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CuartEr XL

THE GATHERING STORM.

UST as the minstrel
boy was murmuring
bis low-voiced snatch
of song—for Osmond’s
benefit—the Count of
Rouen re-entered the
hall, alone, looking
disappointed and a
little angered. Rich-
e’ ard inquired, as he

LN approached:
“What is the mat-
Y ter, Count? Could
you pot find the

Baron of Briancourt?”

Bernard replied indignantly :

“My Loxrd, I found him, bat I conld not
get speech with bim. He closed his door
against me, and I beard him say to his page
that he was not ecoming forth like a beaten
child at the Count of Rouen's bidding!”

“Ab, Count, he knows the dignity of a
RNorman liegeman!” said the Boy Duke,
langhing. “1 suspected that you would
pot so easily indace him o forget the hless-
fng that you gave him—and no wonder,
poor fellow! But be cannot be permitted to
repulse your advances in this way. Gale-
ran, go you to your cousin, and command
bim in my pame to come and make friends
with Count Bernard.”

“And say to biw, Galeran, that I am sorry
I spoke to him so barshly,” said the Count.
“1 was incensed out of measure to see him
show the Btags of Briapcoust thus boldly;
bat I did net koow his motive, and since I
bave beard it set forth o0 nobly in Beren-
ger's song, I bonor him—ay, and I will honor
his bearing too, as much as any man, when
be bath made it bonorable.”

Galeran de Menlan bowed, and departed
on this errand.

He very soon returned, accompanied by bis
couxin, Guy; who lboked as if the pleasure of
knowing that he might display his father's
coxl-of-arms without reprosch hereafter, had
by no weuns wholly conquered his resent-
ment against the Couut of Rouen.

Beloting Richard with a gesture of sub-
mission, he turned to the Count, and said at
once—but in the banghtiest and most formal
tone which eounld possibly be employed on
such an occasion:

“My Lord of Roven, ] am come at the
bidding of my Duke, whose mandate is my
law, to acknowledge the proffered honor of
your fnendship, and to accept it, as befits
the son of Bois de Briancourt, with bumble
thavks”

“By Our Lady, there is little of humility
or iriendship in thy look or in thy voice”
exclaimed Count Bermard, bluntly. “Bat
bere’s my hacd, boy, and I regret with all
my heart that I have given thee such of-
‘zm'l‘!

GUY FLUSHED AND HESITATED,

bit his lip and glanced uneasily at Richard,
and finally put out his hand and barely
touched the Count's. It was evident enough
that be was simply obeying Richard’s or-
ders, and would much rather have turned
bis back upon the Count of Rouven's hand.
He had prepared bimself, as he believed, in
the Lrst enthusissm of his chivalrous pur-
pose, to face the coldness and even the con-
tempt of Richard's liegemen, without
shrisking, until he could win their respeet
for his dishonored bearing; but his proud
resolve bad by no means included the idea
of enduring jusult meekly, and the Count
bad grievonsly insulted him,

In this case therc was no tie of muotual
tenderness—like the strong aflection for
Galeran which had led him to be reconciled
with his uncle, Goy de Meulan—1o over-
come his bitler fecling toward the Count ;
noless the devotion which they both felt for
Kichard, their Duke, mizhit indeed be such a
tie, unheeded iu bis present angry mood, and
only 1o be recognized when, at some futare
time, their loyulty and love for Richard
might place them side by side in his de-
feuse, and make them friends for his sake,

Guy did pot think of this; on the con-
trary, it seemed 10 bim at that moment that
pothing could ever induce him to accept a
friendly kindness at the bands of Count
Bernard de Murcourt. It was a proof of
bis complete devotion to his Boy Lord that
ke Sorced himself to make even this ungra-
eious and unwilling show of the formal
amity which st least must be preserved be-
tween true Norman liegemen ; and Richard,
though be realized the value of such obedi-
ence, was far from pleased with this pew
evidence of the unforgiving, implacable pa-
ture of his youthful vasssl,

