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FORTUNATE

WOODLANDER:

A FRENCH*ROMANCE.

s T " - ‘
" Love, and a Crown, no rivalship can bear; '
4 ‘All preciogs Things are all poscess'd with Fear.= -
D en..

/ pmx’ﬂ:n -AN*:D PUBLISIIED BY J. Lm, e
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he Fortunate Woodlander.

IPHARAMOND, after having subdued all the kings
of France, was now peaceful monarch of the whole
kingdom. ‘T'he lovely Rosamond shared the glory of
his throne, but was still more dear to him than all his
glory. 'I'hefrench monarch, after forty years victories,
saw that conquest and happiness were not twins; he--
found real felicity in Tournay, his own capital city,
where he at last gave himself up to the happiness of
his people, his wite, and his children. I
' Prince Glodio, his son, scarce turned sixteen, had
already signalized his intrepidity on many ‘occasions.
Accustomed to arms fromhis ehildhood, he had learped
to fight by the side of his father.  The name of Pha-
ramond; the immeuse empire which he was born to
sway, his valor, his person, and more particularly the
flattery of his courtiers had contaminated the soul of
this fine youth with excessive vanity. As fortupate
in love, as his father had been in war, Clodio had won
the hearts of as many ladies as Pharamond had taken
cities:  Proud of his person, his glory and his birth, -
the French prince was at once the most handsome, -
the most confident, and the most giddy knight of his -
time. .

I'he lovely Felicia, his sister,. was not yet sixteen -
vears of'age, and was blest with more charms than even
her mother. But these were the least of Felicia’s qua-
lifications. She seemed inattentiveto the gifts of nature,’
that she might the more effectually add to them. In-
formation and not vanity excited her to the cultiva-
tion of her mind.  All amiable and modest, she forgot
she was puincess, excepting when she could, as a
princess, do an act of beneficence. Pelicia scarce yet
in her teens was 2 refuge for the distressed, the idol of
ber father’s heart, and to every knight who knew he
t and love. s :
hen tributary to Pharamond, and d ]

igdoms.  That of Gannes
B2 :




p ttmg 'hus'dauﬂhtertodeath-, - he
oBhnmberm Th;stooh.ssceptzbl prin
beén able to withstand the persuasive love of
alamedes, one of the most celebrated kuights of these

times. Her we.lness cost her her life.  The savage

Boort made her Le thrown into a well, and suffered

her unhappy ('lnl | to live.

Eliomberis, deprived of his mother the moment he
was born, unknown by his father who bad never once
taken him iv his arms, was e:lucated in the court of
king Boort: but his edication was such as might be
expected 1 a place of thus description.  The country
of Gunnes was half barbarous: there were in the whole
l-:iu,l_'("t,m but very tew who couyld read: Bliomberis

“eouitjust doaswmuch, and that was ail.  He wasnow

seventeen years o age, avd the best thing he krew
wiis the use of the bow and arrow, an exercise in which
Le was really oreat, because be had had no master but
himself. Bliombers was well made, of anoble deport.
ment, and open countenance; with a mien more at-
tractinge than handsome, for he was a child of love,
and his mind was so much the nore Just in its concep-
tions as he had never had any oue to fashion it.

Blioniberis was soon made acquainted with the mis-
fortune of his mother, and the glery of his father. His
name made the whole court of Gannes tremble: the
divad of this heto's arms was the only motive of their
payin: any kind of rcspect to his son.  But this re-
spect, such as it was, was loathsome to Bliombernis; 1
he grew tired of the Ginnese Parons; who kuew no- i

i
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thing, no, not even to ficht. >Twasia vain that their
ladies sivove Yo attach him  He perceived that they J

wnew how to make love without fielimg it: and Bliom-

beris Yool o heart that despised love without sensibility.

' ' this made him delight to be alono. He soon

“een no where but in the woods, making use of

~radesterity on the flying deer.  Hunting made a mis-
,mxtlupms.. of him ; apd m:sam:hroph».r made him a phi- j
losopher. Bliomberis was only eighteen years of age, :
but his own reflections, aund the ha[\pmese of mever %
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ort had a son, who had nothing of his

gained him a place at the round table. Ou his return
from Fngland, he heard, with indignation of the tris
bute that Pharamond had exacted ; and consulting his

valour, iustead of his prudence, he persuaded the in-
~ dolent Boort to declare waragainst the French monarch.

Pnaramond did not think that bis presence was ne-
cessary to bring those back he had sooften conquered;
he chose toesign the whole glory of the war to his
son, and named him his general.

The joyful Clodio embraced his father, and assured
him that beforethe end of the month he should enter
"T"ournay, in a car drawn by King Boort and his son :
he already divided among his favourites the kingdom
he was going to conquer; he six or seven times review-
ed all his army ; and by long marches anived, within
filteen days, on the borders of the kinudom of Gannes,

Lioncl was ready for him.: The battle was long
‘and bloody. Clodio did wonders; but his impetuosity,
and even his valour, made him frequently blunder.
Bliomberis never left the side of the brave Lionel.
"Twas the first time he viewed a tield of battle, and
during the whole action he never once lost that cool
intrepedity which ever accompanies the true hero. But
his bravery and the efforts of Lionel could not have
Liindered victory from flying off with Pharamond’s
army. 'T'he violentardour of Clodio had already broken
the center of their lines: Lionel flew to oppose this

“ priuce, and with him began a single combat which left
the Gannese without a general.  Clodio’s lieutenant,
on old warrior who had grown grey in the field of battle,
seizes on the happy opportunity, gathers together the

different corps, gives the signal for a general attack,
and cenfident in the mancevre, marches forward with
the assurance of a conqueror. Lionel was employed
with Clodio : the Gannese arc lost ; nobody commands;
disorder runs riot through the ranks. Bliomberis young
and unexperienced as e was, saw the danger and pre-
vented it; he throws dci;vn his sword ; takes his bow,
3

m: bis name was Lionel, and his exploits had
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's it beneath uis buckler. ld ior
13 troops stop, they press eagerly round their
captain; while Bliomberis with the rapidity of a flash’
~ of lightening flies to his squadron, falls upon the
~ French, breaks their ranks, disperses them, and soon
~the plam is covered with their dead.  The rest save
themselves by flight. “
~The deserted Clodio, full of shame and fury aimsa
formidable blow at Lionel, and then piercingthrough
the victorious ariny, he flies, but like a hero, fhies from
his fiyins army.

Bliomberis did not give himself up to the pursuit of
the Irench, he took care to restrain the ardour of his
troops, and te hinder thatdisorder, which so often yobs
the conquerors of their victory, and on that memorable
day he joined the talents of a general, to the courage
of a soldier. Lionel soon came and crowned the defeat.
Bliomberis was then only busy to putastop toslangh-
ter; he made the prisoners be treated with generosity
and kindness, and as the hissing of arrows and the noise
of arms had not raised the least commotion in his manly
soul during the combat, o the shouts of joy and ac-
clamatious of his applanding troops had” not the
smallest efiect on the unmoved tranquillity of the hero,
whose reward was selt-content. He was pleased ; he
was, at last, of some use to his country.

Meanwlile the impetuous Clodio enraged that he
should have becn discomfited the very first time he
had ever commanded an army, flew along the plain
uncertein-of what he was about. "T'was a cutting
stroke to his vanityv. He dared not again make his
appearance ih Tournay, after having made a distribu-
tion ot the conquered country, aud commanded the
victorious car to which he was to have chained king
Booit and his son. He took a resolution of never re-
turning to his father, till he bad gloriously wiped off
the ignominy, and embarking for England, he set off
in search of adventures and victory.

