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ADVERTISEMENT.

A (:;;!Y;win;: Staries ave pgthestd from various
wur:'u, and =ome of them zre freely adaptad
“from the lm-rat-u-c OF the ceantries where the
NUCHCS ATC Iaid. The ¢ Bijdragen ful het oude
-‘s:‘mjn‘ T l;l uie T oethe  Chroriques !
‘! rm;{:hqm.- Surnaiwselle, de la I lkw.(l': ¢ and
thes Gerspan Legefdary l‘.tlm have furme... Athe
suljects oX neveral.  For othes'it might not be
casy to give any authority beyond thete Lob aes
But it is hoped that they will be l;oad with that
confiding good fzith, which prefers taking things

,for grafted to sifting evidence or comparing
prouts, ¢

i'he Authors ehie? n‘.)jcc.t in dealing with the
Rhine Legends was to pass fver such azturned
un magic or‘om-h:mtmcnt, and te choose thosc‘



vi ADVERTIsEME AT,

'
which embodied motives or passions merely
mortal. ITc has admitted but one exception to
this rule , and that only because human foeling
was there predominant over fairy spelle
* One of the Stories had been already made
the subject of a pdem which appe. vd soveral
years ago, hut which was soon’ aftersards suy -

pressed

A
Schlierbach, valley of the Ne har.
July, 18a..
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THE

FORFEIT HAND.

A LEGEND OF TIE FIFTEENTIH CENTURY.

@'r-IA’rTEn I

YorenTA vE MELNA, #ife dame of Corteryke,
sat “sigrosinded by “her maugcns, in the large
chamber appropriated to their hand-work, on the
ground-floor ofs the #d castle which ghve the
lady her title. The building, coarse, massive,
andcme]cgant in :uclutecture and dcu‘atlon , was
aﬂtuatc(r in ‘the marshies about a leaguc 1iven the
city of (rhcat, close to the village of Zwinarde,
and within the jurisdiction of the Abbey of St.
Peter, onceof thc most important cndowments in
the diocesc of Tuurnay, which at the period of
our story, the bcgummg of the fiftcenth century,
extended t:ar.over.Brabtmt, andl penctrated even
into Flandefs. And often did the fat oxen of
.A_bbot Gerald, which in good ncighbourhood and

B2
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fair play should have kcp? within the palé of the
church pastlires, crush with the harsh hoof of ec-
c'esiastical power the ill-trimmed fences of Cor-
teryke Park, and make unscemly riot among the
sheep and kine which browsed or chewed the cud
under its spacious elms.

These violutions of territory wove the subject
of frequent dispute between the seneschal'of the'
castle ard Christopher de Roden, the abvot’s
head bailiff. Buta more serious causc of remon-
strance on the part of JI'e dame, and of retort on
that of the churchinan, was produced by huwan
trespasses on the bounds created to keep them
asunder —the sure method by which near neigh-
bours might be kept fast friends.  There was, in
short, little doubt, (aixd great.was the scandal)
that @:.dry lay-brothers of St. Denedict, the
order of the Abbey occupants, had from tinic to
time engouraged their cattle to stray into the
castle domains, as a pretest for their own intru-
sion among-thé' pretty damsels who worked at the
looms and wiclded the distaffs of the dame.

As often as the latter conplained to the supe-
rior, she was sure to. receive w reproach on the

score of her handmaidens’ levity, to which he
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paternally attr.ibutcd any little amatory sharp-
shooting that might possibly pass between the
male and female skirmishers. But like a true
shepherd he never failed on these occasidhs to
send one or more of the monks to keep order
among the introduced wandererssof the flock.
Yet thls on}/ ma.de matters svorse. It was
roundly asserted that- the clerical brethren were
littlé better than the lay ones ; and it w3s cersain
that two of th‘é. former were on different yights
caught pmwlmg about #ife dark avenues which
skifted the wings of the castle, \;I;ilc double that
Jwmber of maldcns had, during one short sum-
mer, given ev1dence & symptoms that atcording
to law should he conjugal.

"$he stricturcs'.')f' the go.ssips mighg have been
ﬁb'e], whidh in those days theant caluitny, but
is ﬁ:)w c;mstrued truth. But’ .wlmtever was
the issue of these affairs, it was laid at the door
,of the monks, and such was their effrontery and
their power, that they openly fook in the re-
proach, ayd scorned the, censures of the world.
Bu, no n}agter! ove have littJe now to do with
those pious ‘propagators of the.gospel, those holy
hypocrites of the olden time. Many a hand has
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dragged aside the veil of their mlsdomgs For
our parts, wc arc not at present dlsposcd to rake
wo the ashes of their reputation, nor is it our
care fo sift the few grains of sced from the chaft
of their morality. We have now to deal only
with the chiefs whose character was, at the period
in qucs‘cion,. free from the stigmas that stuck so
close to the younger membicrs-of the,f‘m't'cmi.ty.
The religious father in God, L?rd Geraldug, as
he is.called in the documents whf_t:h’ furnish our
labours, was now in the vale of life, far on the
downward slope, where passion’s sun rarely wafms
the gloom of prejudice, and where men fancy,
themsel¥es chaste because‘they find themselves
chill.

No terny. of neighbourbeod euld be more *.0s-
tile thmf ‘those hetween the, Abbot of st, l‘ebel
and the lady pf Corteryke. Prolific causes of ill
will, hgrides those above alluded to, cxisted.
They hated each other with all the cordiality of.
Christians who never failed to say mass or hear
it at regular times. But their batred was of shades
as differcnt as their characters.c The lady’s wis
impetnous, uncowpromising, tnd candid; the
priest’s crafty, cautious, and mean. Scarcely a day
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ever pa.ssed\ without the proud Yolenta openly
uttering sarcdsm against the abbot,—ay, and
cursc too, when anger called for an especial very:
and as regularly did the holy Ggrald mt up
publié prayers towards Icaven, (too faint to go
many stages of the journey), for the cor.xvcrsion‘
of “ his Wcll | Aeloved daughter, and faig neigh-
bour, the cho]erlc dame of Corteryke.”

“And wé must confess the fact. She was quitk

d' ﬁcry of temper, even beyond the too com-
mon weakifess of those Jhigh spmts whicli w: 1ge
wgr v;vxtl.n fortune. Her main fult is now told -
a somewhat unusual way of introducing a heroinc

* to onc’s readers, bufyit was well to state at once
the chief trai:; of character on which our stury
hinges, and \\;iti.lout the 'dcvcl_opmqt of whivh.

«oll ong ifportant occasions Yolenta Van Cor-
-teryke, otherwise de Melna, had never gained a
niche in the Chronicles, nor forhed a heroine in
the Legepds of the Low Countries.

" We said jlist now that she ®saf among her
damsels. \Ve‘ recall the term. It would imply
a steddmess of manner, :md hablt which was very
formgn ffofn hcr.s. She sat. down occasionally
no doubt, but in her usual way she moved
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among them rather, presided, overlooked, bustled
through the sedentary ranks with her wonted vi-
vacity, and encouraged the industrious or re-
provee the idle with an air of prompt authority
peculiarly her own.

“ Vc;ily, my good Babette,” said she with a
smile, and tapping the check of thw girl to whom
she spoke, ‘ that is a ncdt piece of stitching.
Thg wunyle that is made by thy finger—work de-
serves to be worn with a 10be of’ honor. Well
done, l)orc]ue, contmqed she, addrcssmg an-
other who plied’ the cmbroidering needle a: a
loom close by, it is thus a stomacher should
be studdped—the pearls are.quaiﬁt’liy placed, and
the braiding fairly proportioned. DBut ch! what
in the namy of St. Bavon havc we here*™ cx-

claimeg she, briskly turning to a loitcring wanh\
who held her distaff awry, and was casting sthirk-
ing looks out of the window.

“Is this what must pass for spinning in
the opening,of the fifteenth century? Is it
thus a thread should be twisted and knotted that
was meant for a sandal web as fine as Cyprus
lawn? How would our mothprs ha've stared at

such modern degeneracy 2 So, Bettye, your cyes
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must be fixed for cver, on that grinning red-
headed rascal who leers through the phrk paling *
The curse of St. Martin be on him and his insu-'
lent compecrs, and their hypocritical old hicngrch
to boot,* who scts on his lazy herd to infect my
wenches after this fashion ! So, you will not
answer me ? yopwill not confess y(.)ur faulg, but
hang yasr lread dowi, .and look as red as your
own® m.zmtle of ingrz:in cloth? Very well I cons=
tinued the damg, *still” more wroth at her hand-
maid’s silcnic’c’, ﬁ): nothing,increascs gratuizous
irc s0 much as submission, whilt a brisk retort
often makes it dic away as a sound in its own
ctho. *“ Very stil, Rettye; this stubbgrness
shall have its revard.  You expect, no doubt,
to go to Zwinatde next \V‘cdncsﬂay,{o witness
tle *procgssiom of the holy blood.  But I pro-
mjse you, your mantlé shall hang on its peg, and
no bodkin fasten your hood that dby. What!”
continued the choleric dame, turning again to-
wards the winddWw, ¢ he is there sill.  Is this
to be horne?  TIs Yolenta de Mclna to be stared
and grinncd.at Dy the scnlr\.ly menial of a bloated
priest 7 Where is T:.he sencschai.? Let my men
B3
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at arms turn out, and drive away yon foxy-
pated loon. Where is the sencschal, I say ?»

. “Please you, dame,” replied one of the maids,
‘ myster Roger van Qatternyk has ridden over
to Dolislacghcr, to gather in the geese and turkey
tallies which fall due to day.”

“Indeed! and is this the w.y, the service of
Corteryke is performed ?- | £s the senescial to do
uhe duty of the bailiff, and the bailiff that ot the
cook, I;myhap ?  Where-is Van, Kulmar

¢ It scemeth, my, gracious lzidy; that yon arc
pleased to forget "—

* No, wench, I am not pleased to forgct c:thcx
my own bidding or mygelf. I am wroth with
myself and all about me. Nair, nay, you need
not tell me that Berlo van 1(ulmar is gone to
the notary about that last new procceding of' the
odious De Roden.—1I remember it now. There-!
tore, since th: superior officers arc abroad, lct the
lowest of the menials attend me.  Call Kobus.”

“ Oh, my+fair mistress !” excaimed one of the'
women, in real or affected honor.

“ Kobus ! cchoed several of the others.

* Gracious Iaay ™ said tlje forymost of these
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female familtars, how can you breathe such
thought ? —Can the dame of Corttryke condc-
scend to call the attendance of such a fellow as
Kobus, while serving-men and grooms throng the
halls and stables—or while her faithful hand-
maidens are all ready to do her bidding, be it
what it may,gand what womay’; powers may
do? NRear lady, wé wait the word of your com-
mands.” .

“T dare say, ye'do impaticently. No d.oubt, ye
would joyotsly 'get out to encounter the profane
tlatteries of that ill-favoured hedge loiterer and
his base “associates, or perchance to full in with
some prowling hypoc.rite in cowl and coif, and
give cause to new scandal from their foul mouth-
cd abbot, whorh 1 scorn to- call holy ¢ reverend.
\@, damsom ye stir not an inch bcyond the
!valls-to day ; nor slall any but Kobus he su]hcd
by the ignoble task of driving off*yon trespasser.
Let the cullion boy attend me.”

From this peremptory order there was no ap-
peal.  In a few. minutes the individual alluded
to, in terms of such unululvocal dishonour, made
lus appearfiec at thc chamber door, and justificd

the contemptuous .zbtvmshment of the maidens.
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He was a most ungainly and unfasliloned lump
of humanity ;' a Flemish boor of the first water,
rough from his native swamps, and rather re-
tarded, than advanced in any chance of polishing
by his recent promotion from the court-yard to
the scullery. He had become, in consequence.
the butt of the servants, high as ws]l as low; and
the refinement of kitchen wit, com];hrcd tgq, stable
S0% ullty, had so completely addled its sub'lco.t,
th‘lt he ‘was fast losing, jn his in-door assucia-
tions, the scanty stock of his former ideas. Hur-
ried about from morni‘ng till night, badgered,
bamboozled, and buffcted without merc'y, he ;vas'
accustmpcd to run, or rather recl along, at the
repeated summonses, whiZh sometimes came so
thick upon him from the wicked wit of the uppc
m'-nmls, that he was frequentiy Keps in a st e
that scemed to solve the problem of the perpe-
tual motion, ind prove the possibility of ubiquity.
Called now by a dozen voices which cchoed the
commands ofgthe dame through the corridors,
halls, and l;assagcs, and into the,penctralia of the
scullery, Kobus ran ofl' ““accoutred as he was,’
but unjerkined and unwashed‘ in the direction of

the sounds; and duly arrived half breathless and
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bewildered atsthe cntrance of the chamber where
his mistress awaited him. He was accompanied
on his coursc by roars of laughter from the lazy
servants who loitered on his passage, and a t.ittcf-
ing chorus from the working maidcns reccived
him at the term of his course. .

* Kobus!™ Ipxcluime(l the danfe, as she saw
]li!{ appear. At tlre ﬁfound of her soft yet autho-
rieative voce, he' plunged instinctively forward.
then stood tixed in astounded vencratiod on find-
ing into What @ Jpresence he was now for thee first
time not only suffered "but oiylered to appear.
II.c ¥ailed awhile with gaping mouth, staring
eves, and outsfretched arms, brawny and bare
to the clbowsy one fland wielding a frying pan,
and the othes the impuge clout with which he
Ind Leenfiurag it. Ior some Scconds the
:l:ttly’s “Voice buzzed in lis cars, and hé form
danced before him 5 but as he ggaslually recover-
cd his senses, and she emphatically repeated her
words, he began to comprehend her meaning
and his own duty.

1]

“ Disfodge, and, drfve him away,” said the

d.ime fologring &p her‘orders? ¢ Scize the goeden-
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dag * which hangs in the hall, or tkc gagne-pain
from over the pantry ('1001-, and' chastise the
daring loon; or wheel out the little springall
ﬁom“thc porchway, and discharge a dozen darts
or stones af his flaming pate. Quick, Kobus,
and do my bidding well ; and by this hand and
my lady of grace, I will dub thec\kmo'ht on the
ficld of honour !™ ! .2

_The lady’s gravity could no longet keep, 2t~
bouhds. * She burst fairly out into a fit of langh-
ter, a3 she saw the grotesque dbllg]lt of her
champion. The, ma.dcns, free from restraint.
now pealed a merry chorus ; they broke*up' from
their scats, capered and danced at the prospec-
tive fun, and thronged round the half-witted
scullion, whose first impulse of, enthusiasm was
to fall (]0\"'(1 on both knces, #.d '%u'g himz'ui{
prostridee at Yolenta’s feet. : )

“ Rise, rise,, Sir Kobus,” cried the damne.

¢ (rocden-dag (good morning) a p(:cul‘i’m' sdrt of pikc.
Gagne-pain, brgad-carner, a huge sword so called, the
common weapon of the Flemish foot soldicrinlthuuc days
Springall, a machine for tl;rowing various kinds ot mi-;

siles.
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striking his*shoulder a smart stroke of a distaff
which she snatched from the stood on which its
late carcless holder had thrown it. “ Risc up,
good knight, to great feats of chivalry and de&ds
of fame !™

 Risc up then, sluggard! Be quick and va-
liant, booby !¢’ exclaimed the nfaidens, pushing®
with,ytheir sandai-cgvered fect the u?xinviting
earcass they scotned to touch with their fingers.
Their wild frolic kgew no bounds. “ITic” lady
had givért¢hem their cue. The quick transition
of her temper from sevions tq light was nothing
unusuzfl. Her attendants, who humoured her in
every mood, egave way to sheir own levity
whenever heys brol:c loose, and a dozen wild
aud girlish pranks were now the conscqucncc
'In a fc¥inttes the newly-dubbul paredy on
chiva?ry was fittal out at all points. °*IHe pas-
sively lay, or knelt, or stood, ag suited the whim
of his equippers. An osier basket covered his
head by’ way of casque ; the faded and fag-end
of a torn cyrtain was flung scarfwise over his
shouldcr, and tied in & bunch at one side. A
couple %06 hugl knitting ntedles were stuck in

L]
his shoe heels for spurs, a*wooden tray tied to
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his left arm as a buckler; and a fong housc
broom placed® in his rigl;t hand, a lance with
which lie was commanded to sweep the territory
of%‘he.castlc clear of the intrusive rubbish which
had given rise to this undignified if not indeco-
rous scene.

* Of all who acted in and enjoyed t, the late o
serious and ])C]‘CI;I])tOl‘y dane was the forpmost.
Shedaughed the loudest, and took the most act
tive fm-rt of any; and when the accoutering was
complcted, she seemed the most " imgaticnt to
witness the result of thic freak. .

Sir Kobus was now hailed with a genceral Yoar
of joy, and drivem out grinning end capering.
and not unaffected by the g{cc of Wwhich he wa-
negatively the author. »

. \'landcrén den lecaw ! Sl ‘ﬁ(;o.dt,. Jae
doodt !™* vociferated he, as he rolled sidewise
out of the roomi and along the corridor that led
to the drawbridge, just beyond which lay the
meadow, in the green hedge whereef the carroty
head of the la) brother was still stuck, \\lnlc his

*« Flanders and the Lion! Iull dead! Kill dcad P 'l‘lu
first the Flemish war-cry; the latter that of th.¢'house £
Corteryxe, and somewhiat Irish in its constructwn.
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.

leering physio'gnomy shawed no consciousness of
the attack so Visibly preparing for him. The
windows of the bordueren kammer *, which lookC(l
on the moat that surrounded the cast)e, were all
soon gz.lmished with the laughing faces of the
maidens.  The lady hersclf occupied a };r()mi-
nent place; and all .the indoor sgrvants, gmong
whom the "ncws sgon spread, poured out from
evc.ry: passage to witness the issuc of the adven-
ture.

The chronicles of Flandcrs do not state the
miwutg pgrticulars of Sir Kobud's attack on the
lay-brother, nor the means of defence used by
the latter. Bus.a. shart quotation from ,an old
Tnglish work, desceriptive of an affair between two
coTbatant%iﬁg.;nghcs, in Tively and gppropriate
phrase, » very good 1‘10tion ofthis. ' Well, sur,
they “soon set to arguc the point cum face to
face. Very feerse both tone and Poother.  1f
one plucked by the thrate, tother, with havers
woold claw him by the scalp. 'l+h¢arfore thus,
cach fendipg and proovyjng with plucking and
lugping, skralling and,byting, by plain tooth

Iimbroidery room.
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and nayll, a t'one side and toother. Such ex-
pens of blood and leather was' thear hetween
them as a month’s licking T wean wold not re-
covtr. It was a sport verric pleazunt to sce,
one with his pinkings and leering after t'oother’s
approache. If he wear bitten in one place hoow
he weold pynch in another; 4nd if he wear
taken oncz, then what shy % ‘with byting;*clawing,
rofymg. tossyng, and tumblyng, he coold vorke
to wynde hymsclfe awa);. .Ag?d when e was
loose, to shake his cars twyse cr thtyse with the
blood and salver about his fiznamy, was a rat-
ter of a goodlie reliefe.”

This to be sure is the, description of a fight
hetween a bear and a dog; but the imperfect
state of sg’ence in I‘landers m *l.;osc days ‘and
it is but little improved in our owﬂ)‘ 16%t small,
if any, difference in the conflicts of men or beasts,
except those Whercin the champions of chivalry
had a right to kill cach other in a gentlemanly
manner.

The rcsult of the battle is recorded: Sir
Kobus was totally discomfited : neither his va-
lour, nor skill, nor the inspiration of his cause,
were sullicient to resist the lay-brothers obsti-
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nacy and sup:arior strength. ’\Iomstlc depend-
ents were too well fed, and too conscxouh of their
consequence, not to possess great advantages i m
a conflict with a secular adversary,,be hcwho
he mig.{ht; and it is certain that on this oqcasion
Sir Kobus was c1ue]ly unnerved by his enemy’s
wlmpcrcd threats (entorung cvery thump) of
church Yengeance and its horrors.

Irﬁcrfcrcncc was at lIength nccessary te shve
Sir I\obuq front, stranghlatlon for the victorious
lay-brother havmg hnallymucccedcd in getting
him updgrmost in the boundary ditch, grappled
his throat so unmercifully with both hands, that
death must hav.e. ensual had his grasp not heen
loosened. This movement, so fortunate for the
sakco of Snv Kobus, was accomplisheds in and by
thc twmklmg of an eye. Bettyc, the most, care-
Tess and coquetish of dame Yolenta’s spinning
Jennics, knowing the power of het glance on her
Ppugnacious admirer, implored the lady to suffer
her to sally forth to Sir Kobus® xclief. The
lady, though indignant and somewhat ashamed
at® her champion’s defoat, hag no wish that he
should dic In a ditch; she therefore gave her

consent, and Bettyc, resolved to prove that she
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loathed the red-headed pretender to her smiles,
hastily arranged a plan of punisimcnt with her
enmpanions, which she left them to communicate
to the dame. _
Darting from the chamber—Aflying through
the corrider—whisking across tln‘c drawbridge—
and arrived at :the place of combat, she excited
the attention of the lay-brother, who sat astride
thepiertrate body of his enemy, by giving him
a no daintily dealt whack acros$ the. shoulders
with Sir Kobus’s.brokea weapot.  Turning sud-
denly round at the summons, the victer &ww
close beside him one of those very cyes (Bettye
looked at him en profile; which had been the
original cause of his quarrel. At the sight he
relinquished his hold of Kobils, ang folloving
the brckon of the deeciver, he f'awn.ing.,ﬁy trace
her steps Lowards the castle, as though her eye
had been of oﬁyx whose ‘magnetic magic is well
known—or was in those days—to cvéry believer
in the black art, which priests and thcir satellites
were, ex officio. '
Scarcely arrived at a large ~nd gloomy cldp
of cypress and yew, which‘stoodlamong the
cheerless decorations close to the moat, the luck-
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less lay-brother saw himsclf in a moment sur-
rounded by a‘group of the mischief-meaning
damsels, who had repaived thither with full con-
sent of the dame, in pursuance of -their plot.
Before  time was afforded for conjecture, much
less for defence, Bettye Hung her scarf round the
body of her victim, and aided by Dorchie, Ba-
bcttc, atd the resg, Dound his arms effectively.
Thcn the whole devdopuw a Dblanket of st
capacious svc 'caught' it at sides and corners
with such a grasp as wase befigting to damsels
naarished) in the fashion of thokc sinew-bracing
days 4

In a moment, the las-brother was rolled down,
and in an()thc1"llc was tossed to the height of
the wpmosé branchies of the yew-trees hard by.
At eu-r)ucl'ustic bound the warms of the execu-

* We at this moment recollect Sancl.o’s treatment
by the Spanish wenches.  lven so.  That ncither
aroves us to be plagiarists nor discredits our adventure ;
on the contrary, it confirms the chronides, for there is
little doubt that Cervantes heard the story of Sir Kobus
from some of the Flemish allics who fought with hin at
Lepanto, and that he wove into his satire onc of the in-
cidents which properly belonged to our legend, and

which we therefore reclaim and appropriate.
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tioners seemed stronger, and their hearts harder.
The more he roared, the more they laughed.
Sir Kobus, who had slunk off towards the stables,
and had teen well pumped on by a friendly
groom, now came chuckling forward, and gave a
helping handl while sundry of the varlets were
not slew in relicving the panting damsels; the
damec hersclf being the while g delighted witness
of -L.:.sport from the nearcst wiudow ob the
castle. Co

But loud as was,the laughter, the cries for
mercey, and the shouts of exceration (ind con-
tempt, which burst from the various parties, they
were ail out-noiscd by tae harsh and sudden
utterance of a tremendous oath which seattcred
dismay into the ranks of the seryants, ‘(.Sir
Kobuws himself included,) put the miudens to
flight with gcreams and shricks, and procured
the lay-brother a timely respite from his torture.

¢¢ Sacred thunder—devils—and storm gusts!™ %
vociferated the terrible voice of Christopher de
Roden, the high bailif! of the :;bbob(‘rorald, as

.. ' : i N
# This is the ncarest approach we ca. make to the
translation of an o:th which is much more sublime in

the original Flemish. v
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he rosc up in the stirrups of his charger, or war
horse, and thrust his hcad and half his body,
both being, as was their wont, in almost the full
accoutrements of war, over the hedge-which sc-
parated Thim and some half dozen armed follow-
*crs from the scene we have described.

“%YWhat do I sce ?” cried he, ‘¢ a lay brother
of St. Béncgict tossed in a Dlanket! Sacrile-
giou's ‘hands descerating the church provest;?
Monstrous,,n_mn’strc;us ! and frightful will be the
punishment to ali conceraed.! . Get up Claes-
mas» Bljttersburgel ! come out of the bounds of
this hell-gap of Corteryke! What the fiend
brought you into that vickle? and how did this
happen?  Ab, dame, this is the worst of your
wild pranks! All that has goue besore is as
ncugluv—-l'l'l!xc fourteen suits depending in. the
cpfiscopal senate of Tournay between you and
his reverence may be now abandoned—the fine
of a hundred and fifty I’aris livres for cutting
the tail of the black tithe pig—tne: mulct of
four montors d'or for muddying the waters of
the- erLh-pond——the peralty of the sixty wax
gapers to St. Bavow’s shrine for the snow-balls

.)cltcd last winter -at father Yscnbacrt—these
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and many more, the prices for the irreverent,
spiteful, unsanctified doings of your people, in-
stigated by you and the foul fiend together—all
may be now forgotten—an outrage like this can-
ccls all, as a mortal sin swallows up a dozen pec-
cadillos 5, vengeance and woe to the dame of
Corteryke ! "Fhe ban of the church and anathe-
ma be on her and her 11(fu.s'd|old, of c.\"cry sex

andmge ! This I speak in the name of my holy

lord spiritual, the mitred abbot of St. Peter.-
Why in the devils name, T xay again, Clacsman
Blittershrugel, dost thou lic log-like theradin
that sink of iniquity, with thy blanket about thee
as though thou slept tlLere at case instead of
being most uneasily tos<ed therein #7

* Oh, waliant Tlerr Christopher, nob’» de
Roden, chict’ of the fiudal men of ow 2aierersl
liege lord Gerald! I ain not able to move—I
am dislocated and bejellied from Dblade-bone to
anklet. It is well my neck has been spared;
cvery other miember is disjointed, and wmy bones
ache most feartully. .'TFake me henee I prithee,
ere those vixen miscreants, thpse imy}lr@ harpies,
pounce om me again; for sare T am that the

siren-like deceiver, Bettye, has sworn my de-
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struction at the shrine of she false gods to whom
she and her sister mermaids offer up service.”

“ Nay, Clacsman, I caunot, in due point of
law, cross this mere-dyke even for thy rescue.
Such a step might invalidate our right of justice
on the perpetrators of this heinous deed.  But
lic thou there in peace of mind, let thy bodily
discomfor't bg what it may. Should these can-
nibals eturn when I am gone, and slay theereas.
right, thou shalt have tull justice. I promjse
thee that, on the dignity and Lonour of the abbey

“of 8i Petery™

A piteous groan was the answer to this assur-
ancee. ! ’ -

* And moreover I shall forthwith hetake me

"to hig severence tllg' divine Gerald, and engage
thot he uwl say a mass for thy soul within.an
‘lmur,-—-m_\rs‘cif vowing in the namec of the
martyrs, and taking your old comrade here,
John de Week, as witness, to bear the charge of
the tolling of bells, and of the priests’ aad choris-
ters’ tapers, a. my own private cost. So peace
to tliee, {lacspan, shouldut thou, as all appear-
;(_n(‘m proviise, dic soon and unshziven.”

¢ Ah, graceless and heartless De Roden !

j'O%. L. c
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.
well did T deem thatsuch would have been thy
conduct in this case!” exclaimed Yolenta, as
the bailiff turned aside his horse’s head and pre-
pared tomove away. * What brave champions
of churceh wrong, and spoliation, and oppression !
Aut thau then afraid of a houseful of women—-
thow, and tley SWO]‘(ISI}I(‘]], an:l thy lazy troop of
monks, and all thy vile a‘ppurtcnm;cc;;! ]\¥y my
= and by St. Bavow’s shrine, T shoutd have
hunoured thee, instead ‘of opposing.and prosecu-
ting, hadst thov buldly l)ro'l\'(:I; bounds to the
reseuc of thy fellow there!  But thou art .unk
i new disgrace by this cowardly abandonment
of him. I invite thee and thy followers.  Come
over and take away that justly punished intruder,
who darfd to thrust his red pole like a fire-brane!
int) the combuitible materials of ¢ octeryhe
Take hiny, away, and T give thee thc' blanket
wherewith to carry him off; as a token of remem-
brance to him and the crew yc ‘belong to,* ¢®
what awaits the insolent inierlopers who put a
hair of their head into my do{nuin."_

As Yoleata.spoke, - the 1ailiff Jistened atten-
tively. an involuntary air of respect minglin's

with the look of insolent defiance which he wﬁs
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forcing up. He pauscd a «few seconds aftcr she
had ceased, and his satellites scemed to bc mur-
muring some words of advice. He shook his
head at cach suggestion, with the proper, dignity®
ofa feudal retainer to his underlings, and then
ud‘llrcssul the lady.

“ I)amc of ( urtcrch I have listened to and
]mndvrcd your words and 1 shall ask you In
Jreply, l)b you think Christopher de Roden isthe
dolt quch wors should Ve only addressed to?

o Belleve you that I* have serwgd the Abbey of'
- St Pasor scvqmmd-twent) years, and not learned
encugh to save me from being the dupe of a
woman ? or that It Tiave dbeen in daily quarrcl
with you and your wenches ever since your
mduwhmd » oply to | iull into your snarcs %o-day ¥

. \'0 00 e GE® poor (lml that Hes there befoge
my Yes Is example enough, it 1 could be such
a fool as to be caught by your fair words. And
there must he He, or dic, if such be your devilish
malice. Be satisfied you shall sce mé azain to-
nf(;rmw, with Jdee form of law, to cite you to
Jqudgment for tlus crige ; bat at this face of the
hqlge I have justice ¢h my side.”

Injustice and rogucry, and cowardice and
c?2
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cruelty arc at whichcver side may shelter Christo-
phier deRoden,” retorted the dame in high tone:
¢ and to make the medley complete, impudence,
ugliness, and rank rascality shall be added. Hark
ye, my serving-men, wrap up yon fflthy fellow
in the coyerlet which his vile carcass has polluted.
and roll Lim over the mere-dyke, and into the
abbey lands.  Let Master de Koden bear him
™ to the abbot, and tell him he would do well
to beware how he shows even Ais priestly cap over
my bounds.” ., - "

*¢ Beware, dame!” cried De Rodgen in great ire,
*“ heware! remember that holy Gerald has ban
and anathema in his power.”,

“ Fellow, T scorn him and his ill-gotten and
unholy power. Did he ban_the hravo who struck
<own ITnmbert of Corteryke at ehe Wltars foot,
and stained my maiden robe with the bloody
stamp of widowhood ? Did he then or cver vin-
dicate religion and justice? ana dost thou, Ms
mean ‘minion, mumble forth threats against me
now ? Away wretch, or by the- heart’s blood of
my murdered lord, I'll L=t loose the atch dog
from the fisse upon thee and thy creatiyes.

I give thee five minutes to bear off yon posti-
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lent fellow, and to, take thee clear out of sight—
away !”

With thesc words the angry dame retired
from the .window, commanding hcr matdens to
resume their various occupations. The serv-
ing-men followed Rer directions, and removed
the lay-brother beyond: the bounds, when De
Rodem placing him carcfully on onc of his fol-
lowers® horscs, ro.de away towards the city” ot
Ghent, mutfériug ‘terrible threats against adl
concerned in the tr;nsaction. we haye faithfully

-
narrated.
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CHAPTER II.

¢ An, Loridon! was it well in thee to throw
me upon my own unruly temper for _support, in
.4 moment of mutual passion, wheh we were both
~wtrmlxg, both too hot-headed, and too warm.
hearted—when a soothing word, ora kind glance
from thce had smoothed all, and sccured our
happiness for ever! 'Why did thy ‘pride prevail
over thy love? What disa“trous consequences
have flowed from one rash step ! and T—what a
traitor was T to my own heart! Tlow did 1 betroy
its best interests, for the ind. Tgen¥e - 7 on. weak
sentiment! Ilow sacrifice; in one ma;ﬁz.u.:rﬁom:\nt
all the bIcssings of life! But it is now too late.
The die is cast. Instead of joy and love, and
all their bright enchantments, I am doomed to
the basest drudgery in cxistence; cooped in
by rules and forms, which I conhti.mally revolt
against, like somec imprisoned Lird thit flaps
with ineffectual wing the bars of its cage; tlie

current of my better feelings turned aside by the
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.
harsh lmpedlmcnts of my fate; all llmt was
gentle in my nature rufiled, and the evil parts
stirred up into boisterous froth and foam, until
whirlwind passion is become the only dlement o«
which n.1y unquiet spirit can cxist ! 1 was not
teant for this. \\'hmc doing is l.t, .Anidon.
thine or mine own ? No matter now.. Reproaches
are unavaﬂmgr of th(-c or of nyself. My doom
is cast m suffering, and l must fulfil it.” ‘

So s uhloq_m/cd the Iady of Corteryke, when
she retired to hcf private ¢ J.lmbu‘, atter thv
undignificdybustle was over, and when her mind.
recovering from its turgid state, sunk into pam-
tul recollections ’9{ paste times and eventsy from
w]mh she g uncd fresh cause for disquict, and
scay, o1 _;,;dtment of consolation.

*The pasThges of her lifc had 4s yet been fc“g for

' shé was but in her cnghtcenth year. Her title of

dame, her matronly rights, her ton€ of authority
»might have *given other notions of her age to
those who only heard of lier as we Fwe hitherto
shewn ber 3 Yut even thosg, when turning back
a thought to, the devity and almost indecoruin
*we have deseribed,*will perhaps make some al-

Towance for a high-spirited girl in a’ rude age:
Al
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her affection balked, her short carcer chequered
by violent cvents, and she left totally to her own
.controul, which few even of more sober ycars, or
in better regulated times, apply very severely
against self.

As soon ag reason began to regulate the girlish
fancics of Yolenta van Melna, she was convinced
that she had been rigl;t in having bestowed her
whol~ heart, without knowing or cariug wlkat rca-
son might think of the measure, on yonng Loridon
van Bart, son of Johan van Bart,-lord of Lettel-
hausen, and consequently nephew of that feudal
tyrant’s brother, Gerald, Abbot of St. Peter’s.

The cession of her alfection thus made was
without the knowledge of any member of her,
lover’s family or her own. .I,pgi(lut_‘.)y_ug.z-?. gau-
tiou- as herself on a pojnt which™eng.nders
prudence in, minds that on other occasions seem
unsusceptible of its influence. 'They loved as
love is best and purest, in utter secrccy; but
they both paid dearly, on onc painful and fatal
occasion, the tax for that greatest ¢f luxurics,
and felt keenly. the want -f sgme confidant,
whose friendly counsel might regulate the aber-.
rations of youthful passion, stepping in between
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lovers and thee ruin thcy often hurry to in a
paroxysm of dchirious affection, or, as in this
case, of unreasonable resentment.

Loridon cherished jealousy among the degrage”
ing drawbacks which were in those (.lays con-
sidered as a part and parcel of love, as though a
forced deformity were a natural acceSsory of the
passion !, In the spirit of feudal pr-ide, he on all
occastons worked himisclf up to fits of suspicion,
and scéme(! to take-cspgeial pleasure in embit-
tering the pute chalice which nature had filled
for his own and his mistrc'gs’s..dclight. e
seemed halnted by a morbid longing for their
mutual misery. J€ was rare that a mecting: even
in the delicious stealth of a twilight grove, or 2
Ttue ‘-(;lﬁungned cdrridor, in solitude angl secrecy
--—lov s 0¥ nateral atmosphere—did not end
'ina quarre] on some frivolous pretext. and that
the sweet hour was not defaced by *frowns and
taunts, reprogches and tears.

The consequefice of thesc habitual_broils was
at length an pactual belicf, on his part, that he
had rcason for his untrcncrous, and, in truth, his
,unman]y conduet. ,Hc Jusnhed' it, too, by the

_ffelmg that he made himselr as unhappy as her;
c3
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more so perhaps, for remorse added a sting by
which she was never assailed.  But she became
by degrees irritable, and at times intemperate.
She was ashamed of the yoke which she hugged
so closcly, and angry with hersclf as with him.
She at length learned to give herself relief by
retorting his reproaches, and- anticipating them
now and then. 1ler ardent mind thus opened
under the influence of a tempest, for it wos such,
and not the soft gales of feminine aﬂwtlon that
Loridon had raised in her bosom. Thus the
infatuated pair wint on. Quarrel grew on quar-
rel.  'The deeper they loved, the more profound
was their misery. Thcv, on a dozen occasions,
sawv cach other ¢ for t]xc last time,” and met
again and again in more torinent than boﬁ)rr fo
lament the past, swear forgiv.: 088 AN l()l‘“‘t t-
fulness, and break away once more in a wonred
{it of phrensy —f{or such conduct, whether in the
fourtcenth century or the nineteenth, is nothing
short of that calamity. ’

At lcnu:th, on on¢ occasion of more than com:
mon absurdity and VlO]Lrl(.(.‘ Loridon swore he
would set out for France, as a voltmteer in the

qar then waging with the English invaders of
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that country, end never more sce Yolenta. 'T'his
was a new formy of a usual threat; and she met
it by declaring, for the first time, that it he «o
abandoned her, she would instantly accept ghe
offers of marriage (his pretext for all their quar-
Jrels) almost weekly made to her by Iumbert
of Corteryke, whe was not only reptignint to her
taste, byt the swor{ and hut(‘(‘..cm'my of her
lover's tamily. .
Their commgn Progd fecling was now up in
arms against stheir own .hal:'pim'ss. The false
point of honour was raised, as%he standard under
which tlu?y were to perish sooner than yield.
Loridon persisted in lus threat—Y olcnta coni-
pleted hers. Whthina * cek after their utterance,
“the, former was tiding in the ranks of the Cou-
\t(ﬁnc ae Iuchc-.mmt, as a gentleman aspnzmt
)‘o.v chivalric honoursy and the latter was led in
triumph to the altar by the gring ‘and grizzly
lord of ('orgcrykc, more than double the age of
her lover, and ift every other rcspcq_immcasur-
‘ably his infefior..
l]u- hatighty energy wluch had enabled Yo-
lcnta to foree hus:l.i to tlus sacrifice was evident
in her look and bearing as she moved tovards

<
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its consummation. Shc had the air of a sclf-
immolating victim for a false principle, not of a
suffering martyr to a good one. She could not
13k herself of her personal beauty, but she had
deprived herself of that without which - beauty
has no charm. 'T'he exquisite expression of
female grace was not displayec: in her resolute
glance and proud step, nor in the contemptuous
defiance with which she silently hurried towards
the fatec she voluntcerrd. llpr parents and
friends, long time the advocatey of Humbert von
Corteryke,and 4o whom her sudden resolution had
given astonishment as well as pleasure, scemed
awed by the desperation of hes manner; while
the fierce bridegroom himself, amidst all the
pomp and, pageantry of the ceremony, looked, 1t~
at case, as though he augured xm‘.—]xin’q‘gbb"d“'ﬁol(n
the accomplishment of his suit. And well might
he have his misgivings, if indced fate, according
to the belief' of the age, gave warning to its
doomed vicgyns, somctimes howtver too late for '
their safety.
The procession advanced up thc aisle of St.

