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'eritieag Ieft beind abundantly proved. A turn
1 the pathway birougit him suddenily in view of

gay scenle hil was in quest of. A circular
railed off by a low gallery benmeath

Sawings that iluttered in tihe wind, wiere a inuiber
0f yoing and richly dressed ladies were seateId.

A fw allants were aiiong thei; but the greater
1tmber of these weore outside the gallery, soie
leanig n the railing-, o te sa on the grafl

at the feet of sonie ladve-love perchance-witli
their jewelled caps, it iiglit be, flung beside tiei

n th wd, as they talked-and long love locks
fl'atinîg on the breeze. 'lie large openi space of
gre(n turf, in the censtre, was oversadowed by

h ugh; of two enormsoius oak trees, that slied a
tligihtù1fu coolness over tIhe wiole assiembly. But

alin attraction of every regard, was the lue
pavillioni, surmionited by the white falcoi of

the oloinas, benieath whieh the lady of the festi-
alWats seated. Of a miarvellousý and intellectul

ast of becauty was she, as beneath lier samall pointed
coroet aid white veil, falling down on eitlier side

ier face, she looked a very Queen of the Graces.
e eyes were dark, but expressive of greater
our thans softness. The iose was sligitly

an, and the hair raven black-ii short, a cast
»fauty more to be admiiired than loved, more

calculated ti dazze tisan to soften. She appeared
tob about tweinty-six or twenty-seven years of

or at a second glince she puzzled one by
5ee ing tos be mucli younger, lier countene
itXlibitingl such a strange blending of the radiiance

rundneîss of youth, joined to the thought and
atcity of maturer years; yet no second glance

nececssary to convince Milton that it vas not
j face tlat he solight.

princess was talkinîg to one of lier ladies,
less discussion of the merits of the last

11ger, a young man in a gay green dress, who lad
resumed his seat among the ladies; but fliere
another marvellous figure inunediately behind

gelatnowattracted Milton's regards. Much youn-
el., and With more sinplicity of appearance than

css, she was yet a perilous rival in whose
cinity to stand. It was like a Ilebe beside

,o fai rand fragile did sue seem beside the
us beauty of the other. It was not so

attenthe loveliness of the face that attracted his
as a certain expression which was se

etso celestial, that it appeared to the poet's
imagination, like that of one who is early

uot for the spirit land. " Such have I
thoughît lie within himself "noted as per-

to tliose who are to die young, as if the
h Y of immortality were alrcady stamped upon
e"Ithey are-being fahoned for the destiny

S DREAM..

of sBoie briglier sphere. Is this," thought lie,
"i regard wv dreamt of, as piertiilig to tlioso

who witih formu immnortlal and gloried, are risen
fromn the dust of the grave to enter uipon the lu-
dying life of the Iew liaven and the lnew earth i
Surely not less spiritual, not less pure tlun the
lineaments of tlat lovely face !"

IIe stood looking iitently upon her, nnd she
caugit lis eye, returning for a'momiient his gaze.
There w:as that old sweet look lie lad seen in ii.s
dream,-thîe very look which lie could n?ît le
persuaded was unfaniiliar to hin,-so imich kind-
ness and recognition were there in the eyes whicli
now, as before, semiiied those of nio stranger, but
asq of one tliat he had known and loved long ago.
It was the very sane face, attire and attitude-all
the samie. Long brown curs, coiifined wvi ti a silver
band, a robe of white, with blie searf, which was
the costume of tIe attendant of the prinîcess; and
the lyre across lier shoulder, aw she sat a little
bchind lier mistress in the capncity of lier lute é
bearer, told Milton that it was no other than the
laite apparition of his dream. IIe felt his face
colour as lie still continued to gaze upon the young
girl, realizing more strongly lier identity; but
though she evidently perceived him, she gave no
evidence of recognition. The princess beckoned
lier to lier side.

" It is your tusrn, carissimna," said she to her.
"I have been lialf dying tn heair your sweet voice
all day, Giniletta mine."

She was evidently a great favorite; for the
princess took hold of her eurls lovingly, and seemed
to treat lier as a favoured child.

"If you will let me escape to-day, dear princess,
my breath cormes short, and my voice lias no force;
besides my brain is as dull of briglit thouglts as
that of Carlo, your pantalooni."

"Ai l -the old tale; you are getting lazy,
poverina, and that is all thy short breathing and
thy weak voice. Only fancy," said she, turning to -
her ladies, "our Giulettina dreaming of decaying
health. Ah I Giulia, rosy as the morning ! what
foolisi fancies will not come into your poor little
bead 1"

Still Giulia begged liard 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 Colonna court. But Francesca was
inexorable. "The old talc, still the old tale,"
repeated sie; "howoften hast thou not urged theso
excuses in former tines, and in the end sung and
recited to deliglt us nll. • Cone, carisasinia, and I
pledge thec my coronet, lion shalt yet win the'
golden violet. I sec inspiration in thine eyes-