A bard task indeed was Richard’s if he
boped to reconcile the elements of discord

hitherto united liegemen, and prevent the
breaking of the storm which he felt was in
the air.
A Norman Tord was the very proudest
homan being that ever existed on this mun-
dane sphere—and Bernard de Harcourt,
Count of Rouen, was the chief of Norman
Lords. Having lowered his pride so far as
to acknowledge in plain words the regret
which he sincerely felt, for the wound he
had inflicted upon Guy, he considered that
he had done enough; and now, if the boy
did not want his friendship, Count Bernard
was not the man to urge it on him. With
a frown, he turned away ; and Guy, like one
who was relicved at the conclusion of a disa-
greeable duty, rejoined his cousin.
Galeran, however, received him with a
countenance of the gravest disapproval, say-
ing:
“You are behaving in a churlish manner,
Guy, it seems to me. What can yon mean
by treating the Count of Rouen in such a
fashion—and he offered you his friendship!
THE FRIENDSHIP OF BERNARD THE DANE!”
“Let him keep his friendship for them
that seek it!” answered Guy, in a voice of
wrath and scorn. But he never spoke to
Galeran without a certain defcrence of
manper; and he added, more gently: “ You
did not hear what he said to me this morn-
ing, Galeran.”
“No matter what he gaid, since he regrets
it now, and tells you so in frankness,” Gal-
eran rejoined.
“He called me a viper! He called me the
son of a robber and a rebel—and so I am!”
said Guy, bitterly. “ Butmy Duke has par-
doned that As for Bernard de Harcourt,
the people of Rouen are calling him by a
worse name, if romor tells the trath!”
“The people of Rouen ?” repeated Galeran,
“What do you mean? Count Bernard is
their idol.”
“He bhas been, but they have turned
against him ; that is what I am told.”
“ And who has told yon so?”
“ Alfred, the Armorer; Dagonel, my groom,
and hall & dozen others,” answered Guy.
“In truth, it is the common talk outside.
Alfred says the city is almost in a state of
instirrection. e told me what they are say-
ing in the streets—that Bernard de Har-
court is no longer faithful to the Duke!
They say that he has made some bargain
with King Louis and Hugh the White, and
surrendered Richard’s rights; they say he is
& traitor!”™
Galeran turned pale,
“You do not believe it, Guy ?” he whis-
pered.
Before his cousin counld reply, the Boy
Duke, who had been speaking with Count
Bernard, turped and beckoned to him. The
young Baron's downcast look, as he stepped
forward in compliance with the sign, showed
that he expected a further reproof for his
incivility to Berpard; but Richard said to
him, very pleassatly :
“Baron Guy, it gives me pleasure to see
that you will have no more trouble on ac-
count of your heraldic bearing; Berenger's
explanation of your reasons for retaining it
has gained you friends on every hand. Bir
Hugh, the Count of Paris, wishes to see yon;
and my Lord the King has expressed the
same desire. This harper has nearly finished
his song—a tiresome fellow, after Berenger,”
said Richard, glancing at the poor minstrel
who was now endeavoring vainly to arouse
the inattentive audicnce. “When be has
done,
COUNT BERNARD WILL PRESENT YOU TO
HIS MAJESTY.”

Guy, on hearing this announcement, look-
ed extremely disconcerted.
“If you imsist, my Lord,” he faltered, “I
suppose it must be so!”
Richard, much displeased, exclaimed :
“You seem to be in 8 very bad humor,
Guy! After all that you have said, now
that I have so concerned myself in your
behalf, and Berenger has taken so much
pains to help you—now that everyone re-
gards you with a friendly feeling—youn are
not satisfied! Am I to understand that you
decline the honor of being presented to the
Kivg of France ?"

“I cannot decline, my Lord, if you com-
mand,” said Guy, in a low voice, and grow-
ing rather pale.

“iBizur, You CANxoT PAse!”

“Oh, please yourself!” maid Richard,
indiguantly, “I will not force you, though
it was the King's request, But I do not com-
prehend the meaning of your bebavior,”

Guy stood silent, for indeed he was in a
guandary. To explain his actual meaning
would be certainly to bring down Richard's
wrath upon him like a hurricane ; but after
a moment, he said, with a sort of despera-
tion:

“My Lord, T know what you have done
for me; and DBerenger,” he added, glancing
at the Breton minstrel boy with grateful
eyes—“ 1 thank you, Berenger. But in truth,
"t would bring a worse dishonor on my name,
if Bernard de Harcourt should present me
to King Louis, and if be should seem to
favor me for such a cause—for wearing the
rebel beariug of Brisncourt! I know what
would be said of me, my Lord; I know
what they are saying now—"

He checked himself, biting his lip to keep

Richard what he had eaid to Galeran de
Meunlan. Count Bernard gazed at him
sternly, but suddenly tuming to Richard,
exclaimed :

“This boy is no fool! I blame him not
for wishing to escape King Louis's notice;
and perhaps he is quite as wise in declining
any attention of mine just now. My Lord
may not understand you, Baron Guy, but I
do. By the saints, you are too worldly-wise
for one 80 young! And yet I eannot blame
you. Let him go, my Lord. The King will
think no more about the matter. He has
forgotten it by this time.”

