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Tr wasenrly summer, and the sun was just
ready to gink bohind the frowning tops of the
distant monntains, The last golden heams wore
laying like & flood of fire ufion the walls and ¢or-
rets of the great, old castle of Estells; and an
bundred armed men were lounging abont the
wide balliem, ready to oatch the firss cool brenth’
of evening. Tho waters of the river Egn sent
up their gushing musie as they moved along to
ppy their tribute to the majestic Ebro, and they
seomed to bring upon their silvery bosoms the
sweet odors which they hed taken to themselves
from' the many orange groves through which they
had wound their way. The sinvons vales and
hills of Esteils were all clothed in their most se-
ductive garbs, but no touch of the simmer megi-
cian eonld make the gray walls of thie groat cns-
tle look anything but rough and frowning. T'o
be sure, the messy face of rock that looked to-
warde the setiing sun had put.on & more start-

ling «color, but it seemed to be a ghaatly, gory
look, and the Qeep windows appeared like so
. many fiery eyes looking out.from & great head
‘ of dying flame.

HENRY L4 NUIT.

CHAPTER 1.

'
R ]

THE FIRET GRIE®, .

Philip de 1a Carra, Dake of Balva, wis the
feudal lord of the castle of Estolla, and, save the

Navarre,

The lower disc of the sun had just touched the
far-off, mountaing when the sound of horscs’
tramping hoofs came np from the read, and ere
long a troop of armed and armored men rode
over the drawbridge and entered the outer court.
They were led by a noble-dooking knight, whe
wore.above his armor the robe of & duke. - Next
to him rode n younger man, who also bore the
insignin of Enighthood. The grooma hastened
forth from the siables to take the horses, and as
soon as the younger knight hod alighted he has-
tened away to the inmer court and entered the
castle. L .

The ‘knight could not have seen more than
threo and twenty years, but long and arduons
exerciie in the manly sports of the times had
served to develop the physical mafiidn all his
strength and akill. He was tall and well made,
and posseased » face of more than ordinary

king himself, ione other was more powerful in -

5

beanty. Hiy hair, which was of dark browm, .
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‘hung in light masses about his nec!:, andhh!-s
eyes, which were quick and ene_rgehc in t I;n-
movements, bore a cast of deep, rich hazel, His
dress was somewhat showy, .but not ennug:h to
detract from his nobie bearing. Ojrer 1 sitken
Jdoublet he wore a light armor of pollshu.d steel,
and over this was s crimson acarf, passing over
the right ehoulder and knotted beneath the lt:aft
arm. A lace collar, richly pointed and embroid-
ered, adorned his neck snd _shonlders, and the
nicoty with which it was uﬂ,].u.sud showed that

. hends more delicate than his own had helped
place it'there. Upon his head he wore o helmet
of burnished steel, the visor of which was thrown
up and hooked, and shove, this w.avcd two large
ostrich feathers, ‘The young knight was called

1a Nuit, kE
H‘?\?Vri{h quick steps the knight lm!rried actass
the great huli; mor did he slackon his pace until
he reached the spacions: siﬂing-chn.mbar in the
western wing of the caatle. o hesitated o mo-
‘ment at the doot, as though he would have gain-
ed gome fresh comrage, and then he euber?ti.

* The only occupant of the apartment was & girl,
who sat by one of the windows gozing out upon
the golden landscape. Shewasa beautiful cro;.—
ture, with a form of faultless symmetry, and the

exprossion of o sinless foul heaming out upon
her fair fontures. No clouds had left their tquj:h
wpon her pure white brow, nor hed sorrow Fot
dmwn & Yine upon her fuce. She was but n}ne-
teen years of age, and yet she had bloomed into
the very spring of ardent womanhood. In stat-
ure-she waa just tall cmough te comply with &
well-doveloped frame, for her every look and
movement showed that she did not suffer for tlhe
waitt of healthy exercies, Hor hoir was -dusk,

very dark, and when it did sot catch the direct

igh black. Hor eyes were
sunlight It seemed rpal]y .
certainly black, but yot soft and warm—not gharp
and piercing, 1iké some black eyes, bt deep end

{ 1, and seeming

lustrous,~—fnll of hewsrt and soul, :
‘ \?I:e the ’windows thtough which' the god of love
was constantly looking, - Bie was Tsabolla de 1a

the only child of the duke. .
Cu“";:)w, now, Tazbelln,” cried the young kn!ght,
as hio hastened towards the fair young gid, ‘f 1
may speak to you the words which hgfa so long
luin silént in my soul. Tam & knight now. Bee

. —thége spurs the king himeelf did glveme. 1|

e ol and 89
have cdrtied niy right to !lm;ghthoo{!,. an :

. have Y sartied tho right to bpedk with tﬁee R

" st coitagidts noi, or 1 should Aok dare bo tall

1 love you—I love you truly, fondly, dearly.
For Jong years I bave held your image next to
my heart of hearts ; your every lock of kindness
has been treasured up with my love ; but X dared

thee—until T had gained the goul of my ambi-
tion. Tom a knight now, and 1 may tell thee
that thou rrt beloved. Give me thine answer.
CO'IT(; maiden trembled violently, and the great
tears started from her eyes—but they were tears
of love, of happiness. Her bosom hea}ved with
a wild emotion, but she did not speak in words.
Henry 1a Nuit kneeled at her fect,lgn!i canght
one of her hands and pressed it to his lips.

* Spouk, Isabella,” he said. 1 have told you
gll. My heart is in ¥our hands. You ahouh},
know what kind of a heart it is. Speak to me.

i d on the
head drooped forward until it reste
knight's shoulder, and then she wound both
arms sbout his neck. What more could she
have sxid? And yet Henry la. Nuit was not
satistied.
% Ono word, Taabella—only ono word. Teli
me that you love me, and I shall msk for no
more.”

know I love you!” - :
““ And will love me ever—-will be mine—mineg
Alone—my Jife, my sunshine of joy and glad-
ness ¥’ :

Y will be yours!”

Henry arove to his foot and sat down by the

sgzin he told her of his love, His words were
warm and impaseioned, and they wqm_‘ meet
tausic {n the ears of the maiden, for she Jistened
to them with & waking joy, and her dack eyes

or in the sanshine, fool dnght but gladuess in the
possension of the noble youth’s love? ot even
% doubt eame to cloud the sun that iud risen
upon her way, and when she whispereil:of her

not tell it until I had earned s name worthy of

And yet the maiden did mot spesk, but her

« Henry, Henry,” whispered the mai(lgn, *you

" love which has long lain deep in ‘my soul, and

* his brow grew mora dark, bat his voice was firm
side of Isabells, He took her hand apgsin; and -

, the maiden, as she sawher lover's glence fixed

sparkled with the rapture she_ felt..’ How could .

. angry with me for it.”
she, whose life hod beon thus far but as the flow- 4

ure love she.did it with a firm reliance
‘:::npthe- propitions fite which ‘Hu& thns fur
through Lifo been her heavenly genius: ‘
Thus set the Tovera—thus were they telling
aver and over ajgain of their iove, when & heavy
teamp sotmded n the corridor. -
"1t s my father,” sald Jsabella ; aud, for the

HENRY LA NUIT.’ 1

It reated there biat a thoment, however, and when
it had gone ske was as joyous as before. ‘

" In & moment more the duke entered the room.
He had not yet removed his armor, nor had he
thrown off the ducalrobs. He waa a tall, pow-
erful man, with o countennnce of determined will
and great force of charavter; yet in hia - high,
opon brow there was s nobleness of intellectuatity
which could not abide with littleness or deceit,
Heo was very stern in his look, and yet he was
kind at heart; but he was prond, very proud.
Don. Philip pansed a9 ho entored the room, for
his eye caupght nt 2 glancs the expressions of the
two young people before him. A dark frown
guthered. mpon his brow as e gazed upon them,
fnd again thet shadow came upon the face of
the maiden, but this time it wag deeper than be.
fore, nndj{: did not go away.
“How now, my children?” said the duke,
looking first upon one, and then upon the other.
* What has troubled you ¥’ o B\
Henry In Nuit arose to bis feet and took &
step forward, He hegitated for & moment, and
then he moved 'on and took-the hand of the duke,
“ My lord,” he said, with an effort to- spesk
calmly, “X will tell you that which you should
know, though I doubt net that your own cyes
maust long ago have detected my secret.; I have
just confesscd my love to the Lady Isabella—a

upon which my hopes for happiness have lived
for years.” :

“Ah uttered- Don Phillp. The clond upon

andelear. “ And what said the Lady Isabella 2
“ That she loved him in retarn,” murmured

upon her. Bho sprang to her father's side as she
spoke, and canght his remaining hand, Y go
love him, father, and I know that you will not be

“But what does oll this love ‘mesn ™ asked
the duke, for the first time trembling, “I think
you, Heriry, Bave understood me.- I have spoken
very plainly to you in days gone by

** Yep—yte~I know it,” stammered the young

' knight. * You told me that T must fisst gain af

name ; and now I have gained it, At the bloody
pass of Saint Joar Pied de Port I earned it, and
the good King Alfonso has given me the knight-
hood. Surely, to be' a knight of Navarre is
name enough.”

- “And have you, on the strength of that, been

“Yes, my lord.” .

“ 0, poor fool ! muttored the duke; while the
cloud upon his brow grow darker then evar, “I
told thee then that thow hadst no name, aad
thought the mester was welf settled, I WAas carg- .
ful then lest X should hurt your feclings, but naw
the truth mwust be told to you,' Henry la Nuit,
the Lady Iuabells can never bo yonr wife )"
~ Isebella do ln Carra gozed for o monent into
ber father’s face, and then, with o low exy of
anguish, she drapped his hand pnd tottefed back
fo her scat.  Don Philip saw that she was faint,
and he cried out for help. . S
“Katrine,"” he said, nddrossing an . old fomale
servant who had entered at his call, attend to
‘your young ledy. Sheis not well.” And thex,
turning "to the young knight, he continusd :
“Ledvo us now.” e ) s
*And do T leave her without hope 7 apked
Henry, in a tone of spch s4d despondency as
only & trao heart can feel, “0, do not tell me

that: all my holy aspication are thus to be daghed
to the grennd 1”? . : SN
- Qo repented the duke, looking still (stery.
“I will speak with you of this in the morning.”
“But O, sir, tell me if I have any hope 1
nrged the young man. .
*“Of my daughter’s hand—none !’ )
As Don Philip thus spoke, in a deep, decided
tone, he took the hand of his child in ‘his own.,
Bhe had revived, and her ol nurss was trylog
to comfort her,  Henry la Nuit turned away, and
placing one hand apon his brow he sabbed alond,

This blow had come upon him with b foarful,
blasting power.

[sEER ENGRAVING.] R .

The cloud upon the duke’s brow lighteped 8”

little a3 he saw the grief of the youthful-knight,
but none of the stem purpose was gone. Omnce
more he waved his hand towards the door, and,
with a heavy heart, Henry Ia Nuit lef the Bpart.
ment. After he wes gone, the noblemen gazed
upor hig child for some momerits in aflence,
The cloud was all gone from his brow now, and

his stern fentures were softened,

*Laabella,” he said, while his Yps trombled
with emotion, I’ trust this event will leave ng
sting to work its venom in the joy of your fature,
I mean to do the best for you that T can.”

*And is Henry gone from mo forever ¥ mar.

‘mured the maiden, with her eyes.all tearless, and
hier face a8 white as marble. :

confessing your love to the Lady Isabelly ™ -

i ot " i £ ()
‘you what 18 in my heat. O, TooléTln, Tiabella, § first time, & slight shadow came upon her ‘faq:e‘, You will sce him again.

it
i
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* Ay, 1 shall se¢ him—but how? O, Leannot
sake. my heert from him. He had it ailt”
Philip de Ia Carrs soon sow that his child was

too gtiefstricken for renson then, and he said he

- wonld-see her again when she wes more calm.
Moroealm! Ah, Don Philip forgot all the love
.of hig ownt youthful days, He forgot most all
but his family pride; he saw that his child was
nohappy, snd he only thought of the means he
should take to turn her mind from the object
that had thus come s0 mighty upon it. He
stooped down and kissed the trembling girl, and
then he strode from the apartment.

Ere long afterwards, Isabella sent Katrine
away; sud once moro she was left alone by the
great window. The sun had- gone—the last red
fints had died away in the western hotizon, and
the twilight was fast deepening into durkness.
Yot there sat Isabells de la Carra, and she still
gaeod out into the dark blank where the land-
scape hed faded away. Her first deep grief had
come—the firat blow had fallen upon her heart-—
the first drop of biiterness had been.poured into
Ber lifecop, Hers was a love that had been

burning. long and ardently. In the light of it
sha had lived, and though its buds had all germed
in secret, yet they had lent much of holy fra-
grance to her way. Though Henry had nover
told ber in so many set words, yet she knew that
his young ambition wag to prove worthy of her
love; she knew that when ho had rushed boldly
into the thickest of the fight he had dome it be-
canse he would raise himself to her; she knew
that when the king placed upon him the glitter-
ing insignia of knighthood, his first shought of
gratitude twas based upon his long cherished
hopes of love from her. Ah! shehad loved him
with her whole great heart; she had loved bim
with her whole power of living thought and
feeling. : .

And there she still sat by the great window,
and gazed forth into tho darkness,  Her father
had spoker, and she well knew that he never
spoke idly. - His words still rang in her ohrs, and
their meaning had sank coldly: into her soul.
It was her first gricf. She did fot ask of the
far-off Bpicit, that looked down upon her through
the darkness, if it would be her lastl .

CHAPTER 11,

Ox themext morning, Heury ia Nuit was the
fitst in:the court. He wan thers carly enongh to
catch the first rays of the sun that came leaping
forth from behind the distant Pyrenees but the
bright begina brought"no joy to his soul. e
looked downcast and gleomy, and his step wea
slow and henvy ns he poced up and down the
wido enclosure.  What now to kim were all the

henors he had grined? He had toiled long and.

'

hard, and his king had rewarded him; but what
to him couldl that reward be now? Hahad
sought it, to be sure, bat only as aineans of
raising Yimsclf to a position where he might ask
for the'Jove of that gentle being whom ho had

" #0 Mng held within bis own glowing affections,
. And now that he had gained it, the boon was

lost. Heo hod just reised the joyous petion to
his lips ; he had just tasted the sweet npeetar of
life, when the cup wos dashed to the ground, and
li, all was gone! ‘

The young knight walked up and down the

_coutt, Bometimes weeping, and sometimes striv-

ing with his sorrow, and thus two hours had
passed away, whet Don Philip de Ia Carra came
out from the castle snd beckoned the young man
towards him, - The duke turned back. into the
hall and Hénry followed him, They pased on

A EEVELATION. -

to the pobileman’s own private roon, and when
once thero the door wan closed, and the young
knight was motioned to a seat, :

The duke logked very calm and stern, and
whatever may have been his.emotions nono of
them were revoaled in his coontenance, After
he had himgelf bocome seated, he turned towards
his young companion. For aninstant a softened
look dwelt wpon. his countenance as he notlced
the appearunce of the youth, but before he be.
gan to spesk it had passed away.

**Henry," he enid, leying one hand apor the
table beside him, omd resting the other upon bis
knoe, ‘“‘nre you aware of the rigid law that ex-
ists smong the noblea of Navarre—a law that
hae existed for more than threa conttiries 9.

*#To what law do you allnds?” asked Henry,
gazing "aunxiously into the speaker's face. . “I
know of many laws in Naverre.”

“ Ay—bit this is one that is confined exclu-
gively to the nobles, and it is simply this——that
Ro persen of uoblo blood shall marry with the
stock of the people. Ard the law is & most
necessary.one, for mach evil might flow from
the mixing up of the rulora with the ruled.
Among all the lawes of Naverre, there is none
more binding wpon me than that.” :
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.

‘Heory la Nuit cIasped his hands upon his
knees, and looked down upon the tiled floor. . A
pallor had crept over hm features, and he trem.
bled.

“You understand the nature of that law?” |longs, I am too pogs
continued the duke, after the lapse of a few mo- | yet I cannot see

ments.

“Yes, yes,” snid the young knight, raising his | his retainers who will'be a parent to it. God |

“'This is & poor, nnfortun
let some of your many pe:
and save it for some us
the hambler way of 1

stenance, and
0w the Dake of
Salva is kind, and he will find s0ine one amony

eyes to hia companion’s face, *“I knew such o | bless him if he does.”

law ex:sted but I did not knovw-s"

It bore no date nor signature. Henry read it

Henry haslmted and again looked down upon | through a second time, and then he folded it up

the floor,

“You mean to say that you did not know

.| and gazed upon its soiled back.
“What are these decp stains?” he asked,

that it applied to you,” added Don Philip, in & | while he gazed upon the spattéred spots that

softened tone.

“1 did ot know that it did,” mtumcd Henry,
more agitated than before,

 Well, Henry, I have called you here now fo
tell you that which I may have too long kepta
secrot from you, You have understood that
your father died and Ieft you inmy eure. I don't
know that I ever told you so direetly, but I know
that this is the impression you have received,
and I have not undeceived you.”

“And iz it not 507 'Waa not my fathor o gen-
tleman, at lenst 2" cried Honry, with sudden ve-
hemence.

" Ba pasient, and I will tell you all I know,”
reatimed the duke, with his countenanco still stern
and unmoved. ‘It is now somewhat over twon-.
ty-three years sinto I laid the onlyson I ever had
in the tomb. He lived only a fow short doys,
and then he died. Tt was mid-winter when we
baried him ; and only a few nights afterwards o
male infant was lefi upon the steps of the, por-
tor's lodge. It was well protected from the cold,
being snugly weapped up in thick blankets, zmd
wes laid in an old wicker-basket. Accompany-
ing it was & note, dirocted to me. You shall sce
it

The duke aross from hls great chair, and went
to & quaint old cabinet that stood in the corner.
From one of the many curiously-contrived apart-
ments he drew forth a piece oi‘ peper, and then
retnrmed to his soat. -

“You mny read it,” he said, as he passed it
over to the yoath, “and then you will see its

. import. ”

Henry took the paper with twmbling hands.
Ti wae of rough, badly finished fabric, and much
discolored. The shiuracters were strawling, but
yet sufficiently plein to convey the ides which
the writer intended. It was addrossed to the
duoke, and read as follows :

marked the paper. He shuddered a8 he spoke,
““ They looked Like blood when I firat saw the
paper,” returned the duke. ‘ But that is noth-
ing. They may be the stains of something else.
But now let me tell you the rest. The infant
was brought juto the castle; and my wife, herself,
took charge of it. She placed it where her own
 had beeni taken from, end nursed it at her own
breast, The child grew up to be mild and gen-
tle, and it soon won our love. We cared for it
as though it had been our own ; but still it conld
not claim our blood, nor could it claim even gen-
tle blood of any degree. You, Henry, are that
child. I gave to you the name of La Nuit, and
I have done all for you that I could, and X have
done it because I loved you, Youor-education is
superior to that of holf the noblep in Navarre,
and your more manly ekoicisos have been wall
cared fyr. " At myrveqnest the king has bestowed
the boon of knighthood npon yon, I have done
all that Ycoald, Now you know why you may
not look to my daughter for her hand—for even
wero I willing, the laws of our kingdom wonid
forbid it.”
Ford long while Heary In Nuis mmn.mad silent.
Ho set with his brow leaning tipon his hands,
and his brcathing was long and heavy. At
length he raised his head and looked towards,
the duke.
“Don Philip,” he said, in a husky voice,
“do you know who was my father
“No, Henry,”
“To yoor know anything of me mere then
you have alrandy told me
“No. "I never could galn any clue to your
parentage; but I hove thought that this paper
told its own story of your birth in the light of
truth. I think you must have been tho child of
parents who were indeed too poor to bring you

-op, and who thus pla~ed you off!their hands

. for & moment, and*whon he again looked up his

. worthy of her.”

HENRY LA NUIT. 7 '»15

before your budding childhood could claim their
affections. Perhaps they took advantage of our
loss, and shrewdly held the idea that you might
take the place of the infant we had lost.”

"% misery! miseryt” groaned the young
knight, in the depth of his anguish,

“Yon must not repine now,” said the duke,
"1t is no part of the charactér of o brave man
to give way to such things, The world is all
before you, and there may be much honor for
you yet.”

“0, and what is honor to me now ! cried
Henry, closing his hands, and bringing them
down with a vehement motion. “If you could
know how I have loved that fair being, who is
yoirr child ; how every thought of my heart had
heen hers; how my whole ambition has been to
prove worthy ef her, you would not now coolly
point me to this werld’s honers. O, sit, the very
hope that could lead me to honor has gone from
met"

_The duke was moved, for over his stern fico
“there swepl a pltyipg look, Ho bowod his head

features wore zll cold and calm as before.

“ You will outgrow this,” he anid. *It has
come upon you now with ita first force, and the
disappointment may be great ; but it will not last
you long. I thonght 1 had once before spoken
to you sc plainly that you could understand me.
It was when I first feared thet you might love
the-Eady Isabella?” o

“*I know you apoke to ma, * returned. Henry,
in a.low, gasping tone, * but I did not fully un-
derstand you. O, I wishI had, for thon I might
have fled from the power which has now become
fixed upon we. But.enswer me one guestion,
my lord. If it were not for this law would you
give me $he hand of your child 7

“ That Is not & fair.question, Heury

“ Yes, s -

“But why should you esk it? The law is
fixed and irtevocable.”

reason why I shonld look with favor upon your
suit for my child. There are many things which
I love, dnd thers are many people about me

| whom I honor and respoct, but each has ite own

place, and in their places reapoctively must I
hoid them. Now, thers is old Fedre, my amnorer
~t move fatthful fellow nover breathed, Ho is
brave and fearless, and he hns saved my lifo
score of times. I love him deerly; and yet X
should think it strange were ho to come to me
and ask me for the Lady Isabella’s hend——and’
more steange still if he were to make my answer
the test of my love for him. I love Pedro, and
T honor him; but he has his sociol place, and
it is in that place that I respect him most.” Do
you understand me ¥

“Yea, yes, my lord; I understand you toe
well.”?

“Then there is no need that Ishould say more
upon the squgct. Yet I wounld advise you that
you seek_mot the society of the Lady Isabella
until this wound be somewhat healed ; but your
own judgment will' dictate yon in that, You
may still look to me for my protection and my
friendship. Do not let what you havo now learned
sink too deeply inte your heart, for it has net
changed your position. You have only learned
what you reslly are, and 1 hopo 1shsll ere long
see you cheorful once mere.”

Henry made no reply, but he bowad his heml
forward until his hrow rested upon the edge of -
the table, and there he wept. Mo remaingd in
this position for some time, and when he again
raised his head he found himself alone.. He start-
od up and gazed about him, but nothing met his
‘tyo except the heavy corving of the old furniture -
ghout him, The grent lion locked farscly ot him
from ihe back of the duke’s high chair, and the
smaller lions scemed ready toleap upon him from
the arms and pillars,

‘The yotng knight was sare thot be was alone,
and then he sank back into his chair; and when
e again arose the toars were gone from his face,

s Bocauss T wonld know if, itt your eyes, I am | and he had done weeping. He took & few turns

Tho duke was. for a while silent. He gazed

up snd down the reom, and whien he st lengih
laid his hand npon the doorlatch, his features

hued mpon the youth, and again that pitying [had sssumed o settled expression, in whick

look came for an justant upon his face.

thero was much of determination. Yet his step

“ You are warthy of my highest esteem, Hen- | wos not firm as he passed out into the long
“r3." he at length eaid, in slow, measnred aceents, | corridor, but ho walked unstendily, nnd ¢ver and
gnd it would be hord for me to love an own |anen he would falter as though his mlnd was

child better"than ' E tove you; but yet that is no j uot-yet guite sctiled,

L

»




CHAPTER Il

4 THE PILORINM,

Ir was towards the middle of the day, and tho
sun was shining down upon the hills and vales
of Navarre with all his power, The lower herds
had crépt away into the shady brooks, and those

_mpon the hillsido hed souglit the shelter of the
thick-laaved trees. The herdsmen reclined at
full Jength upen the greensward where he could
find the coolest shade, end even tha birds seem-
ed to romain quiot amongst the protecting fo-

- Hage. It was at this time that a pilgrim was toil-
ing his way up the hill that -led to the castle.
Hs was an old man, and as his cowl was pertly
thrown back from his head his hair was seen to

_he white—not a snowy white, but crisp nnd snn-
burnt. His form was naturally tall and com-
manding, but age and hard ugagoe had some-
what bent it, so that now he stooped as he slow-
ly walked along, He wore the long brown robe
&nd cowl of the holy pilgrims of the times, that
waa gecared at the waist by & cord, from the end

of which dopended & rosary of wosden bends.

In his hand he carried & stout oaken staff, that

gave evidenec of having seen long and serious

service, .

At length, all toil-worn aud weary, the old pit-
grim reached the gates of the castle, and the
porter at once gave him admittance.. He wan
covered with dnst and swoat, snd when he

%

broad staircase at the upper end of the hall, and
would hdve directly passed out into the court

his attention.

the old man, sy Henry came np to whers he sat,
“The same b8 upon thee, vénerable father,”

responided the youthful knight. .
Theo pilgrim rested both 'hands epon his staff

look was carnest and senvching, . :
“Does the good lurd, Philip de la Casra, sl
rule here 3 he at longth asked.
“Yes,” returned Henry.
-4 And thou art his son 1
g NOn” .
“OF what relation then ¥
“None”,
Again the pllgrim cast his' gazo camestly apon
the youih, and this time a strange look of intelli.
gence beamed apon his wrinkled féntares, He

hia eyes, as if to shade them from the strong
Yight. . e

“You must forgive me if T seem too inguisi.
tive,” he snid, @8 he lowered his hand to its

reached the great hall he sank down upon one of

forg;cr position upon the staff, ** bt your coun-

the stonc benches, Shortly after he had foand ,
this place of rest, Henry Ia Nnit came down the,

had not the appearance of the pilgrim arrested .

“Ah, o benison upon thee, my son,” uttered .

end gazed up into the young man’s face. His '

leaned further forwand and raised one hand above |
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tenance locka familiar to me. What is your
name "

“ La Nuit-—Henry,” replied the young knight,
with & guick tremor.  “ Now what do you know
of me?” ’

“Perhaps nothing. But who gove theo that

name 2"

“ The duke.”
“De la Carra ?”
[ Yes.!l L] ,
~ *Then you are & godson of his 2"
* Yes—and a foster-son, too.”
“ La Nuit,” muttered the pilgrim, seeming to

, bo wposking with himself; ‘‘thet is a strange

name. But,” cohtitued he, looking up again at
Henry, “you soem sad and downcast. What
can have cotne across the path of ono like thee 1"

“ Never mind that,” said the knight, somewhat
impatient. “If you can trace aught of my fam-

. ily in my looks, I pray you speak.”

# 0, my son, you misunderstand me,” return-
ed the pilgrim, with a light smite. “I thought
your features looked like thoss I had seen befors,
but I know nothing more. You have told to me
8 secrot which' I 'might have been long in guess-
in '.) -

“ Ha! ‘What do you mean now 1"

“Why, from your own'words I have found
you to be a foundling. Am I not right in that

Henry ln Nuit trembled, and an ashy paller
overspread his face. Once he turned to go away,
but he came back again. *

“* You sare iight, father,” ko aaid, with an effort

" tospeak calmly. “Iam a foundling, and the

words yon have spoken lead me to speak still
more plainly. Iwas lof at the porter’s lodge,

. by tho gates of the castle, when I was a speech-
“less, helpless infunt, There never was left o

clue to those who thus abandoned me; but I
have been cared for here, and this lLas been
my home. Now, if my fuce opens any intelli-
gence for you, I pray you spenk it. 1f you have
the least thought in your mind of who I ami, or
may be, I conjure you to tell it to me.” )

“ Ah, my don, I might ns well try to call up the
dead from their graves, Your couatenance only
struck me as being peculiar—that’s all.” -And
then the old man went off into n sort of medita-
tive mood, and he muttered over the name of
La Nuit. "After 8 while he rnised his eyes again
to the youth’s fice, and while he lifted the - fore-
finger of his right hand, and shook it very mean-
ingly, he said: '

. S .
» man who hag. soen mm;}- of the world—you ;
will let this rmatior drop. It could do yau Litile
good to find out who were the parents that cast
youoff. You had better go ahoad and carve
out your own way through life, and ot think
of those who have thought so listle of you. If
your parents lived, and wanted you, they would
be pretty sure to come after you; and if they
are dosd and goke, then you hed better let them
rest. Ignorance; on this point, may be of moré
service to you t%;l wisdom,” s

The knight had become absorhoed in an inter-,
ast with the pilgrim, snd so much so that for
the while he forgot to grieve for the loss his
hears had sustained. Ho was of quick percep-
tion, and he thought that the old man spoke
more like one Who knew than like onewho mere-
ly surmised, His mannor and his tone seemod
to betray that he had more knowledgo than he
was willing to own, At lonst so it appesred to
the young knight, and ho determined to push the
mottgr, | .

“ Hark ye, good sir pilgrim,” be said, hideyts
brightening’ with the onergy. that moved him,
“you gre a stranger to me, And I know not that
T over saw yon before ; but you have aaid that
which' has swakened ‘'more than a passing inter-
est in my bosom. Yau speak as though you
know of my parentags. Stop—do not intelrupt
mo, but hear meo through, I say you spesk s
though you knew somothing of me and mine.
1 have marked it in your looks, in yonr manner,
and in your words. Now if you know—toll
me” - . i,

# T have nothing to tell thoe, my son"™

“ 8o you say.” )

« And 50 I menn,” .

« AL, if you know anything, tell it to me.” .

“ Why, my child, you push me now with folly.
1 have told*thee oneo, twico, thrice, that I had
nothing for thee to hear, Ah, here comes tho
good duke himself, clec my.efes deceive mo. Is
it not he ?” '

Henry Iooked up the hall, and snw Don Phils
ip coming down, so0 he quickly gave. tho old man
an affirmative answer, and then hastened away
out into the court. As the duke came up, the
pilgrim slowly arose to his feot and bowed, and
then wished for a blessing npon the head of the
noble hoat. ’ t g ;

“ You scem weary, good fathor,” sald the
"duke, us he cast, his eyes over the pilgrim's dust.
covered robe,  * Have you walked far?”

“If you will take the advice of an 0ld man—

+ 1 have walked from Palestine, wy lord. 1
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have seen the holy city, and rested upon the
mount where onr Baviour died. ¥ Jeft tho infi-
del Saracen in triumph there.”

Don Philip moved nearer to the way-worn
man, and spt down by his side upon the long
stone bench, The pilgrim cast his eyes up at the
nobleman’s face, and, 28 he did so, the latter
gave a quick atart. He moved off further to-
wards the end of the bench, but he still gazed
hard inte the old man's face.

“Who are you 1" usked the duke, whxle a
cold shudder ran through him.

* A poor pilgvim,” returned the other, consid-
erably moved by his companion’s manuer.

“Ay, you may be a pilgrim now—but what
have you heen? What is your name ¥’

“Let my name rest, my lord; and let what I
have been be forgotten,” said the pilgrim, in a

stern, carnest tone. I have come here to seck
" a short repose for my weary limbs, for I know

that the noble Dake of Selva wonld not turn a

foot-gare traveller from his doors.”
~ *Of course you may rest—rest here ag long as
you pleage,” returtied the dake ; “but yon must
not seek my society.. .You may be now what
onght to be respected, but yot memory cannot all
be hnehed, even by penitence.”

“Then you arc sure you know me,” snid tho
pilgrim,

“Yes, Yoars have not so altered your fon

tures but that X recognize them.”

*“ Will you not fake my hand 2" ssked the old
man,

“No, no—I eannot,” uttered Don Phitip:
drawing atill further away, and shunddering.
“You are weleome to the hospitality of my roof,
but you must ask ho more. I eannot forget the
work those hands have.done.”

The 0ld pilgrim bowed his Head upon his ataff,
and his gaunt frame trembled. . What was the
secret that luy so gnawingly upon his soul¢ It
must have been ona of deep and lasting import,

for long years have rolled their wasting tide over,

it, and yet ’tis mot forgotten. Penitence had
been poured upon it, but it coald not be hauled ;
but there it lay in that old man’s bosom—a thing
from which he would gladly have escaped, but
which clung to him, and which nothing but the
grave could hide. And shall the grave hide it !
That old man would have been happy if he could
have falt assured that in the world to come big
secret conld be forgotien. Bat no such assur-
ance was his, He groaned beneath the burden,
and he feared that he might have to bear it
alwiys,

3

H

CHAPTER IV.

FAREWELL.

Taxrnz, the Duchess de la Carra, was glone in
her great chamber, a chamber that looked to the
dastward, and which commatided a view of wild
grandear. The duchess waa not more than fifty
years of age, and even that weight of time she
carried very lightly. There w were some streaks
of silver upon her head, and”a fow tpuches of
time upon hor brow. She was still fair, stiil
beautifut in age, hearing yot the same linenments
that marked the face of her Jovely danghter, only
they were ripened, and the bloom was beginning
to fade, No onc.would look a second thmo into
the face of the duchess to feel sssured that mild-
ness of disposition and purity of thonght undor-
laid her whole character. Yet her large dark
eyes hurned with a light that told of some noeble
thoughts, and the pretty lips were castin a mould
that bespoke much of real firmness. She was

. sitting by her window, with a lute in her hand,

‘when there came a light rsp upon her door. She

merely bads the spplicant enter, and just as she
had laid the lute aside, Henry Ia Nuit came in,
and went up- t6 where she st and kissed her
hand. As he did so a tear full upon it.’

“ Weeping, Henry 7 eaid the dhchess, look-
ing quickly up into the young man’s face.

 Never mind, my lwdy," returned the koight,
“1am going to try to conquer my tears. BatI
have come now to bid you farewell.””

“Farowell I'* ropeated the lady, with surprise,
* You are not going to leave us.?”

“1 am going,” he said, in & tone of uttor de-
Jjection. **I know not whem my stepd will lead
me, but T must go from this place.”

Ianthe de la Corra gazed up jnfo the young
men’s fuce, and in » moment more she drew him
down by her side. Honry was nég of her blood,
but yet he held the place of & son in her broast.

@ had lain npon ‘her besom when an infunt,

d she had watched his growth in goodusss'and
virtue with all'the doep nffections of a mother--
be was in truth & plant of her awn making, &
man of her own fashioning, and apon né éne’s
sorrow conld she more freely wecp than upbn
that of her cherished foster-child, 8he drow the
youth’s head forward until it rested .upom her
hosom, and then she asked him why he was go-
ing away. 'The youth turned his teatr-wet eyes
tipon the kind face of her who had:been & mothay
to him, and in & low, but yet distinct tone, asid 1

“Alas! Icannot siay hero longer. Years
ago, when my young mind was fira§ opening to
a comprehension of the beamtiful abont nie, T
learned 1o Jove the gentle child whom you eall
daughtor. Age wronght some changes in that
love—but those changes mhade it stronger. At
length I knew how and why I loved, and then

came the prayer into my soul that I might pds-
. ' .
l\ . ‘
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sess that fair being to love always. To that end
that I might prove worthy of her I did all that 1
thought could become me a8 a man,. Thad gofhe
trials, and upon the battle-field I have endured
some hardships, but Igave them no heed—I only
songht for laurels to Iny at the foet of her whom
Iloved. In the kight of her kind smiles have I
lived, and in the hopes of possesaing her have I
found a little heeven of my own. O, Iloved
Isabelln—IX loved her with all the love my poor
heart could feel. But the cup of bliss is passed
from me, and it hos been dashed in pieces npon
a rock I could not move from my way. All my
hopes were in it, and they have bacn blown from
me. Al the honors of earth can be nothing to
me, for I am but a poor foundling, and may never
possess the hand of the being I love. Thoe duke
has sternly pronousced my fats. T eannot, do
not, blame him, for I know why he acta; but I
‘annot remain longer here. It were but mad-
ness for me now, since . I have nothing to gain
bat sorrow. I could not go without your bless-
ing—without firat bidding you farewell.”

The duchess knew it all. Her husband had

- told it to her, and she conld only weep in her
sympathy. She drew the youth more closely to
her and kissed him.

#1 know—TX know,” sho said, in a faint tone.
* O, Henry, I wish I had the power to révorse

-this decree, but I have not,”

“I bless you all the same, my kind lady, I
know my fate, and I have not come hore to ssk
you to chenge it. I hava only come o bid you
farewell, and to ask you—"

The youth sobbed, and his uiterance was
choked.

“What would you ask? Ask mo anythmg

that I can do, and it shall be done.”

“I would ask you,” continued the knight,
overcoming his sobs by astrong effort, “ to speak
with Isabella for me. Tell her—toll her that I

" dare not sce her,  ‘Tell her that—"

But he could not go on. His head aank lower
down till it rested upon the lap of the duchoss,
aud then he gave vent to his grief. His stout

_ frame shook benoath the tempest of sorraw, and
his moans struck with an agonizing power upon
the heart of her whe held him. - Suddenly he
started up and throw back the rich brown locks
from his face, and with one eff3M of his will he
stopped the fow of his tears.

My lady,” ho aid, in a subdued tons, * for-
give me for this unseemly burst of feeling. God
bless you for all you bave dome for me; and

L

when_you think of me,remember me as one whp
will never forget you in his prayers. Farewell,
farewell 1" )

So he spoke, and then turped towards the
door ; but the duchess had not heard him. She
had been sitting with her hands pressed hard
upon her brow, and her face hud been working
with emotions of her own. Before the young
man could gpen the doot, she started to her feet,

“Btop! stop!” she cried, a3 she reached forth
buth her hands. * Stop, Henry, and listen to

.’ The yoang men stopped and tarned back,
and the duchoss met him in the centre of the
ro0m.

Having taken his hapd, and gazing for 2 mo-

ment into his face, as though she were yet labor-

ing with the thought that had entered her mind,
she said :

“ You must make ‘me a promise, Henry, be-
fore you leave' mo. You must promise me that
you weill nbt leave Navurrs, and that if you settle
downanywhere you will take the first oppertunity
to let me know where it is. Wxil you promise
ms this "

“Yes, lady. All that I can promise easily.*”

“Then X can ask no more. I eannot ask you
to remain in the casﬂe, for T know fidll well the
obstacle that lnys in your way; but wherever
you go moay God be with you and bless you "

.Henry la Nuit did not dare to trust himself 1o
spenk. Ilo rniseil the lady’s hand ence more to
his lips, and then he hasteried from the room.
He did not hear the deep sob that sounded from
the littlo ente-chamber, he heard nothing, ot
even Lis own heavy footstep. The long corridor

into which he had entered led half way around ’

the great building before it reached the end atairs
that came up from the hall, and ere he had
venchod the end of it he fult a light hand upon
his arm, and turning, he beheld Isabeils.

