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THE GLEANER.

LITERATURE, &c

A

The British Magazines,

From the People’s Journal.
SALEMBIER.

By H.R. Addisen.
CHAPTER I.

[This interesting account of Salembier, the
moet ferocious baudit that ever ravaged
Flanders, may be relied on as authentic.
It was repeated to me by an officer, who,
wholly unsuspicous of his deabls character,
was his most constant and intimate associate.
The same individual commanded the mili-
tary guard at Salembier’s executien. 1 was
lately living within a few doors of tha resi-
dence of this once celebrated robber, who
Vidocq declares to be the originator of the
¢ feet burning’ torture; and consequently can
vouch for much of this eketch being cor-
rect.—H. R. A.1
AvLL was gaiety beneath the hospitable roof of

the Count de Salembier, one of the most 7e-

cherche party givers in Bruges. The hrilliant

lights, the enlivening music, the handsome uni-

forms of the military, and still more handsome

fuces of the Flemish belles then present, gave '

to the view of the eholder a good specimen
of refined revelry. The eager card-player, the
gay dancer, the philosopher and rouf, each
found an unusnal aitraction in the elegant cir-
cle of their much admired entertainer, whose
invitation or rejection stamped with the hand
of fasbion or exclusion, the aspirants who
thronged this once p oud city.

Count Salembier. at the time I speak of,
was considered one of the handsomest men 1a
West Flanders, possessing almost beunndless
wealth, inherited (as was supposed) from a dis-
taat relation who had died in India: manners
the wost insinnaling. and a genera! knowledge
not to be surpassed, rendered him indeed an
object worth the winning; and many there-

fore were the hearts who sighed in sullen envy, | ( : 8 01 1
{ perior, who, by a silent motion, signified his

‘when it was anneunced thai the party now giv-
en was in honor of his betrothed: for Le now
pablicly called Anna de Juillot, who, on this
evening shone the fairest of the fair, the gay-
est of the gay, whila she smilingly received
their warm yet sincere congratulations.

T'en o’clock had struck, and the ball was at
its height, (for the hours here are earlier than
elsewhere) when the abrupt entrance of Cap-
tain Villedieu, in the service dress of his regi-
mount, startled the assembled group. None
were usnally more punctilions in the etiquetta
of the toilette than the gay dragoon;all there-
fore crowded round the officer, to learu the
cause of his appearance among them in this
roagh attire, this anything but ball room guise.

<1 come, I fsar, most wopportunely to dis-
tarb your mirth,’ at length uttered Villedien;
¢ the cause you shall know ere long;’ and he
drew Salembier aside. They whispered for
an instant, and the count returned; consnlted
for a moment with an aged noble; desired the
masic instantly to cease, and hastened to hand
into her carriage, the fair betrothed, who was
evidently much surprised at this sudden desice
on the part of Salembier to break np the party.
fn a moment more their host re-entered the
ball-room, where the late gay dancers stood al-
most petrified, and thus explained the cause at
ouce, of his seeming agitation, and his abrupt
wish to cease the revel.

¢ My friends, I scarcely know how to tell
yon my tale of woe; for many there are here
present, connected with him who has just been
murderad.”  The company started, and a mar-
muor of horror wentrogad. ¢ Yes—it is too
late. The black gang, who for years have
ursed this conntry with their presence, have
destroyed another vietim, Within three miles
of Ghent, I learn from my friend, that the fath-
o0s of my betrethed bas bean assassinated. His
servant, who escaped, arrived in trembling
baste at Villediea’s lodgings, not ten minntes
gince, with information ef the fact.  His reek-
ing horse bears testimony that two hoars have
searcely passed since this band destroyed be-
fora his eyes, his loved, his valued wmaster! he
would have been to me a parent;” and a tear
rolled down the cheek of the agitated speaker.
¢ My friends, but one consolation, if it may be
80 called, is now left; tv discover and punish
the perpetrator of this bloody deed. For this
purpese Villedieu,with a chosen party is aboat
to depart, while 1 seek my room, and try to
smoothe my poignant foelings of distress. I
need not, I am sure, appologise for breaking
up the fete; for even yet, I fear we have net
learned the extent of vur misfortunes. Strange
it is to sav, but no less true, this band of mur-
derers, (may curses lizht on them) have never
vot been knowa to commit a single marder.
Invariably it has occnrred that, simultaneous
with their attrocities in one part of the country,
they have sealed their savage nature by deeds
of the most revolting kind, at distances of se-
veral lsaguas, thue proving their almost ebiqui-
tons presence, their well-dizested plans of ac-
tion.  May heaven grant that we hear not of
their exploits in some other part before morn-
ing.’

