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watching her keenly ; #if you do not come with
me now, you will never se¢ me again,”

With a cry sho flung herself into his arms,

s Achmeti mou, you must be my home, my
country,my attt?

Without a word he lified her on the horse,
took his seat behind her, and in another moment
they were flying through tlie olive groveas if the
beautiful Acab had wings to his feet.

Xanthi was misscd as soon as her father and
brother awoke, for it was & circumstance so un-
precedented that o Greek peasant girl should
be absent from her Lome, that it excited alarm
and suspicion at once, Costandi went without
deluy into the village to try and obtain sowme
tidings of her, and iu the course of an hour he
came back to bLis futher, with his fuce so trans-
formed by furius passion that the old man rose
appalled from his seat, and could only gasp out
¢ Ay daughter?!”

 Your danghter and my sister no more,
fatlier,” snid Costandi, grinding his teeth, * the
sccursed woman has given hersclf to Achmet,
the Turk—yes, the Turk!—und i3 gone with
him to his home!"

The old man gave a cry almost like that of n
wild beast when his prey is torn from him,

% [t cannot be—it cannot be,” he groaned
out; “that son of a dog may have carried her
off, but sbe has not consented.”

# She has,” said his son. He came up to
Apostoli, and spoke in a voice of deep passion.
@ Listen, father; the papas met taem in the
olive grove—she wos on, the borse in front of
the Turk—the priest thought she was being
stolen away, and he caught the bridle, and be-

sought that hound to give her up to him ; then
Xanthi—Xanthi, fathert—turned and put her
arms round the Turk, and said she would never
leave him—she would go with him wherever he
wents she was bis own, his wife!”

Apostoli stopped his cars. ¢ Euough,” he
said. liesat down on the divan, his face chang-
ing to a livid bue and a dark expression of con-
centrated rage aund hate. At last he slowly
steetehed out bis right haud and said: ¢ Let
her be anathema.”

¢ It is not cnough only to curse her, father,”
said Costandi, very stowly. The old man look-
¢d up and met his son’s eyes. He understood
the meaning they expressed, uud his ghastly fice
became convulsed in the agony of the terrible
conflict of fecling that was rending his heart.
Costandi continued to meet his almost implor-
ing gaze unflinchingly ; at last the old may, in
a faint, broken voice, whispered : # My son, must
ithe?”

4 Father, are you a Greek,aud do yonask me 7"
With a groan Apostoli drew his capote over his
Lead, laid his face on his arms, and remained
motionless, €ostaadi took his gun from the
corner of the room and went out.

It was night once more—sweet, beautiful, and
calm, as that which had witnessed Xanthi's
final apostacy to her country and her faith; and
the solema loveliness of the hour was ¢ven more

cxquisite in the pine-grove of Souli, where she
now enjoyed it, than in the familiar scene where
she bad beheld it last. This grovelics along one
side of the plain of Marathon, in the ghade of
the mountaias that encircle it, and forms the
only break in that wide expanse whose edge is
washed by the rippling waves, with the excep-
tion of the tumulus in the centre, where the
bones of the long-remembered heroes yet rest in
peace,

The sea was lying now under the soft starlight
like a sheet of molten silver, screne as the cloud-
1ess sky that looked down on the calm sceac of
ancient strifo]; and the hush and stillaess in the
air were so completo that one might well have
fancied ono could bave heard, according to the
old tradition, the phantom horses of the Persinns
neighing in their agony, and the shout of the
Grecks as they rushed to their death. Within
the pine-grove tho shadows lay soft and decp,
but there was light enough for littlo Xanthi to
busy herself in preparing a repast for her lover
with the provisions which he had carried off
from a Inckless Greek peassut, whom ko had
met on the mouatain path going home with a
well-laden donkey, Achmet had brought Xanthi

shore, Butthis is certain—the deadiy hatred to

to this spot to rest till the heat of the day was
over, and they intended to resumo their journey
in an hour ot two, Xanthi was moving about
with o light sfep and a sunny smile, arranging
the grapes and bread and the skin of wine at
the foot of a tree, where her lord could recline
at ease, She hud given hierself up for the time
to the intoxicating sweetness of the love she no
longer carcd to concenl; they were together,
free and alone, and sbe had flung out from her
heart all thought of Greece in its oppression,
and her father iu his anger and misery, Achmet
wis with lier, and what was all the world beside
to her 7 This, she felt, was the crowning hour
of hur Jife, the best, the swectest 5 and true jt is,
that the brightest and loveliest hour of duy is
often that over which the sun cast his lasts
rainbow-tinted rays before e leaves the world
to gloom and night.

Presently Xanthi discovered that the wooden
water-bottle, which Achmet carried slung from
lis saddle, was empty, and that it must be re-
plenished as much for the sake of the horse us
for theic own, The Turk ot once said that he
kuew there was a little mountain stream not
very far up the hill-sidd, where ho would go to
fill it: and smiling at Xanthi's entreatics that
he would come back as quickly as he could, he
swung the bottle over his shoulder, and disap-
peared among the trees. Still she husied her-
self in preparations for his comfort, and at Inst,
having made every arrangement she could think
of that was likely to please him, she weut and
stood quictly leaning against a tree, with her
beautiful bright face turned in the direction
from which she expected to secher lover return,
After o littlo time her ear detected a foot-
step coming towards her; she leancd eagerly
forward, callingoutin a joyous tone—* Achmeti,
my thrice beloved, are you come 2?—and a voice,
a voice she knew too well, answered, hoarse
with rage—t Accnrsed woman! it is I who am
come!

