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THE WITCH OF OAKDALE;
. OR,

THE WAYS OF PROVIDENCE.

(From the Catholic Telegraph.)
CHAPTER XI.—‘ DE PROFUNDIS.”

At this moment a blinding flash of lightning
darted out from the dark clouds overhead, and
took its fiery track towards the castle; a loud
geport follswed immediately. The noise of
cracking and falling timber was heard from the
roof, and a suffocatiog, sulphureous smell per-
‘vaded the air.  The Castle was on fire. Sigis-
mund Gassler fled from the hall as if pursued
by demons, and locked the door behind him.

The countess was alone. She lay on her
knees, with arms extended, and praying to
heaven for deliverance from a drendful death
by fire. Ha, what noise is that in the farthest
corner of the hall ? She casts her eyes in shat
direction, Oh, horror! The fire-fiend is al-
ready at work, consuming the wooden panels
and the framo work of the pictures, The
flames gain headway and have already reached
the pieture of the present Lord of Rabenfels,
Lucinda’s sinking spirits revive again. The
dosire for life nerves her with new sirength,
She hastens toward the door to find it locked.
She totters to the window to find that the
hight of the castle precludes all possibility of
oscape by a leap from the window. No help,
no succor |

Calmly and with heroic resignation she again
returns to the centre of the hall, and a fervent
prayer ascends to the Disposer of all events:
#Q thou! who thronest above the clouds and
the storm, thou hast saved me from the clutches

of the destroyer; yet thy will it is that my
oyes shall close ’mid the erackling of the
flames, surrounded by the fiery clement. Be
it s0. I accept my fate from thy fatherly
hand. Take thy child up to thy bosom, there
to rest from trouble and sorrow and all earthly

WOC'H E .

__At this instant the large picture of Count
Walter fell from its fastenings. Lucinda
started, and locked anxiously toward the place.
What was her surprise on beholding there &
lurge iron .door. ‘A sudden thought flashed
through her mind, « If I could find an outlet
there. ‘I have the key, which Gertrude of
Oakdale gase me o fow hours ago, Oh Lord,
strengthen my weak powers. I will venture
it.” “Qver the burning cinders of the fallen
picturc.she stepped, and placing a chair to the
wall ghe inserted the key in the lock, The
‘iron door swauog slowly back, and with as much
‘Bpead s hor weak condition would allow, the

Countess mounted up. ~ The flames from the
-picture gallery enabled her to distinguished a
thick rope which was fastened overhead, stretch-
ing to the black depths below,

- Alternately hoping dnd fearing the lady
. koelt at the entrance of the door, which, no
-doubt, led to some subterranean yault, when
siddenly the large door of the picture gallery

¢ was opened, and the distorted face of Kuight.
was & He  cast
Loty glances around to - see if the; poisonous’

~ Gassler way seen at:the entrance.

, drink had fulfilled it mission, . = . . ..

-~ - “Lucinds,” he ecried; when - a¢ last he de-

! feried her kneeling in ;the seoret door, almost

. Burrounded by the flames. ¢ Lucinda,’ he o=
- Peated,and rushed toward the door,’ But she
- hud sunk :tothe mysteriousdepths below; aiid
e flam ntinels, sported around the

- +door; omer

8o that Gassler was compelled to turn back,
and in chagrin and rage he left the hall.

Through the large corridor he took his way
towards the grand stairway, Suddenly he
heard in 2 room the pitiful wailing of ‘a child.
The door was half-opened. An evil spirit that
whiepered to him that here he would find an
object upon which to sato his vengeance,
prompted him to enter. He stood before the
cradle of littlo Otto, who was sobbing pitifully
and calling for his mother, With a fiendish
laugh the knight suatched the child up n his
srms and hastened with Lim to the open air.

On the middle of the stairway he mot Eliza.
She was about to pass him, but when she saw
the child in his arms, a sweet smile lip up her
pale countenance. ¢ Thanks, many thanks,
sir knight,"” she cried. I had forgotten the
poor child while I was hunting all over the
castle for the countess. I have not yet dis-
covered her. She must be in ene of the aparé
ments, DMerciful heaven, what will become of
her! O, Sir Kuight, give me the boy and
save her.”

