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SIGISMUND — CONTINUED

“He said I could not do it, I thought
I could, aud I tried it, and I showed him
his mistake, and that's all.”

“Prince,” said Basilins with dignity,
“this grieves me to the heart. I took
thee from the Jdungeon of the mountains,
in the hope, that, by the native strength
of thy own mind, thou mightest be en-
abled to resist the influence of the evil
stars themselves, snd that I might in
mine old age, e’er I am gatbered to the
dust of my name, feel within my arms s
son of my heart, who, when I was no
more, should preserve my memory to my
people. You have already destroyed
that hope. I can never embrace thee
now. We start when we gaze on the
steel that has drank human blood, we
shudder when we walk over the spot of
earth which bas once been the scene of
» death-stroggle, but how much more
repulsive the contact of the murderer
himself. Although I longed to bind
thee to my side in love and fondness,
and came hither to embrace and to bless
thee, I turn away in horror, aversion,
sod sorrow, I never can, never will re-
oeive s murderer to my arms,”

Sigismund paused for s moment, snd &
feeling like sorrow plerced through his
mind. The fine venerable frame of the
old silver-haired king struck him with
» reverential respect. That man too
was his father, and though never known
till then, a voice within him told him
that he was not as other men in his
esteem. Again, his mind recurred to
the causes of their separation, to his
chain and his dungeon, his sufferings,
his undeserved bondsge. This train of
recollections instantly overturned all
that nature had been doing and changed
the appearance of the old monarch into
that of an unnatural and wanton tyrant.
His heart burned within him, and he
walked away from Basilius toward the
window.

“] ‘can do without them now,” said he,
“ag [ have ever. You ssy you are my
father, and yet you have persecuted me
from my birth like s bitter enemy, you
have cast me out from human life, you
have chained me up as if I were a crea-
ture of the forest, you have made me the
monster you feared, you have sought my
death, and tortured me into a weariness
of my life. Why then, your kindness is
grown s mcokery, I could not enjoy, nor
thank you for it. You have 8o entirely
destroyed all capability of pleasure,
that nothing now csn ever make ‘life

ble.”

“I would,” said Basilius, * I had
never given it to thee. I should not
now bear thy reproaches, nor behold thy
sudaeity.”

“Had you not given it,” replied Sigis-
mund, “I should not complsin of you,
but I do for having given, and again
taken it away. It may be a erous
scotion to give ; bus to give for the pur-
pose of taking away, is worse than with-
holding altogether.”

To this Basilius replied, “How well
dost thou show thy gratitude for my
raising thee from a state of humiliating
captivity, to the dignity which thou
now holdest 1”

Sigismund here burst into fury.
“What gratitude,” he cried, “tyrant of
my happiness, do I owe thee ? Old and
decrepit as thou art, and sbout to drop
into the grave, what dost thou give me
that is not my own. Thou art my
father and a king. Then all that dig-
nity of which thou speakest was given
me by nature and the laws. Nay, buf
thou owest me much that is yet un-
sccounted for. What will thy answer
be, when I demand of thee the time of
which thou hast robbed me—my liberty
80 long debarred—my life—the honour
which I might have acquired, had I
been left free to seek it ? I owe thee
nothing, king, but thou art my debtor,
and to a large amount.”

“Thou art a dsring savage,” said
Basilius, “and the word of heaven has
been accomplished. Yet haughty and
vain man, I warn thee to beware, for all
this which thoun seest may be a dream,
from which thou mayest e'er long
swaken.” Saying this he withdrew
suddenly, leaving Sigismund much
startled by the repitition of this singu-
lar doubt.

“A dream,” he again exclaimed in a
soft voice, and with a look of astonish-
ment and perplexity. “No, I do not
dream,for I can feel and seen, and I know
what I was, and what I am. Grieve as
thou mayest, no remedy is in thy breast.”

In a little time after, while Sigismund
remained perplexed by the parting word
of Basilius, his attention was attracted
by the entrance of Rosaura who now
appeared dressed in her own habili-
ments. She was proceeding in search of
Estrella, anxious at the same time to
avoid the sight of Astolpho, Clotaldus
having advised her to leave him in
ignorance of her presence at the court
of Poland. She felt grateful to Clotal-
dus for the interest which he appeared
to take in her fortunes, and readily sub-
mitted to his guidance.

“What,” said Clarin to Sigismund,
“has pleased thee most of all that thou
hast seen this morning ?”

“Nothing has surprised me,” said
Sigismund, “for I have seen nothing
here that my education did not in some
measure enable me to anticipate. But
if my admiration has been really moved
at all, it has been by the beauty of the
ladies who have left us,”

. At this moment, perceiving Rosaurs
about to retire, he started forward and
detaining her exclaimed, “What do I
see. I havesurely beheld those features
before now ?” ¥

“And 1,” said Rosaura, “have seen
that pomp and greatness reduced to
chains and a dungeon.”

