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AUTHOR'S INTRODUCTION.





 




1833.




"Hans of Iceland" is

the work of a young man, and of a very young man at that.




One feels on reading " Hans

of Iceland " that the boy who wrote it, in a fit of desperation in 1821,

had no previous experience of affairs, no previous experience of men, no

previous experience of ideas, and that he was seeking to guess all that he did

not know.




Three ingredients enter into

every work of the imagination, be it drama, poem, or novel: what the author has

felt, what he has observed, what he has surmised.




A novel, particularly, in order

that it may deserve success, must contain an abundance of the author's

feelings, observations, and surmises; and the surmises must follow, simply,

logically, and without solution of continuity, from the observations and

feelings.




Upon the application of this law

to "Hans of Iceland " it will be easy to put one's finger upon the

glaring fault of the book.




There is in " Hans of

Iceland " but one of the author's feelings, the young man's love, — but

one thing drawn from his observation, the young girl's love. All the rest is

surmised, that is to say invented. For youth, which has neither deeds, nor

experience, nor examples to fall back upon, has only the imagination to assist

in forming surmises. And so "Hans of Iceland," assuming that it is

worthy to be classed at all, is little more than a romance of the imagination.




When the first gush of enthusiasm

has spent itself, when the brow begins to knit, when one feels the need of

writing something better than strange tales to frighten old women and little

children, when contact with the world has worn off the rough edges of youth,

one realizes that every invention, every creation, every fancy of the artist

should be founded upon study, observation, contemplation, knowledge of

perspective, comparison, serious meditation, constant, studious delineation of

every object according to nature, and conscientious criticism of himself; and

the inspiration which is evolved from these new conditions, far from losing

anything of its force, finds its horizon greatly enlarged and its wings

strengthened. The poet then has full knowledge of where he stands. All the

visionary dreaming of his early years becomes in some sort crystallized into

serious thought. The second period of life is ordinarily that in which the

artist produces his greatest works. He is still young, and already mature. It

is the priceless moment, the crowning medial point, the warm, brilliant

noon-tide, the one instant when there is the least possible shadow and the

brightest possible light.




There have been incomparable

artists who have remained at that supreme height all their lives, despite their

declining years. Such men are the transcendental geniuses in the world's

history.




Shakespeare and Michel-Angelo

left the mark of youth upon some of their works, but not one of them bears any

indication of old age.




To return to the novel of which a

new edition is about to appear, — this book, such as it is, with its jerky,

gasping action, its inelastic characters, its clumsy diction, its pretentious

but ill-conceived plot, its unblushing lapses into mere dreaming, its

inartistic jumbling together of colors without regard for the eye, its crude,

uneven, and offensive style, undiscriminating and inelegant, and with the thousand

and one offences against good taste which it commits, quite unknowingly, in its

course, — this book accurately represents the time of life at which it was

written, and the condition of the mind, the imagination, and the heart in early

youth, when one is in love with one's first love, when one magnifies the

commonplace disappointments of life into insuperable, poetic obstructions, when

one's head is filled with heroic fantasies which make one great in one's own

eyes, when one is a man in two or three respects, and a mere child in twenty

others, when one has read Ducray-Duminil at eleven years, Auguste Lafontaine at

thirteen, Shakespeare at sixteen, — a curious intellectual ladder, which

carries one in rapid succession from the absurd to the sentimental, and from

the sentimental to the sublime.




For the simple reason that, in

our opinion, this book, which is ingenuous before everything, represents with

some fidelity the time of life at which it was produced, we present it once

more to the public in 1833, just as it was written in 1821.




Furthermore, since the author,

unimportant as is the place he holds in literature, has undergone the fate

common to all writers, great and small, of seeing his early works belauded at

the expense of his later ones, and of hearing it said that he is a long way

from having realized the moderate anticipations founded upon his first efforts,

he deems it to be his duty, without venturing to put forward arguments which

might lose their force in his mouth against a criticism which is perhaps

judicious and well-grounded, to reprint those first efforts exactly as they

were written. In that way each reader will be able to judge for himself whether

the steps which separate "Hans of Iceland" from "Notre Dame de

Paris" are steps forward or backward.




PARIS, May, 1833.




 


















 




PREFACE TO THE FIRST EDITION.




 




THE author of this work, from the

day when he wrote the first page to the day when he was able to write the

blessed words The End at the foot of the last, was the plaything of a most

absurd delusion.




Having come to the conclusion

that a work in four volumes was worthy of being carefully thought out, he

wasted his time seeking a fundamental idea, and developing it well or ill into

a plot which might or might not have some merit; in arranging the scenes, to

make them as effective as possible; and in studying the manners and morals of

the period as best he might: in a word, he took his work seriously.




It was not until this moment,

when, in accordance with the custom of authors to end where the reader is supposed

to begin, he sat down to work out a long preface, which should be a sort of

buckler for the child of his imagination, and should contain, in conjunction

with a statement of the moral and literary principles which underlay its

conception, a more or less cursory sketch of the historical events to which it

refers, and a picture, more or less complete, of the country where the action

occurs, — it was not until this moment, we say, that he detected his mistake,

that he realized the utter insignificance and triviality of the subject on

which he had gravely soiled so much paper, and that he felt how he had, so to

speak, thrown dust in his own eyes by persuading himself that this tale might,

up to a certain point, be considered a literary production, and that the four

volumes really formed a book.




He has therefore wisely

determined, after making due apology, to say nothing at all in this preface,

which his friend the publisher will consequently have to print in very large

letters. He will not let the reader into the secret of his surname or baptismal

names, nor whether he is young or old, married or single, nor whether he has

heretofore written elegies or fables, odes or satires, nor whether he designs

hereafter to write tragedies, melodramas, or comedies, nor whether he is posing

as a literary patrician, as a member of some academy, nor whether he has a desk

in the office of some newspaper, — all of which, however, would be interesting

things to know. He will content himself with these few simple remarks: that the

picturesque portion of his tale has received especial attention; that K and Y

and H and W will be frequently met with there, although he has never made use

of those romantic characters save  with great discretion, — witness the

historic name of Guldenlew, which several chroniclers write Guldenloewe, a form

which he dared not adopt; that there will also be found numerous diphthongs,

changed about with much taste and elegance; and, lastly, that each chapter is

preceded by a mysterious epigraph which adds greatly to the interest, and tends

to give more character to each division of the composition.




January, 1823.




 




PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION.




 




THE author of this work has been

informed that it is absolutely necessary that he should furnish a few lines by

way of advertisement, preface, or introduction to this second edition. In vain

did he dilate upon the fact that the four or five unlucky inane pages which led

the way in the first edition, and with which the publisher insists upon

disfiguring this, have already drawn down the anathemas of one of our most

honorable and illustrious critics, who accused him of adopting the bitter-sweet

tone of the renowned Jedediah Cleishbotham, schoolmaster and sexton of the

parish of Gandercleugh; in vain did he declare that this brilliant and

judicious critic, stern as he was in rebuking the original sin, would be

absolutely pitiless should it be repeated; and equally in vain did he bring

forward a host of other reasons no less convincing, to avoid falling into the

trap; it would seem that they must have been met by even better ones on the

other side, for here he is now writing a second preface, after having so

bitterly repented writing the first. As he took up his pen to carry out this

bold determination, his first impulse was to place at the head of this second

edition something with which he did not dare to burden the first, to wit, some

general and special views upon the art of novel writing. He was meditating

deeply upon this little literary and didactic treatise, and was still in the

mystic intoxication of composition, a very brief instant, when the author,

thinking to attain an ideal perfection which he will never attain, is hugging

himself ecstatically over what he is going to write, — he was, we say, in that

state of blissful self-content in which work is a pleasure, and the secret

consciousness of the divine afflatus seems even sweeter than the noisy pursuit

of fame, when one of his most judicious friends rudely aroused him from his

self-satisfaction, from his ecstasy, from his intoxication, by assuring him

that several very famous, very popular, and very influential men of letters

considered that the dissertation he was preparing would be very absurd and

tiresome, and in the worst possible taste; that the functions of apostles of

criticism which they had undertaken to perform in divers public sheets, imposed

upon them the painful duty of pitilessly hunting down the monster of

romanticism, and every variety of bad taste, and that they were engaged at that

very moment in preparing for certain impartial and enlightened journals a

conscientious, well-reasoned and extremely piquant criticism of the still

unwritten dissertation. At this appalling intelligence, the author — 




"Obstupuit; steteruntque

comae; et vox faucibus haesit." (Was dumfounded; his hair stood on end;

and his voice stuck in his throat) 




that is to say that he could see

no other possible course than to leave in the limbo whence he was preparing to

bring it forth that most excellent treatise ("a virgin still unborn,"

as Jean-Baptiste Rousseau has it) which was to be reproved in advance by so

judicious and harsh a criticism. His friend advised him to replace it simply by

a sort of "publishers' preface," in which he could very properly make

those gentlemen say all the pleasant things which tickle an author's ear. He

even furnished him with several specimens culled from divers works which are in

high favor. Some begin with these words: — "The extraordinary popular

success of this work," etc.




