GOVEKNMENT OF WEST BENGAL

Uttarpara Maikrishna Public Librarv

...........................









PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDE,

A

NOVEL,
IN FOUR VOLUMES.

BY

MISs JANE PORTER,

AUTHOR OF THADDLEUS OF WARSAW, SIDNEY’S APHORISMS,
AND THE SCOTTISIL CHILFS,

I will confess the amnious prejecis Shich I°once h-d,
are dead withi me. After having scen che parts which tools
play upon the great stag - a lew books, and a few friends,

are what 1 shall seek 1o finsh iy days witk. STWEDDELL.
VOL. II.
LONDON:
PRINTED FOR LONGMAN, HUF I.” KEES, ORME, AND BROWN,
IATERNOSTER-ROW.

~1817.






THE:

PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDE.

CHAP:L,

NEXT morning’s rajiess sun found Louis
passing from His hardly pressed pillow, to
the prosecution.of: ... appointed task foy
the dny. Ignatiushad laid before him new
papers, of a totally dnﬁ'erent character
from the foy mer, mlm:ssh more difficult
to transcribe}

As he continu. ’téwr;te, he heard the
?urious beating s;mw-storm against

e windars, g{zﬁ'mh, jn thissapartment,
wére not only g ated but t.eo high in- the
wall to allow ¢t outward view. The hest
of a wgiﬁk.d s&m excluded the eu;
crehsetti, of the seasony apdahe fidraer
VOL. IL
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ness 64 the elements made him the less
regtet the exercide he must relinquish, or
lose all hope of reducing the, "immense
piles before him,

The Situr appeared at his former noc-
turnal hour, to receive ,what had beef:
figished, andcto leave otler mdtiuscripts to
which hg desired duplicates. Day after
day Louis was kept close to his desk,
and every night delivered to his unre-
lediting task-master the labour of the day.
» ¢ “At the expiration of a Week, the Sienr
&old him he shoitldssest see him again tiil
the first of the,ensuing month; but that
he had a cof're‘epondence to leave with
him, which heswmst completely trans-
cribe jnto a vegylar scties;, ﬂy.the time of
his ®eturn. 'IJQuis r:?ived his orders in
respectfhl’silenée‘a ‘When $e was agair
left to his solitary, toil, by #uad that b3
voluminous" tagk twas In the Sclavoritai,
mnd Tykish, gharactérs, Weither of thess,
Thnguages had beelﬁarts of higitudies ; sv
e Pursued his mbnotoﬁous 2mploys? “nt
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cach succeeding day, trom mogning,until
midnight, without the accession of. one
new ides, or a moment’¢leisure for retro-
spection on former acquirements..

The sun rose, and the sun set; the
weather, foul or fair; gloomy in stofm,
or gay with the scintillation of exhilarat-
ing frost, all found Louis de Montemar
close at his dcsk.  The iron-bound win-
dows had never opaged to the air; and
the charcoal fumes which warmed Jthe
apartment, having nofegress, hung in
nareotic vapours on the vaulted roof.
A heavy languor fell on tig lonely inhabi-
taut, and grew on him from day’ 0 "day,
till it. left him Lardly any, other conscious-
ness of being, than the fhcufty-of thoving,
dis now hab.ituatet\hand,fperpatlfally over
the infinite reams of paper«which lay be.
'f&ge him.

On the night ofe the 14t of February,
‘accordir®y to* his psemisé, * Ignatius -en.
tergdl the psison-room of his unrélaging
secretasy., The piles ‘which were cgm.
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pleted, at last extortcéd from his unbend.
ing loftiness, an cxclamation of admiration
at such faultless execution andYindefati- -
-gable perseverante.  Louis’s face no
Ponger lin‘hted up, gs it was wont, at the
Vofce of praise ; but he bowell, though in”
silence.  Hadl Ignatius sp‘uod a glance
from the %aborious heap to its unrcpining
artificer, that-facc woulde have told the
:t?ll@‘ his tongue 'hid not uttered. The
blpomy erimson of his cheek had perished
ander the witheriag breath of stoved con-
ffihemfant; and his eyés, before so rumi-
nous in hcalth,*so bright in youthful en-
]oyﬁle'm, were st;nl\ in languor under his.
darkening br ows: So thoroyghly ways the
Sieur ‘abscx Wod in the beshress of his
visit, he wight Yot he observed these
changes, hadehe ot ac&dentally come m
congact wﬁh the Jhand of his pupil fin
taking onc ' of Jhe packets, He started,
as the tquch scemedto scor ch b n.

« How is this ?’ cried he, 3 yemcr TLouis
fipm head to foot; « you arc ill.”

¢« Perhaps the? co’nﬁnement, Sir,” xe-
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turned he, < may 01(;2’011‘1])030 wme a Jittle
But custom will enure me to it, and niean
while 1t d5 of no consequzence.”

“ Wo,” said Ignatiudy « your diligence
hias been too severe 5 you must have ai
and exercise.  P'o-morrow’ you shall try
their efficacy. I will send®a respectable
servant of my own, to atlend *you ove:
the city.” » .

Louis thankfully exfbiticed the pr opo.sal

‘The morrow’s sun rose brilliiint, as or
the first morning he ha hailed its beams
trone his chamber at Vienna. Louis diS:
missed a breakfast, for w]&i?h he had nc
ppetite 5 and with a spring of Je G
could not have CO)ICCI.\ ed it possible
to have efptriended by fmer cly step-
sing forth into thg open ‘ar, he tollowed
Martini, (the promised attendant from the
’a‘x\wgu',) out ofe the great wpites of the
Chatcan.

The n? n was an ahan, and possesser)
ngof the' o o faciturnity of his my qtelpus
naster, e, \\‘-th the respect due toea
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superior, but the gélrf‘ulous gatety of his
country, he freely remarked to his com-
panion on everywobject of siglt, as he
conducted him #long the hoar-frosted
zvenue to the extensive glacis before the
fortified walls'of Vienna. Martini led the
way througn the Leopoldstadt-gate.
Louis followed, but paid no attention to
street nor square, palace mor cathedral;
lie was all occupted by the reviving aspi-
rations he drew at every breath from an
atmosphere whoss ethereal quality seemed
10 penetrate every pore, and by an en-
chanting inebriation to restore him at
ciice Lo his wontied elasticity of spirits.
Martini conducted him through the
finest squases of the city, anc-atong themost
magnificext part of the suburbs towards
the frozen Danube. 14 was now the hour
of high galas The noise-and bustle of a
countless multitude, passing and*re-pas-
"sing in' a thoasand. different .irections,
sooa summoned the concenaated senses
of Louis to regard outward objects, The
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beams of the sun pliyed over tne land-
scape; hues of light blue, intermingled
with bleamy purple deepenipg into shade,
checquered the hills oa the horizon. A
waving line of shining snow marked the
heights of Calemberg, and a sky of.the
purest azure canopicd thescene. Atthe
distance of his windows from the river, he
could only view a various and intermin-
able mass of human beihgs moving on ts
surface; but now he could distinguish
the peculiar “dress and aspect of each in-
dividual of all the nations assembled ‘un
that universal theatre. . Turks, Tartars,
Greeks, Muscovites, Svredes, and Lialias,
English and French, all appeared as if
travelling fo s5ome Vast sen'te of mankind;
or rather, so g"y were their ‘habits, so
gorgeous their. equipages, it might be
.aken for a pageantry in fziry-land.
Ddlghted to see the:atténtion of his
charge ~t last arouzed, 'Martiii allowed
hl‘l’l, for t-ome time, to gaze around in
pleased an.azement ; -then, resuming, his
B 4
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office ot Cicerone With augmented elo-
quence, he particularized the objects most
worthy obseryation, and explaiped themn
with the a(,cumcyof au itincrary.  The
Aslauc StlthulL, amnn itsegilded domes
over the cedars of the island, "and which
Louis had noticed from his window, Mar-
tini informeed him was the Favorita ; the
tavorite palace of the imperial family. It
whs now their tenspoyary residence; and
in tlmt direction he saw numerous car-
uagcs, of strange, shapes and capricious
nragnificence, shoot aloig therice. IFancy
seemed to have exhausted all her varieties
of-#orre in the construction of these whim-
sical vehicles. Some were fashioned like
triumphal cage, others like the fabled
shells of “mparine  deitigs, * and many of’
shapes so fantastical and g {,rotosquc, that
the mcumbentv seemged Igirgs in the glam
i,)f some sca’ or Jand mpnster. Alle were

gmnlshed with mldm , embldzonad arms,
or frgllant devices ; wlu]c tyc master,
\wra'nped in ermines, guided #ith silken
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reins the flying heyses, who, caparisoned
in glittering housings, flashed by the
spectator like the steeds of the sun. In
some of the gayest traincaut, formed like
scallop-shells and bedded with fur; beau-
tiful women twerc seen reclining, while
gentlemen sat on the sledge behind,
managing the horses, and conversing with
the ladies.

Louis was particular]y struck with the
singular beauty of’sthe animals which
drew these carriages. They were evidently
of the Arabian breed, s’]wht of limb, and.

m)mu their bmnchmg"’neclss with the
grace of an antelope.  Tlsa peculn airi-
ness and freedom of their pace, sulted
well' with  the Iuasternom‘xgmﬁcence of
their tr dppmwg. An cqulpwe with four
of these fine creatures had jibt engaged
his qttentxon, Shen he Tound himself
harried forwwrd’by 2 c10ud of foo‘e-pas—,
sengelse rugking “to mce; a gavalcace
which p.nceded the Empresss At the
mément o° general clamour, he thJughh
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he heagd his ownsname suddenly eja-
culated. JHe listened, — it was re-
peated, and in the voice of- Duke
Wharton. FLouis’s heart leapell to the
sound.- He vurned towards it, and saw the
Duke standing behind the' car of one of:
the Arch-duchesses. Another gentleman
shared his post of honour, and guided the
reins, while the Duke’s eyesmet the eager

tgcognition and out—stretched arms of his
friend. The carriag? shot swiftly onward,

hut Wharton also extende? his arms to
Y.ouis, and, as‘he was snatched from his
sight, pointed to the Favorita.  Louis
understgod tht +it was there he must seek
hlm “and thithef he determined to go,
when he shoyld walk out. the following
day.

The s1g'ht of the Duke, not merely
recalled the ‘ enthusiastic feeling with,
whieh he originally regatded him, but pie-
%ented to Lou".s the image of England
and all that it contained drir to his
habfs and to his heart! Toars- rushed
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into his eyes: they seemed to pverflow
his soul, as he clapsed his hpnds and in-
wardly: exclaimed, ¢ England! beloved
land of"liberty and tenderness! renown
may be sought in other countries; but
happiness is to be found in thee!”

For the first time singe his arrival
at Vienna, did he allow his heart to
speak even to himself, to acknowledge
that he was unhap'py‘ *That he had
exchanged the g%merous freedom of
the home of his )outh, for darsh i impri-
sonment in a forgign ldnd. That he hu'd
pafted with relations, who loved and
honoured him, to becofhg, dependent on
a stranger, and boundl to the tdil 6F a
slave !

¢ Is such to be the putpose of my
life ?”” said he to himself, 48 with eyes
blinded by emétion, he tfuned trom the
o2y scene ; ¥ is sueh to be the oblivion
of all tllat 3 took so m.uch pains to 2d-
quxre? Such, the gravé of mlents, my
toe partir]l relations cherished with sq

B0
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many hopes ? My, b‘oas’;ting ambition !
‘Whese has it'led me? Oh, Wharton, what
will you sec me now? Crushed in spirit,
and bowed with servitude; cheated into
vassalage; and chained to an cmploy-
ntent, that any hireling might perform as
hon'ourably ! I‘for, what trust is confided
in me? I copy an unknown character;
from whom, and to whom, I am com-
p]etcly ignorant. No, it cannot be the
will of my father, thus to degrade and
sacrifice his gon

«With these thoughts goading his fe-
vered nerves, un-noting the way he weht,
he hurried frop ‘the Danube. By acci-
dem 'h% ‘took the® path to the Chatean,
and his guide, marvelling at the fitful
humozrs’of the* young secret'try, Tollowed
in silence. =With a pulsc in every vein,
and feelings exasperated at the present,
f'rom immcdia‘te cosiparison  with the
fst, and 'yezun.n(r for thcnnoment of
tluowmg himself' into the arms of Wihar-
ton; L if that one embrace fwould 1@~
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store to him at oncg, hisliberty, ‘his coun-
try, and his friends; Louis, did net re-
cover his attention to visible objects, till
he found*himself again wittin the dreary
walls of the Chateau. Hc locked him-
sself into the®room eof his Ihbour, andl
throwings himself on the figor, gave way
to the regrets that overwhelmed him in
restrainless floods of bitter {ears. In
Lindisfarne, lic had w opt in tenderness
andin sorrow. He had Known the pangs
of parting, wnd given tlre trbute of hjs
te:us to the racking moment. But hc
had never felt completely unmanned until
now.

Hour passcd over hour; Gerard knock-
ed 4t the dom, Jo amnounce that his
solitary meal was prepar red, ’but he knock-
cd unheeded. At last, ‘the® deepenmg
.glooms of evemhg enclosing him in dark-
ness, 1emmded *him* the d'w was past,
and tlnt his demafided taek of the morne
ing was yet to begin. Aware that* thes
mam, whotr he was required to revele as,
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a guardian, but wkom the pangs of re-
coliestion made him now abhor as a ty-
rant, would exact it from him at mid-
night ; be started from the ground. At
that .mement of sclf-recall to labour, the
yoke of bondage pressed with insupport-,
able weight upon his soul.

« I will not endure it!”” cried he, ¢« why
should I immure myself like a condemned
wretch? Shuat‘up in solitude, fastened to
the duty of a machime; Without sound
of human’ voiegy but that. of my hard
task-master | Witnout breathihg the free
air of Heaven ; unless accompanied with
lackies! Is this- a fate, chosen by the
Béron de Ripperda for his son, his only
son? It is mockery, and I will not en-
dure it.”

The fever in*his blood, exaggerated to
his perturbed snind everyr mysterious cir-
cumgtance in- his situation. Ie might
Ye now the unconscious nstrument of
freason, or the cheated agent of political
treagherv. His father’s confidence mirht
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be abused by the jmpenetrable Ignatius,
and he be ignorant, alike of hiseson’s
being «at Vienna, and of the illiterate
drudgery to which he was tonsigned.

All this seemed the strange effect of
Louis having seen Duke Wlarton. Bitt
much sgrung from a disempered ima-
gination, and disordered nerves ; the con-
sequence of loneliness, want of exercise,
and long conﬁnement m a ddetenqus
atmosphere. Howtver, the sudden ap-
pearance of, Wharton 's gertainly | the
circumstance which at‘once awoke all ks
schsibilities to the perception of Ris
changed state; of thé .hbert) he had
been persuaded to retinquish, of {hg li-
berty he might, perhaps, regain by the
Duke’s mterference. " Tife tast fidea was
a vague one, but still it wa v151b]e, it
had a shadoWy existence between hope
and despair, and Louis c]asped at the
deluswe shade.

A prey to these confiuted imaginations,
he could not command either the Blesire
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or the power to wresume his labours.
Leaning his throbbing head upen the
table, he allowed the gloom of black
night to surround him; without cven
the wish to. dispel it, by going into the
adjoining room for- one of the candles
which had been for so many honrs burn-
g to waste.

As the ‘old clock of the mansion struck
ten, he was axousul from his moody po-
sition by a nrleam of light. 1le looked
up; and say: tﬂxcur Ignatius standing
b’efme him, w ith'a lamp in his hand.

Louis started, disordered, from his
chair,

“ \What is the teaning of this »”” asked
the Sicur, in a kivdly voice : « I fear you
are seriously iiL.”’

Louis, ifi attempting to speak, was
agitated to siffocation. " Ignatius fixed
his eyes on his haggard ¢ountenance.

« Your zcal has dVer-Wroug]gt your
strength. . Health is as necessary as will,
to tht completion of your dutyt In these
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respects you must learn to be an econo-
mical, as well as a generous® servant to
your countly, for that is the cnly way
to be an cfficient one. * I see you have
been too ill ,to prepare L]}xb mght 9
p‘lp(,ls.

The unusual mterest 1n” fus teelings,
which this address intimated jeand the
perfect confidence in his will to perform,
what he had not done; sthote on the heart
of' Louis ; and, embduaspd antd misera-
ble, he bowed in silence?

e Sit down,”” continued the Sieur, ev®
dently struck with the ohanged appear-
ance of his charge ; « Lwas imprrosident
not to calculate on the ardour of your
chalacter, » el (rxve \ou ofders to make
pauses in your ‘work, andstakg daily ex-
ercise in the garden. 1 aught to have
thought on the garden befafe; for your
walk of to-day without the walls, has al-
ready béen productive of veXatioh.  You
have been seen, and to my gredt gm-
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barrassment, recognised. Have you any
idea by whom ?”

s« By the Duke of Wharton,’; returned
Lomb, with all the recollections of that
moment flushing his cheek ; ¢ I saw him
or the Danube.”

And you saluted him first?” de-
manded "gnatius.

«“No;”’ answered Louis, “but I turned
to a voice calling vn my name through
the crowd, apd met the eyes of my
friend.”

And he recognised you, and.you
him ?”’
. We did!

¢« Mischiet upon mischicf!” ejaculated
the Sieur,, sjarting from Lis chair, and
striding‘agross the room in extr aoxdmary
discomposure, He turned suddenly upon
Louls. “:S0 thoroughly did I believe
you incapable of conduct o mcousistent
.with ydul awdul engaﬂementQ, that I
lmﬁe absolutely contradicted the mutual
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recognition. On being told of it to night
by the _Lmperor’s confessor, *and the in-
ferences drawn from the fact; I em-
powered him to affirm shat he knew from
an authority he could not dfspute, ‘thag
"Louis de Montemar was not in Vienna ;
and thaf whoever had o€casioned the
report, must have mistaken sqme other
person for the son of the Baron de Rip-
perda. Think then; fithless boy, into
what a dilemma your recognition of Duke
Wharton has brought the friend of your
father! Into what a danger you hawe
precipitated the cause, jn which that fa-
ther has embarked hig foTtunese and .his
life |’

« Sir,¥ sald Lotis, witle ntlie djgnity of
conscious probaty answeging a*man who
had so lately pyt his affir mation to a false-
hood ; ¢ myeoffice_here i» inconsistent
with smy awful cpgagements. 1 b'ound
myself*to tlte dedication p#all 1y t'tlents
all the energies of my mind ‘atd eart,
to the seivice of mw father’s country,
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now become mine; wnd to be obedient
to him, as its agent. But I find mysclf,
and all these talents, few or many, which
have been the labour of my life to cul-
tivate, chained down to the one mecha-
nical act of writing on this table, in a'
character unknown to me, and on sub-
jects congerning which I am as ignorant
as the messenger that carries them to and
fro! I am not trested with the confidence
of a son, but the suspicion of a slave;
andl I havé my doubts that I am really
sc degraded by the commands of .y
father.”

¢« This is néw lgnguage Louis de Mon-
temar! You have spoken with the Duke
of Wharton. 5 e knows all that you
know : awd he Jhas put this complexion
on the affair! WCH he knows how to sap
and to muupn and a Gt agent for a
Lather’s ruiy, he has iound in the gon of
TDL Barow de Rl.pp(,rdd.

As the terrible Ignatius delivered this,
she approached close to Louis} and sciz-
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ing his arm, fixed on him his powerful
eyes, as if to look into his sotl,

¢ I can bear your scrutiry, Sir,”” said
he, ¢« were you to rip open my, breast
with the poniard your hand “Tests upon.
It is not i me to betray any man.. I
have not spoken with Duk& Wharton.”

«“ And you must not,” retwrned the
Sieur, recovesing his presence of mind,
and dropping his haull ¥rom the dagger’s
hilt he had unconscmu%ly gragptd; «you
must avoid, avoul even %he chance of hx;
seemig you again.” You are ill, and yol
arc moody. You require air and action
and you shall have them : But heficeforth
they,must be found in the gar rden of the
Chateau, » Be obedient+to fais neeessity ;
and 1 will forget the phremzied l'anguago,
which, if not Wharton, somg demon must
hgve conjured,*tq betray yowt reason_and
your cduty.” )

“ Sir” replied Louis, .ift gréat emos,
tion; « I do not wish you to for, get ip 1
w1sh ybu to answer me to all its points.
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I wish to know at once, whether I am a
trusted servant, or an abused slave ? Trust
me, and-that labour will be happiness —
distinction ! — which is now misery, and
degradation insupportable |

For some time the lofty Ignatius re-
garded his piipil’s almost convulsed fea-
tures with a steady perusal of their
varying expressions, — At last, putting
his hand on the’ shou]de1 of Louis, he
said in a’calm voice ; Compose your-
.self; and “listen“to me. Hear from my
fips, truths that must be <your future
guide in the dostiny you have chosen;
but" to‘combat with the evils of which,
you come totally unprovided. You have
educated yo:irse'l‘f for"the service of your
country.»— You are full of ardour to
engage in it. But how? Not as she
directs; but as ypurself chuses. You
would fight her battles in the field of
‘blaod ; 'you swould fill het cars of tri-
umph! But you disdain to watch for
her in secret, to labour in dbscurity for



THE PASTOR'S FIRE-SIDE. 23

her ultimate peacc. This last,, is virttie in
her purest simplicity; and, therefore,
your father awarded to” the virgin
honour of his son, the unblemdshed sacri-
fice.”

Louis ebelieved that he ,now, indeed,
listened to truth. Buf why did he, who

could impress it so powerf"ul]y,. why did
he utter so mean a dexyal of the fact, gs
to affirm that the son of Baron de Rip-
perda was net in Vienng?

The prompt ingeuligence of the Sieurs.
mpul glance, had seen the effect of this
assertion on the mind of &is pupil; and
while he pursued his *remarks on What
had’ passed, he nqticed the equivocation
he bad made3 as a comﬁnon style in
diplomacy: ¢ your beihg th the sub-
urbs, and not in Vlem'la,” said he,

afforded me the atdvantage of this am-
bxg‘i‘ht& Always*hold in ming, that ny
advantage, however trivial, is. comemp'
tible ;to @ negotiator. The snfhllest,
rauses often prodiice fhe greatest cfigcts,
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Alberoni’s mysterious policy, which held
Europe in awe for five yezirs, 'was rIc-
vealed and destroyed in onc moment by
the - dropping of his courier’s cloak-bag
into a rivet !” .

"While Loujs sighed to think, that sub-
terfuge could ever be a duty, he was
filled with ingenuous shame at the sus-
picions he hdd dared to 'proclaim; at
the reproaches witk‘which his impatient
daubts, awe personal feelings, had pro-
voked him to insult the trusted friend of
his father. The forbearance of the Sicur
Ignatlus, under " this unexpected flood of
nnpassmned violence, augmented the
contrition of the disordered offender ; and
when he, rost to withdr aw, Louis could.
only say, ® bear with me this night. I
am incapable¢ of speakihg — almost of.
thmkmv—-i)ut beat with mc! and tt.
MOTTOW, you | ghall find th4t I hyve not

(1]

Jistened in vain®



CHAP. II.

Nexr da¥y found Louis iu® a state far
from tranquillized. Thorough edissatis-
faction with himself, had prevented his
eyes closing dmmw the-mn‘hf, and he
arose in the mmmng, only to tontinue
his self-accusations. He tondcnmed the'
indulgence of feelings so inconsistent
with his usnal candour i dubious cir-
cunmstances, and which had hurrictl him,
not only into an umeasonablo despair of
his own sifuatton, But, switl the. most
dishonouring suspicions, to, proydke the
man, who, if was_madness to,doubt, was
the LonﬁdentmloColleao‘ue of ¢he Baron
de*Ripperda. And \'et w mle he vow ed
to hmﬂe\; fhat 1o pr l\dtl.oh ot'au' Qr
action, no solitude and monotony POl
Jife, showld ever excite -him to a second
VOL. I
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muyymur; while he  panted for the
moment in which he might repair, by a
full apology to the Sicur, the indignity
he had cast upon thim; he could not
warm the chill at his heart, when he
recollected that the first amends Igna-
tius was likciy to demand of' hitm, would
be to rlinquish all hope of sceing the
Duke of Wharton.

This conviction threw his stll agi-
tated mind into tumults. In the parting
‘nterview between him ahd Mr. Athel-
stone, that venerable” man .had taken oft
the absolute terms of his interdiction re-
specting the Duke. In the wide and
busy world, his nephew and Wharton
might meet again; and in circumstances
that Loyis could not bend to his promise
of avoidance.  On this ground, the Pas-
tor now loff him to l.li\s\ own discretion,
¢ But, reinember,” added he, «itis to
your (liscretio.zz ”

Louis thought on this licence from hi
severed uncle, with the outs*retehing
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arms of his soul toVards his beloved
friend ; and, he vainly pursued his 1dbo-
rious pehmanship, to get rid of the at-
teudant ideas. The well- known voice,
:alling on him through the crowd, Baunt-
@l his car. , Again, and agaiu, the form
of his friend, leaning towargls him from
the car, rose before him. H.c threw
down his pen, and rested his working
brain upon his hand, . e could not
vecollect how Wharten looked, for he
had not scen how he looked ;=dl that his
olad eyes had taken in of that dear ap-
pacition, was, thai it was him! That it
was his 1esplendent countunncc which
<hone on him trom that *gay cmmence'
« And I.mly,t nogsec ot again ! cried
Louis, « all with whom I am coyiected,
seem leagued at one time or®other to
exclude him froph my society.  But they
n&er can shut hith fibm my Teart. His
gmumsdcuﬁon ot me, from g crowd,
older and of more approvéd marit than
myself w hisaown distinguished aualifics
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and irrepressible confidence in my honour,
have bourd me to love him through =
life that is condemned to fly him, as if he
were my direst epemy.”

Louis cpened his writing-case to re-
create his eyes with the sight of Wharton
letter, that he might hear him speak
through that at least; but as soon as he
touched it, and saw the superscription,
whose characters, again recalled the image
of the writer, and* with it the home in
which he had {irst read tae letter; he
dropped it back into the case.

¢ I will not further un-nerve mysclf,”
cried Ie, «lsy’ pms»mn' menmory on my
heart! I will not pervert hours of past
happiness to, the purposes of present
wretchedness. I must 1.(,membcr that 1.
am called to self-denial ; and vou, dear
generous W Darton! fated to be my first,
are<to contmuc my wpmtcd sacrifice.”

Louig was found at nooh, by ks punc-
‘tual visitor, scatcd at his desk with his
forkier diligence. A slight, hectic co-
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loured his check as he rose to receive
him. — The Sicur smiled. Isouis again
saw the’heaven open, which had beguiled
him into confidence on his first arrival,
and this bmlle was not so ﬂrttmg as its
bredecessor. It dwélt on his featules
Like a btading seraph lingering on ts
cloud.

«« Louis,” cried he, ¢« I come to trust
youw."”

Louis caught the hand which was
extended to“him, and pres€ed it to his
lips,

o« 1 come to trust you, said he, ¢ but
not as [ sce you expect; ¥ come, to, call
again upon your faith, %o fulfil the whole
of thiis aflair, whiles )ou'mu.bs.t yet remain
ignorant of its parhculm pumose, to
trust in your honour, that you will not
further doubt, the integrity of the man
on whom your fathér has conferred ‘con-
fidence without reserve. '.His.intcrest§
and mine are united, never toebe separ-
ated w this world: we rise, or wd fall .

c 3

»
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together. You redden Louis! But I do
not trifle with you. It is possible that ac-
cident, if nof design, may betray a scheme
of such important bearings ; and I will
not "leave 1t in the power of malice to
accuse the son of Baron de Ripperda of
treachery, or of imprudence i snch a
case.”

¢ My recent conduct,"" replied he,

gives you no reliance on my prudence ;
and you belicve me unworthy of fuller
confidence.”™

< No, Louis, —that* I still hold ycu in
ignorance, is a greater proof of my de-
pendenec on your fidelity, than if I bhound
your personal interests with your honour,
by unfoldiner td. you any part of the
<rl(nlous plan on which you are employed.
Your oath tics your conscxence to the ful-
filment of your dut), bm I want vour
freeswill, T owe ant, what I l.houn}ml hau.
.lhe Opch tye of {zuth in the v#tue of
your caude, — the forward hand of zeal-
ous devotedness in the execution.  Give
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me your mind, Leuis, and I shall no
lsnger see that changing cheask and lan-
guid frame? Zeal is life.”

s« Again I pledge myself,” returned he,
« [ will be all you require,<only trust
fne!”  Then® with & suddén paleness
displacing the flush of resolution, and
with a forced smile, he added, « I know
I must prove my sincerity by a victim ;
and I yield a dear ong. .., I will not see the
Duke of Wharton, til you or my father
grant me that privilege.’? = -

¢ To see him,”® replied the Sicur, re; .
suming his usual austerity, ¢ it is probable
you may one day hav.e. perfect Jibgrty,
but never to cultivate his {riendship.”

« How_? —*Whesreforp 2’2

“ He is the enemy of your father.”

“ O, No—1 have reason *to believe
he would gladly make my father his
riend.”’

The moment this had’ sescamed him‘,
Louis could have plucked his tongue*out
for having uttered so inconsiderfic a
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speech ; so much did he fear that Igna.
tius' would immediately demand what was
that reason. But for once, the sagacious
pohtlcran lost an opportunity of acquumg
informatior. respecting the views of
i‘ival Absorbed in the hanghty con-'
sciousness of his own pre-eminence, he
did not put the dreaded question, but
with a scornful motion of his lips, re-
plied. —

« I doubt it not. - But Philip Wharton
weuld purcliase without gond.  He may
‘detraud, but he cannot bestow.”

¢« 1 do not understand you, Sir?”*

« Future ewents will speak plainly,”
retimed the Sieur, ¢ and meanwhile,
I rely on yoeur engagemgnt to avoid
him.”

Louis smothered an indignant rising
in his bosom, and without answering,
bowed his hmd in ratmcatlon ot his prc-
1_mse.-

Ignativ turned to the table, and
gathering up the manuscripts prpared
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for him, told his new silent companion,
that he need not resume his dabours till
he had taken the air on the terrace.
« But,” added he, * you must not forget
that for every day, until I direct- other-
nvise, the garden is your utmost lnmts.

¢« I shall not wish to extepd them,” re-
plied Louis, with a resigned but lofty
bow, and the Sieur left the room.

With his expanding heart again closed
by the repulsive demeanor of Lis gover-
nor, Louis saw himn depart. A feeling.af
complete desolation spread over his soul,
Without havm(r found comfort in his pre-
sence, he felt a more dreary lopeliness
when he was gone, as the hope of win-
ning’ at all on hiy unbendmcr nature,
scemed uttelly at an end. Tie hid tried
it, by anticipating what he ki*w would
be exacted, theresignation of his friend.
RatIgnatius had feceived the sacrificesnot
meres, vvithqut seilsibility; but ewith the,
most unsparing remarks. rhe tender care
with which,all his good dispositions*had

c a
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been fostered by the.secluded guardians
of his youth, made him doubly feel how
sterile is the communion of thc world.
Interest may bind man to man, and
extort the convenience of' virtue; but
affection is not there, to nourish or té¢
reward its grpwth.

* Misjudging Ignatius! he demands
my mind, when he might have my
heart! 1 would love him, but he
will not let me. < In vain 1 watched
for another=ot’ those smiles; the first,
I hailed on my arrival as an earnest
of a gracious master! And the second,
which greeted ‘me to-day, as a pledge of
forgiveness of my yesterday’s impatience,
how soon was it displaced by the hard
aspect of déspotic command! " But T de-
serve it, *¢ exclaimed he,” did not my
hunulmtlon, at having 50 frantically re-
belted, varash as sobn ? T was even o
‘the poingt of & second violence, -’ fu not
‘sorne good ang'el stilled the tumui: in my
bré'.'.st.”
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Having walked his dismal apartment
some time, contmuuw the samge soliloquy,
he threw higasclf into a chair to compose
his mind,’and to confirm it. He arraigned
himself for the weakness of his present
aliscontents, ahd summoned his best rea:
son to the forming a steady, resolution”of
pursuing his duty upon the pri.nciple of
enduring as well usacting. He reviewed
the past and the preseng with an impartig)
eyc; and where he“saw he failed, con-
demned himeelf with an inexzor 'xblc judge-
ment.

In this hours commuyning with him.
self, he found how diffcrent is the real
from the imaginary -contest ; how wise

xpowlatum, how absl,p d practice ;
ho\\ easy pwf'csslon how Aifficilt per-
formance 3 and that of all conqliests, that
of reason ov er “a refractory® lxedxt is the

w,udust to acqm‘re After these husb-

ling®, Cdectiops, he*walked: forthga victor,

though a wounded one, to cheer hinmself

with the elories of the setting sun. #Its
c 6
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reclining orb had neyer failed to recall
the tompact which his heart had made,
when he beheld it for the last timc on the
verge of his native hills. But this even-
ing, -its mild religious light, gradually
withdrawing into -the clouds, as the
golden disk spnk beneath the earth, re-
minded him so touchedly ot the vener-
able saint whose emblem he had called
ity that he could not forbear cxclaim-
ng,

£ Yes, mmyreyered uncle kThose pious
.hands shall not always be ra'ised in xjain.
I trust, that henceferth I shall do my
duty in a marnér more befitting the cha-
racter you fondly believed mine ; but on
which, rccent experience has too repeat-
edly shewn e, how slight ought to have
been my “dependance. Tor your sake,
dear instructor of my youth! I will do
all, and be all, that is required of me.
will forget yous gracidtasness, that:la this
fand of severity, I may act worthy of
you® hopes.  They who led me away cap-
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tive, require of me @song, and ‘melody in
my heaviness! and, for thipne honour,
gentlest of human beings, I will take my
harp froh the willows, and *be as happy
as this stubborn heart will lef me.”” .

For several succaeding weeks, Loufs
steadily, obeyed the law he had enjoifed
himself. The exasperation of his mind
gradually subsided ; his awak®ned sen-
sibilities sunk to repose ; and he concen-
trated his thoughts® ‘15 ‘much as posable
upon his unchanging tgll,._;. 4{_\,5 he con-
stantly passed par’ of every day in the
opén air, he found companions, and even
social ones, in the birdsshg fed with the
crumbs from his breakfast. ‘Their g:r:lte-‘
ful 'chupmos were chgerful; and as he
paced tht siiows of the g an’e'n, his blood
regained its vigour, and the Qlastlclty of
his spirits revived. Again his cheek wore
. phe br ightnes$ of lealth ; dnd his velant
stc‘ . *Qo ofteu reminded him how narrow
were his boundaries. His eye, howevely
was yet free to range ; and its excumions
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were wide as the horizon. It sought the
heiglits of Mount Calemberg, whosc hoary
swmmits mingled with the hazy west;
or when' the winter day put on a fairer
garb, be contemplated their snowy peaks
piercing the glittering sky,vand cloathed:
in"all its splendor. A little gonvent,
like Paraclete’s while walls and silver
spiings, stood in an umbrageous cleft of
the mountain; whose icicled trees, and
{rozen stream, promise a luxuriant scene
in yerdant susaiger.

But Mount Calemberg, with all its
l‘eautxes, was not as fair to him, as cloud-
capt Cheviot,..ctad in her storms, and
standing sublime amidst the roaring tor-
rent, and the showts of the hunters echo-
ing {rorh htie hills. Ile sighed for the
joyous chfe, Yor the jocund hour of
veturn. He ehought the *voices of his
uncle’s boon z'ompanit)ns; would no mors
sound digcordmt in Itis cdr; evesi Hlor
the ery of.tlxeu tlogs, and theu own loud
iialldes, reverberating from the walls of
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the old hall of Bargborough, what would
he now give?

« Churl that I was,”” cried he, ¢ not
to allow people to_be happy, but in my
own way! And fool too, to despise them
for being happy, with the hunmbler talents
bestowesl on them by the God of na-
ture !”

Louis blushed to feel, that”we must.
suffer, to value all that is EBestowed.

His wandering ey’ Qcould not elude the
attraction ¢! another poizt. . It often
turned ta the ygt frozen Danube, aug
tried, by straining its powers, to discern
amongst the variegated greups, apy thing
like the person of his interdicted friend ;
but*he gaz(.d in vain. .11}.0, river was too
distant to dlStlIlﬂ‘luSh mdlvmuals, and all
he saw, was a moving phgeafitry, which
might interes, but could* never satisfy
s, as it was probable it contained
Wiia, an, gtd it was impossiblg for him
to see him, it'it did. .

Loyis was constant in these walks®and
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the Sieur as regular in his evening visits.
The'one,always greeted his governor with
cheerfulness; and the other, his pupil, with
a stateliness, which shewed approbation,
only by silence from reproof. But Louis
was content, and< the whole glided
smoothly on.

The name of Wharton never occurred
between them, to disturb the unruffled
surface, but once; and that was occa-
sioned by the Duke’s parting letter to’
Louis, dropping out of his private port-
-folio, one evening when Ignatius asked
if he could furnish him with a sheet
of paper bearivg the Inglish water-mark.
As the letter feil with the seal to the
floor, the Sieur’s observing eye recog-
nised the haud-writing, and, though un-
uscd to the berding mood, he stooped to
take it up.

“ You have corresporided with Wha;-
ton!” cried he, holding the letter. st his
hand ; ¢ what, ‘did he tell you, was his
objeet in leaving England last autumn
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i Nothing, Sir;” seplied Louis, stretch-
ing out his hand rather too eagerly to
receive fhe letter; but Ignatius retamed
it. ¢ 'That was the first, and the only
letter, with which he evere honoured
the.” '

« Jt i® in answer then, ¢o one from
yourself?”

« No; I have never written to him.
"That was sent to me the nig’ht he quitted
ingland, to go Ife did not.say whi-
ther ; and so fhe corresportdénce endeds”

“oAnd, as certainly, he did not desire,
its continuance,” replied the Sieur.  He
observed Louis start, am.l redden with an
air of offended incredulity. ¢ Else why,”
resumed he, < did he omf naming to you
the place of his destination.? "But,”” added
he, throwifig the letter contemptuously
on the table, :7 Wharton v:",as always a
G%qurc of ca}:ric'e, and you will not® be
the last™all kis racket will, strike out of
his careing.”

Stungr wieh the sarcasm ot tlus remark.
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mortified at being suppssed wable to such
tuﬂmxr, and Jealous for the sincerity of’
hiz #icnd, with flashing cves Louis
took up the letter, and held it silently in
Jhis hand. He stood a few mmutes, strug-
gling to subduc the resentment that was
ready to bur.t from his lips. “rhe Sicur
appeared to have already forgotten the
matter, and was calinly e\‘mnmnn‘ the
manuscripts on the table.” This apathy
was more galling,” tlmu perhaps further
remark. © Lofiis pressed on his swelling
heart the recollection ‘of the vow he had
made to himscl.f', to bear all, as well as o
do all,-the wiil of this arrogant man ; and
turning towards his port-folio, he was re-
placing the ]ctter in the cese, when Ig-
natius looking up, said in a voice that
was careless of being heard,
« It is pity, to see, Jingenuous youth
treasurc a couutelfut for true mu
“ Your OLHelVd.thﬂ, Sir,” said Loms,
¢ dloes not touch the Duke of Wharton.”
But it might’ you, Louis;> coolly
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answered the Sieury ¢ for you hold a
proof of his ephemeral attaclanents, in
your hand,”

Louis felt an instant impulse to dis-
prove at once this contemp’tuous ‘in-,
f(’:ren(,c, by orequcstmg Ignatlus to read
the Duke’s letter ; but the mext moment
he bethought him, whether thege were
ought in the contents his misjudged friend
might wish not to be Lrposed to an ene-
my. For such, he could not but perecive
the inveterate Ignatlus wis to' Winrton.
These was a mixtuire of malignant con-
tempt, with evident apprghensibn of his
influence somewhere, wlhjichi marked she
sentiipent the Sicur entertained for Lim
but whether Jfrom persdnab disiike, or
solely on accoumt of the asserted hos-
tility Detween him and Baron "de Rip-
puda, Louis could not be sure; though
he't artainly saw hat'm(l in his governor’s
deeply sithkent eyes, wheu(s\iur he spoke
of the Duke.

To plrsis? in silence) seemed 1o Loug
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to be sanctioning these calumnies on his
friend, and to continue asserting without
offering proof, he was aware would only
redouble the scorn of his antagonist.
Placed in a torturing dilemma, he stood
recollecting whether the contents of the
Duke’s letter were such that he might
safely shew ; when the Sieur, rising-from
his seat, said in an exasperating tone of
pity; ¢ put up your relic, Louis! though
I see yon are properly ashamed of’ a cre-
dulitystps nacs-al to the vauity of youth.”
¢ No, Sir;” returned he, opening the
letter with a trembling hand ; « T should
detest myscl(; it T thought I had a spark
within me of any thing so mean as vanity.
But if T hagd, Duke Wharton is of too
noble a, nature to play, upon credulity
so worthless. That letter, Sir, if youn
will condescend to read it, will shew
you that I am honoured with his frirad-
ship.”
. Ignatius had now wrought Louis to
the point at which he aimed, bt main.,
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taining his air of 1hd1ﬁe1ence, he tcok
the letter from the agitated hand of his
pupil, without observation, Lowis pre-
sented it with a proud look, and stood as
pxoudly watching his countena.nce while
he read it. 51he Sieur went over it tw 1ces
he then ‘coldly returned it,® with the re-
mark, ¢ itis beyond my skill to expound
so curious a riddle, but as you are his
friend, you doubtless tate a key 2

All the self-confidence, ‘which a mo-
ment before had dilated” the izldignaﬁt
hears of Louis, fell in an instant. He
did not anticipate this sort of observation
on the letter, and alammed at tile m-
pressions which must have given rise to
it, he stood in.'speechless'euﬂ;(u‘r:mment

¢ This plece of paper,” «contjnuced Ig-
natius, ¢ is mere nonsense fo me; and
proves nothing, of what yeu to wish
pré-e, unless you can do it by explaining
its meanihg ?*

Louis remained silent.

The Sieu? proceeded : — % You ougltt
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nat to have put suclr sceming foolery into
my hands, unless you were plcpdled to
-be it -commentafy.”

¢ Then return it to me, Sir,’
IJOili;, overwhelmed with confusion,
s¢ and forget that you have scen it.”

« I neverrforget any thing tiat I have
seen, and, I am not to be trifled with.
You have called my attention to this let-
‘ter; you have shiewn it to me, as a proof
of Duke Wharto’s confidence in you:
but I scé onfy u farrago of ‘words, which,
you have now pledged yourself’ tg put
mto reasonable meaning by your expla-

wiion.”’