But the coarse man rudely thrust the weak
woman aside, and hastened down the starway
with his precious booty in his arms, Eliza
mustered all her remaining strength, and wan-
dered through all the rooms which had not
been invaded by the grim firefiend, calling
eloud for her mistress, but no responsive an-
swor greeted her ears, And Eliza also did not
return from $he burning castle,

In the meantime, Gassler with the child in
his arms, took his way through the court yard,
and reached the drawbridge unseen. But here
he met Gertrude of Qakdale. He shuddered
when her $all form and strange features loomed
up before him like an apparition from spirit-
land, The old woman gazed fixedly at him,
and asked :

“ Whither away with the boy ?”

““Are you here again, you messenger of ill
apd misfortune,” answered the knight, turning
eolor. “Why do you ask me, old witoh ?—
Nothing can be hidden from your devilish art,
Lucinda, who now lies buried under the ruins
of Rabenfels, has spurned Knight Gassler's
hand. Therefore I will take revenge upon
her child ; aye, and I will slowly torture it to
death, and the last scion of the hated race of
the Rabenfels, shall be wiped out from the
living,”

Ho attempted to pass tho witeh, but with al-
most superhuman strength she tore the child
from his armg, and with another quick move-
ment she pushed the knight from the bridge
down into the deep dituh.

 Miserable,”’ she cried, in tones which
atartled every drop of blood in the veins of the
kaight, “ your raee of wickedness has at last
reached its goal. Look up, sinner, and behold
the fuce of your discarded wife! and may the
sight ot it be life or death to you."”

The witch with her cruteh traced a circle in
the air; then she rubbed her face with a wet
handkerehief, and dropped the oloak from her
shoulders. At this moment the roof of the
castle tottered and fell, and the leaping flames
illuminated the figure of a young and beautiful
woman standing on the bridge. In the deep
mire of the ditch the wicked knight lay; he
beheld the figure and heard the voice, which
to his fevered brain and restless conscience
sounded like a blast from the trumpet of the
archangel. ¢ Sigismund ! Sigismund !” Your
poor, forsaken wife exhorts you for the last
time. Prayto the All-merciful for a happy
death, Or, if you should live, repent, do pen-
ance, and reform."”

Gertrude now again wrapped her cloak abous
her, took up the little child, that eried piteous-
ly, in her arms, and casting one more look to-
wards the ill-fated castle, which was now but a
mass of burning ruins, she hastened with all
possible speed dowa the hill, and disappeared
in the old Oakwood, over which the storm of
the night had passed away to the east.

COAPTER XIIL.—PEACE,

On the morning after the great conflagra-
tion, old Simon, the Castellan, stood at the
verge of tho great ozk forest near Rabenfels,
leaning tired and careworn uwpon his knotty
staff; o heavy tear escaped hiseye 28 he locked
up to the place, which for forty years had given
him food and hospitable shelter. His grief
uttered itself in the following words: «“Not a
familiar face have I been able to discover; the
place is deserted, a fearful grave-yard, Is it
not, in reality, & grave-yard? Does not the
noble Countess Lucinda of Rabenfels lie buried
under its ruins ; and Eliza also1 Not a trace
of - the unfortunates has been discovered. I
have heard nothing of Knight Grassler, who was
last soen in the eourt-yard; mor of the Fish

|:Veit of Costnltz, or the magician, What fur-

ther object have I in: romaining on this.scene
of devastation and misery ? * Thou ruined cas-
tle on the hill, farewell | Old ' Simon has lost
hia"placs of abode, and after a peaceful scjourn

.of forty . years in" your: wells must wend his
-way out.into. the. cold world :to- beg - his bread:

of it, I have some relations in Switzerland, I
will go to them, and if they reeognize the old
warden of Rabenfels castle, they will receive
me cordially, Farewell, again, thou abode of
misforiune; and all who lie buried under the
ruins elumber peacefully and sweetly till the
voice of the Almighty Judge shall wake you
trom your slumbers.” 8ad and with slow and
weary step he took his way into the heart of
the fore:t,

After he had gone on for about an hour he
suddenly stopped. It seemed to him that he
heard tho sound of a human voice wailing in
distress. He looked around and percoived the
secret outlet of the subterranean vault, which
was built from the grand pieture gallery in the
oestle to this spot, What was his surpriseand
joy when he approached and beheld Countess
Lucinda lying fast asleep, a short distance from
the cntrance of the secret vault.

