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CHAPTER L

Exeursion inta Catalonia continued—Castel Leon—=Spaniah
villages — Bosost — Delightful bathing-place at Liés—
Horrors of Carlist warfare,

Las, July 21st.—At a sort of chateau inn, kept
by a pleasant French couple. Still on Spanish
ground, but in a most delightful, and, strange
to say, comfortable spot: Charmed, indeed, we
were to take refuge, in this coolest of rooms, from
the great heat and fatigue of our long morning's
ride from Viella, and the little bustling couple
who keep this excellent house have done every-
thing to make us happy.

We were up this morning at five. Our
host, the Alealde of Viella, had promised
café au lait for our breakfast, and I looked
forward with much pleasure to a hot cup of
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SPANISH BREAKFASTS,

gifee, as some indemnification for the bhad
are of last night. There was, however, a long
delay in its appearance, and on going to the
kitchen to ascertain the cause, we found that
they wished to serve it up in a gilt china
coffee-pot and ewer, evidently the pride of the
establishment ; these were, however, held in such
high estimation, that, for fear of cracking them
with the hot liquids, the wise *“ Moza” was
allowing the coffee and milk to cool before
she poured them in. When, at length, break-
fast was served up, we found the coffee.pot
occupied with the milk, and the milk-jug with
the coffee—one of those laughable incidents of
travel we look back upon with pleasure, and
which, on a return to civilization, give a zest to
its enjoyments,

In the kitchen anumber of peasants were
assembled, taking their breakfast before they
went to work; it was a kind of soup, with
potatoes and other unrecognisable things, and
was, unlike our coffee, very bot. In the group
were some of the pretty faces with which this
valley abounds. The females wear white hand-
kerchiefs on their heads, sometimes crossed he-
neath the chin, and tied under it, but the ends
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CASTEL LEON. 3

are usually permitted to flow over the shoulders,
in the true mantilla fashion. They have gene-
rally large black eyes, high foreheads, with a
serious expression of countenance, a sedate air,
and their figures well made and erect.

The porteurs were so well satisfied with us,
that they proposed to take me free of charge
to a place, 1 think, called Aros, whence they
would rveturn to Luchon by the mountains.
To this piece of gallantry we acceded : before we
started, we made some purchases from our host,
and visited the church. It is an old and curious
building, with the richly gilt altar, i I'Espagnole,
occupying the eastern extremity.

About seven, we started from Viella, and re-
traced our steps as far as Aubert, stopping some
minutes, en route, to inspect the old church at
Mitz-aran, where Pompey is said to have built an
altar ; and after returning to my chaise & por-
teurs, [ sketched the view which is here given.

We continued in the valley on the right bank
of the river, enjoying, in the brilliant sun-
shine of this morning, the sight of the heights
which the mist of yesterday evening obscured ;
and thus, by an excellent road, reached Castel
Leon. I made asketch of the town, with Villa,
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aronne, which is given at the beginning of this
volume. Castel Leon is a well-built town, much
cleaner and more respectable-looking than Viella.
Its “ Plaza de la Constitution” is a square of
regular houses, and, notwithstanding its ** liberal”
name, seems to have suffered less in the Carlist
wars than most other towns in the neighbour-
hood ; yet few of the large houses appear to
be inhabited, and the place looks more than half
deserted.

After leaving the town, we had a very rough
descent, and then passed the junction of the two
branches of the Garonne, and watched the logs
as they were occasionally hurried along. The
banks of the river now became closer, as it
forces its way through a body of rock, where it
forms a fine cascade.

We were now approaching the frontier, as
was announced by the appearance of an out-
lying douanier, a poor, miserable-looking fellow,
who seemed greatly in want of the franc we gave
him. We soon after reached Aros, where our
honest chairmen left us: I gave them an ad-
ditional franc a-piece, and they were most
grateful for what they called our kindness to

A NEW ARRANGHMENT. 5

them : certainly no set of men were more de-
serving of it.

A new arrangement was now necessary, so as
to allow me to ride W——"s horse, to which the
side-saddle was transferred: he mounted the
baggage-horse, and Benoit walked, leading my
horse, and we contrived to make a kind
of side-saddle for my maid, and thus we ad-
vanced towards Bosost: the walley here very
fine. A great rocky height, covered with pines,
is a striking object,

I was very sorry to part with my luxurious
chair, particularly as the heat soon became so
intense that even the Spanish muleteers seemed

to suffer from it. The flies, too, tormented my
horse to such a degree, that I could scarcely
keep my seat for its sudden starts; but the
scenery was so lovely, and the wild flowers and
butterflies so wonderfully beautiful, that I some-
times almost forgot my aching frame and fast-
sinking strength. Near Bosost, the rocks on
each side form natural terraces, rajsed one above
the other far up the mountain-side: these were
covered with vines growing in luxuriant festoons
from one tree to the other,

At Bosost, the most miserable-looking place

B2



PASSPORT ANNOYANCE.

SipjioieceWever saw, we found a poor Frenchman who

had been detained from something being wrong
about his passport. 1 began to tremble when
ours was demanded, for to be imprisoned in such
a filthy place would have been dreadful indeed.
It was necessary to get a custom-house pass
here, sowe were all marched to the police station,
which delayed us some time. A miserable police-
man made a bother about our passport, the
chief officer looked at it topsy-turvy, and then
shook his aged head at us, with an ominous
expression of doubt and suspicion, and detained
us still longer. He was so ignorant, he could
bardly read or write; and so obstinate that he
would not be assisted. He demanded, also, two
francs, which, according to M. Badin, was quite
an imposition.

We at last got out of Bosost, without seeing
its old church, which is worth a visit, and, with
a scorching sun, continued our road, luckily
resisting Benoit’s inclination to stop, it being
too early for us, only about half-past ten. Butl
was almost in despair at the extreme heat, anid
the prospect of another five hours' ﬁ:.r-turmentwd
ride, and no place to stop at except some such
miserable village as that from which we had just

ARRIVAL AT LES, 7

escaped. The road, too, now became very
rough: a narrow and bad staircase, ascending
and deseending among the rocky heights over-
hanging the river. We kept along its left bank
until our arrival at Lés, where is a bridge, over
which the road passes. As we crossed, a small
raft with three men on it was hurried along the
river with great velocity, and seemed a most pe-
rilous mode of conveyance.

Lis is a village like the rest, and at first sight
held out nothing inviting. We had passed
through it,and I thought we were to go on to the
next, when, to my great delight, we turned up
an avenne shaded with trees, and soon found
ourselves in this comfortable house, I cannot
express the joy we felt at arriving in this beautiful
spot, and entering the cool, shady avenue which
leads through terraced gardens, full of fruit and
flowers. Above all, the cool room into which
we were shewn, with comfortable sofas and
chairs : which were once covered with brocaded
velvet, but the Carlist troops, who plundered the
house last year, tore the covers wantonly off,
only leaving here and there a bit: the excuse
was to make themselves waistcoats. The salon,
in a morning like this, is delicious, so that we



M, BADIN'S DATHS.

o fortunate indeed. The proprictor is M.
din, who has built the baths beyond the town,
and is now constructing an hotel for its accom-
modation. Hegave us an excellent dinner, and
I afterwards dozed away an hour most delight-
fully.

Our active little host presented us with a printed
description of the baths. From it, Ilearn that
the Valley of Aran is seven leagues long and five
wide. It containg thirty-two towns and villages,
sixty-nine churches, and about twenty-thousand
inhabitants. It was well known to the Romans,
who had bathing establishments at Lés and else-
where. This valley belonged to the Counts de
Comminges; and, in 1198, was ceded to Al
phonso, King of Aragon, as the marriage por-
tion of his wife, the daughter of Bernard, Count
de Comminges, and since then has belonged to
Spain.

In spite of fatigue and heat, W—— could
not refuse our host the pleasure of shewing him
the baths, which are sulphureous, and resemble
those of Cauterets and St. Sauveur. They are
situated beyond Las, on the left bank of the river,
about ten minutes’ walk from our chateau. The
baths, twenty in number, are good, and on the

WANTON CRUELTY. ]

upper story are four small bed-rooms, which are
let at a franc a-day each, and are very convenient
for those who take the waters, M. Badin gave a
gad account of the sufferings which this valley
underwent during the late war, from the inroads
of the Carlists ; who, even if only half the ac-
counts be true, seem to have acted with a degree
of ferocity not to be met with in savage life—
and that, too, towards their own countrymen.
Viella was plundered and half destroyed ;
women and children cruelly treated, and turned
naked into the streets. They attacked the house
of aCarlistin thevalley, which, though belonging
to one of their own party, they plundered, shot the
owner,and compelled the widow to Lring wood to
burn the body of her husband., In another
place, they seized upon a priest whom they
thought hostile to them, and actually nailed red-
hot horse-shoes on his bare feet! They levied a
heavy contribution on Viella, and insisted on
receiving from one of the principal inhabitants
ten thousand francs. As he could not pay it,
they resolved to carry him off, but being a very
old man, who would probably have died on the
road, his son prevailed on them to take him in
his father's place. As only part of the money



double dose each day until the ransom was paid ;
and so they went on ; at last a compromise was
made for six thousand francs.

Badin himself, and family, fled ; but the house
was plundered, the soi-disant officer of the party
taking some fine shirts for himself ; and we saw
the chairs in the salon, from the backs and
cushions of which the Carlists had cut off the
damask, The loss of his fine shirts seems to have
affected poor Badin far more than the other
atroeities he spoke of.

We remained with our host and hostess—
whom we found as reasonable in their charges
as they were active in dispensing their civilities
and comforts—until five; and then started, the
best possible friends,

I never enjoyed four hours more than those
we spent at Lés, nor ever had a more delicious
nap than that into which I fell after the pretty
Spanish girl had removed our dinner and given
me a cup of Tisane de Tilleul, which our excel-
lent hostess strongly recommended, and I found
most refreshing.

1i

CHAPTER II.

Last view o the Maledeitn—Retorn to France—VYalley of
Porsa—81 Deat—Visit to St Bertrand de Comminges .

Tur evening was now cool and delicious, and
we had a delightful ride to St. Beat. M. Badin
asserted that two Englishmen had come to his
house, heving driven up the valley from that
place with a pair of horses, Our guide said it
was impossible, and I quite agree with him. We
soon left the fertile little plainnearthe*! chatean ;"
and as the river had now to force its way through
rocks, the roads partook of the same rough cha-
racter, winding, like a bad staircase, above the
torrent ; but the scenery was splendid.

From the last little hamlet in Spain—called, I
think, Pantau—the view is beautiful. A pro-
jecting red rock advances into the Garonne,
and forces it to change its direction; then, on
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'LAST VIEW OF THE MALEDETTA.

# other side, a lofty and abrupt elevation is
crowned, apparently on its very edge, by the
village of Camjan. A high bridge over the
stream is a fine object, and as we ascended
we caught a good view of the Maledetta, and re-
cognised the heights we were so near yesterday.
This struck me as the most picturesque part of
the whole valley of Aran; and here we took our
last view of the Maledetta. A bend in the road
would the next moment suddenly deprive us of
the magnificent prospect we had hitherto en-
joyed, so we lingerved a few minutes, and furned
round to take a last look on the Queen of the
Pyrenees, and sketch the romantic scene.

The road was rough and. undulating all
the way, till we approached the French fron-
tier, and the valley gradually became so narrow
48 to leave only room for the path and the rush-
ing Garonne. Near the Pont du Roi, it as-
sumed a stern and desclate character ; and, as
the sun’s rays were completely shut out, I felt
its gloom, and began to think of Carlist hor.
rors, and to expect that every group of ferocious
looking Catalans we met would detain and rob
us ; but no such disagreeable adventure occurred;
and soon afterwards we reached the Pont du

VALLEY OF FORS. 13

Roi, the narrow boundary hetween Spain and
France. Here some Spanish custom-house
officers were stationed, and a little delay oe-
eurred in the examination of our passport. They
appeared much surprised that we should travel
for pleasure by such an unfrequented road, and
eyed us, I thought, with no small degree of
suspicion ; but fortunately our Bosost permit en-
abled us to pass. The river is here so confined by
rocks as to be very narrow. Having crossed the
bridge, we were again in France, and soon came
to an excellent post-road.

‘We were now properly in the Valley of Fors:
it is beautiful, of considerable width, and bounded
by great wooded heights. Before us, the Pie du
Giar came into view ; both it and the river Ga-
ronne derive their names from Gar, a deity of the
Gauls. Near the neat little village of Fors is a
pretty waterfall, and it is surmounted by the
ruins of a fine old castle, We re-crossed the Ga-
ronne at Fors, and moved along on a flat, excel-
lent road through a charming valley——1 suppose
that of St. Beat. The Pic du Gar, and a great
height near it, tower above ; and, long after the
sun had set with us, we saw its rays lighting
up the summits of these giants.



PLEASURE OF VARIETY.

Phe approach to St. Beat is the best part of
e valley, and perfectly lovely: the town lies
in the gorge which separates it from the lower
valley—that of Estenos: and the passage is so
narrow that the rock is close to the houses. We
found our courier and the earriage in possession
of the best inn (M. Fontan’s), but still a bad
one—had we not slept at Viella last night, I

should have said very bad. Indeed, the intense

pleasure I felt at getting safe back into France

again cannot be described ; and yet I was equally

enchanted at setting my foot on Spanish ground

when we entered Aragon.

These varieties, and the delight of seeing new
countries, und equal enjoyment of returning again
to another one loves and knows well, constitute
the chief pleasure of travelling ; and then, per-
haps, the greatest of all,is the return to one’sown
dear home in England. Another great pleasure
which accompanies travelling, though it cannot
be called a part of it, is, that of making projects
—the excitement of planning, of travelling in
imagination, and lingering with delight on the
map : there, all is sun-shine—yet never too hot.
In the quiet of one’s cool room, everything looks
and feels delicious; and though long experience
ought to tell us, that, in the fairest scenes, suf-

BT. BEAT. 15

ferings and inconveniences must be felt; yet
we forget this, and are willingly blind to
all but pleasant anticipations, It is fortunate
that we are not taught by past experience to
expect ill.

St. Beat seems to me more worth seeing than
any place 1 have visited on the French side of the
Pyrenees, and that part of the Valley of Luchon
which comes down near it, by far the most lovely;
yet, strange to say, nobody seems to come
here. The inn is tolerable; though our room,
the best in the house, is rather cut-throat-looking.
It has high, dark rafters, and two closets, recepta-
cles for beds and dust; one of them opens on
a dark staircase, and over them are two windows
looking down into our bed-room from smallerones
above. But all this suspicious gloom is rather
redeemed by some good carvings on the old walls,

in the Louis XIV. style ;—and above all, by get-
ting back to the dear carriage, kettle, and other
comforts. 1 was, however, actually too tired
to eator do anything, and felt so ill that I
thought I was going to have a bad fever. Afraid
of being laid up in such a remote place, we sent
off to order post horses from Estenos for the
next morning, to take us to Bagnéres de Bigorre.
However, I awoke, thank God! so much re-



MARBLE QUARRIES.

oréd by a good night's rest, that we almost
agrretted to leave such a very lovely neighbour-
hood. The delightful, and to me most unusu-
ally sound sleep I enjoyed, put me in mind of
some beautiful lines Mr. H—— repeated to us,
the other day, from a tragedy of Beaumont and
Fletcher -—
& Come, charming Sleep ! thou easer of all waes,

Brother to Denth, sweetly thysell disposc

On this afflieted prince ;. full like & cloud,

In gentle showers ; give nothing that is loud

Or puinful to his slombers ; easy, sweet,

And, as o purling stream, thou son of Night,

Pass by his troubled senses ; sing his paiu,

Like hollow, murmuring wind, or silver rain,

Iuto Ubis prince, gently, oh ] gently glide,
‘And kiss him into slumbeérs like a bride.”

We were up at five the next morning, and
went out before breakfast to see the position of
St. Beat, which is very singular. The town
and the Garonne, here much reduced in breadth,
occupy the narrow ‘pass, which is formed by
abrupt rocky heights of considerable elevation.
That in front of the hotel contains the principal
marble quarry; its projections, mingled with
trees and brush-wood, make it of  great value”
in the view. We had not time to go up to the

e —

A JUVENILE GUIDE. 17

quarry, which is of white marble, and decided
on seeing one of red and white, not so far off.

We started under the guidance of a little girl,
the daughter of the inn-keeper, crossed thebridge,
and turning to the left passed the old church,
which is not remarkable, and the ruin of an old
tower, which once defended the entrance on this
side. ‘The narrow gateway has been removed
for the convenience of a modern passage. After
a walk of a few minutes from the town, we
turned up a gorge to the left, and reached the
quarry, It is of a fine red and white marble, but
is not now worked; we saw a block of great
size, partly cut.

Seeing we had time to spare,—as the horses
were not ordered until eight, we sent our little
guide home, and ascended by a path which con-
tinued up the valley, so as to reach the old
tower of Lés (another village of the same
name as our delightful Spanish retreat). This
tower had a beautiful effect yesterday evening,
backed by the Pic du Gar, and we thought, by
climbing up to it, again to have seen that
fine mountain; but though disappointed in
this, we had a beautiful view over the wvalley
we passed through yesterday. Returning to



BRIDGE OF 5T. BEAT.

¢ town, the ruin of the old castle above it
appears to great advantage.

We were very glad once more to get to the
comforts of our carriage and books, and on a
beautiful morning, by an admirable road, drove
through the charming valley which opened upon
us on leaving St. Beat, whose bridge we again
crossed ; but now turned to the left, under a
gate-way, and through a street so narrow, as
barely to permit a carriage to pass. We again
crossed the river, and passed the road leading to
Luchon, andinlittiemore than half anhour reached
the relai at Estenos ; here we arranged with the
postmaster to pay six francs and a half additional
for the detour by St. Bertrand de Comminges.

It is well worth a visit, and a longer one than we
paid it. The position, on a considerable height,
in a rich country, is very striking, and the church
a great curiosity. Comminges was the Lug-
dunum Convenarum of the Romans, and a con-
siderable place; many remains have been found
in the neighbourhood, particularly at Valealrére,
(Vallis Caprurum) which was one of its fau-
bourgs.

During the early period of the French history,
in the struggle of Gondeband for the crown, in

BISHOPRIC OF COMMINGES, 19

the year 585, it was totally destroyed, and thus
remained till the beginning of the twelfth century,
when the famous St. Bertrand undertook to mi;u.w
it from its ruins : he was a man of good family,
and originally a warrior ; but, as I related in the
legend, he afterwards became Bishop of Com-
minges.

He lived for fifty years at the modern Lug-
dunum, and died there, so much in the odour of
sanctity, that great miracles are attributed to
him ; amongst others, the destruction of a terrible
serpent, which ravaged the neighbourhood. In
attestation of the miracle, the skin is hung upin
the church, which, however, is that of a tolerably-
sized erocodile ; by what miracle he changed l;is
abode from the Nile to these mountains, is not
recorded.  St. Bertrand was sainted by Alex-
ander 1IL., and his féte is now held liere with
great veneration,

The town was called after him, and St. Bertrand
de Comminges became a great bishopric. The
attraction of the church is its beautiful carving
in wood : this was done in the reign of Francis 1.
The organ is very rich and beautiful, and the en-
closure of the choir is ornamented with heads in
high relief, of very fine workmanship. These
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Y MONUMENT FRANCAIS.™

#vings, and the painted glass, were the gift of
the Bishop of Maubon, in 1551, There is in the
church a beautiful monument, in perfect pre-
servation, that of Bishop Hugo de Castellion,
who finished the church, and died in 1351,

This monument is in white marble, the figure
of the Bishop—larger than life, and in his robes,
which are most elaborately ornamented—lies on
the top. The sides are occupied with bas-reliefs
of inferior execution, representing the funeral,
The church was falling to ruin, and its clergyman
pulled down the cloisters, to provide funds for
the repair of the roof. This was unlucky, for,
had he waited, the cloisters might have been pre-
served, as the church is now a “ monument
Frangais,” and, as such, kept in repair by the
government.

In the part of the cloister that remains, are
some sepulchres of a very ancient date; those of
some members of the chapter. It has ceased to
be a bishopric, and is now, I believe, attached
to Toulouse, and poor St. Bertrand is a deserted,
miserable-looking place, in the midst of the ap-
parent prosperity around it. The view from the
cloisters,and from the little terraceat the entrance
of the town, is very fine, and of great extent,

MATTHIEU DE FOIX. 21

The Counts of Comminges were formerly of
great consideration, and their territory was of
vast extent, it was annexed to the crown of
France in the reign of Charles VII., and the
history of its annexation is curious.

In the fourteenth century, Marguerite, being
an only child, became the representative of the
family. She was twice married very happily;
but without having had children. After the
death of her second husband, she was induced
to marry Matthieu de Foix, who was attracted
more by the rich possessions of Marguerite,
than by her merits. He behaved well for some
time ; but at last his real object became apparent,
by his demand that she should endow him with
all her property. This she refused, upon which
he shut her up in prison, where she remained for
nearly twenty-four years, until the year 1443,
when a faithful servant contrived to inform
Charles VIL of her sufferings.

The King was then at Montauban, and imme-
diately gave orders that the unfortunate Countess
should be released. She accompanied her bene-
factor to Poitiers, where she soon after died, and,
as a mark of her gratitude and devotion, she
bequeathed her property to the Crown.

c2



VALLEY OF THE GARONNE.

After a very interesting stroll in the old town,
we rejoined the carriage, which we had left at
the bottom of the hill, and proceeded to Montre-
jean. What a difference position makes! As
we descended the valley of the Garonne, it seemed

tame and uninteresting, in comparison to its
beauties on approaching Luchon,

-

CHAPTER 111,

Return to Bagnéres de Bigorre—French table-d'hdte—
Comparison beiween the Pyrencan and German bathing-

places—Departure for Argeles—Ride to the valloy of
Salles—St. Savim,

Bagnéres de Bigorre.—Wednesday, July 21.—~And
now, after all, I am most enchanted to return to
our comfortable apartments at the Hotel de
France, Bigorre—the rooms 1 praised and de-
sc.ribﬂdjust a fortnight ago, from whence we en-
joy the pleasant-sounding bells, Moorish minaret,
garden, baleony, and all. We were fortunate to
get the same we occupied before : thie Duke de
Montpensier only left them this morning. He
has gone over the mountains by Arreau to
Luchon. Part of his suite are preparing for de-
parture in the rooms above, making a most tre-
mendous tapage over our heads. It began to
rain to-day just after we left Montrejean, about



we wished much to see them en masse, NOW
that we have climbed up some of them, and be-
come acquainted with the particular forms of
many. The Duke de Montpensier will not see
Luchon, nor, indeed, the road there, to ad-
vantage,

Thursday, 22.—And he will, I fear, have the
same dark, melancholy weather there that we
had ; it pours rain to-day, and did so all last
night. The ¢louds are so low that I can scarcely
see even the wood at the end of this little street ;
but, in spite of rain, the aspect of this place
produces the same cheering effect on my spirits
it did before—though we saw it first in drizzling
rain, and the sun did not shine here till the morn-
ing we leftit. Nothing to me is so unaccountable
as the cheering or depressing effect which diffe.
rent places have on my spirits. In some, T seem
actually in Paradise, and in others (like poor
Luchon !) 1 feel quite miserable.

I have come back so brown after all our
mountain expeditions, that I hardly know myown
face in the nice Parisian looking-glasses here.
We are much surprised at the high price of

TABLES D'HOTE. 25

everything in these Pyrenean baths ; so much

dearer than in Germany ; and it is a comfort to

know that this cannot be attributed to the Eng-

lish, for they are chiefly frequented by French;

there was, indeed, only one English family among
all the visitors at Luchon, The manner of living
is much less sociable than in Germany: few
tables d’héte, no parties—nothing to bring people
together ; everything appears less cheerful, less
primitive. Ladies, indeed, are much better dressed
here, but they do notlook half so happy or cheer-
ful. Certainly, the superior beauty of the scenery
compensates for much; still 1 delight in the
““ bad” life of Germany. I say nothing of low
prices and facility of conveyance, which are
great advantages ; but its early hours, the plea-
sant, well-instructed, intellectual Germans, and
travellers of other nations, to be met with at the
tables d"hote, the beautiful music with which the
ear is gratified, all this is more soothing, as well
as exhilarating, to the spirits of an invalid, than
even the splendid scenery of the Pyrenecs. The
Germans give me the idea of being the happiest,
the most rationally happy, people on earth ; and
nothing does one so much good as to look on
happiness.



CIVILITY OF THE GERMANS,

Ahe French are, perhaps, more fascinating,
more gay, and often pleasanter, for the present
moment, but their conversation dees not leave
such agreeable impressions on the mind, and
seldom is so profitable ; it is more brilliant, but
not half so just. I have seldom talked for an
hour with a well-educated German without feel-
ing I had gained something—at all events, ac-
quired food for thought. The French make one
laugh, and their lively wit is delightful, but they
very seldom make one think. The middle classes
of Germans appear much more civil than persons
of the same rank in France. I doubt whether
Frenchmen of the present day are so civil as
those of other countries ; perhaps, because they
have had the reputation of being more so, and
therefore take less trouble. We laughed a good
deal at a scene we witnessed at the table d’hdte
yesterday, where a Frenchman, after helping
himself to all the best pieces of the roast fowl,
turned to the lady next him, and said, with a
most insinuating smile, ** Madame, ne mange
pas de volaille "

Evening.—This has been a day of thie most
decided rain I ever saw. We dined at the table
@’hite, and sat near an agreeable Frenchman,

DANGERDUS PATHS. 27
who went up the Porte de Venasque on Sunday
last, the day before us. He spoke very feelingly
of its dangers, and said his friend was neatly
precipitated down into an abyss. He thought
it was much more dangerous to walk than to re-
main on horseback, He said, nothing would
have induced him to trust his own feet on those
awful, corkscrew paths, covered as they were
with snow ; and when he heard that men carried
me in a chair safely over them, he thought it an
absolute miracle. The bad weather prevented
his seeing the Lac d'Oo, or scarcely any of
Luchon’s lions,

Saturday, 24.—We did not much fancy the
table d'hote on Thursday, so we dined yesterday
in our own rooms, and went to the H——s
in the evening. Only themselves—Dhut she was
very pleasant. Told us it was her ancestor who,
in ancient times, destroyed a serpent which in-
fested the country near Bayonne, for which ser-
vice the descendants received some rents, even
as late as the Revolution. She has seen the
skin of the animal ; and it was kept in the
church, like that of St. Bertrand.

Looked at lodgings in the morning, and saw
some very good for six or eight francs a-day, in



VALLEY OF CAMPAN.

slegfant situations. This is the only place
e have yet seen where one could live at all
cheap as well as comfortable. Mrs, H—— had
a very good dinner brought from Hotel du
Grand Soleil for five francs, which served for
three. We might live there for less than half
what we pay at this hotel ; but we are afraid to
move, lest fine hot weather should make us long
for the mountains.

The H——s passed some time at Agen on
the Garonne, and intend to go there again this
winter ; they spoke in high terms of its climate,
beauty of scenery, and pleasant society, Wehad
a delightful drive to-day, with Mrs. H—,
through the Valley of Campan. It is well and
neatly cultivated, but there is nothing luxuriant
or southern-looking in the vegetation, nothing
strikingly beautiful in the scenery ; on the con-
trary, the straight even fields, unadorned by
hedge-rows, and the little round clumps of trees,
which grow here and there on the lower heights,
have a very formal air. The day was fine, the
air pleasant, and the conversation of my com-
panion charming, so that we saw the far-famed
Valley of Campan to great advantage. Its
fortified churches are very picturesque; they




POETICAL BARBER. 29
have projecting towers at each corner of the
spire. 'We went into the church at the village of
Campan, whose gorgeous altar, richly gilt, proves
the neighbourhood of Spain.

There are many pretty views near the town,
and I have done nothing but sketch from all the
windows, and in all directions, since we arrived.
Indeed, I have drawn so much in the Pyrenees
that 1 fear I shall not touch a pencil for a
long time when once we leave these scenes.

I think we should aim at moderation in
everything. The greatest dangers which beset
our path seem to me to proceed from our running
into extremes. We do or pursue a thing too
much and too violently ; then we get frightened
at our excess, and relinquish it entirely. Thus,
we are immoderate even in our fears,

Called on Madame de C—— B——, who shewed
us a Gascon poem, written by a barber, called
Jasmin, which she says is very pretty, and com-
pared his ‘poetry to that of Reboul, the baker of
Nismes. Some of the visitors here started last
night, in the midst of thunder and rain, to &
bear hunt in the Valley of Campan, where two
bears had lately killed five cows.

Monday, July 26th—We have just had a fire



DRIVE FROM LOURDES.

It still continues raining, and is very
The H——s have scarcely passed a day
this summer without a fire. In our visits of
yesterday, we found fires everywhere; it was
the same thing when we were here three weeks
ago: vyet this is usually the warmest of all
the Pyrenean baths, and reckoned one of the
hottest places in the south of France. We
walked to the Salut, and part of the way to
Elysée Cottin.

Argeles, Tuesday evening.—This morning looked
rather promising, so we made up our minds to
come here, and left Bigorre about eleven. The
seenery of this place, and indeed, during the
drive from Lourdes, is perfect loveliness, only
equalled by parts of the Valley of Aran and the
neighbourhood of St. Beat. Afterourarrival,about
two o'clock, we walked near the town till dinner
time; and since that important meal, which was
extremely good (at the tolerable Hotel du Com-
merce, the best of the two), I mounted a donkey,
and rode up to the Balandrau. There we had a
delightful view of the valley, both ways, and its
branches, so well known and often described,
generally considered the gem of the Pyrenees.
So we luxuriated over it, and sat down on the

ROMANTIC BCENERT. 31

heath, under the shade of one of those splendid
chesnut trees which embellish the scenery here
so much. As the donkey went well, and its
little guide was intelligent, we yielded to the
temptation of a most inviting path, leading
higher up the mountain, and proceeded to ex-
plore the valley of Ozun. It is adorned with
fine oaks and chesnuts, and with the largest
walnut trees I ever saw. We crossed its green
lawns and vineyards to the valley of Salles,
where at one moment the park-like scenery
reminded us of England; then, wild forest
glades succeeded, where we expected to see a
troop of Spanish banditti emerge from the tangled
fern and underwood ; then a peaceful, vine-clad
village appeared, where pretty children played,
and old women sat with their spinning-wheels
before the cottage-doors, enjoying the last slant-
ing rays of the setting sun. In short, the whole
seene was full of vivid and striking, yet harmo-
nious contrasts. I had, however, a strange sort
of feeling, as if it had all appeared to me before
in a dream :

o Moroover, somothing is, or scems,
That touches me with mystic gleams,
Like glimpsos of fargotten dreams.



ARGELES,

o OF something felt, like something hers;
Of something done, T know not where ;
Such as oo language may declare.”

We had, now and then, beautiful views over
the sister valley of Argeles and its fine boundary
of mountains, The village of Salles lies nestled
between a woody height and the high mountains,
and the way there and all about it is beyond de-
seription lovely. It was late when we returned,
and a young moon shed its gentle silvery light
over the scene.

On our arrival at Argeles, we drove to the Hotel
de la Paix, just opposite to this, and which had
been much more recommended ; but as we did not
like the rooms, we resolved to try our fortune
here, and certainly made a good exchange. These
little inns at the small Pyrenean towns which
are not bathing-places would be very well if the
floors were kept clean, but I believe they are
never washed ; and when the people make an
attempt at cleanliness, it is a most disagreeable
one, by sprinkling the boards with water, This
only converts into mud the coating of dirt, and
is mot many degrees better than the street.
The linen here, however, was perfectly clean,
the beds good, and the fare excellent. We

MACADAMIZATION, 33

have tried to persuade the girl in future to give
up the sprinkling system, and wash the floors; if
this were done, or if they were dry rubbed,
the little Hotel du Commerce would be very
charming.

Wednesday, 28th.—We had a fine morning for
our excursion to St. Savin. We started at seven,
and at first kept the high road to Pierrefitte.
After descending the hill of Argeles, the road is
perfectly flat, and perfection as to make—the
best specimen possible of Macadamization. The
rapid mountain-streams give great facility for
mills, and sawing timber seems an active trade
here. A new bridge, which will be a great im-
provement, is now being built across the Gave
d’Azun, whose valley is said to be very beau-
tiful.

After passing through a small village, we
turned to the right, near a great stone, dgccording
to the direction we had received, and then as-
cended towards 8t. Savin. The greater part of
the way, the road passes through ground planted
with fine trees, generally chesnuts, So much is
it shaded—a great luxury this hot morning—that
the view of the valley is almost shut out. After
a walk of about three-quarters of an hour, we
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BT. BAVIN,

eathed the little village, which is very small,
with arcades of the rudest kind to the houses.
The church is a very singular one, of great
antiquity ; built by Charlemagne, on the ruins,
as is supposed, of a Roman fort. It once belonged
to a convent, and is now sadly out of repair, and
was exposed to all manner of injury and pro-
fanation during the Revolution. The clergy-
man, whom we fortunately met, gave a melan-
choly account of his want of funds to support the
church. 'Sixty franes a-year is all that is appro-
priated for that purpose. He says it has been re-
cognised by the government as one of the ‘* mo-
numents historiques de la France;” but only
five hundred francs were sent for its repair,
when eleven thousand were required. Charle-
magne built the church when here, prosecuting
his wars against the Moors. St Savin was
a Spaniard of great celebrity; and some old
pictures, not badly executed, in the style of
Cimabue, represent the miracles of the saint.
These paintings have inscriptions in the Gaulic
dialect, and are in very good preservation. The
altar, rich in marble, shews that the monks paid
great attention to their church, From the garden
of the old monastery, the view of the valley is

A WIDOW'S PETITION. a3

very beautiful. This was a piece of information
we received after we had quitted the place, and
we must recollect it for our next visit.

We made a rapid descent, and got home in
about half an hour; though we stopped on the
road to answer a poor widow’s inquiries as to
the Duke of Montpensier, for whom she had a
petition, She shewed us the petition: it was
signed by the mayor, stating that the woman
was a widow, and her case one of great distress ;
alleging, at the same time, the impossibility of
the commune to do anything for her, as the
crops, during the last season, were destroyed by
hail. This simple allusion to an event that must
have visited numbers with suffering and distress
was very touching. These visitations are but
too common in the Pyrenees,

We returned home, before nine, to an excellent
breakfast, and at half-past eleven started for
Pierrefitte, on our way to Luz. After leaving Ar-
geles, the road was perfectly flat all the way,and
of the best description ; fields protected on the
road side by large slates. Passed close under the
height, on which stands St. Savin and the pro-
minent church beyond it, from whence the view
of this charming valley must be very fine. We

YOL. 1L n



POSTING TRICHKERY.

fferwards ascertained this to be the case on our
way from Cauterets to the Valley of Azun. It
is a good plan to ride or walk by St. Savin, be-
tween Pierrefitte and Argeles: this fine view
may then be seen.

We passed on our right, in a delightful po-
sition on the height above, in the midst of trees
and vegetation, a campagne, which, seen from
the road, is one of the most striking I have met
with. But, alas, this is one of the ohjects in
life which cannot bear a close inspection! We
saw it on the 17th, on our way to Azun, and
found that it is almost a ruin; a nouveau riche,
a peasant has purchased and neglects it. Ac-
cording to the rate we paid from Argeles (16 kilo-
metres), there should remain only three to Pierre-
fitte : we paid for eight—a little instance of
posting trickery, which is to be found even in
the Pyrences. We saw the new line of road to
Cauterets, winding up the deep and narrow
gorge ; at the distance we were, it appeared
quite impracticable.

We changed horses at Pierrefitte, and there
met two or three wagon-loads of soldier-in-
valids, returning from Baréges, where is a mili-
tary hospital.

GLOOMY PASS, 37

On leaving Pierrefitte, we crossed the Gave
de Marcadan, the rapid torrent which flows
through the Valley of Cauterets ; and soon after
crossed the Gave de Pau, as it rushes from the
neighbouring Valley of Luz ; and still, by a per-
fectly good and flat road, we entered the defile
which leads to that place. We continued along
the right bank of the stream, to which the rocks
descend so close as to leave barely space between
them and it for the narrow road. Itis a striking
pass, and would be gloomy, if not seen, as we
saw it, under the influence of a brilliant sunshine,
_ We again crossed the river, and then gradu-
ally crept upwards to descend to it again; but
the road not sufficiently steep to require the drag.
The bridges are of single arches, and well con-
structed of the coarse marble with which the
district abounds.

After passing the third bridge, the ** forte
montée” began. We walked, and gradually, by
an excellent road, reached a great height. The
river has forced for itself a passage amidst rocks
covered with wood, and occasionally it appeared
fretting in its narrow bed, at some hundreds
of feet below us. Yet it is on the side of this
almost perpendicular ravine that they are now

b2



GAVE DE BASTAN,

structing the new road,—a most daring un-
ing in appearance, though I suppose, to
the eye of an engineer, not so formidable, as
there are no tunnels to make. Tt will render
the Luz road very easy. If my guide be good
authority, it is in contemplation to make a car-
riage road into Spain by Gavarnie.

We walked a considerable distance, nearly to
the fourth bridge, as the sharp turns in the road
alarmed me. After passing the fourth bridge, we
entered the Valley of Luz, and had a charming
drive in a comparative flat. At the fifth and last
bridge over the Gave de Pau, we left the river,
and huw advanced through the wider, and con-
sequently more magnificent, valley to Lll?,'-.. Be-
fore reaching the town, we crossed the Gave
de Bastan, that most angry of Pyrenean streams,
which, when swollen, spreads ruin and deso-
lation all around.

35

CHAPTER 1V,

Luz—Erroncous impressions of the elimate usually given—

Ascent of the Pie do Bergons—French luxuries and
comforts—8t. Saunvenr.

Lusz, three o’clock.—Here we are, established un-
expectedly in the most comfortable and pretty
lodgings possible. A number of windows look-
ing in all directions, and every one commanding
a different and a lovely view. From one, the
Pic de Bergons is seen rearing its fantastic head
high into the blue sky, above fields, and vine-
yards, and roofs of cottages. From another, the
old ruined ecastle of St. Marie, which belonged
to Edward the Black Prince, surmounts the
high pass conducting to Baréges. This part
of the picture is gloomy and stern; but just
under it, and far below, is the little inn of Luz,
where carriages ave always coming or going,



REMAINS OF PAST GREATNESS.

y gay riding parties mounting or dismount-
ng. where diligences arrive and disgorge their
motley contents—a bit of cheerful, ever-moving
life ; where happy faces are sure to be seen,
either expecting pleasure in the excursion they
are going to make, or satisfied with the moun-
tain expeditions they have just finished; and
all this under the remains of past greatness—
the time-stained towers of St. Marie—which
have been the scene of many a direful conflict,
and witnessed the feats of our brave Prince Ed-
ward.* Another window has a balcony where a
profusion of carnations are growing ; it looks up
the little street, and on the fine mountains of
the chain towards Gavarnie, the Bréche de Ro-
land and its eternal snows. Them W——7s
dressing-room has a covered balcony which com-
mands the most beautiful view of all, for it looks
both up and down the Valley of Luz, with all
its crowded forms of beauty and innumerable pic-
tures of grand and sublime scenery. Opposite

* Fourcade says, in his Album Pyrénten,” that, in 1404,
it was taken from the Enﬁll:h by Jean de Bourbom, 8s-
sisted by the inhabitants of Bigorre and Barcges, under
D'Auger Conflitte, whose  descendants still exist. This
castle and Lourdes were the last possessions held by the
English in the Pyrences,

PLEASANT OCCUPATION, 41

this balcony is another old castle, more ruined
than that of St. Marie. It overlooks St. Sauveur
and its green walks, and commands the Pass of
Gavarnie, the nearest to Spain ; and thus it has
suffered probably more than its neighbours, for
only one arch remains, and a low wall which
encircles the conical height where it stands.

Weare, indeed, lucky to enjoy all these varied
prospects from rooms that are clean and well
furnished. A whole floor to ourselves, and for
eight francs a-day.

I have done nothing this last hour but run
from room to room and window to window, in an
ecstasy of delight, fancying each of the views more
beautiful than the other, and luxuriating in their
delicious coolness and shaded balconies.

Thursday, 29.—1 have just been reading some
travels in the Pyrenees, and am surprised at
the disapprobation expressed of the inn at Ar-
geles, and of the food at most Pyrenean inns.
We always think the fare excellent, better than
what is usually met with at English inns ; and
as to the complaint of not finding tea or soap,
how very easy it is to take a little of each with

one. Ialways carry my own supply of soap,
and even in England do not like to use what is



Siblioteg

PYRENEAN COMFORTS.

ouid at inns. Then, what is said about the
ty supply of water and smallness of the
basing is certainly unjust. The basins are in-
deed small, but we have never yet seen a hotel
in the Pyrenees (however remote, small, or bad
it may be) where a large pan or foot-tub was
not to be found. At Argeles, the very place so
much complained of, 1 had, besides three basins,
a pan much larger than most English foot-
baths ; and W & sort of hip-bath, full of
water, and large enough for a small child to
swimin. We found there no dearth of water,
hot or cold ; and, indeed, comforts of all kinds
are much easier to be found than people who
have not been long abroad imagine; and it is
a pity to frighten invalids who think of travel-
ling, by conjuring up these kind of difficulties,
which only arise from Lelplessness, and a want
of determination to get all the comforts one can.
We had, too, at Argeles, a dinner which would
do credit to the best hotel. On the other hand,
I' think many tourists mislead the untravelled
English by their encomiumis on French or foreign
climates, I do not think the ajr of France,
north or south, or indeed that of Germany,
or even Italy, a bit more exhilarating to the

(it
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spirits than the sweet breezes of our own dear
England.

My malady, that which I have suffered from
since earliest youth, is low spirits ; and I have
always hoped that some of the southern climes,
about which people write in such high terms,
might be of use, but I never found the least be-
nefit from them. On the contrary, the only
tour that was of any use to me was one we
made in Ireland—that poor slandered country of
reputed rain, clouds, and discomfort.

1 do not mean to say that people misrepresent
the happy state of their feelings when travel-
ling on the Continent, but the fact is, they are
wrong in attributing the exhilaration they feel
to the climate, whereas it probably proceeds
from the exciting effect of new scenes, a different
country, interesting places, and, perhaps more
than any of these, from the fact of their getting
away from the cares and torments of housekeep-
ing, and sundry other annoyances which home,
sweet home, sometimes entails ; above all, to

those who write, meaning to publish, there is
another and most delicious excitement—the hope
of amusing and interesting others,

1 suffered last night and this morning from the



THE PIC DE BERGONS.

gt violent headache 1 almost ever had, the
ect of yesterday's hot and nervous walk by
the side of precipices; it was too much for
me, suffering, as I still am, from the fatiguing
days of Venasque and Viella. My idea is, that
southern climates are, in general, extremely
prejudicial to English constitutions, particularly
in summer. Our climate is reckoned change-
able, but it is nothing to the vicissitudes of in-
tense heat and cold often experienced here in the
same day. Besides this, English people seldom
take the same precautions which the natives do ;
they expose themselves much more to the mid-
day sun, instead of remaining at home and
going to sleep.

Friday, 30th—=8&till ill and quite disabled, un-
able to accompany W—— up the Pic de Ber-
gons. This is the account he gave me of the
expeditiﬂn T—

** A dry morning, but the clouds looked very
unpropitious for an expedition to the Pic du
Bergons, yet, at six, my guide came, who gave
promise of a fine day. This dissipated my
misgivings, and at twenty.five minutes after
seven we started—I mounted on a grey jument,
which proved excellent. Immediately on leaving

DENSE FOG. 45

the town, we commenced a rough and steep
ascent ; it improved as we advanced, to change
again for what was rougher and more steep.
Our road lay by the Lastive, the sheep pasturage
immediately behind the town, between it and
the Pic de Bergon.

““ We were now enveloped in thick fog, and
our prospects appeared anything but cheering ;
even the guide seemed to despond. We meta
poor farmer who had his hay to save, and who,
when he saw us, exclaimed, ¢ Mauvais tems
pour le moisson, et pas bon pour vous autres.’
However, a shepherd boy, whom we afterwards
met, cheered us up by saying, he had come
down from the top, and * qu'il y avait le soleil,’
and fortunately we found he was correct. As
we ascended, which we did very rapidly, the fog
seemed to lose its chilly feel ; and at last, to my
inexpressible delight, it rolled away, and a bril-
liant blue sky and the mountain-tops became
distinetly visible,

“ We now arrived ata piece of turf, almost flat
compared to what we had climbed, and to that we
had still to surmount. Having passedit,weworked
up a steep bit, to reach the ridge of the height ;
this we accomplished in one hour and fifty-eight



BEAUTIFUL VIEW.

nupfes, from the time of our departure. Here
we left the horses with a shepherd, and in eight
minutes, by an ascent by no means steep, and
over turf, we reached the top: thus doing in two
hours and six minutes what it was said would
take three hours. I do not think I ever enjoyed
anything more. As we walked towards the top,
it seemed as if a new and brilliant creation had
just opened upon us—as if we had left the cold,
damp world below, shut out by the snow-white
clouds which lay beneath. The effect was curious
and beautiful ; the mist, strongly lighted by a
bright sunshine, looked like a sea of frosted
silver, and the numerous heights with which I
was surrounded, like pointed islands abruptly
rising from it.
¢ The view from the top was to me highly
interesting, as I saw from it, most distinctly, the
entire chain of the Mont Perdu, the Marboré,
Briche de Roland, Cascade, Amphitheatre, &c.
These great heights occasionally Jooked so near,
that I sometimes thought I might see a man, if
he happened to be on them. The guide was
delighted and astonished at my opera-glass—my
o« Jumelles centrées,” from Chevalier’s, which I
found of great use. The clouds hovered over the
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valley of Argeles, so as to conceal it from my view;
however, I sa was far as Pierrefitté ; thus the entire
gorge was visible, with its ten villages—on the
right, Esquiso, Sers, Visos, Saligos, Chezé; and
on the left Biscos, Greuzé, Sasos, Sassie, and
St. Sauveur. The day was delightful—not a
breath of wind, neither too hot nor too cold;
though the height is considerable. On a bed of
snow in a hollow, a long way below, a flock of
sheep were luxuriating. I attempted to take an
outline of the amphitheatre of heights around
me, and to give them, as well as I could, in
writing, their names as pronounced by my
guide ; rather an indistinet proceeding.

i | remained one hour and eight minutes on the
top, and left it with regret. In about a quarter
of an hour after joining the horses, we re-entered
the mist, and for half an hour all was obscurity ;
yet not without its effect, for it gave a greater
apparent steepness to the path, and we seemed
to be plunging into a great abyss. I walked a
considerable way, though more from choice than
necessity—my little mare would have carried me
quite safely. When we regained the Lastive,
the fog was left behind, and we had a beautiful

view of the valley of Luz. I got down inan



THE PYRENEAN VALLEYS.

! and twenty minutes, to G——"s great sur-
prise and delight: she did not expect me for a
couple of hours more.”

These narrow Pyrenean valleys have, I think,
o p'&ﬁ:ll{iﬂj' depressing effect on the spirits;
other travellers whom we have met feel it as
much as I do, though great admirers of fine
scenery. I admire this place immensely, but
still the very exquisiteness of its grandeur, love-
liness, and sublimity seems to depress me. As
for Luchon, I felt, at the end of our twelve days’
rainy séjour there, as if in a vast grave.

Then, these valleys being, for carriage-travel-
ling, all culs de sac, the conviction that one must
return the way one came—that there is no other
outlet except over nearly inaccessible 1_nuu13-
tains—gives an uncomfortable and balf-impri-
soned feel; particularly to those who, like me,
never riuin for the sake of riding, and only mount
a horse because it is the sole means of secing fine
scenery. 1am too timid to ride in the green
lanes of England, where there is no danger; yet
here I encounter all these stair-case roads, and
on the brinks of precipices. Perhaps these efforts
beneath the hot sun, and unusual fatigue, have

tended to unhinge my nerves and spirits,

TASTEFUL COSTUME, 49

Yet we are in great luxury here. The air of
this place secems to me peculiarly fresh and
pleasant. It is situated on a little height in its
own deep valley, and some of our windows look
down upon the far-off entrance to it, which is
the only speck of low horizon ; and I find my
eyes always turn with delight to that single
small bit of low sky, even after contemplating
the exquisite beauties which surround me. Our
position is most amusing too, for the road be-
tween St. Sauveur and Bardges, which passes
close under our windows, seems the great pro-
menade of all the gay bathers and riders.

The toilette at the Pyrenean haths is very
récherchée. A party has now passed by on
donkeys, the ladies looking as if they had just
issued from the hands of Palmyre and Herbault,
and the gentlemen equally fine. Certainly the
French ladies have a particular turn for dress
and for keeping themselves in order. They
manage so well that not a crease is discernible
in their pretty muslin or Baréges attire. This
does not give the idea of being comfortable, but
it is very pretty, for the dresses are in such ex-
treme good taste,

It is amusing to see the ladies mount their



bustle) is placed over the saddle; the fantastic
riding costume of some—red Spanish sashes, &c.
My idea as to the comfort and luxury of
French people is much altered by seeing the ex-
cellent accommodation in these bathing-place
lodging-houses. Very few English come here,
therefore it is solely for the French that they are
built, and kept scrupulously clean, and adorned
with luxuries and comforts, I think superior to
those to be met with in our English summer
watering-places, with the exception of Brighton
and Leamington. Then the luxury of convey-
ances gives the idea of great wealth : the chaises
i porteurs seem to be in constant requisition.
At Luchon, a chaise & porteurs costs forty francs
a-day, and here thirty. This for the conveyance
of one person is a large sum, and sometimes
three or four chairs are seen in the same party ; so
that a day’s expedition must be very expensive.
The departure of such an expedition, accom-
panied by guides, horsemen, &c., is an animated
sight, and] made still more striking by the wild
chorus which the carriers sing with excellent
effect.
The profusion of marble used in furnishing

-

SIMULTANEOUS HEAT AND COLD, 51

the houses is very charming ; all our windows
have polished marble slabs, and the chimney-
pieces, washing-tables, and tops of drawers, are of
the beautiful red or purple marble found in these
mountains. The door and window-frames are
also of marble, which, though not polished, look
rich and handsome. Then the bedsteads, doors,
and those comfortable large armoires, with which
this house is so plentifully furnished, are of dif-
ferent kinds of ornamental wood—and all very
pretty.