Louis’s consternation was so great, at
so unlooked-fol: a consequence of” what
he had- done, that he ceuld not recollect
what he Lad said, or might have im-
phul to the Sicur; and he continued to
gaze on thc ground, humbled to, ilic
Aust. = OL1” cricd he, n the depths
of his sot), « was I then under the imme-
digte control cof detested, “misehievous .

> cried
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vanity, at the very mément I disclaimed
its presence in my heart! Wyetch tnat
I am, te have been betmyed by any
motive, 1d open the faintest' glimmering
of light upon the secrets of my, fricad, to
this inexorableeman !”% .

The r(;co[lec,tlou of VVhagton’s words,
I put my lifc into your hands! rosc be-
fore his mental sight in characters of
blood ; and turning 1ck 4t heart, he
supported a momcnt‘al) f;uhuc of lus
limbs, by gragping the bagk of a chaip,
The sight of this zgitation only stimu.
lated the curiosity of Ignatius, or, what-
ever clse it was that impeled bim to per-
secute his unolfending ¢harge to such a
pointeot’ distress. — [IL lgquzm.d

“ You lfave gone "too far, *fo be silent
Sow. I can compreliend; thae certain
phrases in this enigmatical epistle, refer
mémmex conferences with you. Brusus
and™ Cassjus ate net usua‘b masquing
names in affairs of gallansry, therefose, ’
the natyre Qf your mutual confidence®I
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can guess; and it is necessary for your-
own, as well as the Duke’s honour, that
you should tell me ‘their ob_]cct »

“ blr said Louis, I have already
done too.much for my own honour. —
The Duke’s can never be'injured by ay
thmw I can gay or withhold. And, I will
mention his name no more.”

« Young man,” said Ignatius, * you
.must not addq . gbstinacy to rashness.
You haye allowed’ yourself to be made
privy to the~cchemes of z# man who is
suspected by his country Be aware,
that to conceal treason, is to share lt.

Louis did not speak.

The Sicur continued: ¢ Besides, you
are answerablecto your country, dnd to
your father, who has devoted you with
himself, “to her mtmests, to reveal to
him, as to your confessor, every event of
your life. " Much more, then, a circ{wm'—
stance Jike this, TFor, ofi, your father’s
intimate acquaintanee with every politi-
cdi device which. could possibly, disturb

. 7
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Europe, depends his guiding to perfec.
tion the mighty machine he i§ now con-
structing ,to give peace to.tae.swortd,
Hence, the glory of your father, as well
as your vow to Spam, commahds you ta
Bend all minor conmderatlons to the
great duty of your life; ard to confide
to him, through me, every confidence of
a political nature which has passed be-
tween you and the Duke of Wharton.””

“ The glory of mly father,” replied
Louis, « can’never be authented by his
son’s fuithlessness.” And could.Spain re-~
quire such a proof of my attachment to
her, the law of God, whicll is the ever-
lasting appeal from all human ordi-
nances, would sanction’me_dn abjuring
my vow !’

“You grant that Wharton has en-
gaged your falthfulness' A secret im-
‘h%d, is a seqret rgvealed; and further
withholding & full acknmyledgefncnt,. is*
finesse with me, and irreverence to ygur
father. ® TBe Duke left Vienna a few

VOL. IL D
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weeks ago, secretly,” and I have reason
to believe, you could guess whither he is
geuci¥

“ Slr, answered Louis, ¢ I neither
say, nor do not say, that I have been
honoured with any confidence wh‘mtever,
by the Duke’of Wharton ; but ‘I repeat,
that neither to my father, nor to any
man living, do I think it necessary to
betray a trust ix me. Therefore, as I
cannot 1epeat. discourses I have never
heard, and wiil not repeat discourses
confided 40 me ; you cannot be surpr.zed
that I hold my peace. My inconsider-
aticn, ‘to give it the mildest appellation,
has gone far cnough, in shewing Duke
Wharton’s latter, however indifferent its
subject, vy,ithout his permissior'l.”

The Sieur_ fixed his investigating eye
upon the determined, brow of his pupil.

« Louis de Montemar cried - .1e,
s you have 1.nprudence enough in your
composition to ruin a state; and suffi.
eicnt stubbornnes§ of what you call



THE PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDE. 51

Honour, to ensure your own destruction.
If you do not mean to relax the one,
yow must* learn to confirm *your “mihd
agﬁmst the wild influence of the other.
Act less from passion, and more from
pwwtiple. “Be wary of friend, as well as
foe; and never speak from! your heart,
til your words have paused ein your
head, to take the Judgmcm of your cir-
cums’pectlon Had ybti shewn this lettek
to cme less Jntereeted in yom’ welflue,
than”your father’s friend, the " suspicion
its %tyle would have awakened, might
have wrought consequences ruinous to
thegDuke, and not much less full of évil
to yourself. I shall now drop the subject
for ever, bectuse I°see thats you will not
‘neglect its lesson.”

With the gratifude of .one escaped
gn.»m a snare, in%o which her thought, he
had desperately, and therefore blame-
ably rushed, Louis toqk’ the letter;
which the Sieur presented to him. s

mqenuous *check ﬂus11ed with disp]eas
6)
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sure at himself for having been beguiled,
rather than at the subtle trier of his
wariness ; and respectfully, thoigh silent-
ly, he bowed his head to his unanswers
able monitor. Ignatius fell immediately
into his usual abstracted mood, and seon
after left the room. ‘



CHAP. IIL

Trree days after this disoussion, Louis
had just seated himself at his morning
task, when he heard a knock at the
chamber door. This .was an unusual
circumstance, for Gerard never ap-
proached with such sigiTal, but at the
hours when his stroke was to announce
the frugal repast in the adjoining apart-
ment. The Sieur always®entered with
his own key; and this was a time of the
day he never.visited the®Chageau.  Louis
thought it could be no symmons to him,
and that probably Gerard had accident-
ally occasioned _ the noise , in passmg
Bot in ano.thex mmute, he heard a
seeond knotk, louder than tht formes.
He then rose to see what it whs, andd ta
his sutprife beheld Castanos; whom.he
D 3
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had not seen, or hedrd of, since his de-
parture with the dispatches for Spain.

-Hoping to hear news of his father;
and that his letter to Don Ferdinand had
reached him in safety ; Louis eagerly
bade him welcome from Madrid. With
a deepened gloom on his always sullen
countenance, Castanos roughly inter-
rupted him, —
~'«] am sent t¢ tell you, Senor, that
the Sieus Ignatius is at the point of
death.” T '

¢« Impossible I cried Louis, ¢ he was
not here yesterday; but I saw him the
evening before, in perfect health.”

¢ Last night he was stabbed in the
porch of the Jesuits’ ‘College,” returned
Castanos. .

Louis’s tongue clove to the roof of his
mouth, as grasping the arm of his un-
feeling informant, he seemed to dema:d,
~who had done¢ it? TFor once in his Iffe,
the, morose Spaniard suffered his half-
clcsed eyes tolook dircetly on the tace of
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afellow-creature. He was not insensihiy
to the borror depicted on Louis, and in
more humane accents replied —

«¢ Villains way-laid him in the porch at
the outer gate of the College; where he,
always quits his carfiage. They closed
on him :*but he struggled, @nd drew his
dagger. The business, howevyer, was
soon over ; for the stroke of some heavy
weapon felled him ta ¢he ‘ground ; and
while he lay insensible, to make sure
work, they Stabbed him, =nd fled. But
the drawn blood did a service not intend-
ed. — It recovered my lord Ignatius from
his swoon ; and he managed®to stagger to
the gate, and gain admittance. When I
was sent for fo his. chamber, which was
not till this mqrning, 1 f'ound surgeons
and a pri€st with him ; and they declare
his wounds dangerous.

¢ And am I not to see him ?’ ctied
LOUIS, f‘orgettmg “his hard tagk-master,
in the image of a fellow-creatare d)’mg
by mw#der®; that fellow-creature was lns

D 4
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scther’s friend 5 and he repeated, ¢ may
I not go to him ?*’

I came to brmg you to him,” replied
Castanos.

Shocked as he was by the horrid reci-
td.] Louis felt an emotion of pleasure at
this summons. To be to his severe, but
he believed upright guardian, a more
soothing attendant than was in the power,
if indeed in the. will of the rugged Spa-
niard, gave a genelous satisfaction to his
heart. Havifty carefully " locked the
chamber which contained the secretopa-
pers; that, whether the-Sieur lived or
died, his injunctions might be equally
respected ; Louis accompanied his, old
conductor tp«a ‘arringe which awaited
them in the court-yard.

While dnvmg down the avenue, and
crossing the g;splanade into the city, both
Louis and his compamon were lost. in
thought. #tlact the former, hardly consci-
ous of giving utterance to his meditations
suqldenly asked Castanos whether he had
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« Not robbery,” réplied the bpamar&,
« they never stopped for plunder. ’l'hey
wanted-his life. And, I belleve, we may
curse the jealousy of your father’s politi-
cal enemies for the motive. Ibrought my
dispatches froin Madrid yesterday morn-
ing; ang yesterday night ghese daggers
were at work.”

¢« But how,” returned Louis, ¢ can
the death of the Sieur Ignafius be of sueh
moment to my father’s enempies, that
they shoulddoad their sowds with this as-
sassination, and leave my father alive ?”

« Senor,” said Castanos, * you know
little of politicians. The' agents gf such
rivals are always in danger. So you will
do well to logk to yourself.)’

« No man knows me in this ca,pntal »

«“But some may know your employ~
ment ; and thdt is the object of grudge.
«2 Since the stllleto has reached our mas-
ter, we know not Kow far i}, may be from
ourselves.”

Louss could not bid him not fear ; tor

D5
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the assauit on their émployer proved that
dangu was connected with their situa~
tion ; and being ignorant of what that
situation really was, he could not foresce
whence the danger might issue, nor how
it might berepelled. He therefore made
no reply ; neither did he ask any more
questions of a man, who, when he did
break his ‘sullen taciturnity, was ever more
inclined to engloom an evil prospect, than
to cheer it with a ray of hope.

The silence<that ensued, -was not in-
terrupted till the carriage drew up before
a colossal column, surmounted by a
bronze statua. ol the Virgin Mary, and
in hont of which stretched the dark walls
of the College., At the portico they
alighted.

L ch,‘ * muttered Castanos, ¢ is the
place of blood ; and its marks are yet on
the stones.”

As he gaid,' Louis saw ; fpr it might
'be tracked, from the spot where he sup-
posbd the Sicur had fallen, to, where he
roseand made his way to the gate. Louis
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shuddered at suoh a proof of the most,
dreadful part of the Spaniard’s, tale, «hd
hastened to follow him through the
porch. He entered a large quadrangle,
surrounded by cloisters. As, they pro-
¢eeded, Louis® perceived several persons’
in dark anonastic habits, walking to and
fro under the colonades. When he ap-
proached, they eyed him with cliriosity ;
and when two or three were together,
they whispered as hé. passed. Cabtanos
seemed vexed by this notice ; but with-
out_remarking on it, hurried his compa-
nion towards a great door at the extre-
mity of one of the cloisterss He struck
it with his clenched hand, and it was in-
stantly opened by a man, who Louis re-
cognised to be Martml, the § seryant who
had attended him in his onily walk beyond
the walls of the Chateau. * He immedi-
#tely enquired whether the Sieur had-un-
dergone any' chan}e since Casganos left
him,

-4 Noo, Signor. The Superior of ®the

D &
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r(:ollege is with him now, but he is im-
pahent for your arrival.”

« Shew me- to his apartment;” cried
Louis ; and following with fleet steps the
long strides of the Italian, the father of
the Jesuits met him, as Le passed intu
the presence of the wounded Igpatius.

The chamber was then left entirely to
the invalid, and to the conference he
had so strenuously desired to have with
his secretary.  Loyis advanced into the
room. Ignatiys lay on aelow couch,
which, from its form, and sombre ap-
pointmen.s, looked more like a bier for
the dead, thgn a bed of rest for the liv-
ing. It stood in the center of an arched
cove at the end of the apartment.  Louis
approached” in spcechless awe. As he
drew near; he saw the body of' the Sieur
extended under the coveriid, in the po-
sition he should have expected had Le
been to find -him it his shroud. His
head lay flat on the pillow, and was so
veifed in a black cowl, nothing. could
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be discerned of his face, but his-ashy ling .
and grizzled beard.

Ignatius knew the step that so cau-
tiously drew near his bed,”and feebly
raising the arm, which his_pupijl now
saw had laine envelgped in black upon
the dark coverlid, he put_out his hand
to him. Louis clasped it O‘ently in his,
but forbore to speak. He fe?t himself
pressed by the cold fingers of Ignatius;
and there was an exﬁx’eésion in the touch
that said, e understood his :sympat.hy.
Louis bent his head to that not silente
hand, and put it to his lips.

« Son of Ripperda,”? spid the Sieur,
in a low agitated voice; ¢ thou hast a
kindly heart!”

« The so of Ripperda,” feplied Louis,
«« could .not feel otherwise towards the
friend of his father.- But I would devote
anyself to watcle this couch, for the Sieur
Ignatius’s gwn sake.” Agam.he felt his
hand pressed by the wounded man 3 and,
the sgnile, which was once so bea®iful,

9
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fiitted over his shrouded countenance
hﬁa departing spirit.  Louis turned icy
cold. He had never seen any one on a
death-bed ; and that spectacle, which he
believest was now before him, shivered
ltim to the soul.

«¢ Louis,” sz}id the Sieur, after 2 pause,
« I have not summoned you hither, to
wait uporl the tedious hours of my re.
covery, but to pelform my part in the
place, where Jealou~.y of my success has
brought me to this. You must go to the
Imperial palace; I am expected there
in the course of an hour; for nonc there
yet know of thjs assassination.  You must
sec the Empress, and acquaint her with
what has happengd.  With difficulty I
have writteri *these few hardly legible
lines, to assure*her she may trust you
with any confidential paper or message
to me; and she too well*knows my writ
ing, to doubt-their authenticity. My
surgeons say little to encourage hope,
but %ell Her Majesty, I fecl a life in my
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<heart, that her enemfes and mine have
not been able to reach!”

Ignatius spoke this at intervals, checked
at each sentence by internal spasms frofn
his most dangerous wound. DByt he
siewed a vehemence at the close, which
his pupil had never before witnessed in
his tempered discourse. More than his
usual caution seemed taken fromehis lips,
and as Louis apprehended the approach
of delirium, he felt 'tﬁe hand which stilf
clasped his, flash at once into a scox ching
heat. The agitated speaker gasped for
breath, but after a momentary pause he
began again, and with xapid utterance
went through a train of directions;” to
guide his pupil in his co.nfclence with the
Empress.” In the midst of W most ener-
getic part.of his discourses his 4ip became
convulsed, he suddenly stopped, and drop-
ping the hand he held, seemed as it sejzed
at once by, Yhe grasp of. death Louis
sprang forward, to giva air to the, en-
velopgd fyce, but the moment [gnatius

8
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felt the.attempt to withdraw his cowl,
De.arrested the hand that touched it, and
said in astifled voice : « do not he alarm-
edq, I am not dying, byt in pain. The
villains struck well through my side, but
not quite home!—— Go,” continued he,
‘. you will find Martini in the anti-cham-
ber. He haé my orders to attend you
to the palacd. You will then be con-
ducted to the Altheim apartments ; shew
that card to the page at the door, (it is
written by the Empress’s owyn hand, to
admit the possessor,) and he will imme-
diately obey its command. In thiose
apartments you, will sce the Imperial
Elizabeth.”

Louis had been under no inconsider-
able degree of,surprize during many parts
of this discourse. Until now, he had
supposed that the agency of Ignatius was
lirected to seme of the .Austrian minise
.ers, whom his .father probabiy wished to
¥ing over to the present views of Spain,
He eould hardly have suspected that so
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much caution and peril could be cops
nected with any negociation *in which
the sovergigns themselves wgre princj-
ples; and that they should be principles,
was astonishing in itself. The Limperor’s
claims on the ‘throne of Spain} and Phi-
lip’s rep@ignance to the Austrian posses-
sion of the Netherlands, united with the
pertinacious character of the two mo-
narchs, and the usual terp of human pas-
sions, would have made Louis affirm, that
no political ddversaries could bave been
morg naturally irreconcilable to amity
between them, beyond occasional shews
of peace.

However the Sieur Ignatius had borne
a reverse, tegtimony. ¥is pupll could
not doubt what.he had sald and taking
the credentials presented to him, he was
usmg to w1thdraw‘ when t)ie wounded
‘man 1mpress;vely added « remember,
she alone knows that my secretary is
Louis de Montemar. In the guard-robm,
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ou will hear yourself announced as the
Chevalier‘de Phaffenberg.”

. Louis stood silent, without moving
another pace to the door; ¢ Oh!” thought
he, "¢ another deception' How can that
'be right, which requires s much wrong
to support it

Not hearing his step, the Sleur guessed
what was passing in his mind. ¢ I un-
derstand yo{u‘ . hesitation,” cried he,

« though I cannot look on you; the
wound in my head, will not suffer my
eyes to endure the light. But Lcuis,
you must not cross me at such an hour
as,this, witli your romantic prejudices.
Should any want of caution discover,you
to the eye or.eat of zn encuy,, the blow
that has. only half reached me, may be
made sure ; and the failure of our scheme
at this CllSlS,, would sink your father’s
fame in everlasting dlshonovr

« Q! 8ir,” returncd Louis, ¢ I cannot
* connect dishonour with a scheme of vir-
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tue, whatever may be its fortune { Is nes
my father labouring for the happiness of!
Spain? Far the peace of the,world? If
I had no other repugnance, I cannot but
shrink from giving up, even for an-in.
stant, such a name as his.”’ '

¢ Loub,” resumed the Sigqur, his voice
and manner evidently raised by growing
fever, ¢ it is now in your power, and in
yours alone, to keep Ebat, name your dis-
tinction, or to brand it as your disgrace.
Schemes of policy have no character in
the public mind, but according to their
issue. If success attend this of the Baron
de Ripperda, it will be sotinded as a blgs-
sing,to the nations; if it fail, obloquy
will proclaim it a conspumcys worth} their
curses. Concealment now, ise present
preservation, and victory hueaf%ex Re-
membel, once for all tlmt diplomatic
Simulation is, 10 ialsehood It is ‘ex-
pected; and*is no more a breaeh of ho-
nour, than an ambuscadé in war. You
are of"the' Chatéau Phaffenberg, wht,le
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you reside in it. And thus we provide
for consciences of more sensibility than
judgement. If there be sin, 4t is on my
head and your father’s! Be satisfied with
this, and depart on your duty.”

Louis placed his hand on his heart, as
he replied, ¢ my honour cannot be satis-
fied by a quibble; nor my conscience
with the responsibility of another man.
But it is possible. I may overstrain the
principles T hope o live and die in; and
therefore I obey.”

As he left the room without further
observation from the Sieur, the virtuous
pupil .of thv pious minister of Lindis-
farne, folded his hands together, and in-
waldly exclaimel] ; ““thesc are labyrinths
I never aexpectcd to tread! ana may the’
God I would not offend, be the guide of
my lips and, of my actions !”

When he entered the anti-chamber,
Castanos: was mttmg on 4 low bench
sulkily smoking a cegar, and Martini
stood near him, discoursing inl a suppres-
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sed voice, but with’ vehement gesticy-.
lation. On hearing the steps of Louis,

the latter turned and caught up his hat;

“I am at your command Signor ;” and

without waiting for the order, fe led the

way through the c]oxstms to the porch.

where the carriage stood. Luis stepped

in; and he followed, with the familiarity

of a man who felt his consequence in

having been trusted witth a confidence of
no mean bearing.

They drove on; and by the looks which
Mareini occasionally threw towards him,
Louis easily perceived his gager ness to be
encouraged to speak. Martini ‘was 3s
anxieus to be always an orator, as Casta-
nos to maintaif the ‘charfictér of a.mute.
But in the, presént casc, }.ouise Was too
much possessed with what he had just
seen, and what he might soor have to do,
to be in any Numour to gr ‘ltlfy the con-
versational desires of his qmductor. JIn’
proportjon s his frank countenance ves
inviting to cénversation, when he had o
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fiiclination to repel it ; a dignified reserve,
which few persons would dare disturb, oc-
cupied every feature when hé wished to
be left to his own thoughts. Therc was
nothing sévere in the look, but it had the
air of one accystomed to deference; and
though Martini would rather have met
the social smile which Louis wore on the
Danube, he saw every thing to respect,
but nothing to feii in the tacit command
of his countenance.

Attentive to the Sieur’s minutest in-
junctions; when Louis followed his ghide
from the carriage into the palace, he
folded his pelisse round him, and drawing
the fur of his winter-cap down upor hix
face, walked®onwith’little more than his
eyes visthle. -On being saluted by the
officer in the guard-chamber, Martini
announced Louis as the Chevalier de
Phaffenberg, .who required to be con-
ducted to the Altheim apartments. A
pe-son was called to shew him the way,
and as he turned to follow his guide,
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Martini said aloud, * Chevalier, 1 await
you in this chamber.”

The man led him up the imperial stair-
case to a superb rotunda, whose pillared
arcades branched in all directions “into
lohg galleries of equial magnificence.,
Through Several of these, they took their
way, and in some of them, a few persons
were seen passing lightly and éilently
along, as if in the digeharge of their re-
spective services towards the numerous
august inhabitants. Louis thought of the
palace of Thebes ; gnd as the smirking
lips, but troubled brows, of these people
met his eye, he could not buf think how
base gnd how miserable is the coveted
bread of dependancer

He approached another pf thye many
folding-doors which had led him from
gallely to gallery ; apd on opening this,
his’ guide told the page within to conduct
the Chevalie? de Phaffenberg *to the .
Altheim apartment.
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« By what authority ?”’ asked the
page.

The person from the guard-room had
turned away on his return; but Louis,
without ¢peaking, presented the passport
from the Empress. The vouth bowed
profoundly, and Tishered Him through a
highly, ornamented vestibule, into first
one, and then into another saloon still
more splendid.. =Ip the second, the page
made another obeisance, and left him.
The Sicur had instructed him, merely to
shew the imperial signature, and not to
ask for any body, but patiently to await,
in this her pnvate boudoir, the arrival of
the Empress. He had therefore Ipisure
to look areuad®him; had his .mind been
sufficienly free from sclicitude to derive
amusement from the endless varieties of
art ind natyre whicl decorated the place.
In one par t, an apparently interminable
conservatory, blooming with all the
flowers of summer, watted its fragrance
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towards him. In andther, opened a deep
alcove of entire mirror, which doubled
the mimic garden; and in an opposite
direction, a stretch of canopied axches
discovered chamber after chamber, till
the most capricious fancy might be sated
with the gay variety.

Louis’s eye hardly glanced along them,
for he fell almost immediately into an
awful meditation, on glee.scenc he had
just left, on the probdblc death of the
mysterious Ignatius ; and, in the event
of su¢h a catastrophe, what might be the
consequence to his father. Would the
loss of so efficient an agent compel® him
to ahgndon his views ? or would he come
to Vienna, ,and-finisl» in ferson, what his
enurdered friend had so well begyh? At
the close of these melancholy cogitations,
nothing but gloomy, images .presented
tﬂemsulveq ; the dark-cowled priests flit-
ting around the bed of the dymg Ignatxus,
and the dismal voice of Castands, preg
saging o' sinfilar fate to the Baron him-

VOL. IL
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self! In the midst of these thoughts, he
was startled by a sound in the adjoining
chamber. . He looked towards it, and
saw a lady, splendidly attired, approach-
ing him. Unused to courts, he hesitated
.whether he should go forward, or await
her advancc ; but as she drew'near, the
amazing beauty he beheld, decided for
him, and struck him motionless.

" He had hez.!rd‘,tlfﬁt the Empress was
beautiful and youug ; but of any thing like
this bloom of youth, this' splendour of
beauty, he had no expectation. It was
more like the dream of the poet, than any
mortsl midture of earth’s mould! He
stood us one lost to recollection. The
lady did npot seem less sugprised, thouoh
ccxtamly with less amazement. On her

first appxoacb to him, when he took
his cap from his head, and his disen-
gaged pelisse, falling back;, discovered Lis
youthful tigure, she retreated a step ; but
Jhe next moment advancing, with a smile
of peculiar complacency, sie tbserved
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that ¢« there must be some mistake, for
she came to meet a totally different per-
son.”

Louis tried to recover himself from
the admiration her beauty had excxted,
fo the ceramonial dde to her rank, and
bowing ‘with disordered grate, he replied,
« that he was sent by the persan he be-
lieved Her Majesty expected to meet in
that chamber ; and thmt-he came a mes®
senger of dlstressmg tidings. To say,
that the Siedr Ignatius had beed attacked
by eruffians, and was then Ivmg in ex-
tremity at the Jesuits’ College

The lady mterrupted him; < Sir,”
saig, she, with an eager blush, ¢ you have
one me fhe honomr t™mistake e for
the Empress, whom I am,so hgbpy as to
serve; and being distinguished by mv
imporial mistress’s, confidence, I came
"mither to request the Speur Ignatlus
(whose attchdance she had requned at
this hour) to excuse her absefice fowa

few miutds. She is with the Emperor,
o'
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and, when 1 deliver your message, will
expect you to await her commands.”

With these words, the lady eurtseyed
and withdrew.

Louis gazed on the track through
which she had dlsappeared /A vision of
some heavenly creature seemed”to have
passed before his eyes, to give him as-
surance of what really did exist in the
“angelic world ! Tlraapparition, the voice,
had been seen and heard, and all was
again solitude and silence! *Was it pos-
sible, he asked himself, that any thing
mortal could be so perfectly beautiful?
tirat dny tlung earthly should be too
bright to look upon ?. Lost in the amaze-
ment of his %clies, Yie theught only of
her ; he'ghad .forgotten -the majesty he
came to visit, and almost the *disastrous
tale that was his errand, when steps agaiu
sounded in the adjoining apartment. He'
sprang t'bwardg the canopic¢d arch ; the
curtains “were draperied back by two
golden caryates, and his eagcr eyes shot
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beyond; but another form appearcd!
another l‘ady' of beauty too ; but blinded
by excess of light, all other ob_]ects
seemed dark and indistinct before him.

She was less magmﬁcently arraycd.
than her fair messenger, but approached
with so®striking an air of dignity, that
Louis could not®hesitate belieygng this
must be the *Empress.  Respectfully
ineeting her advancimg.steps, he bente
his knee to her, as he presented the letter
from the Sieur. At the momeht of her
approach, his bewildered faculties sud-
denly recollected that such was the atti-
tude Ignatius told him, he Must #Ssume
in dglivering his credentials.

The Ewmpuess steod #ilk gnd Jooked
steadfastly on him for sevgral gioments.
Then taking the letter from his hand, in
a voice of tender copmiser a.tmn. she bade
him rise.

“ The lady Isent hither, *has informed.
me of your me lancholy cmbasgy,” cog-
tinued $he,%in the same gracious tone;

EJ
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*“but I trust he i¢ not wounded past
hope ?”

“ Not past his own,” replied Louis,
as hé rose from his knee 3 “ but the sur-
geons are less sanguine.”

With a troubled countenance, the Em.
press openedethe letter and read it hastily.
She looked from its corffents to its bearer; 5
and fixing her sweet but penetrating eyes
anxiously on "his face, said in a doubting
voice, ¢ you are young, very young, for
the trust 1 am called upon to confide to
you ! Still she looked on him, and still
she spoke; evidently without conscious-
ness, ‘attering the remarks her observing
mind was passing upon his appearance.
« A youtb liké ‘you, anust: be too fond of
pleasuré: to be a secure-confidant! Too
accessible —to much in the power of cir-
cumstances. And at such a crisis too!
But he tells me, I may trust you as his
son !’

-+ Agairl she fooked full at him. Louis’s
whole soul was fixed on that look, and
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arouzed by its occasion. That the rigid
Ignatlus had given such testimdny of him,
at such '@ moment, did not.more sug-
prise, than determine him to perish, rather
than dishonour it. He did not-venttire to
speak, but the expression of his eloquenf
countentince was moré than a thousand
vows to Elizabeth.

She sighed deeply, and sitting down
by a table, leaned her head upon her.
hand. Louis remairfed standing where
she had left him, regarding her* with re-
spe~tful interest. At last she looked up,
and waved her hand to him to approach
her.

¢ My heart is heavy,” said she, ¢ with
the tidings ypu have busught me,  Kor,
should my counsellor in all thig, be in-
deed taken from me, how incalculable
are the difficulties into which I shall be
plunged ! Nathing but full and complete
success in the end, can exduse e to my,
family and to the world, for the perils 1
incur th the progress.”

E 4
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Louis was silent. = Elizabeth resumed.

“You know to what I allude!”

. « I know nothing,” replied e, « but
what the Sieur Ignatius has told me ; and
that is, a general intimation of his pos-
sessing Your Majesty’s confidence: and
that jealousy of so high distinttion, he
suspects to be the cause of his present
state.”

The Empress. tegk two or three turns
up and down the'room. She was har-
rassed, aud undecided, and often turned,
to look again and again upon the youth-
ful secretary. She suddeuly stopped.

¢ 1id Ighatius tell you, who I know
you to be ?”’

« He did. ~—%"hat I am.the son of the
Baron de Ripperda.”

As he made this simple reply, the
pride he had in being the son of such a
father, seemed to encircle kis brow with
the befote veiled diadem of all his princely
ancestors.
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« And where is syour father ?* asked
the Empress.

« At'Madrid. And I cannot doubt
that at such a moment, he would be eager
to hasten to the feet of the Enripress,
Elizabeth ; the genefous truster in his
friend I’% _

"The Empress shook her head — ““ Alas!
Alas!” cried she ; and again she walked
from Louis with-a hyrrying pace. For
some time she continued murmuring to
herself, in < voice so low that*he could
not distinguish what she said ; but at last’
drawing near him, she again threw her-
self into a chair, and spoRe aloud. «¢ You
call me the generous truster in his friend!
1 will be that to his sopr too. Thene is
an honesty in your countenance, an en-
thusiasm fn your manner, so unhke a
courtier, that, I cannot but believe you
sttust-worthy |, and, when he says it,”
added she, pressing the Siaur’s®letter in,
her hand ; ¢ it is convictidn, —s Hearken
then t@ mer”
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Louis drew near. +— And the Empress,
in a low bat steady voice, 1mpar1;ed to him
certain subjects of national djspute be-
tween the empires of Germany and of
Spair; anpd personal rivalries between

“their respective sovereigns ; which she and
“the Baron de Ripperda, through the se-
cret agency of Ignatius, were labouring
to reconcile. She intimated that her Im-
_perial husband retamed so much of his
ancient enmity ta ‘Philip ; and the Au-
strian ministers were so jealous of yield-
ing advantage to the Spanish cabinet;
she was obliged to move towards her end
with _the stsictest caution. Besides, she
had some collateral objects in view, which,
if obtained, wquld not only establish a
cordial f'nemlshxp between the two coun-
tries; but so balance the powver of the
continent ; that war, for this generation
at*least, could hardly find a plea for dis-

‘turbing ¢the tranquillity of Europe.
~ Some of -these plans,” added she,
“are more than suspected by my eaemies,
12
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and the enemies of my children; and
since they have engaged a certain-wily
English ‘Duke in their. interes’; an heur
does not pass over my head without
dread of the whole scheme being Blown
into the air, *Like at evil spirit, he can
transpor? himself when and ewherever he
pleases; and while he is invisibl.e, work
a train of mischief that is felt through
many nations. It was only yesterday
that he returned from one of his secret
flights ; from® Paris, I suspect ——?" She
suddenly paused ; and putting her hand
to her head, appeared to muse for a few
minutes.

Louis’s blood chilled at this mention
of an English Duke., Plpm. \\hat IO'na-
tius had said to him on the s same ;ubject
he was corfipelted to think that the Em-
press could mean no other th'm w harton.
Atld, how strapge it Was, that cvery per-
son who had named that Dukg to H#im with
censure, had all concurred‘in giving him
some eplthet of duplicity.

E O
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Elizabeth looked ap, with an abrupt
demand of her auditor, whether he
thought the assassination traceable to
Duke Wharton? adding, that she did
not Know a source whence it was more
likely to spring.

¢« Madam,”’ returned Louis, «I shoul(k
as soon suspect it from my own hand.’

She gazed on him, astonished.

“ Yes!” répeat.eé he, in a determined
voice; ¢ though it is possible that Duke
‘Wharton: may be bostile to Your Majesty’s
politics ; and even be the personal enemy
of the Sieur Ignatins; yet I know him
too well, not to stake my head on his ab-
horrence of a crime like this.”’

The Empre.: did not. withdraw her
penetrajing eye from his face.

« ] now 1emcmber,” said ghe, ¢ that
it was he who spread the report at the
Favorita, that the Baron de Ripperdd’s
son wa$at Vienna. * He met you on the
Danubes But Ignatius assured me, you
bad never seen him since !”’
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¢ I never have.e~And I never will,
while heiis an object of suspicton to Your
Majesty,~and to my father’s fricnd. But
I must again aver, as I would at the
judgment-day, that Duke Wharfon is
incapable of assassintion.”

« He shall be the bettersfor your vin-
dication,” rcturned the Empress. And
then entering into a detailed communi-
cation, of what her ney confidant was to.
impart to Ignatius relative to the most
open part of their scheme ; shesgave him
a letter, which she wrote, and sealed in
his presence, to acquaint the Sieur with
the recent progress of tleir ®moresseciet
views. When she put it into the hand
of Louls, she, said thl;;nrmch emotlon,
« the last courier from Ma(fmd rouwht
so favourably on the Empelor, that I
was even now conversmo‘ thh him in the
Mighest spiritg, when I was called to Hear
this danger.of my noble coadjutor ! —
Should I losc him at this*moment, theu
daggers had better have reached m;
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Louis de Montemar, guard his life, as
you would your own. You know not
the value of the charge.” |

Louis received her command to be in
these ‘apartments the next day, at the
same hour, to givé her tidings of the
Sieur. She then presented her hand to
him to kiss, in sign of her favour to him-
self. He touched it on his bent knee;
and as she turnedafo withdraw, she told
him a page should attend him to the
guard-room; but he must take such
cogunizance of the passages, as henceforth
to find his way in the palace alone.
Agair she proceeded to the door, and
again she turned round, and said with
agitated soleraity; ¢ shonld any fatal
changesaccur, come to me to-night, —
We will discourse together for the last
time ; and all that I have said in this
conference, you mustw_regard as a dreaii
— to be forgetten !

Youissilently bowed his head, and Her
Majesty passed on. So crowdeu were
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his thoughts with the events of the dast
six houzs, he hardly noted *the time,
though ‘he did the situaticn of the
ground, as the promised attendant
brought him to the guard-chamber. —
Martini sprang to meet him; and, a
momentsafter, he had left othe mansion
of royal splendors and luxury, to seek
the cloisters of world-forswearing men !
All without, was darknesq and assumed
humiliation ; but vnthm, dwelt the ru-
lers of kings, the universal dictators,
the all-compelling Jesuits! Louis now-
entéred, to visit one of the most extra-
ordinary personages that evei®*cameswith-
in their walls; one, to whom the vast
machmety wag all unfo,ded, by which
these mighty workmen moved agel con-
trouled the world.
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CHAP. 1V.

THE information which Louis «brought
to the suffering Ignatius, did not fail to
heal the worst wound his cnemies had
inflicted ; suspicign, that their machin-
ations had reached the mind of the Em-
peror. When the surgeons visited their
patient in the evening, they gave a more
tavourable report on his symptoms with
regavd to fuver, which was the threaten-
ing danger of the morning. The man-
ner of his pagsug the night, they thought
would,m,be decisive for hope or fear, and
Louis entreated permission to attend his
couch until day.

‘“The Sieur peremptorily put his nega-
tive or thig proposal. Bnt Louis was
steady ip not-being denied watching by
the side of Castanos in the anti-room,
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Martini, with a surgéon and a pnest re-
mained alf night in the cell of Ignatius ;
and that le slept most part of the time,
Louis was satisfied ; as, with his strictest
attention, he could hardly hedr a move-
ment within.

Castanbs, and his anxious®companion,
kept true vigils. The act was thg same,
though the motives were as_ different as
the two men. In ome of the dreary
pauses of the mu’ht, when the mtenslty
of Louis’s medltatlons, on the “various
objeats which bore upon the event of the
present hour, had wearied his unrested
spirit; he observed Castanos “shake® the
exhqusted embers from his pipe; and
desirous of, asking eome#qugstions re-
specting the fate. of his pagket jo# Don
Ferdinand, he thought he could not have
a better opportunity, and while the old
Spaniard was twnstmg out his tobacco, he
addressed hi in a low voice

“ Senor Castanos,” said he,* ¢ yoiy
swere so kind as to deliver apacket frosa
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me to Don Ferdinand d’Qsorio, into the
hands of my father?” -

« No,™ returned he, * your father was
not at Madrid.”

« Then, what became of my packet ?”

«« It was sent with the dispatches, to
where he otdered them.” !

«Then I may assure myself of its
safety ?— and that my father was well ?”

Castanos had«resumed his pipe, and
made, no answér.  After the second
volumé'of renewed smoke had wreathed
away from his sullen features, Lows ad-
dressed him again.

«“But of course you saw my father,
before you left Spain? Under the pre.
sent anxiqus &k cumstances, it would par-
ticul®’v cheer me to know that he is
well.”’

Lastancs drew in, and puffed forth
another cloud; then indolently sliding
his words out of the unoécupied corner
«of his mouth, he sulkily replied, Senor,
he less, in the present circumstances, you
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talk of your father ; the better for the
object of ghour anmety, and for yourself !
— Walls hdve ears.’

With this apothegm, he resumed his
smoking with redoubled enefgy, and
Louis submitted to the silence imposed.

A few® hours more, and®the dawn
brought a more communicative corgforter
from the inner chamber. Martini issued
forth with smiling lips,ceo announce that
his master’s symptoms were those to
please the doctors, for that he Had just
awoke with little remaining fever. The
priest and surgeon soon after appeared
bearing the same testimony; and”thes
lattex communicated the Sieur’s com-
mands, for thes€hevalier € £haffepberg
Yo attend him immediately. . :

"Though Louis shrunk from answering
to the name, yet he hastened to obey.
Again Ignatius took his hand, but it was
no longer with the icy tremor of expir-
ing life, nor the burning clasp of* raging,
fever; there was languor, but not deatk;
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in the pressurc; and with heart-felt joy
Louis congratulated him. on he certain
hope of liis recovery.

« It is well,” replied the Sieur, ¢ and
we shall not be ungrateful for it, where
thanksgiving is due. But we must now
proceed to*business. They teil me, my
wounds are too deep, to give prospect of
my quitting this couch for many days.
Our affairs wilk.not brook that time.
Your duty at the Chatmu, and mine at
the palace, must continue to be dis-
charged, and you must perform *them
both.” ~

Louis’s assent was as prompt as the
delight with which he embraced octive
service. . An&if the idea of the bright
forni™ye had seen only for an instant,
did flash across his mind with a hope
of beholding it again; the passing
thought was too transiert to materially
alloy the pure zeal with wltich he pressed
forward to his new duty.

«» The Sieur then told him to return to
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the Chateau for certain of the cqmpleted
papers, ang to bring them without delay,
for his further orders, As the earriage
was now directed to be always in readi-
ness for the Chevalier de Phaffenberg,
Louis found no tardiness in transporting
himself back to the Chateau, 3nd thence
to the College again.

On his return, he found the surgeons
in the invalid chambe#} semonstmting
with their patlent against sceing his se-
cretary again Yor that day. But Igna-
tius was inflexible, and to prevent en-
creasing the evil by further opposition,
they withdrew. Louis obeyed the beckon
of hig governor to the side of his bed,
and there he seceived h® insteuctions
tespecting the papers he had bréffght.
He disposed them into several packets,
and putting them info as many small,
leatfer-bags, sealed them, and addressed
them according to his orders.

Ata pa'rtlcular hour, he was contucted
by Martini to a dungeon-like cell, in
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distant and obscure quarter of the Col-
lege, where the Italian introdeged him to
a grey-Neaded brother of the'order, who
had been entrusted by Ignatius with this
part of the business. His office was to
receive, and to brmg in succession, the
messengerS of the correspondénce which
Louis held in his hand. The venerable
Jesuit told, him, that several were then
in waiting, butsn seperate cells; for no
one was to know of the other, and each
were conducted out by " different pas-
sages.

Louis _ remained three hours in  his
gloomy hall of audience, before he had
seen every body he ought to see, and
had, deliyer®} to sthenr all, the packets
of ™eich they were te be the bearers to
some of the most distant nations in Fu-
rope. He gave no further account of
the Sieur’s absence, to these foreigners,
than “that he was suddenly indisposed.
An ldea of his' danger might have
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had ruinous effects ol the purposes of
this vauoug gorrespondence.

As the time drew near for his aitend-
ance on the Empress, Louis returned to
Ignatius, to receive his further com-
mands. This, interview was brief, but
pregnant with matter; and ineluded in-
structions for a conversation with another
personage, to whom the Imperial Eliza-
beth would see the necegsity of introdu-
cing their young negociator.

Louis had ndw no reason to coriplain
of wan{ of trust, in those who commanded
his services. 'The Empress was so im-
patient to hear his report, that he found
her awaiting him; and bis commuuica.
tions were so gatisfactory.othat_shc at
ance dismissed hep worst fears fqueihe
Sieur, and entered into a circumnstantial
discussion of his message, comparing its
expdtations with what had L)Jas(‘d be-
tween the Emperor and herself od the
last overtures brought by Castanoss
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She was not tHe direct agent to her
husband in these affairs ; for &lis Majesty
had not the most distant suspicion of her
interference with any of the ostensible
negociators ; therefore, all that she ap-
peared to do, was by apparently acci-
dental re.narks; but they were so ma-
naged, as very often to decide a fluc-
tuating question. He had never ad-
mitted the Sievy Ignatius to a personal
audience ; who, he however, respected as
a Jesuit of talents, employed by the Spa-
nish sovereigns to compromise socretly
with Sinzendorff; the Imperial chancellor.
Tie Emperor usually talked with the
Empress on all that passed between him
and, Sipzenderff: cand she, made ample
uséif’ her, influence in suggestion, anl
persuasion towards the leading objects
of the Spanish propositions. Besides the
brilliancy of her ostensible motive, to
see her huasband be the second Casar to
close *the gates ¢of Janus on mankind!
she had two private views, in' gratifyirg
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the demands of Spajn: to obtain’the
guaranteelbf' so leading a powef to the
pragmalic sanction, which would establish
her own descendants, male or female,
on the throne of Germany: and to
complete the cession of Philip from the
cause of James Stuart, by whichoher
near kinsman, George of Brunswick,
would be more firmly sea,tf* -on that of
Great Briwain. :

An active enemy to the first of ‘these
projects was then residing at Vienna, in
the perSon of the widowed Electress of
Bavaria. Being the daughter of the lafe
Emperor Joseph, (who died without a
son,) she beheved, if ghe Jf€male line
were to inherif, tlnt she and her pc’»‘f,
rity had every way more right to the
succession than any daughter of tke pre-
sent Jgmperor, who was the younger
brother of his puedecessor, her* f.xther.
To avert these claims, the present Bm-
peror, Charles she Sixth, devised the

. act of scttlement,, {called the pragmatic
VOL. IL
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sanciion,) on his own female posterity,
in default of male issue; and o this, he
was moving every wile of policy, to ob-
 tain the guarantee of the great European
states. Fonder of artifice, than of plain
dealing, Charles made promises he never
intended to perform; though he hoped
by their means to purchase the acquies-
cence of his, brother monarchs. Spain
had been once attempted in This way ;
but Philip’s resentments -against his for-
mer rival were not to be appeased. He
joined France in thwarting all the Em-
peror’s plans. And as he not only with-
held his assent to the proposed act for
the Austiiga suceession, but was actively
hosile to that of the new'King of Eng-
land, the Empress concluded that he had
extendzd his animosity to her, and was
altogether jealous of the further aggran-
dlzement of the House of Brunswwk
‘But’ when the Baron de Ripperda, (whose
brilliant wit, and diplomutic nagnificence
at her fathei’s court, had been the first
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object of her youthful admiratiod ) when
he quitted“ﬁolland for Spain, and"gained
the confidential ear of its king; then
the Spanish cabinet seemed to turidi a
colder aspect towards ‘the setting star
of the Stwarts; and the hopes of the
Empress settled on the newly-rising mi-
nister of Spain.