While he was thus carrying his impetuosity and his
valor to the court ot king . thur, Pharamond heard
of his defeat. This wonarch was not accustomed to



to be of mortal temper, he assembles
warriors, and marches towards Little Brittany.
French, impatient. to take revenge for their country-
men, carry fire and sword into the doeminions of the
 king of Gandes.  Lionel proud of his first victory was
~ desitous of going to mect the enemy; Bliomberis
thought it more prudent to encamp and wait their ar-
rival ; #but the general had his way, and orders were
given {0 prepare for battle,

It did not remain one mement undecided, Phara-
mond advanced, and all gave way. The routed Gana
nese drew their general oft intheir flicht. BEliomberis,
after extraordinary efforts of valor strove to save the
corps he commanded; but the king of ['rance himself
came and attacked them. ‘T'he troops of Bliomberis
scarce saw the French flower-de-luce on Pharamond,
but a sudden fear ran through their vanks : They dis-
persed, and the young Bliomberis was left alone in
the midst of his enemies. Surrender, said Pharamond,
"tis | who ask your sword. Bliomberis, too great to
make the rash and useless effort of a boy, gave his
sword to the king and foliowed him to his camp.

A few days were sufficient for Pharamond to make
himself master of all the country of Gannes. He made
king Boort pay the expences of the war, placed a gar-
rison in the town, and kept Bliomberis as an hostage.
When he had thus put an end to this expedition, the
French mouarch sent in search of his son throughout
all Brittany : but the search was in vain : the distressed
father returned to Tournay and Bliomberis followed him
---On his return Pharamond fonnd joy in every heart
and on every countenance. The news of victory had
been beforehand with him. Rozamond and Felicia
came to meet him while his crowding subjects were
hailing the return of their much loved king Rosa-
mond expected to see her son: the victory of her hus-
baud couid not keep back her tears, when she learned
that nobody knew what was become ot Ciodio, Feticia

artook of her grief, and wept while she kissed her
ather’s triumphant hands,

-



ore experienced

es aside: his eyes in spite of hi
still returned to Felicia. The wisean
it Bliomberis linew no more what was become of
“when the king presented him to Rosamond
- and Felicia gs a prisoner, whom his valor entitied to re-

-

© epect: then taking a sword, You use it too well, said

lie, brave youth, that it should not be restored to you.
The intercst of our state is concerned in your enlarge-
ment ; but vour parole alone shall be the fetters that
bind you to us. Bliomberis thanked the king, but he
did it confusedly, for Felicia’s eyes were upon him.

Bliomberis soon observed that to her personal charms
I'elicia added the uprightness of the best of souls, the
sensibility of the most feeling heart; and a mind ex-
cellently cultivated. ‘Thisdiscovery heightened aflame
that was already strong; but in a first love one fears
so much least it may be criminal; one hopes so little
for a return, that the pleasure of adoring 1n silence is
still looked upon as a degree of supreme happiness.
Bliomberis was a trembling lover : the court of Phara-
mond was a fermidable dwelling place for him. This
youth who had never left Gannes, who had passed his
life in the woods, found himself carried into one of the
most magnificent and brillient courts in the world;
where he was in love with the daughter of the first of
monarchs, a princcss who had spurned at the profter-
ed hands of a thousand suitors:  Had he any hopes of
being singled from the rest, the unknown son of a sim-
ple knight, the luckless cause of the disgrace and death
of his mother, and favored by fortune with nothing but
a hand that kmew how to fight, and a heart that knew
as well how to love.

To a lover these reflections were terrible, and pru-
dence must have shrunk from all lrope. But Bliom-
beris did not possess any more the share of wisdom
which had been hitherto his best guide. At the risk
of future wretchedness, he gave himself up to the
pleasiug byass, and took a resolution of studying to ac-
quire all that was wanting to him, in order to please.



smhd accomphshments- he adorned his mind,
and improved his talents. Love was his master; and
a gobd master he is.  In less than a year Bliomberis
was the most amiable and elegant knight of the court
of Pharamond.

Felicia who had considered Bliomberis thie very first
day she hadl ever seen him, soon guessed his secret,
The least knowinz of the sex, knows that a man is in
love with her a little before he, who loves her, knows
it himself. ‘The passion of the young woodlander
flattered the princess; but when the young woodlander
became the fine, the finished, the elegant man, Pelicia
in dread, bezan to q'u.c;tim “her own heart. The re-
sult was that she thougdt there was no harm in being
at least crateful: that g gratitulde soon overtook friend-
ship, and this f'riendb.np in three months time melted
into love. Wise as she was, she did not well know
what to make of Lier situation 3 but her reason coun-
selled her not to iisten to her heart.

When a young princessis forced to become arbitress
betwixt the heart and reason, the sentence is, some-
times long of being pronounced; but never is a du-
bious one.  Felicia sooa gave herself up to the charm.
She received a note from Bliomberis: a note from a
lover's hand is a talismanr that destroys wisdom's bold-
est resolutions. et the voung lover never despair,
if once he can make himselt be read.  Felicia answer-
ed Bliomberis, by bexging liimto write to her no more,
Bliomberis again wrote that he might ybtain the
permission; this granted, they ceased writing and in-
terviews came round in their turn.

You who have loved, canyou ever forget the first
pleasure of a passion :ompmwlly felt> T wvery day,
every hour is interésting: now 'tis a glance that makes
us happy, then we wish for more ; we dispute, we
obtain it; the ngxt day we quarrel, and on making it

up, we find ourselves the gainers by it, How qulckiy
do these happy hours flow; how pleasing are the pangs
we then endure. O love! when we reﬂret thee, ’tis
less for thy last pleasures then for thy first favours.
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mberis.  Their love had now been one |
~one year had passed since they had sworn to love each
other eternally, and, if necessary, die for each other.
~ Pelicia was perusing a letter in which Bliombeiis a
thousand times repeated this vow: she thought she
heard her loverspeak the words that were ouly written,
and during the pleasing reverie she impressed a thous-
and Kisses on the dear letter: on a sudden a foaming
wild boarappears; hecomes straightupto the princess;
he is upou the point of failing on her - - - - - Where
art thou Bliomberis ?

Bliomberis was not far off: he had been belorehand
with 'elicia, aud, hidden emong the the underwood,
he enjoyed the heart-feli plezsure of eeeing her em-
ployed in thinking on him. - He sees the fierce animal,
and flies to meet it. 'I'ne boar comes up to him, and
wounds him, Lut it was slight!ly, for the dextrous
youth struck at it the moment hLe wns only grazed.
Their mixed blood bedews the grass. 'The trembling
Felicia, her eyes fixed on her lover, her heart vehe-
mently throbbing, felt all her blood fly its wonted
channels: but an iustant was enough to dissipate her
fears; Bliomberis takes a trusty arrow and pierces the
savage animal to the heart. : ]

Felicia flew to Bliomberis, makes him sit down by
her side; hie leans his head on her bosom, while she
ties up his wound, It was not a deep one, she soon
stopped the blood, but during the operation, no pain
was felt: the anguish was lost in the balsumic sweets
of a thousand kisses.

She ‘had scarce done dressing her lover, but hereyes
fixed on his, seemed to ask how she should repay so
great a service ; Blhiomberis looked at lier, and sighed.
1azard iostantly favoured them.

