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~ THIODOLF THE ICELANDER.

BY BARON DE LA MOTTE FOUQUE.
CHAPTER LVI.

The return into Greece was slowly eflected,
partly because the new possessions needed to be
secured by the force of the Greek army, partly
pecause the ever-increasing severity of the win-
ter obliged them frequently to encamp. In the
mean while, mournful thoughts passed through
Thiodolls mind. He had in vain inquired after
{ke silent knight, who had not been seen since the
last combat.  That he was no ghost, but the yet
living fatber of Isolde and Malgherita, Thiodolf
koew since the day when he had delivered him,
and ke then understood the whole circumstance.
But the strange aversion of the old kmght press-
¢l sorely on him, and made him think that there
would be no joyful fuliilling to all the hopes of
bis life. At first, indeed, he Dad rejoiced at meet-
ine with Jenas, in the hope that he would help
him to the right knowledge of the White Christ.
But notwithstanding all the love and Tenewed
Jonging with which be returned to the high lore,
and all the hearty trust with whicl he threw him-
self into the arms of his reverend teacher, Ehe
true insight into the Divine Nature of the Sa-
viour remained closed to him, and his faith in it
uncertain and doubtful. _ .

‘Wladimir, on the contrary, quickly and readily
took in the instruction of the holy man. © My
new faith,” he would say, ¢ leads me to iy new-
recovered happiness, my sweet Wilasta in Con-
stantinople ; and who would not serve gl,ztdly for
many a sad year for so glorious a pledge.

But Thicdolf, at such speecles, would_ often
say : ¢ My unseen love! Ab, heaveas!it fills
my whole heart with longing. Could I only first
find the White Christ, I feel as il Isolde would
come of her own accord.”

Thus it was that Wladimir was baptised dur-
ing the march home, while Thiodelf rode on and
on in heavy unmitigated grief. Winter passed,
spring came, and all was as of old with the sa‘d
young leader, who now drew near to Constaph-
nople at the head of his victorious troops, amidst
the rejoicings of the people, recetving him in
every town and village with tokens ot honor and
gladness.

The chainberlain, Mr. Androgenes, had spur-
red on at the conunand of Thiodolf, to announce
to the Emperor all that had occurred ; and he
now returned with thaoks and greetings in rich
abundance, and with the order that the army
should advance to a country palace, where the
court was now enjoying the lovely spring ; the
Ewmperor would there review the troops, and af-
terwards feast them with splendid hospitality.

The clear blue of heaven was brightly rellect-
ed back from the Propontis, on whose shore the
palace was situated ; m the meadows, lofty tri-
umphal arches sprang up from the hight, green,
flowery grass, formed of branches and rich wav-
ing wreaths of roses, myriles, and laurel leaves.
Choruses of youths and maidens, in the strangely
beautiful dress of the ald inhabitants of Greece,
sang on all sides to the notes of flutes and cit-
terns, and the name of “ Thiodelf” sounded in
all the songs, as some brillant star.  But the ob-
Ject of all this praise said to himself: ¢« How far
more joyous was I in Iceland, where, instead of
these gales of spring the winter storms howled,
and instead of these solemn songs of praise,
Uncle Nefiolf and Aunt Gunhilda would by turn
seold, Vet T feel, in the wmidst of this bitter
sorrow of tlie south, a noble fruit is ripening
within ; and all will soon go better with me, much
better than I had ever dreamed of.”

The Emperor rode forth to meet them in all
his pomp. As Thiodoll sprang towards him,
and then, bending low, confirmed the news of
victory and of peace, the Emperor hung round
Lim a rich chain, whase links were partly spark-
ling diamonds, and partly Floman eagles of gold.
Then Thiodolf made a sign to Prince Wladimir,
and presented bim to the Emperor, who, after a
gracious reception, desired him to ride at l.ns left
hilm] ; the right was chosen to be Thiodolf’s
Place.

