare; butthe doubts,
the fears, the anguish he had gone through
in secking the woman whosc voice he heard,
whose hand he held, all came back to him
now, and seemed to say, ¢ %o not be too sure
—you may be dreaming, and when you waken
she may be gone.”

# I cannot believe it!” he exclaimed vehe-
mently—+ 1 cannot believe I have got you
back I

«And yet I am no ghost!, she answered
joyously.

« Ah! but how pale and worn she looked !
She had been watching many nights, surely ?

# FPour,” she answered simply.  «I did not
dare to leave Eva for fear they rhould bring
back Doctor Petit.”

«You bronght Levoux, then "

T did. Ihadahard battle, but I won.”

# And Petit would have killed her.  She is
now your child, indeed !”

Theve arc some sweet drops in this bitter
cup of life, as the poets call it.

«T am sure of him now,” thought Dora—
«sure forever.,”

Ivamoved slightiy. At once Dora was by
her side : but Eva was only dreaming. Dora
raised the curtain and bent over the sleeping
child to make sure of her glumber ; and Mr.
Templemore looked at them both, and never
forgot that pivture—the poor little head on
its white pillow, and the faithful tender face
above it.

CHAPTER 1.VI.

Mun. "Cexrresore had sent Dora to her room
to restand sleep, and Dora had obeyed him.
Tt was sweet to go and rest after fatigue, and
to sleep after watchiug, and sweeter than all
to know she was doing both in her husband’s
house, and under her husband’s care.

She looked around her with a delicious
sense of home. How pleasant to sit down in
that larze arm-chair, and rest a while, and
think of her husband, swrrounded as she was
with tokens of her husband's aflection! Ifow
pleasant, after the vexing storms of the past,
to rejoice in the sweet peace of the present!
The same sense of repose followed her when
sheat length laid her head on the pillow, and
composed herself to sleep.

« Adieu to care,” she thought. «TIfour love
has survived such bitter trials, surely we need
not fear for it. We are mortal,and, therefore,
may suffer again, for we cannot conquer sick-
ness and death; but for all that, adien to

cure! Now I can full asleep and not dread
wakening.  And to-morrow I can waken, and

not feel in my heart, * Aunother litter day lies
before me.” I know that Fva will live—I
know that he sits with her thinking of me—
I know that the dslightful daysaceall coming
back like spring after winter.”

Yes, she knew it, and when she ceased to
know it—when Thought folded her wings, and
a mentle torpor erept aver her—when fatigue
and happiness both wrapped her in a delight-
ful heaviness, and made her close her eyes——
she felt it still. It was the last consciousness
she carried with hev into the world of sleep—
it was the meaning of all her dreams, and her
bright welcome when ghe woke.

Whilst Dora slept, Mr. Templemere sat up
and watched in Bva's room. Me had sut
down in Dora’s vacant chair by {he fire-place,
and looking at the red embers, he threw off
the weary burden of the past, and indulgedin
some brizhtdvenms.  But suddenly the image
of Florence, pale and reproachful—Florence,
who had wronged him, but whom he had
abetted too willingly, eame back like an up-
braiding. How comnpletely he had given up
the old love, and how eagerly he had turned
to the new ! Waa not this vehement aftection
the justification of Mrs. Logan’s jealousy?
“Yes,” he thought, with something like re-
morse, ¢ she was vight ecnough. I was always
too fond of Dora. I always gave her too
much, and now she has all, and she Las u
vight to all.  The folly of a silly woman and
the guilt of & mad one have made it too late
for repentonce or regret.  Then why perplex
myself with what might have been, butnever
cun be ?—why grudge myself the happiness
of what it s, when that ¢is’ happens to Le s
girl I love, anda young wife Yike Dora!?

Thus spoke Reason, and Conscience lent her
a willing ear, and Remorse retreated discom-
fited, and in some disorder.  An unexpected
ally, moreover, came fo Reasons aid, and
made her mistress of'the fietd.

