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' A NOBLE REVENGE. ~
A LEGERD oF THE CRUSADES.
CHAPTER L.

Day was decliding ; aiready the wmists of the
evening were gathering in the valleys, when a
tiorseman, who bad been for some time skirting
the shores of the Mediterranean, plungiog at
length into a deep and winding ravive, whose
lofty sides were thickly clothed with pines—
Both borse and rider gave signs of u long and
fatiguing journey ; but in spite of his well-worn
tnantle, solled helmet, and arms rusted with rain,
the countenance of the young cavalier appeared
radiant with bappiness. With eager joy be
spurred on his steed, casting, as he went, looks
of teader interest around him, as though he re-
cognised at each fresh turn of the road some
dear familiar object, and ejaculating to himself
with a sort of rapturous emotion, indicated no
less by the smile that played on his lips and the
tear that glistened in his eye. When he reach-
ed a certain point in the road, ke stopped—it
was before a little image of Our Lady placed in
a halt-ruined niche ; there, joining his bands de-
voutly together, he cried aloud:

« O Mother of Mercy, thanks to thy tender
caré, I once mere behold my beloved country.

" Here, as I departed for the Holy war, 1 made
, my vow before thee; and here, asis meet, I
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promise to perform it. On this spot will T raise
a chapel and Lospice for pilgrims; bither will I
myself come each year to visit thy boly image,
and on the same day will 1 relieve with great
devotion thirty-three poor raen, in honor of the
thirty-three years which thy dear Son lived with
thee on earth. O Virgin, ever blessed, have
pity on me!”

With reason might Berenger d’Elvaz thank
the Lord, whose almighty hand had delivered
him out of so many perils. He had gone to the

-erusades - as a faithful vassal of ‘St. Louis-—

‘Wounded at Mansoura, he had endured a hard

,captivity in the house of 20 Egyptian emir, nor
‘had he recovered his liberty tilt the King of

Trance had paid a million bezants of gold for
his followers’ ransom, and surreadered Damietta
in payment for his own freedom ; and now, at
Jast, he had returned over sea to his awn dear
jand of Provence, and to the home of his fa-
thers, so fondly remembered. He was returning,
it was true, a poor knight, possessed of nothing
but lis own good sword, but abundance awaited
him io his father’s halls; be was wearied and
worn with travel, but what afiectionate solicitude
would not his mother and Lis sister lavish upon
liim ! He pictured to himself their joy, and in
imagination anticipated his own. He thought
of the ancient retainers who had known him
fromn a child ; e forgot not even hws poor faith-
ful dog, who, perhaps, already had instinctively
divined tae ear approach of lbis master,

# Come, Valiant,” said he to his horse, let
us push along ; a few steps further and we shall
be at home. Once there a, good stable, plenty
of fodder, and careful grooming will be yours.
Push op, then, Valiant, my brave steed.”

The docile anina) set himself to a caoter, and
soon the young traveller bebeld through the in-
creasiog darkness the tall, shadowy outline ot
the castle of Elvaz., Ilis heart leaped within
him at the sight ; but he observed with surprise
that no light glimmered through the narrow win-
dows, not a sound could be hear from the ram-
parts.

% They are 1 tbe aorthern hall,” said ke, as
if 10 re-assure himself; “my father is playing
chess with the chaplain ; iy mother and sister
ply the distaff; the valets are busy somewhere.
[ will soon make them hear me.”’

So saying, he took the horn that hung at his
bele, and sounded the ouce familiar notes by
which be was wont to ansouaee s return from
the chase. No answer. Seized with impa-
tience, he rode on ; the drawbridge was down
in spite of the lateness of the hour. Berenger
crossed it. Beneath the dark vault over which
rose the belfry tower, he lound neither servants
nor men-at-arms. He shouted ; the echo of the
ramparts alone replied. He advauced into the
court, and all around him was silence, darkness,
absolute solitude.