* Going ! going 1’ she murmured, as she flang
herself upon his bosom,

This was the hardest blow yet and the youth
had hoped that he should have been spared it.

“ I must go, Inaballa.’

“ And not have seen me *—not Ind mo fhre- - i

well

“Q, heavens ! how conld I My hem is all
Lroken now. Why should' I have seen you when
fate has fixed us as it has 3

* 0, Henry, we will not be sepam&ed u!waya
cried the fair girl.. “ At some time I will come
to you!”

The young knightstrained the weeping maiden
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to his bosom-~he imprinted & warm kiss upon!
her pure bmw, and then he raised his hands to
his eyes.

"¢ Farewell I he cned “I must not stay here
now—I must not remain with you thus, for my
pledge to your father forbids it, I shall always
love you—always remember you—always bless
you. Thinkjof me sometimes, Isabélla. Fare-
well 1™ -

As he thus spoke, he turned and rushed away
from the Bpot. His horse was standing in the
court all ready for him, with the portmantean
strapped on, and the knight’s heavy sword hang.
ing from the saddle-bow. The knight took off
the light weapon that he had worn thus far
through the day, and in its place he put the
heavier one that had used itself to hard passes.

“Wil my young gentleman be back to.
night 3 esked the groom, as he took the light
sword from tho hands of hia young master,

# No, not to-night. Perhaps—nevert”

2

The man started, and looked half wildly at the
knight, and would have caught the bridle-rein
had not Henry quickly turned hie horse aside.
Qur hero waved an adien to the honest fellow,
and then he deshed out through the onteér eourt,
posved the gate, nodded affectionatoly to the old
porter, crossed the drawbridge, and soon he was
moving ewiftly down the hill. At the distance
of half a mile he came to a gentle rise, and
upon the top of this he stopped. He looked
back, and there he saw the old castle towering
up against the sky. Big toars started to his
eyes a8 ha looked upon the place that had been
80 long his home, and his stout bosom heaved
when he thought of those whom he had left be-
hind. Ha raized his hand to wipe thoe teavs from
his cheek, and when he once more gathered up
the reing, hislips trembled ; but they pronounced
but a single word. Tt was: -

“FAREWELL!"




CHAPTER V.

THE ROYAL IllSSlYE.

Taz sun did not ahme tupon the old castle
of Estela, for a thick, dark bnze hung over the
country. The hills, the vales and the mountains
were all shut out from sight, and even the old
gray twrrets and towers seemed almost lost to
those who stood in the court. ‘Then the szme
kind of gloom seemed to rest upon the hundred
armed men who stood about the soldiers’ apart.
ments; and the servants, too, as they passed to
and fro, looked aad and serious. The old porter
at the gate answered all npplmamts surlily, and
the butler geve his ordors in short, snappish
sentetices. The old armorer, Pedro, had many
a broken plate of steel upon his bench bat he
touched them not.

Heory la Nuit was gone-—nnd zhey had found
that he was to return to them no more. All
had loved him, and all sorrowed in his absence,

» He had been so brave, so kind, so noble, that
the very life of the old place aaemed to have de-
parted with him. And how was it in-doors?
Go to the room of our Lady Janthe, and there
you will find the fair deughter sobbing with
grief, and the weeping mother trying to soothe
her. But the mother may try, and try, and she
will but try in vain, for she ean give no agsur-
ance that can reach the afflicted heart.

So drags on a tedious week, but yat the young

Heg does not frown, nor does he speak angrily,
but he seami cold and impassible—as though
he felt not & single regret at what had tranapired.

her away, and simply talks of his family pride,
No words eanbend him, nor any tears move him.

~ It was late in the day wheén a horseman
ascended the hill and entered the couri of the
castle. Ho was & knight of Navarre, and bore
himself with & proud mien. He wns stont and
firmely knit, and gave token of having seen much
service. His countenance was fair enongh tq
look upon, fair for any one of his years—for lie
had seon forty of them, 't least,—but yot there
was & look of secret cunning sbout it that was
not caleulated to impress the close observer so
favorably. Whenhe smiled, a suspicions person
could have detected something, almost like mal-
ice, lurking about the comers of his mouth.
And then he had a dork look, too—a look that
bespoke a very brave man, but also a very reck-
lesa one, that is, if mere physical daring cam be
called bravery. His hair was of a sandy hue,
and his eyes were gray, but very guick and
sharp. When he slighted from his horse, old’
Pedro knew him for Sir Nandon du Chastel, o

knight is missed. Al this while Don Philip has

knight attached to the person of the king.

l&uke’s greeting, a8 he met the knight in the hall,

‘have watched o stone, for the nobleman’s features

worn the same storn, unbending brow as aver,

. thing?” He spoke a8 though it wera & mere
When he sees his child weeping, he turns coldly -
from her, and when his wife entreats him he puts.

_ the subject 7

\
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“« 'Sif Nendon, 1 give thee welcome,” was the

"Dn Chastel took Don Philiy’s proffered hand,
and having thanked him for his kindness, the
two repaived to the .duke's own spartment.
Wine and bread were served, and then.the new
comer drew forth a sea.led pa«;ket from his
bosom.

e Thxs is for you, my lord duke,” gaid the
k lght 84 he passed the package across the table,
It is from the king.” .

1" Ah—and how fares onr good kmg ¥ asked
the duke, taking the packet, and g!ancmg a4 the
royal seal.

[t As well as can be; though I must BRY that
I ?hmk he shows less of health than has been his'
wont. Yow may see by the penstrokes there
thht his hand is growing unsteady.”

“ Yes—I ses,” smd Don Pluhp, a8 he opened
tha Traigsive,

While the duke rea.d Da Chuswl poured out
@ cup of wine and sat sipping it while he watched
the reader's conntehance, But he might as well

changed not a shade. He finished reading, and
then he folded up the paper and }md it upon the
table by his side.

“Tra Chastel, do you know the import of this

ordinary transaction of business that had been
atluded to.
“1 think I do, my lord.”
# Then tho king has conf&md with you upon

* Yes—it has been & subjoct often. referred w0
between us.”

“You will remain wit,h me over mght of
course, »

“ Yes.”
e Then I will give you my answer on the
morrow.”
iAnd this wes the duke’s present notice of the
missive he had received. Could it be of muck
mhment, when it had not even power to draw
or toneh the slightest nerve in his face? Could
it be of serious-import to aught concerning him,
when he could so carelessly throw it aside and
join 8t onee in a stirring .conversation upon
other topica? Ah) there was ong ih that castle
from whom the sight of that royal message would
have dvawn a’shrick; but she was destined to
sléep in ignorance of its presence.

The night passed away, and thd morning

togethor. The former showed a Hitle anxiety
upon his countenance, but the latter was as cool
and calm as a frozen infant, -

“ Well, my lord duke,” commenced Du Chae-
tel, *have yon thought over that matter yet
“ Ay, Bir Nandon ; and I am prepaved to send
the king my answer. I shall-comply with his
request.’” ’
The knight started forward with outstretched
hands to thank the Jduke, but he was waved back
with a decided movement. )

* Hold, 8ir Nandon,” said Don Philip. “You
have no need to.thank me, for I do this out of
no great friendship. I honor you for a brave
wman, snd I hope I may respect you for an honest
one; but it ia to the king you must turn the most
of your gratitude for it.” -

Du Chastel sat back somewhat abashed, and
thongh a shadow flitted across his face, yet he
wis soon calm, and sfter drinking & full cup of
wine, he wen'tJ on with his uaual tono of conver-
gation. He intended, he said, to remsin at the
castle for a week, and the duke familiarly ex-
tended to him an invitation to do s0.

It was in the afternoon when Don Philip
sought his dsughter. Me found her in her own
upartroent, and he took u seat by her side,

“ Jeabella,” he «aid, without bending st all
from his cold dignity, “I have come to meke
you acquainted with an important transaction
which I have this day tonclnded. Some time

E ago theking npoke to me abort the bestowal of

vour hand in marriage, and I partially acoeded
to hia proposal. He has now selected Sir Nan-
don du Chastel for your hushand, and, after
mature deliberation, I have given my assent.
Du Chastel is & wenlthy mad, and of one of the
noblest families in Navarre. He is also in high
favor with our king, and, ea his wife, your posi-
tion will at once be pleasant and important.”

Dunng this epeech, Isabellz had regarded her
father with fixed eyes, and when he concluded,
her face had assumed a mild iook but yet righd
8 ice,

“ Marry with Nandon du Chastel 1 she ut-
tered, in tones that seemed to come frozen from
their source. “Be his wife! I am dreaming
all this 1* - ’

trae, my child.”

“The wifo of Nandon du Chastel! O, you
do not meanit! You will not consign me to
such & fats, What have I ever done that I

dawned, and again Du Chastel and the duke were

ghonld be thas given over to atter misery 1

’

* Then it must be a faithful dream, foritfa all
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HThis is folly, Teabella. You should not let
your heart run ‘away with yonr-head. I have
many reasons why this wmarringe shounld take
place, and ¥ hinve fixed upor it 26 o thing which
must be done. Fsteln must have some heir.
My house must not be lef: heirless in the male
line, Du Chastel 8 the best match ih Navarre,
and I doubt not he will make you a good hus-
band. I have now teld you of it, and you can
consider npon it at your leisure.”

The maiden spoke mot, nor did she raiseher
head wiren her futher went cut; bat when she
waa' alone she wept. Ere long she songht her

thother, and to her she told tha thing of hey now-

grief.  But the mother knew it all before—her

hnsband haé told-it all ¢o her, so she could only:

wrge her child to {ry and bear up under it. Thoy
both knew that the phiposes of the: duke wers
like the laws of the Meédes end Persians-—that
they were fixed and nnalterable when once found.
ed and niderstood.

“ Alas ! my child, ke is fixed in this, T know,”

oaid the duchess, as she drew. her daughter to

ar—

her bosom. “You know “you must marry At
pome time—your fther has set his heart upon
that long ago, and hé has thonght Du Chastel
a3 good es any of the riobles who are marriage
able. But the nuptials may not take place for
some montha ¥yet, 80 you will have time to wear
off" the sharpest points of the pang Take heart,
Isabella.,” -

" But how could the poor gn-l take heart when
her heart was gone? How could she take heart
when her heart was all crushed and bleeding ?
The édmncenition foll coldly upon her, for shie saw
n¢ hope of eomfert.

«“Q, I wish I were dead ¥ she groaned, 48
she clung to her mother’s neck. “If I were
in the grave I should be free from this.”

“ Hush, my child. You speak now from the
promptmgs of an over-lieated brain. Trustto
time. ' Drowning men catch at straws, and in
the months that are set Bpart hefore your mar-
riage there may be ‘something upon which your
hopes can grasp. You-can ai least soften down
the pillow by prayers and meditations,”

CHAPTER VI.

A MYSTERIOUN PREAENCE.

Twirigar was deepening into night, and the
landscape was- becoming dim .pnd mdlatmct,
when a Benedictine monk was seen making his
way up the hill to the castle. He was not a
very-old:man, nor yet very young, appearing te
be rather of & middle age. His face, as the last
dim rays of the twilight fell upon it, sbemed
pale and wan, and about the davk oyes thers was
& Yook of restlessness and disquiet. The dark

robe was gathemd closely. about his form; on

though he felt cold and chilly in the evening air.
Az he moved slowly on his way, his oyes wan-
dered . furtirely about him, end several times he
stopped and looked behind him as though be
hesitated about keeping on, When he gazed folt
upon the castle at the top of the hill he seemed
to ghudder and tremble, and at length he atopped
ontright and sat down npon & stone by the way-
side. . He.did not eppear to have done this from
fatigua #o much_ag from indecision, for he was
sill restless as ho sat thero, .and his eyes be-
trayed the conflict that was gnm,g on within.

The dew wad now beginning to fall demp aid
fadt, and ¢re long the Benedictine arose and gath-
ered his long robe once more abont him, and

. then, after another hesitation, he moved on

agsin towards,the castle,

“Y can find some place there,” he saidto|

himself, in & tone at ‘which, ke iteself seemed

:

to start; *“some place where I can be safe. It
is & dangsrous work, but I will try it.”*

The large gates of the castle were closed when
he renched them ; busp he omtered by & wicket,
and the . porier only craved a blessing as tho
admissidn fee, It was now qultu Anrk, and 8.
the Bencdictino entered the inner court he be-

 edine - lost In the gloom. He had passed on by

the main entrance to the great hall, and he may
have gono to the postern, near the lodgings of
the soldiers.

* Come, come, my fair lady,”, u.id Nnndon dn
Chastel, as he stood by the side of Isabells, after
supper; * you have not smiled npon me.once
this ovening. You ar¢ miserly of _your klnd- ‘
noss.”

The maiden cast a timid glance np into the
knight's face, and » cold shudder ran throygh’
her frame. At first sho had only thought of bim
‘a0 one whom she -must unwillingly, unloyingly
‘wed, but now she shrank from him beconse of

‘[ himself. He looked g dark and sinister,. and

then she thought sho gaw gleam of mallgnltyem
his countenance-—she was sure sho. conld read -

a.sort of mumphant lonk in his face. -

“Y am sot in & mood for nmiling to- nigl;t,"
ghesaid, ) .
“ Are you not well?" . : } .
“Not quite, sir.” :
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* Then suppose we take a turn in the court.
The fresh sair may revive you.”
“No, sie. T would rather geek my own room.”
Da Chastel did not fail to see the aversion
that the maiden manifested, and it caused & dark
cloud to come upon his alrcady dark features.
He played with his sword-hilt a moment, and
 soemed she while to be revolving some project
. over in his mind. He ceught Isabella by the
hand as she started to move from him, and hend-
ing his head low down g0 that his words might
reach no other ears but those for wlnch they were
intended, he said : i

“The duke tells me that the poor foundling,
Henry la Nuit, has left you.”

The meiden felt Du Chustel’s hot breath
upon her neck and cheek, but she dared not
look up at him, Bhe felt that his eyea were fast-
ened npon hier, and she tricd with all her power
to be calm.

“ And no one knows where he has gone,” re-
" sumiod Du Chestel. “Strange that ho should
kave gone awey. Washe not pleasantly situated
hem [

Btill Yeabells struggled to keep her passions
down. She knew now that the speaker was try-
ing to look inte her heart, and she wouald have
kopt the secret to herself.

“T had thooght,” continved the dark kmght
in & low, scarching tono, “that Don_ Philip
meant to have done well by the foundling.
Btrunge that he should have left so suddenly,
and especlally just a8 the king had made him a
knight."*

Poor Isabellal She could mot hreak away

. from the man who held her, nor could she much
tonger hold back the tempest that was mgmg
in her bosom.

“ Perhops—indeed, I have thought.—tbat_ﬁhe
young man might have been unguardedly in-
solent—that he might have imposed upou the

. good dnke’s charity, and aspired to things be-
yond his deserts.- Can you not inform me,
My an - :

Poor, broken henrt! It had stood all it conld.
Ysabelln uttoicd one desp sob, and, as hor tears
burst forth, she tore herself ﬁ-mn the knight’s
bold snd rushed from the room. Bhe womld
have fled to her mother, but the duchess was
herself indiaposod, and had retired, leaving or-
ders with Katrina that ehe should not be dis-
tarbed ; so the maiden fled to her own' room,
sud thero eho gave way to her grief.

-

movement, save Du Chastel, and after she had
gone he stood for somo moments and gazed
upon the spot where he had last seen her stand.
A dark smile played for a whilé upon his fea-
tures, but at length it settled into a moody frown,
and his hends worked nervously by his eide.

“’Tis us I thought,” he muttered - to himself,
28 he torned away to one of the wmdows and
looked out upon’ the arg... “Bhe- loves that
young forndling, anid™| #0 she must needs be cold
to me. I think a cure may be worked hete,”

It was & grim smile that passed over the man’s
eountenance as he spoke these words, and that
smile lingered about the corners of the month
until it assumed & fearful look ; but when, i fow
moments afterwards, ho rc_lomcd the duke, he
was more gay than ever.

It was guite late when Nandon du Chastel ro-
tired, ‘Tho chamber that had been set apart for

| hig use was in the eastern extremity of the cns-

tle, and waa separated by a thick wall from the
tower. 'When he reached the apartment he eare-
fully locked the door behind him, and sat down
at the table, and then having placed the candle
in a convenient place, he drew soms papers
from his bosom and began to look them over.
After'ho had examined the writing s long as
seemed liis ‘purpose, he spread & sheet of peper
before him, snd having produced an ink-horn
and pen, he begen to write. He wrote nehrly an
hour—for he formed the letiers glowly and with

the sheet. He scemed to’ buve no wax at hind,
—or, if he had he did not, dse it then,—but he
simply folded the paper upon which he had been
writing, and, having placed it with the others,
he pat them ail baok into the pocket from whenee
he had taken them. After this he proceeded to
undrusa and having tried the door to usedre

and went to the bed.

Sir Nandon du Chastel alept soundly. He
bad forgotten for the time the triumph he hed
gained over a poor weak girl; ho hnd forgotten
everything—for he slept wo deeply to drvam,

“The vast quantity of wine he had drank cloged

his eyelids tightly, and he snored so loudly that
ovon the tempest-howl might have been siléhded
by it. The stars peeped into his chnmber, m&

{the. gentle brocgs whispertd through the Half-

open window ; but the sleeper loeded them not.

thefe was one who heard it;—and the star’

No one in the hall hed noticed Isabella’s

beams, too, foll upon s dnlkyform that crowched

difficulty-~and 2t tho end of that time he folded

himpelf that it was fast, he oxnngmahed !us hgh‘r. '

Yet that bmeu did not whisper in vain—for .
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by the bedside. Thai form raised itsell up and
Teaned over the bed, but still the sleeper pnored.’
Then it moved towards the table, and when its
back was turned it drew forth a small lantern
from-its bosom and opened it. Someof the rays
shot up and revealed the pale features of the
Benedictine. What could he be deing there?
The 'monk ran his eyes quickly over the table,
and then he tarned to where the knight had leid
his clothes across a chair. He noiselessly search-

. ¢d about these nntil he had found the papers, and

baving secured them he turned back towards the
bed. When he reached the wall he seemed to

lean against it for a moment, and on the next | sta

instant he had disappeaced. There was no door

to be geen there, and yet the Bemedictine must
have pessed through there somewhere, Either
he must - have mysteriousty meited into air, or
elee he must bhave found some secret passags
through into the towar.

Da Chastel slept on; and ag-a.m, at the end
of half an hour, the same dark presence glided
back into the room and passed his bed. The
pepers were all placed exactly as they were fonnd,
and again the Benedictine disappeared as before.

The sun wés high np when the knight arose

“from his bed, and he thanked his fate that he
.had enjoyed an undiptarbed rest. 'When he had
dressed himself he went down into the duke’s
stedy, end having obtained 2 pisce of wax he
genled the letter he had written the night befors,
and then went out and ordered his horse. He
told the groom to inform the duke that he ehould
not be back to breskfagt, but that he might be
eipécted to dinner. After this he mounted his
“ horee and rode off, mking the rosd towards

" Fampeluna.

Lot us look back a l:!.tle into the night thet

" had passed. 'While Sir Nandon du Chestel was

sleeping 8o soundly in his bed, Ton FPhilip de
In Cprra had not yet retired.  The duke was all
'slone in his study, snd now that_there was no
one to gee him his features were somewhat re.
laxed. He did not seem moved much, for those
same omotions that would have made ssd havoe
. with the complacengy of others, had but little
. external effect upon him. What his heart may
" have folt few people knew. He may have been
worked npon by the tenderest emotions, or he
may have narved the most fearful hatred in'his
bosom, and iu his face it wonld have becns.ll the
same,
1t was Tong past midnight when the dnke aroee
from his chair, buteven then he did, not gesk

his chamber. He took his light, and having
passed out into the long corrifor be tock his way
towards the eastern pact of the castle. At one
of the eastern angles ‘of the building stood the
‘high tower, within which wus the chapel, and it
was to this chapel that the duke went. When
e reached it, he entored with n reverent step,
and set his light upon the altar. Then he kneel-
ed down before the wooden crucifix and prayed ;
snd who could that stern noble pray for at that
hour, and in that place?

Don Philip prayed for his datghter ; he prayed
that he might ses, her happy under the cirdum-
IWes that were hanging over her, and that the
marriege be had projected might prove a blese-
ing to her. He confessed that he was taking o
step of necessity, but he hoped he was doing
right; but above all, and most enrnestly, did he
pray that his child might submit meekly to the
trinls that had found her heart; that the love she
had held for one who couid be rothing-more to
her might 'be soon rooted out by the hand of
forgetiulness,

When he arose from his kneelmg, he w:ped a
wingle tear from his cheek; and when he again
took np the light, the.Jook of stern coldness had
come back to his face,. e passed out from the
chapel, and having cloged the door bohind him
he started to Tetvaco his’ steps, He had paseed
out from the tower, and had juut renched & point
where the corridor came to -en sbrupt angle,
| when he eame upon & heman form that had met
him from the. opposite divection. It was the
Benedictine. -

“Who and what are you?” -acked the duke,
not & little startled by this endden appearance.

The presence secmed for the moment to hesi-
tate; but, withont speaking, it slowly raised ite
head until the rays of the light fell upon its face,

- # Gireat God of heaven!” gasped Don Philip,
starting back aghast, anrl lettmg the candle drop
from his hands. -

In an inetant it was dark o8 the closed tomb, -
The nobleman spoke, but no answer came back
to him; he folt along tho passage, but the pres-
ence was gons. BSlowly he groped his way back
to his study, whers he had loft & hesvy lemp
barning. Great drops of sweat ltoodw bis
brow, and his face was pele as marble. - Astin
sat down in his chair, he closed his hndo wpon
his &yee, but ho could not ghut out the sight he
bed seen; he sought his bed and he slept, but
it was on!ym eoe that same pale presence in hi
mtleu dreana.




CHAPTER VII.

THINGS LOOK BUSPICIOUE.

Nawpox py Cuasres bad been 'gone an honr
when Don Philip gros¢ from his bed, The old
noblemen was very pale, bat a fow turns in the
open court revived him, and restored him to his
wonted vigor. After this he went to the room
of the warden, and got a bunch of keys, and
with theso in his haud he went to the chapel
where he preyed the night beforo. In the cor-
ridor he found the candle that he had dropped,
ond he trembled when he stooped to pick it up;
but-he scon overcame tho emotion, and with s
fum step he moved on. In the chepel he re-
mained only a few moments, for he seemmed to
have forgotten something that he needed, and he
turhed back agein. It was a torch that hewant-

.¢d, and having proctred it he once more re-
turned to the chapel, Near tho sacristy there
was & huge iron door, and thls door he opened.
Tt required all his strength to move the ponder-
ous nress upon ita eréaking hinges, but he suc.
ceedod in opening a way wids enough for his own
admittanes, snd holding the torch 'above his
head: he pazeed through and began-to descend
the stono steps that led down into the vanlts be.
nenth the chapel,

Tt'wss s dask, datp, dismal plece, and the
stragigling beams of the torch’ showad it to'be
the place of sepulthre. * Carefully Don Philip
groped his way slong to where a large marblo

1

mausoleum arpge %o eateh the lurid glare of the
torch, and here ho stopped, and then welked
srotind the tomb and exemined it in all its parte.
It bore upon a slab in front the name of Giao-
1.ANMO0, and seemed to ba the resting-place of one
who had been high in power.

~At length Don Fhilip moved slowly awﬂy
from the spot, and re-nscended to the chapel.
' He closed the great iron door, and having lotked
it he veturned the keys to the warden, end then

sought ‘the chamber of the {richess, He found. -

his wifo with & manuscript book in her hand, bus
she lnid'it-aside when he entered, &nd bade him
a good morning. For a while the dike kept an
nnesay silence; and he scemed half inclined not
to earry out the object of his visit; but the eyes

of the ‘duchess wers ketm encugh to read the -

‘trouble in his face, and sho esked him the cuuse
of it. ~ -

* Janthe,” ho said, after & few moments of de. '

liberation, * I saw something last night thet woll
nigh froze my blood. I was in the corridor that
16ada to the chapel, and the time was past mids
night. I was met by a dark presence; snd 1
"spoke to it, Yut it gave me no answer. It slowly.
raised its head, and 1 saw the: pale wR fw
‘tures of Girolamo I

“«OFf Gibolamo 1" attered the- auehws, ‘srem

‘blipg violentiy,
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“ Ay—it was the noble Jord himself,"”
“But he sleeps in the mausoléum, bano,ath

* the tower,"” murmured the lady.

“ 8o he shonld,” returmed Ton Philip, with a
shudder, ¢ but he surely walked about the castle
ust night. I noted his every feature, even to
the wild, dark light of his eyes.”

“ But-whither went he? Did you not follow
him 2

“No—in my firsPatartled aqtoundmerjl drop-
ped my light, and he glided away from me in the
darkness.””

For a.lopg while the duchess remained in
profound thoeght. As she reflected apon the

strange subject of her husband's words, her face

grew a shade paler, and her hands trembled aa
they ley upon ber brow. At 1ength she said, in
a cnreful tone :

“May he not be dlsturbed by some plan that
is on foot in the castle? I can hardly believe
that gpirits aro wont to burst.forth from the
tomb, a8 some people say—but Lam not prepared

10 dlsbehe\.? when a thing becomes so palpable.”

Don Philip was silent, and gazed vacantly
upon the floor. He secmed troubled with the
thoughts that came crowding upon him, for his
brow wae bent, and his Hp quivered.

¢ Perhaps,” continued the duchess, seeing that
her husband did nat epeak, *“the apirit of Giro-
amo comes thus to wam us of some danger at
hand ; he never liked the houpe of De Chastel.”

“ Btop, stop, lady 1" quickly interrupted Don

Philip, while hia face grew siern and cold, “No-

more of that! I know the wherefore of what

‘Ido, and. what I have planned must come to

pass, -Let not your words dwell upon that sub-
Jject again. It is sure I saw Girolamo, but his
coming boded nothing tonching that. If it did,
let him come again and speak.”

Juet o8 Don Philip ceased speaking, there
came & Jond rap upoen the door.

“ Enter,” said the duke. ' .

“ My lord,” said a servant, *there is m man
in the hall who would speak with you.”

“Telf him I will be with him in & moment.”

The servant vnthdrow, n.nd then the duke
turned to his wife.

“Let .your thoughts not be troubled by this

thing which I have told you,” he continued, “ for-
_ it can be nothing to you. Perhaps I onght not

to have told you of this, for it may help to shat-

", ter your too sensitive nerves.” ;

“No, no, fear not for me,” retnrned the duch-
€58, :

Don Philip saw that her nerves were quieta
and that she had not beon shocked - by what she
had heard. He may have thought that sho al-
ready suffered too deeply in sympathy with her
child to have ghis affect her ag it otherwise might.
But, be that as it sy, he said no more on the
subject; he only kissed his wifo, and then left
the apartment. When he reached the hall, he
found the old pilgrim thore.

“ Ah, sir pilgrim, is it you who scok me 1’ he
asked, keeping both hands folded so that the old
weyfarer might not touch them.

“Yes, py lord; T have come to ask of you
where I Jhay find Henry la Nuit.” .

“ And what can’ you want with him 7 asked
the nobleman, a little moved by the subject thuy
broached.

“It cannot matier to you, my lord, what I
want of him; but I must find him.” -

Don Philip was inclined to bo angry at first,
bat he soon overcame the emotion, though his
face grew more stern a8 he gazed upon the man
hefore him. '

#I know not where the youth has gone,” he
said. * Ho went away from here without leav«
ing a word for me, save a single farowell, I did
not ses him, and be sought not my edvice; nor
did he geek my aid.”

Don Fhilip's eye grow moist us ho spoke, but,
ke kept his feelings to Imself.

“X must find him,” resumed the pilgnm,
“gnd he must not leave Navarve. I think I
may seck him st Pampelunn. You do not think
thore is any one in the castle who would kuow
of hig whereabouts ?”

“1 think not, You might seo old Pedro, how-
ever, - It was he whobrought me the youth’s fare-
well, You will nut tell me why you sesk him 7"

“1 connot now.”

The pilgrim turned away, and the duke went
to hia study, ¥

Adjoining the rough barracks, in which the
men-at-arma found their quarters, was the work.
shop of the.armorer; and he wos there, leaning
upon his hermer. He had just finished putting
the’ steal. head upon & halbert, when he was
accosted by the pilgrim.

« * Qhe, you seek my young master—-(}od bless
him !” uttered Pedro, after the - pﬂgnm had sta-
ted his crrand.

#Yegrand T would hn.vo you toll me some-
thing of him, if you can.” :

“Weil, o I don't know you, Tmight not speak
all I know.”
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“Perhaps Henry confided in you,” said the
pilgrim, not: at all offended by the armorer’s
manner.’ ‘

« He may have done so; and if he did it was
becaunse he knew I might be trusted. He was
alweys free with me, for he knew that I loved
him. I wish all the nobles in Navarre were a¢
noble as he ig——or even half of them.”

"The pilgrim leaned upon his staff, and gazed
into the armorer’s face. He seemed to read the

" old man’s whole character in that look, for

when he spoke again it was with a sort of calm
assurence that must have beon the result of some
good resson.

% Yon say-you loved the youth ?” -

“ Ay, sir pxlgrim—aa though he had been of
my own blood.”

“ And he would trast you ‘with his most holy
secret ¥

“ He wounld have no fear,” .

“Then 1 have a mind to tell thes why I seek
him. T shall’ not tell you sif, bt you shall
know enough to make you willing to help me.
1 have some work to do, and I may not be able
to do it all alone. You will lend me & hand

in anything that can benefit thg youth "

4 Yeg—gven my own life.”

The pilgrim showed his gratitude by his looks,
and drawing the armoter to one corner of the
shop, he told him what he dated to tell. It was
not all he knew, bat it was enongh to make old
Pedro stare and start, and clasp his hands with
anxious desire; and when he had heard all, he
grasped the pilgrim’s hand and blessed him., He
did not hesitate then to take that hand.

Now, close by the spot where the two old men
had stood, there wis & emnll window, and this
window was open. It was shaded with a screen
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to keep out the sun. Tt'so happened that jus
a8 the pilgrim ceased speaking, Sir Nandon do

Chastel moved away from that window. Did he - A

happen there aecidontally 7—or had he seen the
pilgrim enter, and so moved up thers to hear

what was going on? Atsll everits, he had heard .

enongh to move him with strange exaotions, for
his face was' as dark as the clond that portends
the storm; and when he leg the spot, he crept
stealthily away, so that no one should see him.
He entered the castle by the postern, and quickly
sought the duke,

““What, not stop to dinner?’ uttered Don

.| Philip, after Dn Chastel had told bis errand.

#No, my good lord. Sudden end unexpeeted
business calls me away." .

“Why, you have but just returncd from besi-
ness, and the groom told me that you had or-

dered your horse to be’ takan crre of for the

day.”

“ So I did,” stammered Du Chastel ; “bat T
forgot this most ifportant matter that has just
come to my mind.”

Tt rhust be important,” returned Don Philip, -

for it moves you most wundrously‘
1 Does it 3"
K Indeed, it does.”
. “Well--perhaps ‘tia natoral tlat it shonld,

But,” he added, with a lighter tone, at the inven-

tion that had come into his mind, “I am most
‘moved to think that I should have forgotten it.
‘The matter in itself is’ light, bat only becomes
serious in neglect.”

Don Philip ecemed satishied wlth this, and he

bade the knight & cordial adlen. Then Du Chas-
tel ordered out hig horse, and, in a few moments

more, he was dashing swiftly éway towards the -

capltal,

CHAPTER V1L,

'

A SRCRET ENEMY.

Waupr Henry la Nuit lefi the castlo of Estel
la, be went diretly to Pampeluna, where he
found lodgings with an eld knight, named Go-
mez Garliz, with whom he had been-in several

. “engngements, Guarlliz was now very lame from

a sovere wonnd he had received in his last bat-
tle: but he was pleased to see his brave young

- comrade, and thiy enjoyed several days of pure

sociality, * The old knight tried veryhard to find
out what it was thot fade his young friend a0
ead, and what made him sometimes shed tears,
but. Henry would not divulge the secret. He
did not deccive his comrade, for he plainly told
kim that he had eanse for sorrow, hat he begged
of him not to ask mote, and at length the old
man consented to drop the matter. . Perhaps he

- divinéd the cause he, sought, for graduslly his

face agsumed an intelligent look, and he more
than dnca hieted aboug young bearts and young
hoads, at the same {imo deprecating the lawof
Navarre that made a legal distinction bétween
the worth of merit and the worth of noble blood.
Gatliz and Henry had just finished their' din-
ner, ond the latter was setting aside his eup,

. when an officer entered the apartmient. and in-

formed our hero that the king wished to ses him.
The young man wes startled by the annonnce.
ment, hot he hed no oceasion for fear, and, in &
few moments, he was ready to.accompany the

messengar. When ‘he reached the pnlm, e
found the king slone, Alfonso wos weak from
present illneas, but his eye was bright, and he
bore kimaself with that same degree of dignity
that had eo entranced the nobles who usually
surronnded him. )

“ Ah, Sir Henry,” the monarch nttered, s tho
young man approached him; and knelt, " we
tire giad you are here, for your servicés are much
needed. You have woll earned your spars, and
now it guits our royal plensure to afford you an
opportanity to make them brighter. What say
Fou to an adventura 2"

“ Lay your commands upoxn me, sire, and you
shall find me happy in obeying them,”” returned
our hem, rising to his fBet, and gazing grawﬂllly
wpon the monarch,

“Woell spoken, Sir Hemry. Now you are
young, but wa have reason to know of your
bravery, and hence have yon beon chosen to carry
out a plan that I wenld not trust to many an
older head. You have probably heard of Mo-
rillo, the terrible bandit.”

“ Yes, sire,” said the youth, deeply interested.

* Well, he is now ofl our northeastern frontior,
and bis deeds are’ growing more and move ter.
rible eyery duy. We have thus far used every

\

meana in onr power to entrap him, but all has

been in vain. Fe has » numerous band witk
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him, and a safe passage across the Pyrenees is.
" mext to impossible. Morillo robs and butchers
withont mercy. A messenger arrived here this
morning from Szint Jean Pied de Port, and Mo-
rillo was in that town yesterday, and he is now
probably lodged in some of the strong passes of
the Pyrenees. We have set apart s hundred
men, and to you we give the command. They
are all of them well-tried and faithful, and most
of them you have seen in battle. It is our wish
that you should et off this very might, and by
good riding ‘you-can reach Saint Jean before
daylight to-morrow morning. Yo can then se.
crete your men if you wish ; but all that we leave
with you. If you bring us back the heed of Mo-
tillo to Pampeluna, you shall be accounted our
bravest knight. What say you!” :

1 sny yes, siro, with my whole heart,” imme-
diately answered Honry, who wos much plensed
with the consideration. thus bestowed upon him.

“ And can you be ready to set out fo-night

“Yes, sire. My arms are.all ai hand, and
my horse will be fresh and strong.”

“Then your men shall be in readiness. Re-
port yourself here ht the setting of the sun.”

Henry bowed and withdrew. In the ante-
chember he met Nendon du Chastel, Tt was.
on that very morning that the latter had lofi the
costle of Estella in such a steange hurry, As
he met our hero he passed & seemingly cordial
groeting, and then went on to the chamber of
the king,

“By my faith, Du Chastel, I thank you for
having recommended that youth to my notice,”
said the monarch, as Sir Nandon approached
him. “Iam glad you returned just as you did,
for this moming'I was in -doubt whom to place
at the head of that mission.”

“Ay, your mnjesty,” retnrned Du Chastel,

. *.f knew that La Nuit was a brave youth, and 1
am inclined to think that on such emergemcms
the hot blood of ambitious youth is better than
the cooler blood of more experience.”

* Perhaps you nre.right, Du Chastel; but this
- 1s & dangerous mission, and I hope the youth
will come back in safoty.” »

“0, 80 do I~upon my sonl I do ! responded
D Chastel, with a look in which exultation wra
blended with subtle cunning,

Tw'due time, Henry la MNuit made his appear-
ance, and the king complimented him on his
noble bearing. ‘The young man hittle drearaed
of tho cause that lay at the bottora of his pres-
ent proferment; he know uot that he had an

enemy in the world ; and for the prese{;t, per-
hapa, it was well he did not—for could he have
read the meaning that lay lurking in Du Lhas-
tel’s face, he would not have set forth on his
work with so good a heart. .

Henry saw his men assombled in the king’s
court, and he was well pleased with their appear-
ance, Most of them he knew personally, and
he knéw they were men not used to fear. They,
too, seaméd pleased with the commsander who
had been given to them, and with one voice they
pledged themselves to stand faithfully by him.
It was nearly dusk when the party set out, but
they .all had strong horses, and they started off
in pood spirits. The distance to Saint Jean Pied
de Port was not over twenty miles, and La Nuit
reached that placa about an hour after midnight.
He had an order from the king io the seneschal
of the town, so hla troop was at once provided
for.

With the first strenk of duwn our hero wan
astir, and his first movement was to see that none
of his men exposed themselves to observation,
for he had rersons for kecping their presence »
secret. For an hour after he aroso ho was closét-
od with the seneschal, and from that official he
learned that some of the hrigands had been
seen near tha town on the afternoon of the pre-
vious day ; #o0 there was little doubt that Morille
was somewhere on the Spanish side of the moun-

tains, e learned the nature of the haunts that

the brigands frequented, and with this informa-
tion, seeing it was all he could get, be resolved to
eet at work, He was determined first to go among
the mountains alone, and recomnoitre, «for he
knew that if he ventured among.the rough fast.
nesses with his troop, he might be taken by sur-
prise, and at 8 disadvantage. Thero were many

of the passes of Sdint Jean where o dozen'men .
could hold at bay his full force. After he had

made up his mind upon this point, he eailed one

of his men to him. It was a young man, who -

possessed n faoe of more than crdinery intelli-
gence,

“ Froncisen,” he said, nddressmg hig man, w I

think you paint some.”

T have been aceounted a painter, Sir Henry.”