This is a fine day, but masses of cloud are
hovering about the mountains, which I am afraid
will sadly obstruct W- 'a view, The sun is
so intensely hot, that I am very glad to be shel-
tered from its rays, and that our south windows
have solid shutters; yet the breeze which comes
through the north casement, at which I am sitting,
feels as if it had passed over ice, and is so cold
that I am obliged, every now and then, to shut
the window. This is the sort of broiling on
one side and freezing on the other, which I fancy
must be trying to an English constitution.

There is, in the centre of this little town,
a very curious old fortified church, a sort of
mixture of church and castle, formerly belonging

VOL. 1. E




RUINS OF L'HERMITAGE.

o/ the Templars, The door which served as a
separate entrance for the poor Cagots was
pointed out to us.

We have just been to see a very nice lodging,*
a house called Grandet's, recommended to us, but
which we forgot. On the whole, we are as well
off here, and our windows command a greater
variety of prospects ; but Grandet’s stands in a
beautiful garden, which slopes down to the high-
road, and has a more uninterrupted view of the
valley towards Argeles.

After dinner, 1 mounted a donkey, and we
went up to the ruins of 'Hermitage, on the
rocky height overlooking St. Sauveur. They
command fine views all over the valley, and up
the narrow defile leading to Gavarnie. We lin-
gered there some time to enjoy the view, and
watch the slanting sun-beams retire from one
mountain-top to the other, with a rosy smile
that seemed to wish them each good night.
The Pic de Bergon, W——'s friend of the
morning, was the last to receive the sun’s part-

* The first-floor, ten francs, consists of six bed and two
sitting roomis, and o broad terrace over the garden.  Besides
this, the proprietor has a earringe, which, for two francs, will
take one to St. Bauveor every dar.

SPLENDID SUNSET. 53

ing kiss, and its green summit glowed with a
purple hue that made one quite happy to look
on, and seemed to promise a lovely day for to-
morrow. [ hope never to forget the peculiar
beauty of that sunset, or the graceful forms of
the rose-coloured clouds that hovered here and
there, as if they loved those beautiful moun-
tains :—

“ Too transiont, were they not renewed
From age to age, aml did nol, while we gaze
Im silent rapture, eredulous desire
Nourish the hope, that memory lacks sot power
To keep the treasure aoimpair'd. Vain thought 1
Yot why repine, created as wo are,
For joy and rest, albeit to find them only
Lodged in the bosom of eternal things #"

We then descended, by a narrow, steep path,
to the road that leads to Gavarnie, and then
down another, to the torrent which rushes elose
below St. Sauveur. This we crossed by a little
wooden foot-bridge, and wound up, througha
garden, to the town. It consists of one narrow
street of well-built houses, containing many com-
fortable apartments. Saw one of six rooms on
the wrong side of the street, for which the
woman asked fifteen francs a-day, but said she

E2



GOOD QUARTERS.

would take twelve from us. Came home by
the regular carriage-road, much pleased with
our little excursion of about two hours and a
half, and more than ever satisfied with our

quarters here.
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CHAPTER V,

Castle of Sainte Marie—Beautiful walks—Misery of whip-
eracking—Ride to Casonde near 8t Sauvosr—Gavarnia
—Valléa de Gédre—Pont de Scias.

Saturday.—I felt stronger last night, and hoped
much to be able to accompany W to Ga-
varnie this morning. The horses were ordered
at five, and one with a side-saddle for me, to
our guide's great joy, who is most anxious I
should see the wonders here; but a sleepless
night, and the great anxiety I felt to be able to
go, rendered me quiteunfit; so 1 was obliged to
be content with dear W——'s enjoyment of this
beautiful day. After getting up, to see him
start and admire the lovely view from our win-
dows, 1 went to bed again, refreshed by the de-
licious morning air. I could not sleep, however,
g0 I read the ** Merry Wives of Windsor,” and




SibliotecZ?

PLEASANT EXPEDITION.

e ordered a donkey, in the hope of being
able to get to the old Castle of Sainte Marie.

Travellers in good health are generally so
occupied with distant excursions, that they neg-
lect the little near beauties which often abound;
for instance, our last night’s little invalid excur-
sion of two hours was most delightful, and W—
said he had seen nothing so lovely in the wider
range of his mountain-top expeditions.

The little common walks, which are within the
compass of an invalid’s powers, are often the
most beautiful. 1 regret Gavarnie the less,
because every one goes there, and prefer keep-
ing my little strength for less-frequented excur-
sions, such as the one to Viella, or rather the re-
turn from Viella, by the Valley of Aran, to
St. Beat,* I have never met with any one who
had done it; yet the most beautiful part of it
might be accomplished by any invalid who can
ride. It has, too, the additional attraction of a
new country—quite a different race of people, &c.
—and is not fatiguing, provided it is not done
in mid-day sun-shine, which, in that hot valley,
is enough to kill an English person.

One of the greatest miseries of the Pyrenees
is the eternal whip-cracking, which echoes with
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a peculiar loud and sharp report in these moun-
tain valleys. I wonder how the invalids can
bear it; their nerves must be much stronger
than those of the English. Iam sure in no place
in England intended for invalids would that most
irritating sound be tolerated. I feel it like a
pistol-shot close to my ears.

Started, after breakfast, on my donkey, for
Sainte Marie. When we got to the foot of the
height on which it stands, I found the path was
not practicable for the donkey, so I had a broil-
ing ascent on foot ; but was well repaid by the
view from the castle over the three valleys it
overlooks. The ruins occupy the entire summit
of the high mound, and consist of one round and
one square tower, nearly perfect, united by a
high wall. The old court of the castle is now a
garden, and belongs to the proprietor of our
house. He gave me the key, which admitted us
to its pretty shady walks, and I sat down under
some trelliced vines, to enjoy the view, and
think of our own dear Prince Edward. My little
donkey-girl gave me a most touching account of
the laborious life she leads, often walking to
(Gavarnie and back, besides various courses in
the day. The most tantalizing thing about these



EXPEMTION TO GAVARNIE,

enees, is, that the baths, where alone any com-
fortable accommodation can be found, are not si-
tuated in the prettiest spots. St. Beat, at the be-
ginning of the valley of Luchon, and Argeles, at
two hours’ distance from here, are the most at-
tractive places 1 ever saw. One would like to
spend months at both of them, so endless does the
variety of walks, rides, and mountain and valley
excursions appear. But, then, from their being
unfrequented, except by passing travellers, they
have no guides, no regular horses, &c. 1 think,
in a few years, if the Pyrenees become frequented
by the English, all this will be remedied.

W-—— has returned home, delighted with the
expedition to Gavarnie; his account of which 1
will insert :—

“ 1 was up at half-past four. A charm-
ing morning. At seven minutes after six, M.
Ballin (who unites the occupations of guide et
chaudronnier, according to the seasons) and my-
self duly mounted, started for Gavarnie. Before
reaching the bridge to St. Sauveur, we turned to
the left, and entered a magnificent gorge, in the
style of that of Pierrefitte, but finer, as the out-
line is grander,

** We advanced for about three-quarters of an
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hour, by an excellent road ; having taken due
notice of * les objéts remarquables’ in this part of
the excursion—viz., the echo sent back by a
perpendicular rock over the river; the Pas
d'Echelles, below the present road, which was
once the passage, and must have been an awk-
ward business ; and the four small mills on the
side of the cascade of Scias,

“ We then descended a steepish bit a escalier,
to the Pont de Secias : the present bridge is built
over the old one, and at some distance above it 3
both stand over a cataract of the river—the
effect is fine; but that of a fall higher up the
river is still finer, owing more to the body of
water than the height.

« We now ascended by a rougher defile, more
wild and open, and with a more scanty supply of
trees ; box-wood, which occurs in great abun-
dance throughout the mountains, seems here to
exclude the growth of much timber. We crossed
the river again, and then entered the valley in
which lies the hamlet of Baguéres. We passed
its torrent by a bridge, and ascended con-
siderably. Met a woman having a dead izard
for sale; she wanted twenty franes for it. She
sold it for sixteen francs, as she told us, when



THE INN AT GEDRE.

wg met on our return. We turned to the left,

above some houses, and then entered the valley
of Gefre. It is rich, and, in addition to its own
heights, here part of the chain of the Amphi-
theatre comes into view. The Pic de la Fausse
Bréche is remarkable for its striped appearance,
rock and snow seem to alternate,

“In an hour and twenty-two minutes, we
reached the inn at Gedre, and I quietly submitted
to what many think a hoax, the inspection of its
grotto. To be sure, when on the way to the
terrors of the ‘ Grand Chaos,’ and the sublimity
of the Amphitheatre, it may seem ridiculous ; but
in itself it is a pretty thing. Beneath the grotto,
a tolerable-sized torrent falls into a deep basin,
in which it foams and roars with considerable
effect before it can get out. 1 paid my ten sous,
and re- mounted

“As we advanced, the Pic de Stiverbol, and
further on, the Buet, are snow-sprinkled and fine
heights on the right. After the supercilious
feeling with which I searcely noticed these
heights from the Bergons yesterday, a ride like
this is of great use, It was to me a good lesson

of humility, shewing how little man is in reality,

AWE-INSPIRING SCENE. 6l

that it would take several hours to reach the sum-
mit of that which I yesterday so much despised.
“ The approaches to Gedre are a good deal in
the staircase fashion—the rest of the road very
good. The * Grand Chaos' is, indeed, an awe-
inspiring sight. Upset a large basin of lump
sugar on an inclined plane, and put a mite to find
his way through it, and you may form some idea
of man traversing these stupendous blocks, piled
one above the other in majestic confusion. 1
passed through it in silence, and felt as if to
speak in such a scene would be a profanation.
Its giant parent, the mountain from which it was
separated, towers to an immense height above ;
some little projection detached from its mass,
has formed this striking spectacle. Why is it
that the * Chaos' should produce a greater feel-
ing of wonder and awe than the enormous body,
of which it once formed so inconsiderable a part?
Does this arise from the littleness of man’s con-
ception ? He compares the one with himself, and
all his feelings are awakened, because he can
grasp the thought ; he sinks before the other,
because he has no standard by which he can
elevate his mind to its contemplation,



ROLAND’S LEAP,

Roland was just the character for scenes

ke this, The marks of his horse’s hoofs are
shewn in the rock, which were imprinted as he
jumped from the top of Bilban. His next spring
was to the top of Marboré, where he made his
famous bréche, by a single cut of his famous
sword, Durindana,

'“As we advanced, the noble summits of
the Marboré were distinctly before us in great
splendour. Habitations are scattered over the
valleys of Gavarnie, and some are placed at a
considerable height up its western boundary.
We had now passed the Mont Sinistre, so well
deserving the name, and which, on the opposite
side of the river, forms the ravine in which lies
the * Grand Chaos.” Its base is covered also with
the ruins of its former projections. As we ad-
vanced up the valley, Mont Coumelie is on the
left. By it, there is a passage into the Valley of
Heas, which the Dukes of Orleans and Nemours
visited. They were very active, and saw every-
thing ; and the Duke de Montpensier seems to be
following their example. The Pain de Sucre, a

projection of Pie de Pimené, is a fine object. An

excursion to the summit of the Pimené may be

made from Gavarnie : it must command a noble

GAVARNIE. 63

view. The Pas de la Corniche connects the two
parts of the Valley of Gavarnie, and having
passed it, we kept gradually ascending, until a
staircase led to the Pont de Lavequi, close to the
inn. There is here a cataract of considerable
effect. In forty minutes from Gedre, we reached
Gavarnie; making the distance, caleulated as
three hours, in two hours two minutes.

“] only waited at Gavarnie time enough to
order my breakfast, from its tall, gaunt, and
imposing-looking old landlady, Two parties were
already arrived. Lord S—— and my guide had
put me up to her character, so | made a bargain
for two francs—she asking three, and I offering
thirty sous. The amphitheatre appeared quite
close, and yet it took an hour to reach the plateau
below it, fifty minutes to the place where we left
the horses, and ten minutes on foot. After leaving
the innwe kept along the side of the riverhy a tole-
rable path, then crossed a rather nervous bridge,
and ascended n rough ridge, to descend it again, in
order to reach a small plain, covered with grass ;
this, I think, is said to have been alake. During
all this time the sun was very hot, and gave per-
fect distinctness to every part of the mighty pile
before us. Having passed the turf, we had an-



*« Still ascending, we reached a torrent, which
I crossed ; then a piece of snow, which usually
disappears in August ; and, after a short ascent
at the other side of the snow, found myself in
the centre of this mighty cirque. It is a splendid
thing ; and though those who look for the de-
tails spoken of by Mrs. E——; viz_, * the towers
of Marboré, crowned with eternal snows, and all
formed of the most beautiful marble, fluted like
the columns of a Grecian temple,’ will, I think, be
disappointed, yet they cannot be so by the sublime
effect of the whole. The cascade, like most cas-
cades, seen at a distance, is not effective; in vo.
lume of water, I should say it is much inferior
to that of the Lac d’Oo ; but the cirque or amphi-
theatre is of great magnificence. One may fancy
it formed for a conclave of giants. A broad belt of
snow, which never melts, fills up the bottom,
and receives the eleven falls of different dimen-
gions ; which, united, form the Gave. On the
side of the great cascade, the rock rises perpen-
dicularly to a great height, terminated by a jagged
putline. The cirque, properly so called, where
my giants used to assemble, consists of three
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prodigious rows of seats: behind them, a more
level space, where is a glacier and deep eternal
snow ; beyond it, two other rows of seats ; then
a mighty wall, above it, a canopy of snow, and
the great heights of Marboré crown the whole.
1 suppose the perpendicular wall gave Mrs.
E—— the impression she describes. There is in
it a variety of colour, which arises probably
more from the stains of snow as it melts above,
than from the colour of the marble itself; and
these stains may have given rise to the idea of
columnar formation,—at lenst, it approached
nearer to it than anything else 1 saw.

¢ | ascended the side a little, opposite to the
fall, and attempted a sketch, but I was too nearto
produce any effect. Spanish shepherds rent these
seanty pastures in the autumn, paying about five
or six sous a-head for their sheep. Barren as they
appear, they are invaluable to them, when the
pasturage on the southern side of the mountains
is burnt up, I remained nearly an hour, which
soon passes over ; so absorbed is the mind in
such a scene. And yet—what habit will do |—
my guide sat near me, fast asleep ! As we de-
scended, he pointed out the rock which affords a
poor protection to the Spanish shepherds during

-




THE KENIGHTS HEADS,

Ql'blioteogl pif visit here. Some fir branches formed their

bed, and some ashes at the other end shewed
where their fire had been. They are sure to
find their lodgings unoccupied on their return.
He also shewed me the mountain, which, ac-
cording to one plan, must be tunnelled should a
carriage road be made in this direction to Spain.
Such a thing is said to be in contemplation. An-
other line, through the Valley of Heas, is said
to be more practicable.

*“ As we approached the cirque, I saw, on my
right, some mules working up the mountain, to-
wards the Port de Gavarnie—a much easier pas-
sage than the Port de Venasque. Ialso saw, in
the same direction, a glacier, bluish in colour
and broken in form; the only one I have seen
that exactly resembles those of Switzerland.

“' In returning, forty minutes from the Plateau
brought me to the Church of Gavarnie. It is
small, old, damp, and uninteresting ; no in-
seription, nor anything to connect it with the
Templars but its dedication to St. John, How-
ever, there was a commandery here; and the
twelve skulls arranged in a cupboard in the
church, are said to have belonged to the last
twelve knights, decapitated here on the sup-
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pression of the order. All this may be very true
Lt it requires a good supply of travellers’ faith
to believe it, I deposited with the curé a trifle
towards the repair of his church, and we dashed
off for the hotel, where 1 was soon busily em-
ployed making acquaintance with the landlady's
fried bacon and eggs. The promised trout did
not make their appearance ; their place was sup-
plied by a nondeseript bone of mutton, which
turned out to be better than it looked,

We remained an hour to allow the horses to
feed, and then, at ten minutes after twelve,
gtarted on our return. We were the first off,
and, as my guide said, retwrned ** si rondement"”
there was no danger of being overtaken. We
got home in two hours and twenty minutes, in-
cluding stops. One of them was considerable,
as 1 waited to attempt a sketch of ** le Grand
Chaos,” as seen from above. The effect is per-
haps still more striking than from below, and
its gloomy neighbour looks still more sinister,
1 thus got home at half-past two, after a most
successful expedition. The collecting clouds,
as we returned, shewed us the advantages of an
early start.

vOL. 1L F
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CHAPTER VT,

Disndvantages of a long residence in

the mountain valleys—
Baréges—Expedition to the Pie gy Midi,

August 1st.—My maid was very ill yesterday,
and just as W. was going to get a doctor
from St. Sauveur he most Providentially met
Dr. Taylor. The joy of seeing an English phy-
sician almost cured the poor girl, and relieved us
from great anxiety, He so strongly recommends
the waters of Cauterets for me, that we mean to
try them. It was strange that [ hag just before
almost made up my mind not tq go there at all,
but to let W—— make an excursion there to
see the Lac de Gaube and return here the same
evening, which might easily be done. So many
people have abused the place to us that we ex-
pected to dislike it extremely.

We walked to St. Sauveur this morning, and,
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CIVILITY OF THE PEASANTRY. i9

feeling tired, I mounted a donkey, and went up to
see a cascade on a considerable height above the
town. The walk was very pretty, and the situ-
ation of the cascade fine ; but there is not much
water, nor is it well worth seeing, though the
little excursion there was very pleasant.

There was a violent thunder-storm in the night,
and much rain has fallen. The mountains are
covered with fresh snow,—even the lower ones
are quite white. In consequence of the cold wea-
ther, and this being a féte day, a great number
of brown capuchins and red capulets have made
their appearance. The men here wear capu-
chins as well as the women ; and I have seen se-
veral venerable old men to-day in brown capu-
chins, carrying little children in their arms, whose
baby heads were covered with red capulets,

These poor peasants are very good and affec-
tionate people. 1 have remarked the peculiar
tenderness shewn by the men to their children,
and a great portion of their holiday enjoyment
seems to be playing with their little ones. We
have found, too, much kindness and civility
among them—such as going out of their way to
shew us ours, &ec., and then refusing any re-
muneration. Goitres are very prevalent here ;

r2



UNHEALTHY PEASANTRY.

post all the old women, and many old men,
are afflicted with them.

Monday.—1 do not think that, on a mnear ap-
proach to mountains, they have at all the same
attractive, friendly look ns at a distance ; on the
contrary, instead of being dear friends they are
more like enemies, Marks of destruction, the
favages of torrents, the woful effects of ava-
lanches, are met with at every step. The rocks
Seem ready to fall and crush us, and the rivers
rush along with savage fury and deafening noise.
No images of peace, scarcely of happiness, meet
the eye,

Even the industry which maintains the little
fields, upon the almost perpendicular sides of
fhm awful valleys, does not produce a pleasing
impression. It torments me to think how hu-
man beings ate ever to get safe up and down
such fearful heights. Then there is a look of
toil and care about the peasantry, and the fre-
quent goitres have a most melancholy appear-
ance.

All around is ever changing ; torrents root up
the fruit of many years toilsome industry, Here
we have a valley that was formerly a lake*—

* Luchon.

———
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there, a lake where there was formerly a moun-
tain ; here a chaos of rocks—then the storms
are so frequent, and the thunder sounds so much
more awful than in the plains.

These dull reflections were partly the result of
a drive to Baréges to-day. What a woful place
itist A dirty single street of miserable houses,
and full of sick people ! The drive to Baréges is
a continued, and, in some places, a very steep
ascent ; but the road is so good along the side of
the formidable Bastan, that, during the ascent,
one is not aware of its rapidity. In two places
it passed through the beds of mountain torrents,
now dry ; but shewing, from their breadth, how
destructive they can be.

This road is a singular combination of eivi-
lized and savage life ; its own excellence being,
as to formation, as good as road can be. Its
breadth, the fine trees, and productive meadows
which mark its course, are proofs of high eivi-
lization. Its great elevation, the impetuous river,
almost a continued waterfall, and the rocky
heights around, shew what this scene must ori-
ginally have been,

Baréges, as a séjour d'agrement, does not de-
serve such an approach. Itis a triste and me-



MILITARY HOSPITAL,

mcholy place ; except for health, I cannot con-
ceive how any one could wish to remain in it
for an hour. It consists principally of a long,
narrow street of inferior-looking houses. In no
part of the Pyrenees have [ seen disease so pro-
minent as here—it meets one at every step. A
sound resident must feel himself quite uncom-
fortable, as something distinct from the society
of the place. Itis also a military hospital ; the sol-
diers’ bath is under ground, where we were told
they bathe ** six i la fois,” What a delightful
recreation ! The hospital is near the baths,
where it narrows the street, and contributes not
a little to the gloom of the town.

We had provided ourselves with some addi-
tional five-franc pieces, as we wished to make
some purchases; but I might have left them at
home, the shops, or perhaps more properly
speaking, booths, held out no temptation.

It is singular, that in this place, frequented as
it is, and at this moment with hardly a room
unoccupied, there is not a regular bookseller's
shop. The ** Salon Litteraire” is at a grocer’s,
and his supply is very scanty. 1 asked fora
number of the Album des Pyrénédes, and was
referred to the apothecary, who had a few books
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arranged on one of his shelves, I do not think
that either here or at St. Sauveur, such a thing
as a map is to be had; indeed, the dearth of
mental food throughout the Pyrenees is very
striking, not excepting even Bagnéres de Bigorre.
I took a sketeh from above the bridge, at the
castern extremity of the town,

The redeeming circumstance of Baréges is the
walk in the wood which overhangs the town
the paths through it are kept in good order, and
command fine points of view down the valley.
We saw but few people moving about, and
almost all were invalids ; they stared at us, as
much as to say—‘‘ What business have you
here ¥—where are your crutches#” In return-
ing, we were able to judge of the great height
we had attained. The drag was put on as we
started, and not taken off until we reached our
own door, at Luz. We came very gently, and
yet were only three-quarters of an hour en
route.

Wednesday, August 4th—Rome or Madrid—
Italy or Spain ?—are the weighty questions which
now occupy our thoughts. I was most anxious
for the Spanish plan. But this last week's
suffering from head-ache and many other ail-
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S S ts, bas much shaken my courage, and I

hegin to tumn towards the easy and beaten track
of Italy with longing eyes. I see its pleasant
towns, and comfortable inns, with the delightful
security of past experience.

The remembrance of our former tour has all
the balmy and soothing dimness of a glad dream,
for it was a long time ago, and the eventful
years which have passed since then have swept
from my mind the recollection of all those little
minor annoyances that must be our lot every-
where, and I remember only the pleasure it
afforded. I had then lost but few of the dear
friends, whose deaths seem, one by ome, to
have developed, by suffering, all the stronger
portions of my disposition. 1 did not think or
feel half so deeply then as I do now. Beautiful
or striking objects did not make such a vivid
impression; but I was in a careless, peace-
ful frame of mind, and the statues, pictures,
and ruins I then beheld, left with me, as I said
before, all the fascinating indistinctness of a
beautiful dream, and seem to promise repose—
that great attraction for a sick body—as well as
enjoyment,

Here I am, unable to do anything: was so
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fatigued with a little donkey-ride of three hours
I took yesterday to the bridge of Scias, that 1
can hardly stand to-day, and was very ill all the
evening. It was a beautiful excursion, how-
ever, to that Pont de Scias—the view of the
waterfall from the curious double bridge very
fine,

W went up to the Pic du Midi early this
morning, and, to my great surprise, returned
from his long expedition at two o'clock. 1 here
insert his account of it:—

« I started for the Pie at half-past five, and
then the weather promised everything that was
favourable for the expedition, but did not turn
out quite what I could have wished. It was
only tolerably fine when I reached the top. In
less than an hour we reached Baréges, and waited
for a few minutes to purchase corn for the horses,
to be given on the Pie, and then we continued
our route, Immediately on leaving the town we
ascended a steep hill, still keeping the left bank
of the Bastan; a new road is now being made
nearer the river, to avoid this ascent. After
crossing @ mountain-torrent of some conse-
quence, we kept along the side of another
height, which forms one boundary of the valley




TROUT LAKE.

f e Tourmalet; on the opposite hill is some
eatly-cultivated ground, and several houses—it
is called Tourmabon, and is a summer establish-
ment of one of the yillages near Luz.

“ We now descended to a plain, close to the
river, having a wood of beech on our right, called
by my guide ‘un forét royale,” which is most
carefully guarded. We then crossed the Bastan,
at the entrance of the wild valley of Lieuz, sepa-
rated by a rocky boundary from that of Escabons,
which is said to be very wild also, In itis a lake,
where are good trout, and which is rented by
some one at Baréges for two hundred and fifty
francs a-year; it is one of the sources of the
Bastan.

“* We continued to ascend the valley of Tour-
malet, having two fine points on the right, the
Picquette, and the Pic d’Estade, which is very
striking ; the glacier of Neouvielle came gradu-
ally into view; we had the Tourmalet in front,
and behind us a noble view of the Canmille, its
Pic and the Barbe de Bouc becoming every
moment more important, We were still on
the road from Baréges to Bagnéres de Bigorre,

by the Tourmalet: it is good, selon M. le
Guide.
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“ We now left the road, to traverse a steep pas-
ture, in which we found the rude hut of a shep-
herd. It grows a great profusion of lilies, now
out of bloom. A steep and rather rocky ascent
introduced us to wilder scenery, and the sum-
mit of the Pic du Midi came into sight, but the
wind came from the north, and passing clouds
too plainly shewed & change of weather, A bed
of snow which we crossed proved that we had
already attained a great height, and the Picquette
and Pic d’Estade began to sink into comparative

insignificance, as the Neouvielle and its neigh-
bours came more into sight,

““ In about three hours and a quarter, we
reached the height which overlooks the Lac
d'Oncet. Nothing can exceed the wildness of
this lake and its situation: it is still, to a con-
siderable extent, frozen, as a large part is occu-
pied by a black, half-dissolved glacier, Inglis
says this lake is the highest, or one of the
highest, in Europe, and gives it an altitude of
nearly 8000 feet above the level of the sea. The
water is too cold for fish ; it lies in the midst of
rocky heights, a picture of quiet desolation,
strongly contrasting in character with the farious
Bastan, which issues from it. Near the bank, I



pursuing his studies. My guide spoke of the
good fortune of a friend of his, who is guide to
this gentleman : he receives for himself and two
horses, twelve francs a-day and their food.

+ The path is narrow, but well made, which
winds round one boundary of the lake, to reach
the Bréche de Bagnéres de Bigorre. As we ad-
vanced two formidable-looking shepherd’s dogs
seemed inclined to oppose our progress; but.it
came to nothing but barking, and a fine deep
growl ; they were of the large, white breed, said
to be very fierce in defence of their flocks. The
summit of the Pic du Midi is 1860 feet above the
Inke, and is approached by a path which is steep,
but so well made, as to make riding practicable
even to the top. It is, however, hard work for
horses; so, about a quarter of the way up, we
dismounted. The path, as I have already said,
is 8o good as not to be at all dangerous ; baut it
is necessarily narrow and unprotected, and there
was something appalling in the thought that a
false step might send one toppling over many
hundred feet, into that cold, dull lake below.

«« The view, as we ascended, of the chain of
the Pyrenees was magnificent ; luckily, the mist,

COMMANDING VIEW, 7o

which threatened disastrously as to the view of
the plain, left the part most interesting to me,
the mountains, perfectly clear. It extends far
away along the eastern chain ; nearer to me I
recognised old acquaintances in the Maledetta,
and its companions, the Carabolus, Glacier de la
Vache, and the heights about Lae d'Oo. Im-
mediately in front, the striking feature is the
Neouveille (which means * Old Snow,’ shewing
its large glacier, and, from its position, nearly
ohstructs the view of Mont Perdu—then the Mar-
boré’s snowy plain, for so it now appeared with
its rocky wall, divided by the Bréche. The Tour
de la Fausse Bréche, appeared on a level with
me. The Vignemale was almost a new acquaint-
ance, for from the Bergons, only a small portion
is visible. The great heights of the Mercadan,
displaying almost a greater extent of snow than
any of the range, were quite new to me.

“ We had now lost sight of the lake, as we
advanced nearer the summit, and, having crossed
a bed of snow, reached a more open spot, just
at the foot of the great height. Here was
gome pasture, so we unbridled our horses, and
having placed their comn before them, Ileft
them to themselves, The air had become cold,
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see the top, partially covered; over a shoulder
of the mountain, I caught a glimpse of the plain
below.

““ On we toiled, and when we reached the top
nothing was to be seen; even the mountains
were all covered. A kind of tower, with a re-
cess inside, has been erected on the top. 1 took
shelter there, and we held a council of war as to
what was to be done. My guide, influenced, I
dare say, by the cold wind and want of break-
fast, said there was no hope of amendment, and
I thouglhit myself destined to a thick mist for the
remainder of the day; but I was delightfully
disappointed, for, soon after quitting the top,
the mist to the south completely rolled away,
and I had the mountains again in all their splen-
dour, increased in effect as the shadows of the
clouds passed over them. This gave me hopes,
and I fortanately waited, and, lying down on a
shelving rock immediately over the plain, I had
the satisfaction to see the mist lifted up like a
curtain, and the chequered plain below became
vigible, overhung by scattered clouds, but itself
in bright sunshine.
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“Tarbes lay immediately before me. The trees
above Bagneres de Bigorre looked close at hand;
and I saw below, as on a map, the different roads
which we had travelled over. I remained nearly
half an hour on this spot, in the hope that the
mist, which still hung upon the summit, would
roll away, but it did not. However, 1 had a
noble view, and an excellentidea of how splendid
it must be on a perfectly clear day.

“The position of the Pie du Midi is superior
to that of any of the great heights I have visited,
Mount /Etna excepted. Placed in front of the
chain, it commands the Pyrenees to a great ex-
tent, and rising to so great a height abruptly
from the plain, has an extent of view perhaps
unparalleled. How I rejoiced that I had not
yielded to my guide’s advice, and immediately
come down | I saw two travellers below me turn
back after they had reached the snow. 1 suppose
that appearances with them were, at the mo-
ment, uofavourable. They descended by the
Bréche to Bagnéres de Bigorre, By it there is
a way practicable for horges, but inferior to
that by the Tourmalet. As we descended, 1 had
an opportunity of judging more justly of the
height we had attained.



s How dizey "tis to cast one's eyes below I

1 walked as far as the shepherd’s cottage, and met
a party ascending. By the time they got up, a
heavy cloud had, I fear, taken permanent pos-
gession of the summit. I did not hold out much
hope to them. We now soon reached the Bi-
gorre road, and moved rapidly downwards.
When on the side of the mountain above Baréges,
I saw, from its position, how liable it must be
to suffer from avalanches, It lies in the gorge
which terminates this narrow valley, where the
snow must accumulate immensely, and in which
are the Bastan and two or three other torrents
¢ a5 wicked as itself,’ to direct this accumulation
against the town. In consequence, that part
where the shops are, is entirely removed after the
season, and only a few people remain in charge
of the deserted houses,

¢ The new bath below the town is in a
very perilous situation, and has already nar-
rowly escaped destruction from a torrent, which
every winter destroys the road, as it hurries
to join the Bastan. The day turned out very
fine, and as we did not stop at Baréges, I
reached home a few minutes before two; thus
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doing the entire in eight hours and twenty
minutes. I was told it would have oecupied ten
hours, I had a most interesting expedition,
which T would not have lost on any account.”

YOL. II. L]



CHAPTER V11,

Ride to Canterets—Advaniages of & narrow street, and of
baving nothing to do—Romance of real life—Compa-
rison between French and English agreeableness.

Cauterets, Saturday, August 8th.—This place is
more of a town than any of the baths we have
seen exeept Bagnéres de Bigorre. More shops—
more bustle and gaiety. Our rooms look into
a street—opposite houses almost shut out the
view of the mountains, and hide from us the
narrowness of the valley; yet this is narrower
than any we have seen, and the mountains rise
more abruptly on all sides ; so that I am almost
glad to have houses to break the prospect ; and
we have cheerful-looking neighbours—Parisian
belles making their toilette at one window—in
an adjoining room morning visits going on,
at others, parties probably arranging for to-

DOMESTIC SCENE. B85

morrow ; and all this so near, that I can almost
see what they are talking about.

To look upon a variety of little interiors of
this kind is very amusing. To-night, when the
rooms were lighted up, the little scenes I saw
put me in mind of well-acted comedies.

One old gentleman seemed particularly anxious
to read the newspaper, while n young fair girl,
with malicious blue eyes, was equally deter-
mined he should not. Every time he had adjusted
his spectacles, and got the paper comfortably in
the right place, she said something to him, ex-
citing his attention to the evidently sotto voce
conversation of a handsome man and a beautiful
young woman who sat in the next window.

She was a dark-cyed beauty, slightly resem-
bling the young girl, and the likeness of both
to the old gentleman shewed that he had a
father’s right to be interested about the little
flirtation which was going on in the moon-lit
window. But the dark girl did not much ap-
prove of her younger sister's espicglerie, still
less did her lover. The old gentleman was gra-
dually induced to join in their conversation
then the young girl, secing the mischief she had
done by the sorrowful looks of her sister, en-

a2
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jéhvoured, as T thought, to remedy maters,
She placed herself between them and ‘the lights
which burnt on the table where the old man sat,

while she shewed him some prints or drawings, -

But this would not do, and the offer of his pon-
derous snuff-box, which she fetched, was equally
ineflicacious. He threw down his newspaper
with a determined air. Whether he did so be-
cause he disapproved of the young man’s suit,
I cannot say, but he seemed to say something in
a loud voice ; for an old lady who had been com-
fortably dozing all the time, in a red velvet fau-
teuil, suddenly woke up, and did not appear to
be in a very good humour, A good deal of how-
ing and talking ensued, and soon afterwards the
young man took his leave.

The dark girl mmamgd in the same place at
the open window, her slender throat extended as
she looked wistfully for a few minutes down the
street, but it was evident that her fine eyes were
not graﬁﬂﬂd by meeting with the object they
sought, for T thought a tear stood glistening
under their dark lashes. The young sister came
near, playfully took her hand, and whispered
some smiling words in her ear. She pointed to-
wards the old pair, who now sat in earnest con-
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versation near the table with the lights. This
sight, however, did not seem to console the dark
beauty ; she rather pettishly withdrew her hand
from her sister, and leaned out of the window,
The sunny face of the fair girl now became
clouded ; she mused for a few minutes, alternately
looking at her pensive sister and the old pair,
who seemed to be disputing about something.

At last she seemed to form a sudden resolu-
tion, and, with that winning gracefulness which
the half-spoiled youngest child of old parents
frequently possesses, she boldly interrupted their
conversation, sat down on the old gentleman’s
knee, and, in spite of his endeavours to get rid
of her, and without minding the angry looks
of her mother, began to stroke his Face.

And thus the kind-hearted, thoughtless girl
endeavoured to repair the mischief she felt guilty
of having done to her sister by interrupting per-
haps the first tete-d-téte she had ever had with
the young gentleman ; and soon she so far suc-
ceeded, that the mother went up to the window,
and spoke with a kinder air to the sorrowing
girl. _

They had a long and earnest talk together,
the sight of which interested me much; for I am
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6 the old lady’s words were full of wisdom,
and the young girl gradually felt the force of her
arguments, though I rather fancy they were not
quite in favour of her wishes. In the mean
time, my little blue-eyed friend was talking most
carnestly to the old man. With the resolute
pettishness of a spoiled child, she would listen
to none of his sage arguments. She kissed
his broad forchead, playfully smoothing the
frowns that gathered there ; and at last, finding
her little reasoning of no use, she burst into
tears, and, clasping her hands together, knelt
down at his feet. At this interesting moment,
a servant provokingly came in to cloge the outer
shutters, The little girl jumped up and walked
demurely across the room, the mother and
daughter withdrew from the window, and all the
scene was closed from my view.

1 had looked upon a common little scene—one
of frequent occurrence—Dbut it is impossible thus
to view the workings of different characters, to
gee thus plainly the turning-point that makes or
mars the happiness of two human beings, with-
out feeling a deep interest in their fate, What
sage reasons the parents may have for objecting
to the lover's suit, I cannot tell. He may be

CAUTERETS. 89

poor, and his independent, majestic air makes
me imagine he is a Spaniard—an exile, perhaps,
who has lost everything in the cause of Don
Carlos ; but, to judge by appearance, he is
quite worthy of the beautiful girl's affection.
Well, perhaps to-morrow’s inspection may en-
able me to form a better judgment,

And now let us return to Cauterets itself, and
how we came here, and, more important still to
me, how I got well enough to come, on horse-
back, too, and the whole way in a broiling
sunshine.

1 believe it was the fear of being persuaded to
try the waters of St. Sauveur, which the French
physician so much wanted me to do; and the
fear of their disagreeing, and my being laid up
in a place where, during the ten days of our
stay, I had never been well enough to make any
excursion, or do scarcely anything, These ap-

prehensions gave me a panic, and endued me
with energy to get up at six o’clock this merning,
and persuade W—— to let-us start. No horses
could be found for the carriage ; but as 1 always
meant to ride, in order to enjoy more fully the
fine scenery of the mountain passes, a steed and
guide were soon found. We started soon after
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. W—— on foot, leaving the servants and
arriage to follow, whenever horses could be
found.

After leaving Pierrefitte, it became intensely
hot.  Quite overpowered, we longed to turn off
the road, and rest under the shade of those fine
trees which clothe the sides of the mountains,
even to their highest summits. “But we were
afraid of not getting rooms, as we have heard
alarming accounts of the fulness of Cauterets,
and the extreme difficulty of finding any sort of
accommodation. 'We hurried on, therefore, and
arrived about one o'clock. First went to the
Hotel de I'Europe, having been cautioned by
many people against the Hotel de France. No
rooms were to be found; but a civil, active
waiter made us come in to rest while he went
out to see what apartments could be had. It
was the public table.d’'hdte room where we
waited, and filled with the odour of departed
breakfasts—French ones, I mean ; not the sweet-

smelling tea, coffee, and delicious hot rolls of an -

English morning’s meal, but strongly tinctured
with garlic, fried bacon, omelettes, &c., the
original sweetness of which a very hot day does
not improve. But any shade was delightful,
after the complete broiling we had experienced ;
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and we were almost asleep on our chairs when
interrupted by the smiling waiter, whose broad
face looked full of success.

He had discovered, he said, just the thing
we wanted—the only thing in all Cauterets, It
was so lucky to find it just disengaged ! Num-
berless families were waiting for rooms, and
would have given anything to have known of
these. And so clean, too, and only & deux pas
de I'hdtel —and then the landlady—une bonne
femmme ; in short, all was perfection; so we
rubbed our eyes, tried to feel equally pleased
and hopeful, and accompanied our zealous friend
to view the rooms.

They were not quite what we should have
chosen, had the whole town been at our com-
mand; W being obliged to dress in our
sitting room, the maid to sleep in a darkish closet,
and the man in another house; but, consi:
dering all difficulties, we were pretty well satis-
fied, particularly with the price, which is less
than we have paid anywhere (seven francs), and

the woman very civil—in short, we are toler-
ably comfortable ; our salon looks on the street,
and bed-room into a small garden and ecourt
behind, '
The noise is, however, tremendous. Such a
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ipogfe has been going on, since our arrival, in
sreparation for the féte which is to take place
to-morrow—drums beating, to announce the
arrival of travelling merchants, who are pouring
in from all parts of the country, and who adver-
tise and puff their goods by beat of drum;
then, the expected fite seems to have imparted
additional vigour to that curse of the Pyrenees,
the cracking of whips ; trumpeters and German
singers are also here. We cannot, indeed,
quarrel with the latter, for they sing some very
pretty Tyrolese airs, which have a beautiful
effect among mountain scenery—a gratification
rather unusual in the Pyrenees,

The French are not, I think, a musical people :
they have no love for music; an observation
which might, until lately, have been justly made
as to England ; but I rejoice to find that with us
a taste for music is rapidly advancing.

But to return to this day’s history, After
installing ourselves in our lodging, and drinking
some delicious eau sucré a la fleure d’orange,
sent by the civil waiter, W—— went to take a bath,
and, as I felt much rested, I started to explore
the town. Its aspect pleased me, and that of

the various shady walks which diverge through

-
—

THE GAMBAS. 03

forests, upwards, in all directions ; and the dif-
ferent baths, nestled in little, rural nooks among
the rocks and trees. The shops and lodging-

houses, too, have all a cheerful and comfortable
look.

To the right, a mountain—the Gambas, I be-
lieve—overhangs Cauterets. It seems actually
to project over part of the town, and yet its sides
are quite covered with wood, and it has a look of
greater repose than any Pyrenean mountain I
have yet seen, and is less cut up by fearful
water-courses. How the large trees find root,
and remain apparently suspended in mid-air, 1
cannot imagine. The other mountains are near,
but not so fearfully steep and overhanging as
that dark, frowning Gambas.

After dinner, we walked by the river on the
road to the Pont d’Espagne and Lac de Gaube.
We saw a fine waterfall at the end of the valley,
rushing down into the river; and watched the
last sun-beams on the mountain-tops, The sky
was more intensely blue than I ever remember
to have seen it, and a few light clouds, which
here and there hovered over the mountains, were
a bright, lovely pink. The forest.clad heights
near us, and the more distant snow-covered
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BEAUTIFUL APPEARANCE OF THE BKY.

saky, assumed beantiful hues—the combina-
Q uf the two prominent colours in the sky.
The tints were very peculiar, and we never re-
marked a sky which preserved its decided pink
and blue so long.

At last, these bright colours almost suddenly
vanished—all became pale, till the moon began
to tinge, with its warm southern light, the higher
summits, and then a sort of half-daylight re-
turned, even to the valley.

Half-past ten o'clock, and the carriage not yet
arrived. 'We have no books or anything with
us, which affords me time to trace our opposite
neighbours’ little histories, and to record them
on a thin, ghost-like sheet of paper, with the
remains of a4 miserable pen lent me by our land-
Indy. We are beginning to be uneasy about
the servants and carriange. The road, however,
is good all the way, and the high and narrow
passes between Pierrefitte and this place are not
so terrific as those between it and Luz. Indeed,
there is nothing in either to alarm a person
whose nerves and health are not in a troubled
state.,

Monday, August 8th.—The carriage came, how-
ever, just as we had made up our minds to do
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without the comforts it contained, so I doubly
enjoyed them. After a long, good sleep, awoke
much refreshed, and glad to find myself in a new
place.

I havebeen amused thismorning by seeingmore
of home-life it the opposite house, and have dis-
covered ajealous wife and two rival beauties,
but I have looked in vain for the rejected suitor,
The dark girl seems unhappy, though resigned ;
the blue-eyed sister looks still pettish, I fear, as il
her pride were more hurt at not having been able
to carry her point than at her sister’s grief; and
thus she suffers more from her own wayward
disposition than her innocent sister does at her
own disappointment,

The lover does not appear—has he been formally
rejected by the parents ? or is he piqued by their
behaviour on Saturday night? or has he been
refused by the beautiful girl herself ¢ I cannot
make out the real state of the case, though I feel
most curious to know. She seems to have sucha
well-regulated mind—that dark girl |l—and has
certainly not been spoilt, as I much fear her
pretty little sister will be.

We have seen no English here. All the little
scenes I view in the opposite interiors are enacted



The women very lady-like, and their manners
differ in nothing from those of the best society in
England. There is the same quiet air—the same
half-indifference—in fact, the same natural man-
ners, totally devoid of any affectation—such as
really well-bred English women now possess.
There is no show of exaggerated feeling—no ap-
pearance of greater sensitiveness and energy
than they really possess, which vulgar people
generally assume, and which we are apt to attri-
bute to the French. Yet, though the higher
classes of eachcountry resemble each other much,
I must confess that in general the French are
much more agreeable in conversation.

Miss Sedgwick says, in her interesting “ Let-
ters from Abroad,” that * there is something in
the Anglo-Saxon race essentially adverse to the
spirit and grace of society—that our conversation
may be, indeed, ‘ the feast of wit,” but it is not
i the flow and mingling of soul.’”

This is very true, and particularly so among
the clever set of wits with whom celebrated
strangers are most likely to become aﬂ]unh‘lt?ﬂ
on their arrival in England. There is, indeed,
but little flow of soul, but there is great combat

ENGLISH RESERVE. 97

of wit; and I cannot help thinking that some
reform is wanting in the tone and fashion of
conversation among English people. We are
still extremely reserved, however forward or
witty we may be; and this is to be regretted,
for our education, particularly that of English
women, is such, that if some could’ throw off
the restraint which shuts up their ideas, and if
others could get rid of the pretension to wit and
the wish to shine in conversation that almost
extinguishes a lofty train of thought, we
should then be more agreeable than people of
most other countries. We meet plenty of per-
sons in society who make us laugh, but very few
who make us think. Most of our great wits,
too, are professed talkers, and though it is ex-
tremely amusing to hear them, yot, as they
create a certain degree of awe, there is yery
little conversation when they are-present.

On the other hand, some are of opinion that
society should be a recreation—that most persons
would rather laugh than think—and that there is
more real enjoyment in hearing one or two per-
sons who take all the trouble of conversation on
themselves, than in any general interchange of
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England, because we are still the most reserved
people in the world. And yet, where so much is
sacrificed to society, is it not strange that we do
not endeavour to make conversation more ‘ the
flow of the soul 7" There is a strong passion in
England for society ; old country-houses are
deserted, and watering-places created, because
we cannot be satisfied, as our forefathers were,
with a life of comparative retirement. It is won-
derful how much is sacrificed to this passion, by
persons, too, who do not appear, after all, really
to enjoy society—for how can there be enjoyment
where there is constraint ?

August the 9th— A rainy day prevents
our intended expedition to the Lac de Gaube,
and the clouds look so low and heavy as 10
threaten us with a continuance of wet weather.
We find our rooms very comfortable; and the
opposite houses, with their interesting interiors,
are & great resource in this gloomy day. We
like this place (as yet) much better than we €X-
pected. Many friends had abused it, say-
ing the country was less picturesque, the town
dirty, houses and fare bad and dear, &c. We

e
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find all the reverse: and I think, too, the situ-
ation is more picturesque than any we have yet
seen, and there appears to be a much grenter
variety of those pretty near walks, whiclh are of
such value to an invalid.

In short, T am most agreeably surprised in
the place, and should enjoy it extremely, if 1 had
not got a sort of mountain surfeit. I long to be
in a plain again, and wonder how I could ever
have quarrelled with a wide open country, a fine
low, distant horizon, and boundless expanse of
aky!

Some of the few English I have met in these
heautiful regions congratulated themselves that it
has not yet become the fashion for English people
to travel here. I often think how selfish it is to
regret mecting our countrymen touring in all
directions. Ought we not rather to rejoice that
others find enjoyment in the same manner as our-
selves 7 And though many may be vulgar, and
appear not to appreciate all the beauty they see,
yet we may trust that to behold loveliness has an
exalting effect on the mind in every grade of
society.

voL, Il H
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CHAPTER VIII.

Pont d'Expagne—Lac de Gaube—End of the Romance of
Real Life—Mont Né—Tremendous thunder-storm.

-

Tuesday, 10.—The Lae de Gaube.—We had a de-
licious day for our excursion. We started at
half-past nine ; I in a chaise & porteurs with four
men, and W—— and the guide on foot. The
cascades we passed near are the finest I have
seen in the Pyrenees, and some of the scenery
the most picturesque. The pines, which are
here mingled with other fine trees, add their
aromatic fragrance to the thousand forest per-
fumes, which are always delicious, and their
dark hue gives more vigour to the eolouring.
The road runs by the side of the torrent as faras
the Pont d’Espagne, and it rushes down in a
succession of cascades, as if on purpose to pro-
duce beautiful pictures, The whole scene had
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to-day an air of féte. The spray produced nu-
merous rainbows in all directions, sometimes
peeping up through the trees, shewing where a
fall more gigantic than the rest was hid beneath ;
and sometimes these beautiful bows ran half
across the path, when I had the childish delight
of passing through their lovely tints.

The Pont d'Espagne is thrown across the
deep and narrow passage in the rock through
which the united Gaves—the Marcadan and that
from the Lac de Gaube—fow, A hut, where
refreshments may be had, is built on the rock
above this passage. Beyond it, we crossed the
Gave de Marcadan by the Pont de Joseph, and
then came in sight of the finest of the falls;
indeed, one of the grandest and most curious
spectacles I ever saw.

Three impetuous torrents here unite: the
Gave du Lac de Gaube comes tumbling straight
down from a great height immediately in front
of us ; another descends from as great a height
a little to the right, but runs more playfully
round the trees and rocks, forming a graceful
bend before it meets the Gave de Gaube; and
then they both rush down the perpendicular
steep, close under the rock where we stood, and

i 2
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yAlmost lost together in the narrow and pro-
] ahjrm, !
Turning a little to the left, but without quit-
ting the rock, we looked towards a spot whence
a thundering roar proceeded, and there we saw
the meeting of those united torrents with the
furious Marcadan. It is at a fearful depth
below ; and they clash with such force against
cach other as to send the spray high into the
air, and the whole neighbourhood vibrates with
the shock. Their rocky bed then becomes SO
narrow, that one cannot imagine how the three
impetuous torrents ean be compressed into such
a narrow cleft ; and the eye runs on with much
curiosity to wateh their exit and further progress,
in the distant valley below.

All this scene is wild, and yet ornamented ;
the trees grow very fantastically, springing
straight from the sides of the precipitous rocks
which form the passage, over whose extremity
the Pont d’Espagne is thrown.

The Valley de Geret, which we had ascended
from Cauterets, here divides into two branches ;
that on the right is the Valley de Marcadan,
which leads into Spain by the Baths of Penti-
cosa. The * Port" is about five hours from
this spot, and is described as a good road on the
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French side, but has a very rapid descent on
that of Spain.

We proceeded by the other branch, which
leads to the Lac de Gaube, and passed through
more sylvan and enchanting scenery.

% Here dwelt that spell upon the mountain's brow,
Which calls to life the bosom's generous glow §
Here smiled that spirit on the mirror-lake,
From which our feelings holy calmness take ;
And broezo, and bloom, and chunge of wight and day,
Held sommune with the soul's more noble part,
And Tain would load ity on its destined way,
All dignified the mind, all calm and good the beart,” V.

