N R

T dog .

i
ke
%]

b=

oo

pas A

TS

g =R

R Y 053 ' LT, MG, iV

P e

iy
Shngy

L1V LATERES :

T R T SN :
ML I \\\\\ r‘ES -

N
=3 Y 3
e

ICEL O]

\

-

.

\
A

CATHOLIC CHRONICLE.

: “%\w

—

" "THIODOLF THE ICELANDER.
BY RARON DK LA MOTTE FQUQUR.
CHAPTER VI.

As they sat together in the evening around
e hearth, Pletro was so bright, so humble, so
Il of delicate tenderness towards Malgherita,
nat 1t seemed as il he would make amnends to all
or his former justice, although it had not been
poken of. All were greatly pleased with the
ceomplished knight ; and Malgherita shone upon

im in ber still joy with heightened love, like a
morning rose. Amaongst others, be sang in Ins
other-tongue the following Jay :

# 0 my lovely distant home,

Where the sun doth ever shine;
Land of rivers, fruits, and flowers,

Holy rood and holy shrine ;—
1#1 have left thee far behind,

I bave fonnd d dreary spot;
Yet my hosow, never sad,

Cheerful bears its gloomy tot.
i Yor, the while thy fairest rose

Blossoms loving at my side,
Easy 'tis to smile at storms,

And defy the raging tide.

« Yea, fair lnnd, T have thee too;
For, whenc'er we sing thy lays,
(Yer our browa the breath of spring,

Soft and burlmy, luttering plays.”

w Ah! it tnust be very fuir in your country.”
eard  Thiodoll; ¥ and glorious adventures must
have befallen you that could drive you forth
from the fand of flowers. Tthink you will re-
late them to us here tlis very evening.”

But a displeased look fell upon him from Un-
cle Nefiolf, who said, % Art thou so without good
manners that thou canst ask a guest whence he
comes, and what has driven him to our hearth ?
Shame upon thee !’

Thiodolf shrugged Ins shoulders, and said-—
« There is amongst us a good old proverb:
¢ What is more helpless than u lame bear, a leaky
ship, or a youth who has not yet been in foreign
fanes I Wou must havr patience with me il

after my first flight, then 1 shall soon get good

manners.”

But Pietro grasped bis liand, saying to Nefiolf,
«Tf it be not unpleasing to you and your wife, 1
would gladly take the opportunity to relate what
has befailen Malgheritaand me. We feel strange
to ove another as long as a veil hangs before the
past.”

« Right well,” answered Nefioll, *if it seems
good to you, I shall hear it mysell willingly.—
We shall heucclorih, without doubt, live toge-
ther in greater confidence.”

Pietro began his tale in the following words :

“On a gentle leight, whence cun be scen the
fair Provencal coast and  the vich port of Mar-
seilles, there rises a stately castle, above whose
walls many noble cliestuuts, growing in the inner
caurt, stretch their topmost branches: so that
the traveller is aliured, not less by this leafy
green than by the grandeur of the building, to
ask hospitality there, without fear of repulse.—
And truly he would ot seck in vaiv, for it be-
longs to a very noble and powerful lord, who is
commonly cafled 1 all the country round, ©the
great baron.” Now, as a noble and knoightly
mind is seldom without the love of song and

g poctry, the great baron was wout to Lold yearly,

on an appointed day, a splendid feast, to which
the most skilful troubadours of the province were
tavited from far and rear; the minstrels espe-
cially, from all lands, lad frec entrance. "Chen
arose among them all an harmonious contention,
from which the victor departed, crowned with an
olive-wreath by the two daughters of the baron,
aod the other minstrels with valuable gifts of
gold and gear.

