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THE TRIALS OF A TEMPLAR.
A SKETCH OF THE CRUSADES.

A somMEeR dayin Syria was radidly draw-
ing towards its close, asa handful of European
cavalry, easily recognized by taeir flat-topped
helmets, cumbrous hauberks, and chargers
sheathed like their riders, in plate and mail,
were toiling their weary way through the deep
sand of the desert, scorched almost to the heat
of molten lead by the intolerable glare of an
eastern sun. JInsignificantin numbers, but high
of heart, confident from repeated success,
elated with enthusiastic valor, and the inspirits
ing sense of a holy cause, they followed the
guidance of their leader, one of the best and
most tried lances of the Temple, careless whi-
ther, and secure of triumph ; their steel armor
glowing like barnished gold, their lance heads
flashing in the levs] rays of the setting orb, and
the party-coloured bamner of the Beauseant
hanging motionless in the still atmosphere.

Before them lay an interminable waste of
bare and dusty plain, broken into long swells
succeeding each other in monotonous regu-
larity, though occasionally varied by stunted
patches of thorny shrubs ond dwarf palm trees.
As they wheeled round one of these thickets,
their eommander halted suddenly at the sight
of some fifty horsemen, whose flattering garb
and turbaned brows, as well as the springy
pace of their Arab steeds, proclaimed them na-
tives of the soil, winding along the bottom of
the valley beneath him, with the stealthy si-
lence of prowling tigers. Although the enewmy
nearly trebled his own force in numerical
power, without @ moment’s hesitation, Albert
of Vermandois arrayed hie little band, and be-
fore the infidels had discovered bis presence,
much less drawn a blade, or concentrated their
scattered line, the dreaded war-cry rang upon
their ears—* Ha, Beauseant! For the temple!
For the temple !”” and down thundered the ir-
resistible charge of the western crusaders en
their unguarded fank. Notan instantdid the
Saracens withstand the brunt of the Norman
lance ; they broke away on all sides, leaving
a score of their templars stretched to rise no
more, on the bloody plain. Scarcely, however
had the victors checked their blown horses,
or re-organized their phalanx disordered by
the hot struggle, when the distant clang of cym-
bal, horn, and kettle dram, mingled with the
shrill lelies of the heathen sounding in every di-
rection, announced that their march had been
anticipated, their route beset, themselves sur-
rounded.  Hastily taking possession of the
vantage ground afforded by &n abrupt hillock,
and dismissing the lightest of his party to ride
for life to the Christian camp, and demand im-
mediate aid, Albert awaited the onset with the
stern composure which springs from self-pos-
session. A few minutes sufficed to show the
Christians. the extent of their embarrassment,
and the imminence oftheir peril. Three heavy
masges of cavalry were approaching them frem
mary different quarters, their gaudy turbans,
gilded arms, and wav of an hundred
hues, bla i to the stern
and martials on soldiers of the
west. “To the q - Albert it
stantly evident that thei ted I
tracting the conflict i)l the arrival of succor,
snd even this hope, was shed by the un-
wonted: velogity \with wi the Mahometans
hurried to the attack. .1t .ceemed as if the
also were aware.that in order to conquer, they
nIust CONQuEr ly ; for, contrary to their
usual mode of fighting, they charged resolutely
upon the very lances of the motionless Chris-
tians, who, in a, solid circle, opposed their
mailed bressts in firm array to their volatile
antogonists. Fiercely, however, 2s they
charged, their lighter coursers recoiled before
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the' bone” and weight of the European war- |

steeds.  The lances of the Cruzaders were
shivered in the onset, but to the thrust of these
succeeding the deadly sweep of the two-hand-
ed swords flashing above the scimitars of the
infidel with the eway of some t c engine.
Time after time the eastern w rsrushed on,
time efter time they retreated like the sn m

4 4§
some lonely rock cn which it has wasted its
thunders invain. At length they changed their
plaa, and wheeling in rapid eircles, poured their
arrows 1n, as fast, and for a time asfruitlessly,
as the enow siorm of a December day. On
tl}ey came agaw, right upon the point where
Vermandois was posted, headed by a tall chief.
t2in, distinguished no Jess by his gorgeous
srms, than by his gallant bearing. Rising in
his stirrups, when at a few paces distance, he
hurled his long javelin full in the face of the
Crusader. Bending his crest to the suddle-bow
as the dart passed harmlessly over him, Al-
bert cast his m e battle.axe in retura; the
tremendous missife huried past the chief at
whem it was 1, and smote his Id bear-
er 1o the earth, at the very moment when an
arrow pierced the Templar’s charger through
the eyehall to the brain: the .animal, frantic
with the pain, bonnded forward 2nd rolled life-
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less, bearing his rider with him to the grouad; |

