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~ «THE KNOUT:”
A TALE OF POLAND,
(Transluted from the French by Mrs. J. Sudlier.)
CHAPTER 1.

Viewed from the farther extremity of the plain
on which it was situated, the castle formed an ex-
ceedingly fine perspective. Thongh made up of
various styles of arclitecture, its outhne was
anything but discordant. In the centre rose a
massive tower of three stories, crenelated and
curmounted by a pointed spire, reminding the be-
jioWer of the pure and light architectural forme
of the thirteenth and fourteenth centuries. The
tower was flanked by two wings of a much later
erection, being evidently not older than the se-
venteenth century, but they were so contrived
that their high casements, tall roofs,.-.md tapering
miparets, were in barmonious keeping with the
more ancient pile in the centre. On the left,
and vather behind the castle stood a charming
chapel, which, with its pyramidal steeple, added
yet another charm to the noble edifice. Around
all ran a wide and deep moat, beyond which, on
every side, stretched vast smiling meadows.—
The whale ‘of this great mass of architecture
stood forward in bold relief from an inmense
amplitheatre of dark woods, composed of trees
whose giant proportions were the growth of cen-
turies.

The Cougt came forth and received his guests
with a kind and friendly welcome. In person he
was tall and robust, and might bave counted
some three score years, yet though his head wore
the silver hue of age, there was about him no
trace or token of declining strength, and his fine
countenance had at ance a noble and a martial
lock, Familiarly taking the arm of each of the
two young 1nen, he ascended with them the steps
which led to the grand entrance, and conducted
them to a parlor where, by the side of a large
and cheerful fire, was seated the Countess Rosa,
with the Vicar, and two gentlemen of the neigh-
borhood, who were intimate friends of the family.
The face of each mdividual of the group wore a
grave and clonded aspect, and a glance at any of
them sufficed to show that the real purpose of
the present assemblage was far, far otherwise
than it had beer announced. Nevertheless, Stan-
islaus, with his characteristic assurance, ap-
proached Rosa, and very soon succeeded in
drawing her into one of those gay and animated
conversations which gave him the best opportu-
ity to show off the peculiar graces of bis mind.
Raphael, on tke contrary, baving exchanged with
Rosa a formal salutation, took his place directly
opposite between the Count and the priest. Yet
he could not refrain from casting many an anxious
glance towards the young Countess, and his heart
sank within him as he saw the frequent smile with
which she greeted the hvely sallies of Stanislaus,
thus seeming to justify, as Raphael thought, the
boasting of Lis rival. From these most unwel-
come reflections he was speedily aroused by the
startling importance of the news which the count
proceeded to communicate.

“ My dear friend,” said the Count, addressing
himsell iore particularly to Raphael, whose
hand he affectionately took, * notwithstanding
the difference of opinion which has within the
l_lst year or two sprung up between us, I am yet
fzin to regard you as one of the worthiest, and
most devoted sons of Poland. Hepce T am
about to tell you what now engrosses our exclu-
uve attention. Rendered desperate By the imul-
liplied sufferings of this our native land, we have
come to the final resolution of making yet another
attempt to obtais her independence. From day
to day we are laoking out for the signal from
Warsaw, awaiting which we are all Lere prepar-
ing 1o gird on the sword. ns an example for all
Lithuania.  You may say that this is nothing
new, bemg neither more nor less than a farther
step in aur year-long projects. Butnow I so-
lemnly assure you that the time for actiou is at
lergth come, and we are on the eve of a great
revolution. : ; .

