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hoyses, The notes of their praise act-
ed with strange effect on ** those of the
religivn,” ws the phruse went in the
bhesert, It thuitied and exeited thew.
A wild yearuiog ceame over ull. Men,
wowen, aud ehildren, on foot or on
hurseback, awelled the crowd on ita
way sver singing aud rejvicing.

In 8 grassy valley, bull-way up the
mountain-side, they came upon the
band of Gencralissimo Cavalier, the
leader of the Howt, surprived on the
geotd, wmunchiog dry  bread and
chestuuts, which they washed down
with amull wine and the pure moun-
tuin stream that Howed beside them.
Their muuskets were stucked, and they
had placed no sentries. At first the
King's Hebels started up in disorder
and seized their arus, believing them-
eclves betrayed into the hands of the
*idolatrous™ dragoons from Montpel-
lier. Hut when the sounds of the
Lard’s hymns fel clear upon their
vurs they flew forward with joy to greet
the great procession that wound up
the mountain. Singing ever as they
went, they grew fercer und holier at
weach step of their ascent toward the
intpreguable fustness,

Qutside the rude stone fort the bride
dismaounted. Was ever stranger brid-
al, even in those stirring times? On
the arid white rocks of the Desert of
the Cevennes men and women knoelt
rlown, under the eye of heaven, beneath
the hot blazing sun of Languedoe,
Salomon Coudere, the Prophet of the
Lord—ea fierce, wikl soul, who could
tell by a single Intnitive glance the sav-
el from the reprobate—stood up in
their midst and stretched prophetic
hands over the great assembly. Tle
prayed and prophesied. 1n the centre
of the group Castanet knelt on the
Lare ground, with Mariette by 'bis side,
and took her hand in his own, looking
a soldier indeed in his cloak of yellow
satin, Halomon Coudere improved the
occasion with a flery discourse over
these servants of tiod who had faith
even in the moment of trial and per-
secution 10 beecome man and wife, and
raise up for the Lord in fuiure more
faithful servants, Then he asked in
a lowl voice, * Do you take this hand-
mzxidd of the Eternal to be your wedded
wife, in the name of the Spirit?”

And Castanet answered: “In that
};mnc'-, 0 Prophet of the Lord, I take

er,”

The prophet turuned to Mariette.
™ And Jdo yow tnke this believer to be
your Inwful husband, to honour, and
abey after Giod's holy commandment ?

The girl's voice trembled a littles
but she answered, none the less, in a
very clear tone, * With 1leaven’s help,
I do g0 take him.™

*1 pronounce you man and wife”
Condere said, sprending his hanids,

All rose from their knees. With one
accord they burst into sacred song.
‘thex poured forth on the air from a
thousaind throats the words of the
Hunabred anel Fifteenth Psalm in the
rucgei rhyme of the old Hugunenot
version. it was an aptiy-chosen an-
them. They =ang it with vigour,
“Their idols are silver antd gola, the
work of men's huncds,”  they sang.
O, lsrael, truase thou in the Lowl,™
they sang npgain: “He is their help
and their shiekl™—and by Isras] they
meant their own folk, the Camisards.
*“'he Lord shall inerease you more
and more” they sang, “yvou aud your
chililren”™—and they looked to  the
biricle sl greom, What mnore appro-
printe weillding hymn for those per-
secuted foik iu thouse wountain fast-
nesses?  And with what vigour they
sang the final words, till the rocks
re-colioed, *We wiil bless the Eternal
From this tine forth. ["raise ye the
Eternall™

Ihe gatlant bridegroow siood forth.
e raised hig hat atd shook his cloak
of satin,  Twemiy eaptives {romn the
fort were pavaded in frout. "Go back
to your bhomes and your King” he
wivid, wdidressing them, Ui e bre:
dal day of the wess of the Ceven-
nes, [ Castanet, release you.™

Aud Muariette wuas known us  the
Urinvess of the Cevennes, in diris un
or in earnest, from that day forwawml,
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Beven months later the Kingrs lle-
Licls went forth on a marawling ex-
pedition against their savage pe
cutors in the northern valley. T
miarehod throwgh the chestnut wousls
ta Bt, fierin de Calberte, the one
tawn in the neighbourhood which,
Protestant Hsedf, was still held far
the King by o few important Catho-
lic inbahitauts, Moulderinge old wills
kurrotmndged e gl For th dnys
Castuncet and his Little band of insor-
ety besicged theme For thiree nights
] : e hyvmns ronnd  the belea-
town, amd  were  anewered

ruered

with similar hymns from the houues
and wtreets by the Protestant defewl-
eri. But in the end a reinforeement
of dragoons from Avighon awept
down upon the valley; and, ufter four
hours' hard fighting with pikes and
muskets, Castanet was forced to re-
treat at last, leaving not & few of the
Lord's peaple dead befors Bt. Ger-
main.

He wouned his way up the hills again
to the fustness of Mont Aigoal, Ar-
rived before the Ilittle ill-built fort,
which he left half unguarded, with
hix young wife within it, he saw to his
horror signs of recent fichting, A
few hodies strewed the groumdl; there
was & smuell of powder. But the place
seeued dlenerted. lie enterad the for-
tresi. XNot & soul was in it. As he
rode out again, distracted, not know-
ing whither to turn, one of hia fol-
Jowers, a timild-looking creature for
a Camisard, crept down cautiously
from a spur of the mountains, and,
making sure it was (Castanet, came
up with tidings.

