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£CNDUCT IS FATE.

CHAPTER I

Why did she love him ? curious fool, be still :—
[s human love the growth of human will,?
BYRON.

Waex Bertha de Chanci first left dier home
to elope wigh her present husband, the‘}7 resided
some months in Lyons. While ghcre, the Comn!
D’Egmont told his wife that it was of, consequencel
to his very existence they should remath conceal--
ed, and Bertha,rigidly adhering to her husband’s
commands, had ample leisure for refiection.

The Comtesse I’Egmeut passed her ti‘n.e n
complete lonelinggs, for her husband was sel-
dom' with her, aﬁ the fewspersons with whom
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he occasionally associated were not in mind or
manners such as could form any society for her.
To a retired life she had been accustomed, but
it was the retirement of hér own romant’c coun-
try Swisserland ; and the loneliness of . great
~nd populous city is a state of soulless solitude,
which those caly who héve had the misfortune to
feel can duly know how to comthiserate. During
some wecks of their residence at Lyons, Bertha
had seldomn Lreathed the fresh air; for D’Eg-
mont rarcly permitted her to walk out, and, when
he'didy it was only when the obscurity of even-
.ing conccaled her.

Inséns:l‘ly her health began to suffer from
thi$ confinemeht, and her spirits sunk under the
Uidinge of existerice. +She, who had lived upon
/{' 1t liberty of exercise and of thought, alike
salutary to mental and physical well heing,
found hersclf shut up in a narrow street, the
sun pouring but a scanty beam at noon-day
and, itstead of beholdipg the moon diffusing its
holy placid influence, seeing, only to regret, it
reflected on the high walls®if the adjacent
houses.
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"T'o those who have not a genuing love of na-
ture these circumstances must appear trifling
and vidiculout, when dwelt upon as influencing
happit > 5 but by those who, from early asso-
ciations #nd habits, havefbeen accustorhied to de-
rive pleasure and reflection from scenes of na-
ture, it will be felt and*understocd how very
painfully their privation affects the mmd

But, although the Comtesse D’Efrmont had in
the youthful romance of an ardent #nd enthusi-
astic nature, committ®d an error, from which
there was no retreating, by her hasty andyclafls
destine marriage, she was not one of those futile
characters who have not strength of ,mm(.l to
endure the euls they bring upon® themselvel.
She soon discovered that shedind bartered happ.
ness for a shadow of romantic felicity,, but she
strove to redeem that folly, and not sink entirely
beneath its degrading consequences.

'l‘he Comte D'ligmont had mar risd partly
from love—or what he ctchtl love—partly 1&‘0m
interese, and was mistaken i both. In slmrt,

they were mutually disappainted.  "This dis-
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covery aff'or(led a melancholy prospect for fu-
turity, but one of so common a kind, that it
seldom excites sympathy, and nevervccasions sur-
prise.  Yet these two persons, each of ythem re-
plete witht faults, werey not without mgny vir-
tues’; and Ccmte D'Egmont, although a man of
violent passions, and stormy uncontrolled temper,
making himself, and those who depended upon
him, w'rctahed, was, nevertheless, brave, gene-
rous, and cpable of attachment; but the tis-
sue of his character was $o very unequal, that
“hoss brilliant colours would have rendered the
stains less obtrusively offensive.

Berd.y strove to hide those painful feelings
whiclt the dsscovery of her husband’s character

casiondd her, But all powerof entertainment and
of social (converse unavoidably fails, when therce
xs any secret barrier placed against that free and
1ec1p10cal communication of thought, which is
the only pure source of unsatiating delight.

D.rl]gmont, dissatiQﬁcd with the change he
percelved in his w1'fe, of which he was Fimself
the solc cause, sought vamlftm her society for
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. that flgw of spirits—that clasticity,of unrepres-,
sed fancy, which imparts brightness to others.
Thus disappointed in .his expectations, D’Eg-
mont’s manners became daily more careless,
and fm‘quently degenggated into a ‘coarsencss,
which: in despite of duty and attachmetit on
the part of his wife, c®oled the sxdour of her
love, and daily robbed it of that gloss of fecling
so exquisitely beautiful, and so rafely‘ lasting.
Wholly unaccustomed to derive sntertainment
in tranquil or studiods occupation, if D’Egmont
failed to find amusement abroad,,hé rgturmee
with an expectation (in some degrec just, in-
deed) that he should find enterta}*..ue’nt at
home; but, with the best intenticas, the ' po®er
of enterta'ming others is yot sdways depen s
on the will ;—the inspiration of deligl.lt must b;
reciprocal—the interchange constant, although
unmarked by effort. Unfortunately this soon
ceased to be the case; they mutually felt there
could be no barter of delight between then ; and
yet D’Egmont expected—nay, demanded ‘as a
right—that veryharm whose essence consists
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Jn being voluptary, and of which he diimgelf de-
stroyed the source.

