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ISABEL DE 'BARSAS.

CHAPTER 1.

Care left Margaret with a promise of soon
returning to her, and there is little doubt that
his intention was to keep. his word, for his
views gave him patience, and although he
seemed to spare his intended victim by leaving
ber to herself, he was neitller spftened nor
moved by repentance, but gloised in the black-
ness of the crime which he meditated. As if
fate lent its irresistible assistance for the es«
cape of the fugitives, Carl, on retuxm'x.lg to
consult with Barbara, sat himgelf down and
went fast asleep; she followed his example,
and they must have,slept some hours, siyce
her newly replenished lamp went out, and’left

them to forget their enornities tnsthe sombre
shades of night.

YOoL, III, B



2 ISABEL{DE BARSAS.

‘Ca_rl'had been many nights on the watch for
his victims, and was so much fatigued that he
slept. as soundly in the chair as hecwould ‘have
done in bed.—But the hour of waking came at
last, and Wign he found himself in the dark,
and without the means of procuring a light,
withoyt traversing the long galleries, and
going for it to the inhabited part of the
castle, he cursed, swore, and threatened so hor-
ribly, that ‘]3arbm*:at,~ fiend as she was, could
not hear him without terror.

.« (et you gone, cursed old bone-sucker!”
cried the wretch, to the affrighted woman,,
« (o, I say, get me a ligitt directly, or'I’ll skin
you alive.”

o« fan’t get one,” said the woman.

“ You, must, or Ill dash your brains out
against the flopr.”—As Carl said this he began
feeling about for Barbaray who no sooner
hegrd him coming to her, than she set about
gearching for the (loor,. and having found ity
directed hér Bteps towards Isabel’s room, as
she remembered that she had let her taper burn
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the night before, and thought it probable she
might now huve done the same. X

Like all pther cnmmals, Carl was a great
coward in the dark of . night, and feared he
might see the spirits of those M@ had mur-
dered and tortured to death. He therefore
made the best of his way to the door and crept
after Barbara, trusting to her compahy fo pro-
tect him against the apparitions, which he
dreaded more than the gommission. of any
crime that could be mentioned. Not less ter-
rified than himself, the wicked old woman
derived comfort from hearing him behind her.

They went on unsil Barbara came to the
door of her prisoner’s room, and taking a huge
bunch of keys from her pocket, prepared .t?
unlock it. But what was her surprise* when
she found the door open, and that no one an-
swered ‘to her call. | Carl took “the alarm, and
at once forgetting his dread of supernagural
beings, rushed forward into the roomj; but
it wes dark, and he cduld Jind nothing but the
furniture oyer which'he stumbled.

“Whatis all this!” he exclaimed, hs%ccents

B Y
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of ferocious rage, “ fiend of Kell, what is all
this? Answer! you dry skeleton devil ; where
are you?”

“ Pm here,” said the astonished Barbara.

¢ What's ecome of her? where is she?” he
vociferated.”

“ Gone:” said she. .

"« Youfie! old hag, you lie!” he exclaimed,
striking at her with a chair that lay in his
way, but missing his sombre aim.

¢ So much the better for you,” said she.

“ Hold your tongue! you dry devil’s imp,”
cried Carl. Waere’s the girl?”

« Did you not,tell mevto hold my tongue?”
she rzplied.

. “ Speak ! then,” he exclaimed in a thunder-
ing voice.

o Whyi lovg,” said Barbars;, ¢“ do you not
see through it all? Magter came for her,
andgshe’s gone with him.” .

« You're an old fool!” said Carl ; * he never
seryed totherwenches 5o well, why should he
take her to his own room? You're mad, old
scarecro%, you are, and you want kicking
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round the castle to bring you to your wits
again, if you ever had any.” '

« Don’t talk so, Carl,” said the woman;
“ the girl’s Safe, I warrant you; master’s had a
care of that; she’s too nice a bit to lose.”

«“ Go and look for her then,” %aid Carl,
“ Why don’t you go for a light to your
kitchen ?7” . s

‘I don’t like going,” said the woman. It
would be easier to get one from t'other part of
the castle.” . °

“ What are you afraid of ?” said he.

“ Nothing, nothing,” replied the woman ; [
don’t mind going if you will come with me.” .

“ Very well,” said he, for he did not like
being left alone. They felt their way info the
passage, and in the same manner crept along
until they camesto a distant set of offices, at
the end® of which was the kitchen appropriated
to the reputed forSaken side of _the tastle.
They were yery long upon their way, anX did
not get so far withous giwing themgelves some
severe blows. Every one which Carl gotepro-
duced & volly of oaths, and often attributing it

-
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to Barbara, he unceremoniously struck her
whenever he found' her within his reach.
Painful as were the strokes, she d.ared not re-
buke him, for she knew, by expéi‘ience, that
thie more she said the more returns she got for
her pains.

At last the expiring embers of the kitchen
fire proclgimed that they had not travelled so
far for nothing : Barbara got a light, and they
returned towards the empty room.

* The wind’s cold to-night,” said Barbara ;
“ some doors must be open.”

“« You’re an old‘fool !1” said Carl; “ didn’t I

.shut them mgself last night? I fastened eve'ry
door and window } and none but you, I, or the
devil’could open them.—You haven’t done it,
have you, old bone-sucker?”

“ Not I, indeed, love,” repled the woman ;
« and I know ysu haven’t.” :

* % Hold your tongue then ! said he.

TKey soon arrived at the‘room ; Carl looked
anxiously forward and exclaimed, “ What's all
this *confusion} look at the chairs and tables
about the floor.™
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. They had by this time entered, and began a
diligent search of the room, upon and under
the bed,

“ She hdsn’t taken her things,” said the
woman,  therefore she must be with master.”

“ He wouldn't have come this way for her,”
said Carl ; ““ he would have come through the
sliding door ——What the devil’s there! here’s
my dagger, as I’m alive. 'Who can have stuck
it in here?” ’ .

“ That’s odd enough,” said the woman, exa-
mining the hole which had been bored with
the dagger. g

“ Now I see all about i.t,” exclaimed the
ruffian with an air of 'triumpl:. “Well, old hag,
you are right for once, an’ curse you.t

He paused a moment to cousider, and prg-
ceeded—** Masger has been here, I cail see it
by theedoor : nobody can open,it but himself;
he went out by this*door, and put the dagger
into the sliding one to prevent the ‘girl's
getting away.”

“ A .good plan too,” $aid Barbara; & but
master Carl, how do you account far the bolts
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being+drawn, the lock open, and the things
knocked about?”

* That’s natural enough,” said Carl, feeling
confident that he must be right in his conjec-
tures; “ he came round and undid the door;
then wen' in by the sliding panel.”

¢ True, master Carl,” said the woman,
“ I must have been a great fool not to have
tilought of it before. We needn’t have been
in such a fright about the wench.”

“ No,” said Carl.. .

“1 shall go to bed now,” said Barbara.
‘¢ Preity hours, indced; it will soon be day-

light.” .

“ You may go where you will,” quoth Carl,
¢ and be d—n’d to you.” '
. “Ha!ha!ha!—always the same, always the
same,” said Barbara, laughing,violently.

“ Always the same, mother dry shank ?” said
Carl.y “ You must show ¥ a light.”

“gVery well, very welly” - quoth Barbara ;
¢ conie on, * and shg led the way.

When they’ came to Martrarets door, Carl
put the key confidently in the key-hole, drew
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the bolts, and pushed the door; but what way
his astonishment when he found it to be fast~
ened within: he swore tremendously ; de-
manded insthnt admittance ; threatened Mar-
garet with death if she did not let himn in, and
endeavoured by main force to obtain what
threats could not procure: but the door was
too strong, and fearful of incurring the anger
of his master by fetching any instiument to
accomplish the work, he wa; ﬁnallg compelled
o yield to the entreaties of Barbara, who
besought him to have patience till the next day.

Carl vowed he would not; l')ut he had no al-
ternative, suve the trap-door; and the idea of
passing the dungeon in which laid the remains
of the murdeied female, was too terrifyingg to
allow him to make use of it. He therefores
lavished a volley of impious oaths upqn his ine
tended victim, and retraced bis steps towards
the kitchen; after which, having procureq an-
other light, he went 4o finish the night in“is
own bed.—Barbara went to hers.

Carl had never been more furious; he dc-
clared he would murder Margaret; and, in the

B 5
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ferocity of his heart, promised himself satis-
faction by torturing her in every way that he
could imagine. Had he caught her at that
moment he would certainly have *done it, and
have imbrued his hands in the blood of the in-
nocent ghrl.

At the same hour as on the preceding morn-
ing Barbara went to Isabel’s room, and began
arrangin.g it. The chsirs and tables were again
set in the propet'places, the bed made, and
the few scattered articles of dress folded up
and put in their proper places; in short, she
prephred every thing for her prisoner’s use ; still
supposing her to be with the Marquis de Mor-
biere. A
. When she had done her work, and had pro-
ceeded some way down the long gallery lead-
ing from the room, she was,met by him, and
he addressed her in the following worgs :

“¢Good morning, old woman, kow’s the girl
to-flay?”

“¥ou hme a mipd to be merry, Sir,” replied
Barbara, Who fancied he was joking. with her
for having taken her away.
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“ What do you mean?” said he, with his na-
tural impatience.

¢« Don’t look so, Sir,” said she, laughing.
¢ The girl’s safe enough ; you took her away.”

“ T have not taken her away,” he replied,
curling his brows together. '

“ How, Sir !” quoth she, turning her
eyes to the corner of their sockets, and lgoking
sideways at her master; * you would not have
me think s0?” '

¢ Hold your prattley” %aid he; ¢ see and
teach the wench her lesson, and force into her

head that she must lay aside her airs, arld that
my will must be done n thls castle.”

« T will when I see her said she.

"¢ Go back to her now then,” said he, pugh-
ing her towards the room.

Barbara begen to suspect that gll ‘was not
right, 4nd said, “ You gave master Carl and I
a great fright by taRing the girl to yourYoom,”

¢ What!” criedhe.

il You frightened us ;.we thought the firl was
off,” said she (for she had nof ye yet discowered
that all the doors were left open); i# was Carl’s
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business to see to them, and he was not yet
atirring.

“The devil take you for your jokes,” ex-
claimed the Marquis, with increasing impa-
tience.

« I don’t joke,” said Burbara; ¢ you took
away the girl, thinking to frighten us.”

. “ Tell me, wretch,” exclaimed the affrighted

Marquis, catching her by the neck, and half-
strangling her, « What do you mean? Speak,
infernal fiend, or I'll°choke you.”

The woman attempted to obey, but he stop-
ped hér breath, and she could not articulate a
~word. . ‘

“ Tell me,” he cried, iightening his ‘grasp.
— Batbara struggled counvulsively, and began
tq turn black in the face. He loosened, voci-
ferating for a third time ¢ Spesk !”

“ The girl’s gone then, if you javen¥ her,”
ssaid thie terrified woman,” who expected no
mercf from her tyrannicd émployer, if her
charge™had really escaped,

« Fiends 'of hell!” roared the i unplous “man

—*¢ what kave you done with her?”
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Barbara stood trembling before him; she
had no hope left, for she thought that instant
death would follow the proof of her escape.

« Come aiong, old hag — come, you she-
devil ; come, you traitress—" and as he uttered
these words he dragged her by the hair to the
eveniful room.— When they got there, he
struck her a violent blow, which laid her,pros-
trate, and, with a savage kick in the loins, he
cried, * Where's the girl ?7” .

To a woman of Rarbara’s age such a fall was
a serious injury, and the kick which the fero-
cious ruffian gave her had alpost deprived her
of reason:— she could not answer, but lay
groaning on the floor. Seeing the harm he
had done her, and fearing lest by furtherbry~
tality he might lose the wished-for inforination,
he assumed a melder tone, and said, ¢ Do you
know aity thing of the girl ?”—Barbara shook
her head. “Mas she escaped?”¥-She -
again shook her he#d, meaning that she Khew
not.—** Have you seen arything 3f er?”

¢« No,” groaned the woman, and making=an
effort to’speak, added, ““ Fetch Carl.” -
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“« \‘Where is he?” Barbara shook her head,
for she was too much hurt to spepk. The Mar-
quis therefore ran to Carl’s room.

‘When he got there he found him yet in bed.
The business was too pressing to be postponed
on account of propriety, and the master too
much connected with the man to care about it;
he therefore cntered the moment the door was
opened to him, and questioned Carl concerning
his knowledge of Isabel’s flight.

“ Ask yourself, ‘blood-and-hounds ! ” cried
Carl. “ What do you come bothering here
for? 'If the girl’s gone, so much the better for
her; why didn’t you look after her as I have
after mine?”

.“'You are too passionate, Carl,” said the
Marquis in a gentle tone, knowing the danger
of aggravating him.

“ You're a fool, an’ curse you,” quoth Carl;
' « Difn’t you give me trouble enough to get
her, without bothering m& about her now 72—
Go and Ioelg\for hér; che can’t be out of the
cadtle; here are the keys.” Carl pointed to a
large burth of keys upon the chair by his bed-
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side. The Marquis took them up,, exatined
them one by one, and put them down again.

" & Are’n’t they all fight ?” said Carl, thinking
himself suspected ; “ I say, master, take your
keys, and be your own servant; it’s high time
that such fellows as you should take the places
to which you lower yourselves.”

¢ Don’t talk so, Carl,” said the Marquls H
“ tell me what you know of the glrl, there’s a
good fellow.” 2

“ The old story,” said the man; ‘ you take
me for a fool, and think to come over me with
your nonsense, don’t you?”’ o

“ No, Carl,” replled his maste,x “I know
you to be a worthy good fellow.”

“Ha! ha!” roared Carl; “I like your calling
me worthy and good. Take a walk to the
dungeon down, stairs, master; you.’ll' have a
sight of your worthiness and mine too. I can
smell the poor devikfrom here !”

¢ You persuadedsme to starve her,” sall the
Marquis; “ you had the doing of i it all.”>

“You lie!” exclaimed the hirefing ing of infgmy;
¢ you* -would have had me pull her nails off,
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put out her eyes with red hot iron, and cut her
flesh into minced-meat; can you deny it ?”

‘ This is not a time for confession,” replied
the Marquis; “ we have both done so much
that we may as well do more.”

“ As well be hanged for an ox as a loaf.”
Quoth Carl, « I think so too.”

¢ Come, Carl,” said the former, “ tell me
about the girl.”

As it was_Carl’s invariable rule to humble
his master, before < making any concession,
in order to be the better able to put his own
price apon whatever was required of him, or
_enhance the yalue ‘of the assistance he rendered
"him, he never failed to avail himself of every
oppostunity to abuse him, and bring him
on a level with himself; indeed, there eaisted
but a shddow of difference bgtween them, if
it was possnble for one to be mde criménal or
contegptible than the otleer; for as the one
receiZd the price of human blood, the other
paid i, and it was,ip hw service that the
deeds were doMe, The Marquls de Morbiere
was certainly the most criminal: for his
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education did away with the plea of ignorance
which his infamous accomplice might have
urged in his own favour. But, far from ex-
cusing himself, or reverting to the unfortunate
female from the effects of contrition, his only
wish was to get better paid on future occasions,
and to kindle a feeling of fear in his master,
by which he could keep him down, as the laws.
of the land were even stronger than his well-
built castle, and likely to be called snto action,
should he break with his ‘man.

Having attained his object, Carl entered into
minute detail of the state in ,which he found
Isabel’s room, and of his conclusions that she
must have been with him. He likewise de-
scribed the finding of the dagger, and adked
the Marquis whether he had not put it into the,
sliding door to prevent its being opegled from
the othet side. All this being new to him, he
naturally denied havitg any knowledge off\what
could have become of his prisoner, and related
to Carl the manner in which he wag repulsed
by her, and eventually compelleJ to postpene
his criminal intentions. He cnded with asking
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him how she could have become possessed of
a dagger.

“ The dagger is mine,” said Carl; ¢ I missed
it the day I brought her here. I suppose I
must have dropped it in the room, and she or
her maid has picked it up. I shall find out
the truth of it, for I have the wench safe under

lock.and key.”
- “ How came you to be here to-night then?”
said the Muarquis.

“ Why, she manuged to fasten the door
within, and I couldn’t open it.”

«‘The devils seem to have understood each
other,” said Morbiere. * Get up, Carl, and
make inquiries of her.”

. “I can do that fast enough,” said Carl. He
«8oon slipt on his clothes, and went with the
Merquis, to the room- in which he had left
Margaret.

’?ey endeavoured by every possible means
to {pen the door, but it was fast, and no answer
was giveg to the ‘questions which were put
frem without.

“1 bet my life she is gone too,” said the
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Marquis; “ the girl would be heard at all
" events.”

“ Impossible!” said Carl, * the.door’s too
thick for sound to penetrate.”

“ Have you tried the trap ?” said the former.
“ No!” replied the man, “ you don’t think I
would go round there at night, to be poisoned
by the stench of the girl in the dungeon?”,

“ Go and see now then,” said the Marquis.

“1 will,'if you come with me,” quoth Carl.

The Marquis agreed, and they bent their
steps towards the cells.

“ How the wind blows in here,” said Carl.
“ Some door must be, opened; let us look
about.”

“ 1 have been betrayed,” exclaimed the Mare
quis; “ the doors are open.” .

“ The devil mast have opened thep ;;hen,”
said Carl; “ for here are the keys, and I locked
them all myself. Barbara was with me at\the
time.” ‘ ‘

The Marquis went frome door to dopr, aid at
length to the postern gate, and found every
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one of them wide open. It is impossible to
conceive his fury; he raged, accused Carl of
infidelity, and vowed death to the offender.
On the other hand, Carl abused his master
for suspecting him, and swore that Margaret
should forfeit her life for the escape of her mise
tress. In this state they returned to the small
. stong stair-case door, in which they found the
keys with the keys of the cells.
¢ See lere,” exclaimed Morbiere, “what
further proof can [ require of your treachery?
here are the keys I bid you take care of; the
other girl has egcaped, and your life shall pay
the price of both.”
“Hold your foolery,” cried Carl, turning
round upon his master, * or by my soul I will
. dash your brains out against your own wall ;
do you think I am going to‘put up with your
threats? No, master! that won’t do, 1 promise
you, Ifwe come to hands, we shall have a
fair trial of it, and if we'come to words, I will
have the_last, mind that. You are in my

P@WO, H
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“1do not want to quarrel with you,” said
the Marquis ; “eyou are too passionate. Go and
see whether your girl is safe.”

‘¢ You always think to soften me down,” said
Carl, “but there’s a time for all thipgs; I
won’t be bullied by you.”

“ You know I’m your best friend,” said the
former, tapping him familiarly on theeback; -
‘“ we must not quarrel.” .

¢ I don’t want to quarrel,” said Carl, swiily.

¢« Look for the girls then,” said his em-
ployer. \

Carl ascended the stair-cases and whispered
to the Marquis, who. followed ¢lose after,
« All’s safe;” he undrew the bolts of the trap,
and introduced himself gently into the roonr,
but it was forsaken. ¢ She’s gone tog,” hes
cried in a voice of frantic passion.

“ Imp:)ssible ?” said the Marquis, who came
up after Carl, “ it cannot be.”

« It is, it is,” cried Carl. *“ Oh! that I could
catch one of them.”

The escape of both prisoners from differént
parts of the castle was more than the Marquis
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or Carl could account for; they curefully ex-
amined the room, but there was no trace of
any thing which could lead them to suppose
that either had escaped by ordinary means. It
was clear that Isabel had escaped by the door
of her room, which was found open by Barbara.
The means by which Margaret got away were
more extraordinary in Carl’s opinion; for the
door was fastened on both sides, and the trap
secured from without, so that he could not
imagine how she could have got out of the
room, otherwise than by the chimney. The
Marqﬁis thought this conclusion very rea-
sonable, and carefully sxamined it; but there
appeared nothing to strengthen the suspicion,
since no footmark was visible upon the hearth,
which, was thickly covered with dust.
Fortmain had managed to give Carl so good
an oginion of his faithfulness, that dliring this
embgrrassing moment he was not once sus-
pected, and he was allowed to remain for a
day or tvo- among the® people of the castle,
without the least apprehension of his betray-
ing the iniquitous transactions in which he had
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assisted. He was much disliked by’ the do-
‘mestics on acceunt of his taciturnity, and the
apparent moroseness of his temper. But he
heeded nothing they said to him ; and although
it was a kind of pastime with them tqQ teaze
and laugh at him, he remained unmoved, and
appeared scarcely sensible of the sport they
made of him. They did all they could to
make him smile, but their attempts were inef-
fectual, and appeared rather to bring'a cloud of
displeasure across his brow, than to create an
inclination to join in their merriment. .

No suspicion being entertained of Fortmain,
and no one in the castle supposed to know of
the imprisonment of Isabel and her maid, the
whole transaction was enveloped in a deep
mystery, which required no common evgntto
unravel. )
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CHAPTER II.

ArtroucH the Marquis de Morbiere saw
no immediate probability of gaining any fa-
- vourable information relative to the occur-
tences of the preceding night, he was not a
man to leave things in a state of uncertainty,
or to forego his intentions towards the unfor-
tunate object of his anxiety. Margaret’s es-
cap:e was a matter of complete indifference to
him, and had she bean the only fugitive he
would have been rather pleased than other-
wise ; he was jealous of every one, and co-
«veted Carl’s prize; for she was young and
pretty, and had more than om,e excited senti-
ments as dishonourable to “him as they were
dangerous to herself. When Carl declared he
would not assist his employer upon terms short
of the cayture of Margaret, and of her being
gtven up to his discretion, the Marquis was
obligéd™to agree, or relinquishithe' capture
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of her mistress. This he would not do, and
although he would gladly have snatched the
maid from his bands at any price, to have had
her in his own power, he was compelled to
submit to the demand of Carl, and gven to
promise his personal assistance, should it be ne-
cessary, for the attaimment of his object.

Carl never acted without the fee beime® pre--
viously lodged in his fob, and whe:\ there, he
little cared whether his services were success-
fal or not. To him, the loss of Margaret was
a source of great disappointment, and he in-
wardly swore never to let himself be prevailed
upon to suffer his victisn for a monient out of
his sight, should he succeed in recovering her.
His master’s loss grieved him but little, as he
thought his services would again be wanted ;°
and as he was 3lways ready to commit any
enormity for the sake of pecuniary remune-
ration, he already consxdexed what he should
ask for aiding him in the re-capture of the lost
treasure.

The Marquis and his man canvassed the bi-
siness over until they returned to titfe room

voL, 111,
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where the former had left the guilty old woman
groaning upon the floor. She -vas still pros-
trate, and unable to move. She complained of
dreadful pain, and said her master had done
her a gerious injury; Carl laughed immode-
rately, and exclaimed—“ Well, old bone-
sucker, you’re come to a stand-still at last.”

« H2lp me up,” cried the woman; “I can’t
move.” .

« Help yourself up, scare-crow,” said Carl;
“I've enough to ‘ad to take care of myself.
It serves you right for letting the girls out.”

“]1 did not,” cried the woman; “I never
betrayed my trust.”

“ That’s right, Barbara,” quoth the Marquis.
# You speak like a good woman ; I hope I have

»not hurt you?”

“ Yes, but you have thqugh,” she replied;
making an ineffectual effort to rise; ‘“ you have
indeed, Sir. Do be so good as to help me up.”
~ The Marquis and Carl helped her up, and
laid her~non the couch.

*« Oh! my side, my side,” cried Barbara;
¢ I’ve wbone coming out, I have indeed ; do
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feel, Sir, in pity feel, Sir; I shail die if I
suffer so.” *

Carl felt where she directed him, and said
there was certainly something odd about it; his
master then felt and blushed deep erimson;
he requested Carl to feel again; he did it, and
declared she had a broken rib. It was true ;
the Marquis had kicked her so fer3€iously
that he had broken it.

They immediately remoyed her to the bed,
and endeavoured to repla.ce the fractured bone,
but both being inexperienced, they only occa
sioned an increase of pain, without affording
her any assistance. A difficulty which ap-
peared insurmountable now arose; how ,was
medical aid to be procured without making
known that the reputed deserted part.of the
castle was inhabited, and incurring the risk of
a disclosure of the mysteries of the place?
They saw all the danger of their situation, and
knew not how to provide against the train of
consequences which mig’hi follow. “Had not
Barbara been a most valuable servant for the
pur.poses: for which she was employed,:ﬁd had

c2
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there been the most distant prospect of find-
ing any one worthy of her place, or calcu-
lated for her successor, they would have had
but little anxiety ; and she would have been
suffered to drag on a miserable existence, until
nature should either operate a cure or put an
end to her sufferings.

Mdzi of the day was spent in this dilemma,
and at last they were indebted to Barbara
herself for an expedient ; she desired to be
carried from the castle to some cottage, where
the doctor of the rlistrict could attend her.
The Marquis immediately closed with the pro-
posal, and ‘it was agra:d with Carl, that he
would desire Fortmain to assist him in the re-
iioval of the afflicted woman.

It was not‘deemed expedient to remove her
before the fall of night, asgliey might proba-
bly meet passengers or labourers upon the
road, and inquiries might be made concerning
the nature of the expedltlon upon which they
were bent. Besides; to avoid suspicion, the
Marqms de Morbiere had positively forbid any
perSOn 5 going out of the desolated part of the
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castle at any time but night, and this order had
been regularfly complied with for years. The
outer walls being on that side much higher
than the castle itself, owing to its being com-
manded by an adjoining hill; it was not
possible that lights shotld be discerned when
burning within, and consequently, by day and
by night, nothing appeared which could in
any way remove the belief which generally ex-
isted among the vassals ine.the neighbourhood.

Soon after dusk Fortmain was at his post,
and Barbara was carried down to the pcstern
gate, and placed upon a horse: Carl rode on
one side, and his c8mpanion on the other.
She had not gone far before she declared her-
self unable to proceed. Carl was too void of
pity to listen, and swore she must continue}
but she prayed and entreated, and ‘when she
found neither would (do, she began screaming
violently in hopes of bringing some one to
her assistance. This was, of all expedients,
the least calculated Yo’ prevail upﬁﬁ her un-
merciful conductor, and the more she gg_ean;ed
the more hg urged on the horse. She was, in-
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deed, in too dreadful a state to travel, parti-
cularly on horseback, for the broken rib lite-
rally worked out of her side, and mangled
her shockingly. In this way they journied
upwards,of two leagues; Carl aggravating the
woman’s sufferings by the barbarity of his lan-
guage, and Fortmain seldom uttering a word
unlesswt was to comfort her.

They had very little farther to go when
Fortmain declared he could no longer hold her
up; his employer commanded her to help
herself, or that she might hang across the
horse, as he would not be troubled with her ;
but to all he said she returned no answer, for
she was dead !

““ No matter,” said Carl, “ when Fortmain
#o1d him of her being no more, “ it will save
the doctering; the old deyl’s been fairly
kicked out of the world at ladt. What shall
we do with her? leave her here, take her on,
or carry her back again?”

« Bettemake her back#’ said Fortmain, « we
may, perhaps, be accused of makmg away
with hérif we don’t.”
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“Who would care for that?” cried Carl
¢ Our master knows better than to speak ; he
has done enough that way for any man.”

“ I’m for taking her back,” said Fortmain.

““ Well, you shall have your way for once,”
said Carl, ¢ and may take care of her, for I
won’t. If she had been young, and alive, it
would have been very well, but old anddead, -
that’s another thing. You may have her to
yourself.” ’

Fortmain was so indignant that he could
have exterminated the wretch for his hardness
of heart, but the part he had taken in late
events obliged him to forbear his resentmeut,
and he turned back towards the castle, leading
Barbara’s horse, and without making a com-
ment upon her fate. )

Thus ended th® career of a woman who had
lived a long lifé of infamous profligacy, who
delighted in the disfionour of her sex, and
whose services hari, for a series of years, been
devoted to a master uen‘more cricamal and
more despicable than herself. On no occasion
bad she’ ever saved a pang to a sufferfilg fe-
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male. The groans of death, the tears of en-
treaty, the prayers of the starving, were music
to her ears, and she delighted in accumulating
their miseries by every torture which she had
the power to inflict. If it were necessary to
picture the most degraded of human beings,
to describe the human heart, decayed by vice

.and «ime; to portray the feelings of a soul
blackened by evary enormity, and to represent
the most contemptxble of her species, Barbara
might have been held up as an example of
multiplied worthlessness, and although a death
like' hers was too mild when compared to the
sufferings she had hegped upon others, even
as a corpse she exhibited the history of her
past life, and looked truly horrible.

. When they returned to the castle, Carl went
by the gommunication aparfments to inform
his master of the result of their cxpedition.

The Marquis was not’ yet gone to bed ; he
started from his chair when he heard the well-
known wignal of Catl’s approach, and won-
dered what could have again happened to dis-
turb lim. The moment the guilty wretch was
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admitted he gave a brief accournt of the
‘woman’s death, remarking at the same time,
that as Fortmain had rendered himself worthy
the trust, he would recommend him as her suc-
cessor. The Marquis could not help feeling
some slight remorse for the death of a person
who had made herself eminently serviceable to
him in assisting him in the perpetrajjon of.
those crimes which any other woman would
have looked upon with abomifation. He
knew Barbara to be void-of feeling, and to be
hardened to every thing, however disgusting,
and she was, of all persons in the world, the
best suited to his purpgse. In losing her, be
lost his principal supporter, his jailor, and one
of his executioners : she was therefore a treble
loss, and a servant not to be replaced withou,
considerable dificulty and many tgials; for
treason®would involve the mighty man him-
self, and bring him %o the ignominious end
which he had so often, and so richly deserved,
but which he averted Dy means of &arl, and
by keeping up the story of the castle’s being
partly deserted.
cd’
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Fortmain had, in the estimation of the Mar-
quis de Morbiere, proved himself a very va-
luable servant, by having assisted in the cap-
ture of Isabel and Margaret, and by the appa-
rent seriousness of his temper, which bid fair
that he would be faithful to his trust. He
ably deceived him, and had strength of mind
to disgemble his ardent desire to serve Albert
de la Lance. Hiy life was at stake, as in case
of detection his employers would think no tor-
ture too dreadful for. the punishment of his
duplicity. IHe was aware of his danger, and
contémplated it with heroic calmness, deter-
mined to frustate every endeavour which might
be made to detain him in the castle of Mor-
bigre.

Carl’s recommendation would have gone a
great way, and perhaps have induced the
Marquis to appoint Fortmain t0 the situation
vacant by Barbara’s death, but the suspicious-
ness of his character, which disinclined him to
trust ia 4gy one of- yhose sincerity he had
not sufficient proof, made him hesitate, and
adopt ¢he more prudent determinatiorr of not
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appointing any one until further censidera-
tion.

Carl was somewhat disappointed; he would
have remonstrated, and even have dictated, but
it was of no use, as the man he had to deal
with was as obstinate as himself, and u.nalter-f
able when he had laid himself down a line of
conduct.

Swearing as he went, Carl peturned to his
companion, and told him of what hd had been
doing on his behalf. A surly thank was all his
acknowledgment of his good offices, and he
turned away without commenting upon the
Marquis’s indecision, or want of faith in him.
Carl was neither hurt or displeased with his
moroseness, believing it to belong to his ifa-
tural character, and esieeming it as his most
valuable quality. o

In theewarmth of his pleadings Carl forgot
to ask his master what*he intended doing Wwith
the remains of the’deceased woman ; he was
therefore at a loss how to dispose of hes. - He
thought he would lower his importance by
consulting Fortmain, and determined te take
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the management of the business upon himself’;
the body was consequently rgmoved to an
empty stable, to remain there till the next
morning. They then retired to rest.

Soon after daylight Fortmain was aroused
by Carl’s knocking repeatedly at his door, de-
siring him to get up ; he obeyed with as little
delay as possible, and they proceeded together
to the place where the corpse had been depo-
sited. ‘

As if it had beer but a log of wood, Carl
threw the body over his shoulder, and bore it
awhy to the subterraneous range of dungeons.
Fortmain with folded arms followed in con-
templative silence, seemingly meditating on
the barbarity of the man that walked before
him, and struggling with the feelings which so
deeply oppressed him.

When they reached the dungeons, Carl
turifed into one of them, and threw down his
burden. “ There!” said’ he to the lifeless
Barbagg, “ near koge at last, old Styxfish;
wmay the devil see you safe stranded. You'll be
safer off than our master, for he will come to the
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gallows; and betteroff, perhaps, than ws two, for
we stand good chance of hanging to the same
noose. Here, partner, Jend me a hand ; blood-
an’hounds ! you needn’t stand staring there; ¥
suppose you wonder what I’'m .about; come
here, and I'll show you something ; some day
or other you may want to use it; mark the
place then, for I’d lay my life them two young
wenches will come to it if ywe ever catch’em .
again: they’ll tell lies enough as'it is to put
our necks in jeopardy.”’-—Fortmain drew near.
“ Come along,” cried Carl; “ you’re shy, it
seems ; but that won’t do for our work. Help
me pull up this cover-stone.” He ,lent his as-
sistance as desired. They raised the stone,
which covered a deep pit resembling a dry ¥ell.
— Look in,” resumed Carl; ¢ that white:
looking linen covers the body of a devilish fine
girl, who tickled our master’s fancy; but she
was too many for us; and as it wouldn’t'do to
turn her out to tell tales we tumbled herin
here. Master wanted tp toss her in,glive, but
that was too bad; and to put her out of her
misery,* I knocked out her brains agaiust the
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wall.—Come to this side ; here, where I stand.
Don’t you see the head and one of the arms ?”

“ Yes,” replied Fortmain, almost sinking
with horror. ¢ Who was she?”

“That’s no business of your’s,” replied the
savage monster;  she’s here, and that’s
enough: but she’s not alone, company was
sent before her many a time. There’s a man
or two in there, and I can’t tell how many wo-
men. Let me see, it’s a woman and her young
child that’s under the one you see. 1 would
have saved her if I could; but it would have
beerr too dangerous, for master sadly ill-used
her; and yet I'm not given to flinching.”

% Did Barbara know of it?” said Fortmain.

¢To be sure,” quoth Carl; ¢ that’s the fun
she liked. But what would master say if he
were to*hear me tell you all this? D—n me if
he wouldn’t think me faint-hearted, amd that
would* be worse than alb; for I hope to have
some rare fun yet. I like this kind of work,
don’t yay, Master Fort@in 7

¢ Sometimes,” quoth Fortmain; with as-
sumed composure,
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“ That’s right,” cried Carl; “now" for old
bone-éucker; come old wench :” he took her
up in his arms, and threw her into the hole.
“ Good by, a pleasant time of it,—Now, old
scratch, you may fetch her.” .

Fortmain was an old soldier; he had faced
death in all its ghastly forms, he had seen
misery upon misery, and wretchedness upon
wretchedness, but never had he beheld a scene
s0 horrible as the one before him he sickened
at the sight. More than gnce he was on the
point of hurling the barbarian into the unhal-
lowed grave upon the brink of which he stood:
but what would have beenthe consequence? He
staggered at the thought, and shuddered at the
heartbreaking necessity under which he was,
of keeping up the character which he had put
on, to serve an end which could not be a,tta'nined
without it

After a moment’s pause, Carl looked to Forts
main for some observation on what he was
doing, and thought it propable that he~sfight
blame his manner of disposing of the wretched
woman, but that not being the case, he inter-
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preted Mis silence more favourably and gave
him credit for being pleased with it.