“Who did it?"
sternly,

*A mudden swoop of dragoons from
the quarter of Montpellier. Some five
of us were killed, perhaps three token
prisoners, the rest fted to the desert.”

*And Mariette, my wife?"

*The dragoons enrtied off the I'rin-
cess of the (evennes on their horses
as prisoner.”

“Which way did they retire? the
brigadier asked with a terrible face.

By the route of Nimes. They are
gone six hours, They will doubtless
sleep this night at Alais™

Cnstanet was a man of resource and
courgge. He made his mind up in-
stantly. In that war of extermina-
tion—a war of cruel reprisals on both
seXeR—no prisoner escaped punish-
ment, few escaped torture. Castanet
saw what he must de, for he loved
his wife. Weury as men and horses
were with their long up-hill ride, he
turned his charger’s head, and gave
the word of command,

“Down again!™ he cried alond. “For-
ward onee more—to Vulleraugue!”

“Pardon, brigadier,” the runawny
Camisard exciaimed. “the enemy went
with vour wife in the opposite diree-
tion, to Alais.”

Castanet eyed himm from head to

the leader asked

fout.

“The Eternal bas given me the com-
mwami of this His brigade,” he said,
“undd He will guide wme. Soldiers, do
ux | order you! Forward—to Vallers
augue’  We will fall upon them and
slay them.”

And he rode away in the opposite
slirection from hia captured wife, with
indomitable faith, indomitable cour-
age.

1t wns almost midnight before they
reached Vallernugue. Rumour, which
flien fast in auch stirring times, had
already brought word to the upland™
town and castle how the King's
troops had fallen wpon the strong-
hold of the Camisards, destroyed haif
the banil, und taken prisoner the
I'rincess of the {evennes, to  Mont-
petlier. The Chevalier de Valleraugue
therefore little expected an attack.
EHis castle was an old mediaeval cha-
teau, unaltered Ly the fashionable art
of Vauban. DBui the men of Mont
Aligoal gnd of Mialet would be far too
much occupied with their own de-
fence, he imagined, to think of
swoaping wesat upon a weak point in
the King's country. 5o the loyalists
at Valleraugue slept well that night.
All at once, with a wild onslaught,
Cuastanet and his men were upon
them. ‘Fhe Cathelics, surprised in
their beds, had no time to seize their
arms. Hefore they knew what had
happened, Costanet was knocking at
1he gate of the castle. The Lord had
indeed delivered his enemies into his
hands. The (amisards attacked and
sabred the gentries.  The drawbridge
was rfown. . They rushed across it.
One man opposzed; the brigadier club-
bed his musket and brained him. The
great gate stood in their way. A few
blows with hatchets made a breach
in its mass. They entered the castle.

“HServants of the Eternal,” Castanet
cried, “go on and slay! DBurn dewn

the chateaun with the priests of
RBani!™ ’
Defence was impossible. The loyal-

ists were unarmed, surprised, in their
night-clothes. With unerring instinet.
Castanet made for the dwelling-
ToOmS. There, bursting through a
closed door, he and his men seized
Macdemoiselle de Valleraugue, the
Chevalier's daughter, and hutried her
away swildenly. It was all they want-

wd. Who she was Castanet knew not.
liut she was & lady of rank; so much
he guvined at once from her room and
the surroundings it eountsined in it
That amply suticed. Ha awvized the
girl by foree, snd three of hic men
tregged her out behind him. The
poor child, jusi seventeen, not know-
ing to what death she waa being led,
or why, went with them half-faint-
ing.

“Fear not, mademaoiselle,”” the gal-
lant brigadier cried, as they reached
the drawbridge. “You sball not be
hurt unlesg they hurt my wife. You
shull be courteously treated. 1 take
»ou with me nerely as a hostage,”

Outside the gate he turned. The
defenders were now beginning to ap-
pear upon the wall, He raised his big
hat to them. They could see him in
the moonlight. .

“Thix is my prisoner,” he cried. *“I
take her to my mountains. I am Cas-
tanet, brigadier of the Army of the
Lord, Go to Alais and Montpellier,
and tell the King's dragoons that I
hold this lady as a hostage for the
safety of Mariette, my wife, the Prin-
cens the Cevennes. 1f one hair of
my wife's head be hurt, thig lady’s life
shall answer for it.” And he lifted
her to his saddle and rode away has-
tily. . ]

Iv.

Next day but one, for the first time
in that terrible war, a flag of truce
was qeen approaching Alais.

Hitherto the King's troops had
treated the Camisards, not as belig-
gerents, but as common malefactors,
it was & hunt after wolves, A prison-
er, once taken, was hanged or burn-
ed; a Camisard, once seen, was track-
el down like a wild beast, and shot or
atabhed without forms of capture.

Now, however, the Commandant of
the King's troops at Alais, looking
forth and seeing a white flag ap-
proach, was very differently minded.
For all night throngh the Chevalier
de Valleraugue had ridden post-haste
towards the friendly town, with news
that the Mademoiselle Louise had
teen earried off by the brigands of
Castanet’s band, and that if one hair
of the head of the rebel Princess were
hurt Castanet would avenge it on the
nobleman’s danghter.
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