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ANGELA ;
AN HtSTORICAL TALE.

CHAPTER XJ4—THE PROPHECY FULFILLED,

8t Ob, welcome is the thoughbt of thee,
As the fragrance of an Eagtern night!”

It was ancther of those [air Eastern pights ]
towards the end of the month ef ‘Qctober, about |
\en days alter the scenes related in our last chap-
ter. The blue waves of the Mediterranean
gently kissed .the sides of a galley which, with-
swelliog sails, .was gaily making its way towards
the fair island.of Malta. Yes fair 1t bad be-
come beneath the sway of the brave Knights of
St. Jobn, though but a bare hundred years be-
fore u low rooky sandbauk had received the he-
roic L’Isle Adam, with 1he poor remaims of the
deaoted Rtodians, who clung. to their beloved
sovereign after the loss of their own fair 1sland
of roses. Kerth had been brought in ship-loads
from Sicily ; gardens had beepn {ormed ; a new.
city built and fortified ; and st-bad gallantly sus-
tained siege .after siege, in avhich the sworn.
Kuights of the Cross bad redeemed tbeir vows,
and freely andiaobly again shed their blood for
the defence -of .Christeadom.

And now -the lights of the 1sland of Gozo
could almost:be-seen glimmering in the distance,
and the low headlands lay stretching before the
bows of the wessel, as she skunmed her way like
a sea-bird o’er«the dark blue waves.

Oa 1he deck of the galley reposed a maiden,
her frail form wrapped in a long crimson mautie,
which bore the.eight-pomnted cross embroidered.
on one side, wlile by her side reclined a kaight,
s elbow adone (resting on the -silken cushions
‘that had bees spread all around; and which sup-
.ported the faic fgure ot his compamon,

¢ Wrap it well.around thee, Aagela,’ said the.
+knight ; © the mght-air may chill:thee, and then
;I shall regret having given in tothy caprice of
-remaining all aght.oa deck’

¢ Nay, Ferdinand;’ she replied.;-¢ 1t were for
uame to chide thee lor not wearing-thine own maa-;
tle ; only I feelas if I were to:vefuse what ie
+ ynore dear and .more sacred to sue than an-em-
Jperar’s pall, were d to resiga it.’ ;
¢ How so, sisteramioe 27 said thedimight play-:
fully. :

= Ah, Ferdizand, have T not readl, have I not,
heard, have I not dreamed of the gallant Knights
of :8t. Joha, ull the brightest spot in all my bap-i
piness 18, that a brother of Angela.di hlendoza
should wear their habit, take their vows, and be
<orolled beneath their banner 7 Oge thing fur-
ther.alone remams.?

$ fad what 1s that, Aagela 2 icquired her bro-
ther,.nothing loth to hear the sweet voice of his
sister-sing the praises of the Orler bedoved more
thanikis very hfe,

tParbaps, when I am in a very eemmunica-
tive . mocd, I may tell thee,’ returced the maiden.

¢ And why not now * persisted the Kaight.

‘ Because I wanot to koow what brovght you
sa luckily to Syra, just in time to carry me off,
like a very pirate that you .are, unkaowa to any
ope. -

¢ We had been crwsingin searcl of pirates)’
returaed sthe koight ; ¢ you baow one great use
of our aazwy is to protect pilgrims by sea or their
way to the Holy Sepulchre, since we caa no
longer do g0 with our arms in eur hands on the
fair shores of Palestine, Wlea we first touched
at the island, on that beaytiful moonlit night
when you took me for a saint, Angela, we were
on our way thitber ; and, to lell you true, never
did slorm make me do a thing mere agreeable ¢o
ay inclinatione than forcing me to put into that
Jlitle barbor at the back ot the island.’

§ ¢Aod wherefore? said the maiden. *Did

] Angela haunt thy dreams while capturing pirates {i
Jin the Archipelago, as much as she seems to have |
f dose while sleeping beneath the shade of the
cave by the sea side ¥

¢ Precisely,’ replied the knight; ¢and yet I
wonld not go out of my way to find ker. Ileft
it 1n the bands of our Lady of Phalermos ; for
you must acknowledge that, without koowing
more than you would vouchsafe to tell me while
guiding me to the founiain, it was an adveoture
more befitting a knight-errant than a follower of
the Holy Baptist to come agein on purpose to
look after thee. Fadst thou tben told me enough
0 recagnize thee—’ ‘
¢ All was rightly arranged, interrupted An-
ela, sighing: *and our Lady -of Phalermos
uided thee in time to protect me, though not to
ave bim.’ . ‘ .