Reverentially and pitifully the good man
drew back, in order to allow the countess her
much needed repose. ¢ For,” said he, «it is
better to let her forget, for a short hour, her
care and sorrow in sleep, than to let her behold
the stern reality and her terrible misfortune,
Ob, just God, scnd her a ministering angel in
slumber, and strengthen her with fortitude and
Ohristian resignation.” He then gathered some
dry leaves and brush, and kindled a bright fire
in order to shield his poor mistress from undue
exposuro to the eold atmosphere. After the
lapse of an hour the countess began to show
signs of returning consciousness; her heavy
eyelids opened and her gsze was fustened on
the black abyss whioh had been hor means of
salvation. With a deep sigh she turned and
beheld the worthy castellan,

¢ Are you here, good old man,”’ the countess
exolaimed, and tho events of the past night re-
turned to her miad with fearful distinctness.
“ And is it all true? or have I been dreaming
about the fire at midmight and the villainy of
the knight ? Ah, my senses are all unstruag,
and my mind, I fear, is wandering.”

“It is reality, gentle lady,” answered the
castellan, and cast his eyes sorrowfully up to
his Iady ; ¢ Rabenfels is ruined and in ashes,”

And hastily the countess asked again, “ And
my child; Eliza? Are they safe ?”

Sad and dejected the venerable man stood
beforo his lady, he could not find words to give
utterance to the terrible news. At last the
countess said :

#You have no good vews for me, I know.
But let me hear she worst. In this moment
of supremo woe I am prepared for any calami-
ty. Ah, how many more tribulations I shall
yet endure heaven only koows.”

And the old man in his simple way related
the events of the horrid night: ¢ Last even-
ing, a few hours before the conflagration, the
magician and the Fish Veit of Costnits, were
holding an animated conversation in the court-
yard. Soen after, Gassler approached, and the
magician retired.

¢ The conversation betweon the twe was oon-
tinued for some time ; afterwards Veit went
into the warden’s room to drink and earouse.
Soon after Smoke appeared again and repaired
to the castle with the knight., I had intended
to hunt up your ladyship, and repors to you
the mysterious conference. But I remembered
in time the manner in which Gassler slandered
all the servants, and I felt that I would only
draw upon my head the vengeance of the
koight. Silently and fervently I breathed a
prayer to the Almighty, begging to proteot
you and yours, and then I concluded to.await
the oourso of events, and God has interposed in
your behalf, One of his forked lightnings
alighted on the castle and ignited it. In con-
fusion and despair we all ran around, calling
to the beloved iuhabitants of the castle. . I ae-
cended the lurgo stairway as fast as my eld
feet would carry me.. The others followed.
We hunted and cried, “ Where is Countess
Lucinda and her child? Where is Eliza ?
But the suffocating smoke and the scorching
flames drove us back into the court-yard.—
Then we saw Lady Eliza who had been on the
same fruitless errand, Qunee more she pene-
trated into the interior of the burning castle,
and was never seen again, Immediately after
came the koight, eursing and swearing with his
face livid and distorted by angry passions. The
poor child, Otto, lay in his arms, erying pi-
teously, and with a demonieal laugh tho wicked
man cseaped through the doer to the outside.
At last tho few remaining servants left, taking
with them the few articles which they had been
able to snatch from the devouring element,—
Early this morning I wandered through the
silent riins like an outoast. Neither the ma.-.
gician nor the fisherman were to be scen.—
Tired. and forlorn, and certain that sll the

good tenants of the houséhold had been buried

under: the ruins, I: left :the place. But you
have becn‘saved, noble lady, and may * the “Al-
‘mighty further preserve you from all harm,”

In silent

oor of strangers, - Bat. no;inow.I:think.

from her roolining position;

-even -hier - sorfow

 meditation . the, countess lad lis.
teried.to _the narration’ .:But now: she:arose

for the loss of the beloved ones was, for a time, |
crowded into the back ground by the sudden
discovery of the treaehery of the man who had
been given her as protector in the ebsence of
Count Walter,

“ Now all is clear to me,” ehe exclaimed, # I
have harbored a monster in my houwse. The
borrible pews which was communiented to me
before the fire, together with your revelation,
have enlightened me upon some things, which,
until now, I had no idea of. But the disgrace-
ful occurrence shall be locked in my own breast
until I shall be re-united, may it be soon, with
my beloved Lord and husband in the peaccful
mansions beyond the grave, where a just and
merciful God will reward me for my manifold
and heavy woes,” '

A flood of tears relieved her overeliarged
heart, But thc warden looked at her in as-
tonishment, saying :

“ How 2 I tounderstand your words? Is
Count Walter* then, dead ?”

