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THE CRUSADER'S TALE. 

.. BY EDWARD J. PORTER. 
vaviv lid | CHAPTER IL 

"T'#rAp but just landed after an absence of 
fiye years. The feelings of the moment are 
now fresh in my recollection, and when called 
up by the remembrance of the scenes which 
presented themselves on my arrival. Every 

k had its teles, to me worth all the volumes 
.of romance ; every tree its voices, countless as 
“the leaves that crowned it ; the roar of the tor- 

“rent, av it leaped in its wild glee from the heart 
- of the mountain, had a tone for my impassion- 
18d ear, surpassing the sweetness of the Jui=. 
It wana dark November day; the sun smited 
not on my reiurn to my native land. Dark 
ouds, in thickening masses, rolled heavily 

over the face of the heavens. The wild winds 
“were sweeping with melancholy moaning? 
through the mountain’ passes and dark ravines 
The waves rushed wildly on in their mad ca- 
Bory Bde a thousand foam-wreaths for the 

5 » 

ude rocks they sought to embrace. A towers 
.ing precipice hung over the spot where 1 had 
landed, with its pointed crags sireiching fat 

“into the elements abpve, upon whose dreury 
peaks the clouds seemed to test. L commenced 

ascent, which was narrow, winding and 
seep, scarcely affording foothold for the most 
agile adventurers. I reached the first ledge, 
which supplied a tew moments’ rest in my 
Tetaotne aad perilous ascent. 
+ Pearing to look « on the dangers I bad 
‘passed, my eyes could only look upward 10 the 
+peint where my hazardous climbing was to 
Aeeminate. ~ My ear caught the broken tones of 
a faint voiee, as it came at intervals between 
.the deep peals of thuuder that rolled over me; 
they wee ingoherent, wild and unceanected, 
like the shattered links of a ruined chain I 
azed wpwards to discover whence the sounds 

sproceeded, when the shadowy form of a woman 
wtanding on the pont of a projecting rock, 

_ymmet my right. Her hair was spread on the 
wings, of the storm; her mantle was drawn | 
closely around her; her features seemed hag- 

d; aad the wild light, that, fitful as the 
A from the conflicting elements above, 

shot from her sunken eyes, terrificaily spoke 
the ruin that reigned within, : 
I knew her at a glance, though her form w 

“attenuated; the beauty that once shone hike a 
mantle of light around her was gone ; but yet 
“the traces of her former loveliness remained. 
“It was Blanche, the tisherman’s maniac daugh- 
‘tee. 8he came to chide the storm for over~ 
whelming the vessel of her lover; from the 
very point of the rock on which she stood, she 
beheld the ruin of the temple her hopes had 
reared to a glorious fabric. 3 

1a her sight the bark of her Henry had foun- 
dered on his nuptial eve; the stormy ocean 
opened to receive its victim; the wild waves 
swept on leaving no trace of their merciless 
fory behind ; and Blanche was-borne & maniac 
to her father’s cottage. 

Years of misery rolled slowly elong; the - 
" geean slept in peace or awoke at times in 

;. the winds swept gently along, or rushed 
"in storms over the waves; the sun looked out 
"in smiles, or hid his light in the dusky clouds 
that opened their shadowy arms to receive 
him: like them, at times, the troubled spirit of 
the unhappy Blanche knew some momentary | 
repese—some gleam of reason illumined the | 
dark chaos of ber mind. I resumed my toilsoms | 
task, and ascending steep by steep, crag by 

" orag, approached the end of my dangerous path. 
* 1 came near the rock ou which she stood, and 
called her by her name ; she knew my voice, 
aad came with outstretched hand to welcoms 
my arrival, 
“Ab! more fortunate than Blanche,” said 

she, ‘‘but soon to be almost as wretched ; 

why have the waves rejected you from their 
_ depths, reserving you for more dreadful 
sufferingson land But look there, look there!” 