“On one of these days a knightly expedition,
undertaken from joy of heart and youtbful cu-
riosity, brought me into the neighborhood of the
castle.  On all sides were streaming towards i
Joyous cempanies of knights and ladies, burghers
and peasants ; and over the chestnut-trees of the
castle’ there floated a sweet sound of bugles,
flutes, and harps, as if the more surely to attract
all friends of song to the pleasant strife. The
meaning of the festival was soon explained to
me, and T quickly - found means to put on the
dress of a troubadour. 1 never travelled with-
out my dear lute at my side; and as I was from

 childhood - familiar with the gay science, with
poetry, song, and music, I dared to hope that T

might take a not unworthy place with the other

| ehallengers, and perchance adorn my brows, al-

ready often overshadowed by bloody laurel
:renths, with the gentler olive-wreath of this
ay. : » , .
“1 entered the spacious court of the castle,
lnﬁ perceived that in the midst, there was a lofty
olive-tree j ats slender stem was wreathed with
flowers, and on each side, leaning against the
tree, were seated two bright, graceful female
forms, You may have scen, Fatlier Nefiolf, in
Jour southern voyages, lamps or delicate vasvs

which bave been dug out of the ruins of Roman.

eitie_'s, and which, in like manner, represent fe-
male figures leaning agawst a slender pillar or

j dgainst a vage”.

« T have, indeed, seen the like, and I can well
think how beautiful must have been the baron’s
daughters by the olive-tree,” answered the old
man; and a pleam which seemed to bave wan-
dered from the young south, rested on his wither-
ed face.

« There was one difference,” continued Pietro;
“the two lovely statues were not of the same
height. The one, beaming in majestic, some-
what stern, beauty, rose up like 2 tall lily—that
was the elder sister, called Isolde. You can
readily judge how lovely was the younger, who
resembled a tiny blooming rosebud, when | tell
you that she called Malgheritz, and now sits near
us by the fire.”

The maiden blushed brightly, and all Jooked at
her witli admiration, while Pietro eontinded thus:
« Opposite to Lhe lofty Isolde had ranged them-
selves such of the troubadours as purposed to
sing stately lays, called strventi by the Proven-
eals, or some other solemmn strains. Before the
delicate Malgherita we stood, who meant to try
our skill in lighter, more joyous measere ; and in
the noble hall, just in front of the olive, was the
great baron in all his pomp, begirt with vassals
and retainers,  Each of the maidens held already
in her fair hand & wreath wherewith 1o adorn the
mast favored minstrel, and, with this sight Lefore
us, we gave little heed to all the splendor of the
majestic baron.  The niustrel-tourney began in
fair order 5 our melodious weapons poured  thro’
the blue air streamns of sweetest harmony 5 and
higher and more confidentiy did the hope beat in
my leart that T should receive the wreath from
Malgherita’s hand. [ may fearlessly say that 1
had almost gained the prize, but the deepening
passion that thrilled through me at the sight of
my beloved ; the fancy, or perchance the cer-
tainty—oh, blush not so brightly, my sweet bride !
—that a kindly glance of her eye fell upon me—
all this slackened the rapidity of my light song.
A minstrel from Marseilles, emboldened by the
fechbler tones of ny veice, raised a nehle exuit-
ing strain, and the judges awarded him the prize.
Anger and sarrow kept me from looking up as he
knelt before Mulgherita, and slie wove the olive-
wreath in his hair.  The jewels and pearls which
were proffered to e as second in skill I divided,
in the bitterness of my heart, amongst the by-
standers, and then went hastily towards the cas-
tle-gate. DMy vietor meant to bear his hounors
humbiy, and had therelore drawn back into the
crowd, so that we unexpectedly met near the
aate. e had modestly taken off the wreath
and held it in his hand, so that aceidentally, in
the press of people, it touched my haie. A sud-
den thought flashed through me. I snatched
from my bosom a jewel worth a baron’s castle,
which 1 carrted with me, lest I amight need o
large sur on my journey, and held it before the
minstrel’s eyes, saying: ¢ Let us make an ex-
change. You will not let your wreath adorn
your head 5 and who sees it where you now lhold
it? Dazzied by the splendor of the ofler, the
mstrel began the unworthy folly of bargaining.
I was ashamed of his baseness, however mauch
the wreath -rejoiced me, and, as I gave Lim the
jewel, I struck him sharply on the hand with my
dagger, saying, ¢ Tuke a lesson with your bar-
gain, and learn to mend your evil ways”’ Ile
shricked out, and tlie bload spouted up as from a
fountain. All pressed round me in displeasure
and anger. In ome moment [ had placed the
wreath on my head, and drawn my sword; the
crowd, seeing that T was protected by a chest-
nut-tree behind me, drew back in terror from my
threatening locks. But the baron stalked wrath-
fully towards me. Already my contempt of his
gift of pearls and gold bad made him hate me,
and he seemed glad that my outrage on the sec-
curity of bis castle gave himn a pretext to re-
venge himself. e would not hearken to me,
but only desired, as he beld over me lis naked
sword, that I should inslantly give up my arms,
and surrender mysell to Lis judgment, whether
for pardon or condemnation. With eyes flash-
ing fire, I sprang upon him, threw him on the
ground by a dexterous stroke, and then rushed
through the gate, securing safely to wyself, my
lute, and my olive-wreath. How I afterwards