They thus passed through many squadrons of
the host, and the Emperor spoke words of en-
couragement and gratitude, now to the soldiers,
and now Lo their leader. Among other things
he said to Thiodolf: *Know you, my dear leader
and chief of the Varingers, that about a year
ago we mourned. you as dead? Report is a
strange, daring thing, which willingly makes sport
of the fate of heroes. Therefore its discordant
sounds spoke of you ; and the eyes of many fair
Women were moist at the tidings.”

% The Valkyrais passed me then,” said Thio-
%olf, gravely ; “and called my master, Eleln-
rid.»

“The Valkyrias !” exclaimed the Emperor.—
¢ What, Thiodolf, art thou then not yet such as
thou shouldst be? Thou hast brought us home
a noble convert, and thou, the noble victor 1
But enough for this ime. Lead the squadrons
oast the chariots yonder, where noble ladies are
amaiting us.”

The solemn march began. As formerly, at

the mock combatr, Thiodolf passed before the
starlike eyes of the blooming Zoe; but the fair,
blushing maiden greeted him with far more ten-
derness than then. And when he returned and
took his place by the chariots, and the elder Zoe
greeted him kindly, and even the grave, pale
Theodora vouchsafed him a gracious word, such
a soft alluring whisper first escaped the lips of
the young Zoe, that bis heart beat with emotion,
and sweet undefined langing.

The troops held a splendid feast in the fields
without the walls. Thiadolf, and with him Phi-
lip, Wladimir, and the principal captains, were
invited by the chamberlain, Michael Androgenes,
mto the imperiul gardens. The tables were pre-
pared beneath bright, flowery bowers. The notes
of many instruments floated through the branches,
and united to forin the sweetest harmony. As
evenng darkened, the light of lamps glittered be-
tween the leaves, the guests left the tables, and
began to wander through the high-arched ave-
nues, or to sail in delicate boals on the inany
lulees and canals of the gardens, "Tliodolt tremn-
bled as if in a strange dream, and words of love
and sorrow, before unspoken, hovered on his lips,
above to take a form; for almost ever at his
side was the blooming Zoe.

‘Then suddenly through a deep opening, was
seen the Propoatis, shining with all the majesty
of the mising moon, and Thiodolf, with quick
dexterity, disappearing in the crowd of knights
and ladies, hastened, with inexpressible longing,
to the element which was so dear to him. [le
reached the beautiful shore, but a thick hedge
forined a wall between him and the sea which
bad allured lim; he knelt down, stretched out
liis arms lovingly, and called out to the sparkling
ocean :

%0 ye waves, who gird the earth and surround
lier with a thousand embraces, ye who Jive in
elernal joyous friendship with those who scour
the woody hights o} I«cland, and with those who
wander on Africa’s golden coasts — I fly o you!
Ye shall bear me witaess that I have ever been
a true and renowned warrior 5 ye shall bring me
tidings of my stern home, of that pure heauty
whon T have sought through many a year, heavy
aud weary from my inward sorraw. Ye shull
cool iny breast, burning with the glowmg,scorchi-
ing beams of the south; ye shall call up for e
the shade of iy glorious father. O father As-
mundur ! thy grave is far ofl; in cur dear island
of heroes: but fift up thyself from thy rocky
bed, and float over the waves which, in thy life-
time, thou so often didst cross as a victar, {loat
over them hither and help thy son. He calls
not upon thee for Lelp against foes which sword
and lance may subdue—thou knowest it, agamnst
such he can belp himself—lhe calls on tiee for
help against that which darkly and confusedly is
raging in his heart, which he would faia not look
at, and yet must see. 1llelp, father Aswmun-
dur! bring me tidings of the gods of Walkalla ;
or, 2h! if it might be, bring nie lidings of the
blessed White Christ.  Thou seest how all that
I tove conceals itsel{ from me in a dark cloudy
veil, and will not that I should discover it.—
Father Asmuadur, help, help, thou mighty, holy
sea.”

No shadow swept over the sea, no voice arose
from 1ts glittering waves, but a culnung weari-
ness came upon the suifering hero ; more exhaust-
ed than ever. aflter the hottest fight, be sank back
on the solt grass, and a gentle sleep soothed him.