Others with these: — "The

European celebrity which this novel has acquired," etc.; or: — "It is

mere supererogation now to praise this work, since it is the universal verdict

that any possible praise falls far short of its merit," etc.




Although these various formulae,

as his judicious adviser called them, were somewhat tempting, the author did

not feel sufficient humility or paternal indifference to expose his work to the

unreasonable demands and probable disenchantment of the reader who should have

seen these magniloquent apologies, nor sufficient effrontery to imitate the

showmen at public fairs, who exhibit, as a fillip to the curiosity of the

public, a huge crocodile painted on a canvas, behind which, after you have paid

your money, you find there is nothing but a lizard. He therefore discarded all

thought of sounding his own praises through the obliging mouths of his

publishers. His friend then suggested to him to put in the mouth of his

Icelandic villain some sentiments which would make him fashionable, and put him

in sympathy with the present age, — such, for instance, as sly and cutting

witticisms against marchionesses, bitter sarcasms against the priests, or

ingenious innuendoes against nuns, capuchins, and other monsters of the social

regime. The author would have liked nothing better; but, to tell the truth, it

did not seem to him that there was any very close connection between

marchionesses and capuchins and the work he is putting forth. He might, indeed,

have borrowed some other colors from the same palette, and have thrown together

here a few pages, running over with philanthropy, wherein — giving a wide berth

all the while to a certain dangerous reef which lies just.




beneath the surface of the sea of

philosophy, and is known as the Correctional Tribunal — he could have put

forward some of the truths discovered by our wise men for the glory of mankind,

and the consolation of the dying; to wit, that man is only a brute, that the

soul is only a bit of gas of varying density, and that God is nothing at all.

But he reflected that these incontrovertible truths were already very trite and

worn, and that he would add scarcely a drop of water to the deluge of moral

apothegms, atheistical scruples, maxims, doctrines, and principles which have

been poured out upon us for our good, these thirty years past, in such

prodigious quantity that one might, were it not for the irreverence, apply to

them Régnier's lines upon a shower: — 




 




 




"Des nuages en eau tomboit nn tel dègoust, 




Que les chiens altérés pouvoient

boire debout."




(The water poured down so from

the clouds that the thirsty dogs could drink standing erect)




However, these lofty subjects

have no very evident relation to the work in hand, and the author would have

been much embarrassed to find a way to lead up to them, although the art of

transition has been greatly simplified since so many great men have learned the

secret of passing without winking from a hovel to a palace, and of exchanging,

without noticing the incongruity, the foraging cap for the civic crown.




Realizing, therefore, that

neither his talent nor his knowledge — neither his wings nor his beak, as the

ingenious Arab poet sings — will furnish him with an interesting preface for

his readers, the author decided to offer simply a serious, frank statement of

the improvements made in this second edition.




In the first place, he takes the

liberty of observing that the phrase second edition, is not at all appropriate,

and that the title of first edition really belongs to this republication,

because the four rough bundles of grayish paper covered with black and white

spots, which the indulgent public has hitherto been content to look upon as the

four volumes of "Hans of Iceland," were so disfigured by

typographical absurdities — the work of an uncivilized printer — that the wretched

author, as he cast his eye over his unrecognizable production, suffered

constantly the agony that a father might feel, to receive back his beloved

child, mutilated and tattooed by the Iroquois of Lake Ontario.




In that unlucky venture the

esclavage (slavery) of suicide, replaced the usage (custom) of suicide;

furthermore, the typographical bungler gave to a lien the voice which belonged

to a lion; in another place he took away its pics (summit) from the mountain of

Dofre-Fjeld, and ascribed to it the possession of pieds (feet); and when the

Norwegian fishermen were expecting to come to anchor in the criques (inlets),

he forced them into briques (bricks).




Rather than weary the reader, the

author passes over in silence innumerable other outrages of this description

which his resentful memory recalls: — 




"Manet alto in pectore

vulnus." (Wound remains deep in the breast)




Suffice it to say that there is

no absurd, incomprehensible thought, no grotesque, hieroglyphic figure which

this riddle-making printer did not make him express. Alas! whoever has had the

misfortune to print a dozen lines in his life, though it were no more than a

marriage or death certificate, will appreciate the bitterness of the pang.




The proofs of this new impression

have been read and reread with the most painstaking care, and now the author,

in common with one or two of his close friends, ventures to believe that this

restored novel is worthy to figure among those brilliant writings in the

presence of which the eleven stars bow down as before the moon and the sun?




If Messieurs the newspaper men

accuse him of not having made the proper corrections, he will take the liberty

of sending them the proofs of the regenerated works, blackened by the careful

revision to which they have been subjected; for it is said that there is more

than one "doubting Thomas" among these gentlemen.




The indulgent reader will

observe, further, that several dates have been rectified, some few historical

notes added, and that one or two chapters have been embellished with new

epigraphs; in a word, he will find on every page changes whose importance is

proportioned to the importance of the work itself.




An impertinent, though friendly

adviser, desired the author to place in footnotes translations of all the Latin

phrases scattered through these pages by Spiagudry, — for the benefit (added

this person) of the masons and boiler-makers and hair-dressers who conduct

certain journals wherein "Hans of Iceland"




might possibly be taken up for

judgment. Imagine how indignantly the author received this disingenuous advice.

He instantly begged the wretched joker to understand that all newspaper men,

without distinction, are perfect suns of urbanity, knowledge, and good faith,

and not to insult him by imagining that he was one of those ungrateful

citizens, always ready to apply to the arbiters of taste and genius the

malicious verse of an old poet: — 




"Tenez-vous dans vos peaux,

et ne jugez personne."(Keep to your shells, and criticise nobody)




He averred that, for his own

part, he was very far from thinking that the lion's skin was not the skin which

really belonged to these popular worthies.




Again, someone exhorted him — he

feels that he owes it to his readers to tell them everything without

concealment — to place his name beneath the title of this romance, which has

hitherto been the abandoned child of an unknown father. It must be owned that,

over and above the pleasure of seeing the seven or eight Roman characters which

go to make up what is called his name, standing out in fine black letters on

fine white paper, there is a certain charm in the thought of having it glitter

by itself on the back of the printed cover, as if the work which that cover

encloses, far from being the sole monument of the author's genius, were but one

of the pillars of the imposing temple which is some day to be raised to his

immortal renown, — but a paltry specimen of his hidden talent and his

unpublished glory. This proves, at the very least, that one proposes at some

future day to be an illustrious and prolific writer. To triumph over this new

temptation required all the author's dread of his inability to make his way

through the crowd of blackeners of paper, who, although they cease to write

anonymously, always remain unknown.




As to the suggestions which have

been submitted to him by several amateurs with delicate ears, touching the

barbarous harshness of the Norwegian names, he considers them extremely apt;

and so he proposes, as soon as he shall be chosen a member of  the Royal

Society of Stockholm, or of the Academy of Bergen, to request Messieurs the

Norwegians to change their language, considering that the villainous jargon

which they are whimsical enough to use wounds the tympana of our Parisian

ladies, and that their outlandish names, which are as rugged as their cliffs,

produce upon the sensitive tongue which pronounces them the same effect which

their bear's-oil and bark bread would undoubtedly produce upon the sensitive

nerve-centers of our palates.




