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sey, the truth trembled on his tangue, and he was
on the point of declarjng his vank and the rcasons
which had induced Lim to adopt such a disguise, but
used from infaney to great self control, his ifirm-
ness returned, and he remained constant to his pur-
pose, amidst a war of passions. Il could the cast
down eye and dejected mien pourtray a grief which
he did not feel, as he replied :

“ Dear and beyond all price, is the happiness you
have offered me, lovely Eleonora—but even this in-
estimable pledge of your love,’> he cried, pressing
her hand to his lips; ““capnot bribe me to become
4 traitor to my king.”

““What have T donc 7’ exclaimed the princess,
bursting from his arms, and casting upon him 2 look
of mingled scorn and pity; “have I exposed the
weakness of my heart to one, who makes his rejec-
" tion of a daughter ol the house of Brandenburg a
irial of duty, and triumphs in overcoming a passion
he never felt. Farewell, Count Dahl—when next
we meet, it will be on very different terms !

1 trust it will,” returned the king, trying to in-
tercept her path as she turned haughtily from him,
and bent her steps towards her own apartment.—
She waved him back with an air of strong displea-
sure ; but he succeeded in detaining her by her gar-
ments.

“ Leave me not thus, Eleonora,” he cried; “ tell
me with the same beautiful sincerity which has ever
marked our intercourse from the first auspicious
moment when we met. Could you love a dishon-
ourable character 7"

The princess only struggled morc vehemently
to free herself from his grasp.

¢ A traitor to his country 2

Ske turned her head weeping away.

“The base and selfish supplanter of his gcnerous
friend and master 1 Oh, Eleonora, the sacrifice I
make is indeed great—the trial may cost me many
a bitter pang, but could you for a moment wish it
unmade %7 .

The princess turned her tearful eyes on the fine
countenance of her lover, and her noble and inde-
pendent. spirit for a moment subdued all other feel-
ings, and she said in a firm tone :

“You have proved yourself worthy of possessing
a more generous and exalted heart, than I had in
my power to bestow. Mine will never own a se-
cond passion, nor will I ever acknowledge any man
for my husband, whom I cannot regard with reve-
rence and love. Farewell, brave. Dahl! I absolve
you from your vows forever, and sincerely hope that
while pursuing the paths of glory, and enjoying the
favour and esteem of your heroic king, you will for-
get that such a being as Fleonora of Brandenburg
ever crossed your path.”

“ May I perish when 1 do!” exclaimed the de-
lighted Gustavus, as she vanished from his view,
leaving him lost in a train of pleasing reflections,
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and cagerly anticipating the hour that would e"“a;w
him to throw off thc mask and appear once more !
his own character. -

But what language shall describe the staté
Eleonora’s feelings, or pourtray the bitter '?:
proaches of wounded pride. She would have sact
ficed all for him—would have braved the displess”
of her father, and rejected a crown to follo¥ .
fortunes of a subject, and for his sake would hﬂ/
conscnted to become a voluntary exile from her né
tive land—and what had he offered in return for
warm and disinterested aflections. He had dee”
the possession of those charms, which a mon |
had considered worthy to sharc his throne, €°°
not compensate for a single breach of duty wward’
his sovereign. 9

During the first burst of rcsentful feeling
princess determined to accept the King of Swe%®’
and mortify the count by her prompt obedienc® i
his master’s wishes. But love is not so easily *
dued, and she had scarcely resolved on this plan
revenge, when it was as quikly abandoned; ¥
she was ashamed of having for a moment €
tained sentiments so unworthy ; and she oncé wo 6
determined never to give her hand to anothers v
her heart was solely his. “ You are a |oy&|:;r.
ject, Count Dahl,” she sighed ; “but a cold W
There is not a knight or squire in my father’s co?”.
who would have acted with the mortifying "
ousness which you have displayed tonight.” oif

The next morning the king was so remark® r
fastidious in chsosing his dress, that the Pﬂg."’ 1o
robing and unrobing him several times, foirly 00
all patience, and exclaimed in his usual facet
manner :

“Your majesty will never be able to face
enemy again.” e}

“« Hov:, Eric,” returned the king, with 3 sl
“do you think my last might’s exploit pro¥
such a very coward 7>’ ot B

“ Alas, my liege ! your valour would ¥
saved your head, if it had not been for mY
but that adventure happened a fall hour befor®
gave away your own brave heart in exchﬂ“gen \
woman’s. Now, saving your august P""“byaﬁ
think your majesty has profited very little ofte?
barter, sceing you have altered your miﬂd. a; )
as a young maid on the morning of her brid ed

¢ Know you not, young squire,” ,—etul'“l .usb;
royal Swede, after indulging in a heam;md [i g
“that 1 am the first monarch that ever e
place of proxy to his hride, and surely som®
ges ought to be allowed to such a bO
taking.” e
“ lgwould have wooed and won a doze? ‘::,,e", '
said the arch boy, *in half the time YO o
has been employed in contemplating your ro” j
son in the mirror, and have been bette? »
with my undertaking, than your majesty
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