..lingered for montls in the neighborhoad without

ever falling into the power of the baron, though
he diligently searched for ine ; how I succeeded
in approaching Malgberita under many disguises,
and at Jast 'won her pure love—let me pass over
for to-day the many-colored tale, which I would
rather put hereafter into the bright light of some
song or ballad. The night is growing darker,
and I bave yetinuch to relate. Assoon as 1
had gained the knowledge of Malgherita’s' love,
1 repaired to a baron who bad long received hos-
pitality at iy castle in Tuscany, and nrow very
gladly repaid it we after the true knightly fa-
shion. In his company, and with all the splen-
dor which befitted my rank, I went openly to the
castle of the great baron, and excited no small
wonder in him, when, mn the person of the trou-
badour he had so tyrannically pursued, I present-
ed to lim the Marquis of Castel-Franco. He
offered me all knightly satisfaction; but whea T,
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instead, asked for the hand of his youngest daugh-
ter, his large flashing eyes looked thoughtfully
down. My companion had already warned me
that, according to an old sacred custom of lis
house, the baron would bardly give his younger
daughter in marriage before the elder; and that
the proud Isolde lookeil so coldly ea all knights,
that not one of her many lovers had ever dared
to approach her as wooers. I thought I saw a
rejection ready to pass his imperious lips; but
suddenly the great baron seemed to collect kin-
self, a kindly gleam passed over his features, lie
grasped my hand and said, ¢ So letit be.”  Per-
chance le thought that Malgherita's fame might
suffer by any other issue of my suil, and he might
find no fitting cause for its rejection 5 in short,
my beloved was to be affianced to me, and the
evening appointed for the solemn betrothai had
arrived, The castle, lslted up with torches
and lamps, shone out far into the valley,  Jiofty
bauners of my colors and the barow’s fosted
from every tower in the torellight; the guesis
were assembled, and; glowing with joy, T entered
the hall, leading Malglerita ; her [ather walked
before us.  1le was about to speak the words
which were t make my lappiness, when Tsolde
approached witl solewn grace, and said, so that
all could hiwar: * Stnce you, O beloved father,
betroth ane of your daughters, and bright earthly
hopes avise fu long succession to you lor {uture
times, you will the more willingly let your other
child likewise make a vow,; aiter which she has
thirsted from her heart for loug years—a vow
which hus its objeet beyond this world, and be-
troths e to a keavenly Lord. ‘Lo sprak openly
—and blame it not in me as pride, ye honored
guests—1 think not to ind any other bridegroom
who shall be worthy of me. I therefore here
solemnly declare that it is in my wind to live and
die as a nun.””

“ Ha! ha! interrupted ‘Thiodolf, “ X know
about that; uncle has told me of it. It must be
a pretty catch to take one of those nuuneries ;—
I hope to have that sport m some of my future
voyages.” And then, as Malgherita looked st
him in some displeasure, he added: ¢ Nay, I
will do them no barm, those wonderful cloister-
madens; only T shoukl like to see them, aml
then 1 would open wide the doors and say :—
¢ Such of youas wiil, go forth inlo the world,
children,  ‘Ihose who will remain, let them do
so. No man must break his heart for such.”