“Our distance from Warsaw, together with
the extreme danger of committing such matters
1o paper, effectually preveats: us from knowing
the” day appointed for the insurrection ; but as
S0on as it has declared itself, and that there will
be no danger of further procrastination, we sbail

be at once apprised, for’ ny sou.Casimir, wha is, |-
' returned the Count, briskly.- - She has never

% you know, keeping garrison in Warsaw, bas
Promised to brave every danger:to open: a com-
Munication between us and-the tentre of ‘action.
And now, Raphael, may I ask, without giving
ofieace, whiat course do you propose ‘takiog amid
{he stirring scenes before wsd. .. . . .
his question was followed by a profound si-

ence, cach one awaiting with lively interest the|

Young noble. Even Stanislaus suspended bis ad-
Dirable discourse, and! Rosa, pensive and thought-
ul, seemed- to listen with éarnest attention. "
" Yes, it'would wndovbtedly offend me, re-
Plied Raphael, with visible.emofion, - were .any
ne to doubt-my: willingiess to-aacrifice-life, for-
tone angd all-for ous beloved Poland ! * Yet, pér-.

the best. Your views are excellent—that ﬁnll

mime {9 say, my lord, that. I'am responsible:ic
. 7Y rountry alone for-the course., whick:Liideem

readily allow—but if, in your eagerness to see
them accomplished, you are led to adopt means
which, to me, appear more likely to draw down
still deeper ruin on the lJand we all seek to serve,
does it not become my sacred duty to. oppose
your designs, even though at lie sacrifice of your
{riendship 27

“ What ! then,” cried the Count, “ can you be
yet insensible to the weight of the yoke that
crushes this unbappy land ! Are you not yet
tired of the burden ?”

“1 shall only be effectually tired of 1t,” re-
plied Raphael firmly, ¢ when all the sons of Po-
land, groaning beneath their intolerable load,
shall arise in their might, even as one man, de-
termined to die or to cast it of. My lord that
day 1snot yet come—suffer me to say so, and
pardon me if T seek to dispel the illusion which
will assuredly terminate in your own destruction
and that of your country. 'Thirk, I implore you,
of what you are about to do! You are about
to make a trial of strength with three formidable
powers, who can easily bring agamnst you an hun-
dred bayonets to one. In suchan extremity
your sole chance of success is that the entire na-
tion, the young and the old, the rich and the
poor, the noble, the artisan, and the seri may
rise with one accord and take arms to free their
country. Then, and not till then, can you ex-
pect success. Has your lordship any such hope ?
Have you ever had reason to believe that at
your cafl the people will simultaneously come
forth and strike for liberty and Poland? Uhn-
fortunately, we can not cooceal from ourselves
that the vast bulk of the common people keep
doggedly aloof from us, because our cause and
theirs are pot yet identified. Even in those pro-
vinces where feudal serflom has ceased to exist,
the people see, ay! feel that they are despised
by the nobles, and where that galling cbain still
binds them, have we not reason to fear that they
regard us a5 their bitterest enemies? You will,
therefore, be inevitably defeated—more excru-
ciating torments will be inflicted on tins already
exhausted country, and worse than all, the pros-
pect of ber deliverance will be put off to an in-
definite period. Ah! Count! there are, and
must be, safer and surer means to attain our end,
and would to God that I could impress my con-
victions oo your wmind.”

The force and justice of these observations
could not fail to produce an impression an an up-
right man and a disinterested patriot, such as
Count Bailewski really was, and when he replied,
it was in a grave and melancholy mood:

¢ Perhaps you are right, Ubinski; nor is this
the first time, when, after our warmest discus-
sions, I inclined to think so. Alas, yes! it is too
true that our means are sadly disproportionate,
as well to the great end we have in view, as to
the difficulties which must be encountered. But,
then, what can we do? Events are urging us
forward—our brethren of Warsaw call on us to
follow them, and follow them we must, were it
to certain death.”

