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246 TIIE CRUSADER OF BIGORRE.

murmured Mathe, restraining her tears with diffi -l ‘Tt is o difficulty that can he overcome—obvia-
cuity. ted at Rome. I will give asmany livres Tournoig
When Sire Bog joined the Lords of Baudcanat { as are required, and pasture-ground to the Abhey
theirrepast, herememberedthat hehad had notime ) of $t. Sevar de Kostang, and a serf to the church
for cating since noon. A quarter of izard, ashoul- ¢ of Ibos.”

der of nmuon, a roast goose, were buried inhuge | Do so,” said the Sire de Baudéan; if you
deep dishes, with broad edges, on which serpents, § succeed, she is yours.”

birds, and lizards were prcttily designed. Thc’ ** How long have youloved your cousin # asked
table was covered with butter from Campan, cheese ¢ Jolande of her child.

from Ossun, apples and walts from the plain, §  “How ean I say? my love has grownwith me.”
and the wines of Spain and Roussillon spurkledin| Behold,” eried Bos, with a loud voice, “wmy
silver drinking-cups, rivalling the tints of the betrothed before God and man.  While I am ab-
ruby and amber. The knights sdrank to Peter the | sent from her, my heart will be a stranger to joy ;
Hermit, to the first (‘ll‘”l"t‘lll(‘llt the honour of the | naught can cqnal herinmy eyeshut fame of arms,
ladies, and the t'xlun« of Jerusalem. The Lady § my faith as a Christian, and the deliverance of the
Jolande herselt su;wrmtcndcd the buffet, and on | Holy Sepulehre.”

this evening waited on herrelatives witha demean-|  “Add my nephew, if the Church consents.”
our full of cave, dignity aud sorrow. Notwith-{  *She will consent.

standing the "oodnc ss of the wine, however, Sire|  Mathe mave her troth in a voice full of tender-
Bos became occ.xsxoxmll\' distrait, when mrnm" ness and grief:

his eyes towards the ds awrkest corner of the mom * Bos, I am thine, here, or in the blessed Para.
where sat Mathe, in a bigh chair, nearly hidden | dise.”
from view. As foon as hie could leave the table, | * And may we all meet there,” responded those
he approached her, saying, as he passed lnshr«c present.

hand over her silky hair: Saucho loosened the hine and silver ribbon from
“ Cousin, are you slecping already 27 his sister’s head, saving—** Sister Mathe, give him

“Think you I would sleep to shorten the few ; a love token.”
hours that remain 2 ] “ Knight,” said the trembling gird, “may this
The gentle girl’s feet rested on a stool of black  gift from vour ladye cause \ou neither coil nor
cloth, worked in coloured wool. Bosknelton the de'\th 13
stool, and, placing his hauds on the two arms of |  The two Lords of Baudéan laughed at her emo-
the chair, he looked in Mathe’s face. The tears | tion, whileshe hid her face in her mother’s bosom 5
were slowly rolling down her fair checks ; she |and Bos smiled as at the speech of .« child.
bent her head over :]xc}uu"ll shand. Bos'sman-] *“Nevertheless,” said he, **some blood mustte
Iy heart wasmoved ; he had never called heraught | shed for this gift—either mine or the accursed
but ** Mathe,” or “(-mNn * but now he murmurc,d Saracen’s.”
“)My own beloved.” At these words Tolande felt Mathe's head sink
“ Rather say, ‘poor forsaken one,”” answered  heavily on her shoulder—she had fainted.
Mathe; “I lose father, brother, and you, Bos;! “Bos, my son,” said the Chitelaine, angrily,
and where shall I turn for comfort or support 2| * you cannot love this silly coward—this wren that
*1lere, dearest; and Bos drew her to his heart, | has been placed in an eagie’s nest?”
and as her fairhead leant on bis breast, shelooked]  The Lord of Bénac carried the fuinting girl, light

up sorrowfully at him, and said: and fair as the down of the swaun, to catch the
¢ Jere, for onc hour ¥ breeze from the mountain at the open eascinent,
“For thy life.” watching with tender solicitude till she should epen
“Oh, cousin Bos,” she replied, despondingly, | her c\'cs.

@and if the Saracens should come here?? “She s not formed to live without support,”

“Fear nothing—God wills it, and thon wilt|[saidhe. “Poorgentledove! Sweetmay-lower!?
pray for me.  Mathe, wilt thon be my ladye and | rest on my hosom."'
my chitelaing 2—w it thou that 3 ask “thy hand of * * * * ¥ ®
thy parents? The Pope will grant us the dispen-|  Seven vears ‘hter where were these cavalicrs—
sation.” thesemen at arms—those archers that followed

1 will, said Mathe,” putting her hand in Uis, { the three Lords of Bigorre, carrying lances and
“for if without thee, T would have become a nun | halberds, pikes and slings, after their hanners and
—no other should ever be my husband.” pumonsx‘D Of that troop which left the castles of

The T:otd of Bénac avesc, lc.uhn" his cousin ; | Baudéan and Bénac with such proua step, wising
she—pale, slender, avercome by herc cinotions; bie g clouds of dust, and making the air ring with the
—tall, hizh in courage, and <trotw of will. They | clangof trumpets and chrlonc——of ail thoce, but
approx rched the Sire of Baudéan, “who was busily tlnt.\- ever sot foot on the shores of Palestine.
instructing his wile as to the management of his  Some were floating on the waves of the Mcditer-

L]

affairs dlmug):h shseace, recoinmending prud rancan, amid the Schattered Limbers of wrecks;
and a reticed life for her and his dw"htcr. others et death in Cyprus, or under the walls of
¢ Nablo Sire,” said Bos, “and \ou my fairaunt, | Constantinople ; and o thw: thirty, there soon
will you accept me for your son¥” remained oniy the two Lords of Bade fan, ying,
«What wauld you have, my ucphew ® do we jside by side, an the phin of Joppa, their faces
not love you cven as onr son Sancho ¥° scarred with wounds—~—vultures darting their heaks
% That docs not content me; you must givomo | against their wnprotected skulls, and Jackalls
my consin Mathe to wife.” pron ling around them.  Tho Lord of Beénac, that

"4 By theholy §t. Savin! thatisimpessible—you :mpctuou: lord, Jay bound in the bed of an old
are relations i the fourth degree.” cistern, at tho bottom of a tower, a captivo to tho



