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THE BRIGAND.

CHAFTER I

Tae sky waa still gray, when Bormard de Rohan, E
and dressed, stood waiting in his own chamber till h
horses, which seemed somewhat long in coming, were
brought forth into the court of the inn. As he did so,
e g Py gl e
BCR 1 [15] 19 R
the weapon nug.:l dou .Pqﬁ:.un,withﬂmw his hsnd
suddenly, he it to apring back again, and the
well-tempered blade became instantly as siraight as it
was before.

The young gentleman marked it with a smile, and,

ting the troa friend in neoed back again into the scab-

he walked down the stairs and spoke 2 few worda

to the hoat at the door, till his horse being at Jength led

forward, he sprang inte the saddle and rode out, as if
taking the way to Geneve.

‘When ha had gone abont 1 mtle, he met a peasant com-
ing in on a gayly-decorated muole, bringing supplies for
the good city ; aod as the man ﬂ“ him the good-morn-
'ing, the baron saked whether there were any travellera
on the road bafore him.

* Oh ay," replied the man, * a fair party as you wounld
with 10 ses, nnd a gallant gentleman at thelr head.
Perchance you are luﬁin for them 1

It may be s0,” replied Bernenl de Rohan. * How
far are they i advance, my good friend " -

“ Truly lynu muost use whip end spur,” m}:liad the
man, * for [ passed r.hamngooghn'aran& & half ago, ba-
yood Mirebel, and th%{dwm golng at a mad rate.”

Bermard de Eoban did apply the spur; and in a mueh
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lees time than an hoor and a half, ed through the
small hatnlet of Mirebel, and onder the old castle which
then stogd upon the hill beyond.  Ingairing at one of the
cotlages as | lgm.md on, he s.gniﬁ:aa:; of the same

arty, but still found that they were far in advance of

m; nor, by the accounts of the , did he seem
to have ganed wpon them much, when he was once
1n0re nhlif&d t¢ panse in order 1o refresh his horse.

“1t will be night before I overtake them,” he thought;
“but 1 will overtake thern, or die”

Buch resolotions are always very, very vain, as, in-
dead, is every olher resclution of human nature.  Toss-
ed a8 we are upon the sea of circumstances, amd never
knowing where the next wave may bear us, there is bat
one resolotion which man can safely take, with even a
probable hope of not breaking it—the resolation of doing
right, whatever may be the event. Then, even then, ha
muat count with daring boldness upon the stability and
the firmuess of that most wenk wavering thing, his
own heart.

Bernard de Rohan resolved io overtake them or to
g.L:., h:ngd wlt[.'h ]t;h;at mmlutimdha md? 0. .A.;d Hgﬂt Luel

ard of them agaln, and eagerly pursu WAY,
till, towards tha afernoon, he a;ﬁvm{ with tired horses,
at the small town of Pont d'Ain. He had heard of the
party that he sought at every place where he had paused
to inguire, even as far as the village of ¥arammbon, which
B2 the reader well knows, is scarcely n mile and nhalf
from the pleasant little town of Pont d°Ain.  In the lat-
ter place, at that tima, theugh it was directiy on the way,
as the road then lay, from Parie to Chambery, and s
cagtle belonging to the Duke of Savoy stood upon the
haaﬁm peeming to clsim it 2 a of his dominions—
ai that tima thers wes but one inn in the place which
afforded accommodation for man and horse, There were
two or three houses, indeed, of the kind called Repues,
where travellers on (oot were entertained ; but to the
other house, or the Gite, as it was called, Bernard de
Rohan directed his sbaps, and immediately, on dismount-
iugl+ in%uirad for the party of horsemen which had pre-
ceded him.

* The gentleman and his servant,” ied the hostens,
who was the person to whom he ssed himsell,
¥ the gentleman and hie servant, who came about two
hours and a half ago, have both gone ount, and are 10 re-
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tumn by supper-time ; but there has no other sir
either stopped here or passed through Pont d"Ajn to-

da ‘!I

guuh tidings were not io be balieved by Bernard de
Rohan ; and, although he hnd paased through Pont d'Aln
more than onee before, and had every resapn to believe
that there wae no other imn in the place, he now ima-

ined that in this respect be most be nistaken ; and, say-

that he also wonld retorn 1o supper, he sat out Lo in-
a:::: &t every other hoose of public entertainment in the
» whether the peracn whom ke sought for had as

yetl arrived. - :

The purposes with which he went were certeinly of a
ferce and stem kind : he felt that he had been Y
snd bi wronged, and he went to punish him who
had done it: but, a8 he walked on, there was a ealm
sweetness in the air, somewhat tempered from the heat
of neon, which in o degree soothed bim, and caused a
feeling of sorrow at being forced to perform so bloody
a task, to mingle with the ether sénsations in his bosom.