It remains for him to thank the

eight or ten persons who have been kind enough to read his work throughout, —

its prodigious success proves that that number must have done so; he also

extends his heartfelt gratitude to those of his fair readers of the gentler

sex, who, as he is assured, have tried to form from the book an ideal of the

author of " Hans of Iceland." He is infinitely flattered to learn

that they give him red hair, a curly beard, and haggard eyes; he is embarrassed

that they deign to do him the honor to believe that he never cuts his nails;

but he begs them on his knees to be convinced that he does not carry his

ferocity so far as to devour little children alive; however, all these points

will be settled when his fame shall have risen to the level of that of the

authors of "Lolotte et Fan-fan," or "Monsieur Botte," those

transcendent intellects, twin brothers in genius and taste, Arcades ambo, and

when at the beginning of each of his works his portrait shall be placed, terribiles

visu formae, with a sketch of his life, domestica facia.




He was about to bring this too

long note to a close, when his bookseller, just as the work was to be sent to

the newspapers, came to him and asked him to write for them a few complimentary

words concerning his own book, adding, to dissipate the author's scruples, that

"his handwriting would not betray him, for he would copy them

himself." This last touch seemed to him very affecting. As it would seem

that in this enlightened age everyone considers it his duty to inform his

neighbor as to his personal qualities and perfections (a subject on which

nobody is so well posted as their proprietor); and, furthermore, as this last

temptation is somewhat hard to resist, and as he may succumb to it, the author

thinks it his duty to warn the public that they must never believe half of what

the newspapers say of his work.




APRIL, 1823.




 


















 




I.




 




Did you see it? did you see

it? did you see it? Oh! did you see it? Who saw it? Who did see it? For mercy's

sake, who saw it? — 




Sterne: Tristram Shandy.




 




"Look ye what love leads to,

neighbor Niels: poor Guth Stersen wouldn't be stretched out on that great black

stone yonder, like a star-fish forgotten by the tide, if she had never thought

of anything but patching up the old boat and mending nets for her father, our

old comrade, St. Usuph, the fisherman, comfort him in his affliction!"




"And her lover," chimed

in a shrill quavering voice, " Gill Stadt, that fine young fellow lying

there beside her, wouldn't be where he is if he had passed his youth rocking

his little brother's cradle under the smoky rafters of his cabin, instead of

making love to Guth, and seeking his fortune in those cursed mines of

Roeraas."




Neighbor Niels, whom the first

speaker addressed, interrupted at this point: — "Your memory keeps pace

with your years, and is growing old with you, Mother Olly. Gill never had a

brother, and that makes poor widow Stadt's grief all the more bitter, for her

cabin is quite deserted now. If she tries to look up to heaven for comfort, she

will find her old roof in the way, where her baby's empty cradle still hangs, —

her baby, who grew to manhood, and now is dead."




"Poor mother!" rejoined

old Olly; "for the young man has nobody to blame but himself; why did he

go to the mines at Roeraas?"




"I really believe,"

said Niels, " that those infernal mines rob us of a man for every copper

farthing they yield. What do you think, neighbor Braal?"




"Miners are fools!"

replied the fisherman. "If a fish would live he must not leave the water;

no more must a man go into the bowels of the earth."




"But suppose Gill Stadt had

to go to work in the mines in order to win his bride?" asked a young man

in the crowd.




"He shouldn't have risked

his life," interposed Olly, "for a mere sentiment which isn't worth

it, and will never make up for its loss. A fine marriage bed Gill has provided

for his Guth!"




"Pray, did the young woman

drown herself in despair at the death of the young man?" queried another

bystander.




"Who says she did?"

shouted a soldier, pushing his way to the front. "This girl — I knew her

well — was betrothed to a young miner who was recently crashed by a blast in

the underground galleries of Storwaadsgrube, near Roeraas: but she was also the

mistress of one of my comrades, and day before yesterday she undertook to get

into Munckholm secretly to celebrate the death of her betrothed with her lover;

the boat she was on was wrecked on a reef, and she was drowned."




A confused murmur of voices

greeted this speech.




"Impossible, master

soldier," cried the old women; the younger ones held their peace, and

neighbor Niels maliciously reminded Braal, the fisherman, of his solemn

sentence: "Look ye, what love leads to!"




The warrior was on the point of

losing his temper in good earnest with his female contradictors; he had already

called them "old witches from Quiragoth Cave," and they were little

disposed to submit patiently to so bitter an insult, when the discussion was

suddenly brought to an end by a sharp, commanding voice, crying, " Peace,

peace, ye drivellers!"




Every tongue was hushed, as when

the sudden crowing of a cock imposes silence on the clucking of the hens.




Before describing the remainder

of the scene, it may not be amiss to describe the spot where it took place. It

was, as the reader doubtless has guessed ere this, one of those dismal

structures which public compassion and social foresight consecrate to the

reception of unidentified bodies; the last abiding-place of a certain class of

deceased persons, most of whom have lived unhappy lives; a place to which

resort the indifferent sight-seer, the morbid or philanthropic observer, and

frequently, weeping kinsfolk and friends, whose long and unendurable anxiety

has left them but the one sad hope. At the period, already long past, and in

the partially civilized country, to which I have taken my reader, no one had as

yet dreamed, as in our cities of luxury and filth, of making these temporary

resting-places the ornate and ingeniously gloomy structures we see to-day.

There was no tomb-like opening, through which the sun's rays entered obliquely,

lighting up arches artistically carved, and resting upon a row of stone beds,

with pillows fashioned at the head, as if with the purpose to provide the dead

with some of the conveniences of life. And if, by chance, the keeper's door

stood ajar, the eye, wearied by gazing at the naked, hideous bodies, had not,

as it may have to-day, the welcome relief of cheerful rooms and happy children.

No; there death was displayed in all its ugliness, in all its horror; and there

had been as yet no attempt to deck it out with finery and ribbons.




The apartment in which our

friends were standing was large and dark, the darkness making it appear larger

than it really was; it received light through the low square door which opened

upon the quay of Drontheim, and through an irregular opening in the roof,

through which a pale, sickly light came in with the rain or hail or snow, as

the case might be, upon the bodies which lay directly beneath it. The room was

divided across the middle by an iron railing waist high. The public were

admitted into the outer section through the square door; on the other side of

the rail were six long slabs of black granite, arranged side by side. A small

side door in each section was used by the keeper and his assistant, whose

living apartments were in the rear, extending back to the sea. The miner and

his betrothed were lying upon two of these granite couches. Decomposition had

already begun in the young woman's body, and was evidenced by the broad blue

and purple streaks which marked the location of the blood vessels in her arms

and legs. Gill's features seemed harsh and forbidding; but his body was so

horribly mutilated that it was impossible to say whether he was really as

handsome as Mother Olly said.




The conversation which we have

faithfully recounted took place among the awe-struck crowd, who were standing

in front of the disfigured remains.




A tall, spare old man, who was

sitting with folded arms and bent head upon a dilapidated stool in the darkest

corner of the room, seemed to be utterly unmindful of what was said, until he

suddenly rose to his feet, crying: "Peace, peace, drivellers!" and

seized the soldier's arm.




Every voice was hushed; the

soldier turned around, and burst into a great roar of laughter at the

extraordinary aspect of the speaker, whose haggard face, sparse, unkempt hair,

long, bony fingers, and com-' plete outfit of reindeer-skin fully justified his

boisterous greeting. But the women, who were struck dumb for a moment, soon

began to grumble: "It's the keeper of the Spladgest! (The name given to

the morgue at Drontheim, the Editor) It's that infernal dead man's porter.

It's that devil Spiagudry, the cursed wizard!"




"Peace, drivellers, peace!

If this is your witches' Sabbath, go quick and look out for your brooms, or

they'll fly away all alone. Leave this worthy descendant of the god Thor in

peace."




Thereupon Spiagudry, forcing his

features to assume an amiable grin, addressed the soldier: — "You were

saying, my good fellow, that this wretched woman —"




"The old rascal!"

muttered Olly; "yes, we are 'wretched women' in his eyes, because our

bodies, if they fall into his clutches, bring him in only thirty ascalins each,

while he receives forty for the carcass of a good-for-nothing man."




"Silence, old hags!"

exclaimed Spiagudry.




"Upon my soul, these

daughters of the devil are like their kettles; when they are warm they can't

help sputtering. Tell me, my gallant king of the sword, doubtless your comrade,

whose mistress this Guth was, proposes to kill himself, in despair at having

lost her?"




At that the long-delayed

explosion broke forth.