A turtle {lew by them eagerly cndeavouring to save
_itself from the hawk that pursued it.  She was upon
the point of being caught when the male bird flew in
betwixt his companion and the hawk, and gave hin-
self up to his talons in order to save her.  T'he bird of

}




en he had escaped he flew to the tree that was
ite I'elicia and Bliomberis, 1Iis faithfu
nion flew to him, her cooings expressed her
thanks, her bill layed his plumeage ruffled Ly the cruel
hawk ; she fluttered round him, while he, returning
equal signs of aflection, proved that Jove is stronger
than fear. :

What a sight was this for our two lovers! They
razed at the faithful couple with wet but vivid eyes.
‘heir quickened sighs, their shortered breathings ex-

plained all that pas<ed between them. Bliomberis had
been as generous as the turtle: Felicia was not less
loving than his companion; could she avoid being less
arateful.

That grove, that recess became the rendezvous of
these lovers. Love who watched ever them, guarded
them from ever suspicion : their happiness was great,
but alas there was none lasting!

‘T'wo years had already gone over their heads like
two days; for we soon grow old, when we are in love;
Felicia was in her eighteenth year, and the king, her
tather, announced to her, that she must now chuse a
husband from among the princes who courted her
good will.

What news was this for Feligia! she flew to the
grove to consuit hev dear Bliomberis. Our felicity is
over, said the said Felicia to him: you can no mere
here hope fer my haud, though you alone shall ever
have my heart, I never can obey, nor dare resist my
father; let us tly ofl together. Love will take care of
us,  Bliomberis watering with tears her lovely coun-
tenance, declared to her that flight was impracticable,
since he was prisoner on his parole.  But if we can
gain a little time added he, 1 hope I shall make myself
worthy to pretend to the honor of this dear alliance.
I am the son of Palamades; Pharamond himself re-
spects the name. My mother was the daughter of a
king ; my father is decended from the royal line of the
kings of Babylon. I shall go in search of my father,




W hil he pronounced these words courage br ght.
“ened 1n his eyes.  Hope finds so easy an entrance into
~a lover’s heart that Fe{)cm and Rliomberis gave them-
selves up to it with transport.  They then decided that
the princess should assemble all ber suitors, and de-
clare to them that whoever should return in the course
of two vears, with most trophies and most glory, should
receive her hand and her love as a reward for their he-
roic exertions.

When Pharamond heard the proposal of his daugh-
ter, he subscribed to it with joy. It was soon ru-
moured throughout all France, at what price the hand
of Felicia was to be had; and all the knights of bleod-
royal left the court, in quest of adventures, where they
might signalize their valor and deserve the beauteous
prize.

Bliomberis laid hold of the oppmtumt\ of asking
his liberty ; it was not refused him.  Felicia ht’lself
took care of this sad commission, What must have
been their anguish at the moment of separation, when
the dire tarewell a word so dreadful to lovers, was to
be spoken! how thev sigh’d ! how they wept! Bliomn-
beris could not quit Fehcm she pressed to her bosom
the hand of Bliomberis; lhey looked on each other ;
they again wept; they forbid each other to cry, and
at the same time burst into a torrent of 1ears bereaving
them of the power of speech. “T'was in vain they re-
peated a thousand times over, -that they only parted
to mect for ever. Vain endeavour! two years are but
a poiit, when passed with the one we love ; but two
years are an eternity when passed without her! z2h,
what must Bliomberis have suffered in tearing bimselt
from her arnms; bur it was necessary; he ‘embraces
her, says adieu, squeezes her hand; says adieu again,
but more inarticulatel , and at last flies off without
daring to turn his heati, about.

The wretched princess forced to restrain her grief
in presence of the ladies who belonged to her mother's
court, went and hid herself in her apaitments,  There




' L gives stlength to her grie e
'"hbﬁ Mgﬂmdmes all the dangers that threate

Bhiowmberis; and, as if it were not enou«h wwﬁm‘ lhi!

resent, she mtlcipates future evils.

“Poor *Bhombeﬂ’s let his horse go on at random,
That horse had been given him by Lelicia. Shehad
sent for it from Tberia, and "twas a steed fit to be pre-
sented so the god of war by the hands of love.” He
was black as jett,a white star shone ou his front;
swift as a bird he could fly along the shore nor leave a
track behind him.  Felicia had sometime rode him,
and given him the name of Ebony, Lbony knew Bli-
omberie, and waeattached to him: so wue it isithat
love electnfies every thing round it.

While Bliomberis was crossing alongand deep wood,
he found he was going too fast from the object he loved:
he stopped, dismounted, and-allowing the faithfal ani-
mal to teed the while, he went and threw himself down
at the foot of a tree by a stream that flowed near it.
He there began to reflect, a thing he lmd not done for
sonme tinme pi tst

In love, reflections are génerally useless enough.
One leaves oif], by acting just as if one had not reflect-.
ed at ail: thus, it 1 at least, time lost.  But Bliombe-
ris. wished for unothing else. He wept some manly
fears and mnpgwepttb%y fell into one of these solilo-
quics that nothing but solitude and love can excuse.
My dearest FLhcm said he, 1 find T cannot live with-
out thee. Love cuppuned my life in captivity, and
now wheun free, fove is going to take life from me.
But stiil to thee Felicia, 1 will remain the same I evel
was, and when death threaténs the last blow: I will
receive it, nor think of myself, but thee! I thought I
might taste repose at the foot of this tree; -but solitude
adds to my ahguish. Thisgrove calls to memo
ther for—ever—genr to my heart and the turt}eri
cooing draws u fresh tear of sad remembrance | en
1 listen 10 this murmering brook, I think it speaks of

thee. 1 see tbee in every %lnng, nor will my grief safs

|




ar -'g-.towartfa him, who no
,.-than leaping to the ground, caug 't )
: y arms. It was the brave Lionel. I was going
to you, said he, with a letter from Palamedes. Hea-
vens? exclaimed Bliomberis, have you seen him ? Yes,-
answered Liouncl, he is returned to Gannes in hopes of
finding his dear Arlinda, and desperate by her loss he
challenged the king my father, and killed him with
the first stroke of his lance, I wished to revenge his
death, but the terrible Palamedes bas conquered me,
and one of the conditious of the combat was that I
myself should be the bearer of this letter to you.

In this letter Palamedes excused himself to his son
for iaving been twenty years without returning to his
unfortunate mother; he had been all that time in the
prisons of the king of Aquitania. He assured Bliom-
beris of his love, and ordered him to meet him imme-
Jiately at the court of lkiing Arthur. Bliomberis, eages
to see his father, takes leave of Lionel, rides to a sea-
port and eubarks for Iingland.

When he arrived in that kingdom, he directed his
Journey towards the court of Arthur. As he was pass-
g the famous wood of Brocelianda, he saw a lady on
horseback flying with all speed to avoid a knight that
Ibursued her, and was upon the point of being up with
ier.  Bliomberis galloped up to him, and laying hold
of his horse’s bridle: Stop, said he, whoever thou art,
the fright that lady is in. shews the violence thou in-
tendest; and wherever 1 am, the weaker party shall
find a defender. What hast thou to do with us? re-
plied the ferocious Brehus; I will chastise thee for it,
and teach the@ never henceforth to interrupt a kmght
in pursait of a fugitive.