“ [$'n’t this a nice way of getting rid of
them?” said he.

“ Very,” quoth Fortmain ; turning his face
from the open pit.

« Well, help me down with the stone again,”
said Carl. )

Fortmain asﬁsted him, and as he lowered
the stone,' a big tear fell from his eye into the
hole. A deep sigh had almost betrayed him,
when Carl bade him return with him. The
relief was truly grateful, but it was not of long
duration, for his barefaced conductor stopped
him ere they had procceded half way down the
gallery and asked him whether he had seen
¢ the girl in the other dungeon.” He replied
in the negative.

¢ Come then,” said he; “ and I’l'l‘t.ell you
how she came there,”

Fortmain allowed himself to be led to the
dungeen in which the unfortunate female laid
mouldering away upon the stone bench. The
vapeurs of the place nearly overpowered him,
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and he was almost inclined to turn away, but
curiosity gave *him courage, and he followed
his guide into the cell. There was just light
enough admitted through the door to allow
him to behold the murdered ipnocent; he
shuddered convulsively, and could scarcely
stand upon his legs, so much was he affected
with the sight.

“ What more shall I see?” he exclaimed to
himself; « it is too dreadful.”—Too dreadful
indeed it was ; it was even'more : but how can
it be expressed? .

¢ She’s almost gone,” said Carl; pointing
to the unfortunate girl. “The smell i not plea~
sant here, let us be off, I'll tell you all about
it in a sweeter place.” "

“ How many more such objects have you
got?” said Fortmain.

“ No more as yet,” he answered; “but I
dare say you’ll help us to more.” '

« How came you by so many?” quoth Fort-
main.

¢ Some one way, some another,” answered
Carl. “ Some for love, some for hatred, some
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for jealousy, and others for fun. We have
killed many more that ar’nt here.”

¢ Where are they then?”’ said Fortmain.

¢ Any where, every where,” exclaimed Carl;
¢ gome on the highway, some in the forests,
some in this country, and some in foreign lands;
plenty of ’em, I promise you ; and the best on’t
is that I've fingered cash for all. Blood-an-
hounds, master-and I used to scour the country
once upor'x a time; we’re quite tame to what
we used to be, but if we don’t soon get the
girls again, we shall be wanting you to help
us at other work. We shall have rare fun.”

“ Now that we are, away from the cell, tel}
me about the young woman,” said Fortmain.
~ "% There is'n’t much about her,” quoth Carl;
“ only that she was starved to death for being
obstinate. I meant to have ‘told yougll about
it, but I won’t now, I'll think of it fitst.”

The fact is Carl saW his companion was
more interested in the stc;ry than he wished
to appear, and thought it most prudent to keep
the promised information from him, until he
should have made another trial or two of him.
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Having returned to the yard from which Carl
had carried Batbara, he told Fortmain he
had something to do and that he might amuse
himself as he chose. He was too wretched to
be amused, and too disgusted with the oastle
to wish to prolong his stay in it; he therefore
went back to the kitchen, and determined upon
Ysking permission to return that night to the
castle of Barsas. IHis principal object was to
see Albert de la Lance, and to inform him of
all that had occurred since his arrival within
the walls of the castle de Morbiere.
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CHAPTER HI.

WairLsT these barbarous events were pass-
ing at the castle of the impious Marquis,
others of a different complexion happened
on the bhordérs of the Loire. The young
Count de Barsas, had, as our readers have al-
ready been told, assumed the power and title
which in right of inheritance descended to him,
with a hand no less haughty and imperious
than his ‘late father, sand with a mind incapable
of preserving them in the respectable state to

* which they had been raised by a succession of
owners, equally proud of.. their possessions,
and jewlous of their fame.

Adrien de Barsas was not wanting in
abilities or in informatign : nature had been
bountiful to him, nay, profligately so, for it
had Biven him the‘reans (had he been willing

* to improve them) of distinguishing himself as
well by intellectual acquirements, as by manly
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strength. The soil was good, capable of bear-
ing abundant erops; of yielding fascinating
variety ; of growing the best productions. It
had been carefully cultivated ; every thing was
planted into it which could ornament and im-
prove it; but it was afterwards neglected, and
what had been done by care and diligence, was
sspeedily destroyed by negligence and slothful-
ness. It was unfortunate, for he would with
his rank and fortune, and with a clear head
and an upright heart, have dttained to honours,
even more considerable than those of which
he was so proud, and have filled the seat of
power with more splendoyr than his forefathers
(in all their costly magnificence) had been
able to attain. He failed however, and his.
failure was complete ; as from one extreme he
fell into the other,®and from consideragion he
fell into disregard, and it was probable that
from disregard he would’ fall into contempt.
The Countess de Barsas was too full of her-

self to pay much attention to his predilectidns;
and too vain of her child to see his errors;’
those little faults therefore which in extréme
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youth, 'were passed over and laughed at, grew
up into habit, and became not only unpardon-
able in maturer yewrs, but also criminal, and
poisonous to his happiness, as they were in-
supportable and destructive of the comforts of
those around him.

It did not appear that she was aware of his
increasing inferiority ; on the contrary, she
every day felt increasing confidence in his
goodness and judgment, and although he treat-
ed her with no small degree of impertinent le-
vity whenever her opinion was in contradiction
to his own, she continued blind and shut her
eyes to every thing, @ven to events which hap-
pened immediately before them, and which
« drew upon him the un ,ualified disapprobation

of friends who had known him from his tender-
est years.

By flattering his rising vanity the'priest suc-
ceeded in gaining the'mogt dangerous ascend-
ancy over him, and made such artful use of his
powe¥, that by depgrees he became the come

" plete dictator of his actions, and in leading
hira into whatever he desired, he attended,
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not as he should have done, to the honour and
dignity of his young lord, but to his own mer-
cenary views, and to the forwarding that which
he fancied might increase his own weight and
influence. .
[t was natural enough, that a priest living
in ease and idleness, whose whole duty ex-
.tended no farther than saying grace, running
over a hasty mass, and absolving a_few con-
fessing penitents, should turn his thoughts to
something by way of employment, and should
choose that which was likely to afford him most
amusement and least trouble. Intrigue offered
a constant and variegatedficld, it gavt him im-
portance, flattered his self-sufficiency, and
brought him into notisg; but, whilst he rose*
in the one scale, something must natugally
have lowered in tBe other, and the loser, al-
though gréat and successful pains were taken
to prove the contrary, was the young Count de
Barsas.
Robert very fortunately bore the Abbé no
love; on the contrary, he despised him exceed- ’
ingly, and"avoided his society on every possi-
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ble occdsion. For this reason he had escaped
the crafty man’s poisonous influence, and waded
clear of his dangerous dominion.

With this divided opinion of the priest’s
worth, it was impossible for Adrien and his
brother to agree; their natural disparity of
character rendered it the more so, and tended
to frustrate Robert’s continual endeavours to be.
upon terms with him. But whenever a ques-
tion arose on the subject, whenever an expla-
nation took place, the Abbé was invariably
the marplot, and on his account were negotia-
tions broken off.

The priest had for some years led Adrien
into a belief that Robert was jealous of his

- prospects, and wished to usurp them to his
disadvantage : with a temper naturally inclined
to listen to unfavourable reports of hig brother,
it was no difficult task to make the desired im-
pression ; suspicion folloyved of course, and
hatred soon supplied its place.

Completely blinded by superior affection for
"her first born, and the willing dupe of the
two-fold tonspiracy, the Countess allowed
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Adrien and his counsellor to root-up the affec-
tion to which Robert had a claim, and to im-
press upon her too credulous mind the belief,
that he was really aiming at his brother’s rank
and fortune. His popularity strengthened the
belief, and every one that dared praise or de-
fend him, was looked upon as the enemy of
the liege lord, and as a traitor to his allegi-
ance. How many traitors cou}d she not have
found upon the vast domain of Baksas '—Ro-
bert was loved, as his brother was hated ; he
was respected, as the other was despised ; he
was cheerfully obeyed, as Adrien’s commands
were reluctantly complied with. This the jea-
Jous mother saw; this the plotting priest pomt-
ed out, on every possible occasion. .

Isabel, both within and without the castie .
came in for a share of the feelings to wlnch
Robert gave birth ; her mother accused her of
unjust preference, altlough blind to her own
folly ; and the vassals adored her for the good-
ness which she displayed ot every period of her
existence. e

Adrienhad no sooner come intoower, than

*VOL.111s D
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he begar. to use it with the merciless hand of
arbitrary injustice. His first act of despotism
has already been recorded in his counter-order
of Robert’sarmament to go to his sister’s as-
sistange: the second, and most signal of all,
was a written notice to Albert de la Lance to
quit his house, and the "domain of Barsas,
within three duys from the date of it; under
pain, in case,of non-compliance, of being
turned ouf, and of the confiscation of his pro-
perty. The notice was sent in due form, and
given into his own hands. Albert returned no
ofter reply than that he would “ comply with
the insolent request of the Count de Barsas.”
The trusty messenger brought it verbatim,

., "So proud was he of this exhibition of au-
thority, that Le boasted of it to every oue,
and the consequence was, that the report im-
mediately spread, and that the peaoenxl Mau-
rice Adellien was informed that the amiable
and popular tenant of the Count de Barsas was
~ordered to quit in @ manner to put him to the
«greatest inconyenicnce, and to throw over his
reputation a cloud which could only be dis-
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sipated by a compliment equal to the affront
offered him; for it could not be expected
that every .one would have the justice to
lay the odium upon the new Count. Mau-
rice Adellien immediately offered him, by
means of his bailiff, a comfortable house with
necessary appurtenances, situated on his estate,
and contiguous to the domain of his haughty
ne‘ghbour. The offer was tooewelcome to be
declined, and was accordingly closed with,
after the usual preliminaries concerning 1ent
and other matters connected with the taking
of a house.

The situation of this habitation was in every
respect superior to the one which he held of
the Count de Barsas; the house was better,
the gardens exceedingly neat, and the hand of -
art had beautifully decorated what the match
less elegdnce of nature had done towards its
embellishment.

It stood upon a considerable eminence,
commanding the variegated ‘scenes of the sur-
rounding country, of the two proud castles,
and of ‘the picturesque windings of "the

D2
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limpid Loire. Its architecture was neither
costly nor uncommon, but the infinite taste
which was displayed in its improvements ren-
dered it, of all others, the most desirable re-
sidenge for Albert de la Lance, and the like-
liest to contribute to his happiness.

It was furnished with neatness and simpli-
city, and every thing had been attended to ,
which could secure the comfort of its occu-
pier. It was here that Maurice Adellien was
to have finished Ris useful career and have
paid the tribute of nature, had he not so un-
expectedly become possessed of the wealth
and impottance of hig late masters. The only
request which was made to Albert, and the
<only condition to which he was bound, was to
allow the gardener, and persons employed
about the grounds, to contihue their .i.mprove-
ments at his landlord’s expense, whé attached
particular value to cvery object connected with
a place to which he had “for many years di-
rected his leisure, And which was to have been
*his last earthly dwelling.

When a man advanced in life contemplates
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the few years which in the common tourse of
nature he has to live, and thinks that the
place he has selected for his residence will be
the one from which he will depart, for another
world, the thought connects itself witlj supe-
rior ideas, and carries with it a fond solicitude
which no other idea on this side the grave is
capable of creating.

The Count de Barsas was not a little morti-
fied by his tenant’s willingness to leave his
dwelling ; he hoped to hdve had a better op-
portunity to vent his spleen, by refusing to
comply with his notice. The priest had, in
this respect, raised his hopes to the highest
pitch, and pledged himself for his resistance,
but he knew not the extent of Albert’s pru;
dence, and gave no credit to the honourable
rectitude of his Principles. )

In les# than twenty-four hours from the re-
ceiving of the notice, Albert de ln Lance had
paid his rent, and removed his servants, goods,
and cattle, from the domain 6f Barsas, given up
possession to the steward of the domain, and
become the tenant of the magnanimous Mau-
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rice Adellien, who, in the mean time, had or-
dered every thing to be got in complete order
to receive him, and sent from the castle such
necessaries as would be wanted until the bustle
of rempval should have subsided.

These attentions were not lost upon the
person to whom they were shown ; his warmth
of heart was a sure pledge of gratitude.

When he came to the sitting room window
of his new.habitation, he was amazed with the
beauty of the scenety ; on the right he could
see the castle of the illustrious Montfort’s rising
in majestic height from the rolling waters, and
surrounded with woods and fastnesses which
seemed to defy the approach of hostile force.
Qi the left the less strong castle of the

,haughtier Counts of Barsas, of which the sur-

rounding scenery, though beattiful, gas much
inferior to the other. But if, for a ‘moment,
thesc scenes cheered his drooping spirits, he
was wretched indeed when he dwelt upon
the many painful ‘remembrances which they
oreated.

As he was meditating upon his sufferings
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they were suddenly broken off by the ‘entrance
of Robert, who hearing of his sudden removal,
came to congratulate him, and to inform him
of the events which had succeeded each other
so rapidly since their last meeting. .

He was no less astonished than his friend,
when he beheld the beauties of the place, and
the elegant simplicity of the house and furni-
ture. He warmly congratulated him upon the
removal, and particularly upon a change of
landlords. Robert was nbt aware until he
called at his friend’s former habitation, and
found it in the possession of the steward, of
the conduct of which his brother *had been
guilty ; he had scrupulously kept it from him,
and having little communication with the other
inmates of the castle, he had not heard it from
any other person?

Owing to the preparations and arrangements
necessary for his fathbr’s fuderal, which had
taken place on the'preceding day, he was pre-
vented calling upon Albert, who would have
remained in total ignorance of Isabel’s fate
had not Dominick sought comfort in his sor-
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rows by confiding them to a feeling breast,
and informed him of every circumstance which
had come to his knowledge.

It was a relief to Robert to find that the
tale which he had to tell had already been fully
related. Albert was nevertheless very anxious
to hear many interesting particulars which had
- escaped the good man’s remembrance, or

which had, perhaps, not reached his ear. He
listened to them with lively attention, and fre-
quently shed tears as he mentioned the name
of the object of his affections.

In mutual converse they passed the re-
mainder of the day, and Robert endeavoured to
enliven himself and his friend, by proposing the
arrangement of his books and other appendages

 of his study. Fond of the same pursuits,
gifted with kindred tempers, and_esteeming
each other’s society one of the Dlessings
of life, they wanted “neither inclination to
combine their occupations or to give them
nterest.

* By the setting of the first watch Robert re-

turned to the castle, and proceeded to his own
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apartment, where in his prefent unhappy state
he passed most of his time.

‘The pleasure Albert de la Lance had ex-
pressed at Isabel’s safety under the patronage
of the amiable Duchess de Briangon afforded
him great consolation, for he feared lest he
might think her removal to have b&en oc-
casioned by the fear of her returning to his
neighbourhood, and absurd as was the idea,
he could not banish it fromm his mind until he
had personal assurances that it ewas, of all
others, the step which he«considered as best
adapted to her comfort and safety.

The dreaded time for disclosing her are-
storation to the Countess was at hand, and was
more feared than any ddty which it could have
fallen to his lot to perform. It was neverthe-
less imperious, and in the morning Robert sent
to know whether he could be admitted into here
chamber upon particular business.

The Countess was cgnsoling herself with the
Abbé’s conversation when the message was de-
livered ; his brow gathered in thick folds, and
the more he observed the Countess study his

D5
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looks, the more hepictured with his forehead
the expressions of his displeasure. There was
10 resisting the influence of this interpretation,
she therefore returned for answer that she
would see her son in the afternoon. The priest
was evidently delighted, and commended his
pat‘rone?as for her manner of repelling the
presumption of her children, and the propriety
of teaching them the respect due to parents, by
naming her own time.

Such was the power which the crafty con-
fessor had usurped ou the mind of a woman,
who, had she been less vain and bigotted to
her own opinions, might hare made her chil-
dren comfortable, although it was quite out of
her power, without a tctal change of her cha-
racter, to make them completely happy.

*In these first days of her widowhood it
«would naturally have been supposed that she
would hi#ve sought consolation in the society
of her family, and by emptying the overflowings
of her heart into their commiserating bosoms,
it was indeed otherwise, for she derived none

f those consolations from them, which other



ISABEL DE BARSAS, » 59

parents would have done, arMd sought the com-
pany of one, and only one of her children, and
he was the enemy, the persecutor of the rest.
Adrien had no affection for his brother or
sister, he considered them as unnecessary
beings, and as persons who were of no use but
to lessen his fortune, by drawing frdm the
stock that portion which the laws of the land
awarded them, and which, though considerable,

was all they had any prospect to inherit from-

the great wealth of their father, wehich might
have afforded themn a much barger share.
Nothing that could, by any means, be taken
from them, would they ever have, for the youag
Count grew mercenary as he became rich, and
as he loved uone so welt as himself': he would
gladly have filled his cofters at the expense.of
those for whom he could feel no affection.
These sentiments were the fruits of the
Abbé¢’s industry, he had laboured hard' to graft
them upon the young tyee, and had succcedad
to the fullest of his wishes. It followed as a
matter of couuse, that by raising a particular
feeling in the heart of his pupil he must be
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loeked up to as the author of it, and the more
this feeling was indulged the more he could
hope to heighten himsclf in his opinion. His
views were even more than prosperous, he
already reaped the full harvest of his labours,
for he was consulted on every occasion, and
where in a line of conduct a doubt remained
to be marked, or an obstacle to be removed, the
priest was consulted, his opinion was decisive,
and his advice was invariably followed.

Had Robzrt possessed one-twentieth part of
his influence with lis mother or brother, his
sister’s safety might have been ensured, her
happiness would perhaps nave followed, and
he would consequently have had nothing to
wish for. '

But by the influence of confessional priest-
craft, every prospect of the kind was blasted,
cevery -hope crushed in its birth. It would
have b&en a death-blow to hiw own im-
portance; and he proved he would not
forego one ifote of his power to promote
their best interests.

Aware as Robert was of the situation in
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which he was so unfortunately placed, his only
prospect was in withdrawing himself from the
castle, and by claiming the property which in
right of inheritance belonged to him, to render
himself independent of his worthless brother;
but his first anxiety was to provide a home for
Isabel, as it was beyond the range of human
possibilities, that she should ever be moderately
comfortable in the castle of Barsas.

After keeping Robert waiting until the after-
noon, his mother sent for him. She was alone,
and having inquired very «affectionately about
her health, and received but ungracious
answers In return, he communicated the in-
telligence which he had so long wished to
make known. The Cbuntess could not help
betraying much satisfaction at the news of
Isabel’s return, but the story of the mannerin
which she was restored to liberty appeared
but a tale made up to deceive her} and she
protested most violently against her son’s ate
tacks upon the Marquis de Morbiere, which
she declared to be false and groundless. All
he could say or do was ineffectual ; she would



62 JSABEL DE BARSAS.

not'be persuaded, gud accused her daughter of
having connived in her being carried off.

Robert remonstrated with increasing warmth,
and he was truly eloquent in his pleadings, but
all was useless; not a word was believed. The
interference of the ghost the Countess con-
sidered as too awful ever to have taken place
on behalf of any human being, and in order to
convince her son of the absurdity of the story,
she sent for the priest to give his opinion.

In vain did Robert resist his interference ;
the Countess represented his duty, and her
maternal prerogatives; he questioned neither,
and., was obliged to submi.. The priest was
therefore sent for, and instantly made his ap-
pearance.

Ifthe Abb¢ ever displayed the extent of his
native insolence, it was on this occasion;
ke entesed the room in the bustling manner of
a minister of state who comes to géve a brief
reply to the many memorials which have been
presented to him, which he. has never read,
and which are only regarded according to the
rank of the memorialist. He made his best
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bow to the Countess, and nferely bent to her
son. "

The Countess opened the business by re-
peating what she had just been told, and con-
cluded with, “ Do you think it probable that
the spectre would go to my daughter’s as-
sistance, and carry her away by meats of a
supernatural animal ?”

« Certainly not,” said the priest, who dis-
covered the drift of the question ; “ we know
by the evidence of our own eyes (the Virgin de-
fend us) that there are suchy things as ghosts;
we read of them, and their.being is not to be
doubted ; nor can there be a question that this
castie is haunted by the spectre of the Count
de Montfort, and that itshaunts the énvirons of
the neighbouring castle, where it has been sgen
by hundreds. But the story you relate, I look
upon as perfectly absurd, and only fabrjcated
to deceive you.” )

* I must own I believe s0,” said the Countess.

It 1s therefore usel::ss for me to say a word
more,” quoth Robert. “ As you think Isabel
capable of falsehood, and as T believe she utters
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uothing but what' is strictly true, we cannot
agr'ee.”

“ We!” exclaimed the priest, with an air of
astonishment ; “ do you put yourself on a foot-
ing with your mother ?”

« Certainly, Sir,” replied the indignant
Robert.

“ Leave my presence,’
¢ T will not bear your insolence.”

“You will first please to tell me what your

> cried the Countess,

intentions are towards my sister,” said Robert,
calmly. “Itis mecessary you should come
to some determination, that she may have a
heme.”

¢ She is unworthy of my notice,” replied the
Countess ; “ she may 'so where she likes, and
with whom she likes. You do not, I hope,
suppose me capable of receiving a girl who

veloped from her father’s castle ¥

“ Since such is your impression,®said Robert
with commanding serigusness, * it is useless
for me to vindicate her, or to plead her cause ;
ghe is innocent in hgart and soul; the friends
with whom she is, know how to appreciate her
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virtue, and will keep her as long assshe may
wish to stay with them.”

“ Then she had better remain where she is,”
sald the Countess; “ in short she may please
herself, for she has rendered herself unwyorthy
of me. Don’t you think me right?” turning
to the priest.

¢ Perfectly!” he replied, “ you cannot in
honour do otherwise.” .

Determined to hear no more, Robert darted
out of the room, leaving his mother and the
priest to canvass the subject with each other.
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CHAPTER IV,

SEVERAL days passed away without pro-
ducing any thing new at either of the castles.
Robert was in great hopes that his mother’s
good sense would get the betterof her error and
that she would provide for the future comfort
of his sister; but they were not realized,
and he determined to pay the Duchess de
Briangon a visit in order to consult with Isabel
on the best course to pursue in the dis-
Uressing predicament in which they were
placed.

Albert de la Lance looked forward to his
journey, with anxious solicitude, s his friend
promised to be the bearer of a packet to Isabel,
from whom he hoped to hear on his return, In
the mean time he occupxed himself with ar-
ranging his new habitation, classing his large
<ollection of books, and placing them in the
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.
order in which they stood in his former re-
sidence,

The garden and grounds were delightfully
laid out, and much of his leisure was spent in
becoming acquainted with their contengs, for
among his other acquisitions he was deeply
versed in natural history, and had a particular
predilection in favour of botany. In this re-
spect the garden which excited his attention
was well suited to his inclinations, being amply
stocked with all kinds of mative and foreign
productions. Maurice Adellien had during
the whole of his life devoted much of his time
to this particular pursuit,and the late Countess
de Montfort used to delight in watching the
progress of his toils, and the success of his
experiments. She was, as himself, a first rate
botanist, and had assembled a vast callection
of plants which'had been much increased and
improved since her death by the present owner
of the castle. .

From the servants who were left for the ma-
nagement of the grounds Albert received the’
greatest civility, and his wishes were attended
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to with & promptitude which soon made him
lose that shyness which every one more or less
feels in requiring the services of other persons’
servants. Nothing but an easy heart and mind
was npw wanting to his happiness ; he was ne-
vertheless comfortable, and the assurance of
being sincerely and unalterably beloved of
Isabel softened the pangs which he otherwise
would have felt to a much more painful degree.
Robert’s hoaving resumed his daily visits was a
great source of cc;mfort, as he could communi-
cate his feelings to him with the certainty of his
entering into them. On the other hand, Robert
made himacquainted with every thing that hap-
pened to him, and delighted to talk over his love
for the fascinating mistress of his affections.
Maurice Adellien went on in the same be-
nevofen.t and useful way as he had dgne from
the first moment of his becoming master of the
domain of Montfort. ‘His life was one series
of charity and goodness, and he was literally
adored. He contirrued to live in retirement,
ond resisted every effort of the neighbouring
noblesse to bring him into society. Under his
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constant care, and prudent management, he
diffused prosperily on every side ; the tenant,
as the labourer, reaped the benefit of his pa-
ternal solicitude.

Adrien de Barsas was not gifted with the
same desire of making his fellow creatures
happy. His own selfish inclinations were
enough for him to attend to, they occupied
the whole of his time, and engrosse(.i his entire
attention.

He had no idea of incréasing his wealth
by improving the condition of his vas-
sals; on the contrary, he fancied they had
already too many privileges, and proposed a
gepneral curtail of their profits by an increase
of rent. As a preliminary step to the intro-
duction of this new system he caused, imme-
ufately after his father’s death, a notice to be
served upen every tenant, declaring his inten-
tion to increase their rénts and fines, and not
to suffer them to retain their estates should they
refuse compliance with thesterms proposed. In
all his innovations and arbitrary measures he’
was advised and supported by the priest,
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whose total ignorance of the subject was
enough to ruin the person who had the misfor-
tune to allow himself to be guided by him.
As with other ignorant persons, his self-suf-
ficient arrogance was beyond sufferance, and
he gave his opinion, however absurd it might
be, with a tone of importance which was nei-
ther suited to his rank or his calling: he
was nevertheless the Count’s oracle.

The aged Dominick, who had been so kindly
treated by his young mistress, and who was
placed by her in a situation which would have
insured the happincss of the remainder of his
life, had events been less unpropitious, was re-
duced to a blank letterand was nobody’s servant.
It was quite enough that he had been the near
attendant of Isabel, that he should be turned
away by every other member of the family
save Robert, upon whom he looked with min-
gled affection and respect. Whenever he pre-
sented himself before the Countess, she re-
pulsed him with. indignant epithets, and

»accused him of having assisted in the elope-
ment of her daughter, for she persisted in her
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having gone off, and would hear no oue to the
conirary. Dominick, like a sensible man,
avoided frequent repetitions of these occur-
rences by keeping out of her way, and passed
the heavy hours in the solitude of Isabel’s
apartment, where, deprived of all that made
it cheerful and happy, he sorrowed away in
lonely lamentations.

The same reason which induced 'the Coun-
tess to be so cruel to the faithful old man,
stirred up her unamiable sm;, who did all he
could to imbitter his life. There was so mucll
slavery in the servitude of those days, that it
was useless for a menial tp complain ; it would
have been looked upon as an act of treason,
and have called down more mighty displea-
sure and greater hardships than the strens‘th of
a man of Dominick’s years could havesborne
It was therefore the more cruel to use them ill
and aggravate the natdral hardness of their
fate. Adrien was not a man to look into these
things, such minutise were *below his notice ;
he preferred pompous displays of his own su-
perior nature and the vain boast of thdse
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riches and possessions which, though they de-
scended in right of blood, were unearned and
undeserved.

Dominick, humble as he was, could have
taught his master more than one lesson which
would have been useful to him to learn. He
could have pointed out the duties of Christian
charity, the necessity of humility, the com-
fort of virtue, and the sentiments of a grateful
heart. Two or three of these qualities would
greatly have imptoved the Count de Barsas,
who was deficient of them all.

Robert did all he could to make the faithful
old man as comfortable as the loss of his
mistress and daughter could allow; but his
power was very limited and what he did was
done by stealth, lest more hardships should be
imagired against him. To avoid tfe system of
persecution which began to be exercised in
this little aristocracy, he migrated as much as
possible to the less politlted parts, and kept
within the range~of the galleries extending
from Robert’s to Isabel’s apartments.

‘It gencrally happens that when masters are
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out of temper, or cruel in their dispositions,
that the same feeling descends to every part of
the establishment, and that nothing, not even
harmless animals, escape maltreatment. 1t
was so at the castle of Barsas, for although
the better tempers were least ready to take fire,
the conflagration nevertheless followed, and
blaze to blaze communicated the destruction
of good understanding throughout the vast
fabric. Even the poor bcu‘llmns were not
exempt; they were cheated® of theu' dues; the
delicate morsels which sometimes fell to their
share were snatched up by the head cooks and
thrown of preference intq the fire or the wash-
tub. Persecution began upwards, and went
rapidly down through every branch of the
establishment, and none escaped withc:ut a
share of ill-usage. It may well be swpposed
that there was no happiness or comfort in the
castle of Barsas. LT

The Marquis de Morbiere vemained at his
castle, too fearful of detectfon to venture upon
further enormities, and too suspicious to ap-'
point a successor to Barbara, without making

VOL. IlI. ¢ E
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himself thoroughly acquainted with the can-
didate’s real worth. Until the situation should
be filled it was impossible for him to attempt
any further step unless he chose to be his
own juilor. The place was not calculated
for Carl; he would be a dangerous man in it,
and might make hinself, without difliculty,
master of as much powcr as he chose to as-
sume.

To Fortmain there were many objections
which were seen by the Marquis, although
he could not make them evident to Carl.
Had the place been oftered to him he might,
perhaps, have accepted it for prudential
motives ; but not without the greatest re-
luctance, however lucrative it might be. His
_object has already been explaintd, and it was
with that honourable feeling thathe might
have been led to uccept.a place so calculated
to excite his horror alld'dis'gust.'

Owing to Barbara’s death there was for a
time a suspension *of hostilitics, yet all parties
were on the alert, and would not allow them-
selves to be taken by surprise. The Marquis
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was far from having relinquished his hopes of
conquests. Carl with similar views kept the
plot alive, and it was so mature and well
contrived that it could at any time be put into
execution.

Fortmain could not be prevailed upon by the
Marquis to remain in his service ; he returned
1o the castle of Darsas, and kept his secret so
perfectly within his own breast that no one
could learn the least thing’"%hich%ould eveu
serve as a clue to make thein su.ippose that he
was connected with the carrying oft’ of Isabel
and her maid. It was believed he had beén
seeing some refations. .

The Marquis watched with anxiety a favour-
able opportunity for making inquiries concern-
ing the fugitives ; it was some days before he
learned any particulars which might sqniewhat
clear up the mystery of their flight, and inform
him of the place to wlach they had bent their
way. |

The Duchess’s stop at ¢he Croix d'Or wax
too great an adventure not to be circulated
with all possible industry by the indefatigable

v E 2
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aubergiste. Maitre Podevin had the fault of
his calling, he repeated every word he heard,
and if perchance he was any ways concerned, he
invariably gave additional savour to his wine,
by telling his story. In this way he managed
to acquire some notoriety among those of his
neighbours who did not like the sameliness of
a country life. The honour that had been done
his house, and the adventure which had caused
him so much W;Gndex', were too remarkable to
be forgotten, and too well calculated to make
his guests ask for an extra cup of wine to hear
the story out, not to repcat it on every pos-
sible occasion. Thanks to Podevin and his
chattering wife the tale got wind, was en-
larged upon, and every thick-headed coun-
tryman who could not recollect the whole of
it, rather than make a lame story, added so
much more as rendered it palatable to himself
and suitable to the creaulity of his hearers.
The names of the partie's were by no means
the easiest to recollect, and it was.here they
blundered most. In very few hours they were
forgotten, and the narrative would have lost all
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its zest had it not heen for the lutky chose
which always came admirably & propos to
relieve them in the dilemma. From Duchesse
de Briangon and Mademoiselle Susanne, sa fille,
they made, Madame la Duchesse de chose, et
Mademoiselle chose, sa fille ; in the like manner
Isabel and her maid became Mesdemoisclles
chose, and chose helped them out of the scrape
to the satisfaction of their amazgd hearers.
What would France have donie for the last ten
centuries if it had not been for chose? It is
the national passe-par-tout, for it is not only
apphicable to persons, but to things, to which,
literally speaking, it mere properly belongs;
it is therefore a universal assistant, and putsa
finish to a broken story, which can be produced
by nothing short of it. .

The adventure at the inn had undergone
this metdmorphosis before it reached the ears
of Carl, who as he was swilling down a co-
pious cup of wine at a little cabaret in the
neighbourhood of the castlé df Morbiere heard
the story in which he was so deeply interested:’
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he paused and listened ; lowered the cup, and
looked fearfully at all around him, thinking
himself suspected, and that it was but a snare
to detect him. After a moment’s hesitation
his impudence got the better of his fears, and
he addressed the speaker, who was personally
known to him, in order to ascertain whether
the tale was really the same, and to discover
what had become of the captives. As to
names, the speaker could only tell him that
the elderly lady was the Duchess of chose,
and that she was accompanied by two young
ladies, that another young lady had been
brought t6 the inn by, a farmer from the neigh-
hourhood of the castle of Morbiere, and that
when the Duchess stopped to bait at the Croix
d’Or, thé¢ young ladies unexpectedly met,
weeped‘in each other’s arms, andgppeared as
if they had suffcred some great disater. He
ended by stating that the Duchess was making
for her castle. This was as much information
as Carl wanted ; dight was fast coming on, and
Wwhen it was dark enough to ensure his not
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being seen, he returned to the castle to in-
form his master of the great discovery he had
made.

The Marquis de Morbiere was not a litile
alarmed when he beheld Carl enter by the se-
cret communication into his room, he fancied
treachery was going on, and that his castle
was invaded. Carl’s looks gave some grounds
for fear, for his smile shaped itself more to the
expression of terror, than to the 1:1easiug con-
traction of the muscles which so fully conveys
the impression of the mind.

“ What now, Carl?” said the Marquis id a
hurried tone of voice, and looking his man
full in the face ; ¢ what has happened !”

“« Softly, Sir, softly,” replied Carl ; “ there’s
tun to be had still.” ‘

% What do you mean?” said the Marquis ;
rising at the same time from his chair, and ap-
proaching him, as if t& catch the very vibration
of his words. .

’

“ 1 know where the girls are,” replied the

man.
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“ You're playing the fool again,” said his
master peevishly.

“ You’re-the fool for not believing,” quoth
Carl ; « what I tell you is true, and I repeat it,
I know where the girls are.”

“ Where then?” exclaimed the Marquis.

“ That’s another thing,” replied Carl;
“ nothing for nothing, that’s my maxim; you
must down with it if you wish to know.”

“ Name your price,” said the Marquis.

¢ Any thing yod liﬁe,” quoth Carl.

Being satisfied in this respect he related the
story he had heard at the inn, and needed no
argument #o persuade his employer that the
Duchess de chose and the other ladies were
in reality the persons of whom he was in
search. %

In ordgr to gain more certain infgrmation it
was agreed that Carl should sally out. early in
the morning and bestiide his horse for the
Croix d’Or, to which his master sent him to
collect as much mose information as it would
be in his power to gain. The preliminaries
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being settled he took his leave and,retired to
prepare for the expedition.

The Marquis de Morbiere was not the least
surprised at hearing that Isabel had put her-
self under the protection of the Duchess de
Briangon, but, if it should turn out to be the
fact he deemed it almost a death-blow to his
hopes, as there would be no possibility of car-
rying her off as he had done at the castle of
Barsas. The great and incomprehebsible mys-
tery was the mamner in which the captives
escaped ; this he could by no means under-
stand, or account for. The castle was wéll
Surrounded with walls, and access tp the for-
saken part was much more difficult than to
any other, as he had strengthened and re-
paired it with a view to resist thespowers of
hostile force in casc satisfaction shquild be
demandeq for the foul deeds which had there
been done,

His mind was naturally in a state of cone
stant agitation; the numberlgsg,crimes of which
he had been guilty kept awake a certain dis-.
agreeable feeling which even assailed him in

E b



§7? ISABEL DE BARSAS.

tim‘es of mirth and merriment; he could not
divest himself of it, it pursued him in all
places, and at all seasons: he resisted it to
the utmost of his power, but his endeavours
were useless and the more he thought of a
counter-expedient, the more these feelings
crowded upon his restless brain.