And a deep and sincere ¢ amen’ was pro=
nounced by all present; and while the wretch-
ed count sought the selitude of his chamber,
Villedien and the company now as fearfully
depressed as they had previously been elated,
departed, some to scour the ceuntry, othersto
think and dream efthe murderoas black gang.

Another half hour had elapsed.
ever-soanding carillon of the belfry was chim-
ing the 11th hour, as a single horseman rode
through the port d*Ostende.  Bat so closely
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muffled were his features, so completely hidden
were his form by a long horseman’s cloak, that
the sleepy warden, when afterwards interroga-
ted, declared his utter inability to describe the
person of him who now slowly left the wes-
tern gate of Bruges at a steady ambling pace.
The barrier however passed - the second bridge
crossed, the small hanilet of Skipsdale left be-
hind, and the more open country gained; the
horseman suddenly burying his military spurs
in his proud animal’s side, in another instant
had leaped the wide ditch which skirted the
road, and riding to a certain point some quar—
ter of a leagne from the beaten path, suddenly
halted, jamped off, and placing a small whistle
tohis lips, blew a peculiar low yet shrill signal.
In a moment more that sigeal was answered,
and inthe next minute a second joined the tra-
veller of whom we speak. A word of recog-
nition, and at once they proceeded to business.
¢ Have you susceeded in the west?’

“Yes captain, thosgh we lost pvor Jaques in
the melee; th2 old merchant made a most un-
expected resistance; while his servant, ere. we
had time to fimish him, had drawn a pistol and
shot our comrade almost to death.’

¢ Poor fellow! T am sorry for him,” and he
sighed ;then suddenly changing his tone, * but
what have yoa done with him?”

¢ We obeyed the rule, and as his wound
secemed mortal, we at once despatched him,
mautilated his features, and those of the servant
who had shot him, tied the two ‘bodies togeth-
er and threw them into the canal, where they
will rot long ere they are discovered, as we ti-
ed an iron weight to them to keep them down.
Then, according to your orders, we let loose
their horses, packed up the corpse of the old
gentleman, and started of across the country for
Blackenberg. We popped the carcase into the
haunted ruin near the village, where, leaving
it in charge of Joseph, after dispersing the
rest of our fellows, I at ence started off to meet
your honor.’

¢ "Tis well, right well. And the booty?’

¢ Is here captain.” And the assassin whose
hands still reeked in human blood, placed seve-
ral caskets and a purse in the nands of his su-

desire to proceed. They mounted their horses
and in a few moments more this worthy pair
were again on the high road which leads from
Bruges to Blackenberg.

Their pace, however, was not that of haste.
By the lingering look which ever and anon the
captain ‘east behind him, it was evident he
still expected the arrival of anotber person;in
this way they procecded slowly onwards. Pre-
sently an approaching traveller was heard; a
signal pussed. The chief at once despatched
his' companion forward to recoonoitre.  His
lieutenant hastily galioped up to him, and they
proceeded at a quicker rate towards the ffsh-
ing village, where the body of the murdered
man now lay.

After a short pause the newly-arrived stran-
ger spoke.

¢ You know, captain, it is not my way to
ask questions. You are aware I do your bid -
ding, and seldomn seek to know your reason;
but, on the present occasion, b confess | am
ivus to learn your motives for this double
especially as the Ghent affair can bring
vs no profit; and. fros: the rank of the victim
we may get iato trouble.”

His chief laughed. ¢ My excellent friend
vou are indeed ‘near-sightad; though, as you
say,it is true [ shall notg«in much by the death
of the marquis.. But what of that? . The dou-
ble stroke will paralyse and divide opinion.
¥With respect to discovery, cannot you already
see, who will be pitched upon to pursue the
assassins? tla, ha, ha, you are dull indeed.
Why meto be sare; and you shall be my
proxy; solicited and appeinted by the blind
burghers of yoander proud city,’ and again be
laughed.

