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«Lady, we are ab the portuls ?'f Tnnistore;
fhrow back thy veil a little way, said Leny,
kuocking ui the wicket. * T um sorry to dis-
qurb thee, Dathy. at so early an hour,” suid
Lena, when the porter opened it; “hut I have
come on @ business errand to my sister, and,
also to bring & small present to thysclf. .

« Good Liena, thou art welcome. Wit un-
(1 1 take down the baws, Thou must not be
kept standing after o lonz trudge,” said
Dathy, who disappeared ; :u_xd. after a rat_tln_lg
of chains and the lumbering sounds of dis-
placed bars, onc side of the portal, iron-ribbed
and grim, was thrown open, und the two wo-
men enteved  the  lodaze,  whers there wus no

want of substantial comfort.

% Say, good Lenn, 18 this thy daughter ?—

It she 15, she looks more like un Egyptian than

thou dost.” ) o _

«No, Dathy ; she is not my child, exeept by

:ndnptinil. Sle is & poor orphan who has been

confided to my cave.  Sit liere, mavourncen,

and rest + moment while T et ont the hose
which I knit for my fricud Duthy—may they
fit thee as well ug the good wishes that made
them!” suid Lena, turning out the contents of
her basket, to dircet the man's attention from
Mona. ¢ Aha! there they are.—the brightest
senlet and purest white in Munster.  Our
monarch himself does not wear a finer or softer
fiecee.” , o

“ My wood and  excellent Liena!”  eried
Dathy, in an ccstasy of delight, #who of the
«00d people set thee on this? The very thing
Iwanted! Now, Dathy! o elnroide gqun
soian ! in such hose thou wilt be invincible !
We'll see it that jilting husey Maia will turn
up her pert nose at the woearer of scarlet and
white. = A thousand thanks, Lena! - Here ure
wine and wheaten bread tor thyselfand daugh-
ter.”

1 thaok thee,” said Lena, aceepting the
offered refreshment. ¢TI have brought this
young maiden to my sister, who wants an as-
sistant in the nuesery. I know that she is
faithful and cvem tempered, and thought none
would better suit che pluce.  But T must hury
hack, to be in time to pack up our produee for
the fair,” said Liena, in Lier quict way.

“True,’ said Dathy, surveying his large.
wellturned limbs and the brilliant hose with
equal eomplacency; ¢ she sent word down lus
night that she expeeted thee, Even-tempered
didst thou say is the Collen Jim 7 Tt s well
for her, D'd rather be pitched naked into a
thornbush than have to serve under Aileen,—
saving thy presence, Lena, T expeet she's in
a glorious smarl now ! Old Panthea’s been
erippled these three weeks; aud, in’addition to
the uproar caused by that,—for Aileen, never
sick herself, thinks it is treasou for any one to
complain, however il they may be,—we were
all sct wild last night by the arrival of a troop
of guests, who brought ‘such wonderful tidings
from Tara that I have not slept a wink since
letting them in.  Tast lieard sught estraordin-
ary, sood Lena 7"

“ Nothing,"” replied Lena.

« Well, T might as well be the first to tell
thee: for it has brought great sorrow to Innis-
tore, and a black woe to the house of Munster!
Thou hast doubtless heard of certain wretches
ealled Christians? Yes, Well, they arc co-
chunters, I hear they can turn alomb to &
wolf, or a cuckoo to un cugle, by a look of
their eye; and it is said there are many of
them in these parts.  Anyhow, onc of them,
named Patricius, was at Tara: and they say
he stood on 2 hillock at Free-Fir-Tive, on the
banks of the Boyne, the day the Baaldire wus
kindled on the plains of Magh-Breagh, three
miles off, and put it out by shutting lus cyes
and blowing his breath toward it. Only think |
Then the people fled in confusion, pursued by
a drugon, which devoured wen, women, and
childven in their flight. The next day the in-
fidel appeured before the Parliument at Tava,
and under the very nose of the Druids enchant-
ed the monarch Laogare, the Arch-Poet Dub-
tach, two Druids, 2 young noble from Guul,
and, worst of all, the pride of Munster, our
bard, our prince, the beautiful and mnoble
Abaris,” Here Dathy vwiped off a genuine
tear, but continued :-—¢ A fterwhich he chained
them all, and changed them into beasts and
birds, and carried them off in iron cages to a
bleak island, called Lough Derg, where he has
locked them up in a eavern of fire.,”"*

