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EOLA.

BY CRIPNEY QGREY.

CHAPTER 1.

It is a durk, dismal night in November. The
wind howls mournfully through the leafless
branches of the withered trees; uot astaris
visible; and a drizzling rain adds to the
wretched drearynees of the winter scene.—
‘Surely no human being would venture
abroad on a pight like this,’ says Luxury, as he
revels in the comfort of his eoft, easy chair
by a blazing fire.

*Misery heeds not external discomforts’
auswers Poverty, bending hie ragged head to
the keen blast.” True, oh Poverty ! the des-
paiving, grief-bowed soul is oblivious of all
gave its own sad, cru hing weight of woe and
bitterness.

We stand before a stately mansion, reared
beside the romanti¢ ruins of an ancieot abbey
and contrasting strangely, in its bright, mod-
ern appeurauce, with the soleman ¢randeur of
the mouldering pile, the once massive walls of
which, standing in huge, fantastically-shaped
fragments, backed by the giant trees, whose
bare arms, stretching wildly forth, are visible
at different openingsof the ruins, present a
singular and ghostly spectucle to the eye of
the night-gazer.

All within the handsome dwelling, however
scens warmth, and light, and cheerfulness.—
Luxuries are not wanting here. One room,
in particular, appears to be very brilliantly
ligﬂted, and in it the gay young master of
this wealthy establishment is entertaining a
few of hia chosen couipanions.

Lird Eswald is considered the richest man in
shire. He is also free from every kind
of control. No parents ave living to shackle
his plensures with their wise and irksome
counsel, no officious fricnds presume to dictate
to him, no anxious wife interferes with his
whims and caprices—all around him ave mute,
or fawning aud subscrvient.

Let us draw his portrait, as he leans back
yonder so gracefully on his cughioned seal.—
His brow 18 white, smooth, nnd high; the
light brown carls that lie ne ligently about
it are luxuriant and glossy, uud his bright blue
eyes, though somewhat too voluptuous in their
expression, are soft and intelligent, and to &
cnsunl observer winning and kind. The deli-
cate nostrile slightly curlcd upper lip, and
prominent chin, bespeak fustidiousoess and
pride, but this unpleasant effect is greatly
obviated by the peculiarly fgcmuting smile
that nov plays around the entire countenance
(it might be most disagrrecable wero that coun-
tennnce distorted with angor). A sligh
moustache decorates the well-formed mouth,
but no whiskers are yot visible on the smooth
fresh cheeks,

fs this the portrait of a nobleman ¥ In one
gense ; but Lord Fawald is noble 1n little
mote than the name. . oo

Lot us return to the exterior of his rich
abode, and pepetrate the mystery of that dark
figure which for move than an hour has hover-
ad near the window of the geily-illuminated

room.

It is the form of a female, surely! Buton
such a pight—at euch a time! What can
have brought her to this dreary placef And
why is she so intently gazing through that
stutely casement? A portion of the costly
hangiogs are slightly disarranged, and through
the aperture thus formed, a good view can be
obtained of the interior of the apartment
which Lord Eswald and his friends are ocen-
pying, unconscious of the pale young face that
is ever and anon pressed against the cold glass,
and the mournful dark eyes that peer so wist-
fully in upon the warm, bright scene, in which
they luxuriate, while she stands shivering and
weeping beneath tho wintry sky,

Coldly bluws the ruthless blast on her trem-
bling forrm as the unhappy creature continues
her dreary vigil, but she scarcoly heeds it: it
sweeps round aod round her, tossing about
her long, dark hair, and piercing through the
slight and half theatrical garment which barely
covers her; yet still that wan face rests
a-ainst the chilly glass, and those snd eyes
are fixed upon the gaiety within,

Oh! what a depth of misery do they be-
speak! What a pitifal meaning dwells in
their wild Justre! What o tale of suffering
and shame do they unfold! And yet whata
wealth of yearning tenderness cau be traced
in their passionate gaze!

Poor young thivg! Whatover may bave
been thy fuult, its punishment has quickly fol-
lowed. She is vory beautiful, though worn
with puin and sorrow., A princess might
envy her sleudor, graceful figure, and those
long black tresses falling from beneath her
gipsy hood—how Juxurisnt ond glossy they
gre! Her hands and feet ton sre small and
well formed, end her skin is soft and sjotless
as that of the pampered patrician.

She is young to be the victim of so much
misery; her ago can secarcely exceed seven-
teen, but she has lived long enough to feel
life a burden, as can be traced in the feverish
bitterness with which she more than once ex-
claims against the hard fato that has overtaken
her.

Present]y o servaut enters the apartment in
which is the object of her interest ; he observes
the cavelessly-drawn curtain, and hastens to
adjust it properly. Ah! draw it close—~shut
in all the comfort and the luxury—tend your
master carcfully—let no cold draught pene-
trate to his delicate personl  What matters it
to him or you that without that silken curtain
shivers a poor forlorn child, whose young
life he has blighted in the bud, aud whoseonce
innocent heart he lins won from its purity,
and immersed in a hopeless abyss of shame
and despair$

The girl turns slowly away, and vanishes
into the surrounding darkness.

Ou renching the ruined abbey, she looks
back, lingeringly and irreyolute, as one whoe
takesa a last farowell of some cherished object.

* He is sitting there in warmth and glad-
ness,” she murmured, guzing through her tears,

‘He is surrounded with every comlort that
heart could wish for ; while I stand here wet
with the eold, ¢old rsin, and almost dead with
shame and sorrow. Oh}! how ecruell—how
cruel! Only three months ago he met me

here—ulmost on this very spot: then I was a
careless, light-hearted child, and now,—
vow—." ‘The broken words died in a succes-
sion of bitter svbs, and leaning against a por-
tion of the rough wall, the wretched girl gave
way to o passiunate burstof grief; herslender
form quivered with the violence of her wild
sorrow, and all other considerations for a time
seemed forgotten in its jnteosity.