““ And wherefore should we despair of suc-
cess 7 cried Stanislaus, throwing a contemptuous
glance on Raphael, “ must men of birth and eou-
rage stoop to rely on the gratuitous assistance of
their hereditary toes 7—does not histery furaish
us an hundred instances of a few brave men con-
fronting with success a mighty army? You say
that the people, if not against us, are but little
likely to lend us their aid 1—bah ! what are the
people to me—to us? Let the nobility only
stand fast togetber (that same body which, in
our better days, sent forth more than an bundred
thousand gentlemen to one battle-field) and I pro-
mise you we shall make short work of the Rus-
sian hordes. Atthe preseat moment everything
conspires to favor our enterprise, aad suck aa op-
portunity may never again return for us. France,
by her glorious three days, bas given the sigual
of enfranchisement to the nations who groan in
bondage. Belgium has followed her example.—
All the North of Europe is in motion, and des-
potism totters on its throne. One effort, then
—one vigorous effort—seconded, as we doubt-
less shall be, by that gallant France whose bright
example beckons us on to freedom, ond, my life
for it, Poland secures for ever ler ancient inde-
pendence 1 o :

# Place no reliauce on France, Stamslaus |7
done anything for us. Ja the eighteentb eentury
.she stood coldly by, while Poland’ was.cat up aad
divided like u slaughtered ox, her great philoso-
phers &t the feet of Catherine and of Frederick,
applauding all the while the: wark of robbery and
‘spoliation. The republic: made fne speeches—
'very  fine “speeches indeed—on our bekialf, and
Napoleon kindiy permitted ‘our .ecuntrymen to
.l the vdcancies in Lis raaks, and now, yes now,
that selfish, ‘egotistical wation ‘would ‘moke us the
sacrifice . for peace. - Liet us - thea ely. on. our-
seives.alone., ,It.is, unhappily, tos frue that we
-are disunited,: ard - that, when the:. day of . peril
‘comes, many:of “Poland’s brave: and warlike sons

 will keap staraly’ aloof from the  siriggle. But
“what thes, Ubinski?—liow ‘elsc can we meet '
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these mighty obstacles than by the desperate
courage of despair ?”

. Not s0,” answered Raphael. ¢ Let u3 con-
secrate our energies to forin a national coalition.
Let us at once apply ourselves to prove to the
people that we have only in view the prospenty
and the independence of our country ; let us con-
vince them that we are disinterested enough to
give up in their favor our own exclusive privi-
leges, and that we shall henceforward regard
them in very truth as our brethren, owing homage
and subjection only to the laws, to virtue, and to
God. ‘Then should Providence afford us one of
those favorable opportunities which it holds in re-
serve, oh! believe e, Count! that the Poles
will be all ready, all resolved, ail devoted to the
cause of freedom !”

‘I cannot but approve of a conception so high
and noble, Ubinski; but how are we to realise
it?

Raphael was silent for a moment ; he was still
at that age when the mind, influenced by the ima-
gination, conceives and pours forth ber ideas,
without pausing to render them applicable, or
even possible. Ile was, however, about to re-
ply, when anotber individual, older and far more
experienced, and who bad hitherto remained an
altentive listener, manifested a wish ta give his
opinion. This was the vicar of the parish, Count
Bialewski’s most confidential friend. e wasa
man of forly years, or thereabouts, most uras-
suming in his manners, and exhibiting on his pla-
cid features, at once the beaming hope of the
true Christian, and the simple benevolence which
marked his character.