“ Good God ! he cried, “ what bas happea-
ed

At this moment the woon atruggled through
the thick mantle of clouds with which she was
enveloped, and paured a flood of light upon the
castle.  Berenger gazed around bLim, struck
with a secret and wdeBnable terror; and 1t
seemed as if the life-blood froze in his veing
when he bebeld the scene of desolation that was
now disclosed. The castle was a ruin; the
roofs were uncovered, the windows displayed
their gapiag recesses, stripped of glass and hang-
ings ; masses of rabbish strewed. the pavement of
the court in‘every direction ; {ragments of richly-
carved furniture, costly armor, brokea orua-
ments ; parchinents with large waxzea seala at-
tached, lay scattered on the ground; fire and
pillage seemed to have spared aothing but the
1nassive walls, which themselves bore the mark
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of flames. At this sight, Berenger leaped from
lis borse, and, almost beside himself with terror,
opened a window, the fastenings of which some
hostile- hand no doubt shattered, and entered the
armor-roowm, where once he used to lilt with his
father and his old retainers.

¢ My father /” he called aloud ;  my lather !
where are you? My wnother! Alice, my sster,
answer me.” :

“ Holloa ! who calls?** replied a voice which
proceeded from a corner of the vast and gloomy
bali.

Berenger rushed to the spot whence the sound
seemed to come, stretched out his hands, and en-
countered the arm of a man clotbed i a coarse
garment of goat’s hair. ‘

“Who are you 1 cried the young kaight ;—
and he dragged the unknown to the window,
through which the beams of the moon were fall-
ing.

The twro looked into each other’s faces.

“Js it you? is itindeed yon, my lord!” said
the man, as be fell at the feet of Berenger.—
“ You are still alive! Do you not know me!
I am James Lerouge, the goatherd, once the
companion of your sports.”

“Yes, I know you, my poor James. But—
tell me—what has happencd? My father, my
mother, my sister—in the name of God, where
are they ?”

The man drew back; then, with u look of the
deepest horror, answered, us he grasped the
young man’s arm :

“Your father, your mother, and the Lady
Alice, are all dead—shin by Jobn de Mellort,
the ancient enemy of your house. They lie
buried in the chapel.”

Berenger’s kuees tottered under him ; be sup-
ported himself agamnst the wall, and fixed his
haggard eyes upon the goatherd.

The latter resumed :

“Jt was believed that you had perished st
Mansoura. Melfort, no longer fearing your re-
turn, fell upon us. Vassals, men-at-arms, all
were massacred. My lord was slain defending
his daughter ; your sister was pierced with an
arrow, and your venerable mother died of grief.
The wretches pillaged the castle, leaving the
bodies of thewr victuns without burial, but the
monks of St. Benedict laid them i consecrated
earth. Yor myself, I was left for dead in a cor-
ner of the court youder; but I recovered from
my wounds, and continued with my flock to in-
habit the place in whick T bad heen bred. T
never believed that you were dead ; | looked for
your return, and, besides, I had something te
say to you.” .

« What?” said tue young man eagerly.

“ John de Melfort has a castle, a wife, and a
davghter. Revenge is sweet.”

" Next day broke fair and bright ; a man cloth-
ed in a white habit, and wearing a scapular on
which shone a shield of gules and gold, was ap-
proching along the path that led to Elvaz. He
walked with a firm step, seeming to contemplate
with delight the leafy thickets, the banks cover-
ed with wild thyme, the ripples of the sparkling
stream which ran babbling alovg its rocky bed,
and repeating from time to time, in an under tone
verses from the psalms, us though wsing the
strains of the royal prophet to sing the praises
of the Lord of all. Stepping usder the walls
of ihe castle, he cast bis eyes over the ruined
towers, and said to himself:

“ I will go into the chape! and pray a moment
over its deserted tombs.”

