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will to submit uncomplainingly to its iron
Epline.  The royal gardens lay below, but
wang 1o the iron bars that crossed his win-
bw that portion nearest the buildings was
ncmlcd from his view, and, all at once, he
eame conscious that a soft female: voice oc-
gonally mingled its melody with the wild
ad's carol. Notes of so much sweetness,
nagined, could proceed only from the love-

of lips, and he carnestly desired to obtain

ew of the songstress. Flis wish seemed

y 1o remain ungratified, es she continued

at part of the garden which he was de-
atred from beholding, At length, however,
e emerged to view, and approaching a large
ge-bush, cammenced plucking some of the
f-blown flowers. The Prince had never be-
@e beheld a face znd form so perfectly beau-
. It was 2t so carly an hour thatshe pro-

v imagined that there were no watchful

to observ. her, and her rich chesnut hair,
@estrained by golden bodkin or chc‘ltd
Ed fell in long, glassy ringlets over a neck
almost d-xzzlmn whiteness, atevery motion
ping the dew from the glittering leaves of

g:osc-bush as she bent over it.

kt is singuhr how the lincaments, the voice,
ﬁ peculiar air, even, after having been long
yst, arc sometimes revived in a dceccndant.—
features of this lovely creature were al-
losl the samc as those which have so long
been made familiar by the portraits of

v, Queen of Scots. The rich, ripe lips

¢ the same cxpression of pensive tender-
the soft bril:ant eves were shaded by the
e long and silken lashes, and theouthine of
¢ zquisite chin and throat melted as har-
rously into that of the snowy neckh.—
thernng a few other flowers valuable for
r arateful perfume, she arranged the whole

a bauguet, which, having tied with aband

1k iloss, sheleft that partof the garden and
hid 10 the Prince’s view. Reseating him-

f at the table and taking up the pea, wlich
w minutes befare, he had abandensd, he
idly sketched one of thosc little songs which

¢ sinee been attributed to him under the

e of Scottish Mc'~hiess He then took a
which sat in one comer of the room, and

n adapted the Lnes 0 a simplec and beanu-
air, with which he reselved to greet the
lady of the bouquet, should she appenr
ne in the garden. By means of Sir Antho-
Darley, his keeper, he ascertained that her

e was Joanna Beaufort, and that she was

¢ blood-royal of England. He soon had
oppo::;mily which he desired to try the

eftect of his song, the words of which were so’
pointed, that she could not be ataloss toknow
that she was the person addressea.  The prince
could even discern the deepening of the rose-
.nt on her cheeks as she slowly turned awey,
but the high grated windows of his prison,
sunk deeply into the heavy walls, precluded
her from obtaining cven an mdistinct view of
his person, which she gladly would have done
by stealth, through the flowery hedge behind
which she retreated.  She only knew that the
minstrel was Prince James of Scotland, whose
fatc had frequently been the private theme of
conversation among the ladies of the court.—
Strongly wasshe tempied, the following morn-
ing, to visit her favorite rosc-bush, but she re-
sisted the inchinaton, although, while she was
gathe ing some roses far less beautful, where
she could not obtam cven a glimpse of e
prisoner’s window, she would hear nm sing-
ing the same song 1o which she had listened
the morning preceding.

Each day, by early dawn, did the Prince re-
pair 10 his window, in the hope to agan be-
hold her who had inspired him with such live-
Iy sent.ments of admiration and love. It was
lus fate 10 be disappointed.

On¢ day, near us close;, when on hier way to
tlic apartments of the Queen, Joanna Beaufort
cncountercd a munstrel, who, lowly howing,
requested her to mquire of her grace, if-she
would Iisten to a few Scotush songs. She
conveyed the message, and Cathenne, who
might find the English court somewhat dull,
in comparison with that of her own country,
ordcred tum: to be adnutted.  He was tall and
fincly formed, and wore the plaid of Liis coun-
try with much grace.  As he ontered, he lifted
his bonnet from his brow, which he carcfully
consigned to the fiaor, displaying a profusion
of glossy taven curls. Haviag respectfully
greeted the Queen, he ran his fingers over the
sirings of the harp by way of prelude, and
then m 2 clearn, manly voics, commenced his
song. At the seund of lus voice, Jeanna Beau-
fort staried, and 10 coaceal her agtaton from
the Queen, sunk back inio the recess of a win-
dow. As he sung, the munstre! kept hus eyes
fastened on the floor.  Onee only he ventored
te raise them to the face of the fur @rl swho
stood opposite to hin 1nd then ins voce fal-
tered, and his fingers roved over the harp-
strings with an unsteedy and doubtful tonch.
1t smght have been the reflecton of the beavy
erimson curtam that aaaded th windaw, but
as she turned from lus graze, a color wrokeover
her checks deep as the half-blown rose that