In this temper D’Egmont remained sometimes
for hours, listless, and lounging about their
apartment. 'When Bertha attempted to\read or
cemplc»y herselfin any way, he would frown, and
show evident,symptomstof displeasure,~—say he
would not obtrude upon her stedics, and, snecr-
ing, leave her abruptly; at other times he would
turn into ridicule what he termed the preten-
sion of all fools to appearsomething for which
oy were' not designed. He exemplified this
axiom by obscrving, that women like to pursue
their Migjes in con pany, and that they always
ch®osc® the mement of their husband’s presence
fff:ﬁ!xe inllulgenee of gheir literary tastes.

To be t‘alk'ed at, is of all modes of torment-
ing, perhaps, the most eflicacious. * Bertha was
not invulnerable to the sting, but she had suffi-
cient commgnd over her temper to reply quiet-
ly; ajd one day, she ‘said, in answer to these
tauntings, ¢ If it is not agreeable to you that I
should read, I will vary my elfployment. Once
you loved music,—shall I sing to you? 1



CHAPTER I. 7

woukd have dgne so befdre, but —2-" , She did
not finisl! what she was about to utdr, for her
heart swelled high, and she wished to repress
all e 1otion which might excite her own feelings,
without soothing those of her husband. She
began tossing, but not darmg to trust her voice
w any expression, lest its qwn intondtions should
give her back too forcibly the senfations she
found it almost impossible to repress,—she sang
nionotonously, and the notes died away imper-
fectly erc they found ytterance. She’looked up
timidly, conscious of her failurc, and, beheld
D’Egmont in a fit of passior that deprive® her
almost of her senscs. “ What have I dong?”
she said, rising and attompting to take his ha 4,
¢ Tell me, ¥ conjure you, what I have (.lone to
Aisplease, and what I could *do fo please you ;'
it is my sole wish, my sole duty now.”s—Again
she hesitated. ¢ Now, Madam,” he repeated
tauntingly, * what do you mean by now, that
you regrel it is your duty?” This appeal to
truth for a moment made Bertha silent. 'She
could bend her cogduct to another’s will but
uever could bend ‘the dictatds of her mind to



& CONDUCT IS FATE,

falsehood, of even to disguise. ¢ Speak, “Ma-
dam, I cotimand you | Do you regret that I hav

that right.”—¢ At this moment, I do, certain
ly,” replied Bertha, in a low yet steady voice,
“but it depends upon you to decide, whether
I am to continue to do so or not.”

The calm determingtion with which she spoke,
brought on a scene which Bertha endured only
with the passive tranquillity of despair. Thesc
storms of ungoverned passion were wholly
strange to her ; no words but of kindness, kind-

“ness even in reproof, had ever met her ears.
“Shefazed*at him with a mingled feeling of pity
ang, contempt but when, with increasing fury,
he pou.ed forth vollies of abuse, and curseci
ﬁle hour he had married, astonishment gave
"place to grlef ; sh¢ thought she was under the
impression.of some painful dream, and that,
,waking, she should lose the sensc of anguish.
Suddenly a knock was heard at the door, and
D’Egmont’s looks and manner changed v:ith the
1a}.)1hgrtr;r of lightning. A person entered the
room, whom he addressed l» the name of A-
lexis, and accosted‘with the kindest endearments
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of friendship ; then tutning to hié wife, he said,
Bertha,s here is my best friend; Teceive him
with all your grace, and all your smiles.” What
a moment to call for smiles. The suddenness of
the appeal, however, had, in some degree, the de-
sired effect. Witha corfvulsive sob, she repress-
ed the starting tears, and endeavoured to call
forth a smile, while she made sonle -awkward
apology for the ‘confusion of her appoarance.
¢« Never,” said D’Egmont rapturously, ¢ can
she be ashamed of being seen ; at ledst she never
ought, for she is an a.ngel. When you are ac-
quainted with her, Alexis, you will® thin® s
He uttered the latter words in a tone of tegder
carnestness, that again melted Bertha for a mo-
ment to soff emotion. How these words e\hlh-
rated,—how they revived het ! i—Iope returned
she looked upon past ill-temper, asepast for
ever, and felt the joyous feeling, that, while con-,
scious of deserving happiness, it could not be
wholly, wiRdrawn. )
This friend of D’Egmont’s, Alexis de Begu-
mont, ‘was a gravxqunet-mannered man, whose
ohservmg eye did not the *less remark every
A2
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glance and mdtion of otlicrs, from being trgn-
quil in its mdde of observation. He spoke lit
tle, but that little evinced much accuracy of
perception, and the lucid distinctness of plain
good sense, which, if it does not light up, does
not mislcad the imagina{iion.

