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THE RED KING. 
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Tax lady of Bamborough castle lay upon 
‘ker couch, still in the sweet trranquility of 
.the morning slumber. She was dreaming too, 
for in her sleep a soft, warm smile came 
dimpling over her mouth, and the snow of 
+g ead seemed to brighten beneath the 
-dishevelled locks that escaped from her might 
coif and lay scattered over her arm, bosom and 
pillow. The dawn was breaking around the 
castle, rosy and sweet with dewy exhalations, 
bat it only penetrated in fragrant gushes, to 
the lady3s couch, for her chamber was the keep 
or citadel of her husband’s castle, and lighted 
only by loop hole windows sunk-deep in the 

~ wall. Thus even at noon day, the massive 
* and rich furniture lay shrouded, as it were in 

+ - twilight. It was, in truth, al rude sleeping 
place for so much youth and beauty; but the 

castle had been in a state of seige two months 
and the earl of Northumberland selected this 
‘grim old chamber for his bride because it was 
wost remote from any chance of attack: 

A charge of treason, vague and jy 
against the young and brave earl of Northum- 
berland, had brought William Rufus, the Red 
king, down into Northumberland witha royal 
army. “This pretence of treason was a shal- 
low covering for ‘the jealousy which the red 
king’ felt for a powerful baron who had latel 
creased his enormous wealth by a union wit 

in them. ¢My heart sinks within me; it 
seems as it we were parting forever!’ 

«This is because we are parting for the 
first time since you were mine,’ said Northom- 
berland tenderly; <I, too have something hers 
that half unmans: me!’ : 

¢ Oh, listen to it, sweet lord, and trust not 
this recreant king! The mission must speed 
ill that is pursued against the clamor of a 
-strong heart. Go not into the power of this 

orman my Northumberland.” . 
¢ Tush, tush,” ‘cried the earl, riaing her 

forehead from the piliow and smiling with a 
sort of forced playfulness, as her eyes so fnll 
of trouble met his, “Is this the heroism of an 
Englisn baron’s wife? By my knighthood ' I 
must not let our soldiers see this miserable 
face; they would swear the saints were all 
against this morning’s ride? Come—come— 
look up and -smile upon me before 1 go; I am 
anxious to put an end to this unthrifty warfare. 
It irks me to see my. bride couched among 
the rough wall of a citadel chamber.’ = ° 
The countess glanced around the room, 

whose rude stone work was but scantily coa- 

‘one 'of the richest heiresses in England. The . 
owner of two hundred and eighty manors 
swhich Northumberland possessed, all teeming 
with vassals ready to obey their lord’s will, 
‘was To wean antagonist even to the king. 

During a seige of more than two 
months the éarl cime off victorious in 
every skirmish with the besiegers, and at 
length forced them from the walls. In this 
condition Rufus found his troops on his return 
to Northumberland, after. hasty visit to, Len- 
don. Instead of renewing the siege, he instant- 
ly dispatched a messenger from his camp, pro- 
posing terms of amity to the earl, and offering 
to_sarrender into his hands the town of New- 

should come to the royal camp and hold con- 
«ference with his king touching the subject of 
dispute between them. 
The royal messenger reached Bamborough 

in the evening, after 'its lady had retired to 
rest, and she sleptin the morning, calm and 
sweetly, all unconscious that her noble bride- 
groom was even then encasing his limbs in 
armour, preparatory to his interview with a 
monarch whose offers of amity were a thousand 
times more apprehended than his arms. 
With thirty retainers, mounted and waiting 

in the court, and clad, in splendid armour 
from head to foot, the young earl sought his 
lady's chamber. She was still sleeping, but 
lightly. and the moment her husband’s foot 
touched the floor she started up, drew a fair 
hand across her eyes and said, in one of these 
sweet rich voices that makes the heart thrill 
as nothing else on earth can— 
. ©A, what asluggard I am! And so you 
are armed, dear lord, from head to foot, while 
I have been nursing sweet dreams on. my pil- 

* low.” 3 

~ Northumberland approached the: couch and 
dropping on one knee, took the beautiful hand 
arpon which the countess had ‘allowed her 
cheek to full, and pressed it warmly to his 
lips. : 
’ Nay, sweet bride, I did not come to 

frighten my love from her nest at’ this early 
hour but only to snatch a single glance before 
1 go to meet the king!” 