% And they all became Christians ?” asked
Lena, scarcely able to keep down the exulta-
tion of her soul,—*ull?” :

“Rvery one. And they sny that the Arch-
Druid Semo has never spoken a word sinee,—
that the curse of Patricius is uponhim. Didst
thou cper hear anything so absurd as their
belief?  They declwre that the King of the
Jews—the Jews are @ foreign, and detestable

* Dathy no doubt alludetl to.the cave of Lovan
Derg, known ns Patrick's  Purgatory, where. tho

apostlo used to retire to-pray and do penance..

st

riace—is God, aund e wnd they wre trytug to
subrert our frec and glorions land to his donin-
tong /! That is their veligion. That is the
reason they are threatening our frec institutions
with disaster and ruin,”

¢ Jt is terrible, if true,”’ said Lena, witha
(uiet smile. ¢ But, good Dathy, send some
one with us now to the eastle: the paople are
stirring, and it is passed sumrise, I haveto
Lasten back,"

Lena was anxious to get back, to dispateh a
messenger to the saintly Finjan with the news
she had hieard, that he might be on his guard,
and use more than usual caution in coming to
and fro.

“True. I had forgotten. Come hither,
Malehy,” he cried to a man-at-arms who was
washing his fuce at the court fountain. ¢ Sit
here, my friend, until T go with this dame and
her diughter to the castle.  Ilere is wine;
there hangs a rasher.  Make thyself ot home:
when I return, we will breakfust together.”

The man-at-awrms, nothing loath to the en-
joyment of an casy chair and good fare, emmie
with a Dbroad grin on his coarse features in
obedience to the summons, and, ashe passed
Mona, gave her @ tap with his great hirsute
hand on her eheck.  Almost faiuting with ter-
ror, she clung to Lena, nor lifted her veil agnin
until they weve seated in the apartment that
served as a play-room for the noble children of
Tunistore, aud over which Lena's sister, an ill-
favored and ill-tempered person, presided, it
being one of the nursery suite,

T« she good-tempered ? is she active ? is
she willing ? cun she sweep ? ean she gew ? can
she sing ? can she hald a child? ean she teed
a haby ? ean she make gruel ? can she serub 2
Mona heard her asking,. with sueh sharp volu-
bility that it sounded like the patter of hail-
stones on a shield. ¢ Speak up, and tell us
what thou eanst do.”

« T know but little,”” said Mona, with hum-
ble cournge; “but I will be obedient, and en-
deavor to perform well whatever tasks are as-
signed me.”

«Ha! thou hast a voice like the euckoo,
and thy specch shows gentle ‘breeding; but,
wind, there are no little browaies here to wait
on my lady,” said the virago, * But Il try
thee; and Tdo think, if thy great wild cyes
and yellow skin don't scare the baby into fits,
we muy do something with thee. So, Lena,
thou eanst leave her. I have my hands so full
sinee that old wreteh Panthea took to bed, that
I get out of my senses & dozen times a day. 1
am tolerubly patient, though, and will try to
teach the girl something. But mind, young
miss, no flaunting with the grooms and soldicrs,
and, above all, no words when I scold.”

« Tliou wilt ind Coreen modest, sister, I
only beg thon wilt et her have her sup up
here, that she may not have to he among the
men in the servants’ hall,  And another thing,
Sometimes T shall come for her, to spend a
night at home, Promise me that she shallgo,”
said Lena, with tingling cheeks and a glance af
Mona, who was standing near her, with folded
hands and downeast eyes.

¢ The Banshees fly off with ye, for putting
such notions into the gitl's head—Dbut, by our
mother's milk, I suppose I must say yes, for
thy sake, Lena,—that is, if thou dost not come
for her too often to spend a night, and if she
wots back by sunrise.  As to her tuking her
sup liere, she's weleome, us I like to go down

tore, now I can tell thee; what with the witch-
¢raft of the Christizns, and the apostacy of the
bard Abaris, the very winds blow us sorrow.—
That old Roman slave, Panthes, pretends to be
lame; my lady storms and threatens; the
child’s sick, Iere—what's thy name?”