Peter’s church in Ghent, the. priest stood at the
altar steps, 'the music pealed, and the throng of
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spectators gaz‘ed‘ with painful admiration on the
young bride and her mate, whom a universal
murmur pronounced to be an ill-assorted pair.
"The ccremony went on, and no one, ot cvge”
the bridegroom, wore a smile of joy. 'The
lnokers-on exchanged glances and shrugs of sig=
nificant meaning. ® *“ Such a mzm'i.n:gc BO(I(;‘S no
good,” sermed to be spoken by a hundred tongues:
thouéh not a murmir was heard, and it was
only tiic responswc looke of cach that appeared
to aclmowlcdge thqt scntlment in his neighbour.
"The priest’ ;s voice ceased, the Vookewas closed,—
the nuptial anthem was just going to be pealed
from the choristefy’ gallery, and the organ sent
torth u few liVel.y notes, when a loud voice ex-
cl!imql close l)eblde the new-marricd pajr, ¢ Let
i de.uh .dirge be sung, not an eplt]mlamlmn "
Wahile those around “turned their eyes in “the
dircetion of the words, a’rapier was plunged deep
ir the body,of Von Corteryke ; and as he fell
dying to the grotnd, the white robe.of Yolenta
was stained, as she hcrsc]f said to De Roden,
*¢ with the 'l)loody stamp ¢ of wxdowhuod

As is usual on thp pcrpctratlon of such start-

Jing crimes, all eyes were turned on the victim,
- .
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attracted by the mixed groar and sercam of
.

death, the voice of which is as summons where-

from none may turn aside. TTumanity and

-riosity are among the strongest principles of
T

man ; and when combined on such an ppalling
occasion as this, no one had a look to turn from
the ])l(‘(:ilin;g‘l)ridcgroom and vhe stupitied figure
of her who stood transfixed in speechdess horror

by his side. ' t
But during the gcni\rul-roustcrl}'ltioﬂ some
of'the abgerv ers were for a momeht attracted by

a Tuman form dartm{f like lightning from the

main group across the altar steps and into one of

the tmall vestry doors which fynked it at cither
sde. The figure instantly .(lis:q)pcarcd—-—thc
door elosed with a4 violence wlucll «t.ntligvu'h-
agitated group that  raised % on. m‘tcn ke's
body, now a breathless corse, from the ground;
but no ccrt.:xinty as to him who struck the blow
had cver been obtained.  The abbot,of St. Peter’s

replied, tgyall inquirics, that * the simner had

.

sought sanctuary, and found it.” [Uhe relatives,

of the mux !c“vd man had no appe: 11 [Tis widow
obtained pnues.\wn of his.castle and domains
as her undoubted right; and was installed ip
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her new hol.wurs, under these circumstances so
singularly shocking, which appeared to one so
inexperienced more like the fullilment of a marked
and extraordinary doom, than a course of thefe
acciderftal cvents which chequer the scenes of
Jife.

It was thercfort no wonder it t‘h.c o\"crbgiling
temperament ot our lreroine was in constant fer-
mcn't..in a state so ill aduptcd to controul it. She

was pcrpotua"y- av’ wan with herself, and very
often with thosc q "ouud her ;s and when intervals
of soft zmd amiable kdmtrs took place, they
were uxualiy filled up by some extravagant freak
of girlish vi "lClt}’ T'he abbot of St. Peter’s was
the object of her especial detestation. "Fhat hie
hm.‘lwrccncd her lusband’s murderen from jus-
tjee, was wrought to Ju'stlf) it to her own con-
scéience. But mdcpendc 1t of that, she telt hound
to adopt the bitter hatred of him w whose title
aud honours she succeeded, against all who hore
the name of Van Bart. One excepdion she no
doubt mide~-but there is no general rule with-
cut gre. Aud that which she religicu-dy ob-
served in Lwour.of poor Lnrldgn. was compen-

cpted for in the increased proportion of hate
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which she bestowed on his father, his uncle, and
all the rest of the family. '

Conjectures were many as to the perpetrator
ofi the murder.  Lvery body, Yolenta included.
was convinced that some one of the Van Bart
family had done the deed.  General elements of
vengeance existed on their sidé¢, quite cnough to
fix it on any individual of the name. - But he.
who of all others had the greatest motive to
urge, if not to justify the crime, escaped suspi-
cion. Ilis absence was known,to‘all ; the cxist-
ence of that wotive but to one: and she would
as soon have accused Heaven's justice or the
purity of her patron saint, as.have imagined
Loridon capable of an act of cven trifling dis-
honour, much less one of coward treachery, =~

Little more nezd be said foprave’ that she
loved him with her whole heart. But, in her
situation, and with her temper, love was no longer
what naturc mcant it to be; no langer a balm
poured onathe mind’s asperitics, but a subtle
peison, corroding the proud heart.it could not
soften. n . .

Nearly a year had passed ovar. Yolenta had
thrown off the first weeds of widowhood. Her -
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lively spirit required relief under the pressure
of her situation, and found it in the indulgence
of a love of dress, and in the display of the
dignitics so strangely acquired and still so wiZ
conﬂcni:ﬂ.. Preparations for gay entertainments
td her relatives, and expensive additions to her
wardrobe, chicfly occupled her now. Yvery needle
and Pudkm Jwas ‘p}lt in requisition, cvery
broidery frame was full; and such scenes with
her maidens- as t]ht n anch we introduced hu',
were the common decurrences ef' the day, varied
"by tricks plgyed upon the abbot of St. Peter’s
and his little-honoured fraternity, such as were
passingly alluded®, to by 9)¢ Roden in his sreca-
mtu]atlon of wmplumtb.

S.nlﬂntd s]ppt but little on the night of this
la& adventure. ~Iler pride was urged to its top-
"moft bent, by the audacity of De Rpden; and
in her involuntary rccurrence to the lover whose
rash abandonent had led to such humiliation,
she found fresh nourishment for irrfiation and
‘anger. 'The ‘dawn of morning found her risen
from lier unegsy bed, and* prepaved to mect the
‘threatencd visit of the high badiff in the most

dztermined of imperative moods.
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And long cre the sun had travelled his me-
ridian course, Christopher de Koden was seen at
the great gate of the castle; and by the voice of

‘a herald, who was habited in the livery of the
proud abbot he served, he demanded entrance
for himself, the poursuivants, and other func-
tiongries charged with the dclivery of a sum-
mons to the dame, and various members of the
Itouschold, ¢ to appear hefore the feuda® baron
of Lettelhausen, lord paramount of the territory
of Corteryke, tov aaswer various charges of
high misdemeanors and misdeeds a~ted in and
upon the body of a lay-brother of the order of
Benedictines,” and a dong amtray of technical
ambiguitics and cteeteras wound up the herald’s
speech, the remainder of which we shali ave
to any faculty ot' the mind out™caders nry
please to exercise. N
It is very probable that the doughty De
Roden hoped for a refusal to this summons;
for he surdiy gave symptoms of surprise mingled
with alarm, when the huge woodengates crenked
backwards, the drawbidge was lowered, and a
formal invitatich to cnter “pronounced by the

sturdy old seneschal, the high bailiff’s declared
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antagonist on many an® occasion of legal and
illegal dispute, not only since Yolenta’s accession,
but long before her bright black cyes had opened
on the world. g ”

“ (‘ome in, fair gentlemen all, bailiff, notary,
and poursuivant,)’ said the seneschal-—* valiant
C hrlstophcr de Rodey, learned Lyens van .cen-
ward, hondurablc «Martin Skynet, pass thc
brldo'e, and (.ntu’ thc court of Cortery ke in
peace and far, tllc duo fulfilment of your bid-
ding.”

“ ITark®ye, Master Roger Oulternyk,”™ replied
De Roden, with a doubtful look—* I hope, and
so do these w:orthy g'cwlcmcu, my very good
f'vi(.mlq and assacigtes in this business, that all

is €uir meant as well as fair spokcn.. You sce
amt we come unarmed and u;lharnosscd, it due
f:),rm of law, with civil herald an.da the banner
of peace; but no trumpet nor feudal men-at-
arns, lances or swordsmen, nor the war-standard
of our holy abbey, which, albeit, in' good cause
of quarrels and against all' enemies, I am ready
te carry, orsto dic® in good guardianship of the
same.”

“ Let nbt your valiant limbs quake, nor your
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teeth chatter, bold Cliristopher—all is as it
should be.”

“That phrase likes me not, master Roger !
A twisted yarn makes a straight cord ; a polished
rind may hide a gnarled knot; rocks lic decp
that caucc ro ripple; and many another wise
saw of our good country of Flanders tells me
to ask the mecaning of that €all is us it s‘h')u]d
be 7

“ What a plaguc! Docs the lign-heart of De
Roden con the ccwardly proverbs of old wives,
and his tonguc of thunder condescenil to utter
them »—Come on, come on, gallant Christo-
pher ™~ P h

¢*"I'is not for myself I have any qualms,—tis
for the sake of these peaceable functionaries, & ye
sce, ‘for their sake that 1, “marmed and wuable
to protect them, must have my wits about me for
want of better weapons.”

“ Not for us, not for us, most wershipful bailiff,”
exclaimed tlic notary of the poursuivant, ashamed
of becoming avowed snarers in De Roden’s fears ;
“ we arc begirt with the armoutr of civil privilege,
—the municipal kghts of our noble city of Ghent
be our guardianship,—we are not afraid !I”
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“ Afraid ! who's afraigl, gentlemen #” exclaim-
ed the bailiff, tdrning sharp on his comrades, who
were used to hicar and to quail before his bully-
ing tone, for he was the essential spirit of valsur
when fie had to argue with a civilian.  “ Who's
afraid, I say again? It another word so dis-
honouring is whikpered, T shall i_nﬁnciliatply re-
tire {rone this busineds and leave it in less reso-
lutc hands ;—and T am very well disposed to do
50 even now.” )

The sencs¢hal could giot, suppress a lm'xgh;
and the keen cars of De Reden distinguished a
shrill echo to it, as though from a woman’s
throat, in the*porch-way beyond the | bridge
I'his operatcd :zn him with marvellous effect. Tt
must be a dari‘ng"coward indeed wlLo can brave
athe test c‘i: £ Male ridienle. « The grand bailit
#fepped across the bridge in advancc‘of]lis friends
and attendants; but halting yc& another mo-
»ment, he asked the seneschal ¢ it the watch-dogs
were all seeure, and the working wanches fasten-
edup? «

*; Neither dog nor demsel s!mll be let loose on
you, without the crders of the dame,” replied the

seneschal.  The doubtful answer %truck a new
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chord of alarm in the bgilifi”s breast.  IIe would
have retreated incontinent beyénd the bridge,
had he not at this moment perccived it to be
dtwwn up. In another, the ponderous gates were
fastened behind him, and he saw himsclf, for
the first time, in the court-yard, and in fact, in
the Cl}stm‘ly, ‘of the feudal mistress of Corteryke.
Sad misgivings shot t.hrou;:fh him aid made him
shedder like the night wind that sweeps the
torest and shakes its every btanel. But cre he
had "time to utter anather wond, or to advance
further, the dame herself appeared standing just
within the porch of entrance, in front of a for-
midable array of half a dozen figures drawn up
in line, cased in ivon, armed cap-i-pie, and look-
ing wore awful fromh their showing no si;m of
life beyond the tremulous shak@Sréheir black
plumes, which gave an almost supernatural air
to their (lispl.uy. . '

*'I'o you, most noble dame, Yolenta of (or-
teryke, in @l honour and privilcgé the scignorial
proprictor of this mangr, domain, and castle, the
rizht reverend and holy &ther in God, Gegald.
Abbot of St. Peter’s, greetings:™-—- -

So far had De Roden, summoning up all his
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courage, procceded, when the dame cut him
short :—* What ‘mumbling mummer art thou,”
cricd she, *who comest hither with whining
tonc and sct discourse, assuming the »ame and
title of that most pious priest, Abbot Gerald, of
St. Peter’s 2 Speak, fellow, to thine own name
and quality ;—I know thee not.”

“Not ¥no¥ me, noble and amiable dame ? 1
am (,'h'.ﬁstoplwr de Roden; in all humility your

.

servant™ "2
*“Thou, f'cl-l(.)w,’ that przle of church serviee,
that patterg of high bailiffs ! — fmpostor that
thou art!  Did Christopher de Roden ever ap-
pear in such a s'n‘{z‘bl}y stit of civil garnitur 7
" It i required ’13‘}\ my present functions, mag-
nanjmbus dane.”

2 (ould his Yoice of thunder ever sink to “hat
sqﬁgaking tone #—Ilis lizn-lock change to thy
sneaking aspeet » - Pestiferous wréteh, out on

otfice ! Away this moment from my bounds. or
hy my saint the ban dogs shall tear thee limb
from T 1™ Y

“ Oh, merciful lo-1y 17

 Speak not a word, foui fibcier of the thrice
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valiant Christopher =—— Out on thee, I say!
Charge, halberdicrs ! Slae doodt ! slae doodt I
Atthcutterance of the terrible war-cry, the niail-
¢lad figures, automaton-like, levelled their lances,
and advanced without speech, but at a ;:lattcring
trot, towards the high bailiff. ¥e turned and
would have run, had not the solid obstruction of
the great gate stopped his way. Thére he could
not stay, inviting, as it were, the hostile lance
to pin him to the wood-work © and to s.tir now,
cither right or left, was to rash on their points.
Down thercfore he fell flat on his fope, uttering
pitcous crics for mercy and pardon for all of-
foncos past and presems agaitist the dame and
every person of her household, whom he almost

individually named. ‘ v

ey

Yolenta advanced close, anid Wwith a ha2el
twig, which stretched invitingly to her hind
from a tree close by, she laid several well-planted
stripes on the sprawling poltroon. ' The gate in
the mean- time was wide opened, and the scene
amply displayed tochis companiohs beyond tie
bridge ; and when, on repeated commands from

the fair exceutiencr, he arose to withdraw, aloud
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burst of revelry accompanied the rattling clash
of half a dozen sdits of mail, which were at once
unbuckled and dropped to the ground, by as
many of the mirth-making damsels gho had
been cascd therein, and who now pursued their
runaway victim (persecuting him the w]nlc with
gibes and laughter] to the utmost vcrgo of, the
bridge, where :cven his ‘grave companions could
not refrgin from joining in the laugh. .

Once.beyopd tke.(castlt.?s verge, De Roden re-
covered in somé measure frora his fright, on
beholding from what species of danger he had
escaped. But burning shame took place of
frozen fear. 'l‘hMcngcapco founded on exposed
cowardice is dcepcr than the well in which truth
lies lndo lhe look; t??c tone, ‘the gestute it now
quurcd are = co be told, and scarcely to b
Tmagined.

¢ Dame Corteryke !” exclaimed Dc.Rodcn, in
haf smothered accents,—* the soft white hand
that scruck an officer of Tloly Church is forfyit
heyond rcdomption" Ponder,well on that truth,
and enjoy v our tnumJ)h ",

* There was a terrible tone of 1eahty in the-co
*words, that spoke conviction to Yolenth and her

«. VOL. I. D
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attendants. Their laughing voices were all at
once hushed. 'The broad smile on cach face
was turned to a sad and solemn cxpression.
Livery limb scemed paralysed ; and each maiden
stood motioaless, with eyes turned on their me-
naced r.nistrc.ss. Yolenta betrayed no visible
signs of fear.  Had the axe been raised over her
wrist, she would have scorned to let a nerve or
muscle hetray the weakness of alarm. | But a
chill struck her heart, and her eyes turned in-
V(;quturily on old Roger van Owternyk, as if to
inquire into the truth of De Roden’s threat.

-

¢ It is too truc, my gracious dame,” said the
seneschal, as though he rep%ed to a positive
question. ¢ "The abhey ln'iv‘i’]egc is notorious—
the vengeance of the church implacalle—the
lord of Lettclhausen and his 5. *her th(‘: abhot
will be too glad, alas! to scize this frightii.l oc-
casion for your destruction.”

* What must be done, good Master Scunes-
chal?™ asked thc dame.

“You must fly instantly there walls—these
wide domains; all will bg sequestered to the
cliurch ere sunset; the ‘rms in such a case

have the wings and the force of the whirlwind.—
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If scized on, you.r fair hand will be surely severed
on the block, by‘a ruffian exccutioner, and ba-
nishment for ever be added to the sentence.”
“Indeed ! it is a hard sentence—a dear price
to pay for a few strokes on the back of a base
craven like that. But with the blessing of St.
Baven, good Roger, T shall baffit the bPod-

Ve .
suckers.” .

V\'itl.! these words, utgered in a steady, if not
. . L
a daring tone, for*7hat she could not assume,

Y olenta turncd info the caltleje and lost no time

in proparmg for her safety.



CHAPTER I1L

WirHiN an hour from this untoward adventure,
consternation and confusion had established their
reign on the 1uins of all that had cxisted of do-
mestic cnjoyment in the castle of Corteryke.
The tremendous power of the brother tyrants,
who, in right of their feudal'fiefs and ecclesias-
tical prerogative. rufed over the territory in-
cluded in our scene of action, was at t"is period of
Flemish history at a frightful height. No indivi-
dual suzerain of the lowcr classés of the nobility
could hope to resist it cﬂrctwnly To do so at
all, for however short a pcrlod would have re-
qqui.cd the skill of a warrior and tne desperatiin
of an adventurer, joined to a prodigious infu-
ence over the mind of each follower. What
then could be hoped from the power of a mere
girl, who, though endowed with courage and
cnergy, was deficient in cvery' other requisite of
resistance? She rcadily enough found sapport
from her servitors and dependants in minor at-
tacks on the tyrant abbot’s authority, when they



THE FORFEIT HAND. 53

only assailed his'fish ponds, his profligate monks,
or any other unifaportant or worthless portion of
his possessions.  But when it came to the fact of
striking a high bailiff —the supreme instrument
of church exaction, there was scarce a heart that
did not quake \nth fear, and scarce a vou,e that
was not ready to cry “ sacrilege J o 'l‘hc eX-
ceptions "Werc probably to be found among the
women;  "They either dul not consider the dan-
ger so nmmcdlam,, or hOpcd it would fall ]e1st
heavily on thém, or were a.ﬂcc..ted by some othcr
of those light influences of the’ female mind,
which in times of threatened peril give them an
air of courage tk:ﬁt would be ungraceful apd un-
fecling in the tug and tumult of conflict. Fxer-
tions «of female .profvcss at“such tinfs are ex-
cgptions to ‘.1.\, gcncral rule *of nature, which
‘regalates the duties and the charms of women.
We cannot withhold our aedmiration from those
,who mix in such doings, and overstep the limit of
feminine duty :~but we view them as though
they stood on a ‘pedestal above both their sex
and qurs; .alzd arc,seldom anxious to take them
*down and hug them+in our arms,
Yolenta's maidens found a charm even in the
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threatened horror of anathema, while it procured
them one busy and bustling day of variation to
their lifc's monotony. They played a thousand
fantastic tricks of affectation, and prepared for
concealment or flight with airs more suited to
a masquer’s revels than to the scrious occasion at
hand, i

The men, excepting only the seneschal and

scullion, escaped as best they could, and scanpered
away across the wide aiad wogaed plains to the
shelter of relatives and friends. But the two
extremes just alluded to, to wit, Roger Van
Oulternyk and Kobus, met upon this occasion
on a,common point of,duty; .stood firmly to
their post, and showed no symptoms of flinching
from the Jdanger which pcn’ile(i'the mistre.s they
wer¢ bound to serve in weal or-woc, and the
place they had sworn to abide by in hon.ur
or in ruin.

Old Roger declared, that having for thiry
years and more braved all the dangers that had
30 often threatened,Corteryke Castle, in civil
feuds beyond reckoning, he would die gooner
than abandon it now, cvei. though the heavy
hands of its worst encmies were raised to crush it.
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Sir Kobus,—for his title was confirmed beyond
reversal,—inflamed with valourous gratitude to-
wards her who had raised him so high on the roll
of dignity, vehemently vowed that he weuld serve
her to the last as a true follower, and never quit
her side but at her own positive compand, or for
her epcci('ﬂ welfare.til] death, or some of the ab-
bot’s stron@-(wmod fendal men, dragged him awa)
with lrlesmtlble force.

Thus the cable was' sure of one devoted
guardian, and’ the lady of ong determined fol-

"lower ; and, cach =oon entered up'«m his hazard-
ous and solitary functions.

Among varioﬂg( articles of dress composing the
wardrobe which for seme time past had occupied
Yolen®a and her atten'aa,nts, there were Tore than
ope suit of mai€ attire; in which it was very com-

" mén for women of quality to appear at masque-
rades and other fanciful entertainments.  Inone
oof those suith she was now speedily equipped ;
and a favourite palh'cy of size suited to her light
wurrht and aécustomcd to ber hand, was quickly
‘apamon(-d hy the gare of Sir Kobus, and ready

*to reccive her on it back. Sin Kobus himself.
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hastily accoutred, well armed, and furnished with
a large saddle-bag, filled with some neccssaries for
his mistress, and a smaller lcathern sack contain-
ing articles of his own, was soon mounted on a
strong horse and riding at full speed from the
castle bounds after the apparent boy who can-
tered away heforc him, gracefully waving one
hand in farcwell to the solitary seneschal, while
the other tightly held the reins of the high-spi-
rited palfrey. N .

Manifold and curieus, no aoubt, were the ad-
ventures that befel the maiden-widow and her
attendant, who, to the sturdy stupidity on small
mattcrs common to his ¢lass, jomned much of that
eunning sagacity on important occasions which
is so rcmarkable in half-witted persons. But
whatcver those adventures might have been, thoy
have found no record in the chronicles wisich
furnish our materials; and we have therefore
to bound over a considerable chasm of time, un-
filled by any event which might serve as a step-
ping stone for our passage. :

Wecks, most probably of pain and, peril,
elapsed beforc Yolenta and her squire reached
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the destination she had fixed on from the first
moment that sheeresolved to abandon her castle
and all her earthly possessions to the harsh grasp
of the Jaw and the church. There is not one
female reader who will not have foreseen that
destination.  But, for the information of the less
sensitive sex, we thust say it was the °F rcnch
camp, in .th(‘ heart of Normandy, whcrc, as
Y olt.nta.. had been previously informed, her never-
forgotteh lover was at that time scrving with
great honour and (:z:lat.

~» This was a bold step—a weighty undertaking.
But while \:olenta pleascd herself by consider-
ing it as urged jpy dgspanr, it was in fact the
suggestion of leymg hope, mistaken awhile for
its drear antlth'es1s. In short our heroiace was

“ ——iri'love, and pleased with ruin,”

which came in a shape that justified her having
recourse to the measure for which her heart had
fon«r been imagidng an cxcuse. She thercfore
abandoned all, her posscssxons without a regret,
and thrcw beerself on the wide world with such

buoyant animition a§ the marher braves the
L) " 3
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ocean’s waste withal in search of the home of his
young and long-cherished affections.

“ Halt, and rein up, young Sir, and you,
irrevcrcn‘t fellow! Who and what are yc?
Friends of King Charles, or of the ‘English?
Answer quickly, or this arrow will whistle through
one or both of your bodies.”

Such was the address of a French' sentry to
qur heroine and her follower, u; tlley: trotted
briskly out of thc cenfines of a small wood
in" Normandy, jmmtcdiat(-ly',‘ beyond which lay
the rcar-gum';l of the Constable’s army, at that
period opposed front to Front to the English
force. ‘ .

“"Good soldier, we are nicither encmics of
King Charles nor friends of the English,” re-
plud Yolenta, reining up her, palfrcy——“ 30
lct us pass towards the French camp, wherg we
have pressieg business.”

‘ Ay, with your good favour, master bcw-
man, let us pass; our horses* are much blowx;
and we need reﬁ'cshment,” saild Sir Kobus, strik-
ing his heels inwards and urgmg on his steed.

“ Hold, T say!” cricd, the séntry. “ This
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ambiguous ans:wering and suspicious haste please
me not. What do ye seek in our camp "

“ A dcar friend,” answered Yolenta.

“ Young gentleman, you must be, Pncthinks.
even younger than you look, to seck that article
cither in camp or court. What is his name

“« ].orulon Van *Bart, a F]emlsh gentlcman.
of name and condition. VVerc is he to be
found : f” . B

“ Ve m‘u Dieul That.xq more than I can tell.
We have so mm1y,advulturcrb and vauriens * of
name and condition’ with the army, that it
would puzz;c the provost marshal to find out any
given individual, among_the marauders an.d pil-
Jagers which thyong its ranks.”

Yok:nta’s blood rose highybut an instinct of
m‘udcncc floated on its tide. She supprcssed
any retort, and merély asked what was to be
done. - °
~ “ Blood of the saints ! that I know not as far
as your concerns®go,” replied the soldier ; ‘¢ but
as regards my daty, it is ghat I hold ye both
here, hostages for each other, tlll the relicf comes
round, and y¢ may lm led pnsoners to the pic-

quet guard.”
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Sir Kobus’s freckled face blushed a copper-
tinted crimson, and he gave first a look of defi-
ance at the sentry, and then another of fierce
meaning at his mistress.

“ No, Kobus,” said she, interpreting his
thoughts, ¢ we must obey the rules of the camp ;
this honest archer does but his duty in holding
us secure.” . L.

. Which he will do, depend on it, in spite of
flattering specches or scéwling lpoks from* master
or man. So dismount ye, and- stand back to
back under that élm. There—that will do; now
let me blindfold ye both with the ends of your own
kerchiefs. So-—good! Stand q etly now, for the
first that shows a movement towards cseape shall
be instantly transfixed to the wrece’s trunk with
this ell-yard arrow, and his comrade swing pre-
sently up to its toughest branch.” Yolenta saw
that submission was the best policy. Both she
and her follower submitted to the irksome ope-
ration ; and within an hour were released and
conducted by the visiting patrol within the lines
of the French encampment, with dll the pre-
cautions usual in such cases. The whispered
buzz of voizes as she was led along could give
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Yolenta no clew to discover what was the con-
versation of her, conductors. But on one occa-
sion she fancied a murmured exclamation of sur-
prise; and a little afterwards some one took her
by the hand and pressed it softly, and as she
thought rcassuringly, in his own. ‘Whatever
might have been tcant, the eﬂect was comfort-
ing, asis ;he slightest- mark of sympathy, whe-
ther bx look, word, or action, in cases of deubt
or peril. Yolegta could not account for the
feeling of conlidepce that seemed conveyed® to
.her by this smple mc1dent, not did she wish to
examine it very profoundly. Young and san-
guine minds rardy hke to scrutinize whatcvcr
scems a token of “hope or promises ple'tsurc. If
thcy did, they would be less. +frequently the vie-
tlms of sclf-deception.

When the bandage was removed from Yo-
lenta’s eycs, she could dcarccly belicve the evi-
dence they gave; and Sir Kobus seemed be-
"wildered even ore than she. The imperfect
notions which, they had both formed of a camp,
werc all belied by the scene now before them.
, The rudc tehts, coq,rsc trcatment, hard living,
and strict discipline which had been always as-
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sociated with our heroinc’s notion of military
service in the ficld, were little in unison with
what she now gazed on.

The first object which caught her attention
was a splendid canopy, of many colouted silk,
surmounted and flanked by banmers, pennons,
and standards, under which were seated several
riclnl.y dressed men, at a table covered with such
a gorgeous specimen of feusting as was superior
to any thing in the circfe of Ynlenta’s previous
experience, even in the entertaioments of Fle-
mish wealth. - ‘

When she tarned her looks to the right and
left, she was amazed at the prodigal display of
luxury and splendour under canopics of dazzling
brilliancy. or in elevated balconics: ard on
stages all round were to be seen bands of musi-
cians, groups of mountcbaiks, rope-dancers, and
Jjugglers, all nlaying most fantastic tricks ; sor-
cerers and socthsayers surrounded by ardent
listeners ; while cooks and badgded scrvitors pre-
pared or carricd about the most lus~ious dainties.
A little farther off werc paraded 'a prodigi-
ous number of horses in magnificent caparisons ;

hawks, dogs, and their attendant falconers, hunts-
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men, and varlets in rich liveries; and mixing
in all the showss and splendour, was a company
of most beautiful women, whose extravagant
style of dress and bold looks and gestures pro-
claimed’them to be of a class of which Yolenta
had heard, but wherewith she had never before
come into contact.’

The sidence which* had been studiously ob-
servedy while the prisoners were brought blind-
folded ‘into this sscene of enchantment, was sud-
denly changed® to. 4 bursy of various noiscs as
soon as the removal of the bandag-e.s gave a loose
to restrain.t. I'he sudden crash of music, the
clamour of voiges, the bursts of laught?r, and
the chorus of glf other incongruous sounds, aid-
mg the i 1mprcsqmn of visual*wonders,smade Yo-
k:nta atart, stare, and thrill with undcﬁnablc
aye, as though mamc had con)urcd up the
vcenc; while Kobus séemed as though struck
dumb, and gcrossed himself vehemently, as his
eyes rolled wildly and his mouth gaped wide, to
“the infinite amusement of the bystanders.  After
a sufficient time had bgen allowed to give the
wonder-stricken strangers a gcncral conception of
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what they saw, but not ecnough to allow any at-
tempt at analysing, much less ac~ounting for, the
strange details, a man arose from his seat under
the main canopy, which being the placc of honour,
added to the deference with which he wasiegarded
and listened to, proved him to be the chief in
dignity and importance of the motley assemblage.
"The appearance of this individual rivetted Yo-
lenta’s attention. Ilc was tall and harsh fea-
tured, and a mixed expression.of cunning and
ferocity gleamed in his cyes. iTe was armed
cap-a-pie, but aver his coat of mail he wore a
large mantle, such as was common to possessors
of the black art, a whitc beard fll far down on
his breast, and he held a wand 1a his hand such
as it beseemed a coxjuror to beat. As he waved
his }mnd with an air of authority, i;nlncdiatp
silence followed ; and then fixing his eyes wigh
a picreing “look on Yolenta, he exclaimed,
¢ And who art thou that comest .n that im-
postor’s garb into my presence? Speak !

“ If you know my, garb to be assumed, you
may perhaps be able to divine the rest without
my telling,” replied Yolenta, in a tone that be-
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trayed no fear. She was buoyed up by an un-
definable notion °that she had a protector at
hand.

 Bravely answered ! but somewhat hold with-
al, and more besceming the sex you assume than.
your own,” said the man sternly.

A Dblush passcd.ovcr Yolenta’s ,c.hcci{s, and
she tremblad o find that her sex was discovered.
She attempted no answer.

“ Come hither ” exclaimed the mysterious
personage ; and’ slte ' obeyad as if by a spéll.
*When she was closc beside him h¢ took her by
the hand.

“Let me cxamine this fair palm,” said he.
“ Why, how is-this? lere are lines of virgin
tokqn,%:rossc(_l.by.thosc of marriage, af, and of
death ! What may’st thow be—maiden, or

*daufc ? or is it that thou art both 2" .

A buzz of astonished exclamation from the
Jnany wassaikers present broke on  Yolenta’s
cars, aud complczed the confusion caused by the
words of the wizard—for so the no longer doubt-
ed hes quesiio.ner to,be. She attempted to with-
*draw her hand ; but he held it with a firm grasp,

and continuegd as follows.
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¢ Maiden, wife, and widow !” so say the chi-
romantic lines—but more is spoken on this tell-
tale palm. Sacrilege is written here—and dead-
ly puniskment—this hand is forfeit !”

At these words, pronounced in a terrible tone,
Yolenta shuddered and felt hersclf growing pale
and faint. She looked round for some protect-
ing glance, some outstretched Land, to give
again such pressure as had crewhile thrilled
through her with delicious hope. She felt that
all was but delusior ; and us the fearful man
who had so truly read and so strargely spoken
Ler sad history let drop the hand which he de-
nounced, she felt it fal' by her side, palsied and
numb, like some withered branch struck dead by
lightning on its parent stem. ’
¢ Bear away the doomed one—let the chwm ch

m

rccover its victim !™ said the mysterious Being
under whosé control Yolenta scemed so magic-
ally to have fallen. She was led away, she
knew not how, into a tent apar;‘; from the canopy
where this strange Lcenc had passed hefore her.
more like some pageentry of magic than an ac-
tion of reality.

In the tent she found a female attendant, and
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several suits of dress adapted to her sex, but
bearing painful evidence of her own humiliated
condition. 'They were coarse, and of the pat-
tern worn by penitents doomed under ecclesias-
tical sentences. T'he woman significd to her
that she was immediately to throw oﬂ hcr male
attire, and equip herself i in one of the more spit-
able habiliments. Yolcnta at first started back,
rcpugl;ant at the change, for she had become
accustomed to the _(]rcss.’she wore, and was re-
volted by the testuee ‘and make f’f that now des-
tined for hgr. A moment’s reflection however
told her to submit; and she had no sooner reas-
sumed the wimple, the kjrtle, and the coif,,than
she expcricuccd-a.rctum of those feminine feel-
ings wltich had been laid awhile in abeyance by
har disguise and the manly *bearing she lad
Sassamed with it. ‘

It was some time before Y olenta could recover
her self-command sufliciently to address her at-
tendant in a way' likely to gain her good will
At Tength she inquired inth whose hands she
had fallen, 1gi.ving a tumn to the question as
though she considered herself jobliged rather
than hurt by the treatment she received.

b .
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¢ In truth, my good mistress,” replied the
woman, * you may look upon yourself as well
treated—so far. Giles, marquess of Laval,
seldom deals out any delicacy to those who fall
into his hands, but commonly hands them over
to the sacrifice without ccremony or delay.”

“ The marquess of Laval! and is it into the
power of that monster that fate has thrown me ?
Oh, Loridon, Loridon! 1 am indced mow lost
to thee as thou art to me!” -

¢ ush, hush, fair lady ! «the mighty onc has
cars for cvety whisper, more than,mortal man
possesses ! said the woman with a stifled tone,
in which fear scemed mixed wish pity. Yolenta
caught the double fecling with the readiness in-
spired LYy her own alarm.

“ Oh!” said she, * can you not save me?
Can you not tell me tidings of the young lord of
Lecttclhausen 77

¢ Bless you, mistress! I have not been able
to save mysclf, and I hear tidings of no one
beyond the boundstof this prisony for such, alas!
is this tent to me.” . )

Yolenta would have renewed her appeal, but
before sht could speak again, a curtain door of
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the tent was drawn aside, opposite to that which
had scemed the only entrance, and the awful
object of her terror was seen standing beyond in
another and larger compartment. Wtkile Yo-
lenta’s cyés were fixed on him, the female at-
tendant disappeared ; and as he motipnqd with
his hand for the advance of our once.courageaus
and daging fieroine, her ‘knees tottered and fear
almost piralyscd every iimb.

¢ Come forward®™ cxdalmcd he, in a voice of

irresistible command.  She *knew not by what

.itnpulse of oledience she was in a moment stand-

ing close hefore him.

* Do you know me ?” asked he in a tone of
thunder. .

% Yk angwered she; ¢ the reputation of
the marquess of Laval has penetrated even info
the-marshes of Flanders.”

¢ And what do you know of me?”

+ “ Your undaunted courage, your immense
wealth, your princely establishment of men and
enimals, your hunting train, cxeceding even that
kept wp of yore by Edward of England or
Giaston de Foix,—your more than 'nortal know-

l\edtrc-—-} our—-your
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% Go on, go on, do not hesitate ! Fill up the
measure from the withering biast of fame—my
crucltics, my sorceries, my demon tricks, is it
not so? . VWhat then, the walls of Glient have
echoed to the voice of my deeds? But have
they hcard of all that has driven me to hate
mal,lkmd and form a compact with man’s arch-
cnemy?  Does your remote world know why I
call up the fiends and glmice the round of demon
reveley 2 Can those who excctate my name dive
into the mystery of my nattire,” and who—Tlike
you, weak Wwoman—call me monster, tell the
difference between that and man 2

Yolenta could not have answered, even if she
had known how to reply to this-oat-burst. ‘The
power of utterance seemed to‘hnvp forsanen her.

¢ And what would you here, fair dame P -re-
sumed the Marguess of Laval, "

“ You arec not one who nceds to ask ques-
tions—my object is no doubt known to you,”
faintly murmured Y olenta, inspired to the exer-
tion by the hope of thearing tidings of her former
lover. ' . ‘

““ You scck a friend, forsooth ? Whem do you
scek 7" sternly asked the marquess,
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¢ The son of tne lord of Lettelhausen.”

“ The lord of Lettelhausen Zas 2o son.”
The emphasis of these words struck cold on Yo-
lenta’s heart.

“ Then Loridon is dead ™ faintly murmured
she; and she would have sunk to the earth
under the shock, had not her arm been power-
tully graspcd by the terrible being whose words
still echoed in hier heart.

“ The lord of Lettelhausen lives—Iet that

-

suffice thee,” continued he; ¢ lives to claim
and cxact {he penalty of thy sacrilege. This
hand, soft and white and gentle as it feels and
looks, is nevertheiess dogmed to repair ity out-
rage. A blow on the back of the bailiff of a
consecrated abbey ! Stripes on the .anctified
shoulders of an anointed dignitary’s deputy !
O, monstrous, monstrous ! but the offending
member is doomed——the hand is focfeit to thy
licge lord—and his feudal ire, whetted by the
holy vengeance of his most rcverend brother,
calls out for prompt and pler ary satisfaction.™
Yolenta thought'tllat she p(:r('cived in this
tirade & tone (;f bitte irony, a n'lock heroic vio-

\lcncc blending with a smothered laugi. It was
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one of those instances of overacted energy which
leave one in doubt as to thdir being meant in
joke or carnest. She stood still and gazed for a
solution of the doubt.

“ Go then,” continued Laval, * go to the
place from whence you came—back to the scene
of your crime and the site of your punishment.
You shall be well tended on the way—that I
take in charge—and from the mouths of the holy
abbot you have outragcd, and the mwhty lord
who claims you. in »_]udgment “you shall know
your fate. The altar of sacrifice is rexdy —away !
and think yourself a rare instance of good luck,
to esgape thus harmless from i:‘hc power of Giles
de Laval ;—you, who for passion’s sake drove a
lover to @espair, drew a husband to death, and

™

dopmed yourself to destruction !



CITIAPTER IV. .

T'ne ferocity with which the last words were
uttered deprived Y'olent_a of a wish,t.o fwmlqu
the int(;rvic“ which they were so well fitted to con-
clude. -she felt releaséd, as though of & heavy
weight, when she found hersclf alone, but it was
like the relief of death to a liﬂ--ln}.rthcncd wretel.
. Despair and desolation scemed now her lot. She
foked round for the female who had given her
at least lTooks ut']pit;v, and who, hersclt a sufferer,
was likely to sympathize with, it not able to
serve, htr  She t(;() had retived, and for a few
misutes our heroine stood in solitude of the
\m?wt and most a-nmtmn deseription, the very
opposite to that delicious Lind which thc reflec-
_tiwe or suffermg mind flies to, as the wearied
hody secks rcpose‘. The terture of Yolenta's
silent thoughts' became almo.s"c intolerable ; and
she was on the point of rushing gut among the
libertine population of* the camp, whose revelry
'wsmmded in lier ear, when the curtain was again

|
} ¥vOL. L. B
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raised, and two men cased in’ steel, with visors
down, and hearing no visible csgnizance by which
their service could be known, entered the tent.
"They beckoned Yolenta away ; and she readily
oheyed the summons that removed her from a
state of impatient suffering, than which she could
imagine nothing worse.  They passed along se-
veral covered passages, some faintly lighted,
semie quite obscure, until at Iength they reached
.m opening, bovond “hwh the verdant colours
of herh and trae todd t]l.lt the limits of the en-
ecampment were passed, and that the champaigh
country was at hand.