The arms stretelied out to embrace her lover,
fell at hier side; her large eyes, dilated with un-
utterable terror, became fixed and glassy; her
lips refused to form even a cry for help ; frozen
with the awful presage of her fate she stood like
a statue, waiting the approacl of the avenger.
Soon, from among the trees, hier brother appear-
cd, and stopped a few paces from her, where the
full starlight fell upon his cruel, inexorable face.
Stowly be raised his gun—then a wild shrick
burst from tne unhappy girl; she fell on her
kaces, and clasped her hands.

¢ Amaua! amaun!? she cried, in a voice of
stifled agony. This word, which means simply
merey, is a Turkish expression; but it is cur-
rently used in Greece, aud at another time it
would not have been remembered from what
language it was taken; now, if anything could
have added to Costandi’s implacable wrath, this
would bave done it,

¢ You do well to ask mercy in Turkish: it is
a fitting word to be the last on the lips of o
false-hearted Greck, and now, in your own
blood, will X wash out the stain of your infamy 1"
He fired, as he spoke, with asure andsteady aim.
Xanthi, struck to the heart, fell over on her side,
and on her beautiful face, upturacd to the star-
light, death stamped the scal of its mysterious
calm, effacing for ever the look of horror and
fear which had marred its loveliness in the last
awful moment of consciousness,

Costaundi drew ncar and looked at ber, not to
mourn the fair young lifc he had destroyed, but
to assurc himself that tho work was well and
surely done, and that the child of their common
parents could be false to Greeee no more. Then,
whea he had fully satisfied himgelf that Aclmet
would find only a corpse where he Lad Ieft a
form of living beauty and a heart beating with
love, he turned calmly from the spot and disap-
pearcd among the trecs.

Costandi lived many long years after Greece
bad been frec, and the Moslem drivea from bier
faircst possessions. Hc may be living still—~
possibly he i3 one of those old men, of whomn we
have heard, who bave renewed their youth in
tbe causc of Crete, and are ¢ven now fighting,
hand to Land, with their ancient foes on her

the Moslem, which nerved his hand to shed tho
blood of his young sister, and lny her sweet life
in the dust of death, is burning now in the heart
of every Greek, with ns quenchless a fire as
ever in those dnys of more visible conflict ; and
whatever the future may have in store for the
East, that fire will uever dio out while Turkey in
Europe can be said to exist.

IIELGA AND HILDEBRAND.*

Helga sits at her chamber door—

Gad only my heart from sorrow can sever*
She soweth tho sumo scam o'cr and o'er.
Let metell of the sorrow that lives for ecer !

What shie should work with g thread,
Sho works alway with sik instead ;

What her fingers with silk should sew,
She works away with gold, 1 trow.

One whispereth fn the ear of the Queen,
o Helga §s rewing tmorning and e'on !

Haor seam i3 wildly and blindly done
Down on the seams her tear-drops run

The good Queen hearkens wonderingly .
1u at the chamber-door goes she.

* Hearken unto me, little one !
Why is thy scam so wildly done 2

¢ My seam §s wild and my work {s mad,
Because wny heart is so sad~s0 sad !

My father was a Ring so good—
Fifty kuights at his tablo stood.

My father Jet me sew and spin.
Twelve knights cach strove my luve to win :

Eleven wooed mo 83 lovers may,
‘Fho twelfth o stole my heart away 3

And lie who wed mo was Hildebrand
Son to a King of Eungelland.

Scarce did wo our castle gain,
Wheon the news was to my father ta’en.

My father summoned his followers then :
¢ Up, up ! and arm ye, my merry men ¢
Don your breastplates and helmets bright,
For Hildebrand is a fiend in fight ¢*

They knocked at the door with mailéd hand
¢ Arisc and hither, Sir Hildcbrand ¢

Sir Hildebrand kisscd me tenderly :
* Name not my name, an thou lovest e §

Even if I biceding bo,
Natino me nover till lifo doth flce ¢*

Qut at the doar sprang Hildebrand,
His good sword glistening in his hand,

And cre tho lips could mutter a prayer,
Slew my five brothers with goldon hatr,

Only tho youngest slew not ho—
My youugest brotuier so dear tome.

Then cricd I loud, ¢ Sir Hildobrand,
I tho name of our Lady, stay thy haad ¢

Oh, sparo the youngest, that he may ride
With the bitter news tomy mother's sido ¥’

Secarccly the words wero uttercd,
Whacn Sir Hildebrand fell bleeding and dead,

To his saddle my brother, fierce and cold,
Tied me that night by my tresscs of gold.
Qver valtoy and hill he s s 3

With thorns aud brambles my body bleeds.
Qver valley and hill we ficot

Tho sharp stones stick in my teuder feet.

Through deep fords the horse can swim ;
Ho drags mo choking after him.

Wo came unto tho castlo great ;

My mother stood weeping at tho gate.
My brother built a tower forlorn,

1o paved it over with fliut and thorn 3

Aly cruel brother placed me there,
With only my silken sark to woar.

Whene'er I moved in my tower forlorn,

My fect wero picreod with sharp, sharp thorn,
Whensoever I slept on the stones,

Achos and pzins were in all my bones.

My brother would tortare me twentyfold
But my mother begged 1 might besold.

A clock was tho Rﬁée they took for me—
It hangs on"tho hirk of our Ladie.

And whea the clock on the kirk chimed first,
The heart of my mother asunder burst.*”
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Ero Helga all ber tale Lath said,
{ God only my keart fYom sorrow can sever!)
On the arm of the Queen sho is lying dead.

( Zet me tell of the, sorrow that lives for ever!)

* From Ballad Stories of tho Affections, from the
Scandinavian ; By Robert Buchanan,