CHAPTER LVIL

Streaks of morning red were already coloring
the castern sky, when Thiodolf was awakened
by the sweet sounds of a lute, which secmed
wafted by the sea, softly whispering in the early
gale. On Jooking up he saw a bark sail by, 1n
which sat a man, whom he at once kaew to be
the singer Romanus.  He held on bhis lap a boy
of rare beauty, and played on the lute, and hLe
sang the following words:

# Sweetly the beams, fair child Giocondo play,

And light thiac infant features with their ray :

Now dewnwards vanish night's sacd phantoms pale,

No taunting vision dares my child nssail.

"Tho wavo it rocks the Lard, the bard rocks thee

In tender arms. The spiritsof the sen

With many costly gifis our bark pursne,

And quickly cheer us tho' withdrawn from view.”

The bark swept on, and vanished behind a
wooly promontory, alter Romanus had lovingly
greeted the young hero, who stood looking on in
amazement.

Tliodolf thought awhile whether this was more
than a shadow of a fleeting dream, ar whether he
had really gazed on the pleasant sight; le re-
mained in uncertainty, and at length plunged into
the cool waves of the Propontis to refresh him-
self beneath the brightness of the blue heaveuns.
Then he swam gaily back to shore, dried and po-
lished his arms, and took joyfully the road to
Constantinople, to visit Pietro and Malgherita.

In the court of the little dwelling he met a
pale elderly man, whom, as he approached, he
with difficulty recogmzed as Pietro. Much af-
fected, they embraced each other. After a mo-
ment, Pietro stood up, looked at his {riend, and
said :

¢ Thou art also changed, my glorious Thiodolf ;
but truly in another way than 1.”

“Ye gods! exclaimed Thiodolf, * Malgherita
yet lives?’

“Yes,” apswered Pietro, “ os much as I do;
we bear the burden alike—only her unspeakable
loveliness yet draws an enchanted circle round
her {ading form.” He firmly grasped his friend’s
hand, and looked earnestly and steadfastly up fo
heaven. At length he said: “IHow sportively
and joyously did our love Dbegin; and low
heavily and sadly has it aguin and again been
broken uwp. DButso itis. Manis a perverse,
deluded child, who thinks that ke cuan play with
the high mysterious powers which influence his
life. e pulls aud drags at their dark garments,
and suddenly they fall away from the giant forms,
and Medusa-faces stare round at him, till all his
young blood curdles in his veins at the unmovable
phantom. Maigherita is yet sleeping, brother ;
come here another time, and do not make her
now, for sleep is truly the best of all the dark
web whielt we here call life.”

Thiodoll parted from bhis unhappy friend in
deep sorrow, He had not the heart to inquire
after Isolde.

“ Ah, were the glorious vision found,” sighed
lie, © so much that ts mournful could not bave re-
wained in her presence.”

As he was returning to the Veringer fortress,
hie unexpectedly met a man, who looked at him
with such bright, wise eyes, that light, as of tmora-
ing, seemed suddenly to arise in his darkened
heart. Ile recognized his beloved Bertram,

As the two men gladly shook hands, the mer-
chant said, with a smule : It 15 a good thing
thut you no longer almost dislocate your friends’
arms from your warm-heartedness, as you used
to do at Marseilles; and yet the old Nerthman
strength can still be felt well in tne grasp of
your tand. Tt seems to me soin all respects,
you conquering chiel, you are as strong as ever,
but the noble light has taken a milder form in
this southern glow.” .