With that Brehus raised a tremenduous spear, and
rushed against Bliomberis. T'he youth avoided ,the
dreadful blow, and, with hissword reached the helmet
and head of Brehus which he forced to bend even to
his horses neck. = Fyrious for having been so violently
struck, without so much as having touched his adver-
sary, Brelus throws down his spear, and with his hands




beris, sw as
iomberis, calling on the name ¢
~ and invoking her, observed that the movement of
antagonist had left hissideexposed : he aimed beneath’
his.arm, and plunged his sword to the bilt in the bar-
barian’s body. Brehus gave a horrible roar, feil, bit
the earth, and expired.

At the same time Bliomberis saw in bright armour
a knight advancing with full speed and followed by
the lady he had just saved. This knight had his lance
erect, and his helmet over his eyes, but seeing Brehus
.on the dust, he dismounted and came to thank Bliom-
beris. The barbarian you have killed, said the lady,
wished to do violence to me, becausc I had beenbut'a
moment from the side of my knight, who had stopped
a while at Merlin's cave. As soon as [ saw your com-
bat begin, I flew to the cavern, and this short intervat
has been enough for you to deliver Fngland of one of
i1ts most infamous robbers, unwort{}y of the name of
knight. He whom .you see beside me is Percival the
Gaul. My name is Blanchefleur, his well-beloved,
and both of us are indebted to the valour of your arm.,

Bliomberis, delighted to be acquainted witi a knight
so illustrious as Percival ‘begged him to be his guide te
the court of Arthur. I will go more part with thee,
said the Ganlto-him. This day has brought a lasting
share of my friendship. The two new friends embrac-
ed each other, and made the best of their way toCra-
malot the capital city of King Arthur,

During the journey, Bliomberis informed Percival
of the motive of his voyage, and asked him news of
Palamedes. Percival could not satisfy him on that
head : he had eoften heard talk of that hero, but he had
never met with him. He teok the resolution of seek-
ing him in company with Bliemberis, who made hint
his confident of whatever concerned him. The brave
Gaul loved him the more for it; and vowed a warlike
alliance with him. He promised to travel with him
to France, on the expiration of the two years, that Pha-
ramond might hear from him the exploits of Bliom-
beris, Blanchefluer-whos% heart was all love, and took

8}




i - er. et de
- While she was yet speaking they saw a knight com-
/ing towards them with great speed. His arins covered
with dust, did not reflect the burning sun beam: his
fatigued steed had his sides gored with the keen spur,
and seemed ready to drop with lassitude, 'I'lhie impe-
tuous knight urged him the cleser for it. As soon as
he cameup to Bliomberis, Make haste, exclaimed he,
dismount, and exchange horses with me, do not de-
tain me. Bliomberis and Percival looking at each
ather, smiled. The irritated stranger cried out with
a threatening voice: If my vows will not do, my lance
shall; defend yourselves, and attack me: one atter the

other or both at once, I eare not.

The haughty Percival was going to draw that instant
and punish the rash aggressor: but Bliomberis told
him it was his quarrel, and with pointed lance, charges
sand strikes the stranger with saeh vielent strength that
he theew him and bis horse, twenty paces off, both
rolling on the dust,

éur bero, not less humare than brave, rap up to
assist him: but the strangei’s fall had so shocked bun
that be lay motionless. “Bliomberis took off his he!l-
met that he might breathe more fieely, and placing him
ou the grass, he assisted him with an eagerness, that
he himself could not account for. Blanchefleur lends
her succour also, while the haughty Percivel who
could not excuse the stranger’s pride, said he should
haye more dearly paid forhis extravagance,

Bliomberis excited by a supernatural power, was
.endeavour-ing. to reanimate the conquered stranger,

~ When he saw drop from bis cuirass a letter on which

was written To Prince Clodio, He scarce read the
words, bat detesting his victory, he swore not to quit
the brother of his mistress: he ran and sought tor
water in his helmet, and with the belp of Blanches
fleur and Percival restored the unhappy Clodio to life.
He had scarce recovered, when, with a doleful accent,

he exclaimed, Alas! this adventure has made me lose
; f




to undert: ing to. mg:e a;maudt' iui
I _'ave.d_ene. (_,lodm thanked hlm :md: th.e

o did uot pmwake him. : ;
- Cl odao,&ummg towards her, tmtgot all hla pam p
he looked on her: You will excuse my impn nce,

- said he, to her, when yon know love is the cause of if.
Be kind enough to listen to my adventure, and share
in my grief. Then the handsome Clodio with a weak
voice and some confusion in his looks, thus began his

-story:

'Hanee years ago I went to a tornament, the prize of
whieh, I disdained to carry off, because my antagonists
did notappear worthy ot fighting me. Seated among:
the ladies who were spectators ot the tilt, I waited till
one of the champions had conquered all the rest, that
I might go, and with one blow bear away his gl_nry'
and has crowus, butlove was also in ambuscade for me,
and conquered without fighting. '

A young lady, called Celina, attracted all my atten:
tion; 1 dpproach ed her; I spoke to her; hersoftness,
hergracefuluess, her modesty, completed. the conquest
her beanty had begun. During the thsee days thag
the tilting continued I never left her, and 1 am not
afraid teliing you, that-on the second day, she was as
much plea'i-ed as 1 was myself.

Celinn informed me ol her birth and situation. I
am,-said she, the daughter of the Earl of Suffolk:
During my infancy 1 lost my parents; L am heiress
to all their fortune, and law bas alioted we for tutora
distant relation, wio pretends becoming my husband.
The name of this mau whom 1 detest, is Brunor. It
is the knizht you new see in the lists. He every
where dra, 28 mie with him; and to-morrow morning [
must return with him to a dismal castle, where I am
condemned tg pass my days with Brunor and a friend
of his, called Danain, whom be is never without, and

~who is not a jot more amiable than tnmself.

This circumstance was enough to induce me to carry -

. off Celina from Brunor. ‘That moment L formed a

.:scheme of having admittance into the castle of the two



ed toreg use of my senses; nt
it, said I to him with a dying voice, 1 have need:
of help; I am a stranger and know nobedy in this
- kingdom ; your courage is a sure pledge of your ge-
neresity ; I address myself to my conqueror, that he
may take care of the little life he hasleft me. Bruner

proud of his victory and of the trust I reposed in him,
~ encouraged me with a deﬁree of assumed dignity, and

- consulting his best.friend Danian, they agreed that-they

were unider a’kind of obligation of bringing me to-their

castle, that I might recover the health 1 had lost by

-my fall.

3'{I‘hey then placed me on a branch-woven litter, and
paid me every kind of attemtion. Bruner, Danian,
and Celina escorted me to the castle. During the
whole way my eyes were riveted on Celina; and when
I met those of Brunor, I cried aloud with the anguish
I feigned to be in, by the-violence of my fall.

At length we arrived at that castle the access to
which no mortal had, save Brunor and Danian. The
sent for the most expert physician in the place. He
examined me much ; -and after many wise reflections
concluded that there was some internal fracture, and
that the complaint would takea considerable-time in
being removed. Fhat was the very thing I wanted.

The sweet-Celina who -was to be the physician of
my real evils, came sometimes to see me. Brunor very
seldom left her alone; but he did leave her for a mo-
ment, and that moment was enough to inform her of
the part love had prompted me to play. Celina was
at first alarmed ;- she soon recovered herself, she joiu-
ed hastily in the fiction and rewarded me for every
falshood I bad told on the occasion.

In this manner'did I pass a space-of three-months
in Bruno's eastle, always ailing, and ever tended by
‘the lovely Celina. Alas, when habituated to felicity,
we generally at last become imprudént. One morning
-that I was with my charming Eelina', Danain, Bruno's

ever-faithful friend, wished to know how the sick
!