* Angela, wouldst thou vegrudge him s
rown ' mormured tbe .young Kuight. £ Ab,
ister mipe, the day may come when thou wilt
Te (o see oite more near to thee, even by ‘the
1es of blood, fall gloriously bemeath the sword:
f the ; and wilt thou weep pover him? - Nay,
ngela ;- I.thought thee:full of.aspirations more
efitting the sister.of:-a Knight ofthe Cross.—
ur gentle mother will 'read *thee other “lessons.;
or she is a very St, Sympherosa over her_ only
on, aid learnt the Spwit meet for ‘the wife .of 4

mattyr, when sbe bound up our father’s death-
wotands on the plamns of Granada, and tried in
vain to stanch the flowng life-blood, as she pii-
lowed tns head on her faithful bosom.’

*Thou art right, Ferdinand,” returned the

} matden ; ¢ my sighs are womaaly weakoess, un-
{worthy of her who has so often thought ard felt
she would have stood on the battlemests of
Rhodes, and watched the live-lopg night beside
the saintly forin of L’Isle Adam, bad she lived
ia thoge days,
raising bersell 10 a burst of enthusiasm ‘which
she now bad found one to appreciate, ¢ have you
ever seen that beautiful island, with its gardens
of roses, and its flowing streams, and ‘Howery
valleys? Is that crescent-shaped harbor, with
its glittering palaces, and us tapering spires, al-
ways to be in the bands of the foes of Christ ?—
Ob, shame on those who suffered the krave de-
tenders of Christendom to battle it out alone
against an innumerable host, and never ‘move
therr:fiagers to belp them!
,poor, sickly, yet devoted,.crowd gathered round
their sovereign and thew father, and he tenderly
bade them follow bhis footsteps, even though he
himself was a homeless wanderer, was there
nothing but the barren rock of Malta that
-could be given as the pontion of the Kaights of
the Cross 2°

O Ferdinard P’ she coetinued,

And then,when the

¢ Nay, talk oot agamst Malta,’ returped the

‘knight; ¢ though there spoke out the brave blood
of Mendoza.

¢ Meadoza, Mendoza® echoed Acgela. ‘I

have dreamt over the fair land of .Liely, ull 1
can scarcely brook other blood to be mingled in
my vens.
.gela is my name, and 1t speaks of ltaly to me.—
What was our motbers.came?
were more befiiting me.’

You are called Ferdinand.; but An-
Mayhap that

¢ Nayy replied her brother ; ¢ wait 1l our mo-

ther tel's thee as many romances of beautiful
Spain, when thou wilt ao longer prefer the same
of SantaCroce to that of Mendoza.”

¢ Sante:Croce I’ murmured Angela. <Ay, 1t

lifts me up indeed ; in religion it shall be mine.
Nay, start not, Ferdivand; for this is the one
thing further that remaies to be accomphstied ;
-and I vowed it on that night, wuen, leaniag over
the parapet ot the lone churcbyard of St..John’s,
1 was sadly musing, as my wontused Lo be, that
[ was a nameless creature, and that this was the
" only bar that seemed 1o make me unwilling to be
the Spouse of Christ,
you stood before me, as if in answer to my
prayer ; our.Liady of Phalermos kad granted my
pelition ; my name and kindred were restored to
w@e.; and onoe 1 bave seen my motker’s face, and
heard her sweet voice, and koelt cnce .acore
for Ler blessing, the vow must be accomplished.’

Apd thea, Ferdinand,

<[ blame thee not, Angela,) returped +tpe

koight ; ¢ happy are they who give their hearts
1o \God, i tke first spring of their youth apd
beauly !
and let our mother see her long-lost treasure for
some time and then bethiok thee of an Order
that \befits thy rank aod name.

1 vowed to be His beneath the habit of St. |
Joba? said the maiden musingly. ¢ I thea thought
of the St. Joha before me ; but he told wme that
‘10 other lands’ the great St. John was to be
¥ iy goard, my refege, and my rest!