# Tt may be so, wy very dear friend,” answer-
ed Thiodolf; but that glow makes sad, and al-
mos( burns away the marrow of our life. Wise
and noble Bertram, almost my whole hope rests
upon you. Do you bring me tulings of Isolde 1

A soft cloud seemed to pass over the brizht
face of the merchant. 1 would that T had
something better to say to you,” answered le;
% hut it cannot be.  Isolde seemns to have vanish-
ed Irom the earth. Not only here, but in Mar-
seilles, where I twice went during your campaign,
have I sought for her with zeal and care—in
vam. There, the black burned ruins of the ba-
ron’s castle rise up hike grave-siones, touched by
no sound, scarcely by any recollection of life ;—
here, al times, traces of Tsolde are discerned,

‘but they vamsh like the track of a ship on the

waters. ‘That she i the being whom the people
here still honor uwoder the name of the Secret
Helper, T can hardly doubt. But whether she
appears at the side of sick beds, or appeasing
mertal strifes, or even by her sudden appearance
dispersing and calning tumults, she ever vanishes
agaia as promptly; and [ know not if I have
lad to do with a supernatural being, or one raised
abose the powers of carth. She is lost to you
for this world.”

“ Neither can 1 find the biessed White Christ,’?
said Thiodolf, and hent kis head in deep sadness.

At that moment the trumpets of the Verin-
ger troop sounded from the fortress, for the sen-
tinels had perceived from atar the approach of
their noblest chief, and he was now received with
this warlike saiute. Joyfully as an awakened
eagle the younger leader looked around; and as
they entered, by a high arched door, the largest
court of the building, where the squadrons stood
drawn up ia their tull splendid armar, clashing
their shiclds and towering  their spears, Bertram
satd sofily to Thindolt, Ts it not true that there
is a glorious cousvlation in this, aud, what is more,
a glorious proise 1

# Yes,” answered the young Varinger chicl,
with kindling eyes;  yes, friend; renown is a
divine gift of the Almighty futher 5 and the man
whom she crowns with her inspiring laurels will
win, if be but remamn true and upright, all that is
highest and most blessed botlt on this side of the
flunen-stone and beyond it.”

Lhiodo!{ was yet standing in the mudst of his
asscutbled troops, when Michael Androgenes
came as a Messenger from the emperor, and de-
sired to speak alone with the chiet. They went
up together to Thiodolf’s apartment, the same
which old Helmfrid had inhabited.  As they now
entered the four gray walls {rom which, instead
of other ornament, old armor looked down, Thio-
dolt hung up the gold shield on the same nail
where he had so often seen the old hero hang it.
A sorrowful longing awoke in the young leader’s
breast, but he commanded himsell 1n the preseace
of the ebamberlan so as to shed no tears, as he
would else fan have done at such a moment.—
Peeling his dignity as successor to the old Helm-
frid, he sat down, made a sign to the messenger

“to take u seat opposite to him, and said :

“Pray heaven, Sir Chamberlain, that you
bring me some great and glorious message. At
this moment my mind is full of solemn thoughts,”
¢ Yes, my noble lord,” answered Androgenes,
“ the message L bring is indeed great; itis the
greatest that can be sent to any hero in the land
of Greece from the emperor. I offer you, in lis
name, the succession to the throne, and the hand
of the Princess Zoe,”

Thiodolf’s armor rattled as he sprang up, and
immediately sank back again in his seat like oue
who, starting from the pain of a sulden wound,
forthwith leels the exhaustion of death.

“ Let me speak on,” smd Michael. ¢ Tt is
natural that your aris should involuntarily streteh
forth with fiery impatience to reach such a prize,
asif you could already scize it 5 but various con-
ditions interpose. The emperor, since he eame
to the throne, has cherished the thought of ¢loos-
ing a successor in the hushand of the Princess
Zoe, hud the lady’s inclination honored one of
the brave and thoughtful men who have shown
themselves in the capital. T am peritted to in-
form you that you are the first happy wan on
whom those illustrious eyes have rested—perhaps
even before the last expedition.  And now your
mighty renown in war,and the ever more courtly
manners which show themselves in your whole
demeanor, have removed whatlever obstacles
might have opposed themselves 5 and the emperor
merely desires that, to gratily the people, Jou
should change your name into one of Circek
sound”—

 As Thiodolf 1 have conquered for this peo-
ple,” interrupted the Vacringer leader, ¢ as Thio-
dolf I will live and die.”

