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THE MINSTREL'S CURSE.

(FROM THE GERMAN.)

1.

1n o'den times & castle stood, high on a mountain's orest,

Gleaming far over distaut -lands, to the ocean in the
West.

A paradise of {ragrant flowers encircled it around,

When fountains dancing in the sun in summer’s heat w ere
tound.

11.

A haughty king once dwelt therein, for realms, for ¢on-
quests famed,

Glowing and stern his countenance, his spirit dark, uo.
tamed.

His every scheme spread terror wide, his every tlook
showed rage,

His spoken srords ltke scourges fell, he peaned a bloody
page. ‘

111

A noble pair of singers now to this mountain castle came,

Que with the stalwart strongth of youth, one with an
aged frame. ’

‘The Minstrel old, with harp in hsod, a goedly borse be-
strode, .

(nily the comrade by his side breasted the mounntain
road.

.
Thus to the young man spake the old, ‘' Be ready, O my

B M
Our deepest, fullesi strains to raise befure the day be
done.
To waken joy and yearning pain demands our utmost
»kill
“Tis ours 1o break the stooy heart, to bend the stubborn
will.”
V.
u the loRty, spacicous, columoed hall, the siogers take
their stand,
Fronting the throne, sogirdled by the nobles of the Jand.
The Kiog in dreadful splendour shows, as the blood-red
Nuorthern light ;
As the moon in heaves the Queen looks down in beauty
cxlm sod bright,

1

Vi
The gray-baired sire with msster band diaws mmnsic
from the strings,
That ever taller, riober swells, liftiog the soul on wings;
Streams from the yousthful voice a song, barmonious,
thrilling, grand, -
The elder juios in falnter notes, as from a distant land.

VI

Spriog, Love, the blessed Golden Age, their ftting
tuemes of song,

Freedum, True Worth, Fidelity, the heartthat knows no
wrong,

All tender softening things of Earth, the flowerets of the

sod,
All bigh aad holy things of Heavea, that raise the soul
to God !

VI
The scofing tbrong of courtiers forget their wonted

part,

Each stubborn warrior secretly prays in his iomost
heart.

Saddened. yet cbarmed, the poble Queen all grateful
stands confest, T

And throws the matchless minstrel pair the white rose

" from ber breast.

X,

Tremb};ng in every limb with rage, his soul in farions

strife,

My people ye have duped, and now, would ye allure
my wife ™ -

The King sbrieks out; tbea hurls his sword right at the
‘yoanger mun, -
Aud the red life blood gushes forth wheunce streams of

music raa. :

X.
Scattered as birds by winter storm, that throng of hearers

go, .
The Minstrel sighs his last farewell to the Master bend-
ing low. : :
Whn folds bis cloak aroood the dead. then )ifts bim on
the steed, . X
Upﬁ&u living mun, and leaves that scens of bloody
¢

XI.
Yet still, before the central door, the boary Miunstrel
- tarns,
(;ri;;;ping bis barp of mighty power, his soul within bim
aras.
The harp he casis aguinst the wall, its fragments strew
the ground, .
Auod then his deep prophetic voice pierces the air aroua

XI5

* Never aguin, ye blood stuined halls, shall sweet notes
echo here,

Never agaio sball visit you . minstrels from faror near'!

Be sighs aod groavs your only sounds, let slaves craw!
rovod in feaz, g

Until the uvenging soul bas wrought ruin complete and
drear.

XI1L.

“To you, ye gardens, fragrant, fair, throngh the fostering
light of beaven,

To you, I sbow the countenance of my loved ove, from
me riven, .

That, withering at the sight, your spriogs may henceforth
cease {0 ruu, .

That Earth may ever kuow the spoi accursed beneath
the eno. '

XIv.

“Thou tyraot foul, whose mﬁrderoul haad hath struck the
Miuvstrel losw, R
In v?m be all thy =fforts 1o wio fame from conquered
Ctee s ; : !
Yurgotten Le thy bame for aye, never to see the lijfhk
As dylog gruad in empty alr, abaorbed in endless night!™

Xv.