"Do you hear the miscreant,

the old heathen?"




cried twenty shrill discordant

voices; "he would like to know that there is one man less among the

living, just because of the forty ascalins a death will bring him in."




"Suppose that's true,"

rejoined the keeper of the Spladgest, "has not our gracious lord the king,

Christian V., whom St. Hospitius bless, declared himself to be the born

guardian of all miners, so that when they die he can enrich the royal treasury

with their paltry savings?"




"You do the king great

honor," retorted the fisherman Braal, " to compare the royal treasury

to the strong-box of this charnel-house of yours, and him to yourself, neighbor

Spiagudry."




"Neighbor!" ejaculated

the keeper, annoyed at such familiarity: "your neighbor! Say, your host

rather, for it may very well be, my dear toiler of the sea, that someday I

shall loan you one of my six stone beds for a week or so. However," he

added with a laugh, "I spoke of this soldier's possible death, simply from

a desire to see the practice of committing suicide kept up in connection with

the tragic passions these ladies are wont to inspire."




"Well, well, you lanky

corpse in charge of corpses!" said the soldier, "tell me, pray, what

you are driving at, with that amiable grin, which resembles nothing so much as

a hanged man's last smile."




"Very good, very good, my

popinjay," rejoined Spiagudry, " I always thought there was more real

wit under the helmet of Private Thurn, who whips the devil with sword and

tongue, than under the miter of Bishop Isleif, who wrote the History of

Iceland, or the square cap of Professor Shaenning, who described our

cathedral."




"In that case, if you take

my advice, my old bag of leather, you will abandon your charnel-house income,

and sell yourself to the viceroy at Bergen for his cabinet of curiosities. I

swear by St. Belphegor that he pays their weight in gold for rare species of

animals. But tell me, what do you want of me?"




"When the bodies which are

brought to us are found in the water, we are obliged to turn over half of our

fees to the fishermen. I simply wanted to beg you therefore, O illustrious

descendant of Private Thurn, to induce your unhappy comrade not to drown

himself, but to select some other variety of death.




It ought not to make any

difference to him, and he would not care to wrong the poor Christian who will

entertain his dead body, assuming, that is, that the loss of Guth will drive

him to commit this deed of desperation."




"You are very much mistaken,

my kindly and hospitable keeper: my comrade will not have the gratification of

becoming a guest of your inviting inn with six beds. Do you fancy he has not

already consoled himself with another valkyrie for the death of this one? By my

beard! he was tired of your Guth long ago."




At these words the tempest, which

Spiagudry had deflected for a moment to his own head, broke more fiercely than

ever upon the ill-starred man of war.




"What, you miserable

villain," shrieked the old women; "that's the way you forget us, is

it? Bah!




who would love such

carrion!"




The younger women still held

their peace; some of them, truth to tell, could not avoid the thought that this

black sheep was not by any means an unattractive youth.




"Oho!" said he,

"is this the Witches' Sabbath over again? Beelzebub's punishment is a

fearful one indeed, if he has to listen to such choruses as this once a

week."




Nobody knows what would have been

the result of this latest squall, if general attention had not been altogether

engrossed at that moment by a noise without. It grew louder as it approached,

and soon a swarm of half-naked boys, running along beside a covered litter

carried by two men, rushed shouting into the Spladgest.' "Where does that

come from?" the keeper asked the bearers.




"From the beach at

Urchtal."




"Oglypiglap!" shouted

Spiagudry.




One of the doors at the side

opened, and a little Laplander, dressed in a suit of leather, appeared and

signed to the bearers to follow him. Spiagudry went with them, and the door

closed upon them before the inquisitive multitude had time to guess from the

length of the body on the litter whether it was a man or a woman.




This subject was still furnishing

food for conjecture, when Spiagudry and his assistant reappeared in the inner

section of the room, carrying the body of a man, which they laid on one of the

granite beds.




"It's a long time since I

handled such beautiful clothes," said Oglypiglap. As he spoke he stood on

tiptoe and hung a captain's handsome uniform over the dead man's head.




The head was disfigured, and the

rest of the body covered with blood; the keeper washed it several times with

water from an old leaky pail.




"By St. Beelzebub!"

exclaimed the soldier, "it's an officer of my regiment! Let me see: can it

be Captain Bollar, dead of grief for his uncle's death?




Bah! he's his heir. Baron

Randmer? he staked his estate at cards yesterday, but to-morrow he will win it

back, and his opponent's castle to boot. Can it be Captain Lory, whose dog was

drowned? or Treasurer Stunck, whose wife is unfaithful to him? Upon my word I don't

see any cause for blowing out one's brains in either of those cases."




The crowd was momentarily

increasing in size.




At that moment a young man who

was riding along the quay, noticed the throng; he alighted from his horse,

threw the rein to the servant who followed him, and entered the Spladgest. He

was dressed in a modest traveling suit, armed with a sword, and wrapped in a

green cloak of ample proportions; a black plume, fastened to his hat by a

diamond buckle, fell down over his noble face, and waved to and fro above his

high forehead, crowned with long chestnut hair; his boots and spurs were

covered with mud, as if he had traveled far.




As he entered, a little thickset

man, wrapped, as he was, in a cloak, and with enormous gloves on his hands, was

saying to the soldier: "How do you know that he killed himself? This man

no more committed suicide, my word for it, than the roof of your cathedral set

itself on fire."




As the twibil makes two wounds at

once, so did this sentence call forth two retorts.




"Our cathedral!" said

Niels; "they are roofing it now with copper. It's that rascal Hans, they

say, who set fire to it, so as to make work for his miners, among whom was his

protege Gill Stadt, whom you see here."




"What the devil!" cried

the soldier, "you dare to tell me, — me, second arquebusier of the

garrison of Munckholm, — that that man didn't blow his brains out?"




"That man was

murdered," coolly replied the little man.




"Pray, listen to the oracle!

Go to, your little gray eyes have no better sight than your hands in the great

gloves you wear on them in midsummer."




The little man's eyes shot fire.




"Soldier, pray to your

patron saint that these same hands do not someday leave their mark on your

face."




"Oho! let us go out!"

cried the soldier, beside himself with rage. But suddenly he checked himself:

"No," he said, " one must not speak of duels in presence of the

dead."




The little man muttered some

words in a foreign tongue, and disappeared.




"They found him on the beach

at Urchtal," said a voice.




"On the beach at

Urchtal?" the soldier repeated; "Captain Dispolsen was to come ashore

there this morning, from Copenhagen."




"Captain Dispolsen hasn't

yet reached Munckholm," said another voice.




"They say that Hans of

Iceland is wandering about in that neighborhood at present," added a

fourth.




"In that case, this man may

be the captain," said the soldier, "if Hans is the assassin; for

every one knows that the Icelander does his murdering in such a diabolical way

that his victims seem to have committed suicide."




"What sort of man is this

Hans, pray?" someone inquired.




"He's a giant," said

one.




"He's a dwarf," said

another.




"Has no one ever seen

him?"




"The first time that any one

sees him is also the last."




"Hush!" said old Olly;

"they say that only three persons ever exchanged human words with him, —

this wretch of a Spiagudry, the widow Stadt, and — but he had an unhappy life,

and an unhappy death — poor Gill there. Hush!"




"Hush'!" the word was

echoed on all sides.




"Now," cried the

soldier suddenly, "I am sure that it really is Captain Dispolsen; I

recognize the steel chain which our prisoner, old Schumacker, presented to him

when he left the castle."




The young man with the black

plume abruptly broke the silence.




"You are sure that it's

Captain Dispolsen?"




"Sure, by the worth of St.

Beelzebub!" the soldier replied.




The young man went hurriedly out.




"Order a boat for

Munckholm," he said to his servant.




"But, my lord, the general

—"




"You will take the horses to

him. I will go tomorrow. Am I, or am I not, my own master? Come, night is

approaching, and I am in haste; a boat."




The servant obeyed, and then

stood for some time watching his young master as "he glided away from the

shore.




 


















 




II.




 




I will sit by the while, so

thou wilt tell 




Some moving story to beguile

the time.




Maturin: Bertram.