“So L have heard, Do you think you could
pumt -& face well 17 )

“1 can paint one, end then you shall be the
judge,” returned Froncisco. * After we got
over this brigaud business, if we are both alive,
I will try my hand, and then you shall ges for
yourself.”
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«® AY, but I want this done now,” reaumed La
Nuit; “and it is my own faco that I want
painted.” :

“Your portrais ¥

“No, no—my face. Now do you think you
could 8o paint my face—-my own individual face,
I mean—that it would look like the face of &
very old man?—so that a very close scrutiny
would not detect the cheat ¥’

“If I hod the imaterials X could certainly do
it,” returned Francisco, with ssionishment.

“J con got the materinls of the seneschal. . I
seo you look puzsled, Francisce, and I will at

~ once tell you what I mean to do. Tt will not

answer fo take our whole troop among the
mountain passes at a venture, and before we can
g6t out with any hopes of success it is absolutely

 necessary that I should know towaxds which

point to turn. That information T cannot galn
here in Saint Jean, and I am going to find it for
mysclf. The sencschal will supply me with the
necessary srtivled for disguising e\*erything but

© my feattves, and this latter is a desiderntum

that you must supply »*

“But, my dear master,” bogan Franeism,
“ you are running into danger. which you--"

Bat La Nuit stopped hlm,. and: bade Kim do as
he desived.

“YVery well " smd the soldier-painter; at

length. *Bring me the materials ami I Wl“. mt
at work. Puton the disguise yon mean to wear,
and T will paint you a face to suit it.”

La Nuit was not long in preparing for the trial
of Francigco'd skill. The disgnise that he ob.
tained of the sencschal, he carefally adjusted.
It was a pilgrim’s dress, consisting of & long,
brown gown, considevably soiled and wom; &
pair of old sandals, and & well-fitting white wig;
and he had also obtained the necessary paints
for finishing his work. Francisco went a¢ it,
and, in the course of half an hour, he had so
transformed the young man’s facoe that the closest
obaerver would have given his age the bencfit of
sixty years, at least. La Nuit looked into the
burnished mirror, and expressed himsclf more
than satisfied. He went cut into the emall court,
whore his men were rasembled, and they grected
him with reverence; he walked around amongst
thetn, and they craved his blessing. Not one of
them knew him. Assured now thet his plan
was fensible, he revealed himself to his followers,
and, as soon as their astonishment was some-
what subsided, he told them of his plan. Atfirst,
some of them remonsirated, out of fear for their
commander’s safety ; baut-they oll saw theexcels
letioe of the plan, and they promised to remain

| under ¢over until he retarned,




- CHAPTER IX.

THE MOUNTAIN BATTLE.

Ir was yet morning when Henry la Nuit set
forth 'upon his dangercus mission. Ho was ac-
quainted with some of the passes of Saint Jean
Pied de Port, and of the nature of others he had
learned of the seneschal. He walked very caro-
fully when thera was a chance of his movementa
°  being watched, bt when he was where no pry-
ing eye could resch him, he walked on far moro
rapidly than the age he so well represented would
seem to warrant. In his hand he carried e stout
staff, and the only other weapon he had was &
short dagger that he had concealed beneath his
robe.

An how’s walk bmught him to the first real
pass of the mountains, tnd from this point the
way was rough and tedious. The young man
had toiled up many a hard way, and was begin-
ning to degpair, when he suddenly came upon &
piece of wide table-rock, where the narrow mule-
path was lost for-a while iri open spaces. Fors
fow moments ho stood on this apot, and gazed
about him. On all hands the mountzin peaks
towered above him, bereft of-everything like
vegetation, and he was helf lost in'the wild
grandeur of the scene, when he was docoated
by a human voice. He turned and saw & man
standing only afow feet from him, and ho knew
him a% once, by his garb and arma, to be one
of the brigands,

_ “By 'SxirntJohn,i"utteroﬁ the bngﬂhd “ you

are taking & toilsome way, good sir pilgnm

‘What lends you here ¥’

“ Alns, my son, I have lost my way,” mmmed
La Nuit, leaning heavily upon his taff.

“ And whither wonld you go ¥

“I.wonld find the town of Navarretta,” said -

LaNuit.
. “Then, it seems to me, you are taking &
sirange course to find it. Have you not just
ascended the mountain

“ Yeu, my son.”

“¢Then you mnst Imve known that you were
travelling directly away from the place you
seck.”

« Ay,” returncd the sceming pilgrim, without

hesitation, I know that ; but 1 got lost in the
intricate windings below, and I toiled up here
in hopes of seeing my way. All nightlong have
I been on the stretch, I am hungry and weary.

I you have food I pray yon to yive me some.”

The brigand hesitated a while, but ot length
he bade our hero follow him. He struck off into

a narrow defile that led between two huge cliffa, -

and several times he tarned back to spur bis fol-
lower up, but the pilgrim professed to be too
old and weery to walk faster, und with & few
slight growls, the guide lagged on. At length
the latter stopped, and bade the pilgrim wait
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there while he went to sea if he could find some-

thing in the shepe of food for him. La Nuit’

waited some fifteon minutes, and, st the eud of
that time, the. brigand returned, and again bade
him follow on.

The distance now was short, for the guide soon

. reached a place where thers was 2 deep cavernin

the rock, and where there were balf & dozen
men, all well-armed, sitting about. They spoke
with the pilgrim, but had no ides of doubting
him. They looked upon him as a-foeble old

1m&n, &nd though they did ot seem to ba over-
Dburdened with the spirit of hospitality, yet they

did not wish to turn the applicant awsy empty-

- handed. The man, who had brought him hither,

soon gave him some bread and wine, and after

. this he bronght him some gont-skins, npon which

to sleep. La Nuit thenked the fellow for his
kindoess, and then laid himself down and pro-

. pareil to watch all that went on about him. Ha

connterfeitod sleep so well -that little notice was
taken of him, save once in & while to come and
soe if he yoi slumbered, and, ae they thoughi he
did, they aeemed to rest at their ease.

At Jength—it may have been half an hour
after La Nult laid down—there came a heavy
tramping of feet along the defile, and, shorily
afterwarda, & body of men, some fifty in num-
ber, came towards thé great open. cavern, They
were led by a man whom La Nuit at once ?««
from -the descriptions he had received, be
Monll.o, and was a powerfully-built fellow, some-
where in the middle age of life, and looking the
very picturs of what ha really was—dark, frown-
ing and fierce, with a short, thick neck, end &

“hroad, thick head. His hands were even now

bloody, and e look .at the articles which his fol.

lowers bore would teil that he had just come

from the doing of one of his guilty deeds.
“How now, Maldiz,” he cried, a8 his eye

vested first upon the pllgnm, and then upon the

brigand, who hatt conduacted the old man thither,
* 'What means this ¢

* Ah, captain,” returned Ma]dm. wn.h Iy nhght

frembling, *“hoe is & poor pilgrim, whom I found

" faing and weary in the great pass, and as he beg-

god o hard for food and rest, I brought him
hither. Heo bad lost his way, and had baen wan-
dering about all night.”

“ How Jong has he slept 3 "

“Not over half an heur, captain.’ »

Morille approached the spot whera our hero
lay, and tonched him lightly with hia foot; but

La Niit did not betray the least sign of con.

sciousuess ; he seemed to be sleeping »-herd,
sonnd sleep. The brigand watched him for a fow
moments, and then turned towards Maldiz, to
whom ke said :

*“You should have known better thin to have -
brought that old man here. He may not do ue
sny damsge, for by to-morrow we shall leave
this place, but yon kuow it is against our laws,
Never do it again, even though it were your own
mother who agked it at your hands.” o

Maldiz offered some apology, but Morillo cut
him short, with an sssurance that if harm came
of this, his head should be the forfeit.

For nearly two hours Henry la Nuit lay there,
ahd all the while he p ded to be aslecp
When he at length arose to his feet, ho was con-
fronted by Morillo himself,

“Do you feel like pursming your 3onmey e
asked the brigand. -

* Yes, my son, I am much refreshed. If your
leader would et one.of his men set ‘me apon the
right road, X shall have atill more occa.slou for
thanks.”

Morille hesitated for some moments ere he
spoke. At first he seemed inclined to adminis--
tor soms terrible admenition, but he fnally con-
cluded to keep it to himself, for he called one*
of his men, and bad® him conduct the pilprim
to the great pass, and point out to him s vosd, -

“Let me thonk you once more for your kind-
ness,” eaid our hero, as he wes turning away.

# Never mind that,” returned Motitlo, with &
dark look. “XLet me adviso you, howover, to
keep & quict tongue in your head, after this. I've
known men to die from a slight exposure on
these mountaing 1"

Ta Nuit knew veey 'well what tho biigand
meant, but he bowed in acknowledgment of; the
token without trepidation, and then followed his
conductor from the spot.

"It wag neor nightfall when La Nuit rouched
the town of Saint Jeaw Pied de Port, and he
found that he had arrived jast in time, for in half
an hoar more his men would have besn up the
mountaing after him; .As soon as he wasin the
court, they crowded snxwmly about him w lanm
of his success, )

“J think 1 have them,” was s his leplyto the
men’s ingwiry. “I can lead you to thei'very
nest, and I beliove you will help me do the rest.”

- A simaltancous * Yes,” burat from the lips -
of the men. All they wanted was to be led to -
the conflict.

‘The moon was t0 rise thaf. night at ‘about




eleven o'clock, and La Nuit made up his mind
that he would start sbout ten, so that he might
reach the cover of the. deep passes before the
might becamo light enough to prove dangerotie.
Accordingly the party supped at the-expense of
the seneschal onece more, and at the appointed
time they set off. They reached the mountain
just as the first pale beams of the moon came
glimmering over-the seent—so they had sufficient
light to enable thusn- to . pick their way slowly
slong up the raggef'path, - La Nuit bade each
man troad ag-lighghies-poassible, wnd after they

W ﬂL‘IalInﬁg of whatever

R unatmwplace,where

dould wille'abreast, and here
La Nuit bade his followers zemain while he went
ghead to recomnoitre, He took Francisco with
him, and, with noiseless stepe, he moved along
throngh the narrow defile.

“I expect’to find a eentinel only a short dis-
tance ahead,” he whispered to Francisco, ‘and
he must be disposed of without noise, i you
. goe him first, be careful and wutter no exclama-
tion that can betray ua.”

Frauciseo promised obediencs,.and then the
two moved on'again. It wss not many minates
before La Nuit reached the opening of the
* Grent Pags,” as he had heard it called,—the
widé table, where he had met the brigand,—~and
he had reason to belicve that & sentinel was kept
posted there.  Here he stopped Francisco again,
and then crept forward to the pass. The moon-
beams fell upon full half of the open space, and,
after some watching, our hero discovered a man
standing within the shade, some. thirty feet from
him. Me crept back to where Francisco had
stopped. 7

*“~—eh 1" he whispered, “I have seen.him,
Let me take the club, and' you remain here till
I'call for you. Move not under amy circum-
stancss, unless I eall your name.”

It wes o short, heavy club, which he had pre-
pared on purposs, and, ax soon as La Nuit ro-
caived it, he went back to hig post. The brigand
was now walking up and down the further part
of the table, and humming a tune while he walk-
al. Qur hero might ensily have rushed upon
him and overcome him, but that would not an-
#wer his purpose. Had he been sare thathe
could have bronght the whole band of robbers to
en engagement in this pass, he might have run
the risk, rather than wait too long; but of this
he conld not be certain, and ke knew that if he

+
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could but reach the cavern with his men, ke
conld be sure of a fair conflict, at least,

when the sentinel slowly approached the very
spot where he lay. The knight cronched a8 low
@own a8 possible, and the brigand cast- his eyes
down the defile without secing him, and then
pasted on. This was the moment for our hero,
and balancing tho clab carefully in his-Land, he
gAave one leap, and, on the same instnnt, his
blow fell with sdch unerring aim and force that

groan, A eingle blow of the dagger made the
.work gure, and then he hastened back down the
defile. His men were quickly called up and ar-
ranged, and ers long they stood in the opan Ppast,
where the sentry had been glain,

“ Now, my men,” said Lea Nuit; speaking in
low, quick tones, “the work is fairly before ue.
It must be a hand-to-hand battle now, and the
hest men must win. Draw your swords and fol-
low me as silently ns possible.””

La Nuit fook the same way through which he
had been led on the provious morning, taking
care to avoid the moonbeams ag much as possi-
ble, and ere long he entered upon the open space-
in front of the cavern.

This cavern waa but & brond deep hole in the
face-of a perpendicnlar rock. The entrance wis.
ae ample as the interior, o that. & person- upoin-
the outside could command: a foll view of-thie.
inmér. surface. Itonly served as & sheltor-from
the rains and heavy dews. As so0m- as; Qur
hero™s men were close behind. hine; he éntered .

wes & lond shout from some one who hnd: digcov-
ered them, This showt was-answered by at least

ment moze, ihe nroused brigande cawe roibing
out.

blowe be ‘quick and strong.
of God and our king!”
The moon now shone full into the place, and -

On} in the name

as though it hed been broed day. The brigande.
‘had .all rellied, but yet.thoy were taken at & dis-
advantage. The soldiers not only outnumberéd.
them, but they alsh had the advantage of’ t'lie
first blew, and that was not s liitle.

" ¢ This is the work of that accurved pilgrim¥”

conflict,

For full fifteen minates La Nuit waited there, -
and he was altnost npon the verge of despair,

the sentinel fell with it, without so much asa .

the open space, and, at the same moment, there. *
n dozen. voices from the cavern, and; in a mo-

“ Now, ray men,” shouted Ta. Noit, “let your

the ight went on with almost as much: certainty -

eried Merilio, a8 he sprang into the ridstof the
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 Then it is- the holiest work he ever did !’
shouted La Nuit, in return.
" %Hal say ye s0? New prove it!"

Morillo had singled out the knight, nad w:tix
a qulck bound he stood before him. Other men

fought wherever they could fetch ablow, but

these twe fought elone, and they fought, too,
with all the coolness and tact that long practice
can give. - The one fought for his lifs, and ‘the
other for a_boon full ns dear. La Nuit had for-

" gotten now that MoNor could be uot!ung more

to him ; he felt that the trust of his king was
o lus shoulders—that the eyes of ail ‘the

" kilights in Navasre wonld be upon him for a]us ;

and he fought for more than life.

“You have expenence,” said Motillo, s his
favorite stroke was parried for the sixth time,
“but you will soon find the need of strongth.”

¢ 'Wait till that need comes,” said La Nuit, as
hie gave a thrust which came nigh the bngand’

heart.
Qur hero soon found that he must resort to

the only trick of arms he. had left, and to this
end hs moved back = pace, and then made o
feint at the brigand’s breast.
perried, but<as La Noit had not intended to
driveihie sword home, the cross stroko vily took
it’ 112:“ the point, and, guick s’ lightning, be
changed the direction of his weapon, and drove
it clear through the brigand’e sword-arm, st the
albow. As Morillo’s arm fell to hie gide, Lan

Nuit withiirew his sword with o powerful effort,

The thrnst was |

and then fetehed his adversary & blow upou the’
temple with its pormel, that sottled him to the
ground.

When the fight cnded, them were only six of
the brigands alive, and they cried for quarters,
Forty-two of their comrades in crime lay dead
about them, and they saw that their chief was
bound and made prisoner.  La Nuit found that
he had lost twenty raen. It was a loss, but then
the loss was slight when compared. with the
good that had been done in thus ridding the
couniry of a scourge that had been so-long levy-
ing upon its fairest lives and fortuncs.

(3, that accursed pilgtim 1" hmsud the brig-
and chle&mn.

“ Don’t trouble yourself any more about him,”
said La Nuit, in reply, *'for,” ho added, assum-
ing tho voice he had used when under the die-
guisp, I am the very person, and now I hawe -
stilt more occasion than ever for thanks "

Morilio startod as though he had been strck
by & javelin. Ho gazed for a fow moments inte
the mooxulit features of the young man, and then
he gronad his tecth in fury.

“Q,” he hissed, *“ 1 wish I had known it }"*

«gtill, I ara thenkful as it i8! retwrned La
Nuit.

As he ‘spoke, he turned o his men, and ore
long afterwards the prisoners were placed under .
safe guidnnce, and then the pnrty begun to de-
scond the mountain.




CHAPTER X.

THE BENEDICTINE'S WARNING,

Tr ol with ‘some difficulfy that the seneschal

| of Baint Jean Pied de Port could be persuaded
o beliave that Morillo was captured alive, ahd
- ¥ was with equal diffienlty that he conld be per-
etaded to go into the room whers the dreaded
brignad was; but at length he did so, &nd thoiigh
ke trembled exceedingly, yet he got & full view

of the terrible man.

" *Bo we’ve got you, at last,” ventured the asn-
eachal, coming as near the prisoner as ho dared.

. Morilio looked up, and ground his teath, and

- ‘the poor seneschal shrank away behind La Nait,
-and-expressed a desire that.the follow might be
romoved 88 scon as possible.

This eould not be done, however, until La
Nuit bad received additional force from the senc-
- achal, and bronght the bodies of the glain, and

the booty of the brigands, from the morntaing,
The force was easily raised, and, by the middle
of the afiernoon, our hero was once more hack
again beneath the roof of the timid seneschal,
Of. courss, he conld not think now of retnrning
to Pampelunn before the next morning, 50 he
to _:k addidonal measures for the safety of the
prisoners, and then saw to the disposition of
those who needed burial, e

- For two nights La Nuit had had no sleep, and
& soon a8 he vould get clear of his pressing da-

| slight rest before supper. The bed folt moat

moments he was fast asleop. ‘When he nwoke,
it wag fairly dark, and, on descending to the hall,
ke found that all his men had eaten their Hp-
pere, aud gone to bed, the prisoners being under
a guard provided by the sencschal. He was
somewhat surprised to find that it was near ten
o'clock, but when he came to ronlize how much
refreshed ho felt, both in body and mind, he did
not wonder that he had slept five hours, He
sat and telked with the seneschal until that wors
thy fanctionary begun to nod and doze in his
chair; solat eleven o’clock he gave dp that coms
panionship, and went to whers the prisonets were
confined, Having' seen that all was safe there,
ar_xd given a few words of charge to the gtiard,
he threw on his surcoat and passed oit into the
street: The first sound that struck his ear wag
the loud murmuring of “the.Nive; and he af
-once hent his stops towards the bank of the river,

By the time he reached it, the wmoon began to

lifc ita bright face sbove the mountains, and he
promised himself a plessant walk,

About helf o mile up the river, Ta Nuit had

noticed a littla cot that was shat in by trees.

He had seen it when on his way to the mbtin

tiu-, he songht his bed, detormined to catch a

taing, and hg determined to bend his stepa thither,
He had no particular object in view, save ty env
T

grateful to his weary, limbs, and in' g very faw -
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36§ o walk by bimself, and to have that walk as

. quict a8 possible, ' Is it a. wonder that hls

thoughts now wandered back to the old castle
of Estella? The name of the gentle being,
whom he so Tondly loved, dwelt softly upon his
lips, and the cxcitement of the past day was for-
gotten, He forgot.the new hewors that were
gathering about him; he Yorgot tho shouts of

. thanks that were awaiting him; he forgot all

but that one tear-wet face he had last seen ‘inthe

" eorridor of the old castle.

Thus wandoerimg, atrd thas pondering, hp came
tlose vpon the little cot, and he was aronsed
from his meditations by the epproach of soms
tne who had come from the ivy-btusd porch.
¥.a Nnit wotld have avoided the stranger, but he
coutd not do so without making his way through

the Benedicting,

“Then you, too, know me.”

“1f thon wrt Girolomo, I did know thee once.
But I saw thee buried bonenth the old castle of
Bstella.” o .

1 havo beon boneath that castle, and I have
seen the mansotenm tirat tells where Girdlamo
omene stept.  But seek no more- of that. "L have
o right to walk the.curth, and T will walk it to
gome purpose. - Let me whisper o 'word in, your
ear. tart not, for it is not with me to dg-thee
herm. Bat bewaro of Nandon du Chastol®

“Fa! Du Chostel?” Hr

 Yog—tbawnre of Him1” I

‘# Bat wherefore 9 asked the youth, his mind
at'once tarned into o new channel, but yet kedp-

“ GironAMo I ho nttered, gauivg again upon
Ty

& thick hedgoe of mulberries, and this he carved
not to do. ' The moon*how.shone full npon the
path, and Ea Nuit sew that thecomiag person
was hebited in the gath.of & Bonediotine. At
length they met, and our hero saw the pale fea~
tures before him as they were lit up by the moon-
beams. Thy Benediotino stopped, and La Nait
started back with horror. L
“Who are you?* he uttoreil, gastag breath-
lessly npon the pallid features of the hooded ap-
parition. ’ : . )
. One who knows you, Henry la Nuit1” re-
turaed the monk, in a tone that mede the young
man quiver, . :
# Ay—-but who are you ¥’ he whispered.
< "It matters not, so ‘l}l‘lﬁg &8 I am ono whe
wishesgor wéll. . Ge en, La Nait, and win your
way to honor and fame1” ‘
“ (), this i some phantasy thathas seized wpon

o)’ exclaimed La Nuit, paying firtle hoed to

the Benedictine’s words. “Spesk to mel Art
#thoa Hesh and blood, tike me, or art thou but the
seeming of solid lfe—the airy phantom of my

" imaginstiond And yet I shonld know yoa weli |

"Those foaturgh are not-—"' ‘

ing sight of the old one.

'Bepanse there i need of it, and ‘that Is all I
can tell yon-—for it is all T kuow.” ‘

“ One mothent I’ eried La Nult ; but ho spoke
in vain, for the Benedictine moved off, mor
wonld he'stop., The yoting man gazed after him,
80 long as his dark form was in sight, and then
he startc on his way buck townrds the town.

" La Nuit hiad plenty to think.of now bosiles.
the gentle lady, Isabella, but his thoughts wore
not very firmly’ settled wpon eny given point.

"| When ho'reached the dwelling of tho semeschal,

he went to the roem whore the prisomors were
confined, snd, having sestired hinmelf that all
was well, he once moye soughit his vwn chamber.

““.|In the midrning he sought the seneschal; and

asked him it bo'knew who lived in the Ittle cot .
down upoun'the bink of the Nive. ‘

“ ] know there is a woman lives thore, and that
sho is very old,” returned the seneschal,

“ And o you not know her namo?”

| *No. S8he lives thero by hersolf, and I have

had no chance o Rnd hor owk. X do not vven
know whether ghe has doy relatives living er
net.” .

“ And hevo you ever-scen s Benediciine sbout

Who Las not,in the miidst of some torible’] the cot®”" |

‘dream, felt sure'that the brain was being played

rapon by phantaty,and ee sought to awaken from
" the wneasy shamber 1—Yalf esloap, yet drearhing

“No. But why do you ask?” conthraed flr
senesehal, a8 he noticed thatd.a Nuit trembiod,
* 0, nothing-—anly I'was down that way last

«of horror, anfl wishig to awako. So La Nuit]night, and Tthonght X eaw one come sut of the

stopped short in his specch, and shook himasclf,
He wondered if he were not ekill on the bed
~where he hed theown himuelf that afternoon, and’

cot. But 1 mny kave been mistaken, Then
yon know nothing about this woman ¢ )
 No,” said the getieschal jsand he was apon

f adl this were not a lively dream he ribhed ] the point of going off into o shing of questions
*hia eycs, and gazed sbout him, and he wes con- | in turn, when Frincisco put his head in at the

winwe wag wwalo.

door, end informed the kuight that all was ready
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for setting off. This out off further conversation
on the suhject of the cot by the river, and, having
thanked His host for s1l his kindness and assis-
tance, La Nuit went cut inte the court where hiz
wen were drawn up in waiting for Lim:.

The prisoners were mounted upon -animals
which had belonged to some of the poor fellows
wlio had fallen in the mountain battle, and our
hero took care that they were well guarded. Mo~
rillo’s arm had been dreased, but the wound atill
gave its owner somye pain, though it was almost
forgotten beneath the bitter chagrin of his cap-
dviey.

It was jost moon when, the pevty arrived st
Pampelung, and the news spread like wildfire
that the terrible Morille was eaptured. The
stroeis were thronged with anxions gazews, and
the Toud shouts of the people wont up inr praka
of the noble knight*whe Bad dome them .such
sorvice. It was with gromt difficulty that Ta
Ruit reached the royal palwee; but when onee he
was admitted. to the coury, the thronging popu-
Inco was shut cut, snd he reade hrs way quickly
to the king.

Alfoneo had been sigthog all the merning in
one of hig private apartments, and Nanden dr
Chastel had been in attendance wpon him. The |
monarch was down-heavted -mmd sad, but as he
was ofton subfect to such fits, his attendants ed
givon only a passing motice torhis present moud,
He .wes siting thes, when o mopsenger o
nounced iy Henry Ia Nuit,

“Yat him fome fn,” said the kmg, uﬂn-tﬁnfg
back to himself, *Ah, Sir Heqry,f' he contin-
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“Yes, sire,” reurned the youth, keeeling bo-
fore kis mionarch,

“And ag Booﬁem‘;m went, 1 dprne 7 anid
Du Chastel, ,

Tenvy sprang to his foet, and gnzed inte D
Chastel's fa¢s. In an instant he cought the ven~
ora of that voice; he eaw the darting leok of the
derk Enighty and he yemvemberod what he had
baen s¢' mysteriously told the might before.

“ How f& ity Hemry 7" asked the mounarch,

 Morilto ix at your service, sire”

“What!” ezclaimed Alfonso, starting \fi-om
his seat. “Do you mean' that yott have himwe
alive ¥’

+# Yea, eive, o is now in the comrt, and six

slow in the sowntains,”

Fhe monerch hestoned forward, and embraced
the youthfal knight. -
© “*Now, by cur royal diadem, thou skalt he re-
wardod for this,” the glait king exclaimed, “for
throw art traty o best kuighs.”

“ 0, no, aive~tot your best."”

*“It-ia otir hunvor fo call thee so, af lenst. Bnt
go'bring this Moerillo to™ the preat ﬁaﬂ nm!‘w&
wilt go thote and see him.”

T Neft bowed, ard tirvned towsreds tHe tﬂ:cr:-r
but before he did s0 ke noticed the lobk tﬁa#
dwelt mpon the fheo of Randon du (Hasel

wae & Yok of dark, dendly mirtics, unil: tﬁ%’yo‘hﬁg
knight wonderod what coufd have cattied it ¥g

his mind that it muatbe envy. Ho Littfo droamn.-

ged, a8 our horo ewl:ereqi,C “back sgain 1

. peit of what was pussing in the world of fate,

of his men ate with him. Ferty-two othors we

puzzled him- minch; but He at fength miade vy

CHAPTER X1
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«Wear do you mean, Pédro 7!

_“Why, T mean, my lord, $hat Morillo has
been taken, and that hia wlmla gang are either
idlled or sonde prisoners.”

“Thank God for that, if "tis traid,” eéwulned
the duks, | .
“Q, but I kwew it's trae.”
“ And who did it¢”
* 8ir oty 1s Fuit 1” yebirnod the okd armerer.
A guick flush moved upon the stern ﬁme of
Don Philip. !
“ Do youi know this to be tnte, Podno L
“Yea, my lord—the servontwho came hors
this moming with Sir Nandon du Chastel, told
me all about it Awd thereupon, Podro wout
on and related 0 the duke alf the particelars as
he hiad heard them; and,eo far o8 he' selated
them, they were very corvect, X
Pon Phillp turned away from his armober, and |
cptered the castle. ““He is & neble boy,"” he
marmared to himself, 23 he wabked slowly scross
thy greuﬂlall. “ Y wish he wero- nohie by, blood
as well.as by natare,”
Thut wis ail the duke said ; bt it was ‘enongh
to show how his heart béat. His face, howover,
was not moved by his thoughts, for now, as al-

ways, those foatures gave no token of what the -

heart felt.' At the extremity of the hall 'he mes

« Sir Nandon,” seid the duke, fjet they had
reached the study, *'you did not tﬂll me thas
Moriltc had bedn taken.” . :

“ Ah—go, ia-a:* stammereld Du Chastel.

“ But, is 1t so
-, "0 Ll ot
A ko G R

“ Well—-lot me see,™ r-qplued i&mkmght witk
somo hesitation ; "I thipk Henry ia Nuit was of
ih party.” .

“ Ay; wod who Ied e

S Well; i st lwve beon Le Nuit.”

Don Philip at :once oW thruugh the aim of
Bu Chastel. Hedidmtﬂeeﬂunugh that
Enight’a-whole. afm, for if he had howould haye
spurned him from his kalls; but he saw engngh
to antiefy him that Dat Chastel was moved some-
what by a spirit of onvy; 0, he let the watter

{drep. Afver & sikoneedm'i moments, Sir

Nandon snid: o -
1 hove ﬁmught, Don Phulip, that pm'hapa we

. | might 3 well come to an nndarstanding at ome. '

and have out mmm arrapgod.”” - -
“Ay, ho s & poble yanth-n right noble

y uﬂl » b

“¥ spoke of our. Ms;m my: hrd," #aid - Du

Chastel, somewhaz dmonvmeﬂ : e

P Oh.aswl. who had evidently § gmne to seck him.

 ,—ny” uttered the dnke, starfing-out of '

,
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the reverie into which he had fallen.
B‘r.))

‘1 said, my lard, that perhaps we might as
well come te an undérstanding of our basiness.”

“I thought it all understood now,” returned
the duke, ;
estates of Navarrotts, and ¥ am to give you my
daughter in marriage.”

“But that, you know, is still indefinite. ¥
would have the time set.”

It shall be when the king plenses.”

“Ah—T1 thank yeu, my lord,” pursued Pa
Chastél, with a sparkling eye. “Yhave conforved
with the king, and he s anxious that the matter
shonld be consummated as soen as possible.”

¢ Then I will s the king myself,” said Don
Philip; “and between us we will moke due sr-
rangements, ¥ care not, Du Chastel, Low seon
this business i completed.”

“ And when will you go?"

« Thig very day.”

“Then ¥ will ride with yom.”

“No; you may romain hore, and take care of
the enstle.”

“ Very well,” responded the knight; and, on
the whaolo, the idea of remaining seamed to pnit
bira full as well,

At noon, the duke set off for Pa.mpe!una, and,
shartly afterwards, Isaballe walked out into the
garden, back of the castle. She walked very
slowly, for her thoughts were heavy and sad.
She hud heard of the noble exploit of Henry Ia
Nuit, and it had enrried ber mind back to & sub-
Jjoct that could be entertafned only with pain.
She had been woeping, but the tears were dried
from hor ‘eyes mow. She had only teken a fow
turns among the vines which her own hands had
traited,—just enough to soothe her somewhat
tronbled spirit,~~when she was mot by Nandon
Du Chastel. She stopped suddenly when sho
saw tha dark man, and o col& shudder ran
through her frame.

“T have beon looking for you,™ snid the
Knight, a5 he reached her side. *Your father
has left me, and I was becoming Tonesome. Ab,
lady, did I not know yowwlove of solitade, 1

might almost bo inclined to- think that you
shutmed me.” -

* Should you t™ retumed Isabells.

“Indeed, I should.” '

*“ Then if you would moke me happy, sir, I
wish you wonld act upon that belisf”

“ What, belief, fair lady ¢"*

“Ehat I vdeh to shan yow!”

Pmceed,

“The king is to settle upon yeu the

“Ah, but I don’t Dbelieve 1t. No, no, lady.
Even your own sssertion to that effect would
fail to convimce me. No, no, Isabella—1 know
you would net shun me. I love you too well ;,
Iheld you too desr. Ak, ’tis not pur nature to
shan those that love us. Come, coms, throw
off that look of shyness, and join me with &
spirit that will better become you. I am not
much used to. flattery—F am too plain spoken

do 'nt it skall not be my fanls.”
Bu Chastel did not speak this with that bril-

and studied. Jeabella reed it all, and she felt o
 tinge of loathing added tothe dislike she already
felt. - Yot ohe dared not speak as she folé, for she-
knew thet she must maxry with the wean, for her

ments for the ceremony. Her fisst impwlse was.
to spurn tho knight from her ; but this she dared
not do. Her next step was to borst into tears;
'but this she refrained from, The next was, to
bear his company with the best. grace possible.
It was a hard alternative, but she sct her will to-
ward the ¢ecd, and she hoped to accomplish it.

“ When we are merried,” resumed Du Chastel,
“we will be happy. - Every moment,” he contin.
ued, siter studying some time to goi the.idea
into a pootical shape, “shall come to us upon
golden wings, lnden with some new love, Shall
it not be go, lady 3"

In a moment, Isabella’s. da.rk eyes fiashed
with mdignazmn but she scon calmed herself,
and, in a cold tone, slie answered :

« Al talk of love i3 lost upon me, sir. Fow
know this marriage is . mere matter of business,
and in which my wishes have not been consulted.
It § ever love you, it will be the resalt of yous
actions, and not of your worda.”

T Chastel shrank beneath this coud reply;
bat he soon rallicd apain, and Isaholla was not
relioved of his presence unti] the call eame for
dinner,

Towards the latter part of the afternoon,
coumrier drave up {0 the castle, and demanded. to
speak with Bir Nandon dn Chastel. ' He wes re-
quested to come into the hall, but he. refused,
sod so the knight was sent for.  Sir Nandon
went, out into the' court, and at the end of o
somewhat earnest conversation, the meseenger
govohim & lotter, and then rode off. /The knighs
retarned to the. hall, wheraha read the latter;,

for that; but yet I hope ¥ can plense you. JIf E .
linnt, off hand manncr that would naturally mark

the man he wished 1o pass for, but it was stiff

father had so willed 34; and she knew, too, that
“Yher father had even ziow gone to make arrange-
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and then, with a well-satisfied nir, hé went up to
his room.

The duke did not return that mght 0 Bt an
earlier honr than usual, Du Chastel retived. It
must have been near midnight. Sir Nandon was
sleeping soundly, when again there wes & noise-
less movement at the wall near the head of bis
bed, and directly afterwards a dark object came
into the dim starlight of the window. It crossed

“over to where the kmight's gamments lay, and

after cronching down, and listening for a mo-

. ment, it opened a sraall lantern, and agaiu ahe

A
pale features of. the Denodictine were revoaled !
The pockets were soarched, tl;e papers removed,
and then the dark prosence- - moved back, and
wes lost somewhere in the thick wall. At the
end of half an hdir, the Benedictine retarned.
"The papers wore put back from whence they had
been taken, ayd nowelessly the mysterious intru-
der glided away again,
Nendon du Chastel may have droamed that
night of o spivit ; but if his dream was anything
near the trath, then he could not have wished to

drenm it over again,




CHAPTER XII.

-

+ A STARTLING ADVENTURE.

Hexry s Nuir still remained beneath the | Nuit's reply.
roof of Gomez Garliz. Several times pince his | what ¥
- bold achievement in the mountains, he had been |

“Where will' you walk, and for

“ I shall walk towards the confines of Biseay;

tempted to visit the old castle of Estella; but | and for whai
b t you shall know whs
he knew if he went he must sco Isabells, m;ﬂ he | destination.” you! e e xeach one

dared not trust himself to such an ordeal. The|

“X am willing to walk with yon, sir pilgrim ;

imjlings which he entertaincd. towards that fair |but you can hardly expect a ready assent while
Siug Wero, aven now, sometimes wild and heart- | I am in jgnorance of the object in view.”

rending, and he knew that to see her again,

The pilgrim sat down and lopked upon the

would not make them any more bearable. All] young knight for some moments without speak-

he now sought was, to seize the firat opportunity
to join soms band of Crusaders for the Holy
Land—there to forget his grief, or throw away
his life, where hiz Saviour dicd,
o was in the house of his old friend one
morning, revolving this project over in his mind
as he paced up and down the floor, when he was
interrnpted by the entrance of the same old pil-
grim whom he had seen once before at the castle,
At the sight of that man, Henry stopped, and,
in an instant, his thoughts were all changed, for
the iden still dwelt with him that the pifgrim
knew something of hia infancy.
“Well, Bir Henry,” said the old devoteo
“how do you feel this oming ¥ ’
* Stronyg enough, sir pilgrim.”
‘“ Btrong enough to take a walk with mef”
asked the pilgrim, :

ing.” Ho seered to be studying over some plan
he had in his mind, for his eyes wandered from

length he said: .

I wish you would go with me, sir, for I would
take you to one who wishes to see you. T pray
‘thnt you will go, and yet all that I ean tell you
is that it has to. do with a question you once
ssked me at the castle.”

‘j With my birth—my parcntage 1 uttered La
Nuit, laying his hand nervously upon the old
man’s arm.

“Yes, Now if you will go with me, ask no
more.” . r
It was not in Honry's power now to refuse.
He lzfnd g reason to believe that he was being
deceived, and he conld read character well edough
to see that the pilgrim was a man notto be

w“ ';‘hat depends upon cirenmstances,” was La

easily tarned from his purpose. A the young -

<z 44 I yon can walk I ean,” returned La Nalt,

,' . messengers, when one would have done as well.”

the knight to the floor with restless glances. At -
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!uﬂght moved es if to prepare himsolf, his visitor
yemarked :
« You had better take your horse, 8ir Henry,
for the distanoe is long.™
« Anit how will you go ¥’
. %@, I can easily walk by your side.”

as he took his sword down from 8 peg, and
buckled i about him. R
The pllgrim offered mo farther suggestions,
. and ere long our hero was ready fo set cut: He
teft word for Garlizthat he might not be-at home
that day, and ther he set out. Tho pilgrim
ook the road that led to the westward, and until
aftér they had cleared the city of Pampeluna,
neither of them spoke.

# T think we bavé beon watched,” eaid she pil-
atim, 35 bo brought his stout caken stafl’ down,
by way of emphasis.

 Watched1” repeated - La - Nuit.
should watch us, snd for what#”

+ Porhaps by those who are eurious to know
why yon are walking off into the country with
me.” ’

As the pilgrim spoke thare came the sound of
hoxses® hoofs behind them. Thoy turned and saw
two horsemen riding afier them, and directly a
third came in sight. ‘They weve ag, foll gallep,
and, of course, secrned to be npon some urgent
errand,

# Perhaps they are messengers, after me,”
said La Nuit, stopping by the side of the road.

“Who from ¥ N

“Who

' “ May be the king.”