Saying this she attempted to retire,
but Sigismund again prevented her, *“I
wust crave your permission to depart,”
said Rosaura, in some confusion,

%Going in such a hyrried manner,”
said Sigismund, “is not asking leave, but
taking it.”

At this moment, Clotaldus, whose
anxiety had been greatly excited by
hearicg the voice of Rosaura in dispu-
tation with Sigismund, hurried into the
apartment. “My lord,” be exclaimed,
“what is the cause of this ? Pray you
forbear, and suffer the lady to pro-
oeed.”

“Agaln,” exclaimed Bigismund, “agsin,
thou gray-headed madman, darest thou
to provoke my anger ? dost thou not fear
me yet ?”

“] was induced to enter,” said Clotal-
dus, “by the accents of this volce, to
tell thee that thou shouldst be more
peaceful if thou desirest to reign. Be
not s tyrant because thou thinkest thy-
self Our Lord, for you may yet find that
thought & dream.”

The anger of Sigismund was provoked
to the highest by this threat. *I shall
see,” he exclaimed, “whether it be »
dream by tearing thee to pieces.”” He
grasped his dagger hastily, but Clotal-
dus arrested his arm and threw himself
on his knees, whilst the afirighted Ros-
aurs galled loudly for sssistance.

Her cries were heard by Astolpho,
who rushed into the room, and throging
himself between the prince and the ob-
ject of his snger, “What means this ?
that s0 generous a prince will stain his
dagger in blood that is well nigh frozen?
Let thy sbining sword return to its
scahbard.”

“Yes,” said Sigismund, “after I have
reddened it in that villain's heart.”

“Then,” replied the pompous Astolpho,
“since he has sought protection at my
feet, he shall not plesd in vain.” And
seeing the prince about to transfer his
snger from Clotsldus to himself, he
drew his sword and stood on the de-
fensive.

The noise attracted to the place the
king, Estrella, snd seversl of their
attendants who interpcsed between the
combatants. Astolpho returned Nis
sword to its sheath, and the king, beiug
informed that Sigismund had attempted
the life of Clotaldus, said to the form-
er :—

“Have grey hairs, then, no respect in
thine eyes ?”

“None,” replied Sigismund, “snd I
trust that one day I shall see thine own
at my feet. Be assured that the op-
{)ortnnity Jor vengeance shall not be

m‘."

“Before that day comes,” replied the
king,” thou shalt sleep, and waking find
that thy boast and thy ingratitude, real
as they seem to thee, are but the
phantoms of an idle dream.”

Once more Sigismund started at the
words, and remained for some moments
as if under the irfluence of a spell,
motionless and silent, while the king
and his guests departed. Astolpho, lead-
ing out Estrella, conducted her towards
the garden, where the following con-
versation passed between them.

“When fortune,” said Astolpho,
“promises mishap, she is seldom false to
her word, but wh ver she has benefit
to confer the issue is doubtful. A
demonstration of this truth may be found
in thesituation of Sigismund and of my-
self. For him evils and crimes were
foretold, and they have turned out true.
For me, on the other hand, were pre-
dicted, trophies of victory, the applause
of men, and happiness, yet though this
prophecy has been in part fulfilled, its
completion is still doubtful, for although
you have favoured me with some
encouragement, yet your disdsin I am
sorry to say——"

Estrella interrapted him. “I doubt
not,” said she, “that you are sincere in
those compliments, but, I suspect they
are meant for the lady whose portrait I
bave seen hanging at your neck. Go,”
she added, “and let her reward you, for
it is & treachery not only to break your
faith to her, but to make over the com-
pliments that were her right, on other
ladies.”

At this moment Rossura arrived, in
her search of Eetrella, at the very spot
where they were conversing. bdhe
arrested her steps however, on perceiv-
ing Astolpho, and concealed herself,
while her heart burned with jealousy
and anger, behind the arbour where the
royal relatives were seated, while the
conversstion proceeded.

“Where the sun ‘shines,” said
Astolpho,” no lesser luminary can ap-
pesr, neither can darkness longer exist;
but that you may be convinced that ycu
alone reign within this breast, I will
bring thee that portrait of which thou
speakest. Pardon me, Rossura,” he
added within his own mind, as he bewed
and hurried from the arbour, * but ab-
sent lovers never keep their vows, any
more than I do mine to you.”

The instant Rosaura perceived that
he had left the garden, she presented
herself before Estrella.

“ Oh! I am glad to see thee,” said the
princess, “I was longing for a confidant,
and to you alone can I intrust the
secret which I am anxious to communi-

“Madam,” said Rosaura, “you may
rest assured that your confidence shall
be honoured.”