“ Your name,” continued Androgenes, ** bears
in Icelandic tongue the meaning of ¢ helper of
the people.”  You shall be called in Greek ¢ La-
amedon,’ which is but a translation. At the
same time, it may, perhaps, be allowed you to re-
tain with it your northern name.”

“ Ab, that indeed is not the greatest dilliculty,”
said Thiodolf, with a sigh.

“ Certainly not,” replied the chamberlain.—
“The emperor naturally requires, hefore all
things, that you enter the pale of the holy Catlo-
lie Chureh.  Aud then the noble Teelander Lao-
medon beeomes the bridegroom of Zoe, and the
declared heir of the Greek empire.”

“ Father of all ! cried "hiodolf, % is any new
attraction necded to take me lo the White
Chuist 7—1 have so long sought him with a long-
ing heart, and could well nigh weep at not find-
ing him.”

“ Tlat 1s what our great emperor well under-
stands,” said Androgenes. ¢ e knows also,
that hie whem you call the White Christ ealls to
him every one who, like you, seeks him with the
whole Leart. "Cherefore, only pledge your word
that you will at all times be true and faithful to
the emperar, and a loving lusband to the prin-
cess Zow, and bereafter a bencvolent ruler of this
realm, and T greet you at once, in the emperor’s
name, as Laowmedon, the heir ol the throne j and
this very evening you shall be presented to the
princess Zoe as her bridegroom. The public de-
claration shall take place as soon as the rays of
the true religion have sufliciently enlightened you
to make you meet for holy baptism.”

Planged in deep thought, without sound or
notion, Thiodolt remained in old Helmfrid’s seat.
Only at times some rings of armor shook, bearing

witness to the mighty copllict swhich the young
hero was inwardly waging.  Strange images
passed before him. 1is father Asmundur, and
with him all the ancestors of his race, together
with the Deckoning, misty fizure of their fore-
futher Odin, all came by § and it was as if their
quenched eyes sparkled with youthful brightness

in the rellection of the Greek erown which was
suspended over the brow of their great descen-
dant. 'Then, blooming in all her endless loveli-
ness, the young Zoe arose from a bed of roses,
and the cloudy train of the old heroes caught a
aleam of this earthly light ; she held in ler fair
hands, with bashful grace, a floating wreath of
flowers, which she waved to and fro as if in sport,
then wove it in the imperial crown that was de-
scending on his brows, and stretched out flowers
chaplets towards the young hero. Then there
sounded {rom afar a voice of mourning : ¢ Isolde
is tast for thee—lost for this life irrecoverably !
Deluded hero, why dost thou yet hesitate 1—
Wreaths of love and crowns are sweeping past
here 1

Thiodolf pressed tightly his mailed bands upon
his bosom, that nowe of the links of his breast-
plate might burst asunder. e turned his eyes,
and suddenly the golden shield sparkled before
hitn, and 1t was as if old Helmfrid’s image looked
down from it, as when bhe spoke, even in death,
of the Norwegian king’s daughter; and Thio-
dolf saw, too, the old fortress on the sea shore,
where the weary maiden sang to the moon, and
where her heart broke in the same mstant that
her gray-haired love bled to deatl from- the
wounds of the Bulgarian lances.
s That is the right northern fove,” exclaimed

Thiodolf aloud ; “and he who would tempt me

by other visions must be he
the devil. May he be now and ever rejected by
me. Good, sir chamberlain,” he continued, turn-
ing to Michael, with a calm, firm voice, %1 lay
myself at the emperor’s feet with all that I am
and ali that T possess. He has offered me far
more of honor and splendor than T ever can de-
serve.  But I dare not reach out my hand to it,
for m my heart [ aum a betrothed man.”

“Itis an emperor’s daughter, the hewess of a
throne, who will vouchsale you her hand. All
other engagements must give way to this.”

“ T have learncd muchin your fand of Greece,”
said Thioda!t gently, « but not so much as that,
nor shall T ever learn it.  1lave the goodness to
give my answer to the emperor.  "The busiess
ix ended.?

