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THE PATRICIANS.

e

It was in the year 1568, on the 17th of May, old
style, that Althea, the widow of Netz of Bogen-
dorf] sate in her apartments at Schweidnitz. The
mounrning veil still flowed about her pale beauti-
ful face, while her blue eyes gazed through their
tears with melancholy tenderness on the only
pledge of a Inief vet happy union, the four
years' old Henry, who sate upon her knees, and
in childish sport was trying to pull the golden
locks of his mother from under her widows®
cap. Before her stood her old uncle, Seifried
von Schindel, and, while he held the full goblet
in his hand, exhausted himself in consolations to
lessen the anguish of his beloved niece. With
good-humoured rebuke he exclaimed, * Itis, no
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doubt, praise-worthy in your zeal to grieve for
the loss of your husband ; I myself can’t bear
those widows, who, like green wood, weep
one end, and burn at the other; but even good
may be carried to excess, and this utter sur-
render of yourself to grief is as contrary to'
reason as it is to the word of God.” -
* How can I belp it?” said Althea, with calm .
and patient sorrow : ©“ How can I help it, when
all that surrounds me is an inexhaustible mrﬂé_
of tears? Do I see my husband’s sword hang-
ing against the wall, I must weep—do I hear his
war-horse neighing in the stable, I must weep
—does my sight fall upon this fatherless child—
alas "—tears stifled her words. xsiom -
¢ A child who will soon be motherless too,”
exclaimed her unele, * if you go on thus de-
stroying your health by such unchristian want
of fortitude. Every thing has its season ; your
year of widowhood is past, and as you are no
longer entitled to wear black, so your mind too
must cast off the mourning in which it has beetf**
too closely enveloped, and you must begin again
tolive for the world, to which, after all, you be-
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long. If you were a papist, yon might bury your
griefin a cloister, for uught I should care ; but
that won't do now; and, besides, you have im-
portant and sacred duties upon you. The pro-
perty that you have to preserve for the son of a
beloved husband requires a stout protector in
these stormy times. A woman's bringing up, too,
will not be snfficient for him, and you’ll not like
to let him go from you so soon; therefore you
must give him a father who, with all love and
earncstness, will make an honourable knight out
of him. In a word, you must marry again."”

* Spare me such language, uncle,” ericd Al-
thea, rising and putting down the child.

But with gentle violence he forced her back
into the chair again, saying, * It becomes youth
to listen to the well-meant admonitions of age,
even though it should nothappen to relish them :
I keep to iy position. You least of all have oe-
casion to complain of the want of wooers. There
is Hans Hund of Ingersdorf, Adam von Schwei-
nicher of Wenigmoknan; then there is your
own eousin: all of whom would with pleasure
break their necks for a kind look from you, and
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are besides brave knights and in good circum-
stances,” '

“ How can you, even in jest, propose to saeri-
fice me to these rude companions, who have no
enjoyment except in hunting, gambling, drink-
ing, and quarrelling ; and who would only make
me miss so much the more painfully the mild
pious disposition of my Henry ™

“ Why to be sure our knights are somewhat
tough and knotty, but so are our oaks, and they
afford a glorious wood for lasting. Mill-wheels
are not to be cut out of poplars. For the
rest, a shrewd handsome woman must know
how to tame a rake, and every ome will re-
spect the female slipper when it is wielded
merely for a man’s benefit.”

“ God deliver me from such a castigatory
oflice ; I should soon sink under it.”

— Or if you long for a great fortune, you
have but to give the sign: I have observed
how Christopher Friend, whom you have drawn
hither, circles about you at a distance, Heisa
brisk widower, who was rich from the first, and
to that has inherited much from his lnte wife,
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the Lauterbachin from Jauer. You would be
able to bury yourself under your gold bags.”

“* Shame on me if that could ever determine
my choicel!”

“ Nor has honour any thing to say against it.
Cliristopher’s father is burgomaster of Schweid-
nitz, where he rules it bravely, almost like a
little king. "'he Friends belong to the Patri-
cians of the city, and are therefore nearly as
zood as hall nobles; in Augsburg or Nurem-
herg they would be reckoned nobles, and ad-
nissible to the tournay; moreover they arve
already allied to the family of Schindel by mar-
riage.”

“ If you love me, uncle, cease to speak for
the sycophant. If, to save my son's life, T were
compelled to ehoose between this Christopher
and his brother the wild Francis, by heavens 1
would choose the latter! I do indeed fear the
bear that roars and rushes on me with uplifted
paws, but the glil.lling serpent is a horror to my
inmost soul.”

“ Well, the comparison is not particularly
flattering to either of the brothers,” exclaimed