Heaven heard the old man’s righteons curse, answered
Uis baroing prayer, B T SR

‘The lofty halls io ruin lis, no walls are standiog thers,

No wkx:n tells of splendour past, save a single column
tall, ; ) DRt R

A shattered witnese that ere night may totter to its fatt,
XVIL : :

Wh:e ol\lme the fragrant gardens stovd, now desolation
wells, ; ;
No tree gives shade from noonday glare, no cooling foun-
. laln swells ; : L
No bullud snd no chronicle deciares that tyrant's name ;
Lost t;m‘!' forgatten | such the doomn that cursed the deed
of sbame, S
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BENEATH THE WAVE,

A NOVEL
DY
MISS DORA RUSSELL,
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Miner's Qath,” ** Annabel's Rival,” €., Lo

CHAPTER XXXVT,

A SON AND BEIR,

Hayward was angry with Hilds after the scene

in the conservatory, and yet in his heart he ac.

knowledged that he had deserved her rebuke,

He went home alinost immediately afterwards,
and began to eall himself to acconut for his
folly. Yet he found himsell making excuses for
Isabel. Sir George was so cold and hard to her,
she was so young and beautiful. . It was the old
story-—the sirent voices chanting on the shore,
and the mariners drifting into danger as they
listened to the too enchanting sounds. i

But if Hayward was disturbed after their brief
wraugle in the conservatory, Hilda was almaost
completely overwhelmed with emation.  The
poor girl was scarcely alone when she recalled
with bitter self-humiliation what she had said,
How utterly ungrateful she must seem to him,
she thought. Had she forgotten in her jealons
anger that Hayward bad saved her and little
Ned absolutely from starving in London?  Had
she forgotten his constant fricndship and gener.
osity to her, and how, the moment that he was

ina position to do 20, he had asked her to be his

wife! Hilda hid her face and cried bitterly as
she remembered these things:  What must he
think of her? she thonght, aml Hivwand no
doubt at that moment felt considerable irrita-
tion on the subject.

But his anger faded away when he saw Hilda

the next day. There was no mistaking the {ook §
of pain and suffering imprinted on her fuce. She !

was walking on owe of the roads nweur Combe
Lodge, when he encountered ber, amd with mueh
nervousness and hesitation she asked it she
could speak a few words to liiw,

* Certainly,”” auswered Havward, e was
riding, but he dismounted at onve, and putiing
his arm through his horse’s bridle, prepared to
walk by Hilda's side.

It chaneed, however, just at that wmoment,
that a violent shower came on, and in cammon
courtesy Hayward could but offer Hilda the
shelter of his roof.

“Come, Hilda,” - he said, smiling, as she
hesitated, and after & moment's thonght she
followed him into his house, and was of conrse
received with marks of great joy by little Ned.

But Hilda was too much agitated to réspond
very cordially ‘te herlittle brother's signs of af-
fection. : She sat ‘down by the Jlibrary window
and looked at the beating rain.  Presantly Hay-
ward came and stood beside her; A

““ What a shower ¥ he said. 1t's well you've
found shelter, Hilida.” :

* Yes,” she answered. - She was not thinking
of the rain, or the shelter, but how ungrateful
she had been to the faithin! Irivnd by her side,
Hayward, watéhing her, Csawa heavy tear steal
down her cheek, and full upon her knee. This
touched him:

“What is ovexing von, HiAa ¥ he sadd,
kindly, in a low tous.

Hilda only looked st hiusinanswer, with her
wet, sad eyes. o }

¢ Run, Master Neul,” said. Havward thie next
mewent, ““ to Mrs Watkins ithis was the house-
keepery and tell her to send up some tea for your
sister, and stay with' her vutil” it comes up.
What is it, Hidda ¥ aguin be asked whin the
boy left the roomn in obidience 1o his request,

SO e f—am so sorry, ™ begeay Hilde! = said
yesterday what. I should not —1 was vexod—I
had better go away from Mussan, 1 think,™

¢ But why 77 said Hagwardl 9 Yos, Hilda,”
he continned, gravely, ** you satd yostérday what
you should not,” {as Hayward sl this be put
his hand kindly on Hilda's shonlder): 4 Bot |
am quite ready to forgive vou e sdded, f
you will never say the same thiugs suy more”