The same policy which united the
friends of the pragmatie sanction with
those of the r@igning king of England,
brought the supporters. of the Bavarian
pretensions into joint interest with all the
adversaries of the house of Brunswitk,
and consequently into strict friendship
with the intendeg, restqrers,of the ling of
James. To keep the negociatjon bet:#ten
the sovereigns of Spain and the Empress,
from the cognizance of these two latter,
partfes, now so determinately united, was
indispensible tosits ultimate suecess; for
‘the Emperor was too jealous of a prince,
who had ohce® gained over him a great
advantage ; and.too perschally attiched

¥ 2
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to :mcu:nt Austrian prejudlces, not to be:
very accessible to the diplomatic subti-
lities of the adverse faction, should they
have timely notice to make the attack.

‘The Empress expressed herself to this
effect ; but there were still seme secrct
measures between herself and Ignatius,
which she did not think expedient to
notice to their ,young confidant ; and
when she had sexplained all that she
deemed necessary for th® present, she
told him he must go to the apartments of
Count Sinzendorff, wherc that minister
was now expécting him. She drew from
her finger a ring that the Count knew,
and whigli,,un being presented by Louis,
wownti,be sufficient assurance that he was
visited by the right person.

¢ But gecollect,”” said she, ¢ the chan-
cellor is ignorant that you are of fuore
consequenee than the more secretary of
the Sieur Ignatius, I told him your
name is Phaffenberg; and fake”care you
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do mot give him, or any one else, reason
‘to suspectt you have any other.”

Louis Bowed; and her air”of cau-
tionary command, dilating into a smile,
she added, ¢ to-morrow, and évery day,
attend me Lere at thé same hour, until
perfect Tecovery restore your guardian
to the full performance of his own guty.”

The Empress’s description of the situ-
ation of the chancellg#’s. apartments in
the palace, was too acclirate for her am-
bassador to mistake his way ; and, with-
out anpediment he found himself’ ushered
into the presence of Count Sinzendorff.
He recognized the ring, which “the y8ung-
secretary respectfully put into his hand,
and without prefaces or ec¥teiffiglocution,
entered at once upon the assassin®¢fon of
Ignatius, and the consequences to be
dmwn from the attegipt. Tosdetect the
perpctmtors was impossible, as the neces-
sity for concetlment in all that rlated to
the negaciation of the Sieur, exténded fo,

F3
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his person ; and to' make a stir in search
of the 1'liﬁians, would only dirgct the eyes
of thent employers, where "to dare a
second attack.

The chancellor then opened the com-
munications he wished to be conveyed to
Ignatius. *They principally consisted of
certain demands, besides that for the
pragmatic sanction, which His Imperial
Majesty persisted.in making on the King
of Spam, before he would propound to
his ministers, what he styled the very
high requisitions from the Spanishi side.
The chancellor followed this up, with
reriiarks on his own difficulty in preparing
the minds of some of the most stubborn
of thess ‘niiristers, whom he could
hardty bring to apprehend even the pos-
sibility of such measures being ever pro-
posed to ¢them.

From the plain and well- dngested dis-
course of ‘Count Sinzendorff, Louis de-
rlved & clear idea of the schemg in nego-
giation ; which, if brought fully into ef-
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fect, did indeed pronfise universal benefit,
In the cpnstrained confidenct of, the
Sieur, there was always so much uiystery ;
and in the hurried communications of the
Empress, so much confusion ; that, until
now, he could only set as afar off, a mass
of anticlpated events whose misty eob-
scurity rendered some mostrous and most
indistinct. But now he compreﬁ"nded
not only the magnificgncg of the mutual
greatness of Austria and of Spain; but
the foundations of prosperity and peace
for £urope, so long threatened with the
interminable miseries of hereditary wars.
His scgul, devoted to noble tonfemplations,
was roused to all its wonted ardour by
these views ;.and, vibrgtingeto the tone
of his father’s declared molive, whzch the
chancellor had incidentally quoted; he
made some remarks on the proposed
measures, that did not less astomsh than
please that consummate statesmin.
Coupt szendorﬂ' saw Ythat dt was'no
bireling secretary Ignatius had .dis-
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patched to him. Whe air and language
of Lguis‘ were too elevated to,belong to
a man born in dependancc; and the
chancellor read in the intelligence of his
eye,-and .the peculiar attention of his
countenance, as he respectfully listened
to what wasg said, that he was still un-
apprenticed to the mechanism of politics.
He felt the soul of patriotism, but he was
not yet aware of the machinery, which,
in this world of artifice must be its body !
A few ‘gencral sentiments of political
virtue, uttered by the Count, eliciter its
purest principles from the lips of Louis.
‘His.own glowing words had given the
tone he thought he had- taken from the
chancellor, whp, in fact, pnly admired
the eﬁil;u&hsn; he reflected, and pitied
what he admired. < It is a first love,
amiable youth!” thought he, ¢ which
must give place to a more worldly bride™”
~ That this singularly noble young man,
both in appeatance and manner, should
have been introduced to him by the Em.
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press and the Jeshit Ignatius, as a
common secretary, and by thé name of
Phaﬂenben‘g ; (a family, whose folly and
extravagance had long ago sent it into
obscurity!) didnot so surprise Sinzendorfl;
as it confirmed his suspicion, that he saw
the son ®f some great man ia this inter-
esting novice; and his shrewd guesses
did not lead him far from the mark. He
smiled inwardly, at the ugeless deception
which the Empress thought to put upon
his penetratidn ; and determined o allow
her oto believe he was as blind as she
wished. Defore he and the object of his
doubts separated, it was ﬁ&ed,"that every
night, at an hour before midnight, the
latter should attends in $hé dhancellor’s
apartments, to he the medium of “com-
munication between him, Ignatiu§, and
the Empress.

*®When Louis returned from his long
and double embdssy, allhe had to im-
part was listened to without interruptioh.
Yor when 1'% began his recital, the Sieur
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appriséd him, that ‘in transactions of this
natx\re, 1t was so necessary to recapltu-'
late every word that passed and as
nearly as possible, describc the manner of
saying it, that-he would not confuse his
recollection by d single interrupting re-
mark. When Louis finished ‘ speaking,
all his guardian said, was— It is well.”
and then bade him return to the Chateau
for the remamde.t, of the night.

He had a task fo perform there beforehe
slept ; ind similar ones would henceforth
lengthen his visits to'a late hour wevery
evening, aslong as his double duty lasted.
Hewas to register all that was said in
his preserice, by the Empress and the
Chancel]s.s ~And he wasto.make dupli-
catel df this diary, into the cypher he had’
been so long accustomed to copy ; and to
understand which, . the Sieur now gave
him a key Every night he was to re-
turn to the‘Chateau, and ¢very morning
rhake his appearance at the College.

The two following days passed in the

3
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same round of duties } but there was a dif-
ference in thethird, whichmade it rerpark-
able to Lotkis, and gave a new chasacter to
those which suceeeded it. He again be-
held the beautiful friend of Elizabeth.
Not having seen Her since her first
transit alross his then cheerless sky, the
starry brightness of that glance only oc-
curred to him afterwards, like thezx):ling
image of a delightful gream. Absorbed
in the great interests which now occupied
him, he was fhinking of nothing Yess than
her,e when, on entering the boudoir to
await the Empress, he was surprised to
see her accustomed chair flledby anether
lady ; and a lovely girl sitting by her,
busily employed on-the tgbits<}le started,
and the lady, hastily throwing<back a
lace veil, which shaded her face as she
bent over her companion, digcovered to
him the beausiful creature he hardly ex-
pected to sec again. She apologized for
having per mxtted her own, ind the Arch-
Duchess’s occupations, to make her for
FO
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get the hour in whith these rooms ought
to bg left to his use; and, taking the
Prin%@@s’s arm, had -even phssed into
the next chamber, before he could recol-
lect“himself so much as to feel that he-
stood like an idiot, without having ut-
tered 2 word of the commonest civility,
in answer to her graceful address. He
then flew after her; and spoke, he knew
not what, in explanation of his remiss-
ness; all the while walking by her side
in a strange disorder of  feelings, till
reaching a small door in almost the far-
thest apartiment, she turned round, and
with a dignified bend of her neck and a
dimpled smile, granted him her pardon,
and disapgetred with her fair charge.
Leuis paused a moment, looking at the
closed door through which she had pas-
sed ; and then returned to the boudoir,
with his senses all in a maze. His heart,
which liad rever beat before at the sight
oi womankind, throbbed in his breast al-
most audibly. Such an eye, as its soft
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lustre fell upon him, he had never met
before ; he felt its rays in his healt. And
then, so fikely composed a figure Y’ "Such
matchless grace in her shape and snowy
arms, as she led the young princess atong.
And the golden tresses which mingled
with th® white veil upone her neck,
made him think of the peerless Helen,
whose divine beauties compelled the ad-
miration of the very, .empire she de-
stroyed. -

Full of th¥se imaginations, tlle more
he thought, the farther did his mind wan-
der tfrom the business which bmught him
there :—and, when the E mpress did make
her, appearance, it was with difficulty
that he recallgd his sensesstosthe subject
of the interview., In one of her pauses,
she noticed his abstraction. She re-
marked it to him., A bright crimson
Hished over kis face. She repeated her
enquiries. Iouis wa< astorsshed at his
own emotion ; but without’seekmg other

_excuse, thugh with deepening colour,
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he said, he feared lie had behaved rudely
to aJady who had just left that apartment:
but he was surprised, at meet‘ing any but
Her Majesty 3 and he had not yet re-
covered from his confusion.

Elizabeth bade “him describe the lady.
To do that, he felt was ithpossible;
though, on the demand, his ready heart re-
peated its pulsations ; and looking down,
he merely answered, * she was with the
Arch-duchess.” © The "Empress smiled.
She now knew whom he had seen ; and by
his disorder, had no difliculty in guessing
the cause of his abstraction.

The tlad)’?,” returned she, “is the
Countess “Altheim ; to whose carc these
apartmeptsaie ronsigned, as my first ledy
of the Fey. Sheis also the governess of my
eldest daughter, whom you saw; and
whom 1 wish her to model after her own
graces !”

Louis umconsciously sighed, as hc
bowed to this'information ; and Elizabeth,
thinking she understood his meaning,,
with a smile stiil more grucious than the
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former, added — ¢ she is a widow, though
so young : —and has hitherto foved me
too well, td be persuaded from my Service
by any one of the numerous solicitors for
her hand.”

Louis felt another® impertinent sigh
rising to his lips, but he smotheredvit with
a gentle effort; saying inwardly — ¢ What
is all this to me!” and made no answer
to the Empress, but a se:on:l bow. She
immediately passed to the subject of his
audience.

Is returning to the College, he would
not suffer himself to dwell a moment on
the image of the beautitul Counfess.
But, he was not permitted fo keep his
wise resolve of dismissing #ltogether
from his thoughts ; for the bright original
found occasions of repeating the impres-
sion day after day.

*She sometimes awaited him with pre-
paratory messhges from the meress. At
other tjmes he surprised her ®nd the
Jyoung Puncess at their studies. But at
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none of these meetings could she be pre-
vailql\mi to linger 4 moment. When she
had to deliver a message, she hastened
away as soonas it was uttered. And when
hebroke on her accidentally, the instant
he had caught a’glimpse of her white
arms moyiag over the lute, or had heard
the trill of her exquisite voice warbling
through the rooms, she would rise in dis-
order, and hurry from his ardent cn-
treaties in so sweet a confusion, that it
was sure to fix her idea i his mind till
their next rencounter.

Louis felt the truth of the observation,
thai « The sceret to interest, is to excite
curiosity, and never satisfy it.””  He was
ever askjmg 'bimself, why, the charming
Countess, the worshipped of so many
hearts, should be so timid to him? Or
rather, why she should thus fly, as if’ with
aversion, one whose heart vas so well pie-
pared to admire the graces of a mind,
which, * the "Empress had assured him
were equal to those of her match-

7
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less persons He had never seeh any
thing so beautiful as that persor’! And
in so fair afemple, he could not doubt, as

fair a spirit must dwell. He longed to

converse with it; to understand all «its

loveliness ; and to feel *his heart sympa-

thise, as it was wont to do in holy, Lin-

disfarne, with all the pure mtelligence of
woman’s mind. It was not of love he

thought; for though Le, respected the

sentiment, hitherto he bad never felt its

touch ; and,«$ he had devoted hig admi-
rationy to all that would take him out of
himself, he had always regarded the win-

ning of a female heart, as but & second-

ary object in the aims of his life. ¢ Ah,

never,” has he often spid, «yroudd I give
“my noon of manhqod to a myrt?e. shade !
Woman’s love was given to be the help-

mate of man, but his folly makes her the

tyrnt ! In this case, as in others, Loui$

was yet to learn. — How wiscsis specula-

tion, how absurd is practice.
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CHAP. V.

Tre°Coutitess was indeed accomplished;
and. most accomplished in the art of
charming., The noble Cornelia, and the
tender Alice, rknew nothing of her
science ; and of what spirit it was, the
heart of their cousin had yet to prove.
On the day of his first appeardnce at
the palace, she had only to behold his
qfngularly fine person, to think him the
handsomést young man who had ever
entmed'*'th But the fair Altheim
was not parucularly attracted by the
charms which most pleased in herself;
and she’ would never have sought a
second glance of the grhceful secretary,
had she fiot accxdentally attended to a
discourse between her imperinl mistress
and the chancellor, wherein the latter,
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(being piqued by a quotation from Rip-
perda, which the Empress made, to confute
one of his political arguments ;) rather
sarcastically gave hints that he suspected
the wounded Jesuit had got something
more illustrious in his dlplomatlc novice,
than he chose to acknowledgd. Eliza-
beth affected to see nothing peculiarly
distinguishing in the manners of the
secretary ; but when the” chancellor had
withdrawn, shg let some amblguous ex-
pressions escape her, in the triumph of
havin® baffled his penetration. These
intimations were not lost on the (ountess.
And on the day following that in which
she and the Arch-Duchess had “retreated
from Louis in s0ch Haste !’hﬁmpress
could not forbear telling her in what an
amazement of admiration she had sur-
prized him ; adding, ** He is a*conquest
worth more than aehaughty beauty’s
smile I

Elizabath ,smiled as she said this,
Pt remarked no further. It was enough
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for her fair confidant; who, if her sout
possessed any passion, did not scruple to
own it was ambition. To gratify this,
she had given her blooming beauties, at
the age of seventeen, to the superan-
nuated Count Altheim; a man of high
family artd great riches, but who had
long survived every faculty, but that of
dotage on any pretty face that would
endure the incense of an habitual ido-
later of youth and beauty. At that
early age, she had been sent for by
the Empress, who loved her, frém her
having Jbeen the only daughter of the
réspectablc ‘woman who had been her
nurse ; and in-consequence of which the
pret.ty&?bte’hne had been brought up as
the favourite play-thing of the Princess ;
but the gracious Elizabeth soon regarded
Jier withethe tenderness of a sister; and
on the degth of the, venerable mother, em-
braced thé opportunity to have the com-
paniofl of her youth brought to Vienna.
Otteline de Blaggay was many  years
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younger than her Imperial mistress, and
far transcended that beautiful Princess in
every personal grace. But as the preju-
dice in favour of high birth is so great
in Austria, that a 1ms-alhance is con-
sidered as indeclible a dxsarace, as a
moral dlshonour, none. of all the iHus-
trious courtiers who contemplated, apd
sighed for the possession of the lovely
Otteline, ever thought of smaking her the
sharer of his ragk. A thousand gay ad-
venturers pressed forward, to gratify their
passior® for beauty, and to excite an in-
terest in their behalf' with the Ignpress,
by making her favourite their wife. Bt
Ottcline knew herself to be Tespised,
though worshipped. Ands & bk was
all she wanted, to -set her in évery
respect above the women who envied
hey, charms, and therefole looked with
double contemp't on her untitjed name,
she resolved to° marry for rank, and for
noﬂxmg clse. | Within a few month$ after
“her arrival, the old, Count Altheim be-
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came infatuated with her beauty; and,
intoxicated by her smiles, dared every
obloquy to raise her to the station her
lofty spirit seemed so calculated to dig-
nify. The Empress felt the situation of
her favourite, and, having joyfully pro-
nounced? her consent; the no less de-
lighted Otteline gave her hand to the
Count in a splendid espousal, at which,
not merely her patroness, but all the
Imperial family were present.

While the fond husband lived, his
young Countess was the brightest, the
loveliest, the proudest of the court.
Llizabeth exulted in the homage the
haughty Austrians were at length obliged
to payTirr: e/éves and- vountry-woman :
and to render it more complete, she de-
termined that an application to the
Countess should ke the only avenue to
her Impeyial favours. But the Count
died; and according to the law at

Viennya, that on the death of her 1 3
band, the wife loses whatever rank she®



THE PAsTOR’is FIRE-SIDE. 119

may have acquired by her marriage ; the
Countess Altheim, though a richly en-
dowed widow, found herself at once
thrown back into all her former insig-
nificance. This reverse was doubly gall-
ing, since she had been on thg heights of
consideration ; and had trod that elevated
path with a step not much less imperial
than that of the Emprese Herself. To
be contemned now, was mortification
almost to madness. But the beautiful
mourner had lived too long in courts, to
permit her rivals to perceive the com-
plete victory events had given tiiem over
her. Affecting a wish for wsetirement
after“the death of so adoxmg-g, Ausband,
she lived secluded for a tlme ioftllv
leaving that world, she was aware, would
have scornfully ucluded her: and when
heassumption of inconsolable grlef was
a0 longer feasjble, Elizabeth,appdinted
her to the high office of presiding go-
\faness' ober sthe Arch-Duchess Maria-
Theresa,  This afforded her a dignified
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plea for still abstaining from the assem-

blies of the court; though in private
parties she sometimes permitted herself
to be seen. Yet this was a rare indul-

gence ; — that the novelty of her un-

equalled charms, whenever she did ap-

pear, might continue to give her suc-

cessive triumphs over the envy of her

proud rivals; —and the effect was ever

what she expected. = She was then

twenty-six, and though in ‘the meridian

of her beauty, she foresaw that the time

approached when she must resign this,

her sole’ sceptte of power, to some

younger hand. What then should she

be? . Shke.could not endure to dwell

upon the angwer; and again turned her.
views to some elevating alliance. To

think of another Austrian cormec’rion,

would have been waste of time, and-a
hopeless speculatlon. She must directs
her attention to some of the numeroys
neblemen from foreign cduntries, wimo
visited Vienna.
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This plan was hardly determined on,
before the arrival of the Marquis Santa
Cruz gave the wished-for victim to her
ambition in the person of his son Don
Ferdinand d’Osorio.— Young, handsome,
susceptible, and of high rank! It was
an opportunity not to be neglected ; ‘and
a few interviews with him at the petsts
soupes of the Baroness Hermanstadt, put
to flight every remembranee of the dove-
eyed beauties hg had so lately sighed for
in the groves of Italy Lost in the blaze
of her &ttractions, he soon lived only in
her presence ; and drew from herea con-
fession, that she awaited his father’s con.
sent alene to become his bride. But she
was a Protestant, and sire was b 1gaoble
birth; two disqualifications, ,which the
Marquis’s bigotry of faith and of ances-
try could not be brought to excuse. In
anguxsh and hope; Ferdinand flew to the
feet of his adored Otteline, and 1mplored
her to give him her hand, in spite of his
inéxorable father, ~ She knew the de.
~OL. II [c
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grading consequence of such a compli-
ance. She saw the point to which the
passions of Ferdinand were hurrying his
reason’; and to throw it at once on that
dreadful extremity ; and by that phrenzy
of despair alarm the Marquis, and compel
him to save the senses of his son, by con-
senting to the marriage; to do this,
she exasperated the agonies of her lover’s
mind, by appearmg to regard the pro-
posal for a clandestine ynion, as an in-
sult from himself. When she allowed
herself to be convinced of the cuntrary,
still h-r indignation continued, thongh
duected to a different object; and she
declared, that her wounded honour could
nevcx‘bé gppeased, nor would she con-
sent to sec Don Ferdinand again, till he
should bring her the Marquis’s only ade-
quate apology for the disgrace he had
presume'i to attach to Her alliance.
Ferdinand departed from her, almost
insarie 3 and in that condition,threw him-
self upon the mercy of his father. But
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the good Catholic, and Spanish Girandee,
was not to be moved. And the frantic
lover, being denied admittance at the
door of his proud mistress, he flew to
unburthen his distracted soul to their
mutual friend, the Baroness Herman-
stadt.

The narrative that follows is of more
common, than agreeable detail, The Ba-
roness was one of thoseewcmen who are
a blot on thei.r own sex, and a bli.ght to
all of the other on whom they fix their
rapactous eyes. Abandoned to osten.
tatious cxpence, no means were re-
jected, by which she could gratify
the vanity her own fortune ¢6uld not
supply ; and while her .friemd®Jooked
abroad for an ennobling alliance, to give
her rank, she laid snares for dishonour-
able engagements, to furnish her with,
gold. Her iniquitous, proceedings had
hitherto been s warily managetl bet.weer\x
herself agd her dupes, that nd one
tlse suspecte& her of error. — She was

G 2
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generaly received in the first circles of
Vienna, and hence had a wider field from
which to select her victims. The
thoughtless expenditure of the son of
Santa Cruz, had, for some time tempted
her rapacity; and the opportunity pre-
sented itself of making it all her own.
She was an elegant woman, and an ani-
mated companion ; and soon made the
distracted Ferdmand forget the pretend-
ed disdain of’ managing, ambition, ir
the delusions of practised art and sooth-
ing flattery. Intoxicated with“ what
he belxnveq her generous oblivion of
herself in voluntarily sacrificing every
duty to her newly-avowed passion for
him; « ‘ht *was only ‘ awakened from
his trance - +of vice, by the information
that her husband, a rough Hungarian
‘General; was returning from his post
on the Turkish frontiets. She would
glad]y have exchanged® this poor and
rugged hero, for the soft_predigal, she
had bereft of his better reason; and
she made the proposal 10 him : — To fly
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with him, before the Baron could’arrive ;
and that henceforth their fates should be
one. As she clung round him, making
the insiduous proffer, a gleam from his
long banished reason segemed to visit him
from on high; he shrunk with horror
from an everlasting engagement’ with
such a woman. Though the slave of-her
allurements, she was not the.mistress of
his soul, and he dareéd to deny her.
Then all her gssumed pexsuaslveneSa was
cast aside. She insisted on flight, with
a vehemence that turned her passion.
ate love to threatening fury ; and closed
with holding a pistol to her hea;l to ex.
tort his assent, or to end heg ex1stence.
He wrested the weapdn froih *her hand;
and oppressed with his own bitter con.
sciousness, left her in a storm of frantic
upbraidings, to thecare of her confi.
dential maid.

From this disgraceful connection, it
was, thate thg Marquis Santa Cruz had
borne away his son.

¢ 3
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As sdon as the extraordinary disorder
of Ferdinand, and consequent enquiries.
had made the Marquis aware of these
circumstances, he saw the necessity of
burrying him away from the macinun.
ations of" a wicked woman, too well prac-
tised i in the ruin of the youthful mind
and too ready to make the credulous I'er-
dinand a lasting prey.

Meanwhile, the disappointed Countess
Altheim, foiled by her perfidious {:end
and versatile lover, broke with the oue,
and really disdained the other. Aund
though she never condescended to en.
quire abayt either, after the double de-
sertion was kn(m n to her beyond a doibt ;
yet slg was riot fnsehsiblé to some fcelmg
of gratified révenge, whien she heard that
I'erdinand had abandoned her rival, and
left the country.

The, M'trqms hastened with his re-
morscful sop, to Holland and to Eng-
land. But the pangs of his. repentance
had not struek gt the root of his crime.
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e mourned the act of guilt, mot the
empassioned nature which impelled it.
He cursed the hour in which he had ever
met with the Baroness Hermanstadt ; but
he did not condemn the headlong im-
petuosity  with which he yielded to
every impulse of self-gratification. * The
only son of his parents, and heir to,im-
¢ 1se revenues in both hemigpheres, he
had been indulged in ewery wish, till he
believew he had no duty in life but to en-
joy all its blameless pleasures. But when
persomal gratification is the principle of
vxistence, the boundary betwegn inno-
cence and transgression is often invisible.
Ferdinand had more than once‘trembled
on it. He had new ovﬁrleaps&it — And
though racked with self-ahhorrence at
what he had done ; and hopm by deeds
of penance to repass it ; yet he fostered in
his heart the pdssions which had betm) ed
him: and eveh found a new 'temptatmn
for their ¢ excgsses, in the land of*his pe-
nitenttal pilgrimage. By a strange cotn
G 4



123 THE PASTOR’S FIRE-$1D}L.,

cidence. of fate, while he was sowing
tares in the happy ficlds of Lindisfarne,
Countess Altheim was preparing a simi-
lar attempt on the peace of its darling
Louis.

The beautiful Otteline was as widely
differént ffom the character of her false
friend, as unsunned snow from the molten
lava of Vesuyvius.  She sought for nothing
in her union with Ferdinand, but the rank
he would bestow on her. His riches and
his love were alike indifferent to her. And
when she turned her eyes on the handsome
secretary, of Ignatius, she had no other
idea in hsr meditated attack on his heart,
but what aimed at sharing a birthright,
which «the¢’ ‘Empress had assured her,
would exceed her proudest wishes. Not-
withstanding her .incapability of loving,
and indecd of feeling any emotion but
those connected with her ambition and
its disappointments ; she was so keen an
obscrver, and so fine an actress, that he
must have had an Jthuriel eye, who could
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have distinguished the counterfept from
the real, in her pretensions.

Having made her first advances on
Louis, by a retreating manceuvre, she
perceived that her personal charms had
made their intended ‘impression; and
that she had only to produce,the graces
of her conversation, to complete the con-
quest. On subjects of general taste, she
was mistress ; and n every depaltment
of human knowledge “¢hat belongs to
worldly wisdbm, she was perfectly in-
tormgd. If sympathy did not give her
anticipation of her lover’s thoughts, self-
interest endowed her withetact’to glide
into his opinions; and she did this so
adrmtly, as to make her eche apEearthe
leading voice: —Hex accomphmmente
were hkemse bxoufrht mto‘plav ; and the
Empress did not disdain to partake the
menagement. , Once or twice, she dé-
tained the Arch-dutchess and hergover-
ness in the room, to call forth spme na-
tural or® actjuired charm in the beautx-

G5



130 THE PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDL,.

ful inste ructress ; and when the blushing
Countess withdrew, Her Majesty usually
made some observation on the inimitable
perfections of her character, and the en-
gaging modesty by which they were so
constantly veiled.

In one of these interviews, when Louis
was gazing with his soul in his cyes after
the departing steps of the too exquisite
Otteline, the Empress, with a peculiar
smile, e_]aculate(- — ¢ She has lately be-
come °‘enamoured of politics. — And
should she negociate for herself, adieu
my right in her possession !”’

Louis *felt - himself turn pale, but he
did not~zeply. — Though his Imperial
Inquisiter thought his looks were suffi-
ciently e\pressxve, she was determined
to carry away’ a direct avowal ; and with
a little archness, she added, * But you,
perhaps, doubt her powers ”

He *colonred as'he replied : « I be.-
lieve the Gountess Altheim may com-
mand just what she pleases.”
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“ Indeed I”” cried the Empress,s* then
you must not be my minister. If she
negociate against me, I see where my
interest would be.” -

Elizabeth smiled again, and with.an
expression that Louis tould not resolve
into any positive meaning ; —but jt was
unpleasant to him, and gave him an
impression of being played upon.® A
confused recollection of the*Sieur’s ex-
ordium against the pawer of beauty,
suddenly ocgurred to him ;- and with
rather a more offended air than is often
ventured to an Empress, he said; ¢ be-
lieving that the Countess Altheim would
always please to command whgteis right,
I did not suppose her mﬂugnce cenld
ever be actuated agamst the intefosts of
Your Majesty.”

The soft colour on Elizabeth’s cheek,
meunted to a proud crimson. The words
were complimgnt, bt the glanner re-
proof. She regarded the audacious gpeaker
with a 100k *of astonishment. His eyes

G 6
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were mow directed to the ground. She
felt she had been reproved; and by a
youth! a boy! The son of a man, who,
if her confidant and coadjutor, she was
alse his! and, from -circumstances, so
much more in her'power, than she in his;
that, at any moment she could ground
his chariot in the quicksands; and give
him a fall as deep, as that which had
sunk for e€ver the fortunes of his pre-
decessor, the great Alberoni!— And yet
the son of this man, so perflously placed,
so dependant on her will, durst pre-
sume to be offended with an innocent free-
dom she had condescended to take with
his feeltags!— He had dared to imply
to izer, hat, she had trifled with him be-
neath ‘her dlgmty ; and still he stood be--
fore her with'a mien of more true respect,
than any she wa$ accustomed to meet
.from the most obsequlom of her vasssls!

With a baughty 'swelling at her heart,
-the Imperial Elizabeth ran through the
first of these suggestions, but as she con-
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templated the countenance of the gpeaker,
so noble, so modest; she found a more
ingenuous sentiment arise. She had then,
for the first time in her life, beheld the
unveiled face of simple truth! the situ-
ation was strange to Iter; but there was
a charm‘even in the novelty :, and again
smiling, but with an air in which all the
distance of her rank was couveyed’ she
graciously said, « there was something
besides compllment in that speech of
your’s, de Mbntemar ; but I forgive you.”

She, stretched out her hand to him, in
sign of full pardon; and as he respect-
fully touched it with his bp, she added,

“ you. .would make a betteg ©ounsellor
than a courtier; but if yow,mean 40" be.
a statesman, you must umte both.”

He bowed as she turned away ; and
said to himself, ¢ then I must mean to
te, what I never can be. If the world
is not to be goverhed without the mo-
ral degradation of its goveruors, my am-
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bition t¢ be a ruler must follow Orlando’s
wits to the moon !”

Gracious as the Empress looked and
spoke, he yet saw that he had been on
the werge of giving her mortal offence.
His Pastor-uncle had often told him, the
atmosphere, of courts was coldy in pro-
portion to their elevation: it was as wi-
thering to every honest demonstration
of the heart,’ as the icy peaks of the gla-
ziers, to the verdure which would flourish
in the vallies! Louis did net then quite
believe the representation; but he now
remembered the lesson, and sighed to
find it true.

Musingeop the causes and consequences
~f so-anngtusal a state of moral existence,
he pasced’ hastxly through' the galleries.
The day was<unusually warm for the
season, and the heat of the stoves made
the unventilated air'so oppressive, thst
absorbed in, thought, he ynconsciously
eomplied wigh his bodily feeling ; and,
with his cap still in his hand, he ‘allowed
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his pelisse to fall open from hns, figure,
as he hastened down the passages. As
he turned into an obscure lobby, by
which he avoided the public guard-room,
he passed the bottom of a flight of steps.
Two persons were coming out of a door
at the top. He did not observe the cir-
cumstance, so profound was his reverie,
till he heard the voice of Wharton' ex-
claiming, ¢ ’tis he, by Heaven !”

Without a moment’s pesitation, Louis
sprang forward; but not to meet his
friend. He disappeared from the pas-
sage, at the very instant he heard the
Duke throw himself over the rdils of the
stair, and call in louder accenss, ¢ De
Montemar! De Montemar!. Stop.-feor
God’s sake! 1t is Wharton” wi calls
you!”

But Louis continued to fly, and Whar-
tem to pursue, till the former abruptly
turning through a snall postetn iyto the
street, darted into his carrigge ; which
always dwaited him at this obscure en-

6
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trance., It was just wheeling into the
mob of attending equipages, when he
beheld the Duke issue from the gate,
and stand gazing around in scarch of
his faithless friend !

¢« Faithless, I am not, dear, insulted
Wharton !”” cried Louis, aloud, though
unlieard by him he apostrophised. ¢ But
you'have seen me desert you! Fly you,
in spite of*the sacred adjuration with
which you would have recalled me! Oh,
what do you now think of angrateful de
Montemar ?”’

At that moment he saw the Duke strike
his forehtad,.as in the vexation of dis-
appointment ; and in the next, the turn
of-¢bhe garsiage snatched him from his
sight.’ - .

Louis now «<began to arraign his own
carelessnese, in na\’mg erred so unpardon-
ably against warning, as Jo permit any
abstraetion,of mind to diyert him from
the indispepsible concealment of his per-
son. Angry with himself, and ‘vexed to.
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the soul that his negligent reverie/had so
immediately incurred the evil most de-
precated by Ignatius, the wormwood in
his heart for a moment distilled over
every other object, and with a bitterness
unusual to him, he exclalmed 6 Why
did I forget that a man sworn to pdlitics,
has immolated body and mind? Neither
love nor friendship, nor the reasoning
faculty, are for him. She is his deity,
and must command all his thoughts!
Had I properly recollected this detested
creed, coiled like Satan in his serpent.
train, I might have passed thrgugh the
dust, unnoticed by the erect eyes of
Duke Wharton !”’

Perhaps, the. consciopsness, that—his -
own nature had .caught some of this
abhorrent system of dxsgulse, excited
temper, as well as regret, in this moody
exclamatlon' His goul . was naturally
brave and frark ; but the mysterious lan-
guage ofethe, Sieur had touchéd him with
a kind of superstitious dread on certain
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points } and he now shrunk from mention-
ing this rencontre to any one. He knew

it would fill Ignatius with alarm for their
secret ; and in the present state of his
slowly-closing wounds, all agitation was
dangerous. To name it to the Em-
press,’ might not only re-awaken her sus-
picipns of the Duke, but excite her to
precautions, hostile to his safety. Louis
thought, and re.thought over these cir-
cumstances ; and, as his perturbed feel-
ings subsided, and gave him clearer
judgment, he fully determined on siltnce.

He flattered himself that no ill could
proceed from this concealment; and
wl_x_ﬂ:a he résolved to be more circumspect
in ﬁ..w'e, die believed that Wharton was
incapable of" any act which could impli-
cate his friend, and might be justly feared.

He did not hope that the Duke could
suppose thateither now, or on the Danube,
he had mittaken any othér person for
him. e ‘might have been persuaded
toesay the mistake was probable;: but
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Lonis could not believe the posfibility
of his having ever thought so. For, could
any one make him think he had not seen
Wharton on the Danube ; that he h?d
not heard his voice calling on him through
the passaggs of the palace ?

¢ Oh, no,” cried he, * tllere 1s an
identity which never can deceive the
heart! You know that it wag Louis de
Montemar yoli saw, thas it was Louis de
Montemar who fled you! But a day
will come, I trust, when you may know
all; dr at least, when you shall see tause
to grant to me, that I could not de other-
wise: and that one essential in true
friendship, is sometimes té corlide
against the evidence of ous owh. seam"

With that romantic faith, Louis had
confided in the purity.of Wharton’s at-
tachment ; and he belteved that*Wharton,
would not be less genarous to him. But
Louis was enthusiastic, and judged men
with that defgrence to oral wisdom, which
jxangs on the precent of virtue. as if 1t
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were virtue’s self. He was yet practi-
cally ignorant, that a man’s taste for
moral excellence might be as exquisite
as that which modelled the life of Addi-
son 3 and his conduct be as foreign from
his theory, as that which depased the
genius of ‘Richard Savage. Hence, Louis
formed his opinion of his fellow-creatures,
rather from the sentiments he heard them
utter, than from the actions he was told
they performed. He could not be mis-
taken in the one; misrepresentation, or
misapprehension of motives, might per-
vert thec other; and thus he more often
made a good' sentiment the commentary
on a_ dubibus action, than tried the prin-
.""""‘%\

'ny:::,-i;i tke sentimentalist, by the recti-
tude of his ognduct. Indeed, he wasnot
thus liberal, merely from never having
supposed ¢he absurdity of men admiripg
a principle they ar¢ determined never to
adopt ; but from an ingentious pleader in
his owh bfeast, whose still, small" voice
continually whispered to him, ¢ Why.
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should I conceive the worst of bthers,
when my own conduct so often falls short
of my best intentions! nay, frequently
turns so blindly aside, that I wonder to
find myself in the midst of errors, when
I most intended to do the perfect right!
But the heart’s weakness, the #mpatience
of the will, the frowardness of the tem-
per! how can I feel these within me,
and not judge.with chgrity of appear-
ances in others ?”’

¢ And you., dear Wharton,” cried he,
¢ are now called on to judge me chari-
tably. To believe any thing of jne, but
that I could treat you thfis, from the
dictates of my own will.”

How Wharton did judge of thgTtoBdeer
of Louis de Montemar, afteg events were
to prove. Louis was! righ't in believing
hxm sure of his friend’s identity, both on
the Danube ahd in the palage gallery
But in the first instance, as hesaw him no
more, hg supposed that some*cause must
have hurried him from Vienna; and he

8
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did not think it worth while to press the
matter on those who denied it. But now,
that he had not only seen him again, but
seen him fly his sight and his voice!
Here indeed, Wharton could hardly
credit his senses. And he was still
standing in the porch, gazing after the
various passing carriages, when the com-
panion he had broken from in his pur-
suit, rejomed hign,

He enquired- of the Duke, who the
person could be, he was so eagcr to over-
take ; and remarking on the oddity of so
determiged an avoidance, exclaimed, < He
must have been gone in an instant; for
though { keard your exclamation, I never
S th whem it was made.”

« Then I, have probably been racing
after a ghost,” réplied Wharton, stifling
his chagrin under a.gay laugh; < but if
it have ayght of mother-carth about its
airy sides, 1 will grapple with it yet.”

His scompanion replied m the same
strain, observing, that had it not been for’
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the over-topping figure, of the Duke, he
might have had a glimpse of the nimble-
footed apparition. But soon observing
that the curved brow of Wharton did not
well agree with the merriment on his Iip,
the gentlcman looked more serious, and
again asked the name of the fugitive.
Perceiving that his companion had not
attended to the words of his exclamation,
whatever he had done tp its sound, the
Duke carelessly answered, ¢ It matters
not; he is only a scape.goat, with more
sins.en his foolish head than he thinks
of 1

¢« But his flicht vexes you ?”

“ Because he is so good-as to'bear _away
my sins on his pate, and, I am, g L
humour to be tired of their _Gompany.”’

« He is your confe&or then, and was

ﬂymg from his duty R
- % You have®it,” rgturned the Duke,
in a low whisper; « and fot my con-
science’s.sak.e, without furthef comment,
Jet us allow him to go to the devil !”
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The gentleman shook his head incre-
dulously ; but added, laughing, ¢ I am
too good a catholic to pry into mysteries,
sacred or profane.” And Wharton, sce-
ing he suspected some affair of gallantry,
with a glance to corroborate the idea,
laughed “also, and passed to another

subject.
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CHAP. VI.

Waerser Duke Wharton disdained to
mention again the name of the friend
who had unquestionably fled him, or how
it happened that no notige transpired of
this second repcontre, Louis could not
determine ; but as several days passed
witholit receiving any intimation of it at
the palace, he hoped it was buried in the
mind of the Duke; and that oyply be.
tween themselves it would hereafton ha.-
mentioned.

The Sieur was still @ prigoner in his
cell. The more eager he became to re-
surge his diplomatic duties, the ‘more his-
recovery was retardecs wace in the
course of a fortnight, “the anx:ety of his
mind had inflamed his wounds to jeo-

pm dy. Louis_said every thing. that
. vOl.. 11.
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cheering anticipations could devise, to as-
suage this impatience. But his own
perseverance in his double, nay treble
duty, at the college, the palace, and the
chateau, did most to satisfy the Sieur, by
proving that he had not employed an in-
efficient 4gent.

.Couriers arrived, and were dispatched,
with propositions and acquiescenccs,
which every fime brought the grand
object nearer to a close ; and Louis’s en-
creasing labours were rewarded every
day by the sunny smiles of the bewitching
Ottelire. The Empress seemed to have
forgotten what had passed between her-
se&and ithe young secretary, respecting
'hu and the favourite herself, as if
unconscious of having been referred to,
continued to hiin those ineffable atten-
tions of eye and.car, which, without a
word, are the mgst eloquent language of
the soul. He saw her beautiful, had wit-
nessed hier accomplished ; from the Em-
-press he heard of her endearing virtues';
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and under such impressions he hourly
felt the influence of her magnetic looks,
of the gently struggling sighs which were
breathed near him, as she bent at his
side, to perform any little task appointed
by her smiling mistress. °

He had *conceived a high idea of the
virtuous female character, from his sweet
cousins, the companions of his youth;
and loving them with a brother’s pride,
whenever the image of a aore exclusive
attachment would obtrude itself upon his
fancy,it always arrayed itself in a form
beauteous as theirs ; and united akll their
endearing qualities in the visienary claim-
ant on his heart. But amqngt(the
dau«rhters of peer or commonex;\ﬂo ad-..
ded to the winter festivities of Morewick-
hall, or welcomed brighf suntmer on the
rocks of Lindisfarne, po such miracle of
# ®mantic bram ever presented itself. ’
Many of them .were fair, amlab]e, and
engaging ; but all were inferiar in,some
*ndxspensxble grace, to the noble Cornelig

H 2
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or gentle Alice: and when those charm-
ng sisters continued to rally him on his
invulnerable heart, he would plead guilty
to the charge; declaring it was all divi-
ded between fraternal lové for them, and,
he trusted, some future friendship with
a brother mind of his own sex.