“ I should be unfaithful to iy conscience and
to the duty of my ministry, my dear Count,” he
began, in a toge of calm decision, * were I to
hesitate in placing before your consideration the
infallible means of working out the glorious end
at which you aim. Weak as ye are in point of
numbers swwhen compared with the power and the
might of your oppressors, ye have further to de-
plore those unhappy dissensions which paralyze
all your efforts, and ye begin to feel that it is
absolutely necessary to umte the entire nation in
the bonds of fraternal affection. So far this is
well. But remember, that to induce the baughty
noble to resign the privileges of his order, the
rich to share their wealth with the poor, or the
fastidious citizen to look without eontempt on
the unlettered artisan, there must be some funda-
mental principle common to all, superior to all
opinions and to all systems—a principle which,
while it imposes certain duties on all, holds out
to each an unfaling security. You will readily
aduit that such can uever be the result of any
political system, or of any set of philosophical
notions. All that originates with man is twne-
tured with error, and subject to contradiction.—
Let us, then, go higher in our search for this go-
verning principle, and we must acknowledge that
the divine laws alone can wield universal domi-
nion. They alone, in the name of an interest
superior to all earthly concerns, will teach you
to love, tomd, and to raise to your own level
those whom you have so long trampled upon as
vassals and slaves, and to make of them friends
and brothers, that ye may all arrive together at
the gaol of national freedom. After all the pro-
gress of modern enlightenment, and in despite of
all charters; there will be still amongst ye rich
and poor, high and low, strong aad feeble, and
consequently the leaven of discord and of ha-
tred, which religion only can extinguish by the
ineshaustible streams of divine charity. Great
nations have ever been religious! (o, there-
fore, and seek from that celestial source that
strength of which ye stand in need, that ye may
indced become a free people! Ah, my lord! it
is not without reason that I thus address yon.—
Where now shall we look for the fervent faith,
‘and for the Jofty virtue of ancient Poland 1 Even
in our own daps—withia the last twenty years—
have ye not outraged the divine morality of the
gospel, in that pure and admirable precept on
which is founded the union and the love of the
domestic circle? ¢ \Whom God hath joined, let
00 man put asunder !’ These are the words of
Christ, and yet ye have basely accepted the Jaw
of divoree, a law which ontroges sature, and na-
ture’s God. Yes! and even when the conscien-
tious cry of the people besought yod to. repeal
that. odious enactment, ye disdainfully refused, and
your legislators’ were obstinate in maintaining

tion.” "Alas! alas! it is ot by bidding defiance
to the mandates of God, that a nation” ean ob-
tarn his assistance, and we should never “forget
that he has punishmient reserved for publie, as
well a9 individual crimes.* - o
This fively effusion of apostolic zéal made no
slight impreasion on the beasers, who were, for
the most. part,. religious men—at least: of reli-
giows priociples (as the Poles generally are) and
well acquainted, moreover, with the saintly piety
of the speaker.
rical swile:to wreath kis lip, whish was,.however,
prompuly - represied by a repreving: look- from
',ROBI. A B S PO . - AL

that legal proof-of your degradation and corrup- |

Stanislaws alope suffered a sati- |

crimes ?” ejaculated the Count solemnly, ©awd
may we be permitted to cancel them by our
blood. That is the only amends we can now
make, for it is too Jate to follow your wise ad-
monitions. A fixed resolution has been taken,
perbaps rashly, (the future will tell)—by many
thousands of our countrymen in every corner of
the kimgdom. It is not fer us to fail them in
their need, and we have only to conquer or die,”

“ So be it!” responded a young man who cn-
teced the parlor at that moment by a private
door, used only by members of the family.

At the sound of his voice each one started up,
and turned towards him in surprise, not knowing
what was to be expected from this saidden inter-
ruption.

It is Casimir—my brother I cried Rosa joy-
fully, as she ran towards the stranger.

“ What! can it be my son?” exclaimed the
Count, as he received the young man in lis arms,
and returned his warm embrace.

“Oh heavens ! he is wounded * cried Rosa,
pale and trembling, as she perceived spots of
blood on her brother’s garments. * Sit down,
Casunir, and rest your wearied limbs.

the doctor.”

“Tt is nothing, Dosa—nothng, father, 1 as-
sure you, so pray do not {rouble yourselves about
a mere scratch.  But the cause of it is glorious,
and concerns you all. Poland is free! Two
days since the insurrection broke out in War-
saw: the Russians have eracuated the city, and
I have penetrated the enemy’s line to bring you
these joyous tidings, which must necessarily be
the signal for a general rising throughout all the
provinces of the kingdom.”

On hearing this announcement, a cry of joy
was caught from mouth to mouth, and all gather-
ed eagerly around the young Bialewski, each en-
deavoriog to obtain an answer for his own inquiry,
and ail questioning and cross-questioning without
order or cansideration.