“and she poiated to where a sheet of lightning 
st'that instant illamined the waves. “My 
‘Henry's ship is sinking—save him, save him! 
Oh, God, he’s gone, he's gone 

I knew by her wild shrieks and broken ex- 
olamations that the web of reason which 

" 8pread over her for a moment was rent asunder, 
aad the light had fled from the ruined shrine, 

, leaving it in utter darkness. 
_Thave gazed in melancholy silence on the 
magnificent ruius of Thebes; the pride of her 

* hundred gates, the grandeur of her couatless 
temples laid prostrate in the dust of ages. I 

- have sighed above the fallen splendor of the 
desolate cities of the East. I have wept over 
the ruined trophies of art in ancient Greece 
and Rome the rank weeds clustered around 
their monuments of glory; their temples, pil- 
lars and triumphal arches broken and decayed; 

“but here the lovely fabric of a mind, fresh from 
the hand of its creator, and that too in ons of 

. the last, the purest, the brightest productions 
of his skill, lay in ruias before me. Tims had 
00 logt relic of antiquity in all kis vast treasure 
chambers of equal value with the gem, the loss 
of which now awakened my sympathies. It 
may be considered effeminate to weep, but I, 
18 whose heart there was no response for the 

© Wiiseries of the Saracen widow, widowed by 
my to ; for the eries ve the orphan eft ‘a- 
Aherless by my spear, or the tears of the maiden 

1 whose lover Thad trampled beneath the hoofs 
“of my charger, & ; : 
I at ot ets -_ 

v 

CHAPTER IT. 
_ T endeavored to restore the tangled web of 
her wandering thooghts to at least a momentary 
calm, but in. vain I besought her to seek 
composure in some sheliering retreat; but my 
words were as oil to the flame—her reason had 
departed—her paroxysms became wilder, but 
ibis could not last, 
The wildest tempest will, at {ength, fiad its 

sublime elevation ; then the war of ihe elemente 
must subside. The swifiest shaft willsink to 
earth, when the force that impelled it is sus- 
pended or exhausted. Blanche grew calm; 
the lighwning flashes of her dark eyes, came in 
less rapid succession, uniil at length their own 
melencholy light burned with a steady lustre. 
« Blanche is unhappy,” said the bewildered 

maiden, as if offering excuse for the miseries 
of her situation. ** The dark fiends seize upon 
her brain with their glowing fingers, until it 
torna to flame beneath their touch, and they 
change her heart 10 a ball of fire, which they 
toss 10 and fro. But Blanche will not always 
be alone in her misery, thovgh she would avert 
the evil from the pathway of another. Ernest, 
thy happiness, like the sword of the Sicilian, 
hangs by a single hair ; let that but break and 
thy glorious dreams of hope will forever be 
dissipated. * The morrow’s sunzet will gleam 
on the brida] of your cherished irene and your 
kindred's foeman Fitzherbert, Reports have 
reached us that you had falien in the wars of 
Palestine ; and years of mourning have passed 
wearily over the sorrowing Irene. Fiizherbert, 
glorying in secret triumph at the removal of so 
great an obstacle, asa successful rival, gradu. 
ally won on the credulity of her father, and she 
is to be'led unwiilingly to the nuptial altar. 
The Abbey of St. Gerenieve will record the 
whisperings of a loveless vow ere to-morrow’s 
sun shall have tinged the forest leaves with the 
hues of his parting splendor.” I 
1 listened in silect agony to the painful nar- 
rative of Blanche ; her words like growing 
lava drops, sunk burning in my soul; I fain 
would believe her still writhing under the 

: paroxysms of her delirium; but, no—her words 
were uttered in 8 moment when her reason 
wag unelouded. Her dark eye beamed in the 
melancholy light known only to her rational 
intervals ; it told that the wild waves of her 
troubled spirit, all their curbless fury exhaust- 
ed, had suxk to rest for # while. 
A distraction scarcely Jess wild than that 

which fook possession of the ruired shrine of 
| the maniac’s reason seized on my wandering 
senees. 

Could Irene have forgotten the love of her 
earlier yeers ¥ Could she have believed the 
tales so darkly invented and so sedulously scat- 
tered by the dissembling Fizherbert? were 
questions thet immediately forced themselves 
on my imagination. To fly to the dwelling of 
Fitzherbert, and extinguish the last spark of 
personal animosity and hereditary feud in @ 
villains death, at first suggested 1tself to my 
excited spirit; but how to present myself be 

} fore the purity of Irene with my hands imbued 
{ in the lite~blood of so base a wretch, was a 
. question not readily solved. I deicrmined ona 
milder method of punishment, as better suited 
10 my purpose. [resolved on permiting him 
to live in the plessing anticipation of happi- 
ness uptil the moment when he taought realis 
zed and then I would snatch the last stay of 
his gilded hopes away and plunge him into 

| the dep hs of despair, Tauntalus-hike he 
should behold the viands approach within 
reach, but grasp at a fleeting delusion. 