“Ha would not have bean likely to send three

The horsemen wore now 80 near that Henry
mads no reply to’ the Iast remark of hiz com-
_panion. He moved further towdrds the side of
the, ropd. as they come up; bug they did not
stop, tior did they even nod. One of them our
hero thotght he hiad seen before, but where he

¢buld not call to mind. The other two were |-
" ontire strangers. AlL thres of them woro well

armed, sod mowted upor powerful beasts.
« Perhaps they are bound to Guidez,” eaid La
Wuit. “There is a detachment there.” ‘
# Porhaps ihey are,” respondedthe pilgrim,
+ with a slight shake of the kead. - :
I there was anything conceated yn the old
man’s veply, Henry did. not néties ¢, aud he
came up inte the road egain and wiked on.
"They had now emteted wpon a witd, \ragged

over the road, and whaere the way sometimes
yan over desp chasms thab scemed ywwalng to
swallow up ail above them,  Small streams that
came rushing down from the Santillanos, grew
to fontful torrenta by the time they reached the
passes that let them nnder the road, and their
roaring was almost deafening. Yet, amid all
this, Henry la Nuit did not for a moment forget
the thoughts that were.called up by the strange
mission upon which ke was hound. Once, afier

'they hadl crossed ono of these streams, he asked

his companion to tell him the nature of the.busi-
nesg he had in hand; but.the only enswer he
received was a shake of ihe head, snd he reeolv-
ed to ask no more quostions ‘till ho had some
mote tangible subject to query upon.

They had now been upon the road nearly fout
hours, and had entered o small, open space that
lay botween the cliffs and the wide wood. The
bridle-path was through the centre of this cidars
ing, while a wider rosd ran around upon the
edge. The pedestrians took the former way, and
had passod half way across, when La Nuit
thought he sow & horseman in the edge of the
wood ahead of him, and he mentioned the cir-
cumsténce to his companion. They both stop-
ped & fow moments, but as they saw nothing,
and as La Nult was not sure that he hed “been
correct, they moved on again, o

#We shall not have to go far beyond these
woods,” said the pilgritm; “so you shall soon
know why you have come with me.””

La Nuit gazed up into the old man’s face, but
he asked no question. The remark had served
to spuir up the interest he. hed at heart, but he
would not lay himselfopen to any more refusals,

At length they réached the wood, and hero
they struck info the market rond again. They
had only taken o fow ateps ;when La Nuit was
confident that he heard the neighing of a horse,
The pilgrim heard it, too, and they hoth stopped
and looked at each other.’ i .
“"The presence of a horse kere in these woods
is no uncommon thing,” said thoold man ; “bat
yot Thave a faint susplcion that in the present
casa all is not right. I think we had better be
prepared for any emergéncy that may turn wp,”
he sdded. - C - '

" For  momient, there fashed dpon the 'mind of
our hevo & fecling of distrust towexds the pilgrie.
Tt was faint and shapeless, but yet he thought
he had reason for it. His being Jed' off thus
without any clearly expressed purpose, and the

scens, where huge cliffs of rock hung fr

mnvillingnese of his eompanion to explain his

i
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racaning, now began to appear questionable ; but
he said nothing of his doubts, being determined
to await somo further development.

“By the holy eross of Jerusalem1” uttersd
the old devotee, ‘“thers are those three horsemen.
If the¢y mean us harm we must defend our-
solves.”

“ Ay, 80 we muat,” responded our hero, as he
looked and saw tha horses some little distance
ahead. ; Then, tarning to his companion, he add-
ed, with & slight tinge of derision in his manner,
“Bat you do not seem to he overstoeked with
the meena of defence.” '

“ Never mind,” said the old man, with some-
thing nlmest like a smile breaking over his fea-

tures, *'T'his staff has served me in some hard

places ere now. 'To be sure, I am geting
gomewhat old, but my limbs arve kept pretty
well tuned to exertion. Keep your eyes apen,
Bir Henry, for I feel sure that those fellows
rcan us mischief, }

The horsemen were now not more than twen-
ty rods distant, and were slowly approaching the
two pedestrians. They scemed to be consulting
with each other on some important matter, At
length one of them drew his aword, and, turning
to his companions, he said, loud cnongh to be
heard by La Nuit: -

“1') ake the old one, and you muss look out
for the other, Make no blundors, now 1”

'Did you hoar that 7 asked the pilgrim.

“Yes,” retymed La Nuit, while his heart
beat quickly in his bosom. He looked Jard at
the olil man 0s he spoke, but he could see noth-
lag in his countenance to confirm the suspicion
he hed entertained. The pilgrim hed grasped
his staff firmly in his hand, and his eyes wero
sparkling with the fire of youth.

But La Nuit had not time for an extended
observation. 'The horsemen were wpon him, and
he drew his heavy sword from its scabbard. |

“Hold 1" he cried, a¢ he moved slightly aside,
“‘What want ye here ¥ . - '

““We want Henry 1a Nuit, the foundiing 1
answered the foremost of the horsemen.

Ouwr hero had time to see one of the fellows
aim a sword-stroke et the head of the pilgrim;
ke saw the sword fall—-not upon the old man’s
hend, but npon the oaken staff. Then he'saw
that staff whirl rapidly in the air, and the horse-
man came to the ground. All this had passed
i & moment’s time, and it was suiicient to
nerve Henry’s arm with new power. Hesprang

aside in time to avoid the blow that was aimed

cut the wearcst horse a terrible wound npon the
nose. The animal reared and plunged furionsly
beneath the smart of the gash, and our hero
leaped npon the other side of him just in time to
avoid & blow from the second horseman. The
fallow upon the wounded horse was npw ealled
upon to look to his own safety from being thrown
from his saddle, and La Nuit found little diff-
culty in giving him e throst that fotched him tp
the ground. By the time this feat wes accom-
plished, the young knight was prepared for his
 other enemy, but on that score he was saved.all
trouble, for that enemy had just fallen béneath
the weight of the old nian's stad.

canght the movements of the still planging
horse.

avoid being crushed by the furious animal ; but
he conld not prevent the horse from dashing his
heavy foot wpon the head of the last rider he had
fallen. .

“1 am sorry for that,” eaid the old man, “for
I hoped to have mado thet fellow confess what
this all meant,” )

Lo Noit did not reply; but he went to the
side of the fallen man, spd found that the horse
had really killed him—the iron shoe had pene-

| trated the skull. 'The first man the pilgrim had

made eure work of after he had follen, and the
one who had received onr hero's swerd, was
dead past ll redemption, ao there was none lefy
to tell the secret that Jay beneath this dondly as-

and gazed upon the work they had done,

“ My old staff is not worthless yet © at leng
said the old man. B

La Nuit looked up into his face,'and the first
emotion was admiration of the prowess the pil-
grim had shown, and the next wes to blame
‘himeelf for the suspicion he had entortained,
Then he went off into a wonder about the cir-
cumstance that had just transpired.

“1' would give much to know what this
means,” he at length said, half to himself.

“Why, it must mesn that either you orI
have enemies—and perhaps both of us. Have
you any idea of any such?”

* 1 have .no reason to doubt the good faith of
any one, pave Nandon du Chastel.”

“Ha! Du Chastel 1" nttered the pilgrim, with

at his own head, and, with a guick siroke, he

“Look out!” cried La Nuif, us his quick eye

The old man sprang aside just in time to .

sanit, ¥or some time the two travellors stood

‘ i “¥e it is whe

o quick gleam of intelligence.
hfs been promised the hand of the Tady Isabella
do 1 Carra.” .

" Henry ta Nnit started 28 though a dagger
had pierced his heart, andt o deadly pallor over-
goread his featnres. ]

‘ «Han! Du Chastel! The hand of Isabella!
Q, impossible 1" . »

A gleam of light shone aeross the features o
the old man- . .

# Yon love her, then ¥ he said.

Tt has heen my secret, sir pigeim,”™ bltt&l‘l}'l
returned Henry ; © bat ’tis true. I do love her;
but—"".

e Byt you sre hot noble
old man. - .

La Nuit groaned, but gaid nothing.

eno%rh,” added the
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tel has been promised the haud of the Tady Jea-
bells, but if she connot be yours, why should
you grieve to sce her another’s 9"
« ot it is not hor chelce,” cried the young
ma‘?"rhe noble donghters of Navarre are seldom
1eft to their own choice in such smatters, 'But‘
come, we have amission still unperformed ahead
of us, There will still be time to turd yout at-
tention to Nandon du Chastel, afier that.”

« Bt theso bodiea ?” )

T ot them vomain here until swe returg, gnd if
thiey, are not removed beforo that by some paﬂaer-
by, we will send for thetn from FPoampeluna.

Henry la - Nuit mede no further remark, but
with his heart throbbing more wildly than ever
he followed his stronge guide on through the
wood, S

i brave &
« Come, come, Sir Henry, you are too brd L
g Eis true that D Chas-

man to give way thus.




CHAPTER XIII.

4 TIE TO EARTH.

Havy an hour's walk’ brought the two travel-
lors to the extremity of the wood, snd here the

pilgrim turned out from the road, and entered o

narrow path that led up to the right, towards
the mountains. This path lay through i low

growth of bushes, with here and there clumps of

trees, and, in some places, cragey rocks. At
Iengtb a gmall cot was brought in sight. It was
by the bank of a little strcam, and some orango
trecs grew in front of it. When they reached
the little enclosure that smrrounded it, the pil
grim beckened for La Nuit to stop. There was
an oppressive weight upon the youth’s heart—sa
something that hushed its tumultuons beatings,
end misde his blood flow more slowly through
his veins. It was not the thoughts of what had
passed, for those things dwelt not now in his
roind.

“ 8ir Henry,” sald the pilgrim, in a low tone,
“ put on all your fottitede now, and be calm.”

“But whatis it? Teli mel”

“ Follow me, and you shall sec.”

As the old man spoke, he moved on towards |’

the low door. There was a strange stillness
about the place—a death-like stillness, thought
the young man, as he followed on. Yo afow mo-
ments more he stood within the cot. Thers was
only one apartment below, and in that there

smadl latticed window, about which clustered a
mass of running fowers, and through which the
soft, balmy breeze was now coming. . The bed
was soft and cloan, and upon it reclined a fomalo
form. She was a woman in the middle age of
life, and though very pale, yet there were left
upon her countensnce traces, of great beanty.
Her brow was painfully white, and the veins

hair was dark where its natural color was left,
but the frost-touch was upon it, and the sitvery
strenks wore sprinkled plentifully over it. She
raised her eyes_as the pilgrim entered, and tliey
were large sad davk, and when- contrasted with
the whiteness of the brow and temples, they
seemed almost ebon in their hue, Thers was n
female in attendance, but af a sign from the old
man she withdrew. The invalid rnised herself
upon her elbow, and gozed earnestly upon those

| who had entered, and with a supplicating move-
ment, she raised her thin, white hand towards '

the pilgrim.

til he had almost censed to breathe. The op-
pressiveness about his heart had increased, and
at that moment a child might have lmd him
prosirate. Iunstinctively he moved nearer to the
bed, and still more earnestly he gazed upon ity

was o bed. At the heed of tho bed there was a°

ceenpant.  Wlhat was that impulse which was

were traced upon. it in dark, clear lines. Her

Henry la Nuit gazed upon that pale form un-

' *\...,,

galning Lifo in bissoul? What was that volce
‘which whisptred 30 softly to hima* What meant

that helo which scemed to gather so brightly ;.

about the head of ber upon whom he gazed?
“ Henry,” spoke the pilgrim, In a tone that
geemed to come from some distant spat, “does

. tot your own heart tell you why I have brought

you here 2

The- youth looked not upott thoe pilgrim, but
he atill looked npon tho “form that had entranced
him, nor could he move his gaze from . A
film seemed to be gathering over his cyes when
he aaw her lips move. He bent esgerly forward
to catch tho first sound that should come forth.
It comewsand it was like the music that scunds
o'er the placid lake. -
- 0, my child! my child? Come to illamine
tmay death-way, end meke joyous my last hours
of lifet O, my child! my deax, dear child 1’
. One moment the youth lstened while those
words rang through his sonl, and then he moved

. to the bedside, and sank down upon his knees.

“ My mother ¢ he murmureds *“ My mother 1
ow quistly the truth had found its way to
hif understanding? Hud heat that fnstant boen
left alone on earth, ho would have known thas
he had seon the mother who bore hiw, The
assurance of the weary pilgrim who lays down
his life at the foot of the Cross,is not mere
strong then was his, Within the providence of
God thers is o Innguage between: the mothor
and her child which the heart alone can heat,
and which the soul alome can speak. It i s
spirit-volee, low and soft, but yet allpowerful in
its heavenly musie.

La Nuit bent further over the bed, and folt
two, trembling arms twined dhbout his neck, and
again those words were spoken in his soul:

“Q), my child! my child "

" The old pilgrin had sat down in a chair, and
he was wiping the big tears from his sun-burned
cheeks,

“You are net deceived, Honry,” he suid, as
the youth looked towards him. “She is, in
truth, your mother, You need not fear to-lot
the whole truth into. your soul, for there is no
shado of ghama in it.”

There were asome wild mnurmnrings, some
hushed responsos, seing tumultuons heart-heatr
ings, snd then La Nait sat dovm by the bedside,

and gazed more calmly into the face of his mo: |-
. ther, O, how holy looked that sweet counte-

hiagdee to him, It'was all beaming with soul and

HENRY LA NUIT. 4

angel, It coused no pang o, owit such for o
parent,

“And why have I been kept from you"’
asked the youth, a3 he held both of his mother’s
handa-in his own. * Why have you not ero this,

‘given me to know that my mother lived

* Alag) oy child, it was not in my power

« But you knew that I.5ived ¥/

“Yos,” replied the woman, whils hor eye
burned with a holy light. *Yes, my child, and
thet knowledge hns kept me in this vals of
tears. CGlod has lot me live to sce this moment,
and I thank him.”

‘* AH, and you cball live to see many more
such, You shall livo to see how kind your son
can be.”

A shadow of pain passed oves the pale fuca of
the invalid, and she drew the hands of her child
closer o her bosom.

1 must not deceive myself,” sho said. For
long and woery yéars, the hand of the destroyer
has been upon me, and his work is almost, done.
But I could not die withont onee more secing
you, I hegged of this old. van that ho would
grant me that boon, and ho eonsented. I can
die now in peace.’’

“But you shall not die, Let my presence
bring lifo back to yow. Livel live! O, for my
'sake, live 1

Again that dark’ shade pasned over the wo-
man's features, and she ¢losed her eyes. La
Nait tumned an implering glance upon the pil-
grim.

“You noed not give ﬂp #ll hope,” said the old
man, in & low tote,

“ Ah” mtermptod the woman, openingrhar
eyes, *de not Five hopes that are only tobe
crushed. You hnow the lamp of my lifo bums
lower nnd lower: Wonld to God I counld live
for my son, but I cannot,” -

Some moments elapsed, during which La Nuit
gozed tearfully into the face of his mether. At
leéngth she seemed to slamber, and the yonth
turned towards the pilgrim. Mis foatures werd
moved .by & stong emotion, and’shoy lmd a
pmyerful imploring cast. .

(), sir pilgrim,” he whisperad, toll me of
my father »

But the old m#n only, shook his bead, and
loched towards the conch.

“Yes, yos,” pnrsncd La Nuit, “tell me of
my father now. Keep mo not here npon snch
thorns of anxiety,”

The invalid canght the words, and she opened

Intellect, aud seemed like the presence of an.

her eyes.
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* Fush 1” she zaid, while for an instant thers
came & glow upon her fuce, “You have no
father. If you love me, speak. not of that again.
0, boy, yon must be your own parent, soon!
A father’s heart never beat for yous—a father's
smile never beamed upon you "

*8top! atop !"* softly cried the pilgrim. * You
may go too far! Lot ‘me explain to him all that
he heed know."”

The woman gave & look of assent, and, torn-
ing to La Nuit, the old man continued :

“In a few words I'dan tell you all that can be
told, and on one condition will T telt it. You
ghall ask neither fe, dor your mother, any ques-
tion boyond the information I give you. Will
you promise this 2" ’

La Nuit hesitdted, but an imploring look from
his mother resolved him, and he answercd in the
affirmative,

“Then, Nsten,” snill the pilprim. * When
Fou were an infant, your mother was left help-
loss and atone. Omn the whole wide earth she
had but otie friend, and thnt friend was of no re-

‘Iatton to her. Yom were alone the tie that bound
ket to carth, and yot she dared not kecp you.
She had but the choice of two ovils, and the
Yeast of thewn evils was to give yor up to her
friend. Bhe heard that the Duchess of Salvn
Lad just lostan infant son.  She knew the duch-
esd, by reputation, and she belleved that if yon
‘were 1oft 0t the castlo, the hentt of that bereaved
mother would lead her to love you, She gath-
ored the thought from hor own heart’s love, and
¢he was not decetved.  You were left at the por-
per's lodge, and you were taken fn and cated Tor.
You know the rest.” :
*And this friend ? marmured Ta Nuit.
*¥ may tell you that—it was myself, I found
© & aafy asylum for your mother and yonrselfi—
made her promise that she would never try to
geo you, and then I wont upon a weary pilgrim-
ega to the Holy Land  Now nsk me no mote.
Yor your mether’s suke, and for your ownm, I
hold you to your promise.”

La Nuit had given his word, and he swonld
not break it, a0 hoe tried to keep back tho enger
promptings of his over-wrought curosity, He
had found a mother; he had found one being
#bhout whom his beve conid clitg ; and he tourned

back towards the bed, amd knelt down by that

tothier’s eide. . .

*“Iive! livel” heyaurmured. 70, live, and
et me bless you 1™

*Hasht my ledy,” said the pilgrim, as the

worman was dbout to speak. * Yon indst noh
think of dying now. I wogld rather bid thee
hope. You may havé other things to live for.”

The woman started up in her hed, and het
thin hands were extended towards the speaker.

“ Yo will not trifle with mo now,” she sald,
63 she sank back rpon her pillow.

“Have I not brought theo thy son?”

* Yes, yes; 0, yes.”

“Then I will not trifte with thee now. Take

henrt, and live 1

She wonld have ssked more, bt the pilgrim
silenced her by & premonitory shake of thie head;
and shortly afterwards shé turned het attention
to her son. : :

The old: man went to n cupboard in one cor:

net of the room, where he fownd bread and wine. -
This he placed upon a table, and both he and Lt

Nuitate. The invalid took a little wine, but she

had no appetite for food. After the men had -

finished their repast, the pilgrim repluced the
things a5 he had found them, and theén he sat

down by the bedside, and took the invalid’s

hand, It was now near dusk, and, after con-
versing swhile with the wowan, the old man
arose and proposed to La Nuit that they should

walk out into the open air. The youth acceded -

to the proposal, nnd shortly after they had passed
out from the cet, the woman, whom they had
found there on their arrival, and who lhiad gone
out to give them room, resentercd, to kesp the
invalid vompany, '

Do you think my mother will live 2" asked
Yin Nuit, assthey walked along by the bank of
the little stream. )

“1 hope she will,” returned thoe pilgtim.
« Thete is no fatel disease upyn her; it is only
the hand of trouble that bows her down.” )

«T must stay with her till she is strongor.”

"% Yo mst go in the morning, Lo Nuit. Do
not ask to stay longer now, for it might bo dan-
gerons—dangerous to &dur mother as well as to
yourself. Ah, now I sct” yon ara golng to be-
come inquisitive sgain. Romomber your prov
mise.” . : o ‘

21 will temember it,” said the youth, in &
dejectid tone ; * but I wish I conld forget it.”

*1 wonld - clear you from it—telicve you of

its hurden—if you could oft the other hand give

up all the knowledge you have guined from me.
Promise me that you will nevet see your mothet
agnin’y that you will forget that she lives, and
that yon will look to me for no more #id in s}
and T will in returr: take the bandege from yout
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tongue, and let younsk a3 many questions as
you please.” '

These words, pronounced in tones of desp
meaning, had the effect of opening our hero's
eyes. He saw ‘how deep was his dependence
upon the will of the strange ‘'man, who had led

him to his mother, and he frankly confessed his®

fanlt.

1 can apprecinte your feelings,” said the pil-
grim, “andl I cen sympathize with you, The
time may come when you shall know all that
you would ask, and, if it dees, then you will alse
understand why my speech must now be lim-
ited.” . . )

1t was quite late when the two men returned
to the cot; and, after Honry hed sat for an hounr
by the side of his mother, the pilgrim conducted

| him to the place where he was to sloep. It was
‘| in & sort of porch, which mado out back of the

cot, ond there were two bedsinit. After La
Nuit had retired the old man returncd to the
apartment where the invalid lay, and out hero
heord him talking, but his words were so low
that they did not reach the little porch #ill after
thoir forms had been lost. Me could hear his
mother’s voice, too, zometimes low and mourn-
ful, and again bright and hopeful. He might
heve gone to the door and listaned, but his soul
ghrank from such betrayel of confidence, and ho
contented himself with the indistinet hum that
foll upon his ear, It was the soft, swest tone of
his mother’s voice thut hung melodionsly about
his soul after he had fallen aslesp.




CHAPTER X1V,

" THE PLOT THICKENS.

In the marning, La Nuit was stirring betimes.
Ho dressed himself, and having passed out from
the porch, by the small door that led to the back
garden, he wont to the stream and performed his
morning ablutione, e had just concluded the
gratefl task, when be was met by the pilgrim,
whe had grisen and gone out before him.

.~ "Have you seeh wmy motheét this morning ¥
was fhe youth's first questioh; and his face
showed some nneasiness aa he asked it.

“Yes; Ihdve just come from her, You can
spend u short time with her, and then we must
rotarm.”’

La Nuit followed thoe uld mad to the cot, and
ngain he stood in the presence of his mother,

Ho Xneeled down by het side, and kissed her,
ond then breathed a bledsing upon her: She
loolied far better than she did the night befove;
her eye was brighter, and hor cheeks had taken
to themmaclves a slight glow of more active life;
and then there was not so rhuch' pain upon her
featitres. La Nult notlced it, aud with & hope-
Ful countenance ks turned towards the pilgrim.
‘The latter seemed to understand the slient ap-
peal, for he inatantly said

“Bho is better, Henry--much better You
heed have no feaf but that you ghall see her
agnin and often.”

“Yeg, my child,” added the invalid, “1 st

indeed better, T feel it throughi my whole ays-
tem. I may yet live tobe blessed by your love.”

This filled the yonth's soul with bew joy, and” ‘
the eonversation was more bright, more hopeful.
At length the pligrim afvse to go.

“You will bring him to me again, xoon,” sdid
the mother, still holding the hand of her sotl.

“Yes: #s soon as I can,” returned the pil

grim; “and, in the meantiine, you must keep

tp & good heart.”

There wrs & warm kiss, o blessing, & love

ndien, and then the young knight followed the
pilgrim froth the cot. As long as the Httle
dwelling was in sight, he often turned back to

gowe npon ibj but when a turn in the path at -

length shut it out, he moved on move quickly.

‘When they reached the spot where the battle .

of the day before had taken place, they foand
quitd & erowd gathered nbout the denl men, and
mutch excitement was prevailing.

+ “Henry,” said the pilgrint, drawing the yoting
man one #ido, " you must take the explanation
of this matter upon your shonlders, for I have
reasons for not wisking to appear in #t.” .

Our hero promised to do o, end on his retum
to the place where the three decad men had been
placed side. by side, he was fortunate enough to
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find a eithao of Pasmpelnas, who knew hir well.

To hind e expldinéd how the men had eome ’by
their death,
* Now by Snint John* crimi the eiﬁzén, uﬁgr

* he had heard fhe 'young knigh'ﬁmry, 47X knew

ong of these rescals well, Tl onb,” hb contind:

“ued; placing hik foot npon-the body of him who

had’ firkt- attacked the pilgrin,;  * whe'» ‘dtroet
brawler and ibertine, - I vompladned -of' him
once, audl he woutll have boén punistivd ; but a-

" noble kight, $igh in fnvonmh the k\ng. obmn
‘ed his pardon?

“ Ah, what Imight wes iﬁ*’ sslml La Nmt.
_ " Sir Nandon du CHastel.” .

. A quick ldok of intélligence: pn.ssad bemmn
the yomng hndght nnd ‘the pHgrim. -
- ] think it would be betver,” parsued ﬂle éiﬁ»
zen, “if noble gentlemon wosld let_jastice be'in’
the hands of the proper officers. However, the

* feilow heaigdt hin judt deserta] pow.” 7

At this jamcture & civil officer-came up to our
hero, end ssked what should be done. '
"I.etthnbodiube taken “to Pampeline,”

- answered La Nuiit, “and JTwill rhika Explmﬁioh
- to the king,” - - “ it

Yo Nuit - was on' th! polntof wmiﬂg anrv
when the crowd, who-had lieard hia namie, giih-
m.iahmm;mmwmwup theh eapa.
’rheyknewmmmmmwmmw

tured the terrible’ mﬁmm e hed -t widt | -
- and receivé tielk honsly pradess before' by could

g cleir: /B the drekmstdiioe was:
6 hitsyand! the honest demxe

‘peaple Teft i bright/spot inHis wbinoky.

"“ﬂmlﬁrpﬁgﬂﬁ W NSt h’dmmwm

" Yia Nodt, as-evon ‘as 6 conhd: gt uwahm

crowd; <1 fof 1  minat - resieb - Pampeliool’- before
thowe poople’ get there. F feél iire that T whall:
find Dn Chastel with theking,mdthm!ﬁll
know whether he had anything to do with this
outeage. If he is present, undknow; sught of
th:s,he caonot hide it from me in his counte-
nume

“ And yet, 8ir;Henry,” remmed the old man,
1 shonld. advise you 20t 10 show any sigus of
the: knowledge you gain. Be careful how you
let that man into yoar secrets. If he means
harm to you, he must know some things he

" ought not 1 know. Tvery much fonr that he
.. ovethoard & conversation I once held st the

castle, for wheti I came out immedistely aftor-

wards, I saw him just walking off, If be has an

camity towarde you, it is a deadly ons, so beware

of him. T think yow can be shrewd enongh for
‘ S ' '

Nu#don'du - Chastel, especially if you #nd ont
the bent of his inclination. But béivm d‘ him,

| nfid miovh ‘onatiohsby® - v il

Fhede inky have boen sjme mm. undoﬁn-
able Hight breaking in uppn the youth’s mind, for
ho adked no'ghobtions; but hepondeved dueply
‘upon'what hb had Henrds - Itmsy, howovar, hive
been only the -promise he had made theg pre-
vented him'fromy making. furthdt iquirids, At
ahy rate, during the 'rest of the walk he was
very thoightful, and, by the thme he réached the

Lelty, it miemed o him ne-theugh thie knowledge
[ We- e 'gaded duting the.paat fovirendtwenty

hours, had been in his posseesion for yenre,
It was near the middle ¢ thé ‘afteriidon when

1 the pitgrim left our heio; having tiret promised,

however, to call upon i withid & fow days.

- # Remoémber, you arenot te spoak s word that
-hmdl. induce-the kingito call me before him.
But, if you have to mention your travelling com-
: panloly you can sy he was .4 poor pi]grim :md

that he has left the city.”, ety .

* Thege-were the old mri’mlm words;’ a.nd as
ﬂmy were - spoken he walked quirkly swny.

'Y Hehry ln Nuit wWent. at once: 4o.:the palsce, and

was: eonduicted. directly to: the &ing's; chrmber,
Anhe had extpected, Nandon. dy €hastel was
thers. The dark-kuight stazeelt when'odr hero
entefed, ind & quick euxse droppéd frox his tips.
*Did you speak;y DuChastel 4 adkd the king,
© 4 Na, slie;” stamamered the musm + Only

o twinge dn iy ot - w0 Ko

But La Nuit had catghit the-sxpression ias be
knelt before' the momarch, aid be'keph ito hini-
self. Ho bowed tb Sir Nandok ssdwrpsom; sd
ke keenost-observer oould. have:dethetid ‘noth-
mg but the emnﬁonof:cmwmn«in

Rin‘octniensiics,

“Now, Sir Heuty,” mdl.lbln,wlﬂ:lm ‘
clous smile,/ * what bringe thee into our pres.
once ¥ N

“I have come, sire, to make you scqahinted
with & litile circomstanee that happened to me
yesterday. T had business on the road to Gui-
dez, and took compsany with s old pilgrim, who :
served me both #3 & gaide and companion,

‘the woads, kome five leagues from hers, we
stiacked by three armed mén, They gave 0 .
cause for the mau!t, only that they UL
kill me.” bf

The king witered sn exclamation of hrror,
and Du Cbastel tarned pale. La Nalt’s qnluh
eye caught the expression upon the favs of the
dark knight, and then he continued:
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Bt &aym!‘e&hﬂ, sire, Wekﬂhdtlmm

. all garee ¥
« And did you notlm ﬁome:throﬁlhem

" what they mesnt? Did you not Gnd out the

cause of shis destardly outrage 1 aaked Alfbnso, |

La Nuit cast a glance. st-Du Chaatel, and.

found shas knight leaning forward with the most
intense anxiety depicted upon his face.
" % No, sire,” Ia Nult retwrned, “1 wa.in
hopes that one of them wounld have lived -to
havo cleared mp: the mystary, snd I moens to
have saved his life for that purpose ; but & plung-
ing hoves leaped upon kiuhud,aadthavorkof
death was finishied.” - -

Du. Chastel breathed freer.

¢ Now, Sir Nandon,"” cried theking.mmlng ho
the derk knight, “ what do you think of this 1"

¢ I think it is an ontrage, most foul,” retnrned

Du Chastel, 10t having wholly o7srcome his Yo

“Ay, so it is. Isea it has move,d yon as
much as it has me,”

“ Yes, sive; such things mnst mm one
who has the: of your kingdom st »

“Tras, mgfm“ trne, Du Chastel,” uid
the king, with » thankful look.- “I balisve you
will saffor with-me when such, things are.dope.”

. Indoed I shall, sive,” resumed D' Chastel;
and thon, with nsaddén ghm of reliel, he. add—
od: “Bota thought has atreck me. - Msy nqt

these fatlows have been some straggling mermbers ).
" of Morillos band, who thonght ﬂmltnmrepga,

their leader’s capture?”

“ By. the crosel Bp—hlgtd;_g;a. you must hama‘

bit the swdbe—thst mist be

o desbt of &, sire,” ssid the dark knlght,.

now, Pﬁl’f“ﬂ, re-nasured.
* And what has become of thg lmﬁm, Sir

enry 7 aabed: »hamnmh

Ll

“T have ordeped ﬂmm ‘1o be brought to the

ey, sive; und X axpaot they are even mow on

their way.”

4 Then we.will see them.”

Lt this. business rest with me, sire,” urged
Do Chastol, widk considsrable eagerngss. . ¢ You
Are not srong.encugh to bear mych excitoment.”
# Excitement] Sir: Nandon; . By my_faith, I

i .- X1 'sm not, T hed botter die. And
mm that axcitement will do xpe gpod,”
“I know that, sire,” deceitfolly réplied Du
Cheatel ; “bat your duty doos not eompel you
to dive into this broil. . Eet me hendls it. - T will
see these bodies when . they como, end i the
thing is to be solved I will solve it; though I

think we shall find them bus thres brigands.
Come, let your faithful servant do this work for-

»_

1 M
“ Well, well, Du Chlml. be it as yon will,
only bp sare and- sl through it bofore you. leswe
it.ll

. Nondon du. Chsml had mmplulwd his pres-
| @t objoct, and he folt satipfled.. Hp seemed to
stady hard apon the features of - 8ir Henry la
Nait, but he could find nophing there -to make
‘him vosasy, snd. he- hastened away-to attend to

sftarwands, L Nuit ok his. lwe, snd retarned
4 the house of Gornes Garlis.

smlﬁ M Plﬁ memm hlm: &W
mﬂa had.apathen thowghs 4o dd to his, sick:
- of mystaries. . Heo now koaw-whet MMW
suspected-—that Naaton, Du. Chassek was- bi
sogemy, And hs folt. w'tlllmw Fhas. it wan ho
who had, sep the:thres aesasging npon himy: Why
aooac . hin g .. Ah 2 thore the yonth, was Joss. He
was: mhyaghun,anﬁ boymd.lts lqngm he

emﬂi not:go.

am strong encugh to bear. the excitement of |

#ho tmainass ho bad taken apon himealf, -Shordy

 heeatae” evninectsd with the' eapare of Moritlo,

< Chostl'phid
The'thik hoed“boens w6t forhismim‘hgewmﬂw o

" the  thind Of hls present vislt  Alfohes hidd betn

anxlgd ¥ the céreminy shijult
‘soon AN ihdﬂld HAkE had

offés WPt e

CHAPTER XV,

UOHB‘I‘BIHO I8 BEIRG DONE.

Tue bodles of the thres men’ whi had been
slaln by X4 Nuit and bls comphnion; atfived fn
the ity Inte in thé aMmudn an? Nardon u
Chuittt wid ready td rioeivé "tiom. He Yad
theit privitely caveyed. fo the, place of bawda),

-and thén e werii dnd' 161 the kinig thit, ¢4 of |

themn, 8t ledbt, wire !n-lgmds And that'the other
vas 4 fe!lovirwho LET R lurlﬁhgahm
the dey dtaly; asd who mlght “Hléo-'be"one of [
thém,” Tho Rest exoitémant hoil” guedd  aw

tel's” statefnent. Amohg the pedple 'the wifate

and 30 it passed into o smbject of mder for
‘the time; xid wié then forgotten. * © "

“As oo du ity meter Wi 6ff his hands, D |
snother vislt to the éitld of Estalla, |

Tady Tishbliat 4ad if waa to g in'ohe moiith fromn |

ﬁﬁe i)lﬂ!e &s
B, Ry guod condtri ot Bt Wi the

King Ak Ml Vet Hind Bech Widhaiget, ©jou |

seerh " trdhe this’ wiaster Sy By i y futh,

you should be pleased to be ﬂuu

the ‘bi e’hi” &hm st o RiVhrorin’

i ihh“ii‘iﬂ“’-’ﬁit oo,

;-

lnlluw moody tone; *but if 1 hsd not phssed
¥ word to you tharmy daughtér's hand shoald
b6 at your dinposnl, all the estates of Navarre
#hotld not it Nandon du Chastel for my" elilld'l
hugband.”*

"« Conle, éome, cousin ; you speak hotl;novr "
% Ami 1 ndt dool 17

N Ay—tos gool, mygood duke. But, rellly,
you' do 8ir, deon injustice ; he_ fa aﬁlthhxl

¥ [ fellow. Ho has served mia n  for nia.n
“and tha g let the mitter pasisiporrDa Chas: || ks e: ﬁ"

ind "te bt righr. he should bé revwaird:

q\\m‘y ko o find no fault with the roward I ain
ahoitt o] glve him, for ther s vt a fairet majden
il Mo MNavarre, than the ady Tsabella,” B; my
toql‘l‘ she is Bt for & ;-pral-"

.. Thy. m mpgeq. for be saw that yhg,{y;e
wPs Impagient,

“Let it pass, m;a,’,’ ap!d an Phillpm I
gava you the bestowalof my, chili's hapd, and
L have' no fasls to find.., Al xmhmy,;m
Drw Chaatel will make, 90d busband. ? .,
x4 My sword for it eried,; ‘Alfonso, mm
-assurmnes. ; Wou :may -held ‘ms’ respomaible.
m;b}{‘lQ!m. mupy what. has. MM
mnf Fours.ran swsy feoniyon 1’ oo qow
Wi Ry sind 1 yepeated -the dukapwhin

i uihdiuﬁlhﬁilmsﬁoﬁnmfmmﬁ L

127 "Y&L—’néﬁhéétn‘ihe&ﬁfﬁw'* b i
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*“He chose to see something of city Hife,” res
turned the duke, after a panse.

“ But he is 4 noble fellow. He wants to go
to Palesting, but, by my faith, I shall not spure
bim. Afier Du Chastel is married, I think I
shall put the youth in hiis place, and then ¥’} see
if he’ll ron awsy from me."

The mpnarch spoke in a lght, merry tone, bug
the anbject was one that cut the duke to the sonl.
He did noi show all he felt; but he made an
excuso to cut the intercourse short; and when
he left the royal presence, the king once more
. told him he would be respansible that Du Ches-
tel should make an excellent husband. }

“I hope he will,”. was the duke’s answer, as
he turned thoughtfully away.

The duke had returned to his castle, and Nan-
don du Chastel was there with them. It was
midmght, and the city of Pampeluna was weap-
" ped in glmost impenstrable darkness. There

were a few places in the sky where an geglisional
solitary star peeped out, but it seemed mors like
some dying spark of exhausted flame than a
gem of light. The sentinels who were stationed
at the street corners, had relaxed from their
wiaal vigitance, for everything was quiet through
-the aleeping city. ‘Shortly after the hopr of mig-
night bad pessed the last struggling ater wap
sclipsed by the black cloud-mantle that had fatlon
over the town, and then large drops of rain bew
gaa to fall. The sentinels felt sure that all was
safe, and they erept into their respeetive boxes,
aud crouched awny from the coming storan
’ wind now came fram the Pyrenees, and it
was sirong and chilly. It whistled sabout the
street corners, and it drove the rein-drops furi
oualy | abont, 'The .sentinels crouched Farther
‘away, and ‘the city was lefcto take carc ‘ol itaclf;
It wes at this time that a duk fgure was
movity stealthily along through ore of the nar:
vow stvects that led to the great squnré, wherd
stood the royal palace. At & low window stood
a buming lamp,~perhaps "twas where some nieh
.peraon lay,—and s the duqk; form moved past
the struggling tays fell upou his face, and e
“vealed the weather-woen feaues of ihe old. ‘pll-
grim; but he quickly pessed’ g thie durkness
hguin, and- soon he geined the squiee.’ He.
‘sesignd to' ko little Moed of the rain, saveto
fold-Mis mantle clossly Across”his Bosom, bt

with steady and ocuttibeis steps, -he Woved ob |
#ceoss the- plam; keoping ax far s possible from |,

the places where e knew. the. seutinels Were,
Areut 0 bo. stationed.  Atlength he veached the:

front of the dweiling of Nandon du Chastel. A
nurrow comrt led np on one side of the building,
and into this the pilgrim made his way. He
gropsd his way along until he came to a postern,
and this he opened with & key, and passed into

time, for the old man had had to depend solely
upon his sense of feeling, the httle eourt bemg a8
diirk as a closed eavern. .