¢ The king!” cried the lady, casting one 
white arm round her lord’s neck, but drawing 
back her head from hig proffered kiss, with a 
look of wonder, not unmingled with affright. 
* I thought that all this turmoil wus ended 
yesterday, when you beat the king's troops 
back from these walls. Is Rufus in Northum- 
berland aguir?’ 

¢ His messenger is in the castle. Tamn'w 
armed and ready to follow him to the King's 
camp, where Rufus wishes to confer with 
me.’ { 

Do not go,” cried the lady, and a lcok of 
keen anxiety came into tha dark eyes that 
were a moment belsre so full of tenderness. 
+ My heart misgives me. What if this bad 
king-—always false and cruel—should intend 
this message as a snare!’ 

<I think not,’ replied the earl, gazing with 
a wort of thoughttul tenderness into the earnest 

. ey=s uplifted to bis, as if he were thinking 
of her more than any danger that might 
threaten himself. ‘ Remewber, Rufus is a 

' sworn knight and crowned king. Ue would 
not stain his honer by treachery so base as this 
would be, should any peril attend this expedi- 
tion.” : 

“But you will not go without ample guard,’ 
cried the lady, still anxious. + We have 
troops enough here. If you will go, let it be 
with plenty of stout soldiers.’ 

¢ What, to guard my own life from an ima- 
ginary risk, must 1 weaken the garrisen that 
13 to protect my lady? Nay! nay! nay! there 
is no peril in this! Besides I have thirty pick- 
od men below; so one kiss, foolish trembler, 
and [ will to the saddle.’ 

< 1 cannot, I canuet,’ cried the lady shrink- 
ing buck to ber pillows and burying her face 

cealed by the glowing tapestry bronght from 
her own more commodious apartments, and 
cast roughly over it.on the first sound of an at-’ 
tack. Then turning her eyes on the ‘noble 
face of her husband with one of those soul- 
beaming smiles that burst from a fall heart to 
the face, as light shines over a flower,she cast 
herself on his bosom. 

¢ You have been with me herey 1 felt no 
lack of comfort; we shall never, never, be so 
happy again! ¢ 4 » 

Northumberland felt the heart-dew breaking 
into his eyes; his own presentiments echoed 
the fears that filled the bosom of his wife, for 
intense love for that noble young creature 
had softened his brave nature, as only brave 
natures can soften, for there isno tenderness 
80 touching and so beautiful as that of a strong 
spirit subdued by the affections. A moment 
more and that lovely pleader ‘might have pre- 

* vailed ; but Northumberland felt his weakness 
and straining - her to his bosom tore himself 
away. 
{ - ¢ Northumberland, ‘my lord—oh my dear 
Jord—come back! One word more—a’ single 
word,’ cried the young wife, starting from her 
couch and stretching forth her arms towards 
the door through which he had passed. But 
he was gone. She heard his mailed step ring- 
ing on the stone floor—fainter—fainter—faint- 

-castle on-Tyme. These propositions were ac- | er, then came the jingling of spurs, the tramp 
companied by a request that Northumberland | of hoofs, and the hollow sound of a cavalcade 

galloping over the drawbridge, then the slow 
creaking of chains asthe bridge was raised 
again, and all wasetill, even the lady’s heart 
for she had fainted on her couch. 

It was but for a moment—scarcely had the 
color left the exquisite mouth when it, flowed 
back again touching it witha vived scarlet, 
and her, eyes flashed with renewed life. She 
would see him agaw, if it were but one preci- 
ous glance; there must ba time for that! She 
started up, hurried on her rebe, and thrust her 
snowy feet into a pair of embroided sandals, 
while she flung a long crimson upper tunic 
over her garments to conceal the deficiencies 
of her toilet from the guard, and then she hur- 
ried forth to the rampart, breathless and half 
wild with fear that he should be out’ of sight. 
No, he had checked the headlong speed of his 
little cavalcade the moment that he felt safe 
fiom the pleadings of his own heart, in the 
open ceuntry. He saw her there, bending 
over the ramparts, holding the crimson robe 
to her bosom with one hand, and stretching 
forth the other as il that mute appeal might 
draw him back." He took off his scarf—that 
which her own fuir bands had embroidered— 
and cast it to the winds, then gathering its 
azure folds in his hands he pressed them to 
his lips, drew 1t over bis shoulders again and 
out spurs to his horse. The ground was thick- 
ly wooded—twice she caught sight of his form 
galloping through the trees,” still she watched 
for one more glance of the azure scarf, but no 
—the deep emerald hue of the forest, waving 
on and on, a vast wild ocean of foliage, alone 
met her eve. 

