THE ANMAZXANTH.

woments, all the passages of his life scemed
to concentrate themsclves before him, as in
one agonwzing word, and he struggled to utter
the dying prayer, to the virgin mother, fur
mercy on his soul.

And bow did that soul rejoice on percaving
that all his inquictude wasbut a dream, a fan-
tasy of the brain? Did he fall downin thank-
fulress, that he was yet spared to make some
atonement for the mountan of evil which he
‘had committed, and the enormuty of which had
been placed full before his vislon? Ah! no.
He commanded that the wine-cup should be
birought 10 him, and resolved that the remain-
der of the night should be spent in jollity and
revelry ; for he would not—though he kept
that secret 1o himself—cncounter the nsk of
another such dream. Wine and wassa:! then
prevailed, but though ribald: y wasin the mouth
of the King, a gnawing vulture was at his
heart; and the ghas'y expression of lus fea-
tures remained unafiected by the feasung and
the license of which he endeavoured to partake.

Morning arrived, and daylight now gladden-
ed the spirits ¢f Rufus more than all the fac-
titious aids hich had been placed before him;
nevertheless, he refused 10 permuit the field
sports which he had ordered the night before.
Upon his mind still hung sad forebodings, and
slthough his heart beat high for the chase
which he loved, and his eve roved over the
field where the attendanis were passing with
hounds and horses, he resolved that, for ilus
day at least, he would remain within the walls
of 3alwood Keep. and find lus joy s1n thecon-
viviality of the teble. So passed on the ume
antil the dinner hour.

The noontide repast was on tne board, the
wit.¢ and the mirth went round ; already was
past care forgotien, and the cautous Prince
Henry, wio at this pariod was on fncndly
terms with the King, was covertly urging lum
10 the sport he loved ; he had consenied, and
had given 10 his favounite knight, Sir Walter
Tyrrel, two out of six arrows decined especial-
ly good in the workmanship. Once mare the
noise of steeds, and hounds, and attendanis

vwas heard without; the heart of the Red King

was clate, his dreamn was forgotien, or remem-
bered as but the cficet of a distempered bramn;
the wonted audacity of fus soul wasaga:n pre-
dominant withia him. s foot was in the
stirrup, but before he mounted into the saddle,
2 essenger,

“Bloody, with spurning, fiery red with haste,”
Tods up, and with more cagerness than respect
presented a packet

“Read, read, Sir Walter,” exclaimed
irate XKing; “ what brings the knave, a
whence comes he 7’

“So please you, my lord King,” replied t
man, with deep obeisance, “my message ;
frowm the furd Abbot of St. Peters’, and I w
commanded to spare neither horse nor ina
untl the packet should be delwered unto yo
lighness.”

“Read, read, Sir Walter,” again exclaim
the monarch. * What says the shaveln
what asks he? Dents-dicu, how dares he 1
terrupt our course? Thoudost hesitate, man
mve me the scroll ; Dents-dieu, the priestdarg
not to palter with vs.”’

He snaitched the missive from the knight
and threw lius eyes ovar the contents. Wha
saw they 7 The relation of ¢ dream! !
monk of St. Peters’ had dreamed he saw ¢
King tearmg and gnawing with his teeth at
blessed symbol of his faith, as though he wou!
destroy 11, not devour it; and that the saere
mage spurned and trod down the impion
monarch, from whose mouth, nostrils aw
eyes, streamed forth flanes of fire, which coz
sumed him. This dream the friar had repern
ed to lus superior, who, deeming it ominous
danger to his sovereign, had forwarded theat
count with loyal haste.

A sudden pang shot across the heart
Rufus at the word “dream.” It was but &
a moment, for the wine wrought in his heat
and love of the chase wrought in Lis heart.
e laughed a scornful lapgh as he cried aloud
*Give the slave an hundred pence ; the mont
1s wise, he dreams for money, and practiscso:
credulity.  What! He would prate his id!
dreams, and presume to stay the course of h"
master'spleasure. Toharse, mylords; Dente
dicu, shall we be checked because an old wo
man sacezes!”

Inseneaie man! Onward he goes towand
s fate; onward from the casile which shouié
never agan receve lum. s heart beat high
as e chased the boundmg deer, and hitle &
tecked that the setting sun should witness hs
j setung also. Little he recked, that when bt
cried 1o lus favonite kmghe and nearest atten
dant, “Shoot, Walter! shoot—in the devil's
namne ! he commanded his own death, in it
{ name of the masier he had so fanhfully served.
Scarccly had he spoken, when an arrow
piereed s heart, ond his soul instantly fled
from its mortal abode.

The mind reco:ls, cn contemplating the fear-
ful and sudden cnd of one so ill prepared for
lis great account ; of one, tn whom regned
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