Monsicur de Beaumont became a frequent vi-
sitor, and in his society D’Egmont resumed the
dignity. angl charm with which he knew at times
so well to invest himself. He frequently press-
ed his wife to avail herself of Monsieur de Beau-
mont’s offered protection, and desired her to
take her actustomed walks, and no longer im-

umuuherself within the walls of her apartment.
lzertha, &ehghtcd with the permission, and pleas-
ed to bask m the temporary sunshine of her
usband’s good humour, found a pleasure,
though fot- unmixed with melancholy, in trac-
-ing the outline of Mont Blanc in the distant ho-
rizon, from the walk of poplars which border the
Rhope. “The flatness of the surroufding coun-
try, was particularly distasteful to her eye; and
she indulged in drawing a ggntrast between its
rich, but palling nonotony, and the magnificent
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scencry of her own sublime mountains. There
.w;s bitéerndss in the result of the scomparison;
but where is the human heart that has no gall,
and that never delights ip discontent ?

Upon the whole, however, Bertha’s existence
had recéived a new andl animating tone sincq
the arrival of Monsieur d'e Beaumdnt. In éarly
youth, when hope itself is young, tlfe spirits are
bent, not broken.® The slightest encouragement
restores their vigour, and there is an elasticity
in the mind’s enjoyment, which, aftér tempora-
ry checks, shoots forth with redoubled strength.

Bertha felt this renovation of joj, an& She
was grateful towards Monsieur de Beaumont,as
being the cause of her restoration to happiness.;

When D’Egmont conversed with’ his..f'ricnd,
his conversation took a widbr range, a loftier
tone, than it had done for some months past.
While living <;nly with persons of inferior intel-
lect or interested views, all the mean and bad
qualities of, his mind had been drawn fofth ; now
these were again concealed, and the brighter
parts of his charactgx; apﬁeare;l.

Politics was a favourite topit of Comte D'Eg-
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mont’s, ahd Beytha listened to her husband with
.pleasure ; a pleasure enhanced by surprise ‘a‘
deriving it from an unexpected source. In the
happy ignorance of her hitherto secluded and
innocent life, it had never come within the circle
of her consideration to think, that politics could
affect the happiness of individuals. She consi-
dered the subject, if, indeed, she could have
ever been said to consider ¥, as an abstract
speculatiox;, which occupied kings and ministers
and old meu, but never before brought, it home
to herself, as affecting any thing dear to her.
ru-med: to take interest in all which excited
the exercise of thought, she eagerly entered
upo';l eyery new avenue of intellectual enjoy-
fnent, and in measure as she felt, although she
lid not allow “he feeling to herself, that happi-
ness had failed her, or, to speak more correctly,
that she had failed of finding happiness, in rhat
great object of a woman’s life, married felicity,
$0 dxd whe with keener search ad\m;t to other
mcam of guratificatign, seeking in interests fo-
reign to the heart, for that which she would fain
have derived fron: the hear{alone. In such at-
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tempts, the mind gains in strength, whAt it loses
n bliss, Would any woman fromechoice make-
the sad exchange ?

For some%ime after Monsieur de Beaumont’s
armval at Lyons, no domestic storms interrupt-
ed the tranquillity of Bertha. D’Egmont had
tacitly confessed himself i In the wréng, and frome
that moment she had ceased to tifink he had
ever been so. 'The woman who sees her hus-
band at her feet, who hears him commend her
temper, in contradistinction to his oWn, does not
merit that happiness, if she receives it not with
gratitude, with transport. Yet these is aPFecur-
rence of suffering, of unjust suffering, beyond
which even this gentleness of soul cannot extend
D’Egmont became more and mdte engrossed
with Monsieur de Beawmont? cither he was
closetted with him in conference, tp which Ber-
tha was not admitted, or they were absent to-.
gether. She was left, it is true, in undisturbed
tranquilljty to prosecute her own oeeupations,
and follow the bent of hey own ta8tes,—but she
was left,

At first, the contrast of ¢his total calm after
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storm, wis grateful to her harassed spirits—-b‘ut
'the human mind requires an alterndtioneof rest.
and labour to ite healthful state; and, after a
time, she found herself frequently feading over
the same page, drawling over the samc song,
and working, till her hands dropt down listless,
cand her eyes"gazed on vacancy—* Is it ever
thus ?” she sbmetimes asked herself :—¢ Do we,
in the day of trouble, sigh for' the d&y of rest,
and when the rest cometh do we loath it in its
turn? Thi§' then is existence: how different
from what I had once figured it to myself "