“ The little time,” said KEstrella,
“that I have had the pleasure of know-
ing you, you have by some means, of
which I am myself unconscious, found
the entrance to my heart. I will there-
fore confide to you what I have been
snxious to conceal from myself. But
this it is. My cousin Astolpho ( I said
cousin, because there are some things
4he mere thought of which is as palpable
as the utterance of others) is about to
wed with me, thus compensating by one
felicity for a number of misfortunes. I
showed some pique this morning when I
saw him, on account of a portrait which
hung from his neck, and he, who is, I
am sure, very sincere in his professions,
has just offered to bring it to me. It
would annoy me to receive it from his
hand, and I must beg of thee to remain
here and obtain it for me, Farewell a
little while. I say no more, for I know
you are discreet and beautiful, and
know, I am sure, what love is”

“] weuld,” exclaimed Rosaura, “that I
knew it not so well,” and she gazed
after the princess with a !ook of deep
gsorrow rather than of envy. “ But
what,” she continued, “shall I do in this
strange situation? Does there exist in
the world a more unfortnnate person
than myself? If I discover myself to
him, Clotaldus, to whom I owe my ‘ife
and safety here, will have deep reason
for offence, for he advised me to expect
redress from silence omly, but what
will my silence avail if he but chance to
see me? My tongue — my voice — my
eyes—may refuse to inform him, but
my soul will contradict them all.”

At this moment Astolpho entered the
arbour.

“I have brought you,” said he, the
portrait which—but what do I see—"

“Why does your highness start?” said
Rossurs calmly; “what is it that sur-
prises you?"

“ You, Rosaura, herel” said Astolpho.

‘I Rosaura,” she exclaimed, appear-
ing surprised, “your highness must mis-
take me for some other lady. My name
is Astrea—far too insignificant a person
to oceasion so much confusion to your
higbness.”

“Nay, Rosaura,” said Astolpho, “you
have carried the feint far enough.
may gsze on thee as Astres, but I will
always love thee as Rosaura.”

“My lord,” Rosaurs replied, still with
the same air of calmness and surprise, * I
do not understand what you have just
ssid, and therefore I t you,
All [ can say is, that the princess com-
msnded me to wait your arrival here,
snd on her art to receive from you the
portrait which you promised her. It is
just I should obey her even in matters
that jar with my own inclinations.”

“How ill dost thou dissemble, Ros-
sura,” said Astolpho, “notwithstanding
sll thy efforts.”

“l walt for the portrsit, my lord,”
Rossurs, extending her hand coldly.

“Welll welll” said the prince, * since
you choose to carry on your dissimula-
tion to the end, 1 shall answer you in
the same manuer. Go, Astres, and tell
the princess that 1 love her so truly,
that I could not be satisfled with send-
ing her merely the portrait she de-
demands ; I will do her a still greater
pleasure by presenting her with the
original, which you can easily convey
to her in your own person,’”

The tsunt threw Rossura off her
guard. “I came here,” she said, indig-
nantly, “to receive a portrait, and
slthough I could convey the originsl,
which, as you observe, is far more preci-
ous, I should go slighted to go without
the copy; your jhighness will please to
give it me, then, for I shall not leave
this until I have obtained it.”

“But how shall that be,” returned
Astolpho, “it I choose to keep it?”

“Thus, ingrate,” replied Rosaura,
making a vain effort to snatch it from
his hand “po other woman I am re-
solved shall ever possess it.”

“How angry you are,” said the prince.

“And how perfidious thou.”

“No more, my Rosaura.”

“I thine ! villain—it is false.”

The saltercation had reached this
point, when Kstrella suddenly re-en-
tered the arbour. “Astrea!” she ex-
claimed, “Astolpho, what is this ?"

“Here comes Estrelia,” said Astolpho
to Rosaura, who after & moment’s con-
sideration, addressed the princess. *If
you wish to know, madam,” said she “the
cause of our dispute, it was this:—The
prince has by some means obtained a
portrait of mine, and, instead of deliver-
ing that which you commanded me to re-
ceive from him, he even refuses to give
me my own. That which he holds in his
hand is mine—you may see if it does
not resemble me.”

Estrella took the portrait from the
hand of the astonished Astolpho, and
looking on it said—*It Is prettily done,
but a little too highly coloured; you
have grown pale, Rosaura, since you sat
for this portrait.”

“Nay, madam,” said Rosaura, sup-
pressicg a sigh, “ but is it not evidently
mine ?"

“Who doubts it ?"” said the princess,
handing it to her.

“Now,” said Rosaura, darting a smile
of malicious triumph at the prince as
she withdrew, “you may ask him for the
other, he may give it to you more read-
ily than he would to me.”

“You heard what Astrea said,” said
Estrella, addressing the prince *“al-
though I intend never again to see or
speak to you, yet I will not, since I was
80 silly as to ask for that portrait, suffer
it to remain in your hands.”

Astolpho continued for some time in
much perplexity. “Beautiful Estrella,”
heat length said, “I would gladly obey
your commands, but it is not in my
power to give the minature, because—"

“Thou art & vile and uncourteous
lover,” replied,” replied Kstrells,
haughtily, “but I will not now receive
it, for I would not thus remind myself
that I stooped to require it.”