« Coreen,” suid Liena

« Iere, Corcen, lay off thy wveil, and fly
round and cleur this room; the children are
shricking,” eried the termagant, rushing into
another room. .

« Be patient ; have good courage, my ehild,”
whispered Lena, when they were alene.—
¢ When the holy Finian returns, I will come
for thee.”

She kissed her hand, and Mona felt a tear
drop on it. Lena went away; and Mona felt
a chill and shudder pass over her.

« This is pot death; there scems nothing
great or‘heroic in it,—nothing worthy of offer-
ing to the Most High God,” thought Mona.—
« But it is suffering; yes, it is suffering; and
what matters it, sweet Lord, how we suffer, if
we suffer for aud with Thee? = Here will I
think of Thee in Thy Pussion, here will I learn
the science of meekness and humility.”

Her instinctive neatness and innate love of
ovder gave success to her task, and when
the virago Aileen camne to inspeet the room she
did not beat her. .

And now, in truth, commenced her soul’s
warfave, She was the servant of servants; but
she thought of the Crucified, and wis silent.—
She was pursued from morning until night by
petty tyrannies, which would have maddened
her had she not been a Christian; she was
struck and, buffeted by ill-governed children,
jeered and scoffed at by underlings, exposed to
fatigues and labor beyond her strength, without
& kind word or o £off look to sweeten her toils;

sometimes myself. We're in a stow at Innis--

‘and sometimes—yes, sometimes she: felt weak |

and  wavering, and numbed by the torture,
until she remembered Mim on whose mangled
shoulders the heavy Cross was laid,  She was
human ; she felt now her weakness, and would
have sunk into a very abyss of despair, hiad not:
the thought of the great ransom that was puid
for her on Calvary given her strength, hope and
courage, :

And yet she was indispensable.  TTer sweet
songs lulled the noisy children, mnd her winning
voiee lured them away from the indulyenee of
dangerous sports,  She watched them while
they slept, and met them: with smiles when they
awoke. IHer cunning handiwork and skill in
embroidery minde lier of priceless value to
Aileen, who coudd now steal more rext. None
asked a favor of her in wvain, yet noue re-
turned to thank her or offered thelr aseistayee
or gond offices.  She had but one fricnd anong
them all; and that was the poor slave FPanthea,
When she could be spaved, she hied up to the
iittle cloxet under the eaves, with warm broth
or hiealing  cmbroeations, vubbed the crippled,
wnsightly lmbs, bathed her fect, and anointed
them with uncttous oils, which Dairene had
tauglit her how to prepare; and while the
forlorn stive, grateful and relieved, ewned back
on her pillow of straw, Mona told her, in low,
sweet tones, of Gon, until it began to grow
brighter in that darkened soul — until, freed
from the fetters of its iemorance, at lust it
siched after immortality through the Cross of
Christ.

One evening Lena came for her, and toge-
ther they sped wway once more to the cavern
ou the shove,  Quee more Monu knelt in sweri-
niental penanee at the good Finian's feet, and
enee more did she receive, with a joy thai
angels ean never know, the Lord in his saered
Liwiuanity and perfeet Divinity, i her cavthly
tabernacle,  And well was it for hor that in
the depths of her humility, she had left no
venial stains to clond the luster of her soul,
well for her that the heavenly feust so in-
chriuted her with joy that carth’s bitter trials
were all unfelt, — well for'her; ror 1T WAs
UER VIATIOUM!

CUAPTER XIL.—PANTHEA THE SLAVE.

Ina lofty turret-chamber, which was en-
riched by all that was rave and luxurious, near
an open casement, which eommanded an ex-
tensive and magnificent prospeet, sat the proud
Lady of Inmistore. A quantity of splendid
silk lay across lier knees, and swept the floor
on either side, in vich folds. Tt wasa hunmeret,
which she was embroidering withgolden thrends
and pearls, in heraldic deviees and quaint pat-
terns, e face was a type of fearlessness and
truth,  There was that in lier full, flashing
eyes which would repel with scorn aomean or
oppressive acs, yet which would imperatively
demand submission and respect to her position
and state.  The nostrils of her straight and
beautitul nose were thin, snd dilased with
every breath ; while her {ull lips, curved to the
most perfeet line of beauty, wore « look of
more hauteur than tenderness.  Iler vaven hair
was confined under a net-work of pearls, which
was fringed with a glistening border of pear-
pearls, that drooped over her broad white fore-
head and  blue-veined temples like snow-flukes
on a lotus-leaf. A robe of lilac-colored silk,
with flowing sleeves turned up with ermine
and a girdle of twisted pearls, completed her
attire.