CHAPTER 1. 

It was evening ; the bell on the tower of 
St. Genevieve pealed forth its summons, while 
the hight breeze bore iis deep swelling tones 
far over hill and dale. Groups of peasantry, 
dressed in their holiday garb, were scattered 
in various parts of the grove, in the centre of 
which the abbey was situated, conversing om 
the different topics of the day. At length the 
splended train of Fitzherbert approached,array~ 
ed in all the pomp his vast income enabled 
him to display, His retione were gorgeously 
apparelled ia uniforms of blue and gold with 
black plumes waving over their brazen helmets, 

and all mounted on snow white chargers almost 
weighed down by their splendid trappings. 
They moved on toward the abbey amid the 
murmured astonishment of the multitade who 
= never before beneld so georgeous a apec- 
tacle. 
What a draft was drawn on futurity that day 

by the haughty Fitsherbert { What visions cf 
happiness did ke not revel in ¥ What glorious 
dreams did hope present to his wondering sen~ 
ses, through which he floated in transport 
 reflipgonse by the dark realities of his situa- 
tion 

Blanche had prepered Irene for the measures 
I had adopted. She told ker of my return, of 
my intended rescue of her from the snares of 
Fitzherbert, of the time, place and manner in 
which [ weuld meet her. Sho approved ofall ; 
she consented to my scheme. 

I had stationed myself in a thicket aear the 
castle of ker father with a trusty band of re- 
tainers who had experienced all kinds of dan- 
ger by flood end field and were not un- 
Ba for &n uaderiaking like the pre. 
gent. : 
The bridal! train of Irene approached my hi- 

ding place ; her lovely face ware an expressioa 
of trizmphant joy; her long white veil was 
blown back by the wind, and the pale orange 
flower, mingling with the waves of her dark 
hair, added a soft lustre to her pale but beaut 
ful brow. 
My time for action had come. I bounded 

from my retreat, seiged the reins of her steed, 
which she willingly resigned to me—the next 
moment we were enveloped in a cloud of dust. 
Our coarse was to the sea-shore, where a boat 
was wailing to convey us (0 my pinvance, 
which. ta avoid discovary, was msored behind 

a projecting point of rock, at a distance of 
about a mile from the place where I had sta- 
tioned the barge. 
of some twenty minutes, but during that time 
the entire country was in a state of alarm, 
The bridal train of irene, wondering at her 
range abduetion, fled in terror and diemay ; 
eome to the casile oi her farther to inform 
him of kis devghtec’s disappearance, and 
others to the abbey in search of Fitzher- 
bert. 
We had scarcely gained the boat and pushed 

off from the shore, when the rocks and cl fls 
above us became crested with numerous groups, 
seemingly led by ro other motive than to gra- 
tify a desire of beholding so daring an-adveatu- 
rer. 

Fitzherbert himself appeared soon after, on a 
ledge of rock farther down. I was rejoiced 
at the sight. 1 took off my helmet that he 
might the more easily recognise me, and then 
I displayed the white cross of a crusader on 
my mantle. A: that moment a shout rose 
to the heavens from the crowds above and 
around him. This was the last drop of gall in 
his already bitter cup; he seized a bow from 
the hand of a retainer that stood near, placed 
an arrow on the string, and with a demoniac 
scowl, sent it winging towards us. Itcame 
fearfully, swiftly on, but erriagly ; for aimed 
at mine, the bosom of [rene received it, des. 
pite my effort to shield her. The murderer 
gazed on the ruin he had wrough', uttered a 
piercing shriek and fled from the scene. The 
young, the lovely, the innocent, breathed her 
last in my arms —her last words begging for- 
giveness {or her murderer. 