The image of the dreaded spectre was ever
present to his eyes: in the dead of night, in
the bright tlare of day, in the storm and calm,
the remembrance 6f the ghost of the murdered
Montfort haunted him. He tried in vain to
overcome his weakness, and to banish the
thought from his mind, but it was impossible.
The society of his je‘ster, whichhad formerly
kept off the stings of conscience, had not
lost all #s attractions; but it was wholly
inadetjuate to the task of dismissing the
remembrance of the Spirit from his yind, and
indeed he seldom mationed it, fearing that
he might suspect him ol the crimes which
had brought upgg him the ghost’s anger. The
Jester kept his own counsel, well knowing that
he would stand a fair chance of the iron hoop
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and chain in the dungeon below, if hje betrayed
the secret on which depended the safety of
his Margaret by giving the slightest inti-
mation of his knowledge of his master’s mon-
strous conduct.

Duplicity is seldom commendable, and there
are few circumstances in life which can cefend
its practice, but it is sometimes excusable,
and even in a few cases worthy of praise. The
use which Baba made of it must at a future
time, when the truth came $0 light, have gained
him the admiration of all who knew him. The
Marquis de Morbiere’s duplicity brought upon
him the hatred. and contempt of the world :
such is the difference which circumstances are
capable of producing.

When Baba was first hired, amﬁty for some
years after, he had not the slightest proof of '
cuilt to bring home to his master, although
report said much, and *sundry tales were re-
lated, to which he listened without incli-
nation to give them credi¢.#He was then,
in the full meaning of the word, a jester; he-
lived well, was merry, full of pleasantry and
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wit, impertinent when he liked, satirical, fa-
cetious, and good-humoured. The discovery
he made between the doors at the castle of
Barsas quite altered him; his service hecame
irksome ; he was humiliated by being the toy
of a criminal nobleman, and could no longer
find in his heart those drolleries which had in
former days made him the delight of society.
The very ease of his 1ifé Tost its wonted charm:
toil would have been preferable to him in a
more honourable place.

His situation, however, was so critical, that
hé could not loosen himself fromn it; he had
saved the life of Albert de la Lance and the
fame of his Margaret. He inwardly enjoyed
his triumph, content to look to uncertain times
for reward, and determined to retain his pre-
sent power until hoth should be beygnd the
evil range of the Marquis’s machinations.
“ There is a time for all things,” said Baba to
himself, “ we shall be bappier still ; but when,
time alone can tell! !’ Time indeed tells strange
things, and brings events to pass which were
not so much as thought of.
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Baba, who was an excellent logician, did not
give way without thinking ; and if he dreaded
a warrior’s sword, or a priest’s cassock, he was
possessed of a sound head and good under-
standing, 2 mind capable of superior ideas,
and an upright heart.

From the hour of his saving Margaret, he felt
happier than he had been for many weeks ; the

worthiness of the actionf endeared him to him-

-

self, and wore off a little of the o%ium which
he thought attached to hig*employment. His
sentiments for her had successfully opened his
eyes to thg humiliating character of a jester,
and so sickened him of it, that he sighed for
the time when he could pack up his little all,
and leave the detested service which had now
lost all its charms, »»

When in the Marquis’s company he assumed
an air of gaiety which happily escaped de-
tection, and so put him off his guard, that he
did not entertain the slightest suspicion of his
knowing the course of life tg.which he was ad-
dicted, and of being aware of what had be-
fallen the unfortunate females who so miracu-
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lously escaped from his grasp. In order to
keep his jester’s mind in the same frame, and
to avert all questions which might revert to the
affairs of the castle of Barsas, the Marquis
pretended to be unusually cheerful, and acted
the same double game towards his servant, as
the servant did towards his master.

Knowing, as Baba did, the cause of his
gracious conduct, he paﬁid him in his own coin, |
and availea himself, with the grentest address,
of the advantage thys afforded him.
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CHAPTER V.

A rEw days after Robert’s misunderstanding
with the Countess his mother, on account of
the cruelty of her conduct towards her ill-fated
daughter, he determinéd to make another at-
tempt, to endeavour to,bring her from her er-
ror, and prevail upon her tgrallow Isabel to re-
turn to the castle.

If it was possible to be worse received than
he was on his first trial, it was on the present
occadion, when she exiibited a ru.ncour and
hardness of heart which clearly proved to him
that no hope was left. :

What to do in the business wis moge thane
he could imagine, and he thouglﬁ; female
advice was necessary bgfore he fixed upon any
line of conduct for'himself, or his sister. He
therefore determined to pay his intended visit
to the castle of Briangon ; and having informed
his mother of his near departure, took leave
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of her, and, attended by one servant only, sat
out on his journey. .
Albert de la Lance had on the previous
evening entrusted to his care the packet of
which he had promised to be the bcarer,, and
desired him, in addition, to assure Isabel of the
constancy and unalterableness of his love.
The affection which Robert bore the amiable
Susan made him a fit irtterpreter of his friend’s
sentiments, wnd he promised to speak the lan-
guage of the hcart, and say to her all the en-
dearing things in his power.

+Had Robert and his friend been born of the
same blood, they could not have been more
attached to each other. Theirs was not that
weak regard which wastes in wo.ds, and splits
on the rock of absence or adversity. Iy
~was aﬁ'e‘ction they felt ; real, genuine g{fection,
unmixed with any feeling of which they would
not have had reason to he proud. They
looked upon each other as husbands elect,
both in the main point situated alike, though
in truth the “one was infinitely better off than
the other. They loved, however, and they
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knew their sentiments were not repaidewith in-
gratitude.

Since the interference of Adrien in the court-
yard, not a word had been exchanged between
the brothers. The fault was not Robert’s, for he
freely forgave him his ill conduct; but his bro-
ther passed him as a perfect stranger, and this
was more than any many of spirit could bear
He therefore left the castle without taking leave
of him. .

Robert had not galloped far when his notice
was attracted by his old friend the wood-cutter,
who seeing him bent on a journey came for-
ward to the roadside. .

« Ah! master Robert,” said the aged man,
looking pitifully at him, ¢ there’s more evil
about, I sce; we had but one friend left, and
he is going.”

“] shall*soon be back again,” said Robert,
“ you are not going to lo8e me.”

“ T don’t know that,” said the wood-cutter,
wiping a tear from each of his eyes ; & the winds
of this season have been of evil blowing. I
know not what there’s about, but there’s some-
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thing I don’t like. You must not leave us,
Sir,”

“ 1 am going to see my sister,” quoth Robert,
in hopes of quieting the wood-cutter’s fears.

“ The better for you, master Robert,” said
the other; “ and the worse for us; better had
it been that she came here. Do you bring her
back again?”’

“ Not vet,” replled Robert

“¢Then there’s no good about yet,” quoth
the man. “ Well, well, we poor old people will
cry our eyes out before we smile again; sad
days, master Robert, sad days.”

¢ Sad days indeed,” said Robert to himself.

¢ Ride on then,” continued the wood-cutter;
¢ and since you must go, God go with you and
speed your journey. Remember how many
will“pray for your return.” So mying, he
turned away and walked back t6 his work
without waiting for Robert’s reply.

Robert again darted forward, and proceeded
on his journey, full of the loved object to

which he was travelling, and of the hope of
soon seeing his sister.
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Ariived at the Croix d’Or, he pulled up.
The aubergiste, ever awake to the sound of
horses’ hoof, and well guessing that the ca-
valier who was so distant heard, would not
ride by without doing homage to his cheer,
stood out and greeted him as he halted, and
held the off-side stirrup for him to dismount.

“ Welcome, Sir Knight ; the best of wine and
the best of corn are at your service here, for
the night, I hope.” .

Robert answered with his usual good-nature,
“ Not so, good friend ; better cheer than yours
I know I cannot find on this road ; your wine
and corn my steed and J will find,*in truth,
quite welcome; lead the way, and give me of
your best.”

His best the jolly host soon produced, and
filled a cup to the brim. ¢ There, Sir Kaight,”
said he; ® may your heart never ache ’till you
get better wine than this. The same, the other
day, cheered a Duchess and three fair damsels.”

¢ Only two, good host,” said Robert, smiling.

“ Aye, you know the lady then,” quoth Po-*
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devin; “ but Sir Knight, you’re vastly out, for
sure as this wine is good, three fair damsels '
were they.”

“You joke me, my honest host ” said Ro-
bert; ¢ unless forsooth, the Duchess took her
women within her coach.”

“ You're out, Sir Knight, you rc out,” cried
the aubergiste. .

“ Then set me right,” smd Robert; “I think

’m on the right side yet; the Duchess, one;
her daughter, two; and a damsel, three. 1
protest there were but three in‘all.”
* 4 Pardon me, Sir Khuight,” quoth the laugh-
ing host; “four indeed. I remember them
full well. The Duchess, (bless me, 1 forget her
name,) her fair daughter, a beautifui sick dam-
sel, and this damsel’s maid.”

“ Nonsense!” said Robert, “ the la¥y had no
maid.” '

“ Vastly true,” sald the aubergiste; « she
had none ’till she found her here, but here in-
deed she was.”

“ How came she here?” said Robert, who
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began to think the man was really not mis-
taken.” ‘

“ She came in croup that morning, behind
honest la Bruy¢re, a farmer dwelling some four
leagues from here. She was in a dismal state.
We fancy some foul usage had been done her;
fory poor thing, she cried right bitterly.”

“ Where did she come from?” said Robert.

“1 did not hear the story over plain, but I
think the farmer said she "had escaped from a
castle not far from here. I'nf glad she’s gone,
poor soul, for ‘there’s a curious looking man
within the bar, that puts morc questions about
her than he’s any need to do.” '

“ Where is he !” said Robert.

“ Within the bar, Sir Knight; I’ve seen the
man before, and it 'm not much mistaken he
belongs to the Marquis de Merbiere. ‘But 1
was told it'as a profound secret, and hope you
won’t betray me.”

“Not 1, my good friend,” said Robert; ¢ tell
me more about this man.”

“ He came here very early this morning, Sir,”
replied Podevin, ¢ and said he was. travelling.
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You know, Sir, that we servants of the public
are fond enough of news; well, [ asked him
some few questions, and where, with one answer
and another, and a few questionsagain to boot,
I led him on about the young damsel, for she’s
been all the news. Ile did not ask me things
as other folk; no Sir Knight, not a bit, but he
was anxious, and told me he had interest to
know somewhat about the girl (as he called
the damsel.) So, Sir, he was going on in this
sort of way, whenI heard you coming.”

¢« What did you tell him?" said Robert.

“ Why not over much, Sir Knight,” quoth
the aubergiste; “ hecause in the course of
trade, I had told him the story about the ladies
as he was taking his cup of wine, but not such
wine as you have got; no, Sir Knight, ’tis kept
for betver folk than he,”

“ I would like to see this man,” said Ro-
bert. “ Can you sati$fy me?”

“ You are rig'l}t welcome to see him, Sir
Knight,” replied Podevin, “ and I warrant

"you never saw the like; he’s dreadful fierce
looking, a better guest by day than night.”
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“So_ 1 should think by your descyiption,”
said Robert ; “nevertheless I would like to see
him.”

“ Come, Sir,” said Podevin, leading the way ;
“ pray follow me.”

The aubergiste bowed and scraped, and more
than once felt his unshaven beard, as if to hide
its roughness ; Robert followed him into the
bar, where sat Carl in deep converse with the
landlady. )

When Carl beheld Roberty whose features
were quite familiar to him, he shrunk within
himself as if to evade his accusing look; but
he suddenly recollected himself, and not think-
ing, it probable that his puaon should be known
to him, ventured to look up.

It was Robert’s intention to lead him into
conversation, in hope; that he might hétray
himself ; but he was deceived, for the cun-
ning fellow made some slfght excuse for going
to look after his horse, saddled it, and pay-
ing what he deemed was the: amount of his
entertainment to the stable boy, he rode off at
full speed.
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¢ Thege he goes,” exclaimed the astonished
aubergiste. “He’s off, Sir Knight!”

Robert would have mounted and have rode
off after him; but he was gone towards the
castle of Morbiere, and his own road branched
off in a different direction. Pursuit was there-
fore abandoned, and he contented himself, al-
though very reluctantly, with collecting all
possible information from his hosts. He learnt
with real joy that Margaret was restored to her
mistress, and the circumstance was a great re-
lief to his mind ; but her escape was enveloped
in deep mystery, no less incomprehensible to
him than to Podevin, who was burning to un-
ravel it. ‘

When the horses were sufficiently rested,
Robert and his man started amidst the saluta-
tions f his hosts and their attendanes.

Although Robert was exceedingly well
mounted, and his stevd of extraordinary swift-
ness, we will travel faster than he did, and
carry our readers t once to the splendid hall,
in which he was ushered to the presence of his
delighted and astonished friends. The first
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transports at meeting Isabel and Sushn so be-
wildered him, that he forgot all the attentions
which were due to the good Duchess and her
sons. Her affectionate congratulations and in-
guiries brought him to himself, and he apolo-
gised for his apparent rudencss : but there was
no need of it, for what could be more grateful
to a mother’s feclings than to see such proofs
of the future happiness of her chila, in these
expressions of his fondness fgr her.

Robert knew himself to be welcome, and
the consequaephcc was, that he felt quite at
home. The young Duke was particularly kind
in his rcception, ;ud his brother ‘no less
so.—It was not long before he turned the con-
versation to Margaret, and desired his sister to
give him that information upon the supject
which he had been unable to obtain from the
inn-kecper? She accordi.ugly related the cir-
cumstances of her escape; cvenmore was done
to satisfy his curiosity, Margaret was called to
give an account of herself. When the faithful
girl heard that Robert was in the castle, and
wished to see her, she flew to tbe hall, and
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would alinost in the warmth of her feelings
have flown into his arms, had she not timely
recollected that she was but a servant. He
shook her kindly by the hand, and listened
with anxious ear to the tale which has already
been related.

A distressing time was still in store for
Isabel; she had to hear of her mother’s cruelty,
and of Adrien’s unfeelingness. As for the
priest’s conduct, itneither excited astonishment
or pain; she had long known him. But her
being accused of elopement, and of having
forfeited her claim upon the respect of the
world, was truly heart-breaking, and was felt in
allits bitterness. Robert wiped away her tears,
and called off her attention from the distress-
ing %ubject by pulling out of his pocket the
packet which Albert had intrusted td*his care.
This was indeed the greatest of all consola-
tions, and having obtained the Duchess’s per-
mission to read it, she broke open the seal and
would have kissed the dear name by which it
was signed, had she been sure of not being
seen. .
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Albert de la Lance was a man of 'very con-
siderable talent, of great strength of imagi-
nation, and possessed of a warm and affec-
tionate heart: his letters were always beauti-
fully worded, and overflowing with elegant
cloquence: they were of course doubly ac-
ceptable to Isabel, whose polished education
was heightened by the purest taste, and who
was a great admirer of refined literuture.

“ I wish we had him here,” said the young
Duke. ‘

“ T wish we had, my dcar boy,” replied his
mother; then addressing herself to Isabel, she
added, “ You would no? have any particular
ubjection, I suppose ?”

“ Not I, indeed,” exclaimed Isabel; « I
would give the world to see him.” .

“ Why did you not bring him with” you ¢
said the younger Briangon to his friend.

¢ 1 was bold enough in coming here myselt,”
said he. “I was not certain of being ad-
mitted.”

“ For shame, Robert!” exclaimed the Du-

F2
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chess; “‘you must henceforth consider this
castle as your second home.”

“ My second,” exclaimed Robert, smiling;
¢ I have no home that I know of.”

“ Never mind,” said the Duchess; ¢ you
shall remain with us; as for Isabel, we will
not part with her until she marries.”

“ You will kecp me long enough in that
case,” said Isabel, sighing deeply.

I do not think so, my dear,” said the Du-
chess.

The subject was a painful one, and as her
wish was to keep up Isabel’s spirits, and not to
depress them, she brgan joking the Duke for
never having yet been in love: by degrees
she succeeded in enlivening the conversation,
and ]l turned to cheerfulness.

Harassed as Isabel hud been by a l‘(’ng series
of sorrows, it regﬁi@d the greatest manage-
ment to prevent her relapsing into the deplora-
ble state of health to which she had lately
been reduced. Peace of mind was the thing
of all others which was to be attended to ; in
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order to insure it as much as circymstances
would admit, the Duchess did all she could to
turn her thoughts from every cause of grief,
and by speaking of happier times with an ap-
parent certainty of their coming to pass. Isa-
bel felt her kindness, and was truly grate-
ful forit; that she should not appear to frus-
trate her hopes, she exerted herself almost
beyond her strength, and did all she could to
look happy. Susan was a real comfort to her;
she was a sincere friend, a clteerful companion,
and a sound reasoner : not given to idle advice
and high-flown schemes of romantic love; but
to feelings of propriety; and notions of the
most honourable kind: her heart and mind,
therefore, were so congenial with Isabel’s, that
they agreed on every occasion.

Could she have done it with propriefy, the |
Duchess de Briangon woy L have invited Albert
de la Lance, for whom ¢he*had a great esteem,
to come for some time to the castle. But such
a step would have been waging inveterate war
against the Countess de Barsas, with whonr
she had been many years intimately acquainted.
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She was, nevertheless, determined not to
throw any obstacle in the way of happiness;
and should the young Duke invite him, she
did not think she had any right to prevent his
doing it, particularly as her own inclinations
were so much in favour of it. Had she given
him a hint, the invitation would have been
that moment penned, but she purposely avoid«
ed it.

It is ver;' questionable whether in case of
Albert’s being asked to the castle de Briangon,
the Countess de Barsas would not have turned
off her daughter for ever, and have attempted
to prove from the innocent circumstance itself,
that the falsehood so mfamoualy propagated by
the Marquis de Morbiere, of her voluntary
elopement was true : she already thought as
much,' for Adrien was indefatigable w his as-
surances of the fact; and the priest, as on
every other occasion, strengthened .the belief
by a chain of arguments, all tending to prove
her being unworthy the affection of her mo-
¢her, and of the provision to which she was
entitled.
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The doctor being a timid man, whpse liveli-
hood was at stake, dared say but little on the
subject, although that little was invariably in
favour of Isabel, of whom he entertained the
highest opinion. Upon these occasions he
brought down the whole artillery of the Count’s
spleen, which was let loose upon him in the
most merciless manner, and so seconded by
the Countess that he was obliged to retreat,
and did not dare venture another t;ngagement
until the ferment occasioned by the former had
subsided.

If threc personsin the castle indulged them-
selves in assurances of the Marquis de Mor-
biere’s innocence and of Isabel’s guilt, they
were the only one’s; for all the attendants, of
whatever description, were favourable to her,
and considered their conduct as th& most
aggravatéd injustice.

Isabel had already, betn several times at the
castle of Briangon, and had so won the hearts
of its inmates, that her stay was hailed with
the greatest glce, and all united in the hope
that she would long continue to grace it with
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her presence. Margaret loved to tell her
amiable mistress of her popularity, and seemed
more proud of it than if she had herself been
the object of such general admiration.

The Duchess being of opinion that society
would more effectually aid her young friend’s re-
covery than what her medical attendants could
prescribe, invited the Baron do Ferncuf, the
veteran Baron de Rochefort, and several fe-
male friends, to spend a few weeks at the
castle. ,

Although Isubel was fond of retircment, a
favourable change was observable from the
moment the scene was eplh’éned; she shed
fewer tears, was more clieé;fyi, and appeared
to he easter about the futute.  Susan was fore-
most in observing the amendment, which
acted ~s0 foreibly wpon her own spirits, that
she began to resume all her native naiveté.

In the Baron de Ferncuf they had a most
powerful auxiliary, it was impossible to be dull
in his company, and yet he was capable of en-
«tering into the softest feelings of the human
heart. He had nursed Isabel when she was
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but an infant, and endeared hlmselt to her in

maturer years by his infinite kinduess and be-
nevolence. The Baron de Rochefort was like-
wise a great favourite, but his dispositions
were not the same as his friend’s. Brave as
his sword, he feared nothing, nor even under-
stood how it was possible for a man to be
otherwise. During the last and present reign
he distinguished himself by exploits of extra-
ordinary valour, thinking that nd death be-
came a soldier so well as thgt which was to be
met in the field. His notions of honour were
s0 often canvassed by his munberless admirers,
that they became quite proverbial ; and it was
in the wide circle *to which he was persggally
known deemcd suflicient to say,  the veteran
thinks so,” for the opinion to be received as a
law.

With ope person Isabel was quite delighted ;
she had often met her i society, but had not
known her intimately: she was thoroughly
beautiful, of her own age, graceful, amiable,
and, what 1s so seldom found with handsome ,
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women, perfectly unaffected. The Count and
Countess de Moselle idolized their child, for
they had none but her, and with her a long
line of noble ancestry was to terminate.

The Count was somewhat beyond the prime
of life, his person was stately, and hore the
proofs of his having long lived at court: he
had that dignified ease, that fluency of speech,
which can only be derived from good society.
For some years he deemed himself tnily unfor-
tunate in not having a son, who might revive
the expiring honours of his house, and hand
down to posterity a name which stood amidst
the highest of France: but Mary’s unfolding
charms reconciled her parénts by degrees to
their disappointment, and in process of time
they became so fond of her, that had a son
beenbornto them he would probablg have been
looked upon as an intruder. Mary was no less
attached to them ; they studied her comfort in
every thing, and were never so happy as when
they could contribute to the felicity of their
.child.  Far from spoiling her by excessive in-
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dulgence, they contributed to swecten her
temper, if it was possible to do more in that
respect than nature itself had done for her.

Although the Duchess de Briangon joked
the young Duke for never having been in love,
some symptoms of a lurking flame began to
be visible. On the young lady’s side it was
evident thatno dislike existed, and his own par-
ticular attention, his anxiety lest she should
catch cold by the night air, and % thousand
little trifles which none bt lovers think of,
betrayed the secret which his best endeavours
were unable to conceal.
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CHAPTER VI

Upwarps of six months passed on in a
continued succession of pleasures and change
of company, from which Isabel derived but
little comfort. 1er health, it is true, improved
so much that she recovered her colour and bo-
dily strength ; but her mind was uneasy, and
her long absence from Albert de la Lance
preyed deeply on her spirits. From time
to time Robert went to the castle of Barsas,
and at each journey' was the bearer of letters
to and from hix sister and Albert. Con-
soling as these letters were, they were not
to be gompared with the delight which would
have been derived from personal 'i.nterviews;
and the constant feay in which tht‘ay were of
some desperate attack Irom the unrelenting
Morbiere, threw a damp on the comfort de-
rived from them,

In each of his journies Robert endeavoured
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to alter his mother’s opinion of her innocent
daughter, but his efforts were inefféctual ; the
poison was too deeply lodged ever to be re-
moved, and she was rendered the more callous
by a visit which the Marquis had presumed to
pay Adrian, in which he was received with
more than usual complaisancy. He only
stayed a few days at the castle of Barsas, and
those few days were artfully employed in
widening the breach between parent and child,
and becoming acquainted with those particu-
lars which could best assist him ina second at-
tempt upon the unfortunate Isabel.

During his last stay with his mother, Robert
asked and obtained her reluctant consent to
his alliance with the truly amiable Susan de
Briangon. The moment he overcame the ob-
stacles which the Countess laid in the way of,
his happiness, he returned to the castle of his
future mother-in law, who received the news
of his success with sincere joy. Susan
thought there could not be any merit in con-
céaling a praiseworthy feeling, she therefore
flew into her mother’s arms the moment Robert
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communicated the happy tidings to her, pour-
ing into them the effusions of a grateful heart
for the bliss which was insured her in a good
and affectionate husband.

The Duchess loved Robert too well to feel
any disinclination to their speedy union; for
she thought that when young people love each
other, and are desirous of marrying, the sooner
they do it the better, providing at least, that
the match ¢s an honourable one. Disparity of
rank, or want of fortune, were, in her opinion,
no just impediment, providing there was a re-
spectable competency on either side, that by
the neediness of both parties. they should not
fall into poverty. She considered want as a
never-failing antidote to conjugal felicity, and
corrosive of the tenderest ties of society. It
fortungtely happened that in the pregent case,
there was abundance, instead of deficiency,
so that no rcal objection could have been
urged by the Countess” de Barsas, unless
it were from dislike to the connexion. In
this respect, she could not have aimed higher,
so that the inclination to opposition which
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she evinced must have originated in 'the
badness of her temper, and total want of af-
fection for Robert and Isabel, as she did not
appear to partake, in the smallest degree, of
the feelings which the Duchess exhibited on
the occasion.

Splendid preparations were immediately made
for the accommodation of the numerous vi-
sitors who were invited to celebrate the nup-
tials, and for the pastimes which were to suc-
ceed the wedding. The Couitess de Barsas was
invited, but declined on grounds of indispo-
sition ; not that therc was the least foundation
for the plea, as she never enjoyed betger health.

The morning of "the eventful day at length
arrived, bringing with it the busiest scenes that
had been witnessed since the union of the
Duchess to her late husband. The weather
was now,cold and dreary, the trees had lost
their enchanting foliage, the gardens were
robbed of their beauteous ornaments. That
the vassals and tenantry should not be deprived,
by the inclemency of the season, of the plea-.
sures for which they flocked to the castle, the
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halls and offices were thrown open, sumptuous
banquets laid out in various parts, capable of
providing with the best of cheer for the con-
viviality of every one.

A little before mid-day the castle chapel
was crowded to excess, and Robert de Barsas
led his fair Susau to the altar. Likethe modest
snowdrop, enlivened by the rays of the rising
sun, unassuming and meek, was Susan; she
never looked so fascinating, and the innocent
blush of extacy which rushed upon her cheek,
as Robert breathed the tender name of ¢ wife,”
added to her charms something infinitely
lovely. Yet was Isabel more lovely still, and
the heauty of Mary de ‘Moselle was even
clouded by her superiority. For their mutual
comfort they thought not of themselves, they
were unconscious of the many eyes :hat were
fixed upon them, and deaf to what was said of
them. .

After the performance of the ceremony, the
youthful pair received the hearty congratu-
lations of their friends, and’ of the number-
less vassals of the domain of Briangon, who
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hurried forth to behold the lovely bride, and to
see whether the man of her choice was really
worthy of her.

One person alone was wanting to complete
Robert’shappiness; had Albert de la Lance been
at his wedding, it would have added conside-
rably to the blissful feelings which animated
him; the cause of his absence being extreme
illness, he had the more reason to, regret it.
Many persons who had heard of the valourous
exploits of the Brown Knight at the tourna-
ment at the Castle of Barsas, were anxious to
see him; Robert would have been truly happy
in presenting him; but the wish was useless, as
it was impossible for him to accept the invi-
tation which the young Duke had given him,
and which was couched in language too flatter-
ing to have been declined if he had been’ able
to avail himself of it. In honour to lsabel the
Brown Knight's health’ was drunk at each
festive board, and at several a wish was added
that he might soon become her husband.

Early in the evening, every part of the in-
terior of the castle was splendidly illuminated,
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and winter pastimes followed each other in ra-
pid succession. The Duchess, the bride, Isabel,
and Mary de Moselle, perambulated throughout
the apartments, to see that nothing was wanting
to the entertainment of the guests.

As Isabel proceeded through one of the
halls, the rushing away of many persons, and
faint screams were heard. Isabel, who had
that very moment been seen, was looked for,
but no where to lge found ; she was carried off!
The most appalling consternation at once pre-
vailed throughout the hall; the name of Isabel
de Barsas rung on every side, and brought
the Duckess, and many of the friends, within
hearing of the cry to ascertain the cause of it,
Susan, quite frantic with terror, hastened to
her mother; Robert followed her, scarce know-
ing what he did, they called her by*name, and
their voices were re-echoed by hundreds more;
but all was vain, the hapless Isabel de Barsas
was beyond friendly aid.

Tears now succeeded smiles; sorrow took
the place of mirth, consternation, doubt, and
terror filled the hearts of every one.
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It is scarcely possible for mortal man to
suffer more than Robert; his misery was two-
fold ; the older ties of fraternal affection bid
him mount his horse, and fly to his sister’s as-
sistance; his new-woven web bid him comfort
his young bride; what was he to do in this
heart-rending dilemma? Susan put an end to
the struggle.

“ Go, my Robert,” said she; “ seek our
Isabel, and if it were possible that I should
love you more than I do, it wduld be for bring-
ing her back to me.”

The gates of the castle having been thrown
open from an early hour in the morning for the
free ingress and egress for the vassals and
friends invited to the wedding, no notice was
taken of their passage, and at this dreadful
moment no one could distinctly say whether
Isabel had® been carried through the gates or
not. Some few persons’ observed an extraor-
dinary rush towards the drawbridge, but no-
thing more was obtiined which could serve as
a clue for pursuit,

The night was dark and dreary; the woods
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were thick about the castle, and intersected
with numerous roads, so that it was impossible
to fix upon one without the risk of the bandits
having taken another.

As speedily as the necessary preparations
would allow, full three score horsemen sat out
on the hopeless search; Robert, the Baron
de Ferneauf, the veteran, the young Duke and
his brother, the Count de Moselle, and many
of the noble visitors at the castle, passed the
massive drawbridge, some fully armoured,
others partly, others not aimoured, but all well
armed. The ladies with all the men who could
notyjoin the troop, went to the gates to see the
brave knights set out, and besought them, by
all they held most dear, to exert themselves in
the recovery of the lovely Isabel. Susan be-
haved herself like a heroine; she®encouraged
the knights and handed Robert a*ponderous
battle-axe. “ Take this,.said she, it was my
father’s, it is worthy of you,” He took the
trusty weapon, pressed Hebkgo his breast, and
departed. The port-cullis was then let down.

Such was the darkness of the night that
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when the cavalcade passed the drawbridge
they could scarce see each other. A shert con-
sultation now took place ; the veteran proposed
leading a party, assigued another to the Count
de Moselle; one to the Baron de Ferneuf,
another to the young Duke, and a like number
to Robert de Barsas. They separated in five
detachments, each consisting of about a dozen
horsemen ; successful or not, theywere, after
doing their best, to return to the castle.

The whole of the night was passed in fruit-
less search; the parties often crossed each
other, exchanging watchwords as they came
within hearing, for it was too dark to distin-
cuish friend or foe; but every endeavour was
unsuccessful, and after travelling till man and
horse were fairly worn out with fatigue, the
parties returned one by onc to the castle, each
giving hopes that the next might bring the
captive back; the veteran was last but one;
the last of all was Robert. When the detach-
ments were callemr, and that the return of
every person was ascertained, all hope va-
vished ; the Duchess, the bride, and her hus-
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band were truly disconsolate. Not a soul
within the castle walls tasted the sweets of
rest during the whole of the night; until the
return of the troop, the night was passed in
anxious hope, the remainder was spent in
mournful consultation. Poor Margaret was
quite distracted ; she was seen running through
every part of the castle shrieking most lament-
ably, and rending the air with the uncontrol-
able accents of her misery.

The Marquis de Morbiere gave such proofy
of what he was capable of doing in his former
outrageous carrying off of Isabel, that it was
impossible to doubt his being the bandit on
the present occasion.

Morning returned without bringing any
tidings of Isabel; it was therefore suggested
by the Baron de Rochefort that a“formal de-
mand of her from the Marquis de Morbiere
would be the most effectual means of ascer-
taining her fate; the pro?osal was too reason-
able to be rejected ; it was" therefore settled
that the Baron de Ferneuf, Robert de Barsas,
and hjmself, should that day repair to the castle
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of Morbiere to insist upon her restoration, and
in case of not being satisfied they were to de-
clare the immediate commencement of hosti-
lities.

Again did Susan display the same generous
spirit as before; it was she who proposed
Robert’s being one of the three ; the Barons
resisted, thinking it too hard upon so young 2
bride to be thus soon deprived of her husband;
but she urged the propriety of his compliance -
in terms which heightened his love to adora-
tion, and endeared her more than ever to those
who had always entertained sincere regard for
her.

In order to give strength to the declaration,
a written manifesto was drawn up and signed
by all the principal guests at the castle; nine-
teen nobles put their names to this formidable
document, vowing to raze the castle of Mor-
biere to its foundation unless the specified
terms should be instantly agreed to.

About noon the warder announced, by the
shrill sound of his horn, that horses and at-
tendants were ready.
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Susan helped her husband buckle on his
weighty armour, gave him his sword and
battle-axe, then his helmet: all this she did
with apparent spirit, but when the moment of
parting came she could not conceal the big
tears which rolled down her cheeks.

« 1 had better stay with you, my beloved
Susan,” said Robert; “1 fear you are not
well.” .

“ Go, my Robert,” said she; “it is the
weakness of my sex and net want of resolu-
tion which betrays me. [ beseech you, for
the. love of me, to endeavour to save our
Isabel.” .

¢ I will do any thing you desire, but I have
scarcely courage to leave you.” )

“ It is only for a while; go, my Robert, and
hasten home, you have now a wi ifeo welcome
you on your return.”

“ 1 go then, my own Susan, and may God
grant you safety ’till my return.” Pressed
within each others arms, they more than ontce
said farewell, and again returned ; at lengih,
however, the warden’s horn sounded to horse,
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and’ the valiant nobles, with thirt§ men in
steel, passed the castle drawbridge.

To see her husband safe upon his way, as
far as her sight could reach, Susan ascended
one of the watch towers, and having caught,
by the waving of her handkerchief, Robert’s
eye, they expressed, as long as the beloved
object was discernible, the langnage of the
heart in the wavings of the hand. - The thick
black clouds which overhung the castle, and
spread far and wide on every side, soon checked
this mute intercourse of love.

Fearless of cold, and of the bleak winds
which blew throx’ngh the battlements, Susan
watched, still hoping to catch one more view
of her beloved husband, but in vain. She
then returned to her mother to keep off the
gloom which, i% defiance of her endeavours,
overpowertd her. Mary d.e Moselle was a great
comfort on this trying#occasion, as she excrfed
herself almost beyond her strength, to cheer
the spirits of the. amiable bride; but all she
could do was insuflicient to check the big

YOL. 111, G
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tears which stole down her cheeks. The
Duchess needed her society as much as her
magnanimous daughter, for she was truly af-
flicted, and reproached herself for ordering the
gates to be thrown open, not that she sup-
posed it possible that such a barefaced advan-
tage would have been taken of her hospitality.
The very time on which the horrid act was com-
mitted, blickened the crime to the deepest
dye; he must indeed have been a heartless vil-
lain who dared be guilty of it!

The festivities which were to have lasted
three successive days, were at once terminated
at the desire of the higher and lower order of
guests, who could not endure the idea of
rejoicing and feasting when the Duchess and
her family were thrown into affliction. They
were, however, unwilling to dep®t, rather
choosing to wait until the retutn of the
kiights ; thinking it‘probable that they might
have double cause for mirth, in the finding of
the lost treasure.