y€t, even in that last straggle the stern luml:;
clove the turbaned leader dowa to
hefore he fell.  Five hundred hors:
over him—his array was broken—his compani-
ons were hewn from their saddles, even before
their commander was snatched from beneath
the trampling hocfs, disarmed, fettered, and
reserved for a doom to which the fate of his
comrades had been a boon of wmerey. Satis-
fied with their success, and aware that a few
hours at he farthest must bring up the rescue
from the Christian army, the Saracens retreat.
ed as rapidly as they had advanced; all night
long they travelled with unabated speed to-
wards their inaccessible fastnesses, in the re-
cesses of their wiid mountains. Arrived a:

their encampment, the prisoner was cast into a
dungeon hewn from the living rock. Day after
day rolled heavily on, and Albert lay in utter
darkness, ignorant of his destiny, uavisited by
any being except the swart and bearded savage
who brought. the daily pittance scarcely suffi-
cient for the wants of his wretched condi-
tion.

Albert of Vermandois, a Bergundian youth
of high nobility, ard yet more exelied renown,
had left his country stung almost to madaess,
by the early death fo her, to whom he had
vowed his affections, and whose name he had
already made ¢ glorious by his sword,” from
the banks of the Danube, to the pillars of Her-
cules. He had bound the crossupon his breast,
he had mortified all worldly desires, all earthly
passions, beneath the strict rule of his order.
While yet in the flush and pride of manhood—
before a gray hair had streaked his dark locks,
or a single line wrinkled his lofty brow—he
had changed his nature, his very being; he had
attained a height of dignity and fame, scarcely
equalled by the best and oldest warriors of the
temple. The vigor of his arm, the vast scope
of his political foresight, no less than tke unim-
peached rigor of his morals, had long rendered
him a glory to his brotherhood, a cause of
terror, and an engine of defeat to the Saracen
lords of the Holy Land. Many a league had
been formed to overpower, many a dark plot
hatched to enveigle him ; but so invarisbly had
he borne down all cdds in open warfare before
his irresistible lance, =0 certainly had he hurled
back all secret treasons with redoubled ven-
geance on the heads of the schemers, that he
was almost doonied the possessor of some caba-
listic spirit, framed for the downfaill and des-
truction of the sons of Islam.

Deep were the consultations of the infidel
ieaders concerning the destiny of the & formida-
ble captive. The slanghter zctually wrought
by his hard had been se fearful, the ravages
produced in their armies by his poliey o un-
bounded, that 2 large majority were in favour
of his instant execuation ; nor could human in-
genuity devise, or brute cruelty perform, more
hellish methods of torture tharn were calmly
dizcussed in that infuriate assembly. %

It was late on the third day of his ‘captivity,
when the hinges of his dungeon grate creeked,
and a broader glare streamed through the aper-
ture than had hitherto disclosed the secrets of
his prison house. The red light streamed from
a lamp in the grasp of a dark figure,—an
Imaem, known by his high cap of lambski
his loose black robes, his parchment cincture,
figured with Arabic characters, and the long
beard that flowed, even below hisgirdle i
restrained luxuriance. A negro, beari
of a better quality, and the beverage
by the prophet, the forbidden jui
followed; his ivory teeth, and the
of his eyes glittering with a gt
in the clear lamp.light. He
accustomed dainties on the ro
priest seated himself so that the
veal every change of the Templar's features,
while his own were veiled in the deepest sha-
dow.

¢ Arise, young Nazarine,” he said,
and eat, for to-morrow thou shalt die.
drink, and let thy soul be strengthened to bear
thy doom, for as surely as thers is one God,
and one 1 t, which is Mahomet, so ly
is the blac el outstretehed abo
thee.”

< It is well,” was the unmoved reply, «“T ¢
a consecrated kaight, end how should a T
plar tremble 2 A Christian: and h
follower of Jesus fear to die 1’

** My ‘brother hath spoken wisely, yetis his
wisdom but folly. Truly bast thou said—itis
well to die ; for is it not written that the fai
ful and the Yaoor mustalike go hence? B:
it the same tk for a warrior to fall amidst
the flutter of banners, and the flourish of trum-
pets,—which ere to the strong man, even as
the breath of his nostrils, or as the mild show-
ez3 in seed time to the thirsty plain,—and to
perish by inches afar from his comrades, sur-
rounded by tribes to whom the very name of
ki is & byword and a scorn 7

! htof heaven!” eried

gne , “rather should’st thou

say a terror, and a ruin; for when have the

3 ed the waving of our pennc or

g of eur armor ? But it skills not

talking,—leave me, priest, for T abhor thy
creed, as I despise thy loathsome impostor.”