After he had closed the postern behind him,
withont noise, he stood a few moments to let the
rain drip off; then he removed his sandals, and
this being done ko threw back his dark robe, snd
drew forth a small lsutern. He was now ina
narrow hall, with a flight of staira runving vy
on either hand ; ke listened a fow, moments more
to sssnre himeelf thatall was quiet, and then he
took the staira that led up to the vight, These
brought him to a long, narrow corridor, at the
extremity of which he chme to another fiight of
sieps, ‘which he also ascended. He bad now
come to & kind of hall, which, in daytime, was
lighted. from the voof, it being surrouuded on uil
hands’ by other apartments. Oneof the doers
that -opened out from this hall. wes larger and
heavierthan its companions, and seemed made

bolt-heads, and ite look wae mau:ve, It was to
this very door that the pilgrim turmed his atten-

Jand then from his bosomn be drew s honch of iron
keye, ono of which he applied te. the ook, .

“ Well,, wati., Jbe, muttered to himpelf, as the
holt flew backrbenelth the pressure of the key;
“this key does its. wonted duty, even though I
the end must justify the meaps. We ehall see,
Bir Nandon.” -

‘While he was spenking, he had pwked up the
Lautern, and now passed: into the ropm beyond,
mhelelsly eiosing the door after - him, The

& ceiling and walls, and M caryed
wainscortings, . The farniture .conaisted of o
large ubh.mhllfdozm grest carved chairs,
and two mbhmv oue of themumlgtohm
heen fuhionelldl a,part of the nnmhngdmg,
fox it was joined Armly to the wqﬂ.,gplhuuved
‘mouldings sgroed exactly with ﬂxguiwlm agd
wnhmuipg.

Amlﬂkmodmamfmofﬁeold
pilgrim, -hmmmgm@ steat

opposité side, and when he stopped, it was in

the building, Of course, all thid had taken some -

| 1o, resist: invasipn, It was smddud ‘with metal

tion, 'He set the lantern dovm upon’ the fioor,:

have no, iongzr Tegal suthority to gse it. But

APATIUIENT WR_quith & 8pACious. ong, With puint- -

uumt. with it q\uunt earvings thma dimly -
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out into the feeble hght of the lantern. damp. He
seemed to be resting wpon times that had gone,”
for he murmured lowly to himself, and various
shades of feeling- flitted over his countegance.
At longth, however, he aroused himself, and
with the lamp, now removed from its thin case
of horn, he examined the different doors of the

_ cabinet, They were all of them Jocked, but that.
seerned to offer him no obstacle. In one corner !

he found a secret depository, that was opened by
displacing in regular succession several pioces
of the carved work, end in this place he found
a bunch of small keys. An exclamation of sat-
isfaction dropped from his lips as he made this
discovery, and without more ado he set abont
opening the varjous doors and drawers that had
thus become obedient to his will. Bundle after
bundle of papers he took down and examined——
every nook and mmmd the place had passed
the most thorongh exartination, and yet the oh-
Ject of his visit seemed unaceomplished, Nem-lr
two hours-had been consumed in this way, when
the pilgrim aenk back into a -chair, and leaned

- his head upon his hand,

When he arose, his lips were comprossed, snd

" his eye had lost much of the exultation thes had-

hefore beamad thers ; but 'yt ha wes not wholly
dishesrtened: ' He commenced the dearch nnew,
and- this time he moved maore eantionsly than.

before, - Af. iength he cnme, for the second time, |

Cf

| to & small department that contained only a fow
rough sketches of militery plans, upon parch.
ment, and & small book, in which some trifiing
private memorands were noted down, Thé pil.
grim hed handled this book over before, but see-
ing that it was only one of common nse, be had’
paid & listle attention. Now, however, he ao.
ticed that the parchment covers had & peculine
feeling, and, with a qmekly-beatmg heart, he
went ta the lirge table and sat down. The cov-
ers were tied to the book with pieces of ribbon,
so0 they were easily removed. They were formed

tof along strip of parchment, with the two ends

folded in so a8 to meet in the centrs, the edges
being nicely sewed up. When they were upon
the book, the place where the two ends met wes
hidden by its back, but now that they were re-
moved this place was open, and the old man
drew therefrom a number of nicely folded papers.
He examined them, and his hands trombled with
delight; ‘These papers he carofuliy put awayin
his bosom, and the book he fixed a8 he found it,
save the abstraction of the aforesaid papers.
Once more the oid pilgrim stood in the narrow
cdirt. ' The ratnhad ceased falling, but it wag atill
dork ; be listened for o moment, and finding ev-
efything quiet he moved away towsrds that part
of the- oity from whence lie bad come & fiw houn




' CHAPTER XVI.

A DARK PLOT,

A wezk had pased away. At -the casile
things move ou rasher gloomily. ~The duke is
more stern and cold than ever before, apd. he
has 00t been seen to smile for many days. He
sits most of the vime in his study; and when he
walks, he walks slone—sometimes in the open
court, but oftener along thé dusky corridors and
unused balls. He often mutters to himself, and
his bands are ofien pressed upon his brow, as
though the thoughts that moved there were pain-
fel to him.

The dnchess Tanthe has a faculty of coneeal-
ing much of her real fecling. She movesslowly
about through the vadlted apartments, and she,
too, marmured with herself. Sometimes sho sits
with her child and weeps, and sometimes she
triea to whisper words of comfort. But it would
seem that recent events had operated harshly
upon her mervous systom, for sometimes she
shuts herself up in her chamber, and will see no
one-but her old serving woman, Kntrina. At
such times, Katrina carries numerons bowls of
modiested boverage to her mistross, and aha.kes
her finger wamingly to those who tread too]
heavily f the corridor that leads past her lady’s
chamber. *Ah,"” she ejacalated, withs dabious
sheke of her head, * these things must work havd
apon my poov, dear lady.*

Tshella is growing pale and melancholy, Shé

hag tried hard to reconciie- -herself to -the fate -

that had laid its band npon her, snd-she has ¢o

for encecoded that she does not weep.now; her -

sorrow is all locked up in her own bogom, and
there it lays, a bitter, burning, thongh silent com-

panion, “The only thoughts that can quicken

into life a brighter feeling are of the love of her
mothor, and'of that love which was once ofl in

all to her. "When she is all alone, the name of -

Henry la Nuit often dwells npon hor Eps, but
even then che does not weep—ahe only claspa
her hands more dlossly mpon her bosom, and

Pprays more forvently for strength to support hey -

under her trials, -
And from everywheore in that old castle joy
has taken ite departnre. The hundred men-at-
lounge moodily about the court, and their
weapors hang rusting upon the walls of their
apartments. The youth who has been wont to
marshat them upon parade, and lead them smidst
scenes of pleasure and of strifo, hns gone from

them. They have hesrd of his freshly-won lag-

rels, but they were not there to help him win
them. They misa his joyous smile, and his soul-
stirring words, and they will be long in learning
to fecl wonted to his abeence.

Henry la Nuit and the old pﬂgrim bave been

" knight was with him.”

HENRYLAWI'!‘ L : 1

thice to-the smiall ot om- the Gtudez road, and

the youth's'love for lifa ‘motkor * g'mrawdngu
and stronger, fo he hae foard herto - be' k. very
aupel it thought unll fedling: Fis presehon Tas
workied wonderfiil- Shanpen'in Mis hioltinr's bodily.

condition.-fhe hns grown stronger, snd hor Brdt |-

and ohesks are tingod with « healthids glow. 7
It wes ‘sarly in-thie mobritng, And' Nandon fu

. Cheastol - sai intha verykooia where stood . the
‘great ‘eabinet. that! we have: goenr the pligrim. st

basy abont. At length he becenha tire of sittlugy;
and be got up from his chair and® began to wilk'
ap snd down the apartiment, - Fo dtopped: oftén,

and gazed down upon the floor, se' though ke |

wonld: qudli-te mrxiuty that worked within Ktm,

and whin he wonld stavt on torwalk sgain, he{"

woulil eladp his hands togethér and mutter to:
himself. Tu Chastel had been this watkiig
some fifteen minates; when hé heard footsteps
in thie hall outside, and; in & themint wieds, shere:
came ¢ 'knock upon the doot  tis went wad-opien-
ed it, sndgmentrdmetoamanwhom he hhd
howr expecting, . :
The new tomer wis & dn-b!uoking, thori
thick-get -fsllow, with & supembundancs of giay
beard upon his fade, and & nesdless: quentity of
dirt wpon his ‘garmente: Ho had ‘passed the
maridian of life, and- his looks preity plaindy

showed that the fleld of cﬂme was one ln which -

he had travelled much
# Hotwr now, Matteo!” seid Dit C‘hmoi after {4

. he had clopbd this door,  you' adé Jats L
““Barly enough,” returned_the other, with|w

much independence. Y‘pu 've bsen nemms,
that's whiat makes 1t ségm l&h L yoa
© “Just remernber whom yot. are nddmaing,
said the knight, with' some
dovn in his great. Hhigh-backed c

"9, s,l‘ahnu remember, alftlui, w0, don‘t

_ tramble yum-uelf on that point. I genersily take.

tmen as ¥ find ‘em, aiid when Y come into busk |
ness whers I have all the work to do, why, X feel
kind of responsible aud independont. Now, let’s
come down to business.”

Nandon du Chastol was made angry by this;
but he eontrived to overcomo it, and efter biﬁng
his fingers for a while, ha eaid :

“'Then yon have done something in the way

of the work I spoke of ¥

#Yed ; T found the old pilgrim snd the young

 And did you track them
#Yes; I followed them on the road 1o Guidez,
for seveml leagnes. They passed throngh the

‘woods: wt e foot of thei Yaldo; audl; at a shoit
dlsmsies biyond there, thoy: turmed: off sowards: -
the ' Hede ateedm thme dorves down.front the -
matubilh; knd stoppsd at Bivmwll S6" -
1 ; X i arétived plade, theny? - '
“'Poi: vy sdy. thst; and natbcmymm
the truth, either, Bi¥ Nindon. 'By-San- Jogb, I .
shopld npver. have found- it, if I.hadn’s heve -
kept well upon the heels of the piisrhn and, 'hi‘
‘young companion.” = .
© "Dl you.got & chance to. look'hm the om"
taskéd Du Clmtel. who had bacnme dapply inﬂr- i
cirtod::

“NH B0, 28 the two mnwenﬂn.—,m;;.
was § woman cume out, and wan; nmy

“Hal A womant” o /
- Dressed like a woman.” :

“But how did she Jook ¥’

¢ Not over and sbomnme ”
e ' Time mpy have her” .
it Bha ay@’t havs soen 1uch tl;ne. for she fa
m“ very. mu

. % How old#" L

" rgrhps five and twenty” .

Du Chmel uttered an exgiaf

"ﬂms not ‘her, then
«mmmym

P you hm'hﬂf-"' 0!’101 th! hliuhtghﬂf
!iﬁ'ingins from hia chair, .

Ay, el T heard her eall b gm son, X
Aldn’s waig h Tear muqh morq, if .
of !m!ng sieen, o T camp quldtly uwny. ‘uh! hm '
Tam”

Nandon 'da Chaste) utbmﬁ!nﬁi e‘ulr &hd
gazed up at the quaint carving upoh bis cablnet,
His face was worked upon by sirong ‘emotions,
and his bands were folded up xnd rested drmly
upon his kneos; his eyes wandered from the
cabinet to the me'or his companion, and then
beck agaln. At length he moved s chelr tp
nearer to whire Matteo sat, and spoke. His
~voics was low, and extremély hoarse and unever.

% Magtoo,” ke naid, “ yeu have Yt just begun

{your work. That woman has no right 4 live!

Do you understend me ¥’ - .
“Yes,” replisd the fellow, with & nod of the

head.
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Du Chastel gazed np agsin et the cerved
images on the volates of the cabinet, 2nd Masteo
watched bim, with & dsrk smile playiog about
the corners of his mouth. At length the knight
came back to the subject, and braced himself as
though he were ready for carrying through what-
evér business might bo on his hands.

! ¥ Mattoo,” he- said, “you must kil thiz wo-
man for me.*

“ T suppose it could be aas:ly done,” returped

- the follow, without the least s:gn of distaste for
the business,

“Of course it can. Tt wﬂl take bat the blow

sof & knife, and you are nsed to the work,”

#Now by the red hand of Montarrego! Sir
Naadon, you would meke me ont 1 downnght
cat-throat!”

“Well, every man has his business, and he
may call it by what naine he chooses, thoagh I
wouldn't calk you & ent-throat more than many
others. The King hires me and my companions
to go out and cut the throats of our enetnies, and
we do it, If he suspects a man willde him
_harm, why, he wants that man killed, and T am

. a8 ready 1o do ltﬁhyone"

2 Ay, T'd kil mgn
as Montarrago’s 3;*3311! to kill a helpless woman,
isa dlﬂ'erem thmg Hﬂn’% you bemi“try your

g do, ﬁ, T should, at least, save a

datteo, starting up and- return- |:

mg his comphiilon’s gaze with more’ interest ;
#how would you save that?"* |

“ Xt is the .sum I had inténded to pay you fof
doing the work,” coolly replied the knightz

# Now that puts a now face on the mattet, Sir
Nandon, By Han Jago! I think I'R do it for
that aum.”

that the job is done; and, in the moeanwhile, I

would have you keep an eye on that pilgrim.”
“Anyshing you please,” retarned Matteo, with
considerable animstion. “A bundred pistoles!
By the sword of Montarrage! how the wite
shall flow1”

relish,” ssid Da Chastel, with a alight shudder.

wonid remove the hesd from a mian’s shoul-
dBﬂ 11! »

“Orfrom & womaan's, either,” uddod Sir N.ua-
don, with & keen look at the other, .

* That was just as it happencd, and the luck

has pow come round to me; but I am equal to it '

with the pistoles. Now whon will you have:the
work sdone 7’
“ Asonce. Lot her lifo go.out with thm dny 8
sun,awd I will wait for you here till midnight.”
* It shall be a5 you wish. Xam.off at once.”
“ But ba sure that you take the right one,”

95 1 am sure of the hundred pistoles !"’
* They shall be yours to-nighs, if you bring

-+ And what evidence will yon want ?” asked
Matteo, stopping, afier he had a.risan from his

seat,
* Bring me one of her ears 1"

* No, no, Sir Nandon,” direcily . returned the

1fellow. *That is even below me. Ican'tde

that.”
“ Well, well—your word wﬂl do,” mnmed

of Matteo, but not dm'ing to repentit.

. The hired asansiln withdvew, and Nandon di
Chastel was left alone. He wes not-so happy
ay gomg men, nor was he so well-aatiefied ¢ a8 he

with whit be thought he had gained,

s

« It ghall ba yours a8 soon as I have evxdenee

v

# You use the name of Mnntnmsow:kh akeon

*“Ay, for he was the bloodiest man in all Na- -
varre. My soul, with what enchanting grase he

< Never fear. I will make sare of that, so fong -

il my hands were a3 red me evidence that the mother of La Nuit,is dead,” |

the dark knight, a Hitle cut by thie direct retort,

could wish to be; but he tried to feel gratified |

- stomed to be heavier and more deep,
“Now I wonder what this woman can be to.

CHAPTER XVIL

A BTRARGE DENOUEMENT.

Ir was no uniil near noon that Matteo set out

vn his mission. . He tock & roundabout way, and |

did not.utrike into the Guides road until he had
left tha city nearly. a league behind him. . After
this he walked leisurely along, some of the time
humming sostches of bacchanalian songs, and
smon remaining u silens spectator of things wbont
him. No one would - have ‘thought, to. have
looked into his face, that be was'upon an cxrand

of death, for ho seeted to enjoy the wild scener|:
"1y, sud his countsmance. was far from belng

mopdy or anxious. . Yet; otcasionslly, whin he
came 1o ‘some epot where the voice of the cata-
ract wae hushed, and where all élee was silont;,
he:wonld walk !more slowly, and his thoughis

him,” he muttered  to' himself, sfier he had
reached the wood where La Nnit and the pilgtim

* had been attacked by the three nesassins ; and-he

atoppeduhe‘ ke, a8 if he exp l.nmwar
from sonde of tha stoqttreémbqnt him. Butng.
angwer ¢ame, and hewalked on, :: “ Who canshe
he t* he centinued, in a deeply thoughtful mood.
** The mother of Hénry la Nuit. And who ean
he bad 1 thikis & dark mubject, to- say
the lenst. | Inever kitled o womsn, yet and-I've

often: bragged on't, but ’twont. be my theme

s

mm'mom than aman? (), I hope she'll give
ma battle, and get my blood up!  Ono hundred
pissoles! Well, well, that is to the purpose, at
all events” he contipged. - | .

It was now. quite dusk, snd Matico moved.on
more quickly.. He had mede up his.misdt0.do
the daed, and that, too, with as little . Belay e
possible. 'Wtien he reathed the cot, he snw the
faint beams of a candle shining out thropgh the
little front window, and as ho came neres he
heard the gound of & volce, It was a fomale’s,
He stopped to listen, and ho soon convineed
himself that there wore two femalos within the
«cot. He naturally supposed thas one of them was
the woman-whom he bad toen leave’the place

* }wehen he had followed the pilgrim thither. - Here

fwas an omergency he had not becn thinking of;
though if he had had his thoughts about him, he
might have expected not to ha.ve found hll vic-
#im alone,

Fot some time the fellow stood and wndeml
wpon the anbject: He bad no desite to kill two
women instead of one, bat he must either dp it, -
or ¢lse get one of them out of the way by strata~,
gém. At length he hit wpor an expedivat. Ke‘
moyéid back a few peicss from the door, snd hav-
1 irig thrown himself’ upon the ground, he began.
%o groan, most piteowsly. Directly the .door of

after tlns Bat why sheuld T fear to kil a wo-

1

tho cot was carefully openod, but instantly shut
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" again. Then Matteo grozned louder than be-

fore, and there was evidently & consultation go-
ing on inside. Fre long the door was opened
again, and this time a lighted candle was held
out.

“#Who’s thero 7’ asked a female, who stood
in the doorway.

“Help ! mercy ! O, for Heaven’s sake, help "
groaned Matteo, apparently in great distress.

The woman veatured farther out, and then |

asked what was the matter.

“I have.bsen thrown from my borse. O,
help! help P

The woman went hack into the cot once more,
and conversed & whils with her companion; but’
she soon returned, and, having set her candle
down upon the threshold, she came out to where
the man lay.

“What can I do for you ¥’ ahe a&ked with
tremalons sympathy.

“ Help me into your cot, and let me have somme
water.” And he groaned again,

The woman stooped down, and by dint of
great exertion she succeeded in helping the man
to his feet, and leaning heavily upon hex, he
walked into the dwelling. Thete was a womsn
upon the bed, aud the Jdisposition of things sbout
the apartment showed that slis had just reiired.
The, man was assisted to & chalr, and then his
conductress asked him how she could help him.

“ AN," he returned, aftor he had drask some.

of the water which the womsan held to his lips,
and spesking as though he were saffering the
most intenss tortare, “J don't know how you
can assist me unless you oan procure help. My
horse threw me s short dstance from here ; iy
shoulder is broken, and the hone of my right leg
must be fractured. 0, for pity’s sake, get me
help If you can

“But ws bave no neighbors, and the nearest
help I ¢an got i nearly o league distant.”

« And what sort of help 4 that1”

“ A poor peasant, but & good man.”

“ Theu go and get kim. Inl:hammeofm
cy 80]:’

“ But the distance,” suid the woman, casting
her eyes anxionsly bownﬂl the bed. “You wilt
suffer thuch before thit help can cone.”

“Not so much 23 I should to be wiihontit.
0, go, got”

Apain the woman cast her eyes towards the
bed. .

“Go, go, Blanche,” euld the invalid; «)

can remain with the poor man while yon are.

:

gone, and if he wants anything I shall be strong
enough to get it for him. Give him sothe wine,
and let him have & pillow, and then go.”

“But you are not strong enough—'

# Hugh, Blanche ; I am strong enough to aesist
those who suffer mére than I do. Have no fears
on my account. Perhaps you have on your
own,”

_ “No, po, my lady.”
“Then give him the wine and go.”

Blanche gave the man some wine, and baving .

thrown on a light scarf, which she drew up over
her head, she quitted the coi, upon her mission.
Did Matteo feel any compunctions after all
this kindness ¢ If he did the feeling was quickly
hushed, for he gazed about him with only the
intent to make himeeif sure that she upon the
bed was the woman he was to kill, and then to
do the work as guickly as possible, and be off.

. * We are two sick people,” he said, as soon
#¢ Hlanchs was out of hearing.

Mozt essuredly, we are,” roturned the wo-
man,

"% Thig locality or rather the road that runs
this way,” resumed Matteo, with his eyes cast
towarda the bed, so as or catch overy movement
of the occupant, “seems to be & most unfor-
tunaté one. Ooly a short time since three men
were killed In the wood just back of here. Per-
haps you heard of it.”

" #Yes,” replied the invelid, moving unsasily

in her bed. I heard something sbont it.”
“And then,” resumed Matteo, *only & day

or ‘two since there was another sad disaster..

An old pilgrim, accompanied by a young man,
named Henry ln. Nuit, was passing through that
same wood, towards Panfpeluna,—~0, my shoul,
der —they were attacked, and the young man
wilg~~(}, my poor bones "

“ Put the young man—¥Henry Ia Nuit—srhat
of him ?” esgerly cried the woman, all her mo-
thier’s. affection coming at once to her souk. . .

(0, pothing in particnlor,” returned Maiteo,

guickly arising ﬁom his chair, * You are his

wmother "

The poot woman staited up in her bed,and

attered a quick cry of alarm. - She gized upen
the man before her, and sho saw that he was

sound.and stroug,
- Moyt meri}?'ﬁthﬂed.
* There is no merey here!” sald'the assassin,

1% If you wers a man you should notlive to ask -

jt; but you are a woraan; and you may pray

Just wsk God to bless you—that's allt”

- woman said, etill speaking in & whlsper, for ghe
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The woman sank back upon her pillow, and
eovered her fisce with her hands, and while she
did s0, Matteo moved the candle upon the shelf
at his back, where its rays comld shine into her
face, bat not into his own.

. “0,” she murmared, *this hour has hannted
me for years. I had better have died then, for I
wag prepared for it. But strike, sir1 Do your

work of blood!. You can do what Montarrago |

left undone! T have prayed.”

She raised herself half up as she ces.sed apeak-
ing, and the rays of the candle fell upon her pale
features. Matteo took onme step forward, and
the knife fell fiom his hand. |

“Just. God I he wuttered, while every limb
geemed fixed os iron.

The womsn sterted ‘farther up, and gozed
upen him, but she could not see his dark fea.
tures. Matteo moved nearer to the bedside, and
looked more searchingly into those pale features.

“ Will you kill me ?* the woman-asked, iz a
faint, whispering tone,

"0, God! nol” gasped the nssassin; and as
he spoke, he sank down upon his knoes “1
would rather blesa you. Tremble no more, for
1 wonld scomer lose my own right hand, than c\le
you a breatifof harm t*

“Put you were sent here to kill me,” the

wae very fidut,
“¥Yes; but I willnot doit.” 'When your wait-

As be spoke, he aross to his fest, and tarned
toward the door, to leavo the coi.

“But, my son 1" urged tho invalid, extending
her hands towards the man.

“He is safe; T did that only to be sure that
you were the perscn. I sought.”

** And did yoi not know whom you were to
kill 87 -

“ Only that you were the mother of the yowng
knight. But ask me no more, for I cannot an-.
swer, Yet I will ask you one question. There
has been an old pilgrim here?”

“Yes.”

“Is he your friend o

«1 think he is.* !

“ Then I will place him on his guard, if I can
find him ; or, T will give your son the hint; dmt
will bo better still. God bless youl”? ;

- Without waiting to hear the woman’s murmur
of thanks, Matteo picked up his knifo, and hest-
ensd from the house. He stopped l‘or a moment
outside to lock back upon the ¢ot, and then, with
long, quick strides, he hastoned away.

The smiling stara looked down npon that hum.
ble cot with their twinkling light, and the gefitle
zephyrs of heaven moved about it with soft
whisperings of hope, while within there was a
woman upon her knees, with her thin, white
hands clasped updn her bosom, and ‘with her
pale face turned heavenward, glving thanks to
God, ' ,

ing-woman returns, tell her that I wan batter,
and went away. Do not tell her why I came.”

K




CHAPTER XVIIL

TAE STORY OF A~ MOTHER.

*

It was midnight, and Nundon du Chastel was
leaning back in his high-backed chair, gazing
vacantly up ot the serpents’ heads that formed
the points of the volutes npon his grest cabinet.
A large waxen taper burned upen the sable at
his side, and its light was just suificient to make
the grim heads look hideous ms they peered out
from the dosky background. Sometimes the
knight nodded bencath the influence of insinaat-
ing slumber, and sometimes he would atart up,
snd instinctively shudder ns he found. the ser-
pents gazing down at him, a8 though they meant
to spring upon him when he slept again. He'
was far from being comfortable; he had sought
comfort in the hope of succeeding in the work
he had upon his hands, but when that hope shone
fully wpon him he was very far from anything
like comfort. He' did, however, feel a sort of
savage satisfaction in view of the consummation
of his plans, but that satisfaction was very fitful,
for his plana were not yet consummated.

At length he was aroused by the abrupt en-
trance of Matteo. Du Chastel sprang from his
chair, but when he saw who it was he eat down
again, and waited for the now comer to be also
seated. Metteo was very deliberate in his move-
meonts, and before he gat down he quietly loos-
ened the knife, which he earried in his bosom, so

that it conld be quickly grasped ; but he did it}

in mch a way that his compadion did not detect

-the movement.

“ Now, Matico," began the knight, wu;h great
anxiety, “ what word do you bring back tome ¥

“1 found the cot, Sir Nundon,” calmly:ephed
the fellow. :

“ And did you find the woman

o Yea n

* The mether of‘ La Nuit "

& YE! L

“Ha! Then youkilled her i

# Ne, Sir Nandox, I did not.”

“Did not kill her ¥ uttered the knight, start
ing up and looking farious. .

 §it down, sit down, Sir Nandon,” qlnetly
said Mattoo.

“But what could have prevented you from
doing the work after you had found her?” re
sumed Du Chastel, sitting back inte his chair.
“ Was not the way clear ?”

. The woman and mysel were alone in the
cot. 8ho was weak and sick—I was stout and
strong ; but I did not kill her.”

“Why, fool! What madness is this? Has
the sight of & sick woman overturned your brain
Have ye become & coward 1=-a child 2—a tremb-
Ting, fearing sackling? 0, out upon thee? You
gwore to me that you wonld kill her " '

4/ Nay, 8ir Nandon, X did not swear,” - replied -
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M&tﬁéo, nﬁt at n!l moved by the taunts of his/

employer; or, if he wos moved, he did not show

ity I did got swear ; but even if [ had I would
have bmken my oa

, ! sm'nh you must have had

this, Perhaps you mean to make

.me pay &hpa vier sum for the Job You like thel

color'of ghld ¥

e Yen it wide of the truth, sir,“ said Matteq;
“and, since you are not hkely to guess it, I wi
tell itto jou »

“ Do sd; il yor please and no doubt "twil
-2 marvellous affair,” responded Du (;haat:el.
with bmex: BArCHSMm.,
' “Jt}st. n to me, Dn Chastel,” resumod
Matteo, in's deop, serions tone. * Many years
ago I had'e mother."’
- But that woman is not; your mother 1" ut-
tered the kmghc, starting up

*Listen to we,” sternly pursned the other.
I once bad a mother.  Slie may not have been
g0 mild and meral as some mothers ; but I loved
her, for she was all I had on carch to love; and
she loved me, too. Some said I was' the 'child
of shame, but I felt-no shame in loving my
mather, nor did she foel shame in owning me.
Qur home was in the mountains, and there ¥ fivt
learnsd to be the wild and reckless man 1 have
gince proved myself. But it was'noteny moth-
er’s work. ' She tried to make me better, and - I

have seen her cry; I'have scen great tears voll|
* down her checks, when the fear was upon her

that I should be s great villain,” ~

“But what of all this " impatiently exc!dm
ed Du Chastel. “I would know why you did
net kill this woman, Xcarenotfor your mother.”

“ Patience, Sir Nandon, and yor shall know
what it has to do with the work I have left un-
done,” resumed Matteo, exhibitivg for the firnt
tima & slight degree of anger. * My mother’s
cot was beyend the great pass'of Saint Jean Pied
de Port, and at that time a strong party of brig-

‘ands infested those wonderful fastnesses, Some

of them often sought shelter beneach 1y moth-
er's reof. She did not invite them there, nor
iad she the coursge to turn them away, ang yet
she would have givén the balf of her litfle prop-
erty to have been well rid of them, for she found

. that -they were leading me into a love of their

mode of life, ' I began o neglect her flocks, and
weeds grew up-in her garden,

“One night, when I came home from the
mountains, I found my miother weeping most
bitterly; and when 1-asked ber why she wept,

she told me thit, through my neglect, some of
hor best goata had beemlost. I pudled & handful
of gold from my pocket, and I thought that
would comfort her; but I was mistaken. She
knew whero I got the gold, and she wept more
than before; and npon her knees she begged of
me to give over the evil lfe tpon which I had
antored—"" ! '

“A curse upon both thee and thy mother i
bittetly interrapted Du Chastel. '

* Carse me, pir!” hoarsely whispered Mattes,

M| trembling from hoed to foot;  bat bawsare kow
\| you use the name of my mother?”

“ Bt what is all this tivade to me ™ continned
the knight, in a lowsar key.

“I mean simply to show you that my modur
was not to blame that X am a villain, It basx
been & long while since I havo spuked of her;
but now the theme is opencd, and I mnst
speak.”

“Then epeak briofly, and spare me the hesring
of that which does mot interest me. ‘I would
know why you did not kil the woman.”

“And you shall know it, direetly,” resnmed
Mistteo. * Por a while after the loss of the goats,
¥ remained at home; but the brignnds came
sgain, ¥ drank and sang with thew; snd then
went sway with them again, My mother begged
of them to come to ker cof no mors, but they
only laughed at her, and made her take gold fur
the sheltor she did not willingly give them. At
length, one night when they wore caronsing at
our cot, 8 company of soldiers came and cap-
tured them, snd my mother was taken-with them,
and so woa 1.

“My mother was convicted of being connected
with them,: both as an entertatner and recefver
of their booty, and she was sentenced to dio with
them. 1 ecscaped from the strong prison,and I
tried to effect the cseape of my inuther, but it
was in vain, I disguised myself, and went to
the plece where she wha“to be executed, still
faintly hoping that something might tarn np to
asvist me in the secomplishment of my purpose,
But my Lopes were all gone when I saw my poor
mother led forth to die an ifnominions death.
But she did not dle. A dark-eyed maiden sprang
through the crowd, and rushed to the spot where
my mother was bound. I was 30 overcome that
T saw bt little more ; but X soon koew that my ..
molhurmpardoned and faint aod giddy I
moved away from the spot. When I saw my .
mother again, she told me that the dark-eyed
maiden had saved her life.

s




#1 ghall koon be done, Sir Nandon. My

mother is now dead, bat amidst all the thorns

and weeds that have grown. so rankly in my
hosom, I have not forgotten the love she hore
mo, nor heve I forgotien to worship the gentle
being who saved her lifa, Thas dark-syed maid-
en, now grown into the fading of life’s bloom, I
saw in the cot I visited this evening. Nandon
du Chastel, all the gold in Navarre eonld not
tempt me to do her harm ¥

The<dark koight started up from his chair, and

then sank heavily back again. Hisface was ashy:

pale, and he trembled at every joint,
« Mattoo,” he at length said, in a hoarss voice,
“ wag she the womfn you were to bave killed ¢”
o Y“.J:' .
*Then you know her 2
1 know that she saved my mother’s life."”
“ Ay; but do you know more of her 1"
 Yos—I know ol I”

For & fow moments, Du Chaste] sat shlll Hig

trembling had ceased, sud the blood had come

. once more to his face.

# Matteo, you know too mnch!” he hissed be-
tween h‘l clonched teeth ; and as he spoke, he
weizod his dagger and sprang upon his companian.

But Matteo had anticipated this movement

. trom the firat, for hig knifo was in his haod in

an instant, and he sprang quickly aside in time
to avoid Dn Chastel’s blow, .

“ Yon are quick, Sir Nandon ! he muttered ;
¢ hut 1 am ready for you. I gave you credit for
this, and so prepared for'it.”

The knight stfuck again, bat Mmeo canght
s arm and wrenched the dagyer from him;
then, with one mighty effort, he hurled him to
the floor, and held him there.
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“Now, Sir Nandon,” said Matteo, with hia
koo upon the faflen man's bosom, * yon are in
my powet; but I will not betrsy you, You
know me not if you think I would do that thing.”
Wil you swear o keap the lwing of that

‘woman & secret "
having given over hia struggles to free himsslf
from the iron weight and grip of his compsnion.

“n one condition I will give you the onth, ’
returned Matteo.

EL] m lﬂ lt 20

¥ Bwear to me firat that you witl nntseak to do
her more harm.” ;

Du Chastel hesitated.

“It is but oath for oath,” continped Matteo. - -

“ Bwoar it to me, and I will keep your secrot
inviolage.”

“'Well, I awear, then, that T will not do her
more harm,” said the knight.

“I do not trust you, Bir Nandon,” md Mat-

teo, with scorn, “ for I think -you would as tef

break an oath as not; but I promise you in re-
tarn that Iwill keop your secret. Now, get up.”

As Matteo spoke, he arose and terned towards
the door. e turned back once to Jook at Du
Chaatel, but he did not speak ; he only ghook his
finger mepsacingly at him, and then left the
apartment.

Nandon du Chastel snt down onge more in
his chair. - The waxen taper had bumed down
i} there was nothing left of it, and the blatk
wick toppled over with a flickering glare, and
then all was dark as the grave—the reom wus as
dork as was the heart 6f him who sat wrombling
within its gloom.

gasped the prosteate knighs, -

" Pampeluna, the oid pilgrim had found gn abid,

 his single. window overlooked the river. Cme

. under his window, and, as the econrrente was an |

" he lesned over the balustrade, and looked down. |:

Now, what do yor seek?

G‘ld P ; N

CHAPTER XIX.

4

Ix one of the most out-oﬁthe«way plm of

ing-place. ¥t was a small room that he ooce-
pied, in the segond story of an old bulldiog, and

eveniug he was aroused by the stopping of.a boat

?nﬂsud oue,-ho.went end- looked ent. - Flrere’
Wis.1 new moon just ridingabove the:heusestops,
and as its pale boams fell:aslant the water, shey.
revesled asmall boat jast nmiertha window, in
which was s single man.

“ Whas do you seek $ adiced ehholdmln, a8

“ An old pilgrim, who: lneiyme 0 Pam-
peluna returnad the boklwps.,

The pilprim heaitated- & momem, forhe!ml
somo fear of danger. -

“What do you wish of hlmi" hzatlength
agked.

T will tell that to hm,” was the mpoiua.

““'Well,” snid the old'wan, *I L] ﬂxe{lﬂtl'lm-

“ !&m havs latoly been m'vw amma,m
do you lmmﬂ"’ ‘

1 tracked youthere" g s
Thé old mixi tremiblod %ith. qppd:mﬁn.

e :
T GROW!I.,DAM&.

bostman; “Yhave come to place you on your
guard. That womeh isin danger; the wolf has
found-her. If yow-vwould save her life you had
better move her As scor as podsible, and be
secret-about-it, ooy Now I have done wy duty,
md you-must do the yoet,” ‘
* TM'he-rendbr will, of dourse, recopnize- Matteo
in " boatman ;- and thins had ke andesvored to
‘protect the helpless swoman from the wiles of
the destrover: He -&id not stop to héar what
‘answer the old devoten had' to mnko; but a3
sobm ay ba:had spokem, kb, dipped kis oars fato
the water, snd moved away yuickiy oup of sight.
&+'The : pligrim: wewt ‘buek nto his ‘ropm, and
though: theeimmmmdomofmynm to
himn,-yot-ho was notdong dn inaking vy Mewmind
a3 to the coursethe should pursus.. Asscon ay -

| themoon had-sask out of sight, ho wimt.omt of

‘ths Botise, and:glided slong; as’ seoretly ss pos-
sibie, out of ‘the-clty. - By midnight, i redehed
the Hatle: et whsre we' have scen hin before.
He'rapped at the door, bat there was \iid - res

ponse;; Lo rapped: mure: foudly, Busibe awoke

.only a dull-echo. - “Fils hears sank wivhiin M- us
o pieisnd st thestoor snd founll 1t pive bendath
Sletariclr;’ e outered; Tt wll was darkesd ik
iny b callddd-out, bok ro-tadaneweradhiing e
wrgink- 15 the -hed, dndvorl HiSFands over ity

“ But youn nesd not fear for me ' veturwed the;

warface; hitt no bitmew formi rhet Hia soash,
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For & while the old man etood there in the
darkness, and deep grosns fell from his lips.
‘When he moved it waa towards the spot where
he knew & box of tinder was usunally kept. He
found it, and he also found the flint and steel
that belonged with it; he struck a light, and by
the glare of the match be found & candle. This
he lighted, and then he hegan to aearch about
the room. There wero no signs of confusion,
but he soon knew that he was slone-—that she
whom he sought had gone., He went out of
doors, and examined everything about the cot,
bus he conid find no clue to the lost. Then he
went back into the temantless apartment; and
sank down into & chair. His brain wes tortured
by a fear for which he had good grounda, and he
groaned in agony.

(" he murmared, * and are these long years
of hopes and fears to end now in darkness!
My expisation is nipped npon the yery eve of its,
copsummation I”

There was & cound of creeping footsteps near
the door, but the 0ld man heard it not; thers
‘were a pair of eycs peering in at the little win-
dow, bui the pilgrim did not'see thom. Those
eyed pleamed tigerdike upon him, but he sat
there with his head homdnwnhubmadpalm
and he thought he was all alone, .

* » * - - -

‘We must go back & fow hours, and visit again
the old house upon the edge of the river. The
pilgrim waa not the only one who had heard the
warping’ of the bostman, Heury Ia bad
that very night set ous to seek the old men, for
hie had strange misgivings that there waa danger
lurking about the cot where his mother dwelt.
He had & vague suspicion that when he and the
pilgrim ast visited there, they had been followed.
It may bave ouly been  dim, dreamy thouglit
at fivet, but fear. had given it form, and new he
wag moved by it t0 seek & rest for his fears.

He would have gone slons to the cot, bat he had’

pledged himself that he would not, so he songlit
the pilgrim; he did not know exactly how to
find the house, although he had once been there ;
bnthsknewthelomhty udhemoﬁnpontlw
search..