™ gertha hud not undergone that apprentice-
ship to life which breaks the elastic spirits,
hl, order to render them more subservient to the
purposes of existence. On entering, the world,
Tar first prospects &re usually dazzling. We
Jend to every object the charm which is in our-
«elwes. But this, alas! is of short duration—
then comes the gloom of bitter disappointment.
On first Giscovering our fallacious hgpes, we
nauseate all wé loved hefore ; each little blemish
in our joys is magnified to lyathsome blotches
which infect the ait we breathe,—yet still we
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breathe it; and after another lapse oF time the
keenness of this pang likewise passéth away. Is
it thiat a consciousness of our own imperfections
red 1ces us it some measure to the level of those
around, and reconciles man to his fate; oris it
that we grow callous, #nd owe our philosophy
to indifference ?
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CHAPTER-II.

¢ Ceux qui s’exercent & controller les actions humaines, ne se
trouvent en aucume partie si empﬁghez‘qu’ﬁ les compresser et
mettre & mésme lustre ; car elles se contre disent communément
de si etrange fijon qu'il sentble impossible qu’elles soient par-
ties de mésme Boutique.”
: MONTAIGNE.

BERTHA was not allowéd to remain long in
he suspension between good and &vil, in which
she had lately existed D’Egmont announced
to her his resolution of setting off immediately
for Paris. + She expressed the pleasure she felt
at the thought of moving to a new seene, and
one which she had painted as abounding with
cvery object to interest the mind dt engage the
fancy. But D’Egmont quickly dissipated this
gay illusion of her ima'ginay"m, by one of those
dark frowns which so often obscured to her



cHAPTER 11 17

every beamof gaiety, rendering thg gifts of na-
ture and of youth vain and profitless.  Bertha
tre;ubled inwardly at !lel‘ husband’s gloomy
countenance, and, dreading a relapse into those
storms which had so lately embittered her life,
she endeavoured to conceal the despair shefelt,
and addresscd herself ascalmly as she could to
Monsieur de Beawmont. She asked some ques-
tions, to which, at the time, she attached little in-
terest, relative to their route to Paris. » Monsieur
de Beaumont, who always treated every subject
with a certain degree of gravity and consequae.:,
commenced a reply to Bertha in a serious and
somewhat prolix manner, but contrived to throw
interest and information into his diseourse, so as
to engage her attention, and gdrawsit off ffom her'
own sad situation. ¢ Where are your maps,
D’Egmont ?” *asked Monsieur de ‘Beaumont.
¢ T know not ;” was the short ungracious reply,
but made jn that well known terrific, under-
tone which struck dismay to the keart of Ber-
tha. ¢ How shall I ever.please him,” said she
to herself, ¢ and how know tq avoid giving him
offence 2"
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During her silence Monsieur de Beaumont
rose to look for.the maps he had inquired for.
She dreaded being left alone witht her husband
at that moment, and involuntarily held out
her hand to detain hil, as he left the room.
Theén came over Bertha that glow of terror
which often gives to innocence the hues of guilt ;
and the cqnsciousness that her fears were scen,
and might be attributed to some wrong emotion,
totally ovéicame her. She hung her head—she
played with the ringlets of her hair—=but her at-
“tegn at «composure was ineffectual. D’Eg-
mont made a few paces to approach nearer to
her—then stopped, gazing at her intently for
some time, with fixed rage and fury in his coun-
tenanco—then‘burst forth in fits of frenzied pas-
sion. Struck with horror she remained in
specchless agony immoveable, her hands only
raised and clasped together in attitude of sup-
plication.  The door opened—ManIeur de
Beaumont w-appeared, laden with maps and
books. Instantanéously, as if it had been by
magic, D’Egmong’s rage Was hushed. His
countenance displayed no trace which was dis-
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cernibla to #ny eye, save Bertha's, of that fury
which the instant before had distorted his fea-
tures, and e affected to be absorbed in the
book, which he again took up.