“ My goad friends,” said Casiwmir, * before I
proceed to satisfy your very natural and very
laudable curiosity, I think it better to tell you
that having been pursued by a detachment of ca-
valry from whom I very narrowly escaped, by
taking to the woods, I have some precautions to
take so as to prevent a recognition. I must,
therefore, beg leave to retire in order to make
the pecessary alterations on my outward man,
and also to seek somne repose, wlitch you will ac-
knowledge that I stand in need of, when you con-
sider that for two days I have been scampering
through woods and ravines like a frightened hare.
Good bye for a while.”? '

Rosa took her brother’s arm with tender af-
fection, and they withdrew together.,

CHAPTER IL.

 Well, said the Count, addressing his [riends,
“I bope you are now econvinced that my fore-
sight was not at fault. The truth iy, that nat-
withstanding our weakness, we have no other
rule than that .of despair. Nothing could be
worse than the grievous yoke by which we are
mow weighed down, and even though we fail in
our attempt to shake it off, we have the prospect

| of escaping it by a glorious death. For the rest,

we have now only to concert the inost prompt
and vigorous wcasures—all other and more ab-
stract discourse would be both profiess and un-
seasanable.?

“Oh! as to me,” cried Stanislaus, joyously
rubbing his bands together, I care just as much
for the eloquence of Cicero or Demostheues as
1do for the ukases of s Imperia) Majesty.—
No! the ouly sound I wish to hear is the rour of
wusketry aud caonon, and all 1 ask is to find my-
sell sword in hand before our mighty lords, the
Russians, though they aumbered wwenty to our
one !V

“’bere is every probability that our patriotic
wish will be speedily realised,” returned the
Couat, warwmly shaking the young man’s hand,
¢ and I thiak 1 may salely say that each of our
fricads here present will stand by your side on
that trying day with all tke foree he can com-
mand.” _

As the Count spoke, he fixed Lis eyes on Ra-
phael, as though the remark were meant to elicit
bis final answer, aml Ubiuski, without a minute’s
besitation, -replied in a tone at once firm and
mournful: o _ _

“ For. the last time, Count, let me wara you
that the liberation of Polaud c.a never be ge-
complished. by a mere effart of despair, be it cver
80 energetic, but it must be the result of u lony,
and ceaseless, and devoted application.  Since |
bave wnfortunately failed to impress your mind
‘with wy convictions, 1 must only. treasure thum
in silence, for they may ane day become available
to us should we survive: the coming time. Aad
now, my life aod fortune are at iy country’s : cr-
vice.?, ’ :

'_‘.Oh,
. Count, taising tv Heaven his, eyes now filied with
tears,.and radiant . with: the:fire, . of patriotism;

N

# 3o, much conrage. and self-devotion will .not,. I

; 1 mysell’ |
will wash your wound while they go in quest of |

friends 'my ﬁdr,lhy_l_fﬁends ” crieé. ;‘,l:l:u_.e .
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noble are not made for slavery. Ah! the old
are wont to sigh for the past, and to attribute
the dreadful calainities wiich have fallen upon us,
to the degeneracy of the rising generation. - But
for my part, I am proud and bappy to hear wit-
ness that you are right worthy of your noble fa-
thers, and your presence, your words, and your
cxample, have power to dissolve the ice from the
soul of age, and restore it toits pristine vigor.
As a soldier of Kosciusko and of Napoleon, I
have shared in many a brilliant victory, but never
have Tfaced the foe with a firmer coufidence
than 1shall as your lewder, iy young and gallant
friends 1”

Casimir and Bosa just then entercd the room,
and though the Count glanced with legitinate
pride over the noble face and form of his son,
yet his gaze rested with mefanclhioly fondness, on
Cthe mild features of his daughter.  Should ke
fall in the approaching struggle who would, or
could, protect that dear zirl. With the rapidity
of lightuing that thought impressed itsell’ on  his
mind, saddening the enthusiastic devotion of the
patriot by the keen sense of sacrifice aud of =~e-
paration.