Ouly one thing I ask: wait awhile,

¢ Because in his prophetic spirit,’ returned the

kmght,# he foresaw what was (o happen to thee;
and that verily the great St. Joha w other lands, | §
and in Malta itself, bath the Nuns as well as the
Kaights of the Holy Sepulchre.’

A flask ot jopful surprise beamed from the

maiden’s daik eyes at ke momeat.

¢ Say yeu so0, Ferdinand ? Now, then, indeed

my path is plan ; but there 15 one thing more he
said : a dark cloud of sorrow and trial was com-
ng over me ; first my name and kindred were 10
be restored, and then he made me promise 1o
be faithiul asto Christy, if needs were, unto
death P

¢ And has pat the dark cloud been ever thee,

sweet one ?° saud hec brother.

¢ But my faith has sol beea tried, Ferdinand,’

she replied ; ¢ otker virtues have, and lLe has ob-
taineu me grace to be faithful, I bope; but I
have oot yet been called upon to confess the
faith of Christ even uato death, and none of
his words will fall to the ground, I am cos-
vinced.’

¢ Brood not over the morrow, replied the

keight ; ¢ sufficient uato the day is the evil there-
of, Angela dearest,’ he added, seeing her thought-
ful drow, and eyes now swimming in tears; for,
with all her beroism, Angela could not yet face
the thought of ber Father with anything hke
calmness.

¢ The wind has died away,’ he coantinued, ¢ and

I fear me we shall not fiad ourselves nearer La
Valetta till morning. I quite hoped to .have
found ourselves anchored there . before mid-
might’. : S
TUA s

nght.. , They, have the .wind,on :them; atill, . but
‘we scarcely, make. any way.ihrough‘the water.’

¢ Where, Brother Girolamo? sephed the
koight, risi0g, and going towards the bows of the
vessel. ¢So near Malta! It must be one of
our own cruisers,’

Angela remained alone. Her brother’s last
words would have taken away all fear had she
conceived any at that mament ; bet her mind had
wandered away to her last talic with ber mar-
tyred Father, and the mystical words wherewith
he kad foreshadowed to her her future fate.— .
Calmly she prayed that, if other trials were yet
in store for her, she might have streogth to prove
berself really worthy of the peme of tke mar-
tyr’s adopted child; and a trustmg peace seemed
shed over her heart as she looked forward to tke
approaching meeting with her riother, whose ne-
mery stili hved on within ber after so mary years
of cruel separation. She almost. fancied she was
fulded wiling her arms, and felt the maternalkiss
upon her brow as she knelt fer her first blessing};
the joy of Ferdinand, the tears of all. How
deliciously was Angela di Mendoza dreaming !

A bustle near her aroused ber. -Men were
‘burrying to and tro, arms were being prepared,
tbe rowers swarmiag to their places on the oar-
beaches, and at ithe same instant her brother
ceme up.

¢ Augela, my sister, the mght is cold ; you had
better go below.?

¢ Nay, Ferdicand,’ she replied, ¢ Angela will
nct disgrace the pame of Mendoza. ‘f'ere is
denger.’

He took ber hand, and Jed her below.

* You are right,’ said he, as 'he bastily donned!
his armor; ‘a Turkish wessel is beariog down
upon us, and another 1s .a the distance. We
mey yet escape them by .rewing ; but the wind
is-in thewr faver. Be it asat may, stir'not, An~
gela, from here. I charge thee, wl!‘ia‘_"r er bap-
peos, venture not.on deck. Succor ’i'_c'annol farlk
to.come ere long ; and indeed I wondér 2t the
infidels daring to venture so near the port. The

cannon will, ere _-iqng.,,a,,ltgu-se_Out.,frlﬂl;slt-;,,bﬁllh. was .actioed by a jeal of artitlery,

work !’ and laying 1wto ber arms the now insensi-
ble form of the knight, he rushed back to the
conflict. Calmly aad tearlessly she kneit beside
bim, and fad bim gently on the Roor. She
pressed her hands agamst the pierced side, from
whence the blood was flowing in torrents; en-
deavored to staunch the blood that powred from
tus gashzd and weunded brow, and whispered in
s ears the names of ¢ Jesus’ and ¢ Mary.’ He
seemed to recognise lier,

f Angela, my ‘heloved, tkere is yet hope ; tell
my mether I dicd for the faith of Chrst,’

He had scarcely uttered the words when the
fighuaz which bad seemed to rage wore on the
other-side of the vessel snddenly oecased, and a
shout was raed by the Turks, while at the same
moment a turbaned head was seem making its
waygato thecabin.