I turned with a sorrowing heart to the 
shore I had so lately left with hopes so 
buoyant. I consigned my precious charge 
to the care of the maidens, who had observed 
from the land the fate of the loved ome. I 
mounted my horse in haste, to pursue her 
murderer ; I traveled over leagues in reckless 
precipitation, with the hope of overtaking him; 
but my efforts were in vain. I followed all 
night and part of the next day but having lost 
his trall turned back, baffled and disap. 
poin‘ed. 
When I had reached the desolate home of 

Irene, her aged father met me with tears ; he 
embraced me as his son. His reason was cha: 
ken by the blow it had received. His words 
were few and stifled by his sorrows. The 
priests were around the dead ; they had just 
finished the last rites of the church. The mai 
dens, standing in a group near the coffin, 
commenced, in low and sorrowing tones the 
following. 

HYMN TO THE DEAD. 

We, ve arrayed thee for the bridal, 
We have decked thee for the tomb § 

O'er the orange flower and myrtle 
The cypress casts ite gloom, 

The peals that told thy bridal-hour, 
Thy passing bells have been ; 

Thou, the life-breath of our circle, 
Thou are lost to us—Irene ! 

We've arrayed thae for the bridal, 

We have decked thee for the grave ; 

The shroud now clasps thee coldly; 
While the snow-white veil should wave. 

Too pure, too beautiful for earth 

Thy loveliness has been ; 

Thou art flown to paradise, 
Though lost to us—Irene ! 

CHAPTER 1V. 

Tue suns of eeven summers had shone on the 
grave of Irene. 1t was situated in a delightful 
spot, in the garden attached to the chapel of St. 
Genevieve ; and near it slept the ashes of her 
father, who hud long since been committed to 
the dust. The shrubs I had planted around 
them had grown nearly to their ful! size ; and 
the vines which I had trailed there drooped 
mournfully over the sacred trust they guarded, 
The circumstances I have narrated were fast fa- 
“ding from the memories of almost all, but they 
were too deeply engraved on mine ever to be 
obliterated. ‘The miseries they entailed on me 
had rendered them proof against all time : they 
stamped the impress of age on a youthful form ; 
scattered the snow-wreaths of winter umong 
the tresses of summer, and taught manhood, in. 
stead of gazing on the noon star of fame, te look 
down to the tomb, his name and his race al- 
most 

Unknown, unhonored and uneung.” 

On a gloomy September morning,af‘er having 
paid my customary visit to the grave of Irene, [ 
walked to the seashore. The sky was lowerin 
and dark, the thick clouds were rclled on eac 
other and seemed gathering all their strength 
for some threatening conflet. The sea was 
dark ; its long and heavy surges rolled sullenly 
along ; it seemed as if the angry epirit struggled 
to reveal some hicden secret of its depths ; and 
a melancholy etillness,the certain precursor of 
storms, reigned through the air, 

The hght form of Blanche passed swifily by 
me ; she was hastening to her favourite station 
on the bleak rock, where she invariably met 
the tempest in its pathway over land and sea, 
She was muttering some wild and unintelligi- 
ble jargon as usual. 1 would wave detained 
her, but T knew it would be a fruitless task to 
attempt to divert her from her purpose. Her 
spirit wae as wild as tha storm that now broke 
from its barriers and swept ig full career 
through the sky. 

The wind rushed along the waves, bearing 
off the snowy foam-wreath on its wings, ortos- | 
eing them high in the air sped shrieking on its 
course.’ The thunder rolied it oktien peals, 
the echoings of its thousand woices earecring 

from cloud 10 eloud till they died away in the 

To gain that was bat & tack | 
boundless infinity ; while the quick # 
hghtning-flashes illumined the dark 
the awakened deep. A scream from E 
drew my attention to an almost indistines 8% 
ject, 10 which she pointed, far away 8 
horieon. Her vision, for once at least, was 
cheated by a phantom, for it wasa small bat | 
that was approaching the point where #¢ 
stood. It was driven furiously on before 1A¢ 
gale,the white waves cu:ling around her pro’ 
She had lost a mast, as we discovered oF 
her nearer approach, and app 10eh 3 
wise disabled trom her motion throogh hf 
water. Her crew had at length pe 
the dangers of their position; but it wan 108 1 
late to hope for safety, and they yielded 
paie. y A 
Numbers had assembled in the vain 

of rendering assistance to the crew of 
laboring bark ; but that was impossible. 
Soom of the pleas veseel was sealed. 
neared the rocks with fearful speed, dashes 
against & jutting point and, whilé a derpairth 
thriek from the crew rose wildly above 
howlivgs of the storm, and went down with®¥ 
board ~ Of all their number but one arose # 
the surface: he struggled bravely among 
boiling breakers, and, thrown by the wan 
against u. rock, was saved from the ; 
tomb of his comrades. Sa) 
By our assistasce he gained a 

cafety ; but scarcely had he reached it 
overwhelmed by his exertions, he sunk 
hausted, After some time he recove 
looking up to me, while a death-like hue 
over his emaciated features, said in 8 
voice— ! 