“Ihe Baron thought very differently,” suid
Pietro.  * 1le flest used entreaties, then threats,
te make Isolde witluleaw her overhasty word,
and as she showed by her exlm firiness thar it
wits o question here of overhaste, and that she
had no thouglt of retracting, he brake fortl into
tie wildest {ury aguiust me, asseriiug that 1 had
come hut. to insult and ruin bim, injuring i pro-
voking lum in every way; and soower would he
give up hoth bis daughters to the cloisters, yea,
even to death, than give oue of them tomy arms,
It wis vaiu to speak to Lim ; he broke off every
enzagenent with me § and as I tarved to Isolde,
she smd, coldly: ¢1 grieve for Fou botii—you
were well mated 5 buat [ cannot help you, for
truly T cau fnd nsy mate in no mortal.’

« \Wait awhile,” murmured Thiodoll 10 him-
selt 3 % T may yet make thee repentof this, proud
maiden. Art thou, then, teo gnod for a noble
knight? The tables may still be turned.”

Pietro was about to contmue, but Malgherita
laid her hand on his mouth, saying: “ Say no-
thing to-night of how thou carriedst me away.
beloved. Tearful things would be told, and
sleep and dreams are drawing near.”

«So be ity said Pietro ; 1 will then only
sty (lacther, that I carried wmy sweet prey on
bourd ship ; we did not sail at once tor the coast
of Tuscany, that we might deceive the boats
which the Baron and his allies of Marseitles un-
doubtedly sent in purswit of us. We took the
contrary direction, reacled the open sea, and
were driven, first by threatening ships and then
by still more dangerous tempests, to this coast,
where all, save Malgherita and nyself, found
their death.”

«The vest were no great loss,” said Thiedolf.
« One can see that they were no Iceland sailors,
or they would Liave hetter resisted the storm, and
known more where they were. Those who have
to do with sea-water wilt have to swallow some
of it. But, Malgherita, do not be too much
vexed that you are come to Iceland. I hope—
T hope very much that you will soon bhave a glo-
vious sport.”

CHAPTER VIL

Images of her fair home passed soothingly
through Malgherita’s mind ; so soon as she had
closed her eyes in sleep, gales, as froln orange-
oroves in spring, breathed upon her eyelids, and
ber ears were filled with songs of nightingales,
and murmurings, of the silvery streams which
run through the Provencal plains. But hardly
had shie noticed this with deep delight and long-
ing hope® when a hoarse voice broke in upon the
sweet sounds, saying, © Who bade thee strike so
madly in the dark, sir knight? Xnowest thou
whom thou hast struck?’ And a bloody head
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seemed to look sharply into her eyes through

their closed lids. She knew well that the voice
and head were those of her father’s castellan,
whom DPietro, wlen le carried her away, had
wounded, it might be mortally.  Then she start-
ed in affright from her slunbers ; deep darkness
lay around her, and old Gunhilda breathed heavily,
in her sleep, from under the covering of her bed,
Malghberita fay down again shuddering, and closed
her eyes. ‘I'hen lights danced before her, and
reminded her that shie had not put out the torch-
es m her chamber the night of her flight, where-
by her father’s castle might have been set on
tire—a thought which often pressed heavily upon
tier, and now wove itself into a fearful, fiery
dream. It seemed (o her that all the chestaat
and olive-woods of Provence werein flames, and
that the whole of her sweet npative lund was,
through her fault, laid waste by an inextinguish-
able tire, which destroped kninlitly castles, towns
attd villages, cloisters ancd hermitaoes,

Ia the widst of these fearful visions, a voice
pierced thruugh Malgberita™s sleep, erying wat,
 Hareah, bucrair! the fiee-sport v begun I-—the
fire {rom the south has reached us ™ Mulghe-
rita sprang np with a shioiek, s aored steeam
of Hight, pouring in through the wadow, met ey
eyes.  Mlames fearfully bright were durting up
from the swomit of a dngh mesutain opposite,
changing night into day ¢ and @ gigantie nra was
sren butanemg amsell o the bronehes of wa vlm
clare Lo the window, bis dark form snarked o
against the dszzling light, while e dapped  his
bands, as if he took pleasure inthe terrifyng
sight, and peshaps had eavsed it. Aladgherila
trembled, and murinured softly, © b, gracious
Gad, now truly have 1 lost my senses; or the cad
ol the world is coming P Phen the tall meaon
the tree struck against the window, haghing ;—
and the maiden, in breathless tervor, thresw herself
on the hed of Gunhilda, »who was only vow {ully
awakened. ’

“ Genly, gently,” suid she, afler focking a
while theough the window at the fames, * 1t is
but an okl acyuaintunce, which has never brousht
harm o oueisland, but is its most brillinat oroa-
ment.  Mount 1lechu is giving out flames § there
is nothing fo fear—we are in no danger.”