“Well, Bernard, be it so0,” said the Boy
Duke, and dismissed the young Baron by a
wave of his hand, much to his relicf.

The Count, who saw that Hugh of Paris
had not forgotten his desire to behold the
hero of Berenger's lay, if King Louis had,
made haste to speak with him aside, and
turn the matter off as lightly as he could.
Richard, in the meantime, became very
thoughtful, and had no more to say to his
boy companions; for he was troubled to per-

BERENGER'S LEAP.

ceive that no display of loyalty on his part
could remove or even lessen the deep dis-
trust which existed in the minds of his
liegemen toward his Lord the King.
All this time the King was listening to
the harpers and jongleurs, who made their
bows before him in succession; or pretend-
ing to listen, if they did not interest him,
unconscious of the incidents oceurring in
Richard's corner of the dais, and which did
not at all disturb the progress of the even-
ing’s entertainment. BStill less did he im-
agine what was going on outside the castle
gotes.
At last, the minstrel show being ended and
the hour drawing toward midnight, King
Louis signified his wish to retire for the re-
mainder of the night, and

RICHARD, WITH DUE CEREMONY,
conducted him to the grand apartments, oc-
cupying one whole side of the castle, which
had been carefully made ready for his use,

The Boy Duke's sleeping-room was inthe
old Tower of Rollo, on the side next to the
riv_r, and far removed from the quarters of
the royal guest ; and when he repaired to it,
accompanied by his Fsquire and two or
three pages, he found Bir Ivo of Belesmeo
already stationed at his door. He sent them
away, however, to seek their rest in a more
comfortable manner than lying in the cor-
ridor, as they had purposed.

The Count of Rouen had his own house
in anotheér part of the city; but this was
merely his official residence, for he really
lived at the castle, and his rooms adjoined
the chamber of his Boy Lord. Bernard was
s bachelor, and so little inclined to make
himself agreeable in the estimation of
the fair, that he was mnot supposed to
have the most remote intention of ever
secking any gentle dame to share the hooor
of his name, and become the chatelaine of
his noble castle at Harcourt. Richard hay-
ing once snggested that he ought to tuke o
wife, the Count had grimly answered :

“1 bave enough to worry me now, my
lord! And what should I want with a
wife? 1 care nsught for more gold in my
coffers, and I heve no lack of lands; and
a8 for fighting men, if I wanted more, I
could get them by the shipload from Den-
mark ; and good stout fellows, too.”

This was Bernard's idea of matrimony—an
affair of lands and gold, and the alliance of
feudal powers, with a high-born maiden, or,
perbaps, a high-born widow, merely thrown
in. As for love, though he was not a mirth-
ful map, he would have laughed long and
loud if any lunatic had prophesied that he
would ever yield his warrior heset before
the magic of & maiden’s eyes—and yet his
time wns coming!

The next morning, Richard, who was an
early riser, awoke before the dawn, He was
about to quit his chamber without disturb-
ing Osmond, who still slept; but his foot-
step, light as it was, aroused the faithfu)
Bquire, who started up, exclaiming :

“Are you risen, my Lord? Why do not
you throw something at me when I sleep o
like alog! But on my faith, 'tis early yet.”

“Too early for you, lazy-bones? You can
o to sleep aguin if you like” said Richard,
in boy fashion ; for he was ever more hoy
than Lord when alone with his foster-brother,
“J am only going out for & walk on the ram-
parts, in the morning air,” he said, to “ freshen
up my wits before I meet my Lord the
King”

“I wish your Lord the King had stayed
in France!” muttered Osmond, as he pulled
on his boots and prepared to follow his
Duke, “He has turned the whole casile
up-side down, s0 Bertrand the Beneschal
says; and Averil, the butler, says the very
old Lucifer is to pay in his department ! ”

Richard remarked, rather sharply:

“AVERIL MAKES TOO FREE,
if he talks in that manner; and if the en-
tertainment of my royal guest is too great a
task for him, I shall do well to put another
in his place.”

“Oh, that is not the trouble; it is quite
the other way, my Lord, The King will
have none of his entertainment,” answered
Osmond. *“He has put his own cooks and
pantlers into the kitchen, with orders to

which bad arisen so suddenly among his

the words back—for he dared not say to

prepare hismeals in the French fashion, and

to let no others touch a hand to them.
Averil does not like that.”