Of all the opinions circulated throughout
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the castle, one hormrible as it was, had be-
lievers : many thought it likely that Isabel
had been murdered. They had the indiscre-
tion to communicate their fears to the Duchess;
who did all she could, (and successfully,) to
prevent the rumour reaching the ears of Susan,
as it would naturally excitc her fears for her
husband, who, in case of his falling into the
hands of the Marquis de Morbiere, would meet
with a similar fate. .

The Duchess was in gredt terror for the
life of Isabel; the desperate measures to
which he had the first time resorted, left little
hope for the secofd ; for he was dead to every
kind of feeling, and nothing that diabolical
malevolence could imagine would ever be
wanting to complete his success.

The Count and Countess de Moselle felt like
warm-hearted friends oun the afHlicting occasion;
they did all they could td cheer the Duchess’s
spirits, and to prevent Susan’s giving way to
her increasing melancholy. Can any one be sur-
prised that the bride should be unhappy, when
nothing but misery had tal'ten' place sincg the

¢ 2
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performance of the ceremony? No, indeed!
Few women would have acted as she did, few
would have had herdisinterestedness, and as few
would have been so generous. Butthese traits
were characteristic, it was not the only occa~
sion on which she had exhibited such amiable
virtues.

During this time of sorrow, the Duchess
discovered ‘what she had never so much as sus-
pected ; the young Duke was rather more than
commonly civil to Mary de Moselle, and ap-
peared particularly attentive to all she said.
Even to his mother he spoke of her with a
degree of interest bordering on admiration.
Such a change was altogether wonderful, as
the Duke had not been near the Count’s castle
for a great length of time, and had never spoken
of thé young lady with warmer sentmnents than
other persons of her acquaintance.

The event which threw his guests into se
much dismay, was not the last to strengthen
the root of a tender penchant; as it brought
them more together, calling forth the same
sentiments and exciting the one to relieve the
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fears of the other. The task of comforte
ing Mary very luckily devolved upon him;
it might be volunteered, but it was evidently
acceptable. It is wonderful what a little time
will do in some circumstances of life; a day
made more progress in the courtship between
the Duke and Mademoiselle de Moselle, than
the many opportunities they had for two years
before. .

No connection could be more desirable on
either side ; the families were both illustrious,
and possessing considerable wealth; in poli-
tics they sided together, and had been distin-
guished in the eabinet # in the field.” Having
but one child, and that child a daughter, it
was natural to suppose that some opposition
would be made on the side of the Count and
Countess de Moselle, who by reason of their
fond affedtion for her, would be very loath
to part with her; but th'ey were too desirous
of her happiness to stand in the way of it, and
the conquest might perhaps not be so difficult
as it could be supposed.

JIn person and accomplishments, as in wealth
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and title, the young Duke was an equally desir-
able match : many caps were turned at him, and
there were at the very time several young
ladiesvisiting at the castle, whose mamas had
betrayed a wish that he would fall in love with
their daughters. A young Duke possessed of
wealth and comeliness was too rare a prize to
remain unaimed at, and tempted many families,
without the smallest chance of success, to put
their daughters in the way, in hopesto captivate
him. It was for ihis reason that his mother so
continually joked him for never having been
in love. She was not displeased by the disco-
very she ‘made, as Maty had’ greatly endeared
herself to her by her many amiable qualities,
and even more for the sweetness of her temper,
than the great beauty of her person: for, after
all, whatis beauty compared with t'gmper, ina
wife ? doubtless beauty has its charms, flat-
ters the husband’s es'e ; as aftection fills the
heart, it gives a more stirling value to mental
adornments ; but what is beauty by itself? A
rare gem in public, and a great plague at
home. The perfections of the heart and mind,
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meekness and modesty, are the real and only
invaluable attributes capable of perfecting
matrimonial happiness; and when beauty is
found as the diamond polish of these impor-
tant qualities, then indeed may the man pos-
sessing such a wife pride himself upon more
than common happiness, and upon being more
than commonly favoured by nature ; a heart-
less wretch if he does not render himself
worthy of the blessing. A good wife is in-
deed a blessing, such a gift*ef heaven as none
but the possessor can comprehend; beauty
fades away like the withering rose, but con-
jugal love remains like the oaken, root, ca-
pable of roughing the storms of life, and re-
ceiving the finest finish, -

Robert chose and secured a wife who de-
served to be called a blessing. Mary de Mo-
selle bid fair to be the same to the Duke de
Briangon.

At this early stage of their courtship, neither
of the lovers knew that their flirtations were
noticed ; had Susan been in better spirits she
would have undeceiveds them, for she loved
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mischief, and would have amused herself ex-
ceedingly by the opportunity thus offered of
retaliating upon her brother, for the many
blushes he brought upon her cheeks from the
moment of his discovering her love for Robert.
But her heart was heavy, and she could think
of none but her absent husband and his up-
happy sister.
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CHAPTER VII.

During all this time Albertde la Lancecon-
tinued in solitude at his new habitation, spend-
ing his days in useful study, and in ornament-
ing the grounds about the house. In all his
occupations Isabel was present to his imagina-
tion, every thing he did seenred to be done for
her; his favorite pursuits were those to which
he knew she was most partial. Her long ab-
sence preyed comsiderably upon his spirits,
and his health began to suffer seriously from
the anxieties of his mind.

The same attentions which were shown him
from the first moment by his worthy landlord,
continueds to be paid him, without however
bringing a visit from ,th& person to whom he
was so much indebted ; for Maurice Adellien
lived continually within the castle, from which
bhe gave his directions for the management of
his vast estates. The twd or three confiden-

¢b
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tial persons to whom he intrusted the execution
of his orders, had ever shown themselves worthy
of the trust, by attending scrupulously to the
welfare of his affairs, and by sceing that no~
thing was wanting to the improvement of the
property. In the selection of them Maurice
Adellien had been very fortunate, or had dis-
played the soundness of his judgement, for
they did not enrich themselves by plundering
their employer, but were satisfied with the
handsome allowance which they received as
the price of their labour and the reward of
their honesty.

At first Albert thought it "ext to impossible
to add to the conveniencies which his house
possessed ; he was however mistaken ; Maurice
Adellien sent in various articles of furniture,
and ‘a bookcuse completely filled with new
publications. Such marks of kinduness were
as unexpected, as tiey were welcome to the
tenant. It was by similar attentions, suited
to the station of every person on the domain,
that Maurice Adellien made himself so univer-
sally beloved. '
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The comforts Albert enjoyed under his new
landlord, were not long being mentioned at the
castle of Barsas, and brought down upon the
worthy Maurice Adellien the indignation of his
insolent neighbour, who attributed his good
treatment to a spirit of retaliation and the
hope of keeping alive the hatred which had ex-
isted in uninterrupted continuance for the last
three generations.

When Adellien became possessed of the cas-
tle and its vast appurtenances, at least, afier his
claim had been referred to the King and de-
clared in his favour, he was given to under-
stand that if he would make some kmd of ac-
knowledgment tu\dmd to criminate the con-
duct of his late Lord, he might be received
mto the society of the family of Barsus. The
proposition was by no means well regeived;
he returned for answer, that he begged to de-
cline the honour of thg Count’s acquaintance
upon any terms, It was a formidable blow to
the dignity of the haughty noble, who fancied
that because Maurice Adellien was inferior
in ancestry to himself he would be glad
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to accept his acquaintance at any price.
In truth the late Count de Barsas knew not
the extent of his neighbowr’s worth, and it
brought upon him a lesson which he never
forgave to the day of his death, and which
Adrien flattered bimself he could revenge.
Nothing was left undone which was likely to
annoy the peaceful possession of the Castle
of Montfort, who was determined to punish
his neighbour by showing his contempt of
him, and accordingly took no notice of any
thing he did. Since Alhert’s residence at
his new house several attacks were made with a
view to destroy the plants cultivated in the
extensive gardens; the offenders were for-
tunately detected, and after a while he was
suffered to remain without any further mo-
lestation. -

These depredations, trifling as they were,
were sufficient to prove the antipath’y which
existed against him at the castle of Barsas.
Twice he was formally warned by some anony-
mous friend that danger awaited him if he
ventured from his house towards stated di-
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rections in which he commonly teok his
walks or rides; he prudently kef)t out of
the way, and avoided the fatal consequence
which would probably have followed his ven-
turing out.

Both the warnings were sent at the time
when the Marquis de Morbiere paid his last
visit at the Castle of Barsas; it appeared by
the circumstance that he was the engine which
worked these deeds of infamy, ant! after the
two attempts he had made to destroy de la
Lance, (the last of which caused the Count
de Barsas a premature death,) there could be
little doubt of his being too much bent upon
his death to rematn long without repeating
the attack. ..

To the almost nightly appearance of the
spectre of the murdered Montfort, which had
filled the ruffian’s heart with terror, and
awed the lawless bravoes in his pay, he owed
his safety within thé walls of his dwelling;
for the spot on which the spirit was most
commonly seen was not far distant from his
house, and they feared lest blood might call
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for blood, and deal summary justice for their
iniquity. The murderers were frightened by

the spectres of their victims and dared not
meet the shadow of those who they feared

not in the vigour of their lives.

The little chapel on the island was frequented
during the whole of the sammer, and prayers
were constantly offered there for the repose of
the soul of Philip de Montfort. Numberless
offerings were made there, the whole of which
of course fell to the lot of the priest who had
the good fortune to be appointed to the office.
The doves which were deposited there were
removed to his house, to be taken care of du-
ring the winter months ;. but whether from
confinement, or from negligence, they both
died, and a most unfavourable omen was drawn
from their loss. Some good folkg said the
event related to the death of the Count de
Barsas ; whilst 0ther§ resisted the assertion as
absurd. Many pretended it augured what be-
fell Isabel and Margaret: this interpretation
had many believers, and as many the reverse,
forit was again coytended, that mistress and
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maid, however attached to each other, could
not be representcd by two doves, which were
the symbol of conjugal felicity. But the most
received of all beliefs was, that the doves died in
consequence of the separation of Albert and
Tsabel, whose attachment was the theme of
public conversation, and who were looked upon
by all ranks of vassals of both castles as unfor-
tunate and unjustly persecuted lovers. This
was the age of chivalry, and Albeit’s bravery
gained him so many friends, that multitudes
were awake to his interests, and awarded him
the fair prize which they conceived him to have
purchased by yreproachable conduct and
manly heroism. ‘None of the higher vas-
sals could see any reason why he should
not have her; his achievements at the tourna-
ment had raised him higher in their estima-
tion than the proudest of the province; he ap-
peared to live in unostentatious comfort; he
was in no one’s (febt, was charitable and
good, brave and generous, handsome and af-
fable ; what more could be wanted for the
daught:er of the haughtyenoble? These quali-
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fications they considered superior to any, nay
above all others; the chivalrous spirit of the
age raised them above the sordid feelings of
after days ; real manly worth was then thought
equal to rank and fortune; it was even more
courted, and far more popular.  Albert de la
Lance was in this respect considered the first
man in the province, and his conquest of the
Marquis de Morbiere had raised him in their
estimation, as it had lowered the fallen noble.
Albert was so popular that he might (had he
been desirous of taking hostile measures against
the family of Barsas) have become their most
formidable and deadly enemy ; but he had too
good a heart to be at cnmity with any one.
His expenditures being very small, he employed
the surplus of his income in diffusing comfort
among the poor, and in the perfothance of
innumerable acts of charity. His assistance
was no where needed en the domain of Mont-
fort, as the generosity of Maurice Adellien
provided for its poor; it was on the estates
of his bitterest enemy that he exercised his
benevolence, and if In the gaudy halls of the
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castle of Barsas he was hated and reviled, in
the cottage of the humble he was loved and
respected. Reluctant as were the ears of
Adrien, they were continually assailed with the
praises of his expelled tenant, and the more
he contradicted the good he heard of him,
the more he urged them to vindicate him.

The aged Dominick still continued to seek
the wonted consolation in frequent visits to
the Brown Knight, as the only one who could
enter into the feelings of hi.s-heart, and into
whose bosom he could pour the sorrows of his
own. The poor old man had long since heard
of the return ofchis daughter, whieh almost
drove him mad with joy; for he had a very
different opinion of her than the Countess
had of Isabel. He no longer grieved for her
safety, as he knew her to he in exctllent
hands, and with her adored mistress; but he
lamented her long apsehce, and feared that
the relentless hand of death would cut him
off without seeing her again. The idea so
preyed upon his mind, that it was likely to
verify the event; his spirits were too low to
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enable him to exert himself; old age frustrated
the endeavours which would have been suc~
cessful in younger days; sickness, moreover,
did much towards decay: in short, Dominick
knew that in the common course of nature he
must be near the goal of his career, which had
indeed been long, but full of woe, and of all
his sorrows his greatest were for Isabel, whom
he had served from the cradle. His spirits
were even more broken than his frame, and the
prophecies of his friend the wood-cutter did
not brighten his future prospects enough to
give him any cause for hope. One day he
asked him what he thought-would be his end ;
¢ Ah! master Dominick,” said the rustic, with
a deep-drawn sigh, “ your end will be the sad
end of us all, alive to-day and dead to-morrow ;
but you’ll have more sorrow yet; the few hairs
you have upon your hoary head will still be
.thinned with grief; your eyes are not so closed
but they’ll shed many a big tear; your heart
is not so hardened but that it will heave many
a sigh: no, master Dominick, would to the
Virgin that I could tell you better things.—
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Why do you ask me? why do you seek me to
know my thoughts? Have I not told you that
this is an evil year; that the winds bear no
good, that mischief is about, and that no good
1s near? Hark, master Dominick, one more
warning, and ask me no more questions: as
long as you hear that the ghost of the mur-
dered man roams like the angry lion among the
devouring wolves; as long as you hear that
the spectre walks here aboye; so long, T tell
you, you will have cause for woe. The spectre
hurts not; no (the Virgin save us); but, like
the harmless feather which you tie up to fright
away the birds, the spirit comes to keep off’
murder and deeds of blackness; for, mark me,
friend Dominick, there’s murder yet about.”

“ Alas!” said the old domestic, “who is to
be the victim now ?”

“ Pedce, Dominick,” quoth the wood-cutter;
“ be not too eager ahouf things to come; pry
not more into futurity than you are able to bear;
be content with ignorance, but look not for
happier times yet. I tell you, master Domi-
nick, there’s mischief yet about.”
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Far from reaping consolation from his ques-
tions, Dominick always left the wood-cutter
more wretched than he was before.

The rustic prophet having of late foretold
events which had come to pass, got more fame
than he had attained during the Tast twenty
years of his life; he never foretold good, and
the world being full of evil, he could scarce
fail being sometimes in the right. The mys-
terious manner in which he delivered his opi-
nions, carefully avoiding foretelling any par-
ticular event, but speaking of occurrences in
general, got him more credit than he deserved ;
as the credulous coupled thé most trifling in-
cidents with his broad-cast prophecies, he ne-
ver failed to remind them, whether he had done
it or not, that he had long since fqgetold what
happened. Nevertheless he was looked upon
with considerable veneration ; and as he escaped
the imputation of dealing with the devil, he ac-
quired a reputation of extraordinary wisdom.

The wood-cutter never pretended to be an
astrologer, and as cards were not yet invented,
he kept clear of the charge of practising the
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sombre arts, and of coming unlawfully by his
knowledge ; his taking no fees was again in
his favour, and raised him above the cut of
common fortune-tellers who invent any lie for
the sake of making money, being too indolent
to earn a livelihood in any other way. His
manner of taking the omens was peculiar to
himself, and was regulated by the most im-
portant occurrences of the day.

The wood-cutter had this failing, but was
in other respects an excellent-man ; he was a
good husband and father, injured no one, sup-
ported his fumily by the honest labour of his
hands, was humbke to his superiors, and kind
to his equals. It cannot be supposed that all
his neighbours gave ear to his predictions;
some were content with discrediting, whilst
others laughed outright and quizzed him ‘nore
unceremoaiously than exactly suited him. From
the latter he scrupuloysly kept his inferences,
and avoided their society as much as possi-
ble, fearing that their. mirth might lessen his
fame, and that he might finish by being com-
nletely disregarded. It ‘appears that he de-
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livered his prophecies conscientiously, they
were not a string of words huddled together to
make an impression by their noise, but his own
personal feelings, and the conclusions which
he drew from passing events. Naturally fond
of noticing and communicating but part of
what he heard, trifling conversations often ac-
quired a questionable shape, which was never
intended to have been given.

For many years Dominick looked upon the
wood-cutter as < kind of unreasonable enthu-
siast, and used to be much amused by his pro-
phecies: but of late his opinion of him had
altered, and he began to conuider what he said
as the natural cousequence of the times. Far
from deriving any consolation, he could only
become the more wretched, for ag, the wood:
cutter never by any chance gave a favourable
opinion, unless it were to village maids and
swains who wished to know the life they were
likely to lead in the bonds of hymen, no-
thing but misery could follow the believing of
him. Once, on a most inglorious occasion,
the wood-cutter got unmercifully ducked, for
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having given an unfavourable opinion of a
young damsel, but the persons who were guilty
of the outrageous act had, for some- petty
offences for which they feared their lord’s
chastisement, been induced to migrate from
the domain, and seek adventures in other parts;
this gave the field to the prophet, who was
considered as an injured man, and from that
time, which was full thirty years betore the sor-
rows of Isabel, he was never again molested.

Although the wood-cutter declared to Do-
minick that the ghost of the murdered Philip
de Montfort was perfectly harmless and in-
offensive, he was 'more frightened by it than
any man on the two domaing; his timidity
is not to he wondered at, for even in these
enlightened times when religion ought to have
so much more influence on the human Heart,
such an*gpparition would create unutterable
terror, and cause the whole neighbourhood
to be deserted. How many houses are there
not at this very time in England, which
are shut up and forsaken for being reputed
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haunted? The mere mention of a ghost is
enough to alarm a whole district, and the mid-
night fictions of a Christmas fireside are often
too much for the comfort of the hearers, who
retire to bed in fearful tremour, expecting to
see the dread objects of which the stories vi-
brate within their ears.

Many laid wait to see the spectre of Momn-
fort, but they did it out of bravado, and not
from courage. Its visitations at the castle of
Barsas were not long being known tliroughout
the two domains, and gave a more formidable
opinion of it than had ever been entertained ;
its haunts were supposed to‘be local, and not
to extend beyond certain parts of the imme-
diate neighbourhood of the castle of Montfort ;
but when it was found that it roaged further,
and had threatened the Marquis de Morbiere
with extermination, they saw no reason why it
should not appear in cottages as well as castles.
The thought greatly increased the existing
fears, and terror ran infinitely higher than it
‘had ever done since the figst moment of its ap-
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pearance on the plot of ground, formerly cul-
tivated by the Countess de Montfort.

The family of Barsas were in constant alarm,
test the restless spirit should again appear
within their walls. The Countess dreaded
being left alone, and since the eventful night,
when Isabel was carried away, the image of
the spectre never ceased to be present to her
imagination, although she did all skc could to
divest herself of her fears. The priest had been
desired to say masses for the refnose of its soul;
he did so, but his terrors were at least equal to
his patroness’s; the same feeling existed
throughout the castle; the lqgst.v»;illd, the
cracking of a plank, the jarring of shutting of
a door, would rouse their apprehensions.

As winter crept on, with shortening days,
the fears which summer nights rendered sup-
portable,*became more i:lsuﬂ‘erable; the sa-
loons, halls, and offites presented the same
cheerless aspect.

During the Marquis de Morbiere’s stay at
the castle of Barsasithe, spectre was seen
re.ming amidst the purlieus of the wallsy and

VOL. 111, n .
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the warder of the gates declared, that one night
as he sat the midnight watch he saw the ghost
- within the first court, and that it soon after
vanished as a fiery fluid through the crevices
of the massive gate. True or untrue, his story
‘was received with avidity and canvassed
throughout the castle. As Dominick could
not help meeting the servants at meal times,
the day after the warder’s alarm, he heard it,
and it again rouscd his fears for the safety of
his mistress and his beloved child; he thought
the time was come for the accomplishment of
the wood-cutter’s prophecy, and awould have
journied to the castle of, B;'iang(m, if he had
not been prevented by Albert de la Lance, who
advised his not doing any thing which might
influence the Countess against bém ; assuring
him at the saniékﬁime that as he had never been
guilty of crime, and more especially"6f murder,
he need have no appreliension of the ghost, as
in his opinion spirits were only allowed on
earth to frighten the wicked into repentance,
and induce them to "ygtum to better ways.
Dominick listened to the consoling words,. but
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much as he believed Albert de la Lance, he
could not divest himself of fears too deeply
rooted in his heart to be eradicated.

Few persons would have listened so patiently
to Dominick’s complaints as Albert de la
Lance ; on every occasion he gave him his ad-
vice, cheered his drooping spirits, encouraged
him to struggle against the deep melanchly
with which he was overcome, and iepresented
in the kindest terms the inju.y he did himself
in not resisting the pernicious effects of grief.
To all this Dominick promised compliance,
and returned home with a determination to
perform his eng.agfment, but ‘spr}ow was
stronger than himself, and when ‘again at
the castle, he would go to his room and give
way to a flood of tears; for-his heart was full,
and his aged eyes as in tlme@;&infancy could
not retain the gusting stream. The Countess
beheld his sorrow with pertect unconcern, and
Adrien burst into a violentlaugh every time he
saw the old man in"te rs the same the priest,
he made light of gl‘i‘ a§ his heart was too
Lurdened by habitual hypocrisy to feel for the

H2
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woes of others, or to have any real ones of his
own. Not so the Doctor, he was formed of
kinder materials, he pitied him with all his
heart, and comforted him to his best; but his
dread of the Count, of the Countess, and of
the Abbé, prevented his seeing much of Do-
minick ; he therefore often lost the benefit of
his humane disposition, and was reduced to
seek the sdlitude in which he could, unseen and
unheard, vent thé fulness of his heart.
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CHAPTER VIII.

Wuen Robert could no longer see the be-
loved object on the embattled tower, and that
the waving of her handkerchief was lost in the
thick mistwhich overhung the castle, he joined
his noble companions, and they pressed on to-
wards the castle of Morbiere . which was at
least six hours hard riding from the castle of
Briangon. They had proceeded about three
leagues when they were met by a messenger
riding full speed, who recognising Robert
pulled up, and addressed him thus; « I was
hastening to the Duchess’s castle, with tidings
of great sorrow.” ‘

“ Sorgpw !” exclaimed Robert ; ¢ what has
happened at our castle 7’4

¢ Here is a packet, Sir.”” The man pulled
out a packet from his vest, and handed it to
Robert, who instantly broke the seal: it
contained a letter from the Doctor announc-
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ing the melancholy death of the Countess
de Barsas, who had been the night before
seized with an apoplectic fit, whilst in
bed, and found a corpse early next morn-
ing. -
“ Read this,” said Robert, to the Baron de
Rochefort, endeavouring ‘at the same time to
conceal the strong emotions with which he
was agitated. “ What is to be done now ?”

““ Lamentable news,” said the veteran, hand-
ing the letter to the Baron de Ferneuf. “ You
must go back to the castle, my young friend,
leave us to our errand, and go and consult your
wife ; you must settle some planin this wretch-
ed affair.”

“ Think that my sister should be carried off,
and my mother expire in the sarae night; itis
too much.” ¥

“ Rochefort’s advice is the bwst you can
follow,” said the Baron de Ferneuf; ¢ let me
entreat you to return to your bride, at such a
moment it is absolu}?ély necessary.”

“And what is to become of Isabel?” ex-
claimed the affectionate brother.
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“ We will seek her,” replied the veteran ; “I
think, Robert, youcan trust our experience and
discretion ; go back this instant, it is your
duty.”

“ And am I to leave you to face danger
alone?” . ”

“Yes, Robert,” qhoth the veteran; “and we
insist upon your return to your wife; we are
both bachelors, we shall not at any rate be a
loss to the fair sex.””

“ You are too generous.”, Robert would
have said more, but he was not able.

It was long beforethe Barons could persuade
him to return &o the castle of Briangon;
at length they prevailed and he took leave of
them, turning his horse homewards and fol-
lowed by the messenger.

The friendly Barons putued their route at a
rapid pgce, taking the whole of the men with
them, as it was not deemed necessary that any
should return with Robpert. So accustomed
were the horses to the mass of metal which
they bore, that they travelled on as if they car-
ried but feather wéight.' Besides his armour,
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the Baron de Rochefort was a heavy man; but
he was exceedingly active, and too good a
horseman to distress his steed.

After travelling about three hours the day
began to close mrapon them, and the veteran
reminded his frienid” that they were within a
short distance of the castle of the Baron de
Rolincour, who had beeninvited to the wedding
of Susan de Briangon, but unable to attend on
account of indisposition. &,

“ He is hospitgable, and “will receive us well,
we can do nothing to-night, we shall hardly
reach our destination before midnight, and
then perhaps do more harm than good; I am
of opinion that we had wetter take up our
quarters for to-night, and set out again by
day-hreak to-morrow morning ; we shall then

, take the Marquis tpmwares.”

“ I have no objection,” said ti® Baron de
Ferneuf; ¢ I fear we can do nothing to-night.”

With this understanding they made for the
castle of Rolincour. When they arrived at
the gates the strength of the party alarmed the
warder, and he summoned it to declare its er-
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rand ; the veteran soon made himself known,
and the gates were instantly thrown open, and
re-closed when he had marshalled the men
through them.

The veteran sent in a megsage to the noble
owner of the castle, who immedntely desired
that the.Barons, their men, and horses, should
be made quitc welcome; requesting, at the
same time, that the former would accompany
his gentleman into the splendid panqueting-
room, in which he Was sitting snrrounded by
his numerous family, and several friends who
were visiting him.

¢ Thrice welcome, good Barons,” cried the
hospitable host;*“ I like to be taken in this
way; I am truly happy to see you, how do
you do?”

“ Very well, thank God,” said the veteran;
“ and how do youdo?” " .

¢ Midtling, only mlddhn ” replied the Ba-
ron de Rolincour; “ how dld your wedding
get on? my wife is very anxious to hear all
about it.”

b5
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« Very,—” said the Baroness ; “ I regret we
could not be present.”

“ You lost nothing by your absence,” quoth
the veteran; “ you have of course heard of
the horrid crime which was committed last
night?” f

“ No, I have not. What'is it?”

“ Isabel de Barsas was carried off by a band
of ruffians.” ¢

“ What, again ?”

“Yes, again.” , The viteran related what
had taken place on the day of the wedding,
and made known the subject of his warlike
journe}. -

“1 will assist you with dll my might and
men,” said the gallant Baron de Rolincour. «J
am too unwell to bear my armour, but my
eldest son shall he my representative, and
supply the place of Robert de Bamas:—Are
you agreeable ?” -

“ Most certainly,” spid the Baron de Fer-
neuf; “ he will not mind hard blows, should
there be any dealt, which is not at all impro-
bable.”
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“ He has been to Palestine,” quoth d(; Ro-
lincour.

“ Enough,” exclaimed the veteran, whose
blood boiled at the mention of the crusades, in
which he had gathered so anany well-earned
laurels: “ Let him come with us, the safety of
the fairest girl in France is no mean exploit :—
What think you, young gentleman?”

“ A glorious one,” replied the young man,
who inherited from his father all the chivalrous
ardour of the age: “ When*dc we start?”

“ Young and eager, ready in an instant; go,
buckle on your armour for fear you shquld not
be ready ; we start before daylight.” ‘

“You joke me,” &aid the young man; ¢ but
you will find me ready and willing : tell me, fa-
ther, do you not think the brave veteran holds
my valour cheap ?”

“ No, Henry,” cried Rochefut “ I know
you to ‘be brave; but ye old soldiers love to
sport with the young &hes; you will fight like
a lion, T have no doubt: be ready then before
daylight, we shall have a cold day and warm
work to stand.”
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“ So much the better,” said the Baron de
Rolincour; ¢ it will show him hardy in heart
and body.”

The Baron’s hospitality soon made him dis-
cover that his friends had not dined ; an excel-
lent repast was speedily served up, and was
truly welcome to them, as they had not tasted
any thing since an early hour in the morning.
During dinner they caivassed over with their
noble host the hest method of getting redress
from the Marquis de Mo;b#é”fe. .

“ I am of opinion,” said he, ¢ that you must
take him Ly surprise, or he will be too deep
for you; he is an artful wretch. Of all things
have a care not to trust yourself in his power,
for you will never get out of it alive.”

“ Nonsense, my good Baron,” said the
veteran, ““ you don’t suppose he will cage us,
do you?”

“I do, indeed ; and moreover know him to be
capable of it. I haye heard such instances of
his baseness, that nothing he can do will ever
surprise me ; my only astonishment is how the
family of Barsas could ever think of allowing
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his addresses to the fair Isabel; surely su::h a
match was not proper for her.”

“ He has rank and fortune,” said Ferneuf;
“ they are a mercenary family.”

“ Do you think she ever liked this Mor-
biere?” ‘

¢ Certainly not.”

¢ Did she ever encourage his addresses?”

« Never: I can bear Witness to the contrary.”

«] have heard of some attaghment to a
stranger in the neighibourhood ; who is he, can
you tell me? people speak highly of him.”

“And well they may,” exclaimed the ve-
teran, who had hitherto been too much oc-
cupied with his .plate to interfere in the con«
versation; “ he’s the trustiest sword in France;
my honour for that, he is indeed a gallant
fellow.”

“ Brave?”

“ Ayé, brave as his battle-axe, and that can
deal round blows, upbns my faith.”

¢ Had he not some encounter with the Mar-
quis de Morbiere.”-
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«A glorious one, a very glorious one; he
trod him under foot like a hero: by the saints,
my blood boiled for him ; he made a bad finish
though.”

“ How so; was he vanquished at last?”

““Vanquished ! it would take a good dozen
to vanquish him, he fights like a very devil.”

¢ What then do you blame him for?”

« For not crushing hifn to death, as he ought
to have dore; he could have done it if he
would: if a man ever had a good chance of
another’s life in an honourable way, he had it
then.”

“ What kind of man is he?” said the Ba-
roness, who had listened the.whole time with
great interest.

“ Both an Adonis and a Hercules, Madam,”
replied the veteran; ¢ the most cogely man
I ever saw. Upon my word, -Miss Isabel
showed no bad taste; and I think the Countess’s
death may give him a chance of her; what
think you, Ferneuf?”

“ 1 have my fears, that brother of her’s is
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an evil genius, and his ready priest a worse
one; it would be more easy to manage the
kingdom than those two.”

“1wasin hop;:s the old lady’s death would
have been of benefit to her; the fact is she
must marry some one who can protect her, for
the Marquis de Morbiere will never leave her
a year’s rest till then ; her brother’s conduct is
an eternal shame uponthim.”

“ Which of the brothers?" sgid the Ba
roness.

“ Adrien, Madam,” replied the veteran, “ he
is altogether as unworthy a man as any I'’know;
Robert is quite the reverse, he is in every re-
spect a most exctllent young man ; T love him
as though he was my own child.”

“ I have heard a great-deal of good of him,”
said the Baron de Rolm(,our, “ and belxeve
him to deserve it.”

“ He does indeed, you may take an old
soldier’s word for it.”

The Baron de Rolincour was an old soldier
himself, and tl)e reference was the best that
could possibly be given. When the veteran
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disliked a man he said little of him, but when
" he liked him, he was indefatigable in his praise
and would plead his cause through thick or
thin, |

The veteran did not fail to entertain the
family with a minute account of the tourna-
ment, displaying the prowess of Albert de la
Lance in such colours as were sure to command
the admiration of his host, who delighted in
anecdotes of military valour.

In this way the evening passed on to the
satisfaction of afl parties. Henry de Rolincour
quite burned to prove himself worthy the dis-
tinction shown him, and retired to rest with
great reluttance, fearing that he might be
drowsy in the morning and not ready to attend
the noble warriors upon their expedition.
Having returned their acknowledgments for the
hospitality with which they were treated, the
Barons de .Ferneuf and Rochefort took a
friendly leave of them, and retired to their
respective chambers, ‘

We will return to Robert, ifaﬁélxo'we left on
bis way to the castle of Briangon, accompanied
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by the messenger who brought the melancholy
tidings of the Countess de Barsas’s sudden
death. He rode on with redoubled speed,
putting from time to time questions to his at-
tendant relative to the manner in which his
mother was found, and to the effect which her
death had produced upon the different mem-
bers of the family. The information he col-
lected nearly ran thus: in the course of the
day Adrien de Barsas went out ridhg, and re-
turned about his usual time  he joined the
Countess at dinner together with the priest.
and a friend or two who had called in the
course of the day, They observed, that she
appearcd unwell, her*face seemed flushed, and
she was more irritable than usual. After dinner
she retired to her own room, which was her
constant custom when she could get away
from her guests, and instead of joining the
party in the saloon, she sent her apologies, not
feeling well enough to come down. Rather
sooner than her, general hour, she summoned
her maid and wént to bed, she complained of
being very sleepy, and expressed a wish to be
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left alone ; her desire was of course complied
with, and when her attendant went to her room
in the morning, she found her a lifeless corpse.
The terrified woman instantly rushed out of the
room screaming for help; her voice luckily
reached the doctor’s ears, who came to know
what had happend; in a few unconnected words
he heard of the dreadful event, and went to
the Countess to see whether she could be
resuscitated, or whether the woman had only
imagined the evil ; but no sooner did he behold
the lifeless remains than he pronounced the
awful truth, and declared that no assistance
could he rendered, as she had died of apoplexy;
he desired one of the many attendants, who in
-a few moments collected in the room, to inform
Adrien of the calamity. He soon came, but
he was by no means so much affected as the
doctor would have supposed; he bcheld his
deceased mother with feelings bordering on
inhumanity ; calmly asking whether-the priest
had been sent for; scarce had he spoken the
words when the smooth tongued hypocrite
made his appearancé. His looks clearly proved
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that he already knew of the event ; he seemed
quite borne down with grief, but no sooner had
he studied the expression of his Lord’s coun-
tenance than he modelled his own after it, and
the sorrow' which at first appeared so deeply
portrayed, wore away by degrees to the placid-
ness of resignation,

Poor old Dominick had shed so many tears,
on former occasions, that his eyes refused to
pour forth the feelings of his hearf, which was
sincerely grieved for the Countess, notwith-
standing her treatment of him. Many of the
household were deeply affected, and. many
were scarcely moyed beyond the surprise which
they experienced on‘hearing of her decease.

The messenger ceased speaking as they gal-
loped up to the drawbridge: he summoned
the guard, who immediately demanded the
watchwqrd ; Robert gave it and they were ad-
mitted, In an instant -his name resounded
throughout the castle, and Susan ran into the
court to meet hpr beloved husband. As Ro-
bert pressed heér to his arms he felt that she
trembled excessively, and was almost )unable



164 ISABEL DE BARSAS.

’

10 bear herself upon her legs ; to his affection~
ate inquiries into the cause of her illness, she
told him that all the family, the guests, and
herself in particular, had been frightened by
his sudden return, fancying some misfortune
had befallen him, He told her in a few words
of his mother’s awful death, and desired her
to request the Duchess to join him in an
apartment where he could in private tell her
the distressing news, his feelings being too
much harrowed up to bear the condolences of
the multitude of guests at the castle. Susan,
on the assurance that nothing had happened
to himself, soon revived, and carried his mes-
sage to her mother, who immediately came to
him. She was much affected with what she
heard, and promised to apologise to her friends
for his not appearing among them. Robert
and his lovely bride then retired to the, suite of
apartments which had been prepared for them,

When the Duchess went to her guests with
the reason of Robert’s unexpected return, they
were much concerned .for thé death of the
Countess de DBarsas, who was personally
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known to all of them; but the circumstance
was interpreted as favourable to the future
happiness of her daughter, consequently lese
sening the grief which would otherwise have
been felt, and creating hopes of which they
had hitherto despaired, the Countess’s cha-
racter being too well known to leave any pros-
pect of an adjustment, or of her consent to
Isabel’s union to Albert de la Lanca.