Yolenta hurried foreard to-the open air, and
felt the comparative delights of’ freedom, as it
blow fréshly on ‘her face. A litter, clbsely co-
vored, stood reddy.  She searcely waited "hc
metien of her conduactors to spring into it. They
meonted two horses, which stood realy capari-
soned close by, The driver was in 2 moment in
his seat. ANl was, In an instant more, in move-
rient. Yolenta ctosed hir eyes and sank back
on the seat, witheut venturing a conjecture as to
vhere she ves going, ov wasting a theught m

vain cflorts to unravel the strange mystery of the
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«cene through which she had just passed. A\
confused maze of images danced before her mind.

The wizard marquess and marshal of IFrance,
for he was both, who had given so weighty =
proof of his magical powers in divining at a
glance who and what she was, appeargd to her
overheated fancy in a thousand forms. "Bhe
pageantry of hits court —for so it might be called

.

—-—spr:m;z. up in more ‘than, even its fantastic va-
rety, --but mi\c.d'wifh c\.'(“cy vision and every
recollecdion was™ the pale,® ghdstly (igure  of
Coridon, in & thousand forms of d(‘:l;]l, vhile the
Lnell Bhe sounds offil rang in her cars - "The
Lord of Toette "nf*,pn haseno son ™ .

At times anxiety for the fate of poor Sir

K. hus erowsed JMer Lrain. But this w:;.';.a light
(.l(\?.:i, that left a Dighter shadovi. ‘Il ab orb-
uw“lrlo'n of her lover’s lowg overcast every lesser
shade. ‘

Folenta was mw_(‘r a good calculator.  She had
ofen impationtly € counted the hours,” in the
¢ inmen acceey ation of the phrase.  Dut that is
-‘mv by the irgegulae pulsation of over-ardent
tt-mperumcnlq, not with the st.ally reckoning
alapted to dafes and dictances.  She t!mrd'm-e

e 2
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had little notion of the spacc she travelled, or
the time occupicd by her jotirney, when on a
certain day at nightfall she was told that she
had reached her destination, the dungeon-keep
of the Abbey of St. Peter’s at Ghent.  She felt
some emotion at the mention of the place, but
she bLetrayed none.  ITer mind was lowered to
the deepest piteh of apathy.  Ske tollowed her
conductor to a gloomy cell; and neithef asked a
question, nor expressed a wish for aught beyond
the wretched: acrommodations of the place.
Reficetion however came on, i her despite.
sShe could mnot stifle the thoughts which rose
hun yant on the flood ¢ memoty, deep tinetured
as they were with the bitterness of’ its waters.
"T'he imazges of past days of happiness floated be-
fure her, but tl;(‘)' were imbued with colourd of
woe.  Isents of late occurrence returned with
less vagueness than they were clothed in at the
moments of their action.  Notions of the futuve
rose up, embodied into shapes of fact, all hideous
and revolting. ITer lost lover, her blasted hope -
her horrid and ignonlinicu: punishment, for what
she held it bu. mockery to call a erime, all mixed

together in a confusion of pain and anger; and
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she passed one of those nights of misery which
nonc but the senditive and the impassioned can
imagine, much less be cver called on to endure.
And while we may suppose her in thesc heavy
hours of z;uﬂi:ring, we may slightly sketch what
had happened durin.g her absence, in .thc'muttcr
of her offence against the ecclesiastical dignity
of her enemy the Abbot of St. Peter’s.

Y olcﬂta had friends and relatives—~words not
by any means svnunymous,—but the C hromdes
do not specify their hames. Whecever they wcr(',

.they took an-active part in her cause, which she
herself had scemed so totally to abandon. Aided
by the efforts of: her wencrable and faithful
sencschal, they made a prompt appeal to the
Council’of Flynders against the penal Sentence
Ymnounced by the Loxd of Lettelhausen whigh
coralemned Yolenta to the loss of her right hand,
and that of banishment for fifty years, adjudged
by the Abbot, “as well as the decree of confisca-
tion, which condemncd the caftlc and domain of
Corteryke to_ swell the revenues of St. Peter’s
abbey. ¢ The procuragor fistal ingtituted a pro-
cess against the abbot®Gerald, for having over-

.stepped his authority by this severe ‘sentence,
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and having thereby encroached on the rights and
privileges of the Count of Flauders, whose feudal
tenant the Dame of Corteryke was—the fiction
of law which cxists to our day being then in
practice, making the sovereign a party aggricved
in offences against the subject.

"The Council of Flanders at that time held it
sittings at Lisle. "The abbot wvas summeoned
thither; and on non-appcarance had bis afore-
said decree reversed, and was morcover mulcted
in a fine of 2000 ncbles. o give a better co-
{our of jl{stice to this sentence, and to deprive the
abbot of all excuse for appeal to a higher autho-
rity some of the members of:: Jie council betook
themselves to the town of Algst, which belonged
to the cmpire, and were thus cut of the jurisdic-
tion of the parliament of Paris, which the cous.ty
of I'landers still at that period acknowledged.
There the decree aéainst the abbot was pro-
mulgated ; but he denied its legaiity and refused
obedience, inasmurt‘h as he denounced it as being
made “ in fraudem legis ;” and while the quer-
tion of justice thus L.y in sbeyance, (the natural
and comion ~onsequence of law procecdings in
those days of confusion,) the intenced victim was,
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as we have relatéd, handed over to the custody
of her inveterate éncmy, by an agency as remote
as it was mysterious.

The cause had excited an intense intcrest
throughoilt the county of Flanders; but at the
very moment when this was at the highest pitch,
and every one waited with impatict:ce .for.the
decision of a point which compromised the safcty
of so 1mercstmg a personage as the young dame
of (_ortcryke as well as the privilege so import-
ant both to clergy and laity, the matter scemed
- suddenly hushed up—the Lord of *Lettelhausen
ceased to appear in public—the abbot and his
people, as well u:s the gclatives and friengls of
Yolenta, no longer spoke of what had been
lately 2 subjegt of their incessant clambur—and
.t?.c name of the sentenced offehder was no mgre
pronounced either by fric.nd or foc.

This was immediately after the feriod of her
#alling into the Jbands of Giles de Laval, and
during her journcy from Lisycamp in Normandy
to the city of" Ghent. '

But quite upexpegtedly; and yithout any pre-
‘vious announcement®to the public, the abbey

gates were one day at noon thrown wide open;
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a procession of unusual splendour appeared, di-
recting its steps towards the grcat church of St.
Peter; choristers, taper-carriers, shicld-bearers,
men at arms, and all the imposing mixture of
feudal and religious pomp preceding Abbot Ge-
rald himself, who appeared clothed in his mag-
nificent white garments, bearing his abbotal
staff in hand, his choral cap on head, and loaded
with ornaments of state. He was followed by a
train of relatives of the houses of De Melna
and Corteryke, with <heir dependants in various
liveries, and more than a usual display of state.
At some distance following came a female dressed
in white robes, but without any hood of honour
on her head, which was covered with a simple
veil of penitence, concealing her face from the
gaze of the multitude, which poured out frow
the then thickly populous streets of Ghent. She
was preceded a few paces by a servant bearing a
silver lavabo or tray, whereon was a lighted.
wax taper; and anqthcr who carned a shicld, on
which was painted the heraldic coghizances of De
Melna and Corteryke, and under them the-cffigy
of a hand as though just stvered from the arm.
Behind the penitent, but at an interval which
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was so filled up.by attendants as not unmnecessa-
rily to shock her, &vas the public exccutioner of
the city, carrying a small axe, sufficient for the
punishment of an offender far more robyst: than
the fragil€ being he followed, but not adapted
to those dismemberments which lie was in the fre-
quent habit of opcra%ing,. on the persons’of the
numerous crimipals which then abounded in that
proﬂiga.te city and its né¢ighbourhood.

The wondering crowds “soon learned that it
was the young ahdelovely damg of Corteryke
that was thus led in solemn state to*the church,
to hear the sentence of her sacrifice pronounced,
and the mockery (\f'rc]igiops service poured gver

.
this act of cruclty. In spite of the bigoted de-
votion whth which the people of” Ghent régarded
allgthe observances and privileges of religion ip
thoge times of ccclesiastical tyranny, t]u,y re-
volted from the horrid spcctaclc which was now
ppoimised them 7 and it was only the excitement
"of curiosity and wonder that kept down the loud
expressions of a*discontent which was not imper-
fectly murmux:ccl in the throng. But the proces-
sitn had reached theechurch. All the main
%etors had beey admitted within the chdncel and
3
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some beyond the railing of the great aliar, on the
steps of which stood the abbot surrounded by his
officiating band of monks; while an imposing force
of armed scrvitors kept due order among the
breathless crowd that thronged the aisles and
avenues beyond, and pressed forward to catch
every word of the solemnity which was about to
take place. The exccutioner rgmzined outside
the church door, in the court-yard, where it was
understood the cxceution was to take place ; and
never were looks mgre sinistor cast, or excerations
more deep-felt muttered, against this necessary
but hateful evil of civilized society, than those
now spontaneously breaking from the eycs and
voices of the astonished and anxious people, who
were ui.able to obtain an entrange into che body
q_f the church. -

While all eyes within were bent towards
the altar swhere the abbot had taken his sta-
tion, or on the white-robed victim who knelt
at its foot, she, juninfluenced in that solemn
moment cither by fear of what was to happen,
or by any scntiment, of vain display, wiscemly
anger, or weak hope, raised her white veil and

cast her looks around. She saw on all sides faces
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of encmies lor.xg‘time avowed mixed with those of
still longer imagined friends. How such a june-
tion could have taken place, she could not by any
means understand ; but she did not perceive in
any the’expression of cither triumph or compas-
sion. A strange look of undefinable enjoyment
seemed to pervade®all ; but it was in cvcry indi-
vnlual so-myich the samc, that in her hasty
glancqaround she conld not trace varieties, nor
had sh¢ a wish to analyze or account for aught
that she percelved. Shehad passively obefed
the instructions of her gaolcr.sx and® attendants
during the preceding night and on that cventful
morn, which wag” the one immediately f)llowmg
her arrival in Glient. No murmur had ca.cnped
her at*the pr.e‘:lpltatlon with which she was hur-
sicd to her fate. \hc was not conscious of Jone
hitter thought agamst her pcrsccutors 'l‘hn
concentrated power of despair had. absorbed all
lesser passions; and the only fecling to which
she secmed alive, was that, associated with the

“oracular scntencé of woe—< T'he Lord of Let-

telhaasen Lias no son!”
Yolenw would noé have cvcn noticed any one
individual frce among thosc now wiehin her ob-
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servation, had not, at the moment that she way
about to replace her veil and calualy wait the issuc
of the awful scene, a buzz arisen beyond the altar
railings, and loud shouts been heard from with-
out the church. A piercing sentiment of hope
darted instantly through her breast. She felt
involuntarily impressed with the belicf that the
indignant people werc about to rescue her from
her threatened doom. Her ‘cyes fixed themselves
intently on the large grated door of the chancel,
which now flew wide open; “but mstead of that
rush of popular deliverers whom she expected to
see, she had the anguished mortification to ob-
serve the heralds and shjeld-beavers of the Lord
of L.cttclhausen, whose liveries were too well
known to ‘her, whilé audible mention of hi¢ name
ran, through the congregation. .

Despair now kept her gaze fixed where hope
had before @irccted it'; and to complete the
pang, she soon discovered the commonly inex-
pressive face of her former follower Sir Kobus,
shining with a beam of what she thought fero-
cious joy, while his body, ,decorated with the
badges and cognizances of Van Bart, came roll-

ing onwards, with a speed as indecorous to-

>
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Ld
wards the holy place, as it seemed infamous on
the sad occasion. e ¢ Ingratitude and treason arc
"l’l

the last sharp stings reserved for me !
Yolenta; ““Let me nowthendie !” and letting fall

murmured

her veil dnce more over her face, she was sinking
to the floor, when she felt herself caught in a
powerful yet gentlé grasp—one hand wis scized
within that, whose prcséurc she even then could
rccogil'ne as the same which had thrilled through
her whén a blindfolded prisoner in the French
camp—with the’other she ipstingtively raised Rer
veil again—and with eyes strain.ing inthe double
excitement of ccstasy and wonder, she gazed on
the face and hgurc of Jier Loridon, until the
united force of fc(,lmrrs wludl threatened to drlvc
her m&d, was, subaucd, and softened hysa dissolv-
ag flood of tears.
«“ Yes, Yolenta, yes!™ exclaimed her ardent
and deeply-affected lover—* Ilcre k u.m, to claim
the forfeit due to the Lord of Lettelhausen by
his too powerful vassal, who proves her might
‘even in the very payment of her penalty. Yes,
Yolenta, this hand Is mine! mmc, by every pri-
" vilege of Iaw, and by the stlll holier right of
love! Ming, to foster and cherls]l, and hold in
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my throbbing bosom, while the heart’s blood
runs which its soft touch now s#irs into redoubled
spced—mine, while this inte which it is now
locked has nerve to grasp a weapon in its de-
fence—mine, till death severs the sweet’bond by
which I am now here to be joined to thec for
ever,!” ’

So spoke the Lord of Lcttelhau.sen, for such
was Loridon become, by the sudden death of his
father, even at the very moment that Yolenta
fled from her castle under dread of his and his
brother’s t'yrahn):. It was said that a sceret
blow from one of the men of Corteryke cut him
short jn his course of tyranny.’s On that point,
however, the Chronicles are not‘explicit, but they
agree in $tating that with his™ dying breuth he
confessed to the murder of Baron Van Corte,.
ryke by ]ns own hand. IIow little had he forg- *
seen, in lns short-snghted vengeance, that his son,
Loridon, would so soon and so ampty redeem tlfe,
wrong to her whom jt most shocked but least in-
Jjured! .

Reasons of private and fapily urgéncy caused
the sudden deatl of the olddord to be kept secret *
till Loridof could be apprized of it, and at the
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same time ma.dé acquainted, by the trusty friends
whom he had left to watch and report the con-
duct of Yolenta, with the circumstance of the
assault on Christopher de Roden. A swift mes-
senger "soon reached him, amd a faithful and
prudent agent kept him well-informed of all Yo-
lenta’s measurcs, “from the moment she fled from
Corteryke till she a];peared at the outposts of
the cump. We need hardly state that this agent
was Sir Kobus, who pi’eserved the secrct of his
cngagement witle Loridoa with all the phlegm
and fidelity of his nation. -

Loridon had been for many months serving in
that portion of ‘the Frgnch army commanpded by
the cclebrated Giles de Laval, whose valour and
cccehtricities obtained him the double reputation
of high courage and deep infamy. His splgndid
vestablishment has been already alluded to, though
by no means described ; and for its details, as

“well as the accounts of his sorceries and crucl-
ty, we must refer to some of the old French
historians. ' It was the good luck of Loridon to
sawe the life of this romarkable man in battle.
His influence overshim was in,consequence such,
that he consented to shelter Yolenta, and see to
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her safety, instcad of making her his own pecu-
liar prize— the common fate of every young wo-
man of per:onal attractions who happened to fall
into his power.

But he did th#s on one condition, that he
might deal with Yolenta as he liked; and the
way he liked was to torment ‘her with his pre-
tended magical power, and to torture-her with
threats and semblances of a coming punishment,
which he never meant her to suffer. For hie was
the inventor of the sentimental quibble by which
Loridon claimed and sccured her * forfeit hand.”
The latter was bound by a solemn oath not to
reveal himsclf to his love, though he was close
by her side all through her jotllrney to Ghent,
until the moment 6f the denouement arranged
by Laval, and strictly f'ollov:ed to the very letter o
of his plan.  Sir Kobus was sent forward to pre-,
pare Abbot Gurald and the friends of Yolenta
for the part they were to act—and i{ow, we be-
lieve, all necessary exglanations arc summed ap.

These were afforded to Yolentz herself in
many an after-moment, when ghe could find dci-
sure from the making up of that lor;g arrear of
love which eéxisted between her and Loridon.
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But to lead to the fair exercise of all that was due
to both of them on that account, Abbot Gerald
proposed an adjournment from the chancel of
the church to the littlc chapel of St. Benedict
hard by, to complete a certain private ceremony
of partnership, as soon as that of compromise
was performed in pﬁblic,‘in the way af-raﬁge(l. for
the legal satisfaction of all partics. The curious
documeht that specifies this last-mentioned so-
lemnity is carefully preserved; and we cannot
better or more authénticalky conclude the refa-
tion of our legend than by msertlng a transla-
tion of this instrument, which so slily slurs over
the chief cruelty°.0f Yolgnta's sentence, and all
that mlght tell the secret circumstances by which
the main facts cou]d be explained. It is well,
.however, that the minute accessorics of the prjn-
cipal transactions were within reach, otherwise
the memory of Yolenta Van Corteryke would
have gone dovn Joa posterity even more remote
than is formed by our rcaders of to-day, as a
record of cgnhpou'ndcd felony, instead of over-

pumished levity andemply rewagded love.
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TRANSLATION.

INsTRUMENT of REPARATION of the noble Lady
Yolenta Curtrosinis, called De Melna, for hav-
iag abuscd and ever struck with a stick, in
the discharge of his duty, Clirisfophouus de
Roden, bailiff of T.cttelhauthem, on thé fourth
day of April in the year 1396.

In the name of God, Amen. It happened
on the day above mentioned, that a cause was
to be hecard, of and concerning some controver-
sies, complaints, and dcbates between the reli-
gious father in God, Lord Geroldus, by the
divine permission” abbot of the monastery of S..
Peter, at Ghent, of the sacred order of Berec-
dicts, in the" dioccse of Tournay, in the name
of his congregation on the one side, and thc
noble Lady Yolenta Curtrosinis, called De
Melna on the other, from certain causes arisen
on the part of that same noble lady, (as'ie de-
clared both in -actual letters, and as in other

authentic documents, conccaled aid openly in
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the power of thé same lord abbot,) relative to
the same complaints, containing the religious
father's sentence, decree, or order, (to which the
noble lady had submitted, as is proved by letters
written on that subject, and placed in the cus-
tody of the same lord abbot,) the already-named
noble Lady Yolenta being assigned, Zapp-ear(gd in
persop.  The noble lady having thought on the
cnormity of her crimés, and cspecially, that she
had injl'lriously and spitcfully ill-treated a certain
Cristophorus de Ifoden, bailiff .of the same lord
abbot, and of the aforesaid church in the parish
of I.ettclhauthem, in the diocese of Cz;mbmy,
whilst performiﬁ:c; his duty as bailiff, and even
so far as *o strike him with a stick. For which
enormous deed, iawfully proved by the feudal
wen of the same rgligious father, and of ,his
church, on a certain day being banished by a
trial without the dominion of the thurch of St.
Peter aforcn;m?d, for the space of fifty years,
‘publicly, solemn!y, and judicially, within the
boundarics_of the said monastery of St. Peter,
and In the virstallium therein existing, to obtain
the remission of which banishment, indulgence,
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and peace from the same religious father, she ap-
peared personally in the aforesaid monastery of St.
Peter, followed both by a decent suite of shield-
bearers of a noble race of parents, as well as of foot-
men. Therefore the same noble lady being pre-
sent in the aforesaid church of St. Peter, and await-
ing the arrival of the same religious father, the
religious father in God Geraldus the abbot. him-
self, clothed in his white ccclesiastical garments
and other ornaments, and wearing above the
choral cap, with the abbotal stafl’ which one of
his shield-bearers carried before him, came down,
and placed himsclf within the solemn choir,
before the great altar pf his caurch, in which
his underlings, in white, sang the sacred office,
a great multitude of people of both, sexes stand-
inge round about.” Of which-named religious
father the gbbot, the same aforcsaid noble Lady
Yolenta awaiting the arrival, going from the
place where she had waited, her relations going
before, and the footmen following, in the arms
of two noble shield-bearers, only wearing a slight
veil on the head without ;any hood, humbly
advanced to the presence of the aforesaid reli-
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gious lord father'the abbot, and reclining in sign
of humility, offered to the same Lord Abbot, in
and for amends of the abovementioned deed, a cer-
tain silver lavabo, which one of her servants bore
before her with a lighted wax candle placed in it,
(and on which lavabo were placed and are placed
clearly and distinct‘ly, and in large and’ notable
letters on the outside, the title or superscription
of hertfault and rcparation, and the fist and
figure of a woman, tonretl;cr with the arms of the
said noble lady Yvlenta Curtrosinis;) Legging
him, as a guilty person, that he would be well
pleased to pardon her, and to take off’ from her
the banishment 1‘3ronour;ccd against her, ¢gn ac-
count of the cnormity of the erime perpetrated
by her*on thc-per‘son of the said bailiff} and her
sontempt of the said Jord abbot and his chugch.

But there, at the u)mmand of the said lord
abbot, Joannes de Vradlt, bailiff of the feudal
men of the said church of St. Peter aforesaid,
in the prcsen(.:e of several feudal men of
the said chrch, namely, in the presence of
thes oble, 'aqd poverful; and honourable man
Symon de Linteme ¢ soldicr, of the son of Peter
Symocns, of*John de Schaghe, of Symon Parys,
of Ilenry Maech, and William Dricghe, asked
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the same noble Lady Yolenta if she had per-
formed the first fruits of the amendment, for and
because she had beaten with a stick, and other-
wisc ill treated Cristophorus de Roden, bailiff of
the same religious father, and of his aforesaid
church, and although bailiff of the same, and
excercising his office, and because he did perform
his duty ? Which noble lady replied in aloud and
audible voice, that she had done the things before
appointed for the aforcsaid guilt and fault; but
pardon being asked by the same, and a confes-
sion of the aforesaid guilt being made, the same
aforesaid religious father in God, Geraldus, made
the lavabo offered to him, withothe lighted wax
candles, be hung up before the altar, before the
noble lady removed from the plaee of the obla-
tion ef the lavabo, and where she had askex
pardon ; and then he benignantly granted &n
indulgence to the said noble lady, and remitted
the aforesaid banishment ; which favour, in--
dulgence, and remission the same Johannes de
Vracht intimated to those of the people standing
round about from the 'great.altar as before, and
called upon the aforesaid Yeudal men, together
with Lord Martinus de Mors, the priest’s
notary, and reccuired of the same notary un
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instrument in ;,hb name and at the request of
the said church ef St. Peter; which aforesaid
feudal men and notary again asked of the same
noble Lady Yolenta, if it would pleasc her to
give her dwn testimony to the truth of the things
done, acted, and confessed by her ? who replicd
with a benevolent 100k, and of, lier own .acct.)rd,
Yes. . Upen which, as before, the said Johannes
de Vratht called upoh the testimonies of the
aforesaid. But the said noble lady being paci-
fied, and reconciletl to tho lorJ abbot and his
church, the aforesaid religious fathcr lord abbot,
with his servants and feudal men, and Lord
Martinus de :M(.)rs, angd the often-mentjoned
noble Lady Yol.enta, with her shicld-bearers
and followers, to;;cthcr with the abo%e-named
.Cristophorus de Rodg, entered a certain chapel
ofe St. Benedict, situated m the said_church of
St. Peter towards the door, a great multltude of
péople of botl sexcs standing outside, and look-
ing and earnestl.y listening through the lattices,
i)osts, and door of the said chapel. And which
people bein.g there gcongregated, the aforesaid
‘Joanncs de Vracht répeated with a loud voice
the words of the same Lord Abbot, from the
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high altar as before; that although the noble
Lady Yolenta was truly calle. to the church of
St. Peter, and that she was reconciled to the
bailiff for injuries she had done both to him and
the church in his person, yet that it was the
intention of the lord abbot, that both persons,
nalpely., that the noble Lady Yolenta and Cris-
tophorus de Roden as g')'istophal:l(s and not as
bailiff, sheuld be in peace, and should: remain
in good and firm tranquillity ; and that thus
thiey, namcly, that noble lady and Cristophorus,
should abide by‘ the decree and mandate of the
same lord abbot; expressly declaring, that who-
ever should do the contrary,”mid thus be the
aggressor, should pay a fine of a thousand Pa-
risian livres. In sign of which agreefient of
peace, the noble Lady Yolenta before Criste.
phorus, and then Cristophorus himself, and also
afterwards he and the noble Lady Yolenta Cur-
trosinis remaining together, touched a certamn
white wooden rod —hich the same Johannes de
Vracht had in hand ; but for a fller or farther
conviction, jthe persons also standing aboat the
suidno'blé-iady Y olentaanc Cristophorus touched
it, at the ‘request of the same religious father,
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who reserved to himself the right of pronouncing
the above fine on a violation of the peace. Then
the same Johannes de Vracht, in the name of
the said church of St. Peter, repcated with a
loud voice, not once, but often, the testimony
given by the said feudal men and Lord Mar-
tinus’as public notar).'; to which requisition and
repetition the said feudal men and notary, with
the consent of the said noble Lady Yolenta and
Cristophorus replied in terms of acquicscence,
and upon all and each of them cn the same day
-below written, which was the third holiday of
Ilaster, and indeed upon all things agitated,
performed, done, oftered, begged, granted, paci-
fied, and otherwisc in any manner completed,
promiscd to give testimony to the truth, by
placing in the proper i‘me and place the aceus-
tomed sign, subscription, aud seal, on the letters
or papers then produced. But upon all these
thiﬁgs written by me, public notary below signed,
a public instrument has been requested for the
tostimony of the persons present. Done in the
placed and hour appointed, in the 1496th year
from the birth of our Saviour, on the fourth day
of April. Kor the perpetual right between the

YOL. I. F
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two, Bonifacius, called the ﬁinth, as SUCCEeSSOr
of Urban, called the sixth whilst he lived, and
Bencedict, called the thirteenth, as successor of
('lement, called the seventh whilst he lived. O&
grief! a sehism evisting in the holy ‘Church of
God! The honourable men who were present at
tles are, John Capentator, licentiate in arts, from
Paris, and Leyns van Lecnswatdc' senior, the
witnesses of the 1 mu'nay and Utrecht diocescs
Deing specially summoned.

And I, Jobannes Bar'gfl, of the diocese of-
"Fournay, sworn public notary by the apestolical
and imperial authority, and by that of the epi-
scopal scnate of Toumay, have been specially
prcsent) at the said oblation of th(,: lavabo,
at the asking of pardon, at the granting of
grace, and at the remis ion of the banishmcit,
together with the repetition of Johamnes™ de

Vracht, aud at the researches made by the feu-
dal men, and by the said I.ord Martinus re-
specting the aforesaid noble lady, and the answers
of the same noble lady, and in the aforesa’d
chapel at the reformation of peace, and all'other
and each thing above written, with the said wit-
nesses; and when I saw and héard that these
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things were thus done, I at length completed
the present publi¢ instrument, written with an-
other hand, myself being occupied with other
things, and I have signed with my accustomed
sign, and subscribed myself to the same, heing
called to the testimony of all the aforegaid.
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CIIAPTER L

Ix the year of grace 1305, and “bout the month
of March, and during the episcopal rcign of his
reverence John -('Ee Betlune, of Hainault, the
king of the guild or confraternity of the wmul-
quinicw’s, gavp-up.the ghost, in the antient city
of Cambray.

.After long intrigues and longer slzecches, for
the worthy cambric-weavers and threcad-makers
of those days were almost as prone to quarrelling
and prating as the burgherssof the present time,
the clection of a successor to the defunct chicf of
the cerporat.ion, fell, upon Master Eustace Di-
‘nault, a safe ar;d Jjoviad companiop, and a discreet

member of the town council.
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One may guess, without being told, what
scenes of festivity and feasting, what indiges-
tions and head-aches abounded for fourtcen days.

In the first place, the king of the mulquiniers,
in honour of the three persons of the Holy Tri-
nity, (the common custom,) fed for three days
running, and three times each day, all the mem-
bers of the guild, to say nothing of their re-
latives, friends, and acquaintances, who swere all
entitled to be thus treated, by the statutés of the
town and immemoria) usage. .

On the other hand, the richest members of
the guild took their turns to entertain, in their
pnvate mansions, and i in due “course of custom.
Glorious days of hospltahty' when feasts and
festivals svere, what they ought te be, the types
of good fellowship and the links of social lifg
instead of formal cercmomes, cxchanged in stiff’
obscrvance of conventional habits, an obligation
to those who partake of and an annoyance to
those who give them. )

Small chance is there now of calculating how
many golden crowns were spent, or what qucntity
of victuals wert_a‘ consumed, any more than the
number of wine-flasks which, accerding to the
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facetious saying of King Eustace, * yielded up
their spirit ® on tHis occasion.

Far better at once to say, that the mulquiniers
sat down, on their wooden stools, to table soon
after noontide mass each day, and that they
never stirred till night-fall, and onl): wlzen the
warning sound of the curfew-beH maslc them sgart
from their revelry, with a general exclamation
of ¢ already !”

It was at the same hour, and a few days after

Saster-day, that ohe of tife most highly con-
sidered members of the corporation, Master Bar-
tholomew le Baudain, had wished a cordial good
night and pleasipt dresms to the numerous
guests vzho serpentined from his mansiori towards
their various homes.

There only remained with him in the groat
cating-hall two persons, and those of very dif-
ferent descriptions. One was the reverend canon
of ‘the cathedral, Father Nicholas Watermetz ;
the second a man dressed “in a many-coloured
ourpoint, c_m?ered with little brass bells, which
tingkell at every movement of the wearer. He.
at a signal from Master Bartholomew, hurried
out to prepard the varlets of the ca.non., and they

¥3
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in their turn prepared his reverénce’s mule—but
this they did not accomplish with equal speed ;
for they had so often clinked their cannikens in
honour of the king of the guild, that their
fingers found it no casy task to butkle the
straps, and tic the various knots of the animal’s

. [}
caparison. . '

Secing this state of things, lLe Baudajn or-
dered the bell-covered attendant, who, by name
Jacob Parigault, was the sof-sonris or fool of
the corporation, -to wulk steadily before his reve-
rence’s mule to the bishops palace, where he
lodged, torch in hand, and with a keen eye
around him; necessary, precaﬁeions in passing
tlirough the quarter called Hell’s Gap, whlch lay
about hatf way on the road.

JThe place distinguished by this uncourteow.
title still exists in the town of Cambray ; butein
the days wé write of, it was very different from
what it is now. But even now it is hideous.
Narrow lanes, miserable huts, a poisonous atmo-
sphere, a lazy and filthy stream, dnd a wretched
population form its main fpatures. " In this vile
place, one never secs tlrc broad day-light: a

modest woman hurries through it,s her eyes cast



THE CREPILAN OF CAMBRAY. 107
.

down, and does fot breathe freely till she is be-
yond its precincts® And well she may put forth
Ler speed! I'or nothing is seen at the doors or
windows of the huts but infamous young females,
or, crouching on the steps or sitting against the
walls, odious old ones, bandying base jests or
coarsc abuse with dl’unkc_n and .raggcd' men. <\t
times,, the sounds of cracked and screaming cla-
rionets *and fiddles afe heard, playing a fit
accompaﬁimcnt of miserable music to degraded
nature. ) )
At night the aspeet of the place is certainly
not improved. At ail hours there arise cries of
pain, the sound m.f blowsg, the oaths of the, de-
praved. Attracted by the tumult, the patrol
arrives.” 'l‘llc.ligl;ts are instantly extinguished ;
the noises cease. ''hg unnatural calm is onby
“raken by the measured tread of the gyard. But
no sooner is the regular tramp lost to the keen
cars of the listc‘ners, than a new murmur begins;
ncw uproars break out; and°the peaceable and
homat utwen, who has ventured into the de-
utful‘repose, l.lastens his steps towards his own
respectable and quiet ntighbourheod.
"This is npt a pleasant picture. But five hun-
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dred years ago the place presented one still
worse. .

There were then no signs of civilization, even
in its lowest aspect. There were ncither streets
nor houses. Nothing, in fact, but a wide marzh,
traversed by an ill-made and worse-kept cause-
way, which passed through a large mass of
crumbling ruins. No Christian ever put foot
within them, unless in company with some priest,
who could set at rest the evil spirits by which
they were notoriously haunted.

The place was approached by a sort of out-
wok, called the ¢ Hole of the Damned.” It was
the ~orner of the town jn which:were the ¢ Jews’
street,” ¢ Cut-throat Cross,” and “ RRogues’ Al-
ley,” the haunt of miscreants of the lowest de-
gece of villany. The house of the hangman
and the town-gallows stood prominent here,. as
a perpetual remembrancer for the edification of
the inhabitants.

During the carly part of his homeward ride,
the Canon Bartholomew, who scemed to enjoy
the freshness of the night.air, after the lreating’
debauch from which he had risen, entered with
much glee into the spirit of the jester’s practical



THE ORPHAN OF CAMBRAY. 109

jokes, and lau.gBed heartily at the strokes of his
rough satire, dealt about on the varlets of the
churchman entirely for their master’s amuse-
ment. He imitated their somewhat staggering
gait, and the stuttering utterance which was the
natural consequence of their excess. He quizzed
thein without mercy ; and when they strove to
reach him'wish the end of their quartcr-staﬂs or
the thongs of the whnps they carried for the
service of the canon’s mulc, Jacob Parigault
twisted and turned’from them, or upon thém,
with attitudes as grotesque as " theirs"were awk-
ward, and in a way very often to leave them
sprawling in the.dirty sjreets. But as the, party
approached Cut-throat Cross, a more serious air
was m'mgled.with' the fooleries of the sdf-souris.
» ¢ Brother,” said he, taking by the arms g,fat
and fuddled varlet, who could by no means walk
,straight, so often had he put hand to head during
the evening, “ my worthy friend, you would do
well to cross y.ourself, as well as your legs, in
this unholy Spot. Sign, sign quickly, Martin,
'fon God preserve ps! the deyil himself comes
here at nigh.t, and this comrades are the dead
felons whonr he slips dewn from the gibbets, and
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.
the Jews—miscreants, whose very mention makes

a
™ .

my hair stand on end

"T'he canon laughed less faintly than before,
and his man Martin began in good carnest to
cross himself as the fool went on. .

¢ Saint Nicholas save us! what was that?
What a tall' black figure ! AR, it is gone—ensy
cnough for it! for mayln:;p it was some pale thin
ghost, or worse still, some Jdemon of hell.™

¢ ITush, hush, good jcstcr,” said I'ather Ni-
cholas, * there should be bownds to wit, even
were it broader than thine. These jokes are
now out of scason and place ; we arc entering on
Hell’s Gap, and I must not be disturbed while
I repeat the exorcism against all evil spirits, so
o on quietly and silently— and hark ye, Martin
and, Gobart, hold well the bridle, and keep your-,
selves steady on your limbs 1

“ Reverend Father, the road is long and
diflicult,” said one of the varlets ; * would not

«

your reverence help«to cheer us as we go with

the story of this accursed place ; it will be all '
over by the time we reach the ruins, and it, is
there, if your rgverence remembers, that you °

always begini the exorcisn.™
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“ Aye do, .yo’ur reverence,” said the fool;
¢“ so that if the devil comes while you are tell-
ing the story, and carries away fat Martin, we
shall be only one the less, you know.”

¢ IIola thy graceless tongue, Jacob Parigault,”
rctorted the other; ¢ dost not see his reverence
is crossing himself 'bcfol:e he begins to 'tcll. us
the stgry.”

¢ Vety well, my children, so be it,” said the
canon, hemming and hawing, and raising himself
up in his saddle, ¥ith all the consequcntml air
of a story-teller—the men l\ncw his mn‘e for re-
counting marvellous cvents when they asked him
to begin the of'b-z.old talg with which they werce
all familiar. * Know ye, then, that those ruins
tln‘ougl.x which.we arc by and by to pads, safely
I trust, by the blessing of thé holy Virgin, the
blessed patroness of the town of Cambray, are
those of a strong and massive castle, inhabited
m:’my and mm‘1y a day ago by a baron named
T ruandre, who was sold to the devil by his own
mother, even #hile he was an infant in the cradle.
* wghe tradltxous gf the country tell us, that
this miscreant ‘adored the father of evil, and that
he commitsect the most horrid crimes out of love
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to his falsc divinity. Maidens were carried off,
and treated in a way unbeseeming the telling by
a man of my cloth. Children were murdered
that their fat might be made into diabolical un-
guents ; and pilgrims, who sought shelter in the
castle, were forced to deny the holy name of
God, or die of kunger in desolatc dungeoris—
but perhaps, my children, you have heard all this
before 7 '

¢ Oh no, no, good father,” exclaimed the var-
lets—their comraon reply to this common ques-
tion of the story-telling canon.

“ Or if they have, they forget it, your reve-
rence,” said the sot-souvis. T .

“ Well then; it was particularly against
priests, ahd above all of them agairst the bishop
of. Cambray, that’ Truandre was most violent.
IIe treacherously caught many a pious servaut
of Heaven, and when they refused to betray the
place of safety of the church treasures, he used
to scourge them till they dropped dead under
the lash, or stretched them on burning coals and
consumed them by a slow five.” :

¢ The holy futhers of the church " cried the

varlets.
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« How the fat monks must have burned I”
muttercd the fool.e

‘“ Ay, cven so, my children,” resumed the
canon. “ But Heaven at last took pity on the
afflicted province ; and it came to pass that one
day during a violent storm, sent from heaven
expressly, no doubt,’T'ruandre and all his crea-
tures were, struck dead, and his castle bm'ned to

- the ground. A couple of scrvants alone were
saved, not honest fellows like you, Martin and
Gobert, but bade polluted ewretches worthy of
their master.

o« Well; these two rapscallions went to the
good bishop, and.ﬁad the impudence to ask jim,
a Christian prlest, to forgive them their sins
and pardon tlyejr defunct lord, and bury him in
}")ly ground, as became one of his noble lineagg.
Bu,}; the bishop, havmg ﬂrst, as a duty to the
church, asked them what they had saved of
Truandre’s wealth, and found it was all con-
sumed, piously tirned them sut of doors, cursed
them and their*latest posterity, as in duty bound,
and gaused the body of Truangdre to be flung
into the castle.-moat, sclose beside a gallows
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erccted to wark the spot. Iesides which, he
declared excommunicate and relapsed from the
holy church whoever touched the accursed car-
cass, except to spit in its face or otherwise de-
grade it.”

* Served him right I” cxclaimed the varlets.

“ I'was treatment too good for him,” said the
fool.

“ Ay, but it was of litle need,” continued the
canon, * for no sooner was the body thrown into
the ditch, than the carth all around took fire and
threw cut flames so fierce and unquenchable that
the rains of four successive ycars could not put
them out. A thousand little devils—so says the
tradition—were constantly at work pouring oil
on the flres of this earthly hell, the approach to
which was guardeéd by a huge green dragon.