. ' -Ap UL / vEl)
a posture of thanking for a favor.
; %er, han that of solieiting one! i
- Whether it was friendship for Brunor, or:vexation
- that he bad been deceived, r'know not, but he flew at
me sword in hand. I soon had mine prepared: and"
even in our apartment we begun a combat so much-
the more dangerous as the sword was our only wea~
pon. Happy lovers, are happy. in every thing: F
wounded Danain whe fell in his blood, 1 went to himy
and promised lhife only when he had sworn, as he was
a knight, never to reveal the secret to Brunor and to-
find a pretext tor bis wound. I, on my side, promis-
ed to depart that instaut: and I was as good as my-
word. 1 bade farewel to iy lovely Celina; I took
leave of Brunor, and 1 left the castle with ao inten-
tion of returning thither as soon-as 1 could without
danger.

Mauny adventures led me at last to the court of king
Camelides,where I was this morning when my Celina’s
dwarf came to me with a letter from her own hand,
informing me that Danain, on his recovery, was about
to depart with Brunor to king Perles, and that their
absence left her mistress of herself and the castle.
That moment I flew to the appointment. But ] had
thirty leagues to ride,. and knowing that my horse
could not keep pace with my eager. haste, I swore to
fight whoever refused to exchange horses with me.
T%mis mode of bating had succeeded with me: I had
only four leagues more te be at my journey’s end when
to my misfortune I met you.

Clodio fetched a deep sigh, and ended the narrative,
Blanchefleur could not help smiling at his adventures:
Percival, who, in his youth had been very impetuous,
easily excused the french prince; and Bliomberis, sorry
for the victory he had gained, embraced him, and said,
If you think yourself able to continue your journey,
my horse will make amends for the wrong I have done
{;ﬂu. Promise me, that in eight day’s time, you will

ring him back to me to the court o!?kmﬁ Arthur, amd

I shall entrust you with him, 1 too well no the pang




lays, Eim shalt ‘be- retumed- to' Bliomb
rouring 10 raise himséif up, "tﬁ! th dif
ou-ﬁ&‘bﬂaufﬁi ,ﬂa ing:
d es'qﬁwﬂ:h the‘mﬂ‘&" %

~ Bliomberis rejoiced to bave becn of Some service to
the brother of Felicia, mounted tle horse that Clodio
had worn out, and begging Blanchefleur and Perceval
to slaken their pace, tiev went on towards Cramalot.
They were oaly a stiort leazue from“the town, when
they saw a knight on foot, who flying up to Bliomberis,
sword in huud I meet thee again, oxclaimed he, and
thus hast thou used my poor horse! Dismount, if thou
art an hionorable kuight, a:ixd let us see if hazard be-
friend thee as it did thiszmorning. "Twas in vain for
Bliomberis to explain the mistake, or for Perceval, who
knew the knight, to restrain-his fury. Nothing could
appease him. He forced Bliomberis to begin a-foot,
g;e of the most terrible combats he had ever engag-
‘ed 1n.

This knight was the valiant Gowan, one of the
heroes of the round table  Young Clodio had con-
quered him im the moruing,and Gowan, enraged.at his
defeat, fonght with a spirit that would have been fatal
to amy other but Blioniberjs.” The combat lasted an
hour. Their forces were now exhausted, and both
demapded a moment’s ‘rest.  During this interval,
Gowan's s wounds nade him tisteu to hls mistake : he
was sorry for hiis precipitancy, ‘asked pardon, and both
vowed friendship to each other, so much ‘the sooner
as the poor hgrse, the cause of the contest, bad ex-

pired during the fray. ihcy rose, and with Percev al
and Blanchefleur set off a- foot, and ‘arrived all together
at Cramalot.

Onr hero wag introduced 1o the great Arthur by his
friend Perceval . Having been cye-witness to bis ex-

- ploits, he prceented him- o the ‘heroes of the'round
t-ﬂ:le as worthy to become, one dlﬂ’, their brother. ©

Lancélot, Tristan, king Carrados; and every knight
of the court of Arthut received hini with every mark
of sincere friendstips The monarch. was delighted,



ted he had intrusted it to the lmprudent Ciodlgr
~ Ie had reason to repent. The eight days were ex-
:*-_e:plred and Clodio dfd not yet appear.  Bliomberis grew
quite uneasy; he fain would have cone to the castle
of Brunor; but the desire of sceing his fatler called
him to Orcaunia. Perceval told king Arthur the anxicty
that Bliomberis {aboured under, and this movarch to
satisfy the impatience of a son so affectionate, rave
him one of hisn:ost beautiful steeds. Bliomberisafter
having thanked the King, instantly took the road of
Orcana in company with Blanchefleur anil Perceval.
After two days journey, they went astray in the
~anountains, and rode a long time without mweeting any
one to direct them to the nrth way. Allof asudden
a disconsolate woman came and threw herself on be
knees before them : Brave knights, she cried, come
and save the most wretched and most tender of lovers.
My mistress is about to perish in the flames, if your
valor does not rescue her. Our two heroes desire the
woman to be that moment their guide; they soon ar-
rive at a castle, of which the draw-bridge wasup. A
dark smoke and rolling flames were seen above the
fortification. Perceval and Bliomberis feared that they
were too late. ‘T'hey blew their horns with great vio-
lence: the bridge fell, and ous Palladines saw two other
Lmuuts appear, otie in black armor, the other in gold.
Strangers, said Le iu the sable mail, come not hither
to df‘plt’ cate torments ]mity l.nhcted ncr hinder us
from punishing the guilty. 'There may be guilt, re-
plied the Gaul, and in that case my sword will have
unreasonahly w}vcd my couvage : ‘but there may be
innocence, and then miy weapon will have punis ~hed
barbarians! ‘['hese words wore searcely spoken, when
Perceval fell on the knight in.the sable artcor, and
Bliomberis on him who was clonthed in golden mail.
As their lances were raised to sirike, thi> liorce that
D-“"‘-"f- £2 5 a%a -:'ﬂh’.-rh.”.



gning Bliomberis, who et b
_ s foam.  Bliomberis cried zloud, -
bony! 'Tis my own dear horse! He sprung to the .
ground to lay hold of it, and welcome it: when the
treacherous knight of the golden armor taking advan-
vage of the situation, stole up behind and prepared a
mortal blow. The horse observed it, and with a des-
perate plungestruck him with both hoofs to the ground,
and in spite of Bliomberis passed twenty times over
him.

During this, Perceval had got the better of his ad-
wversary : Bliomberis, victor without fighting, mounts
Ebony, and flies with the Gaul to deliver the wretch-
ed victim. It was young Clodio chained down with
Celina, both ready to be thrown into the funeral pile.
The imprudent lovers had been surprized by Brunor
and Danain, who had ordered them to be burnt alive.
But Danain, was killed by the hand of Perceval; and
«Brunor mangled by the hoofs of Ebony, had scarce
the power of respiration left him. Bliomberis made
him be carried into his castle, gave Celina to Clodio,
restored his arms to him, and presented him with king
Arthur’s horse. Clodio embraced a thouwsaud times
his dear deliverers, swore never to forget what he owed
them, and eager, to leave a country where so mauny
Jguisfortunes had befallen him, he embarked immedi-
ately, and happily arrived at Tournay with his Celina.