But, if it were possible for a greater diffi-
culty to exist than the union of the lovers, it
was in her recapture, of which many were
sanguine, and of which as many despaired."
The Marquis de Morkiere was hardened to the
very soul, incapable of a single feeling of ho-
nour, callous to pity ; a monster, whose greatest
joy was the destruction of virtue and the
triumph of vice. Should he give an unfavour-
able answer (which was the only one expected
of him), what was to be ‘done? This was an
alarming question indeed ; every one put it to
himself, and hardly daréd breathe it to his
. neighbour, for it carried with it a train of difi-
culties, of which the end remamed uncextain,
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and of which the consequence, however dread-
ful to think of, might be to hasten the death
of the unbappy victim by the hand of a mer-
ciless assassin. Others had shared a similar
fate, and had perished in long continued
agonies in the dungeons of his castle. Baba
could best witness that the corpse of one
heroic victim still laid unconsumed within its
walls ; had.they been aware of these sickening
circumstances, it "vould have been next to mad-
ness to send a demand of Isabel, without a
sufficient armed force to support it. The men
by whom the brave Barons were accompanied
gave a colouring to their remonstrances, show-
ing a determination at the same time to pro-
ceed to further steps should their warning be
unattended to; but a handful of men could do
nothing against the strong castle of Morbiere,
or' the host with which he could lirfe his bat-
tlements in case of their resorting to ex-
tremities. bF

The Count de Moselle’s knowledge of the
world made him ho}d the hope of success mich
lighter than many persons assembled at the
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castle of Briangon, who would not allow a
possibility of the Marquis de Morbiere’s de-
stroying his unfortunate victim rather than giver
her up. The very demand of Isabel would ne-
cessarily throw a stigma upon his character,
which he would find himself obliged to endea-
vour to remove, either by a firm protestation
of his innocence or by the number of his men;
and it was highly probable that he would resort
to the latter as the hardiest apd most summary
expedient. Upon the strength of his castle he
could place great depcndance, for he had
lately discovered the accessible part by which
the jester had retumed by the means of the de-
fective buttresses on the night of his saving
Margaret; and repaired and fortified it in a
manner to insure its resisting a long siege.

Such an improvement was no small disap-
pointmens to Baba, who fancied the weakness
of the place had altogether escaped his mas=
ter’s observation ; he began therefore to make
diligent search for means ‘of escape in case of
necessity, but he found none.

The Duke de Briangon ‘spent great part of
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the evening with his sister and her husband,
to talk over the plans to be resorted to for the
- recovery of Isabel in case of their friends.re-
turning without her: the Duchess joined them
as often as she was able to get away from her
guests, but they could decide on nothing, as
all were of opinion that entreaties and threats
were equally vainand useless. The Duke pro-
posed going to join the gallant Barons with a
large re-inforcemont, thinking it probable that
the appearance of an armed force might awe
de Morbiere into compliance. Robert did not
think so; on the contrary, he thought he would
shut the gates of his castle'against them, and
refuse to hear what the Barons had to say, in
which case they could not possibly suc-
ceed. Robert’s argument appeared reasonable
enough, but in giving his oplmon, or in dis-
suading him from going to join his fiiends, he
did not mean to prevent his preparing a force
to be used, should jt be required for this step;
he warmly advised, and thankfully accepted
the Duke’s proposal of giving out the neces-
sary orders on the following day, for calling
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upon his vassals to aid him in the defence of
injured innocence.

The new tie by which the Duke was ater
tached to Isabel could scarce add to his affec-
tion for her; he once suspected himself of a
lurking sentiment which would have grown
into love, had not the timely discovery of her
having pledged her faith to another induced
him as a prudent man to wean himsgelf of what
itwould have been folly to indulge. He never-
theless admired her as he had alWays done, and
delighted in her society ; but having once con-
quered the kindling flame, he considered her
as a sister, and although she was ignorant of
her empire, she had the same claim as Susan
upon his fraternal affection. He was conse-
quently rendered very unhappy by her suffer-
ings, and was determined to leave nothing un-
done for ker recovery.

YOL. 1II,
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CHAPTER IX.

Furi two hours before day-break the loud
clatter of horses re-echoing through the vast
extent of the castle of Rolincour, proclaimed
the departure of the noble friends on their way
to the castle o5 the Marquis de Morbiere.
The veteran™did not fail to compliment the
young champion on his readiness in the ser-
vice of the fair, and for being so punctual to
the time appointed for mounting.

It was a dry frosty morning, and a few lin-
gering stars were reflected upon the polished
steel of the warriors’ armour,‘without af-
fording sufficient light to reconnoitre the
forces. At length the sky began to look
red, and the bright rays of the rising sun illu-
minated the dusky horizon,

“ We muster strong,” said the veteran to
Henry de Rolincour ; then turning to the Baron
de Perneuf, he added, ¢ how many have we?”
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"« Fifty,” cried the former; “ I told them all
ere I mounted.” ‘
“ Well done, boy!” exclaimed the veteram?
¢ that is something like a soldier; you will do

wonders.”

“I will do my best,” replied the young
warrior.

“ Well said,” quoth the veteran.

The Count de Rolincour’s aneestors had
never been wanting in bravemy ; he inherited his
full share of it, and handed it down to his
sons, who were as brave as men could be.
Henry was young, but he had seen service, and
acquired as mucl experience as knowledge of
the art of war. He distinguished himself among
the thousands of heroes who fought in Pales-
tine, and gained a reputation of which his fa-
mily were not a little proud. Such a young
man was Sure to please the.Baron de Rochefort,
who was quite enthusiastic of military valour.

The Baron de Ferneuf was no less brave
than the veteran; like him he had shared the
perils and honours of the figld ; but his temper
was-of a different turn, he was fonder of j c')king

12
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and of cheerful society. His friend, on the
contrary, loved the company of old warriors,
swith whom he could fight over his past cam-
paigns, and tell and hear all the mighty
prowesses which had been done. He was ne-
vertheless fond of female society, and, in this
respect, Ferneuf and he completely agreed.

About the middle of the day the cavalcade
came in sjght of the castle of Morbicre; the
veteran commanced them to halt, and having
formed them “into line, he harangued the men
on the subject of the undertaking of which
the crisis was at hand. They listened to
him with great eamestness, and with the re-
spectful silence of well-disciplined soldiers.
After this preamble he requested the Baron de
Ferneuf, and Henry de Rolincour, to withdraw
with him for a few minutes, to (i?etermine the
line of conduct which it would be *most pru-
dent to adopt; previotisly taking the precau-
‘tion to remove the men behind a thick clump
of trees, which effectually prevented their
being seen from the castle.

« Fetneuf,” said the veteran, ¢ you are & man
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of experience; I entertain a great opinion of
your judgment, and request you to tell me
plainly what line of conduct you wish us f»
pursue. From you, Henry de Rolincour, I re-
quest the same favour; not that I can flatter
you by saying that you have as much expe-
rience as our friend; it is not to be expected.
Nevertheless, you must give your opinion
freely, and a line of conduct must be marked
out, that we may not blundgr, and that we may
act consistently with each other.”

“I would rather leave the management to
you,” said Ferneuf; ¢ your own good sense
will insure as muth success as our opinions can
promote.” .

“ You are going from the subject,” quoth
the veteran; I must beg your compliance
with my request; 1 wish you both to tell me
how you would act, were you left to act by
yourselves.”

“ Since you insist upon it,” said Ferneuf,
“ I will give my advice, In the first place, I
would halt at the castle-gate, and demand an
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interview with the Marquis de Morbiere; but
I would not enter unless the fifty men were to
enter likewise to protect us from his treachery,
as I have no doubt of his taking any advantage
in his power. I would insist upon his meeting
us outside of his castle, and in case of refusal,
1 would send in the declaration which we have
signed for that purpose.”

« What is your opinion, my young friend?”
said the veteran, . ’

“« If T am «llowed to submit it,” quoth,
Henry, “ I must own I do not agree with the
Baron. I think it would be better to depute
one of us to the castle, to dusire the Marquls
de Morbiere to give up his captive; or it might
be as well for two to go, and the third remain
with the men to attack the castle, in case of
their detention.”

« You are right,” said the veteran; « Baron,
I think it had better bt se; don’t you?”

« Perhaps it may,” said Ferneuf; ‘1 own the
idea did not enter my head; itis a very good
one.”
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*“ So I think,” said the veteran; “ we must
draw lots for the honour of being the cham-
pions.”

“ Not so,” quoth young Rolincour; “ you
are better able to do justice to the task than I
am; I must therefore request you to go to-
gether, and leave me the gharge of the men.”

“ Quite right,” said Rochefort; ¢ it must be
so0; should we be longer than you think the
conference will require, you will cdme to our
assistance.” .

Henry de Rolincour requested a few more
instructions, which were given him ; after which
the veteran returngd to the troop, and charged
them to &bey the galfant knight in case of ne-
cessity. The two Barons then proceeded to
the castle.

As soon as they werc seen by the watch, the
shrill sqund which he blew from his horn
brought the warder to the battlement to know
what the strangers were that wished admit.
tance.

“ Whatis your pleasure, Sir Knights?” cried
he.
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“ We wish to see the Marquis de Morbiere,”
replied the veteran.

“ Be pleased to wait whilst I make known
your request.”

The warder disappeared, and in a few mo-
ments returned.

“ My noble master begs your names and
your pleasure.”

¢« Qur business is private,” quoth the ve-
teran. ' ,

“Your names then.”

¢ The Baron de Rochefort and the Baron de
Ferneuf.”

The man again disappeared, and after a
longer delay than the first, returned.

¢ You shall be admitted forthwith; so com-
mands the Marquis.”

The massive portcullis was gradullly drawn
up, filling the air with the screeching of the
rusty chains by whicltit was suspended. When
sufficiently raised, the Barons pulled back their
beavers, and rode into the court, the portcullis
being let down with a tremendous crash, the
moment they had pastsed.



ISABEL DE BARSAS. 177

They were immediately ushered into a stately
hall, but were left waiting a considerable time
before the Marquis de Morbiere made his ap-
pearance, at last he entered, clad in full aw-
mour, and followed by one of his esquires,
bearing his shield and battle-axe.

“1 suppose your visit to be of unfriendly
bearing,” said he in a stern voice to the Barons;
“ your pleasure.”

“ I am sorry to say your conclugion is right,”
answered the veteran; ¢ we come to demand
the lady Isabel de Barsas.” ~

The words were as a thunderbolt to the
guilty man, but he recovered himself with his
usual address, afd answered, “ I know nothing
of her; you must seek her elsewhere.”

“ She is within the walls of this castle,”
cried the vetcran.

¢ She is not.”

« She 1s,” quoth Ferneuf; ¢ you had her
carried off from the castle of Briangon.”

¢ You lie by your throat,” exclaimed the as-
sassin; “ I have never seen her since I last
saw her at her father’s castle.”

15



178 ISABEL DE BARSAS.

¢ That is false,” said the veteran ; ¢ we have
her own testimony of the contrary.”

“ Who cares for testimony,” cried Morbiere ;
¢ the word of an eloping wench to be taken?
I would not be troubled with her.”

“1 tell you in your face you have her in
your castle; give her up this instant, or your
life shall pay the forfeit.”

¢ Recant your threats,” said the ferocious
ruffian; “ or your own lives may pay the for-
feit of your insolence before you leave this
castle.” "

¢ I care for neither you or your castle,” cried
the veteran; “ 1 can face both.,”” Ile was in-
terrupted by the entrance of Baba, who (from
his master’s not paying any attention to the
circumstance) must have been previously or-
dered to attend. -

I repeat before my jester,” said the Mar-
quis, “ that Isabel de Barsas is not in this cas-
tle, and that I know notfixing of her; with thisan-
swer you may be satisfied, and leave my castle.”

Baba seemed to sink beneath the weight of
contending feelings; he immediately guessed
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what they came for, and appeared struggling
to speak.,

“ You may say what you will,” quoth the
Baron de Ferneuf; “but we have proofs of yaui
having once carried her off ; and likewisc her
maid ; and of your having treated them both
with brutal cruelty ; of your having again car-
ried off Isabel de Barsas, we accuse you, and
demand her back.”

“ Baba,” said the Marquis, addyessing him-
self to the jester, ¢ you must bear witness to
the truth, and give ‘he lie to”these insolent
nobles.”

The jester considered for a moment; then
raising up his heatl, as if to give more weight
to his words, he said, “ Had you not appealed
to me, I would have spared your honour by re-
maining silent ; but as Iam to speak the truth,
and that 1 am fearless of its consequences, I
declare most solemuly, as I would if they were
the last words I have-to ‘speak, that you had
the lady lsabel de Barsas in the forsaken part
of your castle; that you had her maid !ike-
wise, and that it was I tha} let Margaret out.”
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< Fiend of hell,” exclaimed the enraged
Marquis, drawing his sword to run it through
the jester, ¢ you shall die as a liar.” He made
a desperate thrust at him, but it was fortu-
nately guarded off by the veteran who struck
the sword away with his battle-axe.

¢« speak truth,” said Baba, “and I de-
clare that the Lady Isabel is at this moment
confined in the same room as the first time.”

“ You lie,, vile grub.,” Asthe Marquis said
this, he again attempted to kill the jester, but
was prevented by the dexterity of the veteran,
who said with increasing sternness, “ We
had proof enough without this good man’s tes-
timony ; all doubt is now at an end, and we
must have your final answer; do you mean to
give up the lady Isabel?”

“ No!” exclaimed the wretch; o you have
your answer, and may take yourselves off, un-
less you wish to visit my dungeons.” *

“ Consider the co}lsequences of your con-
duct,” said the Baron de Ferneuf.

“ That is my business, and not yours,” re-
plied the other ; ““leave my castle gnis moment.”
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“ You shall be satisfied,” said the veteran;
¢ but T must first have your answer to this pa=
per.” He handed it to the Marquis, who opened
it, read it, then pulling off his gauntlet, apa
throwing it with the paper at the veteran, said
with a sneer, ¢ take your answer.”

“ You shall see us again,” cried the veteran.
The Marquis made no reply, but left the hall
with his ’squire, contenting himself with cast-
ing a look of contempt upon him as he turned
away.”

Thinking it most likely that orders might
be given to detain them in the castle, the
Barons hastened into the court yard where they
mounted their hbrsgs, and cleared the port-
cullis, which was raised to let them out; Baba
followed close behind, but he was not seen by
them, until they were many paces from the
castle.

“ Here is the jester,”' said Ferneuf to his
friend ; then addressing himself to Baba, asked
if he had any thing to say.

« T seek protection,” said Baba, melting



182 ISABEL DE BARSAS.

into tears; “ if I am left behind, I shall be
murdered.”

“ Come with us then,” said the veteran, “we
-will take care of you ; but you will perish with
cold” .

“T shall keep myself warm with walking,”
said Baba.

“ We cannot spare you time for walking;
come with us, we will mount you.”

The jester was deplorably off, having nothing
upon his head, or sny extra covering to keep
him from the sharpness of the frost: he never-
theless followed the Barons until they rcached
the troop; he started. back as he beheld them,
but judging from their atitude that they
were friendly, he followed the Barons among
them. v

“ What news?” cried young Rolincour.

“ Nothing good,” answered Ferneuf.

“Why, who have you got there ?”

% The Marquis’s jester:”

“ How came you by his jester?”

“ Because he is too honest a man for him,”
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“ We were just going to attack the castle,
when we heard you coming.”

“ We shall have to do it soon,” said the ve-
teran, “ we shall lose no time, I warrant you.)
He then related word by word what had taken
place with the Marquis.

“ Let us attack the castle at once,” ex-
clained several of the men.

“ That would be folly,” said the veteran, who
was a judge of such matters ; “ we must have
fifty times as many men to bave any hopes of
success,” ’

“We can do nothing till we strengthen,”
said Ferneuf; ¢ his castle seems well defended.
I saw a great numlfer of men about.”

“So did I,” said the veteran; “ the guard
room appeared full.” *

“ The whole castle is in a state of de
fence,” said Baba; ¢ it has lately been re-
paired.” «

Time being too prectous to be lost in confe-
rence, Baba having tied a handkerchief about
his head, was put up behind one of the horse-
men, and the cavalcade ro.de back at a brigk
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pace towards the little inn at which they had
baited in the morning. When they arrived
there, the veteran desired that Baba might be

- called ; the message was immediately carried
by the host, and the jester returned with him.
¢ 8it you down, my honest fellow,” said he;
“ you behaved like a man.”

“I am glad you think so,” said Baba; “1
could not bear to tell a lie to the prejudice of
the lady Isabel.”

“ You were right,” said Ferneuf; * your
conduct is highly praiseworthy. How do you
know that she is in the castle?

“ Last night I heard her scream out for
mercy ; she seemed in greav distress.”

¢ Are you sure it was her?”

¢ Quite sure, Sir; her voice is too familiar
to me to mistake it.”

“ Don’t you think you could have saved her,
as you did her maid?”

¢ No, Sir, or it would have been done.”

“ In what part of the castle is she then? is
she confined in one of the dungeons?”

. No, Sir ; she is confined in an upper room
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in the part of the castle which is supposed to
be uninhabited.”

“ What! is that part inhabited ?”

¢ It is indeed, Sir.”

“ By whom?”

# By two murderers.”

“ Who have they murdered?”

“ I know of one victim who now lies wasting
away in a dungeon.”

“ A man or a woman?”

“ A young woman; who wds starved to
death for being too virtuous.”

¢ I remember hearing of a story of the kind,”
said the Baron de Ferneuf; “is it true?”

¢ Quite true, Sir,” replied the jester; ¢ I have
seen her with my own eyes.”

“ When?”

“ When I succeeded in saving Margaret, the
lady Isabel’s maid.”

¢ She has told us of. your saving her,” said
the veteran; “ but how came you to get her
out of the castle?”

¢ I found all the doors open.”

“ Who opened them?” ’
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“ I know not.”

“ Do you know how Isabel escaped ?”

. “ Yes, Sir; when I was last at the castle of
Barsas I heard the wonderful story from Domi-
nick.” ’

“ Here, take a cup of wine; it will warm
you.”

Baba took the wine, and the conversation
was interrupted by an intimation that the men
were ready to start.

It was found that one of them had a cloak
which he had brought to throw over his ar-
mour in case of rain, and which was of no use
to him, as the day was clear and frosty; he
lent it to the jester, to whom it proved an
invaluable acquisition, as he was almost perish-
ing with cold.

During Baba's examination, fenry de Ro-
lincour remained a silent listener to what was
said: he quite sickéned at the horrible tale of
the unfortunate young woman, and longed to
avenge the wrongs of which she had been the
victim. His feelings were scarcely more har-
rowed up than those of the two Bayons, for
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the veteran vowed that he had never been so
disgusted with the sight of plains covered
with killed and wounded, as he had been by
the description Baba gave them of the manner
in which he found the female in the dungeon.

* [sabel may share her fate,” said he; “ he
will stop at nothing ; and now he will be doubly
desperate.”

“ We must hasten on then,” quoth Henry de
Rolincour; “not a moment must be spared ; if,
we linger, she will be lost.”

These words seemed to excite the whole ca-
valcade ; they pressed their horses forward,
and began to draw sear to the castle of Rolin-
cour. But their horses had done a hatd day’s
work and were scarcely able to get on, they
were therefore obliged to relax.

Night had long overtaken them before they
reached the end of their day’s journey ; at last
they summoned the castle gbard, and the sound
of Henry’s well-known voice, gained them in-.
stant admittance.

When they had dismounted, Henry desired
one of the upper gservants to see to Baba’s
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comfort; he then led his friends into the sa-
loon, where they found the family anxiously
waiting for their return.

¢ You have been unsuccessful I see,” said
the Baron de Rolincour.

4 We have,” replied the Baron de Ferneuf.

¢ I thought it would be so,” said the Baro~
ness ; “ whenever I feel unhappy as ] have
done to-day, it is sure to be the forerunner of
evil.” .

“ We are’as unhappy as yourself,” said
Henry ; “ and you will be more so than you
are, when you hear what we have heard.” He
was immediately requested to relate all he
knew, buat he asked the veteran to do it for
him, as he could better tell what had taken
place in the interview with thg Marquis de
Morbiere : he begged, however, to take off his
armour first, and his companions being as
tired as himself, wére glad to follow his ex-
ample. They were instantly assisted by seve-
ral attendants who ridded them of their metal,
and bore it away to their respective apart-
ments.
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CHAPTER X.

THAT a true idea may be formed of the suf-
ferings which our heroine endured, it is neces-
sary to carry back the reader to the night of
the wedding at the castle of Briangon.

During the whole of thes evening she had
been employed in attending upon the Du-
chess’s guests, and giving the necessary orders
for their being supplied with whatever was
wanting to their %entertainment. Her great
good nature rendered the task agreeaBle to her,
whilst at the same time all classes were de-
lighted with the urbanity of her manner; for it
.was impossible to discharge the duties which
.she had' undertaken with more grace and
kindness. The Duchess, ‘Susan, and Mary de
‘Moselle were employed in the same hospitable
.way. In one of the apartments Isabel re-
marked a number of persons who eyed lier
with :an ajr, of curiosity which -sonfewhat
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alarmed her; she fancied they wondered at her
officiousness as there were but few females in
the room. Had she been aware that so large
a number of men were assembled together she
would not have gone in at all. What she at
first took for astonishment she soon attributed
to rudeness, as they hustled her about with
very little ceremony ; she took it as a hint for
her to dgpart, and made all the haste she
could to get to the opposite door, being nearer
to it than to the one through which she had
entered ; but she found the difficulty increase,
and felt herself carried away by a strong
currept, against which it was impossible to
resist ;hey bore her away in this manner to a
third door, which communicated with a gallery
leading to the outer court, when suddenly
she was caught up, and carried off, in
defiance of cries and entreaties. The man who
bore her away she recognised to be the same
from whom she had taken the dagger. Fearful
that her cries might bring persons to her as-
sistance, Carl halted, and grasped his victim
tight® round the arms whilst sqme of hia ac-
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complices forced a handkerchief into her
mouth to prevent her complaints being heard.
He rushed forward again to where the Marquis
de Morbiere and a few men who held the
horses of the rest, stood waiting for them.
The Marquis was muffled up in a large cloak
fastened close round his face so as to hide
his features which would otherwise have
been seen by the light reflected out of the
castle : but Isabel knew his woice too well to
mistake him, and shuddered with horror as it
sounded upon her ears. One of the men
threw a large cloak about her, which covered
her head as well s her person, and she was
immediately fastened upon a horse in; f,ront of
Carl; the Marquis and the remainder of the
men mounted, and rode off at full speed,
taking a cross cut with which Carl had ren-
dered himself familiar. ‘

Isabel had now her hdnds at liberty, and
pulled out the handkerchief from her mouth ;
she screamed aloud, but she was only answered
‘by the hoarse laugh of the ruffians that sur
rounded her. _
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When they had proceeded a little way the
Marquis rode up by Carl’s side, and said to
her, in an undisguised voice, “ You see, young
iady, that your freaks are of no use.”

She returned no answer.

“ The girl’s giving herself airs again,” said
Carl; “ we must teach her better manners this
time.”

¢ Depend upon that, Carl,” said his master;
« T won’t he fooled again, I can tell you.”

« That’s .right,” quoth the journeym.au,
¢ show her you’re her master ; curse the wench,
she gives us more trouble than she’s worth.
Why don’t you speak, young devilment?
Where’s your tongue, slut, aye?”

« She won’t talk,” said the Marquis ; “ I'll
see whether she holds out when I get home.”

Isabel still remained silent, Yut she was
naore busily employed than Carl thought ; she
felt gently about Iis belt for his dagger, re-
.membering that she owed her former preserva-
tion to it. After much search she succeeded
in taking it, and concealed it as carefully as
she ¢ould among Her clothes,
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The wotion of the horse prevented Carl’s
fecling the withdrawing of the weapon. His
mind was directed another way ; he was musing
over the plan which he had laid down for the
re-capture of Margaret, in which his employer
had faithfully promised to aid him, as the re-
ward of his present exploit, should he succeed
in carrying away the unhappy person of whom
he had made himself possessed.

As Isabel conccaled her in'ize. she trembled
convulsively, lest, by its being missed, she
should be searched, and the only defence she
had in the world be taken from her. She wept
bitterly, but her sobs reached not he.ears of
the impious monster; and if they Had been
noticed by him, they would only have called
forth fresh expressions of cruelty.

As they travelled on at a brisk gallop, Isabel
thought of many plans of escape ; but after
much self-debate, so m:auy difficulties arose to
prevent their success that they were despaired
of as fast as they were imagined. By one des-
perate endeavour which she made she risked
somd dreadfud accident, if net her life: she

VOL. 1II. K
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tried to unloose herself from the straps by
which she was bound, and succeeded in un-
deing two of them ; had she been able to have
unbuckled the third, it was her intention, by a
desperate struggle, to throw herself off the
horse, an(L take advantage of the darkness of
the night to creep into the wood through
.which they were at that time proceeding., She
calculated #hat if she could but fall to the
ground the horse:u ‘behind mxght clear ber, and
before Carl could pull up shé tmbht effect her
purpose. For a long time she tried to un-
buckle tb,e third strap, but all hopes instantly
vamsha& for Carl discevered what she was
doing, and giving her a violent blow on the
hand, exclaimed, “ Let the buckle alone, you
confounded slut, I suppose you wre trying to
get away; if you do not let the buckle alone,
I'It run you through the body and leave you to
shift for yourself, an’ curse you; do you think
we're to be fooled in this kind of way?”
Isabel made no answer; and the ruffian con-
tinued: “I say, master, here’s this devil-
ment trying to .get away againg ¥ she sn’t
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quiet I will tie her hands together or heave
her down and ride over her for a finish ; she
gives us more trouble, an’ curse her, than.we
ever had with one of her sort before. Why
don’t you speak, you stupid drowsy wench?
why don’t you speak, aye?” .

¢ Never mind, Carl,” said his master, “ she
will find her tongue when we get her to the
castle, take my word for that, on by my faith
she shall have,)qothmcr to ‘eat, and be left to
perish, as she’ deserveﬁ ina duno‘eon

“ That’s the best way,” Cl‘le.d Carl, “ better
put her there at once; we will Seg, 'how the
devilment likes her lodging v; !

“ She shua’n’t be long going thef'® unless she
lowers her note,” replied the Marquis. ¢ Let
her alone now, we will have enough to say to
her by and by.”

“ Ah, you're a f"unt hearted fool,” quoth the
hireling.

The Marquis pocketed the compliment, and
pushed his horse on, causing the whole caval-
cade to do the same.

They travelled the whole et the might with-

x 2
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out halting, and only arrived at the castle of
Morbiere at break of day: the men seemed ex-
hausted, and the horses scarcely able to move.
They rode round to the postern gate, by which
Isabel had been the first time conducted, and
dismounted. The Marquis unlocked the gate,
and led his horse through; Carl followed with
his prisoner, and the rest came after. At the
sound of harses’ feet the new gaoler (who
was the man whose duty it used to be to
attend to the wants of the péréons in the de-
serted part of the castle, from the inhabited
part,) came to meet his master, bearing a light
to show them in. Carl having unstrapped
his prisoner, took herup in his arms and carried
her in, preceded by the Marquis. The re-
niwinder of the cavalcade sought their own
gnarters.  Isabel knew resistance toebe vain,
ske therefore said nothing; Carl carried her
into the same room in which she had hefore
Leen confined, and placed her upon the sofa;
the Marquis immediately sat himself down by
her side, and slipt his arm around her waist :
this was more thar she could bear 3 “<XKeep off,
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vile man!” she exclaimed, starting from his
grasp; “ keep off, I say, and do not insult
me!” ,

“ You must be brought to your senseé, my
pretty,” said he; ¢ you have played your game
long enough. In this castle shall you pass the
remainder of your days.” "

He waited expecting an answer, but finding
that she returned none, he said, “ Carl, you
may retive, tell Paul to bring up something to
eat.” Carl did as he was desired. No sooner
was the Marquis left with Isabel than he began
urging his suit as if he had done nothing to
lower himself m her estimation. ¢ You know
’ said he, with pretended ten-
derness ; “ you, and you alone are to blame for
being carried oft; why were you so hard-
hearted ? why did you not consent to enter into

how I love you,’

an honourable union with me ? surely you can
never choose a man“who loves you half so
well: and as for that Albert de la Lance, who
is he? what is he? You are too sensible a
woman to lose yourse.lf by such an alliance :
With g ‘mere upstart, a man of nothing; an
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adventurer, a man who could never raise you
above the level to which you would humble
yoursclf. Think of my rank, think of my
* fortu'ne, and my connexions ; think of my vast
possessions : all this may become yours if you
" will consent to live with me upon your own
terms. Whatthink you, Isabel? will you save
me the pain of forcing you to compliance, by
promising to remain with me ?”
“ I have listened to you, Sir,” she replied,
“ that I might know how far your villany is
capable of reaching. You fancy because you
have me in your power, by an artifice so base
that it lowers you to the level:of the common
cut-throat, that I must submit to become the
partifer of your infamy. You are vain enough
to suppose that I can forego an honourable
‘affeetion for the dishonour of sharing your
boasted wealth. You must indeed have an ex-
traordinary portion of presumiption! Do you
suppose, Sir, that because I am young, I am
ainable to distinguish between virtue and vice ?
If ?rou do, you are mis'taken. A man who by
the basest scheme dares carry off a_female
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from under her father’s roof, must at any rate
be a fit object for the contempt of the world ;
a man who aims at the destruction of virtue,
must be a wretch, too vile to be endured ; "and
a man who dares insult a helpless female with
the proposition which you have just made, is
too detestable to deserve the name of man!
Send me back to my friends, Sir; you can
offer no other reparation for the injury you have
done me ; rid me of your presence if you have
one spark of humanity. You.need not flatter
yourself to alter my opinion of Albert de la
Lance by your contemptuous mention of him;
I respect him ag much as I despise you.”

“ A very fine speech,” cried the Marquis
sneering in her face ; ¢ you are a most inimit-
able actress: [ like to see a flirting jilt pretend
to decorum.—Come, come, Isabel, throw off*
this ill-fitting mask, there never was a woman
who would not takg amy lover she could get :
you are made of the same materials as the rest;
you have amused yourselt~long enough.”

She was too indignant to reply, but he
seemed determined to provoke all angwer from
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her. ¢ Don’t you think this is a nice com-
fortable room? we can be very happy here ; but
if you like more splendour you shall have it if
yot promise to love me.”

¢ The more you say, the more you make me
despise you,” said Isabel; “ if I am to die,
murder me at once, Or causc your emissarieés to
murder me as they did my unfortunate father;
but I wili live and die virtuous!”

“ You are an impudent head-strong girl, and
you must be tanght better manners.”

“ Give me a lesson of justice then, and re-
lease me.”

“ I will teach you how {o use power, by
keeping you here, and doing my pleasure by
you.”

“Kill me at once, and put me out of my
misery ; I am less fearful of dea.th thag L am of
yourself.”

“ I must make yow my wife first, and if 1
can’t do that perhdfs T may grant yom res
quest.”

“ I am innocent, therefore death has no hor-
rors for me.”
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“ You talk like a child, and must be treated
as one.”

“ Treat me as you will, but leave my pre~
sence.” R

« Here’s vour breakfast coming ; you shall
be left alone for a couple of hours, I will theu”
come back to you.”

At the same moment Paul came in with the
breakfast ; Isabel shuddered as she bcheld a
man sent to wait upon her; ske knew not of
Barbara’s death, and coucluded he must be
sent as being a greater enel;ly to the human
race than she was.

Paul was as a man, what Barbara was as a
woman, cruel to the utmost ; delighting in his
master’s profligacy, capable of every crime.
He took a general survey of her, evidently en-
joying the wretchedness of her situation, he,
continued gazing for a minute or two, then put
down the board and left the room, carefully
fastening the door as Bagbara used to do.

All this time Isabel was perishing with cold;
she drew near to the fire and burst into tears.
“ Albert ! " cried she iva paroxysm of despair;

K J
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“my injured Albert! save your unfortunate
Isabel; Oh, save me!—My poor heart will
burst with grief; I stand between murder and
dishonour, and, alas! I have no friend to aid
me. If myAlbert did but know of my captivity,
_if he could but find me out amidst these bar-
barous walls, he would save me at the peril of
his life. O God, have mercy upon me!” She
dropt down upon’her knees, and clasped her
hands together: ¢ forsake not unprotected in-
nocence ; my God, have mercy upon me: in
pity save me! »  Almost choaked with tears
she could utter no more, she felt her strength
woing, and endeavoured to gain the sofa, but
in v@in, she sunk down senScless upon the
ground. After Jaying a considerable time she
revived again and reseated herseli near the
fire ; she then took some trifling refreshment.
Having finished her slender meal she proceeded
to reconnoitre the room: her first care was to
examine the slidingﬁpor,’ in which she found
the hole she had bored with the point of the
dagger. She returned to the firc and cut off a
piece of :\'oo'.l from one, of the burning chumps;



ISABEL DE BARSAS, 203

she modelled it into a strong peg which she
concealed for the purpose of securing the
panel: she'then put back her breakfast knife
upon her plate, and carefully picked up, the
chips, which she threw into the fire that they
should not cause her detection.

Had she been certain of being left for some*
time to hersell, she would gladly have taken
a little sleep, as she was much exhausted from
the cold and fatiguc she had syffered during
the preccding night ; but the Marquis’s pro-
mise of returning in a couplé of hours kept
her upon the watch and prevented her taking
the rest which she so much wanted.

Isabel had no®other dress than the ome in
which she had been carried off from the castle
of Briancon; it was of splendour to suit the
occasion for which it had been made, but ill-
suited the situation to which she was reduced.
Her hair was dishevelled, and the ornaments
with which it had been 1; rned were contused-
ly jumbled together. She looked for the im
plements of the toilet which had, during her first
imprisonment, been left .for use, hut they were
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removed away. She nevertheless took oft’ all
the jewels with which her head was strewed,
and smoothed her hair as well as she could.
She then tore off the petticoat part of her upper
dress, and depriving it of its costly trimmings,
converted it into a kind of scarf, which she
pinned closely round her shoulders. Her
jewels she carefully concealed, thinking they
might be of use for the purpose of bribery.

She had not long completed her arrange-
ments, when the boults were undrawn and the
Marquis de §Morbiere made his appearance.
ile looked at the change her dress had under-
gone, and said with a ferocious tone of voice,
whigh thrilled through hey yvcius, “ Who hax
been here?”

“ No one, save your domestic.”

“’Tis false; some onc has furnished yon
with dresses.”

« Noi one has.”

« Whete did you %et them, then?”

« 1 have none but what [ brought with me.

“’Tis false, [ 'say; tell me this instant who
lias been heye !
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« No one, Sir.”

“1If you deceive me, young lady, you shall
repent it ; upon my word I will make you sniart
for your falsehoods.”

