THE ROYAL

* Listen to' what Master Lechus says,” cried Ca-
Simer, taking her hand and very gallantly pressing
i to his lips ; [ have loved you long wnd faith-
fully—ah, say that you will be my wife !

“He will make thee o good husband, child,”
2aid old Stejnulf 3 “ which is more than yon rattle-
Pated fellow would do. 1 give him my consent,”

* And I wine,” said Lechus.

“I consent,” said Ora, blushing ; “but Casimer,
only on one condition—you must never fall in love
With any one clse, and must settle the ten gold
€rowns on me.” .

“And will 2dd ten more, dear Ora, out of my
oWn little savings,” said Casimer 5 “when shall
tke wedding be 9

“Tonight,” said old Steinulf 3 ““s0 may you
both have cause to rejoice at the royal clection,—
IJfChus, ‘you shall be bridesman, and dance the first
E2raband with the bride.”

“ And steul the first kiss, without the aid of the
lack shovel—ha, Ora.”
. “ Now don’t tease, master Lechus,” said Ora;

We must forget our old flirtations. Besides, you f

OW not what may happen before night.” i

f
As she ceased apeaking, the door was sudderly |
buret open, and six armed men entered the cabin.

“Thou art a prophetess ! muttcred Lechus,
“SNatching up Steinulfs axe, for the old man was a
o0dman by trade, and both he and Casimer gained

ir living by supplying the city with wood, from
® vast furests by which it was surrounded.
“Whom do you seck here 2?
3 ficrcely to the intruders.

“We seck you,” said Ivan; «
P quictly, for, dead or alive,

“ Alive I will never g0 hence, with such g set of
‘°°undrels,” said Lechus; “ and, if dead, you will
" my lie 2 dear bargain.”

With a sudden spring, he flung himself among
Uiem, cutting to the right and left with his dreadful
Xe.  Tvan was the first man who fell the victim of
\'Y> and Steinulf and Casimer coming up to
« Ud, 5001 freed the intrepid blacksmith from hig

"ardly ageailants.
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ELECTION. 147
CHAPTER IX.

THE danger to fhich he had been exposed, and the
dark scene of death he left behind, no longer retained
@ place in the excited mind of the blacksmith. His
thoughts were entirely absorbed by one engrossing
object, that of exposing the villainy of the Lord of
Cracow. Urged on by an impulse almost irresisti-
ble, he determined to effect this, or die in the at-
tempt. Covered with dust, hot, and panting for
breath, he at length arrived on the scene of action.

The signal for therace had just been given, and the
cracking of whips, the cries of the horsemen encour-
aging their steeds, and the wild shouts of the rabble
succeeded in awakening the blacksmith to a painful
consciousness of the strange events of the morning.

He cast a hasty glance around him, ere, starting
forward, he made one in that eventful race. The
vast plain was crowded with spectators. The course
alone presenting a vacant space. His eye wandered
restiessly over that ocean of human heads, to gather
hope and confidence from one face in that vast mul-
titude. Fale, proud, and beautiful, surrounded by
her father’s vassals, the object of his mad idolatry
wus there, but so far removed from her humble
worshipper, that she couldnot recognize him among
the motley throng. Yet, ““marvellously,” did one
glance of that lovely countenance, though unrecog-
nized by its fair possessor, ““ shoot strength into his
heart.” The next moment a thick cloud of dust
obscured the plain, and hid her from his sight. The
trumpet sounded—away started the candidates for
royalty, the earth trembling beneath their horses’
hoofs, as each noble steed bounded forward with
the speed of an:arrow launched from the bow.
Anon; from amidst the murky veil that hid the
champions from the gaze of the eager multitude,
issued fearful cries and imprecations, shrieks and
groans, as horse and man came headlong to the
carth in the very moment they deemed themselves
secure of victory.

One solitary horseman, and a peasant, who ran at
his bridle-rein, alone occupicd the ground that a
moment before had been so fiercely contested. The
Lord of Cracow pressed towards! the goal with
frantic speed. Triumph sat enthroned upon his
brow, and he viewed the vast multitude who rushed
eagerly forward to proclaim him king, as though he
were already their ruler.

But, well has it been said, that * the race is not
to the swift, nor the battie to the strong 3’ the young
blacksmith, bent on frustrating his haughty name-
sake’s stratagem, started on foot fur the goal, at the
moment when thejhorse-race commenced. Confident
that his immense strength could cotnpass the dis-
tance—that the foot which had often arrested the wild
horse of the desert would not fail him when the in-
terest of his country was at stake, be sprang, he
bounded forward, with the strength of a lion, and
the swifiness of 3 roe-buck, and the haughty noble-