¢ Night and day were heard the cries of "Lru-
andre and ‘his guilty crew. Their spirits were
scen attempting to fly from this place of tor-
ment, while fiends armed with pitchforks shoved
them back into the flames.  Songs, such as the
mouth of man may not repeat, nor his fancy con-

ccive, bursts of atrocious laughter, mixed with
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the crics of the damned ones. Sometimes even
the demons seized®on them with their burning
shands and forced them to join in their aérial
dances—and when tired of the sport they used to
let them drop again into the boiling pit !”
 Warm work, your reverence !” said the fool;
but the varlets had .notliing to remark at this
pausc ¥ the stery, for they were now close on
‘the muchi dreaded spot,” and their hearts began
to sink, and their tongues refused to utter the
. faintest sound. -
 Thus matters had gone on till this blessed
hour,” once more resumed the canon, *¢ had not
the tender-hearted ,‘bishop taken compassion,on
the suflering souls of I'ruandre and his fellow
victims—besides be'ing very anxious to redeem
the place and make it church property. So he
si)rinklcd some holy water on the flames, which
suddenly disappeared, after having so long vo-
mited forth all that hell held most hideous—and
the marshes around recovered their dingy ver-
dure, and tho;r;stagnant and discolourcd pools.
All thait was worth rec'aiming was adjudged by
duc appropriation to betome part of the abbey
lands ; ; but the name of Hell's Gap has "stuck to
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the place, and in God’s truth it may be consi-
dered to merit » " .

¢ Help, help! mercy, mercy! The Virgin
save us ! Avaunt Satan ! Martin! Gobert ! Holy
father make haste, begin the exorcism, begin,

begin!™ and other most voluble exclamations
burst out this moment from the fool, who lay
prostrate on the road, his torch éxtinguished,
and the affrighted compédny consequently left in
total darkness.

" "T'o describe’ a sceéne so @loomy and involved
is what no chronicler would have the hardihood
to attempt.

Jacob Parigault bad fallen over some sub-
stance of greater bulk than a passing stone, as
the varfets could barely distinguish without being
cble to judge of ‘its exact magnitude or natu.e.
The canon’s mule made a sudden stop, and diad
infallibly jerked Father Nicholas right over his
head into the road, had not the good man seized
a fast hold of the animal’s ears, balancing him-
self the while on his neck, while the frightened
varlets each held oné of hs reverence’s legr, con-
vinced that their only thance of safety was m
sticking to his skirts, and at the same time keep-
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ing him in a position that would allow of his
frecly repeating tle exorcism commanded by the
' church in such cases. '

“ What ailest thee, thou jesting ass ?” replied
the canon' to the fool’s exclamation. * Is this a
place for thy fooleries? Thou hast nearly caused
me t keep thy profanc gompany closer 'than I
covet.T

*  * [Idly father take ‘pity on me! I am in the
aripe of the devil ! cried the fool.

““ Hol thy implous tongue, fellow, nor pro-

. voke Heaven’s wrath! On, varlets on! Let this
» malapert jester follow as he may,” said Water-
metz in an unwonied tone, of anger.

¢ Ht;ly saints ! , He tcars me with his claws !
He bites me with his teeth ! Do you not hear
s infernal voice ? Cryel Father Nicholas

"T'he piteous tone with which this was uttered,
and the undoubted sounds of a most unchris-
tian voice, fiercely chattering in the direction
vhere the body of the fool was lying, con-
vinced the canon and his followers that it was
wo joke. One_of th” men by repeated puffings,
restored the light of the torchy from a spark
which was'not quite extinct, and it:‘; lurid gleams

ki
”
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falling upon the road shewed a very appalling
scene. ’

Jacob Parigault had doubled himself up, his
face and kuecs resting on the carth, afraid to
look round or to attempt to rise, while a huge
monkey fastened on his back was scratching and
biting him unmecrcifully. Close beside lay the
object over which the fool had stumbled. It was
the dead and bleeding body of a woman.

Father Nicholas and his followers, almost pe-
trified with fear, attempted to push forward, the
canon calling loudly to Martin to flog the mule
with all his might, while Gobert drove away the
monkey and rcleased the fool.

* On, on, good varlets! On from this unholy
place, and give notice to the provost of this
cracl murder—forward, forward kind fool ! Pick
thy steps,, fellow ; there may be more of this
loose company cre we get clear of Hell's Gap !”

“ Loose company, indeed!” muttered thc
fool, wiping the mud from his bleeding face with
one hand, and waving the torch with the other,
while the varletsswhipped o. the mule, throwing
fearful glances around them the while, and Fa-

ther Nicholas, now scttled in his saddl¢, began in
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good carnest to r.epeat, in an agitated toune, the
regular form of ¢xorcism against the cvil one.
But all werc again interrupted by the plaintive
cries of a child, and in 2 moment more the help-
less listle object was discovered lying at some
short distance from. the body of the. murdered
wonfan.

Mowed- with compassion at this sight, the

v * 3 R .
worthy canon forgot for a moment his alarm, and

wrapping the little inmocent  carefully in hn
mantle, he umlul it homé wit]i lnm and ])lb

next step was to waken his clderly maldcn sister,

Madame Bertha, who had lived with and kept

house for him for ghree-and-twenty years. o
‘\ftcg a good deal of grumbling, .u_cor(lm«r to

lier custom wlien she was at all put out of her

Jay: after snappishly asking her brother,

*“ 4Vhat should she knpw about ghildren #”
alter having rapidly run over the list of annoy-
ances, fatigues, watchings, and torments with
which such a clmrgc would Ooverpower her, the
gmd lady bc<ran to take as much care of the
httl-ftr:mncr :md with as muck tenderness, as
the fondest mother cofld have afforded.

“AVell, it s a lovely little girl !” said she to
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Mademoiselle Cunégonde, her Waiting-maid and
confidant during a quarter of a century. * Her
skin is as white as the marble columns in St.
Michael’s chapel ! Run, run quickly and bring
some milk ; and warm it, do ye see, in the silver
pipkin—she is half dead with cold and hunger.
How slow you arey Cun(‘gontfe ! You might nave
made it in less time ! Sweet Saviour be praised
for having spared the poor little innocent !—Ah,
there you come! Thank God! Now, now! Sec
how the dear little ‘tlling'déw;urs the food!— -
There, there, let her sleep! I will keep her here
in my own bed, that her sweet little voice may
waken me with its first sounds.” -

But the little girl never awoke during the
night, and when Father Nicholas came to his
sister’s chamber-door nex* moruing after nones,
to inquire about the foundling and her new
nurse, he learned from Mademoiselle Cuné-
gonde that they were both still fast asleep ‘by
each other’s side. ‘When he repeated his visit,
an hour later, he found Madame Bertha fond-
ling on her knces hér nev acquaintance,.lw\.'hom
she had neatly dressed®in clean and simplé

.

clothes.
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After having patiently listened to his sister’s
long dissertation dn the theory of bringing up
children, and on her own peculiar superiority as

lan authority on the subject, Father Nicholas in
his turn held forth at some length on the result
of the inquiry instituted by the town provost into
the rcumstances of the last night’s adventure.

Judging from her complexion and the fashion

sof her testments, the®murdered woman was a
Bohemian, or gipsy, who was known for some
days in the town s ‘gaining her livglihood by

_shewing a monkey, and making it cut capers for

othe curious and generous citizens. Some of the
vagabonds of the' accursed suburb where . she
sought ]1cr lodgmgs, had seen her imprudently
dlsplay a scantily filled purse. No further tempt-
,.,lon was required to,_make them put her to
(leath The lacerated state of her cars, from
which the massive gold ornaments hdd been torn
or cut, left no doubt as to the motives of the
crime—the criminals were never discovered.
" % No matt.e? what she was—no matter, brother
What!ffmetz,” interrunted Madare Bertha, ¢ we
at least will not abandon this posr little object.

" In the first place we must have her christened—

VOL. I. G
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.

which her miscreant mother hever thought of,
no doubt. Nor have you, brothcr, I am sure.
You are ncverthcless a priest,. and morc than
that, a canon !I”

Watermetz quietly observed, but did not quail
under his sister’s triumphant look.

¢ Yes, sister,”, said he atlength—* Yes¢ you
will hold her at the font, and I have found a
godfather.” ’ ¢ ,

¢ No—-no,” said Madame Bertha impaticently,
I have chosen the Provost of’ St. Mary's, and
I positively will have no other. In your cye,
no doubt, the commonest mechanic in Cambray
had been a fit gossip for me I

“ T am then to inform his iordship the bishop
that you refuse him for one ?” replied the canon
yith a smile of good-natured importance, mingled
with an cxpression of drollery. .

¢ His lovdship the bishop ! "The bishop, bro-
ther ! Ife deigns to fill this office? Fle! Tiow
did it happen? Hew did you bring yoursclf to
ask him? Oh, the worthy, the condescending
prelate I - . ;

Madame Rertha strove to accompany this
speech with a smile of pleasure; but se little
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were her starched” and formal features used to
such an expression,. that all she could accomplish
on the present occasion was at best but an cqui-
Rvocal grin.

Some days afterwards the christening took
place in the e]mcopal church, with a parade and
pomp” that made Madame Bertha’s somewlmt
twisted -figure 1ook at least two inches taller.
“T'he chi]:l was named Lydorie.

The blshop gave a grand christening dmner
The worthy Canon’ ‘Vatermetz,.'bcmg a great
lover of good living, had a habit of paying a
**sit at times to the kitchen. As he approached
it ou the present ocgasion,eto make some inqui-
rics abou} the articipated repast, he lleard a
child erying bitterly, while the rough voice of
Master Magalouffe, the bishop’s hcad cook, was®
scolding scverely the little eplprit.

The canon patvonized the cook. and as the
latter was pleased to say, honoured him with his
familizr friendship. He was now however much
shocked to fi nd.";[astcr Magalouffe unmercifully
ﬂngg;ﬁ'w his son, who was bétwcerr five and six

ycars of age, with a haltroasted pacock which
¢ 2
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he wielded by one of the drumsticks, and thus
madc a very formidable scourge.

“ Holloa ! Hold! How is this, Magalouffe ?”
asked the canon, throwing himself between. the
cxecutioner and the victim. ¢ What causes this
intcmperete anger against the gentle Severin 7”

«‘‘ Reverend sir,” replied the cook, * If I did
not give vent to my rage I should. burst into
tears of despair ! By Saint Martha, my'holy pz-
troness ! I never knew suffering like this. For che
first timo T hdye disgraced ‘the noble profession
of cook '—Have I not cause, Father Nicholas ?
L.ook at this peacock! Was ever so fine, so fo',
»0 beautiful a bird spoiled on the spit 7

“ Patience, patience, Magaloufle !

¢ No—I renounce paticnce and philosophy

~in a case like this! Eyer sikce vespers yes.er-
cve my whole establishment has been preparing
for this day's dinner—clerks of the kitchen,
grooms of the porringer, turnspits and scullions,
all! Never was tramed a plan more perfect or
dignified than mine ! Look here, worthy canon
—just for one instance- -for, Heaven be praised!

I am no bouster, or I'might give you a dozen
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—look at these fried slices of venison—or this
roasted sucking pig—or this sauce of sweet herbs
lwith Tourraine plums and Greek raisins; or
*just taste this gilded soup! Most assuredly it is
not from vanity I say it, but the world holds
only two cooks capable of m:mufacturmg a soup
like vhis—and if it be trug that»Taﬂlavant, haad
of the.royal kitthen of France, can make it, as
mdoubted is it that it Wwas I, Jaques Magaloufte,
Xat invented it, when I served under that cele-
brated artist.”

¢ Nay, but Magalouffe !"—

‘“ Nay, nay, reverend father, but hear me—
what hands but ’I:ailla,vant’s or mine could pro-
perly cut these slices of pain-primos, let them
imbibe thur due time in their bed, so to call it,
of honey, white winc, and yolks of eggs—after
which fry them to a turn i.n marrow and lard—
due proportions, mind ye !—toss them on the
frothing surge without ever letting them touch
the bottom—and finally saturate them in a sauce
of rose-water,.drudged with saffron, swect spices,
and impalpable gold dust ?" .

" T'his long harangué} broken ¢ven as it was
Ly the canon’s interruption, somgwhit cooled
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the ire of the cook ; but it exploded anew at the
sight of the fresh peacock brought to him to re-
place that which little Scverin had so carelessly
singed. .

¢ A feast like this —like what this should have
been,” resumed Magalouffe, trembling once more
with passion, and raising his voice to its highest
pitch, ¢ what it 2wonl/d have been but for the
villany of this young comnspirator, had immor-
talized me ! And now, I merit nought but op-
probrium and ‘disgrace ! What now can I do,
but fling aside my white rod of office as cpiscopal
cook, and hide my dishonoured head behind the
meancst burgher’s kitchen-wench, who puts on a
Sunday her bit of beef or her smoked goose into
an carthen pot, with a couple of onions and a
Itandful of pepper and calt! dleaven give mre

1]
P ,

paticence

¢ Magalouffe, Magaloufte, I call on you as a
cook and a Christian to listen to reason!™ ex-
claimed Yather Nicholas, beginning to lose his
own temper, while striving to moderate that of

another. . .
¢ Reason, Yather Nitholas! Is it reasonable

to sec that degeneratec brat of mine studying
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some scribbled patchment instead of basting my
precious peacock ?° Cursed be the officious cliap-
. lain’s elerk who taught him such pernicious know-
oledge I”
¢ What, then, thou canst read, Severin: "
asked the canon of the weeping boy.
“Alas! Yes, holy father,? repli:'d i)e, Wi-
midly «quitting the niche where he had retreated.
g " Redd!” cried Mdgalouffe. “Read! and
'&xat will' that make of him, let me ask #”
“ A canon of the Dbleded .'cat]n.'dr:,vl—th.c
_chaplain’s clerk told me so,” said Severir, cm-
holdened by the encouraging looks of Father
Nicholas.
e o, c:mon' Insolent young varlet! Can
your rev trence f'or"lve him P
¢ Be quict, Magaloufle. TForgive poor little
Severin—come, come, for my sake !I” gaid Wa-
termetz. ¢ Since your son shews such a wish
for learning, I will myself take him in charge,
and w'll make lum, if not &xactly a canon, at
.my rate a dmﬁlam, with a good benefice.”
* ind is it come tg this!” exelaimed Maga-
Iduffe in a tonc. of grief, and atethe same time

replacing his white cap on his pate—* A stran-



128 THE ORPHAN OF CAMBRAY.

ger, and not my son, is to receive from my dying
hands the white wand of head episcopal cook !”
—and with tearful eyes and woeful countenance,
he began to trim, pluck, and skewer up another
peacock.

From the day following, and for fourteen suc-
cegsive years, Father Nicholas kept his word; and
Severin became and continued his intelligent and

industrious pupil.
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CHAPTER IIL

AND now we must imagine ourselves in the
Jcpescopal reign of'Mongeignqur Godefry de.Fon-
taine, in the year 1320.
Scverin had becomre by this time a finc-looking,
\a gentle, and most pains.-tuking young man. The
good canon Watermetz, swho -remembered el
what a wild young fellow he hlmsclf'had been at
cighteen ycars of age, wondered at, while he ad-
mired, his pupil} studymg the not very attractxvc
scicnce of theofogy w1th such cxtreme ardour
and Untiring pérseverance. The fewent piety
of Severin, and his holy ambition of enteging
into orders, smoothed every dlf'ﬁculty in the way.
His only recreation was'to devote- three or four
hours of each day in copying missals and rare
manuscripts afld in colouring the fantastic orna-
ments of tltose illuminated writings. In this
species of ::mploym.ent he had acquired an extra-
ordinary degree of pegfcction, which the most cele-

brated rubricators might have envled. Tather
1

: ¢3
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Nicholas was indcbted to the exertions of Seve-
rin’s talent for a library of fourteen thick vo-
lumes, a literary treasure of no small value at
the cpoch of which we write. ‘

During the fourteen years which we have just
jumped over with such a bound, Madame Bertha
had ceased to reside with hér Dbrother, having
gone to live with, and give the full- henefit of
her acidulated kindnesses to a female rolation
near Mons, who was infirm and old, and wno had
deciared that whichever of lLier cousins, no mat-
ter in what degree, would nurse her during life,
should have all her property at her deach.

Madame Bertha had taken Lydorie with her
to her ncew abode. 'They scldom came to Cam-
bray, althcugh her affection for her brother, as
strong as it was sour, had mnot in the slightest
degree changed its quality. When the worthv
canon lost the society of his sister as a constant
resident, he persuaded (easily enough) Severin’s
father to allow him to take the boy wholly to
his own care, and he accordingly Lrought him
home as one of his family.

As soon as—and Dame Bertha did not think it
soon at all—the old relative was dead and buried,
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the brother am(i. sister Were once more united
under the same roof. Severin was just then
waiting the sacred permission to cnter on the
* first grade of his intended holy calling ; and he
sighed for it with the impaiience with which
one longs for the chief object of their, carthly
Nishes.
Madmie Bértha's pupil—thanks to the mix-
ure of.couiradiction and kindness, both in their
turns cxaggerated, of the good old lady—was far
from possessing the tlanqulllwy oft raste and
cquability of temper which dlgatmgmshed Seve-
‘win. By turns fyolicsome and docile, silent,
animated, gentle, and impetuous, she was sure to
please grery taste at times, and t.herefo:‘c to be
a general favotrite. T'he good canon was fool-
yishly fond of hef. Madame Bertha scolded her
twenty times between matin and vespers, and
kissed her at least as often. ‘The whole family
yiclded to all heyvarieties of temper. The canon,
his sister, th.e maidens am.l the varlets—and
Scverin like ¢he rest.
, Lydoric was alway$ to be scef as was becom-
ing a young person of the first® respectability.
Never was any pretty girl, with fing blue beam-
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ing eyes, more gracefully dressed than she, as
she went in the morning to mass, or walked in
the afternoon under the double row of chestnut
trees which shaded the principal promenade of
tflc town of Cambtay.

One day it so happened, that being particu—
larly struck with a beautifully 1llum1natcd mis
sal which Severin was em}zloycd in copymg, she
took the sudden fancy of becoming h,crself a
learner of the art of rubrication : and quickly aé
the notion was cbncei;'cd, she insisted on Severin
beginning to give her lessons, in laying on the
colours, and intermixing the stripes and spots 0¥
gold'foil on the snow-waite vellum pages.

During the lessons which followed in daily
succession, it became necessary that Severin
should guide, with his atcustomed fingers, the .
fingers—tot over docile at all times—of the niow
blooming and beautiful Lydoric. Gay and mis-
chief-loving as she was at times, she used often
to strive to provok:a into peevishness her steady
and studious instructor, by splashing with large
stains of black'or blue the fair white margin of
the ornamented page. But failing in every at-
tempt to ruffle the temper of, or draw a reproach
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from, Severin, sh.g did not fail, after a while, to
remark, that either his disposition must be the
very best in the world, or her influence upon it
the most unbounded. Neither of these notions
was a bad recommendation for Severin. Togeth
they made his claim on Lydoric’s regard irre-
distible.

When ‘the daily lesson was over, and Severin
once again alone in his chamber, he invariably
Set himself to prayer. But the instinct of dcvo-
tion, so lately all in “all with hign, wag now qulte
overpowered by another, as natural but much
stronger. We geed scarcely say what it was.
It is enough, that in ewery prayer put up for
himsel§, the name of Lydorie insensibly found a
place; and all his lessons of thcolog;f were ut-
‘terly forgotten,’in the memory of those in which
h acted as teacher instegd of learnen.  «

The first effect of the discoyer)" of his truc
state of mind yas dreadful regret. Ie thought
he had comlpittcd a budget. of mortal sins. He
vowed to rigk no repetition of his crror. Lydorie
implored him pot tosabandon her to her but half-
enlightened ignoranée. He stfuggled, excused
himself, rcﬂ.lsed.her-but could, not resist for
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ever! In short, her cmpire oyler him was com-
pletely confirmed.

Thencceforward his thoughts took a totally

w direction. 'T'he life of a priest began to

pear severe, isolated, and unnatural; and when
he changed, to see some young burgher taking a
nupnial ramble witi hissyounger wife, while per-
haps a little urchin trotted beside or gamboled
before them, Severin’s heart scemed full, a vaguc/
melancholy weighed hlm down, and a wild long-
ing for he knew wot cxactly what. But whatever
was the chiange towards which nature scemed to
urge him, he was at any rate _quite convinced-
that #& was not to be fotnd in.solitude. 1le at
times thought that he and Lydorie mlght perhaps
discover it together.

‘And Lydorie, on her part, began to find her’
lessons of rubrication very much too short; while
from a gay and giddy girl she became all at once
transformed into a steady, serious, and somewhat
pensive young woman. Sitting by the side of
her instructor, she listened with a2 pleased ard
patient car to all he ‘taught. She no lortger
blotted the,vellum, nor mixed the colours for
mischief’s sake;; and when Severin read out to
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her some intere.stfng story of sacred history, her
cyes used at times to fill with tears, and her
bosom to heave with sighs, particularly at the
Jage of Iloly Writ which records the loves of
Jacob and Rachel. Now, whether by accident
or, perhaps, by instinet, which we have found
gyiding Severin befdre, it happened that almgst
every day he opened his bible at that same place
—aud always found, aswcll he might, something
1:‘..\;»' to admire and dcsc:u;t on in that beautiful
and touching passage.’

And now the festival of the Holy’ Trinity
.t."m(l come round ; and the cpoch fixed for Seve-
riw’s reception in the cayliest order of priest-
hood was not far off—it was for the day of the
Nativity,

«'T'he unfortunage student wept tears of sorrow,
l.lot.unmixed with remorse, at the anticipation
of this day, long so ardcntl)‘r looked forward to.

In the fourteenth century, the festival of the
Trinity was celebrated by a Procession of pro-
digious pomp, 21l through the district called the
Cambresis, but particplarly in the chicf town.
All the guilds of the cerporation dore a part in
this ceremony ; trumpets blowing, colows flying,
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and each burgher dressed in thé gaudy pourpoint,
cloak, plume, and covered cap distinctive of his
trade or calling.

After the ceremony, the various guilds carried
'gn great state to the houses of their several chiefs
the finely decorated efligy of the blessed patron
whom ‘they respectively invoked ; that is te sgy,
St. Pelagic for the weavers and mercers; St.
Fabien for the cross-bow makers ; St. Sebastia
for the archers’ coml;any 5 St. Maur for 02()
hakers’ ; and Our Ludy of ‘Motint Carmel for the
mulquiniers. )

On Trinity Monday, in the aforementioneds
yeap 1320, after the tproceséion had gone the
whole course of the town of E,‘ambray, the right
reverend Bishop Godefroy returped into the epi-
scopal palace, somewhat, fatigned, but still not
forgetting to give his parting benediction to
the guilds ‘at the foot of the drawbridge. Then
rose upon all sides a loud noise of trumpets and
viols; and shouts ‘were raised from thousands of
voices in honour of St. Maur, &t. Pelagie, St.
Fabicn, and the rest. ’

Above all ¢hese vociﬁcration;, however, arose

(4

that of 'thq mulquiniers. * Our Lady ! Our *
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Lady !” was hezrd dominant in the clamour, for
Cambray did not® boast of a guild so rich or so
numerous as that, inasmuch as the dressing of

, fine threads was a trade of great profit, and re-
quired an immense number of hands to fitly pre-
pare the material before it passed into those of
theo weavers. Aml of all the ndisy* throats
that shouted konour and praise to their Dlessed
patroness that -day, shere was not one that was
qutnoised by the voice of our old acquaintance
Jacob Parigault, the sof-sauris. of the mulqui-
niers. Fourteen or fiftcen years had-not in the
least degree lessened his love of fun or talent for
foolcry, while tBey bad considerably increased
his impudence. “Long prcscnptlon, which is the
licence of a great many other placemea and the
oprivilege of their buﬁ'oonerles, had estabhshed
a]l his rights to be insolent and troublesome to
the whole town of Cambfay, and even up to the
gates of the bishop’s palace.

With the loWer part of his body inclosed in a
wooden horte, on which one might have sworn
he was really mounted-—for a housing of red
cloth covered his ],pgs and fe]l down to the
ground— the sof-souris trotted and gallopped, or
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at least appearcd to do so, through the crowd,
and scattcred about his gross jests and vulgar
repartees, the best of which were inspired by his
conscious impunity, and by sundry bottrines of
wine, freely quaffed at the expense of the corpo-
ration. IIc was encouraged and supported in
all his sullies by the shouts of laughter which
burst from the mulquiniers, the clapping of hard
palms, and ecvery other demonstration ‘of ap-
plause. "

‘Madame Bertha and Lydoric, escorted by Se-
verin, losked on from a little mount not far from
the drawbridge of the palace, but outside its pre-
cinets, on the animutcd"spectaclc offered by the
crowd. The soé-souris recognized the canon’s
sister, and came prancing round and round her
and her young companion, in the hope of receiv-.
ing the usual slight gratification for his foolerv.
But he ga;n‘ed nothiug by the volts and demi-
volts, and other grotesque manceuvrings of his
wooden warhorse. 1Ie saluted over and over
again with his long wooden sword, and paid some
overcharged compliments, all for nought. Ma-
dame Bertha had left her ezcarcelle (the portable
pocket of those days) at home.
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Disappoime&, and a little irritated at Madame
Bertha’s contemptuous indifference and vinegar-
looks, the half drunken sof-sowris began to fiing

ofamiliar and rather impertinent jokes at the old
lady. Severin mildly entreated him to be more
respectful.

o ““~Saint Nitoucht ! patron of mile I"protect
and guard e ¥ eried Panjanct, making a thrust
with hi8 wooden sword; hali’ in jest half in ear-
ngst, at the young man. “ So, my young cham-
pion, you have attainted my-honour, and touchtd
the tip of my scutcheon! We must entdr the lists.
\'cry well, be it so! I am ready. And as for
)ou, you must, b) way of casque, clap one of
the cook your futher’s copper pots on your hmd,
—and 4 kiss faom the gipsy’s daughter Rere shall
be the prize for fhe vigtor ! ” }

At these outrageous words Lydorie blushed
deep with mingled shame and anger, and she
could not restrain her tears; for she saw that the
insult offered her was greatly relished by the
crowd. In fict, she was not extremely popular,
for her high.spirit had at times ghewn itself not
to sympathize at all with the lowJborn or vulgar.
Besides which, th.e burghers were almost con-
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stantly at va;riance, and sometimes at open war
with the canons of the cathedral, on questions of
privilege, which the chapter was on all occasions
endeavouring to diminish in proportion as the
people strove to increase them. It was natural
enough therefore for the lower orders, of which
the, crowd was now chiefly composed, the gailds
having begun to march homewards, to enjey the
rough bantering of the fool, at the expense of
the sister and the dependants of a canon.

Severin, anxious 10 put’ an end to this dis-
graceful and vexatious scene, and to relieve Ly-
dorie from her annoyance, gently strove to make
way through the crowd. But‘ instead of facili-
tating his retreat, or shcwmg any consxdemtlon
for his companions, the people opposed their pass-
age; and the sof-souris, in the heat of his in-
solence, threw his arm round Lydorie’s neck,
and made the air resound with the gross echo of
an audacious kiss.

This outrage was instantly followed by a well-
directed blow from Severin’s fury-nerved and
rage-propelled fist, which knocked the fool clean
down, covered his face wi.h blood, and sent him
and his horse most ludicrously tumbling, in a



THE ORPHAN OF CAMBRAY. 141

style which no Centaur ever before exhibited. Yet
nobody laughed.
At the sight of their beloved buffoon so rudely
»handled, the rabble sent up a yell that carried
tright to the inmost heart of the well-disposed—
for it was a voice well known.
. “die! aie! we are murdered ! we are mur-
dered!” the regular battle-cry of a Cambray
mob, was now heard on all sides; while a despe-
rate rush, defeating its own object, was made
against Scverin; but befure uny of the too-
anxious mob could scize upon him, tarough the
impediments made by the general attempt, the
l)i'shop’s archers hurrieg to his rescuc, and a
tearful melée was the instant consequence.
The rabble and the discontented ‘burghers.
*who soon joinegd in thg riot, being unarmed, came
hadly off in the contest. The dag s of the
archers cut and thrust with serious cflect, while
the mob could only return awkward thumps of
very unscienti‘ﬁc‘ fists, or blows of occasional
bludgeons, with which however they dealt severe
punishment here angd thete.
In the mean timc, Severin took advantage of

the tumult to pass the drawbridge and enter the
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castle, with his double load ; no casy matter, for
while one leant on him with a gentle, but agi-
tated pressure, embarrassing every step by the
excitement she created, the other was a complete
dead weight, having nearly lost her senses from
fright.

The arcners, fiercely assailed by large rein-
forcements of the pcople, now slowly ‘retreated.
Thanks to their steady front, they got ¢lear off
with only a few broken heads or bruised limbs,
and succeedetd in raising the drawbridge without
leaving onv of their comrades in the power of the
mob.  But the latier, inflamed to madness by
the sight of at lcast thirty of their killed or
woundcd friends, determined on other means of
vengeance, with all the wild ferocity of not only
thgse, but what ought to be better, days.

It was but the affair of an hour, in spite of
the admonitions and threats of the grand bailiff}
to seize on all the barriers of the town, and tear
down the toll-houses, while the great bell of
St. Gery scunded the tocsin to all the country
round. Four or five thousand desperate ricters
were soon assembled, with the sole object of plun-
der and devastation. The first placc of any force
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attempted to b; éarried, was the fort of Sclles,
which made small resistance ; next, the town-
house, where the bailiff and the magistrates,
paralysed by fear,—the sure characteristic of all
corrupt corporations in the hour of trial—sat
arguing and suggesting while they should have
begn <out in the stréets at, the head of their po-
lice, facing™the: danger which in nine cases out
of ten fltes before the bbldness it would strive to
appal, and giving example and heart to the
hetter order of burghérs, whb only want such on
like occasions, to arm and fight in defence of
tl.eu property and good order.

The town-houw the abpey of St. Hubert, the
m:mslons of the grand vicar, Canon Watermetz's
“cousin, and of the archdeacon of Brusscls, with
those of scveral ¢f the ,canons who lived in the
.city, were soon a prey to the flames, fjrst being
pillaged from garret to cellar.

{n the bishop’s palace all was confusion and
dismay. 'The alarmed prelate held an irregular
council of all.v°vho chose to give advice or sug-
gest g means of good, Bit of the hall-full of
functionaries, la.y or elerical. not onc seemed
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able to do any thing better than heap abuse on
poor Severin, the innocent cause of this alarm-
ing revolt.

And now the burghers, in more regular ap-
proach, but still bellowing furiously for revenge,
rushed onwards, carrying ladders to scale the
walls of the palace defences. There werz but
poor mcans of defence against thesé formidable
preparations ; for the armed guard within the
palace was never considerable, and the captrre
of the Fort dc Seiles gave the enemy almost
the command of the place.

But cven had there been men enough to de-
fend the palace, it did not contam more than
two days’ provisions ; and suppose cven that it
could Tiold out so long, it must then be sur-
~endcred at discretion, unless, indeed, the chicf-
tains of the bishop’s free-ficfs, as they were ~all-
cd, came to his reverence's assistance. But there
was little reliance to be placed on the allegiance
of these turbulent marauders: who were more
likely to side with the peéple il}an check the

revolt.

But a sudden and clance circumstance hap-
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pily changed this desperate state of things ; and
the instrument of the change was no other than
the original cause of the evil.

« Jucob Parigault had been carried home by
some of his mob patrons. They chose to con-
sider him at lcast three quarters dead, although
he had been only sfunned by .Severin's ‘bloy,
and the stupefaction which followed was entirely
caused by intoxication;® so that when, after a
couple of hours® sleep, his wife told him all that
had passed, and much’of witat wis passing, the
shrewd buffoon rapidly saw the realit} of his
own position, and scriously reflected on the pro-
hable conscqucnccs:that would accrue if’ matters
went on much further in the way they were
going. * )

£ Iow will all this ¢nd " thought the sot

.:ou-);is, not much wishing to revert to the way in
which it began. *Why thus—they may take
ana sack the palace, and kill the bishop—Good !
"T'hen comes the cmperor, furieus and grasping—
So! Next, all*the rich burghers get clear out
of thc. scr.upc: by thc. force of gundry bags of
golden crowns—3Vell ! o After thaf, the mass of
"the rioters are pardoned — it vould be impossible

voy. I. n
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to hang them all—Excellent! And then, what
is to become of me ? An example must be made
—the bishop’s horour appeased—the emperor’s
dignity avenged—Very well!  What so casy as
to gibbet poor Jacob Parigault? Who would
say a word in favour of the sof-souris? He
would never be-missed, for the world has feols
enough to fill his place! My windpipe swells
at the thought of it!  No, no, the gallows in
Cut-threat Cross shall not sec my body deng-
ling on it, if’ my poor wit holds good—away,
away !””

Parigault was making ready to sally forth, all
the while he was soliloquizing ; and he was soon
capering and prancing, fresher than cver, on his
wooden horse, in the midst of the mob, and un-

sder the walls of the palace. .The crowd hailed
him wherever he appeared with shouts of welcome
and bursts of laughter ; and the ludicrous gravity
with which he acted the character of general-in-
chief, amused the obscrvers so much, that it
turned thcir attention away from the main ob-
ject of their Lusiness therc; and not 2 ladder
was attempted to be placed against the ramparts.

Thus gaining time, the sof-souris turned in
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his mind the best ‘means of persuading the citi-
zens to abandon the intended assault, when the
accidental circumstfince before alluded to came
tg the aid of his projects, and he quickly availed
himself of it. And it must be here remarked,
that the richest and most sensible of the burghers,
amgng whom were * Master l¢ Baudain, and
Master« Eustace de Dinault, saw the revolt with
sore affliction. They knew well that their pockets
woyld have to pay the dam'agc when the emperor
came to the aid of the bishops w]l.ich hg assured?
ly would, for he sworc on occasion of %the last
tiots, by his hopes of Paradisc and by the relics of
hisl’s.:nint, that hie would m.'gke the heaviest purse
in Cambray hang loose and flabby, if the citizens
dgain pro.vokcd him’!  "I'he worthics just men-
tioned were, therefore, m.uch delighted to see the,
ready witted Parigault again a rear, and they
tookycare to encoufage hif c‘vidcrr:lt disp(:sition t-())
settic matters quictly, when both his and their
object was marvellously facilitated by a new ar-
rival on the tuntultuous scene.

Litt].c imagi'ning wh.al: had happened in the
town, and be]ievfng that the procession of the
“guilds alone ha causcd the large ass;'clﬁblage in

H2
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the neighbourhood of the palace, Magalouffe ap-
proached by a narrow strcet leading up to the
bishop’s residence, riding quietly on his mule in
his usual attitude of conscquential casc.  Behind
him rode two clerks of the kitchen, leading each
two sumpter horses laden with provisions, which
the léarred cook had hinfself sallied out that
morning in search for, in various villages of the
ncighbourhood, cach celebrated for some parti-
cular object of provender. And as his mule am-
bled on, he profoundly cogitatéd on the most pa-
latable riamner of doing justice to a magnificent
salmon-trout which he carried in a basket on his
crupper, unwilling to centrust to any other car-
ria;l;c the finest fish that he had cver known to be
taken ia the Schelde.

e ended, however, with the resolution of
serving up the trout with a sauce of sweet al-
monds, wlite-wine, and hydromel; when he was
roused up by the well-known voice of the sot-
souris, who called out to him loudly :—

“Welcome, welcome, thou king of the kitchen!
But more welcome still, in thy capacity of prace-
maker—welcome brothey ambassador !”

Magaloufte repulsed the buffoon with all his
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accustomed disda{r.x; but the latter, redoubling
his volubility, and capering close to the cook,
made it appear to the crowd, in the midst of
which they now were, that he and Magalouffe
were closely whispering together; while, in tact,
the tormented cook was only hcartlly cursing
him, and ordering Him to. go about his busma«
But Parigdult, ‘raising his hand for silence, as if
he were ‘going to proclaim the result of a secret
coyference, exclaimed,—

“List! burghers, list!* Iig" reverence the
lord bishop, satisfied with the frolicsomd feats al-
'rcadv done—and \ushmg that we might all re-
puqy from our merry-malung, has sent, as.you
see, his hcad (.ool\, armed with full powers to
"treat wn]n your head fool—not without rich pre-
.sents such as yop witngss, as is fitting so serious
“n embassy on so joyous a day .

‘ His reverence is sllghtly of opinion—and
perhaps you will all agree with hlm--that good
humour and jol]iéy have gonéa trifle too far—but
in considcratiﬁn of Easter sports, nothing that
has passed to-dz:y is to be 'remembered to-mor-
row;—that is positively stipulated between us
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two ;—is it not, very worthy brother? Is it not,
most exccllent plenipotentiurj' P

With these words he threw his arms round
Magalouffe’s neck, to the infinite increase of mob
merriment. The cook prepared to reply, and
then to shake off the fool ; but the latter strained
himn so closc that he could not stir, and stifled
all his efforts to make himself heard by lodd calls
on the people to the following cflect :—"

“ Now, away with you all, men, women, rnd
children—home, héme! ' Take carc that the
men-at-aims of the lord of Mivart, who are now
galloping full speed towards the city, don’t come
too fast for ye! Away! and my blessing be with
ye allI” '

With these words he made many grotesque
imitations of the bishop’s manner of blessing his
riotous flock. The well-disposed burghers fol-
lowed up his cfforts, by rapid rcasonings with the
people, already tired with their excesses, and
agrecing that they had gone too far.

“Right! right! Wisc men all, follow the
fool’s advice ! Home'! home! Long live his re-
verence the bichop !” and the like crics of peace
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now rose up on all sides. The crowd dispersed
with inconceivable rapidity ; and many a bold
fellow, throwing behind him looks of inquiry and

.a]arm for the threatencd men-at-arms, hurried
into his housc or hovel, being more anxious te
bar his own door than to break open those of the
bishop’s palace.

‘A deputatioy from the "town waited on thebi-
shop the next morning ; and Monscigneur Gode-
froy de Fontaine, after a°more than usually long
lc::turc, granted pardon to thic regpective citizeys,
the so/-souris included, on tthollow.ipg condi-

* tions :—

tIst. That the provost of the town, in presence
of the bailiff and frty burghers, should fortHwith

* procure® and returd to their true ownerg all the
pillaged property.

* 2d. That the town ‘should pay a fine of two
thousand livres fournois,s a reimbvrfement for
the damage by fire and otherwise, and that ten
Eurghers were to remain hogtages till the fulfil-
ment of the clause:

3d. That %2 hundred burghers, in white shirts,
and tapers in hand,’ should march bare-footed
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round the town, and do public penance in the
episcopal church.

4th. That no guild should henceforward carry
a standard without the cxpress permission of the
bishop.

5th. That the bells of St. Gery’s church,
which had sounded the tocsin of revolt, should
be unblessed, and muffled up for the. space oz' a
whole year.

“ Hard conditions—crucl hard, Master Eus.
tace I” exclaimed T.e Baudain to his broti;cr
burgler, as the vishop’s sccretary read the above
stated terms of accommodation to the deputation.
“ What must we do £”

““’Accept and sign, accept and sign, brother
Baudain ! and not a moment to be lost cither.—
If the troops of the free-fiefs pou.r into town, as
tiley have been doing all the morning, we arc
ruined. "The empercr will soon be at the heels
of the feudal lords, as the lion follows the jack-
all when prey is to be run down.”

¢ But two thousand lirres tournais, friend Di-
nault !”

“ No matter, though it were ten ! Our privi-



THE ORPIAN OF CAMBRAY. 153

leges, brother! qur monopoly! Come, come,
brother, think of those—accept and sign, sign
quickly, brother.—Eh! what sounds arc those ?
‘Prumpets, again ! hark to the clattering of the
cavaliers as they come in, the free fiefs at their
head !”