After all the splendid scenery one meets on
the road, the Lac de Gaube itself is rather disap-
pointing ; it is like passing through a gigantic
vestibule and staircase into a common-sized
roam.

The Vignemale shewed itself in great distinct-
ness before us; but its form is not fine, nor its
apparent height, as seen from the lake, great.
The glacier is as yet covered with snow. This
mountain is, 1 think, the third in height of the
Pyrences, being 10,086 feet, yiclding only to
the Maledetta and Mont Perdu. The lake is, in
every respect, inferior to Lac 4'Oo, being more
melancholy, but not nearly so sublime. The



MOURNFUL FATE.

siooth surface of the water was only broken by
the single boat, which most sadly resembles
in form and hue a floating coffin.

A low rock, in front of the little inn, projects
into the lnke, and on it has been placed a monu-
ment to the unfortunate pair who were lost in the
lake, having imprudently gone in the little boat
without the boatman. The stone is surrounded
by an iron rail. The inscription on the land side
is in French, and nearly effaced ; we had some
difficulty to decipher it. 'We heard that some
person from Bordeaux was to be at the lake that
very day, to restore the inseription. It is as
follows :—

A la memolro da
Wisasn Hesey Parmisox, Ecuyer
Avoent de Lincoln's Inn, Londres,
ot de Samam Fuanows, som Gpouss;
Apés un de 31 ans, I'autre 20,
Marits depuis un mois seuloment,
on necident affrenx les enleva i
leurs parcns et 4 lours amis inconsolables.
1ls furent engloutis dans le lac,
le 20 Sep., 1892,
Lasurs rostes, transporiés en

Angleterro, reposont i Withawm,
dans lo contéd d'Essox.”

The lady was earried in a ** chaise & porteurs,”
and the porters saw from the bank the occur-
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rence of the accident without being able to
afford any assistance. The gentleman, it ap-
pears, ecither from balancing imprudently, or
from some other cause, fell out of the boat; the
screams of the unfortunate lady were heard, and
soon after, whether in an attempt to save him,
or in despair at seeing him sink, she fell from
the boat also. Her body, partly supported by
her dress, was found the same day ; his, not for
nineteen days after. There is, on the stone
facing the lake, an English inscription, but it
escaped our notice. Milnes has well deseribed
this sad occurrence, in a little poem called,
“Tragedy of the Lac de Gaube.” The following

detached passages record the event :—

i ATl g.nil; ghone that little lake,
And nature, sternly fair,
Put oo a sparkling connlenance;
To grect that merry pair.”

They ventured in the dangerous boat, and
were so delighted with the scene, or their own
glad feeling, that they stood up and danced, and
rocked it to and fro in a childish glee, and then—

% One poiso too much, ho headlong fell—
She, stretehing out to suve
A feeble arm, was borme adown
Within that glitbering grayis
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One moment, and the gush went forth,
OF music—mingled laughter,—

The straggling splash and deathly shrick
Were there the instant after.”

Our expedition to-day was far more pleasant
and much less fatiguing than any I have made.
We were not above two hours going—exclusive
of a stop of full half an hour at Pont d'Espagne—
and not much more than an hour returning.

We walked this evening along some pretty
paths in the direction of La Grange de la Reine
Hortense. Great variety of scenery—some 80
sylvan as to appear like the deep recesses of a
forest ; then a rural bit suddenly occurs, with
meadows and farm-houses, and all the pretty
accompaniments of happy peasant life; which
is again exchanged for a wild scene, where
gigantic rocks are thrown about inall directions,
and nature assumes its sternest aspect, and where
the mountains tower above, and appear to stop
all further progress ; then one comes suddenly
upon an eminence, which commands a more ex-
tended view of the varied scenes one has tra-
versed, All this may be enjoyed here while walk-
ing on comfortable paths, without fearful tor-
rents to cross or corkscrews and scalas to toil up,
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as is so much the case in all the fine scenery
about Luchon. Yes, the walks of Caunterets
have to me a charm which none of the other
baths possess—a sort of mysterious loveliness,
which ever, after a walk or a ride, seems to
leave the impression on the mind that one has
not half enjoyed it, that there were a thousaud
little hidden paths, and nooks, and sunny glades
diverging on all sides from the one followed, and
each more lovely than the other, This, to my
mind, is the perfection of scenery, for it excites
the imagination, and makes one dream of even
greater beauty than meets the eye.

The number of Spanish peasants, who come
over the mountains here from Aragon, add very
much to the enjoyment of the place. Their
dress, particularly that of the men, is more pic-
turesque than any I ever saw, though I thought
none could be more beautiful than that of the
Catalonians we saw in the Valley of Aran,
These wear a high conical hat, with a broad
brim, embroidered and tasseled; a coat of
green velvet, with a richly-embroidered coliar
and breast, a waistcoat of brocaded satin, a red,
or sometimes lilac, silk scarf tied round the
waist, brown striped velvet culottes, garters
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enylroide ed in gold, blue stockings, and sandals,
Some have a large brown cloak hanging over
one shoulder, which does not conceal their bril-
liant attire, and they hold it with such a graceful
and regal air, that one cannot imagine those
majestic and most independent-looking beings
can be peasants.

We had some thoughts of crossing the Marca-
dan, and passing through the Valley of Marcadan,
into Spain, to sleep at the Baths of Penticosa,
which may be done in eight hours, and then an-
other eight hours to Eaux Chaudes; but, on in-
quiry, we find the difficulties for me would be
insurmountable. The passage into Spain, too, is
reported to be much easier from the Eaux Bonnes
or Chaudes, crossing over Gabas ; so I have still
some faint hope of being able to do it from thence.

Our opposite neighbours still continue to
interest us. The last thing I see before 1
80 to bed is & figure, muffled in a cloak, walk-
ing up and down before the door of the op-
posite house, His majestic step, and that pe-

but the dark girl’s lover 7 She, however, does
not seem aware of this, for her shutters remain
inexorably closed. She has still a dejected

-y
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though resigned air, which seems to shew that
she has either made up her mind to her fate, or
thinks he is lost to her for ever.

Friday, 13th.—W went this morning to
the summit of the Mont Né, and had a most pro-
pitious, though extremely hot day.

T went up to the Ballidre, in a chaise & por-
teurs, to drink my glasses of water—began yes-
terday, but found the walk up there, in sunshine,
much too fatigning, so I was obliged to have
recourse to the chair, Afterwards I took a sketch
of the town, from the path leading to Mont Né.

1 think this place is cooler, in very hot weather,
than any we have been in, and much drier, too, for

there is less cultivation, and therefore less irri-
gation about it. The forests of fine beech trees
which elothe the mountaing, come down close to
the town, and, fortunately, leave but little room
for fields, and consequent water-courses, and
their accompanying formal rows of poplars, that
I got so tired of at the other mountain baths.
All this renders the air of Cauterets much more
pure and invigorating, and it is the only place
where it has felt and smelt as if it really be-
longed to mountains, though, in reality, I believe
Cauterets is not higher, if so high, as Luz, or
Luchon.
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How lovely are these clear starlight nights!
ast evening, we went up to the Bains de Cresar,
and rambled among the woods above, but the
paths were so steep, 1 was soon obliged to come
down as well as I could, wondering how those
gigantic beeches, to whose roots I clung, were
supported, and how they were kept from falling
upon the town that lay at a fearful depth below.

I like to look down, from a height, upon a
town, and see its busy stir, and think of all the
world of turmoil, and thought, and feeling,
which lies in a space that one can apparently
cover with the hand. I recognised the roof of
our little, humble dwelling, and its more conse-
quential opposite neighbours, and thought of
all the scenes I had witnessed there.

Satwrday night.—W-—— had a delicious day
for his expedition to Mont Né, He has wrilten
an interesting account of it, which, however, I
have not room to insert,

A Spaniard, from Saragossa, is going about the
town, selling chocolate, and his dress is most gor-
geous and beautiful. His high conical bat is richly
decorated with gold and silver filigree buttons,
and the same ornaments fasten his striped velvet
dress at the knee; the waistcoat, of brocaded
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satin, is profusely adorned with silver reals; his
stockings are beautifully ornamented with open
work, and the sandal, or Espartillo, fastened
with purple velvet ribbon. He is a tall, hand-
some man, and carries about decorated baskets
full of chocolate, in little eoloured hoxes, or in
papers, tied with different coloured ribbon.
W brought him to our rooms, that I might
see his dress, and buy some of his very tempting-
looking and most tastefully-urranged merchan-
dise, which proved to be the best chocolate I ever
tasted. It is a most useful thing to take with
one in a long walk, or mountain expedition. I
find that a little bit gives me much support, and
gometimes quite revives me.

This evening we took a pretty walk—first
along the high road to Pierrefitte, for about half
a mile, and then turning to the left, crossed a
wooden bridge over the river, and mounted a
most inviting-looking path, along the rocky sides
of one of those green knolls which project here
and there into this valley, and add so much to

its beauty.

At the summit we had a lovely view, both
ways, of the stern mountains, and their magni-
ficent mantle of forest ; and immediately beneath
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THE TWO FARMERS,

3/on the lower part of the same verdant knoll,
was a little farm-house, with its fruit-garden,
orchard, and beehives. The family was eating
the evening meal before the door; the goats
were quietly browsing; and the fowls, with
their young broods, were receiving a portion of
the children’s supper; and the whole aspect of
the place seemed to breathe love and peace.

Yet, crime and sorrow find their way even
among scenes which appear fitted alone for inno-
cence and joy. A short distance from that lovely
spot, in the upper valley, near a high projecting
rock we call the castle—a narrow defile of that
steep mountain—was the scene, two years ago,
of the fearful tragedy that W. related in
the account of his expedition to Mont Né. He
said—

it In our course downwards from Mont Né,
the narrow path lay alongside of a steep ravine,
near it is a cross erected, at the spot which, just
two years ago, was the scene of an atrocious
event, shewing how highly the right of water is
valued.

o The meadows of two farmers had a stream
in common ; some dispute arose between them
as to its use. The weaker of the two, a man of
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bad character, afraid to meet the other in fair
fight, resolved to lie in wait for him. One
evening, on this very path, as the other was
returning from his grange, loaded with milk and
wood, just ata turn of the path, he suddenly
started out upon his victim, and having struck
him with a hatchet, tumbled him down the
ravine. i

“¢ It appears that the unfortunate man, having
lost his load, contrived to struggle up to the road
again, where his antagonist again attacked him,
and completed his purpuw; the body was found
the following day. The bloody hatchet was the
chief witness against the murderer. The evi-
dence being only circumstantial, he was con-
demned to the gallies, where he soon afterwards
died. ¢ They have a way there,’ said Baran, ‘ of
getting Tid, in a very short time, of those they
wish to get rid of.* *

How it pains one to think of crime, and con-
sequent misery, when contemplating such a

' scene as we witnessed from that beautiful spot !

The air was so balmy, the smell of wild flowers
and forest trees so delicious, the feel of mere
existence in such a place—so delightful, that
it was hard to imagine that any evil pas-
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ghs could trouble those who habitually dwelt

Yet 1 felt it was well to know that such was
the case, for some scenes are so beautiful—and
we have, even in this world, some moments of
bliss—so perfect, and, if I may venture to say
it, so devoid of all bad feeling, that we seem
journeying towards heaven on a path of roses.
In these moments, we sometimes forget our
innate corruption, and the dire necessity there is
that death and suffering should fit us for an im-
mortality, to which alone we are heirs by the
eruel and ignominious crucifixion of our Lord.
Thus, every event in this evil world has some
good end, and the fearful crime committed by
that unfortunate man serves as a warning to
lower our pride, and make us remember that no
heavenly scenery —mno solitary and peaceful-
looking abode—ean guard our evil hearts from
the temptations of sin.

‘We lingered till the short twilight was fading
away, and then hurried down, for there was no
moon, and the sky was fast overspreading with
dark clouds. Long before we reached home, n
storm came on, and the black darkness was now
and then broken by flashes of lightning so vivid
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that every mountain peak was brilliantly illumi-
nated, and the rushing torrent looked, for the
moment, like a stream of fire ; and those green
knolls, which an hour before were tinged with
the calm hues of soft declining day, now stood
out like grey spectres, frowning over the valley,
or shone with a lurid and fearful glare. The
forest trees, which before were motionless, now
rocked fearfully, their giant branecles swung to
and fro, as if, suddenly posscssed by some evil
spirit, they were savagely exulting over the work
of destruction. The thunder crashed, and echoed
from mountain to mountain ; rain fell in torrents,
and the swollen river, and its many tributary
waterfalls, redoubled their roar. The whole
valley seemed suddenly changed from heaven to
hell—a practical illustration, thought I, of the
fearful instability of all peace and joy here

below.

“ A sign was on ereation.  You beheld
All things encolour'd in n sulphi‘rous liue,
As duy were sick with fear.  Tlie haggard clouds
Verliung the uttor lifelessness of air;
The top boughs of the forest, all aghnst,
Stared in the face of Heav'n ; the deep-mouth'd wind,
That hath a voiee to bay the armod sen,
Fled with a low ery like a beaten hound

YoL. I1. 1
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‘And only that askance the shadows flew

Same open-beaked birds in wilderment,
Naught stier’d abroad. All dumb did Nature secm,

1t expectation of the coming storm.

# It came in power. You soon might hear afar
The footstops of the martial thunder sound
Over the mountain batilements : the sky
Boing deop stained with hnes fantastieal,

Red like to blood, and yellow like to fire;
And black lke plumes at funerals ; overhead
You might behold the lightning faintly gleam
Amid the clonds which thrill and gape aside,
And straight ngain shut up their solomn jaws,
As if to interpose between Heaven's wrath
And Earth's despair. Interposition brief!

Darkness is gathering out her mighty pall
Above us, and the pent-up rain is loosed,

We were extremely pleased when we caughta
glimpse of the lamps in the town, almost ex-
pecting to find it swept away by the furious ele-
ments, or buried under some of those gigantic
rocks which overhang it. Still more delighted
were we to return to our rooms, and, closing all
the outer shutters, sat down to ourquiet table,and
candles, whose steady light looked so pleasantly
tranquil and comfortable, afterall the fitful glare
and turmoil we had witnessed in our walk.
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We are preparing to start to-morrow, and I
am quite pleased to feel sorry at the idea of
leaving this place. Departure is very seldom,
with me, a subject of regret. It is but too often
my happiest moment, and this is to me a cause
of regret and reproach, for I fancy it shews such
an extremely unamiable and unkindly disposi-
tion ; and yet, perhaps it may be thus accounted
for—that hope being one of my strongest feel-
ings, and ill health often preventing my enjoy-
ment of the present moment, I always look
forward with delight to an expectation of happi-
ness from any change. When I am quite well,
and free from all bodily suffering, I enjoy such
happiness—such a vivid conviction of the good-
ness of God, and confidence in ultimate and
eternal bliss, that it seems beyond the nature of
things—beyond what was intended, in this pro-
bationary state, and, therefore, that I must suffer,
in order to fulfil the law of our being, During
these short intervals of freedom from pain, I am
in such high spirits, that, waking or sleeping,
my enjoyment is perfect. I smile in my sleep,
and often wake up in a fit of laughter. When
in health, I can, indeed—

“ Look through carth's gladness to the gladder skies

12
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% A Bird, that resting in o midway land,
Loves that, but better loves the home beyond.”

We wish to see the Valley of Azun, which ex-
tends from Argeles, in a westerly direction,
towards the mountaing, near the Eaux Bonnes.
There is a horse-road over them to that place,
and we had some intention of trying it, but we
have heard such a variety of aceounts about the
length and difficulties of the expedition, that we
were much puzzled. The guide here maintains
it is about nine hours' work on horseback, and
part of the rond so steep, on the other side, that
one must dismount, "This sounds too much for
me, which I regret, as it would have saved us a
joumney of eleven miriametres, all the way round
by Pau.

We now thiok of a drive in the carriage to
Pierrefitte, having horses, and Baran, the guide,
to meet us there; then go up the Vallée d’Azan,
so far as Arens and the Chapelle de Pouy, and
join the carriage at Argeles, to take us to sleep
at Lourdes. We had afterwards a conference
with Baran, to put things provisionally en train.
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CHAPTER IX.

Ride by St. Savin to the Valloy d' Azon— Anzlzans — Arens—
Pouy la Hunt—Relurn to Argelos

Argeles, Tuesday, August 17th—The heavens
smiled upon us this morning. T was up at half-

past four, Baran called. We decided on the
expedition, and, after the usual preparations,
(Baran haviog started at half-past five, with the
horses,) at seven o'clock we left our attentive
hostess, Madame Daly.

The road is so cleverly managed, that even the
“limagon"' did not alarm me. When we got to
the new part, near Pierrefitte, opened last year,
we walked down the old road, by which, I think,
one has a finer view of the deep, rich gorge, and of
the striking position of the castle ; and there is,
too, the additional pleasure of admiring the bold-
ness of the new road. We found Baran in readi-
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ks, and, at twenty minutes after eight—I,
mounted on a nice little mare, with Baran in
attendance at my bridle, and ‘'W—— riding by
my side—we started for the Vallée d'Azun.

A beautiful path, shaded with well-grown
walnut and chesnut trees, brought us to the
Chapelle de la Piété, whose position on a mound,
jutting into the valley, is peculiarly well ealcu-
lated for a view, and it certainly enjoys one of
the most exquisite imaginable, The beautiful
Valley of Argeles is seen in its entire extent,
with its wooded extremity branching off into the
gorges of Luz and Cauterets : the snowy heights
terminate the valleys, and the fine points of
Leyis and Sholas, are seen to great advantage,
bounding, apparently, the valley leading towards
Campan. St. Sayin, with its striking church, is
a most interesting object in the view, and highly
picturesque.

We passed through St. Savin, and under the
same rich shading of chesnuts, reached Anzi-
zans, the most beautiful spot I ever saw. In-
deed, the whole of our ride between St. Savin
and Anzizans, was through a scene of soft en-
chantment, impossible to describe—a fairy land
of beauty, Happy-looking villages, or rather
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rows of a sort of feudal farm-houses, (not cot-
tages, for none were small, or appeared to con-
tain poor people,) with richly-carved door-ways
and window-frames; each standing in a vine-
trelliced garden, or orchard. Indian corn was
drying before the doors, and large purple grapes
clustering over them; and as our cavalcade
passed by, numerous pretty faces came to the
windows, and old women, in their scarlet jackets
and blue petticoats, looked down from the pro-
jecting balconies, where they sat spinning in the
sunshine.
Certainly I never moved for two hours through
a succession of such lovely and varied scenes—
sloping lawns, with splendid trees that would
have made one imagine it was an old English
park, if the silvery summits of snow-mountains
had not appeared between the wide-spreading
branches of oak and chesnut. There is an old
ruined castle at Anzizans, situated on a wooded
height above the village, and with it is connected
a romantic story which 1 will relate at the end of
our expedition.
We continued to enjoy fine scenery, by a to-
lerable road, as far as the Village of Sirsix.
From it we had a sharp descent, by a rough
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to reach a bridge which crosses the stream
oming from the Valley of Bune. The good
road may be accounted for, as I see, by the
map, there is, by the Valley of Bune, a passage
into Spain.

We had now the Pic d'Arens before us—very
fine, as seen from hence. It is very sharp-
pointed, perfectly devoid of vegetation, its only
partial covering being patches of snow. Having
passed through Bune, we crossed the Gave
d'Azun by a bridge, and then entered its fine
valley, which ranks very high amongst the beau-
ties of the Pyrenees, It is, generally speaking,
flat, rich, and highly cultivated through its whole
extent, and can boast some magnificent heights ;
the Pic de Pares, the Port d’Arens, with its three
curious tusks, and the Pic d’Arens, are as fine as
any valley in the Pyrenees can boast of.

At the Village of Aucun, we joined the Argeles
road, then reached Marsons, and, from it to
Arens, passed through the loveliest part of the
valley ; this is a frequented pass into Spain,
pmcticahle for horses, but very steep.  ‘The ride
from Auvcun was one of twenty minutes, but
hours might be lingered through it most agree-
ably. We rode on to the Chapelle de Notre
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Dame de Pouy la Hunt, well placed on a high
pojecting mound at the mouth of the gorge
laading to Spain, in a position to answer the
double purpose of church and fortress. It took
us nearly four hours of leisurely riding to reach
this place, and here, having sent back the guide
andd horses to feed at Arens, we remained to
esjoy the beaunties around us.

The chapel itself is now held in great venera-
tion, and, on the 15th of this month, the multi-
tude of visitors was very great; but this was
not always so. During the Revolution, it was
orcupied as a military post ; and our poor guide
shewed us the debris of broken ornaments in the
sgcristy, and the burnt sides of the confessionals,
against which candles had been stuck, as proofs
of the degradation it had suffered. He said this
took place at the revolution of 1815: he miust
have been mistaken, but his imperfect French
did not allow me to clear up the point.

The style of building and decoration resembles
the Spanish churches ; the roof is groined,
piinted blue, and ornamented with stars. The
altar, which occupies the entire of the castern
estremity, is rich and gorgeous, with gildiog,
twisted pillars, &¢. One of the niches is occu-



PICTURESQUE BRIDGE,

py a figure of the Virgin, dressed in pink
slin—a strong likeness of an old friend of
ours. The four confessionals and pulpit are
also gilt, and in better taste; the floor is the
golid and bare rock.

The view is beautiful ; an hour soon passed
away in its enjoyment, and we sat under the
shade of a tree below the church, ard refreshed
ourselves with an excellent cold chicken, which
our worthy guide had the precaution to bring.
From this place, there is a fine passage to the
Eaux Bonnes, by the Col de Tourtas, Our in-
formant represented it as very intevesting, that
at a slow rate of going, it would occupy five
hours ; but that the road is good for horses the
greater part of the way.

After we came down from the chapel, 1 took
a view of it, and the picturesque bridge on the
way to Spain. From the height beyond the
bridge is a fine view down the valley, and up
the richly-wooded gorge, which looks very
tempting. On reaching Arens, we found a party
just arrived in a carriage from Cauterets, by the
only practicable route—that of Argeles ; und on
riding afterwards over the road they had travelled,
we did not envy them their trip.
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After a little delay, to allow Baran to pack up
an acquisition of minerals he had made, we put
ourselves en route, at ten minutes after two.
At ““ Aucun Village"—a fine punning subject,
much to M. Baran's delight,—we took the road
to Argeles, and kept along the left bank of the
Gave. We met other parties (riders) going up ;
but they were too late ; the beauty of the day
was gone, as clouds had gathered over the great
heights. Wewere, though rejoicing in the recol-
Jection of what we had seen, also sufferers, being
deprived of the pleasure of again secing and
renewing our acquaintance with Mont N¢é, which
is seen from the road to Argeles.

The observation that, in descending, the val-
Jeys lose much of their interest, is applicable to
this also, but, I think, in a minor degree than
to others we had seen. The Valley of Azun
continues full of beauty ; near Arras it is par-
ticularly 80 ; for above the village are the ruins
of an old castle, finely situated, and, to judge from
its style of architecture and omament, of the
same date as the church of St. Savin. At this
village I got a glass of goat's milk, a most season-
able refreshment, and the readiness and good
nature with which it was given was very gratify-
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z/ We bad now to make a considerable descent,
by a road oceasionally anything but agreeable for
a carriage. Numbers of peasants were return-
ing from the market of Argeles, one of the most
important in the neighbourhood. It was too
late to think of advancing to Lourdes, and indeed
I was too much tired for any additional exertion ;
so we took up our old quarters at the Hétel de
Commerce, at Argeles—dirty, 1 must own, but
having that great attraction to hungry travellers,
a '‘ bonne cuisine,”

CHAPTER X.

Tale of Notre Dame de Ja Pouy la Hunt, aml of the Chitean
i Angfrnng,

Tuwnx is no spot in the Pyrenees, nor perhaps
in any part of the world, more lovely than the
little village of Anzizans. Tts old ruined eastle is
situated on a woody height, detached from the
adjoining mountains, and commanding a view
over the three beautiful valleys—those of Ar-
geles, Pierrefitte, and Azun. It was, in old
times, the principal fortress of the neighbour-
hood, from its commanding position, and in the
reign of our third Edward, was bravely defended
against a large Spanish force by the English
Baron, Regnier d'Anzizans.

A story is told of this English Baron which
interested me a good deal, connected as it is with
the foundation of that old church we visited with
so much pleasure, Notre Dame de Pouy la Hunt.
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LEONORA AND THE BARON REGNIER.

£ that period there was a celebrated beauty,
fhe daughter of the Comte de Foix, whose charms
were so great that she turned the heads and
troubled the hearts of half the knights in France,
Being of a royal house, and a great heiress,
Leonora’s father was naturally rather fastidious
in the choice of her husband, and the young lady
herself bhad hitherto looked coldly upon all the
suitors who thronged to the court of Foix. At
last the English Baron Regnier d’Anzizans made
his appearance at a tournament given at Foix,
and a mutual passion was the result. This was
not to be wondered at, for the handsome gallant
knight vanquished every opponent, and himself
became a victim to the charms of Leonora, from
whose fair hand he received every prize.

But the old Count, her father, did not look
kindly upon his suit, for he hated the English,
and was jealous of the vast territories they then
possessed in France ; so Baron Regnier was dis-
missed, and, lest the young Leonora should per-
sist in her sudden fancy, the Count immediately
entered into a treaty of marriage for her with
the Prince of Aragon. In vain she wept, and
implored to be allowed to go into a convent ra-
ther than wed a man she hated. Her father
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was inexorable : the Prince soon arrived at Foix,
and an early period was fixed for the marriage.

Leonora had never seen him before, but as he
was a very handsome as well as valiant prince,
she seemed to be soon reconciled to her fate, and
received his homage with apparent pleasure, But
before she signed the contract which was to seal
her fate for life, Leonora begged a favour of
her father.

I will consent,” said she, with one of her
most winning smiles, ** to marry the man 1 dis-
like, provided you give my favourite attendant,
Margaret of Pamiers, in marriage to the English
noble who sued in vain for my hand. He made
a deep impression on her heart daring that fatal
day,” continued Leonora, with a sigh, * and
since I cannot

 But how know you that he will consent #"*
interrupted the Count. ** Bhe is, indeed, of
noble birth, but her dower is not considerable,
and even my Leonora must confess she is much
your inferior in beauty."”

“ Well," replied his daughter, * this may be
the case ; but still Margaret herself fancies Baron
Regnier will gladly accede to the proposal ; and
I can only say, that, should he do so, I will no
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gngér oppose your wishes. Despatch a mes-
senger without delay to the Castle of Anzizans ;

and if the reply be favourable, my dear Margaret

ghall be married the very same morning you have

fixed for the celebration of my nuptials.”

The Count de Foix, though much surprised,
was delighted at his daughter’s pru;maitinn,
and immediately acceded to her wishes, though
he searcely hoped to obtain Baron Regnier's
consent.

In four days the messenger returned, with a
letter from the Baron, in which he declared his
rendiness to receive the fair Margaret’s hand,
and promised to appear on the day appointed to
claim her as his bride.  All was now bustle and
preparation in the Chiteau of Foix ; that for-
tress, which still bears so many traces of its
former maguificence,avas then one of the proudest
in southern France,*

Besides the numerous family of the bride, and
the large retinue which had accompanied the
Spanish Prince, the Count had invited all the
principal nobility of the neighbourhood, and even

many English kuights from Bayonne and Bor-
deaux, to grace the coremony with their presence.

® Bee n view of it, towards the end of the volume,
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On the moming of the eventful day, Leonora
and her friend Margaret were attired in splendid
dresses, and though their birth and fortune were
very different, yet, by Leonora's express wish,
their costume was exactly alike.

Leonora first advanced to receive her father’s
blessing; and then giving her hand to the Prince
of Aragon, she was led by him to the altar,
She proceeded with a firm step, and as she
passed near the English Baron, her look seemed
to say, that if he had for a moment possessed
her heart, she was now well pleased to wed a
prince so much superior in rank, and nearly his
equal in beauty and accomplishment,

Margaret of Pamiers, conducted by her mother,
was then presented to her future lord. She
trembled violently as the handsome English
Baron took her hand, and he was obliged to

support her to the altar, at which they all four
knelt, and received the nuptial blessing from the
venerable Bishop of Pamiers.

The ceremony was ended. Nobles and courtly
dames crowded forward to congratulate the
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THE DECEPTION.

jace and his bride. The English Baron, on
he plea of having a long journey to perform
that day, took leave immediately of his noble
host, and, with his fair bride, departed from
Foix. The two friends were in despair at parting.
The Prince's bride was so overcome at taking
leave of the dear companion of her youth, that
she refused to appear at the banquet, and, under
the plea of sudden indisposition, retired to her
own room. The Prince was of course grieved to
lose her company, but he was of a joyous dis-
position, and therefore participated cheerfully in
the diversions and splendid fétes of the day.

It was late when the banquet ended ; and when
the Prince of Aragon retired to rest, it was
evident that he was under the influence of his
father-in-law’s good wine—a circumstance, how-
ever, which did not excite much attention in
those days, when all were so addicted to the
pleasures of the table,

The next morning, at an early hour, the Count
of Foix was awakened from his slumbers by the
loud and angry tones of the Prince of Aragon.
His hitherto jolly and good-humoured counte-
nance, wore an expression of furyand angry
disappointment, for the first sun-beam that had
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entered his bridal chamber, disclosed to his
astonished gaze the dark complexion and haughty
countenance of Margaret de Pamiers.

The Count of Foix was even still more furious
at the deception that had been played upon them
than the disappointed Prince. He summoned
his vassals, and vowed he would never rest till
he had taken fearful revenge on the base English
noble.

Margaret threw herself at the feet of her
enraged husband and injured lord, declaring that
she had only practised the deceit to save Leonora's
life, as that Princess had vowed to cast herself
from the battlements of the highest tower rather
than wed a man she could not love.

But Prince Louis of Aragon cast her from him
with anger, and accompanied the Count, with a
numerous retinue, to try and recover his promised
wife. '

A formidable army was soon raised, for most
of the surrounding states hated the English, and
though nominally at peace, were glad to seize on
every opportunity of injuring them.

In the meantime, Baron Regnier and his bride,
who had a day and a night's start of their pur-
suers, reached in safety the Castle of Anzizans.

k2



LEONORA'S SPELL.

Siblioet®s

1 was enchanted with her new residence,
and with the success of a fraud which had secared
to herself the lover of her choice, and to her am-
bitious friend the hand of a prince.

The next day, however, rumours reached them
of the approach of hestile troops, and the English
Baron prepared for defence. But Leonora evinced
no fear.

“Iwill deal with them,” said she, with a
proud and somewhat malicious smile. ** T have
a spell which will soon turn their anger into
kindoess, I shall yet receive my father’s blessing,
and the Prince will thank me for giving him such
a beautiful and loving wife as Margaret of Pa-
miers."”

+ How can that be accomplished ?” inquired
the Baron,

“ By the same spell that enabled me to deceive
my father and his whole court, and biind them
all so effectually on our marriage-day.”

‘What this spell was—whether the fair lady
dealt in the occult sciences, or whether the only

magic she used was the power of her charms, and
a determined will,—is a mystery that was never
cleared up. Certain it is, though the hostile
troops exceeded tenfold those of the English
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Knight, and though the Count de Foix and the
Prince of Aragon declared, as they approached
the castle, they would not leave one stone of it
standing on another—yet, the moment Leonora
appeared before the gates, all hostile feeling
seemed dispelled. The old chronicles, moreover,
state that the father and deceived lover entered
the castle in perfect amity with its owner, and
were entertained by the young pair *' moult
honorablement ;" that Margaret, also, soon joined
the happy party, and, after a visit of fifteen
days, departed, in great state and splendour,
with her royal husband, for Saragossa.

The Count of Foix often visited his daughter
and her husband in their beautiful castle of An-
zizans, and pothing could exceed the happiness
they all enjoyed. So far, all is sunshine; but
my taleis not yet ended. Sad trials still awaited
the young pair.

After the birth of her second child, Leonora’s
health declined. Soon, she felt that she was
dying ; and full of deep affection for her husband,
and anxiety for her children, she implored Reg-
nier to promise that he would never give to them
another mother. The Baron, whose affection for
his wife bordered on adoration, swore, without a
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n]ﬁwer induce him to marryagain, or loveany
other than herself; so the beautiful Baroness died
in peace, and her disconsolate husband erected
a splendid monument to her memory in the
chapel of the castle. He was in utter despair;
he gave up all society, every pursuit and amuse-
ment he had hitherto enjoyed, and passed most
of his time in contemplating the marble effigy
of his adored wife that was placed over her

tomb, and was said to be a striking likeness.

He seemed to have lost all interest for every-
" thing in the world, and could bear to see no one
but his children. The eldest was about three
years old, and the little fellow endeavoured, by
every tender endearment, to win a smile from
his poor father, but in vain.

As time passed, however, and years rolled on,
the English Knight, who was by nature of a
joyous and social spirit, began to enjoy the plea-
sures of the chase, Then he gradually mixed with
the society of the neighbourhood, and joined in
tournaments and festal meetings. At last,
rumours were afloat that the fair daughter of
Count Sainte Marie had won his heart. One

evening, as he was returning late from the dwell-
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ing of this fair damsel, and was passing near the
spot where the chapel of Pouy la Hunt is now
situated—and, perhaps, thinking rather more of

- her charms than his beautiful deceased wife,—

his attention was arrested by a shadowy form
that appeared amid the dark trees of the forest,
while a strain of lovely music was heard. It was
a woman’s voice, but more harmonious than any
he had ever heard,—yes, even than that of his
lost Leonora, though she was celebrated for the
sweetness of her voice and her musical powers.
There was something so heavenly in the plaintive
tones which now met his ear that he paused, and
listened with rapture ; he stirred not, lest he
should disturb the blissful sound. At last it
ceased ; but the moon had visen above the snow-
capped Vignemale, and its clear, bright beams
shone through the trees, and illumined the form
of a lovely woman,

She was sitting on the edge of thatrock which
now forms the foundation of the chapel at Pouy
la Hunt, and did not appear to see the Baron,
who was standing in the shade of a chesnut tree.
Without waiting to consider the strange circum-
stance of a lady being alone at that hour, in
such a lonely spot, he approached the fair being,



miration she had inspired. The voice in which
she answered him was even more touching than
her song ; and tradition says, that the Baron was
so enchanted with the beautiful stranger, that
before the sun rose next morning he had quite
forgotten his oath to his deccased wife, and im-
plored the mysterious lady to be his.

“1 will consent,” said she, “ on one con-
dition—it is, that you promise faithfully to make
no inquiry about me; return home, and con-
sider and examine your own feelings calmly ;
and if you should then remain in the same mind
for one week, return to this spot at midnight
and you will find me,”

One week !—a whole week | Never had time
appeared so long to the Baron before, He
utterly forgot the Lady of Sainte Marie, whose
charms had certainly made a deep, but not
lasting impression on his heart. He forgot
everything but the lovely mysterious being of
the glen, and counted the hours and moments
till the expiration of the appointed time. He
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had, indeed, returned there every day and night,
and searched most diligently in all directions,
but no lady, nor even any dwelling where she
might have lived, could be seen.

During this tedious week, his little boy fell
dangerously ill. The child said he had seen his
dear mother in his sleep, and that she looked
very unhappy.

t Take me to her,” said the little fellow,
weeping bitterly, “ Let me go to that beautiful
tomb, where she smiles on us every day. |
want to see if that marble figure, which is all
that remains to us of her, looks unhappy too.
Pray take me, dear father, to her tomb !"

The Baron, who saw the child was in a high
fever, urged him to remain quietly in bed.

“ Why will you not take me there " sobbed
the poor child. * You used never to feel
happy except when you were praying at her
tomb, and now you hardly ever go there. Dear,
dear father, take me, pray!”

The child was so eager to go, that his father,
having endeavoured in vain to pacify him, took
him in his arms, and carried him to the chapel.

A bright sun shone through the painted glass
windows and illumined the lofty building, but
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DISAFPFEARANCE OF THE STATUE.

dorthern transept, which contained t]m mo-
nument, was in shade,

¢ It is gone ! exclaimed the child, before they
had reached that part; “* My darling mother is
not there |"—and the poor boy burst into tears.
The Count hurried towards the monument, and
there found, to his horror and surprise, that the
statue had disappeared,

““ Who has done this #” inquired the Baron,
of his astonished servants, who, on hearing the
child’s eries, had hastened to the spot.

No one could tell. The beautiful figure, as
large as life; which had stood over the sarco-
phagus, was certainly gone, yet no marks could be
discovered that shewed how it could have been
taken away.

The terrified priest maintained that when he
locked the door, the preceding night, all was
safe, for the last thing he did was to trim a lamp
which was always burning before the tomb, and
he must have remarked if the statue had not
been there.

Every one was questioned, and diligent search
was made, but no tidings of the statue could bhe
obtained. Little Regnier cried bitterly at the
loss of his darling mother, as he called the
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statue, and*was very ill all the following night
and day. The next evening was the one to
which Baron Regnier had been looking forward
with intense anxiety, He remained with his
poor sick child till the last moment, for he loved
the boy dearly, and beheld his sufferings with in-
finite sorrow ; at last he tried softly to steal away.

““ Do not leave me, dear father—pray, pray do
not ! I shall have a bad dream again if you go.
You know I slept so much more happily last
night, when you were near me, and I awoke so
much better this morning, Do—do stay 1"’

The poor Baron was sadly embarrassed. His
child’s illness, and the mysterious disappearance
of the statue, had touched him deeply, and by
the boy’s sick bed he had reflected on all his
conduct since the death of his wife. IHe now
remembered what were his former sentiments,

and that—
“ Love
Admits ol no division of ita worth:
We cannot set one gem in many rings.”

He had twice nearly proved unfaithful to the
solemn promise he had given Leonora on her
death-bed. He had been foolishly attracted by
the superficial qualities of the demoiselle de
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Sapte Marie, who was certainly not the sort of
person to prove a good mother for his darling
children. But, then, the mysterious stranger !
when he thought of her, all self-reproach was
hushed. There seemed a magic spell in her
image which effaced every other impression from
his mind—the recollection of all his past life
seemed to fade before that resplendent being.
He seemed only to have lived that one night in
the glen at Pouy la Hunt, He must return
there—an irresistible impulse seemed to urge
him ; yet he felt it was strange that the boy
should be so anxious for him not to go. At last,
he tore himself away, and though the poor child
uttered a piercing cry, which went to the father’s
heart, still he would not listen to its touching
.appeal. The Baron hurried from the castle,
but that plaintive sound had left a mournful
feeling in his heart: he felt oppressed with the
conviction that some dreadful misfortune was
about to occur. However, that passion which
makes fathers forget their beloved offspring, and
causes half the misfortunes in the world, im-
pelled him forward, and at the appointed hour
he reached the glen,

The fair being was already there, but I will
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not relate the joy of the meeting, The Baron
forgot wife, child, and everything, and swore
to belong alone to the fascinating creature.

‘« But there is a fearful penalty,” she said, on
hearing his determination; *‘if you wed me,
your eldest-born will die.” .

Regnier shuddered, but so powerful was his
love, that he still persisted.

¢ It could not be,” thought he, ** No misfor-
tune eould possibly be connected with a being so
lovely. Her presence must bring a blessing on
the house where she dwelt,” Thus reasoned
the Baron, just as we all do when blinded by
passion.

 Then to-morrow night T will come to the
castle chapel, Ask no questions of me, but pre-
pare everything for the marriage ceremony ; and
at midnight open the small door on the western
turret, and I will be there,”

Regnier again shuddered, for it was through
that door his wife's corpse had been carried to
the grave, and he had never unclosed it since
that fatal night. Before daybreak, he returned
home, and with extreme anxiety proceeded to
his ehild's room.

“ Oh, dearest father, I am so glad you are
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THE CHILD'S VISION.

1" exclaimed the boy ; I thought I never
should see you again. I have had such a dreadful
night | Isaw dear mamma again, and she looked
still more miserable, and said that you had de-
serted her. Oh, I shall never be happy till her
dear statue comes back again—do let me go and
gee whether it is there!”

The child was dangerously ill all day, but
towards night he fell into a profound sleep, and
the Baron hastened from his sick bed to have
everything prepared for the ceremony. The
~ chapel was splendidly illaminated and adorned
with a profusion of the choicest flowers. But
gtrange rumours were afloat in the castle, and
some of the old servants shook their heads, and
declared no good could come of such extraordi-
nary doings ; for they were all aware of the oath
the Baron had sworn to his dying wife,

“ Well, I never thought it would have come
to this " said the old seneschal. * Going to be
married, indeed! and to whom, nobody knows.
Well, I knew something dreadful would happen
ever since our lady’s figure disappeared.”

Thus all the old servants murmured, and even
the priest seemed almost unwilling to perform
the marriage ceremony. :
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The Baron, however, disregarded all these un-
pleasant surmises, and anxiously waited till the
hour of midnight.

““ See, our lord I—he is going to that fatal
door 1" exclaimed the seneschal, as the Baron
proceeded to open the western gate. But when
they saw him return with the beautiful lady, all
murmurs were hushed.

*“ Burely it is an angel!” they exclaimed.
“ Well, no wonder our master should forget his
promise 1"

The marriage rite was performed, and Regnier
took the hand of his bride to lead her to the
banqueting hall—it was iey cold.  He looked
at her, and was surprised to observe that her
features seemed to alter—her countenance be-
came deadly pale. The Baron shuddered, yet
endeavoured to draw his trembling bride towards
the door of the church, when suddenly the hand
whose icy touch had made him tremble seemed
to vanish—he feels nothing. He presses closer
to the fair form, but it eludes his grasp. The
more he endeavours to approach, the faster it
recedes.

But what miracle is this # Those lovely fea-
tures assume the likeness of his deceased wife
It is she !
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fes, I am the spirit of your once-loved
: al Twice you have plighted your faith
to me. Thank God I have saved you from per-
jury ; and now, I trust, when we again meet, it
will be at the throne of God. Weep not, dearest
Regnier, but repent. Devote the remainder of
your life to the service of God and welfare of
your dear children ; and as some atonement for
the sin you have committed, cause a magnificent
chureh to be erected to the Blessed Virgin, on the
spot where you first saw my immortal spirit.”
So saying, the figure slowly receded towards
the tomb, when, to the astonishment of all, it
vanishied, and the lost statue was again seen in
its original position. And it never disappeared
again, for the Baron never again caused any dis-
turbance to the spirit of his departed wife. He
immediately erected a magnificent church at Pouy
la Hunt, and endowed it with ample revenues.
Thg chapel at Anzizans, and indeed a great
part of thecastle, has been destroyed ; but an old
peasant told us that he remembers, when a boy,
having seen the miraculous statue of Leonora,
the very same, at Nitre Dame de Pouy la Hunt,
where, after the destruction of Anzizans, it was
carried, and placed on the principal altar. There
it performed almost as many cures and miracles

DESTRUCTION OF THE STATUR. 147

as the blessed St. Bertrand himself, ¢ It was un-
fortunately broken in picces,” said the old man,
*“ by the revolutionary troops ; but one of the
hands still remains entire, and is said to be so
iey cold that no one ean touch it.”

““ The hand, then,” gaid 1, ““ does not perform
any cures 7

* Oh, no,” said the old man, with a mournful
shake of the head, © the wicked troops that broke
the statue in pieces destroyed the virtue that
used to give it such power. In my young days,
we believed many good things, and when any
one was ill or in trouble, they had only to make
a pilgrimage to Nitre Dame, when they were
sure to find assistance. But, as 1 said before,
the revolution spoilt all that, and we have no-
thing left now, and young people say it is foolish
to believe in anything."

And the old man clasped his hands on the top
of his staff, and turned away with a look of de-
spondency that went to my heart. Poor man,
he has lost his faith in the belief of his ancestors,
and has not acquired any firm principles of a
better creed. This is probably the case with
millions! The old man, however, implicitly be-
lieved the tale T have related, e said that it all
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SUPERSTITION.

gppened in good old times, ** before mankind had
hecome #0 wicked, and therefore were under the
protection of good spirits who came among us ;
now God has abandoned us, and his angels and
saints appear to us no more!” He might have

added, had he known Shakspeare and his friends,
that—

& The time Hath passed for godlike forms

To leave awhile their starry homos,

And throw "mid buman clonds and storms,
Elysinn joy on mortal domes.

Tha time hath passed when Phovbus flung
His golden spells on laughing enrth;

And evory field and forest rung
With hymns of bliss and shouts of mirth,

* E'en Love Ilnﬂ: folded up his wings,

Ilﬂﬁmhhhﬂndh&m hinth cast
Apollo’s Iyre hath lost {ts sirings

Its tune hath fled—The Time hath passed !
Gone are the glorious visitants

Who gave this world so bright a grace,
Anq_;ﬂcrmi'm--u-thnu-nd wants,

And endlless erimes, are in their place.”
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CHAPTER XI.

Journey from Argeles by Lonrdes and Pau to les Eaux
Bounes— Diffieulty of finding nesvmmodation—Exenr-
sion to the Eane. Chavdes—Gabas—Bions Artigues—
Splundid scenery ot the lmsis of the Pie du Midi de Pan—
Walk to the Montagne Vert.

Wednesday, 18th—We had a beautiful morning
for our departure from Argeles, and a fine view
up its three-branch valleys, with their receding
heights and snow mountains, It is, indeed, the
most rich, varied, and extensive mountain and
valley view I ever saw, and is like looking
through three gigantic portals into the very heart
of the Pyrences; all we regretted was the ra-
pidity with which our post-horses carried us
through it. At the moment I gave it the prefer-
ence to any valley I had seen, and I kmnow
not if, on reflection, I have altered my opinion.
The hill beyond Argeles, where we stopped to
make my third sketch, is a noble point of view,
L2
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hough the higher summits are no longer visible,
e there is a remarkable variety of outline, and
the rick carpeting of Indian corn has its peculiar
effect.  But near the ruined castle of Bidalos the
view is still finer ; saw here again some of our
now distant friends, the snow heights—the tour
of Marhoré, and perhaps the Vignemale. Then
we had that lovely drive by Lourdes, with its
fairy castle hanging high in air above the blue
morning mists ; and Estelles, with its interesting
Betharam ; and Cornze, with its dreams of Henri
Quatre’s young days ; and afterwards Pau, shin-
ing in all the glory of a hot, mid.day sunshine,
with its pretty peasant-girls selling fruit, and its
lizards and butterflies basking in the warmth ;
and every one, rich and poor, looking kind, and
happy, and luxurious.

On inquiry, we had found that though a eross-
road exists from Lestelles to Loubie, it is not yet
in order, so we were obliged to go round by Pau;
there we remained for some ljtt]a time, so as to
allow of a wvisit to M. Lestapis, le Receveur-
General, and got some money, which done, we
started for les Eaux Bonnes.

Nothing interesting at first, except the distant
but indistinet view of the Pie du Mid; de Pau,
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which for form is one of the most curious we
have seen, and in height little inferior to his
name-sake of Bigorre. At the little village of
Savignac the view improved ; we had ascended a
considerable height, as our wretched horses, one
of which fell en route, testified, and then a
fine view of the valley d’Ossun opened on us.
Arudy, a considerable village, lay below, and be-
tween us flowed the Gave d'Ossun; we had a
long descent to the river, and then crossed it to
reach the Post.

The drive up the valley is picturesque ; but
clouds prevented our seeing it to advantage;
passed by villages on both sides of the stream,
and reached Larruns by an excellent and almost
flat road. Larruns is a poor-looking place. Be-
yond it, we passed a wooden bridge, over the
bed of a torrent, now quite dry, but its extent
shews what a violent occupant it sometimes
has. Soon after, the roads to the Eaux Bonnes
et Chaudes branch off ; we took the left to reach
the former place. Mr. T told me that
the ascent was so gradual as to be scarcely per-
ceptible! ~Where could his powers of pereep-
tion have been ¢ For the fact is, that though
the road is excellent, and the ascent gradual,




LES EAUX BONNES,

We attained a very great height, winding up
a pretty valley, affording at one place a sight of
a snow-sprinkled mountain. Our ascent did not
even cease with our arrival aux Eaux Bonnes,
for the little town is situated on a considerable
slope ; its street has but one side, that DPP“““
the houses being occupied by a kind of garden—
a decided advantage les Eaux Bonnes possess
over the other watering-places we have seen.

We had much difficulty to find a lodging ; the
hotels we were recommended being all full. The
place altogether looked unattractive, so, under
the impression that our stay would be short, we
decided on taking rooms at the Hotel de 1'Eu-
rope, though they were both dear and dirty—six-
teen francs a day. Here we had a scene; for
when the landlord heard us direct our courier not
to take off all the luggage, he regretted his first
exertions to secure us, and sent his wife to say
umtmﬁnuwemmamyanma time we could
not have the rooms—and this, too, after the car-
riage was partly unloaded! We got into a rage,
and an angry discussion ensued, but we kept
possession.
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Immediately after breakfast, on the following
morning, we resolved to visit the Eaux Chaudes,
to see what accommodation was attainable there.
A donkey was secured for me, and W—— walked.
We had been told that it would not take more
than an hour to reach the BEaux Chaudes, but
full two hours elapsed before we arrived, and
they were two of the hottest I ever felt. We

- descended towards Larruns, and at a short

distance from it, turning to the left, proceeded
up a hill towards the pass called La Hourat,
which forms the entrance to the gorge of the
Eaux Chaudes. The ascent is very steep ; to-
wards the top the road, narrows where the solid
rock has been cut, and rises in a perpendicular
wall on cither side, on emerging from which a
striking scene meets the eye.

The pass is extremely narrow, and the sides,
which are so steep as to be clothed with but a
scanty vegetation, rise to a great height on either
side, while deep, deep below, is heard the roar
of the torrent in its very confined channel, whilst
the eye can just distinguish the white foam of
its agitated water.

This passage was opened by the Princess Ca-
therine, sister to Henri Quatre ; and on the left



DELIGHTFUL SITADE.

yid, after passing through it, there is a small
chapel, with an image of the Virgin and child,
and an inscription commemorating the kindness
of the princess, and another urging the traveller
to offer up a prayer for defence against the dan-
gers of the pass, and giving the form of the ad-
dress,

1 gladly took refuge from the scorching sun
within its walls, and sat down to rest, and to
think of that interesting Princess Catherine who
had so often passed this spot. The shade and
cool breeze were so delightful, that 1 thought of
remaining there until W—— returned from a
voyage of discovery to the Eaux Chaudes, but,
after some rest, 1 resolved to encounter the op-

The valley is s0 narrow as to shut out a view
of the great heights; but its boundaries ave
graceful and wild, being rocky, and well wooded.