“Giaour,” he exclaimed, seizing the arm of the
noble maidec, who had risen, and placed ber
slight form between ha end the koight, and now
stood wailing the blow .of lis uplitted sword,
without a shrinking in her frame, or a failing in
thebright epe that was fixed upsn him; ¢ re-
neuace thy eccursed faith, and I will spare thee
ler-thy beauty ; else—°

¢ Finish .eot thy theeat, mfide!; she replied
holdly, makieg the holy €ign, ¢ but perform it.—
[ spura thy:fafse prophet, and a Christian I will
live and die?

-Another .moment, and with a dell curse the
scimitar of tbe wfidel swould haze descended,
when, wilh sn almost seperbuman effort of lus
ebbiag strength, the kaight raised himself, and
with one blow of his sword the infidei’s head
huag half-severed on his shoulder. With one
deep groan his arm fell motionless by his side,
20d ke lay prestrate upon the apparently lifefess
bedy .of Ferdimand v Mepdoza. At the same
moinent reivealing foolstaps were beard rushing
from the vesse! in conlussion ; and a feeble shout
of trivmph in Christian accents, which presently

______ Buccorers

meanume we shall have to fight 1t ont aloe.’
e gazed at her .one moment, and she threw

VA saily, Sir' Koight,” said Giroldmo, coming
up. hastily at ibis moment, ¢ bearing down to tho |

herse!f into his arws. .

‘ Bemember, loved one, swe must be fadthful
unte death. Now is the moment of trial,’ he
murmured, as he hastily clasped ber to his bo-
som. *Biay here, and pray for us.’

¢ Fear pot for me, Ferdinand ; God and .aur
Blessed Lady be with yoi.  1f it be deatl, een
death sball not part us.?

He pointed to an umage of our Lady of Pka-
lermos which huog in the .cabu, lighted by a
lamp that burnt dimly before it; gave one look
‘and a mile towards beavea, and burried away,
The next moment Angela Leard his musical topes
on deck, as a shout of welcome greeted his ap-
pearance.

¢ For God and St. Jobn, brothers{ Hast up
the banner, and let yon infidel dogs see that they
cannot shew the crescent unscathed so near
where the cross reigns triumphiant.’

For a moment Aungela looked round, as was
her wont 1o 20 hour of danger, to realise her po-
sition. A dagger lying on the table struck ber

jattention. She took it up and placed in her bo-

som, delermiced, if pecessarp, it should be used.
She then collected whatever she could lay her
&ands on in the shape of banlages and linen, and
lard them on oge side, thinking, as she did so,
that very soon she might be calied upon to be-
1a the duties of the life sbe bad vowed to God
in the Order of St. John. Kvery weapon that
lay within her reach was taken down and placed
1o readiness; then, calmly turning to the image
of our Lady of Pbalermos, she koelt down, and
with her face buried in her hands, awaited the
sounds of the conflict,

She did not wait very long, A tremendous
crash of a whole broadside was the first signal of
the struggle. Then followed the crashing of
armor, the shrieks of the wounded, the shouts
and curses of the Turks as they jumped on the
deck and were driven back, again and agaia, by
the devoted bravery of that little band of heroes,
but above all the din she could bear ker brother’s
musical voice, clear and ringing as ac ilver bugle,
foremost in the attaclk, first at every post of dan-
ger, eucowraging his men to die soomer than
yield, Tt was a fearful time; perhaps more
fearful to her who koeit in that darkened cabin,
knowing nothing of the result, than to those who
were engaged in the struggle. Al lastshe heard
a0 more the knight’s voice, though the battle
ceased not, and in a few more momeats the door
hastily opened. She started vp, rushed towards
it,and perceived tbe faithful Girolamo bearing
in the bleeding form of her brother,