Isabel finding herself dishelieved, determin-
ed to be silent, and took no notice of the
many questions which he put her in rapid'
succession. Neveral times he darted towards
her, apparently with an intention to strike her,
but as often retreated; at last, however, as
she persisted in her silence, he became furious
and tore off the scarf which she had made
from her dress ; but to his great mortification
he discovered his mistake, and recognised the
dress she had o1 when he was with her in the
morning. '

“Insolent wretch,” exclaimed the insulted
Isabel: “you must indeed be base to commit
such an outrage.”

‘I beg your pardon, Isabel,” said he, holding
out his hand to her; i‘-;}hought some one had
heen here without my permission, and had
brought you clothes.” )
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« And if they had, would it have been more
than common humanity ?”

“ Promise to be less cruel to me, and you
shall have all you want.”

¢ I will promise nothing, but to despise you
as long as I live.”

"« You are a foolish girl.”

“ Send me away then.”

¢« No, no, I will keep you here to teach you
wisdom. Prgmise, I say, to be more gentle
with me, and you shdll have dresses and jewels,
and all you can ‘wish for.”

“ Have you the infamy to make me such a
proposal? for shame, Sir, you are a disgrace
to your sex. : P

« Isabel, once' for all, be more sparing of
your abuse ; resistance is vain ; you must pro-
mise to give up your de la Lance, yau owe it
me for my long affection.”

“] %you nothmg but hatred and con-
tempt, and you have both ? you have blackened
your name by crimes of too dark a complexion
for me to feel otherwise towards you. Cease
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your persecutions and restore me to my family;
it will save you from being despised by the
world.”

“ The world’s nothing to me ; you are every
thing, and you I will have; think of it, Isabel.
I will not detain you now, you must want
rest.”

“1 do indeed.”

“ Then you shall have it ; I will come to you
again in the evening.” So saying, he left the
room, and fastened the dodr after-him.

Isabel was so sleepy that she ‘was obliged to
throw herself upon the bed to rest for a while;
she did not take any of her clothes off, buf.
rolled herself up *inea blanket, aﬁﬁ exhausted
nature soon resigned lier to a calm repose, in
which she continued until Paul made his ap-
pearance with the dinner, He placed it down
upon the table, and eyemg her with great mi-
nuteness, said, ¢ Is there any thing ?r&i want,
which I can get youT” )

“Get me the means of escape from this
castle,” said Isabel.
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“ You apply to the wrong person for that ;
you mistake me, young lady.

“ Then you may retire.”

“ You want to be alone, do you?”

“ Yes.”

“ Then I must go, I suppose. You're a
mighty odd kind of young lady, I must own.”

“Your services are not wanted, you may
retire.”

“ Thank vou; but as yet you are not mis-
tress of this castlé, so I don’t choose to be
crdered about‘by you: I will gowhen I pleace,
and stay as long as I please, without asking
your Jeave.” He said no more, however, but

‘left the ﬁ;o % mutteriLg something which
Isabel could not understand.

She took a very slight meal, and when Paul
had returned and taken away the dinner things,
she lagd herself down upon the bed, and turned
over i'm’kex mind the miseries she had endured ;
but her love for Albert seemed to reward her
for so mauy sufferings, and give her courage
to bear them.
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. At a late hour in the evening the Marquis de
Morbiere came back to her room.  Well,
Isabel,” said he, “ have you thought of what
I said to you?”

“ No, Sir.”

“I must have your answer; will you give .
up all thoughts of your lover?”

“ Never!” she exclaimed with wonderful-
spirit.

“ Think of your folly; can you be mad
enough to think your family will ever con-
sent?” .

“1 owe you no confession, Sir; whatever
my thoughts are, such they will rapyun.

“ You must love me, Isabel;#by heavens you
shall give up my detested rival, or I will cut
out his heart before your own eyes.”

“ You are base enough for any thing.”

“ Give me your hand; come, Isabg], we
won’t quarrel.”

“ Keep back, Sir; let me out of your castle,
and I promise never to say another word to yow.”

“1 have already told you, that you shall not
pass my gates until you’become Mine, I am
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determined, and will never let you out of my
power; you have given me too much trouble
as it is.”

“ You have been so many times answered,”
said Isabel, with dignified composure,  that
I need not waste my words ; my mind has long
been made up. I will never marry you.”

“ Do you mean to say you will never change
your mind.”

« “Ido.” ‘

¢ Since mild means have no power over you,
I will try other means. Hallo, Carl!—Paul !—
come in.” They both rushed into the room.

- Lead ﬁ%mad girl to the dungeons.”

Carl and his associate immediately seized
her; she screamed most dreadfully, but they
were too hardened to mind her, and the Mar-
quis led the way bearing a torch i@ his bhand.
When they had proceeded some distance, he
desirel Carl to sto;, and asked her whether
she had changed her mind, but her answer was
even more determined than ever. She again
screamed with the most piercing cries, as Carl
went ¢n agai@n, but i only brought fresh insults
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down upon her, for no one came to her assist-
ance. )

The Marquis lighted the way and proceeded
on until he came to the range of dungeons";
Isabel was then commanded to walk, which she
did with a firm step.

They took her into the first dungeon, which
was low, dark, and piercing cold. Then in the
next, in which laid a quantity of bones, ¢ Be-
hold them!” said the Marquis; “ they were once
covered with flesh and blood ; they were the
victims of their obstinacy.” They next en-
tered the third dungeon, in which laid the un-
consumed remains pf the unfortuna,te female.
“ Look,” said he, pomt1n0‘ to the eorpse. Isabel
gazed in unutterable horror upon the dread-
ful object; her eyes instantly dried; she
stood transfixed like a marble statue, pale

and motionless. “ Look,” said he, ggain;

“ change your mind, or you shall sha¥e the
same fate.” Isabel tried to speak, but she
could not, her tongue cleaved to the roof of
her mouth, her lips were immoveable, her
eyes turned not from the *putrid ‘go.rps& He
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watched her countenance with apparent tvi-
umph ; but her eyes, which had for some time
been fixed upon the female, gradually closed,
and she fell back. Here would have ended all
her sufferings, had not Carl caught her up in his
arms, for her unprotected head was just dash-
ing against the wall.

The Marquis fancied she was dead, and had
her quickly carried back to her room, where
she was laid upen the bed, whilst he ran to his
apartment to fetch something to try to revive
her. The fears of the first moment proved
to have been without foundation, for though
she breathed slowly and with difficulty, she
was evidently alive.
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CHAPTER XI.

By degrees Jsabel revived, but it was only
to return to a full sense of the horrors which
had been exhibited to her in the dungeon. She
looked wildly round, evidently searching for
the decaying corpse, and shé trembled con-
vulsively as if her heart recoiled from the ob-
ject which her eyes searched for; the moment
they fixed themselves upon the Marquis de
Morbiere, she utterddea loud and piercing
shriek, and fell into violent hysterics.

Had the Marquis cver repented of an act of
wanton cruclty it would have been at this mo-
went ; for the deplorable state of the unhappy
Isabel was enough to fill the most hardened
heart with anguish., H¢ felt otherwise, how-
ever, for he flattered himself to have frightened
her sufficiently to bring her to submission ; but
how little did he know what.horoic vighue can
do, witat an amprotected female is capable’ of,
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when urged on by a continued series of bar-
barity.
. The Marquis thought from the agitation of
her mind, that she would relapse into hysterics,
if he persisted for the present in his cruelties;
he therefore told her that he would leave her
to herself for the night, and would see her
again in the morning. The assurance was a
great relief to her, although she did not trust
to the truth of his promise. He told Paul
where he would find a bundle which he de-
sited hint to bring. When the man returned,
the Murquis informaed Isabel that the bundle
contained the dresses v'hich were found in the
room after her escape, reminding her how
much he must value every thing that belonged
to her, to have taken so much care of them.
She made no comment upon his a®fulness, and
he retired with Carl and Paul, wishing her a.
good night, and begging her to think of him.
Isabel was aware that his change of tone
was only the forerunner of further enormities ;
she judged by experience,and was not mistaken.
No sooner hnd he left the room than sie got
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off the bed, although scarcely able to bear
herself upon her legs, and pushed the peg®
which she had made into the hole bored during
her former imprisonment in the sliding door.
Secure as far as this door went, she began bar-
ricading the other in the same manner as she
had done before. But, what were the thoughts
which hurried upon her mind as she piled ~
up the furniture against the door?, The re- .
membrance of the ghost was®so present to her
heated imagination that she almost fancied she
saw its large plumes waving i‘hgawful agitation :
she thought she beheld those piercing eyes
which seemed capaBle of prying into the in-
most recesses of the soul. She thought she
heard the loud crash which preceded the ap-
pearance of the spectre. Willingly indeed
would she have hailed its re-appearance at the
present moment; yes, what would have been
most horrible to her p’ers;cutor, would have
been most welcome to herself.

Having completed her arrangements, she ga-~
thered up the scattered lQgs of woed in the
chimhey, and renewed the fire for the night ;



216 ISABEL DE BARSAS.

she then opened the bundle, and took out such
things as were required ; and being re-attired,
she laid herself down upon the bed, and rolled
herself up in a blanket. For some hours she
watched anxiously, thinking that the spirit
might appear again, and save her from her mi-
serable situation, but it came not, and giving
up all hopes, she exclaimed in heart-rending
_agony, “ Alas! I am forsaken.” She wept
on ‘until she completely exhausted herself;
sleep for a time relieved her of her cares, and
she did not awak,e until a violent knocking at
the door roused her from the bed. It was
broad day-light, and after listening for a
while, she recognised the voice of Paul who
wished to know whether she was dressed and
ready for her breakfast. She answered in the nc-
gative, and the man said he would come again
in half an hour. At first she dreaded that he
had tried to open the door, and finding it fas-
tened, would take away the furniture with
which she barricaded it; but her fears were
removed by the remembrance that she had not
heard the holte undrawn. She hastenetl to
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take away the chairs and tables, and replace
them in the manner in which they were before,

Paul was punctual to his time, brought
in the breakfast, and asked her (from his mds-
ter,) whether she would like his company; to
this she gave a positive negative, and he went
away muttering oaths and threats which were
evidently meunt for her ear, but which it ap—~
peared he did not dare speak out.

The little Isabel felt herself “capable of
taking, she took as svon as it was brought in,
fearful that the Marquis de Morbiere would
pay his promised visit, or i defiance of her
forbidance would come to breakfast with her;
she had long done, how ever, before he undrew
the bolts and let himself into the room. The
sight of him turned her blood cold as ice ; she
knew him to be the murderer of the unfor-
tunate female in the dungeon, and it was
enough, had he done no ntore, to stamp upon
his face the history of his deeds ; Isabel could
read in his looks the crimes of his life. Hor-
rible it was indeed to be in the power of such

YQL. 111, L
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a man, and to consider that he knew no mercy,
and was dead to all those better feelings of
which so few, even of the worst men, are void.
He placed a chair familiarly by her side, and
said, “ How does my dear girl do this morning?
did you dream of me?——Whydon’t you answer
and tell me how you do?——You seem deter-
" mined to provoke me! well, since that is the

case, [ insist upon knowing what line of con-
duct you mean to adopt. Will you love me?”

“ No!” rephed the heroic girl in the most
determined manner.

“ You wont! do you meapsto say you can’t
love me?”

¢ [ neither will or can love you ; that is my
meaning.”

¢ Will you promise to remain with me with-
out being forced to it ?”

“ Never.” )

“ Then you shall go and keep company with
the young woman in the dungeon, who was
just such a stupid headstrong girl as yourself.”

“1 am yeady to die!”
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* You are mighty brave ; I would like to try
your mock-heroism.” 3

“ I tell you, Sir, I would rather submit tg a
thousand deaths than to live a day in your pre-
sence: the corpse of the murdered is less
odious to me than the face of the murderer.”

“ Insolent wretch, you shall pay me for
this.” .

“ Iam no wretch: happy would it be for
you if you had so little to adswer for.”

“ Isabel, you have tried me to your utmost ;
vou have lavished more insolence upon me
than I ever pard®ned from any woman: T tell
you once more, wild I Fear to you, that un-
less you promise to reject your arrogant lover,
and consent to make over that affection to me,
you shall be chained to the same stone with
the girl below, and we shall see whether her
mouldering carcass will not bring you to your
senses.” :

Isabel saw by his manner that he was deter-
mined to put his threat into execution; she

{thought, therefore, that i she could gain
~time her friends might come to her assistance,
L2

~



220 ISABEL DE BARSAS.

« What time will you give me to consider
Your proposal.”

“ Three days.”

“ It is not long enough.”

“ A week then.

“ Very well: in a week you shall know my
final determination : hut what guarantee do you
give me for my peace until then?”

“ 1 swear, to you by all that is most sacred,
that you shall not be questioned upon the sub-
ject for a week.”

“ You must swear more : you must swear to
leave me by myself for a week.”,

“ No, Isabel, I m#t see you every day.”

“ Will you swear then to pay your visits but
once a day ; it is the only chance you have of
a favourable answer.”

«1 consent then, if you allow*me to see
you every morning after your breakfast.”

« Granted.” '

“ Give me your hand then.”

Isabel gave him her hand, although it ap-
peared to her as if she thrust it into a vessel of
human blood. Such was his vanity that he
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flattered himself with having triumphed over
her, and allowed himself to be deceived intoa
belief that she really began to change her
mind. He attributed his success, however: to
a cause which any other man would have
disclaimed with horror, to the scenes which hee
had made her witness the night before. This
suspension of hostilities kindled a ray of hop®
within her breast; but heavy were the hours
which followed, for she looked for friendly
aid, and none appeared.

Her unprincipled persecutor did not long
stay with her; he said he had business of
importance to transadk which would detain
him some hours, he therefore took leave of
her and promised to pay her a visit on the fol-
lowing morning.

Isabel was comparatively happy when left
to herself, she was then at liberty to reflect
upon her deplorable* situation, and upon the
chances she had of cscape from her detested
prison. The murdered female was constantly
before her eyes, even in the logy of blazing
wood she could almost trace her fikeness.
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She had never before seen a human corpse, and
the sight was associated with so many dreadful
ideas, that the more she thought of it the more
shocking the impression became. That a man
'should commit so barbarous an act, that he
should put todeath, by means of long continued
tortures, a helpless female, whose only crime

"=was being too virtuous ; that he should allow
her body to remain unburied and exposed to all
kinds of outrages, -and that he should exhibit
such a terrible specimen of his own depravity
with a view to frighten another female from
her duty, was more than she could compre-
hend ; the whole appeared » dream, a shadow
which had passed before her eyes.

She never was guilty of deceit before, and
now she was driven to dissemble to save her
life ; 1t was surely excusable, and‘yet she was
not pleased with herself for having been
frightened into what she would not have done at
any other time. The thought suddenly struck

. her that she would be likely to escape if she
could withdraw the sliding door, ad make her
way thiough the .inhabited part of the casile.
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She considered a long while whether she
should make the attempt or not, and at Jast
determined to run all risks: she accordingly
pulled out the peg which she had put into the
panel, and endeavoured to slide it open, but it
was securely fastened on the other side, ren-°
dering it quite impossible to open it from the
room in which she was confined. ‘
Her next essay was at the window, thinking
it possible that she could, by removing one of
the iron bars, make a sufficient opening to let
herself through, then slide down, by means of
slips of blanket tied to each other, into the
court beneath, trora which she hoped to be
able to make her escape. Paul’s entrance
stopt her in her proceedings, and she with dif-
ficulty concealed the dagger which was in her
hand at the time when he undrew the bolts and
unlocked the door. There was something hur-
ried in her appearance which seemed to rouse
his fears, and caused him to look about him
very attentively ; but Isabel guessed what he
was doing;¥nd by divexting his attention to
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her diuner by asking some common-place
question about it, put the man off his guard:
she thus succeeded in avoiding his scrutinizing
looks. She was nevertheless much frightened,
thinking he had seen the movement she made
to conceal the dagger, but she was mis-
taken, as he only noticed something hurried
which indicated that he had come at an un-
seasonable time.

It may well be imagined that Isabel had no
great appetite for her dinner; she ate so little
that the sulky old attendant, who chose for the
first tune to wait upon her, remonstrated upon
the little honour she did the’extra good things
which were this day sent her by order of his
master. This improvement in her diet was
probably occasioned by the hopes yitll which
he was impressed. Finding that she did not
improve, the man rcmonstrated again, telling
her how angry his mastei would be if he knew
the little she took to sustain her. He appeared
nettled that his remonstrances were so unat-
tended to, and again muttered sdething to
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«

himself which she tried to make out, but her
effort was as vain as on former occasions, and
he did not seem at all disposed to communti-
cate his thoughts. If he grumbled and mut-
tered wnintelligible words, it was at least a
comfort to Isabel that he was not so commu-
nicative and insolent as Barbara, although he
had given a fair proof of what he was capable
of doing in conducting her to the dungeons.
When he returned to her room in the eveu-
ing, she noticed a considerable change in his
appearance; he looked more solemn, and
seemed to be plodding over some dark scheme
of destruction. Ide spoke not a word, re-
newed the fire, did what was necessary in the
room, and nodding to his prisoner, as if to
wish her good night, retired and fastcned
the door. [Isabel immediately hegun the la-
horious operation of piling up chairs and tables
against the door, and placing them so as to
prevent its being opencd. Shc then rolled
herself up in a blanket, and having offered up
to her Mal\cr a fervent prayer for the happ:-
ness and sa.fety of her Athert, for *heresperdy
LD
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delivery, and for her family and friends, she
fell into a quiet slumber.

! Early in the morning Isabel arose, and re-
placed the order of her dress; Paul soon after
brought her breakfast, and in a few moments
the Marquis de Morbiere entered the room.
He looked quite furious, and eyed her with
inexpressible contempt. ¢ Well, Madam,” said
he, “ so you have desired the assistance of a
parcel of adventurers, have you?”

“ I know not what you mean, Sir; pray ex-
plain yourself.” She said this with so much
eenuine innocence, that it quieted his fears at
once, and he thought it most prudent not to
awaken hopes of escape, by telling her of the
visit he had received on the preceding day.

“ Never mind, lsabel,” said he, “ 1 made
an awkward mistake, I meant nething by it ;
give me your hand, my dear.”

This was almost a death-blow to her; she
hesitated w moment, and trembling gave it.

« Well, Isabel, have you thought of me?”

“ You promised not to ask me a question of
the kind fot a week ; this is but the first day.”
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_“ Surely I may remind you of it.”

“1 shall not forget it; you must keep to
your engagement.” *

“ That is all very well, Isabel ; [ never meant
to bind myself down so narrowly; you must
let me speak to you of what so mearly con-
cerns me.”

“1 claim the fulfilment of your promise;,1
said I would consider your proposal, and give
you an answer in a week from this day.”

“ A week from yesterday.”

“ No, Sir, from to-day; I consent to no
other terms.”

“ You are a strangely obstinate girl; I
greatly fancy you are but making a fool of
me.”

“ You may of course fancy what you will;
what I promise, I do ; and have a right to claim
the same of you.”

“So be it then ;—shanld you deceive my
hopes, then, Isabel, your fate will be terrible.”

“ You seem to have extraordinary ways of
gaining a woman’s affection, by making yow-
self out a tvrant.”
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“Tt is no joking matter, Isabel; wy mind is
fully made up.” :

“ Very well, you shall have my answer in a
week from this day.”

To this proposition he again agreed, and
soon after left Isabel to return to the inhabited
part of the castle, where active preparations
were already making for its defence.

The Marquis de Morbiere’s mind was by
no means -at ease, as the nwmber of his
opponents promised to be much greater than
he could muster to meet them. He had, how-
ever, one great point in his favour, he was sur-
rounded with stiong walls, against which the
enemy’s horsemen could’ not be brought into
action.

Having effectually persuaded Adrien de
Barsas that he had never beensgoncerned in
the carrying ofl’ of his sister, and having morc-
over as firmly persupded him that Albert de Ia
Lance was alonc concerned in it; he imagined
a plan as bold as it was impudent, and imne-
diately put it into execution. He wrote to the
Countde barsas, inferming him that the Barons
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de Rochefort and Ferneuf had oftered him the
greatest insult by accusing him of having car-
ried off Isabel; he protested most solemnly,
upon the honour of a brave knight, thac he
knew nothing of her, and was innocent of the
charge so insolently brought against him. He
appealed to him as a friend, and more espe-
cially in virtue of the warm and honoural:le
love which he still bore his sister, to come to
his assistance, and lend him as large a force
as he could possibly muster; adding that he
cxpected his castle would be attacked in a few
days, and that no time must he lost in sending
the force of which he ¢ould dispose.—This
memorable epistle he dispatched soon after
the unceremonious visit of the Barons, and
was in hourly expectation of his answer; hav-
ing ordered bis courier not to delay his return.

The courier did not reach the castle of
Barsas till the widdle of the night, although
he pushed on his steed at a most unmerciful
rate, without allowing the poor animal the least
refreshment or rest.

Great indeed was the swprise which the
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arrival of such an untimely messenger created
at the castle. He was not admitted until a
n.essage had been sent to the Count, to know
his good pleasure concerning the stranger, who
represented himself as bearer of a dispatch
from the Marquis de Morbiere. Ile was im-
‘mediately ordered 1o be admitted.

_Although the Count was a sound sleeper, and
was generally very wrath when disturbed from
his rest, he did not evince the least impatience
on the present occasion, but took the packet
and perused its contents His astonishment
equalled his indignation ; he thought his friend
an injured man, and at once determined to lend
him his assistance. The warder who carried
the letter to his bedside reminded him that the
courier waited for an answer. He desired
writing materials to be brought him, and wrote
these few words:

»* Within four days, you shall have five hun-
dred stout men in metal; had I twenty thou-
sand you should have them ; I will be with you
to-morrow.” .

'The letter was in am instant sealed, af¥ de-
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livered to the messenger, who had scavcely
time to take a crust of bread and a cup of wine.
It was found that his horse was too much ex-
hausted to resume the journey, for the montent
it got into the stable it laid itself down com-~
pletely done up. The Count was informed of,
the circumstance, and ordered him to be fur-
nished with another steed. The one they sq-
lected for him was suited to the occasion; it
was fleet and fiery, so that the inan had fair
hopes of returning home some hours withir
the time allowed him for the journey.

‘When he arrived at the castle of Morbiere,
the portcullis wa.. quickly raised, and he gal-
loped into the court-yard, where his lord was
oiving directions for the expected event.

For a moment he hardly dared open the let-
ter, for fear it should contain something which
might relate to his atrocities, or a refusal of the
favour which he had, stooped to ask.— He
broke the seal, and was again startled by the
few lines which the letter contained ; he turned
away to avoid the eyes which were fixed upon
him, dnd walked many pices before he sum
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moued sufficient courage to peruse the eventful
billet. At last he made a bold resolution, and
tead with unutterable joy the consoling words
which it contained. The news was too good to
be long kept to himself’; he told his people that
. he had quarrelled with several nobles, who had
formed a confederation against him, and threat-
ened to attack his castle; but that he would be
able to punish them for their insolence, as the
Count de Barsas promised him five hundred
mer: * metal; a number which, added to his
own, would be sufficient to drive back the
enemy into their own castles.

Encouraged by the powerful assistance which
his infamous falsehoods procured him, he be-
came doubly brisk, and hurried his men to get
every thing as forward as possible.

One circumstance filled him With doubtful
apprehensions, Baba was no where to be found,
he had searched every corner of the castle,
and it was not until inquiry was made of the
warder, that he learnt his having gone off with
the Barons. He became furious, stormed,
threatened to dismiss the warder, and swore
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destruction to the jester if ever he should fall
in his way. But his oaths and his anger werg
alike useless, Baba was safe beyond his reach.
Thinking it impossible that he could ever
leave so good a place without a prospect of
bettering himself, he felt convinced that the *
Barons had decoyed him away, either to take
him in the same capacity as he held under him;
or that he might serve as a guide 1a, thei: atfack
upon the castle. The latter conclusions caused
him some alarm, for he knew Baba to be fond *
of becoming acquainted with every place and
thing within his range, and consequently to
have long since bedome master of every nook
about the inhabited part of the castle; but
was convinced that he was totally ignorant of
the mysteries of the other part. This thought
somewhat quieted his fears, as the disclosure
of the true state of the sup.posed forsaken por-,
tion of the castle would bring him to everlast-
ing disgrace, if not into the hands of the law.
The first escape of Isabel de Barsas and of
her maid, with the flight of his canfidential
jester, were cicumstances which occasioned
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the Marquis de Morbiere considerable anxiety.
He was aware that Baba knew a tale or two
which would tell infinitely to his disadvantage ;
but the others knew of his infamy, and must
long before Isabel’s second capture have pro-
claimed to the world, what he had hitherto
80 successfuﬂsv concealed by murdering those
;vho had it in their power to make him known.
This cruel policy he had very frequently exer-
cised, and had done it with the most wanton
ldeorree of barbarity.

For the same reason he was determined to
murder Isabel should she hold out; and even
to commit the same horrible act as soon as he
should be tired of her. The unfortunate fe-
male in the dungeon had met her death by
reason of the same wanton pelicy, and her
melancholy end was the type of the fate re-
_served for the virtuous girl who was now in his
power.

" The greatest proof of his complete want of
feeling was his taking her to the dungeon,
wb‘re he ‘not only pointed out what he in-
tended her to suffer, but also displayea his
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baseness; which he would never have done
had he been willing to spare her life. That
Isabel was singled out for a victim, whether
resisting or unresisting, there could be “no
doubt, and every thing tended to strengthen the
belief. As for herself, her mind was made up,
and she tried to argue herself into the necessity
of a solemn preparation for another world.
Thinking that every day might be her last, she
took a kind of leave of all she held dear, and
endeavoured to think with composure or i ©
man from whom she was about to be removed
until they should meet again in heaven: but as
her mind soared oit high, her heart lingered
behind, and she found how difficult it is for
earthly beings to leave the soil which gave them
birth. Still it was not the world that caused
Isabel so much regret, it was her Albert, the
man for whom she suffered so much, and who
was persecuted for her Sake.

Every succeeding hour hurried on her fate;
six days more and the time she had fixed for
the dreadful crisis would lge at hand,: only six
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short days! how brief the time, how melan-
choly the prospect! She thought it almost a
"sin to sleep when she had so few hours to live;
it was wasting the time which might be more
profitably spent. She felt she had no alarming
account to give of herself; her life had been
well spent; she had injured no one; she was
‘resigned.

As these awful thoughts crowded upon her
mind, the rementbrance of the events which
“oceurred during the last days of her residence
at the castle of Barsas, would mingle with
them. Her father’s dying blessing, and his per-
suasion of Albert’s honow, were truly consol-
ing to her; she thanked God that he was
spared the news of the tragic end to which she
was looking forward, and from vhich there
seemed to be no possibility of escape. She
_ did not reproach her mother for her hard-heart-
"ed cruelty, although she was ina great mea-
sure the author of her present sufferings, by
her obstinate hatred for Albert de la Lance, who
could have protected her from the snares of her
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enemy. She forgave her from the hottom of
her heart, and hoped that she might be more,
just to her memory, than she had ever been to
herself.  Isabel was not aware that she was no
nore.
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CHAPTER XII.

Ti.z family of Rolincour did all they could
to prevail upon the Barons de Rochefort and
Ferneufi.to remain with them a day or two, but
the situation of Isabel was too critical to admit
of delay, and themselves too devoted to her
¢4 o impede it. Béfore they retired to rest
they took leave of their hospitable hosts, and
at a very early hour in the morning they left
the castle on their return to the Duchess de
Briangon, who ansiously waited their arrival, in
hopes that they might bring back the umi-
versally beloved Isabel. Making, the best of
their way, they reached the end of their journey
about noon, their men and themselves equally
dejected with the total failure of the under-
taking, '

When they arrived at the castle, their looks
told the fatal truth,and every eye of either sex
was filled with tears ; it was a deadly blow.
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The Duchess, whose ‘'warm heart had made
her entertain great hopes of success, was truly
wretched; Susan was more so if possible, and’
Robert was completely agonized. ‘

“ Don’t cry,” said the veteran ; wiping his
own eyes, which were as moist as the rest:.
“ crying will do no good. Muster your men,
and let us take by force what is refusgdus by
fair means ; where is the young Duke ?”

“ Here am I,” said the Nuke; “ and as mi-
serable as any.”

“ We may still hope,” resumed the veteran ;
“ but we must have men. Ferneuf and I, de-
livered the declumﬁpl’l to the Marquis de Mor-
biere, in answer to which he threw his gauntlet
to us. The challenge is of course accepted,
and we unite like brothers to punish him. Here,
take my horse and let us meet in the hall, that
we may determine at once what to do.”

. ¢« We have been active Itere,” said the Count’
de Moselle ; ¢ the Duke has mustered six hun-
dred hardy vassals who will fight like lions. [
have sent home an express to order a levy of
five ‘hundred men; the Marquis de Beaupré
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will furnish four hundred, besides what the rest
can muster.”

“ I will produce four hundred,” said the
Baron de Ferneuf.

“ And I,” exclaimed the veteran, ¢ will
- send five hundred. The Baron de Rolincour
promises to send three hundred more, com-
mandétuby his son Henry, who is worthy of a
victory.”

They proceeded into the hall, where they im-
“mediately made thesftecessary arrangements,
and the contributing nobles sent expresses to
their several castles, that their men should
march without loss of fime ; they intimated
their destination and the cause of the steps
which they had been led to adopt. The place
agreed upon as the general rendezvous was the
beginning of the wood, close by the dwelling
of honest la Bruydre, the farmer who had so
kindly assisted Margaret in her éscape from the
castle of Morbiere, by conveying her upon his
grizzle horse to the Croix d’Or. The time fixed
for all parties to meet was on the evening of
the third day.
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No sooner were these preliminaries settled
than all the persons who had signed the mani»
festo sat down to write the necessary dis-
patches; the Baron de Ferneuf and the veteran
did the same, notwithstanding their being much
fatigued with their journey, owing to the great’
weight of metal which they carried.‘. They
would take no refreshment before ¢hey had
completed their instructions, and saw the mes-
sengers fairly on their horscs before they rested
or ridded themselves of their armour.

The ladies looked on quite delighted with
the hope which these preparations revived of
the restoration of I$abel : they cncouraged the
warriors to their utmost, and helped making
up the packets. This they requested ‘as a
favour, that they should have the credit of
having contributed somgthing towards the de-
sired end.

At length the task béing completed, the tra-
vellers eased themselves of their metal and
partook of a hasty meal, for which they
seemed to have gained an appetite by the

VOL, 11k, M



2492 ISABEL DE BARSAS.

praiseworthy deeds which they had been
Joing. .

Mary de Moselle was not inactive; she had
been busily employed working the Duke a
sword belt, as she wished him to wear

"it for the first time on his approaching
march, Ile turned out to be much more of
a lad};"s" man than his mother had ever
allowed, for he watched Mary in her work,
and _ geemed much intent upon the manner
in which she handled her needle. His
friends discovered that he watched the hand
and not the needle, and the worker instead of
her embroidery, but he had not the least idea
that they could suspect him of any thing but
a wish to learn. lle nevertheless got much
quizzed, and took it with the gweatest good
humour.
+ The mirth which was thus created did not
last above a minute, the mind was too full of
the sad occurrences which had so lately taken
place, it could dwell upon nothing else.

Robert*was very unhappy for his mother’s
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death, which, together with the loss of his
beloved sister, preyed deeply upon his minds
and stamped a look of wretchedness uponehis
face Susan of course felt as he did. If he
was sorrowful, she was naturally the same,
for she entered into all the feelings of his heart,.
and shared his sorrows as his joys.

Her mother seeing her children $o melan-
choly could not be cheerful, or evén appear so
before her guests; in eveq: part of «the castle
therefore the same appea'rance prevailed.

Robert had greater fears for the life of Isabel
than he even dircd mention to his wife. The
Marquis de Morbiére’s inhumanity left no
hope, and the delicacy of her health rendered
it highly probable that the terrors and priva-
tions which she suffered would put an end to
an existence already rendered burthensome by
so many acts of cruel.ty wvhich had been ex»
ercised against her.

Robert was naturally lively, but he was
now the teverse, and the tender soothings of
his lovely wife, consoling®as_they Svera, had

M P
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not the power to remove the deep melancholy
which overshadowed his heart and spirits.

It was not till the travellers had taken some
refreshment, after havi#g’ dispatched the cou-
riers, that they thought of telling of the addition
they brought in their troop. Baba was re-
lating his tale of woe to the astonished multi-
tudes as3cmbled round the kitchen fire to hear
him, at the‘time that his name was mentioned
in_the sa'aon. He was not a little pleased or
his hearers a little mortificd when he was sum-
moned to the Duchess’s presence, nor was he
allowed to obey until he had pledged himself to
finish his story on his return.

Baba hastened to the saloon, where he was
greeted with every mark of kindness; his
having saved Margaret at the pesil of his life
was too magnanimous an act to be forgotten.
The interest of the scene was greatly height-
ened by the entrance of Margaret herself,
who came to know what hopes they could
give her of her mistress’s restortion. She
had rot yet heard of Baba’s arrival, and the
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moment they beheld each other they rushed
into each other’s arms and mingled together
tears of unaffected joy. In a moment how-
ever the blushing glrl remembercd hemself,
and her confusion at having been salut=
ed by Baba before so large an assemblage
of her superiors, so overcame her that she
knew not which way to turn to hide ksr cop-
fusion ; he was little less ashamed thfin herself.
The Duchess remarked their paintul situation,
and congratulating both upon the .cause of
their joy, told them they might retire and
that Baba would tell his story in the evening.
The terms were pnomptly agreed to, and none
regretted their own disappointment when they
considered the happiness they caused to others.

In the mean time the veteran related more
minutely than he had before done all that had
occurred at the castle of Morbiere.

“ So you think,” sai.d the Count de Mosells,
¢ that he is capable of defending his castle
against so large a force?”

¢ I do indeed,” said the veteran, “ the place
was always strong, but & has bedn rgpaired
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and fortified in 2 manner to add much to his
means of defence.”

+ “ How many men da, you think he can mus-
ter’” said the Marquis de Beaupré; « Five
hundred of more?”

“ I should think upwards of thrice that
immber, from the size of his estates and the
number of his vassals who are able to bear
arms.”

“ Do you suppose he will prepare for the at-
tack whichwe are to make upon him?” said
the Duke,

“I am persuaded of it,” replied the veteran;
‘“he knows we do not trifle with him, and he
won’t be such a fool as to let himself be caught
without resistance.”

‘“ He seemed to ridicule our threat,” said
Ferneuf, “ perhaps to intimidate , or to im-
press us with a belief .of his innocence ; but
his confusion when charged with having car-
ried off Isabel was sufficient to criminate him
if it had been possible to entertain a doubt
on the subject : he is a despicable wretch.”

“ Eyery ‘body will concur with you in that
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dpinion,” said the Countess de Moselle, “ and
I pray that ypu may make an example of
him.” . .

“ Let us alone fog. that,” exclaimed the ve-
teran, “ we will teach him a lesson which he
will not easily forget.”

“How many men can you take against
him ?” said the Duchess, who was ax<iously
listening to every word they said.

“ Much more than three thousand men,”
said the veteran: ¢ alittle army.”™

“ Three thousand men!” exclaimed the
Duchess ; ¢ surely it cannot be!”