Neither did Richard like it; but he said
nothing, and Osmond, after & pause, con-
tinued :

“His Majesty will have no friends among
your house-retainers, Richard, if things go
on as they have begun, You took no note
of these matters last night, being so much
engaged, I know; but some of us observed
how sulky and displeased all the serving-
people seemed to be, and I questioned
Averil and one or two of the boys to learn
the cause of their ill-humor. It seems the
King took youn at your word, my Lord, and
made himself master of the castle with a
vengeance! His own men were posted
everywhere on guard; his own servants
were put in charge of everything, and our
people were set aside as if they were not
competent to cater for his glorious Majesty
of France. And by the saints, I did not
wonder they were angered !”

Richard looked serious; but after a mo-
ment he said, in his gentle, dispassionate
voice:

“Nay, Osmond, if his Majesty prefers to
be served by his own people and guarded by
his own soldiers, I can find no fault with
him for that. I well know that we Nor-
mans have not the French ways in the or-
dering of our manners and our living.”

“I should hope we had not!” the Squnire
exclaimed, contemptuounsly. “Why, they
say that King Louis has glass windows to
his chamber, like the windows of a church;
ay, and carries them about with him when
he removes from one of his castles to an-
other, lest the wind should blow upon him
when he slept! I wonder that he did not
bring them hither.”

Now this was a fact, but it did not seem
credible to Richard.

“Nonsense, Osmond ; that is only a silly
rumor that a man shonld fear the fresh air
of heaven!” said he. “Yon must not credit
every foolish tale you hear.”

While conversing thus they had traversed
the corridor which gave sccess to Richard’s
tower-chamber; and passing through a door
at the end, they entered a gallery that led
to the ramparts above the Liver Seine. At
the first turn there was a door—or rather
an opening arched with stone and closed,
when desirable, by an iron grating—which
afforded one way of reaching that part of
the castle where the French guests were
quartered ; and here they found a couple of
King Louis's men-st-arms on guard.

Richard spoke to them pleasantly, and
would have passed on; but the guards both
presented their Jances and barred his way.

“Bieur,” said one of them, " you cannot
pass. The King's orders are sirict that no
one goes this way.”

Osmond of Centorille turned white with
rage, and soatched Iis sword from its scab-
bard, exclaiming fariously:

“Yon dare to stop my Lord! Get ont of
the way, idiot, or I will run you through
the body!"

BICHARD CAUGHT HIS ARM.

“Hold, Osmond! They do not know me.
I am the Duke of Normandy,” he said to
the guards,

The men looked at each other in trepi-
dation, but they stood their ground. The
spokesman said, respectiully :

“We pray your pardon, my Lord; but
the Kiog’s command was absolute, and we
dare not disobey. We can let no one pass.”

Osmond was fairly beside himself at this,
but the Boy Duke held his wrist and foreibly
restrained him. In the passageway, heyond
the guards, Richard gaw o page of his own
household, who seemed also to have been
stopped in coming from the opposite direc-
tion. Raising his voice, but speaking wish-
out excitement, he maid :

“I desire you to bear a message to my
Lord the King, Edonard.”

“Yes, my Lord.”

“Bay to his Majesty that I aek an andi-
ence with him as seon as will accord with
his convenience, If it please him, I will
wait upon bim at once. You understand 7

“Yes, my Lord.”

“Bring me his Majesty’s answer prompt-
ly,” added Richard. *You will find me in
the apartments of the Sieur Galeran de Meu-
l‘n_”

The page hurried off with his message,

IH

COUNT BERNARD AND THE SENTRY.

and Richard, still keeping & hold on Os-
mond’s arm, (urned bpok and took his way
toward Galeran’s ehamber. He was very
silent, but when the Esquire broke forth in
o torrent ol ficrce invective against the King
and all his following, he said, with quiet
firmness:

“Osmond, spy no more. I am sorry to
perceive that his Majesty is not entirely as-
sured of his perfect safety under my roof,
He makes a mistake, a8 I shall represent to
him in proper terms; butb you must remem-
ber that he is my Liege Lord, and speak of
him with due respeet, or be silent,”

“Then, my Lord, T will be silent!” re-
torted Osmond, angrily, and said no more,
But the storm was raging in his breast,
whichfilled the air'with premonitions of its
gathering fury; ita thunder-clouds grew
darker every honr,

Cuavrer XII
THE STORM BELLS OF  ROUEN—" HA Ro!
HA RO!”