The wind swept up {rom the sea in sweet
and murmuring cadences, cver and auon toucl:-
ing the strings of a harp whichstood uncevered
near the easewent, and yielded wild and music-
breathing strains to its spirit-like fingerings.—
The lady lifted her cyes from her broidery, and
gazed out Jong and earnestly on the noble aind
sunlit view ; then, with an impaticnt look and
a quick sizh she threw aride the banneret, aud
tossed the threads of gold and strings of pearls
in a glittering hieap down with it.

« Bright, splendid, unclonded,” she exclaim-
ed, “are yonder scenes; but, viewed through
the medium of a vexed mud troubled heart,
they are wanting in glory. Why is it that
there is ever a longing—a void—in . the soul ?
Why cannot we, like the birds of the air or the
flowers of the meadow, who heed neither
hunter's arrow nor midnight storm, atter both
are sped, revel and grow wild in the Dbliss of
sunshine and flowers ?  Why doth sorrow, like
a taskmaster, scourge us, as if we were slaves,
away from all gladuess? Why does disap-
pointment embitter-the very fountains of life ?
Ts it because we are homan, and that there is
a something which we know not of, that would
811 all the desives of an immortal nature? Is
it because there is a balm, down-flowing to the
earth, which our instinets long for, yet cannot
find? O Nerr Noad, lead thy child! O
NERF Naod, teach me true wisdom !’

An attendant entered,—one of the esquires
of the anteroom,—and ushered in Count Ulrie
of Heidelberg, who, bowing with courtly re-
vorence, lifted the long white fingers of the
Indy to his lips. -

“t Be seated, Count Ulrie,” she said, disen-
gaging her hand with a queenly air; for she
had heard somewhat of his treachery toward
his friend at Tara,  * Methought thon hadst
gone to the schools at Lough-Tore.””

¢ No, my Lady Bernice. ' Some unexpected

! deliberations detain the Areh-Draid at yonder
“temple; und, weary of its wmonotony, to avoid
'l_\:mging myself, I gulloped over to Inuistore,
in hopes to find thy lord in a hmmor for hawk-
ing this fine day ; but they tell me that he has
gone u journey.,”

“Yes; he has gone toseek an interview with
our brother Abmis, who so unwarily full into
the magic nets of Patricius,” she replied, while
a ved spot glowed on her forchead,

 Thoese events have indeed beeome portent-
ous, in which the monareh, the teaxchers of the
sehools, and the bravest chiefs, take the lead)”
said Connt Ulrie, with a sneer. ¢ Afy ereed
is. to laugh at all doetrines and let them dane
rownd their cirele of {olly unmolested, unless
they interfore with me In some peenliar way,
But what suyxt thou, noble lady. to these
strange doings?"

“ Say, sir eonnt ! What can o wenk woman
say, when anen foreet their fidelity to all faith
and honor?  Had 7 Been there. Patricins
would have found one, at least, to defy and
seorn his falschands” she said, while such a
ficree light shot from her eyes that Ulrie in-
voluntarily  lowered his, and thouzht it sater
to change the sulijeet.

“Hast thon heard the strange news from
the temple 7" he asked

“ No, siv county 1 have heard nathing, sinee
they returned from Tara.  Methings that wore
enongh.to lnst one o liletime,"” she sald, with
i gquiet but comeentrated atr of wrath.

“ Not heard it yet, my bLady Bernice 2—
Why there has been the wildest excitement
there L ever witnessed. Tt was canvsed by an
cvent of the most unexpected and  starlling
chavacter. At first T felt, as in duty hound,
hizhly wrought up; but, as success now svems
uncertain, all zest is wone, and, ax T told thee,
noble lady, T galloped Lither to scek diver-
gion.”

