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sitdo this vapour all was clear, and the
-seenery- of the dell -wag as’ usual placid
and calm. , s

Eliza looked and. undorstood. She
.now knew woll - that from the . fountain
which, shrough her desire, had ‘been
shut out from the poor, und thus had
caused the death of two humble women,
would come a fearful punishment to her
and those she loved. ~ As she looked on,
the phantoms returned after death to
the spot which in life they dared not
approach.  She felt so paralysing a fear,
thut she had not power even to serenm,

“1l go down to the well,” cried
Arthur, rashing from the room.

AllL but Eliza followed him to the
door; she, too terror-stricken oven (o
=l him back, or cling to him {o pre-
vent his going, stood alone at the win-
dow, as it turned into stone, alternately
guzing at the specteal figures in the
mist and at the form of her lover, as he
apidly approached the well, At last
he reached it, and looked wround him.

The mist and phantoms vanish, and
Iiliza yecovers the power of motion. She
throws the window open; and: looks in-
tently on Arthar, whois ¢xamining the
well.” Wy does he spring so-suddenly
on the rock ubove it? lilizn screams!
The waters of the well are rushing up
the rock on which -her lover stunds.
They wre nround—uabove him [ they are
spreading - all over the valley  with
magic speed ! IBliza rushes {rom “the
room; the water is rising up the. broad
staircase;-there is no trnce of father,
servant, friend or acquaintance. « She
reaches the top ‘room. of the house, the
water is upon her! out on the roof in
the wild hope:of safety! All around
her are the waters.spread now, and it
seems as if the season had changed sud-
donly, and the winter had come before
-its time; for snow is falling thickly, and
keen bitter winds . blow “through her
dark hair, and chill. the blood in her
veins like death.  She looks across the
rising waters almost mad with fear, but

sees -no . chanco of safety.  She sinks

down on the roof of the house, with no
shelter from the bitter winds and snows,
- but the light muslin_wedding robe.
:She feels  death  rapidly approaching.
“Suddenly a mocking laugh startles her,
-and ‘looking up again, she .sces close at
hand the phantom figures, with . .the

cold whito death-robes 'quickly  spread-
ing over them.: ‘With a wild screnm she
started up, and plunged into the water.
Next morning the wondering peus-
antry gazed long and in amaze upon the
wide pond that spread its dark waters
where the dell had been the day before.
No trace of the bishop's mansion, or the
stalely  trees, or the sweet smelling
flowers, which deciced the pleasant little
valley.  Pcople cume in crowds from
the city, and: from places far away, for
years afterwards, till the wonder grow
old, and men thought no more about it.
The pond is now callel the Tough, and
is to be scen in the south-western sub-
urbs of the old ¢ity of Corl, as wild a
picee-of water us ever was belield on
the Joneliest mour, surrounded by weeds,
amougst, which the coot and water-hens
build their nests. - Coot and water-hen,
and wild duck swim fearlessly upon
that dreary pond, although: the houses
of the citizens are bhuilt upon its brink,
and people walk around it all hours of
the day. Sueh ' is the legend of the
Lough. R

Orrex HoNouranrne to e ax.Onp
Marm.—A writer very properly rebukos
those who laugh at old maids. In most
cases, when 2 woman does nos marry,
it is her own decision. She has met no
one whom she could love, or she has
had orphaned sisters ov brothers who-
require - her care, or there has been
some other worthy, andoften heroic mo-
tive, “Yes! that same old maid:- you
were just” now making fun of is as
much above you, both morally and mon-
tally, as the lark- that springs on eager
wings o hail the morn is above the

loathsnme hat who shuns the lightof day,

and.chooses rather-the dark, damp cel-

far, and tho nnwholesome air of the,dun-

geon, and there flutters his useless lifo
away, without caring that there is light
and beauty heyond. Marvy for a home ! -

Marry to escape the ridicule of heing
called an old maid ! How dare you, then,
pervert the most sacred institution.of
the Almighty by becoming the wifeofa
man for whom you can feel no emotions
of love, or respect, even, and who cares

mno more. for’ you than he does for his.

horse;. or his -ox, or: his dog, or any

otherarticleof property that ministersto. "

his comfort- or his_ pleasures ?”