The Eaux Chaudes is g dull-looking little
place, with seanty accommodation, and that of
an inferior description. We saw but one lodging
which could have held us. This we engaged at
twelve franes a-day. We were taking some
coffee in one of its rooms, when Lord N——
came in and paidus a long visit. Dr. H
called, and we walked with him ; he spoke of &
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striking proof of the efficacy of the waters in a
case of rheumatism.

We afterwards called on Lady N——, whom
we found at home, and were delighted to see.
We beard that they are going to Pau on Tuesday;
and as this dull little place would thus lose all its
attraction for us, wegaveup our lodgings, delight-
ing our host with a present of five francs. A fine
public bathing establishment is now being built
here, which is to cost 300,000 franes., Our
stupid old donkey-driver, not secing us where he
expected, concluded that we had left for Eaux
Bounes, and started off. We had to send after
him—luckily, with success; but he had gone a
long way, and whilst waiting, I attempted a
sketeh outside the town. It was near five when
we left the Eaux Chaudes, therefore our journey
home was cool and delightful. Lord N '
who had good-naturedly ridden after our donkey,
accompanied us more than half way to the Eaux
Bonnes, contributing not a little to the plea-
sure of the trip. The evening was cool, because
the sun was off the valleys, so the fatigue was
comparatively nothing, and we got home in an
hour and a half,

The great business of the following day was
to place ourselves in comfortuble lodgings—




FOREIGN FOLITENESS,

. /a- a difficult matter. The rooms, au Rez-de-
Chiaussée, at the Maison Cazeau, will not be
vacant until Monday, but we saw some rooms
au second, & I'Hotel des Quatre Nations, which 1
think will do. Foreigners, when about to leave,
are very good-natured in allowing the inspec-
tion of their apartments: the family of a
French Marquis admitted us to see the rooms
they oeccupied, in the midst of their packing;
apd @ Frenchman, who was in possession of an-
other which we wanted, was in the act of being
shaved when we were ushered into the room by
the master of the house, Seeing what was
going forward, 1 naturally drew back ; but the
French gentleman was not the least annoyed at
being thus interfered with, and, with the towel
stuck under his chin, most gallantly took me by

the hand, and insisted that I should see the
TOOMS.

Tl_:w result was, that we engaged five rooms,
huldx_ng seven. beds, for cleven francs a-day,
a price which shews that no more visitors are
expected. ~ A traiteur has agreed to furnish
dinners for ourselves and servants for ten francs
a-day. At Cauterets we were far better and

more abundantly supplied for eight francs. How
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little is report to be depended on! The Eaux
Bonnes is usually extolled for cheapness, and
for the excellency of its hotels ; we have found
them, in both respects, inferior to all that we
have met with, except Luchon.

The weather changed this evening; we had
heavy rain, accompanied with fog, thunder, and
lightning during the night. Our host of I'Eu-
rope sent a message of reconciliation, and
wanted to give us rooms at a reduced rate ; but
Lis repentance came too late—we had engaged
the other rooms, and thus had a safe opportunity
of lecturing him upon the sad consequences of
extortion.

The Promenade de Grammont is beautiful.
The woods where it is situated were cut down
some years ago ; but, fortunately, several old
beech trees—most of them ancient pollards—
have been left, and have now assumed fantastic
and very picturesque forms. Of these, advan-
tage has been taken in forming the walks.
Seats are placed under some, and the path has
been made to turn near others, so that their
beauty is thus brought into play. The rest is
hardly more than underwood, yet, mixed as
it is with box—which grows in great abun-



ADVANTAGE OF GOOT ADVICE.

o6 — heath, fern, and a variety of beau-
'. ul wild flowers, it forms a most agrecable
walk. The Pavilion, on a wooded isolated rock
above the town, is a pleasant lounge, and com-
mands a complete view of the village and the
valley, with Larruns in the distance below.

We had arranged, with the renowned Esterle,
the guide par excellence, a visit to Gabas this
morning. Our plan is, to drive there and have
a horse for me for a further advance to la
Case de Broussette, so as to enjoy a view of
the Pic du Midi de Pau. We engaged a car-
riage conditionally—if the day be fine; a con-
dition which the weather did not realize. We
were up at a little after five. Heavy fog.
Esterle came about seven, and, on his an-
nouncing ** que le tems n’est pas joli,” the ex-
pediﬁunwnn postponed. Fm'tunatul:,r, T had a
conversation with our host, M. Tourney, about
our expedition to Gabas, and he advised us, in-
stead of going to the Case de Broussette, to turn
to the right on leaving Gabas, and proceed to
a valley at the foot of the Pic du Midi. To
this advice we are indebted for one of the most
interesting views we have enjoyed—inferior only
to that of Gavarnie and the Port de Venasque.
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On Thursday evening, there was a conjuror's
exhibition. We mistook the hour, and had
taken n long and very agreeable walk on the
Promenade de Grammont. I came home rather
tired, and, having had no time to rest, gave up
the conjuror. He shewed some good tricks ; but
the novelty to W. was the management of
some birds, which were trained to lie as if dead,
to place themselves as if prepared for roasting,
to fire alittle cannon, &e,  He saw Esterle at the
exhibition, who cannot accompany us to Gahas
to-morrow, being engaged to go with a party to
Canterets ; he, however, undertook to procure
for us a good guide, a saddle-horse, and carringe,
W wasup at five on Friday morning, and on
looking out of the window, saw our new guide,
Hurcade—horse, carriage, and weather being all
in order.

At half-past seven, we drove from the door,
and in an hour reached les Eaux Chaudes,
as we had already overtaken our guide and
horse, we drove through without stopping.
Soon after leaving it, we reached the Pont
d'Enfer, and saw the Caseade Goust, of which
there is a lithograph by Carpenter, in Morenu's
Guide. We heard a most exaggerated account




MASTS FOR THE FRENCH NAVY.

Jie terrors of this road. It is excellent;

v though generally without any protection,
yet the road itself is so wide and good that
it gives even in the descent very little feeling of
danger.
The lofty boundaries of the valley beyond the
Eaux Chaudes, both in wood, form, and colour,
are very fine. The summit at one place is
a perpendicular wall of rock ; the colour of which,
a reddish white tint stained with black, gives it
the appearance of a work of art. It has the same
resemblance to marble as Gavarnie. As we ad-
vanced, continually though gradually ascending,
we saw below us the remains of a foundry, and
apparently good roads leading into the other
valleys.

All these valleys and heights are covered with
wood ; and to a great extent, including the
valleys of Gabas and Bious, supplied, for a long
period, the French navy with masts. Sometimes,
to get down one single mast, the destruction
of minor trees, to make a bed for its descent
&e., was enormous, and thus the forests greatly
suffered, but now they are again shewing some
fine timber ; and one of the peculiar features of
the scenery here is the superior size of the wood.
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Some noble old fir trees, in different stages of
age and decrepitude, are still standing, giving
great additional interest to the valley we ns-
cended after leaving Gabas.

We reached Gabas in two hours and a half ;
here we left the carriage, and started for Bious
Artigues, on horseback—Hureade and W
on foot. TFollowing the adviee of M. Tourney,
we turned to the right, and thus quitted the
road leading to Spain : better, from what I heard,
than the one we took, but far less interesting.
The Gave de Broussette and the Gave de Bious
unite at Gabas, and form its Gave, to change
its name to d’Ossun, when it unites with the
Valentin near Larruns,

We ascended by the right bank of the Bious,
through a fine and picturesque forest, the Gave
having worked for itself a wild bed at an im-
mense depth below, of which the oceasional
glimpses we caught were very fine. Several old
firs oocur, perfectly decayed, but yet standing—
many with shivered tops, whilst the lower parts
shewed no symptoms of decline, These remains
of the original inhabitants of the forest were very
atriking, giving the impression that man hadnever
been in these retired fastnesses to disturb them.




Sibliotec®”

MOUNTAIN SHEPHERD.

We overtook a flock of sheep, driven by a
ine specimen of a mountain shepherd. A hand-
some woman, occupied—as all the women are—
with the distaff'; a donkey carrying a few neces-
saries, the essential copper vessel for making
cheese, and a wooden instrument which appeared
a kind of presser, a few goats, and the indis-
pensable large dog, formed, with the shepherd
and his flock, the party, who were moving to
another pasturage up the mountains.

After a ride of about twenty minutes, we
exchanged our rough road for a steep and rocky
path, which brought us to a plateau covered with
turf, and comparatively level. From this, another
steep and rocky ascent, and then another plateau
of greater size, affording good pasturage. A
zig-zag path, at the upper end, gave us a view
down the gorge we had left, and shewed us what
a height we had attained. We now reached a
wood, by a narrow path, cut in a steep slope,
rather a nervous one, so I dismounted, and soon
after turning to the right, we reached the Plateau
of Bious Artigues ; and what a magnificent view
opened upon us !

The Pic da Midi d'Ossun, or Pau, in point of
height, is much inferior to several of the Py
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renees. M. Morean gives it an elevation of
1496 toises, or, I believe, about 9673 English
feet. Inglis gives the Pic du Midi de Bigorre
9721 feet ; but as he has copied this from some
French work, probably the feet given would be
French. In that ease, it would be 1628 toises,
or, in English feet, 10,469. Inglis gives the
height of ten Pyrencan mountains, and the Pie du
Midi de Pau is the lowest ; but though the noble
height now immediately before us is thus inferior
in height, in grandeur of effect it exceeds any 1
hnve ever seen.

It rises majestically from the little plain of La
Ressec, and no intervening height occurs to
diminish the effect. The Maledetta, seen from
tlie Port de Venasque, is not by any means so
striking, as the surrounding mountains are ap-
parently so nearly of the same height. This
cireular plain of La Ressee is exceedingly beau-
tiful : it is the arena of a noble amphitheatre.
We descended from the Plateau to it, that we
might enfoy the effect more completely ; noble
heights, generally covered with fine timber, scem
to surround it so perfectly that no outlet is
visible, the solitary saw-mill being the only indi-
cation of the presence of man. The lower part

YOL. 1L M



and some straggling firs extend high up towards
the rocky region ; then the bare rock starts up-
wards in all its superiority, and seems, at this
distance, so perpendicular as to defy all attempts
at ascension ; but, though difficult, it is far from
impracticable. Its fantastic and peculiar shape
gives it a character distinct from any other.

The day was perfect—not a cloud ; and yet the
air was fresh and not oppressively hot: we

enjoyed it completely. 1 made the annexed
 sketch, which gives, however, but a very faint
idea of the loveliness of the scene.

Faney the most extensive and beauntiful Eng-
lish park you ever saw, with all its forest glades,
deep sylvan glens, green hills and valleys—its
noble river, now gliding in calm majesty along &
cheerful plain, kissed by the wide-spreading
branches of oaks and Leeches coeval with the
Conquest, and now reflecting the rocky banks,
and thus redoubling the scene of beauty,—fancy
all this, with the addition of wild flowers more
various and lovely than any English conservatory
ean produce, while large butterflies and graceful
lizards bask in all the luxuriance of southern
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sunshine. Tmagine all this, at the foot of a
mountain the most beautiful and fantastic of all
the Pyrenean giants. But ** mountain” is far
too vague and common-place a term for such an
object ; it looks like the commencement of some
giant fabric, some mighty pillar intended to
reach heaven. Description, however, is use-
less; but I think it would be worth while to
come all the way from England solely for the
purpose of standing half an hour on the Plateau
of Bious Artigues. And such a lovely day as we
had !—the air was so fresh and invigorating,
the whole face of nature sparkled, and every-
thing seemed to dance and sport with delight,
as if the tears which nature shed during the last
few days were turned to smiles of joy, and, ns
on the cheek and eye of beauty, only tended to
heighten the charm.,

Another great attraction of Bious Artigues, for
me is, that it is not a valley ; and in these Pyre-
nees one never seems able to get rid of valleys.
In general, there is nothing intermediate between
a mountain top—a real pie, on which there is
hardly room to stand comfortably,—and a deep,
narrow valley, where one feels it impossible

M2



BDESCHIPTION OF A SPANISH SCENE.

/

syerAo get ont, and a perfect miracle how one
Gver got in.. These valleys are beautiful ; but I
am tired of them, and therefore doubly enjoyed
that lovely plain. It put me in mind of Mrs,
Hemans' description of a Spanish scene ;:—

% T made a mountain brook my guide,
Through a wild Spanish glen,
And wander'l on its grassy sidle,
Far fram the lomes of men.

“ It lored me with n singing tone,
And many o sunny glanee,
To a green spot of beanty lone—
A haunt for old Remanee,

A din and deeply-bosom'd grove
Such na the shadowy violots love,
The fawn, and forest hee,

o The dackness of the chesnul bough,
There on the waters lay,
The bright stream roverently below
Check'd its exulting play.”

The extensive forests belong to the Commune
of Larruns, and are carefully attended to. At
the mill, the timber is snwed into planks; when
done, women transport them on their heads
to the road near Galas, and receive only six
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sous for carrying three Jarge planks down the
long and rough road we passed.

We remained at the Plateau for more than an
hour, and then left it with regret; by this is a
route into Spain, and consequently into the
Vallée d’Aspe, which sounds very attractive. By
ascending the Col des Moines, a lake is reached,
whose waters flow by the river Aragon into
Spain ; and Moreau says, from a height near it
the plains watered by the Ebro may be secn.
We now retraced our steps, but as, owing to the
stecpness of the road, I walked a considerable
way, we were rather longer in our descent than
our ascent.  We reached Gabas in an hour and
twenty minutes, where we got into the carriage,
and started for Les Eaux Chaudes. From the
fine oak tree near the road, about half an hour
from Gabas, we again enjoyed the beautiful pros-
pect which'we admired so much on approaching.
Here is a fine view of the Pic du Midi—indeed
the only one that occurs on the whole road. It
is likewise invisible on the other road, so far as
the Case de Broussette, and is not seen till after
a ride of nearly two hours further, so that to see
the pic to advantage no course remains but that
which we followed.



ine trees which fill the deep ravine in which the
Gave flows." We reached the Eaux Chaudes in
an hour, but were an hour and half going to the
Eaux Bonnes, which shews how much more fa-
tiguing for horses is the long and gradual pull
up to the Faux Bonnes, than the short and steep
ascent to the rocky gateway on the road to the
Eaux Chaudes. We returned delighted with our
excursion—a feeling which remained even in
spite of the wretched dinner M, Barthe had pro-
vided for us,

Saturday —This lovely day tempted us to walk
to the top of the Montagne Verte. We at first
followed the road to the village d’Aas, and, near
it, had a fine view of the village and valley. We
left the road afterwards, and scrambled up the
mountain ; 1 know not if much time was gained
by this manceuvre ; one thing is certdin, that by
it I made a hot walk much hotter. The air on
the summit was delightful, and we remained for
an hour talking to some peasants who were on
the top. The view of the plain is not good ; but
that of the Pic de Ger and its associates very
fine, as well as that of the entire range towards
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the Eaux Chaudes, and the lofty boundary of
the Valley of Larruns. One of the distant heights,
part of the great chain, is of a very fantastic
form—its name I could not discover.



CHAPTER XII.

Pleasant socuery and walks at les Eaux Bonnes—French
dnv:rwivru—l‘m Jagueminot—Aseent of the Pio
e Ger.

Wednesday.—Still at the Eaux Bonnes: 1 have
grown to like this place better than any of the
Pyrencan bathing places we have been at; yes,
better even than Cauterets, and, strange to say,
1 believe the reason is, because it has far less of
the beautiful character of Pyrenean scenery. It
is less grand and sublime, but more quiet and
common-place, and reminds me a little of Mat-
lock, and many other pretty varied, wooded,
tumbled-about hill and valley scenes which I have
often luxuriated in, and learnt to love.

When we feel ill it is delightful to fall upon
some common-place “ freundliches” spot, after
a long gazing and straining at the sublime. By
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straining, I mean mounting and serambling about,
till every bone seems jarred out of its place.

Not that the scenery of this spot is very quiet
or tame—indeed, it may appear quite the reverse
to those who begin their tour among the Pyre-
nees at the Eaux Bonnes—which is the best
plan. It would then appear very grand; but
after the giant heights of the Maledetta, Port de
Venasque, and the wild valleys near Luchon and
Gavarnie, this dwindles into a parallel with
homely and loved sceneés :—

a] eome
To this sweet plase for quict.  Every tree,
And bush, and frogrant flower, and hilly path,

Amd thymy mound, that fings unto the winds
Its morning inecnse, is wy friond.”

Fine scenery ought to have such a beneficial
effect on the mind as to embue it with kindly
and benevolent feelings. 1 fear it has done so
very little with me—and yet I have seen much
of Nature's loveliness, and felt it most deeply
too!

The near walks here are so delightful that I
om less tempted than in other places to make
long expeditions. Here is shade and variety for
every hour, even the mid.day sun does not pene-



wards Torlas.

I think the old description of an English sum-
mer—** three days fine and then a storm”—might
be very well applied to this climate ; only during
the first part of our visit to the Hautes Pyrenees,
it might be reversed into ** three days storm, and
then one fine one.”

The costumes are beautiful. In these parts, the
people look good and happy, and much more in-
telligent than in the valleys of Luchon, Luz, &c.
Here, too, are many pretty girls. At Luchon, I
never saw anything in the shape of a young
girl ; there, the whole population seemed to pass
from a miserable, puny childhood, to a goitred
and shnmﬂnd old age. Oh, those goitres, how
uncomfortable they looked |—what a sad pain in
the throat they used to give me |
: m. 24¢h.—Still stormy weather. Vivid
lightning each night, and the swollen torrents,
rushing down through this little ravine, make a
roar, which, united with thunder growling in the
mountains, does not at night improve my re-
pose.

Monday, 30th.—Started at seven on a donkey,
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and went up to the top of Jaqueminot. We had
shade—the thick cool shade of large oaksand
beeches—till near the top, and then the more che-
quered,but fragrant and delicious, shelter of pines.
The air was cool at the summit, and we sat
down for some time to enjoy the fine and exten-
sive view of the Valley D'Ossun, &e. 1 distin-
guished Pau, and several villages near it, until
the eye was lost in the blue distance far beyond.
Thus I have discovered an additional charm of
this place, that an hour and a half’s ride leads one
up to a spot from whence the eye enjoys a glo-
rious outlet—a wide, extended view, over a
mountainless country—a spot which has the ad-
ditional advantage of a comfortable-looking road
winding all the way towards it. I never felt,
before our visit to the Pyrenees, the truth of what
Hazlitt says about his inability to imagine any
scene different from the one in which he is
actually placed.

I have been sometimes, particularly at Luchon,
so possessed by mountains, so imbued with tor-
rents and precipices, that I began to doubt whe-
ther the world was composed of anything else,
and imagined that my former plain and level
life had been only a happy dream.



SiblioteRA

SAVOIR-VIVRE OF THE FRENCI.

fhe society here is very pleasant; we have
met several French families, who are extremely
agreeable, and disposed to be very sociable.
With all our boasted common sense and steadi-
ness, the English shew less tact in adapting
themselves to the peculiar oircumstances of their
position than the French, who, however volatile
they may be, have much saveir-vivre, which
after all is true wisdom. They do not perpe-
tually want to be where they are not, and what
they are not, but are satisfied, or appear to be
s0, with their age and their position. Hence it
is, that there is less striving to belong to a par-
ticular set in socicty, and that elderly women are
satisfied to go about with their own grey hair,
and enjoy the true pleasures of age. While
young girls are satisfied to be young girls, and
seem less in a hurry to exchange their simple, al-
most childlike attire, and little homely pleasures,
for the uncertain joys and greater honours of a
married life. In all ranks here it is the same; a
peasant is contented tobe a peasant, and to dress
like one—a servant, like a servant ; whereas in
England, on the contrary, each person strives
to appear of a rank to which he does not belong.

We have no term in English equivalent to

COUNTRY NEIGHBOURS, 175

savoir-viere, yet how much does it express—a
whole life of happiness and sociability. The
English should sometimes reflect on this, for
they have no natural saveir-viere. We do not
instinctively seize upon and pursue the manner
of life most calculated to make ourselves, or
those about us, happy.

The French certainly possess far more than we
do the wvaluable art of knowing how to enjoy
themselves, and one meets with much fewer dull
peaple than in England. There is less of that
flatness and pretension, which often rendercountry
neighbours so disagreeable to each other in our
dear land. How amusing is the chance mixture
of different clements of society sometimes to be
met with in country places! A well-meaning,
kind-hearted, regular country pair, with two
hlooming daughters, come to dinner at a neigh-
bour's house, where a party of what are called
fine London people is assembled. The country
pair, strong and rigid in the consciousness of
sterling worth, come ready prepared for resist-
ance, and to be, as they expect, looked down
upon by the grandees. This feeling fills them
with restraint, and diminishes even those small
powers of conversation or agreeableness which a



ENGLISH MANNERS.

gtived life and want of habit of the world have
enabled them to acquire. They answer with eold
disdain, or sharp brevity, the civil advances which
those who are accustomed to much society are
sure to make. The well-bred wit, or celebrated
beauty, again, attempts to converse, but the
country neighbour foolishly will not unbend, and
looks graver and duller than ever,

Thus the impediment to sociability is often on
the country neighbour's side, and produces much
of that apparent pride, or finery, of which they
complain. These good and woll-meaning people
make no endeavour to amuse, or to exert those
conscientious feelings of real benevolence and
kindness on which they pique themselves. Be-
sides, a petted beauty or successful man of the
world expeets to have something done for their
amusement, and cannot help despising those who
only stare with awe, and have not penetration
enough to discover thata person who has received
great admiration, or has become celebrated in the
'ifaﬂd, must bave some goog qualities, and is
likely to possess an unprejudiced and expansive
spirit, which, when met wig, unpretending kind-
ness, easily makes allowance for any deficiencies
in persons who have not possessed the advantage
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of much intercourse with the world. Both parties,
then, get sulky, and, for the time, each really
becomes what his antagonist supposes—the
man of the world fine and exclusive, and the
country neighbour stupid and stiff.

Saturday. W- intended to have ascended
the Pic de Ger this morning, but Esterle the
guide proved false ; he was to have returned last
night, so as to start with him, but he has not
appeared. As the weather looks likely to eon-
tinue fine, W- determined to wait for him
another day, and we decided on another excursion,
this morning, to the Promenade Jagqueminot,

The weather was delightful. We had ordered
the donkey for half-past seven ; but some delay
oceurred in changing the saddle for a fauteuil,
We had shade almost the entire way, which was
fortunate, for the ascent is steep, and the road,
in some places, out of order. We kept con-
tinually in the forest, having occasional views of
the Pic de Ger, and admiring the fine old beeches
which are so strikingly ornamental. We thus,
after an ascent of nearly an hour and a half,
reached the turf, near which is a very extended
view over the plain,

The road, properly so called, here ceases; we




The nscent now became more rough and steep,
with less of shade. We continued for about a
quarter of an hour in the forest, where occur
gome fine specimens of ruined firs which the
charcoal makers are causing rapidly to disappear.

Having passed the forest, we reached the top
of Mount Gourzi, by a steep pasture; and
enjoyed the view from the summit. The Pic de
Ger shews very finely, and on a clear day, which
this is not, the view must extend far beyond
Pau. By this, is the mountain road to the Eaux
Chaudes. We had a prosperous descent, and
reached home before twelve, having found it, out
of the shade, veryhot. We intended a visit this
evening to the celebrated botanist, GastonLacaze,
at Pages Beost, and had actually started; but on
reaching the other side of the bridge, though
past five, we found the sun was still very hot ;
o that, with to-morrow’s expedition in view,
we gave it up, and returned home.

We heard of Esterle on our return, and he after-
wards called on W——, and then said he could not
accompany him to the Pic de Ger, as he had some
patients ‘& frictionner,” who had been waiting
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most impatiently during his absence, and to
them he must devote the entire day—so this fa-
vourite reméde of Dr. Darralde’s turns out an
unlucky one for W , and obliges him to be
satisfied with Esterle’s nephew—a great annoy-
ance after the delay. W arranged to start
at four o'clock, and, as a preparation, went to
bed before nine.

I now give W.’s account of the expedition :—

“Iwas up at half-past two to look out; the
weather looked delightful. I could not sleep
again, so I commenced my preparations, Whilst
heating my coffee in our Etna,® some of the
coffee boiled over into the spirits of wine, which
was thus sent over the table-cloth: I had much
difficulty to extinguish the flames, as my mouth
was at the moment fully occupied with bread and
butter ; however, I at last succeeded, and got off
for the fright. My guide kept me waiting a
little, so that I did not start until half-past four.
The valley we entered immediately on leaving
the town was still in deep gloom, and there
was something awful in its darkness and silence
as we ascended the rugged path. In fifty-

* A most wseful little travelling companion for heating
liquids, solil by Jowes, 201, Strand.
VOL. 11. N
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""Ogi # minutes we reached some snow, and in

about half-an-hour afterwards arrived at what
may be termed the first stage of our expedition
—the Fontaine de Gesque.

“*We were now about to leave the Valley of
Lacoume, or rather the ravine so called, for the
sides rise very abraptly from the torrent. The
water here is very good ; it trickles over the rock,
and is received into a wooden trough, placed here
for the eonvenience of all animals. We had been
hitherto in a beech wood, mixed with box. After
leaving the fountain we passed through a bare
slope, and thus reached a bridge of snow, which
we crossed, and then ascended on the other side;
turning to the right, through a fine fir forest,
growing some noble trees ; the great and preci.
pitous rocks, the Lasquindetes, were above us,

““ We passed the grottoes hollowed out at
their base, and soon reached the position for
izard shooting. The proximity of the rock makes
this a good post; for the game, when prevented
from passing by the pic, must here come within
shot, as the intermediate rock is too high and
perpendicular to allow them to pass,

** Beyond this, occurs what the guide termed
a ‘ bien mauvais pas,’ and so I thought it; but
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in returning, compared with what I encountered
in the interval, it did not appear so bad. It
consists in the doubling a sharp ridge of the
Lasquindetes, which projects over the valley ;
the path is over inequalities on the face of the
rock, and the passage is a nervous business,
We bad now left the Sapins; the line of the
Lasquindetes receded, and we advanced up a
steep turf, occasionally covered with debris.
My espartillos, the kind of sandal worn by the
peasantry, and which are so excellent for climb-
ing rocks, are not so good on the slippery
grass, as I found, unluckily to my cost, on our
return. The crenallated and almost perpen-
dicular Lasquindetes formed a huge line of
fortification on the left.

« At geven, we reached the Cabane de Ger, a
low mountain gite for the shepherd of these
lonely pastures. It is composed entirely of
stones : but even here things are progressing,
for a hut of a better description is being built
near it, which will boast some timber in its roof.
The Cabane is now deserted, the shepherd being
in another part of the mountain.

_* We continued our heavy pull up the turfy
slope, alongside of a ravine, in which lay large
N2
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pateéhes of snow. The Pic du Caperan, which
means the Curé, being the breakfast station,
was now the object to reach: it lay before us,
and on our left, the apparently smooth Col de la
Spada, an off-set from the Pi¢ de Ger, Near
the foot of the Caperan, is a curious hole, the
upper part of which is circular, and resembles
a well, and is of immense depth; a stone
thrown in was heard hounding, from rock to
rock, to a great distance below, Here is an
excellent spring of water, though not in the
abundance Moreau talks of, and as no water

is to be had higher up, this is the usual break- -

fasting place. We made it ours, and passed
half-an-hour most agi'enhly in the occupation.

*“ The scene was peculiarly grand—the great
pic &till towered above us; the bare rocks
around shewed searcely a trace of vegetation .
naked and splintered, their bases covered with

debris, they proclaim an acquaintance with the
clements in their wildest form, The venerable

Curé (Caperan) rises in the midst of this grand
scene of desolation—what a congregation is his?
On resuming our march, the next object was to
reach the summit of the Caperan—a short, but
fatiguing affair. To effect this, we erossed a
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decp bed of broken stone, which we exchanged
for a rocky piece of turf, and in twenty-five
minutes reached the summit of the Caperan, a
grassy plateau, commanding a noble view of the
Pie du Midi, &e. But I was now satisfied that
I had no chance of seeing the plain—clouds
were fast gathering all around.

““ For some distance now the direction was
over a tolerably level turf, then a gradual ascent,
until we came to the foot of the Pic itself, then
it became very steep and ‘rocky along the edge
of a precipice. When we stopped to breathe, my
guide, to amuse me, detached with his stick a
large block of stone ; its weight set it in motion,
and down it thundered, bounding from rock to
rock. The effect was grand, but terrific ; it was
impossible not to shudder at the thought of what
would be one’s fate in case of accident. Afterit

-was out of sight, I heard it still crashing down-

wards ; then it re-appeared hurrying along with
increased rapidity at a great distance below. The
guide afterwards detached two others, but the
effect was not so good, for the stones were de-
cayed, and were soon shivered to pieces.

“ The summit of the pic has two heads: we
were ascending the edge of the ravine which
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_separates them, and reached the top in forty-four
minutes after leaving the summit of the Caperan,
which now looked very humble at our feet, thus
accomplishing the entire ascent in five hours,
The two heads are close to each other, and very
nearly of a height; the guide insisted that the
one we stood upon is the higher, but though I
cannot help thinking that the other has rather
the advantage, yet T am not surprised that the
guides should have voted the preference to this,
for to reach the other, a dangerous and narrow
ridge must be passed, and no object is attained by
the exploit. A French chasseur, last year, was on
it, when he missed a double shot at some izards,
which passed close to him ; but this is not to be
wondered at, as his footing could not have been
very steady. 1 remained nearly an hour on the
top. The view is very fine ; but, for me, it was
confined to the mountains—the plain being in
clouds. Mnuﬂaﬁcduhﬁdiisthugmat
object. The height, called, by the guide, Mon-
taigne d’Artouste, but which, I should say, is
the ** Soubi” of the map, exhibits much snow :
and is, according to the same authority, 163
metres higher than the Pic du Midi. 1 saw, in
its wild valley below, the Lac d'Artouste, which
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supplies les Eaux Bonnes with tront. The Pies
de Soussi and la Sisette, which looked important
from the Plateau du Caperan, were insignificant
now, compared with the greater heights in
view all around, My guide could not tell me
the names of the distant mountains, except the
Pic de Gavisan, which looks very lofty. Soubi
lay due south, the Pic du Midi, south-west ; the
Col de Torte, north-east ; near it, but beyond, is
the Col d’Arbas. The view was not so exten-
give as that from Mount Né, but wilder, as I saw
nothing but mountain tops.

“ After much enjoyment from this magnificent
sight, the increasing clouds warned us it was
time to depart. There was not a breath of wind,
and the thick white clouds, rising perpendicularly
from the tops of the mountains, had a curious
effect, as if caused by fires upon them. As we
descended, we saw an izard perched on one of
the Leights over Gourzi,” watching our move-
ments, This, and an eagle, soaring above the
pic, were the only animals we saw: 1 thought
we should have fallen in with some ‘ perdrix
blanches,’” but was disappointed.

“ The descent was comparatively easy : in an
hour we reached our breakfasting post, at the
foot of the Caperan.
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hreakfast, we heard a report, which Esterle took
for that of a gun. I thought it like thunder ;
but the appearance of the sky did not indicate a
storm ; however, a louder growl convinced us
that we bad no time to lose ; so after a halt of
twenty-four minutes, enjoying the sau suerée from
the cool, delicious spring, we started, with the
hope of reaching la Cabane before the storm
broke, As we proceeded, we had a magnificent
clap of thunder, gloriously echoed from height
to height. It was in this part of the descent,
just as 1 thought all danger past, that my san-
dals, hitherto so serviceable, played me a mawvais
tour on the turf : 1 slipped up, and coming with
my hand to the ground, sprained it badly.
“The rain still kept off We reached the
Fontaine de Gesque in one hour, finished here
our bottle of wine, and, after a fow minutes’
delay, started again. The fog became so very
thick, that it was almost as dark as night, when
we hurried on through the gloomy ravine of La-
coume, It now began to rain heavily, and we
reached home with wet jackets, having accom-
plished the descent in three hours and a half, of
which we halted about balf-an-hour, 1 was

amply repaid for my fatigue, which was not so
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great as after the ascent of Mont N¢, though
this is much langer and more difficult.”

Iu the evening the guide, Esterle, who is both
a poet and musician, brought us a kind of
lyre of his own making. It has four or five
catgut strings, and, being tuned to a rude
flageolet, the musician strikes it with a stick
across the strings, keeping up thus an accom-
paniment to the flageolet, whick hie plays with
the other hand. It is a wild and, though loud,
not unpleasant music, in the skilful hands of my
guide, who, during our walk this moring,
amused me much with his singing. ‘Whilst we
were at dioner, some peasants reached the town
with a donkey, covered with the skin of a bear
they had shot to-day in the woods, near where
we had been. The bear had killed cight or ten
sheep during the night.

Thursday, a day of rest and arrangement for
departure.  After various changes, we decided
on accepting an invitation we had received to
visit u French family at their chateau, near Mau-
leon, in the Pays Basque, so we mean to leave
this place, and proceed to Oleron to-morrow.
A letter has just arrived from our kind friend
at St. Sebastian, who very cautiously ubstaing
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/ ¥ opinion as to the state of Spain, but
e holds out no inducement to venture.

In the evening, the two Esterles came, the
nephew bringing the copy of a song he had com-
posed on M. Moreau—a very singular cr:umpoai-
tion. From them we heard that the Pic de Ger
can, to a certain distance, be approached on horse-
back by the Promenade Jaqueminot, &c., but
it is two hours longer. Esterle said that he
accompanied, this year, a lame young lady who
mounted tothe summit, having rode to the
Gesque du Ger,

This moming we intended to have paid the
celebrated botanist, Gaston Bacaze, a visit, and
some friends were to have gone with us. Our
donkey-driver saved us, much to his credit, a
useless expedition, for he came to say that
Gaston was at the Eaux Bonnes, which I found
tobe the case from Esterle, who said he was
gone to Gabas with some ** herboristes” from
Pau, but that he would pay us a visit on his
retarn,

This he did accordingly, and we found him a
most interesting man, with a fine countenance, his
eyes much resembling those of Mr, Webster, the
American secretary. His knowledge of botany
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appears to be great ; he gave us the names of
the plants we had collected, and conveyed his
information in a very agreeable way. The re-
markable thing about him is, that, with a know-
ledge of great extent, and abilities to understand
anything, he is still a complete peasant, and a
modest, unassuming man. It was his calling as
a shepherd which first gave him a taste for
botany—the wish to discover simples useful for
cattle ; and the same feeling animates him still.
He is at present directing his attention to the
cure of a disease now prevalent among the
cattle, and similar to the one which was so
general in England last year. He complained
much of the carelessness of public officers on the

subject.
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CHAPTER X111,

Journey to Oleron and Turdets—Mauleon—KRural féte—
y Daneco de Roland,

Oleron, Fridey, Sepl. 3.—Hdtel Condesse.—We
intended to make an excursion to.morrow into
the Valley d'Aspe, and over the mountains to
Jaca, in Spain, and have been inquiring about
means of conveyance. We find the diligence
goes only as far as Urdos, there being no road
(except for mules) over the Spanish fronticr,
while many tours and guide-books have led us
to expect there was one for carringes. The
diligence leaves this place every morning for
Urdm? the last town in the Valley d'Aspe, and
reaches it about half-past three. From thence,
eight hours’ ride on a mule will take one over
the mountains to Canfranc, the first Spanish
town, and three more to Jaea.

FOLISHED OAK FLOOR, 191

Such is the information we have got from our
smiling, talkative host, in this pleasant, vene-
rable old town of Oleron, whilst sitting in a
comfortable, well-furnished room, with a highly-
polished oak floor, which reflects the walnut se-
cretaire, and bedsteads with their white and
blue coverlids.

It is now some time since we have met with
such well-rubbed floors ; and I delight in them
so much, that, in spite of a bad head-ache, a
ot drive, and a still hotter climbing walk inta
the upper town, 1 have been dancing and sliding
along the polished surface, and performing sun-
dry pirouettes, to the no small amusement of
some peasant women, who are selling penches
and pommes cuites at a stall opposite our large,
low windows,

Another source of joy besides the polished
floor, and which tends (now I come to reflect
upon it) in no small degree to give me Vesprit
de la dance, and drive away my headache, is,
that we are once more travelling on a plain,
instead of in a valley, and have now only a dis-
tant though splendid view of the mountains.
Oh, the delight I felt to-day the first time I saw
a group of peasants with a sky back-ground to



A MAREET-DAY.

Nobody can conceive it who has not
puud two long months, chequered with many
dark rainy days, in the narrow, deep valleys of
the Pyrenees.

Yet the first thing we did, on our arrival here,
was to toil up, under a broiling sun, to the church
and séminaire in the high town, as if I had not
had enough of climbing walks for two months !—
ah, but the intense pleasure of knowing thatwhen
I had climbed that comparatively little height, I
should seeover something and beyond something,
and far, far away into the clear blue low horizon,
instead of finding, as in the mountain valleys,
after two or even three hours laborious climbing,
a high range still barring the view, and no dis-
tance to be seen, except far above over our heads|

It was market-day, and we saw the place to
great advantage, though in point of dress we
have made a bad exchange from the Eaux Bonnes,
The capulet here is replaced by the handkerchief
with the three projecting comers, the usual gri-
sette coiffeur of the south of France: the cos.
tume of the men is the same as we have already
seen. We ascended a very steep street which
leads to the upper town, whose grass-grown
streets and old dilapidated houses, shew that it
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is gradually being deserted for the more acces-
sible division where we lodge, and the larger
one of Bt. Marie at the other side of the Gave
d’Aspe. The view is extensive from the old
town, and on a clear day must be very fine, as
u large range of the high chain is visible.
To-day (the 3rd) is hot and threatening: we
had hardly reached home before the rain began,

and down it came ** joliment.""*®
Oleron is a very old town ; it seems to consist

of three parts. The Faubourg, on the right
bank of the Gave d'Ossun; the Old Town,
which was surrounded with a wall, occupies

* Our dinner was excellent, and cost only six francs—that
Is, three france a-head. [t is worih while to remember it;
we had altogether fifteen dishes, a8 follows, and every dish
was good and well dressed :—Soupe au Vermjeelle, st
course—a chicken stewed whole, with youny earrots; cdie-
lettes de mouton, sauce tomdie; la corvelle 4 la sauce; des
truites (excellent) ; fricandean & Voseille.  2nd course—rotl
die gibior, (Becasses, Callles, &o.); des haricots blance ; des
artichauts frits avee du paing de la erdme & la vanille.
Dessert—Walouts, haglenuts, fromage de Hochfort, grapes,
and peaches.  Our bill here was the cheapest we have had.
The above dinner, with vin et pain & discretion, six franes
(#8.71.) ; our four rooms, six franes ; Lreakfast for two, of
tea, coffes, milk, very good bread and butter, eggs and
polenta, 2, 50, ; and ten, &o,, in the evening, 1. 50, allogether,

16 francs, (124 3d.)
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A CIVIL BOOKSELLER.

o/ steep height which lies between the Gave
d'Ossun and that of d’Aspe; and then, below
it, on the left bank of the Gave d’Aspe, is Sainte
Marie, much the largest part, and for which
the old town is being deserted,

We went into a bookseller's shop, where was
a very nice, civil girl ; she and her gouty father
were well-informed and communicative, so we
sat in the shop for some time, but could pur-
chase no history of Oleron. Their ecivility
induced us to buy a description of Pau, lately
published. On Saturday morning we again
walked up to the Séminaire, from whence the
view is good, but we did not see it completely.
This is a large building, now about to be deserted
for the new establishment at St, Marie.

At twelve, we started for Troisvilles, to pay
our promised visit to M. and Madame de M—_
R——, the postillion driving four horses from
the boot-box, and with a pair of leaders to take
us up the steep gravel street of St. Marie. A view
of fine mountains on our left ; after twenty mi-
nutes, reached the remains of an oak wood, still
containing some picturesque old pollarded trees.
We continued for some time to wind through
the valley, in which flows the little river Vert ;

UNSKILEUL DRIVING. 105
the road generally flat, and the scenery sylvan
and pleasing—growing luxuriant vines and maize
in great abundance,

We passed a good-looking campagne belong-
ing to Madame ——; in going up the hill near
her place, one of our leaders shewed a strong
disposition to stop, which habit our coachman
attributed to his having formerly belonged to a
tax-gatherer, in whose service a stop at every
house was not unusual, and our coachman shewed
that he had not much power to dissunde him
from the practice, It unfortunately increased
as we proceeded further, and the want of skill
of our coachman, though he wielded a great
whip with both his hands, made our journey un-
comfortable, and decided us to have a postillion
for the leaders on our return.

From the little town of Aramits we began to
ascend, and had a sharp hill before reaching
Lannes. The scenery, though not of a grand
character, is picturesque ; and as the mendows
had been lately cut, looked dressed and pretty.
Lannes is about half way to Troisvilles.

From the height beyond Lannes, which sepa-
rates it from the Valley of Montori, the view is
very beautiful; the mountains, though free

YOL. II. Lu



TROISVILLES.

fropi snow, are of a bold character, and an
abrupt rock, the bank of which is covered with
trees and verdure, is a striking object. Fern
grows abundantly on all the hills, We had a
long descent to a broken bridge, passed through
the village of Montori, and soon after reached
Tardets.

It was market-day, and, as usual in all this
country, the streets were crowded. Grain of
various kinds, eattle, and pigs, seemed the chief
articles. Then there were stalls for shoes, bread
and a kind of cake, bacon and cheese, ribbons
and tapes floating in the air from a frame, orna-
ments, crosses, beads, &c. After leaving Tar-
dets, we kept along the right bank of the Sais-
sons, and in a few minutes reached our desti.
nation. M. and Madame de M—— R—— re-
ceived us most kindly.

Monday, September 6.—Troisvilles.—This old
chateau was built in the reign of Louis X111,
by an ancestor of the present possessor,
valorous-looking Count de Montreal, whose por-
trait hangs in the dining-room. Heis dressed in
blue armour, with red satin stockings, and fine
lace ruffies round his knees. It is a most plea-
sant house : my bed-room, where I am now

=
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writing, has three large windows, and the little
dressing-room another—all looking different
ways, each commanding different views, and
all lovely. Last night, the clear southern moon
lighted up the landscape, shining on the distant
mountains, and causing the old terraces and fine
avenue close under my windows to glow with
that sort of warm, romantic hue which seems
much more fitted for lovers’ serenades, thun can
be imagined by those who have experienced only
the eold, religious light shed by our northern
moons.

The village church is close by ; and yesterday
morning the chime of a most harmonious peal of
bells enticed me to the window ; and there 1 saw
the peasants, in their gayest attire, going to
the early mass., A most cheerful group they
were. And after service was over, some lin-
gered under the lime avenue, and some walked
along the terraces and flower gardens of the
chateau: under those trees they hawe their
village fétes—it is there they dance, and sing,
and play at nine pins, between the house of
prayer and the dwelling of their Seigneur—the
priest standing by, and the lord of the soil and
his guests looking on. But the peasant’s mirth

02



THE DUCHESSE DE DERRI.

s iinocent—he is enjoying the day of restin
e manner he has been taught to think right;
and the presence of the priest, his Maker's repre-
sentative, and the smiles of his temporal master,
the good-natured owner of the chateau, only add
to his delight.

And thus yesterday was passed; the melo-
dious bells calling several times a happy popu-
lation to come and give thanks to the Author of
their blessings, and pray for a continuance of
them ; and some who, from recent affliction or
illness, could not afterwards participate in the
gay dance or merry games, remained in the house
of God, whose doors are ever open, and whose
decorated altars are always ready for the suppli-

ant's prayer.
The Duchesse de Berri once breakfasted on

the terrace of this chateau, under a fine large
oak, which had adorned the grounds even long
before the castle was built—a venerable con-
temporary of Francois I, and under whose
pleasant shade the brave gentleman in blue
armour and lace knee-ruffles may have often
luxuriated. This aristocratic tree, which may
have existed, for aught we know, in the time
of o still more remote ancestor of this family,

DANCE DE ROLAND, 1949

the Count de Montreal, who possessed that
venerable castle of Urtubi, near Urugne, when
Louis XL had his interview there with the Kings
of Aragon and Castile ; this tree, called in its
latter days ** the Duchesse de Berri's Oak,"” was,
during the eventful month of July, 1830, struck
by lightning, and totally destroyed !

One of the village dances here represents a
history of the renowned Roland and his horse,
The most active of the men is dressed so as to
represent a horse, with iron-bound shoes on his
hands and feet ; he kicks and plunges to prevent
the others from coming near, while they are to try
and eatch him.  All this pantomime is danced to
a wild air, and whoever succeeds in catching the
formidable horse, becomes the Roland of the féte,
and receives the prize.

We do not reckon the French a comfortable
nation, they had however very good ideas of
comfort, even in the time of Louis XIII. No-
thing can be more luxurious and enjoyable than
this chateau, and yet it has been very little
altered since that time—far more advanced in
luxury than our edifices of that period, though
this climate would seem to require less than
ours. Most of the family pictures were burnt
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by the enraged peasants at the revolution, and
the house was greatly injured, the furniture all
destroyed, and the hall converted into a bake-
house for the troops. M. de M R—— has
repaired it, and will soon have the place in very
nice order. It is now a very comfortable house.
Luckily, the portrait of that Count de Troisvilles
who built this house escaped ; the same who en-
deavoured to destroy Richelieu by obtaining a
written order from Louis X111, but was not able.
Among the few other portraits which escaped, is
an original one of Louis XIV,, when a child,
with rosy cheeks and point ruff; the others are
the old Duchesse de Berri, daughter of the Regent
Orleans ; and the young Bourbon King of Spain,
which was painted when he passed by here to take
possesgion of his kingdom.

1 like the French style of living—the dejeuner
i la fourchette at eleven, gives a long indepen-
dent morning. We had some tea, at eight, in
our room, and at eleven went down to an excel-
lent breakfast, The situation of Troisvilles is
very pretty, having the advantage of the river
and its fertile banks of wood, and a number of
undulating heights, backed by mountains, M. de
M—— R—— has planted a good deal, the
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walks are well kept, and as he now principally
resides here, he will continue to improve it.

Soon after leaving Oleron, we quitted Bearn,
and entered Basque—the languages are totally
different, the Basque being very peculiar. There
are in it indications which would seem to point
out the period when this country was occupied
by the English—for instance, this morning a
party of villagers were playing at ball near the
house—a game at which they are expert; I was
surprised to hear the player, who gave out the
ball, do so precisely as in England, first saying— -
 Play.” T found afterwards, it is not a Basque
word ; and is only used to call attention to the
game. It must have remained from the old
time when the English possessed this part of the
country. An English name is also given toa
mixture which is looked upon as a restorative—
the remains of the buillon is mixed with wine,
and so drank ; this draught is considered very
strengthening after fatigue, and is called *“ good
health.”

We drove to-day, in' an open carriage, to
Mauleon, which lies about five or six miles down
the valley—a very pretty drive. Unluckily, the
day was not fine, and a shower came on just
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38 / got there, which prevented us from
going up to the old castle i

, now a prison—the
view from which, in fine weather, must be very
good. : Mauleon is an interesting town of great
antiquity, and stood several memorable siegesin
the wars of our Black Prince. It has one of
those curious old churches, said to have been built
by the Templars, and which are common in this
f:um:.tr;r. They have a singular tower, terminat-
ing in three rounded projections: below them
is a kind of shed where the bells are kept, and
the eastern extremity is circular.

At L{?ulmn we saw an old mansion-house,
of ?umdemble size, ornamented with fine
carving, in a very good style, It is occupied by a
hnily., whoa few days ago narrowly escaped de-
struction during a storm ; the lightning struck
the hll:ll._ where they were at dinner, injured
the building, but providentially burt nobody
1 took a sketch of Mauleon from the road leud..
ing to Navareins, and one of Troisvilles, on our
return.

Many of the peasants here, and in the rest of
the Pyrenees, are proprietors; those who are
tenants are 8o at will: six months’ notice on
either side, will break the connexion ; the land-
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lord receives half the crop. After breakfast to-
day, we took a walk to the other side of the River
Saissons: crossing the river by a nervous bridge
for a carriage, for it was very narrow, and with-
out any guard: we then ascended the stream,
and had a pretty view of the chiteau, backed by
woods, and graceful heights, We crossed the
river again, and had a beautiful view of Tardets.
It is an old bourg, and some of its inhabitants,
though differing, neither in expenditure nor ap-
pearance, from their neighbours, are very rich—
worth 150,000 or 200,000 francs. We went
into the chureh, a small, ancient building, which
was formerly a chapel to a chateau which stood
on an adjoining hill, where the vineyard is now.
It belonged, I think, to a Count Wirtemburg, a
branch of the Montmorency family. We met
the curé, who removed a curtain to shew us the
picture of a Magdalene, which appeared well
painted ; it is by a Spanish master, and bas in
the corner the Montmorency arms. FHe com-
plained sadly of the inadequacy of the church to
the present population ; and, indeed, the most
curious thing about it is the way in which gal-
Iéries bave been piled one on the other, to give
more room, We had a very pleasant walk, and
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CURIOUS TRADITION.

after/an excellent dinner at six o’clock, had some
co 7 Elld e x

‘music in the evening.

There is a curious tradition that the round,
isolated mountain, which stands up the valley
near this place, is hollow, and that once there

existed through it a secret passage into Spain.
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CHAPTER XIV,

Exeursion to the Vallée d' Aspe—Eeturn to Pau.

Oleron, Tuesday, Sept. Tth.—Left our pleasant
friends and their lovely abode at Troisvilles, and
returned to our comfortable apartments and
smiling host at the Hotel Condesse. Our drive
here was beautiful, but I was far from well, and
therefore only half enjoyed it. As we passed
through Sainte Marie, we stopped to see the
church, which is remarkable for its rich orna-
ments, 1 afterwards heard that the church of
Sainte Marie is also famous for the richly-em-
broidered vestments of the priests. We saw
some ill-executed reliefs on the altars, par-
ticularly one in the right aisle from the entrance ;
these are richly gilt, as are some statues; but
nothing in good taste. The extreme heat, and
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i syvelled face, threatened again to prevent our
ong-intended visit to the Valley of Aspe. How-
ever, when W, awoke me the next morning at
five o'clock to know how I was, the swelling
being better, 1 muttered a half-sleepy assent to
the proposed expedition, and by seven we were
in a little rough carriage, with two lively horses,
driven by a fat coachman, and on the high road
to Spain.

