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THWARTED VENGEANCE.
own to

bk I AM RASH, Florence; I

the Southern blood that leaps
through my veins,—that makes me, as
you say, wilful and passionate. But I
am aman, with a man’s feelings and
high principle of honor. I am no boy,
Florenceto be wiled from this gay smile
to that,—I must and will be heard.”’

'* It I8 better not,’” gald Florence May-
nard, turning awny half impatiently.—
“ We have been such good friends, Wil-
lis, I bave hoped that nothing would
disturb the ealm current of our happi-
ness. And the sweet girl sighed ns she
seated berself ngain,

' Florence—Florence — how could 1
help it ¥"" eried the young man, passion.-
ately. ' Have I not been always under
the spell of your presence ¥ When you
were a child, I loved you, madiy, 1
cannot — I will not sée the prize that 1
have toiled for, early and late, slip from
my grasp. Oh! if you knew how hard
I have tried to be good, for your sake,—
to be, if possible, worthy of you,—you
would let your heart love me, I know
you would.”

“If it werein my power," =aid Flor-
ence, sadly and serfously. **If it will
comfort you, let me tell you how hard I
have tried to find in my heart one chord
that would thrill in sympathy with the
feelings you profess. It isin vain, Wil-
lis. I love you as a friend, as a brother,
even, for that you have always seemed,
but, oh ! you would not take for a wife
one whose every impulse revolts at the
thought of that other sacred union !

The man stood up, fire in his eyes, a
scarlet flush on his cheek, his arms,
folded, his hands clenched (though out
of sight) till the blood almost came. He
gazed at the girl with a strangely vary-
ing expression,—now cruel and relent-
less, now tender and pitiful.

** Florence, you will never know how
much T love you. Two years ago, when
I thought that perhaps I had lost you, I
sought to put the wide seas between us.
I traveled fast and far, even to the wilds
of Australia. The suffering of that time
ting left indellible marks upon my face.
I thought I had conquered,” He stopped
for an moment, his lips working con-
vulsively, He furned away to hide his
emotion,but in & few moments resumed,
“Ieanme buck, hoping, as I had heard
nothing from you you were married, It
had been go, a1l might have been well.—
But you met me the same kind tones as
of old, the same sweet smile, O Heaven !
how my pulses trobbed with hopeagain.
All the past was forgotten. I madly be-
lieved that my sabsence had worked o
ehange in your feelings. 1 dared to
dream again,—I dared to love, Icannot
give you up, Florence,—I will not give
you up !

Florence rose from her seat,{rightened
at his manner, trembling as she noted
his changed appearance.

* No,—don’t leave me as if yon were
afrald of me: I cannot endure that. I
will not harm you, Florence ; but I can-
not give up the hope that you don’t un-
derstand your own heart, that you dont
understand me. You,at least, love no
one else, do you, Florenee ¥

“1 have never loved sny man, Wil
ls,” she sald, onlmly, ** and if this is the
complexion of that great mystery,1 trust
I never may, 1'—

** Florence, you know not what you
saying,” crled the young man, his
swartby fuce glowing again, * What
bhave I done to distress you? Pily me!
pity me! 1tis notlove that prompts
me to violent speech; It Is disappoint.
ment where I had staked all my dearest
hope. Oh, why waié I ever born to en-
endure this misery 1"

Florence stood there, pilying. Bhe
trewbled, and could have wepl, but it

{ and retiring, had
| real,—#o enduring ¥

would not do to show any emotion that
might be construad Into signs of relent-
ing., Thiz man's flery nature did notb
sult her usually ealm temperament.—
How was it possible that she, go quiet
won a love so terribly
She could not un-
derstand 1, but stood there perplexed,
pitying, yet strong in her resolve.

It was quile true, as she had sald; no
man had won her love, as she wns not
prepared to know by one single pang the
misery that he was suffering. Bhe knew
that his eyes were haggard, his brow too
early marked with strong lines his heart
heavy, for many o labored sigh came up
from its deptha; but ghe could feel no
sympathy with him, and but faint pity.
Bometimes she was impatient under his
homage,—more than onece after this al-
most slormy Interview. His nature was
not a fine one; it rather resembled the
iron that will corrode {ill the rust has
eaten beyond the surface, than the good
gold that beara the tempering heal of the
fire and comes out purer than before,

Florence was obliged, in self-defence,
fo be cool in her demeanor before him,
and it sometimes enraged him. Hia peti:
tions became more like persecutionsand
at |ast for a time they did not speak to-
gether, He carried his resolves smother.
ed in his own bosom, till his jealousy
grew to be a consuming fire. He watched
her at all times with a secret rage, and
blood that ran hot to his fingers’ ends if
he detected her bestowing her smiles on
others, Bhe grew to be afraid of him,
and yet n sort of pity kept her power-
less. If she had confided in her father
(she had no mother) there might have
been n way of escape. In consideration
of the young man’s own feelings, he
would have placed them apart. But
gradually it grew to be a matter of
course to see him watch her under his
bent, black brows,—to find him follow-
ing her like a shadow wherever she
went ; and now he said but little of his
love, she hoped it would In some inex-
plicable manner die out and leave her
free.