“ You have suid it,” answered the eountess,

coursed downed her haggard cheeks; «no, I
caonot, I dare not! The way to him is the
serpent’s path into the net of temptation, Not
wealth, but my honor he will ask, for the ro-
storation of my boy. Iucinda, in the name of
God, turn they heart and thy look towards the
abode of peace, in St, Gallen !
of my child, proteet my darling till we are re-
united cither in this or the next world.”

Then she knelt down and offered a short and
fervent prayer, and becoming more calm and
refreshed, she arose, took the pilgrim’s staff
Simon had eut for her from the busles, and
with her trusty companion she walked away,

Many n hard hour and sorrowful day passed
befored they renched the end of their Journey,
the peaceful walls of the Convent of St. Gallen.
Lucinda was very cordially reccived, and even
on the first day she took the veil, that flowed
down to her feet,

The day following Simon took leave of the
countess and found ler dressed in the black
rown of the pious nuns. ITe appronchied her,

and exhibited to himn the searf which she had
given to her husband before his -dcparture.—
“ Count Walter is dead, and his wite without
home, shelter or frionds; Eliza is buried under
the ashes of the castle; my darling child, the
last descendant of sn old and noble race in the
hands of his deadly enemy, who,in order to in-
herit his estates, will kill him. Yo this mo-
ment I perceive the whole, devilish plan, as I
never saw it before, Merciful heaven, all hope
is gone |’ ‘

“ What are your intentions for the future?”
the old man asked after a long and painful si-
lence. And the countess, with o sad but re-
signed smile answered:

“T will truat to the Lord, who will not de-
sert his creatures, if they throw themselves
upon his merey with faith and resignation.—
Shall I return and by foree of arms try to
wrest from the robber his spoil? That would
expose me to farther persecution, 'There is
but one thing remaining—the peaceful cell of
a nunnery. There I will pray for my orphaned
child; I will supplicate the Lord to take it
from this vale of tears rather than to let it grow
up with the wicked knight in sim and crime; I
will pray for Walter and Eliza, for myself that
I may have strength to the last; and I will
pray no less fervently and often for him, who
has brought ali this misfortune upon my head;
I will pray for the soul of my enemy for its
delivery from its evil way.”

The poor lady was about to give way again
to her weakfiess, The old man led her gently
to the fire, and after partaking of some refrosh-
ments, she revived again.

¢ Trusty old Simon,”” Lucinda resumed after
a short interval, ‘“wbom God in Iis mercy
sent to me in this hour of sorrow; your unfor-
tunate raistress asks of you a last service, I
have often heard that there are in St. Gallen
many neat little cells, where helpless and un-
fortunate women who have bid this world fare-
well, ind a quiet and secluded life. For yon,
silent recluses yearns my eoul; they are my
only wish, Under your protection I will cn-
deavor to reach that baven of tranquility.—
Lead me there, Simon, in remembrance of the
many benefits you have received at thc hands
of Count Walter, and in hope of the great re-
wards which God promisecs for every deed of
Christian merey and love.”

The old castellan could not restrain a flood
of tears, and offering her his trembling hand,
he replied :

¢ The hard misfortune that hefell my good
master and mistress does not unbind me from
the duties I owe them. I am at your will and
service, and I thank most fervently that He
guided my old feet in this direction.”

Then he prepared a small luncheon, and af-
ter partaking of the poor meal they started out
upon their far and dangerous-journey, trusting
to the guidance of Ilim who rules oll, and sees
that no hair on our lead is harmed, without
His consent. Before they had advanced many
steps, the terrible fate of her beloved child
was recalled to the lady’s mind ; and the fierce
battle of her feclings would allow her feot to
advance no further. | It appeared to her at the
moment, that it was her solemn duty as a mo-
ther and a Christian to remain aud search for
the wild Gassler, beg the boy of him, or, pierced
to the beart by his bloody dagger, to offer her
life in its behalf.