Fdouard de B n young lad
Loy boen Faceived fato Rickard's

The pa
who had

household, and who worshiped the Boy Lord
of the castle as the noblest and greatest of
all great and noble beings, hastened to do
his bidding, much excited as he wondered
what would happen to those two French
vagsals who had been so insane as to stand
in the way of the Duke. He counld not im-
agine that they wonld be allowed to live
another hgur. On his way to King Louis’s
apartments, however, he was halted by an-
other guard.

There was no civility or ceremony in the
soldier’s manner toward a boy whose dress
and bearing showed that he was only a page
in rank, however noble his birth might be.
He was roughly ordered to go back, and told
that he had no business in that part of the
caatle,

“But I have!” he cried.
sage for the King.”

“ His Majesty is not awake at this barbar-
ous hour, Get along with you!”

“I tell you I must see the King,” insisted
Edounard, “I am sent by the Duke—by
Richard himaself!” :

The soldier laughed centemptuonsly.
“Edounard must be a fool,” he said, “if he
thonght the King's Majesty was going to be
disturbed and broken of his rest by non-
sensical messages from that Norman boy.”

“Your Duke is nothing bub the King's vas-
mal, and he must wait the King's pleasure, If
you do not take yourself off now,” said the
soldier, flercely, “ 1 will knock you down with
my halberd!”

This, to the young scion of Norman loyalty
and blue blood, was simply a thanderbolt.
The Duke’s orders defled, his anthority laughed
at, his liberty restricted, in his own castle!
“After that, the delugo!”

Edouard moved slowly away, despairing and
bewildered. What was he to do? He could
not go to the Duke with such an answor to his
m ; that would never do. If he sought
the Count of Rouen, he felt sure that he would
find some more French gnards in the way.
Down in the hall, he knew, there wore scores
of the Frenchmen sleeping; out in the court
French hostlera were grooming the French
King's horses; Frenchmen were posted at the
gates; they were in the cook-rooms and the
corridors—they wore everywhere. lle kuew
not where to look for help, and yet help must
be found from some quarter, Bowmebody must
do something!

The frightened little fellow, with tears roll-
Ing down his checks and his heart beating
like a trip-hammeor, was stambling along a
dark passage, when he ran against the
BRETON MINSTREL, RERENGER OF NANTES,

“Who are you, and what are you about?”
eried Berenger., “ Cannot yon see where you
are going, boy? What! Edouard of Bracy?
St. Malo! What's the matlter? Are you cry-
fog?”

* Berenger! Oh, Berenger, what shall we
do!” sobbed Edouard, *“The Duke—the
Doke—"

Berenger canght his breath, and echoed:

“The Duke—Richard! Ob, what has bap-
poned to him?"”

Edouard answered, in a broken voiee:

“King Louis's guards are treatiog him like
8 prisoner! They will not let him go where
he likes—our own -Duke, Berenger! Thoy say
that he is nothing but a vassal of the King,
They will not let mo obey his orders—and o,
I dare not go awd tell him such a thing!
Berenger, what can I do!”

* You are crazy, Edouard! It cannot be as
you say !" murmured Berenger,

Edouard returned, vehomontly :

“It fstrue! I tell you it is true! The Duke
sent mo with a message to King Louis, and
thoy will not permit mo to deliver it! They
will not let me go near the King, Thoy say
thpt Richard must wait his Majesty’'s good
ploasure!”

The minstrel boy could only gasp, in speech-
less indiguation,

“ But that is not the worst,” continned Ed-
ouard. * 1 saw the Duke try to go by the Freuch
guards, and they stopped him with their lanees,
They put the poluts almost against his breast,
I saw it, Borenger! Osmond of Centoville was

“I have a mes-

going tokill them, but the Duke held his hand.” |

Berengoer ground his teeth and raged liko a
tornado, forgetting all about his customary af-
fectation of sangfroid,

*Oh, to think our noble Richard pays hom-
age to thiseraven, lying Louls!" he exclaimed.
“And 1 wearing his filthy bauble!"”

He tore the King's clasp of rubles from his
vest ns ho uttercd these passionate words, and
dashed it on the stone floor, stamped upon it
madly, and kicked the broken fragments in
every direction, Then, having relieved his
feelings, he said, with recovered calmness:

“Toll me the whole story, Edousurd.”

Poor Edounard thereupon gave him a version
of the mutter as it seemed to his excited, bovish
fancy, wild with grief and terror for his Duke.
It was enongh for Berenger, however, to hear
that Richard’s frecdom of action had been hin-
dered in the slightest degrece. Pale with pas-
sion, he said:

“We will sea about this. King Louis shall
find that our Lord Is our Lord, though he be
the vassal of France—more's the pity.