The scenery is different from any we have
seen, being a succession of small, crooked
valleys, divided by very narrow defiles. The
road to the Vallée d'Aspe is in general ex-
cellent; and beyond Bidous great improve-
ments are taking place, with a view of making
by this route a carringe communication between
Paris and Madrid: this would be realizing a pro.
ject of Napoleon's, and would be much shorter
than those by Bayonne and Perpignan. After
leaving Oleron, instead of ascending the paved
hill of St. Marie, we turned to the left, and kept
along the Gave in front of the new Séminaire,
and entered a rich plain ; met abundance of carts
drawn by bullocks, and numbers of people on
the road, many coming to the fair of Oleron,
which is to take place to-morrow, and at which
a great number of horses are sold. Arras is a
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pretty village, and commands a good view ; but
that descending to the river, opposite to the vil-
lage of Escot, is still finer ; a lofty, rocky out-
line, and the nearer heights covered with fern,
now in some patches beginning to assume its
autumn tint, The farmers are busily employed
getting in their second crop of hay ; this gives a
dressed appearance to the fields, and was pecu-
linrly striking to-day, as rocks partially covered
with wood are of frequent occurrence, and rising
from the brilliant green meadows, they have a
look of refinement, as if they were thus arranged
to ornament pleasure grounds,

There was great variety in our drive to-day.
After leaving the plain of Oleron, we had a sue-
cession of three or four valleys—each with its
narrow entrance—sometimes so narrow that na-
ture made a passage only for the torrent, and art,
by cutting through the rock, has added the road,
As we descended to the Pont d'Escot, a curious
conical lime-stone rock occurs so close to the
road, that part of it was cut away to allow room
to pass. Near the Pont d’Escot, the road has
been greatly improved, so that the Roman in-
seription which once stood above is now on a
level with the traveller. The upper part of the
inscription appears to be in its original state, and
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simost illegible ; the lower part looks as if it
ad been retouched. 1 copied part of it, as fol-
follows :—
# L. Valwrioe Ger
11 vir bis hane

Viam restituit
Qe amd L)

The number of beggars, making a sad display
of their infirmities, shews that thiz must bea
very frequented route. After crossing the bridge,
the drive is beautiful: we passed a small bath-
ing establishment, frequented, as 1 heard, only
by the lower class ; and a paper manufactory,
worked by a stream close to its source,—such is
the force with which it rises within a few yards
of the Gave.

‘We again crossed a bridge, to reach another
valley, and ascended to the little town of Sarance,
whose church possesses an image of great sanc.
tity, and which was, in former times, of suffi-
cient celebrity to obtain a visit from Louis XT.
I rather think the image must be in a small
chapel near the road : many people were kneel-
ing before it. The road continued to follow
the windings of the Gave, and the narrow valleys
full of beauty. Before reaching Bidous, we left

el
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the river, to ascend a hill, and at its top, and im-
mediately before entering the town, had a good
view of the Valley d’Aspe, properly so called,
which for beauty is much inferior to the narrow
valleys that, on either side, give access to it. It
contains a number of villages, and therefore for
its limited extent must have a great population.
The mountain outline is fine, but the valley itself
is bare of tre¢s. It contains six or seven villages
in its limited space, and in early times, before
its union with Bearn, was a little republic,

We stopped at the inn, which is not in any
way attractive, but as it has a reputation far
beyond that of Urdoz, we may conclude the
latter to be very bad. The heat had been great
this morning, and increased as we advanced ; but
the drive beyond Bidous was beautiful—superior
in grandeur of feature to the approach on the
other side. We continued in the flat valley by
an excellent road to beyond Accous ; which is the
largest village in the valley, and, I think, existed
in the time of the Romans. It was the birth-
place of hesp-uunins, to whose memory an obe-
lisk has lately been erected, in a good situation,
on a green height overlooking the village.

The mountain outline is very fine, particularly
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e Accous, We soon after approached the
ermination of the valley: as at Pierrefitte and
other places, the rock projected so far as barely
to allow a passage for the Gave, and a very nar-
row and bad road; now an excellent one is
nearly finished, which, by blasting away the
rock and building over the torrent, has been
made sufficiently wide, Near it is a curious old
bridge, the Pont de Lescun, very steep, and
without a parapet: it leads to the villages of
Lees and Osse ; the latter lies nearly opposite to
Bidous, and is remarkable for having its popula-
tion half protestant and half eatholic, yet living
together in perfect harmony. What a blessing it
would beif they could give Ireland the receipt!
We advanced, and passed on our right, on the
other side of the Gave, the Valley of Lescuy,
terminated by a fine height, and is said to have
a cascade of considerable beauty. As we ad-
vanced, the valley behind us seemed shut in by
a great fortified height—the perpendicular rock
rising abruptly from the woods, which cover the
mountains below, It has a similar effect as the
formation about Les Eaux Chaudes. In this
narrow valley, irrigation is well managed by
canals, at different heights along the Gave.

DRIVE TO OLKRON, 21L

We passed through the village of Eigun, with
the smaller one of Cette above us, and arrived
to within half an hour of the Portalet, and
three-quarters from Urdos, when the heat
fairly drove us back. The Portalet, a passage
between two rocks, is said to be curious, and the
road, so far as we went, is excellent, and is, of
the mountain approaches to Spain, the best, and
the longest way practicable for a carriage.

On our return, the grand line of rock re-
sembling a fortification was finely before us.
‘We stopped at Bedous for dinner, which was, all
things considered, better than we expected ; and
afterwards, paid a visit to Madame G——,
of whom our amiable little bookseller at Oleron
had spoken to us: her garden is rather pretty,
and commands a good view of the valley. It
was nearly half-past four when we started on our
return, and had a delicious cool drive, enjoying
still more, perhaps, than in the morning, that
beautiful part of it between Sarance and the
Pont d’Escot. The comforts of our inn at
Oleron were quite wanting to me, who had
suffered much with a headache during the whole
drive. 1 laid down on the sofa, and thought of
all the beautifal scenery we had passed through.
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ARRIVAL AT PAU.

y reflection, the chief features of the Valley
P'Aspe seem to be sloping lawns interspersed
with forest trees, sometimes rising to the sum-
mit of heights which though lofty are not so
uncomfortably perpendicular as those of the
Hautes Pyrenees, and yet they are by no means
deficient in boldness.

Pau, Thursday, Sept. 9th.—~There was a fair
this morning at Oleron. We left it about nine
o'clock, in great confusion, and arrived here at
twelve, in great heat. On leaving Oleron, we
met crowds of people and eattle flocking into it,
for the fair. The view of the mountains on our
right very fine. After continuing for some time
in a varied and pretty country, we ascended a
long hill, and enjoyed from its summit a fine
view of the mountains on the right, and over 4
richly-cultivated country, dotted with habita.
tions, on the left. At Gau, we joined the Eaux
Bonnes road, and soon afterwards reached Pau,
and fortunately found rooms vacant at the Hotel
de France—rather an unusual event at this season
of the year. The day was cloudy, but this even-
ing disclosed the mountains in all their beauty,
and from the terrace walk we saw the sun set on
each succeeding height. The band played, and
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we walked up and down the promenade, enjoying
the pleasure of meeting some kind friends whom
we rejoiced to see aggin_

Saturday, Sept. 11th—~The weather is in-
tensely hot; it has been most oppressive since
our arrival, I feel so imbued with heat that 1
cannot fancy I can ever be cool again. The first
day of it was luxurious, and 1 enjoyed the sort
of impossible-to-do-anything, darkened-roomlife,
which we led; but it is now getting serious, and
the impossibility to stir out till night has in some
measure cooled the scorching ground, becomes
very annoying.

Sunday, 12th.—Pau.—Still hotter than ever ;
I can scarcely move, and am kept a closer pri-
soner by the sun than we were, on our former
visit here in July, by the rain. After sun-set,
however, we have contrived to visit the beautiful
old castle, of which I have said very little ; but
it has been so fully described by every one who
has written on the Pyrences, and its historical
recollections are so well known, it would be use-
less to repeat them ; particularly as we intend to
see Foix—the ancient town from which the mo-
narchs of Bearn originally came; and though
still more interesting, and far more ancient, it

2
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appears. to be very rarely visited by tourists.
When we arrive within its ancient walls, 1 shall
endeavour to describe it, and insert some in-
teresting quotations relating to its former cele-
brated inhabitants,

A pleasant party at Miss F——'3, Saturday.
Met two Spaniards who sang very well—one, a
priest, of whom we heard the interesting trait,
that he gave up some scholars to whom he was
teaching Spanish to a poor Carlist colonel, be-
cause he had a wife and large family,

We have arranged to start for St. Gaudens
to-morrow, and intend to proceed afterwards
by St G irons and Foix to Ax, in the Eastern
Pyrences. We shall leave Pau with greatregret ;
mmmm,l be endeared to us,
from the many kind friends it contains, and from
the great kindness and hospitality we have re.
ceived.
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CHAPTER XV,

Tarbes—8t. Gandens—5t, Girons—Loix, snd jts aneient
castle—Journey Lo Ax,

Saturday, September 18th.—Az.—A little unfre.
quented bathing-place in the Eastern Pyrenecs,
three days journey to the south-cast of Pau. Last
year I made up my mind that it was very foolish
to travel northwards in search of health, pleasure,
or amusement ; and now I am come to the same
conclusion, and still more strongly with regard
to the south, I cannot imagine how the sudden
and violent changes of this elimate can do good
to any one; and so far from my spirits being
clated or soothed, they were never so depressed,
or in such a painfully irritable state. So much
for southern suns !

After our long residence at the baths, T was
pleased with Oleron, as a permanently inhabited
town, u place occupied during the summer
season only, has always a melancholy effect on
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Sipjiorece se—Il cannot help thinking how sad it must look

in winter, when every one is gone.

The air feels pleasanter here than in any place
we have visited since Paris; and the face of
the country all the way from St Gaudens
has soothed and gratified me. The buildings, cos-
tume, and country present a new aspect, and,
just now, one of great singularity. The plains
are occupied by large fields of sarazin, now
* white for harvest.” Above these, the dark
vines and their purple fruit are festooned from
one tree to the other, which, for this purpose,
are planted in long rows, so that at a distance
they resemble immense bridges or aqueducts
thrown over great lakes and rivers.

The towns, perched on rocky, conical heights,
are generally surmounted by the ruins of an old
castle, and surrounded by venerable walls crum.
bling to decay. They tell the imagination many
a tale of past grandeur, and feats of arms, in the
romantic by-gone days of chivalry, All these
towns, particularly Foix, have a grander and
more ancient aristocratic look than those of the
Western Pyrenees, not excepting Pau itself ; but
then they bear fewer marks of present affluence
and prosperity.

The population here looks more Spanish, and
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the round berret of Bearn and the Pays Basque
is replaced by a long, hanging lilac cap, some-
thing like the Catalonian. The men wear a
light-blue coat, generally suspended over one
shoulder ; women, close-coloured caps, trimmed
with a row of lace put plain round the edge,
which has rather a pretty effect.

On arriving at Ax, we were in despair at the
extreme dirtiness of both hotels, but with a
little perseverance we succceded in getting to-
lerable lodgings. After a late breakfast or
early dinner, a kind of dejeuné dinatoire, fur-
nished by a most civil, bowing traiteur, I
mounted a donkey, and we set off on the road
towards Spain. Near the town are some inte-
resting old castles, attributed to the Romans;
but, before I say anything more of this place, 1
will give the notes | made in the earriage during
our three days’ journey from Pau to Ax.

We left Pau on Thursday, at a quarter before
five—a beautiful starlight moming. Our road
lay over part of the extensive lande called le
Pont Long. In part of this, Henry IV. stuck
in a bog, whilst snipe-shooting. How familiar
this sounds, and how vividly does it set before us
the every-day life of former days! Had we
passed the winter here, very possibly, a similar



The road is quite flat, and is shaded with fine
chesnuts and oaks. The mountain range unfor-
tunately became gradually clouded, and this in-
terfered with the complete enjoyment of the
:Eublu view of the plain of Tarbes and its out-
}u:mu, with the village of Bios and jts fine church
in the fore-ground. We drove slowly, so that it
took us four hours to reach Tarbes. We were
recommended to go to the Hatel de I'Europe,
but T must say that the Hotel de la Paix scems
by far the better house. Crowds of country
people were flocking in for the fair, which is
to take place to-day, so that Tarbes was scen to

its v which is remarkable for six v
. 1 Eqr
fine muhh which support the canopy

At Tarbes, Froissart says he was very com-
fortable at the Hotel of the Star, and remained

there the whole day, « for it was i
' a commodious
place, and has a handsome river,” Edward the

Black Prince, and his wife, visited the Count of
Armagnac at his court here ; and the persuasion
nf.thr.' Princess of Wales eaused the Count of
Foix, who came to pay hig respects to her, to do

v
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a generous aet, of which Froissart gives an in-
teresting account.®

A long stage to Lannes Mazan—thirty-three
kilometres, (upwards of twenty English miles,)
between five and six of which were in the

* Daring the time the Prince and Princess of Wales were
at Tarbes, the Count was in bis town of Pau, grecling o

handsome castle adjoining to the outskivts of the Lowe, and
on the river Gave.

As soon as he was informed of the arrival of the Privee
and Princess at Tarbes, he made his proparations, aml vi-
sited them in great state, aceompanied by upwards of six
hundred horse and sisty knights. They were much pleased
at his visit, and entertained him handsomoly, as he was well
degerving of it; and the Princess puid bim the most engagiog
sltentions, The Count d"Armagnae and the Lord d"Albreth
wore present, and the Prinee was entrealed to roquest tho
Count de Foix to release the Count from all or part of whai
hie was indebted to him for his ransom.

The Prince, being a prudent as well os o valinnt man,
having considered awhile, mid he would not do so, aml
added: » Count J'Armagnae, you were made prisoner by
fair deeds of arms, and in open battle ; you put our cousin,
the Count de Faix, his person, and his men, to the hazard of
the fight ; and if fortune has been favourable to him and ad-
verse to you, he ought not to fare the wore for it. Neither
my lord and father nor mysell would bave thanked you if
you had enteeated us to give back what we had honourably
and forlunately won at the battle of Poitiers, for which we
return thanks to the Lord God,” The Count o' Armagnac,
an hearing this, wis quito thesderstrock ; and, wotwithatand-
fng he bad failed in his oxpoctations, he made a similar reqoest
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' and in clear weather the view of the
of mountains, particularly of the Pic du
Midi, must be very good; but now, alas! all
was in cbscurity, and so far as we were this day
concerned, it were as good that the great pic had
never been ; to us, the landscape, deprived of its
chief ornament, was reduced to the beauties of
wood and cultivation. From the plain we had a

to the Princess, who cheerfully entreated the Count de Foix
to grant her & boon.

“ Mundawm," replied the Count, “T mm bui a small gentle-
man, and an insignifieant bachelor, therofore 1 cannot make
large gifts; but if the boon you request do not exceed sixty
m franes, :‘gru:l it."  The Princess wns anxions to

whole ; but the Count, being a wary man, paid
much sltontion to all his personal affairs; besides, he sus-
pected Lhis boon regarded the vamsom of the Count &"Ar-
magnae. He therefore continued—st Madam, for a poor

kuight like me,who am to :
ey 3 'h,..Ith wns and castles, the gift 1

W];u the Princess found she could not guin more, she
said, ¥ Count de Foix, I request and entroat you would for-
give the Connt d' Armagoae.”

“ Madam,” answered the Count, « [ ought to comply with
your request. I have sald, that thebnmrw!uﬁcitnddld
uot excoed sixty thousand franes T would grant it. The
Count " Armagnae owes me two hundred and fifly thousand,
and at your eatreaty I give you sixty thousand of them.”

Thus ended the matter ; and the Couny d'Armagnac, by
the Princess’s entreaty, gaived sixty thousnd franes. The
Count de Foix, shortly afterwands, retyeyod to his own
pountry.
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long ascent, having a fine oak wood, occupying
the ravine on the right ; the road still crowded
with men, women, oxen, sheep, carts, horses,
and donkeys, hurrying to the fair. The red ca-
pulet is again prevalent; but the brown berret
of the men is now giving place to the hat.
After an hour and a half’'s drive, passed
through a large bourg, Tournay ; and here the
secondary heights become more picturesque ; the
road itself is good, but hilly. Passed the village
of la Nespede, near which are the baths of Ac-
cabert, which are said to be very efficacious,
and where Lady W—— is staying. After
the twenty-fifth kilometre, we had a steep and
long ascent, to reach Malvoisin, the old castle
about which Froissart tells a romantic story.
This led us to a plateau of some extent covered
with fern, where the Bagneres de Luchon road
joins this, and we soon after reached the station.
We were three hours and fifty minutes en route,
and had to wait nearly an hour for horses, and
then started, with the postmaster as postboy,
who, however, would not undertake to manage
the four horses, so we were obliged to get an-
other driver for the leaders ; but they got on fa-
mously by an almost flat road—the table land
1 before noticed, to Montrejean..



scarcely visible, Immediately below the hill of
Montrejean the roads again separated—that of
Luchon turning to the right to cross the Garonne,
we kept along the left bank, and generally by a
flat road. A fine view from an ascent before we
reached St. Gaudens: the Garonne, and the
small town of St. Valentine below. St. Gaudens
is an old, irregularly built town; it was crowded
with people, as all these towns are on a market
day, but otherwise appeared uninteresting ; we
stopped at an uncomfortable large inn—I think
the Hotel de France. The road will be much
improved by a new passage which is now being
made, avoiding the narrow streets of the town.
We started at a quarter after six. Another
cloudy day,—a comfort, as to feeling, with the
recollection of the heat of Pau; but jt deprives
our drive of much of its enjoyment, by conceal-
ing the distant mountains, Road very flat
thirough the valley of the Garonne, A highly-
cultivated plain on our right; 5 range of low
and wooded heights its opposite boundary : then
more lofty ones, and probably beyond them the
Maledetta range; but to.day this is conjecture.
After three-quacters of an hour, saw o fine ruin
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of a castle situated on a mound on the right bank
of the river, which put me in mind of Froissart’s
deseription, and of the conversation he had with
his friend while riding along this road.* The
country people are now busily employed in
ploughing. A very rude process—a pair of
oxen draw the diminutive plough, which the
ploughman directs with one hand, and holds
a long stick in the other to guide the oxen. 1
saw to-day three pairs working three ploughs
in the same furrow. We had a sick horse—
changing him, to act as leader, caused some delay,

We then descended to a lower level, and con-

* He says—* As we were walking among these towns and
castles, in abeantiful meadow, by the side of the Garonne, the
Knight sald, ¢SirJohn, I have witnessed here many oxoellent
skirmishes and combuts between the Armagnaes and the
Foixians ; for there was neither town nor castle that was not
well garrisoned with men-at-arms, who engaged with anl
pursaed each other. Do you see youder those rains ?—they
are the remains of a fort which the Armagunes raised ngainet
those two castles, which they Olled with mdn-al-arms, who
did much damage to ihe lands of the Count de Folx. on the
other sida of the river, but T will tell/you how they paid for
it. The Count de Foix,one night, sent his brothor, Sir Peter
de Béarn, with two hundrod lances and four hundrod peasants,
Inden with faggotaand as much wood as they conld eut from
the bedges, which they piled around this fort and set on fire,
vo that the fort was burnt and all in iy, for none roevived
qguarter, and since that fime no one bas darod to rebuild it
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finyfed in it to Lestelles : where are the ruins of a
castle, and beyond it saw two others. A number
of excellent farm-houses scattered over the
country and along the road. We now left the
flat, and, ascending, reached a pass, where a pro-
jecting line of rock has been blasted to make
room for the road, and further widening and im-
provement is now being done. The view of the
river, and a house with plantations on a height
overhanging it on the opposite side is very pretty.
At Martory, we left the direct road to Toulouse,
and crossed the Garonne, by a bridge which has
a kind of triumphal arech upon it. A long and
steep hill brought us to Montsaunes, where is a
very curious old church, with the triple-headed
steeple, like those in the Valley of Mauleon,
attributed to the Knights Templars.
There is a road to St Beat on the right. On
the left is Salies, a large bourg, with a ruined
castle. At Mane, the station, we forded a tribuy.
tary of the Salat: here, opposite the post, is a
fine elm, said to have been planted at the birth
of Henry IV. We were now in the valley of the
Salat—it lay to our left. The country is rich
and cultivated, covered with vines festooned to
standards over fields of sarazin, a very useful
grain, as it is often sown after the rye or comn
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has been cut, and ripens hefore winter. At a
distance, its white flower looks like water, and
the rows of vines like rows of arches, A very
Italian-looking place, on a commanding, conical
height at Prat.

St. Lizier, on the Salat, is very picturesque,
partly on the height above the river, and enclosed
with a very ancient-looking wall, and remains of
towers. An old church and towers crown the
whole. One of the towers is of an octagon
form, and seems built of marble. There is a
steep bridge over the river. We kept on the
left bank, and soon reached St. Girons, an ancient
place, whose principal attraction to us was an
excellent déjeuné & la fourchette, & 1'Hotel de
France. 'Wewerea great curiosity to the worthy
St. Gironites, and the children were in ecstasies
at seeing themselves reflected in our rumble.
Whilst breakfast was preparing, we walked on
the promenade, and to the principal church .
some gaudy altars, but I saw nothing remark-
able. Pigs and geese are the chief commodities :
the geese are fatted to a great size,

The Valley of the Salat is said to be very inte-
resting: Beix is a small town init, and, from its
commerce with Spain, of some importanee. Near



CHATEAY DE CASTELNAN.,

o the ruins of the fine Castle de la Garde, one
sfAhose destroyed by the poliey of Richelieu, in
the reign of Louis XIII. Mont Valier is a fine
height, near the extremity of this valley, more
than 8500 feet high, from whenee the view is
snid to be of great beauty, so that, altogether,
the Valley of the Salat is well worthy of a visit.

Though on leaving St. Girons, we left the
Valley of the Salat, we still continued in beauti-
ful scenery, and, about two hours’ drive from St.
Girons, reached a pretty chateau, belonging to
the Marquise de Castelnan, backed with wood ;

near it is another handsome castle, and a third
~on the summit of a wooded height. The cha-
racter of this scenery is a succession of wooded
elevations, many of them crowned with a dwell-
ing, one of those substantial farm-houses which
are general in this country.

La Bestide de Serons an interesting old
place, is situated on the Arise, and partly
built on the side of a rocky height. Its old wall,
tall houses, open galleries, and flat-tiled roofs,
give it a southern and picturesque air. Near
it is the ruin of an old tower, ealled the Tour de
Loup, with which a curious story is conneeted.

Gaston X., Count de Foix, had been for some
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time married to a young lady who was only
fourteen, when he was summoned by Philip le
Bel to march with his contingent of troops, and
join his sovereign. At the court he was capti-
vated by Jeanne d'Artois, the niece of the King ;
but his marriage seemed an insurmountable
barrier to wishes which he could not conceal.

‘" Never mind," said Philip ; * you shall marry
my niece.”

““ But the Pope will never consent,” replied
Gaston.

“ Leave that to me,"” said the King; ** de-
pend upon it, you shall marry my niece."

The unfortunate young Countess, when she
heard of this affair, immediately informed Pope
Boniface VIII. of it, and implored his inter-
ference, who instantly issued a bull of excom-
munication against any priest who should marry
Gaston to any other woman during the life-time
of his wife.

“ In spite of all this,” said Philip, © my niece
shall marry the Count de Foix."”

So he sent for the Count and his niece, and con-
ducted them to the chapel, where he summoned
his grand almoner, whom he thus addressed :

** Here,"” said he, ** is the altar, at which you

must marry this young couple ; and there is a
YOL. 15, qQ
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ogallows, on which you shall be hanged, if you
refuse.”

The marriage took place. Some months after,
the Count returned to Foix with Jeanne d’Artois,
when his unfortunate first wife, in order to escape
the persecutions of her rival, was obliged to quit
her castle, and take refuge in the Tour de Loup,
where she gave birth to a son, who was called
Loup, hecause he was born on that saint’s day.
There the poor Countess remained, entirely de-
voted to the education of her son, until she could
inhabit the Monastery of Salanques, which
Gaston built for her, near the little town of Des
Bordes, and of which she was the first ahbbess.
Her son laid claim to the County of Foix, and
though Philip refused to acknowledge his pre-
tensions, yet he gave him great possessions.

Between the sixth and seventh kilometre from
Foix, we ascended, and a valley of a larger cha-
racter opened on us, After passing a curious
rock we reached the Col des Bouches, and had a
long and sharp descent into the valley of the
Aritge. I have seldom seen anything so beau-
tiful as the first glimpse we obtained of this
valley, with the ancient town of Foix situated in
the centre. Its most picturesque castle, as we

approached, was seen to peculiar advantage,—
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strongly lighted by a beam of the setting sun,
which, issuing from beneath a cloud, fell alone
upon the castle, whilst all the rest of the pic-
ture was in shade. On approaching nearer, We
had a still finer view of the castle and its three
towers, perched immediately above the town on
a conical and rocky height, at the base of which
flows the Ariége. A handsome Lridge adds to
the beauty of the scene; and, on the left, there
is an elevation of far greater magnitude, sur-
mounted by the ruins of a chapel,

‘We crossed the bridge, from whenee the views
are extremely picturesque, and drove to the
Hotel de la Poste. An ill-looking, lame woman
led the way into a dark and dirty passage, into
which some rooms opened; but they looked
so uncomfortable, and the whole concern was so
repulsive, that we went to reconnoitre another inn
opposite the bridge, which proved to be not only
decidedly better than its rival of the * Poste,”
but really a very tolerable inn. Our lame ac-
quaintance wanted eight franes for her dirty
rooms: the host of the Rocher de Foix let us
have his, tar better rooms, for five francs: so
that we were, in every way, gainers. We then
went out to explore, and had a very interesting

ramble, -
q2
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Joix is a very ancient town; some give it a
Grecian origin, attributing its foundation to the
Phocians : it certainly existed in the fifth cen-
tury, and its Counts were celebrated for their
valour, magnificence, and wealth. In 1457, Gas-
ton de Foix gave a magnificent féte, on the mar-
riageof Magdelaine, the daughter of Charles VIL.,
to Ladislas, King of Hungary. This féte is said
to have cost 5000 crowns. In 1432, Gaston IV.,
by his marriage with Eleonore de Navarre, the
heiress of that kingdom, became King of Navarre.
Frangois Pheebus died without children, and left
the County of Foix to Catherine, his sister, who
married Jean d'Albert, in 1488, and thus began
the third dynasty. Jeanne d'Albert, the daughter
of Henry of Navarre, married Antoine de Bour-
bon, and the fourth dynasty, thus commenced,
ended by the union of the kingdom with France,
in 1620, under Louis XIII. No traces of these
celebrated men remain, except their castle, and
that is now a prison; but, notwithstanding its
present degradation, we gazed with great in-
terest on the old walls,

I will quote, or rather abridge, Froissart’s
romantic account of the celebrated Count de
Foix's murder of his own son :—

Gaston Phaebus, Count de Foix, had married
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Agues, the sister of the King of Navarre, Gas-
ton had made prisoner the Lord of Albreth, but,
by the intercession of Agnes and the King of
Navarre, restored his prisoner to liberty on the
promise of the payment of fifty thousand crowns,
which was guaranteed by the King of Navarre ;
ta whom the Lord of Albreth paid the money,
but who refused to pay it over, on the pretence
that Gaston P'heebus owed u similar sum, for his
wife's dower.

This breach of trust exasperated Phoebus
against his wife and her brother, and he de-
spatched hier to the court of Navarre, to endea-
vour, by a personal interview, to obtain redress.
She, however, failed in her endeavours, and,
fearing the anger of her husband, resolved
not to return.  Gaston had one son by Agnes ;
he was named after his father, and, as Froissart
says, ** grew up, and became a fine young gen-
tleman,” and ** the youth might be about
lifteen or sixteen years old. He was a very
handsome figure, and the exact resemblance of
his father in his whole form.”

He took it into his head to make a journey
into Navarre, to visit his mother and uncle ; but
it was an unfortunate Jjourney for him and for
this country. The King entertained him well,



departure he made him handsome presents, and
did the same by his attendants. The last gift
the King gave him was the cause of his death,
and I will tell you how it happened.

As the youth was on the point of setting out,
the king took him privately into his chamber
and gave him a bag full of powder, which was
of such pernicious quality as would cause the
death of any one that ate of it. ** Gaston, my
dear nephew,” said the King, * will you do
what I am about to tell you? You see how un-
justly the Count de Foix hates your mother,
who being my sister, it displeases me as much
as it should you. If you wish to reconcile your
father to your mother, you must take a small
pinch of this powder, and, when you see a
proper opportunity, strew it over the meat des-
tined for your father's table; but take care no
one sees you. The instant he shall have tasted
it, he will be impatient for his wife, your mother,
to return to him: and they will love each other
henceforward so strongly they will never again
be separated. You ought to be anxious to see
this accomplished. Do not tell it to any one ;
for, if you do, it will lose its effect.”

Ll.ﬁ_— 4—_.-—_..'_&.1; B
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The youth, who believed everything his uncle,
the King of Navarre, had told him, replied, he
would cheerfully do as he had said ; and on this
he departed from Pampeluna, on his return to
Orthés, His father, the Count de Foix, re-
ceived him with pleasure, and asked what was
the news in Navarre, and what presents and
jewels had been given him? He replied, ** Very
handsome ones ;"' and shewed them all, except
the bag which contained the powder. Gaston
got information that his son carried a bag
fastened inside his dress, and his suspicions
were excited.

Then continues Froissart :—

His son Gaston always placed the dishes be-
fore him, and tasted the meats. As soon as he
had served the first dish, and done what was
usual, the Count cast his eyes on him, having
formed his plan, and saw the strings of the bag
hanging from his pourpoint. This sight made
his blood boil, and he said, ** Gaston, come
hither ; I want to whisper you something !” The
youth advanced to the table, when the Count,
opening his bosom, undid his pourpoint, and
with his knife cut away the bag.

The young man was thunderstruck, and said
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i word, but turned pale with fear, and began
0 tremble exceedingly ; for he was conscious he
had done wrong. The Count opened the bag,
took some of the powder, which he strewed
over a slice of bread, and, calling a dog to him,
gave it him to eat. The instant the dog had
eaten a morsel his eyes rolled round in his head,
and he died. The Count, on this, was very
wroth. The first words he uttered were in
Gascon.

“ Ho, Gaston, thou traitor | for thee, and to
increase thy inheritance which would have come
to thee, have I made war, and incurred the hatred
of the kings of France, England, Spain, Navarre,
and Aragon, and have borne myself valiantly
against them, and thou wishest to murder me !
Thy disposition must be imfamously bad ; know,
therefore, thou shalt die with this blow ;" and
leaping over the table with a knife in his hand,
he would have slain him. But the knights and
esquires interfered, and on their knees said to
him, with tears, “ Ah, ali! my lord, for Heaven's
sake do not kill Gaston; you have no other
child. Let him be confined, and inquire further
into the business; perhaps he was ignorant
what was in the bag, and may therefore be
blameless.”

THE COUNT'S HATRED. 245

** Well,” replied the Count, ** let him be con-
fined in the dungeon, but so safely guarded that
he may be forthcoming."

It appears that the Count still nourished deadly
feelings against his son; he caused many of his
followers to be put to the torture and to death,
and summoned the nobles and prelates of Foix
and Bearn, with the view of obtaining their
sanction for his execution, but they objected.

In the catastrophe, Froissart's informant evi-
dently wishes to soften the reality as much as
possible, and endeavours to attribute it more to
accident than design. [Itappears that for ten
days the young man refused to take food ; this
was discovered by an attendant, who informed
the Count.

The narrative thus continues :—

On hearing this, the Count was enraged,
and, without saying a word, left his apartment,
and went to the prison of his son. In an evil
hour he had in his hand a knife, with which he
had been paring and cleaning his nails ; he held
it by the blade so closely that scarcely the thick-
ness of a groat appeared of the point, when,
pushing aside the tapestry that covered the en-
trance of the prison, through ill luck he hit his



o'eritor | why dost not thou eat?” and instantly
left the room, without saying or doing anything
more.

The youth was much frightened at his father's
arrival, and, withal, exceeding weak from fast-
ing. The point of the knife, small as it was,
cut a vein, which as soon as he felt he turned
himself on one side and died.

The Count had barely got back again to his

apartment, when the attendant of his son came

and said, ** My lord, Gaston is dead |”

t Dead 1" cried the Count,

“ Yes, God help me—indeed he is, my lord.”

The Count would not believe it, and sent one
of his knights to see.

The knight, on his return, confirmed the news.
The Count was now bitterly affected, and cried
out—*‘ Ha, ha, Gaston! what a sorry business
has this turned out for thee and me! In an evil
hour, didst thou go to visit thy mother in Na-
varre. Never shall I again enjoy the happiness
1 had formerly.”

He then ordered his barber to be sent for, and
was shaven quite bare. He clothed himself, as
well as his whole household, in black, The body
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of the youth was borne, with tears and lamenta-
tions, to the church of the Augustin friars at
Orthés, where it was buried.

This celebrated Gaston Pheebus, whose repu-
tation acquired for him the title of the Louis
XIV. of Bearn, had a chequered character of
great qualities and great vices. A beautiful trait
is related of a descendant of his, who, however,
did not live to obtain an earthly crown. This
was Francois Phaebus, the nephew of Louis X1.,
who died at the age of sixteen years, and who,
when on his death-bed, turned to his afflicted
attendants, and said, * Grieve not, my friends,
I go to my Father! My kingdom is not of this
world.”

But the name of Gaston, connected with the
house of Foix, was rendered still more illustrious
in the person of Gaston de Foix, Duc de Ne-
mours. e was the son of Jean de Foix, and
of Marie d'Orleans, the sister of Louis XII., and
was born at Mazéres in 1489, Young as he
was, he was left by Louis his lieutenant-general
in the Milanese, when that monarch returned
to France. Gaston, though only eighteen years
old, shewed himself by his skill, liberality, and
courage, deserving of the important command.
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im is attributed that generous saying:
Je ne suis riche que lorsque Je donne.”
On the 1lth of April, 1512, he defeated the
united forces of the Pope, the Venetians, and
the Spaniards, in the decisive battle of Ra-
venna, but was himself unfortunately killed
in an attack on a small body of the enemy
which still held together, and which he had the
rash courage to assail with only a few followers.
His body was afterwards interred with great
pomp in the Cathedral of Milan.

Made an early start from Foix, with the inten-
tion of avoiding the heat, and goiog to breakfast
at Ax. A long ascent led us to another charm-
ing valley, where, not far from its centre, is a
remarkable and isolated rocky height, like the
Pic du Midi de Pau in miniature. In twenty-
five minutes we reached Mont Galleard ; here
are some ruins of the castle destroyed by Louis
XIHI., and the views on all sides are beautiful.
Above the village, on a height, is a cross, and
above that, a fine rocky mountain, one of the
boundaries of the valley. The commerce on this
toad, to judge by the number of carts we met

———
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with, must be very great. On our left, we passed
the road to Careassone, by Ladstanet and Mire-
poix ; we were struck by the curious flat forma-
tion on the opposite side of the Ariége, rocky
and partially cultivated ; it looked like an arti-
ficial line of road, what I fancy the Secotch na-
tural roads near Fort William might be. Some
villages are dotted about the landscape, and one
far up on the opposite mountain, The range of
Pyrenees, at a distance, had a fine effect, and
some were covered with snow. We had now a
long descent by an excellent road to the river;
the outline of the valley bold, rocky, and uncul-
tivated, having the dry, parched appearance
which the Appenines sometimes possess. The
want of trees is the striking defect of this part
of the Pyrenees ; the extensive iron mines, and
want of proper management is said to be the
cause ; but measures are now taking to remedy
this evil.

The road throughout is excellent, and the ap-
proach to Tarascon very picturesque. It has
an old tower situated on a rock, giving to the
town it overlooks something of the character of
Foix. The ruins of its castle, destroyed by
Louis X1IL., are still visible. An excursion may
be made from here to the Grotto de Bedeil-
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3¢, /which is said to be curious ; we hope to
pisit it on our return. From Tarascon, a road
leads to Vie.dessos : at its extremity is the Pic
de Mont Calm, which is 3251 metres, about
10,026 English feet, above the sea, and said by
some to be the highest point of the eastern
Pyrenees. Near it, at the village of Sem, are
the famous iron-mines of Rancié, one of the
most important of France. The little hamlet of
Sue, at the foot of Mont Calm, was the scene
of the history of the ** Folle des Pyrénées.”
In 1809, some chasseurs saw a woman, quite
naked, on the top of a pointed rock—she fled,
with astonishing activity, from rock to rock,
and was captured with great difficulty. She was
then clad, and taken care of ; but again made her
escape, and was soon seen, with her hair as her
only covering, wandering from one almast inae-
cessible height to another, She cluded every
attempt to take her; and, as winter came on, it
was supposed she had perished ; but, to the sur-
P;-iunfnﬂry one, at the return of the fine
weather, she was again seen on the tops of the
mountains. More decisive measures to take her
were successful; she was removed to an hos-
pital, at Foix, where she died raving mad.

From some hints that fell from her, she was
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supposed to have been a lady, who, travelling
with her husband, in the mountains, was attacked
by banditti; the husband was murdered, and she
was so affected by the event, that she lost her
reason, and continued wandering in the Pyrenees,
and, from her expressing a fondness for bears—
* for they kept her warm’''—it was thought that
she must have passed the winter in a cave, with
one of these animals,

Before we reached Les Cabannes, the scenery
is very pretty—aor rather, I should say, very fine.
We passed a handsome chateau, on a height to
our right : it was built, about one hundred years
ago, by Louis Gaspard de Sales, the last Marquis
de Gudanes, who was called ** Le roi des Pyré-
nées ;" and the position of this castle does credit
to his taste. Cabannes is a small bourg, whose
street is8 s0 parrow that I do not think two
carriages could pass each other. The ruins of
the Castle of Lordat, perched upon an apparently
inaccessible rock, with those of Vebres further on,
similarly circumstanced, shew what society was,
in the time that they were built, to make such
inconvenient fastnesses necessary, Their re-
mains are now most valuable to the landscape.

The view of Ax, surrounded by lofty moun.
tains, though of the second order, is pretty as
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8/b/i§te0 ppfoached by the road of which it is the termi- house for himself, and extended it into the hand-

nation. A considerable traffic is carried on be-
tween it and Puycerda, the first Spanish town,
and, as 1 afterwards ascertained, plans are now
being taken for the construction of a road for
carriages to the frontier ; though its completion
can hardly be looked for, as the expense would
amount to little short of a million of francs.
From what W—— saw of the line, on his
expedition to Hospitalet, it is a very practicable
communication—he thought it by far the most
level he had scen.

We drove, as we were directed, to the Hotel
Segre, kept now by M. Sitri; but found it so
dirty and bad, that we started to inspect some of
the smart-looking houses we had passed, as we
entered the town. M. Sitri would, par force, ac-
company us to another hotel ; but we fortunately
resisted his importunities, and found very good
rooms at the largest house in the town, M. Ri-
vitre's, where we are comfortably lodged for
seven and a half francs a.day, the prices of the
rooms being fixed by tariff,

Our landlord is a very extraordinary little
fellow ; e took care, several times, to inform
ua that he was a notaire, who had built the

some mansion it now is. In his joint capacity of
notaire and lodging-house keeper, he contrived,
as we afterwards found, to make out a hill
worthy of the two vocations.

Ax is alittle town, not as yet much frequented
by tourists, to judge by the want of guides, and
consequent want of information as to excursions,
Its population is under two thousand ; but if the
merit of the mineral waters depend on their heat,
the springs here ought to be the most efficacious
of any in the Pyrenees, for they are the hottest ;
that near the hospital is so hot, that I eould bear
my hand in it only for a moment: its heat, 78
of Reaumur, 2074 of Fahrenheit. It is most
abundant, and is made use of by the inhabitants
for cooking.

The name Ax is said to be derived from Ags,
(Aque.) Itis of great antiquity, and the basin
near the hospital was constructed in the year 1200,
and was called ** Le Basin des Ladres,” or Le-
pers. The number of baths is sufficient to furnish
twelve hundred a-day ; but the specimen we saw
was not at all inviting. The waters have also a
soft, soapy quality, which makes them valuable
for washing wool.

vOL. 1I. R
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Sibliotec? h weather s etill uh-eme’:y ARDe: ou
rooms are cool, so we think ourselves fortunate
in thus again finding ourselves among the moun-
tains. In the evening, I mounted a donkey, and
took a promenade on the road leading towards
Spain. We passed at the foot of a rock, on the
Mpnfwhhhm-thu-mimofmoldmﬂe,uid
by some to bave been built by a lieutenant of
Cgesar’s. -

CHAPTER XVI,
LEGEND OF LORDAT CASTLE, AND THE FATIY OF T1IH MOONKEAM.

Az, Thursday. — Sometimes a trifling cireum-
stance—the aspect of a mountain, or even the
shadow of a cloud passing over it—produces
such a strong impression, either pleasant or
the reverse, that we feel at once it is imprinted
on our memory for life, 'Whilst gravely writing
this diary yesterday, I saw the figure of a young
girl, at work under the vines in the garden. She
was not very beautiful ; but there was some-
thing so graceful in her attitude, and cheer-
ing in her look, that 1 felt happier ns soon as I
saw her, The extreme kindliness of her ex-
pression suddenly revived in me the persuasion,
that, among all our bad qualities, good still
lurks in human nature; though sometimes, in
n2




There she is again! and a little girl is with
her, who must be her sister—a spoilt one, too,
for the pretty child is mischievously trying to
undo the hem my unknown friend has heen sow-
ing. 1 must go down in the garden, and pick
some of those purple grapes that grow in such
tempting clusters above the fair creature’s head,
and then I will speak to her.

Eight o'clock.—1 did speak, and was enchanted
with the voice that answered me. IHer name is
Agnes. She is from Toulouse, and came to drink
the waters for her health, ** which has been de-
clining for the last two years.” As she said
this, a deep blush suffused ber pale check. ““But I
am very lonely here ; for I do not like to associate
with the young people—wha are, indeed, above
me in condition, though not, perhaps, in rank,”
she continued, with a smile, « My father is
poor, and cannot afford to give us cnough to
enable us to dress so well as others.”

I talked to her for some time, and was more
and more pleased, for she seoms a genuine
daughter of Toulouse—that 414 place,

S0 re-
nowned in ancient days for jts

floral games ;
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full of poetry, and of the spirit of the famous
Isaure, with an imagination fed upon, and deeply
imbued with, the fairy legends that belong to
these regions. BShe seemed to enjoy relating
them to me, rather than speaking of hersell,
though I tried several times to lead her to tell
me more of her own history.

Among the legends, the most original, and
that which appears to illustrate the glowing
fancy and wild imagination of this ancient people,
is the one connected with the old castle of Lordat,
the ruin of which I admired so much in our drive
from Tarascon that I sketched it. The legend is
called, ** The Fairy of the Moonbeam:"'—

In those good old times, when the court of the
Count de Foix rivalled in its splendour that of
any king in Europe, there lived, in the neigh-
bouring Castle of Lordat, a valiant Baron and
his fair spouse, Sancha. For more than five years
after their marriage, they were the fondest, as
well as the happiest, pair in the whole comté.

About that time they crossed the frontier of
Spain, to visit, at Barcelona, the King of Ara-
gon, who was related to the Baroness. There,
it is said, the Baron was so dazazled with the
constant succession of tournaments and all sorts



his once-loved wife. Sancha was much admired,

and many a gallant Catalonian noble sought to
win her heart; but she was not led away by
their protestations, or bewildered by the gay
scenes, and remained faithful to her forgetful
lord.

One night, the Baron of Lordat was at a mag-
nificent féte given by the King, and had wan-
dered into the beautiful gardens which surrounded
the palace, with the fair Countess of Segovia,
who for the time engrossed his fickle heart. The
moon was shining in the full splendour of
southern climes, and illumined the orange-groves
and statues of the old Moorish palace; but the

countenance of the fair lady whose charms had

induced him to forget his wife, appeared less
beautiful by the pale moonlight than in the
illumined halls of the palace. She seemed to be
aware of this fact, and begged to return to the
gay dance. Just as they were about to re-enter
the dazzling halls, the Baron turned to gaze on
the beautiful scene he was about to quit, and
half sighed as he thought how insensible his fair
friend was to its simple beauty. He suddenly

|
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beheld a lady, who appeared to emerge from the
shade of a dark orange grove, and pass into the
bright moonbeams. She gazed on him with a
look of intense pity. Her eyes shone with
splendour far beyond any he had ever beheld;
and as she slowly advanced towards him, the
Baron seemed to be quite spell-bound by her
surpassing beauty, and was so enchanted by the
fair vision that he began to imagine he must be in
Paradise. But at that moment he was reminded,
in rather a sharp tone, of his mortality, by the
once-admired and adored Countess of Segovia.
“Why do you linger here?” she said. ** I
hear the gay fandango has begun again in the
ball-room.”  So the poor Baron was obliged to
proceed into the din and glare of the hot crowd.
But, for him, that gorgeous palace had now lost
its charm : the music grated harshly on his ear,
and the glare of brilliant lamps oppressed him.
As soon as he could leave the Countess, he
returned to the garden, and there his eyes were
again blessed with a sight of the fair stranger.
She was attired in a simple robe of snowy white,
and a flowing veil half concealed the tresses of
her dark hair. There was an expression of
deep melancholy in her lustrous eyes, and yet
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aron felt so happy at beholding the beau-
ul creature that he could not help addressing
her. She answered him with much kindness;
but their conversation did not last long, for as
soon as the moon sank behind the distant
heights, she said, while gazing upon it, with a
melancholy smile, ** I must now leave you, and
in this place you will se¢ me no more; but if
you wish that we should meet again, return to
your native valley. At the Castle of Lordat, on
the night of the full-moon of next month, you
will find me on the southern terrace of your own
garden, Farewell |

With the words, she vanished amid the dark

‘shadows of the orange trees. In vain the Baron
plunged into the fragrant recesses of the grove—
he could se¢ nothing of the fair creature. He
retarned to the same spot several nights after-
wards, but in vain: she never appeared.

Since that eventful night, the Baron seemed
quite altered. The charms of the court, and
even the beautiful Countess of Segovia, had lost
their fascination ; and he at last acceded to the
wishes his poor wife had long urged in vain, of
returning to their own castle.

The Baroness joyfully prepared to depart, full
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of hope that a return to the scenes where they
had passed so many happy days might revive
her husband's lost affection. But he appeared
gloomy and reserved, and, during the journey,
treated his affectionate wife with a cold civility
that was almost more hard to bear than his total
neglect. However, the good and beautiful lady
prayed ardently, as she had never ceased to do,
that God would restore her husband’s affection ;

and, confident in the goodness of Providence,
she preserved so cheerful an air, that her at-

tendants were often surprised at seeing it.

They travelled this very road, continued Agnes
of Toulouse ; for, since the time when yonder
heights were erowned with Roman castles, this
has been the high road into Spain—and the
casiest pass, ‘too, through all our range of Pyre-
nees ; and I often think how many brilliant trains
of warriors and gentle dames must have passed
through these beautiful scemes. Well, along
this road travelled our patient Baroness and her
wayward lord. The sight of his noble castle,
even the ardent welcome of his delighted vassals,
failed to excite a feeling of joy in the Baron's
beart. A dark gloom overspread his formerly
Joyous countenance ; and many were the curses
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CONSTANCY OF THR BARONESS,

,. ed by the vassals on the King of Spain
afid his dissolute court, for having corrupted the
heart and destroyed the happiness of their noble
lord.

The Baron passed most of his time wandering
about the heights we see yonder to the right,
just above his castle. He would often remain
all night away from home, and return in the
morning, tired and out of humour. Still the
beautiful Sancha never murmured, but con-
tinued to receive him with smiles and welcome.

*“ So much patience and constancy must be
rewarded at last!" exclaimed her attendants, who
in those days participated in all the fortunes of
the family, and entered more ardently into the
joys and griefs of their superiors than they do
now.

About three weeks after their return the Ba-
ron's manner suddenly altered ; he beeame kinder
to his wife, but still he appeared absent, and so
occupied with some secret feeling, that he scarcely
seemed to hear or see anything that passed. A
favourite attendant of the Baromess, who had
often followed at a distance the steps of her
lord, in order to discover whither his nocturnal
wanderings tended, declared that on the night of
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the full moon she plainly saw a beautiful lady in
white walking with him on the south terrace of
the castle; that they talked very carnestly to-
gether for some time; the stranger appeared
to be reproaching him, and pointed with her
white hand, in a menacing manner, towards the
windows of his wife's apartment ; that he threw
himself at the fair creature’s feet ; but just then
the bright moon disappeared behind the moun-
tain tops, and, in the dark shadow it left, she
could only see the Baron standing alone, his arms
folded, with a dejected air. The tire-maiden
searched in the dark walks along the terrace
slopes, but she could find no traces of the white
lady. The postern gate was locked, and as there
was no other' entrance to the terrace walks except
through the castle, she could not imagine how
the stranger could have entered, E

All this wild story she told her lady next
morning, and they both searched the terrace walk
the ensuing evening, They saw the Baron pace
up and down, and look eagerly to the right and
left, as if he expected some one, but the moon
rose and set, and no white lady appeared.

Time passed on, and the Baron still continued
his mocturnal walks, but they were chiefly con-
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yed to the castle terraces, and certainly in com-
ete solitude. He was kind to his wife, but
spoke little, and appeared to be awaiting some
expected event with great impatience. The Baron
would often watch the sun-dial all day long, and
as soon as the moon arose he always started up,
with a countenance of cager expectation, and
rushed out on the terrace walks. When the Ba-
roness found that he always walked there alone,
she once followed him, but he appeared so angry
that she afterwards contented herself by sitting
at the casement which looked out upon the
walks.