 




The reader already knows that we

are at Drontheim, one of the four principal cities of Norway, but not the

residence of the viceroy. At the time when the action of the story takes place,

in 1699, the kingdom of Norway was still united to Denmark, and governed by

viceroys, who resided at Bergen, a larger city than Drontheim and farther to

the south; a finer city, too, notwithstanding the uncomplimentary cognomen

bestowed upon it by the illustrious Admiral Van Tromp Drontheim presents a very

attractive appearance as one approaches it up the fiord to which it gives its

name. The harbor is reasonably wide, although vessels cannot easily enter in

all weathers; but it resembles a long canal, bordered on the right by Danish

and Norwegian ships, and on the left by those of foreign nations, that

distinction being prescribed by the municipal regulations. In the background

lies the city in the midst of a fertile plain, surmounted by the needle-like

spires of its cathedral.




This cathedral, one of the most

beautiful examples of Gothic architecture, as one may judge from Professor

Shoenning's book, — cited so familiarly by Spiagudry, — which describes it as

it appeared before its beauty had been marred by frequent fires, bore upon its

central spire the episcopal cross, which indicated that it was the cathedral

church of the Lutheran bishopric of Drontheim. Above the city in the hazy

distance rose the sharp, snow-covered peaks of the mountains of Kole, like the

pointed jewels in an old-fashioned crown.




In the center of the harbor,

within cannon-shot of either shore, the solitary fortress of Munckholm reared

its walls upon a mass of wave-washed rocks, — a gloomy prison-house, wherein,

at the time of which we are writing, a prisoner was confined, whose sudden disgrace,

following upon a long period of prosperity, made his name famous.




Schumacker, whose birth was of

the humblest, was in the first place deluged with honors by his master, and at

last attained the dignified post of Grand Chancellor of Denmark and Norway.

From that elevation he was hurled down to a traitor's cell, then dragged upon

the scaffold; but his life was spared and he was cast into a lonely dungeon at

the farthest extremity of the kingdom. His own creatures overthrew him, and he

had no right to accuse them of ingratitude. Could he complain when the ladder

he had raised, for no other purpose than his own elevation, broke beneath his

feet?




The man who had established the

order of nobility in Denmark saw, from his place of exile, the great men, whose

grandeur was his work, dividing his dignities among them. The Count von

Ahlefeld, his deadly enemy, was his successor as grand chancellor; General

Arensdorf, as grand marshal, bad the disposal of commissions in the army;

Bishop Spollyson was inspector of the universities. The only one of his enemies

who did not owe his elevation to him was Count Ulric Frederic Guldenlew,

natural son of King Frederic III. and Viceroy of Norway; he was the most

generous and high minded of them all.




The boat of the young man with

the black plume glided slowly along toward the melancholy rock of Munckholm.

The sun was sinking fast behind the solitary fortress, whose frowning mass

intercepted its horizontal rays, so that the peasant on the western slope of

the hills of far Larsynn could see walking beside him, across the heather, the

indistinct shadow of the sentinel stationed on the highest tower of Munckholm.




 


















 




III.




 




Ah!

my heart could not be more deeply wounded! A young man of no morals — he dared

to look at her! his gaze sullied her purity. Claudia! the bare thought drives

me frantic. — 




LESSING: Emilia Galotti.




 




"ANDREW, go and tell the

officer of the guard that curfew will ring in half an hour. Sorsyll will

relieve Duckness at the portcullis, and Maldivius will mount guard on the

platform of the great tower.




Let sharp watch be kept from the

donjon of the Lion of Schleswig. Don't forget to fire the gun at seven o'clock

for the boom to be raised across the harbor, — but no, Captain Dispolsen has

not arrived yet: see that the beacon is lighted, on the other hand, and

ascertain also whether the beacon of Walderhog is lighted according to the

orders given yesterday.




Above all things, be sure that

something is ready for the captain to eat and drink. — And, I forgot — put down

Toric Belfast, second arquebusier of the regiment, for two days in the

dungeons: he has been absent all day."




Thus spoke the sergeant-at-arms

under the black, smoke-begrimed arches of the guard-house at Munckholm,

situated in the low tower overlooking the first gateway of the Castle.




The soldiers whom he addressed

left their cards or their beds, to carry out his orders, and silence reigned

once more.




A moment later the measured sound

of oars was heard without.




"That must be Captain

Dispolsen at last!" said the sergeant, opening the little barred window

which looked out on the fiord.




A small boat was just drawing up

at the base of the iron gateway.




"Who goes there?" the

sergeant cried in a hoarse voice.




"Open!" was the reply;

"peace and safety."




"Everyone is not admitted

here! Have you a pass?"




"Yes."




"I must see for myself; if

you lie, by the bones of my patron saint, you shall taste the water of the

bay."




He closed the wicket and turned

away, adding to himself: — "It's not the captain, after all."




A light shone through the iron

gateway; the rusty bolts creaked; the gate swung open and the sergeant examined

the document which the new-comer handed up.




"Pass," he said.

"One moment," he added curtly; "just leave the buckle of your

hat outside. Visitors aren't allowed to enter state prisons with jewels.




The regulation reads: 'the king

and members of his family, the viceroy and members of his family, the bishop,

and the commander of the garrison alone are excepted.' You don't come within

any of those exceptions, do you?"




The young man, without replying,

removed the contraband buckle, and tossed it to the fisherman who had brought

him, in payment for his services.




Fearing that he might regret his

generosity, the fisherman made haste to put a broad expanse of water between

benefactor and beneficiary.




While the sergeant, grumbling at

the imprudence of the chancellor's office in being so lavish with passes, was

replacing the heavy bars, and tramping slowly and noisily up the winding

staircase to the guard-room, the young man, throwing his coat over his

shoulder, passed swiftly through the low tower, the long armory, and the

artillery shed, where a few old dismounted culverins, which can be seen to-day

in the museum at Copenhagen, were lying around; a sentinel yelled sharply to

him to keep away from these engines of destruction. He reached the main

portcullis, which was raised to allow his pass to be inspected. From that

point, followed by a soldier, he walked unhesitatingly, like one well used to

the place, diagonally across one of the four square courts which flank the

great circular courtyard, in the center of which rises the huge round rock,

surmounted at that time by the keep called by the name of the Lion of

Schleswig, because of the imprisonment there by Rolf the Dwarf of his brother

Jotham the Lion, Duke of Schleswig.




It is no part of our purpose to

set down here a description of the castle keep of Munckholm, especially as the

reader, finding himself confined in a state prison, might fear that he would be

unable to escape through the garden. He would be wrong, however, for the donjon

of the Lion of Schleswig, which was set apart for the reception of prisoners of

distinction, afforded them, among other advantages, the privilege of walking in

a sort of uncultivated garden of considerable extent, where clumps of holly, a

few old yews, and a few black pines grew among the rocks around the massive

structure, enclosed by high walls and enormous towers.




When he reached the base of the

round rock the young man climbed up by the steps roughly hewn in the stone to

the foot of one of the towers, where a postern gave entrance to the donjon.

There he blew a mighty blast upon a copper horn handed him by the keeper of the

portcullis.




"Open, open!" cried a

voice within; " it's that cursed captain, of course!"




The postern swung open, and the

new-comer saw, within a dimly lighted Gothic hall, a young officer stretched

out negligently upon a heap of cloaks and reindeer skins, near one of those

lamps with three burners which our ancestors used to hang from the rose-work of

their ceilings, but which was temporarily standing on the floor. The

fashionable richness and studied elegance of his costume contrasted strikingly

with the scanty and rough furniture of the room.




He held a book in his hand, and

raised his eyes from the page as he turned half around toward the newcomer.




"Is it the captain? Welcome,

captain! You hardly supposed that you were making a man who hasn't the pleasure

of your acquaintance wait for your return; but we shall soon know each other,

shall we not? Begin by accepting my sympathy for having to return to this

venerable castle. Even in the short time I have been here I have become as

jovial as one of the owls they fasten up over prison-doors for scare-crows, and

when I return to Copenhagen for my sister's wedding, devil take me if four out

of a hundred of my lady-friends will recognize me! Tell me, are knots of red

ribbon at the bottom of the doublet still in fashion? Have any new novels by

that young Frenchwoman, Mademoiselle Scudery, been translated? I have

"Clélie" in my hand at this moment: I suppose it is still read at

Copenhagen?