“ Who would be worthy (o receive such a
: rust 7 he repeated to bimscll in anguish, and
he looked alternately at Stanislaus and Raphael.
Whatever might have been his rellections, he
could not long pursue them amid tie noisy gra-
tulations which followed the appearance of Casi-
mir. ‘The latter was completely metanorphised :
having divested himself of al! that might indicate
his profession us an officer in the Russo-Polish
army, he appeared now iu the costume of a ci-
vilian, so that with his mustechios closely sha-
ven, and his bair cut short around his fresh and
smiling countenance, he might well have passed
for an inoffensive student.

“ I crave your pardon, friends all,” said Casi-
mir to his father’s guests, who were well known
to him, * for baving left you so abruptly, but,
truth to tell, T was sinking with futigue, and had,
toreover, no ambition to die fike the Greck sal-
dier while announcing my glad tidings. If the
Russians had caught 1e as T then was, the chap-
ter would be instantly ended for me, whereas we
are just now at the opening of a great drama in
which I have a part to act before I die.”

1 trust you will be safe here, iy son,” said
the Count, with some anxiety in his tone ; * ne-
vertheless, until such times as we have hoisted
the national flag (which we shall soon do) you
must pass for a stranger here ; in fact, it would
be unsafe to be recognised, seeing that we are
surrounded by spies. Ob! isit nnt joy to think
that we shall soon breathe more freely 7 1low
happy must you all be in your free Warsaw, iny
dear Casimir 1

¢ Casimir does not choose to tell you, father,”
interposed Rosa, ¢ that he Las eaten nothing to-
day yet buta few wild roots picked np in the
woods, I must, therefore, insist that you will lay
your commands ou hitn to leave off talking until
he bas partaken of the supper which has already
been announced.”

“ Let us then adjourn to the supper table,
gentlemen,”” said the Count, rising, around
which we may discourse just as freely, far my
faithful Valentine and bis son will be the only at-
tendants.”

"The company at once proceeded to an immense
hall, decorated with full length portraits of the
Count’s aucestar’s, intermingled with ancient
pieces of armor arranged in panoply. T'he Vicar
baving pronounced a blessing, they each drew
closer around the magnificently spread table.—
‘The meal itsell was quietly dispatched, for all
were anxious to hear the details of the late event,
aud supper once over the Count was the first to
break silence. .

“ "T'his is, perhaps, the last time that we shall
meet in peaceful guise under my ancient roof-tree,
and I wauld, my friends, that you may hold in
pleasurable remembrance the exquisite enjoyment
of these tranquil moments, when in peace and
security we listen to the inspiring recital of what
aur brethren have accomplished for our suffering
land. May we soon follow them to the arena,
that together we may wrest from the grasp of
our oppressors that divioe liberty, without whick
man is deprived of his rightful dignity. Relate
to us then, my son, those heroic deeds which you
yaursell have witnessed, and may the recital,
like the songs of Tyrteus, inspire us to combat
aed subdwe™ . 07 T

% You_ ult know,” began Casimir,  the eruet
perplexitics under which: we have labored for the
last six’ months, that is to say, since the unexpect-
.ed revolution of July, in France. If, on the ane
side, .the public'enthusiasto bad increased, the
Russian police on the other had fearfully increased
its sevenity. | Hence it was that the chiefs of the
aational party weessaully ‘walehed, constantly
Jmenaced, aml often surpnsed, koew not. how to
_commumeate with each other, or io arrange with
any drgree of certainty,. the execution of their
pojects: | Nevertligless, after; digplaying. " the
ina-t tlll"l‘l’dlﬁif\!l!l\ie‘( yddf&_&iﬁ,l ""-,:’_19’.-.\‘-,” 3 4 .: i -
votion. they sunceeded: o, defermning the,:

.- May God pardus us sur fanlts, of sather our | Grmly hope, gowithout their” reward. - Souls'so | of fuiack, and wakisg ont for.ench, of their3d-