The month he passed in the highlands
of Scotlax;d, made him believe that he had
found this treasure in the accomplished
Wharton. The Duke courted his confi-
dence. And from one so full of every
elevated sentiment, of cvery enckanting
gaiety, of every demonstration of regard,
could he withholdit? No; he loved him,
as he was afterwards too well incliped to
.-sdiz?é’" the resistless Qtteline, with all
his imagingation, all the ardour of restrain-
less enthusiasm. ¢

His beau ideal of the female form was
far surpassed by what he saw in his firs?
interview with the Countess Altheim
and the “image of perfect beauty being
sonce impressed on his senses, it was easy
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to stamp belief' on every shew of its in-
tellectual loveliness. At first, he re-
garded her faultless lineaments, with little

more than the same delighted taste with

which he used to gaze on the admirable’
forms frop Italy, which embellished the

gallerics of Bamborough. But when

those eyes, so beautiful in themselves,

were turned on him with a glance that

conveyed her soul to hig then the ethe-

real fire Seemed to have shot from heaven

on the fair statue, and he felt its electri-

city 1 every vein.

One morning, after the Empgess had
retired from the saloon, Louls repamed
by ber orders, to make minutes of some
particulars in - sheir djscussion™" The
Countess Altheim satg near. him, await-
ing the memorandum ghe was to convey
to, her mistress. He pursued his task
with a diligente, neither his ,employer,
nor her favourite desired ; but he began
to tremhle gn meeting the &yes® which
now so kindlv beamed on him ; and, in-

3



150  THE PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDE.

explicably, (as were the feelings with
which he enjoyed and dreaded their
powerful appeals to his scnsibility,) he
shrunk with alarm at the most distant
whisper of his heart, that now ke loved !
While he still sat, busily writing, with
his eyes rivetted to the paper; and the fair
Otteline’s on him, with a look that was
almost indignant at his perverse indus-
try ; the door opened, and a lady, in deep
mourning, and half fainting, was support-
ed into the room by an attendant of the
'same sex. The Countess was tran$fixed
to her scat. But at sight of a woman in
such*x:_state, Louis forgot at once the
lmperml poudoir dnd his own secret visits
tﬁére; and hastened to ‘her assistance.
The Countess recwered her presence of
mind in the same jastant, and approached
the invalid; but $he had glanced her
eyes on Louis as he drew near, and had
already accepted the use of his arm. Be-
tween ‘him and the other 'ady she was
enducted to a sofa. In a voice of pro-
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found respect, but with evident vexation,
the Countess enquired how her Imperial
Highness had been affected, and how
those apartments were so fortunate as to
be honoured by her presence? The at-
tendant lady answered for her mistress,
who still leaned her head on the sheulder
of Louis, that she was returning from a
visit to the Arch-duchess Maria Theresa,
when becoming suddenly, faint, she turned
into the Altheim gallery, in hopes of meet-
ing the. Countess, and obtaining some
eau de Cologne.

The anticipated restorative wgs imme-
diately produced ; and the Princesg, hav-
ing faken some, soon after re-opened her
eyes ; and relinguished her b‘!&-ﬂn her’
respectful supporter. Aer, lad) -attend-
ant and the Countess \Eed with each other
in felicitations on Jher recovery ; and
‘while the latteY was pressing the use of
several pungent essences, Louis, who
hoped hig asgistance had passedt unmoticed,
was glidine out of the room : but the still

H 4
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languid invalild caught a glimpse of his
retreating figure; and abruptly interrupt-
ing the Conntess, requested Her to call
her fricad back, as she wished to thunk
him for his scrvices.

Otteline obeyed; thongh he saw by
her altered countenance, it was with re-
luctmcc however, he turned to the soft
summons of her voice, and approached
the sofa with a modest bow. The Prin-
cess directed her large dark eyes upon the
figure and face of Louis; both of which
surprised her, as they were strange te the
court, and yet possessed un air distingué
too pr&emmént she was sure, to belong
to any man-attending there in a depend-
ant quaiity.

« Sir,” said she,,  your politeness has
been very useful toome; and I desire to
know to whom I am obliged.”

" He bowed, but it was in confusion.—
He felt that his tongue would blister, in
uttering the first falsehood, he bad even
implied, in his life. Supposing that this
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disordered silence arose from a flattering
awe of herself, Her Highness turned with
a smile to the Countess, and demanded
of her, the name of her friend.

« The Chevalier de Phaffenberg,”
replied the favourite with a rising colour.

« Phaffenberg !’ repeated sthe:, Prin-
cess, I thought that noble family was
extinct. — Of which of the brothers,
Ernest or Rudolph, is he the ‘son ?”

Her eyes admesseda‘ehef question to
Louis ; but his confusion encreased, and
he djd not look up to meet them. He
even made a step towards the door;
so incapable was he of* suppogting
the representation of the Cauntess, by
any direct decgption from hig-vwse lips.
She did not observe js” changing com-
plexion in vain; ang befding to the
illustrious questioner, whispered some-
=itag in her car. Her Highness more
than smiled as she listened ; she laughed,
and nodded her head in sign that she

HS
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understood her; then turning to Louis,
again addressed him. ,

“ Chevalier, I will not detain you
longer. Your politeness would honour
the best blood in Germany; and I shall
be happy in having an opportunity of
proving <hat I think so. You know
where to find me, and may any day call
upon my best power to do you service.”

Grateful for being released from far-
ther enquiries; Louis bowed again re-
spectfully to the Princess, but still in
silence, and hastened from the apart-
ment. _ '

Q{; his seturn to the Sieur, he re-
frained from chafing his present anxious
stateyslsy, setting him on the rack to
guess who this lady might be, who’had
so unluckily surprised his secretary in
the Empress’s boudoir ; and whether the
accident would be productive of t_x=
ation to their proceedings, or die away,
2 mere indifferent circumstance. On the
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illustrious invalid herself, Louis would
not have cast a second thought, after he
had rendered the assistance due fo.her
sex and her indisposition : but his grati-
tude towards the prompt attention,-or
rather intuitive knowledge of his feelings,
evinced By the Countess, kept, the,whole
scene in his mind during the night;
and filled him with impatience for the
morning, when he might, silefitly at least,
intimate to her some perception of the
gratefulness which possessed him.

He went earlier than usual to the
palace, on the succeeding day, both to
make his apology to the .Empress for
having left her memorandum ginffhished ;
and in hopes of paving a few firinatés, in°
which to imply to th? dmiable favourite,
the sentiment with which® her goodness
had inspired him. But it could only be
ftiplied generally; to particularize the
obligation, weuld be to betsay that he
was other than the Chevalier Phaffen-
berg: then"why did he wish to find her

u 6
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alone? He had no distinct apprehension,
why this hope speeded him forward;
only, he certainly felt a warmth in his
bosom, while meditating on the past
scehe, more congenjal to his nature, than
all the raptures her various graces had
before awakened.  ‘The promptitv’
with which she .gdve his supposed name,
and the delicacy with which she had
perceived his repugnance to answer tlic
Princess, and had screencd him from
further interrogation ; appeared to him a
testimony of quick interest in his Jecl-
ings, a reading of his mind, a symp. .
’mth.gts thoughts, that demanded ..»
utmost ‘gratitude : — but it had obtaiucd
“somethink more. He sighed as he ap.
proached the pa‘lage, and said to himself,
*¢ Such kindness speak to me of home ;
pf dear, distant Litiristarne,

* Wherg heart met heart, rediprocally soft,”

Each other’s pillow, to repose divine !”

As he wished, he found. The lovely
Qtteline was alone, but in a mood of
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unusual pensiveness. — She was leaning
her head upon her arm, when he entered ;
and there was a flush about her beautiful
eyes, as if’ she had been weeping.  She
“uwted on sceixlg him, and rising hastily,
as if *o disguise the chagrin which hung
o2 her Drow, said two or threg gay words
“welcome.

iMe discordant expressions in her face
Ji not escape the watchful®eye ofrow-
ing passion. He venbured to utter a
fear, that she was not well ; or that some-
" ‘ag had bhappened to disturb her tran-
enitlity,

* Nothing,” replied she.

"soked incredulous ; apd she added
v h o osiile, and a sigh, ¢ Che.\nlier, if”
you would pxeserve’ Your qu1et never
snquire into the ca.prlces'of a woman.”

« Then it is the caprice of some
“woman, whieh now disturbs yours?”’ ex-
claimed he,, “ Is ft possible that the
Empress can have given pain tg one she
80 entlre]y loves?”

42
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¢ Not the Empress,” replied the Count-
ess eagerly, as if in haste to exonerate
her«benefactress ; ¢ she is all gracious-
ness. But the Electress of Bavaria! She
you so unfortunately assisted yesterday
in this room ; it is from her, that I have
met with igsult.”

« Insult!” re-echoed Louis, ¢ Impos-
sible to you !”

% wish it were so,” replied the
Countess ; ‘ but, many causes make me
an object of envy to that malicious
Princess ; and now she has triumphed.”

« Again, I must say, impossible!”
cried ‘lje, « for how can she, or any
woman, triymph over the Countess Al-
theim Ze—Your virtues ——*’

«« They are my qwn,”” interrupted she,
casting down Ler eéyes ; ‘ but my repu-
tation is not ; and yesterday put that into
her power.”

Somne appwehension of what the Count-
ess woyld mot add, gleamed upon her
auditor. .
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« How?— Why ?”’ cried he.

She looked up in graceful disorder,
and evidently assuming vivacity, ,said
with a sportive smile, ¢ Chevalier, you
are alarmed! But, indeed, it is without
reason. — Believe it, "my caprice, if you
like; ahd let us dismiss the gubject! It
is doubling vexation to impart it.”

This generous sentiment excited him
the more to persevere in *knowing the
causc of her ill-disguised distress; and
with encreased’ earnestness he conjured
her, only to satisfy him on what she
meant by saying, that yesterday had put
her reputation in the powgr of the Elect-
ress of Bavaria ?

"With mingled seriousness. and badi-
nage, the Cduntesswattenipted to put
him from his question ; ebut it was donc
in a way rather td stimulate, than to
+allay his suspicion that he was concerned
in her vexation;®and t}lerefore, he
thought himself bound in lonour, as he

3
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was impelled by his heart, to press an
explanation.

“ I was a weak creature,” returned
she, ¢ to drop any thing of all this folly
to vou; for, indeed, you will think it
nonsense when you hear it! — Only a
woman’s delicacy is so very sens.tive.”

“« sz me,” replied Louis, forcing an
answering smile.

« Then bc the consequence on your
own obstinate head !> said she, with a
glance of tender archmess; but imme-
diately casting down her eyes, as if she
feared they had told too much; in ‘the
same gay tone she continued.

« Ow my mentioning to my Imperial
mistresg, the mal-a-propos indisposition
of the Llectress of. Bavaria, Her Majesty
commagpded me to' go the:same night,
and make the Eleitress a visit of en-
quiries. I found Her Highness without,
trace of illfigss, in her customary violent
spirits, and eager to seize on any new
subject for mirth. I had hardly de-
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livered my message, before she ‘began
to rally me on your account; and asked
so many questions respecting thc object
of your presence in my apartments ; and,
indeed, about your familyand views in life,
that I abgolutely was lost in confusion.”

The Countess paused for leouis’s re-
ply; but he was incapable of making
one; and only answered her kindled
cheeks, with a crimson deeper than her
own. She had glanced on his counte-
nance, and in softer accents resumed.

¢« I might have extricated myself from
the volatile Electress, had not my, embar-
rassment been instantly observed by that
mischievous Duke Wharton ; whé stood
by laughing all .the time, and 'pm'“pfmg
his only too well melmqﬁ mistress.’”

A new apprehension shot into the
mind of Louis; and mstinctively keep-
iy his eyes directed to the floor, he
said, with a half smile, « and “what did
Duke Wl;lzuton prompt ?”

Had he ventured one glance wpward,
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he would have seen the eyes of the
Countess rivetted upon every feature of
his face, with a steady investigation of
what they might Dbet ray while the ma-
naged tones of her voice spoke only the
accents of half discovered tepderness ;
or, mwre vften, the apparent assumption
of a gay contempt of the raillery she
described.

« He was alone with the Llectress,
when I was announced ;" replied she,
« and that gave Her Highness a hint to
begin my persecution, by affecting to
whisper. him, that my intrusion would
tell o tales; as she had surprised me that
very morniag fle a tte with I will
not rlpeat the silly names of gallantry
she called \'ou;'\but they excited the
curiosity of the Dyke: and then she de-
scribed your person as accurately as if
she had been a scylptor. As her High-
ness proceeded in her details, I thought
Wharton had lost his wits; and when
she surthmed up her account, with nam-
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ing you as the Chevalier de Phaffenberg,
he fell into a convulsion of laughter that
amazed her as well as myself.

-« Then began such cross questionings
and remdrks; such panter from the
Duke; such broad surmise from the
Electress; that, as I would fiot betray
the secret of my Imperial mistress, by
acknowledging your visits gre to her,
(for visits, Duke Whartan has discovered
them to be!) I was obliged to assent to
Her Highness’s jeering insinuations in
another quarter.

¢ At first 1 combated her sharge,”
added the Countess, percéiving. seme-
thing in the countenance of *Louis, that
partook more of.rising displeasuré, than
of gratified emotion ; L) I attempted to
speak of your presepce having been
merely accidental; but Duke Wharton,
with a sly lauwh exclaimed, I am a star-
gazer, Lady ;* and know tha} Jate, not
chance, guides this. son of Latona, by
noon-tide, and the glimpes of the mosn,
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o a certain palace! — But what his
errand is, I am too discreet to whisper.”

Convinced that Wharton had, indeed,
recognised him in the Electress’s de-
scription ; and, indignant that the friend,
from whom he expected nothing but
generesityy should thus play with a situ-
ation he must see was meant to be con-
cealed ; Louis replied with resentful
scorn. ¢ But JYou treated such light
impertinence, with the disdain it me-
rited 7’

« ] tried to do so,” returned she, szem-
ing to xvelapse into painful seriousness;
¢ but the raillery of the Duke, and the
knowledge- he: shewed of your move-
mefxts: alarmed me for,the secret of the
Empress ; and tln the cruel alternative!
the Electress casfing all those visits to
my account, with insinuations I
cannot speak them.”

Her eye¢ had caught the flashing light
of her auditor’s, and abruptly.stopping,
she cdvered her face with her hands.
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He stood motionless with indignation.
At last forcing words from his quivering
lip, he exclaimed; ¢« Madam, I con-
jure you, tell me how the Electress, how
Duke Wharton, could dare to coﬁple
your reputation and my presence with
slander! and at all hazards T will dis-
prove it.”’ ' '

« Oh, no;” returned she, ¢ youn must
not disprove, what duty to my Imperial
mistress would not allow me to deny.”

Louis did not believe he had heard
heredistinctly, — he toid her so. But she
repeated wltat she had said; sassuring
him, with encreased agitation, that where
she.so entirely loved, asshe<id the, Em-
press, her lifec was the least sacrifice she
would make to presc’xrve‘her interests.
He gazed on her with doubtful admi-
ration.

- ¢ But to be silent, at an aspersion on
your fair namt! that, Madam,” cried he,
“ can neveg be a duty in your fex. A
man may redeem himself from obloguy,



166 THE PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDE.

a woman never can! and, if I am im-
plicated in sullying your honour, I re-
peat again, I will disprove the slander
at the peril of my life,”

* That can only be done between man
and man;” said the Countess, in a col-
lecteds voice ; though inwardly alarmed
for the consequence of a duel betwecen
her lover and the Duke. ¢ And herc the
provocation came from the opposite sex.
Duke Wharton merely amused himself
with my confusion, after the Electress
had presumed to make her charge. .But
were it otherwise, a violent assertion of
my bonour is beyond your power. Your
life, Cheva'ier,” added she, raising_her
eyes to his. face, “is your own to give!
but not the safetysof the Sieur Ignatius;
not the honour of the Baren de Rip-
perda; net the future happiness, public
and private, of the Empiess Elizabethes
These, and the other momentous interests
'you are so well aware of, all depend
upon keeping secret from the Electress
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of Bavaria and her counsellors, the pur-
port of your visits to these apartments.
You could be admitted but for one of
two reasons: to me, or to the Empress.
And when hardly presscd by Her High.
ness last, night; to avoid the treason of
betraying my mistress, I wa$ obliged,
——" she turned away her blushing face
as she added, ¢ not merely, not to deny,
but to sanction the syspicion, which
caused the tears in which you surprised
me.”’

Leuis stood paralyzed at this last dis-
closure. But when he saw that tears
flowed afresh from her eyes, and stream-
ed down her flushed cheeks, as she
moved from hiwm, to leave theeroom ; he
flew towards her, and cffching her by the
gown, implored her, in,an z;gitated voice,
to stop and hear him. She turned on
fim with a look of gentle reproach, of
dissolving tentlerness, that Bereft him
at once of all consideration ;" and what
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he said, what he avowed, he knew not,
till he found her hand clasped to his lips,
and heard her say — ¢ After this, I need
not blush to turn my eyes on the only
way that can now redeem iny name!”
She spoke with an enchanting smile, and
added, «'It will disprove the slanderous
part of our adversary’s accusation, with-
out betraying our cause; or risking a
life, perhaps ton precious to me !”

Before he could reply, she heard the
steps of Elizabeth in the adjoining cham.
ber ; and sliding her hand from his im-
passioned grasp, disappeared through the
conservatory. He was in so much agi-
tation whén the Empress entered, that
she perctived  it; ard guessing the
cause, did pot ‘notice it; but, wish-
ing her favourite full success in this
her own peculiar affair, she dl%mlssed
that of politics in a very few words ;
and gmcmusly received ‘Louis’s excuse
for the unfinished minutes of the dav
bfore,
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As he proceeded to the Chateau,
where he was to complete some tran-
scripts before he returned to the College,
he tried to think on what had passed, but
all within him was in tunrult. The hours
of his labour, and of his meditation,
were the same ; he could not tfanqguillize
the strange whirlwind of emotions which
raged in his mind. He recalled, again
and again, before the gribunal of his
judgment, the particulars of the scene
which had just passed; but they ap-
pearéd in such broken apparitions, that
he could reduce nothing to certainty,
nothing on which he could lay his hand,
and say, < It is so.”

At one moment, indignation fired him
against the part DuKe Wharton had
taken in it; and, in the next, he ar-
raigned the wayward fate, which had com.
pelled him to merit a]l the Duke’s re-
sentment, by his own apparently insult-
ing conducts in the palace gallury. —
‘Then his imagination, all in a blsze,

VOL. 1T
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over the cclestial charms of the exquisite
creature, whose unreceding hand he had
pressed to his lips— to his heart! He
felt her eye-beams still agitating its in-
most recesses ; but he did not feel .that
heart quite consent to his often-repeated
exclamation — ¢ She loves me —and I
am happy !” He did not feel that instant
union of spirits; that incffable commu-
nion of heart with heart, and soul with
soul, which he had ever believed the
pledge of mutual love : — That mystery
of the soul, which, cven in earth, as-
serts ity immortal naturc! The beauti-
ful Otteline was still a beautifiggsurface
to him ; an idol to be adozjgﬁut he
found not that sense: of-Perfect sym-
pathy, shooting from her dear presence
through 4ll his being, which would make
him cry aloud, “I love her, and her
alone !”

Dissatisfied with himself for this fasti-
diousneds, when he ought ' to ‘have been
@l transport, he turned to the hour of
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meeting the Sieur, with the feelings of
4 man in a dream, from which he was
‘toubtful that he would not be glad to
awake. '
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CHAPTER VII.

Wuen Louis entered the cloister which
led to the Sieur’s apartment, he met Mar-
tini hurrying towards him.

«“ Well arrived, Signor !’ cried he, « 1
was coming to the Chateau in quest of
yeu. There is a noble bustle in my mas-
ter’s chamber.”

« By your countenance, no ill news?”’
said Louis, though not unapprehensive
that some mischicvous consequence had
transpired from his unfortunate surprisal
by the Electress of Bavaria.

« Not that I know of,” cried Martini ;
« but a little motion more than ordinary
always mdkes me merry. I love stirring,
gloriously! And my ’master and a boot-
ed-and-snurred have beerraafr high words
thése two hours.”
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With nothing so much in his mind, as
some anticipated exposure from the ma.
lice of the Electress, Louis proceeded to
the chamber with a more eager stép than
inclination. He found the Sieur on his
couch, yith the table Before him spread
with opened packets, and a pessonstand-
ing beside him in the dress of a courier.
At some distance stood two other travel-
lers. The courier was talking in Italian
with great earnestness. 'Ignatius listened
with his usual lofty attention : but when
his sigilant eye caught the figure of Lo%is
advancing from behind a dark, curtain
which divided the apartment, he pyt up
his hand with an air of authqrity to the
speaker, who instantly becameg silent.

« Louis,” said the «Sieur, addzessing
his pupil in German, « her is news from
Madrid, to raise me from the tomb ; had
the poniards ‘of my enemies been keen
enough to have laid me there !«— France,
whose bondg were so ruinously dear to
the heart of the King of Spain,*has gut

13
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the cord herself; aud, by a stroke ot in-
sult, for which even his partiality eannot
find an excuse.”

Louis’s heart was lightened of the ap-
prehensions with which he had entered;
and, with glad édngratulations, ~cflected
the umusudl animation which chone in the
eyes of Ignatius. The Sicur then or.
dered the courier to retire with Martini,
who would take care of him, until he
could see him‘again. The other two
travellers also obeyed the beckon of his
hand ; and in Spanish, he directed them
likewise; to put themselves under the pro-
tection of the Italian valet.

The roons being left to the statesman
and his seoretary, the Sieur, with a less
reserved air, motivoned Louisto approach
him ; and when they were seated, the for-
mer openod a circumstantial detail of what
had occasioned thjs abrupt rupture be-
tween the courts of Versailles and Saint
Ildeforrso.
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During the late regency of the Duke
of Orleans, a treaty of marriage had been
entered into between the young .King of
France, Louis XV. and Philip’s daughter
the Infanta Maria-Anna, then a mere
child. According to the custom of the
times, she was sent to Paris, to receive
an education befitting:the future bride of
a French Monarch; and, at a certain
age she was to be solemniy affianced.
On the death of the 1luke of Orleans,
and the promotion of the Duke of Bour-
bon to the functions of prime-minister,
the cabinet of France secmed to change
its measures with regard .to Spain; at
leagt encroachments were made, which
aroused the syspicions of Phlllp s Queen;
and she tried to awaken the jealousy of
her husband against the ‘new minister.
Attached to the house from whence he
sprung, and Inclined to put the best con-
struction on.all -its’ actions, it was no
easy task go make the royal.grandson of
Louis the Fourteenth compreb,end that

14
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the Duke of Bourbon never considered
the interest of Spain in his policy. Some
transactions, more than dubious in their
principle and tendency, at last made King
Philip allow a possibility that he might
confide too implicitly in his Erench rela-
tions ; and, after much argument from
the Baron Ripperda, and more entreaty
from his Queen, he was at length per-
suaded to counterpoise the self-aggran-
dising spirit they' had detected, by com-
mencing a secret negociation with Au-
stria.  Still, however, habitual partiglity
to his native country hung about the
heart. of Philip, and caused great un-
easiness in the minds of the Queen and
the Baron, under whose auspices the
mysterious embassy set “forth. As the
negociation rapxdly proceeded, the King
often dropped hints on the consequences
of precnpltancy, and frequently filled:
them with alarm, Test he should at last
refuse his sroyal sanction to the com.
pletion pf their labours, and’ so invelve
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themselves and their cause in utter in-
famy.

The Duke of Bourbon was indeed ac-
tuated by different principles, both poli-
tical and personal, from those which had
impelled the Duke of Orleans to propose
new bomds of alliance between the royal
families of France and Spain’ He dis-
liked the Spanish marriage altogether ;
and, besides so many years must elapse
before the Infanta coulgd be of age for
the espousals; and the liealth of the an-
ticipated bridegroom was so precarious,
it semed no improbability that his death,
in the mean-while, -might transfer the
royal succession to the house of Orleans.
This was an aggrandisentent®of that am-
bitious family;- which, the na less ambi-
tious Duke of Bourbon could not con-
template with patiencg ; and at this junce
ture Duke Wharton appeared.at his el-
bow, as if conjured there on purpose to
set the two great heads of thé House of
Bourbon at lasting enmity.® He sus-

16
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pected that something clandestine was
going on between the courts of Spain
and Austria; and having substantiated
his suspicions, he left Vienna for Paris,
a few days after his rencontre with Louis
de Montemar on the Danube. Ile re-
vealed to the Duke of Bourboh all that
he had Eliscover,ed; and urged him to
save his branch of the royal stock, from
being over.topped by that of Orlcans or
of Spain; by mmediately adopting un
entire new policy from that of' his pre-
decescor. As a first movement, he _ pro-
posed a marriage for the young King
with some Princess of maturcer years than
the” Spanishi Infanta. Bourbon readily
embraced this suggestion, which had been
some, time'floating in his ¢wn mind. And,
on the two "Dukes consulting who this
Princess should be, (each having his own
particular reasons), their «choice fell on
Maria, the dauglhter of Stanislaus Let-
zxmky, the ex-king of PoLmd Wharton
undertook to prepare the fhind of His
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Majesty to accept the alternative; and
in the interview, he found that the docile
Louis was easily prevailed on to ex-
change a bride still in the school-room,
for a blooming young woman, full of ac-
complistiments and graces.

The» views of Wharton in this ma.
neceuvre, were still directed fo hts favou-
rite project of reinstating the Stuarts.
At present, Irance, and Spain, and Au.
stria, were all cqually egtranged from their
cause. By creating a’ rupture between
the two former powers, he divided their
inferests ; implicated their allies; and
necessarily threw Francifagaiti into the
scale of the Stuart and Bavarian ¢laims.
Philip had declared himsdif openly for
George of Branswick; and was on the
point of signing the pragmatic sanction ;
this Wharton kuew; and by mixinO‘ the
adversartes of the latter scmmu of suc-
cession, with the palitical uvals of Eng-
land, he returned to Vienna with a pro-

16
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mised accession to his party, that made
him omnipotent in the Bavarian councils.

To prevent any opposition to the pro-
posed alliance, from the remonstrances of’
Spain, as soon as the Duke of Wharton
had left Paris, (which he did with the neg-
ligent air of a mere visitor to the widowed
Queen at St. Germain’s;) the Duke of
Bourbon pursued the advantage that no-
bleman had gained for him, and persuaded
the King fo send, the Infanta back to
Madrid without any previous notice to
her royal parents, She was accompanied
by alady of hgnour, and an ccclesiastic
of high dfgnifﬁto be her protectors on
the way; and to deliver a suitable apo-
logy on the urgency of the case, to the
King and Queen of Spaif. . When the
abbot and his'young charge were so un-
expectedly announced to the presence of
the royal pair, the good priest was too
much agitated, to fulfil his instructions
with the diplomatic dignity he was en-
joined. ' He fell at once on rhis knees,

4



THE PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDE. 181

and declared his errand in confusion and
anguish of spirit. The astonishment and
grief' of Philip shewed itself in silence
and tears; but the mortification of his
Queen burst into rage and invegctive.
When tlie abbot offexed the letters of ex-
planatton, she dashed them out of his
hand; and tearing the plcture “of Louis
the Fifteenth from her bracelet, trampled
it under her feet. All now was uproar.
The French ambassados, and every French
consul were ordered to depart the Spanish
territories without delay; and when Philip
did find words to express his sense of the
injury he had received from the hand
he most trusted, he declared he “never
would be reconciled to France, til the
Duke of Botrbon should Tepainto Ma-
drid--and ask his pardom on his knees.
« Hah ! cried the Queen, * It shall not
be long, before that French cyclops finds
the arrows of more than one, King in his
eye!” And, to make good her threat,
she immedlately dispatched a tsusty mes-
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senger to Ignatius ; giving him full powers
to relinquish all the contested points
which had retarded the negociation ; and
at any sacrifice to conclude a marriage
between her son Don Carlos, and the
Arch-duchess Maria-Theresa, ‘the pre-
sumptive heiress to the Imperial €rown.
Some other instructions, dear to the
policy of Ripperda, werc added ; which,
if brought te bear, would give the pre-
ponderance of power, still more to Spain
and Austria; and place the French,
where she had dashed the portrait of
their Monarch, at her feet.

Louis de Montemar passed several
houts in close ¢onference with the Sieur
Ignatius on these events; on the tir-
cumstances which led td them, (though
the share Wharton had in the leading
movement was nct then known;) on
the consequent instructions from the
Spanish sovereigns$ and in settling how
much of the whole, Louis was to declare
to the, Empress and her fhinister, in
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making the commanded concessions, so
as to appear rather to give than to con-
cede.

¢ You must manage the preliminaries
to-night with Sinzendorf,” said ,the
Sieur, “ But to-morrew, whether it be
to refuln on my litter or in my hearse, I
will see the Empress myself.—When the
triumphal arch is ready,’”” added he, with
one of those smiles, which visited his dark
countenance like the sHpoting of” a star;
“the wounded hero is unworthy its
honoms, that will not ventnre his life to
p'w% through !’

Louis bowed his assent ,to the Sieur’s
obsenatnon, with a smylc “bright as his
own ; and, soon after, the (,ollecre bell
reminded him that the time of Lis audi-
ence with the Chancellorsdrew near. On
his rising to obey its* summons, Ignatius
looked up frem some letters he was writ-
ing, and told him t3 rejoin,him in that
chamber the next morning by d'v'y-break.
« To-morfow,” added he, ¢ will epi-
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tomise the history of Lurope for many
a future year; and be the deciding
epoch of your destiny.”

The usual time of Louis’s visit to the
Chancellor Sinzendorf was an hour be.
fore midnight ; immediately after His
Excellency had left the card-table of the
Emperor. * And, as from the intricacy of
his new communications with the minis.
ter, Louis’s bresent conference was much
longer than ordipary, it was an hour be-
yond midnight before he left the Chan-
cellor’s apartments.’

Hurrying along, to get out of the
interior ' galleries of the palace at so
unscasonable 'rarg hour, at an abrupt turn-
ing .into the large lighted rotunda where
most of the passages terminated, he ran
violently agaipst a person wrapped in
a splendid pelisse.. He looked up, to
apologize, and beheld Dyke Wharton.
Louis sprang’ from the side of the
Duke, as if struck back by electricity :
but Wharton grasped his axm. With
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an averted face, and a heart yearning to
embrace the friend, whose presence, and
whose touch, obliterated all remembrance
of resentment, Louis made another ineffec-
tual struggle to break away; butthe Duke,
in a gailgaffectionate voice, exclaimed, —
« T have clutched you, Chevalier.Phaf-
fenberg! and if you were Chevalier Pro-
teus himself, you should not elude these
ten fingers!” As he spoke, he threw
his other arm round tire waist of his
friend, and seized his opposite arm also.

s‘eRelease me, Duke Wharton ! cried
Louis, fully remembering his ,double
promise to Ignatius and to the Empigss,
and .striving to recall the/cigcumstances
at the Electressls, which had gxcited his
indignation :— ¢ This is a liberty ——

¢« That is nothing between friends,”
interrupted the Duke, 1n the same happy
tone;  but if we are enerpies, I am too
old a soldier to- release the prisoner, who
may only wgnt to cut my throat.”,

# Duke Wharton!”’ returned Lapis,
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fearful of being subdued by accents so
eloquent of former confidence; ¢ when
you see I would avoid you, this deten-
tion is at least ungenerous. By the
friendship you claim, and you have; no
longer withhold me! one day I will thank
you fer your forbearance.”

¢ You would thank me for that, to
which I make no pretensions! In this
life of hard knocks, neither broken heads
nor broken hearts can be healed by the
promise of an unction. And thercfore
excuse me, if I do not forbear seizing
the present sweetener of the wormwood
yo# cast at me a week or two ago in
these passages!” .

Louis struggled with his subdued heart,
and ‘sighed convulsively, as he uncon-
sciously rested in the arms that held him
prisoner.,

“ You have my creed of defence, in
this selfish world "’ resumed the Duke,
« and so; my dear de Montemar, come
with ane, and whatever may be your
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secret services here, they shall be as safe
in my breast as in your own.”

With a gasping breath, Louis declared
he must not remain with him another
moment, -

« What then, your Pastor-Uncle fears
me, even here. He fears the lion,e when
his lamb is among wélves! I tell you
what Louis, — there is more in my heart
towards you, than you .will.believe, or
may deserve! DBut, I repeat, come with
me, and you shall have that heart on, the
table "

Happy to exonerate his venerable un-
cle, Louis impétuously declared thatehis
intexdict was withdrawn ;/bu¢ that other
motives, not then to be explained, ren-
dered a temporary estrangement as’ com-
pulsory as ever. Wha.rton'exulted in this
amnesty from Mr. Athelstone ; and urged
it, with every argument and device in
his magic circlet.  Fe was prevailing, ve-
hement, and gaily reproachfal; but, as
he persevered in all bevond the wsual
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measure of patience, Louis could not
but at last feel such constancy very like
persecution; and very unlike what he
should have anticipated from the free spi-
rit. of the Duke. ¢ But,” whispered a
monitor within him, ¢ was the,Duke’s
wanton sport with your concealment,
when he recognised you, even under a
false name, in the discourse at the Elec-
tress’s; was it consistent with belief in
his candour? AWith his present profes-
sions of attachment 2’

As Louis stood in his trammelling arms,
and with a downward face thought of
thege things,  he became displeased ; and,
with a firm air, wepeated his request to be
released. The Duke persisted to hold him
fast, with some. gay badinage on the coil
of the crested” dragon ; but Louis, de-
termined to be no longer put from his
duty, said, even sternly, — *Duke Whar.
ton, let me go? ‘This compulsion is in-
sufferable, I will not be detaiped.”

¢ D¢ Montemar,” returned the Duke,
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in a solemn voice, immediately releasing
one arm, while he still held the other
¢ I have wrestled thus long with your
caprice, to shew you that I had forbear-
ance ; but I now read your chanrrofu]
heart : Bo where it leads you. I once
thought it was devoted to friendship, and
to noble sacrifice! ¢ But,”” added he, after
a short pause, and with a disdpinful smile,
¢ you are not what you were — you cling
to the foot of the ladder, I ‘believed you
even too proud to mount, — and so I bid
you*farewell !’

As he spoke, he relaxed his hahd from
the grasp he held of Lopi¥’s arm, Bnd
with' a smothered sigh, w{:icﬁ he sought
to hide under & eough, he tuned lastily
across the corridor. Louig’s heart smote
him.

« I have keen selfish and %arrogant!
I have been accessibles to i1l impressions ;
and, even mnow, to suspicions of the
motives of him, I once so devqufly ho-
noured. — Alas!y said he, to himself,
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¢ 1 have not acted like a friend! 1
might have broken from him, since duty
required it, but 1 need not thus have
wounded him !”’

"As at one instant of time all these
thoughts flashed over his mind, <ie stood,
withdut dttempting to follow his friend ;
but he could not help exclaiming, —
¢ Wharton!”” Wharton still passed on.
¢« He quits me,in deserved resentment !”’
said Louis, his heart overflowing with
contrition ; and extricating his fect from
the spot, where they had secmed rdoted,
he made two or three swift steps towards
hitu.

Kl Wharfon\!” repcated he, when he
drew near; ¢ that farewcli must not be for
ever !”

Wharton turned round with a lofty
and serious air; — ¢ and, why should
you wish it otherwise ?*’

« Because,” returned Louis, catching
his hdng, "« I value your friendship as my
lifé, but not beyond my honour.”
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‘Wharton gazed a moment on his agi-
tated countenance. In a softened voice,
though yet maintaining his unusual
gravity, he replied, ¢ you could not sup-
pose 1 should ask you_to betray that’in
yoursel§ which is my own impugnable
estate I’

Louis did not speak ; but, with bent
cycs, to conceal the tears which filled
them, pressed the Duke’ hand. Wharton
returned the cordial re-assurance; and
with a smile playing through his serious-
nest, he added, ¢ and least of all, when
one of the dear sex, I have %o long
adored to my cost, holds ,yc'rur honodt in
the «charming fetters you”haVe just heen
hugging to yourdeart !’

Louis dropped the hand he was so af-
fectionately claspingg and exclaimed
with energy,, ¢ by that honour, I swear
that no amorous passion brought me
hither to-night !’ ’

¢ Nor aty night ? nor any mofhning ?”’
replied Wharton, with more of his‘wénted
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gaiety! ¢ I will believe just what you
please ; only make me a vow that she
shall not absorb you entirely; and,
though I admire the lady and love the
S(;X, I will promise never to wish a rever-
sion in my favour !”

Lotis was vexed at this wild speech.
He saw, that so far from Wharton having
a suspicion that political objects em-
ployed him at Vienna, he really helieved
that his friend’s visits to the palace were
actuated by a passion for the Countess
Altheim. Louis could not shut his ‘eyes
on another conviction; that the Duke
dishonoured the nature of the passion he
supposed, By regarding it rather as an
affair, pour passer le ¢ems, than as a
serious attachment for life. But, in spite
of his admiration ef the Countess, and of’
what had*passed between them, he felt
an insurmountable repugnance to say in
solemn, considered language, that his
visits to.her were to terminste in an in-
dissoluble union; and, with a sudden
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bitterness of spirit towards Wharton
himself, and the entanglements of his
situation, he exclaimed, with a severe
ook at his friend, * you distract me, by
this determination to believe that I am
engaged in the sort of conmection that
my soul abhors.”

« And what, dear de Montemar, does
your soul abhor?” returned, the Duke,
drawing his friend’s army within his, and
walking with him down the passage ;
¢ the connection mine abhors is matri-
moity ; for a young Xantippe, under its
privilege, even now clips my sides with
her everlasting bonds, like the spfkes
of a penance-girdle, pi{f'cihg into my
heart.”

“ By the current of youy wild attack,”
said Louis, with a crjmsoned cheek, « 1
could not have guessed that you meant
an attachment which pointed to so serious
an end.” ‘ )

¢ Serious enough, at the "hest!” re-..
plied the Duke, Jaughing; ¢ and; inemy

VOL. IIL ) K
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case, I should say it was at the worst;
could I not suppose a quality or two even
less to my liking, in your fair lady! She
is too much of a female Machiavel for
my easy nature, and would have me in
the state-dungeons before our honey-
moon had shot her horns.”

Louis was silent, and his heart beat,
even audibly, with its contending emo-
tions. Should he speak a word more,
he might betray the secret of the Em-
press, —of the Sieur, — of his father,
— of the Sovereign of the country, to
which that father had devoted him !

Wharton and he were now at the out-
ward gate of the palace. Louis attempted
to withdraw his arm, but the Duke held
it fast. ¢ Nay, nay, my, eager Lover!
you will not find her in the street! you
must sup with me to-night.”

“ Not for the world.”

« How 7’

¢ We must part here, dear Wharton,
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and part friends, — eternal friends! But
ask no questions.”

« I will be hanged,” cried the Duke,
« if you are not in such awful mystery
that, if you do not go home with me,
and let.me see that occult soul of thine
through the chrystaline ofs ganerous
Burgundy, I shall believe (added he in
a whisper) that you are too well with the
Empress herself.”’

<« Wharton !”” cried Louis, dashing the
Duke from him, ¢ you will make me hate
you.”

“ You dare not for your life eand ho-
nours, dear petulant boy«”’ cried »the
Duke, with a frank-hearted laugh ; “and,
till we meet in feast or fray, give me thy
gauntlet ””  He stretched out his hand.
Louis regretted the v1olence with which
he had spoken; but feelmg the preci-
pice on which he stood, and dreading
further detention, he gave hi$ hand with
evident hesitation.. Wharton shook it
with gay cordiality, and said in hjmkindest

K 2
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accents, *thou faithless one! dost thou
suspect I am going to realize the frog
and the raven, and tear thee between my
beak and claw !”

He then pressed the hand, he held,
with the warmth of a full heart;..and as
he fele Leuis’s shake in the grasp, he
added with strong cmphasis; ¢ well,
haste away! but I would snatch you
from the snares which misled my youth-
ful feet, in the “paths you have now en.
tered. I would leud you, where you
may plant honour, and reap renown. Oh,
de Montemar, 1 wauld put a royal heart
in that breasf, whose pulses arc fed by
the blood of: kings ! — Start not!— But
thou must not grovel, and creep, and
follow'~— where you may rise and lead ! —
De Montemar, thou art enslaved and
mocked. — Come with me, and you are
again free.”

«« Not fot the best blood in my heart !”*
exclaimed -Louis, now exulting in his
know'edge of the great cause to which
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he had devoted himself.  « You are mis-
taken Wharton ; and again, I must say,
farewell I’

« Be it s0,” returned the Duke, rclm~
quishing his hand; « but you will re-
member Philip Wharton, when it is out
of the power of his irrepressible*friend-
ship to extricate the son of the rich, the
great, Baron de Lipperds, from the
bonds and bondage of a too fair Semi-
ramis and her subtiler confidant !”’

Louis now understood that the Duke
could not have meant to have referred
at all to a political slavery, which his
former speech seemed to jniply ; but that
still he intended only to warh him agginst
the vassalage of the heartt Wharton
certainly said cnough to open the mind
of his friend to sowe suspicion of the
perfection of-his fair mistress’s'character ;
but before he could zally himself to com-
posc some safc answer, the’ Duke had
disappeared into the universa] darkness
of the outer couyt.

K 3
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CHAP. VIII.

Tux Sieur Ignatfus did as he had deter-
mined. He went, and alone, to the Em-
press the following morning. What he
had to proposey soon made her call the
chancellor to the conference; and dur-
ing the discussion, the Sieur so ably
adapted the mutual pretensions of the
rlval monarchs, to the eagerness of their
consorts to ccnclude a treaty, that no-
thing remained to be done, when he left
the apartnient, but to' obtain the Im-
perial sign manual, to what the Empress
and her minister 'so heartily approved.
As Ignatius put a largeoasket of gol-
den arguments, for certain members of
the council, into the hands of “Sinzendorft;
Elizabeth promised that the Emperor’s
decmgﬁ should be seat to Vienna, as
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soon as he could collect his counsellors
around him at the Luxemburg ; to which
palace he meant to go next morning,
for a few days. Meanwhile she recom-
mended to the Sieur, and through him,
to his secretary, that they should keep
in strict seclusion ; for she apprehended
the indiscreet stir which the Queen of
Spain had made on the affront put upon
her daughter, would excite 4n immediate
attention in the ambassadors at Madrid,
to some anticipation of her meditated
revenge. All know that the political
train laid by these honourables spies of
nations, is as subtle as it«is long, devi-
ous, and invisible; and ewhere suspi-
cion once points, it is but the word of
a moment to set the whole in 4 blaze.
To avert such a’ catastrophe to Isabella’s
too open threats agaxnst France, Igna-
tius adopted this adglce,.as it coincided
with his own judgment; #nd, accord-
ingly, he seemed .to immure himself as
during his wounds; but he Was <amply
K 4
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occupied in arrangements, which only
awaited the fiat of the Emperor, to be
brought into immediate action.