Preseatlly the sound of approaching foote
steps fell upon her ear. It seemed to arouse
her from her dpnin{ul paroxysm, for, mastering
her sobs, and hastily wiping away her tears,
she relinquished her sorrowful attitude, and
walked hurciedly forward.

She had not proceeded many steps ere a
tall, gipsy-looking man overiook her; she
seemed to know him, and half paused as he
approached, while n piteous expression of fear
passed over ber pale featuree.

* How is this Eola?’ he suid, almost flercely,
and grasping the shrinking creature’sshoulder.

*Why do yousteal away from your bome to
prowl about this ghostly place on a night like
this? You have been crying too,” he added,
sharply, guzing searchingly into her [nce.

¢Oh, Rulph!" she exclaimed, in a frightened
tone, and puttiog up her little hands, in a
depreeatory manner. ‘Oh, Ralph! do not
scold me, I—1I] only came here to tell the
fortunes of a servant-maid belonging to the
house yonder; and—and—I have been erying
a little, because she didn't cowe as she prom-
ised ; for you know, Ralph’ (and the spenker
strove to throw a setablance of truth into her
words), ‘silver is scarce among us now.'

‘You lie, Eovlal' fiercely exclaimed her
gipsy friend, for such he uppeared. * You did
not come here for anyihing of the sort. You
are deceiving me—deceiving usall; and you
know it; clse what did you want at fhat
window yonder? I've watched you for the
1ast five minutes, while you stood staring in it.
Ahl you tremble! Did the servant promise
to meet you there 7

¢ Come, Ralph; you are in a bad temper
to-night, said the poor gir, striving Loassume
2 earcless tone and manner. ‘ You arealways
trying to tease me,  If curivsity did make me
look in at those fine gentiemen for afew
moments, its nothing to be eross about.’

CApd pray did the same ecuriosity eause
you tocry and ob, just nuw. like n pussionute
baby ¢ T 1cll you, Eoiu, you are playing me
false, in some way.’ )

The gipsy paused ; and a huif-sad, half-
angry expression ¢iossed his dark features, as
he gazed on the shivering creuture at his eide,
awaiting evidently some reply in denial of his
accusation.

But she spoke not,

¢ What do you want,’ he continued, *night
after pight, and day after dny, wandering
alone among theso woods and ruins?  You
have strangely changed, too, since we came to
this place. Oh, Jola ! I love you—you know
Ido. But if I thought you were cheating
me, I could kill you where you stand.’

A singular emile for a moment hovered
round the girls mouth.  Perbaps she saw
nothing so very appalling in the threatened

fate., Perbaps it would have seemed almost
welcome to her then.

‘I don’t deceive you, Ralph,’ she said, at
length, ‘You decetve yoursell!

‘How !’

*In thinking I can ever be your wife.’

* What! Are we oot engaged to each
other? Didu't you long ago promise to
marry mef’ .

¢ I'was a child then, and promised what 1
didn't understand. [ did’né know what love
was when I promised to love you.’

Poor Jiolal she had touched a dangerovs
chord then. The gipsy scized her arm rough-

y‘You have learnt lately, then!’ he cried,
savagely ; ‘at least, your words make out as
much, God help the teacher if he crosges my
path I’

The girl was silent.

¢ Am I right #* coulinned her companion;
‘has another taught you how o love ¥ Oh!
if it is so, I will be revenged wost fearfully I’
and a glenm of most dreadful passion fired
the speuker’s black ¢yes, while his set teeth
grated audibly.

‘You are silent!’ h¢ hissed out; ‘and so
you ere guilty ; but, oh! if that sneaking
libertive has touched a flower intended for
my plucking, let him lock to it! I will tear
him limb from Jimb, and throw the pieces to
his mastifis.  Spenk, Eola! has his baby face
and whimpering voice won you for s nine
days’ plaything t or are you yet to become
his vietim?’

Lola glanced pitifully up into the face of
her interrogator.

¢Oh, Ralph !’ she murmered ; * don’t speak
to me in that dreadful way : you terrify me,
Indced, indeed, I kuow nothing of this man.
I am innocent of lis love, I assure you.

The gipsy looked intently in hev pale face.
Something there evidently touched his pity,
for, assuming & gentle tone—

CWell, well,” he said ; ¢ I’ll believe you—at
least, till 1 prove you false; but its strauge
your coming so often to this plage. [If your
heart is with that wicked lord, 1 advise you
to recall it, and placo it where you will meet
with truelove, aud not disgrace.

Oh, Eolal if you kuve, indeed, been silly
enough to fall in Jove with that man, let me
beg of you, for your own sake, ns well as mine
to think no more of him. Ileishandsome and
rich ; but his heart is black as night, and he
would ruin you with as little remorse as I
would pull a daisy und then throw it away.
I am onlya pour wan, Cola, but I love you
dearly, und would even werk—work my
fingers to the bone—to make you bappy,
although I am basty and rough at times to
you.

The gipsy paused for a moment, cvercome
with some deep emotion.

It was plain that bencath hisrough demean-
our and harsh tone there was much of real
worth and feeling.  Whatever might have
been his failings, they were venial; and a
loving woman might have travsformed that
rude, wild heartto one of the tendevests sen-

“timents ; Lut, alas | this could not uow be.

The young gitl begun to weep, Her de-