It is my only resource in the way

of love-making, now that I have to spend my time sighing at long range for a

glance from all the lovely eyes I know; for the eyes of our fair young

prisoner, — you know whom I mean, — beautiful though they be, have nothing to

say to me. Ah! if it were not for my father's orders! I must tell you in

confidence, captain, that my father — don't ever speak of it — instructed me to

— you understand me — Schumacker's daughter. But all my trouble is thrown away;

the lovely statue is not a woman at all, — she weeps incessantly, and never

looks at me."




The young man, who had tried thus

far in vain to interrupt the young officer's extreme volubility, uttered a

surprised exclamation.




"What! what's that you say?

instructed to seduce poor Schumacker's daughter?"




"Seduce,

if you please! —if that's what they call it at Copenhagen nowadays; but I defy

the devil himself to do it. Day before yesterday, being on duty, I carried in

expressly for her a superb French strawberry which was sent me from Paris.

Would you believe that she didn't once look up at me, although I walked through

her room three or four times, jingling my new spurs, with rowels as big as a

Lombardy ducat? — that's the latest shape, isn't it?"




"My God! my God!" the

young man exclaimed, striking his forehead; " this is too much!"




"Is it not?" returned

the officer, misunderstanding the exclamation. "Not the least notice of me!




It's incredible, but quite

true."




The young man strode back and

forth, in almost uncontrollable excitement.




"Will you not take some

refreshment, Captain Dispolsen?" the officer inquired.




The young man recovered himself.




"I am not Captain

Dispolsen."




"What!" said the

officer; sternly, rising to a sitting posture; "pray, who are you, then,

to dare to intrude here at this hour?"




The stranger exhibited his pass.




"I wish to see Count

Griffenfeld — I mean your prisoner."




"Count! count!"

muttered the officer, with an expression of annoyance. "The pass seems to

be all right: that is certainly Vice-Chancellor Grummond von Knud's signature:

'The bearer has leave to visit all royal prisons at any time.' Grummond von

Knud is the brother of old General Levin von Knud, commandant at Drontheim, and

the old general, you know, brought up my future brother-in-law."




"Thanks for these details of

your family history, lieutenant. Don't you think you have given me about enough

of them?"




"The impertinent rascal is

right," said the lieutenant, biting his lips. "Hallo, there, usher!

usher of the tower! Escort this stranger to Schumacker, and don't grumble

because I took down your lamp with three burners and one wick. I was glad of an

opportunity to examine a piece which dates back doubtless to Sciold the Pagan,

or Havar the Cleaver; besides, only crystal candelabra are hung from the

ceiling now."




While the young man and his guide

were crossing the deserted garden of the donjon, the young officer, a martyr to

fashion, resumed the thread of the amorous adventures of CMie the Amazon, and

Horatius the One-eyed.




 


















 




IV.




 




Mercutio. Where the devil

should this Romeo be?




Benvolio. Not to his father's:

I spoke with his man.




SHAKESPEARE: Romeo and Juliet.




 




IN the meantime a man with two

horses had entered the courtyard of the governor's house at Drontheim. He

alighted, shaking his head discontentedly, and was about to lead the animals

around to the stable when a hand was suddenly laid upon his arm, and a voice

cried: — "What! you here alone, Poel? Your master?




Where is your master?"




It was the old General Levin von

Knud, who saw from his window the young man's servant and the empty saddle, and

rushed hastily down to the door.




As he spoke he fixed upon the

servant a look in which there was even more anxiety than in the question.




"Your Excellency,"

replied Poel, bowing low, "my master is no longer at Drontheim."




"Do you mean that he has

been here? and that he went away again without calling on his general, without

embracing his old friend? When did he come?"




"He arrived this evening,

and went away this evening."




"This evening! this evening!

In God's name, where did he stop? Where has he gone?"




"He got down at the

Spladgest, and took "boat for Munckholm."




"Ah! and I thought he was at

the Antipodes.




What has he gone to the castle

for? What was he doing at the Spladgest? A knight-errant indeed!




It's partly my fault, though, for

why did I bring him up as I did? I wanted him to be independent,

notwithstanding his high rank."




"He's no slave to

etiquette," said Poel.




"No, but he's the slave of

his own whims. However, he 'll come back no doubt. Go in, and find something to

eat and drink, Poel. But tell me," and the general's face assumed an

expression of anxiety, "tell me, Poel, have you been roving about much?"




"My general, we came from

Bergen without turning to right or left. My master was depressed."




"Depressed? Why, what passed

between him and his father? Didn't he like the idea of the proposed

marriage."




"I don't know. But they say

that his Serenity insists upon it."




"Insists upon it! You say,

Poel, that the viceroy insists upon it? Why, in that case Ordener must have

declined to consent to it."




"I don't know, your

Excellency. He seemed down-hearted."




"Down-hearted! Do you know

what sort of a reception his father gave him?"




"The first time it was in

the camp near Bergen.




His Serenity said: 'I don't often

see you, my son.' 'So much the better for me, my lord and father, if you notice

it,' my master replied. Then he gave his Serenity some details about his travels

in the north, and his Serenity said: 'Very good.' The next day my master

returned from the palace, and said to me: 'They want me to marry; but I must go

and see my second father, General Levin.' I saddled the horses, and we

came."




"Really, my good Poel,"

said the general, deeply moved; "did he call me his second father?"




"Yes, your Excellency."




"Worse luck for me if this

marriage displeases him, for I would rather run the risk of being disgraced by

the king, than help to force it on him.




And yet, the daughter of the

grand chancellor of the two kingdoms! By the way, Poel, does Ordener know that

his future mother-in-law, Countess von Ahlefeld, has been here incognito since

yesterday, and that the count is expected?"




"I don't know, my

general."




"Ah," said the old

governor, " he must know it.




Else why should he beat a retreat

as soon as he arrived?"




Thereupon the general, with a

friendly nod to Poel, acknowledged the salute of the sentinel, and went indoors

again, no less anxious than when he came out.




 


















 




V.




 




One would have said that his

heart had been agitated by every passion, but was now agitated by none; nothing

remained save the sad and piercing glance of a man deeply versed in the

knowledge of mankind, and who could tell, at a glance, whither everything

tended. — SCHILLER: The Visions.




 




WHEN the usher, after conducting

the young stranger up the spiral staircases and through the upper rooms of the

keep of the Lion of Schleswig, at last opened the door of the apartment

occupied by him they were seeking, the first words which fell upon the young

man's ears were the familiar ones: "Is it Captain Dispolsen at last?"




The question was propounded by an

old man who was sitting with his back to the door, his elbows resting on a

work-table, and his head in his hands.




He was dressed in a black woolen

gown; a broken shield was fastened to the wall over a bed at one end of the

room, and around it were the broken collars of the orders of the Elephant and

Dannebrog; a count's coronet turned upside down was fastened below the shield,

and the collection of singular ornaments was completed by the fragments of a

hand of justice bound together in the shape of a cross.




The old man was Schumacker.




"No, my Lord," the

usher replied to his inquiry.




Then he said to the stranger:

" This is the prisoner," and left them together; he closed the door

behind him too soon to hear the old man's querulous voice say: — "If it's

not the captain, I do not wish to see anybody."




At these words the stranger

stopped near the door, and the prisoner, thinking that he was alone, — for he

made no movement to turn around, — relapsed into his silent reverie.




Suddenly he exclaimed: —

"The captain has certainly abandoned me, and betrayed me! Men — men are

like the icicle that the Arab mistook for a diamond; he put it carefully away

in his sack, and when he went to look for it, he found not so much as a drop of

water."




"I am not a man of that

sort," said the stranger.




Schumacker rose quickly to his

feet.




"Who is here? Who is

listening to me? Is it some miserable tool of Guldenlew's?"




"Do not speak ill of the

viceroy, Herr Count."




"Herr Count! Do you call me

so to flatter me?




You are wasting your time. I have

no power now."




"He who speaks to you never

knew you when you were powerful, but he is none the less your friend."




"Then he must still hope for

something from me; one's remembrance of the unfortunate always depends upon

what one hopes still to obtain from him."




"I am the one who ought to

complain, noble count; for I remember you, but you have forgotten me. I am

Ordener."




A joyful light shone in the old

man's melancholy eyes, and a smile which he could not repress parted his white

beard as a sunbeam breaks through a cloud.




"Ordener! Welcome, Ordener.

A thousand good wishes to the traveler who remembers the prisoner!"