During this suspense, Ignatius received
_accounts from Sinzendorff, which proved
the wisdom of their caution. Je in-
formeq him, that visits at unseasonable
hours had been repeatedly exchanged
between the French and other foreign
ambassadors resident at Vienna ; and that
he knew, from inllisputable authority, that
a messenger had arrived from Paris, who
was closeted with the French minicter
for many hours ; and that the same night
-Hig Excellency was seen, without any of
his accustomed. attendants, gliding into
the ‘palace of the Electress of Bavaria.-
In another letter, Sinzendorff commu-
nicated to the ‘Sieur, that he had certain
intelligence of a “private supper which
had been given, the precedmg evening in
the Electress’s boudoir ; and no women
were present but hersclt and, her Lady
of the Key; while the men were the
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French ambassador, the Dutch Minister,
a French philosopher from Berlin, the
fierce ex-chancellor Count Stahlberg, and
the Duke of Wharton. What was the
subject of their deliberations, Sinzendorff
could give no information; but he did
not doubt that it brooded misghief to
the presPnt crisis between Austria and
Spain. ,
In Louis’s nocturnal visits to the Col-
lege, he gladly saw tht little inconve-
aience remained to the Sieur from his
dangerous attack, excepting incidental
head-aches, and the scar on his fore-
head, which being recently cicatrised,
he still covered with a black fillet. The
cadaverous hue of his complexion “was
hardly deepened by his confinement ;
but Louis occasionally satv a more than
cominon fire flash from his over-shadowed
eyc, as he accidentally Igoked up from
the papers he scrutinized. During the
mvestigation, he never spoke-moye than
K 3
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to ask a question, or to give a direction
respecting the business on which he was
engaged; and generally answered his
pupil’s respecttul adieu for the night,
with a silent, though gracious nod.
Louis’s long hours of solitude, (for the
whole nf the Imperial family had accom-
panied the Emperor to his sprir?a[acc ;)
were passed at the Chateans™ And after
he had performed his, now briet’ vocation
for the day, he' generally read German
,authors from the Jesuits’ library; or
walked i the weedy wilderness, which
had once been a garden.  He now, nei-
ther regarded the swift-flowing Danube,
nor the gay groups, which on foot or in
carriages, appeared in the distance on it~
margift. His meditations were all selt
centered ; on the past, the present, and
the future. Often, during his deep re-
verie, he wondered at himself, that his
mind should wander, and at such a crisis,
from the great affair in which he was a
sharer. A year ago, bad he speculated
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on what would have occupied his thoughts
in so important a political era of his life,
he should have said, — ¢ Exultation in
the grand results of my father’s patriotic
genius ; and satisfaction that my novi-
ciate galents had been employed in the
glorious atchievement !’

But on the reverse; while he sat at the
feet of statesmen, and was the agent be-
tween mnegociating sovereigns, he .found
himself dwelling, hour ftér hour, on the
private feelings of his heart. He was ready,
to_quarrel with himself for this wretched
perversity. In the quiet vales of Nor-
thumberland, he had lived, in the ful] en-
joyment of these feelings;, but then his
vagrant thoughts refused to dwell on’tran-
quil happiness.’ He panted for *distant
realms, fields of toil, of perils, and re.
HOWL. Mn the midst of some
of these invoked stations for action ; and
yet his inconsistent spirit "would not abide
in the scgnes it had chosen! His medi-
fatious would extricate themie}xas Jrom

K 0
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their patriotic objects, and with obstinate
tenacity fasten themselves on the most
selfish considerations: — on the friend he
had loved,. and had fled from! on the
woman, he believed he loved, and yet
was glad to fly !

He recalled the scveral warnings he
had received, at home and abroad, against
the Duke; but the recollection of the
natural and acquired advantages he pos-
sessed over all other men he had known,
presented themselves of their own accord
to Louis ; and his spell-bound eyes, not
seeing where the scale turned, he dis-
missed the subject. The image of the
fair “Otteline- - glided before his mind’s
eye, like the descent of Iris from the rain-
bow : all brilliancy and ambrosial beauty.
He .had only to- articulate her name, to
make thg, pulse pause in his” heart, and
a dissolving sensibility steal ‘over all his
senses. ‘

« And  yet, >’ he murmured to himself,
« fair as thou art, 1 feel a c}ull on my
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soul, whenever I think of pledging it to
thee for ever. Oh, wherefore ?”’ cried
he, ¢ she is lovely, she is tender; but
she has not that elevated look in those
beautiful eyes, which used tovming]e my
highcst thoughts with the soul of Corne-
lia!  She has not that inctfablg glance of
exclusive affection, which shoots direct
to the heart, and kindles a faith there,
no doubts can extinguish !’

There was something, in the parting
words of the Duke, respecting the Em.-
press and her subtle confidant, which had
adlhered to the memory of Lopis, and
continued to harass him with conjectures.
By that confidant, the Sleut Ignatius, or
the Countess Altheim, mmht have been
understood ; but it, could hot be the
Sieur; as Wharton appeared so unsus-
picious of a political® errand taking his
friend to the palace, that he avowed his
belief at once, it was* an amagory attrac-
tion.

“ And was she subtle 2>’ Lows’s_heart

8
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revolted at the question ; though he could
not disguise from his clearer judgment,
that she had herself suggested to him the
only incontrovertible mode of silencing
the scandal, she had thought herself
obliged by duty to sanction as a truth.

« It was not what I like,” said Louis,
trying to excuse her to himself. But had
he uttered his own principles upon the
subject, he. would have said, — ¢ It is
what I not merely blame, but shrink
from, as an unpardonable dereliction from
fermale modesty !’

But ip this case, he thought her eal
for the Empress, and her prepossession
in his favows, had obliterated from her
miml all consideration ot what was duc
to herself; and the impelling motives
made him find an apology and a pardon
for the amiable délinquent.

“ Yes,”” cried he, ¢ she S$acrificed her
native delicacy, in'a double respect to
the dlsmterestedncss of her attachment.
Did I pot* see the soft lustre of her eyes
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kindle with the blushes on her cheeks,
and look downwards, to conceal the
graceful shame, as she insinuated the de-
lightful alternative !"’

Louis was now far advanced in per-
suading himself that all was delightful,
which, he believed he was nowy bound in
honour to make his own, whether it were
to his wishes or not. ¢ Her conduct
could not be subtility,” centinuegd he,
“for she is ignorant that ham the son of the
rich, the great Rippe..*~ - Oh, Wharton,
yoy wrong her! there is nothing in
my apparent present station to, make a
union with me, an object of, interest vyith
the favourite of the Eihpress of Ger-
many. She must prefet me, for mgsclf
alone ; and I an a wretch of ingratitude
ever to have found it nevessary to con-
vince myself by th®se doubting argu-
ments !’

In the midst of su¢h musings, he was
surprised ope evenipg, by Gesard putting
into his hand a letter addresse:? tau</[he

1
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Chevalier de Phaffenberg ”  ‘The hand-
writing was unknown to him; indeed,
evidently a feigned one. He enquired
wience it eame.  Gerard replied, he did
ngt know : but the letter was brought by
aman in the dark, who left’ it without
‘1}1110‘ a  wor d. Louis broke the seal,
and read as follows :

« The carriage wluch conveys you to
the Jesui's’ College will- be besct to-
night in your usaal route through the de-
serted street of Saint Xavier.  The pa-
pers, of which you are to be the bearer,
will be_ taken from you. Resistance
would bc vain, for the assailants are nu-
nerous. lo awond the loss of your trust,
and. perhaps ot your life, should your te-
merity contest the matter, take a different
path to-night. . But to 5o one, excepting
your friend the Jeswit, mention this warn-
ing. Were it suspected, he that writes
it, would goon"be put bcyoud the power
of repeating the service.”

« Tuesday menn"’
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Louis thought of the attempted assassi-
nation of Ignatius. The letter he held
in his hand was a second confirmation
that, notwithstanding the SieuPs severe
precautions, the mysterious business df
himseli-and his secretary was so little a
secret to its enemies, that they*knew ex-
actly where to point even the most ini-
quitous means, when they thought such
expedient to obtain information, or to
create preventions. W ho the anonymous
friend was, who ran the risque implied at
the oclose of the letter, Iouis had no he-
sitation to believe must be the I5uke of
Wharton ; for the Sieur had hinted o
him, only the night before, that he knew
the Duke was one of a secret ,committee
who sat nightly at the Bavarian apart-
ments.  Wharton® must, then have dis-
covered that pis friend’s visits to the pa-
lace bad a higher aim than gallantry ; and
Louis felt somethr.g like a ptoud satis-
faction in use convietion. The letfer, he
trusted, would be a sufficient p‘l,edges to
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Ignatiusof Wharton’s fidelityto his friend ;
and that whatever might be his bonds to
a party, they could not tie his faith to
connivance with a dishonourable act.
This head of the subject being settled in
his own mind; and being enabled, by the
warning, to avoid the threatened violence;
he would have given up his thoughts to
the delicious enjoyment of gratefulness to
so dear a friend, had he not trembled to
think how far the Duke of Wharton’s re-
pulsed rccognition of him, might have
led to so full a discovery respecting the
secret ‘movements of the Sicur and him-
seif.

He saw that he must apprise Ignatius
of the knewledge his .enemies had ac-
qunred of his proceedmg% and, in doing
so, shew the letter, he had just received ;
and, while he declared Fis belief that
Duke Wharten was the friendly writer,
be obliged to narrate what he had hither-
to concealed : — his ‘mecting, and at last
eniofted discourse with the Duke. As
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Louis reflected on the real harmlessness
of that discourse; and on the necessity,
at the present momentous juncture, to
make his guardian master of every ecir-
cumstancer that might bear at all towards
it; he™felt the folly of his reserve: and
though at the time he had perSuaded
himself that his silence arose from reluct-
ance to agitate needlessly a wounded man,
his conscience now accuged him of ‘men-
tal cowardice, in shrinking from the pain
he anticipated to himself in the torturing
disCussion.

« In flying one stroke,” said he,” I have
incurred twenty. Had I spoken at the
time, I should only have hid to narrate
an cvent which happened without my
secking 5 and the worst could only have
been the Sieur’s suspicions of the Duke
wishing to dsaw me to the Bavarian in-
terest. But now, hemay» sce something
dandestme in my silence; and at best
consider me imprudent and me,ans if not
absolutely insincere and worthlesd™
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Though harrassed by these reflections,
he was not negligent of’ his trust. When
he got into the carriage that was to con-
vey him ‘s usual to the College, it was
himself only he committedstosthe casual-
tics of the evening. He did not take
one of the papers with him ; thinking
it possible that the assailants, mlssmo'
their prey in the old deserted street, would
way:lay him ( as their emissaries had pro-
bably done lgu&txus,)m the college porch.
The warning-letter, (which he held in
his hand, to tear piece-meal shouli he
be attalked ;) he thought would fully ac-
count to the Sieur for this precaution.
Having plated his pistols in his waist-
coat, he ordered the coachman to drive
to theé College by a circuit in an opposite
direction from Saint Xavier’s ; and being
obeyed ; without any sign at’ molestation
he reached tha Jeguit’s cell at the accus-
tomed houir.

Thewresulit of thisdreaded irfrerview with
thef seery friend of his father, was very
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different from what Louis had expected.
On his entrance, be presented the anony-
mous warning, as his apology for not hav-
ing risqued the usual evening’ quota of
state-papers through the threatencd dan.
ger. IPgnatius examined the hand writ-
ing and the seal. The formér Wwas a
cramped text; the latter, a common
diapered stamp.

“ Who in Vienna can;knct)w you, to
be thus interested in you, even as the
Chevalier de Phaffenberg? You have
beerr scen by none out of the routine of
our business; excepting, indeed, that one
accidental meeting with thg*Electress of
Bavaria and her attendant4  Surely a five
minutes’ glimpse ,of your handsome per-
son, Louis,” added the Sieur with a half
smile, ¢ could not havg, wrought so po-
tently on the lgtter lady, as to excite her
to such perilous interveption !’

¢ I am not quitc the coxcomb to sup-
pose it,”” retdrned Lduis with an, answer-
ing smile, but a flushed cheek, feoff the
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consciousness of what he had to confess.
Without circumlocution, or reserve, but
with eyes cast down, and a varying com-
plexion, he began and continued the
whole narration of Duke Wharton’s see-
ing him twice in the galleries of ‘che pa-
lace ;" his escape from him the first time,
and the Duke’s consequent remarks to
the Countess Altheim: but that on their
second recontre he had found it impossi.
ble to break away, without suffering the
conversation, which he now circumstan.
tially repeated.

Ignatius spoke not a word during the
agitated recital of his pupil. While ma-
king his confession, Louis did not ven-
ture to lock up under this awful silence ;
but when he concluded and his eyes
were still riveted to the ground, the
Sieur put his hand on his, and said in
an emphatic «voice — « This honest nar-
rative has established your character
w:th me. I see by your 180ks, that it
is ‘NGt left to another to lecture you on
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the danger of your late conccalments :
I leave you, therefore, in that respect
to your own admonitions. But I will
not withhold my entire approbation of
the dexterify with which you parried
every juestion of that serpent English-
man. Do not frown at the’ seterity
of the epithet. Did you know him, as
well as he is known at Paris and in this
capital, you would not doubt that he has
many properties of that v«reathmo' reptile
besides his glassy surface !’

“dnd yet, Sir,”” cried Louis, ¢ I be-
lieve it is he who has ventured his" safety
to give me this warning !’

s It may be,” returned the Sieur, « apd
he no less a serpgnt ‘still.  But for your
escape, and that of the pagers, am obe
liged to him, and we wjll dismiss the sub-
ject. Thereis another, on which I myst
give you a necessary hint ; sthe Countess
Altheim.”

At that hame, the conscioug dlood
rushed into the before-blanched ohe®k of
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Louis, and his heart beat with an alarm
to which he could assign no cause. The
Sieur paused a moment or two, regarding
his pupil with a steady look before he
went on,

¢ You have too much of the wéman in
your ‘face, young man;” said he, “to
keep your own secret, however faithful
you may be of another’s. I sce the
pretty favourite has gained her point
with your heart ; but do not allow your
lips to commit your honour, till this pub-
lic affair is finished, and you may'con-
sult y(‘)ur father’s opinion of such an alli-
ance. A “rash step here would offend
him for evér.”™

Louis bowed his acquiescence to this
command, byt ithwa.’s not with a con-
strained air. ‘Lhe Sieur saw that he was
grateful for the gentleness with which
his confession had been treated, and re-
spectfully obedient to the injunction
whick concluded the discoufse.

'LSuie. returned to the Chateau by the
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same track he had left it, and therefore
reached his home in safety. -The next
day passed as the former, and having
just finished his hermit stroll under the
silver light of a bright March moon, he was
slowly=retracing his steps to the house,
when he met Gerard approaching him
with information that the Sieur Ignatius
awaited him in the saloon. This unex-
pected visit alarmed 'L{)uis: He in.
stantly feared that some fatal turn had
taken place with regard to the comple-
tiorrof their labours, and that the Sieur
had come to announce it. He hastened
however to his summons.

Wrapped as before in +his® large dark
mantle, Ignatiug was standing in the
middle of the room. The black fillet which
pressed down his hegyy eye-b1 ows, and
the hearse-like plumes that pended over
them, east such flickeying sshadows over
his grey visage, that he seemed to Louis,
as he stood In the 1ﬁoon-light,' pore like

VoL, 1. L
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the awful g'.pectrc of his guardian, than
his living self.

Louis thought he saw his fears con-
firmed. 'He approached, he drew very
near to him, and still the Sieur did not
speak. Louis could not bear the sus-
pense; and exclaimed, ‘ Sir, you have
ill news to tell me ?”

« Look on my face,” replied Ignatius,

a*tone of voice from which neither
good nor evil could be gathered, ¢ and
try to read what sort of news the discip-
lined blood of a tried politician wilk de-
clare.””

‘Louis fixéd his eyes as he was com-
manded, bt it was with apprehension ;
for he thought this begummn‘ was to pre-
pare him for_ the ‘ruin of their cause.
His eyes shr unk trgm the proud fire which
shone in the steady gazc wf the Sicur.
It might arise from the pride of triumph,
or be the bright emanation of deter-
mined fortitude! ‘But thd latter idea
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possessed his pupil. The extent of the
mlsfortune he drecaded to hear ; as, again
and agam he had been warned that his
father’s honour was involved in the fate
of this treaty.

« Speak, dear Sir!” cried he, “1 can-
not guess what has happened, from your
countenance.”

“ Yet,” said Ignatius, ¢ ifis easy to
interpret what you belicye ought to be
legible there, from yours! But, Louis
de Montemar, if you are to follow your
father’s career, to this moveles§ conm-
plexion you must come at last.  Else,

vain will it be to discipline.your tangue,
if’ your unmanageable bivod betray the
story.  Know then, that our l#bours have
been successful. 'lhg Empyeror has given
his full consent to every demand of
bpam
¢ Thank God!” excllimed Louis,
clasping his hands and dropping into a
chair. ‘The’Sieur seated himself beside
him, and without noticing hise®motion,
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(for all the son was then in Louis’s heart)
he entered into the details of the business.
The Imperial family had returned that
morning fo Vienna. The Empress im-
rﬁ‘ediately summoned lgnatius to attend
her. He obeyed; and received from
Her Majesty those particulars of the
Emperor’s assent, which were now re-
counted to the attentive secretary. The
Sieur then added, that after he quitted
the palace, he referred for further in-
structions to a packet which the last dis-
patch from Spain had brought in' the
Queen’s letter-case ; and which being
superscribed .to himself, with the addi-
tignal words, « only to be opened in the
event of ¢he Emperoy acceding to our
proposals ;” he had laid it aside until the
present, which was the appointed mo.
ment.

“ As ‘thc‘conditions were fulfilled,”
continued the Sieyr, ¢ I broke the seal
‘and the ‘contents are these. A letter
from theKing, eommanding me to an-
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nounce to their Caesarean Majesties the
entrance of his ambassador into Vienna,
in the course of eight-and-forty hours
after the information should be commu-
nicated to them. And that ambassadqyr,
Louise de Montemar,”” added Ignatius,
¢ is your father.”

Louis sprang fromt his seat. The
Sieur rose also, and continued; ¢ in re-
ward of his high services, the -King
makes him his representhtive here, with
the restitution of his father’s title and
horours, and an establishment answer-
able to all these dignities.”

This part of the informition, Ignatius
addressed to ears that heard i not.
The word father ! that sgcred idea,
which had so long filled the heart and
the hopes of Louis, whlc'h had seemed
the goal whigher all his ambitions and his
duties pointed; this holy image had
sealed up his sense, only to dwell upon
the idea of his expected presence., With
the announcement of his near approch,

L3
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Louis thought of nothing eclse; and
covering his face with his hands, the
tears of filial love, — of filial triumph, —
of gratitude to heaven, that he should at
lagt behold that honoured copntenance,
poured from his eyes, and bathed his
hands. ‘Ignatius gazed on him, —
gazed on his heéaving, — his sobbing
breast. A tear of sympathy, started
into even his Stoic eye, as he turned
away, and walKed in silence down the
room.

It was some minutes before Louiz
could recall himselt' from the inwarc
temple of his soul, where his grateful
heart’ nad prostrated him before the
Giver of al} Good. When he looked up,
he saw the Sieur at a dlstance, with his
back to him, and leamng near the win-
dow which Iooked towards, the Danube.
Louis approached him ; — ¢ your good-
pess,” said he, ¢ has pardoned a son,
shewing sgme natural emotioh at so sud-
derf an intimation of soon sceing the
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most honoured, the most beloved’ of
parents ?”

« Such sins are easily forgiven,” re.
turned Ignatius, with downward eye-
lids. <« Tq-morrow, at this hour, your
father will be at the Palais d& Espagne ;
the residence, under the late dynasty, of
the Spanish ambassadof at Vienna. You
must be there to greet him.”

Louis’s eyes answered in the affirma-
tive, for his lips denied their office ; and
the Sieur proceeded in his further orders.
He said, that circumstances rendered it
necessary that he should meet the"Duke ;
therefore, as time pressed, his pupil must
perform all that was to Jbe+dBHEEt the
palace; and go that night at fen o clocls
to the Chancellor Sinzendorfl, and de-
liver to him thosethree packets. Ignatius
bad laid several on the table before the
entrance of Louis; which, he only just
now observed : there were other packets
to be pre.chted the same night fo the
Empress; ¢ of whom,” conj;mued \he

L %
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Sieur, ¢ Sinzendorff will see the pro-
priety of requesting an immediate au-
dience, to give you the opportunity of
announcing the instant approach of the
Ruke de Ripperda, as the Spanish am-
bassador ; and, when you do it, ‘Louis,
you must* intimate that the nomination
of the Duke is meant as a peculiar mark
of the Spanish King’s friendship for their
Casarean Majesties, in thus parting with
a man to do thefn honour, whose presence
is as dear to his heart, as invaluable to
his interests.”

¢« This will be a hard trial of my di-
plomatic skdl,”” rejoined Louis, with a
happy smiiet; ¢ to speak of him only as
an ambassador.”

“.You will not, 'however, shew your-
self his son,” i‘epli'ed the Sieur, * if you
do not put that restraint ugon your feel-
ings. Whateyer ipay be his years, he is
yet but a’puling boy, who is not master
of his_ face, and the veins which colour
it. / Remember, it is a man, I have en.
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gaged to present in you to the Duke of
Ripperda ; and that it is he, who exacts
of you to name him this night in the
Empress’s boudoir, with & cool an aspect
as if you were announcing the arrivai, of
a perfect dtranger.”

s« Ah, Sir!” exclaimed Louis, . who
can name the Duke de Ripperda, with
the cool utterance which they might give
to almost any other man? Is he not.Jdoved
every where, where known? And where
he is only heard of, is he not universally
honoured? And can a son name such a
tather without emotion ? -Oh, S, send
some other messenger, if I .am to act an
impossibility !”’

«Well,” replied Ignatius, throwing back
his lofty plumes,® and dra\ung his hand
over his brow, ¢ do your best in this com-
mission, as you have Yone in other cir-
cumstances of management, and I do
not doubt that the father ydu are so
proud of, (will be satisfied » with his
son.”

LS
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¢ I will do my best,” cried Louis, sec-
ing that the Sieur was moving to depart,
* aud, oh, dearest Sir, tell my revered
father howsimpatient 1 am to meet him —
to- kneel at his feet — to be clasped in
his arms "’ — The last words were hardly
articulated, from his encreasing emotion,
and as the crowding tears 'again started
to his eyes, he dashed them off: —ere
he drew his hand from before them, the
Sieur had left the apartment, — and he
saw him no more!

When the happy Louis found himself
alone, $1e threw himself into a chair to
indulge the,luxury of his feelings, to
bless tu. - timé-honoured name of his fa-
ther; to weep with mingled recollections
over the lgng interval which had passed
since his widowed arms-had resigned him,
a babe, to the tedrs of hxs grandfather,
now numbered with the dust. He
thought of that good old man’s tender
care. A Of the paternal guagdianship of
hiunclé of Lindisfarne, of his benedic-

11
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tion when they parted, and the sacred
letter which he put into his hand, as the
last legacy of his dying mother. 1In that,
she spoke to her only son, ag frem her
seat in Heaven, exhorting him to lave
and Alonotll‘ his father, as the object.in
his heart nearest to his God ! [Thg letter,
Louis soon drew from. the case in which
he preserved it; and pressing it to his
lips, on his knees, as he would have done
her sacred hand, he t{ere uttered the
fullness of his heart in vows to obey her
behest 3 and to love that father, on whom
his conscious eyes had never restqd, with,
indeed, a double portion of his spirit,
for the sake of that fathér Sese noble
nature ; and for her’s, who had resigned
her life, in giving him to existence.
These reflections diffused a holy still-
ness over the happitteds which now oc-
cupied the Deart of Louis. And as the
time approached for’ thé fulfilment of
his duty ag the palace, he collected the
royal packets; and putting titem i his
L6
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bosom, wrapped himself in his cloak;
and, as the clock struck ten, he entered
the carriage with a blissful serenity over
his mind, that seemed to breathe of
paradise.



( 229 )

CHAP. IX.

Lous delivered the letters of Ignatius to
the Chancellor; and ip as few wo.rds, and
with as much composure as he could
command, he announced the near ap-
proach of the Spanish .\mbassador: Sin-
zendorff fixed his observing glance on
~the fluttering lip that proclaimed the ho-
noured name, and his doubts were con-
firmed. He read the letters, and then
remarked, that his ImpenaTw would
be particularly gratificd by the promp-
titude of this arwival. The Intended am-
bassador must have bean sent forward,
to be in readiness, for the proper mo-
ment of hid official appearance ; and ghis
preparation fully proved the King of
Spain’s honourable dependence on the
fair dealing of the cabinet of °AWlstria.
3
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Again he fixed his eyes on the face of
his self-restrained auditor; and after ex-
pressing himself in terms of" high respect
with regard to the Duke de Ripperda,
and applauding the decisive step he had
taKen, in accepting the embassy, he be-
came fully satistied that it was the son
of the Duke he saw before him. The
Chancellor smiled within himself at his
own discovery, and at the attempted con-
cealment by the, Empress; but without
observing on either, he addressed Louis
still as the secretary de Phaffenberg, and”
proposed their going immediately to the
Altheim apartments.

“« We <hall certam!) find Her Majesty
there; ” sald e, ¢ for the Emperor
passes some ‘hours tg-night with his con-
fessor, and the Empress told me she
meant to enjoy thetime in confidential
diggourse with Countess Otteline.

Louis followéd the statesman to the Im-
percal boudoir ; and, as he, expected,
therd he found the gracious - Elizabeth
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and her beautiful favourite in close con-
ference. He announced that.the Cheva-
lier was in the anti-room, with a commis-
sion from the Sieur Ignatius.

“ Something extraoxdmary, by the
hour ! cried the Empress, * but I trst
no evil report. I am ready to see him.”

Louis entered. He did not 1ok on
the side where the Countess stood, but
approaching his father’s illustrious friends
with a steadiness of step that surprized
himself'; and with less visible emotion
than he could have hoped, he delivered
to ‘her the message from Ignatius; add-
ing, that the Sieur would have had
the honour of declaring it.f h person, fiad
he not been obliged to pass the night in
necessary preliminaries to *joining the
Embassador, in the .morning, at St. Pol-
ten. In the evening, he would enter
with him info Vienna.

The Empress’s beight eyes shcf
radignt glance on_the modest bend of
the young secretary’s head, as he\con-
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cluded; and suddenly clasping the
Countess in her arms, she exclaimed, —
« Ave Maria! 'This is the crown of the
Incas !’ The Countess did not com-
prehend the fulness of her meaning ;
neither did Louis quite understand it.
Sinzendorff thought, that if' disappoint-
ment ‘had rendered Issabella rash in
her threats, success seemed to have a
similar effect on Elizabeth, by inflating
her with hopes not less alarming. He
believed he read in this extraordinary
exclamation, that she anticipated a no
small. share in the wealth of the rew
world, by her influence over the promised
Einbagsador}.and that she would make
the, marriage settlement for her daughter,
an abundant dowry for, herself. What-
ever were her, thohghgs, her face was
refulgent with animation; and receiving
;3 packets of Ignatius from' the hand of

uis with one of her most gracious
smiles, she commanded hlm to take
whay cntertainment ‘the Countess Al-
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theim would afford him, while she should
retire with the Chancellor, to examine
the papers in her hand.

Louis bowed in obedience, and the
Empress and her counsellor withdrew :
she siniled to herself, as she closed the
door on this auspicious hour for the
lovers; for such, she determined it
should be. She had herself fanned the
adiniration of the young secre'tary into the
flame which she now saw kindling on his
cheek, as with downward eyes, he saw
humself on the point of being left alone
with its object! From the first four of
his beholding her,. until ‘thx‘s_‘n_.resent
moment, the Empress had condescended
to be the advisef and the confident of
her beautiful fnend Sh¢loved her too
sincerely, not to assistjn effecting so illus-
trious a means, as a marriage with the
son of Ripperda, of reinstating her m
the.rank she had lost by her widowhood.
But with all this zéal in her ‘cause,\the
Imperial Elizabeth did not hetray the
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secret of Ripperda; she mercly hinted
to the ambitious Otteline, that the Che-
valier de Phaftenberg was other than he
seemed, and, did she marry him, would
place her at the height of her desires.
¢ But,”” added she, ¢ there may" exist
powers to counteract the wishes only, of
the truest lover : )"Oll must therefore, lose
no opportunity of binding his honour.”
With these wews, she regretted* the
week at the Luxembmg, which had
necessarily separated the favourite trom
the ob_)ect of her present aim. But when
he Appedred at the palace with his import-
ant udm«rs,’.,the Empress gave way to
every gldd hntxxpatmn ; and hoping all
things frone his unsuspgcting and ardent
nature, she seized'the first opportunity
of leaving him with the Countess ; hardly
douhtmg.,, that under‘the present heart-
opcnmu circianstances, he would reveal
every secret of his rank, his name, and
fatyreeplans, to maké.her his'for ever.
Louis<nn soouer found himself alone
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with the resistless Otteline, than his
throbbing pulse reminded him that his
guardian’s exhortation was in danger.
In spite of himself, his eyes had stoien a
glance towards her, as the Empress witia-
drew ;5 and her personal charms seemed
to break upon him, that night, i fuller
lustre, even than before, when he
thought that nothing could have en-
creased the perfection of her béauty.
Their former meetings Were always in
a morning, when the dress is more envel-
oped, and consequently less of the figure
is displayed. 'This was the first time he
bad seen her at a later hou{,‘and she wis
habited as she had left tﬂe Impeual
drawing-room. Her dress was white,
and her fair arms and snowy bosom,
decorated with jewels, drew the eye to
forms that nright drive the sculptors of
Greece to despair. Her golden tresses
were coiled with the same gorgeous
bande’; while one® glittering , ringNet,
escaped from its continement., waved
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over her spotless neck, as if it were the
wing of love fluttering towards the
guarded regions of her heart. She
caught the glance, and the almost
smothered sigh, with which Louis af-
fected to turn his attention towards a
cage of birds which stood near him.

She did not appear to observe his em.
barrassment, but gently echoing the sigh,
remained leaning against the pedestal of
a vase of flowers, with her eyes tixed on
the profile of his face. She guessed,
that he saw nothing in the gilded cage,
but her image in his mind. Again she
sighed ; and. with such an expression,
that Louis felt it thrill through his frame.
He turned his head, and their eyes met.
Her’s were full of entrancing softness;
his, of a gr'tseful,passxon, which he would
fain have rendered ‘less distinct. She
smiled tpndealy,',and stretched her arm
towards him. In that moment he re-
mgmhered how they had séparated: he
was again, in the same position, at her
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side, her hand in his, and clasped to bis
lips!  The brilliant roses on her cheeks
did not lose their brightness, in this
speechless, but eloquent avowal of his
love. But the Empress had told her to
requite words !

Her fair fingers trembled in his,” when
she falteringly articulated — « Chevalier!
you have been so long absent — 1 thought
— ”” She paused, and loo‘ked.down.'

« Not,”” exclaimed he, ¢ that I had
torgotten to be grateful 2*’

She slowly raised her eyes towards his;
and while the softest tears swam over her
own, and gemmed a dimplelt smile; she
half whispered, — ¢ the ‘heart is, a
coward !’

¢ Never your’s!” ¢ried he, forgetting
his determined se‘lf'—reatraint, in the be-
witching mazes of her thousand beauties,
in the resistless fascinationeof her words
and looks With a burning blush, she
sunk’into 2" chair, But still yielding\her
hand to his fervent pressure, she suf-
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fered him to drop upon onc knee by
her side.

¢ Never can-you doubt,” cried he,
s where you have once confided.”

She averted her head, and shook it
mournfully. A tear fell on his “hand.
Louis’s soul was on his lips, as he kissed
away that tear. The Countess covered
her face, and almost sobbed. He had
now no remembrance of any thing but
herself.  She was agitated, even dis-
tressed; and he was the causc! He
attempted to speak, but emotion Pre-
vented his utterance ; he trembled, and
grasped het! hand ; she felt the strong
pulsation of his heaxt agamst her knec,
and softly*mulmurcd — ¢ This Embas-
sador arrives —and you will go!” She
interrupted  herself, and attempting to
rise, exclaimed in disorder,’ ¢ Oh, that T
had never listened to our last confer-
ence!”

Kouis. detained her on her seat. He
must have been dull as the iron rock,
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and hard as its material, had he hesitated
to understand and to reply to this agita-
tion, this language. But words were in-
adequatce to express the sympathy which
secemed to dissolve all his faculties in the
one feeling of unutterable love. He
could only kneel at her feet, and clasp
the hand he had detained, to his throb-
bing cyes. /

Her exulting heart beligved itself now
near the gaol of all its winding move-
ments: a positive declaration of his love,
and® an unequivocal - solicitation gf her
hand, in veritable words! Another steQ,
and this bond of honour wodl(i he.her’s.
But she did not permit the, tnumph of
her thoughts to rjse upon the’ managed
scene of her countemnce,,all there was
retreating softness : wct, allowing her
arm to drop, %as if unconsciously on his
shoulder, with the -sweet familjarity of
per fcct con.ndence, she gently said, «and
may I believe thate’ you love me* well
enough, to make me your’s, in spite of
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the world’s harsh prejudice against a
birth that was not noble? Can you be
determined to bear me up against that
world? For she who is the favourite of
the Empress has many engmies; and
when she is known to be beloved by you,
she will have many more. — Ah, Cheva-
lier, against all this, may I believe that
you will be true?”’

"This demand, though put with all the
force of exquisite tenderness, giving it-
self without reserve to the fidelity of im-
plied attachment, contained words ‘that
recalled Louis from the delirium of pas-
sion, and ihade him ask himself, how
true he had kept his; engagement with
Ignatius?*How frue be had maintained
his determination to preserve his duty to
his father? since-he was even now on
the point of dishonouring Both, by utter-
ing the wery vow against which he had
been so solemnly enjoined !

Shocked at the oblivion mn which all
memory 6f his duty had lain for the last
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half-hour, and indignant with himself,
that his consequent discovery of a more
than reciprocal passion, had betrayed the
Countess to the last decisive question,
he started from his knees, and said in %
hurri®d voice, ¢ I dare not answer you
as my heart would dictate, most fovely,
most beloved of women!—1I am not my
own. — In pity then — in honour — allow
my lips to be silent for a;ime:”

She hastily rose from her chair. —<« I
do not understand you, Chevalier !”

He thought he had wounded her de-
licacy aund her love, and with encreased
agitation, he exclaimed, ¢ )Despxse my
weakness, my apparent -mdecxslon, hut
do not doubt my heart! doenot doubt
the honour, that ‘would sogner immolate
that heart’s dearest \ushes, than make
them all its ®ewn by a breach of positive
daty.”

What was now paasmg in her mind,
he colild unly guess, by the quick h\av»
ing of her bosom; for she covered her

vOL. 11, M
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face with one hand, while she attempted
to shake off the fond grasp with which
he clung to the other.

* “ You do doubt me?”* cried he.

* You are mysterious; and I have o
alternative.” '

« Oh,” repeated he, ¢ does the triend
of the Empress Elizabeth, the contident
of statesmen! does she doubt the honour
of mystery 2’

The Countess smiled, and no longer
struggling to release her hand, turncd!
on hin a look of perfect re-assurahce
But what she would have said, the en-
chanted-lwi}t of Louis could only trans-
late by its owh vivid {imaginations; for
the door of the interior apartment opened.
and the Empress and her counsellor re-
appeared.

The Countess, in a beattiful disorder
of smiles and blushes, moved forward to
mel: Her Majesty ; and L(‘mis, b{owinp
to "her advancing step, remained where
his Circe* had left him. The Empress
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entered, as she had departed, full of ani.
mation ; and without appearing to ob-
serve that any thing particular had passed
between her favourite and the young
sceretary, she proceeded to speak of the
letters she had just been reading; one
from the Queen of Spain, and the other
from Ripperda himself. She turned to
Louis with a peculiar smile; ¢ Che-
valier,” said she, ¢ I muyst be your pa.
troness witl, this great man. If you
have any suit to proffer, trust it with
me

Louis coloured deeper thebn_ the scarlet
on her robe; but did not tryst kis eyes
towards the Counfless.  The Empress re-
-umed the discourse tQ Sinzendorff $ nar-
rating her first agquaintamce with Rip-
perda, when he cat.né *a’widower to her
tather’s courf, on a mission from the
. ates General.  She éxpatlated on the
a..mpht‘ud( of, his chayacter ; adding, t&:at

. Was a sure pl()()f of the King of‘Spam 5
own talents, that he knew so'well how

w2
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to distinguish, and to appropriate the
genius of such a man as the Duke de
Ripperda.

For the first time in his life, Louis
heard the praises of his father, as the
whirring .of an indistinct sound. Ab-
sorbed by the new emotions which la-
boured in his heart, he had no eyes but
for the tremulous form, no ears but for
the low quick sighs of* his enrapturiig
Otteline. He had no thoughts but of
wonder, how he could ever have paused
for a moment in believing her, all perfec:
in mind, as well-as in body; in feeling
her, all~cweet devoted love, as she was
ali resistlesy lovelinessi ¢ Ah,” said he
to himself, * Ignatius-might see her un-
moved ; but any father, who has loved
e«cellence in woman’s form, has only to
see her, to bless the happy destiny of
his son ¥’

The Empress, by a side glance, read
his soul' in his eyes, and stealing a pres-
sure of congratulation on the arm of
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the Countess ; with apparent unconcern,
turned to Sinzendorff, and exclaimed:
“ but, Chancéllor, before we part for
the night, I must not forget to mention
what might have been a notable djs--
covery, hdd not this happy promptitude
in Ripperda’s arrival put all beyond the
power of manceuvre. “Otteline, shew the
Chancellor the letter.”

The Countess took an open letter from
a locked casket on the table, and put it
into his hand.

¢ Read it aloud, for general benefit,”
said the Empress, ¢ there is nothifig more
improving to politicians, ‘than the faur
pas of a rival.”?

The Chancelibr “looked *towards ‘the
door.

¢« Shoot the bolt, C'he‘\'alier de’ Phaf-
fenberg,” cried the Empress, « His Ex-
cellency seems to suspect treachery in
the vestibule.”

Lauis obeyed, and returning .t the
side of Sinzendorff as the pmntmg hand

M3



246 THE PASPOR’S FIRE-SIDE..

of Her Majesty commanded, His Ex-
cellency began to read. The superscrip-
tion was to Madame la Comtesse Alten-
stein, and«the contents as follows : —

Apprise the fair head of so many
faithful members, that the power 3v.hich
threatens our existence is now so gorged
with its various prey, as to have fallen
asleep. It dreams of empire ; and talks«
its secrets *to a darkness full of ecves,
and in a solitdde of more observation
than the ear of Dionysius. To night,
I will bring a good account of oue at
least, of its mining emissaries ; while ¢
sure train ig laid’ under the feet of the
rest”’

When thé Chaneellds ceased re wling,
and was examining the hand.writing,
Louis thoughtf the caution he had re-
ceived the preceding .evening, Dread-
ing a similar attack might way-lay Ig-
natius next mommg in his journey to
meeg t.he ambassador, (when the faith-
ful Jesmt would be attended by nc
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stronger guard than the unweaponed
arm of Martini,) his anxious pupil, full
of alarm, abruptly asked the date of the
letter.

 Yesterday morning,” replied Sinzeh-
dor¥, tolding up the paper, ¢ and since
we cannot count the loss of any.of our
members, we must conclude this doughty
champion, whoever he may be, has failed
in his pledge to the lady to whem he
has devoted his sword.”

« Or rather his dagger!” replied the
Empress, « we have found they do not
challenge with fairer weapons. But now,
let us vote thanks to the,vigilant hand
that intercepte(i this bungling piece of
treason ; and paks Yo a pfepsanter sub-
ject. My Otfeline found the fairy
favour !’

“ And ky what kind dispensation ?”
enquired the Chancellor, as with a bow
of acquiescence to the Empless, he re-
turrled che letter to her friend.

« While I was at the Lyxemburg, a

M 4
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whole bundle of letters collected them.-
selves in this drawer,” replied the Coun-
tess, putting her hand upon a part of the
table, in which was an aperture to receive
and to hold in safety all that might arrive
during her absence’; « and only réturn-
ing to:day, I had not time to - xamine
my correspondence till about an hour or
two ago, while I was waiting for the
Empress. “In turning them over, T saw
this directed, 4s you ‘sec, to the Elec-
tress’s Lady of the Key. I know that
she is the repository of her mistress’s
secretd; and it was possible this letter
might contain some of them. I thought
the hand-writing was that of the envious
Count Stathberg. ~Adcident bad coun-
ducted it to me,”" added the beautiful
Otteline with'an exulting smile; ¢ and
I would not throw away my fortune : —
I broke the seal.”

At the last sentence, Louis sprang
back front the spot ‘on which he dtood,
as if he had trod on a serpent. The re-
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sounding of the floor under his recoiling
feet, turned all eyes upon him.

« Monsieur Phaffenberg!” cried the
Chancellor, in a voice of reproof; « you
forget in whose presence you are ?”

Iouis put his hand to his forehead, as
he strove to recover his appaledssenses.
He turned to the Empress : « I have no
words in which to beg Your Majesty’s
forgiveness for this! But such irritability
shall never offend again$”

*“ You are ill then?”’ enquired Eliza.
beth, with more graciousness than ac-
corded with the brow of the Chancel-
lor. i

« I was,” replied Louis, smiling ghas-
tily, “but I am ;;}rfectly’weﬂ.now. And
if His Excellency can pardon the inter-
ruption, 1 beg he.will proteed.”

The statesman’s frowns had not been
those of displeasure at the young secre-
tary’s revulsionary indecordm. = He had
seen enough between the Empresss and
her favourite, to convince hxm that, who-
_ever that young man was, they intended
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he should be the duped successor of the
late infatuated Count Altheim. All knew
that the Countess’s object was to intrude
herself again into the society, which had
rejected her as an usurper, because she
had conducted herself like a tyrant 3 and
that her only means were by another illus-
trious marriage. ' Sinzendorfl' cherished
an Austrian’s pride against the preten-
sions of the ignoble Otteline; whom he
knew to be as litde elevated in mind, as in
birth ; though she had ambition enough to
overtop the crown of her mistress. e
felt resentment against the Empress, for
such pertinagity ih thrusting her haughty
favourite into the ranks of Austrian no-
bility ; he despiscd thelfavourite herself';
and fully comprehendifig the recent ex-
traordinary action and words of her me-
ditated victim, he determined te let him
see a little deeper into the character of his
scheming mistress. When Louis hastily
utt¢red his apology,-Sinzendorff bewed ;
and receiving a nod from the Empress,
to nroceed m his remarks, he turned to

"
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the Countess; whose investigating eyes
were fixed on the suddenly pale and
averted face of her lover.