De Beaumont began,sin his usual cool and
orderly manner, to arrange his maps, and’ ex-
plain what he wished to say, whefi, looking
up in Bertha’s face, he beheld her pale as death.
“ D’Egmont,” he cried, ¢ come instar;tly to the
Comtessc ; she is ready to faint.” ¢ Ch,” rejoin-
ed the former, * let het alone, she is only giv-
ing herself a few airs—a little affected sencigin-
ty, that is all.” This was the first affront Bertha
had ever received from, her husband before any
third person.  Thrown off her guard complete-
ly——-mastercd by her feelings-a-she felt the suf-
focation which precedes tears, and sooy these
came to her relief, as she sobbed in all the con-
vulsion of bitter grief. De Beaumont paced
the apartment, saying, * This is terrible ~what
can be done ?” and, at length, as he could do
nothing,s he left the room. ‘¢ So, Madam,”
said D'Egmont, ¢ your lover has left you to re-
cover from these intéresting hygterics.” ¢ My
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lover !” repeated Bertha, recoverinf composure
in a moment from indignation. “ D’Egmont,
what can you mean ? ,what dreadtul crime dare
you impute to me?” He then, in language be-
fitting a maniac, charged his wife with indulging
a passion ior Monsleur de Beaumont. To
Bertha, wnose ears were too unsullied by stories
of crime, not to start with unféigned horror from
the imputation, this accusation seemed so mon-
strous, and at the same time so ridiculous, con-
sidering the circumstances in which she had
fnace De Beaumont's acquaintance, that she felt
_that sensation of mingled laughter with herrer,
‘which seems only one step removed from in-
'samty

After all her protestations, all her honest in-
dignation had proved of no avail, a mere matter
of chance turned the tide of D’Egmont’s dis-
pleasure. A flower which he had worn fell to
the ground ; Bertha lifted it almostamnconscious-
ly and placed it in her breast. He was sudden-
ly touched at this, and falling on-his knees,
caught her in his arms, with rapturous expres-
sions of love and adoration, vaunting her per-
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fectionsw—condemning himself. But the same
kind of scene had too often occurred ; the bow,’
too often bedt and relaxed, was broken; that
fine spring of the heart’s fresh feelings no longer
rebounded at the call of’pleasure. Weary and
worn out with strife, Bert}:a was gl#d to take re-
fuge in peace; but she received pasdively those
carcsses—those  professions—which she once
thought never could have been received but
-with rapture. The sad avowal whith, for the
first time she made herself, that they were no
longer so, gave an additional gloom fo hec~tha-
‘rassed feelings ; - and she sought, in pretended
slumber, for that repose which she feared had
left her for gver.

The spring of animation Brokdn, and brood-
ing care at her heart, how could Bertha look
happy, or be the thing she was not. The veil
had dropped. She beheld in her husband not
the creatuge of her imagination, but a 3eing in
whom all the infirmities of human femper reign-
ed unchecked by control, and whose impetuosi-
ty alone was displayed, whether it was excited
by love or anger. But, strgnge to tell, on
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D’Egmont’s own mind, his violence'left dittle or
no trace. He suddenly became placid after tre-
mendous ebullitions of, fury, and was surprised
when Bertha also could not partake the same
versatility of sensation.’

D’Egmont was frequently mortified at observ-
ing the interior conflicts which, in spite of na-
tural cheerfulness, and a constitutional good
temper, Bertha did not always conceal. He lik-
ed to inflicf pain, because that implied power;
but hi§ pride was mortified at not being able

to commahd pleasure also when he chose to
Axess his victim in smiles. To this species of
dissatisfaction Bertha did not feel disposed to
pay any regard : it arose from a soyvce entirely
“selfish, and could not call forth any anéwering
sentimerx. .

In proportion, however, as love died away,
she felt that duty more imperiously commanded
her to waich over her conduct, and t6 £ulfil this
duty was her'only study. It was no easy task,
—what pleased one hour offended the next; the
distant manner, thé silence she observed towards

Monsieur de Besumont, werc construed into
10
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some unwortlty meaning ;—and we almost be-
come degraded in our own estimation, when we
are living and"acting undgr the impression of
being suspected. Sometimes. she determined
to cast off all restraint, to Be her own pure and
innocent self, rich in all the' gifts of ifature, de-
lighting and delighted, not suffering thé tyranny
of undue authority fo deprive her of these self-
cmanating and varied pleasures with which she
had becn endowed by Heaven ; but tHis deter-
mination endured only Yor a moment,—it was
vain. 'The slavery was on her mind ; she Latr
dcbased herself by a voluntary acquiescence to
-it.  The fetters were on her imagination, they
weighed heavily on her heart, to the éxtinction
of all mental freedom or enjoyrthent?

It was at this epoch, and with a mjnd. thus
subdued, that Bertha arrived at Paris.

