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THE THIRTEENTH CHIME.
A Legend of Old-London.

BY ANGUS B. REACH.

It was in one of the earliest years
of the reign of Henry the Eighth,
and on a glorious summer’s day,
that two men sat in earnest conver-
sation together in the oak-panelled
parlour of a small house abutting
upon St. Paul’s Churchyard. The
one was a soldier, the other a priest.
The former was habited asan officer
of the yeomen of the guard-—his
morion surmounted by a plume of
feathers lay before him on the table,
and his rich secarlet and gold uni-
form shone gay and glistening in
the sunshine, He was a Young
man, but vice and unbridled pas-
sion were stamped, like Cain’s
mark, upon his face. His eyes
wele bloodshot; his mouth coarse
and sensual, and his whole bearing
fierce and Hwaggering. His priest-
ly companion had thrown back his
cowl], probably for coolness, and
disclosed features, the expression of
which, like that of the captain of
the guards, was evil, but which,
unlike his, was partly redeemed by
an appearance of lofty intellectu-
ality. 'The priest’s forehead was
high and massive,and his eye deep
set and bright. As he glanced at
his companion, his thin

curled involuntarily, and the
of his smile was withering.
the soldier
carelessly set aside the silver stowp
from which he had been 4émbibing
plentiful draughts ef sack, and re-
marked— |

“And so, Bully Friar! thou hast
absolved all my sins—truly their
name was legion—but that boots
not now; they are rubbed away
like rust, frem a sword bklade.”

““Doubtless thou art pardoned.
Have I not said it?” returned the
priest. And as he spoke his lip
curled more palpably than ever.

“That swaggerer, pinned by the
cross-bow bolt at Thame?” said he
of the yeoman of the guard, begin-
ning anew the muster roll of his
transgressions—

“Think not of it,”” replied the
priest.

“And the murder done at the
Bankside?’—

‘““‘Forgiven.”

‘““And the desvoiling of the Ab-
ingdnu mercer?”’—

‘I have absolved.”

““And the vow breken to Sir Hil-
debrand Grey?”’

“It will not count against thee,”

“And the ecarrying off of the

scorn
But

pretty Mistress Marjory!” !

‘“Has been atoned for.”

“And oaths, lies, imprecations
Einumarable?” rejoined the cap-
n.
about such petty matters; but when
one is at confession, one may as
well make a clean breast of it.”

“In the name of the church I ab-
solve thee. And now, Captain
Wyckhamme, thou must perform
a service for me.”

“It is but reasonable. Thou art
my helper in spiritual—I am thine
in matters earthly! We serve each
other. Father Francis.”

The worthy Father Franeis smil-
ed, It is possible that he deemed
the arrangement a better one for
himself than for his military friend.

“Therefore say the word,” con-
tinued Wyckhamme, “and, lo! my
bountiful forgiver of transgressions,
I am thine for good or evil.”

Father Francis bent his keen
black eye steadily upon his com-
flaniun-—gazing as if he would

nto his soul
spoke, slowly and calmly—

“Thou hast a yeoman in th
company of guards — one Mar
Huntley.”

“Marry, yes. A fine, stalwart
fellow; he draws a bow like Robin
Hood; and I would ill like to abide
the brunt of his partisan. What of
him?"

The priest started up—his a{a
flashed—his nostril dilated, catch-
ing Wyckhamme’s arm, with his
brown, sinewy hand and clutching
it convulsively, he said, hoarsely—
“Ruin him !

““Ruin him !”’ repeated the officer
of the guards, somewhat surprised
at thisunexpected outburst. “Ruin
him! Marry, man, bethink ye;
he is the flower of my company.”

“] say, rain him,” cried the
priest. “Thou art his officer, and
there are a thousand ways. Plot—
plot—so that he may rot in a dun-
fenn, or swing from a gallows. He

s a canker in my heart.”

““But wherefore art thou set
against the yeoman, Father?” asked
Captain Wyckhamme,

““Not so much that I eare| his lips.

At length he|m

““He has crossed my path,” said
the priext, moodily. |

“Crossed thy
manded the soldier.

Father Francis looked wistfully
at the questioner, and muttered—
“In love.”