¢ 8t. Mary guide me! “[is true enough,
Master de Dinault! Oh, 'tis a gricvous sum,
a hard, imrd condition !. Three hundred at least
will fall to my ghare! El}! wl.mt a clangoyr
and clashing is there! What is-thut,\n:hat is it,
Master Fustace ?”

’ (“."l‘is the bloedy lord of Quesnil with his archers
and men at arms, thgt s all,® replied Dinault deily.

“ Thg fierce and freebooter lord of Qucsnil!
The holy martyrs be our speed !” exclaimed the
gvaricious old citizen. ¢ The pen, the pen;
brother Dinault! "T'here—I have signed—we
are well off, after all.” .

“ T think so too,” said Dinault, placing his
mark, for he c.ould not write his name; and the
rest of the deputies gladly followed his example.

And thus ended tlee memoraBle riot, distin-

,guished in the records of the town by the quaint
title of ¢ T'he "I'rinity Troubles.” ’
n3
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CHAPTER III

AmoNG the most distinguisiled qualitics of first-
rate cooks, therc was one which Magalouffe pos-
sessed in uncommon .pc‘:rfcction, and that onc
was punctuality. At the first pull of the ebrd
which ga've tor the dinner-bell that longed-for
sound, so dear to the hungry lovers of good
checr, who abounded in the episcopal palace,
Magalouffe and his «arious, assistants were in-
variab]y ready to place the first dish on the
table. Never, no never once, hiad he carned the
‘reproach of causing the-appetiics of their rever-
ences, tke feasters, to wait ; no, not for asdong
as the chaplain could chant an extra 4ve. And
never had the intendant of the palace to ask,
“ Are we ready; Master . Magalouffe ?”  The
smoking soup tureen spoke for itself and saved
him the trouble. '

Now it so happened ‘that four days after the
important tvents mentioned in " the last chaptcr,
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the varlet in waiting pulled the bell-cord, and
sounded the cheering summons to the mid-day
repast. The bishop came in, in due form of
" sfate, preceded by his chaplain and ordinarics,
and followed by the rosy-gilled canons and
others who had the honourable privilgge of a
sSeat at his dinner-table. * But’ great was the® as-
tonis‘ln-nent of all, on perceiving the board un-
furnished with cdible.s-—a desolate blank, with
the cxception qf the whitti rolls, or pains-tail-
loirs, placed beside cach covery .and the furnish-
ina which was in the province of the groom of
the cupboard, rather than that of the cook.

And well anay be imagined the haste and
hurry, ¢he bustle gnd the fluster, with which the
half horrified intendant scudded along .the corri-
dors and passages betwcen the refectory and the
kitchen of the episcopal palace.

Magalouffe, the while, like one struck by thc
hand of Hecaven, sat stultified in a corner of his
kitchen, unahle or unwillin.g to reply to any of
the anxious énquiries for orders put to him from
his rumerous apxiliaties. And*many a whisper
of wonderment went Tound these sayoury satel-
lites of the great luminary thus eclipsed. Much
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did they marvel as to the nature p'f the trouble that
could so have overcast him. Great indced must
it be, thought they, for never before had grief—
not cven for the death of his wife —caused him
to omit a particle of the important duties of his
office. ,

Fhe voice of the intendant, tremulously’ de-
manding the cause of the alarming delay, made
Magalouffe jump up from his deep reverie; and
with amazing promptltudc and presence of mimd
he gave his orders to his subalterns, so as that in
much less time than might have been expected
a dinner was served up—good in comparison, to
that which a less celebrazed artist might be proud
to furnish, but certainly unworthy the fame of
I\Iagalou.ﬂ'e. ¢

* Iis business done, he gave himself freely up
again to his sorrows ; and sinking on a seat, do-
vered his hot,face with both his greasy hands
and wept bitterly.

“ Why, Magalouffe I” said the compassionate
intendant ; * this is too bad—tis unmanly so to
afflict yourself fér a dinner being, a little too late.
A very vepial offence this, my good friend, and
you weep as if you repented 4 mortal sin. Re-
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member, as his reverence the lord bishop often
says, citing the Holy Scriptures, ¢ It is written,
the wisc man falls seven times in one day.”™

"¢ Ah, Master Intendant ! my grief is indeed
great, and good cause have I forit! By the
blessed St. Marthg,! if I knew one in the whole
district of the Cambresis’ who was fit to hold the
white wand of : episcopal cook, I would this hour
resign it into his hand; and I would hasten to
fYl in some Carmclite cogvent, where they.cat
only roots plain boiled in wafer, th'e. degraded
functions of a brother vegetable dresser !”
% The intendant, made a new attempt to console
Magaloufte, but ¢he redder will remembet that
it was wot his humour to be stopped short when
his heart was Tull or his passion high.

* Oh, why, Why,” continued he, ¢ did it not
pfcasc Heaven and my holy patronéss to keep
me firm in my first intention of tcaching my son
the noble science which has gaincd me such
famc? Instgucted by me, he might have hand-
cd down the name of Magaloufle from generation
to gencration !, ITe*might have been episcopal
cook ! And tell me, Master Intendant, where is
a prouder title to be found than that which I
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bear, and which gives rank+and precedence
among the twenty-four free-fiefs of the bishopric,
and confers the privilege of treating of the feudal

affairs, civil as well as criminal, of his rever-
ence?* Accursed be the officious interference
of Canen Watermetz! Hisireverence the lord
bishop has awhile ago struck me to the heart,
touching this ill-starred, son of mine. Te
heaped on him the harshest epithets, and swore
—mo his reverence did not swear an oath but fic
looked ong—that"little was wanting to make him
refuse to Severin his promised letters of ordina-
tion. Yes, yes! It is to me Yie said that—ay.

v [ 4 .
and more—to me, who have reached my sixty-

* The swenty-four frec-fiefs ( ﬁa:tcs;ﬁ;'vés) Were the *
arcat provost of the palace, the maitre-d’hitel in or-
«li'nary, the master of the hunt, fhe grand master .
of the ﬁshenic’s. the grand butler, the master of the
ceremonies, the comptroller, the head cook (grand
queur), &e. &e.

“The great bailiff}”, says Carpentier,  chief of the
haute-cour of the palace, was authorized, when the case
required, to summon the twenty-four free-ficfs to debate
on the civil, criminal, and otkey affairs which congerned
the jurisdiction of the chieftain.” It is not clearly spe-
cified in this' quotation, whether the cook and the rest
had a right of interference in ecclesiastical matters,
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fourth year without ever before being disgraced
by a reproach for me or mine! Ob! why did
Father Nicholas ever drag the boy from his
nook in this comfortable kitchen? What if he
had scorched fifty peacocks, more or less, what
matter! If he had never taken to.those foolish
'stti('lies that bring us nothing but disgrace, he
had Icarned his trade, and the namc of Maga-
louffe had been unpolluted !”
* < Nay, nay, worthy Mygalouffe, his revegence
may be mollified !” said the Intcndhllt.

“ Mollificd! Do you think, then, I would
‘condescend——"

“ Hut! tut—you go too far, Master' Maga-
louffer” .

¢ No, Sir Intendant—the bishop himself al-
lows that I am right—he has acknowlcdgcd'his
:error, and strove to repair it by promising to
ordain my son to-morrow. Przise be to his re-
verence for his gracious intentions—you need
say nothing to him of what has passed between
us—bui Kis rcparation comes too late; I shall
neter recoverethe injury done to my honour !

After Mq,galouﬁ'e. had thus unberthened him-
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sclf, he retired to his private apartments, and
sent to summon his son to an interview. Scverin
soon arrived. He looked flushed and agitated.
He had just come from a long and animated
téte-a-téte with Lydorie. Knceling, as was cas-
tomary, at lLjis father’s feet, he asked his bless-
ing, which being duly granted, he modestly in-
quired for what purpose he was favoured with
the infrequent order to wait on his parent ?
Magaloufle drew himself up with a certain as-
sumption of dignity which never sat worse on
him than when he was confronted with his son,
who, he could not help acknowladging, was of =
much higher order of fumaniéy than himself.
Ile however began a fluent cnumeration of all
the bishop’s complaints, adding a few of his own
suggestions. His voice, which h¢ strove at first
to pitch in“the due k-y of paternal solcmnity",
grew insensibly from low and deep to high and
harsh ; and having continued for some time in
that tone, it suddenly dropped agair to what he
meant for tenderness, but which was at best but
an artificial whine, somew!lat lile a fanatical

ranter, who, after thundering forth a description
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of hell, conclu«ics his sermon with a faint toned
blessing. Thus it was that Magalouffe wound
up his tirade with an announcement of the bi-
shop’s benign intention of ordaining the culprit
on the morrow.

¢ Father,” said Scverin, in a timid but firm
tone. ““ I can never*become a priest.”™ .

At-these daring words he raised his eycs, and
he was.much emboldencd by obscrving a total
abscnce of anger in his father’s countenance.

“1 never can'—I never will be a priest,” fe-
peated he, with less diffidence zm.d morcalecision.

At cvery word so uttered, a torrent of balm
sdemed to pour itself over the crewhile excited
feclings of Magalouffe. IIe could not %pcak
'but thus ran gn his thoughts as he gazed on

his son.

Ll
' &0, it is too much! My blcssed.patroness,

St. Martha, has at length‘taken pity on the sor-

rcw of her unworthy servant, and inspired the

heart of my boy with the thrice blessed wish to

become a cook, like his father! Ile is, to be

sure, a little too old—but never mind ! T will so

work 'at him, tHat in four years he shall be the
* sccond best cook in the Cambresis !
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“T am decply in love with = young maiden,”
continued Severin, * and we have just now
plighted our troth, and promised ourselves to
each other for life and death.”

“ Thou shalt have her, my boy! She shall
be thine, I promise thee! Oh, my son, my dear
Scverii, what would I not*do, what not sacri-
fice to scc thec thus fairly renovnce thy foolish
learning and fantastic notions, for the solid ho-
nour of becoming a cook !”

+“You arc mistaken, father, I have no inten-
tion, no vant of becoming a cook to securc my-
sclf a fair subsistence. My skill as a rubricator
will always suffice for that, and cven allow me to
provide comfortably for her who 1 adore, my

] ¢

beloved Lydorie.”

“ Lydoric! Tydoric!” exclaimed the father,
almost frantic with vexation and rage, < What !
of an

abase born gipsy giri—the child of a
outcast reprobite, odious to God and the saints !
—Listen, Severin! If ever you again utter a
word or breathe a thought of this infamy—if
you ever again name-the name of that wretched
girl, I curse you on the spot! Enough! leave

3

me !” '
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Neither the tears, the entreaties, nor the de-
spair of the young man could produce the least
effect on the old one—if, indeed, they did not the
merc exasperate him. He cnded the interview
by driving Severin from his door, with orders
ucver more to appear in his sight.

Scverin, mdlgnant as he was, ncverthcless -re-
turned with a heavy heart to the apartments of
Canon Watermetz.

;:When Lydorie heard from him the recital of his
fathers crucl obétinaéy, tho'ugh,cherin softencd
down all his grossness towards her, the too sen-
sitive girl fainted in her lover’s arms. And
when the ncarly as agitated youth succeeded in
bringing her to hérsclf, she burst into a flood of
tears. _ -

But in this moment of misery there was for
Scverin an exquisite delig'ht—an essence which
turned his whole cup of bittemefs to balm ; for
Lydorie, for the first time, lavished on him the
most tender epithets, without a feeling of re-
serve, and refurned his warm embraces by others
not less warm.  Her head dropped on his bosom,
and her hand was locked in his. Thus passed
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the remainder of that day, of .s.uch mixed suffer-
ing and joy.

At last it was absolutely necessary that they
should part. Severin retired to his chamber.
Iis feelings underwent a thousand fluctuations.
“ She loves me—and T must,  quit her ! She loves
me—and I must mever sce her more! T6 live
without her is worse, far worse than death'
Live without her! No, n'o, I cannot live !”

So did the dlstractc(l lovcr , soliloquize 5 cnd
thcn, fevered, (vnpassloncd ﬁ-antlc, he seized a
knife, plunged it in his breast, and fell on the
ground. :

When he recovered his senses, Madam Ber-
tha, the canon, and ILydoric stood by his bed-
side, wé’cping. They had belidved him to be
dicad, having discovered him inscrsible and bathed
in his bloed Fathcr Nicholas, who was decply
versed in thc sccrets of the healing art, at-
tentively exammcd the wound, and announced,
that so far from being dangcrous“ he warranted
Severin’s recovery within a week.

Lydorie managed matters so well with the old
people, that the office of*nurse was entrusted to
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her ; and she alone watched over her lover
during this first might of actual woe.

In the morning, just as she was preparing to
quit his bed-side, Madame Bertha bging about to
relieve her, she placed a silver ring upon his
finger, and said,—

) “As long as thou keepest this ring, my be-
loved, so long,shall Lydoric be thine, faithtul
and tender to the last IV

The dclighted youth strove to reply, in a few
words, to these- sweet professions; but befare
they could find utterance, Lydorie was‘ goune, and
Madame Bertha in her place.  Severin turned
rcund in his bed; and thought of the delicious
pledge, and presscd the silver ring to his lips.

The prognostics of the canon were, verified.
Severin became quickly convalescent.  He casily
imposed on his simple old friends by attributing
his wound to an accident; and L dorie found
no difliculty in persuading them-to yicld to her
the principal care of the patient—her brother, as
she was in the habit of calling him.  She passed
the chicf pait of cach day in his room.

One day, lowvever, passed over without her

making her appearance from meorning till night.
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Need we point out or dwell un the torturing
anxicty of Severin during this intcrval? At
length the good old canon came; and placing
himself by Scverin’s side, thus began :—

“ A well-a-day ! my poor Severin, is it then
come to this? I know every thing—your father
has told me all—your unfortunate attachment.
And now Tunderstand how it was vou got this un-
lucky wound. But since IIcaven, in its merey,
saved you from the crime of suicide, it would
litiie become me—a poor sinner like yours;c]g—
to show myself more severes I thercfore make
you no reproach.—Listen to me now, cahnly, my
dear boy ! I have spent nearly the whole day .n
vain cfforts to appcascl your father. Ile is in-
exorable. e will neither sce you, nor forgive
you. On the other hand, his rcverence the bi-
shop 1s furious at your refusal to enter into holy
orders. e insists on your leaving the palace,
and it is not possible for you to remain in the
town after such disgrace as that. And, in an-
other point of view, how could I, n.y dear Seve-
rin, lend my sanction to an attachment disap-
proved of by your only Qz‘{rcnt\f‘ You sce all
your difliciities—youn must mcet them with cou-
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rage and patiencc.:. and put all your trust in the
compassion and the goodness of Heaven ! —
Here, my child, here in this purse are thirty
yolden crowns—take them, and keepthem safely !
To-morrow you will quit Cambray, with my bro-
ther the grand vica.r, who is going on a mission
from' hiis reverence to the archbishop of Rheims.
My brother will find you protectors there, and
your great talent as a rupricator will find you an
ample livelihood unt11 we may succeed in soften-
ing your father’s an{.,cl —I ar(,wel] then, my dear
child, remember those who brought yoi up, and
' vsihp love you dearly—but who have little chance
of" seeing you more—for we are old, Severing and
(rod will not be Iatc in calling us to him ! Ifis
holy will be done!  Farewell, farewell, Severin !
,nd for want ofea father's blessing, let that of @
old man, who loves you like a fatber, be on
your head !” .

"« Better, oh, a thousand times better ! You
arc my father !” exclaimed ‘the youth, throwing
himself into .t.he canon’s arms, and they wept to-
gethgr for many mingtes. .

The next mr;rning,' just at diy break, as Se-

- L]
verin took his sad departurc from the long-loved
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home, and when passing under the windows of
Lydorie’s chamber he gave one longing look
upwards, a scrap of parchment fell on the neck
of his mule. He caught it with a trembling
hand, while his heart palpitated and his cyes
swamn, and he read the following words, the deli-
cions confitmatior: of the last that were spoken
to hiim by his adored one: '

“ As long as thou keépest this ring, my be-
loved, so long shall 1ydorie l)c thine, faithful
and tender to the last.”

Severin arrived duly, without adventure, and
in perfeetly recovered health, at Rheims, whese
he soon became the partlcular favounte of the
archbishop, whe was a great patron of thc arts,
and parucularly of those which.related to the
cabellishment of illuminated ranuscripts and
missals, ‘

** But why, my g(u;d youtl,” said the prelate
on frequent oe'casions, when he was particularty
pleased with Severin’s exertions, “ why do you
so obstinatcly refuse to follow your early inten-
tions, and enter om the duties of the divine office *
If you will ¢cven now corsent to be ordained, 1

i
promise you that before the cud'of a year, you
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shall be my privit.e chaplain, with a good benc-
fice—the very best that falls into my gift.”
Severin thanked the archbishop, and thanked
kim with sincere gratitude. But, with a decp
sigh, he invariably added, that he could not have
the hypocrisy to offer to God a heart wholly ab-
sevbed by a mortal p.assion. ’

vol. 1.
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CHAPTFER 1IV.

Ir was, as uear]y as possible, two years after the
dcparturc of Scverin, .that T'Lydorlc, sittimy in
the embrasure of onc of the great’windows of the
palace, and locking out, on the sad forniality of
what was called the bishoep’s pleasure-garden, re-
called e ~m‘ly']\a.'ssﬁgcs of her iifc, and wept.
Orphan of a gipsy—adopted from charity—
destined one day, perhaps, to live wretchedly by
the work of ier own hands, wh.en l'lcr benefactors
<hould be no more—and now, after two years ot
liope, no nearer than when she dost him, to a
union with him she loved so much, 211(1 with
little chanee of ever secing him again! .
What yo:mg person on carth more mourn-
fully situated than she® If Master Magualoulfc
might at length but allow his stubborn tyranny
to be softened ! If he would but tai.c compassion
on his banished son and the wr.ctchcd Lydorie
But alas, alas ! these are delusive notions—No-

thing will conquer the pride of the old cook
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IIc is now rich, ve.r,y rich ; and though not de-
scended from a noble lineage, he has not at
least to blush for the mother who bore him !
*Why, oh why had not ITeaven givén, instead
of the infamy of base birth, a rich inheritance,
and a noble descent? IIow happy would she
have passed her qui.ct days with lov::, retire-
*ment, and Severin!  ITow far above wealth and
grandeur ‘is affection ! "But how exquisite to
showgr all the goods of fortunc on thosc we love'
While Lydorie was wmpt in .thourrh-r com-
2posed of combinations like these, the Scrvant
caude,to tell her that Madame Bertha required
her “pl‘(-qence in gll hypste. &lerrified lest her old
and ailing, protectress might be suddenly taken
ill, she rapidly Wiped away her tears, and de-
sgended to, the wainscoted saloon, where she
found Madamc Bertha and Father Nicholas, in
high health and apparently in a mjixturce of as-
tonishment and pleasure, while near them was
scated a stranger, dressed in the hat and cloak
which by their gockle-shell ornaments announced

the weaer to be a pilgrim vetunted from the

Hulv Tand. '.l‘lle pale fice, sunkeh cygs, loose

o

gray beard, and ]on«r and bony Lands 6f the un-
19
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known filled Lydorie with a vague fecling of ter-
ror, that made her cling close to the canon, who
tenderly pressed her hand in his.

The stranger wept and sobbed aloud, ard
struck his clenched fist against his breast, cx-
claiming,

¢ Lord have.mercy on me! Heaven sorgive
me ! '

Afier sume time passed in these exclamations
of remorse, he raised his picrcing black cyes on
Lydcrie’s face, and said,

“ Yus, yes, tis she!  Therce is now no doubt
—'tis she!  Yes, yes! Lven if' this silver mc-
dallion found roung¢ her infant neck was not
here to prove her identity, it were enoagh to
look on her—she is her mother’s living image !™

As the pilgrim spoke thus, Lydorie thrilled
with terror and disgust. Her knees shook, and
she was near falling to the ground.

¢ Oh misery, misery !” thought she.—¢ 'T'his
pilgrim is my father—the husband of the murder-
ed gipsy woman!”

And already she felt as if torn from the arms
~of her only “fricnds, aud forced to a basc and
wandering life of beggary and disgrace.
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¢ Shew me, shey me quickly the small hlack
mark that she bears on her right shoulder,” said
the pilgrim.

» The almost inanimate girl submittetl passively,
as Madame Bertha removed the wimple from
her lovely neck, looscncd the upper agraﬂ'e of
he~ pourpoint, and Dared .the round fll beauty
of her' alabaster’ shoulder. When the pilgrim
saw the slight mark—the, only farther evidence
he required—he dropped on one knee, and
bending his forchead to the very floor;=Ht said
aloud and in solemn tones, *

- ¥¢ Noble Countess de Coucy, I do homage to
you as my sovereign liegedady ; and I swear by
the merits of the blessed cross to remain for ever,
in life and death, your faithful vassal, as 'in duty
and allegiance hound !—Oh, right noble lady ?
grievously guilty have I been towardseyou—but
grant me mercy and pardon! Not for my own
sake, for I deserve neither—but for the honour of
our noble family—in the name of the blessed

Saviour, who, dying on Mount Calvary forgave
his mprdcrers—-in the name and for the merits
of the holy Vlrgm, take pity on mYy remorse, and
pardon me, cre T rige from before your feet.”
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All that Lydorie saw and heard seemed but a
dream—a delicious onc certainly, but which she
dreaded was to be at every moment broken. She
listened, fearing to draw her breath, to stir, or
move a lip or an eyc, lest the most trifling change
might break the charm in which she loved to
belicve herself beund,, ¢

And while she thus stood, like one enchanted,
and the mysterious pilgrim remained prostrate
before her, the worthy Canon Watermetz, almost
a§” fuash, overjoyed as she was, recounted briefly
to her Iy what providential ways all the wondrous
discovery came about. 'T'he prostrate pilgwim
was, Lydorie’s own uucle, the Lord of Mont
Roche.  On the death of his brother, Lydorie’s
futher, hie caused his nicce to be kidnapped and
carried off, while a mere infant by a gipsy
woman, who for the temptation of a ]ai"go revard
undertook the diabolical task of stealing the child
from its distracted nurse, and promised to carry
it away so far that no one in Normandy should
cver run the chance of hearing of its fate. The
Lord of Mont Rcche hapd been as well,,if not
better satisfieds that its fute had been disposed of

more close ‘to home, provided it had been more



TIHE ORPHAN OF Q:Amn;nw. 175

surely. A dr.cs&.:d up piece of wood was put in
the cradle in place of Lydorie, and the absent
mother, like almost all those on the spot, was
deceived by the report of the infant’s death.
"I'o keep the secret the more sccurely, the Lord
of Mont Roche felt himself forced to put more
thar one accomplice to death; and %oaded vith
crimes, he hecame the possessor of the territory
of Lis Iate brother, the Count of Coucy.

JBut remorse wcighe.d heavy on his soul.
Sleep flew from "his pillow and belicyipg=him-
self approaching to his end, he confessed all to a
holy man, a hermit of great remown. This
]iim., confident havmg first curcd him of his
mal uly, ugomed him to cmploy all means for
the recovery of his niece, to restore her to her
pussessions, apd implore her forgivencss. Aud
as a preliminary step he recommended a pilgrim-
age, which the penitent immediately sct about
performing. '
. After some time the Lord of Mont Roche
succceded in obtaining tidings of his nicce, kuown
at tl'mt time by the title of the, Orphan of Cam-

. & . .
bray, and from many circumstances which came
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to his knowledge he had no doubt of her being
the person he sought.

Lydorie raised her repentant uncle from the
ground ; and in the rapture of her feclings she
not mcrely forgave him the carly wrong he did
her, but was disposed to drop on her knees, in
turn, ahd vhank him cordially for what she was
more disposed to consider his free gift than able
to comprchend as her own right. The pilgrim
soon retired, a weight being removed from his
soulT=ja preparé¢ himself to appear fitly as a re-
novated member of society, and to conduct his
nicce to her domains, and procure her recognition
by the vassals as their legitimate countess and
liege-lady. r

¢ Counttess! Countess! Vast domains! Splendid
castles!  Men-at-arms — varlets —grooms —fol-
lowers without number ! maids of honour ! maids
of honour!! Dresses sparkling with jewels ! the
tirst place at the justs!

“ Oh! why, instead of a learned clerk and a
skilful rubricator, why was he not a gallant
cavalier, expert at the usc of lance, and sword,
and battle-axe . How delightful would it be to
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give him from thig hand the chief prize of e
tournament !” * .

Such were Lydotie’s first ideas—and so did
her thoughts run on, during the f' rst sleepless
mght she had passed since that following
Severin’s departure from the Bishop’s palace.

As soon as it was known in the city of Cambray
tkat Lydorie was all at once discovered to bé a
noble lady and one of the richest heiresses of
Normandy, the only point of contention was to
scttte who could. first succged ip oﬂ‘erm«r her
congratulations, and making her’prcscnfs, “hl(.]l
latter few of the donors would ever havc dreamt
of (irowing away on a poor orphan who might
have needed them. o
« Anong the many conversions to a conviction
ot Lydorie’s sudden and amazing worth, Maga-
touffe’s was nof the last or the least sincere.
IIc had a truc instinet of belief in thé virtue of
highrank ; and he chuckled with, delight at the
notion of having a countess for his daughter-in-
liw. Tle thesefore resolved on paying a speedy
visit to the new-found lady,, to inform her in set
terins &hat he had dectded on giving his consent
40 her marriage with his son. i)rgsscd in his

13
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best suit of houschold livery, yhich consisted of
a gaudy mixture of scarlet, yeilow, and white, his
pourpoint, Lis hose, and his short cluak being
all ef different colours, the long gown and hood
of purple camlet hanging in loose drapery over
all, he prepared for a visit which he began
seriongly to consider as cne of no common
occasion. '

“ Jight it not be better,” thought he, as he
tucked up the skirts of his gown under his arm
and walked slowly glong the corridor, ¢ thit I
had waited till she sent to beg my consent once
more, and requested that I would reccive her in
my own apartmgnt?  Yes, that without doubt
had Leen mere digniied—though no! perkaps
rot. I Lave Litherto treated the poor th'ng se
roughly on every advance, that she dares not
make another, and it is magnanious t~ unhend,
particularfy»tcwards a female. Yes, yes, Ma-
caloufle, you are right, you are right! Fnough
lias been done to uphold the paternal consequence
and the honour of an episcopal cook. Let me
see, therefore, what I can now do for the happi-
ness of these poor children, towards whon after

2
all I have been perhaps too harsh.”
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When Magalpuffe entered the saloon now
appropriated to Lydorie’s use, she was sitting in
familiar conversation with the Canon Watermetz
and Sir Eustace de Lens, a nel)hew by the .
mother’s side of the bishop, and a young French
noble of gay and sprightly character and some-
what too dissipated and libertine in, his way of
life. '. The small patrimonial cstate of this yoing
knight .touchcd. on the borders of the county of
Coucy. Now, it very soon struck him, on hearing
of rthe extraordinary, and fortupate uclssn_pdc
which had befallen Lydorie, that to r)icnd the
Two domains together, and surmount lus shield
wtﬁh the scutcheon and coronet of a count woukl
mérvellously suit his pufposes, and he thefefore
Jost %ho stime in psocuring, through his reverend
uncle, a proper introduction to the orphan heiress.
v The poor pBtegé of Father Niclolas and his
old sister had never heard she flashy dnd flowery
diction of high-born youths. 8o no sooner did
Sir Eustace commence his flatteries than she felt
{ futter of delight quite n<;w to her; and even
after his firstevisit, she could not avoid making

an infoluntary cmpatison betwcen him and poor
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Severin, who, alas for true love ! ‘knew not how
to flirt and talk soft nonsense i this fluent style.
The cunning Sir Eustace marked well his
progress, and saw all his advantages over the
simple but vain heart of Lydorie; and he was
not long in filling it completely with feclings
which rature never intended -it to know. If her
heart was tender, her head was weak—too weak
to bear without intoxication the high-toned
Havour of the incense which was now cvery day
throyp up before her. "T'o, belisve Sir Eustace,
—and Lydoric fitmly believed him—it was not
nierely on becoming known to her that he dis-
covered her noble origin.  The-very first timethe
had $cen her passing through: the palace codrt
he had been struck with her distinguished air,
and had asked who was the noble maiden, whom
he was surprised never to have Scen anong the
proud company of darcs and knights which he
was accustomed to meet at his uncle’s table.
Such were the deceitful compliments that
caused a smile on Lydorie’s lips -and a deep
blush on her checks, when Master Magalouffe

came bowing, with his usdal self-important air,
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into the room. ,At sight of the flashy young
knight, who sat "so familiarly chatting beside
Lydorie, the inventor of the golden soup felt
some misgivings. He strove to hlde his em-
barrassment under a tone of assumed tenderness
and vivacity. But he could not all at once re-
cover his presencceof mind, and foygetting all
he liad intended to say, he burst out rather
abruptly as follows, pulling off his crimson cap,
decorated with a thick gold band.

* Ah, Madame Lydorig, Countess, I, beg
p'zrdon, Countess of—what’s the tltle, “Father
‘\ullolas? Ah, madame, it is Severm that will
r(j]t)lce at this geod ncws, for now there is no
obitacle to the masriage->none whatever—1 give
my full tonsent. F only waited for the two years’
probation which I made a vow to St. Martha
he showdd keé&p. By what day shall I have him
ba.ck here® I hasten tossend hin *the joyous
intelligenee, if another—and a Jdairer hand has
Ji)t done so alrcady ! But if not, I will send off
a trusty messenger forthwith. It will cost me
two golden *crowns—but .no matter! By All
Saints day, and we arc now on]y at St. Remy,
my messengers will sce the &tccples of Rheims.
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I have no fear of his fidelity op his speed—"tis
Polycarpe, the cleverest clerk of my kitchen,
cunning as a fox and cool as an ambassador.”
““ What on earth or under heaven is this
"old mountcbank chattering about ™ asked Sir
LEustace, with a contemptuous smile, which made
Magalonfivys heart sink, for Jie could not stand
the'ridicule that came from a bishop’s ncphg'w. '
*“Tle is speaking of a friend of my child-
hood,” answered Lydorte, turning her blushing
tace aside. Sl dargd not say ¢ of my lover.”
]\’[ﬂé}‘i‘fﬁlﬂb atttibuting the cold reception of his
future dat.lghter-in—law~as he considered her —
to the anger which she cherished for his former
severfiy, came closer t8 her, on the side opo-
site to wl.lcrc Sir Lustace sat, for he was‘g]:il to,
have some separation between them—and asked
in a half whisper, ¢ Shall T seit for Severin,
Madame Tydorie, or ill you yourself write ‘to
him? Shall wg fix for Christmas—or sooner if
you like—the wedding that will make us all sy
happy " ) o )
“The wedding! the weddingi” said Sir
Lustace, bursting into a loud lapgh. By the
three griffivs of my shiefd! T guess what all ,
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this grand sccret is about. You ar.e going to give
one of your maids in marriage to the son of this
cook 7
Lydorie smiled in & manner to give the knight
*réason to think he guessed rightly—and she
blushed again! Alas for true love, once more !
—it was for shame, of her old affection. |
"I'hat Magaloutfe might ot sce either *the
smile or the blush, Lydorie turned her back ou
him q.uitc. The blood of the cpiscopal couk
roxe high at this apparently designed alj'I;UIIt.
He therefore wheeled round aad Houtteéd out of
“the room, not sorry to escape from the renewed
iaugh of Sir Kustace, and calling St. Martha to
'v:-,tncss tliat Jthe, Countess of Coucy steod as
Jittle chance as digd the gipsy's daught.cr of mar-
rying his son"Severin ! Bursting with rage and
» foaming with-ury, he rushed into the kitclich,
““all accoutred as he wag,” and there a horrid
and intolerable scene met his rage-rolling eycs.
Juring his absence a quarrel had arisen—clerks
and sculliong were mixed t.ogcthcr in a desperate
conflict—and three magnificent articles of flesh,
poulery, and game, were frizZing and burning
before the firg, so blackened and ryjined that no
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turnspit would have had the conseience to place
them on the table of a pig-driver.

This was too much for the proud heart and
excited feelings of Magalouffe. IIe attempted
"o utter a cry of anger and despair. He strove
to raisc his clenched fist—ecither in supplication
to his saint, or to knock down the nearest rioter
—btit word and &ction were incomplete. A
stroke of apoplexy laid him low, and a short
convulsion terminated lis career, on the scenc
of his many gloties, and robed in the honouraltle
livery of'Hits state ¢

During all these strange and awful events, the
faithful mind of Severin was continually picti.r-
ing, night and day, the*former happy scencs o
life, and 1magining new joys for the fusure in
the dearly loved country of his youth—the scencs
of his carly, his only love. Iivery'¥a.y acouiring
wealth by he exertions of his industry, and
under the protection of his powerful patron the
archbishop, he reckoned on overcoming ere long *
the obstinate refusal of his father, without which
this dutiful son was resolved in the first instance
not to make Lydodrie his wift. Rut he wastalso

. ep 1! . .
determined, if his father proved immoveable in
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his cruel opposi;io'n', to solicit an archiepiscopal
dispensation, and to make himself happy be the
consequences what they might.

. ‘* How gricvous it will be to me,”sthought he,
¢ should I be forced to cause pain to my father!
But how swect to be united to Lydoric—for I
loye ker better than him " .

At last Severm found himself in all ways qua-
lified to undertake the journey back to Cambray.
He did not seck any means of gpnouncing his
appx’oach to his old friend,’or t.h:: belgved mis-
tuess of his heart.  “ No,” said he, * I will take
.her by surprise cven though she should faint
"for j ' joy in my arms, as she once did from gricf.
How ‘CX(llllSlte to klss hcr into life again !”

* The archbiskop was so anxious to preferve his
tavoumte from  danger on the road, that he gave
hlm an cscort of two men-at-arms, well mounted
like himsclf, to defend him from thc manifold
cbances of robbery or assault, which the dislo-
c:ll:cd state of society rendered imminent in those
days.

Sev?rin at length set out, and trotted along,

indifferent to the anneyances of« snow, frost, or
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rain—for it was the midst of ‘winter—but he
went to sce his dear-loved Lydoric.

A journey of cighteen days brought him to
the town of St. Quentin. It was Sunday when
he arrived. 1lis first duty was piously to hasten
to the celebration of mass in the principal church.
Now it so happencd that at the very instant of
his arrival at the holy edificc a marriage was
about to take place. Scverin saw by the out-
ward pr;arations timt such was the case, and
his: hieurt throbbed with delight in antlupatmg
the day- -the quick coming day, thought he,—
when he should lead to the altar his own Lyco-.
ric, m her bridal dress and bl'ldd,l blushes.

“ Ioly saints! lm\v this youuo' brmc re-
sembles her ! Were it not for those robas of silk
and velvet, that hat with golden pomts —a
countess’s coronet—1I could swear it was she er-
celf I )

Bursting impatiently through the crowd, jhe
reached the foot of the altar. The armed hal-
berdiers who guarded the aisle thoi_lght, from his
determined step and mien, that he. must }.)e one

of the official personages employed in the ccre-
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mony, the more'so as he was richly Ladged and
dressed in the honourable uniform of rubricator
to the Archbishop of Rheims. "They therefore
gave him free passage.

“ Tt is, it is Lydorie ! there is no longer a
doubt ” and with the conviction, a pang fierce
as though a burning coal had £allen oh lis brgast,
fixed him to the spot. Ie gazed but moved
not, witil the pricst who performed the nuptial
ceremony by acu(lcm let fall thg ring which he
was just giving “to the lnu!egmmﬁ tp place on

. the hand of her whose Eeart was perjured.
. chuu ddl‘(&J forwards, and succceded in
p\ckmtr up tho ring before any other could, reach

\lhs whole mmd hLOlIlCd roused into new
a'hd mbtant action by the thought that filled it
now. Ile dL‘)\tCl't)Ubl) pulicd from his own finger

" the-slver ;"1'10 which he had of old regeived from
Lydoric, and he rcplaced the nuptla] one with
i'4;. And while the bridegroom joyously placed
¢his damning evidence of dier falschood on Ly-
doric’s ﬁngel':, her betrayed lover exclaimed in a
sonogous tone of bit.temcss and mockery, ¢ As

long as thou keepests this rings my beloved, so
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long shall Lydorie be thine, faithful and tender
to the last !™

At the first sound of the well-known voice
. Lydorie started back, and raised her eyes, and
fixed them full on the speaker. Kre the sen-
tence was finished she burst into a flood of tears,
and hid her face in her, husband’s bosom. -«

“ Well spoken, by my faith ! fair clerk of his
reverence of Rheims!” said Sir Eustace gaily,
for he recognizpd Severin’s livery. ¢ What re-
confpense, must I give theec for thy apt re-
sponse 7" <

But he to whom these light-hearted words
were addressed was alpeady out of sight. Iie
had darted through the crowd, and was $oon
forgotten in the shouts of joy and clamorous
cengratulations with which the air.was filled by
the congregation that led the new-marricd couple
from the church; Sir Eustace de Lens holding
tenderly the while the fair hand of his bride,
whose faltering step and downcast look were at-
tributed to maiden bashfulness instead of wo-

manly remorse.
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CHAPTER V.

Ix the legends of the olden time, as in the ac-
tual life of man, days, weeks, and months, roll
en imperceptibly almost ; events dic” away, pas-
sions*are absorbed, and feelings swallowed up in
those® which successively arise, like the waves
that are followed and swallowed up by those
which the swelling of the tide forces after them.
~- A full year had passed after the cvert we have
Just related. St. Quentin had almost lost the
memory of the ss;tr:mgcr who acted so extraor-
dinury a part at the wedding of the Countess of
Toucy ; Rheims had nearly forgottenits chief
rubricator, in admiration of the one who sue-
cce@ed him in the archbishops employ ; and
Cambray had found other topics to give food to
iis gossips, in place of the now old story of its
brphan and her sudden elevation in the world.
The scene shifts now to Paris. Much is left
untold in the legend, of what happened to the
actors in our story Cuiing the year which we
must now consider past and gone.’ 'l"ancy may
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fill up the chasm, but what follows may furnish
hints enough to the imaginative mind.

And now the curfew-bell had just finished its
solemn warning to the citizens. It was a night
of deep gloom. Had it not been for the torches
here and there glaring in front of the palace of
King Phl]lp, the =itizens who hurried to theii
homes had infallibly knocked their heads in
passing against the low coiumms and the ‘gothic
arcades, which stood high on thc open place
called the Grove, a sandy extent of waste
ground that was bounded and washed by the
waters of the Seinc.

A young man came stealthily out from one cf
the houscs in the neighbourhood of the nnlfi‘éc.
Ilinging across his right shoulder the folds of
hi, large cloak, to enable him no doubt to freely
use his 1ron-’t’erellcd stick in case of nu,d he’set
off at a qmck pace. After having followed the
course of the river for some time, he passed op-
posite the convent ana the street of Hicres, and
traced the whole length of the Qua); of Ormes,
of which the strcet of the P’aon-blunc and that
of Frosgicr-I’Anier formed the two limits. Ile
there stoppea; and first looking cautionsly
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round to sce that therc was no observer nigh, he
gently clapped his hands together twice.