Bliomberis again took the road to Orcania; but Pa-
lamedes was not there: Fate ever seeemed willing to
keep him far fsom this hero. During eighteen mouths
that he travelled all over England he could not meet
with him. Bliemberis, meanwhile, did deeds of im-
’mortal renown. Perceval, charmed with his valiant
friend, loved him as he would his dearest brother.
Blanchefleur would have given every thing but her
Jover to see Bliomberis and Felicia united, and know-
ing the conditions on which only the hero could claim
his mistress, she kept an exact register of every glo-
Jious atchievment, that she herself might convince

- w ~and of the bravery of Bliomberis.




e 'addelwered Blanchefleur, he sawat' ‘ma-
tic knight in sable armor, sleeping on the brink of
Merlin's weil. T hrough the heat of the weather his
hehnet was off, and his countenance witnessed more
~affliction than years. His lance and his buckler were |
by his side: upon his shield was painted a: crown of
- cypress, with this inscription, I ask no-ocher. Perce-
val, did not know him, and wishing to satify his cu-
riosity, he made a noise.  The stranger awoke, and
suddenly, without sayig a word, mounts a fine steed
that stooit beside him, raises his lance and rushes like
a clap of thunder 'wam%t Perceval. The proud Gaul
gallops to his rencounter; but though his blow was
terrible, the stranger sat umnovul while Perceval, for
the first time in his life was unhorsed and fell. = Bli-
omberis wished to revenge his brother warrior, and”
seating himself firmly on: Ebouny, grasps his lance and
charges the stranger. ’I'was in vain; he too fell at the
first blow, and when the knight had brought back the
horses to then masters, he saluted Blanchefleur with
gracetul majesty,galloped off .and was soon out 0f51ght |
Our two heroes were thunder-struck. -They‘never
till then had been unhorsed:  Blanchefleur, when she
saw they werenot hurt, could not help smllmg “They
could believe nothing else but that it wasan enchant-
ment, they being so near Merlin’s cave: This idea
made them think better of themselves, and they con-
tinued their journey towards Cramalot, where Perce-
val desiened to have Bliomberis admitted to the round
table. The account he gave king Arthur of the deeds of
Bliomberis engaged thé monarch to grant his request.
Jvery English knightjoined in it for the brother war-
riof that was presented to them. The lovely Geavieva,
the tender Yseula were too fond of Blanchefleur to re-
fuse their votes to the knight she protected. Blioms+
beris was therefore dubbed knight of that table where
none sat but heroes. So many houors did not make
him forget his Felicia: his thoughts were incessantly
turned towards her; and he now with Joy reflected




ect. Hisshield w:thoutany msuxptlon in e
hat he wished not to be known; his helmet shaded
his face, and approaching the king, he first saluted him
with gl'l(.eful dignity, and then ‘i.lld Mi'rhty king,
your name has brought me from afar. The desire of
seeing you and the beautious Genvieva has led me
bither, and 1 am pleased with my journey. There re-
mains only one vow I must fulfil; and that is, tofight
the most valiant of your heroes.

At these words, Lancelot, 1'ristan, Perceval, Gow-
on, Bliemberis, and Arredian eagerly rise; they look
askance at the rash stranger, and all plead for the ho-
nor of the combat. Arthur pleased with their ardor,
turned towards the stranger; Gallant knight, said be,
chuse from amongst those warriors. 'The stranger calls
for a helmet, throws their names in it, shakes them,
and himself draws the name of Bliomberis, When he
gead it, he looked at the youth and seemed dissatisfied
with fate. Bliomberis piqued at the contemptuous
manner in which he looked at him, and proud of being
charged with the houor of the round table, embraces
his dear Perceval, kisses the hand of King A‘rthur and
ealls for Ebony. © All the fadies and alt the Lmﬂhts be-
take themselves to the ficld, and the king humelfgwes
the signal to open the lists.

On one side entercd tl:e stranger whose imbrowned
armor made a beautiful contrast with his stead as white
as the driven snow. On the other was seen Bliombe-
ris on Libony, with an iutrepid but still modest coun-
tenance. The' combat begins: Their lances fly in
shivers at the onset: their swords are already drawn;
fire flashes fromn their helmets and shields! wrath
heightens their valor at the unexpected resistance,
Itnpatient to break through it, they seize each other
by the middle, fall from their horses, but fell on their
feet without quitting the fierce gripe: foot against
foot, breast against breast, their armour 1s crashed be-
twixt them. Through an aperture on the stranger’s
bosem, Bliomberis pergeives a Flower-de-luce; he in-



the Ll
. I am satisfied I have fou
- valiant of Arthur's knights. I never will forget your
- valor, and your modesty: let us change swords: Bli-
omberis bent one knee before the king of France:. the
king embraces him, and remounting. his steed, rides"
from the lists and disappears.

The court, the ladies, the knights were all astonish-
ed at the extraordinary event. Bliomberis confided
the secret tonone but his dear Perceval, though every
one easily knew who his antagonist was. His fame
was now in its meridian glory, and despairing ever to
find his father, on the expiration of the two years of
trial, he returned with Blanchefleur and Perceval who
never quitted him, to contend for his ever-adored Fe-
licia.Being now nearTournay,his only fear was that the
sudden interview betwixt him and Felicia might be-
tray their loves, Perceval was not less uneasy than
himself and did not know how to guard against it.
Blanchefleur suggested a meaus; a woman’s imagipa-
tion in an affair of love has more resources than all
the enchanters in the world. She desired Bliomberis
to write a letter to Felicia, which she and Perceval
would carry to Tournay, while Bliomberis should go-
and wait for an answerin the turtie grove. The scheme
was agreed to: they set oft and arrive in Tournay,
while he, once more, is in that grove whose every tree
was dear to him.

Tears of joy filled his eyes when he looked at the
spot where he had been wounded by the wild boar.
He found on some trees the word for ever, that he him=
self had cut out. No, nothing is changed, said he, all
is as I leftit. Ah, Felicia, art thou still the same; thy
heart - - - - - - Still adores thee, cried out Fehcia,
who that moment arrtved. She had hardly read the
letter, when she was in the grove. She rushed into *
the arms of Bliomberis: they wished to speak : quick
sobs cut off articulation D they clung to each other,.

3 ‘a




e: but the prin

' to return to the palac
rezson, Bliomberis agreed not to enter Tourna
1ll thenext day. 'That night he slept under a tree.
- The next morning all Tournay wasfullof the knights
who were returning from théir adventures, each in
hopes of their fair prize. They presented themselves
at Pharamond’s levee. Bliomberis among the rest.
The king singled him out, and presented him to his
queen, and then to Felicia, who could not help -blush-
ing when she enquired how he had faredduring his stay

Every thing was now ready for the tournament that
was to determine the prize. A magnificent throne
was erected for Pharamound and Rosamond, Clodio
and the lovely Celina were attheir feet, Felicia adorned
like a yoddess sat beside the queen, The circus shone
in gold. The spectators were placed around, and
thirty chosen knights entered the lists, for the king
hgd determined that such only whose actions could
bear examination should be admitted, He relied on
their own narrative, for such was the frankness of these
heroes, that they would speak the truth at the risk of
losing the princess.  When it came to Bliomberis to -
speak his adventures, he modestly ungirded his sword,
and said, Mighty king, I have only this to entitle me
to contend for the princess. ’Twas given me by the
first knight in the world, as a token of his esteem: all
my other actions I have forgot, since that fortunate
and glorious hour. I understand you, said Pharamond
smili'ngé fight, be victor, and my daughter is yours!
Bliomberis embraged the king's knees, kissed the bor-
der of the queen’s robe, caught Clodio, aud Perceval
. 1o his bosom, and animated by a glance of the princess,
he mounts Ebony with a look and air that already
spoke victory.