Ske waited half an’ hour on the battlements, 
hoping that some vista in the trees mightgive 
her another glance of the boloved one; then 

she turned away, heayy-hearted and. with 
tears standing in those superb eyes. 

Ill and. dispirited, the countess sought the 
gloom of her chamber again. There she sat 
down in the dim light, with the crimson man- 
Ale falling in masses around her, her hair all 
unbraided and her uncovered feet reposing 
loosely in their samdals.” Her grief seeued 
deep and poignant beyond any apparent 
cause. But affection is sometimes endowed 
with an intaitive sense deep and ‘holy as the 
prophetic spirit. From the moment her last 
glance had rested on the bridegroom, to whom 
she had been wedded only three happy months 
there was a settled conviction at her heart that 
some terrible evil would befall him before they 
met again. 

Weary of waitieg for a summons, her tiring 
women. at length, cama into the chamber, 
She suffered thew to robe her in the costly 
garments with which he had best ‘Joved to see 
her person adorned; but all the while they 
were plaiting the raven tresses of her hair and 
smoothing the purple folds of her robe, she 
stood among them sad and painfully abstract- 
ed—tears standing in her eyes. and a sharp 
tremor now and then agitating hor lips, as a 
rose bud trembles when overcharged «with 
storm drops. : 

At length her women want out and the coun-= 
tess was left alone. She sat down by an em- 
broidery frame, bat her hands shook and the 
georgeous silks blended in confused masses of 

colour beneath her eyes; she arose and walked 
the room. She knelt upon the oaken floor be- 
fore an-emblem of our Saviour’s agony, and 

: prayed, bat still the force of her apprehensi- 
ons grew stronger and more insupportable. 
She could neither work nor pray. Amid ail 
the terrors of a fierce siege the lady had been 
calm, almost cheerful, for he was by her side. 
But now left in walls peopled by her husbaad’s 
vassels, but lacking that dear sense of protect- 
ing love, her very soul grew faint. 
The royal camp was only a few miles from 

Bamborough, and the conference between Ru- 
fus and his puissant baron need not occupy 
muck time, so the countess might reasonably 
expect his coming some hours before: night. 
But the sun sank nearer and nearer to the ho- 
rizon, and the West was breaking into ridges 
of faint purple and gold; and no indication of 

| his coming. : 
She had been upon the ramparts already 

four weary: hours, afd as he first rosy Hash 
of coming night appeared upon the sky, the 
apprehensions that bad made the day so full 
of trial became insupportable, tears gushed to 
her eyes, her white hunds were intertwined in 
a convulsive clasp, and, leaning against a rude 
abutment of stone, she stil! kept: her eyes, 
blinded and wet with tears, upon the forest 
path which Northuniberland had taken. 

' © What was that?’ "The forest: pecpled with 
human beings? Were these red flashes among 
the trees) beams ofithe rich sunset, or war pen- 
nants. streaming to the air? She dashed the 
blinding tears from ber eyes. The breath 
came, panungly, through her: open lips—the 
whue fingers, as tightly enlinked, clung toge- 
ther pale and cold as ice, and over her features 
fell a purple tinge from the robe, that rendered 
their pallor deathly. 
The woods were in commotion—trembling 

with the rush of human life, that seemed hea- 
ving, wave after wave, through their dense 
foliage. They came forth in battalions—ar= 
chers—spearsmen—and ranks of rude men 
with pikes and bate-axes gleaming in the 
sunset—like torches; bursting mto flame—file 
after file; column following column—the royal 
army surged out from the dark forest. Like 
‘a cloud of foul insects: they swarmed around 
the fortress in silence and with rude military 
precision. When the castle was belted in-with 
armed wen, and the forest yet teeming with 
hostile beings, as if the very leaves had started 
into human existence, a party of some ten per- 
sons came through ‘a vista in the woods, con- 
spicuous for their rich armor and their magni- 
ficiently housed war steeds. A single trumpet 
blast heralded the approach of these borsemen. 
"The ranks fell back, leaving a lane walled in 
by pikemen, through which the party came in 
a sharp gallop toward the draw-bridge. 
The countess turned her eyes, now clear and 