One evening after the Comte D’Egmont had
been absent glt day, he entered his wife’s «part-
ment with a wild disordered, air, and throwing
himself ont a seat, exclaimed, «' Bertha, we are
ruined, and unless you can draw money from
Swisserland, I know not to whatedegrading ex-
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tremities we may be reduced. My supplies have
unexpectedly failed, of course, this is only a tem-
porary inconvenience,, but still it is one against
which we must speedily seek to provide.” ¢ From
Swisserland ?” exclaimed Bertha, while anguish
wrung her' breast. *¢ Alas ! you forbade my hav-
ing any communication with the friends I have
left there. How can I write to them, after having
offended them as I have done, for money merely
—D’Egmont, how can I?” ¢ Offended them ?”
interrupted the latter, ‘his brows knitting to-
gether ; *¢ what right have they to be offended ?
Is it cause of offence that a private obscure indi-
vidual has united herself to a man of my rank ?”
“ You forget,” rejoined his wife meekly, < that
my relations, as well as myself, are ignorant of
your sitvation, and there were reports which
were not altogether favo——.:"

Bertha checked the remainder of her speech,
adding humbly, ¢ At all events, my, clandestine
and imprudent maxriage, my improper mode of
leaving my guardian, afferds all my connections
too just a plea' to contemn any application I
might make them.”
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« Yqp sheuld have thought of alld¢hese things
before,” harshly replied D’Egment. Bertha only
sizhed, for she felt the truth of the remark.

Since it is the hard lot of woman to be re-
proached by those most s¢verely, for whose sakes
they deserve and incur reproach, will the €xpe-
rience of othiers, who have stepped before in the
path of life, nevet warn them to shun this dan-
ger?

D’Egmont ended the conversatioil, by com-
manding his wife to write immediately to Swisser-
land, and demand a part of her fortne. ~ine
latter entreated only to be permitted to address
first a letter of penitential kind, to a female cou-
sin. ¢ You are my wife, Madam, not’the Banne-
ret Manvert s,” was the reply? ¢ Mis dxspleasurc
does not regulate your conduct now ;, miae May
affect you, and 'shall, if you disobey me.” Utter-
ing these words with violence, he shut the door
and departg,d How bitterly did Bertha ¢hen re-
collect all the sober truths which tle two good
old ladses who had educated her so often im-«
parted to her then unheeding cur.  But the time

arrives, sooner or latter, when the wisdom of
VOL. I. B
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- those who <have preceded us in life risgs up'in
our own path, tq pronounce comfort or condem-
nation. But as D’Egmont said, atid said truly,
these things should have been considered before.
To pass onc period of ¢xistence, in recalling and
regretting what never can be recalled, however
vegretted in another, is a fatal misabplication of
repentance. Bertha determined at least to avoid
this error. For the present, then, it concerned
her most w provide. Obedience to her hue-
band’s will, where it infringed not on other du-
ties; was the first step towards her present com-
fort, as well as to her pbtaining that inward
. peace which sufficeth to itself. . With burning
blushes and a heavy heart, she commenoed a let-
"'ter to Swisserlind. ' Excuses she felt wore vain—
yet it is impossible not to wish to gloss over our
faults. Many commencements of letters were
written and torn. At length Bertha confined
herself*to that simple mode of expregsion which
relates facts'without striving to adorn them. She
said her heart was sad, and in every sentence
that sadness pleaded for her. Whan the letter
was finished, she knew that her husband would
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wishi to peruse it, but a consciousness was at her
heart that he would have been displeased at its
tepor; she therefore sealed and dispatched it in
haste. Yet there was nothing criminal or dis-
graceful in the page;—=why make a mystery ?
simply because fear got the better of candour.
Nor is this fault (for it is one) to be attributed
to individual charalter ;-it arises out of the weak-
ness and waywardness of human nature; for
how seldom is it that we have sufficieht justice
or magnanimity to enduire to see ourselves repre-
sented in a manner we are conscious is hevernie-
less true? It is to be regretted, however, that every
one has not always the courage to be perfectly sin-
cere and candid. The evils incurred by the con-
trary mode of conduct are, perhaps} greater than
those which would be endured by perfect candofir.
When Comte I’Egmont returned to Bertha,
he seemed to have forgotten the subject of his
late ungovegned expressions. He told hig wife,
with & gay and careless air, ﬂm all would go
well, anc that he intended visiting one of the
theatres, desiciag her to hasten ahd dress, inorder
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to accompany him. At another momenrt, there
was nothing she would have more enjoyed, but,
at the present, her eyes red and swoln with weep-
ing—that weeping which is not tears  forgot
as soon as shed,” but the bitter burning tcars of
a self-condémning spirit,—she felt unequal toany
scene of mere pleasure, and sought to be ex-
cused. Immediately her hutband relapsed into
anger, and to allay this, Bertha hastened to call
forth unwilling smiles, and to prepare to obey his
wishes. A few months ago, to attend a scenic
representation would have delighted her, for no-
velty would have enhanced to her the pleasure,
but now she found herself in this gay assembly
without one joyous sensation. So seldom is it
that we recéive any pleasure at the exact mo-
niént,cor in the particular mode which bestows it
unalloyed. Some bitter ingredient mingles with
the sweet, and when it becomes ours, ’tis sweet
no longer.