“ Pardon me, my good friend,” said Fer-
neuf. “ It is so, and we could muster as
many more if this number was not sufficient
for all purposes; only think the number of
contributors we have ; twenty powerfal nobles, *
combining their forces together, we could
muster men enough gmoag us for a crusades’’

“ So you think we have men enough to beat
him ?” said the Duke to the veteran.

“1 do,” he answered ; “ but he is protected
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by his walls, where every man is as good as
three ; he has to fight for his life, and will, I
dare say, fight very desperately.”

¢ Had we not better enlarge our number?”
said the Marquis de Beaupré.

, “ No,” replied the veteran : “ if more come
they will be acceptable, but as it is we shall
do very svell.”

« When do you meaa to attack him?” said
the Marquis de Beaupré.

“ The flight we get there,” replied the
veteran.

 The night 7" cried she.

“ Yes, Madam,” quoth Rérhefort, “ it is the
best time for carrying a place, and for my
part I look forward to the happiness of snatch-
ing his victim from within his very dungeons.”

" ¢ Noble ! ” exclaimed the Duchess.

“ Tt is right,” quoth the veteran, “and it
shall be done.” L

In this manner they talked over events to
come, until Baba made his appearance.

“ Well, Baba,” said the Duchess, “ how do
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you feel now? have you told Margaret all your
adventures ?

“ Yes, Madam,” replied the jester.

“ Then let us hear them,” said the vettran;
“ Low did you manage to save her?”

Baba related the story with as much clear-
ness as he could, and laid particular stress
on the horror with which he had bes.d filled
on beholding the corpse of thé” murdered
female mouldering away in the dungeon. As
he told this part of the tale, every®cye was in-
tently fixed upon him, every heart was filled
with horror,

“Can it be trpe?” exclaimed one of the
party.

« Upon my oath it is,

»

replied the jester
with considerablc warmth.

« Horrible ! 7 exclaimed the veteran; ¢« I
never heard any thing‘so horrible.”

If the gentlemen were so affected by the
story of the unfortunate female, the ladies were
much more so; tears of pity ran down their
eyes, and they would gladly have enlisted
under the banners of ﬂle.gallant nobles to

®5
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avenge on the worthless Morbicre a death so
horrible and inhuman. .

4 I think we shall make an example of him,”
said Ferneuf; ¢ he will pay dearly for his enor-
mities.”

_“T hope s0,” said the Duchess ; “for he has
thrown us all into sorrow and mourning, and
there 1. no kuowing who we shall have to weep
for next.” .

“ You must not talk so,” said the veteran;
“ we will m1 of us fight hard enough for our
lives ; should any fall, he cannot die more glo-
riously than in the defence of virtue and inno-
cence. What did we not dg in Palestine ? we
did wondegg there hecause we had the cause at
heart, and it will be the same now. Icould fizht
as desperately as in my younger daxﬁ; I fecl )
could.”

Susan did not like to betray the feelings of
her heart, and retired; tor her fears for Ro-
bert’s safety were naturally great, and although
she encouraged his going, and would have
never forgiven herself had she attempted to
dissnade him from it, she had not strength to
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resist the melancholy impression of her mind,
and could not refrain from tears which would
have made Mim very unhappy had he seen
them. :

Robert’s own breast was not at ease; he was
thoroughly brave, but he grieved at leaving his
wife, and considered that his chance was the
common chance of war, perhaps to survive,
perhaps fall in battle.

We do nct mean to say that ties of long
standing are less affectionate, op that people
long married are less fond of each other than
the newly wedded, but it is hard to bhe so
lately united »nd so soon separated : Robert
and Susan thouglfteit so. No blame could be
attributed to Isabel; she was the innocent
cause of the terrible preparations which were
so actively making in many renowned cas-
tles; she did not even know that any one
had enlisted in her defence. What was felt
for her, therefore, was i)ure affection, an ar-
dent sense of the wrongs which were heaped
apon her head, and unalloyed pity.

The veteran, although a baehelor from
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choice, entered into the feelings of the mar-
ried, and did all he could to prevail upon Ro-
bert to stay behind, but Susan rejected the
kind offer with so much’ spirit that he ceased
to urge his request, praising, at the same time,
the exemplary self-denial which she exhibited
fo: the recovery of her husband’s sister. He
saw, however, that grief lurked behind, and
that she felt a sorrow which she would not
impart.

Had Isabel been in safety, and Dominick
with her, Margaret would have considered her-
self the happiest being in existence. Baba
had long been dear to her, but since his having
saved her she quite adored him. Until that
eveni her Hépes were somewhat darkened by
the thought of his holding a situation which
she considered humiliating and degrading ;
had he been the lowest menial in the castle 3
Morbiere she would have preferred it. Upon
this point her ideas were perhaps too formal,
as he had a good salary and an easy place,
but with the exception of the stipend she con-
sidered his prerogatives as so many bars to his
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respectability, to the comfort of a wife, and to
his own, happiness. He was now raised
beyond her most sanguine wishes ; his affec-
tionate anxiety for Ler, and the manner in
which he had saved her, gained him the ad-
miration of his superiozs, and established for
ever his reputation as an honest man. His
spirited conduct in presence of his merciless
master, and his having sacrificed so lucratite a
place in the cause of truth, did not contribute
in a less degree to secure him the patronage of
a number of nobles who would see to his future
prospects in life, and secure his final happi
ness.

Yet with all these bright hopes Margaret
sorrowed at heart for the loss of her mistress,
and ceased not to offer up her fervent prayers for
her early deliverance; but days passed heavily
away without bringing any tidings of her, and
she declared she would never marry Baba
until her return, should she be away for
twenty years. To this arrangement he made
no opposition, for he entertained the sincerest
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respect for her, and often assured Margaret he
did not love her less than she did.
Besides her anxicty for her mistress, Mar-
garet was much grieved for her father, who
she knew to be wasting away in tears and la-
mentations ; she saw no prospect of meeting
hym again, unless he would come to the castle
of Briangon, where he might be certain of
being made welcome for as long a time as he
might be inclined to stay ; but as Albert de la
Lance considered such a step would endanger
the safety of Isabel, he deferred his journcy
until a more favourable opportunity. Albert’s
opinion was given during the Countess’s life-
time, which rendered it :probable that the
caution might no longer be necessary, as
Adxien wik not likely to take sufficient interest
in what happened to those with whom he was
"comnected to take notice of Dominick’s det
parture, or to care for the reason of it.

The whole of the day passed on without any
thing new, besides the succession of prepara-
tions which were making in every part of the
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castle, for the approaching campaign. Num-
berless men were quite indignant at not being
called out, and petltloned to be allowed to
join the warriors in a,ny capacity. Some few
were allowed to indulge their military ardour,
to the great disappointment of others who hoped
to have been selected. ‘

The same spirit of adventure spread thvough-
out the various domains as soorras it was
known that an expedition whas preparing
against the castle of Morbiere. ¥The Marquis
was generally hated, particularly by the la-
bouring classes, who gave much greater credit
to the reports spuad about him than their su-
periors, many of Whom considered them too
infamous to be believed.

In the forenoon of the second day Robert
reccived a letter from Dominick; it was
brought by a speciak messenger, and stated
that warlike preparations were making at the
castle of Barsas, and that the Count had on the
previous day set out on horseback for the
castle of Morbiere, having given secret orders

to his first licutenant; Mut_that ifo oge could
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imagine where the men were going to; although
they were very desirous of knowing, and sus-
pected the forces were intended for the pro-
tection of the unworthy Marquis, who it was
currently reported had been threatened with
immediate attack by several nobles who had
been at his castle.

The news of the icss of Isabel having spread
like wild-fi.e, it soon became the subject of
conversation in the neighbourhood of Barsas,
where it did- .0t fail to produce a strong sen-
sation against the author of the crime, who had
already become so obnoxious by the first car-
rying off of the favourite of the people. Do-
minick spread the alarm in every direction, and
no soonepﬁfl he know that an armed force was
mustering at the castle, than he hastened to
his most intimate friends, assuring them tgat
‘the Count was going to join the unworthy
Mocrbiere, who was the murderer of his late
master, and the ruffian who had carried off
Isabel and his daughter. Every where he was
heard with great earnestness, and so indis-
posed the vassals against their lord, that no-
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thing short of the fear of sévere punishment
could induce them to obey the order to join at
the castle of Barsas. , Many dctermined to
stand their chance, and positively declared they
would not march without knowing arfd.ap-
proving of their destination.

All this Dominick related in his letter to
Robert, and added more in ‘he one which he
sent Margaret ; be begged her to console her-
self, as there was no doubt of the Barsas vas-
sals refusing to fight for the Marquis. He had
urged their refusing to march at all, but in that
respect he had been unsuccessful, as few had
courage to risk thejr, lord’s displeasure, which
he had the means of visiting so heavily upon
them. o

Margaret immediately brought Robert the
letter, which he submitted with his own to the
friends who were occupied in the deliverance
of his sister.

Never was the veteran so furious ; the idea
of Adrien’s joining the common enemy, the
murderer of his father, and the persecutor of
Isabel, was more than he %oyld bear ; he paced
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the vast hall wita agitated steps, addressed a
few words to one, thena few go another, and
swore he would show him no quarters, should
he happen to fall in his way. Robert endea-
voured to pacify him, by representing that the
Marquis de Morbiere must have completely
succeeded tq establish a belief of hisinnocence;
but the veteran thgught no man should believe
bare assertions in an affair of so much magni-
tude, he showed his preference by siding with
kim against all his older friends, it was an un-
pardonable insult to them, and he again as-
sured Robert that ready as he was to lose his
life to vindicate Isabel, so determined was he
to punish the cruelty of her brother.
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CHAPTER XIII.

IN the course of the evening of the same
day, an event happened which the best hopes
of the allies could not havy led them to,fore-
see. A messenger brought a letter from Mau-
rice Adellien to Robert, in which that excel-
lent man stated, that the quarrels yhich had so
long existed between the families of Barsas
and Montfort, could be no reason for with-
holding from him the assistance which it was
in his power to lefd for the recapture of the
young lady who had been so bag-barously
carried off by an unprincipled and mercenary
man. He had never been in the wars, and was
too old to turn soldier, or he would, for the
first time of his life, lead the force of which he
could dispose against‘ the castle of Morbier.e;
he therefore placed his men under the com-
mand of Robert de Barsas, who was_equally
dear to him asa worthy Knight, as ¢o every per-
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son on the domain of Montfort. The men were
already informed qf their destination, and of
his views ; they were ready to obey his orders.
He further stated, that by noon on the next
day, gight hundred well armed men would be
at the cross roads beyond the Croix d’Or,
where they would remain until joined by him;
the letter ended ,vith saying, that should a
larger force be necessary, it would be imme-
diately sent.

Robert carried the letter to his fnends, who
were no less astonished than himself at its
contents.

“ What shall I do?” said he to the veteran.

¢ Accept, by all means.”’

¢ I do not know him.”

“ Never mind, soldiers fight side by side,
without knowing each other.”

“’Tis true; but think what responsnblhty L}
get by accepting his generous offer.”

« None at all ; the man has a noble heart,
you must not insult him by a refusal ; tell
me, Ferneuf, and you, Marquis de Beaupré,
what would you do?”
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“ Accept without a questnon‘.
“ And what would the Count de Moselle do? »
“ As yourself my gdood friend.” You all
know the character of Maurice Adellien; “his
only object is to save the unfortunate glrl no
selfish motive can be attributed to him,”

“ None,” replied Robert ;A “ my only hesi-
tation would be in commandihg another man’s
troops.”

“ If you served the king,’ said te Count de
Moselle, “ you would be obliged to command
his men.”

« I fear you mistake my motive : I entertain
the greatest veneration tor Maurice Adellien,
and know no man to whom I would rather owe
an obligation, but I fear in case of ill-success
much blame might be 1mputed to me.”

“ A wrong feeling altpgether,” said the vete-
ran ; “the more men we have, the better able we
shall be to carry every thmg hefore us. Per-
haps you may have some scruples at being op-
posed to your brother: but you have your
choice, cither to hear of the murder of your
sister, apd ledve her death unavenged or to
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bring your brolhgr to his proper senses by
showing your independence of him, and by
punishing his friend.”*

¢ ] no longer hesitate,” quoth Robelt “1

accept.”
» He immediately wrote an answer, express-
ing his gratitude, /'u'n the liveliest terms, for the
generous .assistance given him by Maurice
Adellien, ard assuring him that, to the latest
period of his life, he would remember the noble
manner in which he had come forward on the
melancholy occasion which he so bitterly de-
plored.

Robert delivered the lefter personally to the
messenger, who was furnished with a fresh
horse from the Duke’s stable to return with ;
he promised to have his own steed seyt after
him by a man who could bring back the one
lent him. As soon as he had refreshed him-
self, he started off again for the castle of
Montfort.

Susan and her mother were much pleased by
the prospest of sucress which the reinforce-
ment promised them. The praise of Maurice
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Adellien sounded in an instaknt throughont the
castle, and every one was cheered with the
formidable appearance tity would make before
the walls of the impious Marquis.

Robert was no less elated ; he had beenmor-
tified by not having it in his power to muster a
single man against the comrjon enemy, when
suddenly he was placed at the head 9f a large.r
force than any of his friends. The circum-
stance did not occasion pride, but it gave him
the hope of distinguishing himself, and of
being able to lend an assisting hand for the re-
capture of his beloved sister.

It.was said (and With truth), that the vassals
of the splendid domain of Montfort were the
best soldiers in the proviuce. It must naturally
be the case, for a vast number of them had
served under their two former lords in Palestine,
where they gained many hard-camed laurels,
and many deep wounds “of which they stlll
bore the honourable scars. Maurice promised
eight hundred men, but he could raise as many
thousands, and bring into, the field a greater
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force than any‘noble in the whole course of
the Loire, '

It was the first tine since the murder of
Philip de Montfort that he had interfered in the
affairs of his neighbours, nor would he have
«done it on the present occasion, had the late
Coynt and Countgss de Barsas been alive. The
contempt he entertained for the present Count
rendered him very careless of his feelings to-
wards him; and his esteem for the excellent
character of Robert was a great inducement
for coming forward on an occasion when he
thought he could be of use to him,

The whole of the day had been very event-
ful at the castle of Briangon, as the six hun-
dred men contributed by the Duke were des-
patched on their*#ay to the seat of action.
From the castle of Moselle four hund&ad had
marched, and one hundred more were to fol-
low in the course of the evening. In the like
manner the four hundred furnished by the
Marquis de Beaupré were on their route:
the veterap’s five hundred were among the first
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to set forth; the Baron de I{Olincour’s three
hundred, comnfanded by his son Henry, had
nearly reached their destination; the Baron de
Ferneuf’s four hundred were on their way.
According to Maurice Adellien’s promise, eight
hundred more must already have been upoit
their march, and about five ‘hundred men*fur-
nished by the several other su‘bscribipg nobles ;
making altogether a force of nearly four thou-
sand men, of which the infantryeformed the
greatest part.

Poor Isabel, who knew not that such mighty
preparations were making for her deliverance,
wasted away in tear’,” and looked forward with
indescribable horror to the near approach of
the day which she supposed would be the last
of her life. "

The Marquis still continued his morning
visits, and never failed to, remind her of hes
promise, and of the fate she had to expect if
her answer should happen to be unfavourable.
Such warnings were as many death-blows, they
tore her heart with anguish, and mdde her al-

VJL. 112,
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most wish to dic‘before she should be called
upon to give the e.\;pccted answer.

“1 must still hope,” said she to herself;
“for it is the last lingering feeling of the
human breast ; but what ground is there for
kope? what chance have I? what prospect ?—
none !”

'She noticed #i her persecutor an air of
triumph, which assured her that he had some-
thing in vieyv by which his spirits were elated ;
and she discovered that whatever it was, it re-
lated to herself, as he betrayed that appear-
ance every time he spoke to her of the answer
she was to give him.”

“ It sust be favourable,” said he, on the
same day as the troops set out for the rendez-
vous; it cannotjbe otherwise. You are in
my power, my pretty Isabel, and here yqu shall
remain. The devil himself could not get you
from these walls now ; they are better guarded
than you think for.”

“You seem very proud of your unlawful
power,” stid Isabel,
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“ Is this the way you segak to me? is this
the change you promised ! Have a care, 1sabel;
one moment may sea: your fate; one single
moment may see you from this comfortable
room to the dreary dungeon. I dare say the
girl down stairs will be glad of your company ;
she has been a long while |y herself.

“ Really, Sir, you do all. you can to make -
me hate and despise you: if you go on thus,
I fear my answer will nots meet your
wishes.”

« Then, pretty Miss, you will please to think
of changing your lodgings. The dungeon will
not take long fnBithing, nor will the kitchen
require much preparation, a loaf of bread and
a pitcher of water are easxly procured : and
afler they arc gone, you iy go to—-."

“ Go where?”

“ Go to hell if you please.” )
« ] uhderstand you not; please to explam
yourself.”
“ You may starve ; that’s what I mean.”
« Here!” she exclaimed, drawilg the dagger

N 2
>
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from under her d&e(ss; put me out of my mi-

sery.”

“ Rash girl,” cried the Marquis, seizing it;
“ how game you by this weapon?”

T will answer no more questions,” replied
Isabel ; “ you are bent upon murder, therefore
murde: me.”

“ You deserve i

“ Do it thee.”

¢ I am unde~ a promise fora week.”

“Your promises, or nothing, are the same
to me ; you pledged your word of honour not to
molest me for a week ; you have failed in your
engagement, and are no longer worthy of be-
liet.”

“ You are mad, Isabel.”

“ So much the better.”

~ “You are the most headstrong girl I gver
knew.” '

« I care not for that; you are a disgrace to
human nature ; I need not %pare you.”

He was leaving the room, taking the dagger

with him— '
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“ Give me back that dpgger, Sir,” cried
Isabel,

“ Never.”

“ Give it me back, I say, or put mewut of
my misery.”

“ Three more days, Isabel, and you may,
perhaps, have it.”

¢« T understand you, vile, ‘contemptiblé man :
—-you anticipate my answer, I suppose?”

«“ Exactly so, Isabel.” , ’

“ Go then, and come not nedr me; if I am
to live but three short days, let me pass them
in peace.”

“ What! Is yopg mind already made up ?”

“Itis”

“ Then you must die.”

« Kill me then!” e

“ Not so sweet a death, Isabel: you havé
made me drag on a lingering life, and you shall.
die a lingering death. What have yoif to
say?”

“ Nothing ;—I am determined. I hate you
and despise you; I can never change my mind ;
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it i3 useless to leceive you, I can never
change.” 2

¢ Is this your last word?”

“Ris”

“ Sawrou have been playing the fool with
me? go, vile slut.” As he said these words,
the ruffian struck her a violent blow upon the
head which laid h«r prostrate on the floor.

¢ Cruel b“lbanan,’ sald she; ¢ is it thus
you treat a woman?” She rose up.

“ Yes, you infernal jade, and so—" He again
knocked her down.

“ Oh! my father,” cried the almost heart-
breken girl; “my poor murdered father, could
you but see your child so used by your mur-
derer!”

“ What!” cried the wretch—

“ Do you call me a murderer?”

«Ido.” !

< Then I will'show you no mercy.”

He darted instantly out of the room, bolted
fast the door, and in less than ten minutes re-
turned with Paul and Carl.
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“ Lead her away!” exclaimed the barbarian,

Isabel rose with majestéc dignity, and went
towards them.

“T am ready to follo.w,” said she with a firm
voice ; “ walk on.”

Carl was so struck with her manner that he
hesitated. ¢ Is the girl deranged ?” said he®to
his master.

¢ No, Carl, she is playing‘the feol.”

¢ Show me the way,” said shé: « I am pre-
pared for death.” >

“ D—n you, take her off, I say; what the
devil do you wait about ?” Both the hirelings
found their mastgr was in earnest, and were
going to secure then prisoner. ,

“ Let me go, I will follow.” So saying, Isabel
walked forth towards the gallery leading to
the castle.

“ Stay, mad-brained girl,” cried the Mar-,
quis, “ I will try you yeur week.”

“ I may as well méet my fate at once.”

“ No, you shall stay here three days more,
I will keep my word.”
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Carl pushed her back into the room.

“You see I am more merciful than you de-
serve.—You might at least be g’racious enough
to thank me for my len'ity.”

“ Release me, and I will thank you for an
act of justice.”

"« A likely joke,” said Carl with a fiendish
sneer; “ no sooner catch the bird than let it
go again.” |

“ No, no,” said l?au], “ that won’t do; will
it, master?”” -

“ No,” said the Marquis; “ here she shall
stay for the remainder of her life: she is inso-
lent enough in-doors, without going to tell lies
out of doors.”

“ I never told a falsehood, Sir.”

“ Oh no! of course youwre a saint; who does
not know that?” This remark threw both the
men into violent laughter.

The Marquis de Morbiere suddenly recol-
lected- that Adrien de Barsas, who had been
his guest since the day before, might wonder
what had become of him; he accordingly re-
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lieved Isabel of his society, and hastened to
join him. Carl and his associate also left the
room. )

No sooner was Isabel alone than the ceurage
which she had so wonderfully exhibited, gave
way to the horrible feelings which her situation
naturally created. She wept bitterly, but tears
relieved the bitter anguish of her heart. Death
would have been less dreadYul than the blows
which she received from her unprincipled per-.
secutor. Her head was very paififul, and much
swollen; it was not. for the pain that she cared,—
it was the insult which roused her indignation.

When the Marquis de Morbiere returned to
the Count de Barsa<, he apologized for being
so long absent from him, and proposed leading
him to see the great preparation which he had
been superintending. The apology and the lie”
were equally well received, the Count did not
object to the proposal,.and his host led the
way towards the great court.

“ We are mustering very strong now,” said
he, pointing to some of the works; ¢ we will
receive them yvarmly if they come” >

v
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“ How many do you think they will be?”
said the Count de" Barsas.

. % It is impossible to tell,” replied the other;
¢ some few hundreds, 1 suppose.”

“ Very likely ; 1t will not be a difficult mat-
ter to exterminate them.-— How are your
walls ?”

<'[n perfect order; I have had them all re-
paired.” d

“ Will théy stand a heavy ram?”

¢ Stand afiy thing.”

« How are your loop-holes, and your battle-
ments ?”

“In excellent order; very strong and nu-
merous.”

¢ Have you much provision on hand ?”

“ My good friend, what are you talking of?
we ‘have no need of a large supply; we have
always enough for a week, surely that Will see
all our opponents in their graves.”

“1 should think so% it would go hard with
us if it did not.” -

¢ It would indeed ; but we have nothing fo
fear on that score. ¥/e shall pick them all off;
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I have some of the best marksmen in the king
dom, they will hit any thip# within the reach
of their bows.”

“We shall do then’—Are your towers n
good order?” B

“ Come and see them.” He led his guest
from one tower to the other. Several were 4l-
ready supplied with large blocks of stone, jn
tended to be thrown upon th® eneqpy. He then-
conducted him to the armoury,*where a fine’
display of arms was made’; nextto the guard-
rooms, which were filled with warriors., In
short, the castle was in a perfect state of de-
fence on the side which was occupied ; the
other end, in which Tsabel was confined, had
not the appearance of being so well provided.
Adrien remarked it, apd asked the cause,

“ It has been many years forsaken,” replied
the Marquis. “If they were to get in they
could not do any thing, it is so completely se-
parated from the rest.”-

“ Would it not be prudent to-have a foree
there, in case of attack?”
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“Not the least, it would only be a waste of
men ; the) nevel? will think of attacking it;
it is deserted, and I do not care if they take
it ; they can do no harm if they do.”

This yxse de guérre was ably played off upon
the Count, who, of course took it for granted,
that the uninhabited part was not worth fight-
ing for, and so well separated from the re-
mainder, that no advantage could be taken of
its capture. The real truth was, that he feared
inquiry migh. be made, that chance might dis-
cover Isabel’s prison, or that her cries might
reach the ears of persons who would immedi-
ately make the circumstance known. Besides,
he dreaded the discoversr of the bodies in the
well, and of the female in the dungeon; any
of which would be sufficient to bring him to
an ignominious end.

Such was his policy that he would nd® allow
any of the walls of the deserted part to be
repeired ; he chose rather that they _should
have an air "of dilapidation. He had never-
theless got them secretly examined, and they
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were found in very serviceable order, and ca-
pable of standing a long sx%re, without ‘suffer-
ing considerable damage.

The Count de Bamsas was much pleased
with the forwardness of the preparations, and
the activity with which they were carrying
them on. Some trifling object which suddeuly
caught his eye, perhaps some expression S the
Marquis’s face, reminded lym o‘f the jester,
and he immediately asked what was become of*
hir1.”

“ He is gone off.”

“ Where to?”

“ With a farmer’s daughter.”

¢« Does he mea! {» marry her?”

“ I believe so0.”

“1 thought he was in love with my sister’s
maid ?”

" « 8o did 1, till I heard of this.”

Under pretence of giving orders the Mar-
quis left his inquisi?.ive companion, to find
amusement for himself, and successfully es-
caped further interrogatories. The Count was
somewhat disappointedy for he ®used to be
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much amused with the jester in former days,
until ' the time ‘when he interfered in a
quarrel between him and Robert: as there
could be no fear of a 'recurrence of the scene
at presgnt, he would have been glad to have
seen him.

* During the whole of the evening the Mar-
quis and Adrien were busily employed in
drawing out plans, for the defence of the castle,
and for the' better disposal of their troops.
Orders were kewise given for the accommo-
dation of the five hundred men who were to
reinforce the garrison_on the next day, and for
providing stabling for their horses. The Count
was not a little proud of 'an opportunity to
display his newly acquired importance, by a
specimen of the forces he was able to bring

. tute +he field at so short a notice ; he therefore

looked forward with auxiety to their arfival,
and almost courted the coming of the enemy
to exhibit his skill in. command, and their
bravery in combat.

None of the Count’s neighbours respected
him sufficietitly to court bis opinion, or to hold
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any ‘communication with him; he had conse-
quently never been engaged’m broils, or had
he an opportumty of calling out his men an
any previous occasion: It was unfortunate,
for none could be more inglorious, ang none so
dangerous, as the expedition upon which he

now appeared in defence of his despicgbie
friend.
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CHAPTER XIV.

ATt the appointed time Robert left the castle
of Briangon amidst the tears and encourage-
ments of his family and friends. It was a
trying moment’for Susan, but she met it with
extraordinary fortitude.

When he Yrrived within a short distance of
the cross-road which had been fixed upon for
the place of rendezvous, he perceived.a horse-
man, who on seeing a knight in full armour
followed by several esquires, rode back from
whence he came. Robert concluded he must
have been placed there to watch his approach.
""""A% he came within sight of the troops, his
heart beat high, with martial spiril, and
their fine appearance roused up feelings
which had long been dormant. Their armour
glittered like one solid mass of high polished
steel. Maurice Adellien’s first lieutenant rode
forward, and bidding Robert welcome to the
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command, which he resigned to him, handed
him a létter with which heo\gas entrusted ; he
thanked the gallant lieutenant for his civility;
and read as follows :

“ Brave Sir Knight,

“ The bearer of this, with eight hu
dred men, are placed under your commt.g
they will cheerfully obey you, and may God
grant you victory and a safe returne

Signed, “ MAURICE A®ELLIEN.”

Robert was drawing near to address the men
when they welcomed him with & loud and long
continued shout: it,was some time bhefore
silence was restored; he expressed what he
wished to say by pressing his hand upon his
heart, and when the loud plaudits ceased, he
thanked them in the most grateful terms for
the willingness they showed to assist in the
recapture of his injured sister. The addres8
was short, but it spoke to the feelings of all
present, and by a second shout they made
known their happiness to serve him. |

The chivalroas spirit of the age wal not
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confned to the higher ranks ; the lower were
equally eager c} combat, and as ready when
‘called upon to defend the fair sex. The violence
which Isabel had the first time suffered, had so
excited”the feelings of the vassals of the do-
"mains of Montfort and Barsas, that the least
word from their lords would have raised a host
of champions in her defence. When the repe-
tition of the infamous act was known, all those
feelings re;rived, and with them the same desire
of serving‘ her. No sooner had Maurice
Adellien made known his intentions than a
complete levee en masse took place among his
vassals, who were jealoys of an opportunity
of displaying their valour in the vindication of
the popular idol : for Isabel was quite adored
for her virtues, and &8s much pitied for her
sufferings.

Robert reviewed the troops and found them
‘m most perfect order. The lieutenant ex-
plained that if they had been intended to meet
the enemy in the field, Adellien would have sent
them all mounted, but as they were to act
sguifist a castle; he thought it most desirable
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to send the greater part on foot; he accord-
ingly ordered the marching «Sf three hundred
of the former, and five hundred of the latter.

Having already rested both horses and men,
it was thought most expedient to pfueed a
little further that day, that less should remain
to be done on the next. The infantry hod
started the evening before, and had only 2
couple of leagues to march to* take up their
position where it was agreegd that ‘the cavalry
should meet them. Robert had boited at some
distance from the place of meeting, and did
not for the present require delay: he therefore
gave the word of copymand, and marched hisg
troops towards the castle of Morbiere,

Before sunset they arrived at a village within
a league of la Bruyéres farm ; the astonished
rustics immediately informed them thif a
number of troops, both ‘cavalry and infantry,
had passed through on their way to, they knew
not where; and begged Robert to tell them
whether any great battles were going to
be fought in their nenghbourhood Dby which
they might belikely to loser their cattit and
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little property. Until now, said they, no
injury had bedn done them, but there was
“no knowing what might happen if so many
fichting men passed their way. Robert en-
deavouted to pacify them by assuring them
that no harm would come to them. Some of
"whe men, more communicative than the rest,
wold them they were going to fight the Mar-
quis de Morbiere, for having carried away the
lady Isabel de Barsas: their fears instantly
changed to joy, they threw open their houses,
bidding them be welcome to all they had, and
many of them protested they would lend their
assistance.

The village was small and it was with the
utmost difficulty the troops could procure
shelt;er from the cold of the night ; the weather
was  extremely severe, and although free from
rain or snow it was very trying, particularly
‘to the horsemen. By dint of exertion and the
wish of the people fo accommodate, Robert
managed to get all the men lodged ; some in
cottages, others i in barns, and many were con-

tent‘with a little clean straw .n a stable. Ro-
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bert was one of the number. Their horses; by
being less numerous, were thore easily pro-
vided for. ) '

Notwithstanding the obligingness of the
honest rustics, both man and horse would have
been miserably off in this distant village had,
it not been for the thoughtfulness of Maurice
Adellien, who had sent several waggons under
escort of the troops, with sufficient vrovisions
of all kinds to last them many days : a supply
was dealt out to each, and after a hearty and
jovial meal, each eased himself of his armour
and betook himselt' to his humble bed.

Before day break slic shrill sound of the
trumpet announced it time to arise ; none mur-
mured at the early call, but all quickly arose,
and taking their morning’s meal, assembled at
their post.

The pale rays of the i-ising sun began to
afford sufficient light for, Robert to see that
none of his men were missing: he called them
over, and finding them all under arms gave the
marching order.
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Li less than%two hours they reached the
place determined upon fot the rendezvous of
the allies; but to Robert’s great astonishment
he discovered that none had yet arrived, but
he saw a large body of men in armour,
“l\)oth mounted and on foot, coming towards
him as if from the castle of Morbiere. The
circumstance created some alarm, fancying
that he ml,ght have been betrayed by the vil-
lagers, and,that the Marquis de Morbiere was
marching agizinst him. After a few minutes’
deliberation with the lieutenant, he formed his
men in battle array and prepared for action,
determined to keep his ground and await the
enemy’s attack.

When they drew nearer they appeared to be
in great disorder, as troopsafter a defeat ; they
still marched on, and Robert thought he saw
their helmets surmounted with crimson pldtaes,
the colour of the Count de Barsas: yet he
could not believe it possible, and desired the
lieutenant to give his opinion: he looked
earnestly and confirmed Robert in his belief.
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“ What can it mean ?” said Robert.

“ I cannot imagine, Sir Kaight,” replied the
lieutenant.

“ 1 know my brother promised to lend the
Marquis an armed force, but I suppose they
were intended to defend the castle, and not to
attack us in the open field.” #

“ They don’t appear to meditate an attack,
Sir Knight, they seem in too mich confusion.”

“Do you think they ree the Montfort
plume ?”

“ Certainly ; being white it cannot escape
their notice.”

“ How dare they ~pproach then?”

“ God knows ! perhaps they have been sent
back; and perhaps some of our forces may
have reached the castle and cut them off.”

“ Very likely.”

In a few moments more Robert recognised
many old friends among the disbanded soldiers;
he saw they intended nothing hostile, and rode
up to them with his beaver raised. In com-
pliment to Maurice Adellien, and te, the corps
placed under ‘his command, Robert’ had
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placed a fine whige plume in his helmet instead
of the crimson one which he always wore.
The leader of the Barsas troops came forward
to meet him, little suspecting himself so well
known.

As Robert was about to address him, the
warrior discovered who he was, and shouted
out “ Robert de Barsas! Robert de Barsas!”
the name was hailed with joy, and the troops,
fearless of hgstility, joined the men of Mont-
fort.

¢ What brings you this way ? ” said Robert ;
¢ I thought you were going to assist the Mar-
quis de Morbiere?”

“ We were ordered out,” said the leader,
¢ and we obeyed, but we knew not where the
Count intended to send us ; it was kept a pro-
found secret.”

¢ I thought the object of the expeditio‘n was
publicly known.” .

¢ No, indeed, it was scrupulously kept from
us : many suspected and hinted that we were
to assist the Marquis de Morbiere, but we
knew nothing for certain.”
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“ How strong were you?’;

“ Five hundred.” ’

“ Who commanded yeu?”

“ Your brother’s first lieutenant.” ,

“ You are not five hundred now?”

“ No, Sir Knight, we are about three hva-
dred and fifty strong.”

“ Where’s the rest ?”

¢ With the Count.” -

“ Where ?” '

“ At the castle of Morbiere.”

“ How came you here then?”

“ We were marched up to the castle, and
the portcullis was 1hised up to admit us, but
not a man seemed willing to enter.”

“ Where was the lieutenant the while?”

« He commanded the men to file into the
castle, and finding that, they hesitated, he ad-
dressed himself to me to know the cause: [
declared my willingnegs to obey the Count,
but refused to serve your father’s murderer,
and the man who carried off the lady Isabel.”

“That was bravely done: put what flloyed ?”

“ 1 asked to see the Count.”

VOL. 111 o
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“ He came to ygu, I suppose?”

. “No, Sir; he sent word he would not ac-
knowledge traitors.”

“ What happened then ?”

“ About fifty of us turned away, and nearly
three hundred more, seeing us march off, fol-
lowed.”

+ ¢ What becanje of the rest?”
*  “They. fcllowed the lieutenant inte the
castle.”

“ What do you intend doing ?”

“ Join the Montfort men, if you allow us,
or return to our homes.”

“ Where did you pass the night?”.

“ We marched.” . \

- ¢ The whole of the night?”

¢ Yes, Sir.

* And how are you qff for provisions ?”

. % We have had nothing since yesterday.”

“ We have plenty,” gaid Maurice Adellien’s
lientenant ; ¢ they shall have some of ours, if
it is your good pleasure, Sir Knight?”