¢ Captain, you are right.
tainly is ever ready-witled.
present case—’

His chkief iaterrupted him; ¢ I understand
you; yoa cannot probe my motves for leaving
my home at such an hour, and risking discove-
ry as it were, for no earthly purpose. Are not
such your thoughis?

¢ Most traly divined.’

¢« Well, then, I’ll explain. In the hamlet
which we are approaching dwells one who is
dear to me beyend expression, ona to possess
whom 1 would give ap rank, title, riches, hoa-
or. You seemn astonished; but ’tis no less
troe. The orphand ter of a pwor fisher-
man, the adopted child of a wreiched smug
gler, holds this heart in chains, a heart which
never yet could stoop to woo. In her presence
the object of a_thousand coartly smiles feels as
a slave. Yes—I have grovelled at her feet,
and prayed dat for one look of kindness, one
word of self-affection, and have been spurned?!’
and the bandit ground his teeth with rage al-
most ungovernable.

¢ Knows she of your vocation?’

¢ No, no," thundered the superior. < No,
she knows e not, in erther of my characters.
She knows wme only as the sapposed son of a
wealthy tradesman, a traveliing painter; one
willing to wed her. - But there was a more fa-
vered ga t in the case, a miserable boatman!
An almnost boy, who lived upon the scanty
means his net proviced. This son of toil she
loves, and for his sake rejected ma! me, who
never bore refusal.
to wed the siripling.
parpose then?’

¢ Doubtless to take his life.

ani

Your genius eer-
Bat sull in the

Can you not guess wy

But this foss

about & peasant’ any of our men had dene the |

deed without this trouble.

*Think vou that that would content nie now?
No—she has scornad me, and my love is turn-
ed 10 hate. Hle shali not die a common death.

To-morrow she has sworn |

Each pain he suffers she shall doubly feel, and |
know that [,—1I, her despised suitor, wrought !
his doom!” and he raised himself in his stirrnps |
with passion.

At this moment they bad arrived within
view of the ruin,said to be haunted, which is
situated about two hundred paces from Black-
enburg, The captain called bis lieutenant to
his side, whispered some short directions to
him, and as the subaltern galloped back te
Bruges or its vicinity, the chief of the black
band entered, the untenanted wreck of former
grandeur,

For a moment the captain (or as we shall
more frequently style bim Le Noir)—groped
his way in utter darkness, feeling . with his
hand; which grasped a naked pionard, the
way leading to the interier. Aurrived. howey-
er,in an open chamber, aware that the signal
could not be heard outside, he ventured to give
a low whistle. 1o the next instant a light flash-
ed on'him; a dark lantern was turned, and he
found himself within three paces of his two as-
sociates, who silently beld guard overthe corpse
which had thus for certain reasons been bro’t
hither. A smile of meaning, a glance towards
an object lying in the corner, over which a
cloak was loosely thrown, a nod of apprebati-
on from their superior, and their tale was told.
The gang had done their leader’s bidding, and
that leader willingly accorded thern his thanks;
and yet no word was spoken—it seemed as 1f
they feared the sound of their own voices
would awaken  their victim, or their echoes
betray them tothe bands of justice.

At length Le Noir broke the siience, and in"a
subduec tone epquired, ¢ How managed you
the track?’

At once they understood and replied,

¢ Joseph turned bis horse’s shoes, and riding
back at some twenty paces froma me, gave the
appearance of a single horse having left the
spot, arrived at the scene of atriie, and again
returned to it; his reversed shoes seeming to
approach Ostend, while mine appeared as
coming from it.’

<'Tis well. -Now mark my further directions.
I am about toleave you for half an hour; durieg
that time walk one of your horses over to the
stable door of the cottage which stands on the
northern strand ; Jead him right to it, and then
destroy bim, or get him back as you list; but
on' your life let no print of returning hoof be
seen, or we are lost,  This [ will leave to
your ability to effect. - While one dees this,
let the other dig a deep .grave to put the mer-
chant in, but not till [ return. I'll see the
old man sepultured myself; ’tis bot respeciful;’
and the bandit chuckled at the joke.

