
THE MIIiSTREL KNIGRT.

44Sq,ý 1* ho mate?" the pale Zenbracrled.-
"H leV replied tire ennuch, and withdrew.
oh 1 had the Kuight but seen lier now-but knew
Tirat for bis sake the mroîly prineese sigh'd;
Re would &gain have cressd tire angry tide
That roiled between theut; Scernlug te b. free,
Wiie sire who freed hlmn frpus captivity,
Wrltired 'neatir e poing ne medielue couid remeve,
Nor leecir ceuld heal-deeP dleappolnted love!1

14ow pe we o'er seme loto short woeks;
Thé noble mungit ne longer seeke
Tha&t home for whloh ho often slghed,
For whlch ho rather titoce hat! diet!,
Tin stay'd wtolim the Eurlr' totoor.
Anothor day, anether heur,
A captive ln the Moaiems' poweor1

* Ri native land before hlm. lieu,
Hfebtestes tire air osf Europe's skies,

* ut iris breo detir wear a more saddened gieom,
RMe cheeke have lest thoir healtirful bloomn.
las vain the beauteous Wor eues amlle,
¶'bere la nought-eau pissée in bis native lIe;
Tihe Saracen beauty 1 for her ho sigis-
"Oh! for eue look from Zeuora'e eyes!

<One Momenics gare on tint ice divine 1
Enougi! l'il returu te Palestine!1"

Hall, Love!1 thon essence of the seul?1
Gem!1 wiroeo attractive raye contrai
Tire irigli-tho loiw-the ridi-ihe poor-
Thre Cirristian king-thre savege Meor-
AUlbhall! for at thy magie ivili,
Tire once-freed Knight la captive atml 1
H. est withlxs hie castle ball,

Ti*Irsg of the fair Princes;
Eïach word-each look-lîe-d fain recall,

Each blush et maden hashfulnese.
Eutered his Iquire-"l My lord," quoLh ho
"There'a a page toitheut wonld speakc with tire;
He soeurs lu haste, sud cravea ta bear
Soine tidinge ef note to, Limoges' heir..
"Thon lot hlm enter," said the kuight-
"Wbat tidings brings the urciu tlgit ?

Abliliet inayhap frein sanie iove.slck damne,
Who tolehe te change ber maldea naine!1
A trucs te sucir folly-noue, nous shah share,
Theý love that I feel for mi Prince&@ fair 1',
Tire page appeared-tbe squire wltirdrew-
Tihe Kigir e gaze is fixed on thre iovely hue
0f that doente face, tiat seems tee fair
Part4psg. of a love-siek, dame te wear.
Me Ïaiusn. dofrd iriscap sudeteet

13foeoe ii.zustrel Kulght, until
To the broiWi e ach rush'd tire heeris wammi blood,

119. tblo oâalbg forth ot a bnried oUi,
On n110 ts»mu-te met-enbrate-

Zenorall" " S " &ae ta face
Tirey'v xut alu,
And l11ke aunner rein,

Like dew-drops idi the. uoridulgssn
The sait toars doton tiroi ObhaiMdo

t
i'uu,

Ona tiroir faitirtul besoins MÎM 1 .ng4

Though ta cf tire 1Ve55Y paSt r4teAfln.

UJ Taue zonors r" sait! the theKoigb,
TiroIr fond exubrace ot transport o'r.
"IIow didstton resch ibi' distant sireo
Wby dldôtthOu leave thine owd dear IArd?",

"Ah 1" she replied, o'erpowered quite,
And seizing Houris. band,

1I have spent many a weary hour
8ince yen left that dark eid tower>
Mani a long and aleepiese nlght
Since 1 took my hasty flight,
Leaig home and frieuda to ho
OflC9 more,!Minstrei Knigbt, with thee.
And now, ince 1 have found thee,-uow
Oh!1 let. me stay te, cheer thy brow,

To ho thy minstrel-ayo ! thy slave 1
But do not bld me leave thee 1"" Il air

Couid I spurui ber who thus would brave
A Il dangers botb by lard sud wave,"

Replied the Knigbt, "ihat ahe lght ho
If 1 theught meet, a eloge te me!1
No, lovely, loviug one," heerled,
"But thioushalt be mine own dear usivr!"
Once more ho clssped ber te Ia breast,
Once more that lily band ho preWsd,
And she, with cheerful, amiling &ace,
Foudly returned hie warm ombrace.

XIV.

WIVth what ajoyons, wild delight,
De thoee voices ring through the&skies of nlght t
Borne are merrily singiug a Jovial strsin
Tirai maks tihe old exatUe shako again.
ilere mît a group àf mnerry oma Iangblng,
Drowuing aIl care wlth the wiessthel're quaffing.
Thero are othors whô love with tbe fair te, ui,
Thore are merry old Kuigirte, MWl of merry old tricke,
Whio love te hob gay in tiroir good oid age,

Whntergray haire tell they shouid b. more eeg..
ileresite tlre Beauty encbauting ail;
Youniglove strieken Kuights ebey ber call,
And sire rga liko one who long has heem
Tire at:tratie star of eci brilliont sen.
Why, at tis ilent, mtdnight heur,
Do thoso reveilers nst lu eMle sud bowor?
Why gleani those thousand lights seobrightly
Why m<ivo theme bosutifuil forme4o flghtly?
Long, long bas that castie iu silence stood,
Now lUs old saies shako ln convulsive mood,
As if iea senit reigu wa oer,
And it lived again, s lu tines of yore.
Lords, Knlghte, sud Nobles--a glitterfug tîr ong,
Have met to sweil tire rejoiclug song.
They have coure te ee Limoges wed.
Tire prleet is there-the rîtes are seld-
Many a heauteous fair eue slgh'& -
As sire graeped the liand of thée lot*l Eri
Maniy a youthful, hloobing dame
Would have gladly borne Làékieo ntine;
But uow tirey gare, rOlti a gloouiy air,
On the form, of their straluger rival there.
The mora le dawnlug-trn castie-halis
Are as élient siow as its atout oid walls;
Tire ronds of r6vefry long havo eoa'd,

And tire unmlng fair
Are ne longer thero,

To gladden the. sumptuous Marriago fout,.
Tire bridegroot aud bride have retired, te rosi:

> a iqheir dreama hogentie f irlrf*.tlme bist
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