“ With alt my hezrt,” replied Robert; ¢ they
‘deserve it.”
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A burst of grateful acknowledgemeﬁt fol-
lowed the welcome news, and immediate mea-
sures were taken for the supply of the hungry
band. i

“ Where is the lady Isabel ?” said the leader
of the Barsas troops.

“ A prisoner, perhaps a corpse, at 'dghe
castle of Morbiere,” replied l}obert.

“ We thought as much,” said the leader.

When they had taken“a hearty meal the
poor fellows seemed to revive in strength and
spirit, and were eager to attack the castle of
Morbiere, supposing that the Montfort troops
were the only onessconcerned on the occasion:
their hopes were greatly raised when they
heard of the number that were expected.

Robert was beginning to feel some gnxiety
for the arrival of the allies, when a large force
was seen winding along a narrow ropd
through the forest; as they drew nearer he
discovered them to be the troops,of the Baron
de Rolincour. They were followed by the
corps of the Baron de Pgmeuf next, by that
of the Count de Moselle ; and in the course of

o®
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the afternoon all the allied nobles, followed by
their vassals, arrived at the rendzzvous.

It was an imposing sight to see so many
chiefz;, with their respective forces, combined
to avenge an injured female, to crush the un-
principled tyrant, and raise up virtue upon
his downfal. Tt did honour to the feelings of
+he age that so much unanimity should exist
in all ranks,'anci that warriors should be so
eager in the d-fence of Isabel, and so ready
to risk their lives to punish her persecutor for
his crimes. Yes, it did honour to the age;
but would our own age be less ready to de-
fend the cause of virtue \—-would we be less
active in protecting the oppressed ?—would
the servant or the soldier refuse to follow his
‘mastel;x or his commander, to exterminate the
murderer and the unprincipled ?>—would the
cause of liberty be less bravely served ?%—
would the rights of hospitality be less re-
spected >—would the virtuous pledges of the
heart be less sacred >—would the interests of
pure rehgxo'n and Christian piety be less dear to
all ranks of society in the nineteenth century
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than in the twelfth?—No! what was felt in
those days would be felt* how, and probably
in a higher degree thay at the time of which
we write. A great difference exists, however:
the ancient nobles of Christian Europe resem-
bled so many petty kings ; they had unlimited
power over their vassals, and in most instarices
had the law in their own hands. In ourtimethe
vassgl is as free as the lord, ahd #ll ranks are,
equally under the power ard prgtection of the
laws of the land, which is at once the guar-
dian of virtue and the scourge of crime. Our
forefathers had opportunities of displaying a
spirit of chivalryswhich we have not; and
although our hearts are as brave, and our
spirit more independent, we are restrained by
different customs, and the jealous hand of the
law robs us of many laurels which our fore-
fathers plucked, and rewards us, on the other
hand, with many privileffes and comforts ‘to
which they were total strangers. Had the
Marquis de Morbiere lived now, a few fleeting
hours would have checked his carger, and his
life would ha%e paid, u.poh an ignodiinious
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scaffold, the price of his enormities; but he
was still courted by many, and,as a rich and
powerful noble he was feared, though not re-
spected, and obeyed because he had the power
to punish disobedience.

When the chiefs had exchanged hearty con-
graiulations upon their arrival at their eventful
destination, Robert related to them the extra-

_zn'dinary circumstance by which his forces were
increased from _eight hundred to near a thou-
sand ; they were doubly pleased by it, inasmuch
as it lessened the power of the enemy, of which
the necessary consequence would be the saving
of many men of their owr.

After much conversation on the subject,
the veteran complimented his young friend
on the excellent order of his men. “ .Upon
my word,” said he, “I never saw the thing
better dons in my life; they are really fiwe fel-
lows, and are wondeifully well armed.”

e They are not my owm,” replied Robert,
“ therefore I'may join in your praises; I do
not think I ever saw men so well picked, they
all look like brothers.” .
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*This Maurice Adellien must be ,a fine
fellow,” said the veteran ;e how the devil can
he have such a turn for soldiering, I never
knew of his bearing a helmet.”

¢ He never did,” said the lieuteflant; ¢ but
he knows more about it than we do. If the
least plate of armour is missing or imperfect,
it is immediately replaced ; no expence is spared
to keep up the establishment¥’

¢ That’s what 1 wonder,at,” sald the veteran;
“he is at peace with every one, has not one
earthly cause for fear, and still he keeps up the
same military establishment as his late lords.”

¢ I understand he does it out of respect to
their memory,” said the lieutenant.

¢ That is well enough,” said the Baron de
Rochefort, ¢ and very praiseworthy, but where’s
the use of it?”

“ We see the use df it now,” said the Baron,
de Ferneuf. .

“ We do indeedy” ‘quoth the veteran; “ he_
is a generous old man, and' these are devilish
fine fellows.”
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Blunt as was the compliment, it pleased the
men, who were in évery respect worthy of it.

“ When do we march?” said the Count de
Moselle. ’

“ Not yet,” replied the veteran; “ we must
recruit ourselves first. I dare say both men
and_ horses are as hungry as I am; we have
plerty of provision, let us begin.”

The motion be‘ng agreed to, the horses were
first provided'for; rations were next served out
to the men, and’ the chiefs were served by their
attendants, who did not fail to take care of
themselves.

Robert ate with a heavy heart; he fancied
what his poor wife must suffer, at a moment
when she expected his being engaged in the
heat of battle; he thought too of the situation
of Isabel, who, if alive, would hear the clashing
of arms, the groans of the dying, and the shguts
of contending warriors; the picture was neither
exaggerated, nor overclouded, and although he
hoped, he could not help dwelling upon the
worst, and was utterly wretched.
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CHAPTER XV.

Tne sun had long been set whefl the war~
faring nobles arrived at the castle of Morbiere,
which instantly became a scene of the greatest
confusion. The Marquis and the Count ‘de
Barsgs ran from side to side giving directions,'
and seeing that all was ready for defence:
their men lined the towers and battlements ;
implements of destruction were quickly col-
lected : every one buckled on their armour
and hurried to theig posts. )

The Marquis did not expect to be so soon
attacked, and many formidable preparations
were incomplete : he *was much disappointed
by the desertion of Adrien’s troops, and the
few that remained seemed too unwilling to re-
pose much confidence in their services. Some
grumbled aloud, whilst others desired to be
released ; but their complaints and demands
were equally unheeded ; t'he wardey, had placed

0b
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A strong party at the portcullis, which ren-

-several corps.

dered all hopes of escape too vain to be at-
tempted.

" When the allied nobles had made all their
arrangements, and disposed of their numerous
troops to the best advantage, the veteran ad-
dressed each division in turn, and represented
the necessity of obedience, steadiness, and

_bravery: his harangue was short, but it was

eloquent, af,d Was received with respectfyl and
soldierlike silence.. Having fulfilled this im-
portanf task, he addressed his brother nobles,
and bid them be cool in action, and take the
best care in their power of their lives, and of
the lives of the generous f2llows who so vali-
antly faced an enemy in a cause which they

“had as much at heart as if it had been their

own: he then shook fhem cordially by the
hand, and requested them to repair to‘their

ABy order of the veteran a trympeter sounded
his shrill bugle to demand a parley ; the war-
like note was soon answered from the castle,
and a warrior sent by the haughty Morbiere
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appeared upon the tower on the right side of
the portcullis, to know what was desired : the
veteran said he wished to #feak a few words to
the Marquis de Morbigre, and that upon the
faith of a brave knight he would not take ad-
vantage of his appearance. Some tifne elapsed,
during which the Marquis consulted with the
Count de Barsas ; at length he came forward.

¢ Are you the Marquis de Morbiere?” 3aid
the .Baron de Rochefort in%a goud and im-,

' posing voice.

“ I am,” replied the armoured mnoble:
“ What means this hostile force ?”

¢ I have desired to speak to you in pergon,”
said the+veteran,e“*to claim, in the name of
the nobles, who sigaed the declaration I put
into your hand, fhe restoration of the much
injured Isabel de Barsas:— Will you give,
herup ?” -

« I know nofhing of her,” replied the Mar-+
quis; “ and if ¥ did, Iwould give you no sa-
tisfaction.”

“ You, Marquis de Morbiere, are called
upon to release into our hands the lady Isabel
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de Barsas, and we promise, as trusty nobles,
to withdraw our troops from your castle, if
she be delivered to us alive and well: we
charge you in the face of Almighty God of
having her within your castle, and we swear
most soleﬁmly not to leave it, until she is
so restored, or that we have avenged her
wrongs by levelling it to the earth,” The
veteran delivered this sentence in such an im-
pressive manyer chat it quite chilled the blood
of the men who surrounded their worthless
master.

“ 1 defy you,” exclaimed the hardened
monster; “ do your worst, I will do mine.”

So saying he disappeared from thé tower,
and a volley of arrows fcll about the veteran
and his men; one struck him violently upon
the breast, and several nien were wounded by
them. The signal thus given by the Marquis,
was immediately followed ; the'bugle sountled
a shrill blast, and a gencral attack instantly
commenced.

As it had been previously agreed to attack
all sides of, the castle at the same time,
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Robert de Barsas and Henry de Rolincout
were directed by the veteran to endeavour
to effect a .breach in*%he walls of the
deserted part of the castle. The Marqtis
had altogether neglected its defence, @nd by
dint of exertion their resolute mtn attained
their ohject. Robert and his young friend
dismounted, and gave their horses to some of
their followers. The breach, though siall,
woyld admit two or threehmen at a tin;ez
end the whole of the two corps introduced
themselves into the court yard; with a little
more exertion, and without the least resistance,
they forced open the inner door and got into
the castle : but gll*was silent save the elheo of
the blows dealt ou the other side.

Robert led the way, and commanded his
men to follow: darkness prevailed through-
out, and they had nothing to guide them
but the wall.- Robert walked cautiously on,
and after wingding thrbugh several passhges,
ascending and descending flights of steps, he
reached the range of dungeons; suddenly he
struck himself against an open door: he cau-
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tioned his followers of it, and felt his way
into the dungeon where mouldered the remains
of the murdered féale: horrar-struck with
the smell, he pressed forward with his hands
before him, when they suddenly rested on the
slender dreds in which the unfortunate creature
had expired.

¢« Gracious God !” he exclaimed, ¢ what is
this? ”

Several mea dcew near, and Robert, trem-
blmo' like a leaf pulled off his gauntlet and
passed his hand along the dress.

“ A corpse!”- he exclaimed. “ A putnd
corpse : my sister, our Isabel, has been mur-
dered : "—he burst into a vivlent flood of tears.
One of his followers felt the corpse, and de-
clared it must have been there much longer
than the lady Isabel had bten at the castle, for
it was almost;decayed. Robert then regol-
lected the story related by Baba, and the ac-
counk he gave of the nfurdered .female in the
dungeon. To ascertain whether it was indeed
the same, Robert felt for the chain, which he
soon found ; his mind being somewhat relieved
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by reflection, he retraced his steps towards
the passages and heard himself called by
Henry de Rolincour. Afedr much feeling and
perplexity he found him, and was immediately
told that having broken open two doorswhich
were strongly barricaded, some hopes were en-
tertaiued of getting at the enemy.

During all this time great progress was
making on the outside; and many wouhded
mea were already removed Without the lmes.
The veteran, as aclive as in the days of his
youth, encouraged the besnegers, who redou-
bled their efforts every time his martial voice
sounded upon their ears. The besieged seemed
desperate, for they knew not the strenfth of
their opponents, snd flattered themselves they
would be able to effect a sortie, and completely
route them. Ponderous stones were thrown
down amidst the assailants, and arrows poure&
forth in showers ; but the battle was yet in its
infancy, and little danfage was done on &ither
side. The Rochefort archers picked off many
men from the battlements, some of which fell
outside, and others within the castle.
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" As the cavalry could not be brought into
close zction until the making of a sufficient
breach, they were piaced in the rear; but they
were not inactive, for they kept up a constant
shower of arrows whenever the appearance of
enemies on"the towers and battlements gave
an opportunity of exerting themselves. Most
of the damage which the allies suffered was
done through the lower loop-holes, and they
would have los; & great number of men, had
not the veteran gydercd them to shelter them-
selves as much as possible with their shields.

The Marquis de Beaupré and Baron de Fer-
neuf were not less successful on the right
flank, than the Count de¢ }oselle and the
Duke de Briangon were on the left; they each
hegan to effect breaches in the wall, and pro-
secuted the work of destruction with the most
indefatigable spirit.

. Henry and Robert were equally active in the
interior of the castle, and after many vain at-
tempts, they got into a small suite of apart-
ments, followed by upwards of seven hundred
men, and soon after made their way to a sa-
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loon which was splendidly illuminated ; but all
was deserted, eyery man wew under arms, and
every female had sought safety in remoter parts
of the castle. * .

“ En avant,” exclaimed Robert, etated with
the appearance of success; “ En avant! il
Saut vaincre ou mourir.” The whole troop
shouted the words after him, and dashed for-
ward with desperate eagerness fowards the
castle court. )

“ A breach, a breach,” roared the terrified
Morbiere, as he beheld the enemy in the first
quadrangle. He perceived that some of them
were Barsas’ troops, and impressed with anfdea
that Adrien had turned against him, he ranup
to him and accused him of treachery.

¢ Perfidious wretcls! ” he exclaimed, level-
ling at him a deadly blow with his battle-axe;
“take the price of yourinfamy.” The blow was
but too well aimed, for # almost severed his
negk in twain, and he fell speechless at his
feet. :

"« Have I done for thee?” vociferated the
murderer. Tlte deed was*indeed done ; Adrien
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beaved a deep drawn sigh, and expired. Hav-
ing no other light ¢than what was reflected from
the apartments of the castle, and by the glit~
terirg stars, Robert did not see the murder of his
brother ; Lut as he pressed forward at the head
of the men, he stumbled over the corpse, and
recognised his well-known armour; this was a
dreadful moment for the affectionate heart of
Robert: big tegrs rolled down his cheeks ; he
pulled away the visor from Adrien’s face, and
saw but too plamly that the hand of death had
for-ever closed his eyes. Unwilling that the
remains of his misguided brother should re-
main exposed to the brutality of an infuriated
soldiery, he desired some of his men to remove
the body to a more secluded spot; he was
quickly obeyed, they caried it into an apart-
ment of the castle, and returned to him.

Much as Robert felt on the melancholy®oc-
casion, it was not a time for giving vent to his
feelings ; he was surrounded with enemies, and
his soldiers needed his orders.

“ Avenge another murder,” exclaimed Henry
de Rolincour; % Give no quarters.” -
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These words were the signal of dreadful car-
nage, the troopg rushed uprn the enemy, the
men of Montfort performed the most extraor-
dinary acts of valour, they fought like lions.
Wherever Robert was, there were they; they
fought by his side, and parried many hard
blows which were levelled at him. Whilst they
were thus engaged within the castle, a lasge
breach was made in the walls,, through whiclk
the Count de Moselle and the Baron de Fer-
neuf rode their gallant chargers; horsemen
and men on foot followed as quickly as they
could get through the breach, and the scene of
.destruction which had been carried on witkout
the castle, was now renewed with tenfold
acrimony within it. The Marquis de Morbiere
had long been missed, and it was generally
hoped that he had fallen a victim to his own
infamy, but he was again seen on one of the
highest towers, directing the throwing down
of battlement stones upon the invaders. The
ravage done by them was equally great to
the besieged as the besiegers.

The scene baffled all degcriptiod, lulled and
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‘wounded were trod under the horses’ feet, the
loud clashing of a:ms resounded on every side;
shouts and groans were mingled together, and
conquest was equally uncertain on either side.

Distracted with fear of being made prisoner,
or of seeing his castle demolished from under
him, the Marquis de Morbiere had recourse to
all kinds of expedients to destroy his enemies,

‘and throw thery into confusion ; but so intense
was the clamour ,of voices and the clash~
ing of metal a;gainst metal, that his commands
were only heard by a few about him. A most
diabolical expedient was now resorted toj
large beams were set on fire upon the towers,
and when blazing, were thrown down among
the soldiery ; the horses, terrified by the falling
masses ‘of fire, reared and tore in terror
amongsi the infantry, upsetting many, and
causing the greatest coufusion. No sooner did
he see the success of- the measure, than beam
after beam was brouglit and thrown in the
same way amongst the people below.

Robert, the veteran, the Duke, and Henry
de Rolincour, folluwed iay a large numb r of
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men, rushed through the castle in search of.
Isabel, but she was no whe»se to be found, and

the dangers to which their men were exposed;’
and the fruitlessness of the search, obltged

them to return to the courts to dirett a gene-

ral ransack of the castle.

They had scarce joined their men,- when the
cry of “fire,” resounded among the troops.
It wag not without cause, for woge parts of
the blazing beams were blown ipto the castle,
and flames soon burst forth in all directions.
The scene was now dfeadfu], and the agony
of Robert’s heart was truly horrible ; there was
no prospect of saviga®his sister; if alive, she
must perish in the flames : all his friends were
as wretched as himself.

Robert would have tushed into the blazing
castle, had he not been prevented by the ve-
teran, who bid him rémember his wife; the
dear name acted like @ charm upon him, he
was in a moment moré composed, though not
less miserable. - Suddenly, the screams of a
female were heard; every one ligtened from
wheRye they came ; eyes were strained iit every
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direction, but the screams ceased ; again they
rent the air, and JIsabel was dragged by Carl
and Paul to the tower upon which stood the
Marquis de Morbiere. The vivid light of the
blazing castle exhibited her pale and affrighted
countenance ; her eyes were fixed with horror
upon the scenes below ; she heheld contending
warriors, sheknew they were fighting forher,and
could not saye her. Her hair hung loose about
her shoulders, and.her torn dress bespoke the
violence which had been used against her.
Carl, the merciless Carl, held a dagger over
her, and the still more hardened Morbiere
dragged her forward to precipitate her among
the ruins and warriors below, when the ghost
of Montfort appeared between the murderers,
and carried her off anidst the cries of the
trembling multitudes. The murderers gtood
motionless with horror, and Robert, his friends,
and the soldiery, were as awed with wonder.
¢ The ghost ! the ghost ! ”. were the only words
that were audible ; not a blow was struck, all
‘were equally transfixed with dread, anxiety,
and asvonishment, This awful pause, an V'the
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silence which prevailed, were interrupted, by a
dreadful crash,,the foundaton of the tower
upon which stood the affrighted murderers
gave way, and they were buried among> the
burning ruins. Fortunately they fell within
the castle, and injured none of the combatants.
The veteran, Henry de Rolincour, the Count
de Moselle, the Duke de Briangon, and sothe
of thgir friends and a host of mgn were driven
by the falling tower, by a postern door leading
from the standing part of the castle; the cry
of “the ghost!” was again heard, and the
spectre was seen gliding swift as the wind to-
wards the door; Robert hurried forward to
meet it, but it was too fleet for him ; and with
Isabel in its arms, it rushed out; but as it did
not stoop as it passed the threshold, its helmet
was knocked off, and exhibited to View the
well-known features of Albert de la Lance.
Much more quickly than® the pen can tell ‘it,
Isabel recognised in ‘the supposed spirit, the
dear object of her affections ; she hung about
his neck ; a.nd the veteran, who had known the
Cov\t de Montfort in the'fields of Patestine,
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‘and Robert, hailed him as brother and son.
¢« A truce,” instantly sounded .throughout the
place, and joy succeeded the carnage of battle.
But this was no place for Isabel, the fire
spread in all directions, and Philip de Mont-
fort, surrounded by hundreds of anxious fol-
lowers, passed through one of the breaches,
anM bore her beyond the reagh of danger.

Had the veteran been the father of Philip de
Montfort, he could not have been more de-
lighted than he was; he called him by every
tender name he could think of, and wept with
the twofold happiness of having brought about
the' delivery of Isabel, and of finding in her
lover the hero of Palestine and the reputed

.ghost of Montfort. He verily believed him
dead; and as disbelief«in matters of religion
never formed part of his creed, he as singerely
credited that his restless spirit roamed about in
search of his murderer. -

“ 1 have saved you at last then?” said
Montfort, to his overjoyed Isabel; “ you are
now safe, and with your Albert,”

“ Yes, my generous Albert,” replied [s .bel,
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“You are indced my deliverer; I hgve u
thousand quest.ions to askegthis mystery must
be explained.” .

“ It shall, my dearest love,” said he; ‘% you
shall know every thing ; thus muchtJ can tell
you ; your Albert and Philip de Montfort arc
one and the same peison.” At that moment a
warrior brought him his helmet; and the ve-
terary produced a large cloak,‘wlnch was un-
mediately thrown about Isabel, who hegan to
feel the bitter coldness of the mght

The difficulty was now, how to provide
some means of conveyance for her, as there was
not the slightest hgpe that any of the Maryjuis
de Morbiere’s carriages had escaped the ge-
neral conflagration. Robert reminded his
friends that one of thes Montfort baggage wag-
gons, in which there was a quantit§ of clean”
straw, was tilted, and proposed laying some
cloaks upon it, and .mufling her up so°as
to prevent her taking cold. It was quickly
agreed that Isabel should be this conveyed to
a place where she might rest for the remainder
of the night. * Several hturdreds of howsemen

v 1,
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were summoned to escort her, and by the de-
sire of the assembfed nobles, Philip de Mont-
fort took the command of them.

As the castle still blazed with great fury, it
was as lighit as day for a considerable distance,
and the allies were able to gather their men to-
gether and ascertain the number of their killed
antl wounded ; although the amount of the

~ latter was considerable, the number of the for-
mer was very small.

All the provision waggons were put into re-
quisition, and the wounded were carried away ;
including those of the Marquis de Morbiere,
whose number of .killedwas great. Those of
his vassals who were not wounded, were allowed
to return to their homes, and the many who had
no home to go to were permitted to follow the
Montfort troops ; among them were all the fe-
male servants, and many males who had taken
no“part in the battle.:

Not to detain the reader with an account of
what followed at the castle of Morbiere, it will
suffice to say that it was burnt to the ground,
and that before the fire subsided, all the gied
trbo[)s were on their march home.



1SABEL DE BARSAS. 315,

CHAPTER XVI.

As Isabel journeyed on, she recollected her
promise to honest La Bruyere, and requested
Philip de Montfort to have her conveyed there,
instead of proceeding onward, tp the v1llage
where his troops had passed thQe nlght. before.
They soon arrived there, and were not long
rousing the good farmer, who, from the win-
dow desired to know what was wanted of
bim :—the case was®soon explained, and’the
name of Isabel de Barsas dispelled at once
the fears which had been created by the
number of troops about his house.

With as little delay as possible, La Bruyére,‘
his wife, and their maid, threw open the door
and welcomed the lady who had so excited his
mterest at the Croix dOr. They stirred up the
lmgenng embers and made a blazing fire, and
produced what refreshment their house af-
fordad.

P2
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Philip (for we shall no longer call him Al-
bert de la Lance) ltuving provided for the com-
tort of his adored Isabel, went out to make
arraiigements for his men ; but la Bruycre op-
posed their being sent forward, and assured
him he would attend to their wants. Philip
represented the largeness of their numbers,
but this was no bar to the farmer’s hospitality ;
he threw opgn & large barn in which there was
abundance of tgle:m straw, and directed the
men where to find provender for their horses,
which they tied up in sheds and other covered
out-houses. A quantity of provision was soon
procured from the waggop, a large fire was
made on a paved yard outside the barn, which

- afforded light enough to render it comfertable ;
la Bruyére gave the treops a barrel of wine,
and théy passed away the night as jowially
as if nothing had sccurred to ruffle their
témpers.

Philip de Montfort p‘revanled upon Isabel to
take a few hours’ rest, which were very neces-
sary to her exhausted frame ; the farmer’s wife
prepared her a ‘btd, and she retired fv it,
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having previously obtained a promise from her
lover that he would likewise rest himself.

He pulled off his armour s and wrapped up in
a blanket, with a pillow beneath his head, he
stretched himself upon a long scregned bench,
and in a few moments lost all remembrance. of
the perils to which he had been exposed.

The morning sun awakened Isabel from her
slumbers, and, assisted by the farmer’s pretty
wife, she prepared to join Philiptin the Kitchem
in which he had passed the night. Isalrel’s dress
was in such a tattered state, and so ill adapted to
the severity of the season, that she was obliged
to accept the nse of the good woman’s ward-
robe, the simpliity of which so became her,
that when Montfort beheld her, he thought
she had never looked so beautiful.

Before they left the farm, the Count obtainad
a promise from the farmer and his wife, that
they would soon visit the castle of Montforty
and put his well-re.plemshed purse in La Bru-
yere’s hand, who lustily protested against ree
ceiving the least remuneration, but who was
finally obliged to submjt. Isabed now travelled
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in a less humble way, having expressed her
desiré to ride on horseback, Philip borrowed
the necessary saddle, and placed her on the
milk white charger which had carried her
from the castle of Morbiere to the cavern of
death. He betook himself of the horse of one
of his attendants, whom he left to proceed in
thewaggon. The Count and Isabel took a final
lenve of their humble friends, and, surrounded
by a large ndmber of horsemen, rode off ata
brisk gatlop towfrdsthe castle of Briangon,at
which they arrived before sun-set. As they had
for some time been seen from the watch-tower,
the whole castle was agitated with fear and
anxiety. In a little time, hbwever, a female
was discovered among the host of warriors,
and the joyful acclamations succeeded every
ether feeling. The gates. were thrown ogen,
and the Duchess, Susan, Mary de Moselle,
and a multitude of frlends and followers,
crowded out to hail the return of their beloved
Isabel: but what was their wonder when the
mysterious being that had before saved her,
and which had so tergified the RQuchess and
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[
her daughter at the castle of Barsas, was scew

riding by her side? they felt an indescrthable
tremor, and would almost have sunk with ap-
preliension. Had they recollected that spirits
vanish before the sun, such fears would not
have existed. :

At a short distance from the castle, Mont-
fort had pulled down his visor, so that when
they entered the castle-gates he appeared 'ﬂ‘m
same mysterious character asbefore. Tsabel,
was rendered so happy by ber delivery, that
her spirits surpassed her strength, and she
sprung from her saddle into the arms of
the excellent Duchess, who shed tears of
joy as she presed her to her bosom. Susan
claimed the next embrace, and was no less re-
joiced than her mother; but her eye searched
round for something Which she could not find,
“ He is safe and well,” said Isabel ; ¢ your Ro-
bert will be here very shortly; all our friends,
are safe.” The new’ was most grateful t3 all
around,and partlculally to Susan, the Duchess,
the Marquis de Beaupré, and the Countess de
Moselle, whose anxious hearts had long ached
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for the safety of those that were dear to them.
Margaret and Maly de Moselle were the two
next to claim an embmce all the rest congra-
tulated her most hea: tily ; but their minds
dwelt upon the renowned spirit; and Baba
stepped back as it advanced after Isabel.

“ You see my deliverer,” said she, highly
amused with their fears ;  the spectre has seen
me “safe here, for which I trust you will make
him welcome.”

The Duchess Lowed, and the spectre nodded
his large white plumes.

“Pray let them see your face, Monsieur le
revenant,” said Isabel, and at the same time
she pushed up his beaver.

“ Grand Dieu!” exclaimed the astonished
Duchess, amidst the exulting cries of the as-
sembled multitude, « Albert de la Lance!”
she caught him by the hand and would huve
expres;aed her joy, but her full heart deprived
her of utterance.

“ You see the Count ‘de Montfort,” said
Isabel, “ my poor, humble lover.”

Astonishmeut was at its height, and happi-
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ness almost bordered upon madness, the in-
ferior guests ran from end to end of the castles
shouting the wonderful news, and fillinyy the
air with cries of triumph.

When these feclings had somewhat subsxded
in the saloon, the Duchess begged to know
how Isabel’s escape had been effected; they
related all they knew, and waited the return of
Robert and his gallant friends, to inform them
of what still remained to be known. Mean-
whife Isabel was informed of %He sad tidingse
of her mother’s death, and it needed all thg
fond persuasions of. Philip de Montfort to
stay the flood of tears with which she was
bathed ; but those l.)itter tears were not long
" to cease flowing, for, un the return of the allied
nobles, she was informed of the fate of the
infatuated Adrien, and forgétting his cruelty
to her, she shed the unaffected tears of sisterly
affection. Every one felt for her,and none more
sincerely than her love} who, after a reasonable ¢
time, was begged to explam the mystery wlnch
had filled so many with terror, and awakened .
the superstition of the whole province.

) 5]
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. “You all know,” said he, “ under what cir-
cumstances I left home for Holy Land; but
none 'of you know that I already loved
my Isabel: she was very yo'ung, and still
my heart clung to her, although the feuds
which had, so long existed in our families
rendered all prospect of union impossi-
ble. The Count, her father, had offered
several insults to my parents, which were
strongly impressed upon my mind, and bred
-the same feeling of animosity which they had
for so taany yéars indulged. When in Pales-~
- tine 1 became intiately acquainted with the
Baron de Rochefort, and spent much of my
time in his society. A young warrior who
nobody knew, contrived to get into our notice,
.and was for some time admitted with increasing
intimacy. In the'course of conversation Isabel,
as the daughter of my neighbour, wag_ fre-
quently mentioned, and I betrayed those sen-
timents which I have sb often confessed. On
such occasions he was particularly attentive,
. and raised in the Baron’s mind great suspiciong
of his sincerity. At last he disappeared, and
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some *ime after [ was attacked by severgl
armed men, and received a deep wound in the
side. Supposmg me Kkilled, all, with ‘the ex-
ception of one man, made a successful re-
treat, but he remained by me, and hav-
ing ridded me of my armour, ,sucked the
wound and bound it up, he then replaced me
upon my horse and bid me follow him. I was
scarcely able to ride, and yet as if by insfinct,
my horse followed his: he led me to a distant
vilfage, where he informed Yn® that he wae
sent with several men to mutder me$ that the
Marquis de Morbiere was the person who hired
them, and that my death was irrevocably de-
termined. Ie told me my father had been his
benefactor, and *that he went to Palestine in
hopes to save my life; he had already resisted
the murderers, but they tRreatened to make
him their first victi.m, and cthe.a moment
when he was at some distance to attempt my
life. This man was Fortmam, and the leadee
of the gang was the infamous Carl.

“ Fortmain proved himself to be a man of
sound judgment, and he has more than once
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saved me from death by his coolness and in-
trépidity. By his advice I returned to Europe,
where my faithful steward Maurice Adellien
had conducted my affairs beyond my most
sanguine hopes. I arrived late at night; the
moon was beautifully bright, the night ex-
tremely mild, and many persons roamed about
in the precincts of the castle, which had long
been a favowrite walk. I dismounted, and
sent. Fortmain with my horse and his own by a
sacret entrancey celebrated by the name of ‘the
cavern of «death. *My object in sending him
forward was, that I should be able to pay my
tribute to my mother’s memory, and know
whether justice had been done in my absence
to the plot of ground which she delighted
n cultivating; it happened that I was seen by
several persons, #4d it was immediately re-
ported that the spirit of the murdered Mogffort
haunted the spot. Hearing this ridiculous
story on the following worning, I imagined
the plan of assuming the appearance of
a man of humble fortune, to enable me to
see Isabel ; but there existed considerable dif-
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ficulties which required much management, ds
I might he soon known, :md my life might be
again attempted I submltted a plan to Mau-
rice Adellien, which he*approved of; it was to
take a house on the domain of Parsas, and
get acquainted with the Count.

“ Maurice Adellien, Fortmain, and my old
domestic, were the only persons who knew of
my being alive, and who were in the seczet.
The ghost story became the sdbject of univers
sal conversation. It wa3 Fdrtmainewho cot
me into the castle of Barsas by a subterrane-
ous passage known but to few : it was he again
who got me into the castle of Morbiere, and
directed me wher? to find Isabel.

“Tam indebted to the belicf of my being
the spectre of Philip de Mdftfort for my life,
and for the safety of my Isabel. I used to see
Maurice Adellien at midnight by getting into
the castle by, the long subTerramreous passagey
the cavern of death ; it was in the castle. that
I put on my armour, and where I took it back ;
my white horse was kept in the cavern, un-
known to any one but my-old domestic, who had
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tae care of him in a convenieut subterraneous
stable.

< T think I have now told you enough, that
you may, by adding 21l you know, complete
my eventful history : it was love that made me
remain in disguise, and I would have remained
so, perhaps, for the rest of my life, if the events
which have happened in the family of Barsas,
an‘c_l"the discovery caused by the knocking off
of my helmet, ohad not rendered any furiher
concealmzent unn.cessary. I won Isabel’s heart
as the humble Albert de la Lance, and in pre-
sence of you, my kind friends, claim her hand
in the character of Philip de Montfort.”

Isabel’s looks gave all the-consent that was
vequired, and but for the death of her un-
worthy brother, sie would have been com-
pletely happy.

Our tradition draws to a conclusion,‘and

e will end it as briefiy as possible. After

some weeks’ mourning for Adrien, Isabel re-
warded herlover’s constancy by pledging himher
faith at the altar, Mary de Moselle and the
Duke de Briangon, and Margaret and Baba,
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were united at the same time. The happmess
which these events diffusegl was experienced
throughout the province. Maurice Adellien res
tired to the house which Albert had lately in
habited, and there lived to a goed old age,
equally beloved and respected, and inhis own
opinion the happiest man in France, Dominick
became cheerful and contented ; when Isabel
was marned he went to his old friend the wood-
cutter, and related all the wonde’f.l tlungs that
had happened.

“ I know them all, T know them all,” said
the rustic, with a smile, “ but you wouldn’t
believe me, master Dpminick; I told you,the
tyrant’s castle would be levelled to the ground,
Itold you how he would end; and that the
castles of Montfort agd Barsas gould come
together; you laughed at me then, and now,
master Dominick, you See ho how right I was,
Well, God blessem, I have beheld all I wished
to see, and oquld now dle without a sigh.”

The lovely Isabel lived a long and happy
life with the most affectionate of husbands,
and several chiddren bless¢td their uflion. They
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ied, at 2 great age, within a few days of each
other. Susan and Jobert were equally happy,
,and were blessed with a lovdy family. Mary
de Moselle and the Duke were no less happy
in every respect, and Baba and his wife weie
equally so.

The Duchess de Briangon lived to be very
ol¢; she was the same umiable being to
the last, and derived all her happmebb trom

i that of her &hfldren.,

No dhe felt mdore the change which had taken
place of late 1 vthe heey . veteran: he lived
and died a true soldier, honourable and sin-
cere; a good friend, and an excellent com-
Ppanion, )

- The Baron de Ferneuf talked of marrying,
until he wag 00 far adyanced in life to think

<of it; he continued a great favourite with the
fair sex,and passed much of his time at the
cpstles of Montfort, Barsas, and Briangon.

Fortmain chose himéelf a wifp, and settled
on an excelient farm, which Philip gave him;
there he lived as happy as the days were long.

As soon®as Robprt took pessession of his
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castle he dismissed the crafty priest, but what
became of him is mot krewn; he probably
remained an outcast from society. Baba and .
his wife dwelt all their lives ia the castle, and
were made as happy as they deservec.

As the Murquis de Morbicre was the last of
his line, the whole of his property reverted to
the crown; but, such was the cstimation in
whicly Philip de Montfort was held, that the
King presented the domajn of ~Morbi.ere to
his sccond som, with the title of Baron de la
Lance.

THEeEND,

C. Baldwiu, Printerg
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