He i.nq'uil:agal more than one place whelher there was
any other inn than that st which he had stopped; but
found that there was none where the party which he
sought conld have paused for the night. At every other
tubergu also, the same story wee told him, that no per-
sons had pagsed through the town that day, nor had any
}:a.rty of consequence entered the town except the cava-
ier and his servant who had pot up &t the great inp, and
who, it appeared, had boen seen by every ong.  One old
woinan, to whom he applied, begsn to anl;ge u%}n tha

ace and beauty of the cavalier ; gnd Bernard de Rohan,

inking that Adrian de Meymand might pousibly have
left some of his attendants behind on the road, or semt
them in some other direction, bagan to question her as
to whether she had remarked which way the gentleman
took when he left the inp, and eduld point jt out ko him.

“ Doubtless I can, sir,” she said in ceply. “He seem-
ed to saunter forth quite idly, and 1 about the town.
Then be walked up towards the castle, and then cast his-
eyes up the river, and came down again, and crossed the
bridge, and 1 sew him go slwiy up, gazing upon the
watar a8 if wondering at ite clesrmess,

“ That iz not like Adrian de Meyrand,” thonght Ber-
narl de Rohan, as the woman spoke. " He has no such
tastes us that. Nevertheless, I will make myseli sare ;”

A2
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asd, following the way that the good lady pointed out to
him, he too crossed the old bridge, and walked quickly
on at the side of the Ain by a path which skirted the
river, and along which the high road is now carried. He
pursued this path for nearly two miles before he per-
ceived any human being, except here and there, in the
fialds around, some of the peasantry gathering in the abun-
dant gifts of Nature, or boys and girls scaring ke birds
from the vines. At length, however, the young cavelier
perceived another gentleman, sitting in 2 picturesgoe
gituation on & bank overhanging the stream, and gazing
down upon the water, He was amnsing bimsell by
piiching off pebbles from the bank with the point of his
aword scabbard, while his hat and plume lay beside him,
and hia long derk hair duttered in the summer breeze,

The stranger waa evidently not Adctan de Meyrand,
bat yet the form was familiar to Barnard de Rohan. He
gould not see the face, indead ; but the figure, the atti.
tude, the smployment, each {pstantly servad to awaken
remembrances of other days, and to tell him that thers
before him ant Henry de Brieane, the Wrother of his own
dear Isabel. The youog gentlemsn did not perceive
that any one approached ; and, the path which his friend
followe Eanui.ug over the bank behind, Bernard de Koban
came withiti s step of him without rousing him from his
revery. The attitude and countenance of Henry de
Brienne were both melancholy, and Bernard de Rohan
heaerd him sigh deeply.

_“ Henry," said the young soldier, layiog his hand on
his arm, © Henry, this is a sirange meeting.”
. Henry of Brietne started up, and, drawing a step back,
gazad upon Bernard de Hohan with an inguiring and be-
wildered look. * Morthleu!” he exclaimed at hnﬁt )
grasping bis companion’s hand, * here is the dead alive
again! Why, Bernard, "tis but this morning I heard of
your death.  Intelligence the most eertain was bro EI?:
of your being emshed under one of the towers of the
easile of Masseran; and youo have no earthly right to be
alive,™

#“ Haa that stary travelled even hither 1" said the young
eavalier: * Rummpur has certainly quicker wings (han the
wind, for that false tale to hgve reacked even the Poot
d'Ain in four or five days.”

“ Nay, it was in Lyona that I heard it,” replied Henry
de Brienns, “ and dame Rumogqr appesred on &
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horse'a back, and elothed in the dress of a conrler of the
Lord of Masseran's.” -

* Ware you then in Lyons this morning 1" demanded
Bernard de Rohan, eagerly.