. Bertha did not, however, with sullen gloom,
determine not to be amused. On the contrary,
she endcavouredto extract enter@tment from a
representation, which the beauty of scenery and



CHAPTER II. 29

the cherm of music was well calcalated to in-s
spire. Scarczly had she begun, to taste their in-
fluence, wheh D’Egmont suddenly touched her,
and whispered in her ear, ¢ Let us begonedirectly,
there is Carlovitz, by albthat is unlucky ; and I
wish particularly to avoid him.” For this per-
son Bertha also felt a repugnance stfonger than
any actual circunfstance with which she was ac-
quainted concerning him could reasonably war-
rant. She rose, and was hurrying from the
box, when a party entering the theatre blocked
up the passage; and, to the aston&hment of
Bertha, and the evident agitation of her hus-
band, they beheld a female who, from different
motives, they neither of them could ”behold with
indifference. In Mademoistlle Sophie de FE.
ronce Bertha saw a friend whom she had Once
dearly loved, ‘and who had betrayed her. In
that same Sophie the Comte beheld a being who
mamtamed-a powerful sway over his miitdd—one
to whom he partly owed a]l the mi%deeds of his
past life, and all the misery of his present exist-
ence. :

For a moment Sophie de Kéronce looked at
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them both, as if irresolute how to bchave ; but
soon recovering from her co , she came
forward at onee with ease, and the ‘apparent af-
fection of a friend who had béen long absent.
“ Ah!” said she, “isftso? My dear Bertha,

 (embracing her,) why ‘did you not tell me the
truth at first?” then bent forward, and whisper-
ed in her ear. Turning aftetwards to D’Eg-
mont, she addressed him with a torrent of kind
expressions, mingling her compliments to him
with others to his wife; and so strangely did
this once loved Sophie still fascinate her frierd,
that for a moment she forgot the hollowness of
those professions,—the unworthiness of her who
uttered them.

If such was 'the effect this unexpected meet-
ing produced on Bertha, what fatal power did
it not obtain on the inflammable heart of her
husband.

¢ Come,” said Mademoiselle de, F?ronce,
leaning on D’Egmont’s arm, as she had pre-
viously done on Bertha’s, ¢ you shall positive-
ly stay with me the remainder of the evening.
Remember, my dear Bertha, your last words to
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me wege, ‘o unchanged, unchanging.’ I have
remembered them,” said she, with a bitter smile,
¢ /vt me not*see that you wish to forget them.”
At this appeal. Bextha felt the blood rush like
fire through her veins.

How it grates against the feelings to recollect
words which we have uttered in the full tide of
the heart’s affections, and to hear them repeated
when these affections exist no more. It makes
some difference, indeed, if the change has not
been owing to the mutability of our own senti-
ments, but merely to the decay commen to most
attachments. Yet, in either case, this return of
sound, which no longer finds an echo in our own
breasts, is ever humiliating and painful. ’

While Bertha felt all that®she tould not say,
Mademoigelle de Féronce continued ropeaing
all that she did not feel. Then turning to some
persons by whom she was accompanied, « Al-
low me tg introduce you to—to whom?” said
she;.in a loud whisper tp Comte D'Egmont,
“ for you do not, I fancy, wish to be known.”
D’Egmont coloured,~hesitated ; his eye fell be-
neath the hold gaze of the questioner’s=< To
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Madame D’Egmont.” ¢« D’Egmont?” repeated
Mademoiselle de Féronce in a tone of surprise.
“Oh! be it so ;”—ﬁnq then again’ placing her
lips close to the ear of Bertha, she said, ¢ You
see an old friend can b disereet.” The former
.looked at her husband, and caught the reflection
of that confusion which varied his cheek in quick
alternation from red to pale s while Sophie de
Iéronce, evidently enjoying their distress, had
by this tinie drawn them back into the box they
had just left, dismissed most of her other attend-
ants; and, seating herself between them, ad-
dressed herself in an under tone to D’Egmont,
l_‘l.eaving Bertha to her own reflections.

Sophie dt: Féronce was brilliantly attired, and
handsomer eve. than when Bertha had first seen
hei ot Lausanne. The latter was aware that
she captivated her husband by her beauty, her
splendid appearance, the independence of her
situatioa ; that independence which gjyes a con-
sciuousness of-power, and allows the mind its full
play, to dazzle, to engage, to enslave,«—while
the shrinking subdued wife drew a melancholy
contrast to this wjth herself.” Her plain attire,
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=her face of care,~her unknown, state,—un-
known even to hersclf,~her talents and her fa-
culties in subjection to a tyra.n'ny that depressed
their vigour, however much she strove to rise
superior to its blightingseffects. And glancing
her eye amid the brilliant and appayently happy
circle, Bertha heartily wished herselfsagain con-
cealed in the privacy of her chamber, enduring
those trials which she had brought upon herself,
in secret loneliness,—that very loneliness which
she had not many weeks back deplored,—so lit-
tle do we appreciate the cxact degret of our suf-
ferings, till some new pang affords a melancholy
standard of comparison.