Dora had not long been gone, for thought
travels fast, when the door through which she
had left opened gently. Mr. Templemore
looked quickly round.  He had scarcely time
to recognize Miss Moore's square figure, when
bhe heard her lock the door, and take out the
key; then, crossing the room swiftly, she
went to another door and locked that too.
He stared at lier in silent amazement, but it
wus plain Miss Moore did not see him.  She
went to Eva's bed, pecped cautionsly at the
child, then wallked away ou tiptoe, took «
large, old-fashioned arm-chair, shook the
cushion upon it, wheeled it to lva's cot, then
sat down, with o gentle sigh of relief, took off
her curls, fumbled in her pocket, brought out
n white-fritled night-cap and pnt it on. She
was tying the strings, when, to her mingled
terror and confusion, Mr. Templemore ap-
peared before her.  Miss Moore felt petrified,
and so she did not scremmn; Lut when Mr.
Templemore, who did not want to waken the
child, made a sign that she was to rise, Miss
Moare mechanically obeyed, and found
strength to do so. Ie took a light, and she
followed him to the neighboring room.

« Miss Moore,” he inquired, when they were
out of Eva's hearing, ¢ may I ask the meaning
of this 7

# J—1 want to git up with Eva,” stnmmered
Miss Moore; I thought she wasalone.”

« What made you think so?—did yon sece
my wife leave ?”

#Yes—just so. I sawher leave, and Icame
to sit up with the child.”

« Miss Moore, why did you lock the door?”

Miss Moore was mute.

41t is not possible,” he said, rather bitterly,
“that you meant to lock out my wife?”

« I don't know,” was Miss Moore's pite-
ousreply. -

It was plain that suchhad been her inten-
tion; but Mr. Templemore did not think Miss
Moore capnble of originating o rebellious a
scheme, and his eyes flashed with resentment,
a8 he said : ‘

“Who advised this?

Of course you would
never have done it 1"’ '

. I:I‘l::alif;rc Ifgmec%} traitor witheut remorse,
- Logan,” she said.

«Mrs, Logan! Good Heavens!

Y ! what coulq
be her motive? What could make her wist
to insnlt my wife in ber own. house? Az: ]‘
Miss Moore, how could you abet her 7 @

?1 hu,ve a4 right over Eva,» jealous)y re-
plied Miss Moore; «ghe is my sisters chi)
after all, and I have no faith in Doctod-
Leroux ; and Doctor Petit cured me, M T !
plemore. P Ao

Mr. Templemore felt toe indignant to ey,
that point ; but he said again : sne

“ But Mis. Logan bas no right—how deve
she meddle?—how dare she advisc yoy
Miss Moore?” e

« I suppose it vexed her that Mrs. Ton, Ple-
more should be alive,” composedly said Mise
Moore : # you sce, she thought that you \-.u-5
n widower, I suppose, when she came t min&
Eva and me.”

Mr. Templemore heard Ler with min.ie

ol
anger and shawe. Not a shadow of remoys,.
or regret could remain in his heartafrer lhi.--'
«And I have loved this small, silly, selfs):
creature,” he thought, in mute indignatioy, .
«this ruthless litue thing, who would have
sacrificed my child’s life as well as hor 0"“:
pride to indulge » moment’s revenge!”

He could not speak at once, 50 bitter wep.
his feelings ; and that bitterness showcd iteely
in the first words he uttered : o

Miss Moore, Dora must never know t],jy_
never, mind you. Ske must never koow
this insult was contemplated.”

# Miss Moore wasquite willing to vy that
she would never tell Mr. Templemor.= wm,
the littte plot that had been concocted wurnins
her.  And though she bad been faithliss 1o
Mys. Logan, she was strictly faithiul ¢, 1
self  Dora never did know it. She neve
knew why, when her husband spoke a1 {]y.
ence, which was but rarely, he spoke of her
with such Litter emphasis and such resentin
looks.  Bhe never knew why, when o venr
after this, Mr. Templemore henrd of Me., 1.
gan’s marriage with a learned Jadge e ye
tered so serious and earnest a “ poor fojlow

“But you might have been that :pooy .0
ow,’” gayly said Dora.

“ Never,” he rather sharply answere!, )
Lave comniitted some mistakes. but they Lyve
never been fatalones.  Either reason resunyod
her sway at the critical moment, or. L gy,
smiling, ¢ some good fairy came to the respye
when all scemed lost. So vou see tha |
never could have been that ¢ poor fellow

“ I see,” thought Dora s s there is somaghiyer
1 have never known: but I am s pyg.

seard's wile—I can bear it.”
sut all this was yet to come. When Do
entered Eva's room the next morning, ~o byicin
and jovous that Mr. Templemore told Lier sho
fooked like the sunbeam whomn the al hewis
caught and imprisoned :

#Then mind you lock me up, o ! shall
escape,” replied Doy - do not trast me—da
not trust me.”