sharp with a certainty of “evil, upon these 
horsemen. The first was a powerful man in 
jet black armour, studded richly with’ gold, a 
crimson plume floated from his hélmet' and 
masses of bright red hair flowed over his shoul= 
ders. His helmet was down and the features 

| entirely concealed; but a sharp thrill ran 
through the lady’s frame as she saw those 
Jocks, so deep in their warm, hue, so remarka- 
ble for profusion and length. It is the king!’ 
broke from her white lips,,and. still her eyes 
turned with fearful earnestness on the caval- 
cade. oA ) 5 

Next to William Rufus came another figure, 
mounted on a large white steed, but dimina- 

| tive in person and so slender that the weight 
of his silver scaled armor seemed bending ‘his 

' shoulders to a curve. His white plume was 
of unusual length, and the housing of his steed, 
heavy with/golden fringes, were more superb 
by fur, than those of the king’s charger. 
The countess knew this man also, and the 

thrill of pain: which the sight of Rufus had pro- 
duced deepened into a shudder... That diminu= 
tive horsei.an was Ralph Flambard; the base 
chaplain of the tyrant king and the most ha- 
ted man in England. With these came many 
leaders and nobles forming the red king’s re- 
tinue, all plunging after him toward the bar- 
bican with ‘headlong speed, * while the ‘army 
swarmed up closer and closer to the mouated 
walls, 
A trumpet blast, loud and prolonged, with a 

valorous flourish, fired all the proud old Sax- 
on blood in the gentle heart of the countess. 
She stood firmly up an. moving across the 
battlements met her husband’s lieutenant, who 
was advancing toward her. : 

* I know it is the king,” she said; with for- 
ced composure; - let us go the donjon tower 
‘and hear what he would say to us. In Nor- 
 thumberland’s “absence, good lieutenant, we 
~must take authority upon ourselves; summon 
some of my muidens. it is but seemly that 
they should accompany ws on this warlike 
mission.’ ke 
The summons was all uacalled for. While 

the countess was speaking, her maidens came 
‘upon the battlement in great terror and breath- 
less from the haste with which they had left 
‘the halls below. 

“The king, lady; the king 1s here in person!” 
cried one of the girls, glancing ‘with afiright at 
tha array of armed men that surrounded the 
fortress. 

* Well, pretty Marion, why should Northum- 
berland’s wife tremble at the sound of a mo- 
narch’s trumpet?’ said the lady, striving to 
smiles Is riot the castle well guarded?  Huve 
we not kept this Norman at bay two months 
already, thongh his trumpet has clamored at 

| our gate full ofien during the whole time?” 
¢ It may be that our lord (is with the ‘king, 

| and that this is but the summons to admit him 
with his royal guest;’ suggesied the liente- 
ee $e 

The lady's pale chook glowed ugain with 

wont to shrink from the angry enemy, though 

the rich bloom it had lost, her eyes flashed joy- 
fully an instant, and then her features sank back 
to the fond butanxious expression they had 
previously worn. ; é 

* This is not the sound of Northumberland's 
trumpet; I should know its voice,' she said, 
and a tear, spite of her efforts to suppress "it, 
sparkled in her eye at the remembrance of 
those happy days when the silver-toned clan} 
on of her bridegroom had claimed eatrance to 
ber father’s castle, 

Another impatient blast of the‘trumpet for- 
ced the lady’s thoughts to the duties she was 
called up to perform. * Come, my good lien- 
tenant! Follow me close, maidens!” she ad- 
ded, moving with a firm step across the bat- 
tlements. * The ladies of our house were net 

he chanced to be a erowned “one. 
shame to hesitate longer, 
jon tower?!’ i 

. * Shall I bring forth your couvre-chef, lady?" 
said the young aiden to whom the ‘countess 
had most directly addressed himself. 2 

‘ Yes!” said the lady, and a faint blash shot 
across her cheek, ¢ the time was when a Saxon 
dame might stand before an English king with 
her brow uncovered, without fear or pi Infry 
but the times are changed: Bring me the 
muffler.” : 
The damsel sprang forward and instantly 

returned with a long scarf of rose colored silk, 
whick: she arranged over the glossy braids of 
her hair, which fell almost to the floor though 
slightly knotted up with scarlet ribands. 