Saying this she withdrew, and pro-
oeeded in high indignation towards the
palace, while Astolpho endeavoured in
vain to detain her. “By what enchant-
ment,” said he, “has this Rosaura so
suddenly appeared to thrust me back
from happiness; what wizard brought
her here from Muscovy: has she come to
ruin me and herself ?”

We shall now return to Sigismund.
During supper the attendants admin-
istered to him a second sleeping potion.
A deep trance succeeded, during which,
by the orders of the king, they restored
him to his rude clothing, his dungeon
and his chains.

“Here,” said Clotaldus, on|beholding
him once more stretched upon the
sandy floor, “here, where it first arose,
thy haughtiness shall end.”

“Sigismund !—ha !—Sigismund !"” ex-
claimed Clarin who had acecompanied
Clotaldus, “awake, and you will find
some change in your condition.

Clotaldus, who apprehended some in-
discretion from Clarin, resolved to have
him also shut up, and said to the atten-
dants, “Prepare a room for this gentle-
man who can talk so loud in the tower,
where he can entertain himself until
his lungs are weary. Stay!let it be in
the adjoining room—this is the man,” he
added, pointing to Clarin.

The attendants approached and seized
hil

m.
“Me,” said Clarin, quite surprised,
“why so 2"

“Because,” replied Clotaldus,
good Clarin, my eclarion, my trumpet,
you know some secrets and sound a
note too loud.”

“my

“But,” said Clarin, “I never yet
sought to kill my father, nor have ever 1
flung & man through a window; nor do I
ever dream, although I may sleep now
and then; and why should you shut me
up like Sigismund ?"

“Come-—come—trumpet, come—clar-
ion.”

“Do you call me clarion! Nay! but
I will be a cornet if you please, and
then I shall be silent, for that is a vile
instrument.”

The attendants here dragged him
away. Perceiving Basilius approach,
whose curiosity had led him to witness
the demeanour of Sigismund in his dun-

and he paused in deep and sudden con-
fusion,

geon, Clotaldus pointed him out to the
m h as he lay stretched on the
ground.

“Alas! unbappy prince,” sald the
king, “born in sn unlucky hour.
Approach, Clotaldus, and awake him,
for the beverasge he drank bas deprived
himZof his vigour and his cruelty.”

“Sire,” replied Olotaldus, “he seems
very restless, he dreams and speaks
sloud; let us attend.”

Sigismund here turmed uneasily on
his back, snd murmured:—“He who
punishes tyrants is & pious prince;
let Clotadus die by my sword, and let
my father kiss my feet.”

“He threatens my life,” said Clotal-
dus.

He wishes to humble me with the
dust on which he treads,” said the king
—“but hark!”

“Let me,” continued Sigismund, “put
forward on the great srena of the world
the valour that I feel burning in my
veins, and let me slake the thirsty ven-
geance of my soul by showing the world
Prince Sigismund triumphant over his
father.”

At these words he awoke; and Bas-
flius, wishing to avold him, concealed
himself in one of the adjacent passsges
of the tower. The astonished Sigis-
mund stared wildly sround him.

“Alas |” said he, “where am I—am I
agsin the same—again do I behold my
chains—art thou, oh hated tower, again
my tomb ? It is so—then what dreams
have I had ?”

Clotaldus went towards him and said,
“Ever since I left thee soaring in mind
with the eagle, in whose track my poor
brain could not accompany you, I bave
been absent from the tower. Hast thoun
been sll this time acleep 2"

“ I have,” said Sigismund, * nor can I
ssy that I am now awake, for if that
which passed palpably before me was
nothing more than s dream I may
be dreaming still. If I could see while
1 slept, it may be that I sleep now
while I see.”

“What didst thou dream of then ?
ssid Clotaldus.

“Since it was but a dream,” replied
Sigismund, “I will teil thee. I awoke as
I thought from the sleep in which I was
left by thee, and found myself lying on
@ bed, which by the rich variety of its
colours might be compared to the flow-
ery couch which the spring spreads up-
on the mountain, Here hundreds of
noblemen came forward, bowing submis-
sively, bestowing on me the title of
prince, and presenting me with em-
broidered clothes and jewels. My su-
spense was turned into joy when thou
camest into me, and saidst, that though
I had been in this condition I was
nevertheless the prince and the heir of
Poland.”

“No doubt you rewarded me well for
my news,” said Clotaldus.

“Not so well,” returned Sigismund.
“] was twice about to put thee to death
as s traitor!”

“What ! did you treat me with so
much rigour ?”’

“Ah!"” said Sigismund, “I was lord of
all, and I wrought revenge on sll. A
woman alone I loved, snd this is the
only feeling from which I have not yet
awoke.