Malgherita looked up at her, half comforted,
hall doubtfd and was about to question ber,
when the giant on the tree again began to move,
amd aang the following words :

k]

“Roeky cauldron’s flaming atream,
Flicker npwards, dance wnd gleam !
Muny cifins stiv the s:une---

Langh, pood peopls, o'er the e

W fchin, give your answoy baek
Piuster, wind<!and, Lightniugs, craeh,
Si and vetls, aned tarches glowing,
Blazing tnrrents ever Hov :

Yolla, el =hiric! s, and tarehes beight!

Ha! beliold w glorinn s sight!?
Anmd aunin be tursed (o the swindow, Janwlnrg and
clapping his lands.  Malglherite nd her face i
e garments of the old woman, wham she i
plared to save her from that deeadiul spectie.--
Gunhilda went quickly to the window, aud ericd
amrrily, “ Mad nepliew, what art thon doing 7—
Wilt thou frizhten to death the tender muiden
liere with thy uncouth swging and clpping P

“« What 17 answered “Lliodolf, gently fron
without, “am 1 again mistaken? s she uot
pleased at this? My vucle has so often told me
that there are fire-mountams in the seuth, jnst
like tins. 1 have been hoping so long lint there
would be an eruption of our Hecls, because I
thought that litue Malgherita would taen be
quite at her ease, and comfortable with u< as if
at home. And s it not so? Perhaps there is
not noise enough—as she said lately that the sea
here was not blue enough. Waita while; ]
will just sing a magic song or {wo to the flames,
then they will rage as wildly as Loki the bad
zod, when the serpent’s poison trickles on him.”
And he hegan anew to attune lis voice for the
fearful song; but Gunhilda called to kim that
Malgherita lay halfl senscless from the terror he
had already caused her. Then Thiodolf climbed
down from bis tree, shaking his head, and very
much troubled.

Gunhilda’s tender soothing at length made
Malgherita lift up again by degrees her delicate,
trembling form 3 and she looked out, not without
a feeling of awful pleasure, at the burning Heela,
of which a few broken stories had reached her
cars in P'rovence, and which she now with her
own eyes saw so wonderfully near her.

Rest was over for this night ; moruing began
to dawn, and the men were heard assembling in
the hall. Gunhiida led her trembling foster-
child down the dark stairs, across which fell oc-
casionally gleams of the distunt flames as they
shot upwards.

Nefiolf, Pietro and Thioolf were seated round
the hearth. The women took their usual raised
seats, and many reproofs and scoldings were given
to the wild youth who had so terrified the deli-
cate maiden. He heard them all very humbly,
with sunken head ; only murmuring at tisnes that
it was most unheard-of and perverse ill-luck,
which bad thus spoilt the pleasure that be had so
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long been expecting for Malgherita. In future
he would think of other and much better sports.
CHAPTER VL