One lovely evening in early autumn, when the
moon was again at its full, the Baroness saw,
from her casement,a figure, clad in white, emerge
from the shade of the trelliced vines, The Baron,
who had been for hours pacing the terrace,
rushed towards it with extended arms ; but as
soon as he reached the stranger he fell on the
ground apparently senseless. Sancha was so
much terrified that she hastened out, and on
reaching the spot she found the fair stranger
lg:mzm; with looks of compassion on her prostrate

“Oh, save him 1" exclaimed the Baroness,
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‘“save him, fair spirit—for such your heavenly
beauty shews you to be—forgive his errors, ns |
from my heart have always done ; and let him not
perish for the rash manner in which he dared to
approach you."”

** Dear lady, and most injured of women, 1
have done your lord no hurt, and God grant
that he may now even be sensible of his faults !
So saying, she touched the Baron with her
beauntiful hand, and he slowly rose from the
ground.

“ Go,” she said; * follow the advice I have
already given, and you will both be happy
through a long existence., 1 have for some time
watched your happiness in this my own fair
valley, and saw with regret your departure for
the gay court of Barcelona, The weaker sex
has there proved the stronger, for, in the danger-
ous ordenl, she came out of the temptation with &
spotless conscience. For her sake T appeared to
you at Barcelona, in the palace gardens, for we
are sometimes graciously permitted to appear to
those mortals whose welfare interests us.  And
now farewell ; and may you never need my pre-

sence again.”
“ Do not leave us, fair spirit,”’ said Sancha,
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bt remain to witness the happiness your kind
*My dwelling is not here,” she said, with
a melancholy smile. “I am a spirit of the
moon ; and only when that bright orb shines
in its fullest brilliancy ean I visit this earth.
Many of my companions, though invisible,
surround your path; nor could I now appear
to you, but, alas! I have sinned, and there-
fore I am doomed not to approach this earth,
which I loved too well, except in a visible form.
Many of my companions can visit mortals,
can enter into their joys and sorrows, parti-
cipate in both, and even avert the latter,
unless the affliction ultimately tend to the suf-
ferers’ good. But woe to the immortal spirit
that so far forgets her bright destiny as to love a
mortal 1"

“Truly, this is a harsh destiny,” said the
Baron. ** Why cannot the fortunate mortal on
whom such affection is placed, be raised in the
scale of creation, and rendered worthy of the
spotless being who deigns to love him 7"

** Alas " replied the Fairy, *“it rarely happens
that man’s love is so pure, so free from stain, as
to permit a sister spirit from our bright orb to
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unite herself with him; some few instances
have oceurred, but my ecase was not of the
number!”

Here she paused, but the Baroness implored
her to proceed.

‘“It is, indeed, too great a pleasure to hear
the tones of the human voice, and feel the com-
passionate eyes of a good mortal upon me, not
to gratify your wishes. Iloved, and my affection
was bestowed on, as I thought, a perfect mortal.
Iindulged in the blissful thought that by his
virtues he would attain to a blessed immortality.
Yonder was his home," she said, pointing in the
direction of Foix ; “a knight well known in the
early history of this land. Long unseen did I
hover about his path, and once, when he was
about to yield to temptation and forget his better
nature, I appeared to him. He was immediately
so fascinated, that for months he remained faith-
ful and devoted to my image and the service of
God. But severe are the consequent trials which
are kindly ordained should be the portion of those
who strive fora blissful immortality, and arduous
and long their probation, In compliance with
his ardent prayers, I became visible once more,
and then withdrew, having promised, at the
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jpation of a year, to be his, if upon trial he
deemed worthy of an immortal bride.
During this year of probation he'went to the
French capital, and there, alas!—but I cannot
relate it—I cannot express my anguish when I
beheld him daily growing more sensual, when T
saw one good feeling after another giving way. 1
had sworn not to appear, and though often near
him, be could not feel, or in any way be sensible,
of my presence. This was to me a severe trial, for
he was brave and handsome, and possessed a
finer imagination, and was more devoted to
poetry and intellectual pursuits than his de-
scendant, the famous Gaston Phawbus. Bat he
sinned—he forgot his vows of purity and faith—
and when the appointed day of trial came, he
was judged unworthy. Twas permitted to ap-
pear. The interview took place in yonder valley,
at the mouth of the grotto of Bedeillac, where
he had first seen me.

“ 1 came at the appointed hour: he was
there, awaiting my arrival, unlike some, who in
one short year have so forgotten their love as to
shrink from the interview which is then forced
upon them, and becomes an awful punishment.
He came—but oh, how changed! though, on
seeing me, some portion of his better nature
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revived. | spoke the fatal words :—' We must
part for ever! Your love for what is good has
grown cold, and you have only sought me in
hopes that my image might win you from those
ecourses, which; in spite of their fascinating influ-
ence, you hate; but this must not be; we are
not permitted to accept a divided heart, or to
wed a mortal whose mind is sullied by the re-
motest stain of earthly impurity.’

* The Count was thunderstruck, and ardently
implored I would give him another trial ; but this
was not in my power to grant, and, alas! with
despair and anger, he turned from me, and
plunged at once into guilt; but, blessings be
upon his soul, in his latter days, when old and
infirm, he repented, and I was permitted to be
with him in his last moments upon earth ; aml
now, though separated from me, he enjoys hap-
piness, but in a degree far less perfect than
it would have been, had he proved worthy of my
love, and that we had ascended together to the
highest heaven.

*“ But the stain which my pure nature con-
tracted from this misplaced love still defiles me.
To mortal eyes, since that fatal day, bundreds

of moons have run their courses, and 1 am
VOL. 11, -}
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doomgd not to be restored to my original bright-

wess till another mortal, through my means,
becomes perfect. Be you that one,” she con-
tinued, turning to the Baron, * Let friendship
effect what love could not accomplish. Be
faithful to your dear wife, and may you both
continue daily to improve in every good feeling,
and at last attain everlasting bliss.”

The fair Spirit of the Moon-beam never again
made her appearance ; we may hope, then, that
a8 the Baron was ever afterwards the very pattern
of husbands and fathers, and chatelains—she
has fully regained her former state of bliss, and
that now she visits, invisibly, the inhabitants of
this, her favourite valley.

Here the fair Agnes censed. 1asked whether,
on the elear moon-light nights that rejoice these
regions, she had ever seen one of these aérial
beings.

*“ Often have I looked,” she said, “‘ on the
nights of full moon, and sometimes faneied I
gaw one, and felt happier for the thought. And
when 1 lost a dear friend,” she continued, with
a blush, *“the moon was at its full, and its
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beams came into our room, at Toulouse. It
was a poor garret, in a narrow street, and the
noisy sounds of a busy town grated painfully on
my ear. The moon shone full upon the bed
where my little sister lay ill of the same fatal
malady that caused the death of my betrothed,
and then, indeed, I fancied that a thin, trans-
parent figure stood in the beam and touched the
darling child. I could not stir or speak, but a
feeling of religious awe made me sink on my
knees, and cover my face. I prayed more fer-
vently than 1 had ever done before, that God
would save my darling sister. I had before been
g0 selfishly absorbed in my own grief that 1 had
almost forgotten to pray. When I againlooked
up, the figure was gone ; but certainly, from that
hour, the dear child began to recover, nnd, thanks
be to God, and our Holy Mother, here she is—
the little mischievous thing you see, and the
very joy of my dear old father's heart, and the
comfort of mine! Without that dear child I
should never have had ecourage to live; but now
I feel existence necessary, and so I came here to
drink these healing waters, and try to recover,
for the sake of those two loved beings.”
I trust poor Agnes may, indeed, regain her
52



eered by the unseen visitor, whose fancied
presence seemed o opportunely to have called
forth her prayers. Though imbued with the
superstitious feelings so prevalent in these
majestic scenes, I find Agnes well instructed,
and possessed of no mean reasoning powers.
We have had several conversations about in-
visible spirits; she is well versed in the Bible,
and maintains that there is no passage in the
sacred volume which precludes the lLielief in the
existence and agency of spirits,
“'Tis myatery nll @

Darkly we move—wo press upon the brink
Haply of viewles worlds, anid know it not,”

Eﬁ}s‘l Mrs. Hemans ; and our old poet Spencer
speaks of the ministry of angels, in these beau-
tiful words—
“ How oft do they their silver bowers leave,
To come to swocour us that suceair wani,
How oft do they, with golden pinions, cleave
The firting skics, like flying pursuivant,
Againat foal fiends, to aid vs milimoe ?
They for us fight, they wateh and doly ward,
Andl their bright squadrens round shout us plant;
And all for love, and nothing for roward :
OhlLwhy shouli héavenly love to man have such regard ?”

[

CHAPTER XVII.

Sconery of the Easturn Pyrvovees—Exeumion Lo the Spanish
Frontier—Tospitalot—Valley of Andorre—Old  book-
stull at Ax—Fra Luis do Leon's Pooms.

Tuerg is a pleasant shady promenade near the
church, but in attractions of that kind, Ax is still
far behind-hand. In the afternoon, we had our
donkey again, and made an excursion to the
Forges d'Orgeix ; they belong to a Marquess of
that name, and lie in the valley of Orlu, which
boasts of a fine pic, and some bold outline. In
it flows the torrent of Orlu, by some said to be
s0 called from grains of gold being found in its
sands.

A very rough path brought us, in about three
quarters of an hour, to a pretty little valley, in
which is the forge, and a campagoe with its
garden, but in a negleeted state. Beyond it,
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algfig the side of the river, is a gently-sloping
wood, in which are pretty and shady walks. We
came home on the left bank of the stream,
where the road is better, and commands some
very good points of view, particularly of the
town, before we descended to join the Puycerda
road.

During the morning, we had a most prolonged
negoliation with our talkative landlord about
horses and a guide to Hospitalet, which is on
the road to Puycerda, in Spain, and to the little
independent state of Andorre. He undertook to
manage it for us, and did it so well, that on our
return at seven, we found ourselves without
either one or the other.

‘We received here yesterday a very kind note
from M. and Madame St. J——, and we fixed to
be at their chateau of Long Pré on Wednesday ;
80 W—— resolved, as no horses can be hired, to
content himself with a walk as far as Hospitalet
to-morrow. The following is his account of the
expedition.

“ At six o'clock I started with my guide, whom
I found to be an ‘ancien militaire,’ though only
thirty-eight; be had joined the army as a sub-
stitute, forwhich he received fifteen hundred francs
—les quels il n'a pas mangés. He served his eight

ROAD TO HOSPITALET. 2G5

years, during which he had been in Greece, at
the time of the battle of Navarino ; he was then
discharged, came home, married a woman with
fifteen hundred francs as her fortune, and on the
interest of their money, and his earnings in various
ways, they get on very well, * because,” said he,
““we have no children.” The distance to Hospi-
talet is reckoned to be four leagues; 1 should
think about twelve English miles. The trip was
fatiguing owing to the road being very stony,
and sometimes roughly paved. The mountains
immediately about Ax shew more timber than is
usual in this part of the Pyrenees—the remains
of the forests with which no doubt the moun.
tains were once covered.

“In about an hour we reached a wild and
savage pass, the finest, or perhaps I should say,
the only fine scenery of the trip, a rocky gorge
through which the Aridge passes to reach the val-
ley of Ax. This wild scenery continued between
the two bridges, or rather the three bridges which
cross the river: the lowest is a wooden one,
which, with the stone one above it, is called the
Pont de la Borde de les Frates; the upper, the
Pont du Col de la Seala.

“We met a shopherd driving his flock from
the mountain ; he said the wolves had destroyed
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e of them. These formidable animals are more
numicrous than in the western Pyrenees. A re-
ward of fifteen or eighteen francs is paid for a
she-wolf, twelve for a male. This year, a pea-
sant was lucky enough to find a litter of five or
six, for which he received six francs a-picce, be-
sides what he got by exhibiting them at Ax.

“After leaving the gorge, the road ascends
rather more abruptly to the valley of Merens ;
the ascent is, generally speaking, very gradual.
Merens is a good sized village, it was once a
very rich one, but was destroyed by the Spaniards
during the war, and never recovered. It is
placed at the opening of two valleys—that to the
left is fine—on its sides are good forests of firs,
&e., and on the summit, pines.

“ The valley of the Port de Hospitalet rises at
its extremity into heights, with some snow upon
them, but nothing remarkable as to form.
Merens is reckoned half way. 1 reached it in
about an hour and a half, and in another hour
and three quarters arrived at Hospitalet. The
scenery as I advanced became wilder and more
rocky, but the heights in no part attain to any-
thing like the boldness of the other passes.
Hospitalet is a poor village, containing a popu-
lation of about one hundred and twenty, By my
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guide’s account, it is a place of so much passage,
that the host of the dirty inn where we break-
fusted, with inn-keeping and other speculations,
is rich that he gave four or five daughters,
when they married, twelve or fourteen thousand
francs a-piecce. Whilst my breakfast was pre-
paring, I continued on the road to Puycerda, in
Spain, for a quarter of an hour, to a bridge, near
which is the frontier of the department, and that
of the Pays Neutre of Andorre.

“This little state, which probably owes its ex-
istence to its insignificance and the jealousy of
its great neighbours, is about twelve leagues long,
and contains about six thousand inbabitants ;
their independence is said to date from Charle-
magne, who granted it to them in reward for
their services against the Moors in 791, The
Andorrans pay to France and the Bishop d'Urgel,
a tribute of 1871 livres every two years, and
900 to Spain. They have two chief magistrates
called vigniers, one must be always a French-
man, and pominated by the King of France ; the
other is chosen by the Bishop d'Urgel, amongst
themselves ; two syndics and a council of twenty-
four form the government; and from what 1
heard, they appear to be a happy and prosperous
community, many of them, however, are not
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disinclined to plunder a passing traveller in a
quiet way, should the opportunity occur.

I met some travellers as I returned, who had
breakfasted at Hospitalet, and were proceeding
to Puycerda. As far as 1 could see and learn,
the country does not become bolder ; the contrary
is the case, so far as I went, and could learn from
some engineers who are employed in laying down
a plan for the new road. 1 was advised to bar-
gain for our breakfast, and thus paid only two
francs towards the fourteen thousand, to form the
dowry of the handsome but very dirty hand-
maid, who laid my couvert, and scolded her old
mother into greater activity ; a brother, a young
priest, did the honours of the house to a curé,
who occcupied one end of the table; 1 and
my guide the other. We had some haricots
blancs, not badly dressed, ham and an omelette,
lbﬂﬁhofﬁirinhwiun.mdpniuh&immﬁnn,
for my two francs ; and at twenty minutes after
eleven started for our return. Deducting a stop
of about ten minutes at a delightful fountain,
we were a little more than three hours coming
home.”

Az, Friday.—Although this is such a remote
and unknown place, I have found more books here
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than at any of the fashionable bathing places in
the Northern Pyrenees. Some old book stalls,
under the trees in the * Place,” have afforded
me much interest and amusement. I have
looked over a great many time-stained copies of
old French and Spanish books, and have pur-
chased a few. The other day, I came home in
great delight, with a nice copy of the old Spanish
poet, Fra Luis de Leon. He was born at Gra-
nada, in 15327, and became a monk of the order
of St. Augustin, in the year 1543, and many of
his poems are full of the true spirit of Chris-
tianity. In the evenings, we have amused our-
selves by translating some of them from the
Spanish, and I will insert one, on * Self-Know-
ledge,” which my dear friend the Viscomtesse
de Satgé St. Jean afterwards put into blank
VEerse ;—

SELF-ENOWLEDGE,
TRANSLATED FROM THE SPANISH OF VRA LUIS DE LEON,

‘Min the profound abyss of nothingnoss,

My captured spirit dwelt enthrall'd, imprison’d,
Devoid of power, or will, or hope of froodom ;
My very being was not—Ilife, soul, sense,

E'en fil'd me—alone, unsean, | dwelt,
Bereavesd of all swoet fellowsbip with man
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hose coudtless praing, wash'd by the oosan’s tide,
E'HI in their nothingyess were more than 1 ;

And the poor earth-worm, crush'id bencath the feut,
Seem"d us a very king compared with me.

In silent eirouit round the starlit sky,
Moved the sisth eentury un raphl wing ;
Whilst "mid that lone, profound obscurity
OF deopost gloom, the Eteronl Father saw me ;
The God of nature Jook'd on me with sueh
A look of love benign, ineffible ;

He drow me to the light of parth— elothed me
With this veil of fecble flesh, and gave me—
Uh, rioh boon !—a soul immortal, which from
lts spiritual vature might arrive

Within the glorious presence of his love—
Essctiee divine of Tight ineffable.

O sole and bitter hindrance chain’d to carth
Tts bold sspirings,—ivnate wnd inborn sin
Weigh'd down its lightuess, and cul short its wings.
‘O, bitter trespass | what the fruits thou "st lefl—
OF whiat rich good hast thou deprived my soul !
5o soon it was croated and bocame
One with this perishablo gurb of flesh: ;

Thou, foul Transgression | stained its robes of light,
Deprived it of all grace, and truth, and justice—
Itender'd it rebel ¢'en o its Creator—

Blinded, perplex’d, and stripp’d of all protection ;
For thee it shuus all good, and cleaves to ill.
Imprison'd in the gilded ehains of viee,

Fair wirtue's self thou robil'st of every charm ;

And oh ! for thee, in anguish deep and dread,
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Flow'd the rieh stroam, the ong groat saerifice

Of bleeding love,—all miseries with thee

Have enter’d thin fair world—tears, hungor, grief,
Poverty, sickness, winter, sin, and hell,

When, in the bonds of sin, [ wns sonceived—
Enveloped in eternal pain, the world
Slumber'd deep, chiain'd in false weoutity,
To which I was so link"d and closely biounid,
That neither my own virtue, neither that
OF others, could detach or set mo fron,
One sole means remain'd, provided by that
Goodness infinite, nml full of meray,
Who dying, gloriously effaced aur
Sarvaws by his owny broaking that saered
Heart of love, from whenee in soures, unfailing,
Flow'd the rich stream of grace and freo salvaiion
For a lost warld,
Then was this goodness, infinite, clernal,
Pleased to give me i new Loing, and my soul,
Bathed in the ssered and baptismal stream,
Wos raised in purity, endow’d with those
Rich graces, mect for an heir of glory.

Oh ! sweet remembirance of Almighty love !
Then did my soul devoutly peoniise him,
During life's span, to love naught clse bal Fin—
Naaght but was for Him and of Him alone.

Oh! il to. «luy at Imwl alie bl M[il-'n'tl
Her voms 1 . .

. L] - - - -
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[ grew, and enter’d soon that nge mature
Which should bave found me giving my poor all
To Him who had so much, so richly given

To me. But, ales! the snered promise,
Sign'd by this hand at the baptismal font,
Where was it 7 Searce had my sonses quaff*d
The viclous dranght of pleasure, minister'd
B]rﬂ:'uﬁupqrnfﬂh,lhnr
Forgot all good! Oh! then what heart o eold
That would not break within him at the thought ?
Others for pity—mine for bittarncess '

Darker than this waorld, when the sun withdraws
His smile of light, and plunges in the deep
His golden ear, quench’d ‘neath the rolling wave—
More sterile, haed, and stony than its bed,
When the soft raing of heav'n descend not there,
My woul remnin'd without thai treasured beam,
For which it sighs, and languishes, and woeps,—
Without that light divine reflected from
The Sun of Righteousness, and o'en without
Within the soul—eorrupted, blind, deform'd,
A willing slave to pleasure and to win,

Etoroal Father! who, immovable,
Tmpartest lifo and movement to all things,
And governest in peace the wondrous whole—
mmmmrdu.jmumy Liow ?
When my ungrateful and andacious soul,
Forgetting Thee, th' eternsl souree of good,
Th'lhlﬂ‘lllﬂjhuhlhrp:wu.

"Midl the foul waters, broken cisterns, and
-C-wnpﬂd#mnﬁlu—ﬂuﬁmmy,
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Divine and matohless | which st that instant
Plunged me not in the lnke of endloss woa !
Divinest Pity spared, and drow my soul
Forth fram this stagnant and corrupied pit,
Whire, steep'd in false security, sho stopt,
Unconsgious of her deep and foul attaint—
Esteeming her vile state of misery

So rieh, so tranquil, she alone desired

That such enjoyments were perpetual,

But, at an hour unlook'd for, a soft broeze
From the Eternal Spirit reach'd my breast,
Wafting around my soul an air so pure,

So mild, the thick o’erhanging fogs which hid

The light of Heaven, were by dogroea dispersed,

And all within shono forth serener day.
Then felt 1 all the baseness of my state ;
Th' awaken'd soul beheld ke vile, corrapt,
Unearthly food on which it surfeited,

And kuew the fruit of such unhely joya

Ta be confusion and cternal death !

The fear of that just arm, inflexiblo,—
The angry look of an Eternal Judgo,—
Death, judgwent, glory, hell, consuming fire,
By turns besieged my spirit with such foroe,
Trembling, confused, and fearfal, I remain’d
A stranger to all solace and repose.

Bathing my bosom nnd the earth with toars,
Igniting with my sighs the air around,
I evled—* Father of mercies | holy God !
Father of consolation—ab, forgiva !
Pardon my Loldness that 1 come to Thee!
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SELF-ENOWLEDGE. A SUMMER'S NIGuT. ars

Although T feel, in shame and deep abascmant, stanzas on “ A Summer's Night,” from which I
1 merit not thou shouldst incline thine ear— quote the following lines :—
- But, oh ! behold the wounds my sing have made ! {
Poar, Llind, and leprous, and most moet for pity— ) #( despertad mortales,
Oli, Thou, whose teador love is over all, | Mirad eon atencion oo viestro dafic
Rocelve and pardon!  Thus, benignnnt Lord, Las almas immortales,
Thus manifest its full and saving pow'r, Hechas i bien tamafio,
8o richly shower'd o'er all that thou hast made Podran vivir de sombrs § de sngafio ®
In thy just chastisements remember Merey. Ay ! lovantad los ajos
Give me not over to mine enemy | A aguesia eclestial elerma eafera,

Oh, sovereign Lond | take vengeance as thou wilt— Barlarcis los antajos
Altict me with the scaurge, the fire, the lanes, De aquesta lisonjern
Cut, burn, nod bruise, chastise my willing limbs Vida, con cuanto teme y quanto eapern.”

With many stripas—If, after sush corrcction,
Tknu!mbmuy&ﬂnuudny Gl 17

8o soon these words pronounced, his tender arms
Weoro open'd to reecive me, and his grace,
Hhhmwnﬁ.mpmudmm;
Applying to my wonnds that sov'reign balm—
Sole remedy for sin,—my wounds were heal'd,
My flesh and spirit freed from all disease.

But, ol ! llliruhnﬂmhap]m nature,
O'cr which the tyrant habit holds such sway,
Thaugh eured from this worst ovil and its end,—
A manument of saving Love Divine,—

8o weak and frail this teneinent of fesh,

For ten long years las it been convalescent |

There is, also, a good poem of Fra Luis’s on
** The Vanity of the World;" and there are some

VL. 1T, T
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CHAPTER XVIIL

Grotto of Bedaillae Tarasoon—Hetirn to Foix— Long FPré
—HRaral Fé‘l.l!—Plﬂlhl'l-—Ju[m, o Toulouse.

Saturday, Ar—Rode again in the evening to the
Forge in the valley of Orla—very beautiful—and
red and porple tints of setting sun on the moun-
tains peculiarly vivid. We had delicious shade all
the way—just caught it, for as we slowly ascended
the steep paths, the shadows moved up with us,
keeping just a few yards above our heads till we
at last begun to descend towards the river. It
was nearly dark when we got home ; we had then
a grand discussion and much confusion about a
guide and horses for Spain. The scene was a
most ridiculous one, but T was both too stupid
and irritable to enjoy it.

Tuesday.—1 saw in the garden this morning
a girl very like Mrs, N——, and I was much
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amused as I watched her sitting at work with
four men near her. They were all listening to
the lively sallies which her lips uttered ; from ten
till half-past five none of them stirred! The
French are much more easily amused and less
irritable than the English, Very few Englishmen
would have sat listening even to Mrs. N——'s
wit during a whole fine day ; and even on a miny
one, they would have manifested some sort of
restlessness during so long a sitting.

Long Pré.—Here 1 am at a comfortable table
at M. St. J——"5, about to occupy myself with a
record of our proceedings since we left Ax, until
the servant arrives to oecupy the table with our
first breakfast. On Wednesday, we left our friend
Rividre, after giving him to understand that in
charging for fire and washing, as he did, we
thought him unreasonable. We started at half-
past six, the drag chain broke at the first descent,
which retarded our progress in some degree, so
that it was near nine when we reached Tarascon.
The scenery in descending this valley, is, I think,
an exception to the general rule, being finer than
the ascent, or was it that I was in better humour
for its enjoyment ¥ Be that as it may, | admired
it greatly ; passed a number of villages, so great,
Td




RUINS OF THE CASTLE OF LORDAT.

wgecd, that the attempt to name them would be
useless, for I could not hope to succeed.

After passing through Lazenae, we approached
nearer to the fine ruins of the Castle of Lordat,
which we admired as we were going to Ax, and
I now looked on it with increased interest on ac-
count of its moonbeam visitant.

I find that Lordat existed in the tenth century ;
the extent of its ruins shew what a considerable
place it must have been. 1t is inaccessible on
three sides ; in 1074, Roger, 2ud Count de Foix,
gave it to the Abbey of Clani, and James I.,
King of Amgon, occupied it during the war
between Philippe the Bold and the Count de
Foix. In the wars of religion it was abandoned
by the family of Lordat, and it became a ruin:
they built the neighbouring Castle de 1'Urs lower
down, which seems to be fast following the fate of
its predecessor, and is not now inhabited.

Near Albeis is one of the most picturesque
parts of this beautiful drive. The fine rocky
mountain on the right bank of the river, which
is the important feature of the drive, here forms
a good back-ground to the village. It is not
merely the form of this mountain which consti-
tutes its beauty, but its colouring also. The
rock has oceasional patches of reddish white,
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which have a good effect, and the verdure mixed
with the rock is probably the remains of the
forest with which it was onee covered, How
beautiful is the neighbourhood of the Cabannes !
We again admired the position of the Castle of
Gudane.

After traversing the valley, the fine mountain
on our right hand was separated from us only by
the river; it forms one side of the gorge we
entered, the mountains on both sides abound
with grottoes.  'We drove past the little bathing
cstablishment of Ussae, aud had a fine view of
Tarascon from the hill down which the road
winds to reach the town ; this road, like all the
others in this part of France, is carefully attended
to; near Les Cabannes a handsome new bridge
has been built.  In our descent to Tarascon, we
passed another over a ravine, and at the town
crossed the Aridge by a short but well-built
bridge of hewn stone, which if not of marble,
looks very like it.

Our further procecdings became n question,
being pressed for time ; yet the Grotto of Bedeil-
lae, with the additional interest given to it by the
Fairy of the Moonbeam, was irresistible,—s0 we
stepped into & cumbrous old gig—funnily enough
called a tilbury, drawn by a worn-out post. horse,



GROTTO AT BEDEILLAC,

iheval reformé ;) and, with a postillion hung on
by the shaft, we proceeded on our expedition.
Consultations and preparations occupied some
time, so that it was twenty minutes after nine
when we started.

The drive was very interesting—the outlines of
the valleys bold and fine, and as usual a number
of villages. The road good—for some way quite
fiat, until it reaches a forge, when there is an
ascent. This road leads to a large village of
Saurat, and is to be continued to St. Girons.
The population principally employed with the
forges, or connected with them : some peasants,

chiefly women, whom we met, were carrying on

their heads very large sacks of charcoal. We
reached the little village of Bedeillac in forty
minutes. The grotto lies in a rocky height to
the right; but there are several others in the
mountains about, and in the steep one imme-
diately over us, which, as we approached, I
fancied was the one we were destined to explore
—fortunately, the grotto was much easier of
access, and not more than ten minutes’ walk
from the village.

On the summit of the great height above the
village is perched a tower, probably, in ** hurried
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times,"” intended for a signal tower; they are, 1
understand, of frequent oceurrence in this part of
the Pyrences. The preparations of finding the
guide, getting the straw, &e., occupied some
time—rather an annoyance, circumstanced as we
were. We walked on, and, whilst waiting, had an
opportunity of inspecting the grotto, so far as
daylight permitted it.

I am not much versed in grottoes, not having
seen, so far as 1 recollect, any of importance,
except those of Michelstown, which cannot be
compared for grandeur and extent with the grotto
we were now exploring.  This, too, has the great
additional advantage of being throughout so lofty
as not to require stooping, and of being, with
very trifling exceptions, perfectly dry, and the
passage tolerably level—in short, it is very casy
of approach. The great hall, which is suffici-
ently lighted from the entrance to be seen in its
details, is very grand. The stalactites and sta-
lagmites, which were once here, have been car-
ried off, but 1 believe the lofty roof was never
supported by pillars ; the ceiling is a great arch
thrown across the opening, studded with ridges
of petrifactions, and the fine open space is very
impressive.



TOMBEAU DE ROLAND.

5 we advanced to the narrower part, light
oecame necessary, and we had a further delay
until the straw could be got to light; this
point attained, the guide preceded us, holding a
I::nndt& lighted, which he renewed, from time to
time, from a supply carried by his wife. The
effect of light thus thrown on the pillars and
masses of rock was striking, and the sight was
altogether very interesting,

Sometimes the roof was studded with rounded
stalactites like the ornaments of a Gothic ceiling,
at others, rising to a height beyond the reach of
our light, left its extent to the imagination. The
most impressive part is that called the Tombeau
de Roland ; it is an immense stalactite, which,
detached by some convulsion from the roof, has
ﬁ“‘““'“'.‘“ give the idea of a huge sarco-
phagus. It is said to be twenty-four feet long,
twelve wide, and eighteen high, and, placed as it
nm:mlobaintlwmtmuhmthull.is an apt
mpu]n-!nra forthe hero who made the famous briche,

Besides this, all the remarkable stalactites

ik « “The great and little
Bemtfm_: are Hafngmitm, formed by the water
dropping into a basin, the sides of which arcformed
and are continually increasing by the overflowing of

p—
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the basin; *“the Bishop's Throne;” * the
Confessional ;" ** Two Bells,” (folds of petrifuc-
tion, which when struck, give, among the gloom
and echoes of this great vault, a very deep and
solemn tone ;) ** the Organ,” &e. That of the
“Due d'Orleans™ is a very large pillar near the
extremity : the present king must have given it
a name. It is a mistake to say it requires so
long a time to go to the extremity. 1 should
think we did it in half an bour, even stopping to
see the various objects. We thought two francs
should have satisfied our guide, bul were mis-
taken ; he asked three, which I found was an
imposition—the usual charge is ten sous a head.
The hunt after crystallizations injures the stalac-
tites very much, 1 was greatly pleased with our
expedition ; and just at twelve, rejoined the
carriage at Tarascon.

We then proceeded towards Foix ; passed a
little suspension bridge, the object of which is o
connect the plaster quarries of Arignac with the
kilns of St. Paul, Celles, &c.; the plaster is
celebrated. We again admired the fine Pic du Midi
rock, and the approach to Foix. Our landlord
of the Rocher de Foix was delighted to see us,
and gave us a breakfast which would have done
credit to the Rocher de Cancaille itsell. Among



HARROW ESCAPE,

ading excellences were Foie de Canard and
rails ; this, with a long walk round the town,
and the sketch which is here given, gave us
plenty of occupation until half-past three, when
we started for M, 8¢, J ’s.

The road is tolerable, but not a route Royale ;
we passed a rich country, still in company with
the river Aridge. Inthe little town of Varilles, not
far from Long Pré, there was o fair, and we had
great difficulty to get through. Just outside the
town, a respectable old man narrowly escaped
being hurt; be was startled at finding our horses
near him, and, I believe fell between the leaders

—We were going very slowly, so he was imme-

diately dragged out, and nothing happened ; on
reguining his feet, he immediately said to the
postillion—** Postillion, il n'était pas votre faute.”

We were much pleased with the Chateau de
Lang Pré, where we arrived about five o'clock.
M. S8t J—ia tonstrucling a canal to commu-
nicate with the Aridge, 5o as to permit the irri-
gation of the low meadows below the house, and
thus greatly increased the value of the property ;
hie told us that the canal has cost 20000, During
the winter he employed many Carlists on it, which
gave rise Lo some Interesting scenes, witnessed by
Madame ——; such asthat of o girl who had walked
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eight days, to look for her brother, whom she dis-
covered among the workmen ; another of a poor
woman, broken-hearted for the loss of her hus-
hand, having here found a friend who gave her
intelligence of him. Every person in this country
scems to be violently opposed to the existing
government, so much so, that though decided
“ legitimistes,” and with all the horrors of 1789
before them, would risk a revolution for a change.

M. S8t. J—— had been absent on particular
business, and returned on Friday night, having
been as far as Perpigoan. He went from Car-
cassone by Limoux, &c., and the Col de St
Louis, which he described as “ trés gradiose"—
splendid wild scenery—the road, very steep,
along the side of a precipice, and generally with-
out a parapet. The speculation in which he is
engaged is the acquisition of a large extent of
forest, which, if suecessful, is to do wonders for
the actionnaires. One of the principals, he having
five shares, dined with us on Saturday ; he wanted
us much to purchase an estate in the Pyrences,
now for sale, 2000 hectares of land, forests, &c.,
for 60,000 francs. The woods in the Pyrénées
Orientales are said to be very fine, being what
is termed, foréts vierges.

Saturday.—We drove to-day with Madame de



FETE AT LONG PRE,

to Fuix, and ascended to the
castle ; the view is grand, but in adapting it to
its present destination (a prison) all traces of ils
former illustrious possessors have disappeared.
The round tower is very fine; in it are the
cells of prisoners condemned to death, It is now
occupied by two brothers, both found guilty of
the same murder, and for which another brother
has already suffered—that of a master of a forge.
He lived with their sister, and had two children
by her; he had long promised marriage, or a
gettlement, but always deferred doing so, until
at last the brothers became so exasperated, that
they murdered and robbed him. Since our visit,
the two remaimng brothers have been executed.

To-day, a great fite at Long Pré, and we en-
Jjoyed our ramble in its beautiful walks and gar-
dens extremely, The canal was opened, and
found to succeed, so the Vicomte gave a sheep
to the workmen, and they afterwards danced—he
baviog also provided the music. The men danced
very tolerably, but the women were not at all
attractive, either in costume, appearance, or danc-
ing, which consisted of the gallopade introduced
into the contre-danse, and waltzing. We had
some Stentorian singing also, making up in noise
and jollity what it wanted in sweetness,
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CHAPTER XIX.

Pamiers — Toulonss — Carcassone — Divagreealle jonrney
to Narbonne—Fine Cathedral—Mizserdes of the Sauth
Beziorn—Monotony of Olives and Vioes,

September 28th, Toulouse. — We left our Kind
hosts at Long Pré this morning, with much
regret, and directed our course towards Tou-
louse. Pamiers, as approached, is a striking
place ; its old towers and churches, with an
octagon belfry to one of them, have a picturesque
and curious effect,  Sometimes these towers are
put on in the strangest way, Froissart speaks
in high terms of the former beauty of this
place ; he passed through it on his road from
Toulouse to Orthes. The account of his
journey is so interesting that 1 cannot avoid
making an extract from it :—

“ At the time T undertook my journey to visit



FROISSART AND THE ENIGHT.

ihg’ Count de Foix, reflecting on the diversity
of countries 1 had never seen, I set out from
Carcassone, leaving the road to Toulouse on the
right hand, and came to Monteroral, then to
Tonges, then to Belle, then to the first town in
the country of Foix—from thence to Mazéres,
to the castle of Saverdun—then to the land-
some city of Pamiers, which belongs to the
Count de Foix, where I halted, to wait for the
company that were going to Bearn, where the
Count resided.

“I remained in the city of Pamiers three
days ; it is a very delightful place, seated among
fine: vineyards, and surrounded by a clear and
broad river, called the Liege.

* Accidentally, a knight attached to the Count
de Foix, called Sir Espaign du Lyon, came
thither on his return from Avignon. He was a
prudent and valiant knight, handsome in person,
and about fifty years of age. I introduced
myself to his company, as he had a great desire
to know what was doing in France. We were
six days on the road travelling to Orthes. As
we journeyed, the knight, after saying his
orisons, conversed the greater part of the day
with me, asking for news, and when I put any
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questions to him, he very willingly answered
them.”

As they were travelling through the steep and
difficult pass of La Garde, of which Froissart says
that six men could defend it against all the
world, the Knight told Froissart the following
anecdote of the Count of Foix and the pretty
town of Pamiers,

‘**Strong as this pass is,’' said the knight,
* the Count de Foix once forced it, and advanced
even as far as Pamiers, but the English archers
greatly assisted him in this conquest. The Count
d'Armagnac and the Lord d'Albreth invaded the
country of Foix with upwards of five hundred
men, and advanced into those parts near Pamiers.
It was in the begioning of August, when the
corn was harvesting and the grapes ripe—in that
year there was great abundance of both—Sir
John d’Armagoac and his people were encamped
before the town and castle of Baverdun, a short
league distant from Pamiers: they made an
attack on it, and sent word to Pamiers that if
they did not pay a composition for their corn
and wines, they would burn and destroy all.
Those of Pamiers were afraid of wailing the
event, as their lord was at too great a distance,




COUNT DE FOTX.

beiig then at Bearn, so that they thought it
more prudent to pay the ransom, which was
settled at five thousand francs, but they de-
manded a delay of fifteen days which was granted
to them.

“‘The Count de Foix heard of all this, and by
great haste, and sending to all parts for aid, he
got into Pamiers through this difficult pass.
Assistance came to him from several quarters,
so that he found himself at the head of twelve
hundred lances. He would have given battle
without fail to Sir John d'Armagnac, if he had
waited for it, but they retreated into the country
of Comminges, leaving behind the money from
Pamiers, as they had no time to stay for it.

“The Count de Foix, however, did not hold
them quit, but elaimed the ransom, as he said he
deserved it, for he had come to their nssistance,
and to drive their enemies out of the country.
He paid with it his men of arms, and remained
there till the good people had harvested their
corn, finished their vintage, and put all their
effects in safety.’

** By my faith,’ said I, to the knight, ¢ 1 have
heard you with pleasure.’

““Thus discoursing, we passed neara castlecalled
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La Bretite, and then another castle, called Bas-
celles, all in the county of Comminges.”

We had a slight ascent after leaving Pamiers,
and then, I believe, an unvarying flat all the
way to Toulouse. We had the pleasure of look-
ing back upon the noble mountains where we
have enjoyed ourselves so much, and which
in so many ways have given us pleasing recol-
lections. )

Saverdun, where we changed horses, is a very
ancient place. Here was born, in 1489, the
famous Gaston de Foix, who closed his short,
but brilliant career at the battle of Ravenna,
in 1512, Beyond Saverdun the rivers Ger and
Ariége unite ; they afterwards join the Garonne,
which we crossed. The country, before we
reached Toulouse, is broken into heights, covered
with vines ; but though well cultivated, is not
very interesting.

Toulouse, Tuesday.— 1 am rather disap-
pointed in the appearance of Toulouse, for
I expected this ancient town, once the head-
quarters of poetry and the revived arts and
sciences of the middle ages, would have a
more romantic and poetic appearance. From
this place, Count Raimond, immortalized by

VOL. 1. 1)



TOULOUSE.

Buona & la gente, e non pud da piu dotia
O da pin forte guida esser condatta . . .

Ma il buon Raimondo ch' in etd matura
Parimente maturo aven il consiglio,

E verdi ancor la forse n par di quanti
Erno quivi, allor &i trasse avanti, .

Vive speechio
Del valor prisco ; in te la nostra gente
Miri, e virtd napprenda ; in te di Marte
Splende Tonor, la diseipling, ¢ 'arle.®
Toulouse is large, but approached from the
side of Pamiers, has nothing striking about it.
I thought the streets narrow and ill-paved, and
the Place du Capitol not worthy of its repu-
tation ; however, it is to be improved. The
Capitol itself is a fine building. We turned into
the Rue Fayette, leading from it, and there found
the Hotel Casset. Had it not been for M. de
§t. J—'s recommendation, 1 do not think we
should have stayed, for it looked dirty, and the
street is narrow and noisy ; but Nos. 27 and 28,
the rooms he recommended, were vacant, so we
had no excuse. However, we afterwards got

* Gerusalemme, Canto 1—7.
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more reconciled to our quarters, by the excel-
lence of the dinner. Before it, we walked out,
and saw the Capitol. The Salle des Illustres
Toulousains is a rather shabby-looking hall, con-
taining the busts of forty distinguished citizens ;
that of Louis XIV. is very justly placed at its
extremity, for in creating the Canal du Midi, he,
at all events, deserved well of Toulouse.

In the room of the council of the Jeux Floreaux
i# the statue of the illustrious Clemence Isaure—a
fat, unpoetic-looking dame of fifty. She estab-
lished, or some say, revived, those games in 1323,
The inseription beneath the statue records that she
established a fish and fruit market at Toulouse, on
condition that the citizens shonld support the
Jeux Floreaux. We saw the celebrated golden
violets, given as prizes ; and, in strange juxta-
position, close to the large and heavy kind of
knife with which the Due de Montmorency was
executed, in the reign of Louis XII1.

Toulouse, the Tolosa of the Romans, im-
proves on acquaintance, and, considering the
hour at which this declaration is made, (five
o'clock in the morning—waiting for departure,)
by the light of a tallow candle, and after
being awoke out of a sound sleep, I think it may

v
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COURCH OF 8T. SERMIN,

ved, It is a large and fine town, con-
mning many excellent houses, and many shops
of a description announcing luxury and expense.
The luxury of the mind, however, is little attended
to, if we are to judge by the booksellers’ shops,
which, so faras we saw, are but poorly provided—
rather an unexpected deficiency in a place of such
ancient literary fame. The Rue de la Pomme,
which runs out of the Place du Capitol, near the
theatre, seems to have the best shops.

After seeing the Capitol, and in its Grande Salle,
the portrait of Louis Philippe, where, according to
report, the original dare not shew himself, we
went to the church of St. Sermin. It is in the
pure Norman style, and of considerable size ;
containing a splendid collection of relics, and
consequently, is held in great respect. On
‘Wednesday morning, at seven, we returned to the
church, with the intention of ascending its fine
octagon tower, but, unfortunately, the carilleur
was nowhere to be found; we waited for some
time in conversation with his tidy little old wife ;
but invain. The formation of an open area round
the church, which is in progress; will be a great
improvement—several old streets have already
disappeared,—at the corner of the place is still
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the name of one of them, which is curious
cnough—** Rue des 13 Vents."”

On our way to the church, we walked through
the market for fruit and vegetables, held in the
morning, in the Place du Capitol ; an animated
and interesting sight. An immense supply of
bad peaches, poor-looking figs, and large baskets
of black and green grapes; mixed, lay about in
all directions, which bave a rich and prosperous
look in the eye of a northern. We came home
by the Boulevard, where much new building is
going on ; passed through the Place de Fayette,
which is regularly built. Here is the Hotel de
I'Europe, which, to judge by outward appeae-
ance, is much superior to Madame Casset’s,
where the dinners, however, are very good, We
had to-day, ten dishes, exclusive of soup and
dessert: in the first course, quails and foie de
canard ; and in the second, ortolons and par-
tridges—the former excellent.

In our walk after breakinst, we went Lo two or
three book-shops, and then to the Cathedral,
an unfinished building. The facade is unac-
countably singular—the tower stands at one
side, then there is a rosace, but over, neither
the great door nor the window. I suppose



THE OBELISH.

be original design was to have placed the
tower between the parts of a great pediment.
The choir is very fine, and the circular chapels
at the eastern end, with the old stained glass,
have a good effect.

We returned home, and soon after started to
see some sights, in a kind of citadine, with two
horses, the communicative driver serving as
cicerone. On our way to the Canal du Midi, we
passed the arsenal, a large enclosure, saw an
inspection of cavalry ; most of the men were dis-
mounted ; and heard, that the garrison here does
not amount to more than five thousand men. We
drove along the Canal de Brienne, which, so far as
we could learn, is intended as a feeder to the great
canal. At its junetion with the basin, into which
the great canal runs, there is a double bridge ;
and facing the embouchure, an allegorical bas-
relief, now somewhat injured. Here, another canal
is being dug, as the coachman said, to commu-
nicate with Bordeaux, probably to aveid the
uncertainty of river navigation. We afterwards
went to the embouchure, where the canal joins
the Garonne ; the junction is effected by two fine
locks. It is altogether a noble work.

We then drove to see the obelisk, erected
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on the height occupied by the French during
the memorable battle on the 10th April, 1814,
The position is so strong, that, defended as
it was by a numerous artillery, it is wonderful
that any number of troops could have suc-
ceeded in taking it. Though the French claim
the victory ; so far as the obelisk goes, nothing
can be more modest ; its inscription claims
nothing. On one side of the base which sup-
ports the obelisk is inscribed, * Toulouse re-
connaissante ;" on another, ** Aux braves, morts
pour la patrie;" and on the third, * Bataille du
10 April, 1814 ;" the entrance door is on the
fourth side, As to the disputed question of
Soult’s knowledge of peace being signed before
the battle, I do not see it is material, since it
was the Duke of Wellington who made the
attack, and it could hardly be expected that,
without a struggle, Soult would have abandoned
such a position, which must have given him
great hope of victory; mor can it be imagined
that the Duke of Wellington knew that peace
was sigoned ; though it is curious enough that
when Mathew wrote his “ Diary of an Invalid,”
it was upon the Duke that the imputation of this
usecless battle was cast.
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e drove home by the Jardin Royale, a
planted walk—nothing remarkable, and having
no view ; that from the obelisk is very com-
manding, and in a clear morning in spring must
be beautiful ; to-day is misty, and the range
of the Pyrences but dimly perceptible ; the town,
spread - below, with its churches and towers,
looks very important ; but now the country has
the dry, burnt-up appearance of an almost con-
cluded harvest.

In the evening, we went to the theatre to
see “* Lueia di Lammermoor ;" and on our way,
passed through the Place; it now exhibited
# very gay appearance, being covered with
* Two-sous-a-piece” shops, lighted up with paper
lanterns,

The theatre is handsome, and the performance
was good ; but the crowd and heat were so great,
that we remained only for the first act. The
Toulousians are said to be bien difficiles in
theatrical matters, and to-night & false note
made by one of the singers was immediately
hissed. An Italian tenor sang well—but in
Italian ; the rest of the performance being in
French; a very plain actress sang very well
also. 'We took refuge from the heat at a café,

DEPRESSING SIROCCO. 299

where we enjoyed some ice, and then had a cool
walk home by a brilliant moon.

Friday. In the carriage, between Toulouse and
Carcassone.—The country is bare and ugly.
There are, indeed, plenty of almond trees, but
they are so thinly planted that they have but
little effect; and the fields at a distance look
like monstrous pieces of old brown thread-bare
cloth with all the nap off. A high scorching
sirocco is blowing in our faces. This parching,
glaring weather is only bearable in a dark room.
How much more depressing to the spirits is the
hopelessly hot sun and sirocco wind of southern
climes, than any gloom of rainy or even foggy
weather in the north. 1 wish persons who abuse
our gloomy climate and cold east wind could be
convineed of this, for it would make them belter
contented with poor dear England. The aspect
of the country to-day put me in mind of Tenny-
son’s description of Mariana in the South ;

“ With one black shadow at its foot,
The house through all the lovel shines,
Close-latticed to the brooding heat,
And silunt in its dusty vioes.
A faint blue ridge upon the right,
An empty river-bol Lefors,
And whallows on a distant shore,
lo glaring sand and inlets bright.



TENNYSON'S POEMS.

© « « + Withoul, the steady glare
Shrank the sick olive, sere and small,
The tiver bed was dosty-white,
Axnd all the farnace of the light
Struck up agaiust the blinding wall.”

I felt how much harder her lot must have been
than that of Marinna in the North, though
Tennyson gives a most living, or rather dying,
picture of the gloom in a moated house of our
northern lands.

MARIANA IN THE MOATED GRANGE.

* With blackest moss the fower plots
WMM;WI.«LMMEJH,
The rusty nails foll from the knots
That held the peach to the garden wall,
The broken sheds look'd sad and strange,
Uslifted was the olinking latch ;
Weeded and worn the anciont thateh
“ All day within the dreamy house,
The Wae fiy sung i the pane; the mouse
Behind the mouldering wainscol shrick'd,
Or from the crevies peer’d about ;
Old faces glimmer'd through the doors,
Old footsteps trod the upper floors,
Old voices eall'd her from without.”

We started to-day at six o'clock, and reached
Carcassone at three — the distance, ninety-five

RIGUET'S MONUMENT. a0

kilometres. We stopped about twenty minutes
at Riquet's monument ; so we were eight hours
and a half doing about sixty miles, rather more
than seven miles the hour, including stops, The
road near Toulouse is very fine and quite flat.
In a short time, passed a house, which, at a dis-
tance, resembled a fine English seat, but on a
near approach the likeness ceases. The road
rises near Castelnaudary, but an inferior range
of low hills probably intercepts the view of the
Pyrences ; however, even if visible, we could not
sce them on this worse than cloudy day, for,
though the sun shines, there is a thick haze,
with a strong south-easterly wind.

Before reaching Castelnaudary, we came to an
obelisk, placed on a commanding height not far
from the road ; the mound is partly artificial, and
the rock on which the monument stands seems
to have been in part brought for the purpose.
The monument was erected to the celebrated
engineer of the Canal du Midi: on the base of
the obelisk, on one side, is the following inscrip-
tion :—

% L'an 1825, la 2 du rogne de Charles X, oo monument &
dé elevd i Pierre Paul de Riguet, Baron de Bon-repos,

Auteur du Capal do deux mers en Languedoc; par s
descendants.”
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i follow the names of eleven of the Caraman
amily, some of Cambons, Barons de Bon-repos
Avessons, and Airzard. On the opposite side is
simply the name, ** Paul de Riquet.” The canal
was begun in 1666, and finished in 1681.
Riguet died two or three years before its com-
Elﬂiun; it is said to have cost 17,000,000 livres,
and is 230,507 metres long, (about 159 English
miles,) At Castelnaudary, I went to see a basin
of great extent, which serves as a harbour for
the boats when the canal is being cleaned.

The country became bare and more desti-
tute of trees as we approached Carcassone; but
the old town itself is picturesque. We first drove
to the Hotel Bonnet ; finding it full, we went to
the Angel, which, though looking anything but
an angel of light, turned out tolerably good—
at least, less bad than its exterior led us to
expect.