¢« And so Madam,” resumeq the Chan-
cellor,with a slight smile and bend of 4is
head ; ¢ you made the Lady of the Key
relinquish her trust, vi ef armés ?)

« I did,” replied the favourite, recal-
ling herself with an air of dignity ; ¢ and,
finding what you have just read, I saw
that mischief had begn intended, and
might be again devised against some of
the Empress’s agents ; and when Her Ma-
jesty honoured me with her presence this
evening, I ventured to suggeat to her the
e*(pedlcncy of shewing the paper to
you.”

“ You have dounemwatily, Madam ”* re-
plied Smzendorff.

¢« Admirably I’ extlaimed the Empress.
« It is always wisdom to learn what have
been the intentions’of dn eremy, even
atteg he hgs lost the battle.”

Elizabeth concluded with*®ah_ obser-
vation on the promptitude of affection ;
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¢ It acts, while mere prudence only de-
cides.”

“ I am happy to meet Your Majesty’s,
and His Excellency’s approbation;” re-
tyrned the Countess, glancing by a side-
long look atthe abstracted countenance ot
her lover: — ¢¢ They add an incontro-
vertible sanction to my principle, that
real love is a dictating sentiment, whence
there.is no' appeal. It is omnipotent,
or it is nothing. My Sovereign and
my husband (the last word was uttered
tremulously) should be alike the arbiters
of my ‘actions, and of my life !"’

. And of* your honour, too, Ma.-
dam !”” said-the Chancellor, with a biting

“smile.

Astonished at the manner of this ques-
tion, and jealofis of any implied censure
before the man to whom all her attrac-
tions were then directed ; for a moment
she suffertd the blaze of anger to escape
her oyes: Louis caught the flash in its
passagé to the statesman, and, like a
blighting lightning, it shot into his soul.
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Drawing herself up with an air of proud
resentment : — ¢ My honour, Sir,” said
she, ¢ is consecrated to my friends; and
ill would it serve them, cquld it be
made the slave of their enemies. Be-
sides,” added she, with a scornful smile;
stratagems are as notoriously «faix in the
cabinet as in the field ¥”

«« Were we not, all, sooner or later, of
your creed, Madam;” returned the Chan-
cellor, with a bow, * we should make
sorry figures in either contest! and there-
fore you will pardon an old practitioner,
putting a young disciple a littles on the
defensive? But while we approve this dgx-
terous act of diplomacy ; to grevent awk-
ward consequentes from eaquiries abouf’
detention, &c. =we ,must consider how
to dispose of the letter s’

« Give it me, my *honest Chancellor,”
said the Empress, taking it from his hand,
and not very well pléased witia his man-
ner to her, favourite ; « dead men tell no
tales”” and with ‘the words, she®lighted
the letter at a candle, and threw the flam-
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too distant to cast more than a gleam,
sufficient to shew where the carriage
stood. Before he could make even an
attempt fQr extrication, the person whis-
pered in his ear, — < On your life, do not
return to the Chateau to-night. - It’s
porch is filled with your father’s enemies.”
Ere Louis could reply, his arms were
released, and he was alone. But it was
the faithful heart of Wharton which had
beat against hig; it was his well-known
accents which had announced this second
~warning! Louis looked around, and
listoned. — He could see nothing but his
dingy vehicle.; hear nothing, but the
chdmpmg qf. 'his horses’ bits, as they im-
patiently awaited hm-ar(xval.
¢« Coachman,” sgid he, as he threw
himself into the carriage; ¢ drive to the
Vien, and there I will give you further
orders.”
The fatal dettet, that dissolved the
bright vision of love,which g few hours
before sevelled in his breast, had proved
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the stability of friendship; for it cor-
roborated the timely caution of Whar-
ton’s warning epistle: and therefore
Louis could not doubt, (had it*been pos-
sible for him to doubt any thing from
Whatton,) the veracity of his present in-
formation. Before he cast a $econd
thought on the use he ought*to make of
it, he could not refrain from comparing
the steady disinterestedness of his much
calumniated friend, with‘what they who
disesteemed him would have foretold of
his €onduct in such circumstances.

¢ Yes,” cried he, ¢ generous *Whar-
ton! in spite of all, thou wilt fasten nty
soul to thee; forsll thy links Bre honoyr-
able! Oh, hat‘had I to doswith love?
with women’s smiles aiid sorcemes ? Why
should I give up my suj fo lie in the lap
of effeminate sensibilities, when I had
such a friend as this, to, dccqpy my whole
heart with noble sympathies? with
manlyw aspﬂratlons? with de{fotngn to
virtue alone? I detest myself for my
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weakness ; for my entrapped vanity | For
though I saw her beautiful, and thought
her charming ; though I was astounished
at such marvellous be auty, yct it never
touched my heart, till she smiled upon
me, — and looked. —1I will not think how
she looket),” cried he, striking his fore-
head, ¢ eclSe the devil that she conjured
within me, will undo me again! Oh,
woman ! syren woman ! trom the fi-st
thou wert a tefupter — a creature to try
the virtue of man—to make him fecl
his bonds to carth ! — while friendship,
divine® union of soul to soul, asserts to his
ummortal spitit, its derivation from hea-
ven !’

" "Louis wak wrappé&d in these reflections
when the coachman ‘stopped, and de-
manded furthér orders.

“I will get ont her ,”” replied he, ¢ and
you may go to the College stables.”

When the man obeyed, and Louis
touhd himselt’ along in thé street, e
knew'it was not far from one of the gates
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which led to the suburbs. Notwithstand-
ing the dapger which menaced his ap-
proaching the Chateau, not to return to
it to-night, was what he could aot recon-
cile to his sensc of the trust reposed in
hims It would be abandoning its repao-
sitory of state secrets to the depredators ;
should they, en missiig him this second
time, resolve on entering the house itself.
Its situation was perfectly lonesome ; and
he could not suppose thad persons, so well
informed of his movements, could be ig-
nogant that it contained no other domes-
tics than Gerard, and, lately, h®d wife.
To leave it to these finwayy guardians,
when danger wgs so near,#he believed
would be as distinc¢t a destjtion of 'his
duty, as to deliver every paper it con-
tained, into the hands of his father’s ene-
mies. On these gro:n;ds, he thought it
right to proceed immediately to the Cha-
teau; but not by a path likely™to be in-
vested by the persgns plantedsto way-lay
him,
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When through the gate, he considered
a minute which would be the-securest cir-
cuit ; and then determined on a sweep
by the river, to the back of the mansion.
By this nicans, he thought he should
wnite all that prudence could demand,
with his résolution not to allow the assail-
ants any advantage from an undue care
of himself. The way through the hinder
premises of the desolate street of t.
Xavier, was uftricate and bewildering.
The place having been destroyed by a ra-
vaging fire, was totally deserted; und
Louis " trod the devious alleys without
meeting a living soul of whom he could
ask a direction. to the, water-side. The
absolute silence assured him of safety so
far ; and he continued to grope his way
over the mouldering piles.

When he emerged into the open part
of the suburbs, the fecble light of the
stars, being no longer traversed by the
deep shadows of close, buildidgs, afforded
him sufficient guidance. The waters of



THE PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDE. 261

the Danube glimmered at some distance
on his right ; while the murky line which
clouded his view to the left, informed
him he was within sight of the avenye
which led direct to the ambush he mut
avoid. He kept on towards the river ;
and, having reached its banks, turned
along the margin to the path that led to
the Chatcau. After half an hour’s walk,
he entered on the woodland, which de-
clined from the garden-wall to the Da-
nube ; and when he arrived at the wall
itsdlf, he found it a rampart.of stupgndows
height, and quite perpendicular. But he
who had climbed the beethng rocks “of
Northumberland} and gazed ; around from
their eagle summits with the eareless eye
of security, had no difficulty in surmount-
ing a few feet more or less of any struc-
ture raised By mad. The old crumbling
stones made a breach whergver he placed
his ascending foot ; but he soon gained
the tdp; and j Jumpmg' down into t;le gar-
den, (for on that side the wall was merely
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a parapet), ran swiftly through the grass.
grown walks to the terrace before the
house.

« He found the door open. He entered;
but closing it atter him, pushed the strong
bolts into, their-guard ; and then felt his
way throuwh the midnight darkness of the
passages to the kitchen, where he ex~
pected to find Gerard on the watch for
his return. The honest German was
asleep in a huge wooden chair, by the
side of a large half-burnt log, now ex-
ttuguished ; and a lamp, almost reduced
to its last drpp of oil, flickered on the
table, neay tm unlighted candle and a
flambeau.

Louis lighted the candle; and hesi-
tated a moment, whether he should
awaken Gerard to zccompany him to the
examination it was proper to make, or
leave him quiet, till he had seen whe-
ther the ambuscade were sfill in the
porch.:. Thinking it nfost prudent o go
alone, he tdok the candle and proceeded
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to the hall, where he left his light in an
obscure corner, and then without noise
opened the great door. With his pistol
in his hand, he crossed the court-yard,
and drew near the gates; but the woold
of which they were constrixctpd being
very deep and studded with iron, he
listened in vain for a sound from the other
side. Judging that it was their thick-
ness which prevented his hearing ‘some
sign of the intended assai'lants, and wish-
ing to assure Ignatius that he had ob-
taifed sensible proof of the veragity of
this second warning, he determined to
seck turther.

He felt his wiy up the rpugh stone-
work of the piers’f the arch,’and clam-
bering over it, planted himself behind
the great stone scutcheon of the Phaffen.
berg arms, which érested its architrave.
He strained his eyes.downwards, but
could perceive nothing through the dou-
ble niht of 'a moonless sky, and the ob-
scuring umbrage of the tiees. He
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thought he heard a low murmur, as of
whispering voices beneath ; but he could
not be sure that it was not the wind in
the bran¢hes. He leaned over to make
closer observation, and had neanl\ been
precxpxtated into the midst of his' ene-
mies ;' for a part of the ancient stone-
work gave way, and fell with a clattering
noise upon the pavement in front ot the
porch. Louis had caught by the iron
supports of wliat remained, and so was
saved from too well informing himself ot
who were below.

‘The effects of the accident gave him
ilnmediate wotice of what he had escaped.
Some of the heavy fraginents had falleu
upon onee of the eve.,-dlopper%, whose
consequent curses ‘were instant and loud.
Other voices of like imiport, with wonder
how it had happened,” were'mingled with
commands fyom pne person for caution
and silence. Louis wanted no more to
satiéf'x hifn, that bug for the generous
zeal of Wharton, he might now himself
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have been lying a wounded wretch under
the daggers of these men. The ruffian
who had been knocked down by the fall
of the escutcheon, seemed to be much
hurt ; forag his companions attempted to
raise him, Louis could dlstmct]y hear
him utter the most dirgful imprecations
against the Sieur Ignatius and the devils
in league with him. The former com-
manding voice replied in @ more concili-
atory tone, ¢ Come, come Spitzberg, this
is only a little artillery from the owls
Do’t. mind a graze, man; yousshalt
pinion the gallant, in reveyge for these
bruises ; for I will wait here $jJl sun-rise,
rather than again be baffled by his lucky
star.”

« Tll pinion him withe a witness;”
grumbled the fellow, #+and make him
confess his heart’s blood I”?

¢« Silencd then,” reiterated his com-
mander. The ordeg was almost instantly
obeyed%; and Louis\thinking, aftew this
injunction, he could learn no nlore, with
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a similar caution to that he had observed
in advancing, retreated over the gate-
way, and descended safely into the court.

Though he saw no symptoms of an at-
tack on the house, he did not newlcct to
make_the hall-door perfectly secure, be-
fore he took up his candle to return to the
kitchen, and dismiss his vigilant atten-
dant to rest. He found the lamp burnt
out, and Gerard still fast asleep. A\
rousing shake of'«the shoulder, however
soon made him start from his seat ; and
Whew his half-opened eyes perceived the
object of his watchfulness standing by
his side, ['é could hardly believe he was
not dreaming‘yet. Louis bid him go to
bed, and 'he would tell him in the morn-
ing how he had let himself in. Gerard
gaped, and stretched his arms, glared at
his young master, and said it was very
odd! -He had double-locke® and bolted
the gates.  But his Honour was a scholar
of tl.e Sieur Ignatiys ; and so hd would
rather héar no more about it.
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« Well then, good night!”’ said Louis,
with a smile; “and since you can ex-
plain the matter to your own satisfaction,
it is sufficient for me. Only keep true bo
your profesged practice, and be sure that
all the doors and windows are lgcked and
barred before you go to rest.”

¢« I saw that before I fell asleep, Sir.”

«Then who drew the bolts of the door
on the terrace ?”’

¢« Nobody comes into the house that
way,”” replied Gerald pouring oil into
his tamp.

« I did,” returned Louis.,

The worthy German lobked more
astonished at thTs infornfatiqn, than he
had scemed to be when he suspected the
learned secretary had passcd through the
key-hole, by some ' of ¢lre occult arts of
Ignatius ; who his' wife, had long per-
suaded hei\credulouc husbard tosbelieve,
was nothing short of a wicked necroe
mancet.

Louis followed the sluggisht ste“pa_of



268  THE PASTOR'S FIRE-SIDEL,

his attendant to every door that opened
from the house ; and being satisfied that
all were safe, he bade Gerard good-night,
who mumbled out the same, without
c.asting a thought on the unugual caution
of his master. Louis proceeded to the
room which contained all the state-manu-
scripts that were yet under his care;
and feeling no sleep in his eyes, or in his
wishes, he laid his pistols on theftable,
and prepared to watch and to meditate
until morning.
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CHAP. X.

Whrey morning broke, it found tHe wea-
ried spirit of Louis fast reposing under his
closed eye-lids. He had arraigned him-
self' and his fair mistress before the bar
of his reason, again and again. He
fatigued memory in recalling every word
he*had ever heard her utter, to_judge
how her former sentiments agreed with
her late unqualified declatation on tHe
side of expedientty ; and, to Tus conster-
nation he found that he coudd recollect
no one generous thought from her lips,
which had not been .the echo of some
opinion from his own. She had never
led the w\‘y in nokle, bentlmeut How
different. was the case in his conver-
sutions with’ his no\v far distant C rnelia
and Alice! Sympathy reigned thzough-
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out their circle, and it was only to speak
first to have the good fortune to promul-
gate the thought of every breast.

«What then, had the woman he re-
garded as Perfection’s self, had she, met
only one compulsive occasion of declaring
her unbiassed opinion on a subject of
principle ; and had she proved herself
devested of any ? Devoted alone to tlie
dominancy of passion, whether it point
to the right or to the wrong? To him,
who had been brought up at the feet of
the ohristian instructor of Lindisfarne,
it' was no excyse that devotedness to love,
or zeal in fiiéndship, were her motivessor
‘abandoning ,the rulc of “human conduct.
They were'the hills of paradise, on which
man might repese his grateful heart, but
there was a heaven above them; and
when its flaming sword passed between
him and-his earthly Eden, Lov/s believed
there should be obgdience jvithout ap-
peal.

. Oh 1 cried he, writhing under the
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tevollections of the last scene at the
palace, « had 1 known too late, that such
thou art, how should I have withered in
those arms > Louis felt that* he would
rather be clasped at once in the icy em.-
brace of death, than take to his bosom
the most beautiful form in nature that
was cold to the soul of his soul, an im-
mortalizing aspiration after virtue and
the approbation of his creator.

« Oh, Otteline,” extlaimed he, «a
gulph that is impassable, now divides
us*”’

As these reflections gradually stbsided
into sleep, her image kept'uts station «n
his dreams; bt 1t was, nof’ as heretog
fore, when his wisionary fMcy used to
pourtray her smlﬁng in groves of perpe-
tual spring : — Slie now appeared in rug-
ged scenes of affright, accusing him of
faithlesst: :gss 3 and.withy menacmg gestures
stlmula"mgg unseen personages to re-
venge.

He did not awake till the sun hd risen
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far above the horizon ; and then he found
himself stretched on the floor, with his
head pillowed on his arm. The cheer-
fulness of*the busy morning hour shone
ot all without ; while w1th1n, the deso-
lation of lonéliness and of discomfort; sat,
like a troubled spirit, on cvery gioomy
piece of furniture.”

« But this is the day, the blissful day,”
cried e, ¢ when the bewildering speli
“which has so lofg enwrapped me, will be
broken! I shall again mingle in the so-
cial meetings of my fellow-creatures ; aad
find myself amongst a variety of persons,
to’whom I ca:i speak, and rationally con-
panion my mind. and my enjoyments. —
Hitherto, fer these threc’ months past,
I have gone gliding’ about, fearful of hu-
man glance, or frlendly cognizance, till
my crazed faculties fancied 'a guardian-
angel in a bea"ute'ous vapour ! ﬂut now,
the mists disperse. Propitious, morning,
br nght and tlausparetft, I greet ;your
opening !—¥ou will unfold to me my fa-
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ther! you will release me from the wild
and feverish dream in which my life has
wasted, ever since this dreary mansion
became the confidant of my thoughts !”’

In contemplating such a happy can-
summation of his most sacred wishes, he
passed to his own apartment ; where, re-
dressing himself; with all his wonted elas-
ticity of spirits, he plepared for the com-
ing events of the day. On entering the
saloon, he found (xerard placing the
breakfast tray. The man told him that
Martini was below, with a message from
the Sicur.

« Send him to me,” letumed Louis,
anxious to hear of Igtntms"s safe arrival
at Saint Poltens ._and eager to be tolds
any thing that mlght relate t¥his father’s
approach.

Martini obeyed tho ssitmmons with ala-
crity. His appeafance was full of gaiety,
and his dfs gs, (whick he took paips to dis-
play, undet'a larg Hungarian great goat 5)

was of a splendor Yhat mstantly.attracted

NS



274  THE PASTOR'S FIRE-SIDE,

the notice of Louis, as much from its
novelty as its costliness. The Italian’s
former habit, was a russet grey, without
ornament or smartness ; but this was scar-
let, and gorgeously laced with gold.

« Why Martini!” cried Lonis, « That
is a gala dress | — and to honour the am-
bassador, I suppose !— you have left him
well ; and conducted your noble master
safe ?”

Martini was at that moment viewing
his own figure, with peculiar complacency
in one of the large mirrors of the apart-
mcué Louis could have laughed, as’he
repeated his question to the happy cox-
comb. ‘

« ] am impatient as. yéarself, Signor,”
replied he,* « to see thé entrance of the
Ambassador. You will then know that I
do not wear this livery without a right I”’

« 1 did not suspect it, my good Mar-
tini,”’, returned Louis, “ by you do
not tell me when His ExcelZency is tc
arrive 2’
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‘ By five in the evening, at the Palais
«’ Espagne ; and thither I am to con-
duct you to await him.”

¢ In a habit as splendid as-your own?”
asked Louis, with a smiling nod to his Ja-
ced vest. Martini coloured, and throwihg
a proud glance over his em.brgidery, ex-
claimed — « Signor, I have been some
years with my master; and seniority of
services, with some great men, has more
consequence than short duties in*higher
posts.”

¢« I wish it were the rule with all great
men ! replied Louis, ¢« And be gse:red
Martini, I shall always have too much re-
spect for your tried fidelity” to your ms-
ter, ever to wish to rival you in his good
graces.  But cote, answer&xy twice-de-
manded question ; hdw did you leave him
at Saint Polten?”

«“ I did not lefve him there at all,”
replied iq*artini; «¢ g left me last night;
and at fdrting, gave me a commission to

N O
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execute a million of orders, ¢’re he should
return.”

«« Then he went alone ?”’ asked Louis,
with an alarm he would not shew; <« or
what were his attendants ?”’

'« He might, or he might not have sorae
of the Ambassador’s people to meet him
on the road ; but on receiving a letter at
midnight by Castanos, he called me to
his chamber ; and, after giving me his
commands, went away, telling me I should
see him no more till we met this evening
in the Palais d’ Espagne.”

“=And have you heard nothing of
him ?”’ ,

¢ Nothing.”

« But Ca?.ano"s accempanied him ?”?

s I do not know. The surly old Spa-
niard went out: before, my master ; and
would not answer ‘me when I spoke to
him.”

Louis *was distutbed at thisfvague in-
formation., The threatening lﬁ}guage he
had heard last night, 4nd the unseason-
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able hour of Ignatius’s journey, filled him
with apprehensions for the event. But,
unobservant of the troubled countenance
which only appeared to listen fo him, the
volatile Italian continued the conversa-
tivn in rapsurous descriptions of the Palais
d’ Espagne ; its costly furnituge ; the
splendid retinue whick were placed there
to welcome its future lord ; and the mag-
nificent entertainment that was prepar-
ing for his reception. § Ah,” cried the
transported valet, ¢ who will see us there,
and believe we could ever have endured,
for so many months, the hard wifil§ of
that horrid College !> ‘

« And yet,”’ said Louis, gtriving to re-
call his attentionsérom his growing feart
respecting the safeyy of Ignatius; «it
seems to me thag College seclusion, and
even its austerities, art better calculated
to pleasehthe taste of your master; than
the pu g;; bustle, and scenes of luxury,
you h.we Just despribed.”

«“That may ‘be, Signor 1”& “replied

3



78 THE PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDL.

Martini, ¢« but times change men, as men
change the times; so, I make no more
manifestoes for my mnaster, than for my-
self.”

¢ But I wish you had taken more care
of him "’ returned Louis, rising from bis
seat ; ¢ Indeed Martini, after his having
been once assailed, you ought not to
have allowed him to set out alone.”

¢ A‘llowe(l him !’ retorted the Italian,
s« allowed my master! Ile has never
been allowed in his lite! He has always
done just as his will impells him : and, I
rnowwot the man on earth, who dareto
say to him, I withhold, or I allow !”

« You miglake me. 1 did not mean
to invest yoy with a Jord's controul over
the Sieur; but ought xXou not to have
asked his perpission to attend him?
Ought you not to +have cntreated him,
when you knew, by so recent an expe-
rience, that tke assassin’s ponigrd lies in
wait for his life ?”

« My master commands, and I obey,
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dignor !’ replied Martini, ¢ that is the
duty he requires of me, and he would
banish me for presumption, should I
profter any other.”

 He ought to be a god,” returned
Lonis, ¢ talive in such proyd loneliness !
But I am too much of a mortal, ngt to be
anxious about his safety, and I request
you to let me have the carliest intelli-
gence respecting him.”

Martini answered carglessly, < that as
things were, it was impossible to learn
any thing until the suite should arrive;
«Dut,” added he, ¢ I shall then Levethe
happiness of conducting you to the Palais
d’ Espagne, where you will g:e lum

« Be puncuial &g yout haur;”, replied
Louis, ¢ for I'shall impatiently await
you.”

Martini crossed himself, in ratification
of his word, and with a step, light as his
spirits, d" 1ced out ofthe zpartiment.

« Joy, ‘the joy.of the heart!”” ejacu-
lated® Louis, as he looked after thep jocund

1
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Italian, ¢ is not gay ; it is soul-centered;
and calls for meditation on its own per-
fection !’

Louis’s imagination, kindled by the
ardent affection he had ever cherished in
his bossom for his father, was again
called forth to set that image ot his ido-
latry in a halo of the purest lustre. 'The
name of parent seemed to consecrate
the adoration of his heart. There could
be no excess, he thought, in loving him
from whom his being and his honour
were derived ; and, in the ardour of his
‘enfMsiasm, he beseeched the Almighty
to bless him with a virtue worthy of such
a father ; and, that in every contest with
‘is passions, he might <~onduct himself as
‘became his” ancestry on earth, and his
nobler origin ir heaven!

In hours like these, Louis learnt the
full value of the pious offices to which
the instrctions of* the Pastor 4f Lindis-
farne- had . habituated his miad. The
heaven}y ‘screnity which presided *over
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the heart of the venerable man, was the
best proof of his precepts. <« My son,”
he used to say, * whether you are agi-
tated with joy, or with griefe let your
first counsellor be the dispenser of botl.
His gracious spirit is rcady td assuage the
burning glances of the one, by‘the dewy
incense of a grateful heart; ard he will
illuminate the shadows of the other, by
the starry light of faith and hope.”

Louis did not permit tht contemplation
of future high duties, to dull the recol-
leckion of present ones, however lo;';ly
that were yet to be performed.” He
gathered the papers in’ his Writing-roont,
and confided them to ap oMfcure closet
in a remote part of the Chatdyu ; where,
he believed, they'would be sccure from
either curiosity dr d.egre.adation, till -he
should be cemmissioned to transfer them
to some other custody.,

Asthe tg@o drew nigh for the promised
summpns to the Palais d’.Eéj)qgm; his
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watch was drawn out again and agani.
But when minutes only intervened be-
tween his wishes and the eventful hour,
he held it in his hand, and paced the
room with a beating heart. He heard a
step in the gallery. He flew to the door.
It was' Martini, ,

« Is he arrived ?”” cried Louis, rushing
towards him.

“ No,” replied the Italian. ¢ But
haste. I expect the cavalcade every
moment, and your carriage is at the
,gm,’

Louis seemed to have made but one
step from th‘c hall to the carriage. He
.was seated 1 it, and leuning breathless
against the/back, with his hand over his
face, when Martini Jumped in by his
side. The hvely valet discoursed with
his usual fluency, but what' he said, his
auditor did pot know-: he had no out-
ward perception, all was ubsm{)ed within.
The vehicle stopped; he thought the
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horses must have flown, when Martini
exclaimed, ¢ we are at the Palais d’ Es-
pagne.  Signor you must alight.”

Louis arroused himself, and looked
around. He was in the court-yard of ‘a
superb mansion, thronged w1th a crowd
of liveried attendants walking to 4nd fro
under the colonades and portico. The
spacious doors of the house stood open.
Louis sprang from the carriage, and, with-
out noticing the men who bowed as he
passed, hurried through the great vestibule
after Martini. The valet preceded Jim
up the lofty stair-case to a range of gor-
geous apartments. The ﬁ1§t and second
were full of bpa'mbh menchants, resident.
at Vienna; eagexiy awutlng Mc eatrance
of an Embassadox, who had obtained the
restitution of all the .puvxleges, which
had been wrested®from them when the
Austrian family lost the crown qf Spain.
The next ghambey was a saloon of, Im-
periabmagnificenct.

“ Here, Signor,” said the 3talian,
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“ you must attend the commands of the
Duke de Ripperda.” And without an-
other word, he bowed slightly, and hast-
end away:

- Louis’s feelings were wound up almost
to torture, during the short interval be-
tween that moment, and the one in which
his expecting ear caught the trampling
of horses, and the buz of an approaching
crowd. He rushed to the window, and
beheld a train' of travelling carriages
tilled with the suite of the embassy, sweep-
ing by the great gates of the mansiun,
while the court-yard was filled by popu-
lace, and an-#inmense cavalcade in splen-
.did Spanish'uniforms. Fnmediately fol-
lowing thedlatter, a'i)’imared six horses,
richly caparisoned,” and drawing a car-
riage surmounted, with the ducal coronet.
Louis saw no more. That carriage con-
tained his fdthel !, He started from the
window. The air resounded vith shouts.
He pussc{'d his clasped hafids an his
burstu}g haart.
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A few minutes more, and Martini
darted into the outer-room that con-
tained the merchants. The door was
open ; and Louis heard him say, « The
Ambassador I’ The next instant he be-
held a man of such .resp]endc.nt_aspect—-
a step, aform, an air; a bowing Jignity,
as he bent his gracious head, waving
with white plumes to the grateful
Spaniards who thronged around him —
that Louis felt at once, it was his Father!
His feet were rivetted to the spot on
whiich he stood; his eyes on that gugast
figure ; but it was with the dazzled gaze
of eager, expecting joy.

- The crowd sepagated from before theire
benefactor, and te entered\the saloon.
As he advanced into the yoom, the door
was closed behind him, and while the
unshorn star of pfosperjty secemed fixed
in his magnificent countenance, he made
a hasty step forwapd, and extended his
arms %0 his son.

With a cry of joy, in whith ngthing
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was articulate but — ¢« My TFather!”
Louis precipitated himself towards him,
and fell upon his breast. "The Duke
strained him to his bosom ; but that over-
wrought heart had ceased to beat; apd,
with a mmstened cheek, he pxessed the
insensible lips of his too happy son.
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CHAP. XL

Louis re-opened his eyes on aesuperh
couch, in a magnificent bed-chamber,
and surrounded by the physicians who
had accompanicd the suite of' his*father
from Madrid. A few ntinutes miore re-
stored him the possession of all his facul-
ties ; and looking around, he did not seek
in vain for the noble form, whose puren-
tal embrace was yet warmyseon his heatt.
Seeing that his son wag rctovered, thg
Duke made a sigh’ for evely person to
leave the room.” Iiouis was going to
ris2, but his father .clze'f:ked him by a
motion of his hand; and drawing near
him, sat down by,his s side. .

They were now alone. The Duke
had gaken his hand. — Louis klssed it
reverentially. ¢ Ah, my fagher ™ cried
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he, ¢ it words could utter all that is i
my soul, towards your honoured self!
Revered for your own sake, — sacred for
that of my angelic mother!”  Tears
bathed the hand, which he scaled again
with a son’s devoted lips. -

“ Lows,” sayl the Duke. Louis
started, and looked around, and then
turned to his father. Ripperda’ silently
regarded the enquiring moveme:ts of his
son. :

« Sir,”” said Louis, ¢ did I not hear
the Sieur Ignatius speak to me ?”

“ You heard the voice of your father,”
returned the Duke, and he smiled. Tt
was the smise which Louis had never be-
held on opaer mouth, but onc! He
gazed on his father’s face with searching
amazement.  Ripperda still wore his
plumed hat. He took it off, to submit
himself the more completely to the in-
spection of liis son. Louis felt that the
voic¢ and smile were ‘those of’ the dark-
visaged angd reserved Ignatius; but the

~
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face, on which he now looked, was re-
{ulgent with manly beauty, and the un-
disguised consciousness of high desert.
Though the resemblance was so extraar-
dumy i two respects, yet as in every
other pomt the dxsenmllarlty was as strik-
ing, Louis had no suspicion of the truth ;
and concluding that the Jesuit was some
llustrious Spanish branch of the Rip-
perda family, he eamestly replied, —
« but where is the Sieur? Your voice,
my father, is so exactly his, I guess I
mtst revere him as a near relatjon, as
well as your steadfast friend! But
where is he? For many féasons, I am
anxious to know that he s safe.”

¢« He is safe;l" returned Sthe Duke,
¢ and it gives me no small satisfaction
that you have been ob,hged to ask that
question of fne.”

¢ Oh, Sir,” replied,hfs son, ¢, though
I might rot always conduct myselfip the
manner the Sieut Ignatius Would ap-
prove ; yet, I had hoped you could not
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doubt that I would eventually give him
all my reverence.”’

« I dlgl not refer to that,” resumed
the Duke, “ but, as you had suspicions
respecting the real situation and augho-
rity of that man; and did not mis-
conceive the character of your father;
when, through all the long months in
which you obeyed commands that would
not suffer an appeal; and you so of-
ten doubted that the Baron de Rip-
perda could really submit his son to
such »uncontrolable delegated power;
dow did it happen, that you never
suspected .;;he mysterious Ignatiug, and
your fathey to be oue ahd the same per-
son ?”’

How ?”” vexclainjed Louis, hardly
conscious that he had spoken, while, in
hesitating ast;gnishnfent his eye hastily
scannéd the aupust’ form  before him.
It was indeed like that of Ignatius, ma-
jesti¢ ih every proportlon, but with more
meridian vigour, with a more gracious
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air of command. No trace of age dis-
composed the lofty symmetry of his
figure; no mark of time was visible on
his capacious brow ; cleared from ghe
darkening dye with whlch he had staified
his oomplemon and his halr: his eyes
shone bright as the heavens, which their
hue resembled.  On the side of his fore-
head, under the hair, Louis could discern
the scar which had been inflicted under
the portico of the Jesuits’ College. He
shuddered at what might have been the
issuc of that stroke ; and thought what
would have been his agony, had he
known that it was his fathei’s hand which
closed s deathfully upon his, in the dark
chamber of mmder. He* could not
speak, but his eyes and quivering lip,
told all that was passing in his mind.

« It wds necessary,” resumed the
Duke, < that .the, negotiatign with
Austria should he managed with dis-
patck and secrety. The Quegn pro-
posed that I should undertake it in dis-

0 2
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guise. I left Madrid under an ostensible
rumour, that I was gone to Russia on an
affair connected with the Baltic trade.
At the pldce of usual embarkation, I dis-
missed all my attendants, excepting Las-
tanos and Martini. They were essential
te my proceedlngg. In the same day, I
assumed the habit of a Jesuit ; and with
my credentials disposed about my person,
made ‘my way to Vienna. Besides the
persons I have named, the Empress Eli-
zabeth alone was privy to my disguise.
Her confidence in me inspired the idea
of' the negocmtlon and her own interest
i some off’its articles warranted my
faith in her secrecy ; 3 —our success, you
know. Btt while I w¢.s effecting these
great objects for my country, I chose
the opportumty ta glve my son his first
lesson in the science*to which fate has
destined him; Louis,, I am fully satis-
fied with all you then performed But
you have ‘yet much t‘o learn, and, more
to practises You are now to be plunged
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mto the world, to stem the eddies of
two contending vortices, duty and
pleasure! Mark me, and write on the
tablets of your heart what I am going to
say. Use the one, to serve the othgr!
bix let mée see that your choice will be
that of Hercules. You will meet many
to persuade you to the contrary; but
remember, you may have a prompt guide
in him who has most interest in your
welfare ; therefore, Louis, I ask your
fearless confidence ?”

While Ripperda continued to speak,
his son thought within himselfy if my
father were disguised in thg somhre vest-
ments of the Jesuit, his spirit was even
under a darker Jmask; I cannot recog-
nise the harsh. and despotic Ignatius, in
the mild exhortations ®of this gracious
parent !

“ Oh, my father!” exclaimed he,
throwing hxmself on the Duke’s bosom,
« you have yous son’s heart! —4nd in

03
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that, where is the thought that can be
hidden from you!”

Ripperda smiled, ¢ Louis,” said he,
“ these impxssioned emotions may be con-
vineing witnesses of your southern origin!
—but you rust imitate your fathef;
and temrper your Spanish blood with
some of the phlegm of the country in
which you received your education. With
one half of mankind, this sort of feeling
would be ridiculed, beeause not under-
stood, while those who could comprehend
it, would watch it as the betrayer of
your secrets, and manage it to the esta-
blishment " of their own. The heart is
man’s citadel; it js only ppen country
with feeble woman! And perhaps, there
is too much of her mnature in all vehe-
ment expressions of sensibility !’

Louis coloured, as ckecked in heart,
he raised himself from hjs father’s arms.
¢ Sir,” said he, « 1 dared to shew thesc
sens1b1htxeq to my father, because' T trusted
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be knew 1 was not wanting in the mental
strength to prove myself a man.”

« True, Louis; but that is a character
which ought not to require, ocgasional
proofs. It should be manifest in the un-
vauying eqnability of your conduct.”

Louis looked on his father.

¢ One of my books is the human coun-
tenance ;” resumed the Duke, ¢ and
your’s is very legible at present., I do
not require you to change your consti-
tution, but to control its impulses. En-
dearments are rejected between man and
man, because they admit hypocrisy. All-
can affect to caress; but the sober aspect
of real ﬁdehty is not easily assumed.
In temperate disoourse you look into
your companion s eyes, and read his soul.
But when the heart i¢® shewn, by the
')g‘itation of the ,nerves, and the head
is thrown on the bosoin; how can you
then find an avenue fo thé¢ mind? Man,
the1efore,° demands of; man,, the ‘open,
unreserved countenance; apd ‘léaves to

o 4
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woman, that caressing enthusiasm, which
may either express tenderness, veil mo-
desty, or mask a deceptious heart. Hence,
my son, .we are oftener deceived in love
than friendship ; but you must beware of
both.”

Louis«wis agitated by the concluding
remark. It recalled the image of the
Countess, and the last scene wherein
he beheld her, which made him wish to
forget the rest : quelling, however, every
appearance of disturbance, and only re-
turning the kind pressure of his father’s
hand; With more emphasis than he in-
terded, he exclaimied, ¢ in all things,
honoured Sir, I will strive o be obedient.
to your coupsels. But" do not despise
the expressions of an iffection, -which
would not know a dearer object than
yourself !

«“ I do not despise, but I restrain
them; for yod must be habituated to
self-cotnmand. Cherish, the confidence
that you now possess. Let me bc;‘ in-
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deed, the repository of all your thoughts;
and though, in some cases, I may dis-
approve, you shall never have cause to
remember the Sieur Ignatius in your
father.” -

The smile which had so often lightened
from the dark lip of the Sieyr, now
beamed in sun-like radiance over the
bright countenance of Ripperda. Louis
could have thrown himself again into
his arms, and pressed ,to his grateful
bosom, the gracious heart of his father;
but he remembered the lesson he had
received, and merely clasped hi hand
to his lips.

Ripperda passed the remginder of the
time in which ke .sat ‘with his son, irf
giving him instrhictigns- relative to their
present situation, at Vienna. He told
him, that in right oY this restored rank,
he was now Marquis de Montemar ; and
to honour his father’s services in this
momentous embassy Their Majesttes of

035
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Spain had appointed him Secrctary of
Legation.

«“ You are young for so responsible
an office,” continued he; ¢ but the
Queen knows how ably you fulfilled my
duties, during my wounds; and herself
suggested. to the King, rewarding your
zeal by so answerable an appointment.
The courts of both countries are ignorant
of this reason ; therefore, you must make
up in dignity qf deportment, what you
want in years ; and, to common eyes, in
previous service. Theworld is governed
by appearance.”

- Ripperda then spoke on the causes and
terms of hig re-union with Spain.  And
‘with some astonishment, and .more re-
gret, Louis comprehenited that his father
had also been received into the pale of
its established church. Louis ventured
to cxpress his sentiments on this com-
munication.

“.It was my,original religion,” re-
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turned the Duke, ¥ the free-thinking
spirit of independence had betrayed me
in youth to the cavils of Reformatlon,
but time and study reconcxled me to the
faith of my aneestors. Two learned Je-
suits at Madrid completed the Work
and I am now as good a Catholic as any
in the Spanish domjnions. The same
masters may convert my son ; and then,
Louis, I shall have no wish ungratified.”

“ I was born a protestant, Sir;” re-
plied Louis, ¢ and I believe I shall -die
one.”

¢ Be what your conscience dictates,”
returned the Duke, ¢ only remember
that your father and youi king are Ca.
tholics; and you, will ot fail in honour
to their church.

Louis bowed_his' hegad in respectful
acquicscence. The Beke soon after with-
drew to his chamber of.audience. Many
of the old Spanish settlers ins Austria,
who had been oppr essed there since,the

changed succession Y Spains were in
o6
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waiting, to petition the ambassador of
their anciept country, to interfere with
the Imperial court in their behalf.

Titles were never points in the am.
bitton of Louis but as they were sym-
bols of pre-eminence in nobler respects ;
he, therefore, was not insensible to the
satisfaction of having the alienated ho-
nours of his race restored to him by the
virtues, of his father. Such were his
thoughts, when the subject oceurred to
him; but when the Duke de Ripperda
first left the room, the mind of his soty
was whelly absorbed in the happiness of
having at last seen, and conversed with,
and been received to the heart of such
4 parent. That the stemn Ignatius, from
whom he had shrunk, while he revered
him, and this benignant parent were one,
amazed, while it talled forth all his
gratitude to heaven for the preservation
of that parent through'the perils of hig
disguise.

As Le med:té’ted on the complete
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change which had taken place in his
father, since he had dismissed the garb
of the Jesuit ; and recollected the lessons
he had received from him in both cha-
racters ; — from the one, on the policy of
assuming 4he thing that is not ; and froms
the other, the recent injunctioy to con-
ceal his real feelings¢—~he conceived a
hope that the Duke de Ripperda might
not be so averse to the Duke of Wharton,
as the Sieur Ignatius had thought it ex-
pedient to represent. In his next dis-
gourse with his father, he determined to
name the Duke; for. in spite ofs the late
reproof to his indulged sensibility, his
heart ye'u‘ned to utter all its affection
and gratitude %o-the’ friend, who had
rewarded his repeated appment insulting
avoidance, by .twice *having been his
preserver.

After the Duke de Ripperda dismissed
his Spanish suppliahts, he repaired to a
private aouncil of the‘Austxian minis texs,

to discuss the prelimiharies t6 Itis public”
1
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reception by Their Caesarean Majesties.
Louis did not leave his apartments, till
he heard the wheels of his father’s car-
riage in the court-yard It was then
near ten o rclock at ni: ght, and the colo-
mades and palace were lit up.in every
direction with lamps and chandeliers.

He hastened towards the great saloon,
and met the Duke in the anti-room. —
They entcred together. Several persons
were present, who greeted Ripperda
with an equal air of deference, though
with different degrees of ceremonial obei-
sance. 4Lheir personal ranks were dis-
tingtly marked m’ each individual de-
meanour ; angd when the Duke intro-
dticed Louis as Hlis spng they paid him
compliments, " wlhiich the $oung Marquis
answered with litde more than respectful
bows. Hijs father- nnmedutely led the
way to the supper-room; and he, with
the rest of the company, followed through
a suite of superb shambers lined with
attendants,
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The entertainment was served in a
style to which the Duke was accustomed,
but which was novel to his son. The
simple élegance of his Pastor-Uncle’s
table possessed every comfort the hos-
pitable beard at Athelstone and Bamboa.
rough groaned with the weight of the
feast ; and the feudal state he had seen
at the banquets of the chiefs of Scot-
land, was that of plenty with barbarous
festivity : — but here,, all that was ele-
gant and hospitable, stately and grand,
were united in one assemblage of courtly
wmagnificence.

'The manners of Ripperda to his com-
pany were like his entertainment, —
None could forget that he was the fitst
man at table byt the Condescending
graces of his gonversation, and a pecu-
liar address, to yvhfch only the individual
to whom it was pointed could be con-
scious, charmed all that were present,
with a convictign tha\t each one*in* par-
ticular was his cspu,la’l favourite,

10
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Louis’s spirits were so absorbed in at-
tention to his father’s eloquent discourse
on a variety of subjects, addressed to.
himself and others, that he spokc very
little ; and thought the time had flown,
avhen the Duke rose from his chair, and
the party. ebeying the signal, bade him
adieu for the m(‘*ht._ When Louis was
preparing to follow, his father stopped
him.