Micliae! turned to the daor with a proud, so-
lemn bow ; but there he stopped, looked Luck
carnestly with a suddenly awakened emotion, and
said at length, «“OQ my glorious chief! whon I
bhave to thank for the preservation of my honor—
and for more, even for my courage itself—for
since you forced me into the combat, I have be-
come another, a bolder,and a better man—Q my
heroic prince ! trust ta e, and let me carry (o
the emperor a diflerent message, or your mes-
sage in differcnl words ; these woulll be your de-
struction.”

“ I rejoice over you, dear Androgenes,” said
Thiodolt. * You are become, I feel it truly, a
worthy knight.  But your accustomed cloar-
sightedness, T think, bas now forsaken you.—
Why should this message he my destruction 1

“ The emperar lives in his daughters,” answer- -
ed the Chamnberlain. % When tiey are concern-
ed, that moderation and gentle justice which you
well know belong to him, vanish,  And when at
fength a bright star scems (o rvise on 4 fading,
Joyless existence, such as the princuss Zoe's, and
then dives again into the distanl sea, as if in
scornful sport”

“What are you saying 1 asked Thiodolf, with
surprise.  “ A fading, joyless existence '—she,
the hardly unfolded rose-bud, the blooming Zoe 1

“Who speaks of Ier ™ answored Michael, —
“ The daughter of the emperor, the elder Zae.?

“ 30 [ said Thiodalf, and leaned quickly back
in his seat. ¢ Much noise about nothing! Why
did you not say that to me ut once? Friend
Michael, you ust learn that the < no’ would
have come a good deal sooner and more readily
from my lips. But I am grateful for the honor
tone me by the noble lady, and, of course, my
answer reinains the smme. [t would be so for
the women in the world except one only, and
that only one—T need not speak of it farther.—
God be with you, Sir Chamberlain ; do iy bid-
ding properly.”

% Let me only say,” answered Michael, « that
you are still too far from Christianity, or”—

“Not a syllable that is untrue,’ interrupted
Thiodolf steraly. “ UHave you good morning,
Androgenes.  As I said, I have to-day much re-
joiced “over you, aud T think that on the whole
you may be satisfied with me.”

At the same time he courteously accompanied
hun (o the gate of the Veringer fortress, and
then ordered his wild young horse to be brought
to him, and joyously made him caracole Intler
and thither, as he exercised him in the riding-
school of the castle.

CHAPTER LVHI.

The horse was foaming and smoking ; Thio-
dolf lad it led away, then stretchied himselt at
his case beneath a irec, and said to Philip, who
Just then passed by, ¢ Now, dear lover of horses,”
for thus he generally called him in his happiest
and  brightest hours—*“ do as 1f thou wert still
y armor-bearer, thou renowned comrade, Fake
a lute ond sing to me. 1 feel so exceedingly bappy,
and my heart is longing for the sounds of music.”

Philip bowed with friendly carnestness, took
up his beautiful lyre, and sitting down in the
shade by Thiodolf, sang somewhat as follows :

“ Now joyful to the templo's gate,
With all the gorgious of pomp of atate,
Achilles leads his lovely bride,
Loud the festal songs resound,
Graceful maidens whisper round,
¢ And who is thiz ?' thoy say aside;
‘The far-famed Phrygian boy ?
Or Achilles, scourge of Troy?
Whers then the fear we had of late?

H Saw we not Achilles fighting
In the distant battle-field ?
The hero bold in death delighting,
Made the stoutest foos to yield ;
Anger sparkled in Lis eye,
Death was c'er bis company.
Now a gofter glance
In his eye can dance,
And a gentler victory ;
Qur hero doth achieve,

¥ Softly may other tongues declare
How in his soul fear first arose; -
Fair Polyxena's gentle love
The bero's vanquished heart ¢an move.
Sweet pride of maidens! blushes now
Light thy bright cheeks. But streamlets flow
From strippling's eyes bedewed with tears,
Mightier yet tho prince appears :
Conquests must o'er bis steps attend,
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Aud we a3 conquered over bend.!
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