Friday evening, Carcassone.—We walked up to
the *cité,"” the old town, which is situated on a
considerable height beyond the Faubourg, and
now abandoned to the lower orders—probably
from its difficult approach and want of water. It
is very curious, surrounded by an irregular old
wall, with towers partly ruined, but now in
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some measure kept up. The church is very
handsome, and has nothing to shew its partici-
pation in the decay with which it is surrounded.
About a year ago, an interesting tomb was dis-
covered here, which had been covered with
rubbish, and is consequently in perfect preserva-
tion; it is that of a bishop: his figure, in full
length, stands on the sarcophagus, on the
sides of which is a bas relief representing a
funeral procession, with a number of figures and
ornaments ; there is also an inscription, and the
date 1266,

The modern town has the reputation of a ** jolie
ville;"” but I do not see why., Its slreets are
regular, but very narrow ; the  place"” has some
trees, rather -scarce things, and a landsome
fountain, adorned with a figure of Neptune, sup-
ported by sea-nymphs and dolphins. Carcassone
was the Carcasso of the Romans: Cwsar says,
“ Multis viris fortibus Carcassone nominatim
evocatis in exercitum introduxit.”  This cer-
tainly contradicts tradition, which gives a diffe-
rent origin to the name—a far more romantic
one, and therefore, if not true, ought at least Lo
be so. It is as follows :—

The ramparts of Carcassone are eurions from
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a¢Antiquity of their construction, and the tra-
ditions which are attached to them. A singular
one is connected with the tower which still exists
near the gate of Narbonne. It appears that
when Charlemagne besieged this place, it was
defended by a Saracen woman named Carcas;
she shewed herself in every direction—shooting
an arrow from one place, hurling a javelin from
another, and a stone from a third, so as to give
the appearance of a numerous garrison ; and, to
induce the belief of an abundant supply of pro-
visions, threw to the besiegers the body of a pig
which had died from a surfeit of maize.
Charlemagne, discouraged by these appear-
ances, was on the point of raising the siege, when
the above-named tower made him a most pro-
found bow. The emperor, struck by this extra-
ordinary act of politeness, made another attack,
and entered the town. Like a true knight, he
caused the bust of the heroic defender to be
placed on the wall, with the inscription “ Carcas
sum,” (I am Carcas,) of which the present name,
Carcassone, is a corruption. This rude but me-
morable piece of sculpture still exists, and was
pointed out to us in the wall by our cicerone.
Edward the Black Prince laid siege to Car-
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cassone in 1355, and *“*burnt the suburbs, but
could do nothing to the town, as it was well
defended. He then marched to Narbonne, burn-
ing and destroying the country.”

Saturday. In the carriage, between Carcassone
and Narbonne.—This day's journey was a very
dismal one; the south-east wind brought with it
a heavy leaden atmosphere, which made the dull,
uninteresting country we travelled through, still
more monotonous ; luckily, the posting is ex-
cellent, and the road generally good, though
undulating.

Before reaching Narbonne, we came to some
rocky mountains, but no interest about them, all
is dull and burnt up; withered vines, the only
crop left, and that is fast disappearing, for the
vintage, which now occupies all the world, has
begun ; met numbers of carts, carrying baskets
full of grapes. Narbonne is a wretched-looking
place ; I can imagine, with the old French poet,
that

U Dians eetio ville de Norbonne,
Toujours il pleat, toujours il tonne."

Eighteen hundred years ago it was of considerable
importance, and was chosen by Augustus as the
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age of meeting for the states of Gaul. The
gculptared marbles with which its walls are
studded, attest former magnificence. These
relics were thus placed by Francois L, to save
them from destruetion.

At Narbonne, the marriage of Atolphus, King
of the Visigoths, with the sister of the Emperor
Honorius, took place. It is said that the royal
barbarian, proud and happy at such an alliance,
placed at the feet of his beautiful bride a hun-
dred vases, full of gold, pearls, and precious
slones.

The first Christian Bishop of Narbonne was
Sergins Paulus, who is described in the Acts of
the Apostles as * Sergius Paulus, a prodent
man: who ealled for Barnabns and Saul, and
desired to hear the word of God ;" and it appears
that he did not send for them in vain, for we
read in the 12th verse of the 13th chapter, that
“Then the deputy, when he saw what was done,
believed, being astonished at the doctrine of the
Lord.”

The church of Narbonne, though consisting
only of what was originally intended for the choir,
is beautiful ; the altar has six splendid pillars

of Languedoc marble: it is of great height,
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and has some fine windows of old stained glass.
The original idea was grand ; it is now being par-
tially carried out, and a chancel is being built.

We have just spent a fatiguing hour at Nar-
bonne, in the midst of all its dirt and smells:
and now the view begins to improve, Behind us
is a good prospect of the Eastern Pyrenees, with
the noble Canigou towering far above its com-
panions: on our right, the blue Mediterranean
forms a fine boundary to the vine-clad plain
towards the south, and in front of us, to the
west, are the undulating heights near Beziers.
But it is much too hot to write ; besides, I often
think of Milnes' lines :—

4 Try nol, or murmur not if tried in valn,
In fair rememberable words to set
Each scene or presence of espocial gain,
As hoarded gems in procious eabinet,
Eimply enjoy the present lovelineas ;—
Let it become a portion of your being ;
Clase your glad gaze, but see it none the less,
No elearer with your eye, than spirit seeing ;
And, when you part at last, turn onee ngain,
Swearing that beanty shall be unforgot ;
So in far sorrawa it shall ease your pain,
1o distant struggles it shall ealin your steife,
And In your further and serencr life,
Who says that it shall Lo remember'd not &

VOL. 11. X
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sufficiently vivid impression to be always remem-
bered, even our own description, however glow-
. ing it may be, and though written at the moment,
will not afterwards bring the scene strongly
to the mind. The description may indeed
excite pleasant feelings, and we shall see some-
thing before us, but it will not be the place
Beziers : evening.—Weé had a sharp ascent to

reach this town, which stands on a considerable .

height. The hotel we stopped at proved very
disappointing ; it appeared the best, but turned
out to be a bad one; its enormous landlord, who
looks like a Jew, asked, in the first instance,
fifteen franes for our rooms, and then lowered
his price to eight. We heard afterwards, from
good authority, that the Hotel du Nord is very
comfortable.

We are now in the Department de 1'Herault,
and by a narrow bridge crossed .the Orbe to
reach the town; a new bridge is being con-
structed. On the promenade is a fine, but rather
. extravagant, bronze statue of Riquet.

The- sirocco eontinues its blighting influence,
the heavy atmosphere looks as if it would rain

THE CATHEDRAL, A09

every moment, but no rain comes: we had a
few tantalizing drops to-day. As we went this
morning to see the church—formerly, 1 believe,
the cathedral of Beziers—we had an opportu-
nity of observing that its narrow streets are the
dirtiest I ever saw ; filth is everywhere—even the
entrance to the church is not respecteil.

The church is a fine one, but without nisles ;
the great altar occupies the entire of the semi-
circular cast end, and is rich in Languedoe
marble; having fifteen or sixteen pillars inferior
in size and beauty to those of Narbonne, but of
the same deseription.

‘We returned by the “ Place," still called, “'de la
Citadelle,” though it no longer exists, This is a
fair day ; quantities of sheep were nssembled as
the market of Beziers is celebrated. In clear
weather, the view from the terrace near the
church must be very fine. We were pointed out
the position of the seven locks of the eanal; said
to be worth seeing ; but it is about a quarter of
an hour’s walk from the town—too long a one
for our limited time in this depressing weather.

In the year 1399, Charles VI, of France came
to Beziers, nnd his visit there, with the fites it
occasioned, are well described by Froissart, He

x2
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THE DUKE OF BERRY'S EXACTION.

“ When the king had, for fifteen days and
more, taken his amusements with the ladies and
damsels of Montpelier, and his ministers, during
that time, had attended to the state of the town,
for that had been the cause of his coming, and
he had made many reforms, and taken off several
heavy taxes of which the inhabitants had com-
plained, he graciously took his leave of the ladies,
and one morning, very early, departed, following
the road to Alipiam, where he dined, and lay that
night at St. Thibery. On the morrow, after his
morning draught, he set off and came to Beziers,
where he was received most joyfully, for the good
people of that town and the gdjoining ones were
anxious to see him, in order to make their com-
plaints against an officer of the Duke of Berry,
called Bethisac, who had impoverished the eountry
all around by seizing whatever he could lay his
hands on.”

The King of France was met at Beziers by the
bishop and all the elergy in their robes, and the
citizens, ladies, and damsels in procession : they
formed a lane, through which he rode a foot’s
pace; and as he passed, they all fell on their
knees. In this manner was he conducted to the
cathedral, and dismounted at the portico, where

ATPREUENBION OF BETHISAC. a1l

a rich altar had been erected, adorned with holy
relics from the church,

After having made his devotions, he went to
the palace that was adjoining, where he and his
brother and uncle were lodged, * The King was
three days revelling with the ladies and damsels
of Beziers," before any notice was taken of the
suspected Bethisac ; but the inquisitors who had
been appointed to make inquiries concerning
him were not idle, but did their office secretly,
and discovered many atrocious acts deserving
the severest punishment.

But on inqguiry, it was found that although
Bethisac had impoverished and extorted great
sums of money unjustly from the people, he had
not kept any for himself, but given every farthing
to his covetous master, the Duke of Berry. e
was then at first acquitted, but the people were
not satisfied, and resolved that the poor servant
should be punished for the faults of his master.

In consequence, Bethisac was remanded before
the council, and again more closely examined ;
yet still he would probably have been acquitted,
had not his enemies devised a croel plot for his
destruction. Seeing that the law was now in
his favour, and that secular power could not




BETHISAC'S CREDULITY,

agaiost him, they determined to make

Some persons visited his prison at night, and
frightened him, by saying, that he could not pos-
sibly escape the King’s anger ; at the same time,
they advised that he should confess that he had
errcd from the faith, and was a heretic.

** Keep steady to this declaration,” they said ;
*“ for the Bishop of Beziers, when he hears this,
will claim you to be given up to him. This will
be instantly complied with, and you will be sent
to Avignon, when no one will venture to accuse
you in opposition to the Duke of Berry, whom
the Pope dare not anger.”

Bethisac unfortunately believed all this false
information ; and, in the morning, he sent for
the inquisitors, and confessed that he did not
believe in the resurrection, These men, over-
joyed that -he had now fallen into their net,
hastened to the King, and reported what Be-
thisac had declared. He was much astonished ;
and said, “ We order him to be put to death!
He is a wickéd wretch—a heretic and thief. We
wil[,thﬂhbabumtandhmgud.thﬂhemaylmu
the reward he deserves; nor, for anything my
uncle of Berry can say, will I pardon him.” Be-

EXECUTION OF BETHISAC, ala

thisac was then hurried to the square before the
palace, where, to his horror, be saw a fire already
lighted, and a gallows near it.

In vain he demanded to be heard: much
haste was made, and he was fastened to the stake.
They then covered him with dry. fagots, to
which they set fire. And thus was Bethisac
burnt, and his bones hanged immediately in front
of the King’s apartments.
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CHAPTER XX.

Mnﬂtp_ﬂlﬁlr—ni“llpﬂintmgnh_lhw Il.ull. “I'i.“viﬁﬂ—_
Maison de detension centrale,

Monipellier, October 1st.—From Beziers we took
the lower road, and had more trees and verdure
than we have seen for some time. The canal
Was on our right; it joins the sea near Agde,
§mil dirty place, with a suspension bridge
over the Herault. The circular basin of the
w, and the passage of a torrent, called
Libron, through the canal, are said to be fine
works.

The country continues devoted to vines : the
produce must be enormous. After Agde, we
passed round a large village, Marseillan, and saw
the position of Cette, under a hill at the ex-
tremity of a tongue of land running into the sea.
Cette is famous for its wine manufactories, where
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wines of every desctiption are imitated. The
Mediterranean, as its shores here are flat, does
not appear to advantage. The same kind of
scenery continued, its chief object of interest
being the town of Frontignae, so famous for its
wine. Contrary to our expectation, we had no
ascent to reach Montpellier: we could not get
rooms at the Hotel du Midi, but found excellent
accommodation at the Hotel de Londres.

Here we have southern suns and southern
fruit, &c.—but where— oh, where are those
charms of the south, people rave about? I
neither see nor feel any of them : no flowers,
no luxuries, such a contrast to the north of Ger-
many, where every house, or even cottage, has its
balcony of choice flowers. In this attraction,
even gentlemen’s houses are deficient. For the
last few days the weather has been so suffocatingly
hot we could scarcely bear any clothes on;
last night it suddenly changed, and obliged us to
put four times the quantity of bed clothes, and
even then 1 awoke shivering. Is this in reality
the far-famed Montpellier, whose name is con-
nected in our northern minds with all that
is beautiful, soothing, and cheerful? O, how
much less pleasant is the original than all
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fhigge lovely nooks and sunny slopes which bear
s name of Montpellier, in dear England. The
glare and dazzle from white walls and roofs put
me in mind of Brighton, but the air is not so
pleasant nor invigorating as that of our famous
bathing-place.

After breakfast, yesterday, we took a walk,
The Grande Rue, though a narrow street, is a
good one, cleanly kept, with many excellent
houses, but the boulevards outside the old town
is the part which is coming into vogue. The
esplanade opposite the citadel is a fine walk. Mr.
G—— called whilst we were out, to take us to
the French Protestant Church : there are about
1800 protestants at Montpellier, and three clergy-

men, who disagree personally, and in doctrine; -

and ‘of course the result is, that their flock is
timinishi

We dined to-day with Colonel W—, and
met an intelligent Frenchman, M, L——, with
whom we had some interesting conversation. It
seems that the idea of perfect equality as to in-
heritance is now, since 1830, so rooted in the
minds of the people, that it extends to every-
thing, and great jealousy is excited, if, during
his life time, o parent docs not observe towards

MAISON DE DETENSION. 317

his children the same principle even in his
presents.

Tuesday—We visited to-day the Maison de
Detension Centrale pour les Femmes, for which
M. L—— had given us an order, and which is
not easy to obtain, It is a fine establishment,
destined for the female criminals of the neigh-
bouring departments, who are condemned to im-
prisonment for a period exceeding a year : 488
are now there. The strictest silence is always
observed, and punishment ensues if one prisoner
be detected speaking to another. It is under
the care of a director; but the details of the
management are confided to nineteen Sceurs de
la Société de St. Joseph. Several of them are
very nice-looking young women, rather coquettish
in their costume, which is very becoming ; under
the black capulet is one of light blue, the effect
of which is very pretty.

All the prisoners are kept at work, weaving
silk, making stockings and night-caps by ma-
chinery, carding, spinning, &c. The wool is
entirely prepared in the house: in one ward the
prisoners were removing it from the skins. A
sister presides in cach ward. The whole is kept
in excellent order, and the prisoners were particu-
larly clean,
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Sbliotec?”

% well as I understood, they are fed by con-
act, and the contractor disposes of the manu-
factures ; one-fifth goes to him, and of the
remaining four-fifths, one-third is for the benefit
of the prisoners ; each receives a small sum for
present use, and the rest is put by to each indi-
vidual's account, and la masse given on the ex-
piration of the term of imprisonment : the two-
thirds of the four-fifths go to the benefit of the
establishment.

I spoke to several of the sisters, all of them
very pleasing, and of mild and gentle manners:
what a deep feeling of duty must be theirs, to
cuable them to support the ennui of such a life!
How I pitied one young woman, whose class was
carding wool in a close, dusty atmosphere ; the
monotony of the work the only sound to break

There is a school attached to the establishment,
where the well-behaved eriminals, by permission
of the inspector, are permitted to attend. Be-
tween sixty and seventy are now in attendance.
A sister told me that they hoped some who re-
turned into society were improved in conduct;
they had only two cases of former inmates sent
back for fresh crimes. Mdlle. Grouvelle, who
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conspired against the life of Louis Philippe, is a
state prisoner here. She is willingly a strict ob-
server of the rules of the establishment, as she
never speaks to any one, and sees no one, not even
the clergyman ; she was sentenced to five years’
imprisonment, two of which have expired.*

We went from the prison to the Botanic
Garden, which is a celebrated one, and contains
the tomb of Narcissa, the daughter of Young, the
poet. A lotus is here in bloom, the first of
the kind which has bloomed in France : it bears
a flower of adeep rose colour. The greenhonse
is too low for many of the loftier exotics, but
it has a fine specimen of the catchoue plant and
the banana. The tomb of Narcissa is in a re-
cess of the wall, and has the following beautiful
inseription — ** Placandis Narcissre manibus,"
Christian burial was denied becnuse she was a
heretic ; the mob surrounded the house, and de-
manded the body, that they might throw it into
a ditch. At night the unfortunate father carried
her forth in his arms, and placed the body in the
wall, where it remained undisturbed,

* Sinee we vislted the establishment, the famons Madame
Laffurge has beew imprisoned here.
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foung brought his daughter here for the
efit of her health. He says—

. “Boon os the lustre langnish'd in her oye,
Dawning a dimmeor day on human sight ;
And on her cheek, the residence of spring,
Pale Omen st ; and seatter’d fears around
On all that saw, (and who would cense to gaze
That once had seen 7)  With haste, parental huste,
T flew, 1 snatch'd ber from tho rigid north,
Hor native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew,
And bore her nearer to the sun ;- the sun
{(As if the sun could envy) chiock'd his beam,
Denlod its wunud #necour; nor with more
Regret bebeld her drooping than the bells
OF lilies; fairost lilies, not so fair 1"

She soon died, and Young says of Death—
It eall'd Narcissa long before her hour
1t calt'd her tender soul by bresk of bliss,
From the first blossom, from the buds of joy ;

Those few our noxious fate unhlasted leaves
In this inclemeont elime of human life,"

The difficulty he experienced from the bigotry
of the population is touchingly expressed in Night

~ the Third. He says :—

# More like her murderer than friend, I crept
With soft suspended step, and, mufflosd deep
In midnight darkness, whisper'd my fast sigh,
I whisper'd what should echo through their realms :
Nor writ her name, whose tomb should pieree the skies.”

IDLE REPORTS. a21

The report current here is that an “ English
prince,” about twenty or thirty years ago,
placed the stone, with the appropriate inscrip-
tion.

Mr. G—— discovered the author. Being ata
dinner party, be accidentally spoke of the beauty
of the inscription: M. Candolle, the celebrated
botanist, was of the party. Mr. G—— observed
he blushed, and this led to the discovery that he
was the author. Bat dull matter-of-fact has sadly
interfered with all the romance of this story.
Mr. G—— read lately in a Lyons paper, that
Narcissa died at Lyons, and that the registry of
her interment was recently found among the
documents of a church there.

During our walk, saw two fine staircases,
one of them particularly so, of the time of
Louis XIV., the work of Paghul ; the ornaments
very rich. There are several fine houses here :
the one where the states of Languedoc used to
assemble is now let out to different persons.

We went home at four to dinner, and imme-
diately afterwards walked up to the Pieron to
sce the view. Disappointed as to the distant
mountains ; but the home view, thickly studded

- with white villas, has a rich and prosperous
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Scarcely a shopkeeper of Montpellier
but hu a country house.

There is a triumphal arch opposite the entrance
to the Pieron, which, strange to say, is united to
the shabby houses adjoining. On it is the follow-
ing inscription :—

Ludovico magno LXX nnnos regnante
Dissociatis repressis conciliatis gentibus

Quataor deconnali bello eonjuratin
Pax terra marique parta, 1715.

The Pieron is a noble walk. The aqueduet,
which is worthy of Rome, and the Chateau d'Eau,
combine well ; the whole is on a majestic scale.

I forgot to say, that after our return from the
Mhaison de Detension, we went to see the pictures
of the Marquis of Montcalm; a name well-
known in the history of Languedoc, us a leader
during the religious wars; an ancestor of the
present Marquis commanded the French at the
battle of Quebee. The house we visited is a
modern one ; it has been built but a few vears ;
it is pretty and comfortable; the collection of
pictures good. There is a beautiful Greuze—a
young girl pulling the leaves of a flower, and
endeavouring to ascertain by this means if ber
lover is thinking of her. The picture tells a
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whole story of character; such innocence and
modest repose, a sort of assumed indifference
too,—as il delicacy prevented her from being
flurried—as if she would scarcely confess to
herself what she was doing or thinking of, much
less pronounce the adored nome. We admired
a St Joseph, or Jerome, with an infant
in his arms, by Guido. Two Salvator Rosas ;
one a battle-piece of great spirit. In the adorn-
tion of the Shepherds by Philip de Champagne,
the light proceeding from the child is well
managed, and some of the figures are very
good ; but it struck us that there is a sad want
of dignity about the infant,

‘We then went to the Museum, which contains
many good things—particularly Mr. Faber's col-
leetion, which he inherited from the Countess
d’Albany. We had searcely time to see half
the collection, when the hour of closing (three
o'clock) arrived,

YOL. 11 g ¢
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CHAPTER XXI.

Jaurney to Nismes—La Maison Carrée—Interesting Poet.

Nismes, Friday 21st.—We started from Mont-
pellier at half-past seven, and reached Nismes at
twelve. The scenery is ** weary” and * flat,” but
not ** unprofitable,” for it produces vines in every
dircction. We changed horses at Lunel—a flou-
vishing little town, celebrated for its wine. We
‘bought a bottle of its vin de Muscat for three
fm,mﬂﬁmﬂitmt amiss at our breakfast,
en voiture, on bread and grapes.

Nismes is, in many points of view, a maost
interesting town ; in its greatness, under the Ro-
mans, to which its magnificent ruins, or rather
remains, bear testimony (for the Maison Carrée
can scarcely be called a ruin)—in the singular his-
tory of its religious wars, and in its present state.

[
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Itis a handsome and improving town. The
new Palais de Justice, &c., will be a beautiful
building, in excellent taste; and the new street,
terminating with the Maison Carrée, is well-built.

" The Boulevard de la Madelaine, with the fine

hospital for old men and women on one side, shaded
by four rows of trees, is very handsome. The am-
phitheatre is finely thrown open, and few public
buildings are so well placed as the Maison Carrée.
Nothingnow, since theremoval of some old honses,
interferes, and it is highly ornamental,

As soon as we were installed in an apartment
at the Hotel Luxembourg, which, to our surprise
(so far as rooms go) is excellent, though the living
is inferior and dear, we issued forth to see the
sights. In driving to the hotel, which is on the-
esplanade, we passed by the amphitheatre, and it -
was our first object,

# Resie d'un vieux géant, dibria dont Ia stature
 Du Nimes d'nuirefois peut offrir la mesnre."
Renovr.

As I have already said, it is very well-placed, in _
an éxtensive area, which it must have been diffi-
cult and expensive to create. 1 think it onee
itself teemed with population, every arch had its

v2



THE AMPHITHEATRE.

Sipliotectseupants ; so that from a fecling of pity to them,

Francis 1. recalled the order for their removal ;

now it stands ** alone in its glory,” not an inha-

bitant, except the concierge, to interfere with the
solemnity of the scene.

Tt gives, indeed, an idea of the colossal great-
ness of the Roman power, which could, at

~ this distant part of its empire, create so stu-

pendous a work. Considering the attempts made
to destroy it, and the neglect to which it has been
for ages exposed, it is wonderful as to preserva-
tion. It consisted of two storics—the lower
range of arches, sixly in number, is perfect ; part
of the second story, towards the south, has been
destroyed ; the remaining arches of the second
story are not only perfect, hut so is the attic
which surmounts them, and on which are the
projecting stones, with holes in tlhiem, to support
the poles of the velaria,

The pilasters are of the Doric order. It had
thirty-five rows of seats, and could contain nearly
24,000 spectators—on the seats, the space for
each spectator is marked. The principal dia-
meter is 405 feet long, the less 317, the circum-
ference 1190, and the height 66, Many of the
seats, particularly towards the south, have been
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destroyed, and in no part are they perfect, from
the top to the bottom.

It is said, that owing to the lowness of the
podium, which is only eight feel two inches in
height, this amphitheatre could not have been used
for combats of wild beasts ; still in the excavations
which took place in 1822 and 1823, the tusks of
wild boars, and the teeth of clephants were found ;
and the canals for conducting water, shew that
sea-fights took place here, ’

“ Artne on # dgorgeatent lo Gaulols et lo Thrace,
Contents f'étro applavdis avant que de moarir,

Brevant ex peaplesrob qui voulait qu'avee grive
O rendit le dernier soupir,”

Runovn.

This is still used as the scene for athletic ex-
hibitions.  On  Sundays, there are wrestling
matches, which are so altractive, that they are
announced by bills; those for the sports of
Sunday next are already ‘ affichés.' Bull-fights
took place here, but they are now discontinued.
Reboul told us that the effect of the erowd oceu-
pying every part of the interior, and especially
their shouts, is very grand,

This amphitheatre was built by Titus in the
year 82, IL is surprising how it has remained so



LA MAISON CARREE.

igf. In the irruptions of the barbarians it was
otiverted into a fortress, In 737, Charles
Martel, who had been more than once obliged
to take it from the Saracens, endeavoured to
destroy it, by filling it with wood, which was
afterwards ignited. The stones were in many
parts calcined, but the heat did not blow up the
» Passages as he intended. Some of the passages
have been restored, so that the approach o the
upper seats is now made very casy, and the view
from them, of the interior, is very fine.

At one period, the amphitheatre was indepen-
dent of Nismes, and had its own magistrates;
and even in 1809, it contained 2000 inhabitants.
Napoleon ordered the demolition of the habita-
tions, which wis finished in 1812; and in 1822
the ruins were cleared out, and the repairs
begun.,

From it we went to the Maison Carrée, now
standing in the handsome * place,” of which the
theatre, with its fine portico, forms one side.
The preservation of this monument is wonderful ;
M. Perrot, the concierge, says that it is the best
preserved existing. All the acanthus leaves of
the capitals are perfect; whereas in the Pantheon
at Rome, there is only one. Its length is ninety-
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five feet two and a half inches, the breadth forty-
four feet nine inches, and its height fifty-five
feet. The interior of the building now devoted
to a museum is forty-ecight feet long, thirty-six
feet wide, and of the same height—thirty-six feet.
It has thirty columns, twenty-eight feet and a
half high, (ten diameters and a half ;) they are
of the Corinthian order, fluted and very beautiful ;
the capitals are quite perfect, both for work-
manship and preservation.

The building stands on a platform, eleven
feet-high; and a flight of fifteen steps leads to
the portico, which has twelve columns, six in
front, and four on each side, including the corner
ones—thus reckoned twice over. The building
has eleven columns on the sides, and six in
front; of those on the side, seven are for half
their diameter in the wall. A beautiful frieze
goes all round the building, except the facade,
where was an inscription in bronze. This was
removed, but by means of the holes in the
stones, and the stains remaining, a good guess
has been made of its import. This has been the
subject of much antiquarian discussion, M.
Sequier traced it accurately so long ago as
1758, and published his version, with which
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M/Perrot coincides. According to them, it was
8 follows :—
C. Cwsari. Avgusti F. Cos. L. Cusari. Aogusti F. Cos
Designnto. Principibus Juventutis.®
Being erected in honour of Caius and Lucius
Ciesar, by their father, Marcus Agrippa, in the reign
of Augustus, eighteen years before Christ, they
. being the adopted sons and intended successors
of Augustus,

It stood in the centre of a magnificent forum,
and in the excavations the position of the bases
of three of the columns of the forum were found
in their position ; the remains of an entablature
shew that this was a fine portico, of the same
dimensions, as to the height of the columns, &c.,
us the Maison Carrée, but on a lower level,
standing also on a platform, raised above the
level of the street, from which it was approached
by flights of five steps. Many remains, found
in removing the old houses, are now ranged
within the enclosure of the Maison Carrée,

Its destination has been curiously varied :
oviginally, as 1 have said, a heathen temple,
it became, in 345, a church of the early Christians,

* To Caius Comar, the son of Avgustus, Consul: To

Lovius Catsar, the son of Augustus, Consul clect: The
Pringes of the Youth,
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who destroyed the forom. After the Moorish in-
vasion it became a mosque, but Charles Martel, in
727, restored it to the church; in 1050, it was
I'Haotel de Ville ; and remained so to 1540, when
it was exchanged for a piece of ground for a new
Hotel de Ville, and the Marquis de St. Chaptes
bought and converted it into a stable. In 1670,
the order of 8St. Augustin made a chapel of it,
and held it until the revolution of 1759; the
clubs of 92 and 93 held their sittings here, and
in 1815, it was used as a kind of arsenal. In
1820, the excavations were commenced, and in
1824 it was opened as a museum.

Remains of antiquity in the centre of a town,
however fine or splendid theymay be, do not cause
such pleasant feelings as much less perfect monu-
ments in a beautiful country, or even in a flat and
solitary desert. If the Maison Carrée and the
amphitheatre here, had such a locale as the
temples at Poestum, their effect would be quite
magical. So much is my foolish imagination
influenced by surrounding accompaniments,
that T was more interested and pleasantly im-
pressed by the temple of Diana, and remains of
Roman baths in the pardens here, though in
themselves they are very imperfect and possess
no features worthy of remark, than 1 was with that
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perfect monument of Roman art, the Maison

The din and dirt of a dense population, the
disagreeable sights and sounds of every day
life that surround this celebrated temple, quite
disturb and disenchant my mind ; but when
I mounted its steps, which, by the bye, are
80 steep that they do not give one any great
idea of Roman luxury—when I walked round
its beautiful portico—then, indeed, 1 began to
wonder how all has been preserved through so
many generations; and reflected on the poctic
race that built a monument of such surpassing
grace and beauty as to inspire admiration and
consequent respect in so many races of barbarians,
of conquerors and conquered. When I thought
of all it had gone through during eighteen cen-
turies of barbarism and neglect, I felt a sort of
conviction that the immortal spirit which had
created, still continued to hover near its beloved
work to preserve it from sacrilege and ruin.
Some such dreamy thoughts as these occupied

my mind as I gazed on this beautiful portico.

We were then to enter the temple, I know not

what my excited imagination did not expect—
mystic altars, clouds of incense, processions of
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radiant vestals, floated before me ; but these
bright visions were soon put to flight; they
vanished before the dull reality of a modern
museum. Though I knew all this before 1 en-
tered, yet its realization grated against the feel-
ings of the moment, and the many interesting
objects the museum contains were lost uponme ;
even De Laroche’s picture of Charles 1. and
Cromwell did not rouse me from my indifference.
This fine representation of the usurper gazing on
the coffined body of his murdered king, proved
only to me that mankind had not much pro-
gressed since the days when the rites of pagan
superstition occupied this place.

At the ruined and imperfect temple of Diana
there iz nothing to disturb the imagination from
the contemplation of the mighty past. The only
modern innovations are some wild fig-trees and
vines that decorate the broken arches, and twine
round the sacred altar. Enough remains of the
old building, the circular cells where the oracles
were delivered, the contrivance for conducting the
voice into the statue, and the secret passages, to
put one behind the scenes, and shew how the
great goddess deluded her votaries. All this
reality transports the mind direct into the olden
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THE BATHS.

Himg<~—beautiful priestesses and admiring adorers
d before us in vivid distinctness : and we
wonder what degree of faith they placed in a
religion to whose mysteries they were privy, and
whether those kneeling warriors adored with more
fervour the marble statue of the goddess, or its
fair attendants,

The baths, too, are full of interest, though a
good deal spoilt by the modern superstructure of
Louis XIV,, in which some cross-legged Cupids
and plump ladies, in affectedly strained attitudes;
seem marvellously misplaced. Still, on descending
to them, one steps with delight on the identical
pavement, and wanders with pleasure through
the very recesses where Roman beauty indulged
in one of its highest gratifications. The feel-
ings and thoughts thus produced take one out
of self, with all its aehes and cares, and consti-
tute the great pleasure of travelling. What we
want is, to be embodied, as it were, in the thing
we admire. We look (though many without
knowing it) for impressions—vivid and pleasant
impressions—that may make us forget the pre-
sent, and give us for the moment a new and far
pleasanter sort of existence; therefore, however
beautiful an object may be, if its situation or other
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unharmonious causes prevent it from producing
this impression, its effect is lost.

The amphitheatre, so well described by Reboul,
and so magnificent in itself, is, T think, spoilt from
being too * trimly dressed.” No frees nor wild
shrubs are allowed to appear, or encircle with
their fond arms its ancient remains ; and thus,
though infinitely more perfect, it did not please
me near 50 much 88 the mouldering walls and
ruined arches of that at Poitiers.  Duat, after all,
1 must confess the fault was in me rather than
the building, for as an architectural specimen the
amphitheatre is better as it now is; and how could
the interior of the Maison Carrde be more pro-
perly made use of than as a museum for the re-
mains of ancient art and modern painting ?

I felt sure we should find good bread at
Nismes, because its beautiful poet is a baker,
and strange to say, we have not been disap-
pointed, though M—— maintained that a good
poet was likely to be a bad baker. Nowhere
in the south of France have we met with such
excellent bread, and after regaling on it at our
comfortable ten (making a regular meal of tea is
a luxury that falls to the lot of few mortals
except washerwomen and maid.servants), we

walked to see the celebrated poet.
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of a visit from persons he had never seen or
heard of before, with considerable good humour.
Yet I think this sort of interruption to persons
who are obliged to labour for their daily bread,
and whose short moment of repose is thus inter-
fered with, must be indeed a great trial of temper.
Reboul has z fine intellectual countenance and an
air of greater refinement than seems to belong to
his short tradesman’s jacket. His dark, speaking
eyes aresurmounted by thick and arched eye-brows.
A profusion of greyish hair grows rather low down
upon his forehead. A sweet and benevolent expres-
sion plays about his mouth, and dimples the pale

cheeks, which are rather sunk, He is well ac- |

quainted with Italian, and is now learning English,
with the hope of being soon able to read Milton in
the original tongue. He admires the ** Paradise
Lost” extremely, and says the style seems to him
to resemble that of the old Italian poets. “*But,”
said he, * it is very hard to judge, for in a transla-
tion, one is always derriére la tapisserie.” He does
not admire Shakspeare so much as his own Cor-
neille; our great bard’s mixture of tragic and corhic
seencs in the same piece, does not suit his taste.
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After dinner we again walked in the gardens :
a fine flight of steps leads to the terrace, which
commands a good view, and from whence shady
walks conduct to the Tourmagne,

“ La tonr qui s'flance anx eélestes compagnes
Dont le bardi sommet est voisin des Gclairs.'”

It stands on a considerable elevation, and was
ariginally about ninety-five feet high ; it has now
about three-quarters of its former height.

~ Some antiquarians give it a great antiquity.

Perrot concludes, from a piece of money, with
the heads of Augustus and Agripps, and the
Crocodile on the reverse (the colonial medal of
Nismes), that it cannot have a date before that
time, and that it served for a watch tower ; others
think it was a mausoleum. It was an octagon
building, and conical in form,

Good ladders have been placed inside, by
which the approach to the top is made easy and
sccure. The view is very extensive, commanding,
in fine weather, the distant mountains, the Alps,
Mont Blanc, &c. 1t was interesting to trace the
circuit of the walls of the old town, which was of -
greatextent. Thetower is a great mass of building;
its most determined ¢nemy was Charles Martel,



ROMAK CGIN OF KISMES,

g/nearly destroyed it, because it had been for-
ocd by the Saracens; but Francis Trancat was
a second Martel, as he received permission from
Heory 1V. to make excavations, in the expecta-
tion of finding treasure.

We were up this morning at a quarter past
four. The drums of a regiment assembling to
march awoke us, so we went out to have another
look at the great monuments before our de-
parture. Again mounted to the top of the amphi-
theatre, and measured one of the upper stones,
which has the projection to receive one of the
poles of the velaria, and found it more than
seven feet long.

We saw the ornaments of the north entrance,
and bought, as a memorial, a Roman eoin of
Nismes, a *Col Nem,' with the Crocodile. We
also went again to the Maison Carrée, and saw
how unfair it is to judge of the effect of this build-
ing from its present state. It now looks bare
without a peristyle, and the pilasters are poor;
but we should recollect that it was built to
stand in the centre of a fine forum, with a
colonnade, above which the temple was raised.
If it had a complete portico, the effect might
have been heavy, particularly as behind, it
was scparated from the forum by a distance
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of only twelve feet. We again walked round it,
amd in the museum, and having bought a few
medals, hurried home to breakfast,

We have been reading lately many of the
French Modern Poets, and are much pleased
with some by St. Beuve, Milvoie, and Reboul. 1
find many English people have a great prejudice
against modern French poetry. Yet, surely
there is much beauty in it, particularly in the
writings of De Lamartives and Victor Hugo.
Indeed, I believe they have the same prejudice
against English poetry of the present day ; and
this feeling is, perhaps, something analofous to
that which induces the relations and intimate
friends of an author at first to despise his
writings. The writers of past centuries are re-
moved far from all our jealous or envious
feelings, and we also naturally and justly vene-
rate whatis old :

“ Each goodly sign and mystle letter,
That pogel-baunted books unfold,
Wa cherish more,—we know (hem belter,
When we remember they aro old ;
And frionds, though fresh, and hale, and choerly,
And young, ns aunals holi,

Yo, if we prize thom very doarly,

W love to eall them old.”
Munxes,

YOL: Il &
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MODERN WRITERS.

O the other hand, when this prejudice is once
overcome, 1 believe modern books are the more
interesting and amusing ; and this arises not so
much from their novelty, as because they are
written to suit the taste of the age. The most
popular writers are those who have discovered
soonest any change in the public feeling, and
written for it. These have all the benefit of
apparent originality ; they may not have found
out a new path, but they have been the first to
follow or accompany mankind on the new road.

Sometimes, indeed, the quick sight of a great
genius sees beyond the present generation, and
discovers the direction in which the human mind
is going to travel, and precedes it in its course.
He writes for this coming taste, and then it
generally happens that his writings are not appre-
ciated by his cotemporaries. And the higher the
genius, the more likely is this to happen, because
it sees the farthest, and is more quickly influenced
by those often-hidden causes which impel our
nature towards improvement.
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CHAPTER XXII.

Pont du Garde—Avignon—Tts good Hotel and Interesting
Antlguition.

Avignon, October Bth.—We started at half-past
nine from Nismes; and at the second relais,
Lafoux, where there is a suspension bridge over
the Garde, turned off the road, to vigit the Pont
du Garde, a detour, as charged, of nine kilo-
metres. The Pont du Garde—

L] - L - L] L]
 L'aquedue qui nivelle ot qui joint deux montagnes,
Et qui porte 'onde duns les nirs™—
was originally an aqueduct for conveying the
waters of two streams, near Uzes, to Nismes. This
aqueduct, upwards of twenty-two miles long, was
a splendid and useful work, for which the in-
habitants of Nismes were indebted to Agrippa.
x 3
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THE RIVERL GARDE,

Phe River Garde here passes between rocks of
some elevation, and about eight hundred feet
distant from each other ; and to carry the aque-
duct across was the object. For this purpose
three rows of arches were constructed; the
lowest row consists of six arches and the second
of eleven; which are so contrived, that five of
them correspond with five of the first range, and
thus have the same support ; the third row has
thirty-five arches, but they areonlyabout eightfeet
high, and on them the aqueduct is placed. It is
about four feet wide, and five high; the height of
the entire is about a hundred and forty-six feet,
and the length of the aqueduct eight hundred and
nincteen. The effect from the bottom is very fine,
but 1 should call it inferior to the aqueduct of
Casserta. This is, however, a noble work; and,
viewed from either side, but I think, particularly
from the left bank of the river, very picturesque.
The top of the aqueduct is coveregd with rough
stones, of a single piece ; we walked across it
though in some places the covering has given
way. A good flight of steps makes the approach,
on the northern side, casy,

The modern bridge has been cleverly con-
structed. It is formed by increasing the breadth

e e R
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of the six lower archies so much, as to allow of a
carriage road; it is then exactly of the same
dimensions as the principal range of the ague-
duet—is consequently a fine work, and I do not
see why it should have excited the contempt of
some Lourists. The states of Languedoe decided,
after much deliberation, on this method of
making the communication across the river, and
it appears they could not have done better.

We found an encampment of gipsies here,—
the first I happen to have seen in France. Much
wild lavender and other sweet-smelling herbs
grow among the rocks, on the east side of the
river. It now flows quietly under one arch ouly,
but the extended bed shews that it can be in a
passion. The fresh leaves of the mulberry-trees
—their second crop—have a most refreshing
effect, after those dusty green olives and withered
vines, so long our companions,

We gradually ascended before we reached
Avignon, and the first view we obtained of the
majestic Rhone and the picturesque Avignon, in
its fine position above the river, and of the rich,
undulating vale rising into rugged heights at the
horizon, is one of the loveliest 1 have seen. We
saw it indeed to advantage ; the river, sparkling
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gunshine, could be traced far away in its

ad course lowards the sea, occasionally over-
flowing into wide lakes. We afterwards found
that much of the eplendour of this effect was
caused by a considerable flood, so much so as
to give rise to fears for a repetition of the
awful scenes of last year,

The old town wall of Avignon,with its towers,
and the imposing, though irregular mass of the
Pope’s palace, are very striking. The Rhone here
appears to me to be vastly wider than any river
I have seen. Itis divided by an island into two
great streams, each of them now of greater
breadth than the Rhine at Cologne. The Hotel
de I'Europe, situated in the * place” close to the
bridge, is a very good house, in which we have
been fortunate to find excellent rooms.

Before dinner, we took a pleasant walk on the
rocky height where is the old palace—now, alas !
converted partly into a barrack, and partly into
a prison. Higher up stands the cathedral, said
to be one of the oldest churches in France, and
on the summit of the height, which is quite
precipitous on the river side, a promenade is
now being constructed, commanding beautiful
views on all sides.

AVIGNON. oD

The rocky Mount Ventoux is the striking
mountain of the range we saw ; but 1 dare say,
in clear weather, Mont Blanc is visible. Avignon
is the chief town of the department of Vaucluse ;
it was the Avenio of the Romans, and a cele-
brated colony ; but Perrot says it existed many
“ centuries” before the Phocians from Mar-
seilles established themselves here in 123. It
came into the possession of the counts of Pro-
vence, and Joanna of Naples sold it to Cle-
ment VL for eighty thousand gold florins, but
there is a doubt if she were ever paid. In 1309
Clement V. transferred the apostolic chair to
Avignon. Seven popes resided here until the
last, Gregory XL, restored the seat to Rome, in
1378, and the papal legates resided here until
the revolution of 1789. Petrarch, who lived -
under the pontificate of Innocent V1., called it
“ the Babylon of the West."

October Dth.—After breakfast, we took a walk
in the Grande Rue, in which are some fine palaces,
probably the remains of papal grandeur. The
Hotel Calvet is now converted into' a Museum
for Natural History, and its garden into a botanic
one ; the collection of curiosities has been re-
moved to the general museum, which we visited



M. Calvet left to the town not only his museum,
but ten thousand francs a-year for the purchase
of additions. We took a hurried view of it;
among the antique remains I saw nothing of
peculiar interest.  Two elaborate tombs covered
with ornaments, with a ram in the pediment of
one, and a bust in the other, are of inferior style
but well preserved ; they were found at Vaison.

The picture-gallery has one end devoted to the
Vernets, who, I believe, were natives of Avignon.
Horace Vernet's Mazeppa is here en double—the
first, intended for Avignon, just as it was finished,
received a wound from a foil, during a fencing
match; Vernet had it repaired, and sent to
Aviguon, and painted a replica to prevent disap-
peintment; the town kept the two, to prevent
any competition hereafler, as to originality.
The Museum has a fine library, and collections
of medals, bronzes, &ec.

We afterwards walked to the Place, to look for
maps; but, strange to say, we could not get one
of the department maps of Les Bouches du
Rhone. Near the * Place” is the * Tour de
I'Horloge,” a handsome Gothic building. The
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theatre has a fagade, decorated with columns and
statues on the cornice. From it, is a ** sweet”
communication with the “Place du Chateau:”
a rarity in the narrow and dirty streets of Avig-
non, as my poor nose can testify.

We went into the cathedral, which is under-
going extensive repairs and decorations, almost
wholly, as I understood, at the expense of the
bishop. The portico is very ancient; u chapel,
now under repair, and the cupola, are of the
time of Charlemagne; and a large slab, now
in picces, but which is to be restored, is said
to have served for Pagan sacrifices. The tomb
of Jean XXIL, is a fine Gothic monument ; but
inferior in beauty to many we have in England ;
itisalso to be restored.  The tomb of Benoit X11.
is the only other papal one the Revolution spared:
the figure of the Pope pleased me much.

We again enjoyed the beautiful view from the
intended promenade. The interesting old town
of Villeneuve les Avignon looks very well on a
height, at the opposite side of the river, now
greatly swollen.  Above Villeneuve are the ex-
tensive ruins of the Chateau de St. André,



CHAPTER XXIIIL

The ivory erucifix at Avignon—Unselfish zeal rowarded.

Wi started early this moming, our chief objeet
being to see a famous ivory crucifix in the
Eglise de In Miséricorde. We went by the
quay ; the river is still high, and some water re-
mains on the road ; a man shewed us the mark
left on a house by last year's awful inundation—
it reached nearly to the ceiling of the rez-de-
chaussée. We saw in our walk more of the
wall, which, with its towers, adds so much to
the picturesque appearance of Avignon. The wall
is now, for the most part, masked at the lower
part, with small houses and sheds, and many of
the old gates are closed. We had to walk some
distance before we came to a gate, and after tra-

versing some narrow and winding strects, reached

the church, which was the object of our search.
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It belongs, I believe, to a religious society, called
“ Les Penitents Noirs,” is rich in gilding, and
hns many pictures, said to be good ; but it was so
dark we could not well see them, Les Sceurs de
la Charité—those admirable women—have charge
of the church and of the adjoining lunatic asylum.
One of them shewed us the erucifix, which is
kept under lock and key, in the sacristy. It is
finely executed: the figure of our Saviour on
the cross is, with the exception of the arms, in
one piece of ivory, twenty-six inches long. It
is sculptured with great anatomical accuracy:
beneath the feet is a death's head, and above,
on a scroll, also in ivory, a “ superseription is
written over him, in letters of Greek, and Latin,
and Hebrew,” *“ Jesus of Nazareth, the King
of the Jews.” In one of the folds of the drapery
is the name of the artist, ** J. Guillermin, inventit
et sculpsit, 1539.”

The “sister” who accompanied us, confirmed
‘the anecdote we had heard connected with this
crucifix. The story is so interesting, that I
think it worth relating. In order to under-
stand it, I must ask you to transport yourself,
in imagination, so far back as the sixteenth cen-
tury, and place yourself in a homely but pic-
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jurgéque room, with an oriel window that looks
pon a little garden near the western rampart.
In this room, an old man is carving a Madonna in
ivory, whilst his nephew, a handsome youth of nine-
teen, is near him, occupied with a masterly sketch
that promises to become a beautiful picture.

Pierre Guillermin and his nephew were both at
work, but the degree of energy bestowed by each
on their employment was very different. The
uncle, though feeble with age and much bodily
infirmity, pursued his task with great vigour,
seldom lifting his eyes from the Madonna and
child, which were fast increasing in loveliness un-
der hisbusy fingers,—except that now and then he
cast an impatient glance towards the window, as
the sun-beams, which first shone upon his work,
became higher and higher, and left the figure in
comparative darkness. The young man, too,
looked impatiently towards the window, but with
a very different expression on his speaking coun-
tenance,—and, at last, throwing down his brush,
he muttered—** 1 can work no longer.”

The old man turned round, and gazed on him
with a look of deep sorrow. * Do not lose the
last few moments of light,” said he, in a gentle,

yet half-reproachful tone—* your picture is so
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nearly finished, and you are always sure of finding
a purchaser, whereas 1, alas ! often toil in yain,
for there are so few who care for sculptured
ivary.”

“* Where is the use of selling all the pictures
in the world?” exclaimed the young man.
¢ Nothing can obtain the consent of her parents,
they will never give her to a poor artist,”

“ Say not so, my dear boy !—but how strange
it is that an old, worn-out man like me should at-
tempt to teach a handsome youth like you to hope,
1 have told you again and again it is not to your
profession the parents of Elise object. If only
4000 ducats could be oblained, they would gladly
consent to the marriage. Ob, i I had your
youth, and strength, and talent, the money
should not be long wanting !

“ Or I your steady perseverance, dearest uncle!”
said Adolph, approaching him with a softened
and contriteair. *' Fool l—~wretch that [am ! will
nothing conquer this dreadful sloth—this foolish
horror 1 have of being shut up in a close room,
when the birds are singing on yonder ramparts,
and where——"

* And where you think Elise is taking her
evening promenade {—well, well | I cannot blame




THE ARTIST'S LOVE.

vou it loving her sweet presence better even than
it .almost living image of her you have trans-
ferred to the canvas. Well, go your ways. 1 sce
your heart is on the rampart walk. Go, and
leave your old uncle, who is fit for nothing better,
to work as long as daylight lasts. Bless
thee, my child, and may God grant all your
wishes,” said the old man, as Adolph, seizing his
hat with the energy of a school-boy who has just
escaped from an irksome lesson, bounded out of
the room. “ Ishould have been the same at his
age,” thought the old man, as with a sorrowful,
yet resigned look, he sat down to his work.
** And yet 1 had hoped his love for that beautiful
girl would hawe given steadiness to his talent.”
And the old man thought over his nephew’s
character, till the painful conviction was forced
on his mind that he would not have acted thus,
even at the giddy age of twenty.

** But, then, I was not a genius,” added he, as
with a look of exultation he gazed on the masterly
picture that lay, half-finished, on his nephew’s
casel, * Besides, I was obliged to labour for my
bread—to plod away night and day: whereas,
Heaven be praised ! my dear sister Marie’s child
has an old uncle, whose ouly object is to make
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him happy,” and the old man continued to work
with redoubled vigour. But when the shades of
evening began to darken the room, and he felt it
was impossible to continue any longer, a more
desponding train of thought saddened his mind,
and some misgivings came across him as to
whether the course of indulgence he had always
pursued towards the dear boy a dying sister had
confided to his care, was quite right.  “ If I were
to die now,"” thought he, * the boy would be
ruined. 1 have fostered his taste for splendour,
and never denied his slightest wish, because I
always saw his talents were so transcendent as to
secure to him an independent fortune.”