« I am pleased, with your general de-
portment this evening,” said he. « The
dignified respect with which you treated
those persons, (who, though holding
subordinate situations to yourself in the
embassy, are -your seniors in years, and
all of them men of - family;) while it
maintains your own supefiority, will con-
ciliate their good-will ; ard propitiate the
envy that might buby itself in, search of
your faults.” “

« Sir,”” said Louis, blushing at the
implied arrogance, < I ’had ne idea of
shewingany thing to those gentlemen,
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but simple respect. And I am sorry
that what I had no thought of should
have appeared in my manner, to lessen
the expression of that sentiment.”

Ripperda shook his head, but not w#th
gravity. |

«I know you are a man of nice dis-
tinctions ; and, that.on the meaning of
some terms, you and I have yet to agree.
But I will trust your humility if some
respects, to your haughtiness in others.”

¢« My father ?”'exclaimed Louis. The
Duke smiled.

« Ignatius might help us on this sub-
ject!” said he; ¢ but I wish to speak
with you about, another ordef of persons,
To-morrow you_will be introduced to
young men of the highest rank in Spain,
the sons of Spanih Grandees of the first
order. Wishing+to gee Vienna, they
are nominally attached to this embassy
and though residing where they please,
have plades every day at . my, table.
These you must treat withsthei" “uavity
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of equality and confidence ; but beware
of really giving them your friendship,
or your trust. They are your future ri-
vals with your sovcreign. At present,
their pursuit is pleasure. And, while
‘you steadily keep your eye upon the one
aim of 'your life — honourable distinc-
tion! to*these young men you must
appear as inclined to folly as them-
selves.”

Louis’s bright ‘eye turned on his father.

« It js even so !’ continued the Duke,
¢¢ you must lull the circumventing watck.-
fulness ‘of their ambitious fathers, by
seeming to shere the dissipation of their
sons. Me, -they. know, they dare not
touch. But,were you tg appear all that
Itrust you are or will }i’e, their roused
jealousy'would seuﬁe the iccessible point ;
and through you, they would seek to
undermine the new superstructure I am
raising’ to the glory of the house of Rip-
perda. Seam, thc’nef’om, carelcss of' ad-
vancemént, and cager for p]casule, and
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they may quietly submit to the growth of
your early honours, when they are made
to believe that your encreasing folly will
render them the last. Use ,this cau-
tion now, and a time is not far distagt,
when you may shew yourself in these
respects, according to the stnsiments
which direct your present questioning
looks ; if, indeed, such sentiments will
then be yours. They are going through
an ordeal. You must prepare yourself
for trials of a different nature from those
you found so galling at the Chateau de
Phaffenberg. There, you, had only to
endure ; here, you aie called upon’ te
endure and to resist : —to endure, nay
to court temptatlon', and to, resist, and’
cvercomeit.  Yoft must be in the midst
ot every pleasuresthat cfn seduce or in-
texicate the censes of ﬁlz{n and you must
sce, and taste all; WltllOUu allowmg your-
sclf to feel it euJoyment. 'To defive en-
joyment, i¢ to yield independence § and
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you must be independent of all, but the -
resources within yourself.”

Ripperda’s voice sounded to his som
like that of, a trampet. He loved to feel
hi§, strength; to struggle, and to con-
quer ; though the war might only be'in
his ownbosom. He listened, and longed
for an opportunity of proving to his
father, that whatever might be ‘his sen-
sibilities, he had no effeminacy in h1s
soul. The Duke continued. —

¢« Your father -does all that to which
he exhorts you. He draws every one to
his purpose, without permitting any thing
to fix a link_on him. From the age of
twenty-one, I have been master of my-
self ; and, from that cxrcumstance, master
of every human being, 6n whom I turned
my eye, to do me service. From being
the son of a banished, man ; and alien-
ated from the land and”honours of m
race; ‘1'became a soldier, a statesman, a
counsellor of nations? The country
which had gxiled my father, solicited
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the return of his son! And now, the
progress of my undeviating career, has
brought nr2 to the restoration of all the
rights of my name; and raised it to a ye-
putation, that is only bounded by the
limits of the civilized woyld! Louis what
I am, you must be.”

During this speech, Loms, more than
once saw the proud and lightning glance
of the Sicur Ignatius. He felt an answer-
ing triumph; for the throes of an eager
emulation were busy in his youthful
Jtart. Unconsciously, his countenance re-
flected all his father’s ; for then, perhaps,
there was not a sentiment within him,
that was not absorbed in the single blaze
of ambition. T]’e Duke rose, speaking
fis last sentence ; -and with so undefin-
able an air of even famjul grandeur, that,
for a moment, he seemed transformed a
third time before his.son. But.the next
instant, turniog from the door to which
he had advanced; the ayful splengours of"
his countenance were softefied %ato the
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agreeable light of gencral complacency ;
and, in his usual tone, he bade Louis re-
tire to his chamber ; and be ready, at a
certain hour on the morrow, to accom-
pany his official presentation to the Em-
peror.
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CHAP. NI

Tur suite of apartments in th& Palais
d’ Espagne, which were allotted to Louis,
were spacious in themselves, and superb
in their furniture; and the traid of at-
tendants and cquipages® assigned to his
service, were as sumptuously appointed
as those of the Ambassador himself, The
Duke had informed him, that™all these
were as absolutely at his cemmand, as *if
he inliabited a separate dwelling. He wgs
to consider himself’ at perfect liberty;
to appear at the s\mbassador’s table,
only when his in&linzgt@ﬁ suited ; to form
what acquiintanee hg ‘pleased; to go
where he liked s in short, his father rg-
signed all coatroul over his time "af.his
actions, kceptirg the hoursewhich must.
be dedicated to diplomatice dutt, s, and
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any proceedings which might eventually
impede the grand objects of his life.

In the course of conversation, Louis
had petitiened his father to take off the
interdict which . prohibited his corres-
‘pondence \wth his friends in England.
The caase for silence existing no longer,
the favour was readily granted, but
guarded with one condition; that he
must not write of Ignatius in any other
character than that of a Josuit. That
he was Ripperda’s self must ever be pre-
served a profound secret. The Emperor
was jewous of female intérference, be-
sides being ,suspicious of the affections
of his wife ; and the most vexatious con-
sequences might be- expected, should he
discover that the Empress had been an
agent in the late negociation. This, he
would more than suspect, were he to be
told that Rlpperda had been incognito at
Vicuna. Foi the "Imperial Charles was
not ignorant of the influence that accom-
plishea Statesman had gained ovev the
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the youthful mind of Eli%zabeth, at her fa-
ther’s court ; and that he had even exer-
cised it to persuade her to accept the dis-
tinction offered her, as consortto the Eg-
peror of Germany. IaNy influences fre
generallylasting ones; anc though Charles
had not sufficient sensibility, ever®to have
felt this in his own person ; *he had saga-
cityenough to have guessed it in thatof his
wife, had he received a single hint of but
one clandestine meeting Between her and
Ripperda, before that statesman made
his public appearance at the Austrian
Court.

Louis readily engaged for circumspec-
tion ; aware that his .cortespondence witla
the friends of his; outh, would be on sub-
jectsof absorbmg mteh,st. to them; purely
egotistical : — while Ljis own anxiety was
to know the' success of,his-application to
Don Ferdinand; and how far the general
comfort of the family was restoredby
Alice’s reléased vows. )

Before he could lay his htad, [which
+ VOL. IL P
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wads all awake with life and happiness,)
upon his pillow ; he sat down to pour out
his full heart to the venerable confidant
of his earliest wishes, to the unerring
gudrdian of his jzipassioned soul. ~ As he
wrote, the fierc flames of the wild am.
bition, which, an hour before, had rushed
through his véins with a proud disdain of
every obstacle, gradually subsided under
the gentle ascendancy of the meck spirit
with which he now conversed. "The mild
precepts of his benign instructor scemed
again to whisper in his car:—¢ Ity
temptatlon. But when it pursues, or
meets you, afin a«r.unst it in the panoply

of faith and virtue, and be not overconic.

If you sink in a contest you did not scck;
you may be pitied, and foxglven. If you
fall in a conflict vou provoked, men will
deride, and God aondemn you!”

Lop:s shuddered at -his late presump-
tudus unpulbe and blessing the pious
cares, whi¢ch could influence’ his ‘mind,
even at so wide a distance of place and
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time, he continued to write. With what
a reposing; smiling rapture at his heart,
did he bend over the sheet on which he
was now permitted to transmit all the
feelings of that heart™ the most indul.
eent, as well as wisest o} fuen,ds'

A few words at the beginning, had
explained his sdence, by acknowledging,
(without particularizing circumstances,)
the mysterious nature of the affairs in
which he had been engaged —and then
followed all the affection of a son ; all the
{Fank communications, where sgerecy d:d
not bind him, that would be grateful to
the venerable man.  But fhere was one
stbject he did® not dare to touch on : -
whenever it rosg before hith, he turned
away, as tfrom a loveiy hut a condemned
spirit.  His heart thriled and trembled ;
and pressing it, he exelaimed — ¢ I need
not scek a contest !’

When Qe had closed this long epistle,
with.entreaties for frequcnt c%nmumca-
fions fromethe dear inhabitants;of the

P2
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Pastorage, whether they were at More-
wick or in Lindisfarne; he addressed a
letter to Sir Anthony, as full of duty, as
of descnptlons and remarks calculated
for fis entertaingént : and then, retiring
o his plllow, folad, what he did not cx-
pect, an immediate and sound sleep.
The morning brought Martini into his
apartment. He came with a note from
Ripperda, informing his son, that the
Emperor would receive the Embassy at
noon ; he must therefore be in the saloon,
habited, in_the Spanish mode, and accord:
ing to his rank, half an hour before the
time of going"to the Imperial Palace.
Louis was finishing lis packet for Eng-
land, when the conﬁde.ptial valet pre-
sented his message. He read the letter,
and wrote his reply ofobedience. Martini
took the answer, with a bow of’ profound
respect but it had Aothing of the obsc-
qulous homage, which deg1 ades the person
‘who pays it, witheat. honouung hinr on
whom it is bestowed.



THE PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDE. 317

“ Your Excellency® will pardon, I
trust,”” said he, ¢ my former omissions
of due reverence to the son of my master!
I was ignorant, until now, that I attended
other than the Cheval.cx de Phaffenberg ;
and according to the domimands of st
Duke, I was to consider him, as°®no more
than his secretary, and the poor cadet of
a ruined house. But it was a noble one=
and I trust, my Lord, that thbugh I
might fail in honour to the Duke de Rip-
perda’s son, you will not accuse me of
ihsolence to the Chevalier de Phaffen-
berg ?”

“ Worthy Martuu P cried Louis, rising
from his seat, and shaking tHe hand of the
valet, with true Lng’hsll warmth ; <1 have
nothing to complam *of from you. I ho-
nour, your fidelity to )om master, and
your regard for the fullen in fortune. [
am proud to clainr equality with such
sentiments i Irom this hour “considdinme
as your filend.” -

\Lutml, .with the ardour of Ls coun.

r 3
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try, threw himsel{ on his knees, and fee-
vently kissed the hand that pressed his;
then hastily rising, with glistening cyes,
and his hartds clasped on his breast, he
bowed and hagg€iied from the apart-
sHcnt.

This little mcident particularly pleased
Louis. He had found a simple and a ge-
nerous feeling in the confidential servaut
of a statesman; while all else, above,
around, in that transforming sphere,
seemed devoted to selfishness, or to ar-
tifice, of however refined a fabrick. Mu-
sing on“t"ﬁls,‘ he submitted himself, with-
out dlscussmn, to be habited accor ding
tq the fashion of his new country.

For Ripperda hxmsel“t, when his son
met him in the saloon, he was one bright
effulgence of prm(‘ely honours.  His
sword, his belt, hiz gariered knees; and
all the jewelled insigniz of Spanish chi-
valey, glittered on his person.  The dia-
smond coronet of, his ancestors encjrcled
his cap, surmounted by the gcrest of his
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family, a golden eagle,»under a plume of’
snow white feathers. — They waved be-
fore the bird of Jove, like fleecy clouds
in the fiace of the sun. Bute.gorgeous as
as were these orname..ts, they were ngt so
brilliant as the counte}nauce they wevre
placed to adorn; the brightuess of a
high soul was there, *that seemed rather
to suﬂ"er the decorations of rank, than to
require them. .

The Duke was sutrounded by the
young Spanish Grandees, in the habits
of their quality; but varied in colour
and decoration, according to%H&’ caprice
of the wearer. The real.officers of the
embassy werg arrayed, in dne sumptuous
uniform, and afl distinguished with ;he
golden cross of’ Montesa.

Ripperda présen.te_(l'lus son to the no-
bles.  Must of shem, though young men,
were Lonis’s senion;s-,'but'they saluted
him with that regpect which is usual in_de-
spotic gdvernments, to persons holdm;;
vowerful stations unde1 the - Jovereign.
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The intimation his father had given him
of their general pursuits, did not incline
him in their favour; and, with, perhaps,
too lofty an air of cold politeness, he met
theur first advancesto social acquaintance.
Some of thera [nistook this dignity of
-principley (whicliacted without intention,)
for the insolence of inflated vanity, at
being placed above his compeers; and
they who thought so, eyed him with re-
sentment.  Others conceived it to be
mere reserve of disposition : — for none
could derive it, from awkward shyness ix
anew sfiatation. Every thing that Louis
said or did was with a grace peculiar to
lumself an ¢ase, that spoke the high-
born man ; gnd a mind, conscious that
no adventltxous circumstance can really
add to the conscquience oi'him who builds
his character on virtue. .

The King and Queen of Spain had
1ssug;d orders, that no expence should be
spared to give their Embassador every
dignity in the-eyes of the Imperial Court;
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and the equipages and retinue which
composed the suite of Ripperda, struck
the inhabitants of Vienna with amaze-
ment ; as nothing had equalled the pomp
of this, his public entrance,® since the
coronation of the Empe. gr.

The audtcnce chambe‘i was crowdett;
and the foreign ambassa(lms wert there,
to mark the wu.ptlon of the Spanish
plenipotentiary.  Charles received him
with testimonics of respect he had never
bestowed on any other Xmbassador ; and
which filled those present, with appre-
hensions of what those secret articles
might be, which thus humble® the Em-
peror of Germany before the minister 6f
his former rival. | Louis, and the Spanish
noblemen, were 'plesented by Ripperda.
Charles said a few words of ceremony to
the young man('lecs, but signalizéd the
son of the EmbAssadqr by his particu-
lar notice; and, in a lowered voice,
that none else might hear, comphmex.ted
him on the talents h¢ had shewn for,

PS5
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negotiation, during the illness of the
Sieur Ignatius. ~

At the meeting of the council the
preceding evening, Ripperda had inti-
mated to the Cha ellor Sinzendorfl, that
thé Chevalier d( Phaﬂ"enbel g (whom the
Thancellor had taken occasion to praise,)
was his son ; and in the morning Sin.
zendorff had exp]amed.the circumstance
to the Emperor, with his remarks on the
genius and strait forward integrity of the
young politician. ,

When His Majesty turned to with-
draw, Jig told the Spanish Lmb‘xssadox,
that the Chancellor would conduct him
to the Empress, who was in readiness
#o receive the letter aud picture he
brought frorh the Prince of Spain, to the
Arcb-Duchess, her daughter.

As soon as the- Emperor had quitted
the chamber, Ripperda and his suite fol-
lowed Sinzefydorfi- towards the grand
saioon. As Louis turned to. obey, his
“heart anticfgated the emotions he should
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feel in again seeing ‘Otteline ; in again
mceting the persuading looks of' her gra-
cious mistress and confidant. But how
diffcrent did the Imperial Elizabeth 2p-
pear in her court, to the’ bemgmnt
Princess, who was all easq and smiles in the
boudoir of her beautiful sfavourite ! She
sat coldly regal, with ,the Austrian ladies
of rank, standing® behind, and on each
side of her.

When the Duke e Ripperda ap-
proached the Imperial chair, Louis ob-
served the reservad majesty of Elizabeth’s
countenance dilate into an e‘(pye.Ssion af
proud exultation : it, haughtlly swept the
circle, while she stretched out her hand
to the Spani$h «Embagsador, as bending
on his knee, he ;presenféd the royal
packet. She hglf rosa to receive it, and
then her lips and *eyes beamed all the
graciousness upon his-father, which Louis
had so often Yelt 'shinigg ors himself.
But these was®a glowing flush.on™L€T
cheek, and a something softersin her cyey

PO
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when the Duke préssed the hand to his
lips, which she had given for the salute
of ceremony. Louis then saw, it was
the friend, and not the minister, that
Elizabeth of Brunswick welcomed from
her 'Imperial throne; and, at.the same
time, he could ot but notice, that the
position of his father, rather spoke the
air of a Prince at the feet of beauty, than
the prostration of a subject” to exalted
power. .

« It is the mind alone,” thought
Louis, ¢ that debases actions, or ennobles
them! .Qpe man would crouch and
cringe like a slave, while this bends his
knee, like Alexander before a sister prin-
cois !” ‘

Had Louis pursued }is observation,
he would have understood that it was the
dignity and peculiarity of this homage,
which made it so estimable in the eyes,
even of an Empress.

- ~When the Duke presefited his-son and
#he Spanish Nobles, Louis cast down his
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eyes; which, indeed,,had never wan-
dered from his father and herselt: so
fearful was he of encountering that face,
whose resistless charms were only too
apparcnt to his imagination, What’the
fondescending Elizabeth seid to himhe
knew not, neither was le conlsaious how

he had gone through the ceremony of

presentation, till he felt her ivory fingers
gently press his hand, in silent cengratu-
lation of what she swpposed was then
busy in his heart. He dreaded the pur-
port of this worldless language ; and with
a tremor pervading his wholé~ody, ne
rose from his knee, and fajling back into
the Spanish group, tried te recover selt-
possession.

Elizabeth ccfitinued for some time in
conversation with Ripperda, and then
giving her hand, accordmg to usage, to
the Chancellor to lead her out; as she
passed ncar where Louis ‘stood; she_dg
scried hit, and spoke to her conductor.
He immediately called toe the® Marqms

d
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de Montemar, to.attend Her Majesty '
commands. Louis obeyed, in renewed
disorder ; and with a gracious smile, she
gently whispered. ¢ You attend the
Duke de Ripperda this evening to the
Farorita. It 4s the Dowager Empress™
g:;me-day ; "and you will see friends and
foes. The Duke has reccived my per-
mission to bring the young Spaniards to
be presented to my daughter.”

Louis b, nd Her Majesty, with

dier ow d, gathering her robe
from the’ who held it, disappeared

by a simatt door into the private apart-
ments.

When he looked round, to rejoin his
fathel, he say him aiscoursing with the
circle of ladies whe stGod nearest the
throne. Ripperdahad alrcady introduced
his young gmndcea to the group; but
on some of the ladies naming his son,
he beckoned “ Louis, who immecdiatcly
approached and was presented 4lso. His
rapid giance soon rcoavinced him the
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looks he teared were,not present; and
relicved by this certainty, the cffect way
instantly apparent. The anxiety which
so lately had embarrassed hjs words and
actions, disappeared; and restorefl to
vase, he replied with his usual ingenyous
politeness, to the coustesy of the ladies
who welcomed him te the court of Vienna.
The Duke soon® after took his leave of
the fair assembly, and followed by the
young Spaniards and lys son, returned to
the Palais d’ Espagne. '

It was the vernal month of' M'Ly, and
nature appeared in her roles of youth
and laughing beauty.. The tender azure
of the sky was tinged wish blushing ra-
diance, while theosoft green earth lay in
enamelled smevthyess, lmdcr the um-
brageous canopy of strces and shrubs,
diftusing odours fi'om blossoms, flowers,
and balmy zephyrs, Yaden with the warm
breathing of the reposiug sun.

As the carriage which cont.unéd Louis
drove along the thronged Pratt towards
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the palace of la Favdrita, he descried the
distant turrets of the Chateau de Phaf-
fenberg.  They stood gloomy and de-
solate, and he passed them by, like one
awakened from the.dead, looking aside
on w]nt had peen his tomb. /The Da
nube w as new rolling its majestic flood,
broad as a lake around the island of the
palace. The company <rossed to it in
gay boats, borne along with silken sails,
or rowed by silvey oars, and when they
stepped on shore, they found the whole
a scene i fairy land.

On a raiged platform, in the midst of
a verdant lawn, round which the beauty
and fragrance, of all the scasons were
coliccted, sat the IJowager Empress.
Most of the Tmperial family, excepting
the Emperor and the Empress, were seated
near her. Many of the court were also
there; and in the brilliant circle Louis
u,cogmsed the . Dukc of Wharton stand-
mw behmd thc chair of the Elegtress of -
Davaria. - Thf; eye of Wlmrton seemed
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to wander carelessly over the advancing
party, without distinguishing any par-
ticular object. But the buz that an.
nounced the Duke de Ripperda attracted
the notice of the Electress. Her curiqSity
was excited to see this formidable -
nister, whose influence nad indwced his
royal master to overthrow her dearest
schemes, by, affixing the guarantee of
Spain to the pragmatic sanctior. She
looked at his commanding figure, with
lightning in her eyes; and as Ripperda
approached to pay his respects to the
Dowager Empress, she whispared in the
bending ear of Whatton. , The next im-
stant her rapid glance, caught the face
of Louis, and fixed therc., Again slie
whispered Wharfon. » What she said, and
what the answer, “was coi’npletelv between
themselves § all pasaed in so low a voice ;
but Louis heard, the Duke lwgh in his
reply, as, without looking* up from his
folded arnfs, he leanced on Hex Higliness’s
chpirs
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Had Louis distinguished what was
said, he would have learnt that the Flec-
tress recognised him immediately; and
with astorishment, pointed him out to
her companion, when she heard him pre-
sented to hér illwstrious grandmother as
the sonof Ripperda.

« Could Your Highness belicve it pos-
sible,” replied Wharton, ¢ that the fair
Altheim would cast her tendrils round
a fallen pillar >

The Electress did not withdraw her
persevering gaze, though she ceased her
whispers, “for the Emperor and Empress
approached from the house. The Duke
de Ripperdd was mstantly engaged with
the Imperial pair ; and soon after Charles,
putting his arm thrcugh his, turned with
him to the oppomtp side of the lawn.  As
Elizabeth was pass‘ing Louis, to give her
hand to the Dowager Empress, who
,mshed to viéw the sceye from the palace
w mdows‘ she desired ‘him to offer his
arm to'the vencrable Princess. He las-



TIE PAETOWS LTV L\\CWRR RN

tened to bear his share W wpponng,
the infirm footsiops of old agej a duty,
which, to all ranks, was sacred with him;
and during the walk, as thesaged Em-
press was deaf, Elizabeth intormed Lim,
that the Avch-Duchess Muaria Theresa
being suddenly indispos@d, the €ountess
Altheim attended her. < But,” added
the gracious 3peaﬁer, ¢ hope is the lover’s
comforter !’

She thought it was the ruby light of
love that passed over the cheek of Louis,
a% she spoke; and she smiled as she
placed the Empress in her#chair, and
dismissed him to thé lawa. Trying®to
shake from his burning, comiplexion, the
cevidence of hls.we'ﬂ«.ness,-.\\ ith a swift
step he retur ned towards the platform.
Wharton stood ‘thege, ‘though the Elec-
‘ress had moveds intq, the more general
circle of the company. The Duke was
talking \Vlth two or three pcm(ms, nmou«rst
uhcm was the Count Leopoid I\oumseg‘
s.m]nunl in the Austrian® serv e, aud
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the nephew of the Princess de Waradin,
a Hungarian lady, to whom Ripperda
had presented his son in the morning at
the drawing-room. As Louis was has-
teniug to the group that contained his
friend, and his new acquaiﬁtance, the
Princesy de. Waradin, leading a blooming
girl of fitfteen by the hand, interrupted
him. The noble matron asked him if
he had-yet engaged himself for the dance.
On his answerinig in the negative, she
presented him to her daughter, with the
compliment, ¢ that there was no persoh
with whontshe should be so satisfied to
se® her Amelia make her first public
appearance at court, as the son of the
Duke de Ripperda.”

Louis made a suitable answer to this
politeness, and the pretty Hungarian
received his bow witha smile. Other
ladies, to whom also his father had in.-
t_loducul him m the morning, now drew
around the graceful de 'Montemax. In-
vitations to” various assemblies, werc
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given to him by a multithide of rosy lips ;
and for half’ an hour before the dancing
began, he was enchained in the fair
circle ; not ungrateful for the flattering
dhtmctlrm, but longing for the moment
of 1clease, when he might dt lcaet, give
one heart-felt pressure of the hhnd, to
the fiiend who had twice saved him from
a personal ¢ncounter with his father’s
cnemies. He often-turned his facé from
the smiling dames, witlt whom he was
conversing, to seck a glance from his
kimd preserver; but, though Wharton
looked hither and thither, in tafking with
the passing groupes, a pewerse fataliy
secmed to preyent his eyes.ever falling
wherc Louis st(.)od' Impatience en-
creased with dlbappomtment and almost
ready to break from thp throng that de-
tained him,” he gladly heard the music
sound from an orehestra, near the greades
of the pdhce 5 angl, immediately a chamn-
berlain approachied, to suihigon  the
(};zmcera to the soft green *befose the
8
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flight of her daughter on the sustaining
arm of Louis, she took up the Llectress’s
observation, and replied, ¢ there is not
so fine a dancer in the circle, as the Mar-
quis de Montemar ?”

£ Because ‘he happens to hdve the best
figure iz the ciicle,” returned Wharton,
“and a well-mad¢ man cannot be awk-
ward if he would.”

The* Electress smiled, and whispered
the Duke ; ¢ you must get him amongst
us !”

¢ Crown me for Actaeon, when I do!”

Whartoniedid not require an interpreter
td the thickening clouds on the brow of
the young Spaniard, who, muttering
something tashis companions, their looks
suddenly reflected his, and they all turned
abruptly and haflgh_tily' from the ring,
The Llectress drew close to the gar-
lands, which composed it ; and ordering
a chair to be placed there, sat down, and,
conversed, a¢ her case with the groupe
around. = Louis’s cyes often glanced to-
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wards the animated Duke. But his
favour with Her Highness was too visi-
ble, to allow surprise that he did not
give attention to any one else.® Indeed,
he appeared as careless of remark, ashe
scemed pleased with his situation, ad
hovered near her with tle familihrity of
pertect conﬁdence. Her circle of ladics
courted his smlle.s, as the guarantee
of Lier’s 3 and he trifled, and talked with
them all, as his humour® dictated. DBut
in the midst of this gallant badinage, the
meir regarded him as something morw
than the gay Cicisbeo, who had followed
the illustrious mourner’fromdier widowed
pilgrimage through Italy. *They werg
awarc of his political geniws; that the
iap of beauty cofld ot lull it to Iepose 3
and with less surprise, tlﬁm wonder, they
contemplated  cestain, changes in  the
mutual relations ,of states, which they
knew must have arisen frol him; byt
when or Mow his® manceuvres yere de-
vised and executed, they coubd not guess
. VOL. IL Q
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by observation on himself. For in all
situations he seemed cqually open and
disengaged. .

Ripperda passed behind the Bavarian
pariy, surrounded by the foreign ambas-
sadors. The Electress was mortified at
the sight:— <« Behold the flatterers!”
cried she, to her gay companion.

“ Dogs will worship the moon ! an-
swered the Duke, carelessly : ¢ and their
hymn is desperate howling.”

Without farther thought of what co-
vered the polished brow of his mistrcss
with heavy: frowns, he turned to rally one
of the young ladies of honour, for hav-
ing refused to.dance. The Bavarian
almoner stosd near. He was the only
person, excepting  the Electress, who
knew that the late rupture between:
France and Spain was the work of What-
ton. Marvelling within himself at the
volatility of the man, who had so circum-
vented the’ gravest heads; and at the jo-
cund indifference with which he beheld
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the triumph of his political adversary;
the worthy ecclesiastic, with a half-re-
proaching smile, touched his arm, — « [
believe, Duke,” said he, ¢ iti is all oneto
vou, whether you fire your,own, or “ane
other’s territories ; from very. gaieté de
ceeur, as either burn, you play!”

« Weeping at calamities is to double
them,” replicd Wharton ; « and I never
had any passion for sackcloth.

«“No,” replied the Electress, “1I be-
lieve your perversity, enjoys the wreck
that has been made of your own
plans !

« When the wind blows; he is but a
fool who sits down'to cry in the blasts!
common-sense, Jny sweet® Electress,
draws his cloak about, and walks merrily

{throuwh the storm.”

' 6 But he does ot sooff at the destruc.
tive elements ! replied the ecclesiastic;
« may not_the Duke de Rlpperda shirdk
dxsparagmgly of so smiling a nval »

% My goad Lord Almoner,” returned
. . D
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Wharton, < I care not what Duke de
Ripperda thinks. There is a season
for all things! And when I am with
the fair, T forget the follies of other
meh, and .conteut myself with my
own.”

Whatcver were his motives with regard
to Louis, no act of recognition passed,
either from his volce, or his looks, to-
wards him, during the whole evening ;
and Louis, tuki:ug the tone from a judg-
ment his enthusiasm made him deem in-
fallible, behaved towards him with the
same resérve. They often approached
each other it the éhange of amusements ;
they sometimes ‘passed, close; and the:
the heart of Louis beat, and his cheek
glowed, as he felt the dear attraction.
As he was handmg the daughter of th¥
Princess de Waradin to the supper - Tooii,
he saw Wharton at a distance in ‘one
of the vestibules, covversing with the
Count de* Patinos; ‘4 young man of
the highest rank amengst the Spaniards

6
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who had joined ghe embassy of their
country.

The Electress and her party did not
stay supper. It was in a stgle answer-
able to the august jour de féte ; and it a
late hour, the Emperor and Empress roge.
Before Louis could pass from the table
at whiclt he had sat, to join his father,
who had been thedistinguished personage
at the Tmperial board, he was intercepted
by a moving and involwing throng. In
short, he soon learnt, that from Ripper-
&’¢ unexampled favour with the recon-
ciled sovercigns, his son wasbecome a::
object of calculating and upiversal atten-
tion. Some of the Spaniatds had even
drawn oft from the proud side of de Pa-
tinos, and glide® towards Louis; to gain,
by his means, @ freer *passage into the
'gincles, wlich seemed so eager to make
him their center.

Qg Patinos was young, lrandsome, and
ambitious? He was the son pf‘ the Mar-
quis ‘de Castallor, and ‘the wear kinsman

Q3
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of the venerable: Grimaldo, the present
ostensible minister in the cabinet of
Spain : — and therefore, to see the almost
regal honours paid to the Duke de Rip-
perda, whom he affected to consider as
only the agent of that minister, cxcited
jealousy for his own consequence, re-
flected from Grimaldo. But, that him-
self should be overlooked and disre-
garded in the presence of what he called
the upstart Marjuis de Montemar, be-
cause he was the son of this arrogant
Ripperda, inflamed him with a hatred,
that only waited opportunity to shew its
malignant nature.

As wealth and rank are considered the
corner stones of happiness in this world
of selfish enjoymcnt, it"was not to be
wondercd at, .that a marriage with such.
a foreigner as Loui$ de Montemar, shoyld
be considered an advantageous object, by
many of the most illustrious familie at
th¢ German, court. The restoration of
ipperdz to his Spianish rights had given
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him rank with tl}e first nobles in any
land. His blood was superior to most of
them, as it flowed from the mingled cur-
rent of three lines of princeg. And his
riches, from his restituted property in
Spain and the Indies ; frem his former
fortune, transported from the, Nether-
lands; and daily redeubling, by the ex-
haustless resourées of commerce ; were
bevond the powers of calculation. It
was not, then, a suhject of surprise,
though it might be of envy, that the heir
of all this wealth and honours should be
a point of ambition to the proudest r:o-
thers in Vienna ; and as, the expectant
was also handsome and actomplished, it
was not a wonder that Jmany of the
daughters smifed ,upon the young de
‘Montemar. He saw many fair, and more
Z,eleount but ngne’ qo fair, none so con-
spicuously elegant, a% the graceful Otte-
line, whose absent form .floated in fond
1:cgrets at the bottom of his hearts * He
sighed to think, that the spirit avas not%e
Q%
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fair as its temple; awd then he sighed
again, as he checked himself tor the re-
pining paung which accompanied the re-
membrance.
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CHAP. XIII.

Tue two following days were passed in
official arrangementsy previous to the
exccution of certdin articles in the treaty,
which the Spanish sovercigns were impa-
tient to have performed. Ripperda
spent the evenings with the Austrian
winisters, and Louis at the Princess de
Waradin’s.  But on the morping of tihe
third day, when heswas sitting at his
post, and makmg minutes 8f some pre-
liminaries, which the meeror demant-
ed, before the #ctugl _betlothment of his
eldest daughter to Prinee Carlos of Spain;
the Empress, who was in her husband’s

private cabinet at this" discussion, stood
over Louis as he wrotc; and when_he
had finisked his"memorandums, shewsald
in a ‘Jow voice, — ¢« My dayghter is now

Qo
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well enough to +bear; company. You
will see her and Otteline in my drawing-
room to-night ? and you must impress her
as favourably of your Prince, as you have
fixed her governess in behalf of yourself.”

Elizabeth ‘turned away; and Louis
saw neither the paper that was before
him, nor the royal presence leaving the
room. He was lost in the tumult of his
thoughis, till his father, to: 1ching  his
arm, told him tha council was broke up.

When Ripperda received the invitation
for the evening, for himself’ and his son,
he asked permission to include the Count
de Patinos in the proposed honour; as it
would gratify King Philip to have the
imperial notige extended in succession to
the young grandees in tli suite.

« But never tb the cxclusion of de,
Montemar,” rephed the Empress; « I'-':
regard him as my own eléve. Do with
the rest as you please, Duke; for you
know the plea»ure I have in promoting
your mterest
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Ripperda knewy all the avenues to the
noble heart of Elizabeth ; and he made
her a reply, that lit up her gracious coun-
icnance with an emotion dirget from the
soul.

Louiswalkedas inadream, fromthe liour
in which he was told he should meet Otte-
line, to the moment of his going to the pa-
lace. Theimperial saloon was full, though
not crowded. Having paid his homage
to the Empress, he turacd round, as she
directed him, while certain well-known
sounds were vibrating on the harp. The
object he expected met his eyes. Tue
mstruments of music werg in an adjoin-
ing apartment, opened to sthe saloon by
X Canopled arch; and Otteline stdod
there, just riser ﬁqm the harp, and at-

tending to something #hat was addressed

"tuhel by the Archduchess Theresa, who

was seated at a hmpsxchoxd She wore

the portrait of her futurc husband, Prince

Carlos, suspended at her neck; and the

timid bride was cvidently, prgnaring fo
Q0
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sing to the Emperor, her father, who
stood near her. Lovely as she was, in
the first morning of her youth; her soft
blue eyes gurned upwards, with a gaze
of 'almost infantine attention upon the
face of her «beantiful instructress; yet
the eyeof the beholder could not rest
upon the blooming girl. That beautiful
instructress scemed nothing less than a
being of a superior order. She leaned
over her like some bright creature of the
air, hovering near her sweet but carthly
charge. Louis felt a mist pass over hig
memory. The abhorrent words of her
lips, which he thought must burn before
him, in accusing characters, for ever,
flew at once from their station ; and his
heart rosc in his bosoms with an impul.
sive violence to theow himself at her feet,
and forget all the world and himself, :in,
the rapturous motient of swearing that’
he loved her. . But, if célestial spirits do
indeed surround the patn of those who
avould contend for heaven; the guar-
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dian seraph of TLouis. at that moment
breathed upon his dissolving soul, and
strengthened it to virtue. With a bitter
contempt of his weakness, he tore his
eyes from the dangerous contemplation ;
and followed his father and the Empress,
to pay his respects to her Imperial hus-
band. ~

While the Emperor discoursed with
Ripperda, "Elizabeth addressed, her fa-
vourite.

« Otteline,” said she, with a smile, ¢« I
Jope you will grant as honourable notice
to the Marqguis de Montemar, as that
with which you graeed the ‘Chevalier de
Phaffenberg !’

The Coun’cws looked up, with a b]ﬂbll
bright as the tiats of Aurora ; and while
she sought to .mect she eyes of Louis,
Zﬁf-hich were coyeréd with their ¢ veiled
lids ;’ she softly ans¥ered, — ¢ The Mar..
quis de Montemar is too well canvinced
of the @steem in which I held the*Che-
valier de Phaffenbergy to reqyire thate}
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should encrease my ém}sideration of hitn,
under any other name.”

He bowed in silence. But Her Ma-

* jesty, secing, the Emperor and Ripperda
walk together into the adjoining room,
as she turned.to follow them, added —
* De Montemar, I leave you to assist the
Countess in selecting a duet for my
daughter to sing.”

This .command Louis could not dis-
obey; and thougk a quivering fire shot
through all his veirs, he was not the less
deternined to persevere in the assump-
tion of a coldness which his reason dic-
tated ; -and th'ich, ke trusted, would so
pique the sexual dignity of Otteline, that
he should never be demanded to a sccond
interview. With obediemt haste, and to
occupy himself; he began to turn over
the music books. “The young Princess
took hold of the 'Countess’s arm, and
artlessly Whispercd. —

«Do-ask the Marquis, de Mentemar,
whether Brince Carlos is really like ¢his
ugly picture !
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Otteline whispe&ed inereturn : — ¢ [ am
sure the Marquis "de Montemar will be
honoured in replying to Your Highness ;
and he will tell you that Prigce Carlos is
very bandsome.”

None of this was spoken so low, but
that Louis heard it all; and ghe Arch-
duchess, holding up ¢he jeweled portrait,
said to him in a'timid voice: —¢ Do tell
me, if he is so very disagreeable? — 1
could never endure to deave my beactiful
mamma, and . charming governess, to

Jook ulways upon so frightful a face as
this

Louis glanced af the picture; which
was, indeed the portrait ‘af a plain, but
it was a sensible countenance. The inge-
nuous eyes of the l’.rincess:'purned from it,
to those of Loyis, with anxious enquiry.
. % Ineyer saw tlte Prince,” replied he,
« But Your Highntss must pardon me,
if I do not think this portrait «disagree-
able? it expresses a noble minds and
witheut such an expression; the finegt

8



352  THE PASTOR'S FIRE-SIDE,

features in the world, would want the
soul of beauty.” ‘

Maria Theresa looked earnestly in the
face of Lonjs. She had never done so
betore ; and then turning her eyes again
on the pictare, she drew a deep sigh.

« Come will not Your Highness sing ?”’
asked the Countess, presenting a duet.

¢ No,” replied she, ¢ I shall go, and
beg mamma, to permit you to sing alone;”
then whispering her, as she was leaving
her seat, she put her arm round her neck,
and softly said — ¢¢ Oh, my happy Otte-
line! He that you are to marry, has both
a handsome and a noble countenance !”’

Louis could® not escape hearing this;
norsseeing the quick pressuré with which
the Countess strained her young charge
to her breast ; who+in some apprehension
that she had been ‘overheard, broke ‘
away, with a slight’ blush tinging her
lilly complexion. ’

He was now alone in the music-room,
with her, whose presence he felt in every
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nerve.  The parting whisper of the Prin-
cess; and the re;'ponsive action of the
Countess, followed by a fluttéring sigh,
which now vibrated in his ljeart, made
him trémble for himself. He knew*not
liow to fly; and he felt it was periloug to
remain.  Hastily closing a music-book,
he said with a foreed smile, ¢ Since
the Arch-duchess declines singing, my
duty here terminates!” and with a hurry-
ing bow, he started from the instrunient.

Otteline was, now, ia ano less agitated
state than himself.  She read in his aver-
ted looks, and haste to leave .her, that she
was no longer to consider him as her lovar;
and, not smpectmg the réal cause, her
own ambitions *views suo'&ested to Her,
that his father’s#higher prospects were the
_origin of'this changed demeanour. Aware
that carrying mattérs with too lofty a
hand had lost her thé"son of the Marquis
Santa Cruz, she determined on a 8ifferent
mode with that” of Ripperda; and while
a lacge ’drapery of the curtdged arche
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was yet between him, and the observ-
ation of the company in the saloon, she
ventured in rapid but suppressed accents,
to murmur put — ¢ Oh, Marquis, why are
you not the obscure De Phaffenberg >—
‘Then, we: skould not have met:—or
never parted thus!”

Her voice had arrested him. Her
words transfixed his feart. He stood,
but he did not speak. She resumed. —

It is as I foresaw. My enemies have
prevailed ! — Your father objects to my
humble birth : and youn turn from me, to
seek a more illustrious bride ?”

_«« No Madam,” returned Louis, believ-
ing himself now called upon to pass the
firmal sentence upon his relapsing passions;
¢ my father has not vet spoken to me on
the subject. Neither da I seck, or wish,
for any other bride : —l'or —.Oh, Otte-
line,” cried he, turning on her a look, in
which all the pcontentiOIi of his soul was
declared; ¢ Where should I fird one so
Jovely ?—-'One, to-whom I could*more in-
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tensely devote this adoring heart? But
yourself has separdted us for ever !”

She turned pale as the pearls which
bound her forehead.

« Then it is my cticmies !’ cried.-she,
% But if *they have coupled my namc
with Don Ferdinand d}, Osorio’s, i .amy
tale of slander ; believe it as false as that,
which the Electféss of Bavaria has pub-
lished to the ruin of my fame.  You know
how I am the victim there! And this is
invented, to put yow from making the
enly restitution that can redeem me to
the envious world !’

The vehemence with which she spoke,
and the mention of Doa Ferdinand’s
name, connected with her own, cast a Bew
and an appalling light upon'the apprehen-
sion of her lover. HMe rccollected that
Don Fercinand, had ‘left Vienna, to rid
himself” from, what”his father called, &
disgraceful ‘enta.nglement of his affections;
and to fjnd it ppssible that Otteline thight
have b(,gzll its object,* confoulg=d all Mis
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faculties. The broad appeal to his lio-
nour, in the last sentchee of her remon-
strance, did not the less convinee him,
that all was not right, in the tenacity
witl. which she urged bonds on him, he
had shewn: himself determined to break’,
Braced, thereforg, in his resolution, in a
collected voice, he briefly answered.

« No, Madam ; I have heard no slan-
derous ,tales against you. = Until this
moment, I was not aware that Don Fer-
dinand d’Osorio was even known to you ;
and had it been told to me, by any but
yourself, I should have spurned the in-
formation. aMy heart alone is your ac-
cuser.”

The rencwed emotion, with which the
latter words were utteredy and even their
import, revived the colour of hope upon
the cheek of the Countess. She thought,
if his heart alone were her accuser, she
had alst an advocate there, that would
be too powerful for so upassistel an ad-
sersary. She smiled bewitchingiy, for it
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was through rushjng tears; and laying
her hand on his arm, said in a gender and
trusting voice, — * And what does it
allege.against me?”’

