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138 THE WILD-FLOWER OF TIIE DANUBE.
Oue warm Sunday morning, during harvest{ Wilfred, lord of this wide domain, implore thy

time, Wiltred had ridden out with a dozen flect
greyvhounds, to course the hare, little caring in
his wild mood for the horror with which he filled
the pious villagers by this unholy disturbance of
the Sabbath,  The sport did not prove swecess- |
ful; the dogs had been at fault—the horse had |
failed in speed—the game had eseaped the bunter,
He relieved hisill-temper by pulling at the moutd |
of his Arabian horse till it bled; and giving the |
dogs, that, aware of their crime, were shinking |
fearfully away, o taste of the whip. In bis ob-j
stinate determination to reach his prey, he had’
ridden farther than usual: now, hunges and
vexed, he soaght o shorten the way back to the
castle by leaping over every obstacle.  Afrer]
proceeding madly in this way for half an hour, |
a cool, vefreshing breeze suddenly roused the
heated vider from his sullen brooding,  He looked
up and tound himself on a sandy road, by the!
bank of the Danube.  He was about to slacken |
his pace, both o his own and his horse’s ake,
when the animai, shying and starting aside, stop-

love. Follow me to my castle; and, let the
world say what it will, thou shalt be Lord Wilfred'’s
wile.

The maiden listened thoughtfully to his words;
a sad foreboding flitted unconsciously like a sha-
dow over her clear brow.  “I do not understand
~1 know not what you would with me—I feel
only that your presence alarms and disturbs me.”
With these words she twned from him, as
though in anger.

The Count stood up, he felt a gush of that im-
patience which always seized hiny on the slightest
contradiction ; but a glnce at the fascinating
creature before him subdued it.

“Thou art a child, yet a charming, 2 wondrous
child.  Understand, then, oh sweet wild maiden!?
Thou shait become my wife—shalt go with me
to my castle—shalt leave this place never to
return.”

Of all Wilfred had said, the orphan understood
only that he purposed w0 remove her from her

; home.

In anxious fear she sprang up.  ** Leave this
place !—Depart I she cried.  ** Stranger, why
Ithough far from ' torment me with such words? Know you not

that ‘I am the orplan?  Leave me!” she con-
tinued, and clasped her hands implovingly, “leave

ped short.  Surprised at this unusual movement,
he looked avound for the cause of the horse’s
fear. !
The sight that met his eyes, a
exciting a similur fecling in him, held him for
some moments motionless. A few paces from Y N o
him, on a grassy hillock, lay the orphan (her !¢ 0 myself! Do you not hear:” and Shﬁ'b‘ellt,
head resting on her arm), unconscious of the ;I @ listening attitude, over the Danube—*"They
rider’s appraach. jmurmur. I fear they are displeased with me.”—
A uagical loveliness gleamed from her coun- , She threw hersell weeping on hex; lnces: < Be
tenance, which was bent towards the stream with ; M08 2y with me, 1('"?,(,] ones!  Never will the
an arch smile, such as petted children woar whe { OvDhan Jeave this place !
they veature to play tricks on grave people. | A shudder ran through the Knight. A dim
Meanwhile, she cast into the waters bunches and ' recollection began to dawn on his mind. In-
garlands of wild flowers, which lay heaped in her voluntavily, his thoughts reverted to his fatker,
Iap.  Herlong bright hair, gently borne on the | who had been murdered on these banks. The
wind, now floated in sunny filiments around her, ! details of the awful event had always, so far as
and now enveloped in vich shining folds her! was possible, heen concealed from him and his

slender form. The whole apparition was onc of
entrancing heauty, rve and captivating.

Mueh less would have sufiiced to enflame the
excitable heart of the Austrian; he alighted!
from bis horse, and approached the maiden, fear- |
ing all the while lest some illusion might be daz-'
zling his seoses, and the whole enchantment
dissolve into air hefore he reached it She did not,
Jook up 3 but continued playing with the flowers. |

“Who art thou?” he at leagth exclrimed, al- !
most trembling with emotion. “Say, art thou
woman, or immortal ¥

There was no answer.

The Count drew nearer, and sat down at nd
feet.  ““Listen!” he resumed, “1 fee), by thef
passionate heating of my heart, that thou art mor-
tal, like myse!f. I know not whence thon comest,
nor what thy name. It matters not. Woman
reigns but by beauty’s power.  Reign over all!
that is wine, and over me!™  With these words !
he tried to seize her hand. The maiden now
looked up for the first time; and on her coun-
tenance was depicted ouly childish vexation at
the interrnption.  Hush I she said; vou speak
RO ]:t:l(] that I canmot hear what they are telling
nic.

“Leave thy childish play,” said the knight,
caressingly.  “Dost thou not hear? Dost thou
net understand what I offer thee? I, Count

brother. Why did the shade of his father now
rise to his imagination, dark and Lloody ?

* Thou little fool,” he exclaimed, *thon little
frantic fooll  Art though really so unacquainted
with men and the world as not to know that each
of my words is a thunderbolt, before which every
will trembles and issilent? T tell thee thou must
follow me."”

With these words he clasped the maiden in his
arms, and sought to dvaw her away.

The orphan sprang up.  The anger of outraged
modesty glowed on her cheek: her durk-blue
eve flashed as if it would amnshilate the insolent
intrader,

“lelp P she cied; “help!  Am I quite for-
saken 2

On the surrounding heights appeared groups of
country people on their way to the neighbouring
church, who, anxious spectators of the unegual
contest, ventured not to stay their dreaded
master.

“Thou strugglest in wvain, mischicvous little
witeh ! exclaimed Wilfred, as he strove to Lift
her on his horse.

“Telp ! cried the maiden again.

The groups on the hills crowded together.  The
bells of the village church began to sound the
summons to the holy service.

With a violent movement of despair, the orphan