Hilda wag silent for a mocneny, She st there
with her hot tears stregindpg dowse ler cheeks,
and with strovg aind varying cmotions sirug-
gling in her lieacr, Thes, aftara otds thonsxhe,
she turned round and teok Hayward's Joaned.

e ] will never say them acan after teiday,
Phi!ip,” she satd,; * butmar Dapeak o few words
ta you now !’ )

O What will e the good, Hibla 2" be anawes.
ed, T know what yon willsayt-“yan made a
fool of yourself onee abtmt Miss Trever, take care
you don’t do it again’ abiout Lady Hamilion!
Tsn't that it, Hilda 7 But do wot be afratd,™ he
added. ¢ As 1okl you before v canue Liers,
Lady Hamilton is the wife of “the man who
honours me with hisgfricisl-hip.” 7

Butan uploved  and unloviig wife, Philip,”
urged Hilda, - T G

“That may - be," - salil Hayward (sl these:
wonls of “Hilda's were " nat nniplesant (o hix
earg), ““ but she ix his wife, . Leatr wever farget
under any: circumstmuqun‘\vhnt 1 owe ito Sir
George.” : . A :

" Again Hilda ws suilent forn few motuents, nnil
then after another little owental struggle sheeon.
tinoed : ’ : :

€ [me ] have -nooright, ToKniow,” she said,
441t i only beeause [-———cure 30 nteh that |
‘apeak, I-——can never repay you what'l owe
~1yon, and:it cuts me to the Leart to dee you again !

!

being deceived..  Don’t be angry, Philip, 1 must
spenk ! Lady Hamilton is not a good wotnan,
She does not luve yon, or 1 conld forgive her—
she does not love her Lusband, and she will
never

¢ Had we not better end- this” conversation,
Hilda " interrupted Hayward. ‘1 have given
you no cause to-say what yon are doing, aund
Lady Hamilton has given you no cause.”

CORY why do § eare ! why do | eiare 17 said
Hilda, rising suddenly, and beginning to-pace
the room with uneven, restless steps. ** Why
did we ever meet, Philip ' she went on, wring-
ing lier hands, ¢ for it has coused me nothing
but bitter pain ¥ !

el —cam grieved,  Hilda,™ said Hay-
ward, ““but what have 1 done 17

“ Nothing ! 1 know you are not to blame,”
coutinned poor Hilda. " ** 1 got to care for you
withont any frultol yours. I saw you wasting
your heart on lsabel Trevor, amd [ conld not put
out my hand to save you-——--and thep——when
you knew—--"

“ You tried to comfort me, Hilda," said Hay-
wind, following the girl's restless steps, and put-
ting his hand through her trembling arm ; *‘and
you did do so, wmy dear, We are both very un-
happy, Hilda,” “he went on gently, 1€ you
could have marriad me,. [ would nave tried not
to cost you any pain. [ would have loved you
very dearly, Hilda———but asit is not to be-—"

“* Nowm" said Hilda, but that renuneiation
wits very bitter to her, Mord bitter than it had
been in London ; more bitter now when she had
seen Hayward everyday 5 when she felt that if

» she could marey lam he would become a wiser

amd happier man.
Lot us at least remain fricnds, Hilda & said
Hayward,  ** It is good for me to have such

A

¢ friends as you and—Jorvis,”

X es, " auswerel Hilda, slowly, * he is a
good man.”

A very good man-— —and---—and, my dear,
Tet me think sometines that you-—a good woman
like you-~once care for me. Don’t ery, Hilda,
Jervis is like gold where Fam dross. When Tam
with Jetvis, Falways feel somebow as Tdo when
[ look at the stars.”

<0, Phitip!” .

O His heart is half i beaven, Hildao That is
why sometimes I grudge vou to him, for no wo.
man swillever be to him the most absorbing in-
terest of Kis life.”

But here Master Ned onee more made his ap-
prarance, speedily followed by Mrs. Watking
aud the tea-tray, and the conversation, theo-fore,
between Huyward and Hilds enided. - Bat gt
maide a great Uopression upon Hayward,  He
went less to the Park after it, awd kept out of
the way, as wnch as he could, of Lady Hamil.
ton’s heautiful face.