Captain Wyckhamme struck the
table with his fist, until the wine
flasks danced again, and then, start-
ing to his feet, with a coarse roar of
laughter, exclaimed — “Ho, ho!
hath it come to this? And so a
neat ankle and buxom cheeks and
a gimp waist ‘'were more than a
mateh for thy sanctity! and thy cell
was solitary and cold—was it not,
priest? And a man, even though
a monk, cannot be always praying,
and so thou wouldst take to wooing
for an interlude. Brave sir priest !
Credit me thou art a man of mettle
—=a bold Friar—an honor to thine
order. Nay thou shalt be the
founder of an order—of a family, I
mean, and by my halidame, there
will be a rare spice of the devil in
the breed. But I say, Father, who
is she ? Do her eyes sparkle? Her
cheeks glow—her o

“Silence,babbler,” said the priest,
“her name is too pure a thing for
thee to take within thy lips; for
thee to speak of her—mere blas~
phemy."

- “Ha!” exclaimed Wyckhamme,
“priest, I say unto thee beware.”

““Hush! I love her, love her with

a depth of passion which things

le lip|like thee cannot feel or compre-

hend.. I have wrestled—fought
with it—striven in the darkness

perceived it not, as he | and silence of my eell to crush it,

but I cannot; she is my light—my
air—my life—my idol. I have said
it—I have sworn it—she shall be
mine, although I give body aad
soul to purchase the treasure!”

The captain looked surprised at
this outbreak. ‘“Wilt thou remove
this man?” continued the priest
after a pause, and speaking in a
voice of frightful calmness.

“Hum—why—marry I would de
much to oblige thee,” began the
soldier—when his companion inter-
rupted him.

““We are in each other’s secrets,”
he said,

The officer of the guard shrugged
up his sboulders still higher.

Father Francis quietly.

“l am,” was the reply; ‘“Mark]instant, before s

Huntley
thwart thee.”

““Tis well,” muttered the priest—| over the lower part of her

path—how ?” de- l

Cheape, had been summoned with-| Just ‘t.boﬁ the great iron ha.mn:mr‘

in doors by his vigilant master, and | whieh struck the hours, rang the
the streets were left to the occa-|last stroke of twelve upon the

sional home-returning reveller, who | bell.
either paced along with tipsy gra-|lightnin

vity, or made the old houses ring
with snatches of thedrinking songs
which still buzzed in his ears. The
stately mass of old Paul’s rose ma-
jestically above all humbler ‘tene-
ments, steeped in a flood of rmoon-
shine—its quainticarvingstandsculp-
tured pinnacles here standing out
clear and ﬂl]:(ﬂblﬂ in the starry air,
and there broken by broad masses
of deep black shadow.

It was near the hour of midnight
when the Hﬁatllt ﬂ%ura of a woman,
closely muffled in its draperies,
glided cautiously and timidly along
the quiet pavement, and tripped
up the steps toward one of the side
entrances of the cathedral,
door of a chapelry, from which ad-
mittance might be had into the

main portion of the building was | terror and fatigue.

The |

A thought darted like
through Mabel’s brain,
she might make that iron tongue
speak for her. Gliding through
the machinery, she mounted
among its framework, and grasp-
ing the hammer with both hands,
she strained every nerve and mus-
cle of her white arm, and slowly
raising the ponderous weight, let it
fall upon the bell, and lo! with a
| clang which rung through her very
brain-—— THE THIRTEENTH CHIME
fell upon the sleeping city. Breath-
lessly was the priest preparing to
| seize her when the iron peal
for a moment arrested his hand.
He looked up — there stood the
gentle creature amid the still
throbbing mechanism—her white
hands convulsively clasping the
iron, and her face distorted with
The moonlight

open. As she crossed the thresh-|showed him all this, and showed
hold, the damp chill of the air, 80 | him, moreover, the hammer again

different from the genial atmos- | moving under the maiden’s
use. It|The danger of h
then she | ately flashed a

phere without, made her
was but for a moment an
entered the cathedral.

grasp.
position immedi-

him,—he knew
that there were many within the

It was an awfully solemn place. | chapels and cells attached to the
No work of men’s hands could be | cathedral, sleepless watchers of the
more grand, its shadowy vastpess| hours—and he feared that the un-
seemed not of the earth. The eye | usual number of chimes would at-

could only dimly trace its pro
tions by the go

Here were the vast clustered pillars
the echoing aisles, the groined a.nci
arched m
over all g silence like the silence of
the dead; the intruder crossed her

arms upon her bosom, for the place|

was chill, and the next moment Ma-
s ot et (o s

e Virgin. e ardly '
a minute in devotion when a heavy
hand was laid upen her shoulder;
with a fluttering heart she started
to her feet, and beheld the face of
E‘ather Francis dimly 'seen close to

ers.