Alas! Mrs, Conrtenay's worst preseatioients
were  heing  fulfitled.  Mr. Templemore
wanted to keep her, and Dova wanted to stay.
“Yes,” thought Mrs. Courtenany, s she sat
alone and sad, and locked out at the village
street, 1 knew Low it would Le.”

This time Mrs. Courtenuy was not frownijng.
Dora’s mother was weeping, geatly, indeed,
not with a bitter or passionate fow, but still
with sorrow and heartache.  Dora had been
gone, oli! s0 long, and she was not returning.,
She wrote frequently, almost daily ; but she
did not come beek.  Mrs. Courtenay knew
how ill Eva had been, and how well she was
getting. She knew that Mr. Templemore
had come tack, and that Dora was, as shesaid,
happier than ever; but when Dora would
conie to her, or if ever she would come, Mrs,
Courtenay did not know. And thus, though
the cards lay before her, though the favorite
paticnce of his majesty TLounis XVIIL. had
come out beautifully, Mrs. Courtenay was
loomy, and indulged in some reflections more
philosophic than cheerful. 1 have always
read in history,” sadly thought the poor lady,
tthat when two coutending powers made
peace, it was at the expense of & third. some
poor little weak kingdom or dukedom, or ve-
publie, which they either divided ov sacri-
ficed in some dreadful way or other.  And
that is how Dora and AMr. Templemore nre
now acting.  Of course 1 cannot be divided,
or made three picees of, like poor Poland, but
then 1 can be excluded svom the contedera-
tion, as it were, and told to mind my own
business, and let the mighty people settle
their own affaivs.  Dorais a wood danghter
dnd she Toves me very dearly, but then she is
crazy about her husband, and, of course, he is
desperately fond of hier, and they are making
anew honeymoon ofit.  And, of course, too,
I must Le sacriticed. 1 always thonght Dor-
tor Richard looked 1like a jealous man,
and I do believe he will Joek her up rather
than let er be out of his sight.  Amlif he
does, how can she help herself, poor dear!”

Yet it was o hard case, a very hard case, but
it was of a piece with that carrying off of the
Sabines which Mr. “T'empleniore had emulated
on his wedding., « It began then, awl it is
ending now,” thought the poor lady. - [have
lost my Dorat”

Mrs. Courtenay was sitting in the parler
looking disconsolately al the sunburnt road
throngh the green screen of vine-lenves whicl
framed lier window, as she came to this lam-
entable conclusion.  The cards lny befure her,
gud aved glow from {he west stole in and
filled the plain room with warmth amid light
Mrs. Courtenny was dazzled ns well as mis-
erable, and leaning back in her chair with a
sigh, she closed her wearied eyes with the
dismal reflection, “ Where is the nse of look-
ing 7"

« Mamma ! mamma!” said a pleasant voice;
which sounded in her eay.  Mys, Courtenay,
started and looked round.  She was alone in
the voom, ¢ I am here,” said the volcee again;
and this time Mrs. Courtenay, turning in the
direction whence the voice came, saw Dora's
Lright face looking at her laughingly lhrougl{
the vine-leaves. ' You have been crying,’
said Dora, putting on a frown. «Ieceit. T
wmn very angry ¥

u«Don't! implored Mrs. Courtenay, depre-
catingly’

Dota shook her head, then vanished. The
next moment she was in the room, and she
stood before her mother with a grave face and
a threntening forefinger.

«1 told youI would come back, but yow
did not believe it, and yot here T am.”

«Yes,” snid Mrs. Courtenay, admiringly
wand how well and how preity you look,
Doral How did you get away ?” she asked,
us Dora sat down by her, and kissed her ten-
derly.

«Did I nottell youI would getout through
the window ?” gayly replied Dora. )

« Oht but I hope you did not” exclaimed:
Mrs. Courtenay in some alarm, «That would
never do, Dora. Mr. Templemore would net:
like it

Dora looked a little defiant.

W Why did he lock the door ?” she asked.

Mrs. Courtenay clasped her hands. .

wAnd did he lock the door?” she cried-
« Dora, that was disgraceful; but you should:

-

Jiave procured another key, and not jumped:

out of the window!” .

# My dear Mrs. Courtenay, do not beliove
her,” now said the voice of Mr. Templemore
who had been standing behind her chair all
the time. “The doors of Les Roches were

.



