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side this vpIIIOU ali Vais clear', and the
scenery of the (1011 wias ais usual placid
and can m.

Eiliza looked and uîndorstood. Sie
nov kiiov woll that friom the foiuntaiti

which, throuig i deosa re, laid beein
sutt out fron lic ptoo, aiid thuis iad

c:ulsed teio deat. f two finible womni,
w'orild come a farful punishment te ier

and those sI loed'(. As sic looked on,
tlie phaaitoins reti-nd alter deati to

Ile Spot whichi ii lite fiy dal-ed not,
afpproh. Sfic felt so paa lysing a fe:a-,

that sh hatd not poweri evena te screamut.
"i l'l go dowin to tie cried

Ar'tiihru., rushling f Irlle romi.
Ail but, l',izai f'olowed iiii to flic

door; sie, foc fterror-striek veni te
call hi'im bak, o, eling to iiimî to pro-
vent fis goin' stood aloiiî at l the win-
dowi, ais if tnd inat.o scoie, alteiiatcly

gazing ait the spietra figures in tlie
iiist a1ifd at the foirini of* ie lever, as lie

rapidly aiproachd ti veli. At last
lie rcachfed it, and looked aroucîînd hitai.

T'Lhe misf and ha ntoilmli cs 'ailish, and
El iza recovers the pow ie' otion. Sfio
tfhr'o vs th window Open, and looks in-
teitly on Ar'tliîr. who is Cxaining the
w'ell. WIy does hli spriaing so sudcily
On the rock above it? Eliza sicainîs!
Th'le w'aters of the well are ru'asIing up

t.he rock on whicII hier lover stands.
Tlicy are aie- 1(1-a bvov fim ! thfi cy aire
spreading all over tlie valley witIi
magic speed f fliza rusies fromeîîî tfhe

roomu ; t.ho w'aîteri is risintg up flic broad
staircasie th cre is ne t.iace of' fatier,
servait, fricid er acquiatance. Sh
reahfes the top reom of th loluse, ic
wat.r is uipoi lici' oIt n Ci roof in
the wild lopo of saf'cfy I All aîroind
ber are t.he waters spioad now, aniid it
scenis as if te scason had caniii ged sutd-
donlly, and te winter hai coi before
its timte. for snow is falling thtickfly, and

kcnil bitter winds blow 11 iterogh heri
dai-k hair, and chill the blood in hier
veins like dcatf. Sho lOks acIross tlie
risi ng waters ailmost imad witfi fear, but

seCs no chanco of safety. Sfo sinks
(oil On teic roof of' t.fhe iouse, witht no

slelitei fronthe bittei witids and snlows,
but t.le light muslin wedding robe.
Sie fecls death rapidly approaching.
SIddeinly a imiockitig laigh start.les ber,
aid looking up again, shc secs lose ait
hand the ph:mtom figuiros, with the

coldt wfite dfeat.h-roebcs 'qickly spread-
ing over thein. With a wild scieamî she
staitetC(d up1f, and pluniged into ho vater.

Next moirning the wondeinig peas-
antry gaed long and in amaze lpoit te
wide pond iat spread its dark Waters
wieic tic dell lad becîn thte day beoice.
No tiace of t.c bisliop's maision, or tIi c
stately fces, or the sweet smillîing
flowers, which Oidccked ic pleasant little
Valley. People came in cr'owds from1
tla city, and fr'om011 ptlces lir away, fort

years aftrwarils, ti. fc w'onder grow
old, alII me tliouglht no morer aboit it.
The pond is how calleil t.he Loîigi, and

is to be seci ia tIie souih-wstn sub-
rils of t old city cf Cork, as w ild a

piece of' water as ever' was beoldf Oi
the loIniliest ioor, surrounded by weuds,

aiioigst wh'lilcl tlc coot and water-icis
build their Iests. coot aid watr-hen,
aini ivild duck swii foaieIfssly uapoi

thait i dr'cay pond, aIltlouigli the Iotuses
of' tfic citizens are u ilt iponî its bailk-,
:iid people walk ar'ouînd it alIlouirs of
tlic day. Sucli is tlo lgcend of, tfc
Louigla. J. R.

OFrEN HINOURAiaLE 'rO BE AN OLD
3.AIn1.--A writer very propcrly r'ebukos
those who laigh at old mtîaids. .In most
cases, whcn ai womanI decs noi mary,
it is hier own decision. She lias let nîo

mne wloim sfie coild love, etr she fans
had orphllianted sisters Or bretherîs who.
require ier carc, or' therc lias bein
soin erfac worithy, and oftei heoic io-
tive. "Yes f thaat saime old maid you

wer'e just now malcing funi of is as
miuch above yoi, both mi'orally and mien-

tally, as the larikî that springs oni cager
wings te fiail the morn1,1 is above t.ho
loathsoiîe bat whol sIuis the ligto'day,
and choeses rather tlie dark, dalp cel-
far, aInd the inwholosoe a e dun-
gcon, and tLhere flutters his isoloss life
away, without caring that tlece is liglt
and baiuty beyond. Mai-'y f'or ai homiiîe f

Marry to escape flie ridicule of being
called an old maid l Hoiw darc you, then,

pcirvr't. tlie mîost sacred institution of
t lac Almighty by becoming tlie wifc of a

manli for wholni you canai feel nto eocitions
of love, Or r'cspect, ven, and who cares

aie IoIe fa' you taIhan le does for his
horse, et fis ox, et' his dog, or any
other aiticle ofpiroper'ty tiatministers to
bis confort or his pleasures ?"