Louis did not look towards her. Her
touch ran like wild-fire thro'ufrh his vehis ;
but the sensations which shook him, only
rendered him moye despcmte to fulfil his
resolution ; and he exclaimed, ¢ that T
did love you —that I adored Yyou!—
that I was grateful, fm the regard with
which you llohoured me, — I belicve
T shall carry the scars on my heart, 1o
my gra\'e:-:-but, with me, there is a
power beyond love — that of virtue!” I
would soone& have this healt torn from
my bod\r or all it delights in, buued
from my sw'ht than ‘pmclmse their en-
joyment, by a(fmxttmtr one stain on my
conscicnce.  WhienJ last saw you, in
the conference,with the Chancgllor and
the Empress, you declaréd, and_ proved
yourseh} of an® opposite opinion! You
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violated the sacredness, of a seal ; and you
defended that breach of honour, on prin-
ciples which destroy me to remember!”

Louis stopped, and covered his blood-
less face with his hand. — The Countess;
though paralyzed to the heart, by so un-
expected” a disc.osure, gathered hope
from the pale statue that uttered it.
s¢ His frozen virtue, will relent "’ thought
she; and clasping his arm, with the
warm pressure of doubting agitation, she
tremblingly said, ¢ Ob,"de Montemar,
is such the reward of my self-sacrifice.
What am I to expect from this exacting
vittue ?”’

¢« That I may die,” — rcplied Louis,
with a strongcffort ; ¢ but that we meet
no more.”

This was the axe to the ambitious
Otteline ; and with, .a shriek, she could
not restrain, she staggered, and fell pros-
trate on the fgor.

The conyulsxve 1y, axid the donfused
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noise of her fall, were Heard in the same
moment, in the adjoining saloon. Eliza-
beth, whose thoughts were on what was
passing between her favourtte and the
son of her friend, sprang from her seat,
behind the Emperor’s chair’ C’harles. was
at quadrille with Ripperda, the Piincess de
Waradin, and angther’lady. Every body
startedfrom their respective positions: but
no one, cxcept the young Arch-duchess,
durst follow Her Majesty, as she had not
commanded the’attendance of any.
* The Emperor laid down his cards, and
asked what had happened. Ripperda
was not aware that his son, was engagéd
in it, and with perfec-t mdlﬁ'erence fol-
lowed the exanlple of the-Bovercign, in
rising from his chaif. But the Princess
de Waradin, who had observed Louis’
naving been left with the favourite,
rather sarcastically replied to the Em-
peror’s question.

“ It your Majesty will do the Marqujs
de Montemar the honour of enquiring o
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him, he can give every information ; as he
has been éle d téte with Countess Al-
theim, in that room, for some time.”

Ripperda knew the character of the
favourite ; and recollecting his son’s
admiration of her; with an alarm he did
not allovws to be visible, he requested the
Emperor’s commands, to assist the Em-
press’s interference in whatever accident
might Lave happened.

¢ Certainly,”” ‘replied he, « ‘md let
any body who may be of service, go with
you.” ‘

This licepse sent every-nody into the
room.

Elizabeth ‘nad found Lguis, on one
knee, by the gide of the insensible Ottu-
line. He was pale, and specchless.
And fearing that' he might soon be in
the same state \nlh her..Le ireftectually
attempted to raise, wlule the young Arch.-
duchess clung, weeping, to her lifeless
friend, the Lmpress turred rould at the
«approachng steps'; and the first that was
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near her, being Sjnzendorff, in a hurry-
ing, but suppressed voice, she said, —
¢ Chancellor, take care of de Montemar,
take him from these people’s ‘eyes.”
. Almost ,without conscxousnese, Louis
obeyed the impulse of Sinzendorff’s atm,
and soon found himselt" withdrawn from
the gaze of strapger s. The Chancellor
had led him, without speaking, across a
passage that opened hom the  music-
room, into the Imperml libr y. When
he saw his agitated companion throw
Rimself into a seat, and cover his facc
with his clasped hands, the worthy states-
man laid his hand on his shoulder wlule
he broke,_ silerrce,

¢ Marquis, will you tell*me frankly ?
Do you love the Cotntgss Altheim "

The fuendly ‘tone in which this was
asked, recalled Louis.in some measure
to himselt’; and without altering his
position, for he shrunk from shewipg-the
weak‘nesithat might be discovered in hie
cauntenance, he answered,

VOL. ™", w o

»
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« T do love her, more than I could
have thought it possible, after a full con-
viction that she can no longer be con-
ducive to my happiness! Oh, my lord,
you “were present at the scene which
decided my fate. What she then avowed,
convinced me that she and I must never
be united: I'have just dared to tell
her so.—But the situation to which it
reduced her, severs my soul from my
body.” B

¢« Virtuous young mai,” cried Sinzen-
dorff, «let it not scver your principle
from your soul! You arc formed for bet-
ter things than an intriguing woman’s
slove.  Hear what I am mow going to
say to you But as you are worthy the
confidence 1 place in'you ; and as a breach
of it would ruin.me with the Imperial
family ; you mustmot discover, even to
your father, that the facts I am going
to statc have been lcarnt from me.
‘When I.have told theim, ex:}ymne into
their truth, and act on the result. Know
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then, that the womart, who causes you
this emotion, is unworthy of a single
regret from a mind like yours. Could
you be satisfied with beauty alone, I ac.
knowledge it is there in ampless per-
“fection ; but she is withotit dne feminine
feeling, wholly abandpned toeambition,
and careless by what means she raises
herself' to the pomt of her hopes. At
the age of sixteen she married one of
the worst characters® in the Imperial
court, to be elevated to the rank of no-
bility. -When a widow, she attempted
the affectiors of several ngble strangers,
who, however, weré too wsary to be taken
in her toils;; but at, last she entangled
the passions of my sister’s.son, Don %er-
dinand d’Osoflo ;sand wrought him to
the most‘bxtraVagqnt.;'excesses, while her
own sclfish aim was_only to perpetuate
her rank. 'T'hjs, his father told me; but
he interf'ered,. and the foung map re-
covereq his senses. Her next ‘trial was
on ‘yourself! Ayd I solcmnly Assure yod,
R 2
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that from the first’ of your appearance in
tais palace, she knew that you were not
the Chevalier de Phaffenberg. And,
though I doubt not, she prefers, yonr
youth and graces, to the age and decre-
pitudg of the dotard to whom she first
sold her 'duty as-a wife; I know her
well, and can aver, that, she has no value
for the superiority of your mental qua-
lities. Do not mislead yourseit, de Mon-
temar, by investing her with your own
feelings. It is not the loss of yourself
that caused the situation in whic™ you
left her; bu¢ the loss of an illustrious
husband : — thé loss of one, who et
have re-introduced her te the cirle
which her pride insulted, and the wmem-
bers of which, dread,’ wlnle they des; “se
‘her. My dear Mdlq.uls, excepting the
infatuated Empresss shé has' not one
friend in. Vienna!”

« She warned me, that she had ene-
mies,” replied Louis, in'an mt\mupfed
voice, * but with me, ‘her worst enemy
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s herself.  Chancellors I am grateful for
what you have S‘lld and you shall find
by my fidclity, that I am so. But not
even gll these charges could lave Wcighed'
against the pleadings of my heart an her
favour, had I not been préseft that datal
evening in the boudoir.” i

“ A®man of your'primciples,” replied
Sinzendorf, ¢ ought rather to regard it
as o providential evening! — If* they be
pricciples, you will alﬁdc by them ; and
I shall sec you fre¢, honoured, and
fliapy ». B they e no more than senti-
ment, (which is common swith youth !)
how m;l evaporaté in 'lbex first sighs,

w1 shail,soon. have to congratulate
e "\Iaxclnoncss de \lontemm. In
b ..a case, 1 will forget all that I have
s i, sine® I cahnot disbelieve it.”

Louis felt theforcg,, and the friendship,

- this adwonition.

“ Your Fxgellency shall nev ver have
reasou jo forget the gencrons mtergst
you nave taken i in my hagpinét .. And,

R J

”
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in apology for this emotion, you must
accept the excuse of one, young as my-
self, (but, oh, on how enviable an occa-
sion}) my dody trembles at the pafposc
of mly soul.”’

“ Could I believe, that she Jdid not
love me, ‘my task would have less of tor-
ture !”” This last thought. was in his mind,
though he did not utter it; and before
the Chancellor could proceed with the
commendation thjs resolution merited,
a page appeared at the door, to inform
them the Emperor had dismissed the
company; and that the Duke de Rip-
perda awaiterl the Marquis in the ves-
tibule.



367

CHAP. XIV.

Nort a word pdssed between Loufs and
his father, while they drove home. Count
de Patinos was ifithe carriage ; and would
have sat mute also, had not the Duke,
with his usual powersover all tempers,
brought the sullen Youth to converse
ofrcely on the entertainments of “the
evening. . *

As soon as they allgltcd Rippeyda
desired his son to accompany him to his
cabinets Louis was in such hecavy in-
ternal distress,he hailed the Zommand as
a summesns te unbutthen his unloaded
bosom; and tq récéive that advice, or
rather support, in the fulfilment of his
resolutio, he found he so *woctully
requirey. He, followed his father® with
alacrity. When the Iukeshadeclosed the

R &
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door, and saw that his son had thrown
himself into a scat, he took a place ncav
him.

« Now,” said he, ¢ the time is ‘come,
whef, you are to give the confidence you
promised nie. * I no Iono er consider my-
self the arbiter of your "conduct. That
responsibility I leave to yourself. The
extensive duties of my own destiny are
sufficient for me. I, thercfore, shall ad-
vise, but I comwnand no more. You
must rise or fall By your own resolves;
and, if I guess right, you stand now, ox
a point of no insignificant decision. Tell
me, what has aa'ssed between the Countess
Altheim and you,  to give rise to the ¢x-
tmordmary’ sgene of this evening; and
to sanction the request “which the Fm.
press made to meat parting, that I would
go to her to- moxrow. lo decide vn the fate
of one, who was dear to Jery as her own
life ! — Have you pledged yourself to the
Countess ?”’ '

“ I hope not,” earncstly replicd Louis.
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I do not understand you I’ returned
his father, ¢ by -what has just occurred,
she has shewn to the whole court, what
she wishes people to suppose has passed
betwten you; and you must be aware
that the. favorite of Llizabeth is not to
be trcated with idle gallangry. * What
grounds, then, have you to, hope, that
you have not “pledged yourself beyond
recall? - Gr, did the warning vaice of the
Sieur Ignatius come tp late ?”’

¢« Jt came too late,”” replicd Louis,
¢ to save me from the intoxication of her
beauties ; and no prudence on my pa.t,
could counteract the effects of that .§ck-
less rencontre with tﬁp Electress of
Bavaria. Yetsin the wildest tumahs of
my heart, I sbill }vrestlea. Wwith myself';
in the veyy mqment of my greatest wealkg
ness, I rccollecl.:ed'th‘e Sieur’s admonition,
and, re-awakened to’flial duty, checked
the vow cn niy lips; and, tellng her I
was nct my “own, I trust, I saved my
honouy.™

R 3
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Ripperda shook, his head, « Louis, did
I not warn you agaiust the power of
beauty ?”’

“ You did !’ vehemently replied he,
“ang, fram this hour, I forswear it for
ever

Being ignorant of the real causc of
this abjuration, it surprised the Duke.
He had supposed that Louis’s disorder
had arisen from a consciousnéss of having
transgressed the spirit, if not the letter,
of the Sieur’s injunctions, and that Otte-
line’s emotion was to be dated from fear
that his father would not sanction the
romantic passion of her lover. For many
reasons, thﬁDuke had no wisk to
santtion it ; and while he regretted that
woman waé' fair, and youth susceptible,
he was pleased tc hear the unexpected
exclamation from his son. He did not
remark on it, but required a recital of
particulars, word for word, of all that
had passed between him and the Countess,

.10
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that he might be an, impartial judge of
Louis’s freedom, or his bonds.

He obeyed ingenuously, till he came
to the parts where her conduct might be
translated into a direct wooing of Jimself.
Ripperda saw him hesitate, angd the
generous colour that mounted®to his
dowre-cast eyes.

« Proceed,”” said he, « I can divine
what your honour, or your delicacy in-
clines you to conceals She played upon
your open nature, to make you believe
she loved you so passionately, she could
not await -your timé of drawing the
sccret {from herd I JKpow the sex,
Louis. TFor more than hirty years, I
have Been ad ob_]ect of, their various
practices. Aild, once for all, you may
receive #ras an unen' ing rule, that, when
a woman runs, before a man in the pro-
fession of her love, he1 love 1s nothing
more than professnon. Her views are

someth.ng baser.”
K0
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Ripperda pursyed the subject; and
Louis was, at last, brdught to acknow-
ledge, that the Countess had given him
reason to believe that she loved him de-
votedly, — too devotedly ;3 and “then,
without with-holding a circumsiance, he
relate@ the whole affair, from the com-
mencement of their acqudintancc, till the
moment when he wishéa to close it for
ever. Bat, he confessed thdt what had
happened in the music-room, had roused
all within him to trcbellion, though his
judgement was as stern as ever against.
the pleadings of his infatuated senses.

« Oh, Sir!” crled he, ¢« 1 love, and I
despise her. And yet, when I stood
overher m%nslblc form, “which had be-
come so, from "the wound<I had inflicted,

Y could not but ask myself,—- Am 1 a
god, that 1 should ‘thus ruthlessly cou-
demn human error, and break the heart
that loves me ?”

The Duke was a long time silent,
after his.stn had ceased speaking. Then
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looking up, he abruptly said, ¢ Louis de
Mongemar, you dre the first man of your
sort, with whom I ever camé in contact.
I'sec of what spirit you age; but it will
not do in the station you fill, or,n the
times in® which we live.* "Fhe world is
always changing, and, you must go with
it, or.it will leave you.. I ought not to
have left you so’long at Lindisfarne !”’
Louis turned his eye on his figther. .
« 1 do not blame your instructor for
educating you like *himself.  But the
stylc is obsolete, Louis. Had you been
intended for a desert island, it might
have been well; but a gitizen of sthe
world requires other maxims. ‘The fault
is miney that I' did not bying you?b me
before. Now; ygu come into society,
like an wearmed marl' into the midst of
his cnemies; .md, mstead of hastening
to shelter, you expose yourself to their
weapons, Ly acts of impotent %ostlhty
You must content yourself in mhaintain-
ing yoar own princifles ;e to s*~etch ft-
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other’s virtue to your standard, you will
always find a vain work of supercrogation.
In all that you have described, the
Countess Altheim has only acted as any
ambitious woman would have done 5 and
ambstion is hot less rooted in the sex, than
in ourselves. She must net, thercfore,
be contemned for that. Neither do 1
object to her, on account of her obscure
birth. The blood of your family is too
essentially illustricus, not to raise to its
own elevation, whatever we mingle with
its stream. But I wish to strengthen,
our hands in Spain, by a marriage be-
tween my !\gir and- one of its native
daug'hters. Besides, the Countess Altheim
is dangerous ,in herself.” .Her haughty
spirit would embroil you" with this, and
every court, to which you might con-
duct her ; and persp’ps might be inclined
to disrespect the man who could suffer
the weakness vl passion te subject him to
an union so universally despised.’
During-this-discurse, the confdential
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warning of the Chancellor scemed to
sound again in the ear of Louis. He
recollected the hints which Wharton had
dropped on the same subject; and, with
sickefling attention, hstened to his father,
who, in Jess reserved layguage, leldted
every leading event of the life «of the
beautiful favourite.. *No word glanced
at her honour, as a chaste woman ; but,
cvery senfence completed thq portrait
of mean-spirited, insatiable ambition:
Shocked to the soul! by the description
of Count Althelm whose character was
of such grogsness, that it scemed impuos-
sible for a virtuous woman"to consent to
be his wife ; Louis hastilyf exclalmed as
the Duke rosesto depart. « I will"mever

see her more 4o I will never trust myself
agcun, with any ‘of eher betraying sex)
Heucefogth, my Hearest father,” cried
he, with a feveriste 8mile, < T will have
no mistress but glory ! © Why, avhy, did
I ever withdraw my eyes from her divice
face 27
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« She always suffers, when woman
disputes her rights,” returned the Duke.

Louis kissed his father’s hand, and
retired -to his own apartments. Ilis
spirit- felt beaten and bruised. It
con ured undey a sense of sel“-degrada-
t10n, and, throwing himself on his bed,
he passod a night of painful retrospec-
tion, on all that he had secen and heard
of her, who was so lately the object of
‘his untameable wighes.

¢ Cold, calculating, and unprincipled I’
cried he, ¢ and to such a woman, did I
give the first flames of my heart! Did
I light up the sacred altar to a fiend, in
the form of the Quecen of Heaven! —
aVrewch that T am, to kave so debased
what was most noble within me! To
sigh for a piece of painted, clay; to
adoxc——and cven now, to weep over a
creature, whose soui, if T could behold
it divesced of its beautiful garments,
would disgust me by its sordis, earth-
ward vissage !”? “



THE PASTOR'S FIRYM-SIDE, 377 o

‘The morning found his agitated spirits
subsided to a calm.  The intemperance
of passion was extinguished it his breast,
and gs he relinquished the desire of
possessing her, who had now lost.every
grace in his eyes, he streigthened in the
hope, that the killing words e bad last
pronoanced to her; were final to her
views on him.

Noon brought several animated visie
tors, tointerrupt the stirdies whichwere his
usual morning eccupation, and generally,
unfailing tranquillizers.  These younhg
Austrians came to invite hipp to share 1n
various sorts of divcrsio,n; for the day
and the evgning; and an hour p.mscd

gaily on, in tfxe vivid (nqnvumtxons of
versatile yout! A few of the Spaniards
inadea their cntrax.lc.c: and disappeared
again.  De Pasinos was not among them;
he had reproaghed those who had shewn
a wish to culzivate the kiuduness of L0u1s,
with a ‘mean submission to thé minion
of "terporary fortuile; shey? ‘heretOre,
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merely made thoir bow, and without
joining in the discourse, soon took their
leave.

Louis found an amusing diversity of
character in the Austrian group. Most
of them held commissions il the Im-
perial'service, and were full of the cam-
paign against Turkey, which the valour
of Prince Eugene had 'just brought to a
_close. " Others, were merely jocund
spirits,  hot with the fires of youth,
and high in blood.” And a few, had a
philosophic turn; some in the strait, but
most in the crooked path: and these
latter, were \t,be least agreeable of the
set; as they united an ostentatious as-
suniption of purity of ihtellect, with a
systematic corruption of‘morals. Louis
soon comprchendéd thein, an? treated
them with marked avoidance. "The mili-
tary young men were decidedly his
favourites, thcir profession was that of
his owh sccret preference, and their
minners were most congenial to Lis taste.
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There was a brave ardour in their de-
portment, and a careless enunciation of
their sentiments, which, whether wrong
or right, had no aim but the utterance
of the moment; and, commonly, Qould
as easily be turned frome*tht wrong to
the right, as from thq right o »'vrong.
The fsction was in ‘theis blood, not in
their understandmg; and when the one
was cooled, the other might soon be rea,
called to order.

While Louise was attending to Count
Koninseg’s account of the tremendous
battle of Belgrade, a messenger arrived
from the Duke de Hiyperda. He
brought a  letter for the Marquis de
Montemar.  With a blanghed checR, he
broke the seal’; but the contents were a
reprieser © The Duké told him, he had
not yet “seen the’ i,mprw;. She was
gone to the Daths at Baden, with Maria
Theresa, who had sustained a 1elupse-
and Countess. Altheim was_their com-
paiiiora  The Eropefor, had re'ired With
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his Council, for a few days to the Lux-
emburg, to avoid the persecution of the
forcign mrnisters; and thither, by his
command, Ripperda had accompanied
him. _

Louis clvsed the letter witn a reno-
vated conntenance. He was left to do
the honours of the Embassador’s table,
not enly to its usual ‘guests, but to a
Jparty of noble Austrians, whom Rip-
perda had invited. The Duke being
absent, the Spaniards were haughty and
reserved at dinner, as they affected to
be, when they encountered Louis apart;
and, as soon, 25 the desert was placed,
de Patinos, and another of the name of
Oréndayn, rose from their seats; and,
with cold bows to the joung secretary
»of legation and his guests, quitted the
room, to join societies more agiceable to
their humour.

Till the opera hour, the time passed
merrily*with the Austrian group; and
forgetful -of his bosom’s care, ly their
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animated host. The ring-leader of the
Spaniards’ discontent being gone, in the
person of de Patinos, the rést of the
young gerandees fell in with the cheer-
fulness of the company. Subjects of
taste, war, and beauty, ruled the glowing
hours; but on the latter subjeet, Louis
discoursed unmsxly, and e was glad to
see I\omnseo' look at his watch, and
point to it as a signal for adjorning to
the theatre.

« My aunt, will be impatient,”” cried
he, ¢ she is determined, that he who
danced withsAmelia at'her fjrst ball, shall
conduct her to heriirst opega.”

It was also the first opera to Louis.

- . e
He had never scen any in England ; and
until now, hé"had no opportunity of
visiting <liat at Vienna. The Palais de
Espagne'soon pouted forth its gay in-
mates; and Louis and Count Koninseg
turned towards the mansion of, the
Princess de Waradin. It was lit up in
the "fullest splu;dor, afhouglr 20 othet

7
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visitors were expected but de Montemar,
and her nephew. The artless Amelia
smiled and blushed, and smiled again,
when her mother, putting her arm into
Koninseg’s, requested Louis to take
charge of"het daughter. He politely
obeyed, and led her to the carriage,
while she prattled ‘all the way with the
volubility of a giddy child, delighted at
being treated like a woman.

The opera-hoyse presented but a
gloomy appcarance, from the extreme
scarcity of light, till the curtain drew up,
and discovered a brillians chandclier,
which hung directly over the actors. The
illumination of the stage cast the audi-
ence into deeper obscurity; therefore,
of the company in the boxes Louis had
wery little cogmzance, while the dresses
and decorations of ‘the «opera, and the
exquisite singing, might, have filled him
with admiration, had’ not the style of
the music, runmdea him of the first time
hé¢ had lLeard thé like. when she “fair
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Italian sung in his umrcle’s castle. He
recollected his consequent feelings that
night; and humiliated in the remem-
brance, compared those hours of infatu-
ation, with his admiration of Ottx;line,
and exclaimed to himself -2 ¢ What a
slave have I been, to my eyc®and car!
Music; I shall never like again; and
beauty T shall ablor 1”

As there was little of the latter, ex-
cepting youth and g blooming com-
plexion, in the*smiling Amelia, to warn
him of his ao]uratlon ; her incessant
questions and remarks on what was going
forward on the stage, amaged him ; and
his attention, to what,she said, gratified
the views of her mother.

Apostola Zcro, she father of the regu-
lar Itadian® Opéra, _hg‘d been invited te
Vienna By the Epperor; and to re-
ward his acquigscence, Charles jnvested
him with two dissimilar, but ploduptive
employments—e Imperlal histogiogr aphex,
and poet of the court overn. “Iae arate®
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ful Ttalian dedicfted hiv. comprehiensive
genius solely to his mumﬁunt patron ;

, md the pvesent performance was the first

night of anew composition he had form-
ed o the storv of Proserpine. The last
act was a representation of the infernal
kingdom § laying bare the foundations
of Atna, and exhibiting all the ‘terrors
of the subterranean world. A The curtain

"had hardly dropped, which it did in some

confusion, when %n extraordinary bustle
was heard behind the sceiles. Soon after,
the theatre filled with smoke, aund cries
of fire were distinctly heard from behind.
Pérsons front. the bdxes jumped on the
stage. while the curtain wes rent down

by those befere and behmd it; and the
scene of horror that- was discovered to
those, who were not so ehtirely"aksorbed
in their fears but they could look around
them, is not to be described. The fire
was seen bursting in several directions ;
men were mounted aloft-on the burning
Tafters, breaking down with their hatchets
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the combustible apparatus in the way.
Water was dashing and streaming every-
where.  The terrible light which filled
the stage, too well pourtrayed the inside
of a raging volcano ; sheets of fiime,
like forked tongues, threw thethselves for-
ward from a thousand gapinge mouths,
licking. the ccili.ng, *and- entering the
boxes. Shrieks, and groans, and dismal
cries, mingléd with the iron ctang of
hammers, the fall of gimber, and the
rush of fire and of people, assailed the ear
i1 once horrid moment of time.

At the first alarm, the'ladié§ in the box
with Louis, had been:hurrigdgout by him,
and some other gentlemen who had _]omcd
them in tlie courSe of tlm cygning. MThe
poor little Amelidtrug to nature, nosooner
thought, hersclf m danncn, than breaking
irom the protecting nns ot’ Louis, (who
had caught her in thom to hurry her
through the pwb'smu (‘10\\(1 i, she thle
]mmclf upun the bosom of hOl mother
and fhinged away, Thd Rrivee.s bad

[ )

VOL. II.
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more fortitude 3+ and, assisted by her
nephew, bore out the insensible girl,
~while Louis and the other gentleman
made a passage for them to the great door.

I passing the entrance of an obscure
gallery, that led to an upper range of
boxes, he distinguished, in the midst of
the uproar, shricks of peculiar <istress.
It was the very cry of"agony and despair.
Looking round for a moment, he saw that
his present charglas were well enough pro-
tected, and that he might safely leave
them, to sce and to succour this territiz
appeal. DBt even in the instant he was
turning to wWey the impulse, he heard a
fearful crash behind him ; ,and a rush of’
people followed, who bore him and his
party, like a flood, into ‘the square before
the theatre. All, then, was seeurc with
them. But for the poor suppliant, whose
cries bad picr_ged his heart, she was either
lost, or abathdoned to the flames! At
least, he -would attempt to hear if her
voice yet sounded.
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Struggling his way bick through the
last crowds who were making their escape,
some, who felt him push by them in so
destructive a direction, criéd aloud, —
¢« Whoever, you seek must have perished.
The top of the stage has fallen in, hnd
the theatre is full of fire.”

But "Louis, still fancying he heard the
voice, pressed more determinately for-
ward, and soon found himself surrounded
by smoke alone. No Tsotmds were dis-
tinct, but the raging of the dlames in the
Interior of the building, which roaved in
their work of® destruction, like the tems-
ple of Lolus, with Al it Avinds.  The
heal was, sos injense, o that perspiratjon
barst from all hi.ﬁ pores; and theair rround
him was 2 burning vpgur.  He hesitated
(%) advaﬁ&:.; and while his Jungs filled to’
suffocaticp, and the black smoke gleamed
with horpid ‘c;égbt., he wasstepping back,
when the shricle burst forth again. , Leuis
flew to the soufld. Hg 'ushed.up a feyv
steps iflo. a nartow passage, answering

@
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the cries as he aavanced, in a loud voice,
promising help. At the extremity of the
passage, which was short, he was inter-
rupted by 4 closed door, on the other
side of which was the terrified suppliant,
shaking it with frantic violence. ¢ I can-
not open’it!” cried she, in answer to his
demand.

¢ Stand from it, then,” said he.

He was obeyed ; and dashing his foot
against it, it flew" from its hinges, and a
lady instantly precipitated hersclf into
his arms. Another started from het
knees, and with a hardly articulate
cry of joy,™threw hersclf towards him.
Laow's clasped his almost insensible bur-
then firmly o his bx’ez};%‘t, and bade hex
trembling companion cling closely to
him, as they must move swittly, to
have any chance of cscape. Fe turncd
round,- and the lady, winding bbrarm in
his mantle, flew by his side, till they
plunged a¢ once ipto the dreadful smoke,
now red with advancing flames. He

»
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dashed impetuously forward; and his
almost stifled companion, partaking the
desperate  exertion, in a morhent after-
wards they found themselvgs, with the
issuing volumes, on the platform of the
portico.

He ran forward into the middle of the
square, with his motionless load. Dan-
gers of a differciit kind, now menaced
them. Theflying rafters from the con-
suming building, the ppressure of peo-
ple, with the throng of carriages, and
every confusion attendant on so tre.
mendous a scene. In dn agitated voice,
his companion asked him,, whether he
had strength, to bear his insensible bur-
then to the opposite s1de of the qufad-
rangle. Louis *epljed in the affirmative.
She told him %o go $trait onwards to
the conyeht of bamt Ma(rdalen, and, as
he obeyqd, she clung closely to hlS arm.

When' they arrived at the back of the
convent, $he let go her hold, and tuking a
key from her bosom, ‘Spfned adi*tle lotv

3
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door in the building, and whispered
Louis to enter. When he was in, she
locked the door again, and bid him fol-
low her in silence. She walked bhastily
along a narrow stone passage, faintly lit
by .a few glimmering lamps. Opening
an iron-grating at the end, she issued
mto a garden, which she as swiftly crossed ;
Louis still following, while the lady he
carried, appcared to be reviving under
the influence of the fresh air. A high
dark structure rose on the other side, the
top of which was illumined by the re.
flected flames, which now »ose in spires
from the burning tueatre. In the side
of this building was an arched door, sur-
mounted bya cross. ‘I’he lady opencd
it, and Louis followed “her into a little
-chapel ; thence, through scveratuyinding
passages ; - till they brought hm to a
superb room, where he Jdid his, charge,
now warm with returning animation, on
a sofa.’

His fair gude mstantly apjlied es-
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sences to the recovering scnses of the
Jady, and in a few minutes she opened
her eves. He could only se€ this happy
changg, by the gleam which.f{cll on them,
as the lids slowly raised ; for the gpari-
ment was immense, and bnly onc jvax-
light stood on a distant table. A mo-
ment <after, she spoke in a low, inarti-
culate voice 3 and looking round on the
chamber, and then on Louis, who stood,
by her, she -caught ghg hand of her
anxious companion, and exclaimed with
a cry of joy, « We are saved ! ——and, by
whem !, ) *

Her head dropped on the arm she had
scized, and, tears followed this burst of
feeling.” Her Hiend bent only her fead,
and whisperell sqmething in her ear,
whichgd.duais eould ot hear. The agi
tated Yady replicd, < No, no;” then
ra,isintv}n rself hom her weepm(r position,
and sit ing up on the cbleh, b]lC said to
Lounis, — ¢ I hiave no wouls in *which to
thinkeny presepver, *2l,e I wil' not deok

s 4
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any to deceive him.  Even by this light,
I can sce that I owe my life to the in«
trepid hwmanity of the Marquis de
" Montemar.”c .

The other lady obeyed the motion of
her friend’s hand, and set the solitary
candle onva stand near them. In the full
light, Louis recognized the face 0f the
Electress .of Bavaria, in the person he
had carried from the flames. He had
no thought in the Yecognition, but satis.
faction at having rescued female help-
lessness from so direful a death ; and his-
reply was in” unison with his feelings.
It was not tke:Princess he saw before
him, nor the enemy of himself and his
father ; but a woman, agitated from past
terror, and grateful to him for having
averted its horrid consummation. = -

She cxplained the, dreadful statel of de-
spair, in which he had found her’ For,
hastening with- her only attendant, Ma-
dame de Altenstein, through the box to
the inner pussage\ Hoor, while atterspting
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i0 open it, in the cdnfusion of alarm she
turned the keys wrong, and having
strained the lock by the violence of her
first application, no effort could move it.,
She had then no resource, but cries for
help, but they passed upnoticed.” And
when the terrible crash, at thc -oﬁtcry
of thc fallen roof, agsailed hcr ear, in
aimless phrenzy she would have rushed
back into tle box, and leaped over into
the flames, had not her friend plcvented
her, by clinging to ner” knees. Again
she flew to the door ; — again she rent
‘the air with her unasailigg shricks, —-
« till you came,” continued she, “‘lilg.c a
good angel, to my rescuc’ 1"’

How diftérent did the Electress appear
now in the eygs of Louis, Yrom what she
had scemed m thé two former times of'
his séqng hel. Lie the boudoir of Coun-
tess Al¥heim, she Iooked, and expressed
herselfd with ‘the prouid ackn®wledge-
ment ok a superior, to the vasgals *who-
hady done her’ service. r At the fCteoin

]
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la Favorita, she gazed around inhaughty
carclessness, and remaarked with cou-
temptuous sarmsm. on cvery object.
But now, she leaned on the sofa, cou-
versing w ith him, with the frankness of
onc_who felt that danger and. obligation
had rendered them equal ; and her five
black cyes, large’and luminous, as those
of the wild gazel, shonc on him with
.eloquent gratitude.  In all .he said, the
force of her chagacter appeared, in the
strength of her understanding, and the
encrgy of her feelings.

She explained the nature of the whis-
per which her confidential attendant had
made in her ear, while she lay on her arm.
It iold her the Marquis de Montemar
was her I)ILS(.IVLI‘, and &t asked permis-
sion to dismiss hir w1thout farther dis-
covery. ¢ But,” continued the r LLth&ﬁ,
« would I not trust with my for une, he
who has pressived my life 27

She then said, that should it ke known
to her encmics, 1 thiat she had been a¢ the
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Opera, they would *blazon it abroad, as
a decisive blow «to fer hold on the
affections of the people. "Lhe year of
mouring for her husband, was not yet
expircd ; and should it be reported that
she had been at any publjc place, before
that stated period, the supers.titieué po-
pulace of Vienna, regarding it as a sa-
crilegions irrevorence to the memory
of the dead; would consider” her, who
had committed the act, as dcscrviué‘
oxcommunication 'ﬁ'o,m'the Church, —
veprudintion from the Imperial family ;
and o declaration from thg Empire, thet
she had forfeited all claim¢to her birtha
right.

¢ Tt 4s nlerg prejutlice, that is against
me ;7 said shge ¢ but a prejudice, having
zothing to do.with rpason, 1s inacccssib;le
to a?’ﬁmxent; henee, 1 can only avoid
its sen®nce by coenlment.”

In dxcuse for the rdsiness 8f having
incurral so great a risk, for satrifling &
grgtification, $he pleadad her attachment

s 0
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to music, the innocénce of the amuse-
ment, and the ﬁ'e'quemy with which she
bad enjoyed its stolen pleasures without
discovery.” By the indulgence of the
abbess of Samt Magdalen, who was the
aunt of Madame de Altenstein, she passed
throuv& the convent garden, which
joined the Bavarian palace ; and thcnce
gliding along by remotepassages in the
sacred dJwelling, always reached the
Opera-house mn %ecurlty No other per-
son than Madame de Altenstein was
ever her companion; and therefore,
when danger gcame, as no one knew she
was there, slie had none to watch hexr
safety, or to seek her preservation.

Louis listened to her, animated dis-
course with admiration ;, but at times,
saw a fierté in her panner, that recalled
to his recollection hex who had sanationed
the several attempts on his 'ﬁlthﬁl'l"s life
and his cwn. ‘.

She rgse from the sofa, ‘with & coun-
tenance full of iyble sensibility ; « come
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with me,”” said sh®, ¢ and I wlll shew

you the heir of my gratitude.”

He obeyed the motion of hier hand, as
she passed before him with% light step
into in adjoining room. ‘It was a bed-
chamber, and in the bed [ay a%oy in
profound slecp. She appr oached him,
and drew Louis to her side. *She turned
her e.ycs, brimming in radiant tcars, from
the child, o her preserver; ayd putting
the hand of the llttlc sleeper, into that
of" Louis, she «rcnt]y pressed  them
together.

¢ This is my son,”ssaid, she, in a sup-
pressed voice, « and thus‘I commlt.hlm
to the honour of a urencxou» enemy.

Louis beht Lislip to the cherubicand
that lay in Qis; and Without a word,
glided back w1th the Electress into the
apat'tﬁlcnt tlu) hadeleft.

Shetthen told henr, that as the fortunes
of hergel! andher son, dgpended on main-
taining the affections of the major part of
thg citizens df Vienna,p herofate was now
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in the power of his lips.  n such a crisis,
what was she to expect {rom his honour
“to her, or his devotedness to the Em-
nress? )

« My silence, on what has patsed,”
replicd Louis. "

« Ihen I am your friend for ever!”
cricd the Electress, her eyes flashing a
triumphant fice, and her lips parting with
the smile of conscious power s ¢ you, and
}tou alone, shall share my confidence,
with a man wo‘rﬂ}y to have been the
adviser of Augustus. Come to me to-
morrow night at this hour, and 1 will
bind you, heart to hq:u't, with the glory
of manhood, tindaunted Wharton !”’

Louis started back.— She laid her
hand on his arii.

« I know your bonds to the Empress,
niy ambitious, and -uujusi; rival Tk Your
father’s views, and-her glozing {'.)ngue,
have fastencd ysu there, beyond. recall.
It isnot, then, your serviceseas a partizan
that. I invoke; buf 4o give your society
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to my private civdle.  You aze my pre.
server! 1 repay you with my friendship ;
and that sentiment alone,
return.”

She now held his hand.  1le febt tiere
was no «deception in this .dmmud no
covert deviee; and the noble 4 funkness
of" the speaker, so r. mm«lod him of the
beloved friend whose heart she had
offered hir, that with irrepréssible cnio-
tion he sunk wpon his knee, and L‘Ll\pl]]()‘
the gracious hand hd htld, carnestly yet
m:\pm,‘rfully between his, he replied.

My veneration, sillusfrious Princess,
must ever’be yours. xhtt‘l am born to
withstand my heart ! —and w lnlc, m re-
verence 10 you, "I keep un eternad silence
on what hag, happened; o fidclity to
mysdf T must tever vcg'ltuu. again into
this’ t\hmous prc‘vence‘ ’

Th; Flectress avds not aware that the
agitaion which rendck}g his®oice and
his loaks so® touching, as he 1'e‘maincd m
her feet. wd excited.by teénder remecm-

Jd require in
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brances of the friena he again abjured,
in rejecting her society. She was pleased
with what she regarded as proofs of sen-
sibility to nerselt’ and her cause; and
urged. him, that if he feared to make
his visits openly, they might be paid in’
secret. » With brevity, and ingenuous
freedom, he showcl how impossible it
was for the son of Rippeyda, in his pre-
sent notorious situation, (a the great
promoter of all that concerned the prag-
matic sanction ;Y to visit the adversary
of such a decree, cither openly or in
secret. It openly, che must assign a rea-
son for such -apparent contradiction in
conduct ; and the only adequate reason,
could rot be given withowt injury to the
Llectress.  Sceret visits  could not be
made without a chante of dctection;
and that incurred, the rpin of hi¥ own
honour must be the consequence. ,

“ 1 soe the «ogency of your, argu-
«ments,” returned she, < but 1 grieve to
allow thein unanswvergble. -Tortunc may
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Yet favour us.  You have twice assisted
me in distress, If it happens a third.,
time,” added she, smiling inressively,
“ take care of your destiiy!— At pre2
sent 1 grant your release. — Silence
must be our mutual boid, *till wa can
meet in open day I

« Jilence, invjolab]e'si}ence ” returned
Louis, as he put her hand to his lips,
and rose to withdraw.

« Altenstein,” crial she, ¢« give me
that casket.”

The lady obeyed; and the Electress,
pressing a spring, opened *jt.  he took
cut a small miniature of' herself,~se# in
plain gold. |

« [ intended” tluq for the bosom ‘of” my
best counsello? 3 said she, « but he will
vot ghject thes tumsfcr tovhim who has.
pre%n\c(l my -ﬁfc " Take it -de Mon-
temar. It wil} not by, word qr action,
betray * your csteem ioT" Maria of DBa-

varia,”

¢ T.nced not the” nicturc.s sie :¢ the
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miage js stamped- on my heart!’ said
Lonis, pressing it to his breast, and then
laying it huck into the open casket; « |
‘must not bo the possessor of so danocrous
a treasnre.’

AL vivid eolouar kindled on the check
of the rl‘i]estr('ss; and with a little cleva-
tion of her head, she closed the lid of
the box -upon the portralt, and said,
% Kor a Brave man, Marquis, you are a
Vely coward! — But it shall be as you
say. — Larewell, till morc --opitious
hours.”

Louis bowéd.

¢« Altenssein,” continued she, ¢ shall
conduct you out by a private door; and
then Farcwell I””

She stretched her hand to him. He
again put iteeo his lipx- rand as<he in-
stantly withdrew, he mu,l anicaliy nbcvcd
the suminons of Madame, to follow her.

As the faithf Lady of the Key, (who

“certaml, did not appear to pdve her name
for notking, ) di simissed Louis from a little
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obscure door, into a Yack street, he ob-
served threc men approaching; at sight of|
him, they evidently drew bagk into the
shadqw; and as he passed them, the gleam
of the lamps attached to this parfof the
Bavarian residence, fell on his face, Of
this he was unconscious, and Thinking
no more of thc.eve"s-ﬁrsppcrs, (on whom
his absorbed aftention had pot cast a
second look, ) e walked swiffly along.

The observers were no other tIran
Duke Whartoa, and the two bp.muuds,
de Patinos and ()u,nd't)n. As soon as
he had ppssed, de Pdtll!OS exclaimed ;
“ surely, that is e Montuu‘xr N

“ And from the Bavarian lml.lce by
stealth I”? wnLuked Orendayn, *¢>what
can it mean

Wharton was n(ﬂ' lesgsnirprised than
his LOh]tm.lh()ﬁs, ut a rencontre  with
Louis at sor n‘ueubk a place; and-the
woreso, to soe him i®fe hom a portal,
whicld to “this instant, was ¢gacred 10
b gwn regress At lf(ml‘f;,of/'unmwly
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counsel.  But survrise did not appear in
him, by look, start, or exclamation.

“ Noj;” veplied he, with perfect in-
difference, ¢ it is one Phaffenberg,, who,
I believe, has been thouwht like thee
bpam:ah seer “t'my

“ By heaven,” said the Count, <« 1
never was so deeeived in my life !, The
air of his figure, and the turn of his pro-
file, 1 comd have sworn"o; but I now
recollecty de Montemar went out a gay
coxcomb, in embroidery .and plumage,
and this person is rather in dingy ap-
parcl.”

« A. poor. scrivener®’ replied Whar-
ton, ¢ so I know not how he could be
othe: wise.”

With this observation they proceeded
down the street,. towards the censuming
theatre. De Patinos believed he had
beea mistaken, and dfsmi§sed the sub-
ject of the has®d de Montemar. But
‘urendayp. not less vindictive than his
countryman,, was mdre crafty ; and sus-
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pecting the manner, Qf Wharton, (his eye-
sight not being sufficiently ‘clear to give
him conviction,) walked on im silence,
ruminating on future obser®ation. . For
the Duke Ljmself, though he discotirsed
on a thousand subjects; he thought of
none but lLouis, ti]l.lhe could® hear his
appearance at that door” accounted for
by the Electress herself.

£ND OF THE SECO¥D VQOLUME.
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