The king at these words withdrew al-
tugether, and Clotaldus, addressing the
prince said : “ As we had been speak-
ing of the eagle and of the empires of
the earth, they haunted .thee in thy
dreams ; but even in thy dreams it
would have been well to bave had some
respect for him who reared and in-
structed thee, for even in aleep there is
s pleasure in doing good,”

“It is true,” replied Sigismund
thoughtfully, * let me then repress this
flerceness of temper—this fury—this
ambition—in case those dreams should
return, which they will surely do, for
life is now to me nothing more. Ex-
perience tells me that all who live are
dreamers, and death the voice that
awakens them. The momarch dreams
of changes of state and government, snd
of power and flattery, but his fame is
written on the wind ; death comes, and
his pomp and royalty are crumbled into
ashes ; and yet, knowing that death
shall wake them, there are men who
wish to reign ; the rich man dreams of
his wealth, that costs him many s tear ;
the poor msn dreams of his misery and
frets at shadows; the ambitious man
dreams of grandeur and self-aggrandize-
ment ; the courtier dreams of rank and
office ; the injured man dreams of his
revenge ; all, in a word, dream of their
several conditions. I dream that I am
here loaded with these chains ; and but
now I dreamed that I filled a happier
station ; life itself is an illusion, a shad-
ow, an empty fiction ; the heaviest sor-
row is but light, and the brightest joy
but vain, for life is a dream, and there
is nothing in it that can boast a founda-
tion.”

In the meantime poor Clarin paced
the chamber in which he was confined
in much peevishness and discontent.

“ Here I am,” said he, * confined in
this tower for what I know ; what will
they do to me then for what I do not
know ? I pity myself very much, and
people will say thatitis very natural, and
so it is ; for what can be more mournful
than for a man whojhas got such excellent
grinders as mine to be left without a
morsel to keep them in practice, while
I am starving with hunger. Here all is
silence around me—me who can never
close my lips, not even when I sleep—
here am I, a social fellow, without a
compauion—no, I tell an untruth, I have
plenty ; there are plenty of rats and
spiders, pretty robins vo chirp about my
windows, my head is fillled with the
frightful visions that have been haunt-
ing me since I entered. I have seen
spectres, ghosts, hobgobblins, elves and
fairies ; some mounting, some descend-
ing and cutting all kinds of strange
capers ; but what I feel most particu-
larly is, that I am kept starved ever
since I came in here ; yet I deserve all
this, and more for having kept a secret,
while I was a servant, which is the
greatest infidelity I could be guilty of
to my masters.”

His soliloquy was interrupted by the
gsounds of droms and trumpets outside,
and by the ories of a multitude of
people, who were -heard exclaiming
# Here he is—this is the tower—Ilet us
dash the door to pieces.”

% What's this,” cried Clarin, “ they
are looking for me, there is no donbt of
that, for they say here I am, and that
this is the tower. What can they want
me for? Here they come. Hallo!
there is a crash !”

At the same instant, the door was

forced from its hinges, and an armed
mob burst into the room.

“ That is he,” sald a soldier.

“ 1t Is not he,” replied Clarin, who
was apprehensive that they might not
mean him kindly. :

* Sire,” cried one of the soldiers,
“ thou art our prince.”

% These fellows sre drunk,” wsaid
Clarin,

“ Yes, thou art our prince. We will
not have & foreign king, while a
natural one remains to us. Allow us to
kiss your higlmness's hand.”

At these words all shouted, * Live
our prince, long live our prince 1"

“ They are in esrnest,” sald Clarin to
himselt. * I'should wish to know if it
be the custom of this country to shut up
a man every day in the tower to make &
prince of him, and then bring him back
to his prison sgsin. Yes, there's no
doubt of it, for I saw the same thing
done yesterday. Well, well, I shall
play my part to-day.”

« Sire I” said one of the soldiers, we
have all told thy father the same thing,
that you alone shall be our king, and
not the prince of Muscovy.

“ What,” cried Olarin, “were ye
wanting in respect to my father ?”

“ It was through loyslty for thee,”
sald s soldier.

¢ Then,” said Clarin waving his hand,
“ if it was through loyalty for me, I for-
give ye.”

¢ Come out and regsin thy crown,”
exclaimed the people. * Long live Sig-
fsmund.”

Clarin hearing the prince’s name,
started in some surprise. * Sigismund
they say,” he repeated to himself * but
what do [ care for that. Do I not know
that they call every counterfeit prince,
Sigismund.”

Sigismund however, who heard his
name thus proclaimed, ealled aloud from
the inner dungeon. * Who calls on Sig-
ismund ?” The soldiers hearing this
voice hurried Clarin into the next room,
and beholding a man in chains, and so
radely clothed, inquired in some sur-
prise, * what man is this ?”

“ This man,” said the prince, “ is Sig-
ismond.”

¢ Sigismund 1” exclaimed a soldier,
turning hastily to Clarin. * Then how
hadst thou the audacity to call thyself
by that nsme ?”

“ I call myself Sigismund 1" exclaimed
Clarin, * it is false, it was you who had
the audacity to nickname me Sigis-
mund.”