“ Bhall we try to let Count Bernard know the
condition of affhirs?” asked Edouard, tuking
somo courage from Berenger’s tone, DBut the
minstrel answered, sternly :

“No! I heard Guy de Briancourt say last
night that Beruard wus a traitor, or that the
people called him so. We will appeal for help
to them that are more powerful than he.”

“What mean you, Bereuger? Who is more
powerful than the Couut of Kouen 7" exelaimed
the wondering page.

Berenger answered :

“THE FEOPLE OF ROUEN."

“Ah! But tho castlo gates are guarded by
King Lounis's men. They would not let us out,
I am sure,” sald the page, disconsolatoly,” We
cannot reach tho people,”

* 1 can,” said Beronger, botweeny his teeth.
“1 will have the whole city ringing with this
tale before an hour ia past.”

“Can youn, Berenger? Ob, if you counld, 1
am sure tho barghers would do something to
aid our Duka!”

“Yes,” sald Berenger, dryly, I think they
would—I think they willl”

Ho started toward the cast end of the pass-
age, whore an embrasured loopholo window
looked out upon the Seine. Tho faint glow of
carly dawn was lighting up the sky, and far
below the river washed against the castle
walls,

Berenger threw off his surcoat, cap and shoes,
and seizing hold of the narrow casemont, ho
drew himsolf up to the loophole, The page
exelaimed, in afright:

“Berenger! What are you going to do?
Burely, you do not mean——-""

“Or course 1do,” said Berenger, coolly. “I
am going to drop into the river, swim ashore,
and raiso the city ! Just wuit a little, and you
will see what that means, Edounard, St Malo!
These French intruders will find out what
they have done when they have waked up the
city of Ronen!”

“ But you will be drowned, Rerengor! Yon
will be dashed to death against the stones!”
walled Edouard.

“Not I; you cannot drown a Breton,” an-
swered Berenger; “and 1 shonld hope I had
gpring enowgh'in me to clear the castlo wall.”

Nevertheless, he knew the peril of his ven-
ture quite a8 well a3 did the trembling little
prge. He muttered a hasty prayer to his pat-
ron saint, ag he pushed himsolf, feet foremost,
through the narrow opening—it was barely
wide-enough to admit the lmsmga of his supple
and slender form—gave his body a strong out-
ward impulse and disappeared. A faint splash
a8 he struck the water was all the sound that
conld be heard, though Edouard strained his
eurs to listen, clasping his hands and whisper-
ing devoully:

*Oh, Blessed Lady of Heaven, I hope he is
safe!”

Berenger was safe, A little later this Breton
Prinee, half-clad and dripping wet, was flying
through the streets of Rouen with a tale which

to the already oxcited populace was absolutely

maddening—that Richard, Lord of Normandy,
and idol of their hearts, was a prisoner in his
own castle, insulted by the King, repulsed and
browbeaten by the King's retainers, and that
Bernard, Count of Rouen, had made no move
and rajsed no voice in opposition to these in-
dignities!

Had Berenger possessed the gift of second
sight he might have exercised it to some pur-
pose, and seen good oause to retract the state-
ment in rogard to Bernard; for in poiut of
fact the Count was even then—if we may in-
troduce a modern figure of speech—

PRAISING CAITN"” WITH KING LOUIL

At about the moment when the minstrel
boy was lanching himself into the Seine Count
Bernard arose from his slumbers, looked into
Richard’s chamber, and finding it vacant, con-
cluded that the young Duke had gone to pay
his dutiful respects to his Lord the King. The
Count, therefore, turned his own steps in the
same direction, and presently encountered one
of the King’s men standing guard over the ap-
proach to his Majesty's apartments—the same
one who had so rudely repulsed poor Edouard
de Bracy.

A page of 10 years and Count Bernard the
Dane were two very different individuals; and
the mau-at-arms, though he stood in the
Count’s path, addressed him in respectful
tones, and made him aware in the humblest
manner possible that all persons were forbid-
den to pass that point, by order of the King.

Count Bervard merely gave the man »
haughty look and made & move to pass. In-
stinctively the guard presented his lance,
wherenpon the Count drew back and with one
blow of his great fist stretched the stalwart
soldier senseless at his feet, kicked him out of
the way and stormed into the Kivg's bedroom
like a roaring lion.