She alvo, as weeks went on, became quict and
more subdued. ” For the first time in her lifo she
began to feel fear. - She had never been used to
b 11l and she dreaded the time when her child
was tobe born, - Hilda became of some use and
comfort to her now.  But [sabel wax impatient
amd weary. ' She hated children, she weld Hilix,
and did not waut to b troubled with them. She
had, in fact, no motherly instinets.  She cauld
not uuderstand- the feeting that. prompts the
hand to build her nest 5 that wakes the untamed
brute return to die by the side of 1ty wounded
young.

But the day eament last, and an heir was born
to Massarn.: The gloomy  master of the Park
hieard the pews without 1ouch signs of emotion,

“What, a boy ! he sad to the head nurse,
whi had hurried down to be the first to tell the
wiad tudings, expeeting a very Juundsome gratu.
ity for her trouble. ‘1 wish it had been o girl”

YA il Sir George 17 exclaimed the woman
i ntier surprise. ¢ What, would you not rather
have an heir, like the Hetle beanty that has just
been barn 177

Bt Sir George made no answer. - He took o
notice of the cxpectant-bows and  smiles of the
head vurse, ana very little of the more conrtly
congratulstions of the eminent dovtor who  had
been sumniotind from town to attend the caxe.

*They wre botlsdeing well, are they not ¥7 ha
axkad, :

Y ¥es " anzwered the great dector. ¢ Lady
Hamilton and your infant heir are as well as 1
can possibly exppat”

1ani g, said Sir George, briefly | bt he
placed a sufficient sum in the doctor’s hand ta
wore than make up for his sant words,

Later unthe day Hayward entered the library,

SO, S George,” he satd, Tolding dut his
hand, ** =t e conygratuiate you. 1 hear an heir
has heen born to Massan,”’ :

YoArson Bk, at beast " answered Ste George,
coblly, and Haywand coubd not help wondering
at biis wanner and bis wonds,

SCHAPTER XXXV,
. FISING TUE DAY
Hilila Marston: had been sbout nine weeks at
Masqom, when one worning Hayward received a

letter from his friend; Horace Jervis. Tt was as
follows : ’ :

“ Ay Dear Philip,~1 hear from Hildn that

the littde heir, whose appearnsee has been so

auxiously looked for, has arvrived, and that her
friend; Lady” Hamilton, iv doing well, | Under

hese cireumstanees T am going to ask you to give
mea bed:-fora day or'tws, as [ world like to mn-

dawti tosee Hilda, and -1 sea no ‘reason now (as
little Ned i 80 welly why ourmarringe should be
any Isnger delayed. Could Hilda not be married
from Massam 1 This scetns to mre to be the most
desiirable conrse we - could adopt.- 1t would ‘not

Bhe was kim

be any trouble to Sir George and Lady Hamilton,
as 1 amsure it will' be Hilda's wish as woll as
mine, to bo'married as quictly as possible. If
little Ned eould remain with you until oar re-

turn from a sbort wedding tour, all Hilda's-

anxiety ahout him would be at rest, Write and
tell me what you think, and if it will be con-

venient for you to pnt me up next Tuesday and
for the three following days.—1 remain, dear

Philip, yours afluctionately,
“Horace JErYIS."

Haywand felt very much disturbed after read-
ing this letter. It gave hima kind of shock, and
yet it contained no news.  He knew this mar-
riage was to be, but it had seemed far off some-
how until now,

He had not seen much of Hilda lately. She
had been iudeed constantly with Lady Hamil-
ton, and Lady Hamilton wns very exacting.
But he had thonght of Hilda a good deal. ~ The
girl's trembling and agitated confession of how
much she had Toved him had recurred to him
again and again.  lsabel had scemed further
away, and Hilda nearer to him, during the weeks
which had precedsl the birth of Isabel’s child.
He had nat forgotten that Hilda was engnged to
Horace Jervis, but he had remembered it always
with inercasing aversion to the idea, Now it was
hrought to him face to face. Jervin was evi-
dently coming to Massam to urge Hilda to fix
the wedding day.