‘T'he trumpets sound, Bliomberis flies, and rushes
against the first rival that presents himself to him.
He strikes him to the ground : another offers himself,
Bliomberis unhorses him. A third has the same fate.
Bliomberis was the god of war, The beautiful Fbony



he the ath, and her _
rnadined with living beanty. Pharamo
ras pleased ; Clodio applauded; Perceval swore wiro-
- ever conqueved Bliomberis must fight him: and in
-apite of remonstrances Blanchefleur, cried out every
time, Courage, Bliomberis!

And now the young warrier, without breaking his
lance had worsted all his rivals.  Loud acclamations
proclaimed him victor. Pharamond took his hind and
led him to Felicia. The princess endeavoured-to dis-
semble her joy. Bliombers fell at her feet, and was
receiving the reward of his courage, when an unknown
knight demands the combat. Bliomberis enraged to
see his happiness interrupted by an unexpected adver-
sary, drops Felicia’s hand, and grasping his lance in
fury, Where, said he, where is the new rival? let him
appear! It was the knight of the cypress crown who-
had conquered both him and Perceval at Merlin’s Cave.
A cold and sudden sweat ran down the face of Bliom-
beris; Well, said he, then I must die, when I thought
myself blest. The knight of the cypress crown ad-
vanced ; gracefully saluted the king aud the princess;
and while his mighty courser went round capering,
Felicia was ready to expire with terror.

Perceval, who still remembered him, flew into the
lists, and pretending revenge for a private riiuarrel de-
mands to fight him instead of Bliomberis; The judges
of the field opposed it, and the proud Gaul was oblig-
ed to sit down with threatening eyes fixed on the
knight. The trembling princess dared not look on
this last combat, a dead silence reigned through the -
multitude, and it was with horror they heard the shrill
sound of the truampet. Bliomberis looksat Felicia, re-
commends himself to her, fixes himself on Ebony, and
flies at his antagonist. '

The rencounter of two clouds charged with thunder
and impelled by contrary winds was not so dreadful
as this onset. Both knights fall back on the cruppers
of their horses, which could not themselves sustain the



imself. . He is eager to die in the
d, who yet is every way equal with his oppo- =
nent. The young hero defends himself as vigorously
~ as he 7s attacked.  Already the fatal crown of cypress
is struck oft: every blow Bliomberis gives, rends the
armor of hes foe, and every stroke of the stranger breaks
through that of Bliomberis. The blood dogs not yet
flow, but it soon will: Bliomberis the valiant Bliom-
beris, totters, staggers, one blow crushes his helmet,
and leaves his head all exposed ; he covers zt with his
buckler; but soon he falls on one knee and st:ll de-
fends himself with gallant intrepedity.  Felicia is ina
swoon. Blanchefleur peerces the air with her cries,
and Perceval, sword in hand flies :n betwixt the com-
batants. Barbarian, said he to the stranger, strike
here, 1 am your inveterate enemy ; I chellenge you, I
loathe you, I look wpon you as the most cowardly of
wmen if you follow the victory that ehance has given you
aver Bliomberis - - - - Bliomb=ris! cried the stranger,
Bliomberis ! ye gods, I was going to murder my son.--=
With that he throws down both shield and sword, and
stretching his arms to Bliomberis; My son, my son,
my dear son, embrace Palamedes. Bliomberis rushes
znto his father's arms; Palamedes presses him to his
heart, bathes him with his tears. Ak, my son, said he
with sighs, my boy, my dear boy, my sword was going
to pierce my own boy---him, for whose sake only 1 sup-
ported life--- Warrwrs, exclaimed he, addressing the
spectators all Yaround ; this is my conqueror: I lay
down my arms to him : iy son surpasses me ! my son
is @ hero. At these words the whole circus burst into
loud applause and shouts of joy. Palamedes came and
Eresented his son to Pharamond, who crowned the
gpy day with the union of Felicia and Bliomberis.
alamedes, Perceval, and Blauchefleur would no
more (1uzt these tender iovers, and their marriage was
not only a hliss to themselves but it communicated
their happiness to the prhole court of Pharamond.




e metropolis of Piedmont, the
court of the dtikes of Savoy, and the ordinary residence
‘of his Sardinian majesty, about the midst of the last
century, gave birth to the virtuous and beautiful, tho’
unfortunate, Amelia. She was sole heiress to an opu-
lent citizen, who was descended from one of the most
considerable families in thewhole principality, and was
thedarling of her aged parents, who had refused seve-
ral very advantageous offers, which had been pro-
posed to them, as not being able to bear the thoughts
of parting with their dear daughter, whose budding
beauties attracted the eyes of all who saw her. But
the importunities of Fabrico, a promising young no-
bleman, of the first quality, were not to be resisted :
and was accordingly espoused to the incomparable
lady, for the first three or four years, they lived in
Ferfect harmony, Fabrico expressing a most passionate
ondness for the lovely Amelia ;: nor was she backward
in grateful returns : and indeed exceptinga too warm.
inclination to gaming, Fabrico’s morals, and manner of
proceeding, seemed irreproachable. He had, for se-
veral years before his marriage, constantly passed the
carnival at Venice, where that festival is ogservedwit_h
much gieater splendour and magnificence, than in any
other part of Europe : nor was he known ever to have
missed going thither about that time, where he gene-
rally stayed seven or eight weeks; yet Amelia never
took the least.umbrage at his so doing, any more than
repining for the want of his company. As he was
master of alarge fortune, gamed high, and was not al-
ways unfortunate, he made a very considerable figure,
and his conversation was courted by many of the chief
nobility of Venice, and others of the first rank.
Unhappily, a certain senator, of a worthy character,
though not very rich, became extremely fond of our
young Piemoutese, and had contracted such an inti-
macy with him, that he was never so easy or well
pleased, as when he could get him to dine, or pass the
evening at his palace. This hospitable nobleman had



beheld, he soon found e Was Dot oHESter enoug

of himscIf to prevent his heart from fulling a victim
to her charms: Insomuch, that, regardless of the
sacred ties under which he was en: gaged, he wholly
abandoned himself te his growing pussionfor the lovely
Leounarda.

As for the young lady, her judgment was too pene-
trating no¢ to perceive the flame she had kindled in
his breast ; nor was it long before he had some reason
to flatter himself. that he was not indifferent to her.
He metwith noscvere checks, or repulses, for the ten-
der expressions he made to her; antl it was with great
pleasure that she admitted his addresses, and gave ear
to what his amourous disposition dictated, because she
was very well assured of his being, by extraction, no
way inferior to herself, and posmsed of a plentiful in-
beritance ; little dreaming of the previous right mar-
riage had givea the virtuous Amelia, hoth to his per-
son and affections; nor did he omit daily to give the
most solemn assurances, both to herself and herrela-
tions and acquaintance of his passion: for Leonaida,
and his firm resolution to devote himself to her lawful
embraces; declaring, that nothing delayed the consu-
mation of his happiness, but the unavoidable waiting
until some certain affairs, of the last importance, were
settled and brought to a conclusion.