- “Now lift my train, then little trembler,” 
said the lady, forcing a smile, as the shaki 
bands of the damsel fell fiom the couvre-chel 
startled by a more angry blast from the hostile, 
trumpeters.  * Nay, let the sleeves sweep the 
earth as they will,” she added, as one oF ibe 
girls stooped to knot up one of the loose er- 
wine lined sleeves which, in age, were allow 
to fall in drapery till they blended with the 
fweeping train, ‘ we have no time to care for 
the spoiling of a little velvet and far. Let vse 
away or this Norman king will tax the wife of 
Northumberland with fear of his presence.’ 
With a firm but somewhat rapid step the 

countess left the battlements. - Surrounded: by 
her maidens and the officers of her garrisony 
she crossed the outer bailey, or court; which 
lay between the citadal and the donjon keeps 
a strong, square tower of two stories that 
stood opposite the barbican. While among 
her own people she threw the convre-chef back 
upon her shoulders and’ glanced, from time 10 
time, upon the soldiers that lined her way with 
a'look of calm and sweet enconragement, 
Once or twice she smiled as some rude 'sol- 

(dier dropped to his kneesand pressed his lips 
upon the flag from which her "small foot had 
been just uplifted. But the smiles were grave, 
and with them started a ‘few tears that gave 
lustre to the troubled blackness of her eyes 
without forming into drops. At lei sha 
stoed upon the donjon tower in full view of the 
royal army. The herald was still sounding his + 
clarion, and near him sat King Rufus, striving 
to check the impatience of his war-horses 
whose blood seenied on fire from the constant 
hraying of the trumpet and the sharp control 
held over him by the impatient’ ‘monarch, 
whose strong arm seemed scarcely sufficient 
to keep the steed fro'n planging into the moat: 
A band of noble generals were gathered around 
the monarch, and beyond was the army stand* 
ing close together, a eompact wall; of hostile 
forces. | 14 
As the Countess Matilda appeared upon the 

tower, every eye was uplifted toward her: 
She neither shrank back nor trembled, for the 
Saxon blood was kindled in her veins, excl® 
ting her to more than feminine courage. Sl 
felt that in her delicate form was centred’ th? 
custody of her husband’s knighthood, and mo” 
destly gathering the couvre-chef over her fea? 
tures she waited in calm dignity for the hersl 
to proclaim the wishes of his master. 

For a mement there was profound silenc? 
in the hostile company, the superb beauty of 
the  countess—her queenly figure rendered 
more imposing by vestments massive in 'mat® 
rial and flowing around her in rich wave® 
like the drapery of a Roman matron—the €%° 
quisite beauty of a face that could not be at all 
concealed by the half transparent couvre-chefy 
joined to a dignity that was almost regal, had 
taken the enemy by surprise. A murmur of 
admiration ran from lip to lip. Several of 1h? 
lords lifted the helmets from their foreheads: 
in chivalric homage to so much loveliness, a 
the king removed the bars of steel from | 
fore his florid and course features to fix 't 
with a look of rude admiration on the noble 187 
dy. Slowly he turned that glance aside and 
it rested upon Ralph Fiumbard; a meani® 
sinile, sensual and treacherous, disturbed 
heavy mouth, and it was answered with a/ 
of crafty graclation by the favourite. ££ 

* Is not there beauty enough to justify the F 
advice 1 gave?’ said the parasite in a low, v0I° 2 3 
stooping toward the monarch, 4 

«1 would give the hest earldom in Logl® 
for a good view of that face.” eas 

¢ Huve patience my liege,’ cried the ne 
rite goftly, * within the fortress, your own or 
ahall sweep the rosy cloud away from 4° 
features as your eyes never dwelt upon.’ ald 

+ Hark, her senescal is answering our hef 
said the king. returnieg Flambard’s assura” 
with a quick glance. * Hear what answé’ 
lovely dame renders to our demand.’ iy 

¢ That Matilda, conntess of Northumber! 
will never open the gates of her husbans'® © 
tle to men who claim entrance in hO#G 
guise and with arms in their hands. Thies 
her answer,” said Ralph, and his thin lip? 
led craftily. 

‘ Sound again! 

t were & 
Let us tothe don- 

1o 
Offer life and quarte™