For a short space the wise man of the tribes
was silent ; he gezed intently on the ‘counte-
nanece of his foe but not a sign of wavering
or dismay could his kean eye trace in the stern
and haughty features. “* Allah Acbar,” he said
at length, ¢ to God ell things are possible—
would the Christian live 7

« All men would live, and T am but a man,”
returned -the knight, ¢ yet praise be to him
where all praise is due, I have never shrunk
from death in the field, nor can he fright me on
the scaffold ; if my Master has need of his ser-
vant, he who had power to deliver Jsrael.from
bendage, and Daniel from the jaws of the lion,
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wrely he shall deliver my eoul from the pow-
if he has appointed for me

i

er of the dog. And
the crown of martyrdom, it sh Jer hesaid
Albertof Vermandois was deaf to the will

f the God of Battles, and the Lord of Hoests.”
¢ The wise man hath said,” replied the slow
musical notes of the priest, in strange contrast
to the fiery zeal of the prisoner,  the wise men
d, better isthe cottage that standeth
than the tower which tottereih inits fall.
1y brother hear reason 7 Cast away the
Cross from thy bre bind the turban upon
thy Brow—and b thou shalt be as a prince
£1ong eur peo
¢ Peace,

n

o

o

ner !—1 spit at thee—I t}e-
spise—I defy —TI, & worshipper of the liv-
i hovah, sh base myself to the camel
ver of Mecca.—~Peace ! Begone ! He tura-
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ed his face to the wall, filded his arms upcR

his chest, and wes silent. . No entreaties, no
threats of torment, no promises of merey, could
induce him again to open hislips. His eyes
were fixed as 1f they beheld some shape, un-
seen by others ; his brow was calm, and but for
a slight expression of scorn ebout the muscles
of the mouth, he might have passed for a visi-
onary. After a time the Imaum arose, quitted
the cell—and the warrior was again alone! But
a harder trial was yet before him ;—the door
of his prison opened yet once more, and a form
entered—a being, whom the poets in her own
land of minstrelsy would have described under
the types of a young date tree, bowing its
graceful head to the breath of evening—of a
pure spring in the burning desert—of a gazelle
bourding over the unshaken herbage—of a
dove gliding on the wings of the morring ! And
in truth she was lovely. Her jetty hair braid-
ed above her transparent brow, and floating in
a veil of curls over her shoulders—her large
eyes swimming in liquid langour—and aboye
all, that indescribable charm,

“The mind, the music breathing from her

face.”

Her form slighter, and more sylph-like, than
the maids of Esrope can boast, yet rounded
into the fairest mould of female beauty—all
combined to make up a creature resembling
rather a houri of Makomet’s Paradise, than

“One of earth’s least earthly daughters.”
For a moment the Templar gazed, as if he
doubted whether he were not looking upon oue
of those spirits, which are said to have assailed,
and almost shaken, the sanctity of many an
holy anchorite. His heart, for the first time in
many years, throbbed wildly—he bowed his
head between his knees, and prayed ferveatly ;
nor did he again raise his eyes, till a voice, as
karmenious as the breathing of a lute, addres-
sed him inthe lingua Franca.

< If the sight of his hand-maiden is offensive
to the eves of the Nazarene, she will depart as
she came, in sorrow.”

The soldier lifted up his eyes, aad saw her
bending over him with so sad an expression of
teaderness, that despite of himself, his heart
melted within him, and his auswer was courte-
ous, and even kind.—* I thank thee, dear lady,
I thavk thee for thy good will, though it can
avail me nothing ; but wherefore does one go
fair, aad, it may wellbe, so happy as thou art
visit the cell of a condemned cuptive

¢ Saynet condemned, oh!say not condemn-
ed! Thy bearer is a servant of life, and free.
dom, and honor. She saw thy manly form, she
locked upon thine undaunted demeanour, and
she loved thee,—loved thee to distraction,—
would follow thee to the eads of earth,—would
die to save thee,—has already saved thee, if
thou wilt be saved [—Rank—honor—life—and
loye—"

¢ Lady”—he interrupted her— Listen ! for
ten long years I have not lent my ear to the
witchery of @ woman’svoice! Ten y
1 was the betrothed lover of @ maid, 1
nigh said, as fair as thou art. She died! died
—and left me desolate,~I have fled from my

re land, I have devoted to my God the
ich I once cherished for your sex.—
Id not give thee love in return for thy love,
or would I stoep to fein that which I felt
h it were to win not temporal, but
»

* Oh! diemiss me not,”—shke sobbed, as she
threw her white arms around his neck, and
panted or his bosom,—* Oh ! dismiss me not
3,—I ack no vows,~I'ask no love. Be but
-lat my country be your country, my
yours;—aad you are safe and free!”