‘“‘Father!” she exclaimed.

por- | tract immediate attention.

usly colored | tering a deep curse, he turned and
light admitted by the painted glass | Mabel hea

and imagination supplied the rest.{the staircase,

Mut-

him hurrying down

Cautiously she fol-
lowed, and on reaching the bottom,
heard his voice communicating

nificence of the roof,and | with a brother monk.

““T am certain,”” eaid the latter,
| “tbat the clock struck thirteen.”
“So I deemed, Brother Peter,”
| replied the low tomes of the mnnix;
“and I have come forth to inquire
| how it could be so.”

Cautiously keeping in the sha-
dow, Mabel glided past the speak-
ers, she saw the door epposite her,
{and flew towards it. As she ran,
Father Francis caught a glimpse of
her retreating form, and made a
wild gesture of rage and disappoint-

- “Daughter,’” returned the priest, | ment. The next moment Mabel
in a voice trEmbllni with passion- | was in the open air, and was soon
e

ate eagerness, for

must go with mei;’

a kerchief prepared for the fp"rpmﬁ
ace,an

““but the blow must be immediate.”” | she was unable to utter a sound.

“It shall fall to-morrow,” said

“Come, sweet one, come!” said

Wyckhamme; “leave the meansto| Father Francis, in a low, tremu-

me. But I say, Father, how dost| lous voice, as he attempted to seize | sun was
get possession of | her arm and waist. Surprise and | when Ma

thou propose to
the maiden, and when?"’

“To-night,” replied the monk |streng

and his eye glistened, ‘‘I am her
father confessor.”

Captain Wyckhamme smacked

faith, to listen to the flutterin

thoughts of youthful fe.ale hearts:

I almost would I were 2 monk."’
“Curses on th

) liceniious ton-|to make for the door, but her con-
gue,” exclaimad the churchman in | fusion was too great to enable her

however,
—making a
she freed herself fron the rude grasp,
and fled. Uttering a muttered impre-
cation, the pries

despair ave
th,

sensible of what she did, Maube!
flew over the pavement; she tried

& voice of suppressed passion. **Lis-| to discover it,—she heard the foot-

ten—I have imposed on her a mid- | steps

night solitary

of the

dead hour of the night she is to|she went.

kneel before the shrine of the Vir-

gin in the cathedral. I shall be|the monk, as the fugitive ap

there.”

“And attempt to carry Ler off?— | ing,

she will scream.”’
““There are gags.”
“She will fly.”

“There are bonds, and secrel|stone staircase, and u
keeping places the world wots not | Jike the wind. As Ma
of, at my disposal-—-while Mark | footu

2

Huntley

. 22

“but the sun hath past the meri-
dian, is it not time thou wert on
thy way homeward?”

“Marry, you say true,” exclaim-

ed the other, “and I will plot my|with ¢

gshare in the matteras I ride.”

‘““‘Do so,”” said the
farewell.”

In five minutes Captain Wyek- | and

hamme, attended by two yeomen
of his troop, was spurring down
Ludgate Hill, on his way west-
ward—while Father Francis, envel-
ugad in his cowl, paced slowly and
t

oughtfully back to thecathedral.
The

B ;
“It must,’”” answered the priest;|unnatural swiftness to Mabel

‘““Ha! now I have thee,”

driven into a corner of the build-

“ pursued, but his | Windsor.
A sweet duty, by my | flowing robes hindered his progress; | bad been b

g | with a reeling head and almost in- | night, the jocund influence of the

priest close to]
penance. At the|her, and fled unwitting whither

thought he [ locked and bolted in her own little
“Art thou resolved?” inquired | had his victim in his clutch, “‘thou [ room. Sinkin

g on the floor she

Pl‘ﬂﬂul‘ﬂ a good palfrey, and fare
orth to Windsor. Mar

‘ILH

A bright breezy merning had suc-
ceeded the fair calm night, and the
et low in the horizon,
1 Lorne, mounted on a