In the meanwhile his own lady, uneasy and impati-
ent at his unusugl stay at Venice, incessantly plied him
with pressing letters, to return, expressing great ap-
prehiensions that somemisfortune hadbefellhim ; baving
as yet, no suspicion of his infidelity. She wrote in
terms so passionately tender, that, had he been less
grepossessed than he was, her letters could not possi-

ly have failed of makmtI a due impression on him.
His answers were kind, still feigning urgent business,
that debarred him the happmess of her company ; and
in this manner he put her off fora twelve-month: and
it i8 probable that he tould never have thought of



ing his couduct, and had themformatian from.

_ pelsbns on whose veracity she could depend, of
gave her mortal pangs. :

Fabrico's love for his adored Leonarda, was too ve
Liement to suffer him to keep it asecret ; and as his ac-
quamtame in that city was 1in a manner universal, it
was no difficult matter for her to learn the particulars
of an amour, which wag managed with solittle precau-
tion : especially, as it was usual with him to deciare
publicly, in all company, that he designed to marry
the lady to whom he made hia addresses, and settle
with her at Venice, as soon as ever the situation of his
affairs would permit. This news was such a shock to
the injured Amelia, that it almost deprived her of her
senses, and, in the height of her resentment and de-
spair she writ a long letter to her faithless husband,
reproaching him with his baseness, and solemnly pro-
testing, ¢ That if he was not at Turin within ten days,
she would mfallibly be with him at Venice, ina ver
short time after, in order to disabuse the family he had
imposed on, and put a stop to the course of so base
and infamous a proceedure as that to which he had
abandoned himeself, and which was an injury that she
would never suffer.,

Soon after be had received this unwelcome letter,
he chanced to drop it out ot his pocket, in his mistress’s
appartment. Thesight of it raised her curiosity, and,
watching an opportunity, she took it up, unperceived.

When her lover had taken his leave of her she open-
ed it, with an agitation and concern which seemed to
foretell the contents. Her amazement and indignation
were beyond expression, when, upon her perusing
those fatal lines, she was thoroughly convinced of her
misfortune : For,at that very instant, and not till then,
had she began to feel that her love for him was sincere.

She used her utmost efforts to prevail with her hedrt
to (letest a man who had so basely deceived her; but,
base and perfidious as he was, he had already taken
such an absolute pommn of her heart, thats efoupg

w" o



precipi whence
over wus -.‘pre!)aring to hurry her: The
t time he came to visit ker, she reproached him
with his villainous attempt upon her, insuch morti-
fying terms, that like one planet-struck, he remained
atterly confounded and motionless . aud, at the same
time, throwing him his Jady’s letter she forbad him her
presence, and, as she left him, solemnly vowed, never
to see his face again, if she could possibly avoid it.
This little expected shock so stupified hisfaculties, that
he scarce knew where he was. At last, somewhat re-
covering from his lethargy, he went home; but so
overwhelmed with passion and despair, that, when he
entered his apartment, his rage was so excessively
vehement, that he certainly would have laid violent
hands on himself, had it not been for some of Lis ac-
quaintance, who observing his disorder, follow’d him
w0, and prevented his doing himself any mischief, and
sprevailed with himto becomesomewhatmore moderate;
{n the mean time, the unfortunate Leonarda, in order
-to deprive him of all future hopes of getting into her
_company, retired into a convent; which gave the finish-
ing stroke to his despair. But in a day or two after,
having received fresh letters from Turin, wherein he
was assured the too-much injured Amelia was actually
_preparing to set out for Venice, positively determined
there to say and do all that an injured jealous woman
was capable of, when she found herself slighted and
abandoned by-an ungrateful husband; he thought the
most prudent suethod he could take, was to endeavour
to divert that storm which so apparently threatned him.
As there was no longer staying for himat Veuice, he
gacked up his baggage, and returned to Turin; where
eing arrived, his good lady received him in so obliging

a manner, and even with such transports of joy, as
lainly demonstrated that at the moment she beneld
im, she entirely forgot all the just causes of com-
L)!aint she had against him, never upbraiding him with
_his late unworthy conduct, or, indeed, scarce ever
,mentioning it to him ;’and whenever she did, it was in




admired the kind reception which the virtuous
a gave to a person who so little merited any fa-
~vour at her hands, bestowing on herall the praises her
exemplary conduct deserved. Eight months passed in.
erfect harmony, by which time she began to appear
1n a state of parturition, and her husband was seem-
ingly fonder of her thau ever.

One evening, as he wassitting with her in their bed-
chamber, he suddenly started up, saying, he was going
to retire into his closet to his devotions, and, at the
same time advised her todo the same ; she readily ac-
quiesced, thanking him for putting her in mind of
what she ought to have remembered of her own ac-
cord, and more especially, as she said, in the condition
she was then in. This passed; and the very uext
morning, waking sooner than ordiuary, she was under
no small surprize at missing her husband : But she was
much more astonished, when a few moments after, she
saw him coming trom his closet, bearing in his arms all
those materials used at the funerals of persons ot dis-
tinction.. Somewhat disoirdered and confused, she
asiced him the meaning of what she thought so extra-
ordinary, and to what use he intended to put those
things 2 ¢ That you will be sensible of, replied he, his
eyes sparkling with tury ;™ kaow, wretch, that they all
belong toyou : I hare prepared them for you, arnd for no
one else.  This is the time I havefixed upon to take a
direful vengeance on you for all the sufferings [ have un-
dergone, and whereof thow hast been the only cause ; and
these are the wax tapers which are to surround thy bed,
as soon as I have sacrificed you to that loss which you
have occasioned by your detestable jealousy. Scarce
bad he uttered these words, but the unhappy lady
sprang from her bed, confounded, pale, and trembling,
cast hersell at his feet, and melting into floods of tears,
a sight sufficient, to have raised compassion in a
tiger; ¢ Alas !’ said she, ¢ pardon, my dearest lord, I be
seech you, whatever I =ay, unadvisedly, have said or
done to offend you. It waa‘[:e.rcess of love that made me
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perpetrator of this mlsciuef could not,ha\:a' -
5 m‘e to put things insuch order as they were found ;
~and as for the wounded damse!, though she saw all, *
would have been to little purpose for her to have at-
tempted to call-out out for assistance, even had she
been able. -

As for the murderer the surprize and confusion was
too great for any-body to mind what became of him,
and when, at last, they began to think of him, it was
too late. He had so ordered his matters to prevent his
being apprehended that he soon got out of reach, and
arrived safe at Venice. Ile had flattered hlmselfw:th
the hopes there to put an end to all his “unhappiness,
in the arms of Leonarda, upon whose account, and for
whose sake, he had committed sucha dmbohcaland in-
famous piece of villainy. At his arrival there, she was
at her father’s countryseat, preparing to cometo town ;
But the news of this detestable action soon spreading
abroad, it reached her ears just as she was setting out -
for Venice. The thoughts of her having been tlle in=
uoceat occasion) of that deplorable fact, struck her
with such howror, that she immmediately took a fix-
ed reselution of quitting the world : and, notwithstaud-
ing all the arguments used by herre lat:on= and others
in order to dissuade her, the soon after retired into a
convent for the rest of her days.

Her impious, inhuman lover, unable to support him-
self under this last shock, the most insupportable he
had ever yet met with, made all possible interest enly
to obtain a sight ot her; bul being absolutely refused,
he left Venice, over whelmed with despair; and now,
utterly out of conceit with life, he wished for nothing
but death : and, though he wanted courage to enl his
present misery with his own hands, yet it was not iong
before he met a deserved fate, being assassinated by a
troop of Miquelets, as he was passing through Cata-
lonia, in way to Madrid,
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