¢ Mother of Ged !’ he exclaimed, ¢ my master
my master, they have done for bim o

¢ Away, away ¥ cried the koight, opeong his
eyes. .* Girolawo, haste ‘to.thy post.
me bere ; cind ‘me oot. - Bid them hold on'to
the last. " ‘Stccor is -at hand, and the infidels,
jperceive it oot - L
.., &1 will revenge you or.die !’ said the faitbful
brother-at-arms,:tears streaming in spite of -him-

self < downhis -cheéks: ' ¢ Lady;" this is" your’

Leave |

‘do it more tenderly than'willold Diégo di Santa

had arrived, and the Turks, 10 (he 1staot of vic-
tory, abandoned their prize, «which they had only
iaken wben not one of that gallant Jittle crew
remained that was not dead er wounded.

When the Chrestians boarded the vessel and
entered the cabin, they louad what they at first
thought three corpses lymng together on the
grouad ; dor the form of the mawen who lad
tallen beside her brother was so covered with
the mingled blood that flowed from her intended
murderer and her preserver, that every feuture
in her state of insensibility, was quite irrecognis-
able ; but Angela di Meadoza sull hived.

CHAPTER XII,~THE HOME OF THE KNIGHT OF
ST. JOHN.
' 1 knew thee when the dog fawned on thes;
A mocher's eye iz quick I
Southey's Roderick.
¢ Motber of Heaven !’ were the first words
that saluted the ears of the rewiving Angela,
¢ what doeth this maiden here P and she felt he:-

moment of agony struck by the name; ¢ you are
then s uncle I’ and she burst into a passion of
tears.

¢ Yes, yes, poor child,’ said the compassionate
old knight ; © there, weep on, poor little one, lor
truly thou needest 1t, These are no scenes for
things so frail and fair as thou;' and all the
while he was undomng the youag keight’s armor,
and exawmining the gashes with the very teader-
ness and skilfuiness of a nurse, while his men-at
arms bore off and heaved everboard 1n a moment
the still streaming body of the Saracen, all the
while |ooking curiously on the scene before
them. And strange indeed wasit; the frail
tragile form of the bewildered maiden coutrastisg
with the bronzed manly figure ot old Sir Diego,
leaning together over the bleedmg form and al-
most boyish beauty of the young Ferdinand.

¢ Cheer thee, mawden,” he went on, as his
practised hand was lawd on the heart, from which
the coat of mail and doublet had been now with-
drown. ¢He hves; it1s but loss of dlood ; he
will yet do well,?

‘ My God, I thank Thee, ejaculated
©Ab, S Knight, our Blessed Lady
your charity to an orphan maid.’

¢ Tut, tut,? sad the bluat old korgtit = ¢ talle
not to Diego di Santa Croce of thanks for tead-
tog the wounds of bhis awn nephew, the son of,
his sister, when, as the vowed *servant of tife~
poor,’ every menial has a right to Ius serviees, .,
and every maiden to the defence of hLis good .
sword. Would that I had ooly arrived s00Der,,
to prevent all this mischief. Open your window,,
to let iu the air, for he recovers; we will bear
him to the couch and see to these wounds.’

So saying, be took him up 1n his arms ag easiiy
and tengellily as hel bad borne Aungela a few
minutes before, aad lawd him down apai
the couch. el Gpon

_ Slowly and languidly the young knight opened
his eyes, roused 1o consciousness by the vigorous
measures employed 1o stanch the blood. He
cast his eyes on the fuce of his sister, wio was
leaning over him in teurless sorrow, 99 she ac.
tively handed all the necessary articles (o the
ald kaight, to facilitate the bindg up of his

wounds, now rapidly proceediog ; le fuintly
murmured, * Deo gratias,’

¢ Aad to our Lady of Pharlermos.?
the delighted Sir Diego, ’

* Uacle ?” were the next wards, * you came to
our rescue P He looked first to one and then
to the otver of lus companions, but could say ao
more.