"Had you really forgotten

me?" Ordener asked.




"I had forgotten you,"

said Schumacher, resuming his air of gloom, " as one forgets the breeze

which blows refreshingly upon one, and passes by, — happy if it does not change

to the tempest which overwhelms."




"Count von

Griffenfeld," the young man rejoined, "did you not look for my

return?"




"Old Schumacker did not look

for it; but there is a young girl who reminded me this very day that you had

been away a year on the 8th of May last."




Ordener started.




"Great Heaven' Can it have

have been your daughter Ethel, noble count?"




"Who else, pray?"




"Your daughter, my Lord, has

deigned to count the months since my departure! Oh! how many wretched days I

have passed! I have visited every part of Norway, from Christiania to Wardhus;

but my thoughts always brought me back to Drontheim."




"Make full use of your

liberty, young man, so long as you are free. But tell me, pray, who you are. I

would like, Ordener, to know you by some other name. The son of one of my most

deadly enemies is named Ordener."




"Perhaps, Herr Count, this

deadly enemy of yours is more kindly disposed to you than you are to him."




"You evade my question. But

keep your secret; I might perhaps find that the fruit which quenches the thirst

is the poison which will kill."




"Count!" exclaimed

Ordener, impatiently.




"Count!" he repeated,

in a tone of mingled reproach and compassion.




"Aral obliged to confide in

you, who invariably, to my face, take the part of the implacable

Guldenlew?" retorted Schumacker.




"The viceroy," the

young man gravely interposed, "has given orders that henceforth you will

be free to go where you please within the keep of the Lion of Schleswig,

unattended by guards. That piece of news I picked up at Bergen, and you will

doubtless be advised of it very soon."




"It is a favor I dared not

hope for, and I thought that I had never spoken of my desire to any but you.




However, they lessen the weight

of my shackles, as my years multiply, and when the infirmities of age have made

me absolutely helpless, they will say to me no doubt: 'You are free.'"




The old man smiled bitterly, and

continued: — "And have you still the same insane ideas on the subject of

independence, young man?"




"If I hadn't those ideas I

should not be here."




"How did you come to Drontheim?"




"In the saddle."




"How did you come to

Munckholm?"




"On a boat."




"Poor fool! you fancy you

are free, and yet you go from a horse's back to a boat! Your will is executed,

not by your own limbs, but by an animal, by inanimate matter; and you call that

a will!"




"I force animate beings to

obey me."




"To assume over certain

beings the right to be obeyed, is to give other beings the right to command

you. Independence exists only in solitude."




"You do not love your kind,

noble count?"




The old man laughed a joyless

laugh.




"I weep because I am a man,

and I laugh at him who condoles with me. You will know some time, if you don't

yet know, that misfortune breeds suspicion as prosperity breeds ingratitude.

Listen; since you come from Bergen, tell me what favorable wind is blowing upon

Captain Dispolsen. Some good fortune must have come to him to make him forget

me."




Ordener at once became grave and

embarrassed.




"Dispolsen, count? My

purpose in coming here to-day was to speak of him. I know that he enjoys your

full confidence."




"You know it?" the

prisoner interrupted him with some uneasiness. "You are wrong. No human

being on this earth has my confidence. Dispolsen, it is true, has my papers in

his custody, very important papers, too. He went to Copenhagen for me, to the

king. I will go so far as to admit that I relied more upon him than upon

anybody else, for in my days of prosperity I never did him a service."




"Well, noble count, I saw

him to-day —"




"Your embarrassment tells me

the rest; he is a traitor."




"He is dead."




"Dead!"




The prisoner folded his arms, and

hung his head; then looked up into the young man's face.




"And I just said that some

good fortune must have come to him!"




Then he glanced toward the wall

where the tokens of his extinct grandeur hung, and waved his hand as if to

dismiss the witness of a sorrow which he could not overcome.




"I do not pity him," he

said, " it's only a man the less. Nor do I pity myself; what have I to

lose?




But my daughter, my poor, poor

daughter! I shall fall a victim of their infernal machinations, and what will

become of her if her father is taken away?"




He turned about abruptly and

faced Ordener.




"How did he die? Where did

you see him?"




"I saw him at the Spladgest;

it is uncertain whether he committed suicide or was murdered."




"That's a very important

question. If he was murdered, I know whence the blow came, and in that case all

is lost. He was bringing me proofs of the conspiracy which is on foot against

me. These proofs might have been my salvation and their ruin; and they took the

only way of destroying them. Poor Ethel!"




"Herr Count," said

Ordener, saluting him, " I will tell you to-morrow whether he was

murdered."




Schumacker made no reply, but

followed Ordener as he left the room with a gaze in which was the tranquility

of despair, more awful to look upon than the tranquility of death.




Ordener was standing in the

prisoner's deserted anteroom, uncertain which way to turn. The evening was well

advanced, and the room was quite dark he opened a door at random, and found

himself in a vast corridor, lighted only by the moon, over whose face fleecy

white clouds were swiftly coursing. Her uncertain rays streamed in at intervals

through the high narrow windows, and appeared and disappeared on the opposite

wall like a long procession of phantoms. The young man crossed himself

deliberately, and walked toward a reddish light which shone dimly at the end of

the corridor, where a door stood ajar.




He looked through the opening; a

young girl was kneeling in a Gothic oratory, at the foot of a modest altar, and

reciting in an undertone the litany to the Virgin, — a simple but sublime

prayer, wherein the soul soars aloft to the Mother of the Seven Sorrows, and

prays for naught but leave to pray.




The maiden wore a dress of black

crêpe and white gauze, as if to imply in some sort, at the first glance, that

her life hitherto had been sorrowful and spotlessly pure. Even in that

unstudied attitude, her whole being bore the stamp of a nature such as is

seldom met with. Her eyes and her luxuriant hair were black, a very rare thing

in those northern regions; her uplifted look seemed to be alight with the flame

of ecstasy, rather than lost in contemplation. One would have said that it' was

some virgin from the shores of Cyprus, or the fields of Tibur, clad in Ossian's

fantastic drapery, and prostrate before the wooden cross and stone altar of

Jesus.




Ordener started back deeply

agitated, for he recognized the kneeling maiden.




She was praying for her father,

for the mighty fallen, for the poor old deserted prisoner, and she repeated

aloud the psalm of deliverance.




She prayed for some other as

well; but Ordener did not hear the name. He heard it not, for she did not

pronounce it; but she repeated the song of the Sulamite, the wife waiting for

the husband, and the return of the beloved one.




Ordener retired into the

obscurity of the corridor; he respected the privacy of this maiden soul

communing with Heaven. Prayer is a great mystery, and his heart was stirred in

spite of himself, with an unfamiliar thrill, which was not altogether of divine

origin.




The door of the oratory was

gently closed, and soon he spied, approaching him, a white form bearing a

light. He stopped spell-bound by the most intense emotion he had ever known; he

drew back against the wall in the shadow; his strength seemed to have left him;

his limbs trembled, and in the deathlike silence his heartbeats thundered in

his ears.




As the girl passed him she heard

the rustling of a cloak, and the sound of sharp, quick breathing.




"My God!" she

exclaimed.




Ordener darted forward; with one

hand he held her up, and with the other tried in vain to catch the lamp, which

she let fall, and which was extinguished.




"It is I," he said

gently.




"Ordener!" cried the

maiden, for the last echo of that voice, which she had not heard for a year,

was still ringing in her ears.




The moonlight fell upon her

lovely face, and revealed the joy which transfigured it. She added, shyly and

confusedly, disengaging herself from the young man's arms: "It is Herr

Ordener."




"Himself, Countess

Ethel."




"Why do you call me

'countess'?"




"Why do you call me '

Herr'?"




The young girl said nothing and

smiled; the young man said nothing and sighed. She was the first to break the

silence.




"How does it happen that you

are here?"




"Forgive me, if my presence

annoys you. I came to speak with the count, your father."




"So you came for no other

purpose than to see my father?" said Ethel, with an injured air.




The young man hung his head, for

her words seemed very unjust.




"Surely," said the

girl, reproachfully, "it is a long time since you were last at Drontheim!

But your absence from the castle has not seemed long to you."




Ordener, deeply wounded, did not

reply.




"I do not blame you,"

she continued, in a voice which trembled with grief and anger; but she added haughtily,

"I trust that you did not hear me praying, Herr Ordener?"