An fortune would have it.thnyouugmngot
upon the wrong eide of the xiver, and heing
guaidert only by a tall spire thas Stood inthe
nuighbuhaod.hummodnmlhuldmh
window just a8 Matieo had pulled his boat M:E
there.. Heplainly heard the warning of the

out into the water, and as.soon as thé pikgrim’s

-window wea closed, he sprang for tho nearest,

boat, not caring to take time to cross by the
pridge.. The first boat ha came to waa fast, dnd
oll his- strength was not-sufficient to break it
loose. Another and another he tried with lke
guceess, and at length, ll wronght with anxiety,

‘ho was forced o take to the bridge. He flew

thither as fast as possible, and ere long he was

other side. But an pvil genius seemed to guide
him, for he missed his way, and he knew not
how to find it. In F ‘gtate of frenzy, bordering
on insanity, he dewithrough the dark passages,
and at length, at the end of an hour, he was sare

come with his strange friend. He stopped not
to knock, for he knew-his way now, and with
guick steps he hastened to the old man’s room.
He found it, but it was empty.

"4 Of course, he has gone on,” nttered the
youth, and withous stopping to inguire of any of
the inmates of the other rooms, he retraced his
steps and flew on towards the Guidez road,

It was now late; the moon had been gone a
long time, and the way was dark and toilsome ;
but the youtlifal keight heeded not the lesior
obetacles that lay in his way. Once, near the
[ wild bridge that spanned a deep chasm, through
which the mountain totrent rushed, he stopped
to rest, for he was' more fatigued then he had
thowght.-. He blamed. himself for not having

have gained time in the end by borrowing a littte

after & fow mmoments of reat he hurried on again.
At length he reached the wood, and just as he
had gained the. farther edge of it, he heard the
stepe-of & horse ahead of him. The tramp was
coming towards him, and soon he saw thé dusky
outlines of the animal ahd its rider. He did zot
-think of hiding himself, but ke only tutned out
sufficiently to allow the horse to: pase. :In this,
however, he' was disappointed, for the rider pul!ed
up and hsiled him :

* Hallo—who ig this?” -~ - .

Hinry started as though & “thandarbolt bad
broken at his fest, for ho recogniasd the voice of
Nandda-du Chastel. A dart of pain shot  bis
soul, for in an instant he coupled the dirk knight

to the pilgrim, :
“Who.ae you?t" q‘un crhd Sir Nandon,

" man, 4 he stoed apon l lmlo pieco that jeited

wurgging his horse nedrer to wihere our here stood.

hestening through the narrow strests on the .

he had found the howse where he bud obee

‘ povwérs were alriost!

taken his horse, for be saw now that he should

to begin with. But it was too late to reping, and |

witht.hcmnghahndhmddmbomglu'

4
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*Yon know me wéll enongh 1

 Ha t=-Ye Nuit, upon my soul 1 exclaimed
Sir Nandon, with & mixture of surprise and quick
satisfaction in his tone, -

“Let ma pass, Sir Kandon,” md Hem:y, in
an anxious tone,

The rider hesitated a moment, as though he
were consulting with himself. Then be reined
his horse still more into the youth's way, acd in

- & Btrangely sounding tone,~it was 80 low, and
Yot so0 intensely earnest,—he said :

** Tell me, firat, what you are doing here 1

‘Tt matters not. Let mo pass,”

“But it does matter, youngster,” retorted Sir
Nandon, in & voice still hushed, though rago
evidem.ly wag working init. It looks euapi-
clous 1o find one liks you in this place, at this
time, and’in thia phght Do you flee from the
commimon of crime ¥

the brain like lightning, and s0 it was with Hen-
ry la Nuit. On the instani the thought flashed
upon him that Sir' Nandon mesnt to kill him ;
that he had meant it from the first, and that he
had provoked a quarre] only to gein ground for
the onset, And then that other thought cams, '
too-—that thought wherein Sir Nandon kadibeen
before suspectad, All this thought-flash gleamed
through the youth’s brain, even while tho rider’s
sword was whifling in the air; end es our hero
dodged the blow, he drew his own weapon. He
spoks’ not, for his soul was set, and with hire it
wag vastly move than lifo or death—for in the
dit thought-distance he had & mother|

Nandon du Chastel uttered a florce oath when
he saw that La Nuit's sword was out, and he
pressed upon the yonth severgly, But La Nuit
had one decided advantage, Andepsndent of his
personal prowess. The elevased position of Sir

" Of erime1” repeated La Nuit, with & quivd {#Ngdqn madoe all his motions conspicous, while

ering lip.
M 1’!

“ By my soul! now you mock me! I}qm;e!
Henry la Nuit, for I am not ope to brook inso-

*Look to yourself, Nandon da Chas-

lenca! Now tell me whither thion goest. As

tonstshle of N’avam, ¥ ﬂenmnd your angwer”
T!‘or a !homeht the ymhh trémbled with a new,
epprohension. o ilely et 'Du Clinstel wi,
‘the constable of the "kifigdom, il iu witeli' hfe
m\ﬁmé “Hbhisd the,
vight, e qfficio, 0 arfedt WHom ke’ pleaiicd, with,
or vmhnnipmmhon “Hut the fouﬁg’ﬁn s

' previou! ‘fear ‘Saime back” to “him, dnd fe

gamé the smpiciom e’ hind etérlaltiol dialniy
Bir Nandon. Perhaps his ﬁi&tﬁe‘r wﬂs el bty

i 18 hands of heF ehiptord! aod ' peibapd b,
/'might he dedY This laft théught ‘drdve ‘ol

héro to mnzy and he ﬁ»ido\tihe po%m- of ﬂm
‘man who cot oned i1
““Let 6 pats'1" witored L Nul, mrougn h!s;

ieldnche,d teéth,

- 4 Now I‘il teach thee, \miﬁ'dnnel‘ly boﬂ”
yellod, Sir Naddon'; ‘Gid, £y ”ipdfe, /p aviord
ﬁﬁw teom ik cab ?if&‘ v

Sqmﬁtuneﬁ &‘h;, éleu ﬂ}oiugﬁﬁ Goqfe tfxi-oak}:

et

our hero, being upon jthe gronnd, was more in
the dark to his antagonist, At the third atroke,
L Nuje caught the sword of his antagonist by
a lock in the guard, and sent it whitting thmugh
the «ir to the distant bushes. Then he struck

| e Hore6 & seiidke’ Gldw updin the Masiz Wik the

flat of tiih own beavy #ward. The aninial phitiy-
44 Fuitfoaily, knd 16"a mhmm »mm lib- Phitawe
lﬁs‘ﬂ&er ipon thé o, - e
b i’ 412 not stdp 10 see whather 8ir Nat.
don s fbadiy«'hun “biit "~ with' w'quiitk ktep; he
6 s hmatehbd Ainf  Oribe, only, wmp-
Pod to look: balk, buik it whe wollark tiathe
dotlld see’ mmn&en.n dndniy, thbaghhe'sula
Just mikke ot the “tpper ol mwrof :hcm,
the' aiifiwel hot Nkving' foved sies be 'hed
thrown off his load. R
5 "Thewr tHé Youth ‘cai to the ot the rhore
nbivoub Be giew; and W, bt Mgdi"na.abma

M&ﬂ “the ‘Eoor | i&ilmt th ' his
t’ 80 heavily" that 'his: réhek “:i\nzﬁhd
* ok o, ¥hiahige Todr int HNA-CGte
fo m—u Pt thal 8ehad a0 dedeih & Qiial
[ s els v’ sttt soihae s il
ear. RERLRANE




. Waan our hero reached the open epace before

through the little window, and for & moment he

CHAPTER XX. -

- o Lo

A THUNDERBOLT.

i

the cot, he saw the rays of a light shining out

took courage. He stopped to.listen when he
reached tho door-stone, buy he could dhur ;g‘t:-
apve the mosning of the night-wind, axd the
::gnrmunng ‘of the stream, He knocked at the!
door—he knocked agsin--and sgain; but he
heard pothing, only the wind and the quick-
‘moving water. Ha pushed at the door, and it
yislded to his touch; and his heart grew fuint:
again as he entered. - S
.. A candle, burned half down, stood upon I:he
table, and its flickering blase gathering moodily
around the black, unsnnffed wick, threw  dull,
fitful giare ahout the voom. La Nuitls fimt
smoyamens was towards the bed, aud a dooy groan!
ogoaped him when he found it empty, He oalled
_alogd for hig mother, but he suly heard the dull
ocho that came back from his own tones. . !
“Mother] mother!” he cried, clasping his
hands upon his heart, and then stretching them
out into the gloomy light, * Mother! it is your
boy who calls1 O, anawer him, if you can hear
his voice! 'He will not harm thee, but ks siout
arm will protect thee ! Fear not, fear not, for it
is T'who call upon thee! Mother! mother!—
All aloné!, Gone!”

gome minutes e remained there in s sortof
stnper ; but graduslly he came back to himself,
and once wore he atood upon his feet. Hﬂ. lud
).ul;:ied ‘to move towards the little porch; his
head was bowed, and hie thonghts were wander-
Jing, when & dark .object upon the floor met hia
gozo. .He started with a teirible shudder, for
ha object bore a semblance to the lmman form.
Eo went to the table and took the candle, nnd
lmring _removed the superabundant wick wish

the thing he hiad seen. It was & man. - La Nuis
1ald his hand upon the shoulder, and turned the
faco upward, and be saw the features of the old
pilgrim. A dark pool of blood waa upoa the
floor neor where the old man lay, and . at & short
digtance towards the bed there was another pool
that was, spattered, and congulated, - '

" "La Nuit was nearly overcomo pow by the
gigentje emotions that had been raging in his
bosom. It waa not the presengs of the dead that
made him weak-—it was the gbsente of one who
might bs dead ; the fear that came to him. from
things not scen, that made him weak, Butit
was not, his nature to remain long inagtive, while
sense remained, and a3 soon n8 the first shock
wag past, ho:turned his attention once more io
the gory form beside him, He found that the

The youth sank dowa upon the bed, sad for

old man bad beem cut severely mpon the right

his fingers, he went back and stooped down over -

arm, and when tearing away the dark robe from
the bosorn, he found 2 desp stab upon the left
breast. ‘The body was still werm, and La Nuit
‘kmew that the deed could not havo long since
been dore. He shook the blood-stained form,
and he halloed in its ear, but there ware no signs
of life. Ko still knelt there, with the candle in
his hand, when he henrd footsteps behind ki,
and on starting up, he fonnd kimse!f face to fice
with Nundon du Chastel! There was a look of
fiendish exeltation wpon the .face of the dark
knight, nnd like a flash oar hero enmprehended
its meaning,

_ "AR! Bir Henry la Nuit,” said the constable,

“1 have found you egsin.” :

“Ay, Nandon da Chastel, you have found me,”
returned the youth, his bosom swelling es he
‘spoke, and his hands clatching nervously to-
gothar. o ’ ’

“And--ah! what’s this? A dosd man!
. Bleading—stnbbed--his body warm! By my
soul! Sir Henty, you have been well employed !
Your hands ook well 17 ‘ .

" La Nuit's hands were pil covered with blood,
for the ‘garments hw had handled in moving the
body of thé old max, were saturated with the
purple tide, "He lpoked at them,and then turn-
ing to-his edemy, he said+ a

“T know what you mean, Naudon du Chastel,
‘You mean that I have done this murder.”

* Surely, I believe my ewn oyes,” replied the
constable, with a sneering look.

*“Do you?t Ah, Bir Nundon, it would be well
for you if there were no God to sec all that you
have seen to-night 1 '

“ What do you mean now ?”

“Q, yon need not Jook upon me with that'
coward look! I am calm=-let me seo you calm,”

“Y am calm; only the astoundment that leaps

* to my brain at the sight of this most atrocious

deed. You may well be ealm, La Nuit, for per-

_haps you have gained some important end in

the death of this old man.” -

“ Qut upon thee, dark-faced villain #* uttered
the youth, ss he set the candle down mpon the
table, and then took a step ' nearer to where the
eonstable stood. . ““I came here after I left you
in the wood; and I found this old man lying
here in his blood. You—yqu, Nandon du Chas-
tel, know who did this decd. It is stampfd in

. yourface; its black record is lettered on your

heart, and yomeanrot wash it out”” ‘Du Ches.
tel’s right hand flew to his hip, but his sword was

HENRY LA NUIT.

he had not been able to find it. He started back

& hissing tone, he said : Co

“*Thou shalt know the ‘penalty of crime and
insolence, for by all the gods of henven, thif
didst this deed, and if T had my sword, I'd rvid
the earth of such a murderer1” :

«Y thank thee, sirely,” retorted La Nuit, with
a bitter sarcasm. “Bat I haven quostion to dek.

hem J‘!Dl .
“Y found no woman here.”
“ When ™ ‘
“Nover! I have not boon hom till now.”.
“Lie on, villain t—but whils you lie, remem-
ber there is a just God 1™
Du Chastel wembled—but, perhaps, ’twas
onty anger that moved him, )
" “Rail on,” he said, as sgon a8 ho cngld com-
pose himself, “for you are armed, and I'am #ot.
But the time sbalt come when you‘shall trerible
before me 1 ) - .
“ Ay, with indignation!” quickly replied Es
Nait. ‘

* Yed, and with fear, too.”

“Then it will be such fear as one might fael
of an asp; such fear as the stoutest héart inny
focl when a deadly viper has folded iteelf upon
hig arm. Ishould have no other fear of thee,
thou villain t* ‘

Again Sir Nandon’s hand sought the place
where his sword-hilt wns wont to rest. ~ He took
8 step forward—thon stopped. Then he grred
into.the young man’s face, and shaking his finjgee
slowly towarda him, he uttered: = e

* It were well for you, Henry Ja Nuit, if there
were no laws in Navarre " .

These words were spoken very slowly, and in
& deep, meaning tone, and, es he spoke them, he
turned quickly upon his heel, and left the cot.

Shortly afterwards L Nuit hoard the prancing
of a horse, and then the footfall of the animal
in gnick trot fell upon his car, He listened antil
the sonnd was lost in. the distance, and tien he
sank down upon the edgs of the bed, and buried

him, for the next ten minutes ; his mind was like
a kaloidoscope in the hands of a child, over tarn.
ing, and the images no sooner formed than their
shapes were changed without so much as leaving
an idoa of what they hed done.

mére o the spos where the body of the pilgrim

not there. It still lay among the bushes, and

n

a pace when he found himself swordless, nnd in .

What hes become of the wowun you found.

his face in his hends. It woald be difficalt to .
analyze thesemotions or thoughts that moved -

When he arosc from the bed, he went once -
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Iey ; and as he stoopad down, and laid his hand
upon the pa.le brow, he murmured : .

«Q, I think Du Chastel did this. Poor old
man! thow art gone, and thy secret is lost with
thee. 0, would to heaven that I knew all that
death has locked up in its cold embrace!l—]
would that I could read the knowledge that dwelt
with thee in life! If you could but tell me of my
mother. God send some kind angel to open
your lips, that you may tell me where she is

goenel Alas! cold—silent—dead !
*  Hestarted with a quick shudder as the last
words fell from hiz lips, for the candie, which
had been long burning, had become exhausted,
and it went out, leaving the place enveloped in
darkness.

The youth stood for a few moments there, in
the darkness, and then he sank upon his knees
snd prayed. When he again arose, he was more
calm, and his thonghts were casily called to-
gether; he knew that there must be help some-
. where, and that he must seck from others what
he could not do himeelf. Perbaps he might
gain some clue of his mother, At least, he was
-determined to try. Just then, he thought he
hesrd s movement in the ropm. He bent his
head to listen, but the sound was not repeated.
It might only have been & rustling of the rosa
leaves at the window. At least, so thought the
yonth, and without weiting -to hear if the sound
would. be repeated, he left the cot. He closed
the door after him, and then having washed his
hands at the brook, he hastened a.wa.y towards
Guides. .

For two long, weary hours our hero wandered
about without coming across a human hal_:im—
tion, and at the end of that time he had worked
about by such devions ways that he found him

| self upon a spot which he knew to be not more

than half & mile from the cot. It was daylight
now, ond afier resting & whils, he made up his
mind to rewira to the cot, and place the body
of his old fricnd in & decent position, and then
consider further upon what course he should pur-
sue., As soon as ho had become settled upon this
plan, he started back, and when he reached the
cot he was not a little startled nt finding the door
open. He was sure he had shus it when he left.
With o gunicker step he. hastened forward ;: he
stood for one instant upon the threshold, and

then he entered. The body of the pilgrim was -

gona! Ta Nuit saw where foet had tracked in

his blood, and he traced the red-moarked foot-

prints-to the door, and from thence out to the
brogk, and there they were lost. . He returned
and sat down once more upon the bed ; he was
weak and faint, and ere Jong a dizzy sensation
came over him, and he foll back upon the pillow
and sank into & deep slumber,

Sevoral times he was startied out of his ‘sleep
by the phantoms of his own dreams, and once
he sprang out upon the floor and drew his sword.
But he was alone, and hardly realizing his real
situatio, he sank agpin ypon the bed ; he heard
strange noises in his dreams, and he saw strange
sights, but he slopt on without starting agml
with fright.

CHAPTER XXL

THB BEREFENT.

Tup king of Navarre was in ¢ne of his own
privato apartments, and an attendans had juss
brought him u bowl of hot wine, and a few dried
grapes and nuts, and of this Alfonso was to make
his breskfist,” Ho was blowing the stesming
beverage to make it cqol, when Nandon dn Chas-
tel made his appearancs, -

“ AH, Du Chastel,” said the monarch, setéing
the bowl dowu, “you avo, anmng betimea this
morning.”

*Yes, sire; it behooves your loysl: subjoects
to move carly on such times,”

‘Ay, so it does,” returned the monarch, with
& Hght Im:gh “for I have heard that the rosy
god sometimes loses his smiles ns ke grows old.”

i Su.e 1

0, —gh—yes, T sce. You think your god
will smils longer. Woell, Ihope you mny find
it 80, And love makes you riso early, ¢h 1"

* Love, gire 2"

' Ay, my tord constable—T mean the very love
that {s oven now making a fool of yoi. Do yeu
think’I haven’t noted your looks of late? Ha,
ha, Du Chastel, I know how you feel. I have
seen your eyes move quickly about, and your
vontiféhance change,. and your lp tremble, and
yotir cheek pale, Buh!don’t let love make such |
a fodl of you.”

“Mistake you! Why, by my soul! you look
as palo now as a frightoned girl. Iu it aaything

| but love now

"% Alss! sire, it munt bo deeds of drendful note
that can make me appear thus. Did I not Jove
you and my country, they might eot thus affect
me, Ll

“By Baint Peter!” cried the king, setting
down the wine-bowl, which he had agein taken
up, “there must bo something here of more than
comtadn note. Qut.with it” -

Du Chastel sat down and bent his ayos to the
floor, and for a while he seemed to be atudying -
how to put his communication into the best
possible shape.

“ 8ive,” he seid, raising his eyes to the fuce of
the king, “crime is not a thing to be judged of
by itaclf alone. The overt mct, independent of
other cirenmstances, does not constitute the
ctime; and that act which is by circumstances'
made & crime, must take somewhat of its color.
fng from the character of the person who does.
it. Thus, & man upon whom you had lavished
every kindness, would be more guilty in breaking -
your laws thif would- one who was totally igno.-
rant of yoursell and- your munificence, even -
though you might- love the former, and his pun.-
ishment cause you o -bitter pang, while for ﬂw

“ Bire, you mistake me.”

Jatter you might care nothing.”

1




74 I ' HENRY LA NUIT.

* And what is all this coming at1" asked Al-
fonso, now grown sober with undefinable fear.

“ Ah, gire, I can hardly give myself the heart
to tell you. I will wait and think the matter
ovet.” ]

“Not go, my lord constible, By my soul!
if you have anything to tell, let me hear it now.”

“Well, sire, I will tell it, even though it
wrench my heartstringa in the relation. "Tis a
sad tale and T would give the half of my posses-
stons if I conld l’orget it all before it prssed
my lips.”

“Come, come, T Chastel,” cried the now
excited king, forgetting his breakfast in the in-

-terest of the time, “do not beat the covert in
that fughion, but coms ont with the game. Yet’s
hear it at onve.”

“Last night, sire, busmess called me to Gui-
dez.”

" 'What business at Guides t” i

* Ah,—it was—a—private business, your maj-
esty."”

“0, very well,” returned Alfonso, not seem-
ing to have noticed the knight's hesitation. «I
didn’t know but what there might be trouble in
the garrison there.”

“ No, sire,” resumed Sir Nandon, having re-
covered his composure; “it was only a small
matter of private business relating to my own
houschold, I had gone to Guidez, and was re-
turning. ¥ think it must have been past mid.
night, for the moon had been long down. I had
just entered a piece of wood, when I saw a ho-
man figure cronching away by the bushes at
the rondside. I hailed it, and you may judge of
my surprise when I found it to be none other

* thex Henry la Nuit!”

“Stop ! stop! Bir Nandon; yon do not mean
to brenthe anything against the charactor of
Heary la Nuit.””

“You ghall sce, sire, 1 asked hlm why he
was there, and he refused to tell me. That wus
in iteelfl nuspicions. I liked not the looks of his
being there at that time, and I requested bim to
retarn with me, and as I attempted to enforce
my wish, he drew his sword, and made furiously,
8t me. Not wishing to hars him I stood on the
defensive, and waa rather lax at that ; he knocked

iy sword from my grasp, and then gave my
horse & cut. 4 waa thrown from my saddle, avd
considerably stunned by the fall. 1do not know
exactly how long I lay there, but as soon as 1
came to myself, I determined to follow after him.

At Jength I came to & small cot where 1saw a

light burning, and some ansecn power urged me

to stop there. I alighted from my horse, and
entered, Ah, sire, I can hardly telt you the
rest.”

“Go on, go on, ' Sir Nandon,” seid Alfonﬂo,
in much agitation,

* Ah, 1 wish I had let it be. I wish I hadnot
thought of telling you.” .

“So do I; but now that you have begun you
must finish. Go on.”
' “Then listen. In that cot I saw Henry la

.| Nuit—his hands all covered with blood—his

teeth get and gritting ; and at his feet lay an old
man, dying. The warm blood was flowing pro-
fuaely from, a deep sword-gash upon the bosom—
a gesh that ‘must have renched the heart. La
Nuit; turned flercely upon me as I went i, and
for the moment I'feared him.”

The monsrch had turned palo during the Iat-
ter part of 8ir Nandon’s recital ; and ashe closed,
he started from his seat, and laid his hand upon
the knight’s shoulder.

“Now, my ford constabls, beware how you
spesk, for by my hdlidom! I shall be slow to
believe anght against him of whom you tell me.”

“Alas) sire, would to God I had no reason
mysclf to believe it. O, it has strack more an-
guish to my soal thar could the death of a dozen
of my denrest friends! But thert ltis I will
88y no more.”

*“But yor must say more,” uttered, Alfonso
88 he sank back into his seat “You must tell
me all you know.”

““That is nearly told. AlI I know ferther is,
that he threatened my own life if I did not be-
ware—of exposing him, he must have meant.”

* But thiz old man

“It wag tho same old pilgrim who was with
him when he said he was attacked in the woods
by the three brigands, They may have had
some altercation ; but to me, I am grieved to
say, it appears as though the deed must have
been committed in cold blood. His ereeping so
stealibily away from the city; his going without
a horse, and at that time ; and thoy his desire
ta avoid me. I heard & lond voice, as if of

some one sapplicating, just before.1 reached the -

cot; but I was too late to stop the dresdful deed.
1 wish I had not seen jit.”

*This ia tevrible 1" groaned Aifonso, bowing
hia head upon his hands. - *“Iloved that youth,
for ho was my best knight, and. I meant to have
given him your place in my coufidence when
you were married.”

.
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: but Alfonso did not see it.

. always been faithfal; always—"

- wish I could, for then I might not feel so utterly.

for I am a wiser man, now. Baut, O, God ! what
pange mast our wisdom coet us. Were I to live

‘expetience I now have, I would not pnt trust in

. loves, no confidence from one of my kind. The

- Jét you ses it 1
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Bir Nandon started, and a black, fiendish ex-
pression swept like a thunder-cloud over his face ;

““But this makes wreck of it all,” pursued
Alfopso. “1If what you have told me be true,
then-he is not the man I thought him.”

«And do you doubt me, sire i~—me, who have
“No, no, Sir Nandon, I do not doubt you i 1

miserable as I now feel.
have deceived me1” :
I pray you, eire, do not let this thing move
yali too much, or I shall blame myself for hav-
ing told it to you ; but had 1 known that it would
bave so affected you, 1 chould certainly. have
kept it to myself."” .
" 1 am glad you have told me, Sir Nandon,

0, La Nait, how you

My life over again, and could commence with the

a human being.”

“Not in me, gire 1"

“No ! Iwould trust no one; I would live in
myself, alone ; I would seek pp friendships, no

wozld is all false—ali 1

" Ah, gire,” interposed Sir Nasdon,. bo*ing
most reverently, and spesking in a tone of well-
assemed pain, “you do some. of your fiends
great wrong now. 1 have always boen true to
you. O, I'wishT could tear out my heart, and

Alfongo cast & mournfal - glance wpon the

“ Ah, my lord consiable,” he said, “ you have
never failed to flatter me.”

* But I have ever told you the truth.”

“ And you have been & raven, to croak nnwel-
come tidings into my car.”

“Alas! sire, and is thia the pay for all my
devotion ?—is this the reward for long years of
service I have devoted to you.”

“T am not happy, Sir Nandon.” .

* Then thera is Philip de Ia Carra,” pm-sned
Sir Nandon, hoping to eall Alforso’s mind back
to some pleasing topie, *“*is nothe your friend

* Ay, by my balidom 1 he is,” eried Alfonso,
with sudden energy. *He is the only man in
all my kingdom that has had the friendship to
tell me my feults ; he is in truth & friond.”

Sir Nandon shrank before the look that was
now upon him ; and he Jooked like what'he really
was—a guilty man. But he was saved the pain

of siudying up a reply, for the monmh imme-
diately continued :

“You may leave me now, Sir Nandon, for T
bave pot breakfasted yet.”

«But Henry la Nuit, sire ¥

A sbade of pain swept .scross.thaface of Al-
fongo, and for & moment. he hesitatod,

‘#1 think you have told, me the truth in this

J} Bir Nandon,” he st length said.

*You wrong mo, llm, if there is a doubt in
your mind.”!

“I do not doubt yeu. Go, and if yon find
Heory la Nuit, you muay arest him.”
- Nendon du Chastel bowed low down before
the monarch, and wheén hé tumed to go away
his derk featured were all set in & look of more

ppeaker, and his head shook dablously.

than aaudiuh emlmion. :

.




CHAPTER XXIL

& *unﬁen r‘oi THE LOST ONS.

Hunzy N Nuﬂ' aléﬁt long a.ud sodudlf dfter f

the first fretizy of Hls’ Etgﬁe‘rl'aééam “Wils Bver,
dnd wheli lié whs awakeried it wis by a' h‘eivy
footfall in the robih: "H# -stairtsd up and found
the Warm siin ehibfink dsvm ehtopl the Taflived
window upon his bed; he closed his'ayes, &nd
rabbod them) and ‘then'hé seéined to dedilbet
that something extrarzoishad atodied hind ok
his slumber, He started] up agiin; and b anw a
man standing. peatt hil - béd, snd gazing dowh
wpon the blobd thing Iay'so darkly npon tha Booe;
he was a stout, healthy,: niiddle-aged mas; with
a countenance of considerable intelligence, and
babited in the garb of a peasant.

“ Ah,” he uitered, a3 soon 88 he noticed that
the youth was awake, * thero seems to have been
strange doings here. I wonder huw you can
sleep.”

“'What has bocome of the body?” wus Xa
Nuit's first uiterance, as he slid from the bed.

“What body *" asked the stranger, eyeing
oyr hero with dabious looks.

“The body of him that was foully murdered
her¢—au old man;, a poor pilgrim.”

“Lord’s my lifel” ejaculated the pessmnt,
starting back from the blood-pool, and clasping

‘hiy hands in horror. “Do you mean that old
men that used to come here sometimes from
Pampeluan 9

4 Yea ] it was b who was'mlrdered hbre".

W Yoiu‘ hatids ook blbuﬂyh 2 said the stran~
gt with & ‘dubions mod-of the head.

“Bloody " repeated 14’ Nait; holding up his
hanids;  and: finding 'that in the darkness he had
it more than half washed- them, - * Ay, 50 they,

in- this, very room, -weltering iw hisiblood, I

bovom: tosfind the whnd, and go his blood elnng
to my hands, I came hore for & woman—a poor.
woman, who was in danger; I came to save her

old man must have come before me; but she

I Jost my way when I came back his body was
gone; and weary, and fuint, and borne down by
& frenzy of ngony, I sank upon the bed. Do you
know of thist Do yon know whers his body is ?
Do you know where sme has gone?  Speak, gir.
Don't stand there and gaze at me as thongh I
wers & madman! bat speak, and tell me what
you know."’

“'Well,” returned the peasant, overcoming the

don’t know as I can tell you much. Wlm are
you?’ . !

“My name is Henry la Nuit; and I am not

might :be bloody.. I came-here leat night,wit.
wes after- uﬂdnight,—-mdslifound that old wan,

turned him ovez, and tore the clothing from. his

from an enemy, and for that same purposs the

wag gane, and ke lay here dead, I wentforhelp;

suspicious fear that hed orept wpon SALB B

HENBY LA NUIT. | m

ashamed to own it in the face of the world.
There is oo guilt here, sir, 50 you néed ot foar

to’sp

W ir*H" y'16 Nolt,” auid the' pesssbt, with'|
muth FveRncs. T orid's iy life, wir, T kriow

yolir dimé’ wéll, for ydu have done out siowns |
mfn hétdnpaﬂ & Wiivice that eah‘nevm‘bﬁphld

o freéd us' flom onr ‘toriibhe ehemy,'Moi‘mo.

am at your service,”

“'Phew toll' mie*'of this poor ol man," siid |
our hero, much gratified by this little savh inf
affdifs. - ' What Beb becti-dblie with'iis body'?”
- “Thit iv mivee’ tisi T cani 1ol siv, . Tkiow
nothing of this affair only - wﬁa& you- hiuve solif

caBE Hete” wow 1o- see’ fhb wotkiar who ):

has hved here, for I have' been in- the: hiabltof |

beingirigh hbé Ji¥e. deticadics. Thib mofihg T
SRR ihidse grapéa--the enrlieny kind: fu' the ||
couniry,—and I meant thall she-should! Haver
thbii and so 1 bitrght'tlise Here, expebting of ||
couria-to find Hor.. I found yor, bukmot hie,
Honrylookdd and: saw the.frash grapes. npon
the {sble; ‘and  in an- instant his heart:tamed:

. gratefelly-towards the donor; for there was kind- ||
. nedd to Mayogther.:: . : :
 And hamzyod nvid»a whm thé womln hn

goua Ligee S
“ Not: ia thex!uht." .
* Perhaps 'woconld find, her.”
“The peaaans looked, down 1o the. ﬂqqr, npd
sgemed to hesitato. )
- %0, 1ot us ranke the much,!q.t,any rm ? cons
mmed the youth. * Wa.may find, han I will |i
rewnrd: yon, eix.”

; "uaulldon’&kmw,"' 19 edthe peasant,: ﬂnr |

biously, * how phe would like it; she didn’t want |
overy angto know of her whergabouts. Even
almlcl ypn find ker, she might net wish .to.aee.
you.”
. "1’[1 answar l'ur that 7
The mt shook his head,
“Why whe do you think I am?” suddanly
ed the youth, edvancing a sjep, and lpoking
e man in the eye,

© oo “X dow't kaow, rmfy that you ape lingnry

la—Lord's my life! but you do look. wonderfally
Like her, -
0 “{Md wall I m:ght. I can uuu vou, for you
\qere h,ar(ﬁ'xeni——che i1 my motkier.”
0 bles me 1

“ s Q the tmth. Now béa. fnpnd to her’
st ,jpfu&) clp » child to find her”

The peasant eonuademd 4 few mompnta, and

fro, from the floor to the faee of the youth At
Tohgth'he sl :
T paii's’ dgiabt'you; s, shd" T Belp yon

'Hunt for h.sr. 1 'tb’e Kiiaw’ whes lﬂe’li"but 1

know molt evéry plhes Ybreabouts w!ié:‘e e
‘could have tﬂbﬂgiit of goliig; biit' yotl nesd’
somethiig to stiengihba yod fintt. - Hore, sake,
the grapes. O, don't tefise, fot X'hive'more fot-
e, Haé thietn, and'T ‘wit iad you sotily wine.”

Ka):ryieltthe eedo?bocl and he sét' down
to the rqautwb!;nh the ﬂndpemtlatbcfnm
‘hin. A small loof of dry bread and & bottle of
wine yare fonnd, and ere long Henry arose from
'the table, feeling much'the botter for the refreshs
amewt. \/

“ Now, come on,”’ sai(hhe peagant ;“Yut don's
be too stire of findiig’ her. Tl dnthe bgttl
gm LS
| " As he apoke, ha lod the way outmco the yard.
Tlpa Bup wan, more than batf way to its meridian,
jsod it was ghiining down hot and clear. “Henry’s
thead ached, with & sharp peln, and he felt that,
‘hia, imnm stiffer -than. uiqd, but ho gave
it nnly,a. pnmng hegd. :

i “1.should like to know when' lhpwoﬂt"lu'
‘said, while the pmsnt wRE cloging the door,

“She muntrhm gone since ymrdsym

., |/ing, 8ir Henry, for:J was. hers vory early, spd

‘brought her same frait, Bhe yag. hers then bat
I think she must have been preparisg .to 8®
| away, though I did not suapegt so at the time,
‘Bhe must.have gone sometime yeawdqy $¢ the
1(“'1" have gono fan"’.

“ Unlews aho wag carried awny," nlnd Ya Nuait,
{with & painful shudder. .

X hopa not” vetnxoed' the-pessant, and as
;he-speke, he lod she way towards the atream.

Do yow go this way it - asked  the: yoath, in
" “Cerminly; she wouldn’s havedaken therond.
‘4 Groidez. If she songht her ﬁimd!ribwuiﬂ
Have oome this way.”” Cor

‘fhey Groued the siream by atepping from-
T06¥ to robk aliotol th-shaflow wabet,’ sndiater
tumlng- i angle fdrmd by s futth:g'o!lﬂ’ ot
Teto foutld Bikgsélf i s puth, the extstasios of
which ho had never before suspected. Tt wen
Hhtiow, l'imningt.hm i thiték gbwih of bideh.
es, But yefi ‘plalf diid dhisy: * Plir tlonr tWo
m!]es they tdivelled on withiont- sphaking, sive
now and than to maken passing remark on sotita
stibjibt Whith thé' bold uokhery ‘soggested. At

|the end of thay distance, they came- to Bn Bpen
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spaee at the foot of rocky chE and npon the
side of which ataod a small tha;ched ooh!

“ You'd betier ot show yourself here,” saul
the peasant., * We wnll smke lnt.o a by- Eath
aad I will leave you and go and, inguire alone.”

“Bot why should not I go, too 7 asked La
Nuit, with some little burprise. .

*“ Becanso these ful.ks don't know you, end
they m.lght nof e willing to tell anything about
the woman in your p:t;senea, even if they knew
anything. They are fiends to her, and will un-
doubtedlykeep her place & secret from strangers.”

*Then she hes slways beer on her guard,
hore ¥

“Bless you, yea Weo don’t exactly under-

stand her mwfortune, hut of course, you know
#1} ahout i”

“Alagl mennon it not,” uttered La Hnlt
and the words, ‘whether mesnt 1o mislead the

honest peasant or not, had the effect of prevéir: |.

ing him from asking questions on the subjsct
“Go on to the cot, and make all haste.”

The man went, and ere many mindtes he re-
tarned, and gur hero saw, from the 'sparklé of
his eye, that he had gained some intelligenca.

“ We are on the right track,” he said. “8he
pasted here about noon, yesterday; and the wo-
men, Blanche, was with her,”

“Huat 4id you learn whither sho was going,
and for why 1

“ 8lie did not sy where she should go, but she
had Ieft her cot becanse there was dasiger thore.
That is all I conid learn ; bui we shall come to
another dwelling, less tlmn half & league from
hers. She took this pi

La Nuit's head still ached and his limbs were
weak, but he thought not of failing: now; he
bore np, and tried to think that he waa strong.
The food that he had taken before mtarting, and
which for the moment had seemed to. invigorste
him, nowlay painfully upon him, and in évery
portion of his system he felt the hand of disease;
he did not dare to own it, even to himself, Yet
he kept up with hugmde, and st the end of half
an hour, they came to another cok; and hers, as
before, the peasant requestad Ian. Nuit 4o remain
ant of sight.

When the peasant returned, he agp.in bad
sparkle of intelligence in his eye; buk this timo
there was- an sccompanying cloud . upon bis
brow, .

“What is the fortune®” anxiou{y inquired
onr hero.

* She’s gone on,” ntumod the g-uide

\

"And where ?"
« I don’t exactly know. Shu was weak when

sho left hete, and I think she magt have gone to

a little cot, pt the foot of yonder mounta.m. She

<ha.s been. there before. Xt is & aac!udedqut and

I:think it’s very likely she has gone there now,
If she was as weak ug they tell for, shy, oouldn’t
have gowe any farther.” :

“ Then let us on, in Heaven 5. NAmA l” cned '

La Nuit, | ..
Afver walking a -short distance, our. hem no-
ticed that his companion wore a very thonghtful
look, and he psked its cange. .
“Q, it’s nothing,” replied the peasant; * noth-
ing-of any consequence,”
" I know better than that. What ia it ¥
I’ nothing to be alarmed at ; only I thought
it kind.of strange, that's all.”
“ And what is it you thought wgaso strauga P

“Why, the old womsn back here ; she lives:

| with her son, and he iz awsy in the monntaias,

after. game. ' Bhe was alons last night, and she

satd, sometime in the night thers were some men,

passed the house, and took thisvéry. path. . She
could not tell how many, for she -could not see
very plainly. She don’t know whether it was
after midnight or before ; but let. s hurry on—
we shall soon know what it. means.”