‘““ But, alas ! it is not so. I have spent all—
all, upon his, perhaps foolish, wishes, and now
lie has not steadiness to work, and I am growing
almost too old. 1 shall soon be able to do no more
for him.” And old Guillermin wrung his hands
with grief. * And vet, if he were once married,
Elise iz so0 good, so sensible, her example, and
the pride of being her sole protector, would
surely call forth all his energy, and ensure his
industry. Oh! if my trade were as lucrative as
his \—if I could find a purchaser for this Ma-
donna, as 1 did for the 8t. Cecilin, when Adolph
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nefirred that gambling debt—and my St. An-
tonio half-finished too! If I could terminate
both before the Pope’s nuncio passes through
Avignon, on his way to Paris, who knows but he
might be tempted to give 200 erowns for them ;
then, with the large figure of our Lord, which I
hope to sell for the church of St. Sulpice, the
sum would be almost made up. And then—and
then I" exclaimed the old man, rubbing his hands,
while visions of his nephew’s joyous nuptials,
and a whole futurity of bliss for the young
peoaple, were conjured up in old Guillermin's still
sanguine and almost youthful imagination. And
he went to rest, determining to be up before day-
break, and work with renewed vigour.

In the meantime, Adolph pursued his way to
the promenade, but Elise was not there. In vain
he walked up and down, and gazed upon the
lovely view, till the forms of the distant moun-
tains became almost blended with the evening
sky. She came not. It was getting dark ; and,
angry with himseli and annoyed with her for
having caused him to lose the last hour of daylight
to no purpose, he resolved to seck Elise, and re-
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proach her for having caused him so great a dis-
appointment.

** Bomething must and shall be decided,” mut-
tered Adolph; “it is impossible {0 exist in this
state of uncertainty,” he continued, ns, with the
pettishness of an ill-regulated mind, lie reasoned
and argued, as many of us do, that if only such
and such particular circumstances would but
occur,we should never murmur again, and nothing
would ever tempt us to sin any more.

Most of us have experienced something of this
sort, and though we may have attained the object
of our desire, yet we are often wofully disap-
pointed in the salutary influence we expected its
attainment would have exercised on our minds.
On the other hand, when success has crowned our
own steady and persevering exertions, unassisted
by any adventitious aid arising from chance, or
the partiality or kindness of others, we feel blest
in the fulfilment of our wishes: but the satisfae-
tion is not so much in the attainment as in the
happy state of mind which is created by a long
course of perseverance, and by the daily seli-
denial of those inmost wishes which must be
sacrificed to obtain a great end. The last teuth
we learn here below is the simple one that all

YOL. IL AA



THE TEMFPTER.

ippiness depends solely upon the state of our
own minds, and is totally independent of any out-
ward circumstances.

Certainly the young and thoughtless Adolph had
not learned this important truism; for with all
the impetuosity of a spoilt and wayward disposi-
tion, and with a full conviction he never could be
either happy or good unless Elise consented
to become his wife, he hurried to her abode,
though he had often vowed, when experiencing
the cold treatment of her parents, that nothing
should ever induce him to approach it again.

He went, but was not admitted.

““ 8o you have wooed the lovely Elise in vain!”
said a voice in his ear, as, with a gesture of angry
impatience, he turned from her dwelling. * Well,
do not look so desponding, there are other fair
ones in Avignon. Come, cheer up, and try your
luck at play, who knows but Mercury may prove
more propitious than Cupid. Come, here are Louis
antl Charles, and you will just make the fourth.”

Adolph hesitated at first, but was soon per-
suaded to join the party.

“It is all her fault,” thought Adolph, or
rather, he tried to think so, for there is always an
inner voice that tells us the real right and wrong,
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however we may try to stifie its admonitions.
Adolph felt he was doing wrong in acceding to
the tempting proposal of the dissipated young
Robert, who had often before led him into scrapes ;
but he threw all the blame on the adverse fate
which, by depriving him of Elise, seemed to ex-
tinguish every virtuous fecling. He played, and
gained at first ; he then lost a little, but instead of
desisting, he continued to play, and the dawn of
day found him still at the table.

At last he returned home, after having lost a
considerable sum ; and, far too tired to make use of
the now bright daylight in his studio, he threw
himself on his bed, and sank into a troubled and
feverish sleep.

Long before Adolph had returned home, old
Guillermin was at his work, happily unconseious
of the manner in which his nephew had passed
the night. It is astonishing what a strong will,
what a powerful,and above all, a noble motive, can
effect. The ardent desire to see his dear nephew
happily married, scemed to instil fresh vigour
into the old man's arm, and never, in his young
days, did he achieve such a triumph as his beau-
tiful group of the Madonna and child.

442



DESPONDENCY.

the room were neglected. Adolph worked but
feebly, and seemed possessed by a sullen and de-
sponding melancholy. “ The poor boy is pining,”
thought his kind uncle; and as the young man’s
efforts became more feeble, those of Guillermin
redoubled ; and vet, a few days before the ex-
pected arrival of the Pope'’s legate, old Guiller-
min's strength seemed suddenly to fail.  His
anxiety had been so great, that he allowed him-
sell searcely any time for rest, but had toiled
through several nights by candle light, much to
the injury of his valuable sight.

Adolph, though he could not fail to see that
his dear uncle was fast sinking under his exces-
sive labour, was o absorbed in his own sallen and
helpless grief that he took no notice of all these
exertions. Such occurrences are not rare. A
mother, a devoted wife, or child, may consume
their days in efforts for the advantage of a be-
loved object, and the indifference, or even ingra-
titude of that adored being does not diminish
either their efforts or affection, and then these
zealous and unselfish efforts are generally blessed
—aqt all events, the one who loves finds in this
strong affection a reward,
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“To those who feel the power is given
This sign of myklery Lo scan,
And draw down from the stars of heaven
A lesson for the henrt of man,
That it should eherish in all grief
Its own affections as relief,”*

Even the most unworthy in this world hiave some
one who cares for them ; and if all human sym-
pathy should fail, still our Heavenly Father never
tives, and never ceases in his efforts to draw us to-
wards good. He does so sometimes by affliction,
sometimes by prosperity ; but, alas! like poor
Adolph, we refuse to listen to his call ; we refuse
even to help ourselves, and perversely act in the
way least conducive to our happiness in this
world or the next.  “ Ye will not come unto me
that ye may have rest,”” may be said to almost
all of us happiness-secking yet most perverse
mortals.

The old man's strength failed, but he prayed
fervently that he might be the means of happi-
ness to his beloved nephew. In spite of his
exertions, when the legate arrived, his works
were nol finished. Determined, however, to
make an effort to interest the powerful man in

* Bir Francia Doyle,
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hig behalf, he contrived, by means of a friend,
that his designs should be shewed to him. For-
tunately the legate was so much pleased with
them, that he gave an order, not only for the
Madonna and the Holy Family, but for several
other things, to decorate a new church he was
building at Florence.

The old man’s desires were now fully accom-
plished ; his mind once at rest, he was able
to work with renewed vigour, and in a few
months his labours were ended—he received more
than the wished for 4000 ducats.

He had kept all this a secret from his nephew,
and now he went with his treasure to the parents
of Elise, and demanded her in marriage for his
uephew, as the young man’s independence was
thus secured. They joyfully consented. The
young people were married, and the happiness of
all parties was complete.

Adolph was one of those who seem at first
sight to thrive in prosperity, and who appear to
require the stimulant of success in order to de-
velop their energies. This is often the case with
what are termed spoilt children, who, so long
as all goes on right, and they meet with nothing
to thwart their inclinations, act well and vir-
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tuously. From the moment he obtained Elise,
nothing could be more steady and industrious than
Adolph. He was indefatigable in his studio, and,
touched to the heart by the generous devotion of
his uncle, he toiled assiduously, not only to re-
imburse all that the old man had expended, but
to ensure for him a handsome independence for
the rest of his life,

We may ask, why should such a character be
ever afflicted, when prosperity thus fosters its
good qualities ? If we read the book of Job, the
reason will be obvious.

The young people continued to live with their
uncle, and during the first year of their marriage
nothing could exceed the happiness of them all;
and this was crowned by the birth of a child,
which the affectionate old man adored, if pos-
sible, more than he had ever loved any human
being.

Guillermin now ouly worked oceasionally. His
model was generally the young child of his
nephew. The infant, with its lovely mother,
formed a charming group for a Madonna and
Child ; and many are the altar-pieces, both in
painting and carving, in which their beguty has
been immortalized. Thus passed two happy
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agg ; and the old man had quite given up any
cars on his nephew’s account.
About this time a young artist from Florence
came to Avignon, whose genius soon procured
him abundant employment. Adolph had hitherto
been considered the best painter in Avignon, but
now many preferred the pictures of the young Flo-
rentine—an opinion which Adolph himself felt
was not without foundation. Not wishing, how-
ever, to shew that he felt any jealousy of bis
successful rival, he cultivated the acquaintance of
the Florentine, and they became apparently in-
separable friends.  Often did they paint together
in the same studio, and Elise and her lovely
babe were frequently the subjects of the stranger's
pencil.

Old Guillermin did uot quite approve of this
great intimacy, for there was something in young
Valentino'scountenance which seemed 1o belie his
actions. However, not liking to instil any doubts
into his nephew’s apparently ingenuous heart,
be said nothing to him, though, with great gen-
tleness, he cautioned Elise not to encourage the
frequent visits of her husband's friend. The
young wife received this caution with evident
embarrassment, and the old man began to
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tremble, lest the handsome stranger had made
too great an impression on her heart,

Soon afterwards, Adolph went to Toulouse to
receive an order for the altar-piece of its fine
cathedral, and during his absence, the old man
was glad to find that Elise did not receive the
visits of Valentino. Under the plea of illness,
she shut herself up with her baby, and old Guil-
lermin felt quite re-assured. But, as the old poet,
Sir John Harington, quaintly says—

= Aguinst bad tonguoes, goodness connol defend her ;

Those be most free from fuults, they Teast will Epare

But prate of them whom they have scantly known,
Judging their bumours to be like thelr own”

In the mean time, Adolph was receiving
splendid orders for pictures at Toulouse. He
met there the young Robert, whom he had for-
merly called his evil genius, and who, a disap-
pointed suitor of Elise, had left Avignon shortly
after Adolph's marriage. Robert met him with
great cordiality, but there was o sinister ex-
pression on his countenance which almost made
Adolph tremble.

“ 8o, you are a happy husband, and father,
too, and become quite a steady man! Happy in
your wife, and in your wife’s friend, too, T hear.”



“ Yes, your wife's friend. Do you think it is
for your beaux yeux that Valentino visits your
house 8o often? Have we not got her as a Ma-
donna, painted by him, in our church of St.
Stephen 7 and is not their love the talk of all
Avignon 2

Adolph was thunderstruck. His jealousy
thus excited, a thousand recollections darted
into his mind to confirm his suspicions, There
could be no doubt—and a sudden conviction that
Elise was guilty seemed to stifle reason and depress
every power. And yet Adolph had no opinion
of Robert. Why, then, was his mind so sud-
denly poisoned against his wife and friend ? Be-
cause passion blinded his better judgment, and
his old perverseness of heart returned. Without
waiting to finish the orders he had received, he
started that very night for Avignon; and his
feelings may be read in some fine lines of Mas-
singer’s —

“ What & bridge

OF glass I walk apon, over a river
OF eertain ruin, mine own weighty fears
Cracking what should support my,
Ravish’d by doubts and wilful Jealousy
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Yet many persons maintain that there can be
no love without jealousy, Massinger was not of
this opinion ; for he says—

“ Will you then confirm
Thnt love and jealousy, though of different natures,
Must of necessity be twins—the younger

Created only to defeat the elder,
And spoil him of his bicthright? 'Tis nol well."

It was evening, and old Guillermin had em-
braced his darling child and its mother, and re-
tired to rest.  Elise had just placed her babe in
its cradle, and was preparing to go to bed, when
she was startled by a rustling of the vine-leaves
at her window. On approaching it, she saw a
man's head, and was about to alarm the house,
when a well-known voice implored her to be
silent. ** Ouly listen to me for one moment, and
1 will never molest you agunin; but,” continued
Valentino, in a menacing air, as he bounded into
the room, * if you alarm the house, be assured,
your fair fame will be lost!”

Elise felt the whole danger of her situation.
She had long been aware of his love ; and hence

her embarrassment when the old man mentioned
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hi€ fears ; but, aware of her husband’s jealous

disposition, and entering fully into the motives
which induced him to cultivate the intimacy of a
rival artist, she had forborne to mention the
painful subject, and only endeavoured to repress,
in every possible way, the secret advances of
Valentino.

She now earnestly implored him to begone.

** Quly say that you do not detest me!” he
exclaimed—** Only say that in time you may
look faveurably on me, and I will trouble you no
more 1"

At this moment, a noise was heard on the stairs—
"“Fly tit is my husband1” exclaimed Elise. Valen-
tino hueried to the window, but before he could
reach it, the door was forcibly broken open, and
Adolph rushed into the room. ““ Where is he ?
-Twhmiu the traitor? 1 knew I should find
him here ! he exclaimed, brandishing a dagger.
So saying, he rushed upon the unfortunate Va-
lentino, and in another moment the dagger had
pierced his breast! * Perish, traitor l—vyou, too,
faithless wife, hall die I ke said, rushing towards
her. Poor Elise sunk senseless on the ground,
where she lay unconscious of all that then

passed.

DEATH OF VALENTINO, a67

Old Guillermin had been awakened by the noise,
and running down stairs, he found his nephew
bending over the dying artist, and listening to the
faint words he tried to utter.

‘ She is innocent " said Valentino; * with my
dying breath I eall God to witness that she is so.
The fault was all my own ; forgive me, my friend,
and suspect not your spotless wife.” These were
his last words, uttered so earnestly as to convinece
Adolph of their truth. He eagerly ran to im-
plore the forgiveness of Elise for his unjust
suspicions.

Valentino died ; the report of the murder was
soon noised abroad, and the officers of justice
geized their unresisting vietim, and conyveyed
him, heavily ironed, to the dismal dungeons he-
neath the papal palace. Adolph was tried, and
condemned to death.

The young artist was sentenced to be cut off in
the flower of his youth—in the midst of all his
lately attained, but long wished for bliss. The
agonized wife, the heart-broken uucle, threw
themselves at the feet of the judges in vain.
There had been so many murders committed in
Avignon, by persons of even the highest rank,



government was determined to act with rigour,
and it was finally resolved to make an example of
the unfortunate Adolph. In vain his uncle urged
that the crime was unpremeditated—that a
sudden paroxysm of jealousy, under circum-
stances which indeed were enough to awaken it,
had led to the fearful catastrophe. The govern-
ment was inexorable, and the morning of the 15th
September was fixed for Adolph’s execution.
Old Gaillermin was now completely heart-
broken ; after a last effort to touch the hearts of
those in authority, he returned home, and shut
himself up in-his studio—that room where he had
so often worked by the side of his dear nephew—
that room in which he had so often sought for
consolation, and never yet in vain; whatever
wishes he had formed whilst engaged with his
work had in time been fulfilled. He mechanically
took up a crucifix which bad oceupied him for
some time, and as he began, almost unconsciously,
to use his chisel, the old fecling of hope, which
was so connected with that employment, re-
turned to his mind. At first it was vague, and
merely the effect of pleasing association ; but it
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gradually assumed a more tangible shape, and it
occurred to him that the * Penitents noirs" were
in possession of a bull from the Pope, which
gave them the power of asking on their festival
the pardon of a criminal ; but the poor sculptor
was unacquainted with the confrérie; and how
was he to ingratiate himself so as to interest them
in his favour ?

He now looked with rapture at the ercifixion,
upon which he had already bestowed so much
labour, and on it he built his hopes; but here
another difficulty presented itself—the work was
not finished, and the day of the festival was near
at hand. Oh! what would he not have given
for even one of the precious days he had lost in
fruitless entreaty ?

But this shadow of hope had no sooner dawned
on the old man’s mind than he set to work, and
never, even in the brilliant days of youth, did he
labour with greater assiduity, for now he toiled
for his dear nephew’s life, whose adoring wife and
lovely child smiled encouragingly on his efforts.
Old Guillermin worked day and night, and on the
eve of the festival presented himself at the con-
vent gate with his crucifix.
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o gift was joyfully accepted, and the next
day he had the happiness to embrace his par-
doned nephew.

Those who have had the patience to read the
above moralizing story, may well imagine with
what interest we looked on the ivory crucifix,
upon which the lives and happiness of so many
beings had depended.
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and some causes of dissension had evidently arisen
between the last-named prince and the famous
Renault de Chatillon, the particulars of which we
do not exactly know.

The Arabian writers, however, supply several facts
which may possibly throw light upon the subjeet,
We find that the Lord of Carae, notwithstanding the
existence of a truce, had been tempted by the ap-
pearance of a rich Mussulman caravan in the neigh-
bourhood of his mountain-fortress, to plunder the
merchants or pilgrims, and even to reduce many of
them to captivity. Saladin remonstrated in vain,
and it is by no means impossible that the Count of
Tripoli also used his authority to force the refractory
noble to make restitution. At all events, it is clear
that he gave him no countenance in his proceed-
ings ;* and when in September, 1186, Baldwin V.
expired, Renault de Chatillon was found amongst
the most enthusiastic supporters of Sybilla, and the
most determined enemies of the regent.

The party of Guy of Lusignan, however, had

* One of the best and most impartial acconnts that we have
of this partieular period is that of Geoffrey Vinesanf, the anthor
of Tter Hierosolymitanum,  He mentions the existence of the
troce between Saladin and the Christians cxaotly in the sume
torms a8 Bernard the Freasurer, apd he recounts the violation
of it by Renault de Chatillon almnost in the words of the Arablan
historian, Tbn Alativ. Dy n very nataral mistake, indoed, he
ealls Renanlt Prince of Antiosh, in which eity ho hasd ruled s
regent during the minority of Bocmond,

YOL. 111, 1 1]
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jously concealed their operations from the Count
6# Tripoli ; and the moment the young king was
dead, Jocelyn de Courtenay proceeded to visit the
regent at Berytes, and represented to him that it
would not be necessary for him to accompany the
body of the deceased prince to Jerusalem, but, on
the contrary, that it would be better to intrust the
funeral to the Knights Templars, while he provided
for the defence of the realm, which was already
menaced by the gathering forces of Saladin.

The city of Tiberiad, possessed by the count, in
right of his wife, was one of the most exposed
points of the kingdom of Jerusalem, and likely to
be attacked in the very outset of a war. The fact
that Saladin threatened immediate vengeance for
the breach of the truce by the Lord of Carac, and
had sent messengers to every part of his dominions,
summoning his troops to the approaching contest,
was most likely already known to the Christians.
Never doubting, it would appear, the good faith of
Jocelyn de Courtenay, the Count of Tripoli, moved,
probably, by the imminence of the danger, hastened
to Tiberiad, while the corpse of the young king was
carried to Jerusalem ; and such was his confidence
in the submission of all parties to the arrangement
which had been entered into respecting the regency
and succession, that heleft Berytes undefended, and
seems not to have entertained the slightest suspicion
of all that was machinating against him. The
moment, however, that the count’s absence favoured

.
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the enterprise, Jocelyn seized upon the city of Acre,
and thence hastening to Berytes, obtained pos-
session of that important place by treachery, In
the meanwhile, Sybilla, Guy of Lusignan, and the
Grand Master of the Templars, with Boniface of
Montferrat, the father of her first husband, who had
lately taken the cross, seized upon the city of Jeru-
salem; and, after the funeral of Baldwin V., shut
the gates against the nobles of the country, who ad-
hered almost as a man to the Count of Tripoli and
to the convention which they had sworn to main-
tain, at the same time sending in haste for Renault de
Chatillon, of whose concurrence they were already
assured.

In the meantime, thunderstruck by the tidings of
these proceedings, the Count of Tripoli called all
the nobles of the land to meet him at Naplouse ; and
we find that the only three who were wanting were
Jocelyn de Courtenay, Guy of Lusignan, and Renault
de Chatillon. The Masters of the Temple and
Hospital were also absent, the latter being at the
time in Jerusalem, though it would seem he took
no part in favour of Sybilla. The whole baronage
of Palesting was indignant at the wviolation of all
the stipulations made with the Count of Tripoli;
and it appears, from one of the continuations of
William of Tyre, that the suspicions which had been
circulated regarding the Count of Tripoli were re-
taliated upon Sybilla, some persons in the assembly
whispering that she herself had administered poison

B8l
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ér son, in order to grasp the thorny crown with
h:::h he had been invested. In the midst of their
deliberations, messengers arrived from Jerusalem,
summoning the nobles to the coronation of the
queen.  An immediate refusal was given ; and two
abbots were deputed to warn the patriarch and the
two grand masters, in the name of God and the
pope, not to proceed to the coronation of Sybilla
till the question of her right should be decided by
the persons to whose judgment they had sworn to
refer the elaims of the two sisters.

The councils of Sybilla, however, were ruled by
three of the most violent and resolute men of the
age. The patriarch Heraclius was notorious for his
indecent conduct, living openly with a beautiful
concubine, who had obtained the familiar appellation
of the Patriarchess,* and displaying on all occasions
a degree of intemperate daring which, when in
England, might have brought upon him the fate of
Thomas i Becket, had not Henry been previously
made painfully aware of the danger of resenting the
autrages of an ecclesiastic.  The conduct of Renault
de Chatillon is already before the reader ; nor was
the grand master of the Temple of a less decided

* Her name wan Pasque de Riveri. She was the wifo of a
méreer of Naplouse, and carried on an adulterous interconrse
with the patrinreh before hier hoshand's death, but afterwards
tived apenly with him in concubinage. Berirand, the Treasurer,
mentions the facts, and depiets the life and manpers of the
pairiareh in the darkest colours,
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and incautious character, as his after proceedings
sufficiently evinced.

It was not to be supposed, then, that either the
menaces of the Count of Tripoli and the barons of
the realm, or the danger of plunging the kingdom of
Jerusalem into a civil war, could have any effect in
stopping the ambitious projects of Sybilla. All her
counsellors determined to proceed to her coronation
immediately, and the only opposition that they met
with was from the grand master of the Hospital,
who possessed one of the keys of the treasury in
which the royal insignia were deposited. He re-
sisted firmly ; and even, we are told, threw the key
away, lest it should be taken from him; but it was
afterwards found by the patriarch, and everything
was immediately prepared for the ceremony which
they were about to celebrate.*

Fearing lest they might be interrupted, the faction
assembled in Jerusalem caused every gate of the
city to be shut and strongly guarded, preventing any
one from either entering or going forth, while Sybilla
proceeded to the Church of the Holy Sepulchre, and
received one of the two erowns of the kingdom from
the hands of the patriarch. The other had been
placed upon the altar, but immediately after the

* It is curious that Vertot should be totully ignorant of these
fucts, which stanil upon the best nuthority that we have, bul
though honoarable to the grand mastor of the Hospital, are never
mentioned by him inhis Life of Roger Destnouling, who flled that
office from the year 1179 Hll the battle of Nagareth, in 1187,
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right that you should bave a man to aid you in
governing. Take that crown, and give it to whom-
soever you think fit to rule your kingdom.” Sybilla
at once raised the diadem from the altar, and ex-
claimed, addressing Guy of Lusignan,  Advance,
sir, and receive this crown, which I cannot employ
better.” Her husband then kuelt at her feet, and
she placed the crown upon his head.*
Notwithstanding all the care which had been
taken to prevent any one from entering Jerusalem,
or going out of the city to the barons assembled at
Naplouse, a spy sent by them had contrived to
make his way in through a postern belonging to a
lazar house built against the walls ; and in the habit
of a monk he witnessed the whole proceedings of
the coronation, and carried the tidings immediately
to those by whom he had been dispatched. The
observations of the nobles upon the elevation of

* Vague tidings of those evenis reached Europe in ‘varions
shapes, and gave rise to many disfigured secounts, amongst
which is the oruamented narrative of Hoveden, which has been
very generally adopted, but which I have rejected entirely, as the
worthy chaplain was ignorant even of the namcs of most of the
persons conceried, and of many of the most important facts.
Bernard the treasuter, and Radulfus of Coggeshal, confirm each
other in every important particolar, and gr generally sup-
ported by the best Arabian historians, thoongh IThw.alatir says

that the barons of the realm were present at (he eoronation of
Guy and Sybilla,
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Guy of Lusignan show the contempt in which he
was universally held.

** Iwill bet he is not king for a year,” cried the
gallant Baldwin of Ramla ; and he then added, *“ My
lords, do the best that you can, for the country is
lost, and I shall take myself away, for I will not
have the shame and the reproach of having shared in
the ruin of my country. I know this king so well
for a fool and a loiterer, that 1 am sure he will
ueither act by my advice nor yours, but by that of
those who are incapable, for which reason I shall
quit the land.”

He was persuaded, however, to stay by the Count
of Tripoli, who on this occasion proved that he was
actuated by no desire of grasping the sceptre him-
sell, by proposing that they should crown Hum-
phrey of Thoron, who had married Isabella, the
youngest danghter of Almeric, and his only child by
his legitimate queen. This course was immediately
decided upon, and the coronation was appointed for
the next day. During the night, however, the
young prince, whom they intended thus to elevate,
took fright at the difficult situation in which he
was likely to be placed, and weakly flying to
Sybilla, did homage to Guy of Lusignan.*

This act of folly and feebleness broke up the con-

* It is probable that this young noble did not take part sea-
lously, even from the first, with the barons, as we know thab

he was ever greatly under the Influence of Renault of Chas
tillon, the friend of Lusignan.



abandoned the Count of Tripoli, with the sole ex-
ception of his renowned friend, Baldwin of Ramla,
who declared that he would never hold lands of such
a monarch as Guy of Lusignan. Determined to
resign his territories, he sent his son, then a minor,
to do homage and receive investiture of the estates
he was about to quit. Guy of Lusiznan, however,
refused to receive him as a vassal till his father
had performed the same act; upon which the Lord
of Ramla, surrounded by his knights, marched into
Jerusalem, presented himself before the king, and
addressing him without any salutation, said, ** King
Guy, I do you homage as a man who will hold
no lands of you.” After which stern words, he
caused his son to be invested, and then, leaving
the boy in the custody of his brother, Balian of
Ibelin, he quitted the Presence and the territories
of the new king, escorted by his knights till he
had reached the frontiers of the principality of
Antioch.

In the meanwhile, the Count of Tripoli retired to
Tiberiad, highly indignant at all that had been done,
and refusing in any way to acknowledge Guy of
Lusignan as his sovereign. The menacing aspect
which the Count assumed, the danger of suffering
one of the great vassals of Jerusalem to deny his
title to the throne, and set his power at defiance,
but still more, the counsels of the grand master of
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the Temple, determined the weak sovereign to
march against the Count, and besiege him in Tibe-
riad. Hitherto the conduct of the Count of T'ripoli
had been irreproachable ;* but consideration for his
personal safety now joined with indignation to
make him forget the duties of a Christian knight,
and in the emergency which presented itself, he
sent for aid to Saladin, with whom he had always
kept his faith severely.

As may well be supposed, the sultan, who had
already prepared all things within his own territories
for n general assault upon Palestine, was well pleased
to find the dissensions of the Christians offer the
very opportunity he could have desired. The request
of the count was granted instantly, and a body of
Mahommedan troops was sent off to his support ; but
not content with this mark of his friendship, Saladin
offered to aid Raymond in seizing upon the crown
of Jerusalem, and instantly liberated a number of
the vassals and subjects of Tripoli, who were at the
time prisoners in his hands. There can be no doubt
that the gratitude of the count was expressed in
warm terms, and the Mussulmans flattered them-

* Emad-oddin gives us to understand that the Count of Tri-
poli had endeavoured to seize the crown of Jerusalom before
the death of Baldwin V.; and had Saladin had any share in the
supposed transaction, we might atlach some welght (o the state-
ment of his seorotary ; but that not being the case, we cannok
do 6o in opposition 1o the best Christinn testimony, and to the
whole conduet of the Count on the death of the young ““E'
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e¢/ that they had gained an ally so devoted to
fig’Sultan that he was even willing to embrace their
faith, and only refrained from the fear of displeasing
his subjects.* The result showed how greatly they
were mistaken ; but the act which the count had
already committed was sufficient to blast his repu-
tation with the Christians both of the east and west,
and to give countenance to numerous falsehoods
circulated against him,

While these events were taking place, Guy of
Lusignan advanced with the army which he had
collected, as far as Nazareth, on his march to
Tiberiad, and Saladin collected a considerable body
of men in the neighbourhood of Paneas, watching
for the events which were about to oceur, and only
waiting the call of the Count of Tripoli The
prudence, however, of Balian of Ibelin dissipated
the storm for a time. Hastening after the king to
Nazareth, he represented to him, in strong terms,
the danger which he ran; in fact, the certain destruc-
tion that awaited him if he attacked the count in
Tiberiad. He showed him that the army with which
he was about to commence such operations in the
midst of the winter was greatly inferior to that
which Raymond could bring against him : and that
mihwhhhmmrpﬁuagﬂmtm
mhmmlﬂ!hﬁﬂuwnhhﬁthl
vastly superior force. Yiald.ing to his persuasions,

* lbo-alatir. Emadeeddin,

——

R ———
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the king dismissed his army and retired,* and several
of the principal nobles of the kingdom undertook
to mediate between Guy and his opponent.
Raymond, however, replied to their proposals,
that he would never consent to a peace till Berytes,
which had been left in his hands as a pledge for
the fulfilment of certain conditions, was restored to
him. The envoys do not seem to have been em-
powered to grant this demand, and the negotiations
continued, without coming to a satisfactory con-
clusion, during the whole of the winter and spring
of the year 1187. Then, however, the vast prepa-
rations made by Saladin alarmed not only the weak
monarch, but the stronger and more determined
spirits by whose counsels he was so fatally ruled.
For once they advised him well, urging him to call
the Count of Tripoli to his aid at any sacrifice ; and
four envoys of the highest rank were sent to Tibe-
riad, to persuade the great leader to break off his
alliance with the Mahommedans, and to assist in the
defence of Christian Palestine.
In the end of April, the Archbishop of Tyre, the
grand master of the Temple, Balian of Ibelin, and
Renault of Sydon, set out from Jerusalem to nego-

* Mr, Mills, who even in his short acconnt of these cvents
mis-states many of the principal facts, suys that the king be-
sieged Raymond of Tripoli in Tiberias, when in fact Guy, tak-
ing & circuit round Mount Tabor, never approaclied nearer than
Nazareth.
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with the count. While the last-named per-
sépfige proceeded alone, by a road we do not know,
the three first took their way by Naplouse, where
they slept the first night. On the following morn-
ing, the grand master of the Temple and the arch-
bishop proceeded towards Tiberiad, while Balian
of lbelin remained to transact some business in
Naplouse, promising to overtake them the next
day ; and they that night arrived at a castle, which
I find called La Feue,* where tidings of an extra-
ordinary kind reached them from the Count of
Tripoli.

Some days before, Saladin himself had com-
menced his march to besiege Carac and take ven-
geance on Renault of Chatillon ; and his son, Afdal,
in order to make a diversion in his {ather's favour,
sent messengers to Tiberiad, demanding that the
count, as their ally, should suffer a body of Mussul-
man troops lo pass through his territories into the
kingdom of Jerusalem. With a number of the
Turks within his own walls, bound to Saladin by
gratitude, and uncertain of peace with the King of
Jerusalem, yet horrified at the idea of actually
countenancing the infidel in the slaughter of his

* I find this usually translated Safet, which also, it seoms,
bore that mame, but which lay very much out of the track of
the messengers, being considerably to the north of Nazareth in
all the maps of the country that I have seen. [ have therefore

retained the name given to the pluce in the original text of
Dernard the Treasurer,

. ————
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fellow-Christians, the Count of Tripoli now felt all
the danger and difficulty resulting from the false
step he had taken. Not without much hesitation
did he consent to the"proposal of the Mahommedan
prince, and then induced him to promise that, if he
were suffered to pass the Jordan by daybreak, on
the st of May, he would recross the stream before
nightfall, and in the course of his excursion, would
enter neither castle nor city, but would content him-
self with ravaging the open country. A pledge to
this effect having been given, the count instantly
sent off messengers to all the neighbouring towns
and castles, beseeching the lords and governors of the
yarious districts to keep their people strictly within
the walls during the time of the Mahommedan in-
cursion which he had the pain of announeing,
assuring them, that if they did so, no attack would
be made on any city or strong place ; but that those
who ventured beyond the gates would inevitably be
put to the sword,

Knowing that the king's envoys were advancing
to Tiberiad, he wrote to them also, with his own
hand, entreating them to remain during the follow-
ing day at the Chateau of La Feue; but the fiery
valour and rash presumption of the grand master of
the Temple frustrated the more prudent purposes of
the count. The moment the grand master received
the intelligence, he dispatched a courier to a neigh-
bouring Preceptory of the Temple, commanding
all the knights to mount immediately, and join
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with their squires and servingmen. The gar-

gon of La Feue comprised ninety knights of the
Temple and Hospital ; and at daylight, the next
morning, all who could be mustered within the walls,
together with the templars who had arrived from
the preceptory during the night, marched on to
Nazareth, where they were joined by forty more
knights.

Without pausing to caleulate the number of the
enemy, this little band, led by the grand masters of
the two orders, pursued the Mussulmans, who were
already in retreat. They overtook them at a foun-
tain called Creson, where a considerable body was
assembled, though not the whole of the Mahomme-
dan force ; for the infidel leaders had received intel-
ligence of the march of the Templars, and had
concenled & part of their troops in the recesses of
the neighbouring mountain.* This ambuscade was
apparently unobserved by the Christian chiefs ; and
the battle immediately began. The Mahomme-
dans were commanded by Modaffar-eddin, Prince of
Edessa, and, according to the account of Vinesauf,
the forces which followed him amounted to not less
than seven thousand horse. Surrounded on every
gide, the gallant knights, in number a hundred and

* Buch was the account afterwards given Ig-lg the [md
master of the Temple to Balian of Ibelin, e boasted at the
game time that he would have overcome the encmy had it not
been for this ambuscade.
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forty,* continued the fight for some hours with a
degree of valour and determination which seemed
unconguerable. They drew the arrows from their
wounds, and cast them back upon the enemy ; when
swords and lances were broken, they grappled with
the foe, and neither sought nor received quarter. One
knight of the Temple, named Jacquelin de Maille,
mounted on a white horge, displayed such feats of
valour, that even the infidel adversary were moved
with compassion, and besought him earnestly to
surrender. But such a thought was far from the
mind of the determined soldier; and after laying
the heads of many Turkish horsemen in the dust,
he also fell with the rest of his companions. None
of the knights but the grand master of the Temple
and two of his brethren escaped alive from the fatal

field of Nazareth.t The serving-men, it would

seem, took no part in the battle, and seeing their

masters slain, fled in safety unpursued : Modaffar-
eddin being anxious to keep faith with the Count of

Tripoli, and repass the Jordan before the fall of the

night.
Consternation and regret seized upon the Count

* Rudulphus of Coggeshall gives the nambers as one hunired
and thirty knights, and from three to four hundred foot soldiers.
He differs from other puthoritics on several points ; bt was,
apparently, only generally informed of the faets,

t Abou-schameh calls this vietory ¢ the beginning of bloss-
ings."
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tipoli as soon as he heard of the slaughter
which had taken place amongst his Christian
brethren; and he might well grieve for the death of
Roger Desmoulins, the grand master of the Hos-
pital, who had always shewn himself a true and
gallant knight, and had especially adhered to his
word in those late transactions which had produced
civil discord in the land. At first, also, it would
appear, he believed that his old friend and compa-
nion in arms, Balian of Ibelin, had been slain in the
battle, and that he had thus lost the two most
honourable and strenuous supporters of his cause
by his own fault. His mind, however, was soon
relieved respecting the latter, by the appearance of
messengers from Balian and the Archbishop of
Tyre, who were by this time at Nazareth ; and he
immediately sent out fifty knights to conduct them
in safety to Tiberiad. The grand master of the
Temple was prevented from accompanying them
by the wounds he had received.®

As soon as he saw the envoys of the king,
the Count of Tripoli candidly expressed his shame
and sorrow for that which had occurred ; and with-
out farther hesitation or delay, he agreed to sentd

* A modemn historian hints that the grand master of the
Temple did not aceompany them to Tiberind, not liking to trust
himsell in the hands of the Count of Tripoli. But the account
given by Bernard the Treasurer is distinet in (he old Frenel
version :=—" Quant il vindrent fors la cité, le maistre du Temple,
retorng, pource qu’il ne pout ehevaunehior.”
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mained for years neglected in a barn ; but was at
last brought to light, and is now placed in the
little chapel of the hospital. It isa fine specimen
of the ornamental style of the fourteenth century,
—very graceful and elaborate.

“The figure of the Pope is represented reposing
on the sarcophagus; three highly ornamented
arches are on each side; on the pillars which
support them are ornamented pedestals, with
tabernacled canopies for slatues, which are
wanting ; above the cornice are three niches con-
taining figures ; pinnacles of great richness and
beauty adorn the summit, which is terminated
by three of superior size, and in open work—
that of the centre being the tallest.®

“In the refectoire of the Hospice is the picture
of the last judgment, attributed to King Réné,
which has greatly suffered, I did not gee much
merit about it; but the portrait of the unfor-

* OUn the side of the sarcoplugus is this inseription :—
“ Hie jneet Innocentins Papa sixtus.  Primus fundator bujus
domus qui obiit avne millesime trecetesimo  sexagesimo
secundo die vero duodesima monals Septombrin cuius anima
in pace roqjuieseat,  Amon.”  And on the ollier side b= an
inseription, stating by whom and how the monument was
remaved and repaired in 1805,
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delicate, fine hazel eyes, a countenance expressive
of simplicity and good humour, not unlike in
character many of the pretty peasants I have
seen in and about Avignon. She is dressed
in the order of St. Rose, and the costume is
not becoming: a white band of linen encircles
the face, the rest of the dress is a nun's habit
of white cloth. She is represented holding
up the front of her dress, in which is lying a
bouquet of flowers. The copy of the original,
very fairly executed, is at the other end of
the room; why taken, I did not discover.
This portrait has a sad interest attached to it.
The Marquise de Gange, at the age of 13, was
married to the Marquis de Castellane, and her
beauty procured for her, at the Court of
Louis XIV., the title of ¢ La Belle Provengale.’
On the death of her first husband, she married
the Marquis de Gange, and came to live with
him at Avignon.

" The Marquis had two brothers, one of them

an Abbé, who were captivated with the charms of -

their beautiful sister-in<law : but as she resisted
all their solicitations, their love was turned to
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bitter hate, and, rendered furious by disappoint-
ment, they resolved to destroy her.

“One day, taking advantage of their brother’s
absence, they entered her apartment with a cup
of poison, a sword, and a pistol, and addressing
her very politely said, * Choisissez, Madame ; mais
il faut mourir” The unfortunate vietim made
choice of the cup, and when they retired, she
contrived, by means of a hair, to bring up what
she had swallowed. She then got out of the
window, hoping by flight to escape from her
destroyerd ; but in vain, they pursued her, and
she fell beneath repeated blows from the dagger
of one of the brothers. They were afterwards
taken, tried, and convicted, and were broken
upon the wheel.

“The castle St. André, once a stronghold of
the Popes, is now in ruins. The great towers at
the gateway are fine constructions ; one of them
is now used occasionally as a prison. T ascended
this tower, which contains two rooms of great
size. 1 was warned not toapproach one of them—
that on the first story ; the floor is covered with
straw, full of fleas, no doubt anxiously looking
out for the first unfortunate prisoner who may
arrive. The view from the top of the tower is

ce2
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¢ I looked into the church at
Villeneave, but saw nothing remarkable.”

W—— thus describes a walk, in Avignon, lo
visit Laura's tomb, and some other sights :

“ Under the guidance of the plan of Avignon,
which I had studied, I found my way through a
number of narrow streets, to that where is the
Tombeau de Laure.

“ Avignon is an interesting old town to walk
through ; sometimes, in a dirty narrow street, 2
building of considerable size, and of good architec-
ture, the remains of papal grandeur, surprises one.
Laura was buried in the church of the convent
of the Cordeliers, which was of great extent, and,
like so many others, fell a prey to the Revolution
of 1789. I think Laura's tomb was at that time
destroyed.

“*The ground upon which the convent stood has
Leen purchased by a society formed at Avignon,
for the education and support of sixty orphans.
The children are clothed and instructed either in
weaving velvets, or to become smiths, carpenters,
or shoemakers; they are also taught to read,
write, and cipher. A very commodious building
has been just erected, but is not yet finished ; it
contains excellent halls, and a good dormitory,
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where every boy has a little recess for his bed.
Some monks superintend this very useful and
treditable establishment.

*“The spot pointed out as the position of Laura’s
tomb, is in the garden, where a pillar has been
erected, surmounted with a cross, and surrounded
by some young cypresses. On the pillar is the
following inscription, in which the well-known
lines of Francois 1. are appropriately intro-
duced :—

w4 Quo elarius noteseat locus
Tam indigenis quan peregrinis
Ul requicseat
Laura ills Petrarea amor
Hune eippum posuit
Caralns Hensall Anglious
Per Aveniorens iter fuclins
Aunno 8al. M peeo .
Nil amplins addere optimé moionl
Nota luee regil poets enrmion,

i O, gentille amie éant tant evtimed,
(2ul te panrra lower gulen se tajsant ?
Car la parole est toujours réprimée,
fuand le snjet surmonte le disant”

* On the cippus is an ornamental cross in stone,
on the upper part of which is a garland, also in
stone. It rests on a rough, circular ball, with a



*Tunc parebit signum filii hominis. Alors pa-
raitra le signe du fils de I'homme.’

** From the Orphan Asylum, I went to the Mi-
litary Asylum, a fine establishment, in the style
of Les Invalides at Paris; the number of pen-
sioners here is fixed to be at 600, 1 fancy it
now contains more than the number. It seems
very well conducted : the pensioners are fed and
clothed, and have two francs a month ; then they
have the privilege of selling a spare loaf of bread,
or a bottle of wine. The bed-rooms were clean ;
on a shelf over each bed is a pasteboard form for
a cocked hat, and on it also was each man's
goblet, containing his napkin, spoon and fork.
At the foot of the bed is a press, where each
pensioner keeps his clothes, &e.

““The park is divided into alleys, called after
the various battles, and on the walls are inscribed
the names of distinguished officers, the history
of Napoleon, dates of battles, &ec.; but these
have suffered much from last year’s inundation,
and are to be renewed. This building was an
old convent of great size. The * lingerie' is esta-
blished intheupper partof the dome of the church,
now secularized, and is a curiosity for regu-

SALLE DE L'INQUISITION. 303

larity and order. Every week the linen is
changed ; each man brings his dirty linen to his
number, and receives clean in exchange. The
commandant is an invalided general ; he lodges in
a handsome hdtel near the hospital, and has
12,000 franes a year.

“To.day (16th), I againvisited the ancient palace
of the Popes, or rather that part of it which is
now @ barrack, and contains I thinlk, 2500 men.
The palace was a very large building, constructed
at different epochis, but without any uniformity ;
strength and size appear to have been in view,
and architectural beauty not thought of.

«The Salle de I'Inguisition, with the remains
of a painting on the wall, representing a cur‘taiu
with the fleur-de-lis, is shewn : there are openings
in the ceiling by means of which secretaries, placed
in different rooms, heard and took down the de-
position of the accused, who was placed in the
room, but saw no one. Through a trap-door, we
looked down into the dismal prison beneath,
where the prisoners were kept previous to exi-
imination ; and next room to the *‘ Salle de 1'In-
quisition” was that of * La Question,” Hllf walls
incline inwards, and this construction was given—
so said our guide—to prevent the cries of the
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s from being heard. It is now open to
1e top; in it are pointed out the place where
there were hooks in the wall, with the furnace
where the instruments of torture were heated,
and outside is a stone trough used for boiling
water.

“But I had not yet done with horrors: a
place was shewn where stood the hall, in which
a Pope’s Legate, M. de la Lune, caused 500
titizens of Avignon to be destroyed. He had
invited them to a grand entertainment, and whilst
all was mirth and jollity, the legate and his fol-
lowers, on the pretence of being called away for
& few moments, withdrew ; then, on a signal
given, the hall was blown up with gunpowder,
and all the unfortunate guests perished.

** Vengeance for the mutilation of his nephew
was the cause of this dreadful deed. The young
man had insulted some of the citizens' wives,
was seized by the people in consequence, and
cruelly punished. The legate vowed Vengeance,
and fearfully obtained it. Fe escaped, by a com:
munication under the Rhone, to the Castle of St.
André, at Villeneuve. The concierge pointed out
the entrance to this passage, now walled up; but
he asserted that the passage exists, and that
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he had himself passed through it—an assertion, I
own, I very much doubt.
“The consistory and chapel have been divided
into three stories, to lodge the troops. The fine
arches still exist in the upper stories, and in the
consistory are some good frescoes, in excellent
preservation, attributed to Giotto; these are very
properly protected by an iron palisade. In a
small room, called the Chapel of the Inquisition,
are also some frescoes, but not in near so good a
state of preservation. In this chapel the prisoners,
before they were led to execution, were brought
for confession.”
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CHAPTER XXVI.

Journey to Orange—Valence—Return to Paris,

Arter W——"s walk to Laura’s tomb, we had
still time enough for our short drive to Orange
wbaim we had fixed to sleep. Although very iII:,I
.Inn}n;fedourﬁjaur at Avignon. It is intﬂm;ting
m@'mﬂmﬁuna of its former greatness and in-
teresting in its fallen fortunes. We left the town
by the road leading to Vaucluse, and when we
passed the turn and took the road to Orange, we
.theu felt, with no small regret, that we had,
lw, turned our backs upon Italy, and all the
enjoyment we had expected there,
At Orange, we went to the Triumphal Arch,
to examine it more closely. On the western
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arcade, which is almost entirely restored, is this
inscription :—
« Munificentia
Com. 2: Prov.
Valelusinme,
Subsidiis,
MpecoxxvIn”

We paid a long visit to the theatre, inspected
its interesting stage, mounted on the top, and
saw, from the marks on the side-walls, that the
stage was formerly covered with a roof ; but if so,
of what use were the perforated projections of the
facade? 1f to hold the poles of the velaria for
covering the whole theatre, what was the use of
the roofing for the stage? It might be that the
facade was protected, but in that case, the idea of
a fine portico tohide the naked part of the fagade
must be given up.

We afterwards ascended the height behind the
theatre, where stood the Castle of the Princes of
Orange. It must have been extensive and strong,
but was totally destroyed by Louis XIV. Huge
fragments of masonry are scattered about, and
the bLase of one round tower is standing: the
prospect from it is fine, and it is a good position
for a general view of the theatre.
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Bibliote@ AL we had the inn without musquitoes and fleas,

we should have been very fairly off ; but they
made a eombined attack, with such determination,
that they actually drove me from my bed at half-
past one, and 1 was forced, most unwillingly, to
sit up the remainder of the night.

From Orange, we passed, by a high bridge,
over the River d"Aigues: its large bed, and the
mounds on each side; shew that it is sometimes
a powerful tributary of the tremendous Rhone.
Mornas; the first relais, is built sgainst a rock
of curious formation, It forms a high, jagged,
and perpendicular wall, and is surmounted by
the ruins of a castle.

It once belonged to the Baron des Adrets,
who, in the religious war of Louis XIII., amused
himselfl by forcing his catholic prisoners to
jump nlf the rock on the pikes of his soldiers,
jﬂw were drawn up below.  Luckily, the height
15 5o great that the poor wretches must have

lost all consciousness before they reached the
bottom

. M Palun, the next relais, we might have
visited the ruins of the Chateau de Grignan ; but
a cross-road of four posts was too powerful a
competitor for even the recollections of Madame
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de Sévigné, and we continued our journey. Soon
after leaving Palud, we entered the Depariment
of Drome, and from Douzéres had a montde.
Monte Limart is prettily situated on the Rou-
lion, a considerable river, over which is a fine
bridge, not far from its junction with the Rhone.
Monte Limart (the ancient Acunum) is a good.
sized town. :

At Valence, we found much more comfortable
accommodation than we expected ; and, in faet,
were very well off at I'Hdtel du Louvre, the
‘Poste.” As we had started before seven, from
Orange, we arrived early, and had our choice of
the rooms.

The position of Valence, on the left bank of
the Rhone, is very good. The river, though of
much less breadth than at Avignon, is here a
noble stream, and consists of but one channel,
The Esplanade is a fine walk, commanding
a view of the river and suspension bridge,
and of St. Peray, famous for its wine, which
much resembles Champagne. But the striking
object of the view is the ruined Castle of Creshol,

on an almost inaccessible rock on the opposite
side of the river, nbove St. Peray.

We walked afterwards on the bridge, which is
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yAine one, and resisted all the fury of last year’s
inundation. As we stood upon it, the sight
of the mighty stream rushing on, and boiling
below, was very grand. On our return, we fell
in with a proprietaire of St. Peray, who was quite
overwhelmed with wonder and delight at having,
for the first time, spoken to an Englishman. He
told us that a “ piece,” of the best quality, of St.
Peray—containing about twenty dozen—would
cost only one hundred francs, under ten sous
the bottle—and yet a merchant to whom I spoke
charges three francs a bottle; * pour le faire
champagniser” is the great expense, as a
number of bottles are lost. The fabrication of
;ha.mpnps is here carried on to a considerable
extent.

"i_'i"e afterwards visited the cathedral, a very
ancient building, of Norman architecture, which
contains a monument of Pius V1., who died here
in 1799,

The body of the Pope was sent to Rome, but,
on a * reclamation,” made by Valence, part of
his remains were returned to the place where he
died.

The monument consists of a bust, by Canova,
of excellent workmanship, placed on a pedestal,
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on the sides of which are some bas-reliefs, and
in front the following inscription :—

# Saneta. P Sexr1 redount.
Procoridia Gallis,
Roma tenct corpus.
Women ubique sonaf,
Valentim obiit 29 Aug. an. 1780

We remained at Valence on Sunday, and on
the following day proceeded to Lyons; but 1
will not continue the description of a route so
well known.  We had a successful journey to
Paris, and passed many months there so agreeably
as to compensate, in some measure, for the ex-
pected pleasures of a winter in Italy.

THE END.

T, €. il Pristor, B Matla's Las,
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