One Babbath a stranger appeared In
the rector’s pew. He was not handsome,
though his was one of those faces that
suggests beauty rather than possesses it.
Yet he was sufficiently attractive in
manner and appearnnee to set the whole
parish to talking and wondering.

“I want you to get acqualmted with
him, if that jealous lover of yours will
let you,” said Letitla Baunders, a little
blonde in pink and white, who ealled on
Florence the following week, and seated
herself alrily, with an eye to the dispo-
sition of her flounces.

“ My jealous lover " eorled Florence,
in some surprise,

*Yes that haughty Southerner whom
gome of us admire so much. Little do
we get for It in return, save cool Indif-
ference. * His is jolned to his idal ; let
him alone,'®

Florence smiled at her flippancy, but
erimsoned, too,

“ He is—no lover of mine,” ghe would
have sald, but could not with truth.—
* Nothing to me," she added, ** nothing
whatever. Of course he Is attentive,—
any man would be who holds the posi-
tion he does in my father's household;
but his regards, in my sight, are only
brotherly, I assure you."

“Strange! Itis all around that you
are engaged.’’

* Indeed ¥’

“ Yes, I heard it at Mrs. James', and
even Mr, Fellx told me as if, T imagined
—perhaps it was only imagination, after
all—=Willis Boynton had himsell toia
him."

It flashed over Florence suddenly, pain-
fully. Could Willis stoop so low as to
circulate this report, and thus, driven by
his insane jealousy, attempt to bar all
others from approaching her? The
thought made her cheeks tingle — gave
lier a thrill almost of anger.

“I am not engaged to Willis and
never expect to be, Letitin. I care noth-
tug at all for him, and only recelve his
attentions as I would those of my own
brother if I had one. You must see how
cool T am toward him."

“ Yes, I have often remarked that:
but people will talk in this village, so I
suppose there'll be scandal enough with
reference to the new comer who is very
rich, and I think splendid looking,don’t
you? Now there'll be & rush to see who
can get him, Tam golng to stand back
and look on., I have always said I

never eared about belug married, you
know,™*

““ T8 he o relation of the reclor ¥"" asked
Florence, willing to pursue the subject,
for to tell the truth she had been some-
what moved by thesight of this stranger
—she who met most men with Imlll‘-'I
ference,

“Don't know, likely not; though |
some sny lie is a cousln of his wife, At ‘
|
|
|

any rate he is distingaished, nnd all but
handsome—just the sort of man to make
n hero, don't you think so ¥"

At that moment, in burst another fAg-
ure, dress and ringlets in disorder.

* O girls, excuse me, but 1I'm in such
a burry. We're extemporizing a plenie
to Bunbright Lake. It'sa capital day,
and papa says he will go —and Mr.
Allingron, that’s papa’s visltor—and we
must be all ready by eleven, with lunch-
eons, aud cape-bonnets, and hats, you
know. Ohyear! 1'm all out of breath.”
Bhe sank down rosy and panting. ** We
shan’t have many men, but there ls
Amos Keith—Captain Keith, I ought to
eall him, to be sure—but then he's en-
gaged to Mary Danvers, so he’s no com-
pany ; then there's Willis, and Herbert |
Anthon, and™ |

AIllls is out of town; won't be
home £l night,” said Florence,

“ Well not much of a loss,” lnughed
the little creature : he would have been
devoted to you. Ifdoes provoke me to
see these engaged people.?’

We're not engnged, Mionie," said
Florence. “1 am surprised. This is
second time toaday I have heard what
is indeed news to me. ™’

HOh, I'm glad of that ! ered Min-
nie, * for I never quite liked Willis; he
is g0 dark-looking. But it's the truth
that the engagement is spoken of every-
where."

* You may contradict by my authori-
ty,”" said Florence, calmliy.

1 willy then ; but come—what about
our fun ¥ Tean't give it up. If you
must know, I was the first one who
thought about it, and papa laoghed at
me and doubted my suceess. This spur-
red me.  It's a glorious day, neither too
hot mor too cool; and we'll have
one man there who isn't married or en-
gaged, Won't that be a novelty ¥'*

“ And he's so fine looking," said Leti-
tin.