“ Great price,” said a soldier address-
ing himselt to Sigismund, * we find by
the tokens that were given us, that thon
art our lord and sovereign. Yourfather
the great king Basilius, terrified by
the prophecy, which aays that thou shalt
one day wrest the sceptre from his grasp,
has resolved to rob thee of thy right
and transfer it to Astolpho of Muscovy.
For this purpose he assembled his court.
But the people, having learned that
they possess a native prince in thee,
have refused to submit to the yoke of a
foreigner ; they have sought thee there-
fore in this tower in the hope that thou
wilt use their arms for the recovery of
thy birthright—come forward then, for
in the plains beneath this mountsin, a
numerous army waits to proclaim thee.
Liberty attends thy coming. Hark, and
hear her acce:is.”

The ories of * long live Sigismund,”
had been gradually increasing, and now
they were heard swelling like the roar
of the winter ocesn.

“ Again,” exclaimed Sigismund, “ must
I again hear those sounds, again must I
dream of splendor that time shall so
soon undo ? Must I again stand among
shadows, and see majesty and greatness
vanish before the wind ? It mast not
be. Ye shall not see me yoked again to
Fortune’s car; and since I know that
life is but a dream, vanish ye shadows
that pass bef: my troubled s
feigning a substance and a sound, which
in reality ye do not possess. I wish not
for false msjesty, vain pomps, fantastic
splendors, which at the first breath of
morn will fly and disappear like the early
blossom of the almond tree, which the
gentlest breeze will scatter on the earth
bereft of color, besuty, brilliancy, and
fragrance. I know ye ; yes, I know ye;
and koow further that the same delu-
sions pass over the minds of all who
sleep. Ye can deceive me no longer, for
I know that you are dreams.”

“ My lord,” said a soldier, “ if you
think that we deceive you, turn thy
eyes toward yonder mountain, and see
the multitude that await thy orders.”

“ Aye!” said Sigismund, *that very
thing I saw once as clearly and dis-
tinctly as I now behold it, and yet I did
but dream.”

“ Great things, my lord,” returned the
soldier, * are always ushered in by pres-
sges, and those visions you speak of,
were the dreams that foretold the real-
ity you now behold.”

“ Rightly, thou -sayest rightly,” re-
plied Sigismund, “ and though they
were dreams alone, there can be no harm
since life is so short, in dreaming once
again, and dreaming with so much prud-
ence and caution, that on my waking I
may find no cause for sorrow ; knowing
that I must wake at some time, my dis-
appointment will be less when that time
arrives. And knowing that my power is
merely borrowed and must be restored
to its owner, let me use it worthily.
“ Subjects,” he exclaimed aloud, start-
ing to his feet, '* I value your loysalty as
highly as it deserves. In me you will
find a !prince, who boldly and success-
fully will free you from the foreign bond-
age which you fear. Sound to arms, and
should I wake before this is accom-
plished, and before I have prostrated my
father at wmy feet—but what do I say ;
my old passion has returned upon me ;
this is not right, it is not right to say it,
even though it never should be done.”

As he uttered these words, the shouts
were again renewed, and Clotaldus
harried with a look of terror into the
apartment. * What shouts sre these 2"
he exclaimed, * 1 am lost. Prioce,” he
added throwing himseilf on his knees be-
fore Sigismund, “ I am come to receive
my death at thy hands,”

“ Not so, my father,” replied the
prince, “ arise from the earth, for thou
shalt be the guide of my inexperience in
this warfare. I know that to thy cares
and anxieties I am indebted for my edu-
cation.”

“ What say you ?”’ replied Clotaldus,
in®wstonishment at the mild and altered
manner of the prince.

“ That I am dreaming,” revlied the
latter, * and that there is a pleasure in
doing good even in dreams.”

% Then, my lord,” said Clotaldus, * if
it be thy intention to act accordiug to

the diotates of wisdom, let it not offend
thee that I should follow those of duty.
If you purpose makiug war on your father,
I eannot aid you with my couusel, for he
is my king. I am ut thy feet ; give me
death.”

TO BE CONTINUED

THE LOVE STORY OF
DEAN ANDREWS

(By Rhodes Campbell, in The Rosary Magazine,)

I’m a stenographer.

Not the kind you read about that men
are always falling in love with, but a
down-to-the-ground busiuess woman.

When Mr. Andrews, of the firm of
Lippincott & Andrews, lawyers, made me
the largest offer I had yet had, I,scoept-
ed promptly sfter giving notice to my
employer and obtaining a substitute,
He read me the riot act on ingratitude,
but I am used to that,

I supposed that Mr. Andrews would
be like many of my employers and ex-
pected nothing. I found him high-
minded, honorable, courteous. He was
making & name for himselt in his pro-
fession, and was wup to his
neck in work. But this suited me. I'm
not afraid of work. In my years of ex-
perience with men I have learned to re-
gord my employers as s cash basis from
which I draw in orxder to live ; they
look upon me as a machine to do their
bidding. This machine must be in order,
run well, do good work ; so I try to keep
in good physical condition, give my
attention as well as my time to the
matter on hand, and incidentally dress
well. No frills for me, but my tailored
suits and shirt waists are as fresh as
they are severely plain. You see, it is
not only my own living upon which my
success depends, but that of anotker. I
have a delicate young sister to keep and
educate. From the time I was twelve I
have bhad cares and responsibilities.
My parents and money were taken from
me, and I had to face the world young
and inexperienced. At eighteen I came
to the city—it seems a lifetime ago.
But I make ends meet, and lay up a
little some months. It seems a pity to
waste words on myself before coming to
the real story of Mr. Andrews, but it
seems & necessary prelude to what fol-
lows.