Yet be could not, of course, refuse to recoive
him. His erraud was a legitimate one, and Hay-
ward was bound to treat him with all courtesy
and kinduness,

Strange tosay, he expected another guest also,
just about the time Horaca Jervis had propaosed
to come, This was no other than his old friend,
the Rev. Matthew lrvine.  Many letters had
passed between Combe Lodge and the parsonage
of Suanda since Hayward had Yeen in Yorkshire,
The parson’s weleome loan of ten peunds had
lony since been returned ont of Hayward’s salary
in London,  Rut when he got to Combe Lodge
he did not forget the Irvines,  Mrs, Trvine's
heart had been nplifted by a rr-r.-urnt of a very
hapdsome dinner serviee, and to Miss Amelia
Shadwell, Haywand bad forwarded one of the best
piinos he conld procure in town, To'the parson
himsel! he lnd sent a gold wateh with a suitable
inscription, awd. with no small pride the Rev,
Matthew had donoed his **boy's gift,” as he
called Haywanl's wateh, and had Iaid the old
silver tub, that he had worn all his life before,
away for ever.

And now he was going to visit Haywand, Mrs,

Irvine had been invited also, but berstern sense
ot duty previdled over her love of pleasure.
“ No, Matthew,” she had said to her spouse,
vonr go and enjoy yoursell, and I will stay and
look after the school,  Bat mind you, write and
tell me exnetly how Hayward looks. - Don't be
led away hy him having a colour, for that's often
a sign of something wrong,  U'd mtheér hear that
he Tooked sallow, as that's natural to him, and
I'm always doubtful of your fine complexiona.™

S Very.well, my dear,” said the parson, “*Any-
thing rlace 1

¢ xonmd him,” said Mrs. Irvine, in her hollow
tones,. 1 dou't encourage the girl. 1 tell
Amelia Shadwell that the dinner service, and
the piano, and the gold wateh all meant nothing,
That is, nothing particular ;  but atill they may.
£ Haywanl husany funcy for Amelia Shadwell,
it is our duty to encourage it.”

~ Bat, my dear, U don’t think he has)'" an-
swered the parson, meekly.

“You mayn't ‘think so, Matthew, but she
may," answered Mry, Trvine, oracularly. . * But
at all evants there's no haein done by sounding
hinm.”  Awdthe Rev, Matthew having promis«*ﬁ
to sound Haywanl, was permitted to prepara for
his journey.

The iden of this visit gave great pleasure to
the gemal parson. Not mmany had come-in his
way, poor man, ail his life, but this really was
one. To go and stay with his *“dear boy,”
when that dear boy had corue in for some of the
good thiugs of this world, and to have a fow
days’ vest and change, sermed a wonderful piecce
of good fortany o the Rev, Matthei,

He could sot resist brapping a little to the
Squire of Sanda, of Hayward's invitation; :

*Yau see ]).ru.-,;wrily his not turned hig head,
My, Trevor,” he said, . ** He has not forgotten
his ofd friends.”’ k

St 1 was pleasmd to hear that my son-in-law,

4

Sir Geurgr,. had offered the late Mr, Hannaway's -

appointment’to Mro Huyward,” said the Squire,

in his obd pompons fashion. ' Sir‘'George, of -

course, owed this youns man a good deal,”

“Yes,” said the Rev, Matthew, with his

hmnourous smile, RN
“*Hat he has now amply repaid this,” continued

the Sqyuire. My fatherin-law, Mr. Feather.

stone, inlorms me that the appointment is 'worth

sotnething like 21,000 u yoar. " An excollent ape’

pointment '

The Squire’s family and the paryon's were now
on tare intimate termy. than formerly. . Lu-

winda Featherstoue had never bean: proud-in her.

unmarried - days, aud she was not - prowd now,

{ to - Mrsu Trvine, and kind to
Ameliag Twdeed, Luciinda was doing her best
to win the gomb-will ot those “around her, and
show her gratitnde to her elderly husband: - She
was gratofal Lo him for his Kinduess to her father

and sister. . Graceless Antony Fentherstone now
apent a.good deal of his time at Sandw Hall, His®

debts and his duna coubln’t very conveniently
follow him there, * Hu had, moreover, to et and
drink of the best ‘at” another man's cost, and a
good haorae to ride-on, aml plenty of gamu to
shoot, a0 what did Authony wiint-more?” No.