He did not understand the ynivering of
those thin nostrils and  the gatliering flusli on
those oval checks ; e did not know that her
lips had opened to eall him ¢ Fool,” bat sat ull
unconscions, until she burst out with, « On my
honor s the wife of a noble prince, thou hast
not been an inmate of the temple o loug with-
ot learning something, Thy words are as
mysterious as the revelations of an oracle,”

1 will speak more plainly, lady,” he said,
bowing. * Didst thou ever hear of Mouu the
vestal ?"

“ Mona, the Rose of the Temple ?-—She who
was drowned in the sea 77

“The same,  She was not drowned. us wis
supposed.  Dairene, one of the alder vestuly,
had seen and talked with her.  She jled away
from the temple, and sought refuge with some
aceursed Christians, who have eonverted her to
their belief.  Semo declares that the most
awful penaltics, the most horrid tortures, shall
burn and rack her, when she is delivered into
his hands,  But no trace has been discovered
as yet.”

¢« Mona! Mona, the innocent and beautiful !
Cun it be s¢ 2" murmured the lady.

“The Count Clotaire of Bretagne once saw
Mona unveiled, and formed it wilid and passion-
ate love for her,  He has also become a Cliris-
tiam, and it is expected that when one is found
the other will not be fur off.  She, of course,
will have to die; he will he sent back in dis-
grace to his father's court at Bretugne,” said
Count Ulrie, twirling bis small jeweled dageer
around his fingers,

“This crowns their triamphs.  Druids,
monirehs, bards, chiefs, and now a vestal of
NErr Naoa! Let the honor of the temple
be vindicated !  Let her perish, were slic ten
times more lovely, were she ten times more
gentle and sweet-voiced I—lJet her perish, a
warning and speetacle to those who, like her,
may be deluded " excluimed the Luady Ber-
nice, with a dark flashing of the eye.

There was a quick sound of footsteps in the
anteroom, u rustling of robes, and quick pant-
ing breath ; then the drapery that covered the
entrance was dashed aside, and Mona run for-
ward and knelt at the lady’s feet, closcly fol-
lowed by Aileen, in such a tempest of fury that
every limb quivered, and she could not spenk.

#\What means this intrusion ?  Adileen, how
davest thou come thus into my presence? and
who is this dark stranger ?”

 Gruacious lady, she is but a servant,—one
whom T employed a fow weeks ago. It is she
who las led me hither,—she who, bectuse I
wished to chastise Punthen, the slave, for lazi-
ness, -almost tore my cyes out. And when she
saw that I would do it, she flew off, like a mad
cat, to appeal to thee,” cxelaimed Ailcen, stut-
tering and stammeriag. '

i Slie did right, for aught I know, Aileen.
But be silent. You have forced this quarrel
into my presence, and I shall adjust it to suit
myself, What wouldst thou, dark stranger?”’
said the Lady Bernice to Mona, who  still
knelt, with folded hands and downcast cyes, at
her fect.

t Pardon me, lady, if I have presumed too
fur for one in my humble condition ; but when
Aileen would have stripped Panthea and 1aid
the knotted scourge on the shoulders of one so
ill and crippled a8 she is, I only besought her
to spare Panthea and lay the stripes on me,”
said Mona, in low, trembling tones. * But she

e

would not relent.  Then I dared to appeal to
thee,—not against Aileen, but to beseech thee
noble lady, to ovder that 7 may le seoursed
instead of Panthea.” °

¢ Is Panthen of thy kith and kin ?” inquired
the Lady of Innistore, while a flood of stranwe
and turbulent cmotions swept throush her
mind. °

“No, Iady, «/¢ & a fovcionor,—I am a na-
tive of Brin; but. ol lady, her age, her suf-
ferings, the slow approach of death to one so
unfriended, has wmade her my  sister,—im
mother. T only beg for the striivus that Puan-
thea may be spaved.” ’

“ 8o let it be” said the Jaddy, after a pause
of several minutes, during whiel she fixed her
keen, flashing eyes on Mana’s fiee, 28 it throuel
its linezments she would read the seercts of hor
imnost soul. - Adleen,~dost thou hear me?
—spare Panthes, Let the seouree 811 on the
shoulders that wre willinr to boar it: and. re-
menber, Tshall reguive from thee o strict ac-
ecount of the old sl whowm T oever found
faithful and true to my interests,”

b Til:lllkﬁ, ]:ll]}-’,»-- ”l.’ll!]\'.\' " whi \]"\1-(511 I\Inn“
while lier face grew radiant with the licht
withia. )

¢ Leave me,” said the lady, mnre gently.—
“This s so noble and heroie, sr eotnt, that
althongh my et pleslod Towdiy for that dark
and beautiful maiden, 1 could ot deprive her
of the glory ol it.”