"l fire-stream from Mount Flecla had ceased
for several days the island had lain cabn, and of
amisty gray, in the midst of the wild sea 5 it was
cold, for already wintry storms breathed their
wild notes across the plains. Long before had
been heard the loud flapping of the wings of the
wild swans, as they swept away to the south ;—
the trees were dripping with beavy moisture, and
let fall their brown leaves, ke « salemnn cover-
g, over valley and plain. At this time Thio-
dolf was very litile in the house 5 he thought
that now the wouds were in their gayest dress
tow covld one ever decam of wore beautiful
trees than these jn their golden, many-colored
hues! e was sure thal not the far-famed sontit
tivelf ecould boast of trighter. Pieten and Ne-
fodl lawghed ot him, bt coubtd not refiain from
taking part in the youtl's debebt in fnating, and
often went with lim teough the wisly Torests,
~ While these expeditions fasted, Malgherita
e often oppressed and st case in the dark
Iofty hnwse. Clundiths geave actisity, and the
solemin dceupations of the bouschalidl chilled her
winle cuistence s and then at tioes she thought
that Pietrn wis gone forth never (o retuen again,
sd that shies sheold ot feugth <6l in the cold
warld arausd. and nass te rest ol her teaubled,
Provdess hte bke one enclantad, whom aone couldd
weterstint, Olse thing wlone =tood ony brigindy
pelorn bee eyesy s i soe way basd her (o
thas northers ishinid-——the eftin tdee of Thiodolf,
and the sweet e given te these nvisible hittle
creidres, the * gond prople.”™  =She had jearned
all the many Lays ahout them and olten sung
them i ber <ot Provencad tangue. She loved
one of these especially, which told how the elves
visit youths and maidens 0 theie dreans, and
give thew riddies ; and whoever the next day
vighily guesses o riddle, finds, as a reward, a
little goldes tablet on the grass, with beautiful
pictures on it.  Mow it often svemed to Mal-
sherita, when she awoke, as if a band of elves
had Leld their danee befure ber bed, and that the
fairest of these tiny, beautifal and many-colored
creatures bd approached ber with courteous sa-
Itation, @il proposcd o ridddle to her 5 but she
conld never, when awake, reend) what this riddle
was. “Phus she woald go Parth thoughi{ully inte
e neighhoring valley, wore fertite and faic thaw
tae athers, nnd where the high grass looked as if
among~t it might b fouwd the golden prize ta-
blet.  Andolten, when the last rags of the early
selting sun shinted over the valley, and  the
sticani s mare witdly over Lo pebibles as the
aizhtcwinl rose, ATalghorita would still stand
tiasiig under the ol shirahs, and SEH come back
fo: the horre without ber mitdle or her ghttering
frdets,

As sdie staod Usas ane evening, o light seemed
suhlenly to fash upon hes inind, and Drought to
B at leastone or two verses of the elfie riddle,
Wiat e eoutsd sanewliet ws fol-

collect ran
lows :
S0 iy the Innd ot vineg two 2isters dwell
Two miglkly swords are buried awong rocks ;
Theos 13 bwssin pour out a fonming drink ;
The swords deaw torth o stream of royal blood.
When the two sisters dwell by the same hearth”

Thun some lines were wanting ; again she re-
cutleated eludy

Y When the two swords the game stout arn

Shall wicld®

{Tere ehe failed agan, and a sbudder came
over her as she tricd 1o recall what lollowed. —
A few detached words, of whick she coulil not
gather the meaning, increased, as they came wp
hefore her, her indistinet terror, and she sighed :
# Al thou riddle, I shall pever win me a bright
tablet through thee.”

Just then something shone near her brightly
amidst the high grass, and she joyfully went to-
wards it. DBut what was her Lorror when twe
huge shining horas stretched up {rom a grim hary
bear’s head, and slowly arose the figure of a tall
growhag monster, covered with various skins,
atid wound about with wreaths of inoss and rushes.
The frightful apparition danced several times
around Malgherit.., who remained motionless frowm
fear; then he climbed up a young slender tree,
bent it down towards the next tree, to which be
swuag himself, and thence on to another and
another in suceession. The leaves of the shaken
trees felt rustiing 5 and at length Malgherita also
sank down op the fallen leaves, dizzy with af-
fright. Immediately the monster sprang (o the
ground, caught up the maiden 1 his arms, and
bore lier away, now sa completely senscless from
terror, that she could not hear one of his kind
words ; for many kind words did he speak, in
most hearty and sincere trouble for his delicate
burden. It was none other than Thiodolf, who,
to amuse Malgherita, bad meant to appear be-
fore Ler as an elfin king. He always faneied that
the dainty litle creatures were subjecl to a ter-
vible gigantic nan ; and now, again,all had tura~.
ed out so vexatiously and perversely!