Master,”—he replied coldly, es he dis-
er grasp, and remoyed  her from his
—< hath gaid, ** what would it Profit a
man, if he should gain the whole world, and
loose his own soul,””—Ihave listened to thee,
lady, end T have answered thee,—but my heart
18 heayy,—for it is mournful, to see that so
glorious a form shounld be the habitation of so
frail a spirit. I pray thee leave me !'—To-mor-
row I shall meetmy God, and I would come
mune with him now in spirit and in truth 1

Slowly she turned away,—wrapped her face
in her veil, and moved with faltering steps,—
walling as if ‘her heart was about to burst,
—through the low portal ;—the gate clanged
heavily asshe departed, but the sounds of her
lamentation were audible, long  after the last
being who would show a sign of pity for his
woes, or of admiration for his merits, had gone
forth never egainto return.

Allnight long, the devotions, the fervent,
and heartfelt prayers of the Crusader ascended
to the throne of his Master, and. often, though
he struggled to suppress the feeling, a petition
for hislovely, though deluded visitor, was min-
gled with entreaties for strength, to beer the
fate he anticipated.—Morning came at last, not
as in the frigid climates of the north, creeping
through its gradations of gray dawn, and dap-
pling twilight.  The prison gates were open for
the last time, the fetters were struck off from
the limbs of the undaunted captive, and himself
led forth like a victim to the sacrifice.  From
leagues around, all the hordes of the desert had
come together in swarms, outnumbering the
winged motes, that stream like dusty atoms in
every sunbeam. It was a strafige, and under
other cireumstances would have been a glori-
cus spectaele; in a vast sandy basin, surroun-
ded on every side by low-and rugged eminences,
were the swarthy sons of Syria mustered, rank
above rank, to feast their eyes on the unwont-
ed epectacle of a Christian's suffering. The
rudetribes of the remotest regions, Arab and
Turcoman, mounted on the uncouth dromeda-
ry, or on steeds of matchless symmetry, and un-
sustained pedigree, mingling their dark bara-
cans with the brilliant.arms and gorgeous garbs
of the Soldan’s court,—even the unseen beauti-
es of an hundred harems watched from their
canopied litters, the preparations for the execu-
tion with as much interest, and as little con-
cera, as the belles of our own day exhibit before

.dashed from the cavaleade which

h is ¥

the curtain has beendrawn aside, which '
i

disclose the performances of a Pedroth
Malibran to the enraptured audience. 4
Tn the cenire of this natural amphifhealts
stood the scathed and whitening trunk ko
thunder striken palm; to this innxtificml ’“ﬂ
was the captive led, one by one his garm®
were torn assnnder, till his muscular _oml;‘:‘l
splendid proportions were revealed 18 ”Bce
majesty to the wondering multitude. Onfor:
before he was attached to the fatal trees ® &
mal offer of life, and liberty, and high ofi¢® i
the Moslem ccurt was tendered: to him, 0% choe,,
dition of his embracing the faith of the proEis
and refused by oae contemptuous motiof %5
hand. He wasbound firmly to the stumps
his hands secured far above his head,—8¢ o
ifty paces distant, stood a group of d&! 11
fierce warriors, with bended bows, and w¢ 1
led quivers, evidently awaiting the 81884
pour 1n their arrowy sleet upon his ung® 1
limbs. He gazed upon them with & coﬂﬂw
ance unmoved and serene, though 50‘!‘“‘0‘1
paler thanits usual tints. His eyes did, W
however, long dwell on the unattractivé 'Igdl‘
he turned them upwarde, aud his lips r(oV: {h
intervals, though no sound was conV}’Yed' had
ear of the bystanders. Some mind e e
elapsed thus, when the shrill voice °m,,
Duezzin was heard proclaiming the hour?
tin-prayer in his measured chant,—* et!
no God, but God, and Mahomat ishis proP o
In an instent the whole was prostrate 1A
dust, and motionless as though the fa‘d iated
of the simoon was careering through the 80
atmosphere. A flash of contempt £ho ‘icw
the features of the Templar, but 1t q“mul'
vanished in a more holy expression, 88 em
tered to himself the words, used on 8 '“e -
memorable occasion by divinity, 0y
“ Forgive them Lord, they kﬂ"wl o
what they do!” The cause nice
short duration; with arustle like the "oriiinﬂ
the forest, when the first breath of the
tempest agitates its shiveriag foliages the md
titude rose to their feet. A gallant llt([),roﬂﬂ‘id
is
around the person of their Soldan, che¢ ehﬂ’"
steed baside the archer band, spoke # ¥
words, and galloped back to his station: arro¥
Another minute—and arrow aftéf, = “he