“ It was for this hour that I have lived, 
while life was burdensome, 1 could have li8 
a nameless grave in a distant clime where ® 
crimes would have remained a mys:ery 0 
but could not hope for peace, even 18 
grave, uatil I tad besought forgiveness 
him I had wronged so deeply Ernest, yob! 
before you the wretched ¥ibibentls 
derer of Irene,” ¢ i | 
He said no more but fell back insensible: 

bent over him ; I assured him of my forg™ 
ness ; but the spirit had fled to the Beiog 
gave it. 
We placed him in the tomb of his fa 

From Arthur's Magssit 

CHARITY. i 
of 

BY E. FERRETT, A 

True charity isthe offspring of benevolei®) f 
although charity, so called, the mere gi 1 
alms, frequently has very little in comes i 
with benevolence. Giving alms, mixing’ 
societies, and various other deeds by “whieh 1 
some folks procure the character of being eM 
ritably disposed, Irequently indicates ones 
on and a love of public estimation, rather 9% 
true charity—many give without kindly "655 
ing. It has been somewhere observed, wo? 
certain class of people will afford a man qo» 
pleasure in refusing a favor, than other’s » 
granting 11 3 showing that it is not simply oly 
leiving distress that exhibits true charity: d 
cree i often felt by those to whom forts! § 
enies the means of effordin uniary: ®4 

and many who give lore here: no chert 
We once knew a gentleman, whose name?" 
at the head of every charitable subacriflly 
who passed for an angel of mercy, but : 
reality, would mot give a cent unless his 88% 
was first ow the list. fe) El 

Charity may be exercised in oar daily oo 3 
an endless variety of forms. Chari ber? 
structions of the words end actions of pert ! 
—charitable consideration for the feehn@*%y 
foibles of others—and char:table forbes 
from outraging the eeusibility of ovr ng 
are only a few operations of the greatest Cy 
virtues. In all relaiions of life, from the" 
liest to the latest period--in the highes. iy, 
lowest, forbearance, the off:pring of pe 
secures happiness, while its absence! Fd 
misery. In the domestic cirele—in hom iy 
Intions more especially~—charity shoul ) " 
constant attendant and guide —it teacht gw 
consider others and forget ourselves—I* Jpop 
ces us to investigate our actions, 80 engi" ! 
about to condemn those of others, 10% 8 | = 
what our own would be under & pe | 
cumstances? It teaches us to know Lilo? 
~not to estimate too highly our ow8 res ® 
—begets humility and meeknesi—! 
from arrogance and assumption—ané. 
1ts possessors really amiable people. 4 

In this world of unkirdness, wher® “yu 
and ade ill natured constructions tee 
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every action and word of doubtful t€ i 
invariably have the worst face put UP? ive 1” § 
by the good natured mass, itis@ POY ©. 
lief to meet with a truly charitable PT} fou : 

who will not readily condemn, whey 
the benefit of doub: to all crimivalé, 82 
ves every man innocent of a bad BE! yg 
evil intention until clearly proved a®! 
and then thinks that there may be som allist® 
some mitigating circumstances whi ojo 
the offence. We are all too prone ’s "pb 
our fellows,—we see and hear of pr 
are horrible, and unhesitatingly cond tics 
authors, without thinking that the pw (re 
to sin might to onrselves have beed we ¢% 
iia asit had proved to those whem Fr 
emn y » g 

Let us endeavor to look upon all ¥ 2 

the best light,—this world, thoogh a Le 
some one, is not all evil. Good can be led? ar 
from anything, provided our kn hove! ¥ 
alchemy be sufficient,—the bee sue: 
alike from every flower, whethef odoritr®” 
ot not, and we may if so mind y 

“ Books in the running brooks: (bio og" 
Sermons in stones, and good hove odd 

© To accomplish this muoh to ders add 
trae charity " esssntial—is enge % 