Mabel | spirited palfrey, left behind her the
ntic effort, | western outskirts of London, and

ushed merrily on through green
elds and hedges in the direction of
Sorely disquieted as she

the events of the past

fresh breath of morning, and the
merry sunshine, the rapid motion

| through a fair country, and, above

all, the thought of meeting her
lover, made Mabel’s cheeks bloom

and her eyes sparkle. Bhe mremeti
the glamcing neck of the bounding
animal which carried her, and the

panted | palfrey answered the touch of its
peared | mistress by a loud and joyful neigh,

and pressed merrily and speedily

and he made a plunge forward | onward; and away they went amid
to grasp her. He was disappointed. | leafy

hiedgerows sparkling with

A low-browed door stood open in|dewdropsand fields of rich rustlin

the wall leading to the

spiral | corn; and by clumps of gnarled ol
p it she flew tree;, andy o of

bel put her|saplings; an

ungles of sprouting

rang through the cathedral—it was| halls,embosomed in ancestral trees;
“Is my part of the job. Priest, it|the first chime of twelve struck by |and the peaceful walls of distant

pursuer and pursued. Fear

peer|is a well laid scheme—I think it | the great clock. Up—up-—-up went | monasteries. And the smoke was

gave | baginning to rise from men’s dwel-
, and | lings, in long spiral columns, into

she rushed upwards—round and|the clear morning air; and laboring

round thespiralstaircase, as though | peo
an

her feet felt not the stone ste
The

riest was close behind—|a glim
enched teeth and glaring | green trees bending over its waters

le were already afield; and now
then, the fair traveller caught
pse of the broad river, with

eyes; maddened by passion and |and sedges upon its banks, a

priest, “‘and | disappointment, he made desperate | swans floating u

efforts to overtake his

loud pantings close behind her,
Up they went, higher and higher;
the gyrations of the stairs seeme

endless, and all the while the clock
rang slowly out the iron ehimes of
midnight. The place was dark,

people made way for him rev-|bhut there was nothing to impede |

erently and bowed low;the father|one's progress; and here and there

had the reputation of bﬁiﬂﬁ rich in | bars of white moonlight, shinin

the odor of saneftity, and man

counted themselves happy in his
““Benedlcite.”

The hours passed away and it

through loopheles, chequered tbe

E]nnm. Up! up! higher and faster—
{

ut Mabel felt that her limbs were
failing her—she made one more ef-

became night—a fair, ealm, sum-| fort—one frantic bound, and lo! she

mer’s night, in which the moon
and stars seemed striving to out-
shine each other. A deep hush
was upon London. The last of the

saw above her in a space on which
the moonbeams fell, the complicat-
ed works of the great clock. She
had no breath te raise an alarm

crew of ’prentices, who had been|which ceuld be heard by those be-
whiling away the lengthened twi-|Jow. She listened to the rapid

lIght by a noisy game of footkall in | moun:

footsteps of the priest,
and her heart E’n within he?.

over the grand panorama of hill,
and dale, and brake, and coppice,
stretching out in all their green
loveliness before her: and as the
massive towers of Windsor Castle
rose over the rich expanse, her
heart was so full and

g | raise her voice and sing as merri- | likewise appea

ly as the birds among the branches.

She would not, however, have so
much enjnged her ride, if she had
known who was pressing in hot
haste after her. Father Francis,
very much discomfited by the
bad success of his attempt, and not
being altogether easy about the
consequences, had watched the
maiden more closely than she was
aware of, and on her sefting out for
Windsor—Le had escertained her

destination, through a groom—de-
termined, t&mugh he hardly koew
for what purpose, to follow the fu-
gitive.  Buddenly recollecting,
therefore, some ecclesiastical busi-
ness to be settled with the prior
of a monastery near Dachet, the
riest provided himselt with a pac-
ng mule,—an animal generally

must know |

| used by the churchmen of the .

riod, and the better breeds of which
were little inferior in point of speed
and endurance to the horse—and
was speedily ambling briskly on
the great western road, He saw
the fair country around as though
he saw it not, and only looked
eagerly ahead at every turn of the
road, expecting momently to see
the fair fugitive. But he was dis-
appointed—Mabel’s palfrey carried
her well, and when she drew rein
at one of the postern gates of the
castle, the priest was still a good
mile t eyond.

