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Writing left behind abundantly proved. A turn
in the pathway brought him suddenly in view of
the iray seene he was in quest of. A cirealar
§pace was railed off by a low gallery Leneath
Awnings that flnttered in the wind, where anumber
of young and richly dressed ladies wore seated.
Afew gallants were among them; but the greater
Mumboer of these were outside the gallery, kome
lmning on the railings, others seated on the grass
& the foot of some lndyelove perehanee—uith
‘]‘Cirjo\vcilc.l caps, it mizht be, flung beside them
Mthe sward, as they talked—and long love locks
ﬂ“l\ling on the breeze. The large open space of
Breen turf, in the centre, was overshadowed by
the boughs of two enormous onk trees, that shed a
delightiial coolness over the whole assembl y. But
“.\(' main attraction of every regard, was the blue
silk pavillion, surmounted by the white faleon of
the Colonnas, beneath which the lady of the festi-
Yol was seated.  Of a marvellous and intellectual
Qstof beauty wasshe, as beneath hersmall pointed
“Oronet and white veil, falling down on cither side
f hor face, che looked a very Queen of the Graces,
‘¢ eyes were dark, but expressive of greater
Sour than softness.  The nose was elightly
man, and the hair raven black—in short, a cast
*auty more to be admired than loved, more
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© be abut twenty-six or twenty-seven yeurs of
ao?‘ 9 at a second glance she puzzled one by
t!::nhmg to be much - younger, her countenance
‘\lnll iting such a strange blending of the radiance

. Toundness of youth, joined to the thought and
w;:‘m)' of maturer years; yet no second glance
e f:\(‘cessnry to convince Milton that it was not

“ee that he sought. .

OuI:tel Pﬁflcess.x was talking to one of her ladics,
!ingu,m in discussion of the merits of the last
Just , »& young man in a gay green dress, who had

€sumed ks seat among the ladies; .but there
8another marvellous figure immediately behind
r, thatnowattracted Milton's regards. Much youn-
40 with more simplicity of appearance than
mzm"c.cfa‘, she was yet a perilous rival in whose

N ‘un'lcxmty to stand. It was like a Hebe beside
i %0 fair and fragile did she seem beside the
m“I;]L: ‘;:'S bcm.xty of the other. It was not so

‘he loveliness of the face that attracted his
eu\:::;’“» A% 8 certain expression which was so
ity 80 c‘?lestm], that it appeared to the poct’s

Imagination, like that of one who is carly

Wy},
el out for the epirit land. “Such havo T
.. > thought he within himself, “noted os per-

|
‘l\l::g to those who are to dio young, s if the
¥ of immortality were nlready stamped upon

N A
"‘w:’::iﬂmy are-being fashioned for the destiny
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Qlelatedd to dazzle than to soften.  She appeared’
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of some brighter sphere,. Is this” thought he,
“the regard we dremm of, as pertaining to those
who with forms jimmaortal and gloried, are risen
from the dust of the grave to enter upon the un-
dying life of the new heaven and the new earth ?
Surely not less spiritual, not less pure than the
lineaments of that Jovely face !”

e stood looking intently upon her, and she
canght his eye, returning for 2 moment his gaze,
There was that old sweet look he had reen in his
dream,—the very look which he could ndt be
persuaded was unfaniiliar to him,—so much kind-
ness and reeognition were there in the eyes which
now, as before, seemed those of no stranger, but
as of one that hie had known and loved long ago,
It was the very same face, attire and attitude—all
thesaume. Long brown curls, confined with a silver
band, a robe of white, with blue searf, which was
the costume of the attendant of the princess; and
the lyre across her shoulder, as' she sat a little
behind her mistress in the eapacity of her lute
bearer, told Milton that it was no other than the
late apparition of his dream. 1Ile felt his face
colour as he still continued to gaze upon the young
girl, realizing more strongly her identity; but
though she evidently perceived him, she guve no
evidence of recognition. The princess beckoned
her to her wide.

“It is your turn, carissima,” raid she to her,
“T have been half dying to hear your sweet voice
all day, Giuletta mine.”

She was evidently a great favarite; for the
princess took hold of her enrls lovingly, and seemed
to treat her as a favoured child,

“If you will let me escape to-day, dear princess,
my breath comes short, and my voice has no force;
besides my brain is as dull of bright thoughts as
that of Carlo, your pantaloon.”

“Ahl -the old tale; you are getting lazy,

thy weak voice. Only funcy,” said she, turning to

health. Ahl Giulis, rosy as the moming! what
fooligh fancies will not come into your poor little
head I

Still Giulia begged hard to be reprieved, and
urged that she would throw discredit on her mis-
tress, and that she could neither sing nor improvise
to-day to do justice to the far famed accomplish-
ments of the Colonma court. But Francesca was
inexorable. “The old tale, still the old tale”
repeated she; “ how often hast thou not urged these
excuses in former times, and in the end sung and
recited to delight us all. * Come, carissima, and I

golden violet. I scc inspiration in thine eycs—
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poverina, and that is all thy short breathing and

her ladies, “ our Giulettina dreaming of decaying

pledge thee my coronet, thou shalt yet win the’
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