He crossed the drawbridge, uo longer guard-
ed by men-at-arms ; he entered (he courtyard,
antd appeared struck with astonishment on be-
holding a young man standing with his back
agaiost the ramparts, and gazing with a mournful
countenance on the havoc that surrounded bim.
The mook approached, and moved by a lively
feeling of compassion, thus addressed him :

i My son what doesl thou alone in this de-
serted spot? The masters of the castles are no
more ; but you lock pale and wan—are you ill,
tell me? 1If you are huagry, I bave bread and
figs in my wallet. If youare ill, T aw some-
what of 2 leech.” ,

Whilst the good religious was thus speaking
with a tender earnestness, Berenger slowly rais-
ed his head, and casting on himn at once a fook
cold and calm, said in a low voice, more Lervible
than the wildest cry of despair:

“I am Bercnger d’Elvaz!” .

“ What, my dear son!” exclaimed the ok
“ are you then alive7”  Alas! it has been Got’s
will to lay most heavy trials on you; yet, doubt-
less, He has %ren you the strength and faith to
bear them. DBut why remain bere? You have
relations, you bave friends, who will rejoice to
welcome you. I pray you, my son, leave this
melancholy place, where everything conspires to
awaken your griel.”

¢ Never will I leave this castle,” was Beren-
ger’s emphatic answer. ' ]

The mook, though still young, had Jong since
soraded the lowest depths of man's heart.
knew well bow a smooth brow and a placid smile
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will often cover the bitterest and most excited
feelings, and the fiercest passion disguise itself
under a tranquil mien, as the burning volcano
lies concealed beneath 1ts veil of snow. Tak-
ing, then, the young man’s hand, and fixing on
bim his dark eyes, mild yet penetrating, he said :

“ My son, you will not leave these rumns be-
cause you are nursing, not your grief, but your
revenge ; and there, where you stand, you medi-

tate less upon your father than on John de Mel-’

fort.”

And what if I meditate requiting bim the evil
he has done me—would it not be just ?”

¢ Vengeance is mine, I will repay it saith
the Lord. No, my child, it is not just to in-
trench on the rights that belong to (iad, and by
an untimely and violent death to rob the sinner
of the day of repentance which God might per-
ckance bave reserved for him. [ say fo you,
{rom that God will be your judge, vengeance is
oot yows; and again I say to you, from Him
who is your Saviour, ¢ By patience shall ye find
peace to your soul.” When you huve made your
enemy’s hearth, will you find your own restared ?
When you have plunged the sword ‘into the
breasts of his wife and daughter, will your mo-
ther and sister rise again from the dead ? When
you have burdened your conscience with the load
that now oppresses his, will your own he more
light 7

“ My father,” interposed Berenger, ¢ you are
a man el peace ; you cannot understand me.”

# My son, before 1 was a monk, I wasa man
ol war like yoursell ; before I put on this frock,
I wore the breastplate and belt of a knight ; I
felt the excitement of worldly passions. Ispeak
to you then, as one who Las bad experience of
human glory ; and 1 tell you that,:f to your
blinded eyes there be certain grandeur in an in-
satiable revenge, there is that which is infinitely
grander and more neble in the generous forgive-
ness which trizmphs, not over an , enemy  pros-
trate at our feet, but over the haighty passions
of our own hearts,”

“ But, father, you do not understand me ;—
leave me.” .

“ My son, my brother, 1 will nut leave you;
for the hour of “despair is no time for good reso-
lutions. (God has senl me hither, blessed be His
divine providence, wlicl: does nothing n vain !

 But know you,” cricd Berenger,mpatiently,
“ you who want me to forgive like a coward—
know you the evil this mao las done me? Do
you know that, after two long years of hard cap-
tivity, I return with a heart bounding with hope
and joy, longing for love, full to overflowing with
the tenderest affection for my aged parenis and
my young sister ; and, thanks to this Melfort,
find, instead of my father’s hearth, yon three
tombstones?  Did he not reveuge on a few poor
vassals, an old mar, and two women, the wrongs -
of his ancestors ? and shall I not render hum wo
for wo, pang for pang ? 1 tell you that all night
as J paced these deserted courts, by the side ot
the graves where all I love lie buried, ! heard
dear famuliar voices crying ¢ Strike and avenge
us !’ and I will obey.”