The door of a small lodge, which flanked a
gavden-wall of immense height, now slowly open-
cd, and a young woman, cnvcloped in a long
mantle, came forth, and offered her trembling
ham& the warm pressure which the young man
was rely to give it.

 Bevérin !” said she, in a faltering voice, and
after some minutes of delicious silence, broken
only by the cchoes of their déep-toned embraces;
¢ \[y Scverin, this mecting must be the last!
Y9u must leave this place to-morrow and for-
ever—tor our love is no longer what it was, no
longcr pure and mnocent as in the days of our

]
youth—it has new become criminal, and ‘nay, if

?

you fly not

'P'}fc”young man only the more closely pressed
her in his arms.

¢ O, yes, yes, Severin, we must part for ever !
You must forget your Lydotie for ever—forget
our early love,‘. my falsehood, my faithlessness—
our rengwed acquaintance—this criminal passion!
Farcwell ! Farcwell, nsy "Scverin; for ever!”
While the agitated Lydorie thus® spoke, Se-
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verin remained as though stupiﬁ.cd with surprise
and gricf. But when she withdrew her hand
trom his grasp and stepped back for the fulfil-
ment of the purpose announced by her last
words, he sprang forward, clasped her again in
his arms, and cxclaimed, ¢ No, by heavens thou
shalt not “leave me! nor will I cver quit ghec
more! Thou art mine—minc éwn! My love,
my mistress, my wife, every thing that s dear
and sacred ! When, children together, we slept
in the same cradle, 8id not our common friend,
the holy man who is now in heaven, did he ro+
say that we were destined for cach other? When
cruel fate compelled me to leave thee to the
temptations of fortune—too powcrful for th’y in-
nocent ‘heart —didst thou mnot ,promisc to be
mine? Did I not, the day whcn thou didst
confess thy love, hold thee famtmg in mf“arms,
thy checeks wet with fears, thy hand convulsively
grasping mine? And if the temptations of a
false world, the flattering guile of a seclfish man,
was too much for thy unsupported faith—if in a
moment of weakness thou swervedst aside, hast
thou not redeemed the fault? Iloly Virgin!
is the oath that united thec to /im more sacred
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than that which baund thee to me? No, Ly-
dorie, thou art mine! Come, come then—let
us fly! We shall find in Hainault a sure
asylum—nothing can molest us there—all will be
Jjoy and peace !
Lydorie wept bittc.rly, but made no ansyer.
+‘\@ome, come ! let us away1” continued Se-
verin, impatiently yet tenderly, and drawing his
weeping ‘companion closer to him. She raised
her hmd which had been sunk on*his shoulder,
and cxcrtmg all her sclf: command she #t length
“rymke. ¢
¢ Severin,” said she, “ is it then indeed you
who give mhe this advice, who thus urge me to
ruin?  QQh, is not misery enough for endurance,
wx-ﬁ.m:n shame2 You, who so often told me in
lg'tpplcr days $hat true love was holy virtue, that”
it ]ﬁe(l not but in purity, and died in d&shonour ?
Severin, were I now to follow your mad advice,
or listen to your frantic proposal, in how little
time would you look on me with contempt—how
soon would my, presence be a burthen, my very
love the nourishment of your remdrse 7 No, my_
.dear, dear friend, we must part '—and for ever !’
Farewgll, farewell I™

R
VOL. I.
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She darted from his embrace, entered the
pavilion,. and firmnly closed the door. Ilc felt
her withdraw from his arms, he saw her light
figure vanish from his side, he heard her words
and her steps as she fled along the path within
the garden, yet he neither spoke mor stirred.
While he stood' thus motionless and du.rb,
sudden cry for help roused bim from his ‘t',orpor.
A mechanical movement of courage made him
grasp his stick firmly, and he hurried off in the
dircetion: from ~hich the cries and the clashing
of weapons procceded. 1le soon reached a ..
tired spot, where by the dismal light of an almost
expiring torch he sa~ a man defending himsclt
with a short sword, against the attacks of two
assailants. Just as Severin came running up,
“shouting cncouragement to the s*no_L_m:m, one
of the cowerdly assailants fcll to the ear th, wnd
the other abandoned the contest and fled.

*¢ May St. George be your speed, good friend!
Y ou have saved m'y life !” said the unknown, in
French but with a foveign accent. which struck
Severin as Ehglish—anl it was such. = ¢ Bat
for you it was all over with me._ I am hurt, but
I think slightly. Let us lcave this place—that
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runaway may l.)rfng others to attack us. Com-
plete your good deed by supporting me to my
house, which is hard by—I bleed freely—come
ou,.kind sir! What arc you grophg for near
that writhing wretch, who scems at his last gasp 7™

“ I am only secking for my toque, which fell
fronl sy head this m:)ment.”

i i\taste, hasté away, good friend—yon villain
and his fellows will be soon on our track—come,
come! I will glvo you a hundred éoques for the
one you have lost!” and, the wounded nwan lean-
4@ on Scverin's arm, they both walked away.

*After some minutes they arrived before a
portal, “whith the s.tranger.quickly opencd ky a
spring ; gnd securely closing it again, he uttercd
a short sentence, of thanksgiving for his cscape
A courtquﬁdﬂaas soon passed, and then several
rowsatSof a large and h:mdsomc house,«in which
the whole family secmed to have rctlred to rest.
At length they came to a chamber, richly fur-
nished and lighted up, and n which sat a lady
of mnoble miep, but whose countenance was
stronglye marked wi.t'h adnclancholy expression.

(At sight of the stranger, palc, a]mo'st stagger-

K 2
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ing from faintness, and covered with blood, she
uttered a scream, and flew towards him, with
every mark of agitated affection. Severin heard
the following conversation, but understood ne-
thing of it, for it was in the Inglish language.

“ *Tis nothing, Isabella—1I feel that the
wound is but slight—compose yourself !” | ,

“ Oh, Aymond ! what wretch has done,this 2

“ Your kind brother, Charles, the handsome
and bountiful, King of France, by the grace of
God! He rhu,sl: have all his titles from mec on
occasion of this ceremony of assassination,” said
the wounded person in a bitter and sarcas:ic
tone. . ‘

¢ Can Cliarles have been so base 7"

 Aye, Isabella, aye! Two .men bearing nis
* houschold livery, and one of them, of high rank—
for I saw_his glittering star and collar 5 I
struck him dpwn—-l;ave Jjust waylaid and wound-
ed me, and but for this young man’s assistance
I had now been without life and you without a
protector.”

The lady ihrew a lonk full of gratitude on

Severin. ,,
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“ But this danger is not the only one which
besets us,” continued the stranger. “ Frightened
by the threats, or bought by the ggld of Hugh
§[;cncer—that bitter enemy which, by God’s
grace, I will one day pay for this!—your bro-
théc has signed a #reaty, by whlch be pledges
himsglf to delivgr you up agam to Edward—and
what‘lls. the vengeance which the tyrant King of
Iingland has in store for the wife who left his
arms for mine ? * Need I dwell on this, or rousc

. your fears? As for me, Isabefla, thls attcmpt
proves that there is no intention that I should
accompany you to England. My county of
Kent is too rich # heritge to allow thosé who
would despoil me of it to let me live "

¢« Oh, Aymond ! for myself I fear not Ed;

*ward)-'révenge or my own suffering—but to
snatch thee from this pertl, say, what must be
done? What is our resource #” «

“ Instant flight—nor is,even that sure. I
know we are® beset with bravos and assassins—
but we must risk something to escape from
worse.':’ . ]

* « And whert turn our steps—and ¥hen ?”

“JTo Flanders—this very night, this very
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hour, my Isabella, or it may be too late. My
faithful Harrys is already on before—I warned
him to be ready, for 1 suspected what was com-
ing. 1Ilc is at a few leagues distance, with soine
fifteen or twenty Englishmen at arms, devoted
fellows but whom the jealos fears of your by o-
ther would not suffer’ to be lodged within the
walls of I’aris. Once with them we shzll be
safe. 'We may then- easily reach [Hainault,
where Count . ohn will be, sure ot give us vro-
tection and succour.” .

“ And how, Aymond, to pass the intrica‘ie'
ways of the city on a night so gloomy as this ™

% I'is not casy—the scound=el guide sent to me
by Harrvs, fled when the murderers attaci.ed me.”

With these words the Farl of Kent turned
towards Severin, who had stood a sliem»observw
and umntf)rmed listener of what was done and
said. To the questions, whether he knew the
streets of Paris well enough to find out the road
to IHainault in the dark? he readily answered
“ yes,” and a heavy sigh accompan.ed the word,
for he thought of his own Tate project of flight.

“ Put me and this lady safely on our route,
kind comrade, and I will reward you well.” -_
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“ I want no revard—I am ready to do you
this small scrvice.”

“ Away, away, then! and God and St. George
kold us in their keeping! Now, ISabella, cou-
rage and energy ! Go, seck your son, and the
mdist valuable of yoyr jewels—one caskct only,
fur we must not be encumbered. T and this
good %routh will" soon saddle threc horses—and
then all is ready ™ .

After a short time, spent in washing away the
blood and applying some ha.tsty.drcssing of lint
to® his wounded'side, the carl hastened to the
stables with Severin. 'The Queen of Lingland
was quickly ready, with Ber beloved son ia her
arms— her dearest treasure. In as short a time
as it was possible to employ on such an occasmn,
othe party wae fairly out, and in such speed a¥
prddence commanded them to use.e At first
they went at a slow and steady walk, in order
not to excite suspicion or alarm to the patrols of
archers and alberdiers who might be encoun-
tered in the narrow strects; but once the gate of
the city passed, and that was accbmplished with-
out hindrance,, they pushed f'ow'/arq st a goo'd
round trot; and when the paved fauxbourg was
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cleared and the sandy road alone beneath their
horses’ feet, a smart canter brought them quickly
out of all danger. But it was nearly daybreak
before they felt themselves to breathe freely.
Silence was natural to their respective states of
mind. Few words werc spoken, except a kind
ard sonot.hi‘ng inquiry .at times, from Isabclla %o
her lover, when he could not suppress a groan
from the pain caused by his wound. Tlie‘child
who was camnd carefully before Severin, ﬁrmly
placed on a rolled * up cloak, slept soundly for
whole huurs. At length the Queen, interruptisg
the deep silence, turned towards Scverin, and
said, ¢ Now that we ave safeo' and free, and as-
suredly not far from our escort, had you not
better tirn back, generous young, stranger.P If
r1hey discover that you aided our flight, your life
may not be safe.” .

“ My life is not worth preserving, madame—
I have lost all which could give it any value.”

*““So young and so unfortunate! How is
this ?” )

Severin gave a brief sketch of his advcptures
and his havless passion for Lydorie. His recital
deeply interested the Queen. The modest and
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ingenuous affection of Lydorie, on which Seve-
rin dwelt so tend.erly, was a bitter reproach to
her whom passion had so far carried away as to
make her expose to the scandal ofetwo powerful |
kingdoms her guilty connexions with her hus-
gfmd"s brother.

Her heart was "grievo_usly oppressed*at that
monjent ; and -she raised her eyes, which swam
in tears, on him for whose sake she had sacri-
ficed her honour, her h;.ppiness, her conscience,
and hes throne.” She sought for congolation in
his looks, but’found it not. ‘A sarcagtic smile
-plaved on his pale face, and he addressed to
Severin .a few phrases of raillery, on thc weak
pre.]udlces which had persuaded him to abandon
Lydone for ever, , rather than risk her remorse
by urging her more forcibly to quit her husband's
Jron and ﬂ).f with him. i

While the Queen listened to his ironical, and
she thought heartless words, a ‘horrid doubt for
the first time assailed her.« She asked hersclf if
indeed this man for whom she had so suffered,
loved her smcerelx, or whether he had not
plunged her into theeabyss of disgrace from the

x3
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cold calculations of ambition? The question
was too painful for examination then—too dcep
for solution perhaps ever. She turned away lest
. she might see in the heart-betraying cxpression
of his features the answer which she asked for,
yet dreaded to receive. Ah! this anguished
moment and the like, were the cxpiations, in;
flicted by Heaven for the crimiral enjoyments
which to the eyc of the world were allowed b go
unpunished. '

And now the ‘travellers' came up wide the
faithful domestic and the expected escort, why
waited for them at the place appointed. The
Queen gave to Severinna valuable ring, which
she told him te keep in remembrance of; one to
whom he had done such good service, and of the
bey he had so kindly taken charge of. 'The

Larl of ](Cl?t took him aside ; ‘

“ Young man,” saia he, « in assisting us as
you have done, you have perhaps done yourself
a scrvice as well as us. This is not the moment
to entrust you with the perilous secret of our
names. The less you know of us now, the bgtter.
But let our blessed Lady.and St. George but
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have us in their .kcepmg and vou shall one day
remember with Joy the actions of the night we
have passed togcther !”

At these words Lo rejoined the, escort ; and
.;(':vcrin, throwing a wistful look towards the
Hainault road—yet irresistibly drawn back to
the scene that was b completc, as it had begun,
his dlcstmy, slowly retraced his way to Daris
on the aoble stced which he whom he had scrv-
ed insisted on his keeping as a token of his

gratitude,
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CHAPTER VI

At the epoch of these events, under the reigns
of King Bdward, II. of Eigland and Charles
IV. of France, the latter surnamed Le :Bel,
from his being, as an old. quaint Chronicler ex-
presses it, ‘“ gent de prestance,” and having
¢ grand appe“tit d'amour,” the art of paiiting
was confined to a cold, clumsy, and mincing
imitation of nature. The few pictures of tha:
period are particularly deficient in that spirit of
animation which is now the very ‘soul of the art.
"The patater of those days, wishing to give a
ucpresentation of life, stamped his efforts with
the imprint of death. The portra{ts seem 1ke-
nesses of painted corpses; and figures meant to
represent action, resemble so many skeletons,
fixed in a given attitade and covered in the pre-
valent costume. )

"The chief usg of the art during the foul;tcenth
century, was in. its application‘to the embellish-
ment of manuscrlpts. In the miniature orna-
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ments with which [they were adorned, the patient
talent of the rubricator produced admirable re-
sults, and reached a most extraordinary height
of perfection. In examining the sarc and pre-,
cious specimens of such works, which now re-
mam preserved in almost all their original fresh-
ness. we gaze with' astomshmgnt at the tich co-
lours which sparkle and glow over the page,
surrounding the capital letters with a halo of
gold and azure, dividir;g the columns of closc
ana r&yular manuscript, andl teIminatigg'in some
¢xquisitely finiShed ornament below thgm. I'he
-mixture of bright with less dazzling tints forms
a combination of whlch modern pamtmu gives
no ldea and thesight would be- soon tired and
dazﬂed by so much splendour, did it mot in turn
repose on the broad margin of white or crea-
coivured vellum.

But the beauty of the art was all confined to
the skill with which its brillidnt colours wcre
thus arranged. 'The subjects represented, par-
ticularly wi.len human beings were included,
ch.:,the miniature details of a, preposterous bad
taste. Whetheér it was* some saint with a gilded
halo round his head, or a knigﬁt. of chivalry
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armed for the lists, or the author of the book

kneeling at the foot of some pope or bishop,

whose stiffened hands are standing up in the

. gest of benediction, or a feudal chieftain with

long flat streams of hair parted on his forehead,

or a jester in cap and bells with a jay on his
wrist —parodying his masters falcon—all wear
the same intolerable air of inanity, and present
a total absence of all that is inspiring in human
life, or interesting in nature. Men-at-arms,
castles, rivers, "trees,” mountains, all juric to-
gether in 2 close confusion—for perspective had
not yet lent its magic to the art.

An illuminated manuscript was in those
strange days, when intellect was so'advanced but
civilization so imperfect, a valuable treagure.
Ne:arly seventy years after the time we treat of
Charles VI. of I'rance posscssed but six volumes
in his library. "And mahy a chieftain of high line-
age and high fame for feats of arms, having by
great favour been allowed to examine these rare
wonders, returned to his feudal castle and told
his gentle dame, of the mgrvelloué embcl}ish-
ments in the majestic tomiesy paid for so highly
to some obscure monk or namel(;ss clerk, but ©

3
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which he, high .an(! mighty warrior that he was,
would have blushed to be thought capable of
reading.

Jrom all this it may be supposed that the
profession of rubricator was very lucrative; for
Xarc as was the accum’phqhmcnt of reading, that
of illpminating manuscript was infinitely’ moge
so. It was often, then, while in the practice of
his art, and in the enjoyment of the luxuries and
goads of life which it produced him, that Severin
blesséd'tie memory of the good Canoy Water-
mejz, whose name was, alas! associated so
chusely with that one whu,h formed at once the
blessmg and the bane of lns existence.

Returned now from hls abrupt #nd adventur-
ous eXpLdltht‘l, and  his thoughts perpleked be-
tween wonderment as to who his new acquaint-¢
aqcea could bc, and what their suddu; cause of
Hight, and with the far more absorbing subject
of Lydorie’s resolute abandonment of him, and
the best means for making® her renounce her
crucl decision,.. he sat down before the large table,
where pencils, colours, gold leaf, and plaquets of
foil, with the gtﬁer utedsils of * his _art weré

sl;rcad.
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But in vain did Severin hope to gain quict
and calm in the labours of his profession. His
turbulent thoughts rose up and ran riot, despite
his rcpeated efforts at application; and he felt
relicf rather than annoyance at hearing the voci-
ferations of a noisy crowd, v\vhich had entered the
street ‘and scemed gathered for some specific
object in front of the house in which he lodged.
As he approached one of the narrow casements
in order to look out, his chamber door was vio-
lently"burst open, séveral ‘armed men x@iéd on
him, bcund him with cords, dragged him for-
cibly away, and followed by a furious mob, who
hcaped on him insult. abuse, and execration, he
was finally placed within a prison, and thrust
into oné of its most loathsome dungcons.

Bewildered, confounded, yet almost looking
with apathy on his fate, he was roused up hy
the reopenir;g sounds of his prison gate, just as
his dungeon ‘door was on the point of being
closed. The ruffisn gaoler wished to give one
additional pang to the suffering prepared for
him—but with it he gave a new impuls= to his
existence. Turning liis eyes in the direction of
the grating bolts and bars, and startled by a re-
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newed yell of s;v'age imprecation from the mob
without, he saw a female figure carried forward,
her delicate arms bound, like his own strong
liznbs, with cords, her fainting frante resting in
the clasp of a ficrce man-at-arms. “ Heavens !
Ye saints of glory ! F it be P Yes, it was Ly-
doric?

He would hae sprung forward—but the gaol-
crs pushed him into the gloomy dungeon, the
door closed with a heavy sound, gnd he fell in-
sensible on the floor.

wFor three whole months the wretched Severin
Tingered in his dungeon. No human face cver
met his ahxious g.lance, sgve that of his gaoler,
a wretely chosen, i; would secm, ndt less from his
brutal disposigion than his repulsive aspet. In-
, sensible to gvery appeal, he never answered ore
word to Severin's desperate inquirics as to the
charges against himself, or, what affected him a
thousand fold more acutely, the fate of Lydoric.
At times, in.deed, as if inclined to give some re-
lief to his ha}f-maddened mind, the gaoler would
prolgag his visit somg minutes beyond the usual
Jime; and wh‘i.le. layiftg ‘down the scanty supply
of food, enongh to keep body and “soul together
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from day to day, he would secm to listen more
earncstly to the prisoners pleadings ; but then,
with diabolical refinement, he would give a fiend-
like smile, ér burst into coarse laughter as.he
retired and fastencd the bolts and bars.

Innumerable conjectures floated on Scverin’s
brain. But the most scttled of the severzl no-
tions that scemed to bring conviction was, that
the two strangers whose flight he had so effec-
tively helped, had, for some selfish motive of
\'ocurit')‘r,—sacriﬁced him to their own “cncmies.
And he-concluded, that for some inexplica*le
cause they found it politic to implicate the inno?
cent Lydorie, as a pretended accomplice in the
measures which he alone had effected  How
bitterly did he now regret the confidence he had
flaced in those strangers! But what a relief
was it at the time to unburthen his overloaded
heart? And who could have suspected persons
of their evident qhigh rank, apparent candour and
cordiality, and whos¢ only probable feclings to-
wards him should have been those arising from
generosity and gratitude ?

"But it was too late for'regret—too soon per-
haps for despair. The flickering light of Hope
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was still alive. ~And the very circumstance
which so aggravated his suffering on personal
accounts, brought an antidote with it. "T'he
faot that Lydoric was implicated fn his fate,
convinced him that while his was undecided,
hers remained in dmﬂ)t And there was a decp
it dceary clement of cousolation in’ tlnnkmg
that she still inhabited the same mournful
mans'oﬁ with him, and the atmosphere of mi-
scr_y mound him scemed parlfmd and l)nghtened
by the bcuef that she was in it :oo. Wlth this
tecting—one of thosc heaven-sent congolations
whieh accompany almost every variety of suffer-
ing—Severin, tired out with the torturing,agi-
tation of ethought, uscd to fling himsclf on the
damp straw of. his dungeon, and dream bright
Jisions, which had probably net floated o’er him®
Ind he pressed the downy couch of g palace.
One morning his door was opened ; his gaoler
entercd us usual, but he was followed by four
men, one of,them in the costume of a legal
functionary. , After scrupulously ascertaining
that the prisoncr’§ chains werc seécurely fastened
on his emaciated limbs, they drdergd him to
follow them, and they all quitted the dungeon.
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It was spring. The air was soft and clear.
The sky brightly blue. In quitting the in-
fected spot where he had crouched so long in
anguish, a thrill of joy rushed through the pri-
soner’s frame, as though the inspiring breath of
heaven had found a free pnssage through every
pore. He for a'moment forgot all past nfisery,
all present danger, and had the thread of life
that moment snapped -asunder, he had died a
death of perf.ct happiness. So far for the phy-
sical susceptibility of the man—but one light-
ning flash of thought, bringing back the imfge
of his adored Lydorie, as he last saw ler,
turnzd all this riot .f sensation into the still
caln of despair. His chains once mor. weighed
him down. His heart sunk again, and he walked
“on, or tottered rather, his feeble Lmbs scarcely
ablc to support their load of woe.

After traversing several streets, he was con-
ducted to a large building, called by courtesy
the scat of justice. He was soon in the pre-
sence of those tools of tyranny whose voice was
to decide his fate. The crowd who atten-led to
witness the trial received the ac~used with their

usual yell of anticipating condemnation ; and as
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he took his place on the seat allotted to the un-
happy culprits, who were doomed to the mockery
of judicial inquiry in those days, a new shout
from the ferocious mob caused himsto raise his
cycs and look around. He beheld Lydorie,
loaded with cbams, but a bcam of joy and
bgauty flashing across her pallid cheek *as she
caught his view. He strove to dart towards
her ; Iat the guards held him down on his seat;
sand she quietly occupiéd hers, .with looks of
love™3Mde confidence alternately .ﬁxﬁd od him or
thgown up towakds heaven. .
* Some introductory forms being gone through,
the principal judge addressed the two prisoncrs
as fo]lm;s: - )
“Severin Magalouffe and Lydoric de ILens,
Countess of éoucy in your own right, listen !
) You, Magalouﬂe, are the murderer of Sir Llus-
tace de Lens, a brave ana worthy kmght late
in the service of his Majesty Kidg Charles, and
deputy intendant of the palace, a high and ho-
norable pla::e in the royal household. You
treache‘rousl}" waylaid him in the night, in the
near ncighbourhdod of Lis own residence, aided

] . P)
by yonder criminal, his wife, who’mct you by
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appointment there, to do this kloody deed. The
provost and his marshals and men-at-arms, in
carrying off' the corpsc of the murdered knight,
found on thé spot this green velvet toque.
Well may you start with horror at this silent
¢ idence of your crime! \Vithin the folds of
its linkag was concm]cd th.b slip of parchment,
traced with these damning words, ¢ This night.
Severing when the curfew sounds its warain_ --
fail not—-tis the last’—the last hour my ™ us:
band h.5 %o five, was no doubt what lef™guilty
hand would have written, were' ye not aireagly
on that point agreed ! The words arc tracec
by you, Lydoric de Lens, for fatally true it is
that ;'ou were.carly and foolishly taught the art
of writing, which was uever mcant for women’s

knowledge, but suits best the l-ulv monks, whose
duty is to preserve and propagate the blessed
scriptures and the works of the saints; or the
lcarned clerks aud doctors, whose business is to
expound and transcribe the laws of the state.
This falsc step in your early bringix}:z_; up has led
you now to convjction. Let it be a wamipg to
those who hear me, to bricg up their daughters

in that wise fgnorance which js suitable to cvery
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woman educated *in the fear of God, and the
simple duties of her estate in life.  Severin Ma-
galoulfe, what have you to answer ¥”

Severin, overwhelmed by the weight of this
unlocked for accusation, to which appearances
lent such a colotir o.t' truth, could not, unp-e
pared, as he was with arguments or *withesscs,
attewpt & useless defence.  For himself he saw
ther was no hope. is only thought was of
Lycorie s and he exclaimed in a gteady voice,

* Sheds innocent I

& He confesses his own guilt—Put it,down in
ehe seroll '™ said the chief judge. “ And you.
Lydorie, (,ount(n.\ of cuey ? " added he.

= Hegven be m) witnew. T am innocent of
wlis foul crime, and Severin also ™ said®Lydorie
.in timid but unfaltering accents.
. A shout of indignation broke froig the audi-
tory, and the judges shook their heads and
frowned at this perverse denial’of guilt. Ly-
doric saw thg,t it was in vaiit to oppose her fecble
words to their pre-detcrmined obstinacy. She
sat doan therefore ingsilence. .
Severin at s.ig'ht ofeher hopeless rcsignatioh.

and in the pictured horror of her “approaching



216 THE ORPFHAN OF CAMBRAY.

fate, recovcred all his energy. * “He again stood
up, and in a clear and determined manner re-
lated all the circumstances and events which
. bore upon the case. But the judges listened in
incredulous indifference; and from all parts of
the assembled crowd exclamations of disbelicf
and vengehnce were heard. .
“ They are guilty! They arc guilty! Re-
venge, for the barbarous murder of Sir Fustace
de Lens!” and such-like sounds reverberated
through the loftv hall. "I'he judge then ‘stood
up to pronounce the sentence*. It condemred

* To the curious in matters of jadicial and legislative
atroci.y we give the followving litoral . extract from this
document, which condemned Severin Maga>uflc and
Lydorie, Countess of Coucy, *“ etre justiciés de trois ma-
aiéres, savoir; a étre trainés sur un bahut, & trompes et
trompettes, par toute la ville, de rue en rue, ct puis
amends devant la maison de la dite Comtesse de Coucy:
en cet endroit ils seront liés sur une esselle (‘échelle)
haut si que chacun petit et grand les pourra voir; et
aura-t-on fait en ladite* place un grand f;cu. Quand ils
seront liés on leur coupera la main dextre et scnestre,
arachera la langue, et créveras les yeux. Apres quoi,
on les jettera au feu, pour ardoh', (bruler,) et aprds leur
sera le cceur. tiré hors du ventre et jaté au feu: aprés
que les dits Severin Magalouffe et Lydorie, Comtesse de
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Severin and I:ydprie, found guilty of murder
and adultery, to a cruel and ignominious death,
on the morning following the trial. It was heard
in silence by the two prisoners; antl was hailed o
with loud shouts of approbation by the blood-
thirsty mob. After it was pronounced, the bu-
siness of the day was declared«o be dver. The
condemned criminals were dragged away to their
respective dungeons, and the judges retired to
sthe enjoyment of their evening mgal.

- -
Coucy auront ainsi été atournés, ®n leur coupera la

téta, et scront-ils découpés en quatre quartfers, et en-
®oy¢és en quatre mcilleures rues de la cité dc Paris.”

VOL. I.
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CIHHAPTER VII.

11 Iotel St. Paul, the palace of King
(,’Jlnrlc.s, Was a large and straggling buildipg, or
rather a collection of buildings, purchased from
different owners and united together by con-
neeting balustgades and corridors, and it stretch®
ed alorig, thé bogders of the river Scine, not far
from the scenc of the events so.important to the
now desolate Severin and Lydorie. L

Iy the most distapt por{ion.s of shis palace
was a large “court planted with tregs, in the
midst 8f which a fountain threw up an arti-
ficial strcam of water, which fell down again
among the foliage, on the surface of a hrog(.l
basin, with a monoténous and melancholy sound.
All the windows which looked upon this court
were defended bye wireworked trellice, to' pre-
vent the intrusion of a quantity:of pheasants,
pigeons, and pther birdg, domesticated, in tuc
place.

It was in a small tower or pavilion at the
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cxtremity of thi.s°oourt, so adapted to the quiet
purposes of a dormitory, that King Charles
slept soundly and late, for the bright rays of
supshine had long lighted up the tich curtains
of gold brocade which enveloped the regal
couch. Suddenly the noise of a hcav‘y and
hasty step echoed on the marble pavement of
the comdor, and, though almost stifled in the
thick matting of rushes which covered the floor
Of the anti-room, the movemcnts of t]lc intruder
were still audlble, as he pas«,d. the p‘:ges with
an gir of uuthomty, and made his way up close
té the sleeping mot:arch.

“ How now ?* Who is there ? Who breaks in
on my regst tln;s c.arly ?" cried the imperative
king, with the i]l temper so natural to all ' men on
I)ung so disturbed. ¢ By my DPatron, this is too®
ha\l ! Do my chamberlains and pagee stand at
my door for nought, halberd in hand or sword at
side, while I am at the mercy of e.very intruder?
Ia! good Cousin, is it you? continued he, on
recognizing the grave and dcliberate physiogno-
wy of Count Philip ¢f Valois dooking grimly
th.rough the curgzi'ns. )

‘I bring news to your Majesty, enough to

. . ‘Lo,
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make you rouse from your slembers, aye, and to
keep your eyes from closing for a night or more,”
replied the Count of Valois, with a harsh and
somewhat presuming tone. -

““ What then are these evil tidings? Cut
short Jny suspense and vour own pleasure in
b\oodmg over tlifem,™ said the angry kinge

¢ "Tis briefly, your Majesty, that a messenger
has just arrived from Hainault bringing, in
troth, bad noys. (‘ount Jolm with his men at
arms, on landl?n‘ in Lngland with Queen Isa-
belle atd Kent her paramour, was warmly «wel-
comed by the turbulent barons The chicf mén
among them quickly raised theu' banners for the
Queen. King Edward and Spencer, "asieged in
Bristol, were soon taken prisoners. The captive
monarch is held close and fast by Lord Berkely,
while tho hiapless minister was executed on the
spot.™

“ By St. I\'iark, good Cousin, this tale comes
quick and glibly from your lips, as though it -
pleased you well!  'What more?, How fares it
with my sister? Who i~ in power P

“ Queen Isabelle is proclaimed regent of the
kingdom, in place of the king, who is declared
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unworthy to reign.» Earl Aymond is now all in
all—the Queen is regent; but your Majesty need
not learn who rules over her. Remember, sire,
heebears in his flank the mark of the blade
which Sir Eustace de Lens meant for his heart,
and be not surpriseds that he means to make a
piigri.nage to our Lady of Pari%, who .prescrved
his life—thirty thousand English pikes and as
many men at arms to carry the torches in his
f)roccssion.” -

‘“ A truce, Philip, to your sarcastic® air and
words—this is indeed bad news! How quickly
all this has passed »

“ Aye, by r.py faith', more quickly than we

may complete our preparations for the threatened
visit of outrageous Kent.”
o ‘ What is to be done?” asked the king, in
great agitation. * What force to epjfose to this
enemy who never pardoned a wrong ?  How raise
supplies ?”

¢ Force! there is none,”-iresumcd de Valois,
“ and as for sypplies for the empty coffers of the
state, ou might torture, flay, ad hang Lom-
bards and Jews.to the’ last man;, and not get a
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rose noble—wituess the obstimacy of Gerard de
Guette and many more.”

T will throw myself at once on the great
nobles,” said the king. .

“ They arc more likely in this juncturc to
throw themsclves on your majesty. The great
vassals and feudatories of the crown are your
worst enemies. T'hey are gained over already
by English gold; and even those that might be
faithful are exhausted by their petty wars.”

* Isabelle loves me still—I will depend on
her.” -« -

‘* Remember, sirc, your discourtcous rceep-
tion of her here so lately, when yéu aimed,
turough your creature’s hand, at her lover's
life.”

! « By the blessed saints! Count Philip, I
cannot bear your taunts—you drive me mad ¥
cxclaimed the king, 'springing from his bed and
pacing his chamber in a very undignified mood.
‘““ Have you nouglit to advise? No consola-
tion? No resourcc? I still reckon on Isa-
belle™
“ Y our majesty is about’ to lose, this very day,
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all chance of her intercession to avert this threat-
ened calamity.”
*“ How is that? What mean you, Philip *™
« The provosts and judges have condemned *
and are going to cxecute a man who, without
knowing whom he sescued, was the means of
savirg the life of the Earl of Kent,. th.c nigzht
that de Lens fell in the attempt to assassinate
him. ~A worthy priest has just now told me all
“the details, having come from the pm.on of the
innocent” man, to lmplorc my .good offices with
your Majesty for his pardon.”
* & TIow are we to kgow that Isabelle cares for
this culprits Jife ?”
“ Ilcwe is a ring, which I readily recognizc
tor hers, given by her to the youth in"token of,
.gratitudc—-l received it erewhile from the hand®
of the priest.” And then, at the king’s request.
Count Philip entered into an ample explanation
of the adventure by which Severin and Lydorie
had been so scriously implichted in her husband’s
well-merited death.
“ Tgabelle loves thg marvellous and romantic,”
said the king | to hifself in deep rgvcnc, when
the Count of Valois had concluded. * Enough,
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Philip I continued he, addressing the count.
¢ This tale tells marvcllous well. Give instant
orders that at noon precisely this officious youth,

*who stepped’ between me and my just inten-
tions towards Kent, be brought to the church of
Notre Dame, to do full penance for his crimes—
be<cven this charge unfounded—and afterwards
carried to execution !”

The count gazed on Charles with stern asto-
nishment ; and- attempted to address some re-
monstranee on this act of mamfest tyranny.

“ Do as we have ordered, Cousin!” inter-
rupted the king, with more than usual peremp-
toriness of tone; and to éut ;hmft all ‘rejoinder
on the part of the count, he called his cham-
berlains ‘and valets, and directed them to dress
liim in all speed.

When the confessor of the prison returned from
his visit of intercession to the Count of Valois,
deeply afflicted with its result, and considering
in what terms he could best prepare the unfor-
tunate Severin for his fate, he found him in a
erisis of fierce excitement. .

The previous' day he“*had been calm and
as it were overwhelmed by the weight of an
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inevitable evil. 'B.ut when, after having made
his confession to the good priest, the latter
informed him who were the distinguished per-
sonages whose flight he had assisted, and that
he saw a clear means, if time were but afforded,
of proving his innocence and that of Lydorie,
an uneasy and anxious i'celing of delight geemed
to possess him. The poignant impaticnce which
succeeded during the night and on the follow-
ing morning, caused an a'gitation approaching to
delirium. .

At length the door of his dl-mgeon yas once
more opened. The old priest appeared. Ilis
sorrowful lookse and eyes filled with tears told
the condemned youth that no hope- was left him.

Then it was that thc ungovernable ®rage of
despair complétcly oermastered Severin. o
sl)rang from end to end of his dungeon, he
lugged and clanked his cRains, he struck his
head against the walls, and vociférated scrcams
and imprecations. Neither ¢he gentle voice of
the priest nor the robust exertions of the gaoler
had power to calm his fury, till he sunk bleeding
and cxhausted at theirefect.

* Oh, my son, my son !” exclaiméd the holy

+ 13
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man,  If human power condgm'ns and punishes
us wrongfully, is not the justicc of Heaven wait-
ing to recompense us for our sufferings here be-
low? Accept, with resignation, the crown  of
thorns of mortal woe, to rcceive one of unfading
glory hereafter ! "Think of your manifold sins, my
son, and repent ip time ! o
¢ And she, she! What acc her sins ? She, who
is pure as the angels of heaven! And they are
going to destroy that beautiful form, in open day
and in the gaze of the monstrous brutality of
manking! Let me loosc—set me free! There is
no justice on carth or in heaven ! '
At this blasphemy the saintly-old man sig"ned
himsclf devoutly with the sign of the cross, and
vowed & nine days’ office to Our Lady of Grace,
df by her powerful influence she deigned to save
the poor sufferer from such an excess of despa.il".'
“ Oh, m)" dear child,” rcsumed he with great
emotion, *‘ do not dic in blasphemy and as
abandoned miscreants might die ! Reject not the
holy palm of martyrdom in virtuc's cause, which
the blessed angels prepare for yoti. Innocence is
virtue, and you are inrocent ! Oh, die not thus !
For such a death would be to inflict on me, who
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have - laboured 'night and day to console, as 1
could not save you, an everlasting recollection of
anguish.”

“ Oh pardon, pardon, holy father! But it is,
50 ﬁlghtful to think of '—Oh! if I could die
alone ! But she ! she!”

.At length the good prigst contrivetl to bring
the suffering youth'to a state of comparative
calm ;- and when the executioners came to lead
diim away, they found him kneeling before the
holy mar, who stooped ovct him, Biessed him,
and wept aloud. | .

. According to the custom of those barbarous
times, when every outrage was added to embitter
the pangg of tyranny’s v1ctlm, the prisoncr was
bound on a hurdlc and thus drawn anfidst the
insults of the populace to the church of Notro
pame, where, according to the orders of the
King, he was to undergo the species of penance
known by the ndme of amende honorable. An
immense crowd filled the church in all parts;
and contrary. to custom in like cases, Severin
was Jeq into the choir, across whjch a long black
curtain was suspeuded',-as if to add gloom to the

melancholy scen
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While Severin was placed ppon his knees in
front of the curtain, it was slowly drawn on onc
side, and Lydorie, dressed in the splendid ap-

1 parel of a btide, suddenly rushed forward and

with a hysteric scream of joy threw herself nto
her lover's arms. Severin quite overcome, lost
fox, a while®all sense of . woe or joy. .

‘When he came to himself, Lydorie was still

there, supporting his wounded head, embracing
his forchead apd bathing it with tears of rap*
ture mixed “with dread. Many persons richly
clad, among whom were ladies’ who wept and
smiled at once, surrounded Severin. His arms,
were released from thelr cords, “and -they had
instinctively folded themselveq round Lydoric’s
waist. ¢ .
e The King—for Charles himself was present—
gazed on the scene with the interest which thq;
author of a mystery might have taken in the
representation of his work, while it was acted by
the holy brothers of*his convent.

¢ Now, my Lord Bishop,” sai(}‘ he to a pre-
late who stood by in full pontificals—*“ now cele-
brate the marr'age, thertimé i is come '—And
here is the ‘dowry which we give with our royal
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"Hand to this anl'e dame, full restitution of her

rights, full reparation for her honour, full cn-
Jjoyment of lands, estates, and privileges falsely
forfcited to the crown. And hese is a pateny
ofénobility for this brave and injured youth in
name of our dearly cherlshcd sister, the Queen
Regent of Lngland Eor he it kmown to all
men, that it was-he who saved this bcloved
sister from danger and perhaps death, when we
were  most treacherously mstligated to wrath
against her. But tiiis, alat! is thevate of princes
—too often ao wicked counsellors xpal\e them
walk in evil ways !