“Ism't he? Papa says he never saw
a nobler specimen of manhood, You
should have henrd papa and him pariey
vous fn French last night. It was splen-
did, Papa says he hasu’t had such a
treat in a great while; says he is the
most finished French conversationalist
he ever met with out of Paris, What
do you think of that?¥ Brush up your
French, girls,”

* Dear me, I hope he jsn't a learned
man," eaid Letitia, piteously.

* You would think so if you had seen
him romp with me last night. If there
wasn't 4 curly headed little boy in the
army, for whom I have a strong re
gard,"” she added, lnughing and blush-
ing, * I don’t know what would be the
consequences, But come, girls; speak
quick; will you go?"

ST will,” sald Letitia, rising  with de-
¢lsion,

“Bo will 1,"" returned Florence, catch-
Ing the enthusinsm, ** What shall we
carry "

* Oh, anything that will tagte good
spread out on the grass. Mother Is get-
ting table-cloths and ware ready, and
Tiny is marking down, so we must get
up a party. Oh,dear! I've got to go on
the hill for the Denlieghs and Am-

hursts, Be sure and be abt the depot at
cleven, Won't we have a merry
time ¥’

Yes, Florence felt a strong presenti-
ment that she, at least, should enjoy the
occasion, Bhe did not say so to herselfl
in just so many words, but is was an
Jmmense relief to feel that she was not
to be followed about by the man whose
eyes had grown to be almost intolerable
to her. Onee she had thought them
beautiful, for Willis was acknowledged
to be very handsome by everybody, and
yel, strange to say, he was not generally
Hked, Many people would say that it
was u pity so charming a girl as Flor-
ence Maynard could be induced to like
him, for there was something uncanuoy
in his appearance. It was such a plens-
ure to feel that nobody was watching
her, ar sttending to every want, noting
every movement, Her splrits rose high
ns she made her preparations. It was

"

somewhut strange that the open, noble

face of the stranger mingled some wuy
with her anticipations. Bhe laughed at
herself for the thought, but it was never-
theless true that she had been very
much plensed with the new.comer’s ap-
pearance, and found herselfl uneon-
selously compuaring the two faces — that
of Willis nlways losing by the comparl-
slon.

Everything was in readiness when the
litile company met ot the ecars. Two
strong men carrled an immense basket
well packed between them, Each party
had st least n lunch-basket filled, All
were merry, gay, and Iaughing ns they
took thelr seats, consclous that no mar.
plot was in thelr midat.

The ground arrived at, there was
plenty to do, Home busied themselves
in bringing water and wood, for they
were (o have a genunlne ten-munking .
others took out the vinnds and placed
them In order; others still strayed
nearer the edge of the beatiful lake,

Florence wasd engaged at the spring.-
She had nearly filled her piteher, when
a musical volee said:

* Let me assist you."

Hhe looked up slmost trembling to see

| Into her heart—a dim

onoe seated, some one took her basket
from her tired hands and held 1t; nod-
ding and smillng as much as to eay :—

| * You see I have taken the liberty. "

As for Florénce, she wias startled at
the Intenslty of her smotions. Bhe had
never before admitted the thought of
love, but now some strange, sublime in-
stinet told her that she had met hér
fale, TFor a few shorl moments she
yielded to the pleasure of this dawning
but exqulisite happiness, when suddenly
n dull, quick sense of pain made her
breathless, The light was ko placed (for
the sun had set) that it threw a strong
reflection upon the cracked mirror at the
opposile end of the car, and there, dis-
torted by the flaw, no doubt, yet looking
hideously sullen, snt Willls, apparently
watching her conversation with her
new friend, The baleful fires of jealousy
burned In his eyes, bis brow was black
and lowering. At onee her comforl was
destroyed ; n feeling of uneasiness erept
presentiment of
coming evil. Oualensibly Willle was
rending his newspaper—in reality study-
ing her face, and drawing his own in-

| ferences from her companionship, Bud-

two dark blue eyes smiling in her face. |

Btrange how that glance shook her equa-
nimity. She, who was generally so fear-
less and frolicksome, was dumb now.—
Bhe merely thanked him, and he, lifting
the piteher, walked slowly by her gide,

“1 have heard much of your Ameri-
can woods,” he said, “but I never
thought to find anything half so beauli-
ful sz these painted leaves. How gorge-
ous they are—like the bright birds of a
tropieal climate, only nestling by hun-
dreds upon boughs and branches,”

“Your forests, then, do not exhibit
these changes 7’

 No ; our climate Is too damp. And
even the sunshine here affects me differ-
ently, It Is neither lurid, burning, like
that of a Bouthern clime, nor pale and
giokly like England’s, It iz so clear,
golden, and exhilarating. You ought to
have greal poets here. You have — I
was rending Inst night — Whittier and
Loungfellow. What justice they do {he
beautiful works of nature, The rivers
leap and the forests sing through their
verses,'’

1 am glad you like them,' said Flor-
ence, with animation,

**Oh, I gee tauch toadmire here," and
he glanced agalu in her face, his eyes
lingering there for n moment, ** Look
—they find it difficult to make the fire
burn., I must help them."

