
0 EVA IHUNTINGDON.

leskissonercheek. LadyIllutin densilently a more ngreeable Clii panîion thil thw most

retrned the eibrace, aidl tiien vhien the door chariniig of our soi-dirit Londn bellei. But

closed upoi imo, covered lier hauîghty brow with it is useless wasting iy adlvice u, li you. With

lier liands an11d wvept bitterly. Gkayly siniging a old Wentwortlh for a teaclher, I give vou up.

snîatel of some huntiing song, the object of lier Good b>ye!" and bestowing on lier the >arîe care-

anxiety, lier passionate grief, ascended to his lems salutation he had voulh!afed L lî mothier, he

Rpartment, but on the thresliold he paused a left the roomf. Scarcely coniscious of hîk depar-

moment and murnured, " I really inust say good turc, Eva joyfully cla>ped her hand, munnuring,

bye to that invisible little sister of mine. 'Tis "Mr Arlingford bore in an hourI Oh ! what hap-

but a smali compensation for the good natured piness 1"

simplicity with which she permits my mother to (To be continued.)

fleece ber for ny benefit. Is this ber door I
Yes."

Ilis loud demand for admittance was answered
~ b Ea' nai!.THE WATI:R'P-SPIIITE.

by Eva's maid.

"IIalloal pretty face! Oan I see your mistress. FROU TUE GEILMAN OF JUsTINUS KERLNEa.

Is she dressed 1" " Es war In des Maien mileiii Glanz,

Yes, i.Da hielten die Jungfera von Tubingen Tanz."

Then, I think she must have mado her toilette i The May-moon shone with a mild warm glance,

witliout your assistance, for you must have de- As the maidens of Tubingen met to dance.

voted a whole morning at least to those hyacinthino i
,, They danced, and daniced aci otlier between,

curlsof yurs.'Neath a linden-tree in the valley green.

The girl had at first modestly cast down ber

eyesq, in acknowledgment of what she supposed A strange Youth, most richly arrayed,

an intended compliment, but a glance at the Approached and bowed to the fairest maid.

quizzical expression of the speaker's face, and the

ambiguity of the word "h yacinthine," which not- He reached her is hand Nvith a noble air,

withstanding the constant gratification of her And placed a sea-green wreath on ber hair.

$gûvel reading propensities, was yet beyond the "O young man! 'why is thire arm eo cold ?"

limita of her comprehension, changed the current -" No heat do the waters of Neckar hold

of her feelings, and with a stiff courtesy, she re-

quested him, in a tone of great asperity, " to "O young man! why is thine hand so pale

leave ber hyacinthine curls alone, and tell her -" In the water the burning suibeams: fail

plainly what ho wanted." His only answer was He danced with her far from the linden-tree-

to eye lier a moment from head to foot with the -
same mocking smile, and then taking ber by the

arm e qicky. eectd hr fom te tresold He danced with her still by the Neckar clear-armn lie quickly. ejected hor i rom the threshold

and walked in. -" O young manl leave me-I faint with fear î"

$ "Weil, Eva, I have corne teý say good bye," ho -
" Wel, vaI hve ome o sy god ye, he He danced with lier in- whetre the waters shine-

exclaimed, approaching his sister who was pondng n-" edfath er i n thou, the wie s"pari __" father 1 andI thou, 0 mother, mine 1"
Over lier books.

"What 1 are you going to day 1" He bears ber to halls of crystal sheen-

"Yes; and to your complote satisfaction, doubt- -",Farewell 1my mates in the valley green 1"
?ess. Mr. Arlingford, who is to replace me, is, I

think, more to your taste."
" Mr. Arlingford 1 When is lie expectedi"

"In an hour from this, but what are you doing TIIE ORIGIN OF LOVE.
With all those stupid books 1 Ah ! studying, I The origin of love ! Ah ! why

Seo. W ell, my little sister, excuse me, but I can- That cruel question ask of me,

n1ot help telling you, you are a fool for your Since thou may'st mark in many an eye,

pains. The more clever and sensible you be- He starts to life on sceing thee.

Corne, the more disagreeable and tiresome will

you also grow in proportion. Secondly, to my And should'st thou seek to end his woe,

opinion, a girl perfectly unaccomplished, unac- My heart forebodes, my fears forcsee,

quainted with the stupid stiff etiquette of society, He'll linger long in silent woe:

eyen, though sh scrcely knows how to write, is But lig until I cease to be.
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