“ And yet.” said Connt 1leie, with 2 sneer
“ T make no douht, most nable Ly, that ﬂlm{
hast frustrated =ome deep desizn, She counted
largely on thy generadiy, and would have s
eriliced her licroi=m 1o her safisty.”

“Thow art 2 disbeliever, then, in exalted
heroisn of miml,—in the truth of heroie gen-
erosity T pity thee, Couat of Teidelbers
said the lady, with a smile of scorn, >

“ T have surely seen that face hefire,” lie
replied, half musingly; for b deemed it wiser
in him to avold o dizenssion on e atbributes
of exalted natures, 16 is like a LallHorootten
dreamn. Those wild, bhonutiful eyes r that
voiee! Ludy, il" it were not lor the Egyptian
hue of that skin, 1 should say she was Mona
the vesta).” |

“Thou hust an imagination which certainly
sugeests strange conjeetures.,  Mona the ves-

tal! T would warn (hee, however, not to et
thy wild sugpicions subjeet the wmaiden to insule
and exposure,—perhaps dinger from the in-
furiate Druids.  She ts wnder the protection of
the Lord of Tounistore, who knows how to
avenge an injury offered to the maunest of his
vasaals,” exelaimed the Lady Berniee, while a
red spot slowed on her chieeks, and her dilated
nostrils and flashing eyes euve hor visitor silent
but cloguent warning to pursue the subject no
further.  So, making his wdicus, he snatehed
up his plumed cap, and. with = lowly reverence
in which there was sowething of mackery, with.
drew. '

“My vengeance,” he muttercd, as he run
down the marble stairway,—<my vengeance iy
at hand, Sir Count o' Bretnene, Thou didst
roh me of a royul bride at Turn: T will m turn
torture thee, Before day-dawn to-morrow th
vestal-love shall be in the hands of the Druids
—to sufler such pangs as shall tear thy heart,
asunder (o heur of.”

"The imperious dume was once more alone,
But a durker shadow rested on her (ucenly

brow. Through her soul strange tuinults were
surging. Jvery nobler impulse of her nature,

cvery generous chord of her woman's heart
paid homage to the heroic courage, the divine
charity, of that delicate and {rugile maiden who
had foreed her way into her presenee to im-
plore & boon! And such a boon! To be
scourged! And for whom ? For one who
might reward her for the sacrifice? For one
to whom she owed fealty and obedience? Was
it for the mother from whose breast she drank
the stream of life ? It was for none of these,
but for a poor, despised slave,—a deformed and
disgusting object, so very abjcet in her lowness
that the meanest of her servants felt themselves
degraded by handing her a cup of water!
There was a motive under it all, which she,
noble and well-learned lady, could not compre-
hend. It could not be human affection. The
mystery, whatever it “was, might be good or
bad. Itshould be tested. If bad, then the
maiden deserved the scourge ; if good, her suf-
ferings should be amply rewarded by case and
afflucnee, to which she would elevate her; for
, then indeed—thought the Lady of Innistore—
¢ ghall T have fouund a being worthy of the love-
of a nature like mine.” '

Then she tonched a small gold hand-bell,
and two fair young maidens, her attendants,
instantly cune in from the anteroom, where
they had been embroidering.

“Tell my esquirc to saddle my hunting
barb, and my fulconer to bring out the ha.w]:sc;’.
then don thy riding-gear to attend me in an
hour’s sport.” .

In a little while the gay cavalende was
coursing over the plains beyond Innistore.—
The fragrance of shamrocks'and new bay, with.
the scents of the wild wood, floated on the calm’
air, through which the sun poured his glory
like showers of ‘gold over tho- carth and mea,’
A groy heron anid white dove soon Appeared,.
floating high up,—sonring and bathing in the: .