Saying this, he hurried toward the lit-
tle group.nlmost blinded with the smoke
and seattering the wood, bullt up a pyr-
amid with skillful fingers, placed n few
coals on the top, set them in a blaze.and
presto! there was a fire that shot up n
flame of clear amber against the brown
trunk of the sturdy onk near.

“That was skillfully done,” said the
rector. ** Neither burnt nor blackened
fingers."

* I have been In the woods before,” he
sald, cheerily, but from that moment a
endness came over his face which did
not leave it quickly. He drew quietly
apart from the rest, and one good at the
study of the humnn face might have
seen in his nsad, weary, almost hopeless
dejection that the gayety surrounding
them might not dispel.

It was & happy time, nevertheless,—
There was the snowy cloth set with
tempting delleacies; beyond the bright
green of the sward, ¢clumps here and
there of young trees, mighty growth of
oank and maple, and still beyond, in the
softness of the shining distance the deep
bright blue of the small lnke, sparkling,
snapping its wet fingers in the vivid
sunshine,

The girls were nll anxious to know |
the new.comer, but though he was very ]

social, dealing his smiles with unstudied
partinlity, at times it was easy to see
towards whose good graces he inclined
the most. Sweet Florence, with that
nameless charm In lipsand eyes, patient,
mirthful or quietly serlous attracted him
irresistibly, and more than one palr of
knowing vrbs sparkled over the discov.
ery. A row on the lake, a cirele under
the prootecting shadow of some plensant
trees, brightened by story and song, and
the day’s toll and plessure were over.—
It was quite unacocountable how in all
the confusion that ensued, it belng near.
ly dark, the young stranger should find
himself by the side of Florence May-
nard, Yet it was, as she knew, when

denly the paper was folded, the young
man arpse, turned and moved pustendi-
Iy townrd her,  Arriving al her seat, he
stopped and bowed—bowed alzo fo the
stranger to whom he had been intro-
dueed—and leaning against the back of
the next seat, he directed his attention
fo Florence,

“ It Is quite an unexpected pleasure to
meet you here, Waen't it rather a sud-
den armngement, this excarsion Y—for 1
suppose you have had a phenle In the
wooils.”’

*1E was rnther sudden,'” sald Florence,
quietly, biting her lips, galled at the
patronizing manner he had assumed.

Wi you hawve this seat 7'* asked the
Englishman, politely.

‘Willis declined, but kept his position,
chatting to Florence, talking upon sach
subjjects that the stranger must have felt
himself uneomfortably in the way,ontik
the cars stopped at the station. Then he
insisted wpon doing the honors;took pos-
session of Florence amd her basket,
wished the Englishman good-night as if
he had been defrauding him, and secom-
panied her home, Thelr wallk was o
sllent one. 'Willis had gradually worked
hilmsell nto a it of jealous desperation.

“ I heve no doubt you enjoyed your
day immensely,"’ he said, as they neared
the door of their residence.

* Never better,” saild Florence, yery
shortly.

“We do pot always know whoms
we become acquainted with st sueh
places,”

* You forget we were all acquainted,™
snid Florence.,

“1 presume =o; you seemed guite
chatty and confidential with your friend
of yesterday.”

‘T don’t know that 1 was particularky
confldontial ; I certalnly did enter
into conversition with our minkster’s
guest. T presume I need not ask your
snetion in such matters,”

“ Ol ! no—of courge not,” he replied
briefly and bitterly ; *or In any other,
us to that."”

“ 1 gertainly sball nod,” sald Florence
and there was a shade of conlempt in
her voloee,

No snuswer; but Willis rang the bell
with such violenee that two of the ser-

vants came running to the door, fearful
| that thelr muster was certainly brought
| home elther dead or dylog, Florence
entered, indignant — Willis  followed,
angry, and furiously jealous. He counld
soarcely overmaster his passion. He
raged up and down the parlors, after she
| hid gone to her room, llkea wild pan-
ther ; he did not know, himself, but he
should go mad—certainly such passions
had never possessed him before. For-
ward sand back with a fierce tramp,
shoulders set square, teeth looked, oyes
glaring, and hands elenched, he raged—
cursing in his heart — using the most
awful Imprecations against his Maker,
againet Florence, against the stranger,
toward whom, if she had smiled on him
but onee, he felt the most murderous jn-
clinations. OL! it was terribl&, this loss

of sell-possession ; but more awful the
loss of that which he had staked his
very soul to win., BStrangely enough, he
had thought that his patient persistence
must at length be rewarded. Trusting
and fearing alternately, he had watohed
the scales of hls hopes, now vibratiog