“No, my son, your griel deceives you; T
koew those for whom you mourn. Your father
was a Just man, your other a noble and pious
lady, your young sister an angel of innocence ;
they bave entered into the rest of the angels,
and they pray for pardon on their murderer ;—
they heap upon his head, not the burning coals
of vengeauce, but the riches of a glowing char-
ity. Oh, no, blessed souls! itis not revenge you
ask of the Lord ; you ask but to see your ene-
my pardoned, and throned 1n' glory with you for
all eternity. But your child, your brother, still
bound with the cords of the flesh, cannot under-
stand you.” :

“ Your words grieve me,” sail Berenger,”
“and yet your voice is that ot a friend.”

“ Ab! doubt it not, iy brother ; that grief of
which you have made me sole confidant, binds us
togetber forever. In the name of the friendship
with which you hare inspired me, grant me one
favor. Qur monastery 18 not far from bence—
deign to accept its hospitality ; our house shall
be your home ; there you will find fathers, bro-
thers, ready to welcome you; and your projects,
whatever they be, will ripen in silence and re-
flection. Leave tis dreary place, and come to
the abode which the Lord offers you.”

% Who are you 7 and what is your pame 1""—
asked the young man.

“]1 am a knight of Our Lady of Mercy,” re-
plied the monk, ¢ and my name is Peter Nolasco.’

CHAPTER 1I.

'Cen years bave passed away, The Order of
Mercy possesses 2 commandery at the gates of
Montpellier, trom which, as {rom ar advaaced
post of charity, issues forth from day to day the
valiant chivalry of the Cross to defend the coun-
tries of Europe against the Saracens, or, more
heroie still, to rescue their victims [rom their
hands in the very heart of their bagnios, and
amudst the sands of the desert. It was towards

He'

this retreat, whose white walls were conspicuous
from afar, that about midday a young girl might

be sveu dirccting her steps, accompamed by a
youth and an aged serving-man. After crossing
the drawbridge, they stopped under the donjon-
keep, from the summit of which waved the ban-
ner of the order; there they spoke a few words
to a sentinel, who. pointed out the way to the
cloister. The youthful inquirers paused, as if
awe-struck, at the entrance of that wide enclo-
sure, where already some of the brave compan-
ions of Peter Nolasco and Raymond of Penaafort
were taking therr peaceful and glorious rest.—
Their modest tombs rose in the centre of a
court ; around, uader the vaulted cloister, walk-
ed in silence a number of knights and priests, the
former svearing their white tunic and mantle, the
latter having their habit of the same snowy pur-
ity, embroidered with the arms of the King of
Arrogan—a token of the affection borne by that
truly Chnistian prince for the noble order of Re-
demption.  Nothing disturbed the quiet seclu-
sion of the place, save the measured fall of their
foot upon the pavement, and the rusthug of their
long robes of serge, as they paced continually to
and fro. '
At length a priest perceiving the maiden and
her companions, approached them. Ile wasa
man still in the prume of life; but his sorrow-
stricken brow, and his hair prematurely sprinkled
with grey, seemed to mark him as one who had
in the world encountered wrongs and sufferings
such as had left wounds in his soul, which time as
yet had but impertectly healed. In a voice full
of sweetness he asked :
¢ Maiden, what seekest thou #”
“ Alas, sir !’ she answered, *we are two un-
Liappy children, well.nigh orphans, T might say,
though eur father-and mother are both still living.
One is g captive among the Saracens, and the
other is dying of anxiety and grief !