Righard in the meantime had betaken him-
self to Galeran de Meulan’s room, where he
found Guy de Briancourt, the young Baron
having passed the night with his consin. As
Edounard the page did not present himself with
any message from the Kiog, he concluded that

his royal guest must still be sleeping, and sup-
posed the boy to be waiting for tho moment
when his Majesty should wake. He soon lost |
sight of his late annoyance in the company of

Guy and Galeran, and they were breakfusting

together with great enjoyment—atiended by

Dame Astrida, who petted all the boys in the

castle, from Richard the Duke down to little

Edounrd, as if they had been her own—while

tho Breton Berenger was gone to * raise the

city,” ns he said; in other words, to set an

avalanche in motion.

Presently, however, they became aware of
somio uuusual movement in the conrtyard ; the
call of a distant clarion reached their ears:
there was a strange booming noise in the air,
and sounds of rashing to and fpo throughout
the castle. Fro Astrida looked alarmed, and
Richard exelaimed :

“ 1 wonder what is going on! Osmond, go
and see.”

Osmond went ont, with some curiosity; and
shortly rushed in again, tremendously excited.

“ What if the matter 7" cried Richard,

“My Lord, my Lord, all Roven is thunder-
ing at the castie gates! The city has risen as
ona man to storm the eastle and take yon from
King Louis's hands! The Lords are gathering
in force—Count Hobert of Argenton has jost
arrived, they say, with ail his following. in
battle array! The storm-bells ara ringing—
the people are wild! Hark, my Lord ! ™

There was no need to harken—the deal
might hear that sound, for it shook the earth
as thunder shakes the air. The roar of 10,000
angry voiees, the tramp of 10,000 iron-shod feet
upon the stones of Rouen; the booming of the
storm bells, only tolled in tiwme of mortal terror;
the voice of a great city

“RISEN AS ONE MAN"—

for Rouen, even then, was a grest city—this
was the sound that Richard heard, like which
there is no other sound on earth, and none,
perhaps, more terrible. 1t was the noise of a
wighty human torrent, rolling on to sweep
away the paltry barriersraised by overweenipg
royalty, and work the people’s will.

Before that force, when once aroused in all
its foarful might, the power of Kiogs must
fail—hasever fiiled ; aud Lounis Kingof Franes,

| eowering and trembling in his chamber as he
heard those thundering bells and roaring voices, |

and those tramping feet, kuew that he must
yield up to the people of Ronen whatsoever
they had como to take, and only bhoped they
might not take his life,

Richard looked out upon the conrt, and saw
asurging multitude, citizens and soldicrs mixed
in one indistinguishable throng, but led by the
stately figure of a noble whose face he knew—
Count Hobert of Argenton.

A young man, with streaming yellow locks
and eyes of Norman blue, sitting his war-horse
like & Centaur, sword in hand—such at 20
years of age was Robert of Argenton, the hero
of many a bloody battlefiel] and many a daring
escalade; s brillinnt figure ih the anoals of
that wild and warlike period. Where the
maddest and most reckless deeds of bravery
wore done—where tho fiercest war was waged
and no quarter asked or given—there was
Robert, Count of Argeuton. A more relentless
enemy to those who injured or defied him,
even those annals of revenge and warfare can-
not show; yet a truer heart to those who
placed their trust in him never beat in the
breast of mortal man, At this time, in the
flush of gallant youth, Lord of a great flef and
leader of a strong fvllowing, he was & friend to
be desired, a foe to be dreadéd, and a vassal to
bo treated with respect,

Following Count Robert’s lead, pouring in
through the wide-flung castle gates, filling the
great courtyard and surging up the steps into
tho castle-hall, cameo the maddened Rouenese,
with shouts and battic-cries that made their
Boy Lord shiver as he listened, though he
knew that all this fury was aroused by love
and fear for hiu.

“Down with the false King!
Louis !"

“ Gardez le Due!”

“Richard! Richard!”

Down with

“Ha Ro! Ha Ro! A Paide mon Prince !"
“Dex auie! Dex aije! (God help! God
help!™)

And then there rose a cry that chilled the
blood in Richard's veins:

“Death to the traitor Bernard!
Danvis! (Down with the Dane! ")

Boyond the gates, a band of Argenton's re-
tainers, clad all in glittering stecl—a goodly
company, but ecrowded and swept onward like
a handful of children among the burghers, who
outuumbered them by thousands—as thoy
caught that cry, shook spears and halberds in
the air, and roared :

“A bus le Danocis! HaRo! Ha Ro! Ha Ro!"
(To be continued.)

———

A das le

——

The Name of Towa,
[ Mr. Justice Miligr in Harper's Mogazine.)