“In yruth wea I," his compsnion apswered ; ' even
at ihe ion called the Dolphio, Bernard ; and, had you bot
apught for me thers, vou would have found me with
more than one oid friend of yours.™

“With Adrian de Meyrand ¥ replied Barnard da Ro-
han: “ where is be now, Henryd He it is [ am now
uulﬂrng. “li}idhl;u a:nmi f;tg];;%u lI]'llir.]n‘.w e &

“ Not only Meyman i & young count, with-
out directly anaweriog hie friend's guestion, “ not only
Meyrand, but the Lord of Maassrun alao would yon have
found, had you but visited the Dalphin. Bnt come, let
ﬂ; r!hmutﬁl lthe inz, and, like “wmdtw lu}*ﬂg

sCiies 3 nga over our sopper;” an B saying,
draw his friend back in the IE:«tfuu of the wwa.

“ But where ia the Coont de Meyrend 1" again de-
manded Bernard de Rohan, * Henry, ha has
umsﬂaﬂ me; and if he be anywhere within reach,
must find him, and wake hin give me a reason for what
he has dona,™

“ He ia far away by thia time,” replied the cther, in a
earelpss tone, that did not much please hia cormpanion.
“ Why, Bernard, be is &t Mouling ere now, and will be
in Parie bafore you can reach him."

“Then he came not on with you hither " demanded
Bemard de Rohan, seeing thal the prey had eseaped
from him. * This is unforiunate,” -

“No; he raturned to Paris as quick as be came,” re-
plied Heory of Briemne. “It was my good lord and
stepfather who came hither with me; but if you wonld
know, dear friend, bow it all fell out, you shall hear ths
tale;” and he procesded to give Bernard de Bohan as
clear an acecunt as his own lnowledge would afford, of
all that had taken place in Paria affecting the marriage
of his friend and hie sister.

Bemard de Hohan listened in silénce, with b i:gut
bitter thoughta chnsig each other thromgh his by
while Hnnﬁy . "1 get out alone,” continuaed
Henry de Brienne, afler having detailed the announece-
ment of the edict, “ I aet sut alone, and, to say ecoth, 1
did not muoch, sovel the good Lord of Masseran as-a
travelling companion, I had searcely reached the third
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however, when I was overtaken by my amisble
stepfather and the Count de Meyrand : the Lord of Mas-
seran being bonnd by the king's commmands to set yon
instantly free; and the good count; I heve a notion,
being very desirous of helping me to sech for Isabel.
When, bowever, we heard this morning at Lyons, by a
courier from Bavoy, that you were buried under the
ruing of one of the towers, the count sped back again to
Pzris, to make his claim to the hand of Elhﬂ!fmd -
fore the king, while the Lord of Masseran did me the
honour af accompanying me almost to the gates of the
Pont Aln. I was very anzious to get rid of hine; bt
I knew it might be dificolt to do so atraightforwardly,
and therefore, by a word spoken now and then during
our morping’s ride, 1 just let him onderstand that the
King of France was very lkely to visit your death upon
his somewhat severely, if he did not seek that
Faejnu.! ‘menarch at once and tell his own story fiest.
inmipuated this fzct more than asserted it, and he con-
eequently became so sirongl asessed with that idea,
that he quitted me where thﬂrmp:d turns off, leaving ma
to pursue my search alone. Here, however, we are,
once more upon the bridge, and I trust that supper is
ready, for | am an huogered.”

= ﬁua you any clew,” demanded Bernard de Rohan,
 to guide you in your search for Tashel ! She, too, it
seems, is persuaded that I am dead, and [ long to find
and eomfort her.”

“T have no certain clew whatever,” replied Henry de
Brienne, in an indifferent tone, * Bhe escaped from the
charge of Meyrand, it would secm, somewhers aboud
Bourgoin, and he, suspecting that hinanerun had taken
her, followed with all sapeed to Paris, As soon as he
found hiz mistake, however, he spnt of @ servant to
wateh for her at Lyons, and gain what intelligence he
eould of the coursé she pursned. From this man we
learned last night that a lady hed paused at that inm,
whom, from a slight glanoe he obtained of her face in
the close litter that bore her, he could have sworn waa
Isabel herself ; but she stayed not for more than & few
minutes, and then took the road onward towands Gene-
va. What should lead her to Geneva I cannot eon-
eeive ; and, moreover, the fellow represents her ns be-
ing accompanied by an almoner end & large train, which
how poor Tsabel should get I cannot divine. However,