I had been at my new place for six
months when 1 noticed » change in my
employer. ke who was always alert and
keen seemed to attend to his work with
spparent effort. I decided that he
could not be well.

One day as he dictated and my pencil
waited for the next word, I could hardly
believe my ears when, instead of terse,
ready, business-like English which was
always a delight to me, he began
abruptly in a worried tone : “Miss
Townsend, may I trouble you with a
little personal matter ? You see, I am
quite alone in the world, no near women-
kind. My uunocle is the best ever, but
unfortunately he and I don’t agree on a
matter which jto me is vital. I have
observed you closely for all these months,
and I feel that you have horse sense.
You are dependable, with no foolishness
about you. Now 1 want your opinion
about the case in hand. Your clear
view of the Potter claim aided my de-
oision ; why can you not help me in
this ?” He hesitated, then plunged
boldly into the statement of his new
case.

“I have met all kinds of women, but
no one appealed to me until lately.
Then, as fate would have it, the woman
is out of my set, and unlike all my tradi-
tions.” Noting my look, he hastened to
add : “Out of my set, but not out of my
class. She is a lady a thoroughbred.”
He paused them went on with decided
effors. “Never mind how I met her. I
shall spare you details and a lover's

hapsodi I—perhaps you can hardly

understand—I fought against this
strange, incomprehensible feeling. 1
am used to conquering, but to my amaze-
ment the thing couguered me. I am
very ambitious, too much so perhaps.
My uncle has done so much for me, I re-
fused further help after college days.
He believes in me, and I was determined
to show him that his pride and belief
were not ill-founded. I have worked
hard. No one but a struggling young
lawyer could realize the strenuous life
these years have meant to me. Then, as
I have gained the foothold I have fought
for, I fall in love like the veriest school-
boy with a girl who is worse than ob-
scure. Her father is & byword among
her neighbors and acquaintances. Heis
& common drunkard, dishonest, with no
gentlemanly instinots. I cannot be-
lieve that she is his daughter. Her
mother is different. Perhaps you will
despise me when I tell you that I hesi-
tated. It seemed to me that I owed it
to my uncle and to myseif to avoid such
» marrisge. It was no use, however.
Logic went to the winds before my over-
mastering love. I found myself urging
her with all the power of which I am
capable to become my wife. But she
refuses  absolutely. Nothing can
change her. She says that when she
found out about her father, she made up
her mind that marriage was not for her.
I canrot tell you all she said. She
talked fluently, and her conclusions
were logical, but I find that I cannot
live without her. I love her with a
mature man's passion. After all these
years I have fallen a victim to the feel-
ing that has often puzzled me, and
which I have szecretly ridiculed. My
uncle has heard of what he is pleased to
call my intended mesalliance. I don't
blame him ; he doesn't know her.
I must win the woman. Aund I confess I
am powerless. Can you suggest any
mesans of overcoming her resclution ?"”

“Does she love you ?” I asked.

“‘She does not deny it. I believe she
does.” Mr, Andrews’ voice was so hum-
ble—even meek—that I hardly recog-
nized it.

+I fear it is a hard propoei‘ion, but 1
have known women to change their
minds under similar conditions,” I ob-
served rather lamely.

“Have you ?"” he began eagerly ; then
in a tone of deep dejection : “But you
don’t know her. She is sweet and lov-
able but immovable on this point. She
not oanly believes it will injure my
career, but she refuses on the score of
heredity. If she were an opposing law-
yer, I would admire her clear foreible
statement of objections, but as it ia I am
indignant and dejected in turn, I feel
helpless with your sex, Miss Townsend.

But

I hoped yon might suggest some method
yet untried.”

“I fesr I can do little, Mr. Andrews ;
but if you will let me think it over I
may be able to suggest something—"

“And if my uncle talks with you, you
will present my side of it ?"" he urged
with that new humble air which was so
utterly foreign to him.

I smiled inwardly at the unlikelihood
of his elderly experienced uncle consult-
ing or even mentioning the subject to a
strange stenographer in his nephew's
office | But thep, sfter Mr. Andrews’
confidence, why not the deluge ?

We went on with the days routine as
if nothing bhad interrupted. I would
have sworn it was all a dream, only for
the pallor and haunting eyes before me.
Whatever it meant to the woman, for
the man it spelled tragedy. I wondered
who the woman was and if she really
were worthy of such devotion. For I
like@ Dean Andrews. His honor was
unimpeachable. He talked of a ruling
ambition, but he had proved to me that
:mnor snd love were above and beyond
t.