"Countess," the youth

at last found voice to say, "I did hear you."




"Ah, Herr Ordener, it's not

courteous to listen."




"I did not listen to you,

noble countess," said Ordener, faintly; "I overheard you."




"I was praying for my

father," rejoined Ethel, gazing earnestly at him, and as if awaiting a

reply to that simple statement.




Ordener did not speak.




"I also prayed," she

continued with some embarrassment, evidently watching intently to see what

effect her words would produce, "I also prayed for someone who bears your

name, the son of Count Guldenlew, the viceroy. For we must pray for everybody,

even for those who persecute us."




The young girl blushed, for she

was saying what was not true; but she was annoyed with her companion, and she

thought that she had uttered his name in her prayer; whereas she had named him

only in her heart.




"Ordener Guldenlew is very

unfortunate, noble lady, if you number him among your persecutors; he is very

fortunate, however, to fill a place in your prayers."




"Oh! no," said Ethel,

pained as well as alarmed by the cold tone in which Ordener spoke, "no, I

did not pray for him. I don't know what I did, or what I am doing. As to the

viceroy's son, I detest him.




I know him not. Don't look at me

so harshly; have I offended you? Can you not forgive a poor prisoner the least

little thing, — you who pass your time beside some lovely, high-born dame, who

is as free and happy as yourself?"




"I, countess!" cried

Ordener.




Ethel burst into tears, and the

young man threw himself at her feet.




"Didn't you tell me,"

she continued, smiling through her tears, "that your absence seemed short

to you?"




"I say that, countess?"




"Don't call me that,"

she said softly; "I am no longer a countess to anyone, especially not to

you."




Ordener rose to his feet

abruptly, unable to repress the impulse to strain her to his heart with a

convulsive thrill of rapture.




"Ah! Ethel, my beloved, call

me thine Ordener.




Tell me, — and he gazed

passionately into her tear-wet eyes, — " tell me, dost thou love me,

dear?"




The maiden's reply was inaudible,

for Ordener, beside himself with joy, stole from her lips as she spoke it, the

first holy kiss, which in God's eyes is all-sufficient to transform true lovers

into man and wife.




For a time neither spoke; it was

one of those solemn moments, so rare and so brief on earth, when the soul seems

to taste something of the joys of heaven. Indescribable moments are those, when

two souls commune thus in language which none but they can understand; at such

times all that is human keeps in the background, and their immaterial spirits

join hands in mystic union for life in this world, and eternity in the world to

come.




Ethel slowly withdrew from

Ordener's embrace, and they stood in the moonlight, gazing enraptured into each

other's eyes. The flaming eye of the youth exhaled manly pride and lion-like

courage, while the half-veiled glance of the girl was instinct with the angelic

modesty which enters into all the delights of love in a pure maiden's heart.




' Just now, here in the

corridor," she said, at last, "you avoided me, did you not, my

Ordener?"




"I did not avoid you; I was

like the unfortunate blind man, restored to sight after long years of darkness,

who turns away for a moment from the unfamiliar sunlight."




"Your simile would apply

with greater force to me, for during your absence, I have had no other

happiness than the presence of my poor father. I passed my long days in

comforting him, and," lowering her voice, "in hoping for your return.

I used to read the fables of Edda to him, and when I heard him express his

distrust of mankind, I would read the Gospel so that he might at least continue

to trust in Heaven. Then I would talk to him of you, and he would say nothing,

which proves that he is fond of you. But when I had passed a whole afternoon

gazing in vain from afar upon the travelers coming into Drontheim by the

high-roads, and upon the ships sailing up the fiord, he would shake his head

with a bitter smile, and the tears would come to my eyes. This prison, where my

whole life thus far has been spent, became hateful to me, and yet my father was

still here, and his presence always sufficed for me until you came; but you

were not here, and I longed for the freedom which I have never known."




There was a charm which human

words cannot describe in the young girl's eyes, in her affectionate naivete,

and in the maidenly hesitation of her heart's outpouring. Ordener listened with

the dreamy joy of a mortal transported from the world of realities to an ideal

world.




"And I," said he,

"have no further desire for the freedom which you do not share."




"What do you mean,

Ordener?" exclaimed Ethel, eagerly, — " that you will leave us no

more?"




The question reminded the young

man of all that he had forgotten.




"My dear Ethel, I must leave

you this evening.




I shall see you again to-morrow,

and then leave you once more, until I return to stay with you always."




"Alas!" Ethel

interrupted him, sadly, "more absence!"




"I say again, Ethel, my

best-beloved, that I will soon return again, either to take you away from this

prison, or to bury myself here with yon."




"A prisoner with him!"

she whispered softly.




"Ah! do not deceive me, may

I really hope for such bliss?"




"By what shall I swear it?

What would you have me do?" cried Ordener. "Tell me, my Ethel, are

you not my wife?" In a transport of passion he pressed her convulsively to

his heart.




"I am all yours," she

murmured faintly.




These two pure and noble hearts

beat joyfully against each other, and were but the purer and nobler for the

contact.




At this moment there was a loud

burst of laughter almost beside them. A man wrapped in a cloak, drew from

beneath it a lantern, whose rays fell full upon the terrified, blushing face of

Ethel, and the surprised and haughty features of Ordener.




"Courage, my pretty couple!

courage! It seems to me that after such a short journey in the land of

Affection, you cannot have followed all the windings of the streamlet

Sentiment, but must have taken a short cut to arrive so soon at the hamlet of

the Kiss."




Our readers will doubtless have

recognized the lieutenant who was so ardent an admirer of Mlle. de Scudery.




Torn from the perusal of Clelie

by the midnight bell, which the lovers failed to hear, he was making his

nightly round in the donjon. As he was passing by the eastern end of the

corridor, he caught a few words, and saw what seemed to be two ghosts moving

about in the moonlight. Being naturally of an inquisitive turn, and insensible

to fear, he hid his lantern under his cloak, and stole up on tip-toe to within

a short distance of the phantoms, whose ecstasy was rudely interrupted by his

burst of laughter.




Ethel's first impulse was to fly,

but she thought better of it and turned to Ordener as if entreating him to

protect her, and hid her glowing face in his bosom.




He raised his head as proudly as

any king.




"Woe to the man," he

said, " woe to the man who frightens and grieves thee, my Ethel!"




"Yes, indeed," retorted

the lieutenant, "woe to me if I have been so unfortunate as to frighten

the lovely Mandane!"




"Herr Lieutenant." said

Ordener, haughtily, "you will oblige me by holding your peace."




"Herr Insolent,"

retorted the officer, "you will oblige me by holding your peace."




"Do you hear me?"

Ordener replied in a voice of thunder'; "purchase your pardon by

silence."




"Tibi tua," said

the lieutenant "Take your advice home, and purchase jour pardon by

silence."




"Hold your peace!"

shouted Ordener in a voice which made the windows rattle; he led the trembling

girl to one of the old arm-chairs in the corridor, and shook the officer

roughly by the arm.




"Oho! peasant," said

the latter, half-amused and half-irritated, "you don't notice that this

doublet which you are rumpling so unconcernedly is of the finest Abingdon

velvet."




Ordener looked sternly at him.




"Lieutenant," he said,

"my patience is shorter than my sword."




"I understand you, my gay

young spark," said the lieutenant, with a sarcastic smile; "you would

be very glad to have me do you such an honor; but do you know who I am? No, no;

'prince against prince, and shepherd against shepherd,' as Leander "If one

must also say, 'coward against coward,'"




retorted Ordener, "I

certainly should not have the inestimable honor of measuring swords with

you."




" I would lose my temper, my

esteemed shepherd, if you only wore a uniform."




"I have no gold lace or

fringe, lieutenant, but I wear a sword."




The proud young man, throwing his

cloak aside, fixed his cap firmly on his head, and had his hand on his

sword-hilt, when Ethel, aroused by his imminent danger, seized his arm, and

hung upon his neck with a cry of terror and entreaty.




"You are very wise, my

lovely damsel, if you prefer that the lad should not be punished for his

impudence," said the lieutenant, who had responded, quite unmoved, to

Ordener's threatening motion by standing at guard;" for Cyrus was just on

the point of quarrelling with Cambyses, — if I don't do this vassal too much

honor by comparing him with Cambyses."
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