The State derives its name from the tridbe
known as the Iowa tribe. Much learning, or
at least resoarch, has been wasted in the ate
tempt to show the orthography and definition
of this word among tho Iudians themselves,
While Washington Irving, with the license
allowable to an imaginative writer, states that
the meaning of the word is * besutiful,” and
recounts the incident by which that phrase
was flrst applied to the country, saying that
tho tribe who in their wanderings arrived at
the highest point in the lown prairies, looking
over the vast expanse of country uninterrupt-
ed by hills or swamps, involuntarily uttered
the word * lows,” meaning “ beauntiful.” Bat
probably a better authority for the meaning of
the word was My, Antoine LeClaire, a half-
breed of the “Sac™ and ** Fox" unations, who
alwnys asserted humoronsly that he was the
first white man born in lowa, though his
mother was an Indian, Mo was employed for
many years by the United States as an inter.
preter in their dealings with the various In-
dinn tribes, His definition of the word was,
“ Here is the spot—Lhis i the place—to dwell
in peaco,” It is very ecrtain, however, that
the nawe of the State, and the name of one of
its secondary rivers, running through a large
part of the center of the State, is derived from
the nawe of the tribe.

ARTILLERY PRACTICE

Different Drills to which Heavy Astile
lery were Subjected.

HONEST ABE'S SHOTGUN.

The Artillery Inspected by
President Lincoln.

RED vs. BLUE STRIPES

The Signal Officer Gives the
Wrong Countersign.

Being Chapter V of Lisnt. Kirk's History of fhe
4th N. Y. H. A, now being published,

-

TED BY COFYRIGET.]

EAVY artillerymen,
it i3 safe to say, were
subjected to mere
kinds of drill than
R the volunteers of any
——7> other branch of the
7“ military servigs
While at Statan
Island a portion of
the 4¢th N. Y. H A,

~———— were drilled in ine
—Sre— i fantry movements
< o7 aod the use of mus-

2% kets; the Enfield rifle

' —— Across the Eastern
| === Branch of the Po-
tomae, at Anacostia, the companies were
required to drill two hours a day as artil-
lery and two as infantry, hbaving » battalion
drill of the whole regiment at Fort Caxvell
every Friday. Belgian rifles were used im
the infantry drill and the artillery werk
was chiefly done with S-inch siege-gunsg

mounted on barbet-carriages. .
1

“WHAT po You Carrn Tais, Sin?”

Fort Woodbury, where Co. A was located,
south of the Potomac, mounted two 24-pound
smoothbore guns on siege-carriages; tweo
guns of the same caliber on barbet-carriages,
and one on a casemate-carriage; also four &
pound rifled guns, three 30-pound Pasrels
and one siege-mortar.

Co. B, at Fort De Kalb, had todrill on 24-
pound siege-guns, of which there were four
mounted on siege-carriages, one on a barbet-
carriage, two on cascmate-carriages; also
one 24-pound brass field-howitzer, four 30-
pound Parrots, one 6-pound field-gun and
two 10-inch siege-mortars,

Co. H, at Fort Haggerty, were limited t0
four 24-pound smoothbores mounted on
barbet-carriages,

Co. F, at Fort Bennett, had the benefit of
practice on two S-inch seacoast-howitsers
and three 24-ponad smoothbores,

The other companies at Fort Corcoran had
two S-inch seacoast-howitzers and three 3-
inch rifled Parrots to try their skill apen.

May 5, Co. E came from headquarters ab
Fort Corcoran and joined Co. B st Fort De
Kalb (Fort Strong).

As soon as the weather became settled, in-
fantry drill and artillery practice on both
light and heavy pieces was resumed by all
the companies. Targets made of heavy tim-
ber were put up at various ranges of from
200 to 2,000 yards, and not infrequently
broken up on practice day.

Some rivalry was developed among the
Drill Sergeants and canuoneers on these oc-
easions. Gen. Whipple, in command of the
Division, made a personal inspection on seve

GivE Mg tHE OLD SHoTGUN YET.

eral practice days of the work; inspections,
in fact, came to be numerous,

One afternoon at Fort Woodbury, where
Co. A was stationed, the command had been
given,

“CANNONEERS TO YOUR POSTS—MARCH!™
and the several detachmeats had resched
their guns, when there was guite » little
excitement developed among the men by
the sudden arrival of a volunteer Inspecting
Officer. He belonged to the infaniry serve
ice, and did not seem in the best of humes,
for some reason unknown to the subjects of
his inspection. The nearest detachment had

halted in the rear of a 30-pound Parrok