“ My Lond Robert of Artois,” continued the
vily King, aftera long.-dra,wn sigh and .turning
to a young prince who stood at hiseside ~*¢ it
was not you.ussuredly who wert cause of this eur
almost fatal error.  Your voice was always raised
in favour of our dear sister, and we thank you
for itnow. 'I'd you then be eritrusted the joyful
task of communicating the description of this
scene to Isabelle of England. Tell her how
truly and how well !mr brave preserver has found
protection and grasifude at my hands ! :

“ And nov}, my Lord Bishop, i;roceed. And
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with this ring, the gift of my cver-beloved sister
to this gallant youth and which has served tc
discover the mystery so nearly fatal, be the nup-
Jial rites performed.” .
The marriage was duly celebrated. ' the
monarch and his court rctlrcd Severin and Ly-
dorie were escorted in tnumph to a richly deco,
rated suitc of apartments, prepared in the royal
palace. And the populace, who had so Iately
hurled their insults and imprecatiom 0 unspar-
ingly on an lmloccnt victim, were now with much
difficulty restramed from tearing’ in picces the
judge who had condemned him and who hzul
been attracted by curiosity to Iis window to sc‘(‘

N .’ o0 -
the triumphant procession as it’passed.
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“ KNOoWEST thoix, Jam Steen, If yondgr skiff’ in
the, offing be the cmaft of Peter Mcerman ; she
that has been four days missing—as might well
be looked for l'l'om her sailing out on Friday #*

*“ Hadst thou only used thy sound eye and
not strove to blink through the other, thou hadag5
seen that her sharp keel and upper righing axc
Jot Flemish,” answered gruffly thg¢ man thus
questioned. ¢ Aye, as I' thought,” continued
he, after having’ attentively peered at the vesscl
through his half-closed hand, *she is certainly

English, and,

“ I,thiuk so too,” said the first speaker, in-
torruptmg the stnténce, ““and, it ls that that
made me so dubl.ous, for it seems marvellous
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strange that onc of King Edward’s ships shiould
venture on our shores since the Black Lady’s
seizure of the wools, and his reprisals.”

It was in « solitary spot on the coast of Flan-
ders that the preceding dialogue took place be-
tween two fishermen, who, while t.hey werc em-
ployed in drying their nets on the strand, watched
what would to a landsman’s eyc have scemed but
the shadow of a ship on the distant horizon.
The view around was bleak and wild. The only
evidences of vegctation werc a few stunted briars.
with here and there a thistle struggling through
the sterile soil, which occasionally rose into irre-
gular ridges that served as a boundary to the
encroachments-of the sea. But for these natural
dykes it would long before have totally inundated
a district so flat that those ungraceful inequali-
ties scrved as a relief to the dreary and wide-
spread desolation. 'Lhe signs of human occu-
pation were confined to a few oven-like huts
scattcred on the sands, the abodes of some of
that amphibious class to which belonged the two
individuals whose conversation we have just re-
ported. . .

* Hey! what now?—"Tis a signal for a boat,”
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contiued the firstof those speakers, resuming the
subject and answering his own question, while he
dropped the net he had been handling and hur-
ried to the beach. The signal was not unob-*
scrfed by others, nor disregarded by any. Ina
little while three boats, were scen plying towards
the vessel, two of them guided by our collo-
quists, and presently a fourth appeared from a
more distant point.

" \When Jam Steen, in his little and clumsily
built bodt regained the beach, it was freighted
with a lady extended on a kind of couch, her
Thead carefully supported by a man dressed in a
cloth of Bruges ;nantlc.\trimmed with minivar.
and a velvet toqu:: garnished with a heron’s fea-
ther. Another, in the costume of a Knight
T'emplar, aided this person to render the short
course of the boat as little fatiguing as might be
to the sick lady, who by the richness of her at-
tire scemed to e of high rank. “The three other
boats were filled with attendants and baggage ;
but the notice of the stragglers who, onc by one,
collected on the beach, was particularly attracted

by two Africans; whivse woolly heads and unpre-
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possessing visages furnished a theme of revolting
wonderment to the untravelled Flemings.

As the Templar and his companion came on
-shore the crowd gradually fixed their attentisn
on the latter, who, having thrown off his clq‘?k,
appeared habited in the fashion of the Low
Countries ; but his tunic and hosc were of* thé
finest materials, while a massive gold chain and
rich medallion stamped authority on his air of
proud commanc. His short and grizzled hair,
his thick moustacke, and marked and prominent
features soon, in fact, caused him to be recegz-
nized as Guy de Dampier, Count of Flanders.’
His attendants quickly placed his lady-wife in a
litter, hastily prepared ; but scarccly wus it put
ip motion, in the dircction of Bruges, accompa-
nied by the Count and his companion and fol-
lowed by gszing groups, than it was met by a
new comer, who app;'oached Count Guy with
an cxclamation of surprise, while he folded him
in an cembrace of dubious cordiality. and gave
a salute rather familiar than fricudly to the
Countess. ' "

“ What, Baldwin! You here to greet my un-,
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looked-for comifig?" exclaimed the Count, break-
ing from the loosely clasped arms of his half-
brother.  How is it with you, and how with the
Lady Marguerite, our mother 7 .

¥ For myself, Guy, I am as usual, ncither well
uosl], neither rcjoicing nor sorrowing, enjoying
qoug!lt yet venting no complaint, filing a high
station as though it-were not mine, and zealously
performing duties which it seems a mistake of
fate to have imposed on me. A.s for our—your
motlicr,.let mc rather say, she has ever since
,your departur? held on her” harsh ,and rigid
vcourse. Shut up in the close recesses of her pa-
la.ce, scagcely serf, never heard, the darkest gloom
oppresses her.” S\lbjectg, duties,. glory, s'eem all
alike forgotten or‘despised.” )

“ And this affair about the seizure of English
wool, of which I heard obscurely in yon vessel ™
inquired the Count anxiomsly. .

“ Alas!™ sad Baldwin, “otr mother, impe-
rious as inexorable, has hurried. on that ruinous
measure and scorns to flinch from the evils it
provokes. ‘The embassy to England for pay-
ment of the oldiclaimed subsidy was indignantly
refused. King Henry, though ofd and feeble,
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spiritedly rejected the demand. - The Lady Mar-
guerite, rousing for a moment from the lethargy
of grief, scized on cvery cargo, every bale, every
bundle of Fnglish wool within the state, though
much of it had passed into the hands of her ﬁ;vn
subjects.” o

:‘ And was there nonc near her, Baldwinz not
one to urge the madness of. the measurc * To
shew the rnin of cxasperating our most powerful
ncighbour, whose alliance is a vital necessity of
our existence.? Witheut English wool, epr manu-
factorics may crumble and our weavers starve!”

*“You, Count of Flanders, by your firmness
and your martial character, haves T must own,
obtained much, influence over the minq_ of the
Lady Marguerite; born as you were of her
fecond and less unfortunate marriage than
that which gave me birth,” replied Baldwin of
Arcones. “ And yet I'm not at all assured that
had cven you been here to interferc with the
first movement *of her resentment against the
King of England, that the claws ot your Lion
had not been clipped as close as the tongue and
nails of my brother’s Griffin. herg, when he qared
to oppose her will.  Bethink you then what
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would have been‘xpy fate, whose very name re-
calls the injurics she suffered from my unhappy
parent, had I once dared to interfere !™

¢ Enough, cnough, good Baldwin. I know
toogrell, that towards thee and thy haughty bro-
thetSo mother’s love glows in her bosom.  Yet,
methgnght, as she is not ignocant of thy*ability
in the transaction of * our court affairs, she might
perchance have listened to thy counscl.  But
Yell me then, what followed upoy the scizure of
the woolsr™ inqmrcd Sir Guy de Dampicr.

" Before any * other steps were takep on the
pagt of the Xinglish, King Ifenry died,” re-
plicd Baldwin.®* But E d:vard his successor, still
absent g the crusado, sent orders that all our
vessels in the Enghsh ports, togcthcr'wuh the
Flemish merchandize of every description which
..was found within his territory, should be scized
and sold, and that the money arising from their
sale should be divided among thosc whose goods
Lad been confiscated here ; and ;'et more, he for-
bade any farther exportations.”

“ Bpt we can still get their,wools from Dra-
bant, from Hollaﬂd 2nd from (;ermany 4

“ Nay, 1..1}, think not that England’s king,
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aided as he is by his faithfyl counsellors the
Commons and rich burgesses, is to be thus over-
reached.”

“ Why not ?” impatiently asked Count Guy.

“ Because,” replicd Baldwin, “when ‘hey
found we made large purchases from Ant verp,
Flushihg, -and Hamburg, the King of England
issucd an edict to forbid the exportation of wool
and wool fells altogcther; and he has besides
uow invited our artisans to go over with thei.
looms to England ‘where'a large premium and
powerful protectlon await to welcome them.”

¢ And do the greasy varlets, forgettmg ow
protcctlon, seck another maste. ?” asked the

3

Count, angrily. .
“Wkhen want and misery stare him in the
“face, when the hungry manufacturer finds by
the privation of his food no strength of body to
support the mind’s cesolve ; when he sees his
infants starving around him ™
¢ Enough, eﬁough I” cried the Count, stamping
furiously, but his brother firmly continued :

“ Add to this information, youi' knowledge of
the Flemish character. .I'rec even to madness
with their governors, and proud of their loyalty,
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as soon as they ‘&e.em themselves oppressed, their
clamours are proportionably loud, and epithets
of the most injurious nature are lavished on those
to, whom they impute their wrongs.e Our mother,
th.ugh she has given them many useful laws,
andPhas bestowed so_many regulations advan-
tggegus to their commeyce, , lives, *likt some
castern despot, enclosed within her palace ; scl-
dom viewed, even by the Hainaulters among
swhom she resldes, and never vnslble to the Flem-
ings, whase counts of forther tlmca have lived
among them, followgd their usages, :md conform-
<d to their characters, and have at least listened
to their compiamts, if they could not redncss
their gry,vanccs * The' people have therefore
taken the Lady Marguecrite in abhorrenee””

“ Abhorrence !” :

“Yes, Guy : though she be my mother, and
as such commands my duty, however little she be
sensible to the elaims of naturd, ’tis neccssary
that you know the truth. 'They speak of her as
one entircly Uestitute of natural sensibility : they
palliate my father’s .sevcrity—Pay, frown not,
Count of Flanders,«rthey hint at some ddrk
practiccs, and tfley designate her so frequently by

VOi. I. M
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the epithet of the Black Lady (;pthat many, I am
persuaded, both in Hainault and Flanders, are
ignorant that this is not really her title.”

Count Guy looked the astonishment he reglly
folt. Tor some moments he remained sil'nt,
pondering over all that had been said, and hen
c}mngiﬁg the conversation, asked, ¢ And shave
many lcft our coast for England ?”

d

¢ The edict is of top recent a date to have
been very widely extensive in its effects. Two or
threc farilies of Bruges have been ithprisoned,
detected in their efforts to e.:patnate themselves.
But what avails it? Hunger is stronger than
prisop walls! There are c‘ontmualty watches
for the arrival of strange vessels, and it was the

.intelligénce that one of English secming was in
wight that brought me to the coast.”

¢ And the Countess ?” said Count Guy.

“T have alrcady ‘said, and you need not be
told, that unsutpported by you, Count of Flanders,
I dare not scck to tell her vexatious news,” re-
plied Baldwin.

“'Tut, tut, man. Dec I not know that your
polmus rcach <o the mmiost rgcesses of her pa-
.
lace P observed the Count, laughing.
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¢ If it be so, h‘eserve the secret for confes-
sion ; and.I think that you have not yet taken
the tonsure,” replied Baldwin, in the samc
tong. ¢

‘¢And my rich ‘town of Bruges ?” said Guy,
Qvitlg:&ome hesitation.

«‘ Nay, Guy, spare me, { pray you,'the-morti-
fication of telling you of what your own eyes will
too soon read. But more than all, I fear 1id-
%ard’s anger.”

¢ Fear:” exclaime(i the doux;t, haughtily, * /
fear him not, buvt I dread the eflects of &is mea-
fuxes upon the trade and consequent prosperity
of my (:Olllltl‘y : . .

¢ Parden mc, (Juy, if I have used a word un-
fit for the ears of one educated in the court oé.
.thc noble IIcnry of Brabant, and who has fough?
vith so much glory in the Holy Land. But now
let me ask, how is it that you are here landed on
this wild spot, brought by an .English ship ;
without troops, almost without attendants, and
of all the nol:lc companions of your depariure,
how cames it that nqt onc returns; that your
only gossips ar¢ 4 womah and a Tc‘nplar, and
that you have doffed your knightly harncss

M2,
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“T1l tell thee, Baldwin. ¢ After St. Louis’s
death ” began Count Guy.
¢ St. Louis !” interrupted his auditor.  Then

the different reports of the disastrous issue of the
expedition are but too true > | .

“ Yes, he’s dead,” replicd Count Guy. ‘aAnd
he died not in the front of battle bencath :he
cnemics’ attack, when his surrounding warriors
might have raised a noble ménument to his fame
in the dead hodices of his foes piled up around
him, but he drpoped, wasted and worn by the
burning sun and horrid ciimate; and he.died
surrounded by puling monks and weeping worzen,
and warriors worse than either, who cried to bear
them company ™ s

1 “ Then France, as well as England, has a new
“king. Think you not that Philip will give up
Labrosse ?”. asked Baldwin.

¢ Believe it not, for though I hunted the dy-.
irg Louis almost to his grave—though I appealed
to his justice—though I besought him not to
permit his son to begin his reign by protracting
an act of injustice towands the first high vassal
of the crawn—though I took upon me your cha-
racter, and represented how degrading to France
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it was, to stake at Once its peace and honour upon
the detention of a miserable bdarber, all my argu-
ments were unavailing. But I will have my re-
venge! I swore unalterable, deadl}y hatred to-
wards his son ;, and may this right hand fail me
if I frget the oath I”

Soanuch was the Count eagitated while I;mkiug
this narration,, that ‘every muscle in his stout
frame secmed in motion, and his hands clenched
dnd unclenched with a rapid nervqus agitation.

An indescribable emotion Rlayed wpon the
countenance of Baldwin. Yet, though Lis coun-
fenance was radiant with a smile, his mouth was
closely comprcs'scd He gemained silent, while
Count Gay scemed. glad to drop ‘the conversa-
tion ; and turned his eyes on the crowd By whong,
he was surrounded. The survey was any thing
but pleasing. No frank and loyal cry, as of old,
hailed the presence of thé prince. But a dis-
contented murmir ran along the.stragglers who
still kept on his path, as he and his cortege
moved away. . As they approached Bruges, with
its wooden, party-colopred housgs, the numbers
increased, but yet nd fritndly greetmg met his
ear, greedy of the expected sounds, "The streets
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were thronged with loungers* not as in former
times, when the busy multitude, either in care-
less haste or with engrossed countenances, pur-
sued their path of pleasure or of gain; but each
now paused, with wandering gaze, to spy his
ncighbour’s bearing, or peer on the stranges, with
the vacant look of hopeless, thriftless idleness.
The creaking and humming sound of the loom
no longer gave evidence that the houscs were
tilled with busy hands, cach one bringing richey
and support to she state; but the oiied paper,
which a¢ that time supplied-the place of winglow-
glass in most of the burgesses’ houscs, hanging
in tovn strips and fluttering in rags tv the wind
which rushed through the tenantless 1anufacto-
vies, scemed to the troubled view of Count Guy
‘as if hung out to mock his entry, in place of the
silken pennons of other and better days.

The spacious market-place discovered men,
women, and children placed in quiet endurance
on the bare earth, supported by the rough walls
of the surrounding houses. The Cloth-house was
shut up; and the Waterqmart, an immense hall,
through whose-extensi¥c walls a canal poured its
obedient waters, was entirely closed, and gave no
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sign whatever of'he store of wealth which was
formerly ynshipped within its shelter. All spoke
the ruin which had followed his short absence.

- £ And this,” he cried, ¢ is the Winding up of
the eighth crusadc;, so proudly undertaken, and so
bol;ely supported. My wife’s health cnfccblu]
my own treasurcs buried in the ocean, my brave
followers gone to guard it there, or left to rot in
Pagan lands! And here, where I had at least
* trusted to find Tepose after such ¢rials, I meet at
each step some. memento of my peopld’s lost love
and wasted treasure I” .

* « He descended at the ancient palace of the
counts of Brlfgcs, instegd of the more princely
residence of W mendale, which was a short dis-
tance from the city, and whose twelve fortlﬁ&d
towers, together with the magnificent dra%-

.bridge and other suitable appurtenances, ren-
dered it the most costly afid remarkable building
in the Low Countries. )
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CHAPTER II.

-

Tur Count and his two companions were *§ooii
seated at table, in an apartn;ent fitted up in a
style worthy of the richest country in Europe,
for so Flanders Was then considered. The walls
of the spdcious gpartment in which the Count
had chosen to repose and réfresh himself and
his friends, were hung with the gilt leather which
was then one of the stapl~ commodities of Bruges;
the cheirs being also covered with the sime rich
Yiaterial, then of recent invention. 'T'he win-
dows, though high and narrow, and composed of
stained glass,” were so numerous, that the light,
though softened, was not obscured. The rays of
a splendid autumnal sun, playing on the gro-
tesque gilding of the hangings, reflecting the
rich tints of the coloured glass, produced a
gay and pleasing effect. But the Count Himself
was moody, and vainly endeavouzed to shake of?
the gloom which the untoward events of the
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last few months_had produced At length, fill-
ing his goblet a;fd inviting his companions to
do the same, he said, somewhat abruptly, to
Baldwin—*¢ Think you the lecch who has been
sent to the Lady, Gertrude has skill to treat %
malady unlike those of our colder climes ?”

@ Our mother is so assured of lus well-prac-
fised ‘skill, that she thinks to ihvite him to Mens, *
and she only dclays it, seeing that she is herself
, almost exempt from those trials that demand his

care,” replied Raldwin.

Count Guy left the room.

The Templar, after a moment of thoughtful-
ness, said ¢ Cpunt Baldwin, is then Master
Labrossc, who foymerlys enjoyed the confidence
of the Lady Marguerite, dead ¢ P

“ It must be many ycars since you were %n
these countries, Sir Knight, if you nceds be told

" that Labrosse left Hainault, andothrew himsclf
upon the protection of the King of France. Ilc
died at Paris, but his son was so much fa-
voured by ethe late monarch, that he is sup-
posed to beson the road to the highest prefer-

meng#."
M3
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The Templar paused again before he asked,
“ What could induce Labrosse to quit the pro-
tection of the Countess >” .

¢ I{c was cmployed by my mother in a very
delicate affair; and distrusting her promises, or
having been previously gained by others, be-
trayed her.” \

The Templar was again silent for a few m-
nutes. He rose and walked some turns quickly
up and down the immense apartment, as if irre-
solute. At lerfsth he stopped short, directly in
tront of his compunion, and said “ Remember
you the beautiful Ada, your'father’s ward ™

Baldwin started, and the Templar thought He
perceived him shudder. - ¢ Too well I do remem-
ber her-" replicd he. i

+*« And does she still exist?” said the Templar,

leaning so forward in his anxicty for Baldwin's
reply, that he almost touched him.

The politic Raldwin paused a few moments,
and then replied evasively,

“ If you knew her, you must aleo be aware.
that soon after the unfortunate divorce which
deprived us of ofir birthright, though w¢ were
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acknowledged to be legitil;mte, ghe quitted the
protection of the *Countess my mother.”

“ And have you not heard of her since
that time ?” said the Templar, somewhat im-
Paticntly.

“ They say that she went to the Holy Land,”
replicd Baldwin; ““but I am quite ignorant of
*hef fate.” ’

The Templar drew yet ncarer, and lowering
his voice almost to a whisper, said, * Did she
not perish in the dungeons of Mons ?”

Baldwin, riging slowly fromwhis chair, faced the
Bemplar, and safd, “ No, Sir Knight! of that
“crime, at lcast, the Lady Marguerite is inno-
cent.” \Vhde he thug spoke, his faca ﬂushcd
cmnson, and his. voice cxprcssed at oncg surprise
and indignation.

The Templar extended his hand to Bald¥in,
and said, *“ Enough, young ma, I am satisfied.
I knew your f'ather :

“ My father " repeated D’Avesnes, taking
the cxtendled hand, ¢ and can you then lift the
veil that cgnceals the mystery of s fate ?™
f® Thatcan I,” $aid the Templar; * for twan
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I that closed his eycs. Itwas I who heard his last
words, and who am the bearer ‘of his blessing.”
“ Then he s dead !” said Baldwin. * Oh!
what a singular fate is mine ! The second son of -
a Countess with three princely dominions, I am
¢ sans terre, though my younger brother be a
rich and powerful prince and heir of my mothed s
broad lands. The legitimate born of a mar-
riage that our church disowns, with both father
and mother in existence, alas! I never knew
the love of cithédt. My mother hates me, and
yet her miost complicated busiress all goes

'ﬁ’ .

through my hands

“ The behests of Heaven sre just, though
inscrutable !” cxclaimed the Templar. “ Your
father dird a hermit and a penitent, in a‘distaut
land. Listen to one passage of his:life, which
masr palliate his seeming cruelty in flying his
wife, and abandvning you his child. Just after
your birth, your-.father was called to France.
Returning one evening from the vesper service
in the cathedral of Laon, he was accésted by a
Moorish minstrel, who throwing himself in his
path,. presented to' him a fing and implored
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him to save the owner. Hec knew it at once,

for the Emperor Baldwin's
My mother’s father !™
The Templar continued, without heeding thc
auruptlon —*“The disguised mmstre] who was
no other than the Queen of Bulgaria, who had
fraed your grandfathef from hls captiyity, havmg

”»

loved him with a sister’s fove-
 J'ame says with a criminal passion, Sir
Templar.”
I know it,”*said the Templat calmly.  But
were you acquainted with the 8videncés to which
Jyolr father was co;npcllcd to yicld, you might
judge her lesg harshly. She became entirely 2
C]mstmn The jealoue fury of the kinmg, her
husband left fligh.t her only resource yoe escape
an ignominious death, with total loss of honour
They fled together. Years clapsed ; and they
*wandered from one concealment to another amid
the most savagg tribes, cre they.could reach the
civilized lands of Europe. After unheard-of
i perils, Baldwin arrived at the castle of Avesnes,
cmaciated aad feeble, and not to be recognized
bat by the eye of a wnfee or a child. He sent to
'\Iargucnte a c’haplct of holly, whish had been
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formerly blesséd by St. Guthred, Baldwin, she
is your mother—but I must téll how her pride,
and that dreadful selfishness which has so per-
verted her better nature, revolted from acknow-
ledging him; and while the aged greyhound whi@
he had reared fawned upon, his daughter spurned
him from the door ; and when the poor old man
indignantly refused to quit the castle, he was im-
prisoned in the decpest dunéeon."’

“ 0O God, her father !” said Baldwin.

The Templar continued—*¢ The Moorish min-
strel penetrated even to his prispn. The guard
who had formerly served him procured the im-
plements for writing—he addressed a lctter to
your father.” » y o

¢ Avpd he saved the Emperor!” said Baldwin,
almost breathless. .

¢ Your father flew to the prison. The sene-
schal led the v-ay to the dungeon. The Emperor
was lifeless. Baldwin, he had been hanged, like
a common felon !”

“God! and this monster still exists! AndIam
her child! And I yet wonder that, brother has
lifted his arm against brocher. That woe and
misery are cur portion !”
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T« Can you wonder that his wif¢ became hate-
ful to your father ?” said the Templar. * From
that moment he felt his accursed destiny, he
sought to break his marriage. He, threw hlmself
Shethe Pontiff’s mercey, and obtamed a divorce.
But eve the tedious delays- of the spiritual courts
warc overcome, anotlfer passion had taken firm
and fatal possession of y(.mr father’s heart.” *

*“ Ah!” said Baldwin, * the unhappy Ada.”
The Templar made no reply, while his com-
panion c:ontinued——‘.‘ And for this fatal and cri-
minal passionehe forgot his ¢hildren*—lcft us to
a mother’s—to such a mother’s hate

*“ Young man, you condemn with the coldness
of a Stoic—".

S | f%c], with the bitterness of a vicgiw !”

“ Listen ewhile. When Ada was first infro-
duced to the castle, to your father’s guardiansh.ip,
she was in the earliest dawn of beauty. All the
graces of youth were united in her person. Her
winning gentlencss was particularly pleasing to
the Countess, who kept her continually in her
preser.ce.  Xour father gazed upon her till a

guilty passmn hlled' his hearf. Ile thought of
ethe tics that 'should have secured*her from his
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love. Alas! ‘he could sece only the stiff and
haughty Marguerite, Mth the ‘blood of hcr pa-

rent on her forchead
“But us his children, young and then in-

noccnt,” said Baldwin. .

“We are none of us innocent in. the eycs of
the pure Bejing who suﬂ'crs in our sins,” said the

emplar, mildly c,rossmg himself. < He'did
think upon his children, but the image of the
young and then equally innocent Ada continu-
ally stood betweén him and them.* Yes, honour,
duty, and virtuc® were all ‘outragcd in these
thoughts.” His conscience spoke aloud, *he
writhed beneath its stroke, but Je did not fly
the dangerous Ada. Hb weps, but thc‘tcars he
shed were those of a guilty passion. Ada dis-
co:vered her guardian’s sufferings, and her bosom
was filled with compassion. Perceiving that he
desired to hide his grjefs from the Lady Mar- "
gucrite, that he déoked upon her, with kindness,
she caressingly attempted to console him, She
entreated him to tell her the cause of his grief.
Ue cast down his eyes and remained silent. She
took his hand thﬁ rencwed eptreaty, he snat; hed
it from her, 8nd tore himsclf away"
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“ When they next met, her eyes sought his
with the spft glance of sympathctic inquiry, but
she spoke not, perhaps timidity kept her silent ;
perhaps a deeper feeling. But hc spoke not,
His melancholy increased. Many days passed
awgy, and she dared not question him on his si-
lentsorrow ; but one day, overcome by Anxiety,
when they were qdite alone, she ventured to
question him again. He lifted his mournful
‘cycs to her ingenuous countenance, ‘I love
you, Ada,” he .said, ina hollo.w and guilty tone.
‘I, have only one resourcc to save me from

"the frightful abyss on which I stand—Death !’
She trembled,—she cndeavoured to load him
with th® male.dict‘lon hi.s guilty “passion ‘scemed
to merit. But a crowd of feelings pressed on her
heart. She feared they might—Alas! she wo
surely felt they would—recoil on herself. She
participated in his crime?”

Here the Templar paused.” “ Alas!” said
Baldwin, 1 can fil! the next clausc in your
story, fcr often has it been madc the subject of
convarsation in my, mother’s_houschold. My-
Sather fell sicky and the Coyntess made ‘Ada
nurse him. Yet it is only now I learn that his



258 THE CURSE OF

illness procee(ied from the struggle of conflicting
feelings.” ) )
“ And do you remember that ?” inquired the
Templar, surprised. .
“*T'is so faint and distant that it scems an ill-
imagined dream, rather than an assured truth
that my remembrance warrants.” €
¢ It was this,” said the T'emplar, ¢ that ruined
both your father and the unhappy object of his
passion, as you are about to hear. One day
when she was quite alone with l;im, tle invalid
lifted his heavy eyes to her’s. and said in a faint
voice: €O, Ada! I am devoured by a fever thot
consumes my heart. Could £ ounly once press
my burning lips to thine—only once re-eive the
kiss of Tcrgiveness from thee, I should die con-
tent.” She replied not. But percelving that the
eyes of the invalid were constantly fixed on hers,
she bent down towards the bed and pressed her
cold pale lips to his, saying, while her voice
trembled with the feelings that thrilled through
her heart and agitated her inmost soul, O,
.shat I could die with thee ! —1 love'thee
¢« He pressed her to his beart, and turning; his
eyes from het, fell into a dcep and mournful
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silence. ¢ Then,, cried Ada, in a voice in which
despair penetrated through the hope she sought
to impart, ¢ wilt thou not revive. Wilt thou not
live for me ?—I lovc thee” 'The next morning
he was bettcr. “In three days he was entirely
recovercd. * You know what followed.”
Too well, notwithstandipg my early age, do,
I remember what has been a source of such last-
ing miscry. And plainly do I recall the malady
which scemed to wear and waste my father's life,
before Jhe dlvorce pronounced by the Court of
Rome arrived.  And you, doubtless‘ arc aware
.that the same decree which pronounced my fa-
ther’s divorce, declared our legitimacy ? I wept
my fatwer’s foss,” but x.ny mother yet remained.
"Though cven then but little of that kihdly love
which animates a mother’s feelings was hers.
We were attended to, but never with that ardent
tenderness which mores gentle naturcs display.
Yet Ada, after my father’s departure, remained
to love and to caress us. But, oh ! when Ada
fled, never shall T forget the storm of passion
that, rent my mother’s bosom. For months she
' wq,uld uet see ws, und when ghe did, ’twas’ only,
she declared that we might leamn to hate and
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curse our father! When she made a second
choice, William de Bourbon Dampierre, a simple
knight, and when his children came to dispute
opr rights, my brother, Jean d’Avesnes, was
taken by the Count of Holland and reared as a
warrior, while I was left alone, to pirie and want
. mothers love. Mine had quite forgot to smile. .
Companion she had none, save the sad sullen
discontent which preyed upon her nature. She
scldom spoke except to give an order. She
knew no sympathy, nought of one feeling that
humanizes our nature. Ever in her marriage
with Sir William, no communion of thought or.
sentiment arose ; they seemed ‘to theet only at
table. N ought touched her ragged naturd; cither
in 'approb{.tlon or dislike. The riches of the
cout, the charms of nature, the glory of her hus-
band, who was the first warrior of his age, were
to her as the vapour of the morning. She sought
Ada every where.  She sought my' father, whose
fate became a mystery to all. At length, by the
death of her sister Jane, these fine ‘dominions
-fell under her sway, but not until Dampicrre too
was dcad: and her pursuit of Ada, which Fad
been never s]'ackened, became successful.  She
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was brought a prigoner to Mons. I was not pre-
sent at their interview, but they say, the ¢ Black
Lady’ smiled !”

- “And Ada?” said the Templar, somewhgt
impatiently. , )

“ Ada was confined and watched with the
.cl%cest attention,” continued Baldwin! ¢ La-~
brosse attended hér; I confess, I thought, for
some dark purpose. How he lost my mother’s
confidence, and why he fled to France, is still a
mystery' to me.”

o That m);stery I can elucidate,” said the
oL'cmplar. * When Ada fell into the power of
the Conntess’ ghe was ercgnant Unsuspicious of
this clr'umstance, and deceived by the symptoms
of her state, Margucnte feared her® icalth in
danger, and that she should lose her victim. &a-
brosse soon discovered the truth ; and the Count-
ess gloried in the possession of two victims in-
stead of ones He was app6fnted to take the
child upon its birth. I saved the child.—But
Ada! tell me of her.”

«,Where is the oy #” said Baldwin. .-

“ The time is nvt yet comg to bring him for-
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ward,” replied the Templar, impatiently, “ tell
of Ada’s fate.”

“ The Lady Marguerite, you are well aware,
was served froi fear, and therefore badly obeyed.
I found a means to scnd away her guards, and
without being suspected myself, T set her free, for

- she had heeh kind.to me. It was all T dared te
do; the guards darcd not acknowledge their ab-
sence from their post; and this circumstance has
thrown an air of mystery over the whole adven-
ture, which has given rise to various reports.
Some say that she was murdered here, and that
her spirit walks——"

“ And have you never heard o1’ her since #”
inquired the Templar. ‘ '

& Nevér of her nor of my father, cxcept that
her spirit has been seen in Brabant, wandering
on the confines of our Hainault.”

* How say you, Brabant ?” inquired the Tem-
plar, thoughtfully. .

“ Yes, Sir Templar, such was the report.
But I, who cannot think that the grave yiclds up
its dcad, or that thc spirit uncmbodied walks

”»

with men
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The Templar .sw,rcely appeared to hear this re-
mark, and he interrupted the speaker abruptly,
¢ And did the Countess then never suspect the
part you took in Ada’s flight ?”

“ Alps! Ihave sometimes thought the hatc
w1th which I have sq constantly been pursued
loasubecome more -deadly-since her escape, ore-
plied d’Avesnes.

“ But how, if she hates you thus, is it that
she so trusts you ?” o

“Tig dire 'necessny, Sis Templar, So close
dogs she live encloscd within the wajls of her
* sastle ; so much she hates the sight of human
kind, and m&rc ‘than all, the talk of glorious
deeds, that men of talent, spirit, or problty have
no means of tmdmg access to her, fromh the sim-
ple reason that she knows them not, and will
. not know them. Guy de Damvierre, when he
learncd his trade of armb, learnt not to read or
write. As to e, neglected by. my mother, the
Bishop of Licge, her suzerain lord, proposed to
rear me for the church. This too, had been my
fathar’s intention. But I woyld not risk my f2-
they's fate and sfaufhs,’ for ho was a sccularized
dedn. Thereforo I returned to my mother’s sad
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residence, and thus have I insensibly crept into
employment, and have become so necessary that
they cannot, if they would, replace me. The
JLady Marguerite is distrustful. I have no power,
no warriors, or warlike knowledge. Count Guy
has both. She knows I love him not, and there-
« fore—=—" L !
¢ And Count Guy,” pursued the Templar,

““ does he fecl or act as a brother ?”
¢ Think yoill, Sir Templar, that he can for-
get or forgive being vanquished at Kapellen,
being made our prisoncr,, and being kindly
treated ? Besides he loves his mother, bec;m,se
he fears her, and dreads cven mow to lose his
heritaéc which he has ﬁsurped. He thinks that
France, ‘when he or Margucrite dies, will re-
placc me or my brother in our rights. His

"

mother excites his resentment against France,
by cherishing this fear; for they have harboured
Labrosse—Oh, how a dawn of light breaks in
upon me—she thinks that Ada’s child—"
¢ Hush, hush, Sir} The walls of palaces have
-ears !” said the Templar, ip a low voice. * There
is yet a mystery about this L.abrossr, and his

connexion with that court, which I cannct fa-
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thom yet.” Thc.m, after a pausec of a few mo-
ments, he.added, ¢ Said you not that it was in
the state of Brabant that Ada’s spirit walks 7™

“_And believe you, Sir Knight, in those ol&
wives' tales 7" +said Baldwin, contcmptuously.

‘; *Tis stra:nge I” said the Templar, thought-
fally?

Baldwin’s countenance expressed a mixture of
surprise and contempt, but he spoke not.
* o« Young man,” said the T'emplar, solemnly,
¢ ridicule not what thou dbst not understand.

tell thee, that if Ada be permitted to eeturn to
carth, ’tis there her spirit would assuredly be
found. De s1lqnt and b sceret on this our con-
versation.” T go to,Brabant 3 but we sha]l meet
again.”

¢ T'o Brabant ?” said Baldwin.
* “Yes," replied the Templar, ¢ to my convent

at Brussels. Should you learn any more of
Ada, or Labrosse, or of the court of Frarce, in
‘connexion wigh either, I may be able to serve
you, in serving thosc who should be dear to
you.” :
& ?em- % meY" stid’ Baldwin, wmournfully.

VOL. N
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“ Would that I could divinc the meaning of
that term, which scems to make the happiness
of hecaven, if hcaven there be!” Here the
f'emplar crossed himself. . )

“ Nay, Sir Templar, what can I know of
love? Think of my carly days, when my little
heart expanded towards my mother—when ‘my
little hands sought to embrace her—to be re-
pulsed with a cold shudder, such as women prove
when an adder crosses their path ¥ said Bald-
win, withr concertrated feelings of bitterness.
“ My brother was carly severed from me. The -
Dampierres mocked my carly feelings with such
opprol'rious terms as their mothcf'had instigated
them to usc towards me.” “

“ Did you then never sec your father?
Never reccive a token of his love 7 inquired the
Templar.

“ When the two ‘Dampierres fell into our
hands; in their expedition against Zealand;
when the Countess, wild with fury that we had*
snatched from them not only Hainault, which
“Joln d’Avesnes, my brot'er, must possess, but
this rich golden ilecce of Flanders; when C harles
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of Anjou was invited to win these states from
us her children ; you know the justice. of our
cause prevailed. This Charles, who has since
becorge a murderer, to gain the crown he wears,!
was driven quite into France. A pilgrim from
. the .Holy Land was sent hy my f‘at]:cr (s0 he
sail) ®and cxhorted us to’pcate. My brothtr
stoutly rcfused to yield up the advantages he
had gained ; and I was of his mind. I shall
lever forget the, majesty of looks and manners
2t1his pilgrim then assumed. I adjured us for
& ie Jove of Heaven,"he threatened us with the
patns of hell, if we yiclded not to the Countess.
In short, ﬁly br‘gth(:r rcleased the Dampicgres—
and peace®vas conc].}ldcd.” '
“ And whut.saicl the pilgrim #”
¢ He blessed, and left us.”
« “ That pilgrim was thy fathex,” said the
T'emplar. .
¢ Most surely®twas my father,” said Baldwin,
&fter some moments of reflection.  * Did he not
speak of my m.other’s wrongzs, though her guard-
ian andelusband? Ttewas indegd my father—
he blestied vl both.® (Jh, Why did he not disclose
himscl}‘ tous! “Twould have been so sweet to
$ 2

N 2
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know and love him—why did he not disclosc
himself " .

*¢ Since thou yet lovest him, think when those
%ic loved come across you—Oh, think of him,
and scek to deserve his blessing—adieu !”



CHAPTER III.

'Tur. summer had pagsed away, and winter was
d:a.‘w-ing towards its close.* It awas an’ evéning in
Fecbruary, when a Knight, clad in complete ar-
mour, and followed by a single squire, paced
“slowly across the forest of Soigyies, the ancient
Sonien bosch, thcn spreadmg Jar and,wxde over
the extensive tcmtcry of Hainault. Thqy seemed
ko havc missed their way ; nor was it extraordi-
nary ; for® though t'he scason was so far advanced,

a heavy fall of snow, attended by a hlgh wind,

had succeeded to the clear hard frost tha{ ushcu-d
in the day; ‘so that the road, never too well
tracked, had now become quite immerceptible by
the accumulation of snow-lrifts. '

Upon the sh¥ld of the knight, borne by his
squire, was blazoned the Belgian Lion, at sight
of which the cnemies of the faith had so often
tremblgd in falestme. )

Jheir Horses, shough* noble .anim_als, seemed
jadedjand worried. The snow, which gathered
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in balls under their fect at eyery step, became so
troublesome as almost to prevent their advance,
which in fact became so difficult, that the tra-
wrellers were glad to accept the shelter, poor as
it was, afforded by a cluster of the forest trees,
growing so closely together, that’ their trunks
formed a natura! raapart, under the shelter. of
which both men and steeds scemed cqually glad
to repose.

‘¢ It is strange, Sir Knight,” said the squire,
‘¢ with the snow, d-iving in my teetii, and the-
north wind howling around me, that my throat:
should feel parched with thirst, as when we were
on the sandy deserts of Africa, and broiling be-
necath the rays of a noon-day’s sun ? Indeed one
L.ight almost believe, that some magical delusion
15 operating to deceive our senscs, and that what
appears to us snow, must in reality be sand ; and
what looks like the toon, dimly seen through
the storm, must be the broad pale sun of those
burning climes !”

