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that what wcak woman would bu ahle to rcs4ist
tbem VI"

"Your bigbness must close your bçpart, against
tbe flattcring speeches of tbis dangerous stranger,"~
returned tbe Countess Aurora; l' your fatbor would
neyer consent to your marrying a tbreigner of infe-
rior rank."1

" Love in alI a-es bas surmounted the petty pro-
judices of socicty, wvben its affections wcre placed
on a iwortby object," replled. tbe noble maiden;ý
"and may truly be said, to be no respecter of per-
sons. My beart tells me tbat 1 shaîl be bis, and 1
do not wish to be undeceived."

"But if tbe King of Siveden sbould offer 711
Elconora startod, and tbe colour mounited to ber

check.
IlAyc, tbe King- of Sweden-Countess, you bave

conjured up a migùbty spirit, wbo could almost put
to fligbht a wbole legion of these little mischievous
loves. But no, Aurora. my beart no longer tremn-
bles or beats quicker at tbe narno of tbe ebivaîrous
Gustavus-besides, he would nover seek a bride in
tbe bouse of Brandenburg, '"

am an iot so sure of that,"1 returned tbe fair
Aurora, who already pictured to berself the pleasure
and power of moving witbin tbe spbere of a royal
court; Iftho young king is cager to enter upon a
matrimonial engagement. Hol bas been sbown the
portraits of the most beautiful princesses in Cor-
many, it is not impossible tbat be may bave taste
enough to select you fîwhis royal consort."

"'Now, beaven forbid !" exclairnod tbe princess;
"for 1 am fully determined to bave my dear Count,
or lead a life of colibacy."ý

IfYour bigbness raves !-your portrait has been
shown to tbe King of Swcden, and bas met witb
his approbation. Oxenstiern, in a private louter to
the Elector, said bis royal master's cboice wavered
between tbe wbite rose of Brandenburg, and tbat
phoe nix of beauty, Sophia of Mecklenburg ; but ho
tbougbt bis ultimate determination would rest with
your higbness. If so, it is presumed that Count
Dahi will act as proxy for bis sovereign."l

"Aurora !*" exclaimed the princess, rising hastily
from ber seat ; Ifwhy was not this important com -
munication conveyed to me before 1i But now, 1
am lost-irrevocably lost 11"

IlDcarest lady, recall your wandering bcart-
accept the diadcmn that a hero offers you, and bury
your partiality to this gay young foreigner in obli-
vion. Besides,") she continued, lowering ber voice
almost to, a whisper ; Ilhow do you know that ho
loves you-tbat your feelings are reciprocal 11'

"Hie qyes have told me so a tbousand tirnes VI
"Their language is deceitfl-never rely on the

affections tif a aan wha dares not openly avow bis

As the countese flnisbed spcaking, a soft strain of
miusic rose in the breeze. The princess ailvanccd

to,% ards the open balcony, and instantly rcco<gUîiee
the voice of ber lover, who did not pour bis iflIP'S
sioned lay inerely to woo the coki car of night.

Lady awake !-it is the bour,
Hleed not the night, tby love is near;

Lady awake ! -and leave thy bower,
Guardcd by him-ob, notbing, fear!

Corne, while tbe moon.beam softly steals,
To gild. iitb ligbt yon steep crowned vood,

Corne, wbile ber lustre fair reveals,
Tbe clearness of tbe glassy flood.

Oh, lady, baste!1 the cvening closes,
Love is abroad and rides tbe gale;

Wbile bore, amid tbe dewy roses,
His sigbs inspire tby lover's tale.

Tbe princess turncd to tbe countess, witb tri,

urnpbant air, and ivas about to spcak, Wben th
tune was cbanged to a bolder strain, and', pîacne
ber finger en ber ruby lip to enjoin silence, she tol
witb glistcning eyes and palpitating lreart> a de'
ligbted listener.

WiIt thou liste>, lady gay,.
To song, of war or roundelay;
Wbat may best thine ear approve,
Martial deeds, or tales of love,
Sueh as 1 can sing or tell,
ln tby heart alone must dwell.

A warrior 1, in ten ted field,
'Tis mine tbe beavy sword to 'wieîd;5
Mingling in that desperate strife,
Wbere man contends witb man for life,
Martial fame 1 woo'd and won,
lVbere noble deeds were dared and donc

Neyer tilI this moonlight bour,
,Own'd I loves's bcwitcbing power;
Or felt tbat woman's smile could give,
AIl that tempts tise brave to live ;
Vanquisbed by bier pleading, sigb,
Tbe conqueror owns hier victory!

By tbe silver queen of night,
By yon burning orbe of liglit,
By this solemn midnigbt bour,
By every sacred boly power,
By the eloudless heavens above,
By earth, and seas, 1 swear 1 love!

Eleonora stood motionless, with berJ $
arms folded across bier breast, listening, tO 00
word of bis spirited serenade. Thon catChîÎ1t- i
by inspiration, the air of the ditty, suie anlWew
a low sweet voice, tbat was often broken bY <

agitation, but wbich foîl like music front
svhere on the admiring car ef bier royal 100r'&