Henry made no reply, for he felt his brain
recling. He stopped a moment, and Jeaned upon
the arm of his companion ; and when the fit had

‘passedl, he' moved on ngain. 'Fhe distance to

the foot of the mountain was not far; they
reached it in less than half an honr from the last
stopping-place, and there in a wild, out-of-the-
way place, they found & small hut. There were
numercus tracks aboat the little gravelly spot
by the door, and in one or two places the pebbles
end small stones had been kicked abeut more
than seemed the nataral resnlt of wn!klng over
them.

in a weak, trembling tone.
" ¥Yes,” said the peasant, looking carefully
down at the foot-

Our hero followed th dlrection of the mnn ‘s
gaze, und he, too, noticed, the dtsﬁrrangemeut of
the stones ; he saw whers foet had sunk deeply
into the loose dirt, and where they had twisted
about as though in 8 siruggle. He laid his hand
upon his companion’s arm, and while & sicken-
ing sensation came over him, he sald :

“There has boen trouble here, for sco where

“'There's been. some one here,” said Henry,
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tbose foot-marks have scraped and twisted thera.
‘What is it ¥
“Letus go in and see,” returned the guide,

: evidently trying to hide his greatest fear, “Xf

we do not find her here, we shall have to go
back.!l » ) B

The door of the hat was closed, but not latch-
¢d. The peasint pushed it open and entered,
and Hemry followed him. There was but one
apartment in the place, and thero was no living
thing there save the two men who had just en-
tered. - There was a broken table, a straw cot,

/ and an old chair thers, and across the chair hung

a gearf. 'The young man recognized it at once
as & scarf which he had seen about his mother’s

. neck; he had just taken it in his hexd, when he

was startled by an exclamation feom the peasant.
# The Lord’s my Yife 1 what's this 7

“Where? whero

ere—upon the floor.®

Henry looked, and it was blood I—a dark, co-
agulated pool.. He looked upon the scarf, which
felt stiff in his hand, and vpon that, too, were
great spots of clotted blood; he looked again
upon the floor, where the dark spot wad, and
then again upon the gory searf. Then he turned
bis glaring, glazing eyes upon his companion.

“'There's been foul work here,” said the pea-
sant, a8 Ne moved forward to look wpon the
scarf. * Dark, croel work,” bendded, ina lower
key, and in a husky voics.

But Henry la Nuit did not hear him. The
youth’s power ‘had held oust to its last spark of
life, and he sank heayily down upon the foor,
close by the apot where the dack gore/was lamng
up its silent voice of horror.




- CHAPTER XXIIL

4 BTARTLING DISCOVERT. '

Ar the old castle of Estella time was flying
swiitly away, and the day that had been set apart
for the muarriage of Isabelle was only separatad
from the present by a singlo night. It wasin
the afterncon thut a gorgeous cavaleade rods up
the hill and entered the great court. The duke
led the party, and followitg him came the king
and Nandon du Chastel, and after theni a num.
bar of nobles and gentlemén, AMonso had come
to spend the night, 80 as to be on hand on the
morrow to homor the nuptials, for he falt thas
the coming murriage was partly a work of his
own, doing, ) ,

In the great hall the long table wes set, and
1ate in the aftermoon the party sat down to din-
ner. The king: cleimed a seat for Tanbolla by

the side of himself, 'and his eye sparkied as he |-

behgld how beantifal sho was. At first, he 'did
not notice how pale she looked, for he had not
seon her quick decline. When she faltered in
hee speech, and only murmured in reply to his
well-wishes, he thought she was only coy and
timid. Bat she conld not wholly resist the
charm of the monarch’s kind. playfulness to-
wards her, and at length she looked up intw hil
face, and smiled.

At an early honr, the dachess arose from the
table, and plead indisposition as a reason for
Yeaving. The duke would have stopped her, but

r

he saw that she looked pale and trembling, He
would have accompanied her, but he could not
gallantly leave his guests.

“Now,"” cried the monarch, after the honr had
waxed late, and candles had boen brought, * let
us drink to the health of the fair bride. It shall
be our last bowl, for too much wine makes us
fools. Come, fill up! You will drmk ﬂm my
fair consin,”

This last remark was addressed to Isabella.
She suffercd the monareh to fill her silver goblet,
but when all the ress. had drank, her wine re-
mained untouched.

“You have not drank, lady,” smd Alfonso,
a3 he gat his own cup down. *’Fere heaven,
but you sheuld sip, at least, to your own weal.”

A brighi tear-drop glistencd upon the maiden’s
long lashes, and in a moment more, it foll into

‘her wine-cup. The monarch saw it, but he kept

back the worda that had formed themselves within
his mind ; but when the guesw srobe from the
table, he took the fair girl by the hand and led

 het away,

* Isabella,” said he, as sobn as tbey were out
of the heanng of other ears, “J think you do
not ssem. overjoyed at the prespect that fa before
you."” )

“1 am resigned; sire, for I knowit's my fate.””

“Resigned! and is that sll7  Why, what can
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bo the matter? Your husband, that is to be, is
one of, my best nobles. I have been sure that
you would bé all happiness.”

“T1 shall try to be happy, sire,” returned Iw
beila, buit'in a tone so szd that it at once negRs
tived her assertion.

The monsrch was not bﬁnd nor was he slow
of perception wheri left to his own reason. i
he had & weakness, it was that of credolity. He
started slightly beneath the néw idea that had
come to his mind, and he. soon had it in fair
shape for communication.

'*Ah, my fair cousin,” he said, in & low tone,
“1 think I have your secret. You have given
your heart where you cannot give your hand.”

Isabella trembled, and hung down her héad.

# [ seoit,” pursued Alfonso, with & bluntness
peculiar to hls friendly feeling -oments ; “ you
heive- given your heart to the youth who has but
lately left your father's roof—to Henry 1s Nait,
Dsitnotag?’ .

The milden could not speak ; she had msolvad
to be calm, but she could siot keop back the tears
- that now, came to her eyes. If Alonso, had let
the mal.mr *drop where it was, he wonld hive done
_yery Y well; but he thought 0 tell Tnabella some-
“thing - which would eaus her to forget her'love
‘for La Nnit, %o he said to her : !

“y thqnght 80, my fair cousin; but you may
zonsu!er ‘yourself fortnnate that you escaped the

mare ii- time, Heary. 1a Nuit is not the maz
“for siuch as you to love.”

*Becauso he is not of noble lineage,” said
‘Isibolls, in & very low tone, but yet distinet
enough” to thow the bmerneu with which she
spoke,

" “Ah, ‘that is not'all, thongh I wish it were,
He is s rmminui," replied the monarch.

‘i Btop 1 Stop! Beware | sire. O, there is no
need that you should seek such means to alien-
até'me, for I ‘have given up all hopes 1

The HEE was startled by the maiden’s vehe-

“méncg ; , bat as soom sa he recovered himaslf, he

said:
Ty I:ell ‘you the tmth consin. He has done.a
grcu.t grime; ho has~" :
o What

mgnmd & musder \~and that, too, upon
8 poor, ﬂeﬂmee[ess ofd man.”

«q, how false 1" cried Tsabells; every nerve
in lm- system belng strniig with more than its
tod strength, . "Iinowm.‘.‘tgt.éw :

o, yori know, avm consin 1"

ghining are not all ebon black,” she snawered,
‘energotically.

“Have you secn thein for the.last ten wmin-
ntes 1™ .

o NU L .

*Thén you do not know but they, my be all
black now.”

Ysabella Jooked up into the king’s fuce with &
wondering look, Ah, lady,” he contjnued,
In. o half sad tome, “I would not trust the sun
ven Tor its riamg to-morrow, I will pover trust
anything again 1

“ Nothing but Hoavon, if Hmry 18 Nueit i&
falso ¥ murmured Isaholla,

*“T hope ¥ may trusi.that.”

“ And T will trust them both.”

Alfonso Jooked into the upturned fuat.urcu of
his companion, and he. could not find It jn bis
heart to sy more against the youthfnl knight.
Ho'he merely wished her ' blessing, snd then

/[ 16d her back to the hall, But ke had md ¢nough

to add to her wmisery, for when she was, &t length
alone ini her .own chamber, she wept gs ahe bad
not wept before for'mnny daya..

At length—it was past midnight-- the peo ‘
ple had retired save the king and the duke, and
they were left alona in the larga eloset tlmt Joined
the hall.

. “Hark!” gald the duke, suddenly raising
his_hesd, #Y thonght I hesrd.the footfall of &
horse,”

* Only some of the restive ones in the sfable, -
Iween,"” returned the king, Hitening and hwjug
nothing.

It may. be,so. Daf now of this mattér th
hand. The estates of Navaretta are settfed pon
Du Chastel.” |
" ey will ‘be the momeit thoy are ‘mpivied,
for.so0 I have chosex to maﬁe it ;. hnd leb me
‘Gope, my noble cousln, that yqu luvq bpcome
more attached to your son-in-Jew pxpectant.”

*I ‘ninst own, sire, that I think 1 luve  dphe
'him wrong. T have conversed vnt.h lim moch
o”lh and hehe]lherngood mm,qreluone
wl:o hazn mrpriaing power of hldlﬂ; {melf

ST ¥mow ypu will fad it so, sy th;i"
« But, siro,” remmd‘Don
head atd srailing, #Y would not ﬁ'h 3
for it, for you mbyfnrtooerod ony.  You
elieve $0o many things withous u&ﬁ.ﬂoﬁ.”
. “You wre blunt, cousin,”. said” the king, slsgr
smiling.

| - wAS A know thaf. the otars ‘which are now,

“And trithfal, loo,“ retorted Don Plnlip.
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“But come, we will go fo my study, where we
may find pen and ink, and fix the papers. Let’
have evearything done before morning.”

"Alfonso gave his sssent, and the duke took
up the taper and prepared to lead the way, They
entered the hall, and passed across to the great
stuirease, but instead of going up that way, Don
Philip kept on to the right, intending to go bya
back way so as not to disturb those of the guests
who had chambers facing on the other ronte,
They had entered & narrow corridor, and had
proceeded half way throngh it, when the king
suddenly. called out, in a quick whisper:

“Philip! —sh! Holda moment! ‘Thereis
a dark figure crouched awny in the passage just
behind ust Whoisit?” .

The passage slluded to was only an outlet
from the corridor communicating with a window.,
Don Philip stopped ‘and turned back; he held
the light into the passage, and he saw the ohject
that had ‘attracted the “king's attention; he
tmovedl nearer to it, and it moved quickly away
towards the window ; but there its Progress Was
cut off. Don P]nhp still approached it, bui he
stopped when he saw it was the Benedictine !

“It iw Girolamo, again!” he uttered, trem-
bling, and turning towards the king. -

~ “Girolamo I repeated Alfonso. * Why, you
are mad, Philip1” -

* No, no, sire—1 have seen him before, and in
this very place.”

“ And what did he want "

# I know not—I did not speak to him.”

Then, in faith, we'll speak to hims now, aad
find out what he means, for from this time I am
determined to investigate everytlung I see or
hear. Givo me the light!”

The monarch took the light, and boldly ap-
pchhed the Benedictine, and Don Philip could
not resist the temptation to follow. The form
raised its head, and Alfonso started ; but qulck-
1y recovering lnmsall' he said v

“Excuae me, whoever or whatever thon art;
but I must know why you are thus unessily
wandering about when yoa shonid be resting
beneath the meusoleums which your monrning
frionds pravided for you. What’s your business ?
Comé, speak to me, if you can 7.

A moment the fignre cronched away, and then
a low voice broke from its lips: .

Lot me go~—do not detain me!”

“Now by the Holy Cross! Iknow that volce P
cried Alfonso, ioving nearer to the dark figare,
and placing his hand upon ite shoalder.

Don Fhilip seemed to have recognized it, too
for ho started quickly forward, and his trem-

-] bling became more viclent as he stood by the

side of the monarch.
““Don Philip,” said Alfonso, turning to the

dake, while a strange look of intelligence be-

amed out npon his features, “I think you had
better take charga of this apirit youwrself, for if
it is not our noble consin—~your own fair wife—
then I'Il never investipate again!”

* Iantke "’ gasped Don Philip.

“Q, my husbend | le me go! Let me goto
my chamber ! murmared the duchess, statting
forward, and laying her head upon his bosom,

Philip de ia Carra could not speak, but tha
monarch was not so dumb.

* No, no, my nobls cousin,” he said, in & mild,
but firm ione, “ you must tell us this secret, for
I know that your husband is wonder-strack, and
I sm all inguisitivensss.”

“Yes, Tanthe,” added Don Philip, ina husky

whisper, * Come,to my stndy ; I will not com-’

mand it, but moss earnestly do I entreat you.”
As he spoke, ha turned back towards the cor-
ridor, lesding his wife with him. She walked
relactangly, but she did not refuse to go. The
king now carried the light, and Yed the way. He
know the cabinet door, and ere long théy were
seated within the room. * The duchéss was very

pale, and as she threw the dark cowl buck from -

her hesd, the duke was startled by % npw emo-
tion, for she looked almost ghn.stly in her ashy
pallor.

“ For Heaven's sake, Tanthe 1 he ejwuhwﬁ.
“ whai does this mean? Where havo' you been
_ “X have been fo Pampeluna.”
. To Pampeluns !’ attered the uﬁomuhed hus-
band. ’

“Yes, Somcnme ago, an old man asked me

to sssist him in & work that lay.so near hmjsenrt ‘

that his wholo fasure happiness depenﬂed wpon
ita consummation. I could not refuss him, and
to do this it was necessary that I shonld’ disguise
myself, though I had not the-most remote idea
that I should be mistaken for my dead brother.”

*But you do resemble him most mlwellonuly
infeature,” said the monarch.

#1 know it,"” reaumed the duchoas, in'a low,
and vone; *and to that fact do I owe the formne
of not having once before been discovered by my
‘| husband. I have done some things which the
old man asked, but I know not to w]nt they can
smount. 1 was to have sden him i-gnn ere thin,
and I went 10 Pampelana for tht | purpose; but

"what was this all abont? Let us hear the whole,

! band. Let me go to my chamber.!”
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1 could not find him~1 only learned that he was

dead "
«But that is not all,” said thaking. * Come,

now.”
“You mmst excuse me, sire; and you, t00,

my husband. I ought not to tell it now; 1 have
no morel right to reveal it; it might do great
"wrong to an innocent person. Trust to my judg-

ment in this, At some time, when the tale can
pass harmlessly by, I will tell you all, Do not
s6k me now, I am faint and weak, my hus-

It was not in the duke’s heart to refuse; nov
did the king object; 50 the duch iwag allowed
to dopart. For a long while efter she was gone,
the two men sat there in silence. .At longth,

“« Strange |34
¢ It i 1" responded the duke,
“ Unaccountable 1 added the king.
8o it is,” said Philip, with an emphatic ehake
of the head.

Again there was a long silonca, at the end of
which Alfonso said :

“Bnt this will not prevent the doing of our
business. Tt is tate; let’s hiave the ink.”
The ink and papers were procured, and the
| king and duke prepared for their work; but ever
and anon they would start and look vacantly at
each other, as though the contents of those pa-
pers was mot the subject. uppermost in their
minds, -

"~

Alfonso started up, and said |
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CHAPTER XXI1V,

FME ARREST.

Hewnny ra Nuit's sickness was not very pe
vere. It was only the result of an overtaxing of
both mind and body—s relaxation of the physi.
tal and monta)] functions. He had no fever,
‘When he came to himself, he found that he had

. been conveyed by the kind peasant, who had

been his guide to the cot of the mountgin hun.
ter, to the same cob where they had last sought
for information on tlis night of the search. By
s foew days of careftil nurslng, his strength sll
came back to him ; but even during this time he
was not jdle. He still searched for some clus
to his mother’s fale, and his pew-found frienda
helped him, but it waa all in vain, Not s word
oould they hear, nor a twace could they find be-
yond the mountain hut where the blood-mark
was found,

At the end of & week, with his hopes. all
erushed, Honry took his way back to Pampelana.
It was durk when he errived there, and rather
than distarb old QGlarlis, he scught a place of
public enterteinment. After eating a light sap.
per, be retired so ms to avold the questions of
the inquisitive guests, and in the morning he re-
quested hia breakfest might be served in his own

. Toom,

He was in the midat of his repast, when two
officers unceremoniously entered his apartment.

avay; butthen, a8 he knew them both, he thought
perhaps, that they had merely come to.find out
whets he had been for the past weok.

“ Ah, Do Condon,” he said, arising and ad-
dressing the foremost of the.officers, *' I give you
welcome. Will you break your fast with me?”s

“Ne, 8ir Henry,” replied the officer, with
much hesitancy in his manner. * We have come
to you on business.”

“ Dusiness ! De Condon,” uttered Henry, not
yet suspecting the truth that ‘was to come tipon
him. " And -what business have you with me?
Does the king want mei”

“ No, Sir Henry—-nia thu unmhsl;wﬁo wants
you »n

* The seneschal !--tha judge of Pampeluna 7

L Yes L

* And for what 1

* Come with us, sud you shall ges.”

But I mny finish my breakfast frst ™

0, certainly,” Aud as the officer spoke, both
ke and bie companion took seats,

Our heto now began to notice that they were
restless and uneasy, and that they sometimes
glanced at him, and then at each other, as though
they hod thoughts which they would not lgelk

was that the seneschal shoold want him, Hat

Au first he thought they might have mwissed their

his ropest was soon ‘efided, und then rising and

Then the thought came to him, how atrangeit |
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’ B
attending for & mormient to his toilet, he signified
his readiness to go,
“ This is uncommon,” he said, after they had
reached the street. “ What can the seneschal

want with me 1’

“I don’t know es I can tell you,” returned
De Condon; bat La Nuit saw that his manner
was evasive,'and he ssked ne more questions.

Once ortwico our hero thought that the peo-
ple leoked pityingly upon kim ns he passed;
but perhaps that wes only because he might look
pule and worn. o had now a faint glimmering
of the truth, but it was not of a shape that he
could lay hold upon. At length he'reached the
place of his destination, and was nshered into
the presence of the seneschal. This latter per-
son was an old knight, and acted both as eivil
and military judge in Pampeluna. He was a
hard-featured man, displaying as much iron stern-
ness as one in his office could possibly nced, He
was already upon his bench, and his offleisl re-
galia was apon his shoulders. He nodded to the
officers as they entered, sud then called upon
our hero to approach.

# Henry la Nuit,” he said, in avarylmpmsswe
‘tone, ‘ you are charged with & grent crime !”

“#Me! Crime!” uttered the youth., He gared
for & moment into the face of the' judge; and
then he bowod his head, for the truth had come

upon him.
““Yes, Honry la Nait; and now answer me &

fow quesﬁons Abpgut & week ago, you went

from this city towards Guidez, near the middle

of the night ¥,
“ Yes—1 did.”
* And an old pilgrim uccompamed you
“Nay—not sogsir. Iwent to find thas pil-
grim—I went all alone.”

"X nm afraid, Sir Honry," resumed the sene-
schal, with a dobions shake of the head, ° thet
your word will not pass so ensily 48 you could
wish. It has become my duty to cause your
arrest, and under the circamstances I must order
your confizement.”

“But who has ordered my arrest 17

“The king 1"

Henry started, and for & moment the color
foraook his checks; but he recovered himsell
quickly, and stepping nearor to the bench, be
said, in & bold, firm tone :

* One thing is at least lefttome. Who is my

nccuser i
“Sir Nandon du Chastel.”

“1 thought so, my lord,” returned the youth,
while the rich blood mounted to his cheaks and
temples, * Now, sir, whers is he ?”

“I think be is at the castle of Estella. He
went there yesterday."”

Agsin La Noit started, and his emotion was
more lasting and powerful than before, When
he again spoke, his lips were compressed and
colortess; his hands wers clutched over his bo-
som, and his dark eyes burned with a fire 50
deep that bie whole soul seemed in flames. ©

My lord judge,” he ssid, I cinim the right
which belongs to every knight of Navarre. Lot
mo face my accuser, snd he shall maintain his
{ truth by his sword, or he shall fall with the lie in
his mouth 1"

“X must hesitate in this,” said the lenelcha,l.
* for Du Chastel’s awsy,and you sre in oustody.”

“ Then in the name of justice, X demaand s pa-
rols, 1 will meet the man and meke bim eat his
words. ¥You cannot deny me this!”

**It ig impossibie to ot/ you go. wir.houf a hos-

‘ltage in your place, for you mnlmd,y ander

“ Very well-—that matters na&—tﬁough it ks | arreat.”

been so set down., But yon were faund heside
that old mag, with your heuds and garments
bloody, aud he just dying from, o deep stab to

the heart.”
“Yes, gir, thet is true, save that he was' al-

‘ready dead when I was Foond by his side; and

be was dead, too, when 1 found him, I know,
most honored su-, whence this has arisen, and I
will gell you it ia all & bese Jie.”

There were several knights ut;ndxr;g aboat in
the halt who hml been utracted there by the
arrest of the, young ‘man, and they shook their
heads ne though they eued hm plea woqld not
avail him, Yet they locked sympnbm!ngly npon

him, and it was plainly to be sees from their »
oounwnancel, that they still honored him. \
: 6

“Then,” cried La Nuit, looking gbouthim “I
know thore is some knight here who will take my
place, for, by my, soul of souls] my cause is
just! Ah! De Rosem, you do uut deadt me 1

“No i said the knight, thus' qddmnd step-
ping forward, * Go, Sir Henry, and X will be
xour snrety.” .

“Bless you ! De Rosem—bless yon? ” u red
the young man, as he. si:p?k the h:md his

riend wamnly. And ﬂm turning to the judge,
e commued “l n;ay gopow? -

“ Beware that your canke is o just one,” ad-
'monished t.he)ud.ge . :‘«» K
. * Befors God it is [” ‘

“ Then go; and.I pray r.hut;rou m pmve

your words to be true l”

i
i




CHAPTER XXYV.

ON THS

Monxire had dawned upon the old castle of
Estells, The noble knights apd gentlemen were

astir in the open comrt, and the king and Don |-

Philip walked apart in the great hall. Tsabelln
amd her mother were in one of the large cham-
berspand the bridal robes lny elose et hand, The
maiden wis perfectly ealm; but' she was very
pale; and about her eyes there were dark marka
where the teats had lnst straggled.  Her hands
wore folderlupon hér'biosom, snd she was gazing

ty npon thé distant monntain landsupe.

‘The tithess wias as pale as her child; bai'she

“wead nbd 26 éalm; for ‘ever and snon she woald
start and steuggle with herself, as thongh she
sufferéd from eatige which dhe daml not make
knowd.”

. ""MGthier,” at length anid Isabelts, looking up
into tho fa.cd pf her pmtmthafnmt sl gmile,
“it odn be' ov?r You must ot be do sud
“whilé ﬁn Cexik 1

* But yon are. gomg to, leave me, my chiM,

jlnﬁﬂmltt emeha&?y “Bat Tam
fal “Don’s yori T lovk calm ™

**Oyoumiisth' hisisanpmed
Ishaunotlmdﬁl(‘whf l!uillmjgo'mgJ
_ to be tappy, mither,” eontinned the maidén, as

she noticed = shade more pli'ﬁ?ﬁl thatt tmul pus
over the face of her W aadl’ trymbw

‘mot. huppy’.ﬂ

happj, Wnd Y bl wmv d abe you very ofban

RACH. (.
~veory often. You will'love to aee'me, wont
you? P

The maiden pﬂlowul ber bead upon the boaom
of hér mother 5 she spoke, and the duchess
wound her arms about her without daring to give
utterance to her thoughts, She knew that her
child spoke not as she fol¥; she Kiew that she
only spoke of happiness as &'veil with which ‘to
cover the misery that really lay in’ her mul

“Come, mother, yon must )
smile. T sball be happier if you do.”

e mother did smile, bt hor eyes swam with
tears while she did s0. Before ehe conld npea.k
K:mna entered the room, She had come to
help'hér young mistress dress,

Two houts later, and the patty wero all assem-
bled in the great hall.” Du Chistel was there,
smiling upon all about him, bat yet with an evil
look’ luhng like scorpion ammongst his’ ‘smiles.
Tiabolla was there ‘in her bridal robes. Bhe did
ot iry sm]e now,—ehc only iried not to
weep or sob, s.nd she smegeeded, for ahe Wae
very calm, The dnke way there, in hu emined
robes(, and e looked stern nnd cold,  "T'he king
was thers, but he ‘seemed not 8o happy a8 on

the previous night, for his gz dwelt upon the

pale face.of Islbella, snd be knew that she was
nge he hul come to the datarm-
nation to invamgm ﬂm:gl for . himae‘lf he had

me see you ..

' bridge. The
 aside as the sweat-streaming animal dashed
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‘bad s eyes spered wonderfully, and he almost
wighed that he had not put aside his credulity.
Bu, things- hed gone too far now, and he con-
tented himself by inwardly proying tlmt all
might end well. .

* Courage I he whispered, apprenching the
maiden’s side, and taking her hand. * You are
soon-to be mistress of one of the finest estates

. in Navarre.”

“Iam very happy, sire, 1 am sure.”
Ah! the monarch would have been, happier if
she had raid something else, for the very words

. =80 resigned, so heavenly meck—cut him to

the soul. Ho saw her whole heart in that short
sentenee, and the Jook which accompanied it.
-He had no chance now to encourage her, for her
words plainly told bim that she was prepared.

" “Come, oome,” the monarch cried, leaving
the maiden's side, and advancing to the centre
of the hell, “tho nuptial foast wilk await ue if
we do not. haste. Tet us to the chapel. The
good bishop shall lead the way, and we will fol-
low. My lord duke, bring you the bride, and
I will escort the duchess. ‘Come, my lords and

", geatlemen, fall in, fll in "

There was a general movement in the ha'li—
4 hurrying o and fro,—and a2 soon as all were
ready for the chapel, the monarch sought the
side of the duchess.

“Now, my fair cousin,” he au.xd, “ we will

Jjoin the party. What! unhappy ¢

“Let us go, sire~—it is past now, I am not
hoppy, but I can bear it.”

Alfonse himself began to look unhappy, too ;
but he straggled hard to throw off the fecling,
and with & smile that cost him soméwhat of an
effort, he gave his arm to the duchess, nnd joided

* Henry la Nuit!” uttered the monarch.

“Henry) Henry!” cricd the duchosa, spring-
ing forward and extemding both her arms t0-
wards the youth. .
- *“Back! back! my lady,” safd the young
man, 28 he motioned her away, and at the sams
time rising to his feet, *I cannot take your hand
now. I stand accused of & most accursed crime,
and until that imputatien is wiped from my
name, I will never take an honcst hand again.
Sire,” he continued, turning to the monarch,
while the dnchess stood back, “ I have been ac-
cused of murdering an old man, and I have
come here to seek my accuser. He is Nandon
du Chastel. Before God and my king! I chal-
lenge kim now to single combat, and as the bat-
tie shall fall, eo shall my honor bo, You ean-
not deny me this, for it is a right you gave me
whon you made me & knight of Navarre.”

Alfonso was not surprised, but for a fow mo-
ments he was very thoughtful.

“ Henry,” ho said, at length, with a kind look,
“ you must beware, for Du Chastel is  strong
man,”

“Then so much the more shall my honor be
vindicated ! If there is & suspicion to rest so-
ever lightly upon me, let me diet Sire, 1 de-
mund the right to chiallonge him t”

“1t is yours, Henry. By my soul! Ido
not believe you guilty 1"

“ And yot you ordered my arrest "

“Yes, I was credulous then, but I have consid-
erod sinee.”  And turning to the utartled crowd, .
the monarch continued : * Attention, my lords
and gentlemen. Ilike not to break in upon ax
occasion like this, but here is something, to which

the throng.
The aged bishop led the way out into the cort-
yard, for it bad been arranged that they shonld

_enter the chapel by the ocuter doors. The great

gutes had been thrown wide open, and the peo-
ple of Eatella had began to collect iv the outer
court, and as the party emerged from the castle,
they threw np their caps and shouted for joy.
The procession bhad reached the centre of the

. court, when & horse, at a furious gallop, came

thundering up the hill and crossed the draw-
ple in the outer conrt started

among them, and in & moment more, & young
knight, all covered with dust, sprang from the
saddle, and sank upon his Luees at the feet of
Alfonso.

1 t say may. Sir Nandon du Chastel, you
have nccused Henry la Nuit of & murder most
foul, and your word alone supperta the aecu-
eation! He demands & knightly trial 1™

“Not now! not now!” gesped the dack
knight, trembling at e‘eryJomt “ Lot the mar-
ringe go on!"

* No, coward !"” cried La Nuit, advancing to.
wards Du Chastel, and flinging bis gauntlet
upen the ground. “The husband of that pure
being I would not fight, even thongh I died in
shame, Yon shall not escape your re&ponnhélily :
thas, I challenga you to mortal combat, and-if
I fall-"

- At this moment the youth was' interrapted by
tho appronch of Isabells. . The maiden had bro.
ken from the hold of her father, and, with o wild
ery upon her lips, she had darted forward.
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* Honry ! Henry I she cried,

The youth started back, and it took all his
power to control himself; but with one conval-
sive effort he put back the hounding sonl of his
love, and in quick, husky tones, he said:

“No, no, Isnbella! come not to this bosom
now! Ttis pure, bat there is a clond hanging
upon it. When I ean stand forth free from the
felie charge thar hér been bronght upon me,

then -will T bless thee. Come on! Nandon du,

Chastel ! Before God and TmEn, you are bage
lm l)!

And yet, even hencath that word, the false
Enight cowered; but he conld not eseape the
ordenl. 'Tho monm‘ch hed given word for the
- combat, and the duke had led his wife and chitd
away. ’

“ God will not let the innocent fall 1" suid Al-
fonso, a8 he gaued first upon his constable, and
then wn Henry la Nuit.  *“Let the combat go
on!" :

Henry drew his sword, nid, as he did so, he
canght a kind expression from Don Philip. Tt
was like a ray from heaven to him, for he knew
now that he was not friendless, Nandon du
Chnastel eame to the lat wuh a pule face, and his
hand trembled when he drew his sword.

* * Are you a coward, a3 well us a liar?" uttered
La Nuit, with conterapt.

The words had the intended effect, for Du
Chastel sprang to the conflict. The two swords
eroused with a sharp clash, and for a fow mo-
ments, La Nuit made no thenst.at his antagonist,
while on the other hand, Sir Nandon thrust moat
hotly at him.

“ Baware !” cried the monarch, as he saw La
Nuit's sword above his head, while the point
of his enemy’s weapon was almost as his
broaast.

But even as he spoko, La Ruit aprang nimbly
aside, and the point passed harmlessly by him.
-Then, with all- hia might, he fatched a blow that
strick Du Chastel’s swdbd close npon the guard,
and the weapon was ddshed from its owner's
hand to the groand. In an instant, La Nuit
stooped and picked it up. A moment he gazed
into the lurid face of his unarmed accuscr, and
then he turned and walked to where stood the
anonwrch.

# 8ire,"” he eaid, extonding the hilt of the wea-
pon he had waken from his enemy, ** here ismy
aconser’s sword. Do what yon please with it,
bt Ged forbid that I should take bis lifet”

The monarch teok the sword, and plunging

the keen blade deep into the ground, he placed
his foot upon the poramel and snapped “the weas
pon in twaln. Then he turned.towsrds the
youthfal victor, and extended his arrs.

% Henry,” he cricd, “ God be thanked for

this

“And am I free from this charge 1

“* Ay—as free as the infant yet upon its moth-
er’s bosorn 1"’

“Give me your hcmd Hemry I murmured
Don Philip,

Puring all this time, Nandon du Chestel had :

been hurcl atwork with himself, and he had pnt
the demon away out of sight. Henow advanced

slowly towards the monnrch and knelt at his

feet.

“ Biré,” he gnid, “I made that charge in good
faith, but now I will retract it. God has saved
the immocent! Now may not the mamage pro-
ceed 7

“ By heavens } Du Chastel, I begin to donbt
you," uttered Alfonso, with & darkening brow.

“Doubt me, sire!’ repeated Du Chastel,
arising to his feer, und looking reproachfally
upon his king. *Then, if you doubt me—you,
whom I have served so long-—you, who should
know my very heart—you, for whom my life hag
been ready for the sacrifice for years,—if jou

doubt me, then Jet mo go and never elm the'

love of man again ¥

Alfonso was moved, and he heutnted He
had turned -to Don Pluhp for counsel, when he
was called from the subjoct by an exclaméston
of startling surprise from one of the nobies who
stood near at hand. -

* What is it, my lord "

" *“Look there, sire. There contes some strange
party to grace the wedding.”

Alfonso looked in the divection now pointed
out, and he saw n body of peasants toiling up
the hill, bearing upon their shealders a larga
litter.

“ Come, come, sire " urged Du Chastel his
face now deadly pale, “let the marriage go ou 1™

Bus before Alfonso could reply, Henry la Nuit
had approached and lnid 4 wembling hand upon
hig srm. The young man had seen the strange
thing that was being borne up the hill, and a
wild hope had sprang up in his bosom.

* 8ire,” said he, in quick netvons tones, ** ere

unother thing be domr, wait tifl hhmw peasants

arrive,”
“¥ wil, Henry.? :
“ But, sive " gosped P Lh!aw}

by the.

Y
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* Bilence * interrupted A¥onso, looking apon

constable with & strange exprossion of coun. |

tenance. ‘' You, who are s0 innocent—so loyal
~—s0 devoted—-can sarely have nothing to fear!”

The derk knight shrank cowering back just
g the duchese and her child came out into the
court. Isabella sought the side of her father,
and e drew his stout arm about her.

“ He is innocent )’ she mm'mnred

“Yes, my child.”

“ And [—I—"

“ Bpeak, my love.”

“ 8hall not wed that dark bad man 1"

“Hush ! there i4 some strange thing at hand.
Ilemmn with your mother, Isabella.”

"~ As Don Phil{p spoke, the toil-worn, dust-cov-
ered peasants; entered the court, and the litter
which they bore they set down near where stood
the king of Navarre. Henry looked for his
mother, bat he looked in vain,

CHAPTER. XXVL

THE CLOAK FALLS FEOM THME TILGRIM'S SHOULDERM.

“ Now, fellows,” cne(l Alfonso, «“ what hmre
ye here 7

“We have bronghn hither & man who will
speak for himaelf, sire,” said one of the peasants,
bowmg down before bis moasrch. * We know
not hiz busmesp, but we could net refuse his
caenest prayers.”

And s speaking, the poesant arose and turned
towards the litter, He removed the light cover-

ing, anid thé sunheams foll mpon the form of the

pilgrim ; he as pale and wan, and his features
were all fall n away to & mere shadow of what
he had been be was nasisted to asitting posture,
but he gfga d with pain during the eporation.
Henry 'l&a forward and grasped the old men

"Ahvel alnrc  he uttered. “0, w}rat [

" wondrous blessing is this 1"

 Yoa, Henry,” returned the pilgrim, in n hol-
low tone; “I am alive, and that is all. Pon’t
gmsp me too hard, for it pains me!"”

“And my wmother?”" whispered the ybuth,
bardly dering to listen for !he ansWer.

“ She is safe "

Henry 1a Nuit pressed ‘the pilgrim’s hind to
his bosem, end raised his eyes to heaver., His
prayer, whatever it muy have been, was a silens
one; but tile sudden access of joy made him
for the moment weak, There was one other

'

person who sprang towards the litter—it was
the duchess. She gazed into the old pligrim’s
face, and then asked him, in o« whisper, if he had
done all that he promised.

-4 Lady,” he said, while a faint smile broke
over his features, “rest you in pexma God las
not forsaken the righe I

Ienthe de la Carre sought the side of her
child, but no questions wero asked or answered.
All astention was now catled to Nandon du
Chastel. That knight bnd uttered a low ory of
horror when the covering waa first raised from
the forn of the pilgrim, and he now steod with
his teeth closed, his hands clutched, his fuce fear-

| fully livid, and great drops of sweat sterting

coEdly from his brow,

“i ow, what méans all this 7’ eried the king,
whose whole soul was wrought up with excite-
ment. He had ‘seen the emotions of Henry Ia
Niit ; he had seen the movement of the duchess ;
and he had noticed, too, the startling effects
upon Nundon du Chastel, * Who can solve this
riddle 7 he continued.

“# Bire,"” said Lo Nuit,. “this is the old man
whom I was acensed of huving murdarcd Now
fot his own lips be the witness I’

¢ Hp " eried Alfonso, bracing himself pp like

& man who is about to commence some i:cavy
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task. *This is the finger of some power higlier | Da (jhnatel, with the look of one who tries

than ours! We will hear him speak.”

The monarch had started to move towards the

draw & barbed arrow from his heart. "
“Yes ! returned the king, motioning him

livter, when Du Chastel approached, and pulled | back ; “I am prepared now to listen to any-

kim by the sleevb.
“ Sire,” said he, *'let the marriage go on first.

thing. But you have nothing te fear, Du Chas-
tel—-you, who' are so pure and loyal, so devoted

Listen not now to the tale of this crazy old | and irmocent! Go on, old man.”

m‘u ‘
*'Why, Bir Nandon, you look helf dead!

Upon my soul, you are not it to be married in
such a plight! Yon may recover by tho time
this story ig told.~—No, no, you need not urge
me, for, by the heavens above me, this thing
shall be cleared up before anythmg else is done.
Stand back 1 :

The dark knight said no more, but like =
man who feels the iron grasp of death upon him,
he tottered back.
© “Now, old man,” continued Alt‘umo, ap-
proaching the litter, “let me hear your story.
Bome one hos attempted your life "

* Yes, sire,” returned the pilgrim, his cye
brightening as he spake; “ and the attempt has

* proved successfi, for I know that my life is fast
ebbing away.”

* And do you know who a5 it ”

“ Yes, sire,—I know too well. If you will lis.
ten T will tell you.”

1 have come to listen, Now, go on.”

* Near the mountains, towards Guides,” com
menced the old man, * thers lived a poor woman
“—an acquaintance of my earlier days,~-and I
was wont to go to her cot to comfort and cheer
her. But that woman, poor as she was, had
enemies. One night, I received from a myste-
rious souree, the intelligence. that her life was
in danger, and, of course, I set off at once to

- avert the blow if possible, for I had a suspicion
from whence it was to come. I reached thers st
midnight, but I found the woman gone. I feared
the worst. I sat down, for I was weak with fear
and fatigue, and whilo I was'thus buried in my
painfal meditations, I heard s footatep hehind
me. I locked up, and saw Nandon du Chastel |
He asked me where was the woman who had
bacen there, and I told him I did not know. He
swore that I had secreted her ; and then he swore
that my lifo should pay the penalty. I started
up to seizo my siaff, but before I could reach it,
he struck at me with his sword, and cut my

" arm.; Then he made a lunge at mo, and his

sword pierced my bosom . I sank down, and
soon alt was dark abont me.” :
* Will you listen to such & tale, sire " asked

I heard my name pronounced hy Henry la Nuit.
T knew that he was kneeling by my side, but I

I tried to move a finger, even, but I could not.
Then I was aware that Nandon du Chastel came
back, and he found La Nuit siill by my side. I
heard him accuse the young man of having done
the murder, and then he went away again. The
next thing that I knew was that La Nait was
leaving me. With one mighty force of my wil,
I tried to eall him back, for I feared ¥ should
die if left alorie. I did move my body, and the
sound sattracted his attention, bmt he did not
divine its cause, for again he turned, and I was
then left alone.” )

“ And is that all?” asked the exeited mon.
farch, as the old man hesitated and pressed his
hand apon his bosom.