“ Your father. is.in slavery 7

“ Yes, sir. e had gone to Barcclona to re-
ceive a legacy bequeathed him by a friend of
my mother’s, and was returmng in confidence to
Provence, when the galley in which he had en-
bariced was taken by the Barbary corsairs.—
Resistance was vain, the infidels carried him off
into slavery'; and we have reason to believe that
he is now in Tangiers. My noble father a slave!
—put up for sale!” Tears and sobs interrupted
her words, and her brother wept at sceing her
weep.
% Compose yourself, my child,” said the monk,
“ your father shall be redeemed.”
“ Ab, noble sir, we. shall count nothing too
costly for bis ransom. See; my mother has
given me her Jewels, her bracelets, and her
rings ; we will pledge our lands,—everything we
possess. 1fonly you conseat to go to my fu-
ther’s rescue, we will put into your hands a sum
more than sufficient for his rederaption ; we have
faithful vassals, too, and tried friends, and there
is not one amongst them but would contribute to
the deliverance of the Lord of Melfort,”
¢ Melfort, did you say 7 Melfort ! crid the
‘monk. “ Your father’s name is—>

“ John de Melfort,sir.  If you are of Pro-
vence, you know it 1s no ignohle name.”

“I know it!” smid the monk, in a low stern
voice; ¢ I know it, alas too well I

He turned away ; his eyes for an instant
gleamed fiercely ; the "next moment be raised
themn to the crucifix which hung in the middle of
the Ccloister : '
“ () great God,” he muttered,  and do such
fierce passions reign in a soul which Thy grace
has vanquished ? The voice of this child rouses
in my soul feelings of hatred and revenge wiich I
deemed stifled forever ! My father, my mother,
my sister, what will you have me to do? DBless-
ed souls, what s it you ask of me 1"
He stood for some time sileut, bis eyes fixed
on the divine crucifix : then, turning towards the
children, he said, in‘a’ voice of inexpressible
sweetness : '
“] will myself go in search of your father,
and, if it please God, will restore him to you.—
Pray for me, a miserable sinner.”
A few hours after a monk, habited for a jour-
ney, was receiving on.lis knees the benediction
of Peter Nolasco, the. General  of the Order,
who, as he embraced him, said
“ Go, dear son, and spare neither your blood
nor your life in the service of your neighbor.—
Go, servant of Christ, follow in your Master’s
steps ; forget not your vows, which oblige you
to rematn yourself in chains to deliver a Chris-
tian from captivity.  Brother Berenger, fare-
well? v '
- The watchian oo the top of the tower of St.
Victor’s Abbey, at Marseilles, had just given
warning that several vessels were on the point of
entering the harbor ; erowds were hurrying to
the quay, and trying to distinguirh the respective
barks by -their rigging, or their general trim, as
they ran before the morning breeze. 1In the
midst of:the bustling, noisy throng, yet somewhat
apart, might be seen a httle, silent group ; it
coosisted of a lady, wearing the black dress and
head gear of a widow, a young girl, who clung
timidly to her mother, and a handsome boy
trvelve or thirteen years of age, who from time
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to time played carelesely with a tall grey-hound
by his side. Aa old servant stood behind them,
and all were lollowing eagerly with their eyes
the white sails, which approaclied nearer every
moment. The outhne of the rigging was dis-
tinctly visible, sharply defined agamnst the sky.
The formns of three vessels in particular were now
clearly discernivle; and soon the spectators
could distinguish the colors of the flags displayed
at their bows.

The practiced eye ol a master-pilot at length
recogpised the leading vessel: * Praised be our
Lady of La Garde! ’tis the ITappy Bark ; she
comes frow Palermo, and bringe news of Mou-
sieur d’Anjou, husband of Beatrice of Pro-
vence.”

Y And the second,” broke in annther, < ia the
sloop 5t. Mary ; she comes from Smyroa, witls
fruits and perfuines.”