¢ Js he not human 7’ she exclaimed in the
midst of her pain. * Should - his heart, then,
Le so hardened by innumerable bad deeds that
he will not listen to the voice of a despairing
mother ? I will run affer him, the faithless
‘kaight; wherever he may hide himself he shall
{ind me at his feet. Crawling in the dust.—
home and wealth, I will leave him possessor of,
and will ask nothing of bim but my child,”—
But hardly had this heroic resolve gained hold
1in her heart.when she shuddéred at the thought

| of mueeting again the bad .man; the terrible

reality of her last meeting’ with him filled:her
soul with ‘horror. .-+ 7 o oreaie g

7 No," she excl_aiméﬂ;‘Q\f:'t;hd 5‘ a*f‘ﬂodtif of tenrs

hlis eap under his arm, and addressed her

thus:

_ “ Have you, dear lady, no further corumands

for the former castellan of Rabenfels?”
_{Jucmda replied, a tear pressing through her

veil :

rand for the poor nun. T cannot forget my
child. Porhaps you might gain some informa-
tion of it. Whether it is alive, or what its
fate has been. + When you knew it, hurry
back, to bring eomfort and censolation to a
sorrowing mother's heart. If you should not
gain any information come and visit me. It
goothes a wounded heart to know that another
trusty heart is trying to heal it with the balm
of friendly pity, Furewell. Go with my
blessing, in memory of my silent tears, The
merciful heaver may guide you.”

After these words she cntered the chapel
and was Jost to his view, But the old castellan
kueeled down at the ohurch door, while the
hymaus of the nune rang solemnly and mourn-
fully through the arched space of the chapel.
At last he arose ; the divine service was at an
end, nod following the advice of the lady.nun
he left the cclls and conveat of St. Gallen,

CUAPTER XII,—TAR WITCI AT ROME,

In front of her hut of green bushos sat Old
Trude, busily at work with her needlo, and
cast, from time to time a swiling glance upon
the mosey bed under the young fir-trec, where
little Otto, of Rabenfels slumbered.

“ Poor boy,” she murmurcd, and dried a
tear from ler brown check, “how gladly
would I have roturned thee to thy mother;
but the will of God so ordered it. ~Countoss
Lueinda hag disappeared ; none know whereto.
And yet—do I remember right ? Ha, that
wild Knight Gassler — be quiet, quiet, old
Trude, and tear not so unmercifully thy own
sick heart.~And Eliza has npever been scen
again. Hundreds of times I have crept through
the disial walls of burat-down Rabenfels,—
People took to flight on beholding Trude
among the ruins, I Lave not found a trace of
the female inhabitants of the castle; and none
are able to give the desired information, The
pious souls have found in the terrible eon-
fagration un early grave; and God Almighty,
who sent the flash of lightning on its destrue-
tive errand, may he prove merciful to them,—
But I will educate this offspring of that noble
race and raisc him to a more happy future.~—
God, hear my powerful resolve that I make in
the face of thy clear blue heaven :—the boy
shall receive a good edueation, montally as well
as bodily ; he shall grow up to hecome a sood
and handsome knight, that he may follow
worthily in the féotsteps of his illustricus fa-
ther, who, perhaps, now sheds his blood in the
Orient, for a sublime and holy cause.”

With theso words she arose, broke off some
celadine, that was growing beside her hut, and
with its brown juice she painted ‘the face and
hands of the slumbering boy.

“God,” she sighed, “may forgive me this
little deception ; but I must eradicate from the
momory of the child all remembrance of home,,
if T intend to eduocate him in motherly author--
ity. The brown color shall also disguise the
fine features, 5o thet no man may detect the
young count,” , L
The effect of the nareotic draught that she-
had given to the child while on the way from:
the burning eastle, was over, He commenced
to move his hands and feet, while he tried ‘to-
open his heavy eye-lids, the little lips com-'
menced : - '

ther 1=~Oh those were wild horriblo forms!—:
Deliver us from evil!'—Aunt Eliza, did you

Then a wild knight came, ‘and - boré ‘me awiy
laughed at me,—At once all became quict and
‘and-bere I took a hearty sleep 7"

.14 Otto,” said - old - Trude,. and -bowed 'smil-
ngly over the young: dréamer;: but:

Guardian angel -

1ot see them 7—To the skies blazed.the flames ! -

“&imon, I pray you to make one more er-

“Where am I? Mothei‘, dear.—Our F‘(;'T.‘T :

in ‘his-irms; and when -1 ciied - an’old witch -

-

‘pléssant—A bed. of. xioss bade me weldome—: .