« No, sire,”

“Then go on.——Hold! Stop, there! Sir
Nandon du, Chestel. One so devotsd as yon
should not leave his king in an emergency like
this{ Here, my Lord de la Barde, and yon, De
Caude, hold the constable in custedy 1

“And this ie the pay for all my services 7"
groaned Du Chastel, atill struggling to appear
an jnjured man.

But the king only -cast upon him a bitter,
withering look, and then turned ugam to the
pilgrim.

“What I have to tell now, sire,” resumeod the
old man, “is mostly for the bencfit of Henry Ia
Nuit. Shortly after he had gone, two hanters
entered the cot, and by tha$ time I had become
so far revived that I conld speak. They told me

fied, and that she had sens them thers to wateh
if any one came to see her. They were stout
men, znd they bound up my wounds, and took
me upon their shoulders, and in this way they
bore meo to the mountain where'the woman had
taken refuge. Horethey fixed my wound again,
for it was bleeding fresly, and as soon as I fels
stronger, they proposed that we should go with

them o their hunting cave wp the mountain.

“The woman staunched the blood from my bosom

-ing-place of the old man, and all, save the Duke

** After that, sire, I knew nothing more antil ,
. the duke was gezing upon Heary la Nuit; and

conld give no motion of life. My every physi- .
cal function was suspended. T triéd to speak; .

_ and sea if any one is coming,”

that the woman of whom ¥ was in search, had
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with her own scarf, and told me that she should
feel safer in the mountain. So 1 was borme up
there, and there I remained until yesterdsy, for
I was not able to be moved before.”

The whole party had gathered about the rest-

of Salva, were gaxing fixedly upon him. Bat

while he gazed there was a look of startling im-
port overspreading his features; he trembled,
and clasped his hands nervously together, and
once or twioe some inaudible murmurings were
apon his lips. That look partook somewhat

of estonishment, and somewhat of hope, and |,

soméwhat, too, of pussled doubt.

“ Henry,"” said the pilgrim, #I have heard of
your search after me, and you now know what
hag before been asouree of puzzle to you.” The,
0}d man gave the youth & quick look of admoni-
“tion, for he saw that ke wus abous to ask & ques-
tion ; and then he added ; *Look down the road

La Nuit looked, and away in the distance,
apon the brow of a hill, he saw two horses; bat
‘b could not distinguish the charscters of the
riders, He told the old man whit he saw.

#Tt is well,” said the pllgmm “I think they
aro friends of mine.”

“ And mow, who are you " nsked thomon.urch.

The old map now raised hivaself Farther wp,
and for & moment, & dark shadow, as if of pain,
swept across his features. At length he said: .

-#¢ A, sire, your eyee are less keen than the
duke's,for he recognived me whea firsthesawme.”

“ Ay, but you are sadly aliered since then,"
said Don Philip. “Don’t you kaow him, sife 1"

“Eor the firet time there shot & glesm of light
athwaet'the  countensnce of the monarch. He

' gazed a moment longer fute ‘the snoken featares
of the pilgrim, and then his brow grew as black
o& night ; he trembled, his lips turned colorless,

and he started 08 one 'wio had just awakened

« Montarrago !’ burst from the lips of half the
poople present,
“ Ay,” responded the old man with & shudder,
* thi Hendswan of Navarre! I am he who once
shed blood as though it were water }but I did
it at the will of another, at the command of one
more mighty than I, T was but the gxeoutioner
—difonso of Navarre was the judge "
“Stop! stop!” groaned the monarch, “I
am glad yon were mot murdered, but get thee
from my sight! Get thee hence I he continned,
with increasing vehemenmce, “and if you ever
stand in my presence again, [l
“Hush ! sire,” spoke the old executioner, rais-
his trembling hande towards the king.  For
long years I have done all in my power to atone
for the past. I have been a weary pilgrimage io
the Holy City, and many a long, dark night
have I lain upon the mount of Calvary, and
prayed that God would wash the blood from my
hands. ~ My bieatt had sickened at the work my
hands had done, and I fled from the place where
my name had become a living curse. Men swors.
by the red hand of yonr executioner, and vil-
Ioins, even, shuddered when they heard his
name. Sire, I have auﬂ‘emd enough !—will you.
not take my hand, and-' .
“No ! no }—never1” cried the king, starﬁng
back as though he feared the old man wou]d
touch him.
“ Then, sire, I will teil you one thing more,
and then I am done. In Pnlentme, 1 watched
by the side of & pllgnm. and I held his head in
my lap while he breathed his luc but before he
died, he told me & strsuge story. 'You must
hear it.”

“ Then tell it quickly,” returned Alfonlo, still
paleand excmd.

o T muat tell it qgnckly. or I ehall pot tell it
atall,” murmured the old man, * for Du Chas-
tal’s steel has found my life.” ‘

He motioned to his friends,—to thono who

from some terrible dream, with the fear-phantom | kad brought him thither—sind they ¢ama for-:

still before him.

ward and raised him highet up; be thanked

 Out, fiend " Lo ahrickod. * Why hast thou | them with s grasefal Jook—iben e bowed his
dragged thy gory body before me? Look at | head a moment, a4 if in dep pain—and then he
thy handst O, Montarrago ! Ithonght the gnve raised his weakening eyes once more to the face

had swaltowed thee Jong ago »

of the trembliug monarch.




CHAPTER XXVIL

CONCLUBION.

Monrarrace had been once the headsman of
Navarve—the public executioner. He had serv-
ed for two kings, and during the term of that ser-
vice he had been called upon to do many a work
of blood; his name had indeed become a curse.
No wonder, then, that the people in the castle-
court gathéred eagerly abont him, for it had
been meny years now since he had been heard
of in the kingdom, an@ he was thought to be
dead. The old man cast his eyes for & few mo-
monts about him, and then he tarned them once
more upon the king, ‘ ‘

“Bire,” he bogan, with & strange solemnity.
in his tone and mannér, “years ago there was a
man in Navarre who took 0 himself 5 wifo,
That wife was the faivest’ daughter of the king.
dom. Others had loved her beside the-man who
mnade her wife. 'Well, she was married; and for
awhile all went on well; but at length, in an
evil hour, a devil began: to whisper in the hns-

dand’s esr. At firit, he listoned .not; but the
devil whispered on, and the husbard began to
listen. . That angel wife was accused of infidelity
—ahe spurned the base insinuation-wbut her
protestations availed her not, Time rolled on,
nnd she bare to her husband a child; but with
that hosband the devil hadl done his work. He

“Hold ! hold I old man,” shrieked the king’

per, and lLis hands worked nervously upon his

bozsom, he added : *“ Who was that hushand 7
" Never mind, sire ; hear my story first ; don’t

interrtipt me, That father never smiled upon

child; hie heart was all turned to the. gall of

bitterness, and he was ‘as miserable as a ‘man

could well be, for he yet loved his wifo,~———Are

you listening, sira 4"’ Lo
* 0, great God 1” groaned the king, .

the words which tho incarnate fiend had whis-
pered to him, and he resolved to put from his
sight forever those two beings whom he thonght
to be the living evidence of his own shame. He
sought the executioner—it wns me. I was the

told me that I must take his wifo and child, and
slny them! That wife, who had been as faithfal
t6 him as Heaven itself, he put awny—hé gave
ber to the bloody headsman, and from that time
he looked not upon her again | .

“0ld man?’ gasped the king, with 2 most
frightfu] expression, “ yon have lied to me most
foully ! Thas wife was guilty ! She was black

believed that his wife was criminal, and that his
- child—" : ’

a8 the grave with crime1”

and then, while hia voice sank to & hoarse whis- .

bis infant, for he beleved that it was not kis .

“But T will not dwell here,” resnmed the ofd
men, * That hushand had listened too long to .

blood-master, the death-man of Navame. . He -
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“ Listen, sirc, till I have finished,” said Mon-
tagarny. a

“ Bt do not le to me ! whinpered the mon-
arch;"grasping the old man by the arm.

Those who stood around were startled by the
terrible look of their king. They were riveted
to tlie spot, and not a movement told that they
breathed, save that their eyes wandered anxious.
ly from one to the other of the actors in the
strange kcene. ’

# Sire,” resumed the old man, as sopn as the
Kking had let go of his arm, ** after this deed was
done, even the king cirsed me—the boys in'the
streets shrank from ine, and men trembled when
they met me. At Jength I began to tremble at
myself, ‘The ghosts of & hundred headless men

» . haanted me; and; sick at heart of the bloody

life I had led, I: gave . up my gory office, and

startad on a pilgrimage to the Yoly Land, and
there I meant to have ended my days in prayer)

aud penitence. Biit fate ordered it otherwise,
I there came across a pilgrim like myself. For
several years we kopt company thers, and he
bad sought that holy spot to wash away a,
crime ; but I knew not what it was until- death
cams to snatch him away. While ho lay, dying
uponr my knee, he pourcd into my ear the story
of his crime. He had-come from Navarre, and
the scene of his story lay in Pampeluna, - It ran
in’'this wises RPN
‘A certain man in Navarre had become the
hushand of a-tost beaatifal givl; but theye was
another :man who loved that girl, and she had
scomfully rejected him. The rejected . lover
vowed reveuge. - He was a young man—s very
young man,~but he was of woble blood, and
thiat ' blood was hot' and fierce. He gaingd o
place of . trust by the side of the husband, and
thein began to whisper against the fair fame of
the wife—tnt his own word was not enough.
Near the town of Saint Jean Pied de Port, there
lived n yourg hnoter who often came to the

_home of the husband with game. He was a

handsome man, and once or twice the young
wife had smiled upon the youthful hunter, and
hestowed her bounty upon him, The rejected
lover saw this, and he resolved to profit byis;
ho soaght that hunter, and by the payment of
lurge sums of gold, ke gained him to his pnrpose,
It was amanged by the noble plotter that the
hunter shonld bo found in the wife’s chamber,
and with much dificulty the thing was accom-

" plished ; but the wife was not. thers, nor did she

were written. ‘The base plotter obtained & sam-
ple of the ill-fated wife’s writing, and from this
he forged letters; purporting to be from the wife
tothe hunter. And thus the infernal game went
on, until at length the unhappy hushand believed
all that was told him, He belioved that his wife
was false to Him—thet sho loved the handsome
honter—and thay the child which neatled upon
her bosom was of a plebeian father. Then it
was that he became mad, and gave his wife and
child to the execuationer.

¢ Bire, that hanter fled from Navarre; it was
he who died in my arms in Palestine. But be.
fore he died, he confossed to me all that I have
told to you, and more. That base plotter had .
written him some Jetters, which he was ordered
10 deatroy ; but he did not destroy them. ‘When
he found that he must flee—that the work he had *
helped to do was likely to bring death to him-
self-he gave tho papers into the hand of his
mother, and then left his native country fovever,
Aa soon as J had seen him buried, I dotormined
to come back to Pempeluna, When I arrived
here, I found that the husband stilt lived, and
that the plotter was still by his side, and I also
found that the mother of the hunter was atill
living.

“1t was’ now neceseary that X should have
gome one to assist me; but to whom should I

Lapply? I dared not go to Baint Jean to ses the

hunter’s mother, nor could X watch the move-
ments of that man whose wickedness I wished
to exposs. At longth I hit upon & novel expe-
dient, I found that the noble Duchess of Salvn
was no friend to the villain, and that.she would
willingly do anything honotable that béuld burl
him from a new plan he was upon the eve of con-
semmating. I sought her, but only revealed to
her that I suspected that man to have been guil-
ty of the blackest erimes, and alsg oid her that .
an old woman at Saint Jean had the papers in
her posseasion which would prove it. She prom-
{sed to watch the villain, and get the ‘papers if -
she could. She did get them, sire—and, na I
hed requested, she did not read them, but gave:.
them to me on the very next morming. And
‘now, wire, I have other papers, too—~pupers which
tha villain kept in his owi cabinet, and which he
sometimes read to kecp his revenge alive.’ Even -
after his victim was married, he wrote to'her and
begged of her to love him, and those are the an.
swers which, she retarned to him, Wers they
are, sire, read them : :

kuow of the circumstance. Next, forged lettars

"As the old man spoke, he drew » small purest
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froin Lin bosom, and handed it to the king.
Alfonto wns pale as desth, but ‘he kad coased

from trembling. ' His every nerve was sot, and |

his eyes were like glass, He opened one of the
papers, dnd read it. . ' ‘

** This is from Nandon du Chastel I” he whis-
pered, 2 he leaned half forward and' gazed into
the old mun’s face, like one who is awaiting the
death-sentence. :

‘Yes,” aaid Montarrago; “and here are the
papers which the duchess obiained of the desd
pilgrim’s mother,” ’

The king took thetn, and he read them. One,

was 2 bond for the pmyment of & handred pis-
toles, on condition that the receiver would suffer
bimself 1o be-fouud in the chamber of Joanna
of Navarre. Another was a note directing the
bunter how to escape if he were attacked, and
also promising to liberate him if e wes imptig-
oned. The others were of the seme tone, and
they were all signed by Nandon du Chastel.
When Alfoneo had resd thom, he let them fall
&t hid feet, and. then clasping his hands over his
©yes, ke sobbid as though his hesrt were broken.

0, great Qod of mercy I* ho ejaculated, che
was innocent! As pure as the virgin-snow upon
the untrodden mountain.peak lwand yot [eTnn
0, Heavén! have mercy on me now!” ,

For a moment, the stricken monarch bowed
down in his agony, and then he started up. He
was chenged now; his brow was crimsoned, and
-his ¢yes gleamed foarfully, and he turned and
looked upon the cowering form of Du Chastel,
Then he drew bis sword, and aprang to the spot
where that black viliain stood. The lovds De la
Barde and Do Cauda let go of their charge, and
the king grasped bim by the throst.

“Du Chastel)” szid Alfonso, in & tono thas
mads the people tremble, “ dare you deny ons
word of this ¥’ .

“1 dare do anything, Alfonso of Navarre,”
replied the dark knight, gathering himself up
like one who has gained the power of nerve to
face death holdly. ¢ Poor, weak fool! how I
have toyed with yon! You snatched the first
bud of my love from me, and—*'

_+ These were the Inst words Nandon du Chastel
ever spoke, for before he conld finish his sen.
tence, the sword of tho king had passed through
his heart ! :

LA I T I T

“ Henry,"” said the old pilgrim, ralsing him-
self p’u,inthlly up, “have not thoss peaple come
yar ¢ i

 Yes—they are even now at the gate; snd
they have stopped.” :

“It it your mother, Henry, Go and tell her
that she may como.” ' : :

A little while after, and La Nuii led & woman
into the court—and it was his mothor. She
trembled violently, and leaned heavily upon the
arm of her child., ‘

* Alfonso of Navarro,” spoke the pilgrim;
“look upon that woman !—the executioner was
more mereiful than the king I }

The monarch looked. into the pale, beautifal
face of the woman. Thore were some words
upon his lips, but none conld understand thom.
He moved towards her, and with his hands haif

 éxtended, he murmured the name of that being

who hiad been so basely wronged—ibat being
whom he had' thooght derd years ago. She
spoke Biot; but she canght the look that beamed
upon her, and with one low murmur she broke
from the arms of her son, and sought & resting.
place upon the bosom of the king. :

“0, Joamna! My wifo—my wronged, my
injared, my angel wife—can you Jove me yet 4
Can yon forgive me " .

“ Love thee!” murmured the weeping wife, as
she raised her streaming eyes to her husband’s
face, and placed her hand wpon his shoulder;
“ 0, forever!” )

A little while—a short heaven of happy bliss;
—-and the. king remembered that there -waa
another thing on earth beside his wife. .

“Fear not, sire,” ‘seid the old pilgrim, 8% he
taw that - Alfonso had stavted towarde Henry la
Nuit: “When you gave your wife and child
into my hands, I conld not kill them. The wifa
1 hig away emong the mountains, and the child
I left at the porter’s lodge of this castle, That

youtb—that brave young knight—is 'the son of -

your own biood——the offspring of your own life 1’

‘It was a bewildering moment for our hero.
He hardly gave credit to the evidence of his
own senses until he felt himself clasped within
the monarch’s arms, and heard the muormured
blessings of hie' father sounding in his ear, Then

be realized the heavenly truth that had burst J

upon: his life-page. -

And do you think that those three—tha father,
the mother, and the son—were all that, wept
with joyt Nay,—hundreds wept,~-all within
the spacious court—lords, knighis, genilemen,
men-at-arme, and peasants,-all, all wept !

“ Now, Isabslla.” ‘

The maiden looked up, and met Heury's gaze. -

_know?! O, 1 have done some little work on earth

. though they kaew her not,—yon muet be kind

' pilgrimage of life was over, and the wesry man

" On the next morning the castle was alive at
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“Y am stainless, now.” . .

At this moment, the old pilgrim spoke :

“ Sire, give me your hand, now.” .

“(), yes! yes 1’ uttered the happy monarch.
“ And my blessing be upon you!”

¢ And you, Don Philip ¥’ o

« Ay, Montarrago,” returned the old duke,
“J'll give thee my hand, now.”

“ Where is the bishop ¥ asked the old man,
in.a weaker tone, * O, let him come, and pray
for me! Henry—Josnna—yon will bless me, I

of which I am not ashamed. And those honest
peasants, who have protecied their queen,—

to them, sire. 'Whaere ia the bishop *”

The old prelate came, and kneeled by the
gide of that couch. As he prayed, the people
gathered reverently around. There was a smile
upon the fice of the pilgrim, and his hands were
clasped upon his bosom. When -the -bishop
arose to his feet, he asked the old man if he
counld now die in peace ; but there was no answer.
Henry moved up nearer, and again took the pil-
grim’s hand ; but it was cold and lead-like. The

had yielded up bis soul to the God from whom

hie hoped for forgiveness,
* * L I *

an early hour. Henry walked ont into the conrt.
He had gone there in hopes to be alone; but in
this he was disappointed, for & hundred men-at-
arms crowded nbout him, snd he bed to take a
hundred hands. Well, he was happy, even
though he-could not be alone. :

In the hall walked the king and queen. They
had been weeping, for their cheeks were wet,

“And ¥ am forgiven, Joanna—all forgiven ¥

“0, my husband, ask me not that again!
Only let me know that you love me still, and [
shiall forget the past P’ o

“Love thoe }—ah 1 my wife, all T fear is that I
may forget there is any other heaven save in my
love for thea!——Ah, here ie my noble hoy!
God bleas you on this fair morning, my sont”

In enother place sat the dachess and her
doughter. They, too, had been weeping ; and by
them, stood the duke, MHis face was no Jonger|

morming sun shone upon his countenance, and
the joy-heams were dancing there.
An hour later, and the friends of the day be-
fore had just arisen from the breakfast table.
“ Stop, atop, my good bishop,” cried Alfonso.
* Whers now 1 o
* Business calls me to the city, sire,” retarned
the prelata.
 Not yet, not yet ; for, by my faith, X will hold
my good cousin, the duke, to his promise. Don
Philip, you gave me the hand of the Lady Isa-
bella to dispose of as I plensed. God forgive
me if I came near doing her an injury. But I
will make amenda for it now. You will-not
refuse me, consin ¥
“ No, sire,” eaid Don Philip. B
“Then she shall yot wed with one whom I
shall choose, Heary, my son, come hither, Isa-
bella——your hand. There.” He placéd their hands
together, and then lookod into the maiden's face,
o Will you be happy, now?” he asked, while &
rich smile played over his features. ‘
Isabella howed her head, and wopt—but it waa
upon Henry's bosom she bowed, and her tears.
were but the joyful anewer she could not spesk
in words. '
So the bishop stopped ; and this time the bridal
party went to tho chapel without interruption.
The ceremony was performed, and when the par-
ty came again into the conrt, the soldiers and the
peassnts shouted for joy. They.blessed theirking
and quéen, snd they bicssed the prince and hia
blushing, bappy bride ; and then they shouted for
the daoke and theduchess, In short, they shonted
for every concejvable sort of joy, for Yhe oceasion
was big with joyous events. .
The king, now happy with-his iéng-lost wife,
forgot mot the honest mountain peasants ; nor
did he forget the old widowed mother of thé
hunter. Blanche found a place of honor by the
restored queen. A eriminal was pardoned ‘and
fashioned into e noble soldier—it was Matteo,
There was one humble grave in Navarre,
where people sometimes stopped to progounce &
blessing, Theking visited it, and the quesn went
with him; and Henry and Isabella bore them
eompany. ‘They planted a marble cross there,
aitd Joanna of Nevarre dropped a toar while they
&id it It was the last resting-place of all that

stern; his brow was no longer dark; but the

THE

waa mortal of the old FiLuRIM.

END.
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THE HEROINE OF CUMBERLAND VALLEY.

BY MRS. M. E. ROBINSON.

For nearly tweive years the bold and coura-

geous iohebitants of Cumberland’ Valley had
been subjected to constant atiacks—many of them
of long duration and sttended with disastrous
consequences—from various Indian tribes in that
part of Tennesgee. The Creeks and Chero-
kees, particulerly, persevered in hostile demon.
steations, and worg indefatigable in their ens
_detvors to exterminate the settlers, who were
regarded as intruders npon the rights of the red
men. At the time of which we write, the pop-
ulation had increased to alont seven thousand
persons; one thousand men being in arms to
protect the rost from suvege fury.

Nuwarally fecling desirous to bring about sn
amicable vaderstanding with the Indjans, Gov.
Blount, in the yenr 1792, Leld & “ peace talk
with several influential chicls of both nations.
They professed a willingness to live on friendly
terms with their white neighbors, and a treaty of
reconcilistion wae effected without much trou
bie; being brough: about principaily by two
Cherokee warriovs of distinction, who were so
carnest in their protostations of umity that the
settlels were completely deccived. The latior
were overjoyed at the pacifie termination of the
interview. Those who had been ecenstomed to

abroad meore hoIdly, with but a tithe of their
former wutchfulness, rejoicing greatly that the
long night of war, with its attendant horrors,
wis sbout to be dispelled, and the bright sun of
peace was arising upon them with hieoling in his
wmgs There were, howover, among the dwell-
ers in Cumberlatd Vailey, a fow old men whom
lotig expericnce had rendered familiar with In-
dian charucter { and these persons were wise
enongh o dlstrust present appelrances, and to
place but listle reliunce on the rumors concern-
ing the pacific intentions of the savages, which
daily recched their ears. They shook their
heads gravely, and averred to many an incred-
ulous listener that the Cherokees and Crocks
manifested too much eagerness to spread and
confirm the report of their friendly mtenuons
towards the whites.

“ It's my opinion,” said one of thesa veterana,
whose name wag Wilson, on the day when the
orders of Gov. Blount for dishanding the rang-

ers reached the valley, “it’s my opinion the -
goveror doesn’t wnderstand the matwr of the

Cherokecs; and if my experience is worth any
thing—and you know I've beon aequainted with
the habits of the red-skins_for  long time—it

going out obly in large bodies, now walked

wont be a great whils afore he’ll be sensible of
the mistake which he has made.”

¥
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« I am fally of yonr opinion,” rephed Major
Buchanen, to whom these words werg address-
ed. ¢ Gaov. Blount has been fatally decewed as’
the inhabitants of this peacefal valley may too
saon learn to their cosi, Yook around yon, Mr,
Wilson, and tell me what you see.”

Theold man's eye wandored over the valley for

. afow moments in silence,

" “1gee"” ha answered,  many ecabins, and the
smoke em'hng quietly from their roofs; bat that!
jsn'tall. Isesalso many halfenltivated Selds,
withmen and boys bueily at work in them with-
out any thought of danger, and ag though peace
had come in real simest. Now if Providence
doosn’t etretch forth its hand to avert the danger,
there wont be many of them cn.bms st.andmg in
a month’s time.”

“You express exactly my own feelmgs * res
plicd the majer ; * and I confess that my mind ja
painfully agitated. The fighting men are now
on their way to their homes at the different sta:
tiona, “scattered over Davideon and Bummer
counties.  Qur station, which is nearest the point
of danger iy lefi unprotected. The country in
Tnlled juto & fatal apathy by the pleasing lnlhby

. sung by our wily cnemies.”

The conversation was interrupted at this pmnh

‘by the appearance of & very fine looking wWoman.

In person she was rather above the ordinary pro-
portions of her sex, but her remarkable symmetry
of form amply indemnified hor for this pecu-
liarity, providing it were in any manner coneid-
ered unfriendly to the highest development of
feminine graco. Her fece could not perhaps be
considered s0 handsome as others less strongly
marked with the indices of a resolute character;
but if ruddy cheeks, black eyes, and an expres-
sion of calm, quiet good humor could impart
any degree of beanty, that beauty was nndeni-
ably hers. This hdy was Major Bachanan B
wife.

_The conversation whlch we have already glv-

en, it should be remarked, took place near ghe

gntd of what was then known &8 Buchanan’s
station, which the recent order of Gov. Blount
had deprived of its. defenders. The good lady
hed evidently heard a portion of what had been
said, for she spproached the parties, and
remarked

“Dionot spoak your fours, My, W‘!aon, in the

“ears of the more 1imid amongus ; for to intresse
" their fem would be to decreade our chsnoen

.of emcape. There is one thing” tlmt can save
us, sir.” ‘

“ If yon know one thing that can save ug, you
know more than I do, and I'm now going on
to my sixty-fifth yedr, and have scen all kinds
of troubles with the Chorokees, Creeks, Shawn-
nees and other kinds of painted creturs. Néw,
ma'sw, without meanin’ no dlsrespect to you or
the major, I'd Iike to bo informed what that one
thing is thet can eave ua,”

“ Well, my good l.\e:ghbor, T will tell you;
and depend upon it, it fias saved more than one
station from destruction. It is courage, friend
Wilson,” returned Mra. Buchanan.

“Yes, that's an exccllont thing whers thero's
danger, but you ses that the idea prevails here
in the valley that it isn’t gteatly needed at
present,” added Wilson.

“There is something else that you did not
mention in connection with cournge,” said the
major to his wife ; * and that is prudsnce.”

“True courage is always marked by pru-

dence,” she replied.

“Yonare right there, Mra. Buchanan!” ex-
clatmed the old man, “The real generwine
courage s none of your headlong, harum scar-
tm sort, alers a ronnin’ into danger with ne,,
thought how to get ont of it.” -7

 Come,” added Buclmnnn, “here are thrco
of us 3 letus hold u council of war.” )

“'War indeed, when theto's nobody to fight,”
rejoined Wilson,

“The rangers have gone home, it {8 truo, but
you know. there are scveral men left in the

said Mrs. Buchanan,
“If we could only induce them to see things

in the right light,” replicd the major ; - but they

will not, and that danger is the greatest whith
approaches without heing suspected or feared.”
“Yam well aware of that, husband, and theré.
forc there is more necd of cffort and discretion
onour part. You sae that our friends now be-
gin to go ont alons, withont caution, and most
of them design taking their wivea aud children
from the station to their cabins, 50 great Is thefr
fuith in the protestations of John Watts, Aha.’
cate and others-—savage leaders in pay of the
Spanish governor of Pensacola—whose nseve-
retfons are &9 hollow as the winds, The station
must not be almndongd The women and chil.
dren In’ this part¥of the valley must not pass a
single night outside of the sheltering walls of the
fort, for 300n we shall hear the war-cry all along
the border. 1 have thought of ah expediont that

*{ may perhaps avert In'0 messure the foree of the

S

| noighboi‘hood who can handie o rifle with #kill,”
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blow that is destined to fall upon the white set- | even: whils they wear the medals v:vhich Wash:
tiets, On varions pretexts I sball invite all the | ington gave them.”

men capeble of bearing arma to spend a.few days

“Isaid so to Anacste, and he took offhls

-at the station, and endeavor t0 kecp them. here | and stamped it into the earth. The great war-
until the designs of our foes become fally devel- | council have planned a secret expedition,.and

oped, and the eountry is again thoroughly alarm-~

mean to cut off all the whites at a single blow,”

ed. Joem now going out among the neighbors | resumed the chief.

to put my vlan in practice.”

* But where were you? Are you not a chief

With these words Mrs. Buchanan walked in the councils of the nation? Did you not also
away from the station in fulfiiment of her be- | receive honors and title from the president?”
nevolent design, with the full approvsl of her resumed the lady, with warmth, -

husband, whom she had
relation to the conree to

ionsly consulted in
pursued.. At the | played a medal, covered with various significant

. White Ottor opened his hunting-shirt and dis-

distance of half a mils from the fort, thare was | 804 characteriatic devices.

- & gmall strenm. flowing from the adjacent hills, |

“For shame!” cried Mre. Buchanan, *to

upon one side of which was & thicket of alders, | Year that and be called a General,” (for Wash-
while on the other theve was a dense growth of | ington had bestowed upon White Otter the title
maple, onk and elms. The stream was rendered | f General}; “and then prove a traltor to the
passable by a rongh bridge of logs. Mrs, Ba- | trust placed in you by Washington 1"

.chanan had just crossed it and was hurrying for- -
ward, when, from the wood alluded te, there |,

suddenly emerged a savage fignre. Our.he-
roine, who sustained an undoubted reputation
.for courage, was, notwithstanding, much alarm-
ed. Bhe snspacted that concesled close at hand:
“ was an army of their red enemies, waiting only
a signal from their leader to pounce upon ths
defenceless inhabitants of Cumberland Valley.
Bhe thongt: of her own children and loved ones,
and for & momentstood paralyzed with an agony
of foar which none but mothers may feel., ‘The
Indian advanced, and thus addressed her : .

%1 am called White Oiter, and the white wo-
man need not fear. I have not comie to do- you
mischief-—if I had, I should have come st the
head of 5 great army; but no army is near. I
see you -Jook to the woods as thongh Indians
wero hidden thers ready to Tnsh with their tome-
hawks and destroy you. No,ne! Whnse Otter
no come for that.”

“Then why are you here "' asked Mra, Bu.
chanan, recodering her presence’of mind.
“ The Cherokees have had a big council, and

Johu Waits and Anacate were there, wearing

‘gifts from the Spanish. governor; They talked |-

much, and made speeches sbout the people of
this vallsy.”
~ **Have they 20 soon forgotten their promises
to Washington ' excloimedsour heroine, very
indignently.

“Bad msw’s memory short,” said the. Otter,
. Inconieally.

The réd man frowned.

“My white sister,” he seid, “ does me injns-
tice. I spoke in the council and reproached
the Jeaders of the expedition for thélr hypocrisy ;
for the Great:Spirit is not pleased with deceit.
I taunted them till they- were angry and called

broke up X have been watched, and it hns been
with great trouble that I could come here with-
out being suspected. Anicate and John Watts
ard cnnning as foxes, and it was chiefly through
their means that these deceitiul peace romors
have spread over the coantry, deceiving the gov-
ernor and cansing him to send away the rangers.
I have come to' warn you of the danger, for I
have heard of the brave white woman, and did
not wish her to perish. Do not betray me, I
have no more w s3y.” '

* I thank yon, White Otter, snd the warning
shall not be lost. I have heard that you scoro-
ed to kill women and children, and now I beliove
it. In time to come the name of White Otter
shall be spoken with reverence by descendants
of the whito nation; for do you not _perceive that
‘this vaat country will flnally pass into the hands
of the pale faces?"”

*Yes; white woman, ‘yes,” said the chief, with
a gigh. * Everyihing I see and heur tells me so.
The various tribes of red men will bo scatter-
(ed as the winds scatter thé dried leaves. The
name of the Cherokee will pass away s a cload,
befire the rising sun of the white man's

ity ; the Great Spirlt hes willed it so. Only
thoir fame mll remun, and even that will pansh

“ Fulse knaves ! they have broken their faith

after » season.”

me the whits man’s friend. Since the council
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Mres. hmhannn made no immediate rejoinder,

" for she. perceived that the Nndlan's chestwas

heaving, andhis feelings. were touched:
“ When. will . tho_army . under - Anacate and

‘Watts.nitack us?” ghe aaked, ab longeh in »

more respectful tone. :

“Don't know—don't know,” he rejoined. al-
moet fercely. *I'am no treitor, white woman,
Go.and provide for your u.fstyss bestyoucan
X can do no move for yon,”

Mra, Buchanan was. turning: away, | “when be

I called $o.her.

“Btop1 here—iake thu, and whenm see the
men who carry hatchets snd knives, show it, and
it will, perhaps, save your kife.”

‘While. the Otter was speaking; he took a belt
of wampum from his waist, andcast it aﬁhﬂ' fent.

“No, X will not take your wampum. I wilt
run my risk with my friends and neighbors,” |-
she replied, heroically. :

A scowl of displeasure passed over the face

- of the Indian.

“You bave children,” he eaid, folding his
arms npon his.chest,
“ 0 ye, ¥ will give it to my Tittle danghter,

'I.'he major, knbwing' the, prevailing !haling
‘among- the inhabitants, did not desta It wise to
slarm. them, aiid so; with his wife’s co-operation,
resolved upon the plan whicli-hays been named.
Bothi lahored hard to nian the fort, but only suc.
cesded .to A very limited extont; for After the
éxpiration of -three days spent in constant exer.
tion, a dozen men wers all ‘they could muster;
and they were fatending to. stay buts fow. days,
being alncost wholly ignorsnt of the majoe’s sus-
ﬁcimu, snd of the dangers thet menaced them,
Beaide the men mentioned, there were sbout a
dozan women and children gslhem! ot the ata.
tion. Anxious hights were those which follow.
od to the brave Mra, Buchaisn. Sontinels were
;:oal}e& and’ three persons waited: with feverish
suxlety 1o hear the warcry of the Creek and
Cherokes. '

“ That night, feeling restless and anxions, the
major and his wife remained up, walking sbont
the fort, examining the arms and casting lemh-
ing glances through the port-holes.

While thus employed, Mre. Buchanan’s eyes
fell upon an old blunderbuss of ample size, quite
rusty, and evidently long out of tse; this she

and tell her the humane chief,—White Otter— |loaded with her own band, putiing in a handful
the man who 1s faithfal to Washington—aent it | of rifla balls. Tust after midnight, when the sen-

to her.”

tinels were geiting sleepy, the horses were heard

“J can stay no longer, betray me not, lest | clattering in & great panic to the fort; the In.
my name be remembered with contempt by my | dians were driving them in for the purpose of
people. When yon look out from yourcabin {deluding the whites with the ides that onlya
and see Cumberland Valley in . red blage, recall [ small party of -horse stealors were at hand., At

what I have said.”
The chieftain turned and dmuppeared Mrs.

that'moment the sentincl Ared and rushed In with
the cry that the savages wore insight. Now en-

Bnchnnm picked up the wampum, and nped on | susd & scene of terror that would have proved

her mission.

| faial to all at the station, had it not been for the

She discovered, howmr, that her task wps | major and his herole wife, who sacceoded in

. notan easy one, ‘The settlers, wearied out with | aronsing them to mivity 'by theit own fearléss

previous alarms and fighting, and earnestly de- | bearing, and encouraging words. .

siring poace, were quite ready to imagine that

The blowa of the enemy, alteady falling on the

It had already come, and that halcyon days were { gate, admonished them to action.  Springing to
now really before them, It may. be asked why | the port-holes, every one who could level & gun,
Mrs. Buchenan did not tell them whet had pass- | greeted the mssailants with & shot. While en-
od botween herself and the chief. We answer, | couraging the men, Mrs. Buchanan suw that the
because the effect would have been guite differ- | blunderbuss she had loaded had not been dis-
ent from what she wanted to prodece—for each, | charged, and giving it to a atont Trishmian, bade
seeing there was no organized force among tham, | him fire it at those trying to cut down the gste,
would ‘consider destruction inevitable, and at- | He did so with oxcellont effect, and londod again,

tempt to Ay to some other part-of the country for

pulling trigger with mochanical precision when -

spfety. Such o general, helterskelter Sight |the others did; but unlnckily it missed fire, not.
~would have been as fatal as the demntofthe withstanding which the innocent Hibemian con-
enemy in its vesults, ‘inasmuch as they could | tinaed to load, putting one chargs upon amshor,
easily be-siein by their watcbfal foes, and that | going on In this nianmer wntil Mrs, B.

without any resistance,

round ng-in.




100

** Here, Patrick,” she gaid, pointing to & clus-
ter of Indians, making another desporate sally
apon the gate; * here ie a capital chance for you

.to display yoar skifl.”

“And Pat (’Connor is the boy that’ll do the

right thing, ma’sm. Now by the piper that
-played nfore the ark, I'll show yo how they do,
it in the onld counthry.”

And sure enongh honest Patrick showed how
it was done, for the carbine went off, and he was
sent to the oppositoside of thefort, flaton hisback,

© | A, jthat is & pmert gun,” gaid Pat, s¢ram.
bling to his fect, # for it kills ot both onds.”

But hia shot told well npon the enemy, for the
next.morning John Watts was found leaning
against the gate pierced by many bullets, stark
and cold, having ‘probably received his death
from the blunderbuss,

The settlers foaght with undaunted courage
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until the bullets began to fuil ; and then o mur
mur of despair was heard. At that erisis onr
heroine appeared with a frosh supply, and was
greeted with cheers.of enthusiasm. She ked
cast them by the aid of several other women,
during the fight. The spirits of the men soon
revived, and they poured forth their destructive
volleys with such rapidity, that after two hours
and o half of hard fighting, the enemy retired
with n yell of disappeintment ; and thus was
Cumbertand Valley saved from utter destraction.
Hnd\Buchanan [ smt:qu heen t.:lxken, all thatpart : .

{of the country would have been given to the '

hatchet and tho devouring flame. The attack
was most disastrous to the Creeks and Chero-
kees, for they left many of their best warriors on
the field. When they learned the number of

persons constituting the garvison, they conld
scarcely eredit it, and were greatly mortified.

THE END.