I hurried home snxious, as slways,
sbout Louise, I fouvd her ill, and with
he¥ Miss Claflin, her teacher. The attack
was nothing serious, but I always worry
about the child. She is all that I have.
I insisted on Elizabeth Claflin staying
to tea. Her kindness to Louise had
won me st first, and since then her owa
sterling worth and charming personality
had made me her warm friend. She wae
the only one with whom I was at all in-
timate. She had been Louise’s teacher
for three years when I had taken her
from the Public schools to the excellent
private one where Elizabeth was assist-

ant.

After the dishes were washed and put
away and Louise was asleep, I lay on
my couch in my tiny sitting-room, while
Elizabeth sat near in wy big chair, We
sat & while without talking ; Elizabeth
is 80 restful and understanding. Them :

“You are tired, dear.”

“And you are ill,” I retorted.

“I am perfectly well,” Elizabeth as-
serted eagerly.

“It's no use playing Sapphira with
me,” I said, severely. “In all these
weeks what have you been doing to
yourself ?”

“Well, then, I confess I am a little
troubled,” she admitted.

“Why not tell me ? I want to forget
business and the daily grind.”

“I've always been determined not to
bother you with my trisls ; you have
enough of your own.”

“And so you haven't treated me as a

friend ? Try me, Elizabeth, Iaman un-
demonstrative creature, but I love you
dearly. 1 msy not be able to help you,
but sometimes the mere admission of &
cross lightens it somewhat.”
/ “ Don’t tempt me, for I shall fall. Its
merely an affair of the heart.” KEliza-
beth spoke lightly and with a cynical
air new to her. “I suppose I have a
broken heart, Virginia; but,as you see,
I still live. The man in the case has a
desirable and prominent position which
he has won by the hardest kind of work.
He came to see me in the interest of one
of his clients ""—she bit her lip over the
inadvertant admission, then hurried on,
“I could prove a point in the case and
had to give evidence. Well, he kept on
coming, and the other day declared his
love and insisted on a speedy marriage.
Tt is the usual thing, you see,” She
1asughed mirthlessly.

“ And did you not refuse ?"
with unconscious reproach.

“ And why shouldn’t 1?” She spoke
still with that new bitterness. “ Why
should I spoil his carecr ? Why sheuld
I burden him ?”

I looked at her in cousternation
mingled with impatience. * This is a
new role, Elizabeth. I did not know that
self-depreciation was & prominent char-
acteristic of yours.”

“Oh, it's not that! He is above me
mentally, but I don’t fee! that I should
disgrace him. You surely know, Vir-
ginia, why I cannot marry ?

Something gripped my heart. I
thought of the other confession, and I
waited, fearing, yet certain of what was
to follow. Ishook my head in denial.

“ You have certainly heard of my
father.”

Again I shook my head. * We live so
far apart, and I have been so engrossed
with my work,” I reminded her.

“1 shall never forget when I first
heard of it,” she went on in dull tope,
as if reciting alesson. “My mother had
somehow managed tc serd me away to
an excellent school for years, and I wag
at home on my last vacation but one
when I had a slight misunderstanding
with a neighbor’'s daughter, an ill-bred
common girl with whom 1 had had here-
tofore little to do. She grew very
angry, aod in her rage hurled the infor-
mation regarding my father at my head,
which my mother had so carefully kept
from me. I listened with increasing
conviction that every word she spcke
was true. I had suspected that he drank
but now I knew that that was not the
worst. I turned from her without a
word and went straight to my mother.
She could not deny it. I begged her to
leave him—the girl had told me that he
oftenill-used her, especially of late—but
she refused. Virginia, I cannot under-
stand my mother's attitude. I've tried
to, but I can’t, It would be impossible
for me to iove a man whom I could not
only fail to respect but for whom I have
contempt. Yet she loves him and clings
to him as & mother to her sinning child.
She says no one cares for him but her,
and she could not desert him. She cried
heart-brokenly over my knowledge of
the disgrace, until I felt achamed to
think of myself when I realized all she
had borne and what she had done for me.
I put my srms abont ber and told her
we would bear it together and so lighten
it,or at least wake the burden a little
less heavy. Istudied that last year stren-
uously snd took honors. I have taught
ever since, and have made up my mind
that never would I risk carrying on the
dishonor and perpetuating it by marri-
sge and probable progeny. My mother
knows nothing of this and eannot under-
stand why I have refused a man such as
this one, because I cannot love him. No
wonder she thinks me cold and abnor-
mal | Who, knowing Dean Andrews—
there | I've told the name ! Well,
Virginia, you know that it is your em-
ployer. If you weren't the woman you
are I should regret the slip more keenly,
1 have never mentioned my feeling about

I asked

my father nor about this affair to any