W hile speaking, Le Noir bad strippped off
his cloak, and now appeared dressed as a smug-
gler. A bandage coafined his brow and ths
fresh bloed seemed to trickle from under it;
his clothes wers rent in various places, a bro-
ken pistol was stuck in his girdle, and any one
who now saw him would bave mistuken him
for a coatrabandist of the Flemish coast, esea-
ped within the hour from a severe encounter
with revenue police. 8o good was his disguisa
that even his followers were staggered and
surprised, as he thus show ed himself.  After
taking a glass of schiedan from their well-re-
plenisbed hera, drinking as was cestomary
with the band, ¢ to the succes of his present en-
terprise,” Le Noir cautiously placed about him
the various articles which had been rifled from
the murdered man, and left the ruin in & nor-
therly direction.

At about halfan English mile from the vil-
lage of Blackenberg there stands a solitary cot—
tage, now fallen into decay, but which, at the
time [ speak of, presented an aspect of com-
fort and neatness far beyond the usnal average
found ameng the humble dwellings of the fish-
ermen. It had juet been put in thorough repair,
and neatly painted, to receive with becowming
respect its futnre wmistress. i

The owner of this dwelling wes a young and
handsome villager, one who had never been
known to do an ungenerous or unmanly acti
on; and thongh be owed his daily meal to the
lahor of his hands; though poverty might be
said, with trath, to be his lot, yet so loved, so
respected was the vouth, thatthe old and young
alike referred their disputes and doobis to the
arbitration of Charles Van Ecke. The mor-
row had been fixed upon for his marriage with
Charlotte Gaesbeck, commonly styled ¢ the
flower of Blackenberg.” The enamourad and
delighted fisherman now sat beside his fire in
luxurious solitude, conning over his fature
plans, ¢ dreaming of bliss 10 come.’

While he was thus engaged a feeble knock
was heard, and tha youth started up in sston-
ishment, wondering what could thus bring a |
being to his door after midnight. The awlrlng
was calm; it could not therefore be a ship-
wrecked mariner. His poverty was kuown;
it could not be a robber, What then might it |
be? a message perhaps from Charlotte. She
might want him; she niight be ill. At ence he
sprang up. The castles in the air so late-
ly bailt wanished ¢like the . baseless fub-
ric ofa viston,” and with hurried agiiation he
threw open the door. ;

¢ Save me, oh! save me!’ attered a voice of
despair, as a well built man dressed as a sail-
or staggered into the room. ¢ They are after
me; another moment and T am lost! and he
sank bulf fainting, evidently overcome by the
loss ?f b'hm'f, which still flowed from  bis
tempie, into a chair near the fisherman’s
hearth.

Charles in a momant read the woth. The
man  before him was evidently a smuoggler;
ene who carried on an iilicit trade “-,m- the
peighboring Duteb ports, He had doubtiess
escaped from a severe rencontre with the
coast guard, and thus received his woand. A
Jow groan irom the wefferar recellod Van Lcke

| scene, which weekly displays itself in the &
: DAL Y kaers
( said “place.”” The idle soldier, s:andif& 0

. houvest facss. The murder of the Marqu¥

to a senge of activity. He bolted fast the
door 1o prevent surprise, and going to a €op-
board poured out a glass of spirits, which he
handed to the wounded man who drank 1
eagerly.

At length the strarger seemed (o revive;
freed from the idea of immediate captare, Co8~
scions that bis pursuers must have taken *
wrong course, his stiength appeared toretur?
and he began talk freely. * We had a hard
bout of it, - We were but four to seven; y&
we beat them off. But what of that, I shuo!

have died ere this had it not been for a"

Say, in a word, how can I repay you?
you join us? P’faith it is a pleasant life.”

¢ Not s0,” replied Charles; ¢ ’twould nevel
do. I’m poor but honest. Besides, 1sm 10
be married in the morning;and a rover’s lil®
would ill suit a happy bridegroom.’

¢ Indeed, well then, although yon scotn oy
offer, still ’ll prove my gratitode, ~Here !
an order ona friend of mine for two hupdre'
francs; nay, refuse it not, I’ve plenty and ®
spare; ’twill be a pretty offering 10 your
spouse. One thing, however, [ would advis®
keep itabont you on your person; yon under®
stand. A smuggler’s cheque is sometmes
dangerous to expose, so keep it to yoursel:
And now my friend, I'll drink to * the maid-
en!’ and he cast a look of strange meaning 9
his entertainer, as he placed the goblet t0 i
lips. Then rising, he rejoined, * and B0™
good night; T would only ack one faver mor®
'lis to step as far as the sandbills and 100K
around to see if I’m not pursued,’ Charles
willingly acceded, fer he felt relief in beibd
thus freed fiom the presence of a dangero®®
character; one whose acquain’ance might e
him into trouble, 8o, snutching up his c8P»
he hastened ount.