The two ships thus announced rapuly eatered
tle roads, amidst the ucclamations of the crowd.
The third still lagged bebind in the distance, la-
boring heavily, as it seemed, against the wind,
which had become less favorable. '

The widow and ber children stood ansiously
watching her; though the poor ludy would say,
“Ttis of nouse expecting, my chidren; it is
God’s will to try us.”

“ Mother 1”7 — suddenty exclaimed the boy,
“look !—1 sce it elearly ;-"tis the holy stapd-
ard that floats on that galley "

The widow turned pale, and pressed her hand
upon her heart, fluttering between hope and
fear. She gazed out upon the waters, the flag
unfurled itsell'in the breeze, and she suw plainly
on the white ground the arms of Arrogan, with
the device, ¢ Ledemptionem. misit populo suo
—1le gave redemption to 1l people.”

“Teis the St Joha the Baptist, the galley of
the Redemptorists ! cried the people.

% (ireat God ! said the wiluw, iy it POssi-
ble? Holy Virgin! lct e uot be disappointed
of ny hope.

Still she gazed 5 and oo the derk she bebeld a
man in o white jabit.
“ My mother,” evied the young giel, @ it 1w he

—it is the priest /?

“There ts u captive on board. [Hurral '—
burrah I showted the wariners and prople, whose
altention was now atrongly vxrcited; ¢ thauky to
aur Lady of La Garde ! {1 shall tang wp his
chams at her altar.” '

‘Uhe Jady tottered 1o the water’s edge ; a mist
came over her eyes; she dured not look up,
dreading not to beboll her husband, so long and
fruitlessly expected : but the «xclamations of her
children wid the shouts ol the people forced her
to raise her head.  The vessel was close upon
the quay ; aman wax landiog fron it, wretchedly
clad, bis fret aud hands loaded with chains ; but
his countenanee,—’twas he! She uttered a cry,
made a few steps forward, und fell swooning with
joy into the army of the caplive.

Ie strpined her to his heart, and extended his
hands to bless his children, who, kneeling at his-.
feet, were eudeavoring to lvosen the fetters . .
which he had but just resuised ; then, turning
towards the monk, who was at that moment
leaving the galtey, he cried:

“ My wife, my children, if you love me, love
and bless this good religions ; to whom I owe my
liberty, my life. Let all who love Melfort Lonor
and bless this man of Gaod.” Then, as the monk -
strove to iove away, he grasped bim by the arm
and i a still louder voice, cried:

“ He sought e out on the verge ot the Great
Desert, whither my masters had carried e ; he
found ine dying of the black plague. Al bhad
abandoned me; but, undeterred by the loathsome
disense, he iostalled himsell as my nurse; be
cured me by bis skill, or rather by bis loving and
tender care.  'The barbarians declared my ran-
som-money insufficient ; he offered to remain
himself in my stead 5 but this] called God and
His blessed Mother to witness that T would not
sufer. And this he did: aod now—hear me,
my son—I bid every one who bears the name ot
Melfort be benceforth the friend and servunt of
the Holy Order of Mercy.”

As he concluded, a man weariug a cloth gov

said abruptly, * You are the lord of Melfort.—
Do yau know the name of your defiverer, mes-
sire 7" e :

“He 1s called Brother Berenger ; but what
other name he bears I kaow not.” i

% 1 will tell it to you, then. His name i+ Ber-
enger, Lord ¢ Elvaz—Elvaz! do you hear 7—
Ah, my master, my dear ford,” added the man,
bathing the monk’s bands with Ius tears, * 1
koew you.”.

Melfort bad started back as if thunderstruck ;
be gazed at the monk with a sort of terror, as
though the dead had suddenly stood before hun.
“ Berenger d’Elvaz 1 be said, at last, “ can this
be s0.” ' )

“Be 501 eried James Leronge (for be it
was), “1 should have knowa my lord amongst

a thousand. 1 was his serf, his liege-mag ; be
freed ine, and amply provided for me. 1 am now

and cap, pushed his way through the crowd, aen - -



