From fairy lips his praises fell,
The sweet reward for doing well.

The huntsman, Rubert, saw, with rage,
These favours to a stripling page;
Dark ax his icrce and hideous scowl,
The demon hate possess’d his soul :

He wateh’d, determin’d to destroy ;
The unsuspicivus, artless boy ;

And one day in his muster’s ear,

Thus pow’d the subtle poison there :

« [{ow happy is my noble lord!”’

The truitor eried with venom’d word,;
«Doubt ia his bosom cammot dwell,
Nor jealousy, that fiend of hell}

For with so rare a consort blest,
'T'he purest, faithfullest and best;
The serpent-tempter’s sell must tail
Who dared such virtue to assail.”

«What say’st thou, slave!”” with frowning brow,
The Count exclaimed, ““aund thinkest thou

My faith is pinn’d to woman’s sleeve,

Whose truth ’twere folly to believe —

‘They’re changing as the shifiing waves,

And he who vaunts their virtue raves ;

My fuith is built on firmer ground,

And long t will be ere he is found

Whose Inwless passion incets return
From her whose lord’s the Count Saverne!™’

Robert replied—¢¢ The wretch, .’tis true,
Merits, my Lord, but scorn from you ;

And though the recreant, vassal-knave
Dares your high diguity to brave,

Lets his loose thoughts and fierce desire,
Even to his mistress’ love aspire.”’—
«Hold! cried the Count, “of whom you tell,
And docs he in this castle dwell ¥

-

Subducd the stubborn steel at will.

The count now beckon’d to draw nigh
Two cyclops, that had caught his eye;
Then said : “Slaves listen, and attend!
The firs., the very first I send

To you, whose message thus shall run :
The master’s orders are they done ?
Scize him and hurl hiny, in a breath,
Into your hottest flames to death?”’

The wretches grinn’d with horrid joy, -
For in their souls no soft alloy

Of pity dweclt, no tempering glow

To melt their iron hearts to woe;
Forth to the fire, with eager feet,
They specd, to rouse its fiercest heat ;-
Like demons they exulting wait

The victim of their master’s bate. .

¢«}aste, comrade haste, make no delay !*’

To Fridolin did Robert say :

«“My lord demands you.”’—Swift as light
The page was in his master’s sight;
Who said: “Quick, to the forges run, .
And ask if my commands are done.”
He bowed, and promised to obey,

But scarce had he began his way, .
When justly to himself he thought,

My lady’s lcave should first be sought ;-
So ke retraced his steps, and camne

To ask permission of the dame.

With that sweet voice, whose witching tone -

Could move a stoic or a stone,

The countess of Saverue replied :
«My son is ill, T must abide

Beside his infant couch, to save

My first-born darling from the grave : .
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Envelop’d in the stifling smoke,

Thus to two sooty feinds he spoke.——

“The count’s commands are they obeyed?”?
With looks as hideous as their trade,

They pointed to the gulph of flame,

And griming said—<We’ve done the same.::
We did the deed like hearts of steel,

The count will thank us for our zeal.”

Back to his master now he hies,

But how describe the count’s surprise,.

To see the beauteous, buoyant page

Return uncounscious of his rage!

“Whence comest thou!”’—<From my lord’s forge %
And can the burning flames disgorge

Their prey unhurt ;-—thus thought Saverne;-
Then to Fridolin said he, stern: )

“Boy, thou hast loitered on the way.>—

¢l did, my lord,”—*“For what ?’---¢To pray.

“This morning when I left your sight,
Forgive me, that I thougut it right;
Ere I went out firstto receive

My lady’s orders, and her leave;

She bade me to the mass to go,

And there I pray’d for her and -you, .
For you, and her, and your sweet heir, .
I pray’’, my lord—a grateful prayer.”"
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The count was moved; in his sternheart:
Remorse and pity each had part;-

He ask’d, conceiving the mistake,

“\What answer-did the forgemen make?*
My lord, their words were dark and wild, -
They poirted to the flames- and smiled :
‘We’ve done the deed like hearts of steel, -
The count will thank us for- our zeal.>”

¢And met’st thou Robert on thy road ’—~-
“Nor in the v1Hage, ﬁe]d or wood - = rEes =