“ And,” said the knight, interrupting his
companion, ¢ this goodly forest, which we be-
licve to be a part of the don.ain of our yaother
the Countess of Hainault, may, when we awake
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from our illusioh,. prove to be the'mighty empire
which fell from the grasp of my grandsire, the
blessed ﬁaldwin, crowned Emperor of Constan-
tinople, but which he lost so soon,that it miglt,
without any gredt stretch of imagination, be be-
lieved but an ideal dominion. Would, that when
H%& morning dawns, we wight be found*going tg
take possession! I, as well as you, have been
suffering from thirst, and would give the best
sword ever forged in DBrusscls for a cup of such
beverage as moistens the Jips of the anchorite.
\Ty good Soudan, too,” he ‘contmucd; patting
_thc reck of his charger, * is as tlursty as his
master,Jd thimk. ‘But, as I see no chance of find-
ing oum way® from hefice before day-b:'cuk, he
must e’en be content to sharc my lucky 3s he has
often done Defore.”

At this instant the storm, which had hitherto
unceasingly beat against she natural rampart where
they had found shelter, bega.n' to subside; and
Hugo, declaring that his throat was more torment-
ing than ever, though Ms mouth was numb still
with the snbw he had crammed into it, in the
hope of sovercoping the thl;st that consiimed
hm asked I;empssmn to pursue somethmg like
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a road, which the cessation of the fall of snow-
flakes enabled him to perceive, in search of some
reservoir of water. 'The permission, after some
little hesitation, was granted, and our Knight
was left alone.

Scarcely had the squire quitted his place by
the side of his master, when the moon, hithgito
obscured behind dark clouds, burst forth in all
her brilliancy, and discovered to the astonished
eyes of our Knight of Flanders a living female
figure, clothed ‘in black, standing immediately
before him. .

She wore the habit of the religious order of
the Beguines, and her face was towards him, and
now fully visible; for the bright bezms fell
dirgctly upon her features. She was very pale,
our Knight thought supernaturally so; or per-
haps the lawn, with which the thick black veil
that shaded her face was lined, might, by the
reflection of its rays, heighten thz effect of the
pale light. She was motionless at first. But, while
he gazed upon her, she lifted one hand, as if to
engage his attention. The other was pointed
towards heaven, ¢loubtlecs o intimate, that it
was the will of Him, who there rules suprqmé,
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that she was called upon to declate. She spoke;
and though her Voice was low, her every word
scemed td penetrate the very soul of the Knight,
and to fix themselves on his memory, as if en-
g.rawxen there with a pen of iron.

1Tt is the Lord that commandeth the ele-
m4nts. It is the glonous Lord thag maketh the
thunder: gird thoy thy sword upon thy thlgh
O thou Most Mighty, according to thy renown !
, But why speakest thou against thy brother ?
Why slanderest theu thine owll mother’s son?
Hast thou forgatten thy covetfant ? Plark!” she
, cofitinued, motlonmg her finger as if Yo cnforce
;ttcntioq—“ o dhey not scek to shorten the
days of the youth, and®to cover him with dis-
honour ? Go to her, fast bound in darlgmess, who
sitteth alonesin her pride, and ask if she h.a.th
withdrawn her curse from the childless mother :
if she hath forgotten the cry of the motherless
babe? Go, and say to her, that'she diggeth a pit
for another, in her blindness, which she must
fall into hérself. And thou,” she cried, rais-
ing her veice to a tone so elevated and so shril]
that t?le Knight mvoluntanly %huddered before

he caught the purport of her werds; ““And
© N3
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thou !—aim nbt thy sword at the breast of the
unacknowledged one, lest it stitke thine own best
hope. Lest—™ and the cxpression oi’ her face
as she lifted it towards Guy de Dampicrre, bore
in every trait the imprint of a fearful imprzca-
tion : but while she glared upon him wildly, as
if she would curse with 4 look, as well as with
her voice, her eyes closed, her head droaped
upon her bosom, her uplifted hand fell power-
less by her side, her voice sunk to low murmur-
ing sounds, the moon was obscured by dark
clouds,. and the ‘figure passed wway.



(3]
-
5.1

CHAPTER 1V,

THE castle of the Countess of Hainault at Mons
was a complete specimen of the splendid archi-
*tecture of the twelfth écntu'ry, or that which 1s
now called Gothic; pointed windows abounding
in coloured glass, unpolished marble, hcavy
wooden doors;y thickly studded with iron nails,
leading ‘into imxmense corridofs, intermipable pas-
sages, and branching staircases. .

It was early jn a morning of the month of
Februa:y, that the harn of a knight was heard
heyond the castle wall, and immediatqly replied
to by the gvarder; and when the drawbfidge
was slowly replaced and the portcullis heavily
withdrawn, a knight followed by a squire,
whose surcoat bore th(: Flanders lion, entered.
The cap of the knight was of black vetvet, and
slight barse of stecl, bent jnto the form of a semi-
circle, ‘crosged each other at the top of his head
and Berved at once for defence and for orna;ner;t.
4 boots of thick Teather reathing almost to the
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knees bespoke him a'n inhabitant of a maritime
country, having spurs formed 6f a single point
of iron, long and obtuse, and these being gilt
would have announced the wearer’s rank in
chivalry, even if his whole equipment and bear-
ing had not proclaimed his right to the defer-
cnce with which he was received. As he dis-
mounted from his horse, he threw off the large
mantle, not unlike the military cloaks of our
days, and discovered the knightly armour, which
shewed to peculizr advantage, his powerful limbs.
A straight black tusic without sleqves descended
to his knces. It was fastened by a silver girdle,
from which depended on one side a strong sword,
and on the other a dagger, the richly .wrought
handle of which seemed to declare it of Turkish
make. His arms and hands were covered with
a steel tissue, sitting close and so flexible that it
yielded lightly to every motion. The squire
who followed him -was old, and a certain fami-
liarity was mingled with the respeét of his man-
ner, and seemed to declare that he hac been long
accustomed to his master. In tryth he had
served the father of our knight, and the latter
had grown up beneath his attendance, which had

b
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not unfrequently become .his protection.  IHis
armour, far from %dorning his person, scarcely left
a human figure visible beneath its heavy plates
of iron, fastened by nails whose monstrous heads
éeet_ned cast in the same mould with those wifich
strengthencd the heavy oak doors of the palace.
I]is helmet scemed *the section of a water-pipe
of castiron, Vi isor it had néne; but in its place
was a plate or bar of iron descending from the
forchead to the chin, almost touching the nose
and mouth, and he had a gwoup of arms sus-
pended from ,his saddle.” B was Bir, Guy de
TLampicrre and his squire.

The_ seneschgl conducted them with much
ceremony  ta the knight’s apartments in the
castle, where a small table placed hy ghe side of
an enormoys log-fire in the middle of the foom,
and plentifully furnished with cold salted *and
dried meats, together with tle thin wines of
France, and the mormpotent Juice of the German
grape, soon made him forget the cold gnd thirst
he had endured in the forest. The beer he
quaffed with peculiar pleasure, as it invitingly
foanfed in a silve? tankardy which had, been
“hickly embossdd by the abbot of #Wansfort, and
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presented by him to ‘_the Emperor Baldwin pre-
vious to his embarkation for the Holy Land.

Having praised the flavour of the beer and
helped himself to some slices from a well cured
witd boar’s head, he said to the chamberlain,
“ And Baldwin of Avesnes is not yet arrived,
you say 7 . ,

¢ No, Count,” replied the chamberlain ; ' w¢'
expected he would be with you.”

¢ Why, my road lay through Namur, and he
comes directly fram Bruges. , I marvel thercfore
he be not arrivediand I have news for him,”
said the knight. )

The warder’s horn was again heard; and after
due time the person in question made his appear-
ance. Ilc . looked harassed apd fatigl;ed, and’
gladiy took the seat Count Guy pointed to, close
by his own, and having stirred the logs which
burned lazily ire the huge hearth, he observed,
¢ Methinks the .wood emits this sulphureous
vapour more strongly than ever. I marvel, Guy,
that you have not repaid the compliment of the
English king’s invitation to your weavers, by
bringing over workmen to ‘build you some of
those Jong narrow passages' wnich, beginning



THFE BLACK LADY. 279

just over the,tire, project from the top of the
house to carry off the smoke.”

 What mean you, Baldwin ?”

“ Nay, have you not heard that in England
.tli.qy are beginping to build alonf the end of the
rooms, lodges or troughs to contain the fuel, on
ghe base of whicle they raise a brlck funnel,
tBroug,h which all the smoke mounts and o eva-
porates at the top of the house ?” replicd Bald-

win.

“ Think you then, d’Avesmes, that the whole
room can be.warmed with ¢he firc.at one cnd of
it, particularly if the smoke be carried out ?”

“ Indced they say,” replied d’Avesnes, “ it
casts a strong heat gverywhere.—But how goes
the war ?” A

¢ Nay, my politician, but poorly ; *I am
almost tired of it. What we gain onc month, we
lose the next,” replied Dampierre. ¢ When
you and I, my brot.her, epgage in war upon,
towns, we are sure to come off losers.”

This ecferred to a Sonflict in which Baldwin
had hbeeq engaged, and in which a town ha(l
beén lost by his thismanagement, to the ruin of
the cause . D’Avesnes understqeod the.sarcasm,‘
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a glance betrayed his feeling of its bitterness,
but immediately repressing his resentment, he
calmly said, ¢ If this be really the case,-Count
of Flanders, why not scek some means to finish
thetdispute 7

“ At present,” replied the Count, “ it seems
rather necessary to consider how we should pro-
cced dn the council -about to be held with my '
Lady Mother, touching this business of the wool
seizure.”

“ The way is sfmple enough,” said Baldwin.
“ It is but te make v3ood the losses of the Bri-
tish merchants, to offer an apology to the younz
King of England, and to renew the treaty of
commerce with him.” -

“ But the Lady Marguerite, thmkest thou
that sne will so condescend ?”

“"That will she. Dost thou believe that the
dame cannot relirquish her forced sense of pride
when the finest jewel of her crown is at stake ?
No, no! « You must make her understand the
danger of the line of conduct she has.adopted.
You must make her consider the character of
the Flemings, such. as it hath ever appeared,
and which is unchangeable as timdé.”
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“ Hold, hold, Baldwin! IIdw think you I
can do all this? I can fight for Flanders if ne-
cessary ; “but not even for the sovereignty of that
rich country could I ¢alk for it. 4No, Baldwjn,
it is"Jou whq must explain the necessity of this
casd.”

%’ Count,” said d’Axcsnes, risihg from his

chair and pacing the room as he spoke, ¢ thou
knowest thy mother loves me not. Thou
knowest also that he who risketh this proposition
is likelyﬂt;) be banished her presence altogether.
I have no interest, in Flanders! It: the greasy
.blirgllers of Bruges, as those of Ghent have
done, rise up to* demand increase of privileges
and foree you to'comlﬁiance, I'have m;thing in
the stake to win or lose. Thus mucle¥s cexgain.
If the trade’be not restored to Bruges, the whole
dependency will be in open rebcllion.”

Here he paused, as if waiting an answer.
When Coung Guy, his coil'ntenancc. flushed
with passion, which he however strove to repress,
said, in a tone of indigiMtion resulting from the
conviction that advantage was sought to be taken
of the pcnlous sityation of hls aﬂ'alrs, “‘Well
I ween this hes:tauon betokens some demand ?
Whatever ’tis, I grant it.”
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¢ Then,” shid Baldwin, fqrgetting his opld
caution for an instant, ¢ let her highmess restore
to me the lordship of d’Avesnes, and” he
pgused awhile and then continued in a tonc less
firm, “and ask for me thc hand of Mary of
Brabant.” ,
~ Count Guy looked up, as if doubting the vi-
dence of his senses.  Mary of Brabant 7 he
at length exclaimed.

“ Why not, my brother? The lordship of
d’Avesnes was nolge cnough to entitle my father
to be named rcgent of Hainarlt and guardian to
its heiress.  'I'he nobles here will all aid you iv
my claims, nor am I without friends in the court

of Brabant, as you may pernaps ackt.owledge
when yot recall who made the duke your ally,
in this last paltry war, waged for a base serf and

”

miscrable cow -

Herc the chamberlain entered to announce
that the Lady Marguerite waited them in the
council chamber.

¢ Count,” said BalGwin, ¢ there ;s no time
fer hesitation—do you accede to my wish #7

The chamberlain was in wxiting. C.unt Guy
replied not, but he motioned dissent with his
head, and then hu-ried to attend his mother.
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In the tapeét:-ied room into which the brothers
were conducted, sat the Black Iady of Brabant
on a throne elevated considcrab]y above the

-floor. 'The dais was covered with the same ] rich
taﬁé&l‘ﬁts $he hangings which covered the wal]s,
for cven in this early age Bruges was celcbrated
far such manufactures  The dmperics of the
throne were of purple velvet fringed with. gold,
with a canopy and curtains of the same rich
materials, the latter being looped back with a
massive cord and tasselg. Phe constable sup-
ported onc side ¢f the throne, and the sencschal
the other.  Below these were the cup-bearer and
grand-hun®mat. Six pages were placed about
the steps of the thrlne, and‘the samé number
of ladies in waiting were also therbs® Yet Mar-
gueritc lerself wanted not the surroupding
magnificence to mark her superior dignity of
¢ Countess by the grace of G(;d,” then accorded
to only once county besides her own; for there®
was a sort of fearful majesty about her towering
height, nbowed cithes by the weight of years
(and she *had already passcd what the Psalmist
hes deslared d tp be the age o of man) or luxurious
indulgence. Her face was pale’and marked by
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deep furrows, irdicating an unlimited indulgence
of the strong passions which had rendered her
life so unquiet. Her eyc was black, andiretained
all the fire of lively feeling, yet it was sunken.,
Her forehead was low, yet there was an “%ijexi-
bility of resolve in its deep lines that added
much to the smajestic character of her appept-
ance. Her teeth too were perfect, and her thin
and colourless lips left them visible to attract
the painful admiration excited by their contrast
with the unloveli* expression’ of her features;
her chin -was small. Her hajr was all drawn
from her face to the crown of her head and con-
cealed under the black lace veily which cenceal-
ing the upper part of her forehesd, fell owar each
shoulder ¢ven to her feet. Her upper garment
was .a long mantle of black velvet lined with
ermine, which, opening in front, fell over the
arms of her throne, and discovered a dress of
crimson cloth of Bruges of that beautiful sort
called ecarlate. 'The boddice was drawn tightly
to her shape by rich gold cord, the ends of
which, finished by heavy tassels, fell down-
wards-to the edge of her. rc;he. . The grimspn
tunic reached only to her knees, and discovered
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an under dress of white Syrim; silk, on which
was a boider of gold, evidently of oriental work-
manship. ;' Her hard bust was covered by many
ro\s oL])e finest Asiatic pearls, and depending
from her gitdle was a rosary of jet, which sus-
tamed a richly embossed golden cross, probably
enshrmmg a plece of wdod of the truc crossfrom
Palestine. The small gold crown which circled
her brows, and the sceptre she held, were evi-
dently made by the same skilfiyl artist—probably
the work of the celebrated Xrembert, Abbot of
Wansfort. Her® arms, which notx?vit.hstanding
her towermg statue were disproportionably long,
were covered by slegyes of the finesf Bruges
linen, ‘whlch however only appearcd at the
shoulders and elbows, the rest of the arm being
covered w1tb the crimson cloth which formed the
tunic, and these were laced with gold cord down
to the waist, where tHe Bruges linen formed a
cuff. Her form was harsh and bony, and 1o’
grace of,motion relieved its outlines; for she
was 8o fea.rfully still, y.ou might have thought
thediving form had been placed in sight of the
»Gorgon's head ahd *so transformed to “stone.
Her features seemed alike immoveable, all sunk
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into a dark, ﬁxzd, and settled d'iscontent with
life.

.'The twelve peers composing her co- mcll were
all ¢ ssembled wuen Guy and Baldwm, conductf;l
by the chamberlain, presented themselves before
her. They made their bows, in advancing from
the door to the lower steps of the throne, aznd
kneeling upon which, they asked her blessing.

No member nor feature of the lady moved,
nor did the slightest agitation which could be-
token any feeling o'ther of welcome or - displea-
sure, appc'm:. cither in her look or voice, as she
slowly uttered, ¢ Sir Guy de Dampicne, Count
of Flanders and Lord of Namur, welcomc from
the Holy, Land——t.zke thou mv l)lcss,mrr Sir
Guy alfw,]y rose and took his scat at the council
board, "

Baldwin shuddered as he looked upon her
. rosary of jet, for he thought upon her father.
Perhaps she thought upon /Ais, foo no blessing
awaited him from lher cold lips. ‘¢ Baldwin of
Avesnes, we invite thee to a seat at the council
board,” was all she uttered. He 'aroso, and

place[l Jhimself by Lis brother.”
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CHAPTER V.

WHsLE her chiefs age occupicd in the council-
~hamber, we will return to, Margherite, whoy
though with children by two noble husbands,
lived solitary and childless ; and though reign-

' ing countess oyer two sovcrclg.n states, was left
desolate m lher greatncss )

She was the yeunger of the two (‘aughtcrs
swhom Baldwin, crowned cemperor of (Jonbtaml-
nople, 1tft in thcn' mfancy, on the third bunday
after szster, A.D ‘LO-{‘ when hc set out to join
the first crusade. In the following y’ca1 hewas
made prisoﬁer by the king of the Bulgarians,
and was supposed to have died i his dungeons.

When the fiews of his degth arrived in Fu-
rope, Jane, tlee elder, and consequent hgiress to
the rich states of Flanders and Hainault, was
carried over to France,®o be cducated in the
courtyof l’flilip Augustus ; an she was in due
time*martied to 'cdimand of, Portugal, \:llio re-
turned with her to Hainault.
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The great lords of Flande}js' and Hainault
never loved the French, and they were dis-
pleased that their future countess should imbibe
the maxims and politics of the court of Fragse.
In order to prevent any further mnovatlon, "they
chose one of their own body to be regent of the
state, and glardian to -the younger child Mr-
guerite. Thus Bouchard d’Avesnes, in the
flower of youth, became her protector, and as
soon as she became of an age to feel the power of
love, she lmblbed gn axdent passmn for him., If
he did not return her passior, he was at least
flattered by her choice, and grateful for her pre-.
ferencc. He became her hishand, aad two
children; John and Baldwin, were the “fruit of
this zmion:

I2ouchard had been consecrated Dean of Laon,
and was looking towards its future bishopric, at
that time superior to the sovereignty of Irance
in real power and riches, when tke love of his
ward arrested him in this career. 'When Mar-
guerite least expected duch a change,' the court
of Rome claimed its servant, annulléd the mar-
riage, but rendered the children legitimute.

Marguerité remained for months ignorant that
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her husband h'at{ himself solicfted the inter-
ference of the pope, and it was only when Ada
fled that the appalling conviction arose.

T,ove ina §ugged nature is a degp and terriple
passﬂm witk the Countess it was the only im-
pulse not entirely sclfish. When thercfore she
di%overed his falsehood; shg¢ vowed af implao
able, unmingled, ‘deadly hatred against her
treacherous guardian and faithless husband, and
cvery thing dear to him. th ncurished the
hope that the day ‘would .arq\e when she could
make him know the agony hc had mﬂlcted on
Jlér. And with her curses were mil;gled vows
never to desi¥t fr8m her purposes of revenge till
they wefle perfectf}\matured .

The separatlon between Ferdinand” anda her
sister Jane, rendered it little probable thateny
children should ever be born of this marriage, in
defect of which Marguerite and her children
were the immediate heirs of these rich statcs.
She therefore determined on a second marriage,
and chose William de Bourbon Dampierre, a
simple knight, but of an illustrious family; and
Guyede Dampigrrerand five qther children'wite

VOL. I.
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horn to her previous to his death; which however
took place before she became, by the death of
her sistcr, Countess of Iainault and Flanders.

'l‘lms years passed away ; but though her arm
was powerless to execute it, her revenge shim-
bered not. "T'he sons of her second marriage
were become men, yet the direful feeling was nst
rootcd out nor had it lost its. character; and it
was only when Ada was brought into her palace
by the armed men appointed by the Countess to
seck her out, that' her Jsons had ever seen  the
Black Lady" smlle

Ada sought to conceal her face. The Countess |
had the cruclty to force her to uncover it. . Alas!
no traces of her youthful b'eau}w.remhined‘ Her
form had ‘bt its symmetry and lightness, and
the yemains of deep and stormy passions rested
on her brow. Long and fixedly did the lady
look wpon her cre she spake, as if she sought by
a single glance to'lpenetrate the depths of her
heart, and to read not only her present feelings,
but every passion whichiad reigned there since
their separation. When at length her rage
found - utterance, it' was wjth «he deep .concen-
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trated tones of malice, hatred, and revenge that
she vented the f:)llowing fearful malediction.
“ Hear!” she cried, while her tall harsh form
beeame yet taller, and her dark covptenance k-
came yet darker, from the mingled emotions of
gratified passion and deadly revenge which raged
withjn her—* Hear the curse yhich &very night,*
ere my eyes have closed in rest, this voice hath
uttered since I beheld thee not, which every
morn my ears have drunk in gregdily, more wel-
come than the softest musi¢ e I havc hailed
the glorious rays of the retulmng sun Hear
this curse and tremble! May those eycs which
have so long eer? wanton in unholy ﬂres, be-
come bleated #ind ’d*m %ith tears ! May that
heart whose quick pulsation hath been qulckon-
ed by unnaturkl desires, become callous and hafl
by suffering——as mine hath been!” And
with these latter words the harsh didactic tonc
she had assumeg changed suddenly to the quick
shrill accents of despair. But immediately re-
covering‘her.self, she contthued, ¢ May every
limb fal] listle8s and fajl you in.that hour when*
you nesd them most !* May you treml:le and.ﬂee
02
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before the face of imaginary danger, but when
real peril approaches may you 'be dead to its ar-
rival! May your everlasting portion be with
Judas the betrayer of the Lord, in the. valley.of
death and darkness, when your fate hereeshall
be fully accomplished ! May this curse rest on
theg and tltine, till thou reccivest my pardgn :
and may it fall in‘ all its direful force on me, if
ever I be induced to accord it! Amen !”

Many of the houschold of the Countess, be-
sides the ])amplf‘-xrcb, were’ prescnt when Mar-
gucrite ‘uttered this awful malediction. Her
maidens threw themselves upon their knees, asg*
if to deprecate its influence @ titose cven who
heard'it. Her sons, with l}oﬂds Powed low as if
acknowletlging her fearful power, were pale with
cansternation. And Ada? She crouched in si-
lent horror, while every nerve seemed to be un-
naturally dlatended her lips were unclosed, her
eyes straining from their sockets, her hands
clenched, and her brow fearfully contracted.,
She spoke not— she %carcely breatﬂed, and was
4t length taken out in strong convilsions.

After her dréad cumse was, uttered, the. lady
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still looked uI;ox‘x her victim, ahd her features
assumed an air-of satisfaction. Then a smile—
“Ha! and can you feel too?—1I have felt—"
#hd the e hasls was frightfully expresgjve.
Having uttered these few words, she sought her
loneliness once morg.

“When her first unholy and unfortuhate, max-
riage was dissolved, the eldest boy John had
been consigned by Bouchard to the Count of
Holland, to be cducatod in ]ﬁs court, where he
won thevaffections ‘of the Count s daughter.

_ For the eldestborn of the second f'tmlly, Mar-
guerltc s fcclmgs were called forth in an uncom-
mon d’co'ree Ite was a fine youth, and at the
age of % ixteen mh advancod in all the manly
exerciscs of the time. He was in pe!'son as near
as possible'perfect, and for the subtilty of his wit
he was equalled by few.

This heautiful boy had nof any apparent com-
plaint, but e withered from day to dgy, as the
rose fades beneath the canker worm. His spirits
were uncertam his apfletite decreased; his eyes
heawned With unusual brightness ; while “the
.healthy® suffysign Which once overspread his coun-
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tenance, was now diminished t'o.a little brilliant
spot, just in the centre of eack cheek. A dry
husky cough rendered every movement painful
aml his breath failed him at the sllghuest exer-
tion. The superstition or wickedness of his at-
tendants, imputed these symptoms to slow poi-
ron. The dbserver of consumption in moddr:
days knows that it is Natufe which mixes thc
draught.

Those who have watched the progress of that
treacherous diseasg, woaring and wastiig a fine
and delicate frame; those wl.o have cherished
the hope, that deceitfully rises upon every change,
to cheat with its brilliant illusions the friends
whose ‘lmppines;s lives in th-*life of it8 victim,
will, in th:“symptom-s above described, have no
diffculty in tracing its insidious attacks. Yet so
gentle are the approaches of this inflexible ma-
lady, and, oh how frequently, so pure the object
of its deceptive attacks, that there are moments
in which it scems that a spirit from heaven is
infused into the mortal frame, to purify and pre-
pare the chosen votary for an carly change from

. aAn

this fough and stormy woild »
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But not thus felt the Countess Margueritc.
Irritated almost to madness by this sacrifice of
the first o£ the Dampierres, to what she deemed
the cupldlty.or ambition of the Jated oﬂsprmg
of the falste d’Avesnes, she prepared, by an
immediate ‘entail of the estates upon her sccomd

«finily, to cut off all hopes of partidipation., But

John, the eldest’ son, strong in his alliance
with the Count of IHolland, who being at the
same time king of the Romans, was suzerain of
a part of Flanders and of thg whole of Nassau,
dcmanded as*first-born and legltlmat‘c heir to
.hls mother, the settlement of all her dominions
upon himself and his heirs.

The 'Lountcssw'ccu\cd this demar}d' at first
in haughty silence ; but when the Couht of JIol-
land prepated to support the pretensions ofe his
son-in-law with an armed force, then her fury
blazed out. She armegd broth.::r against brother,
and prepared to support the right of .Guy hy ©
every means in her power.

For two years-did tlfe unnatural strife con-
tinug, wheh St. Lguis believed himself called
upax bysduty to pat an end Eo a war in opposi-
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tion to the first principles of human nature. He
therefore offered his mediatidn, in a way that
neither paity dared to refuse. )

By the aw .nd of the French kmg,.Hamault
with all Ats d(.pcndcncles was to fetcend to<John
d’Avesnes, after the deceasc of the reigning
Gountess« ut, as a pumbhment for his wangrof
respect to Lis mother in waging war against her,
the griflin i1 his armorial bearings was to be de-
prived of its tonguc and claws. TFlanders was to
descend to Guy itg Dampierre. . ,

This avasd of.St. Louis was’ displeasing to
both partics.  Joln d’Avesnes insisted that the
pope’s recognition of his legitimaty had made
him tht undoubted heir v bpth states.s “ You
give me," Jic said to Louis, ¢ Hainault, which
dogs not depend on you*, while yvu award to
Dampicrre, Flanders, of which you are suze-
rain.” i .

But as soon as the king went gn his unfor-
tunate crusade to Egypt, the war was renewed
with increased violencet John d"Avesnes gained

o

* The Bishop of Licge was suzerain of Hujnaui'g,
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Namur, but granted a peade at his mother’s per-
sonal request.

Yet no trcaties could bind ¢ the Black
Lady;” as’ soon as she saw a chance of success
she rencived’ the war, and without any prevgous
decl&ration, matched a fine army of 205000 men
to invest Walcheron. 'The Dampicrres who

+huded this cxpedition, logcthcr.wil.:h everymah.
fell into an ambush at Westkapel, and those whe
did not perish were made prisoners.

But John d’Avesnes scemcg to be suddenly
recalled to a fecling of the Lerrid nature of the
strife in which It was engaged ; he "therefore
offered to liherate the two Dampierres, and yield-
cd himself t(;. the'awm';l of St. Iouis.

But the haught, inflexibility of the l(fuuutcsc
spurned this arrangement. She receive® the
letter in her council chamber, and having Pead
it aloud, she tore it into a thousand picces, and
then collected and esclosed ,them in a blank .
paper without any message whatever ; gnd sent
to the Count of Anjou, brother of St. Louis, and
offered to cede to him the whole of Hainault if
he would ct'mqu.er itofrom her son.

03,
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After a variety oft success, the Countess was
put in possession of her territories. Guy de
Dampierre married Gertrude of T.uxembourg,
and reccived with her the province of Namur.
Jopn d’Avesnes was acknowledged heir.to Hain-
ault, and thus a peace was apparéatly ratified ;
but the seeds of jealousy and hatred had taken
too deep'root té be, easily eradicated. o~

v
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CHAPTER VI

THE merpaintile intercourse between” England
and Flanders began at a very carly period: so
o:rly, that its date is lost *in the obscwrity "ot
time. . .

Notwithstanding their commercial relations,
the Flemings werg very earlysa martial people;
and thei allignce was courtefl by different Furo-
pran states, particularly by the kmge of Ling-
land and of I‘ramc

So much was their, military, spirit c;teemul
that many of ou,rv\monarchs were cguimt to pur-
chase their alliance by annuities granted fo dit-
ferent courts, and determinable with their fives.
The contract was on both sidez quite voluntary,
and founded on mutfial convenience; but the,
family feuds’of Marguerite exhausted #her trea-
sury, while they rendertid the raising taxes djffi-
cult and uncergam. In balancing the ways and
meads to supply th2 deficiences thus created, "no
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method appeared so fongenial to her wishes as
to assume the payment of this ar'm.uity as a right.
Whether she depended upon the* internal feuds
of his kingdom, or the declining health of the
Engish king ({Tenry II1.), to bear hier thtougﬂ'
with impunity, docs not appcal'. t)ut she de-
manded a scttlement of arrears, which she pre-
tehded to have beex sore time due, amountiﬂ’g
to almost forty thousand marks, previously to the
death of the old king. Her claim was instantly
and indignantly rgjected. S
The lmughty and' imperious Lountcﬂ regard-
less of the conscquences to herself or her people.
seized all tllc English merchandize i m her domi-
nions, thoucrh tlucc-fourt.lls of it had already
ceased to \'{e English propcrty" )
The Inglish king had immediate recourse to
retaliation, and by the scizure of Flemish pro-
duce raised the sum of cight thousand pounds,
which he divided jn differont proportions among
“the English merchants who had beén the suffer-
ers from the loss of their goods. A the same
time the exportation of' wool and wool-fells to
Flanders was forbidden. e also invited the
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Flemish clothicrs to come %ind settle in England,
and offered a prepium to inducc them to accede
to his invitation.

Notwithistanding his prohibition, it was dis-
Covered thaﬁ wool and whol-fells were still igtro-
duced into Flandcrs, through the means of other
forelgncrs It in conscquence became > niccessary
t& have recourse to strong u’neasurcs, and*upon
the death of his father, his successor, Edward I.,
forbade, under severe penalties, the exportation
of wool altogother, )

Whet: this edict was Isspsd, Edgard was ab-
sent in the same ‘crusade whi¢h proygd fatal to
the French monavch But the conclusioneof a
truce Wltll tl)e ‘Saraccns for tgn yeary, enabled
him to retarn tq“.,mr]and And as ch was re-
turning through Sicily and Naplcs he redeived
intclligcnt:;a of his father’s death, and he hasfened
his preparations for his return ¢o his own domi-
nions, in order to ma¥e the arrangements neces,
sary for hiscoronation. »

The qecisive measures he had employed, so
clearly evmceq his sense of the conduct pursued
by ¢he Countess Marguerite, that her ob?tmacy
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was for once subdueli. She consented to make
the apology the king of England insisted upon,
as the preliminary step to an atcommodation ;
and Edward consented to receive her ambassa-
dorg at Montreuil, upon his return f'rom the
capital of" France, where he had’ becn to render
homage to the young king: for his lands held
ufider that sovcrelgr ' .

The Countess appointed Guy de Dampierre
and Baldwin d’Avesnes to this embassy, and
they were accompgnied by several Flemish noble-
men.’ Thex found Etlward attended »by Johu
of Brabant, who liad agreed té h1s invitation fo
accompany him to Montreuxl, in hls way to
Brussels Jfrom the I‘rench capxtal At Mon-
treuil a detatlon of Enghsb,ﬁxcrchants awaited
to aid him with their advice.

Thus was he surrounded and attended by
many of his highest nobility, when the brothers
were introduced. Edward-received them stand-
.ing, one hand vesting on a table; & position in
which his majestic height appeared to, peculiar
adv'antuge; and the youhg king shewed himself
by ho means insensible to his personal attractions,
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'.'for his finely turned limps were weil set off by
the white knitted pantaloons<which he wore.
His tunic was.of richly embroidered velvet, and
his toque . placed gallantly upon ene side of his
+head, was arnamented with a smgle ostncl: fea-
ther, fastenedin by a diamond aigrette. "There
was an assitmption of lofty superiority about the
&pression of his countengnce, ifftrent, frem
vulgar pride or vanity, and which scemed rather
to proceed from an internal consciousness of high
deeds and lofty daring, than a wish to impose
the belief on others; a c Aviction which the
splendid’ repatatjon he h.as already acquired
seemed well to warrant. 'The marked consider-
ation with %hich he treated thc mcrclmnts in his
suite, Shewed awcapfeity to emancip % himself
from the preJudn‘:es of his age, toggher.wnh a
thoroughyscquaintance with the only meang that
could raise the English nation to that pitch of
greatness to which h::r con'lm'ei:cial resources has
since raised her. g

His eyes sparkled and his checks gl(;wed when
the Flemish deputatien was first introduted ;
but_ he s-ugilt to_master this emotion, and avith
.tbc ddicac): o.f 4 truly ger'}erous. mim}, *endea-
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voured by the studicde courtesy of his manner to

lessen the awkwardness of their situation.

When the ccremonics of iniroduction had
been completed, Baldwin advanced: qne step
nearer  to thc king, a¥d said, brre ‘Guy d¢
Damplen:" by the grace of God "Count of
Flanders and Seigneur of Namur, is come before
yeu to exprels hig® regret that the Lady Mar-
gucrite, his mother, - should have scized the
goods of your subjects.  She conceived she had
a right to make that scizure; but through re-
speet to your Grace, and to obtain youy friend-
ship, she ~pr3misof‘l to make ful’ reparation to the
suﬂercrs, and for the performance of this pro-
mise, the Count binds himselt’ and his 'possce-
sions to .)nur (nmcc the l\mg of Englana.”

dward“‘trraccful]y replied, ¢ Sir, I accept the
offex madce with so much humility by the Count,
and with the greater confidence, because I know
he was absent in the Holv Land when my sub-
“jects’ property was s'eizcd, and I am informed
also that he always disapproved the conduct of
my"Lady the Countess, his mother, which, though
86 *njurious, we forgive.” - .
Then calling the merchans in waitii.g to ve-
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capitulate thelr losses, it was agreed to accept
the £8000 leyicl on t‘hc goods belonging to the
Flemish merchants in Fngland as a part of the

.-xepurati‘on. . And the 7mmcrcin] intercourse of
the «two codntyies was ostablished upgn its ori-
ginal footing.

. & During the cm;tiunanu;\ of this ecerejnony,
Dampicrre was toe much absorbed ‘in the interest
of his mission to ohserve any thipg beyond the
general effect of the splendour surrounding Ed-
ward, and this seémed to,him®as if meant to re-
proach Il didgrage.  Dut :vmn fiosisthe coun-
cil-chamber they adjourned to the 'banquv;'ting-
room to pafakewf a luxwrious entertainment, he
startled® as if he giad®heheld u.sl;cctr°}~'llen he
perceived Adencz Lckoi, the miﬁgli’cl ¢f the
Duke of J8rabant, before him. e was thg liv-
ing ima! of Ada. Invain he tried to persuade

himsclf that his famc‘y dcct‘ivcal him, or that the

rescmblancg was fortuitous. The ncarer he ap®
proached the stranger, the more c.loscly he
watched “him, the wrore striking did the refem-
blange 'awea;‘.' 'l;lnc same dark languid eyc,
wigh the narrowspengilled yebrow, the -voice,
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every thing, even to the graceful indolence of
attitude and motion, made the resemblance the
more striking. The dark-minded Guy imme-
diately made d’Avesne\ acqumntcd ~with the na-
tur; of his observatxons, and the. latter was'him-
self astonished at the resemblance, ‘and felt per-
suaded that ‘there/was some mystery attendidy,
the birth of the youtlr. .

He therefere placed himself next to John de
Waldenrod, onc of the duke’s gentlemen attend-
ants, and as soon, as an opportunity offered.
inquired,* « h? is this Adendz Lekoi, and
how‘ is it that you have never mentioned Lim .to.
me?” )

Waldigirod replied, ¢ Iy Ste Gregory! 1 could
not divine'that your IIi;D]mcq's would care augl;t
for $his well-reputed minstrel I” "

“ Why, in sooth, my mind is in yo\hr answer
to my question.', \’.Vho is this Adenez " re-

“peated Baldwin.

Waldenrod replied, “ He is a youth brought
up‘by the good fathers of Si. Benoit at Wavre,
where you know the duke’s natural sou, John de
Méluive, was educated. This Adeneze thaagh
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much older, is dearly loved by him, and the
more so that vhc.y werg both, the oye agad the
other, intended for the frock ; but Adenez re-
fused to® tal:’e the vowsf and they say the Jpoy
was strengthencd by Lekoi’s repugnanée.™

“ But his parents, where are they ?"

¢ Nay, that is more “thand can:telf. "Phefe
be various reports dpon that head. It is thought
that he too is a child of mystery emd sip,” con-
tmucd the nargator.

Ta "Tis etrannc, said lladdv* to lnmself 5 then
aloud “ What'arehis tastes ?

In g‘ood troth T know but little of himgyet
He seenfs to h:u} madc some fajr advantages of
his "lftb 'I‘hey sy he is a great clex“ and as
expert at the ¢ Gai Science” as the prmccsx‘her—
self,” repligl Waldenrod. -

“ The Gai Science and in a convent!” said
Baldwin. .

“ Why, yeu kndw, in Wavre nought,but the
Roman language is spoken, and the holy fathers
there lovo the a,rt +Tis® certam that our Trou-
badoww’s hdi-p was often cmployed and that His
taler®t inMnusic is nwrvellous.”.
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“ And how does he spend his time 7" again
inquired ]faldwm ¢ .

“ Sometimes he paces, for whole hours the
clgjsters of Sf. Gy ;\'t other times he' goes into
the dark forest, and there, lying' bencath the
large old blasted oak that they say St. Hubert
plated, he; seem’ to forget the flight of tifia,
and to carc nothing for the wolves though they
be so twld #.d ro ravening that they come down
cven to the town‘,” replied Waldenrod. )

*“ But docs hegot mingle w1th the politics of
the court? nor (ncek to possess himself of the
dulc’s ear ¢ .

*No, he scorns mhes, bt thcy say he ‘is
much ¢ a‘tachod to the prmccb% and in all honour
gretitly loved by her,” replied the gentleman.

€¢ Knough,” said Baldwin, lowem‘; his voice.
*“ We are observed, keep your cye upon him,
and be you suréxhe Couet of Flanders, my very
noble Lrother, shall not for§et ysu. Your an-
mmy shall be regularly r.nd But let your in-
telhgence come dlrecf to ine, _not to Sll‘ Guy,
you understand " - & RN

In repeatmg this accoant’to ) Guy, all méntjon
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of the forest wakks were carcfully, onfitted by the'
politic Baldwing, who ingmediately foryned a plan

1y which he hoped to derive advanta fréfm this

circumstance, and conggutulated himself that

Guy’s dread iof the . Lady Marguclite had Pre-

yented his before informing her of his project of
Jwnion with the Princew Myy
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