In a mement, the seeming smuggler ad
started ap, drawn from his pocket the booty
of the murdered man of whom we spoke 800
and hurrying to the cupboard and tha bed, b9
in them, the different articles. Drawing for!
a jacket whica he found, he smeared the "
ing with a composiion resembling blood; thes
seizing a kuife which lay upon the table, mer™*
ed witn the initials of the fisherman, he car®”
fully concealed it; then sitting down agains®
quietly awaited the return of Charles, whos'
a few minutes more re-entered, and aseured
his guest that the coast was clear, The ,ﬂe“
instant saw that goest, lenving Van Ecke
dream over and enjoy the thovghts of joys ;
cume, "

The night was unusuallgdark, and the dri-
ving wind blew coldly cver the low sandbl ls
which skirt the sea, und hury at each moméf*
the footsteps of the traveller deep in the¥
yielding substance.  For leagues around
hillocks rose from the surface of the sxtensi’®
flat—no beucon gerved to cheer or guide
wanderer on his way: but Le Noir well kne¥
the trick he now pursued, and bid defiance®
the supersiitious fears whick any one less bf
would have felt with sach a conscience, 8n¢/
such an hour.

Abouta quarter of an hour mare, and tl'
captain re-entered the ruined castle, to thh
his comrades had retarnod, having perﬁ)f"‘ed
his bidding. The grave lay open, snd its'®
tore occupunt, placed on it edge, awaited bot
the order of the captain to be thrown in.
chief hastily entered, and going straight vp ¥
the corpse, inflicted on it several wounds with
the knife which he had abstracted from
fisherinan’s hut. Then spurning the bod)
with his foot, it fell heavily into its narro
cell; and then throwing in the knife, stil we
with blood, he de ired his follower- instant
to fill cp the trench, to be at Thorout 0B
following Tueeday, and further commandiné
them to leave the place as speedily as pe*™
ble when their job should be cormplated ;. the
redoubted captuin jamped on his herse, and #
another honr, Le Noir was far {rom h1s 5600°
of horror and doplicity.

Those aione who have been at Burge
picture the guity of a markey Jay in that cl',’)'
The ** Groot Market,”” (or * Grande Places .
covered with innnmerabla booths, place
regular allies, ngeniously built every (‘”d‘:”
night, and as rapidly carried off on the Satsr a{
evening dia;)]n'\ing the well Pn]isht‘d br,"
utensils, which guudilv decorate each Belg
kitchen; handkerchiefs, and shalls ui‘d“',”’hﬂ-‘-
colors: lace caps, old china, and wuudell;'“":'
all lend their guy appearance to this aniwal®
scene: while hosis of fAmales decked in &Y

hue (grote : ake up. th°
e (grotesque, yet picturesque)uiake fore*

g co°

his guardroom, waiting the carillon AF
abova toannounce his turn ef duty; the 5,
thy corn chandler, siooping over bis 8¢
anxions axpectation of a cuswomer: the | be
chupman, and the steady burgher, may 8% o
{':»u.nd, desirons equally to learn and pr’lP”
the news of (his their favorite day. . le 08
No laughing faces wera, however, vieib

g
Saturday, the 3rd of October, 1797, 2 "‘w,
of scundal or broac huinour lit aswile V.

> % ail
Juillot near the town of Ghent,had shased d;bo

lnughing mood, and caused a pnniu widet
busy throng. he
Soon after more horrid news arrived: ; be”
idel of the crewd, the last remaininZ _hn" obr
tween the burgher and the people, their muqeﬂ
loved Echvin  (sitting magistrate) A
murdered—at least 5o all belieyed.
and that of hig servant had srrived af ur hich
rier ( with that extrasordinary instinct by
leads  them to knew their home)
Their saddles were smeared with b
the animal which the worthy ""“-’is"h[e en”
bestrods was woonded most sevarelys
ingly by a bail.
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