¢1 understand thee,’ said the kind :
¢ thou wouldst commend this maiden tghx!n‘;négfé”
Ferdinand looked his asseat, and uttered the
words, ¢ Angela di Mendoza—my mother

¢ Hush thee, hush thee, Ferdinand, broke 1
the agaia weeptg girl. ¢ Think not of me ; you
cannot speak. I know already this is my
uacle? and taking the ol keight’s hand, she
pressed it to her lips, while he, b rushing aw’ay a

Aangela.
reward:

ejaculated,

self-ited from the ground as tevderly as though
n ber mother’s arwms, and carried to a couch n a
pair of stalwart mailed arms. The first thing
that she saw was the benevolent manly face of a
bronzed old knight, scarred and seamed with
many a wousd m delence of the Cross, leaning
over ber. ¢ Why, ’tis 2 mere cluld ; and, by
iny troth, as fair a one as my sweet sister Bmilia
was many a long year ago! Cheer thee, fair
maiden,’ he continued, as he met the bewldered
gaze of returniag consciousness ; ¢ thou art in
good hands, the bands of the brave Kaights of
the Cross, who would not harm a har of thy
head. Whence comest thou 7 and what is thy
name 7’

¢ Angela di Mendoza,’ murmured the still only
balf-conscious girl,

* Di Mendoza ! Di Mendoza ! ejaculated the
old knight ; ¢ and where is our brave brother-in-
arms, Ferdinand di Mendozy P

Sore repented the good kmght that rash
speech j for with a wild scream the maiden,
everythiog suddeoly rushing upon ber mind,
spraug frow the couch and 1hrew herself upon
the floor beside the lifeless body of her bro-
ther.

¢ O Ferdinand ! my brother, my brother P she
exclaimed. ¢ Ab, Sir Koight,” she added, trying
In vala to raise .his bloody brow,—*)ook
not to me ; there is yet hope—bhe may stil be
alive.

¢ Aodis this the good knmight, Ferdinand di
Mendoza P said the old koight, who had not
perceived the prostrate forin of Ferdinand . be-

covered it. ¢ What, ho! my men, carry kence
this senseless carrion, and let us see to the life |
of this brother,’ he shouted, as - seseral men-at-
arms eatered. SR S

¢ Nay, maiden,” be added to Angela, wha was
making trembling efforts, in "vain, lo loose.is
corslet and helmet, €I dm more .accostomed to
tins gear, and trust me, never:could maiden hand:

Chi i 9
Croce. S SIS Y ¥

at the moment she acted hke
woman’s Dnalure took the upper
gould not thunk of that mowent without ashud- 7
er. ‘ R

hfted her wondering face, and sad,
e, as"befits-a simple Chpg-
Could-T do- otberwise when'a "‘!.:{m'ghtq:;‘ »
the Cross lay covered with fivbuhdé"ﬁt’iﬁy‘ feet?
He showed me the: ‘way, I tid *bift ‘follow > gag* 5"

tian.

that shudders.at.the sight-of:
béth-’ PN CYR "

tear, exclaimed :

¢ Rest tranquil, Ferdinand ; Angela di Men-
daza shall never want for a father’s care as long
as old Diego di Santa Croce lives; but I assure
thee thy wouads are what many a brare knight
hat.h got over before, and thou shalt yet live to
defend and guard her thysell. Shake not they
head so mournfully ; I tell thee thou hast no pre-
sent need of sbrift or priest ; thou wilt do all
that in our awn Malta, wiither we are hastenin
with swelling sails and favoring breeze.’ g
¢ Tell tam Angela, faintly whispered the
knight—¢ tell bic all 5 to him I commit you.!
‘T'he old knight held a cordial to his lips, and
listened (o the fearful account given in a few
words by the sorrowing maiden of her early

years, her first meeting with the kuight, the map-

tyrdom of her protector, and the
fight from the island of Syra. subsequent
“And it was well doae, and Jjke a gaHant

knighty? said Sir Diego, in vam striving to re-
press a tear that made its
¢ but who killed yon unbelie
ing here when I came ja,’

way down his cheek ;
ver whom I found ly-

Angela hid her face in the couch; for though

¢ He offered ber the Xoran or death,’ said' the

wounded knight, lus pale features slightly elow. -

1g with exultation ; ¢ she refused, ang—g R

‘Like a true daughter of Mendoza and -7

Santa Croce ! interrupted Sir Dlego-‘ '

tween the blood and the body of the Turk that| thou hadst strength left to cut - him dow::‘
that it ¥ : ‘ s

Feidivand . looked bis assen:t,"

while An'ge!g .

¢ Say, ratber, uncle,
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