A yeoman of the guard was
standing sentinel at the little nail-
studded wicket, leaning upon his
partisap, and whistling melodi-
nulﬁly. To him she addressed her-
selft—

““You have a comrade named
Mark Huntley,” she aaid; “fair sir,
[ would s with him.”

The soldier looked at her with
some interest, stopped his whist-
Iin%e and said bastily, ‘“Are you
Mabel Lerne, fair mistress?”

““That is my name,” said Mabel,
blushingly.

‘““Then, by 8t. George, I am sorry
for thee,” returned he of the parti-
san, ‘“Mark Huntley was a good
fellow and a true—and—"’

“Was!”’ shrieked Mabel— “was!
He is not dead?”

“Almost as good,” replied the
gentinel; ““his captain hath accused
him of sleeping on his walch, and
that thon knowest is death—death
without redemption.”

Mabel sank upon the ground.
The burly yeoman cursed his own
bluptness in blurting out at ounce
the bad news. ‘“‘But she’ll soon
have another mate,” he muttered,
as he stooped over and endeavored
to revive her; *‘by my sword hilt
she is fair enough for the bride of a
belted earl, let alone a poor yeo-

and at the same | cried bitterly, and then rising, she | man.” =
: : e could make alsaid, ““I have no friends here—with
will not Jong live to|motion to prevent him, he slipped § the first blush of morning

“Bring me to him—bring me to

I will | him, for pity’s sake,” faltered Ma-

bel.
“Nay

; that may hardly ke,
ty one,”

said the soldier. ¢

ret-
e is

{under watch and ward; and by St.

George, I thiuk it be near the time
when he will be Lrought before the
kini::

““lJet me at least gee him,” ex-
claimed Mabel; ““perchance, soldier,
there is some maiden who loves
thee as I do him, and who will one
day plead on her bended knees for
one last look at the man for whom
her heart is breaking!”

“I will see what can be done,”
said the honest yeoman.,

He was as as his word—for
summening some of his comrades
with whom Mark Huntley ha
been a general favorite, he spcke
apart to them;andin a few minutes

abel found herself smuggled into
a lofty arched hall, with deep gothic
moulded windows, and furnished
with ponderous oaken settles. Her
friciids, the yeomen, kept her in
the midst of their group, enjoining
upon her the unecessity of preserv-
ing a perfect silence. Hardly bad
she looked around her,and noted

antique, red brick-|8& large unoccupied chair covered
n the first step—a loud clang | built old farm houses; and manorial | with crimsen ﬁluthi upon the dais

at the upper end of the hall, when
a priest, closely cowled, glided in,
and took his station in a corner of
the place. She saw not his face,
but she jfelt that the priest was
Father Francis. All at once the
groups of officers and knights, who
were sauntering, gossiping, and
laughing through the hall, me
silent, and placed themselves
around the unoccupied chair—there

pon its bosom. Ev-fwas a moment’s pause, anda port.l}'

victim, {erything looked calm, and bright
sometimes Mabel heard his a.nyd hapgpy. Mabel’s I;j"ﬂ wandgreci

man, with a broad, stern face, dec-
orated with a ed beard, walked
inte the ball. His doublet was
richly adorned, and at his belt he
carried a short poniard

This was King Henry VIII.

Throwing himself cirel in
the chair prepared for 1im, he said

yet so}in a deep stern voice, *‘liring forth
light, that she felt as if she could | the prisoner, and let his accuser

r.ll

There was a short bustle—a heavy
door creaked upon its hinges, and
Mabel’s heart swelled within her,
and her limbs trembled, as she saw
Mark Huntley,bound,led before the
king. But a second partly look re-
assured her. His cheek was pale,but
there was in the firmmness of his
step, and the proud <lance of his
eye, the mighty strcuxih of con-
scious Innogence. Oﬂmﬂm to him
stood Captain Wickhamme — his



