
80 MILTON'S DREAM.

eli thiouglit slie lid ret rated-arched through
every arbor, winding, ind recess, and at last, <les-
pairing of a rencounter, war about t-o return in the

direction of his dwelling withoot paying his re-
- spects to Ihe pi s ir lie was too muchi agi-

tateI to take a formaI leave. ritead of pursuing
the ordinary path, lie thiolut of finding his way
into the city froin the bauk part of the gardens,

e wh-ich led througih somie romiantic pleasure
grounds belonging to the palazzo. As. he pro-
creded le was not suie of his w'hiereabouts; but

the path was beautifol, conductiig over green
turf and througlh groves and glades; and he vas
just in the mood for solitude and wandering.

. Suddenly lie came upon a spot which he thought
not unfamiliar ta him> ; and on looking round-
10 I the old ilex troc and the fountaini, which
Werc the scene of his never to lie forgotten dream 1

1But the spot wa.s not deserted now; for scated
under the tree, on the moss, as if from weariness,
wvas G iulia Reni. No trace of lier late illness ap-
Peared, except a greater degrec of paleness than
usual. She colouired in the faintest degrce possi-
ble, upon perceiving him, but greeted hini with a
Snile whicl showed him» tlat lie was not unwel-
come. Indeed ber wliole inanner and bearing to-
Wards him secmed clanged in a manuner that ap-
Peared a little unaccountable.

"I have been looking for you everywhere,"
said Milton; " but scarcely expected te be so for-
tunate as to find you lere."

"I often find myself hore," replied she "for
ehere it was I first saw you."

"And it was you then, who left tlat disticl in
this spot, whicli lias so influenced my destiny, and
1 feel will ever influence it lereafter."

"You must think of that no more," replied slie;
"it was a piece of girlish folly-an idle joke.
Ielieve me, I lad no idea we should ever meet
again. In rambling bore one forenoon by myself,
the forenoon of the day on which we met at the
Palazzo Orfino, and I felt I was recognized by
You in a manner that seemed to me unaccounta-
ble--I saw you asleep under this troc, contempla-
tOd you for a moment, and originated the verses

lîich you road. Thouglh tempted to leave them
1behind, I had no idea you saw the writer, nor
should ever recognize lier agin."

" Dreainig, and in profound slumnîber as I was,"
said Mhlon, " you could not thinuk titat any sleep
0f mine, your spiritua>l presence could not peno-
trate(; nor that the eyes of a dreanier could con-
template these features auid not remember thiem
again even at the end of a thousand years.
Hiowever .unaccountable, I saw you then dii-
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tinctly as I see you now, nnd thougiht to) hear
your voice recite these words which you left be-
hind on the scroll, and whiich I shall ever cheil
as one of the dearest of ny remembrances Ac-
cident soon brought me into your proxniîty, and
my heart tauglt me to pursue ean- tly what
chance had begun. But with diligent eiloav<ours,
and a souil tlat exerted every faculty to aitain its
goal, I found that I made no progries in your
esteem, and knew myself in a position tlat hardly
even dared to admit of a lope. Then I deter-
mined ta fly from yon, ai in pur'iîts once habit-

ual and genial, to find a distraction frnm the
haunting presence of an iiiage which pursued
me, like some mockiig, tantalizing, beautiful
dream. Yet still I lingered-anl pard n me if
I dream wrong-yet I thought to (Lay to di-over
a ray of liglt upon my destiny, that this has not
been wholly in vain. Ah, Giulia! Is there no
possibility-no hope-can you not love me "

Giulia -secemed inuch agitated, and tears filled
her eyes-whctlher from saidness or happiness lie
could not divine; but she shook lier head mourn-
fully and made no reply.

"It is impossible then; you cannot love me."
"I said not that 1" she replied in a low liesita-

ting voice.
Milton appeared animated by a new life or

snome sudden transport. lie did not ob-serve
the hesitation and despondency that clouded lier
features.

"A thousand, thousand thanks," cried he, "and
nothing now shall separate us-no misunder-
standings-no differences-why have we misap-
prehended each other so long ?"

A deprecatory movement on Giulia's part
caused him to hesitate for a moment.

" Talk not of obstacles," said he ; "differences
of country, of religion, of habits, I know you are
thinkiig of-yet you sliall come withî me to my
own island, our beautiful England, and be con-
soled by the virtue and high-beartedness there
prevalent, for the beauty and luxury of a sunnier
clime. There, amid the ocean breezes, you will
perhape find that greater vigour of health and
bloom which a balmie atmosphere bas failed to
impart. Or if you love not that, and to be an
exile for my sake, shall I not be one for yours ?
Every land shall be my home where you dwell
with me. Talk not of obstacles-aiection makes
rougI paths snooth, and diflicultit-s only stirer
avenues to happinîess."

"Yet it is quite impossible," replied she.
"Why, whorefore 1" said he impetuously. " In

the name of marvel, why 1-Girl, I do not under-
stand you 1"
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