whistled from the Paynim bows, Pl"c,'”mplm
limbs, and even grazing the body of the ’l‘etimr/
but not a murmur escaped from the Vi¢
scarcely did a frown contract his bro%s o
was au irrdaiation, as if of celestial hﬂpfcuwx
upon his countenance ; uor could a l';[’s‘ podf
have imagined for & moment that X{ol‘ 1he
was elmost convulsed with agony, bu red &
weapons quivering even to their t’a‘heo blo'd
tremities in every joint, and the lar8 st
drops trickling like rain upon the .
soil. . di bt

Again there was a pause. Circle and M
Nubian guard, followed by the bruv_"“e { rodt
brightest of his court, the Soldan hl“? thertr
up to the bleeding Crusader. Yet, ”‘f rido
decked wich all the pomp of royaltys £ pest
of war, goodly in person, and sublimé lmedy/
ing, the monarch of the east was ® " hi‘h'
shamed like a slave before his mastef™ pﬂld
native majesty of Christian virtue; P the tor*
the prince at first find words to ad ,—(93_‘ »
tared mortal, who etood at hia feét we;etm'
serene deportment which would have g b8
ed the judgeupon this tribunal; no le8
martyr at the stake. xpgxiﬂ‘c.ﬁ

¢ Has the Nazarene yet ]earn_edqc The il;d
from the bitter sting of adversity = 4g # 4
of the leech may yetassuage by W9 oy ",‘”b
the honors which shall be pourt‘d ug e"c‘
may yet eflace thine injuries—even ‘:alh of
grain_live—or will he die the
dog 1?

% "Phe Lord is on my side,”— e s L
but firm reply—¢ the Lord ison my",s on l"':r
not fear ' what man doeth unto me- . on 8 o¥
the monarch’s train, and again the . the m‘"{
fell fast and fatally, not ag before of 4l zr‘“h;
bers, but on the broad chest and mﬂ”m 'c’
the blood gushed forth in bl&:{lietr strer vl
warrior’s life ‘was ebbing - fast, sud®,
from the roar of the l~rgkep h'”f'sao lh““
trunmpet blew a point of war 10 notes oy st

I gt
t e : e e
ing, thatit pierced the ears like 'Ssmmsbﬂ"

off
was lhex lvi“

. of
gome sharp weapon. - Before [hc]f in word‘h‘
of the crowd had time to vent ”gge"{ with Wh

deed, the eminences were crow foree:
mail clad myriads of the Christia? do
they came, like the blasts of the . 4 icaf -
some frail ‘aiid ecattered fleet, th
and the clang of instruments, snhot‘f"’ net
trampling of twice ten ﬂmuszmd Lour”! TH‘
to the sons of the desertin  that Jed gtee for?
were swept away before the mett 0« at e,
levelled Tances of the Templars, B54 % goyotf
the wind, or stubble  before; t4° b
flame ! . piened ”holc
The eye of the dying hero ]’%‘ gis ¥
saw the banners of his unu«ﬂY)'le':i'umph- aof
form dilated with exultation and sod it “%mo
tore his arm from its fetters, Watt, qasl g
his blood-stained forehead, and f““r s BN o0
shouted forth his cry of battles . p”
ant! A Vermaudois for the €™
ina lower tone, he eried, ],o‘r
thou thy servant depati in peace i) §
thy word ; for mine eyes have 'e d L6
on.” He bowed hiz head, 28
epirit passed away.

From AinthworthZ ous. o i
THE NINETY NINE _GO"”;X one ':,,
S:rangely inconsistent 1t 18 lhd, vic Faged
thankfalia his heart for @ singl® E& geries: © (he
be ungrateful for a long C‘)“'!?ue
too frequently, is ke who fails s the o!
hundredth favor. Show ks, :legy/ ;
your acquaintance, a little c?{“ 3 /'!“:0 12
your opera-glass or your suut 4 ;hal'e;i’ﬂ 1o,
¢

what is called a eivil note wl:::
solute necessity for doing 80
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