Bertha's thoughts were suddenly drawn oft
their sad interests, By the gpenipgof the box-
door to admit the portentous figure of Carlgyitz.
He looked in us if to ascertain if there was room
for him. Bertha shuddered involuntarily. Ma-
demoiselle de Féronce had not at first qbserved
him, dut suddenly’ turning roung she beheld,
and nodding familiarly to him, beckoned hini te
come in. ¢ What an agreeable unexpected

meeting of friends,” she added, sitting closer to
B 2



34 CONDUCT 1S FATE.

D’Egmont, and making room for him betweeu
herself and Bertha. The latter shrunk back ;
in doing so sherappeated to facilitate the ar-
rangement, and D’Egmont frowned upon her
with dark and gloomy. displeasure ; but Carlo-
vitz made gnod his way, and squeezed himself
into the seat provided for him. < All this is
well,” cried Sophie de Féronce; ¢ this is what I
have long' wished for;” and, taking a hand of
each, she joincd them, saying, “There—there is
a union of two of the cleverest men in the
world.” -

Bertha beheld this scene with stupified amaze-
ment, She saw how repugnant it was to D’Eg-
‘mont to be thus forced.into the appearance of
friendly interepurse with a man whom a few
mareents before he sought to avoid ; and she
augured nothing favourable to her happiness
from the influence which she saw exercised by a
woman ghe had every reason to misfrust. Af-
ter a short time had elapsed, dm:il'lg'which
D’Egmont spoke hurriedly, but with apparent
good humour, to Garlovitz, Sophie took up the
conversation, and graduallly engaged the atten-
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tion ofsthe former exclusively, leaving the latter,
entirely to Bértha, Carlovitz never spoke much.
He gazed mtemly on Bgrtha, and with inquisi-
tive looks that asked 2 thousand impertinent
questions. She turned ffom him in disgust, and
he relapsed into total silence. Shoxtly after the
performance ended, and Bertha aross with ala-
crity, joyful to quit & scene which to her had
been productive only of pain. So ended the ex-
pectationis she had once formed of the delight
she should feel on belng present at a scenic re-
presentation ; and so ends most of il expecta-
tions we form of all the scenes in which we are
either spectators or actors .

Conite D’Egmont gave his arm to Sophie;
Carlovitz took that of Bertln. The former dé-
clared she would have the pleasure of, tel:ing
them home ; and D'Egmont, without equipage
or attendants, was not sorry to accept her offer.
The pargy ascended the carriage, and, being
driven to their hotel Sophie exclaimed agamst
its shabby appearance—vowéd they should not
live in that part of the town, so unsuiting to
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them; and, }*ei'tcrating her offers of servjce, dc-
clared she would be at their door carly the ne

morning ; and, with a thousand protestation
left them to retire for the night.
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CHAPTER III.

How happy is he born or taught
That serveth not another’s will ;
Whose armour is his honest thought,
And simple truth his utmost skill. .
Sir H. WorToX.

Tre next : orning D’Egmont inquired of
Bertha, with that tone of subdued anger which
ever made her tremble, if she had remembered‘
his commy 1 to write to Swisserlalld P« Yes;”
she replicd. But she hesitated and *blushed ;
for she did not tell the whole truth. . 8% had
written, but® not as .¢ had ordered, to ask for
money. ID’Egmont saw this in her countenance,
and, without waiting to have it confrmed by
words, he broke forth mto a parexysm of rage,
for which therc '\ppeared o adequate cause.

When this i+ some degree subsided, Bertha
thought she might address him; and, with
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great gentleness, shid, ¢ 1 disobeyed you for
two ressons. " Ta the fifst placé; T thotight"—
¢ Thought,” rejoined D"Egmont, “*what busi-
ness had you to think? Women and children
have only to obey.” Ga]led by this brutal des-
potism, Bertha’s mdependent mind revolted
against such abuse of' power; and, with that
contempt which reason and the-independence of
a noble spirit must ever bestow on tyranny, she
recovered hor self-possession, and told him in
few words, that the little fortune she possessed
would not' he in her power till she attained her
twenty-fifth year; and, in the interim, the Banne-
ret de Manvert, her guardian, had the sole direc-
“fion of it. D’ngont heard this with impatience.
“ Why did yow not tell me this circumstance
befoze.?” he said, starting up and pacing the
apartment furiously. % You have deceived me;
the consequences be upon your own head.”

¢ Deceived you, D’Egmont? No, yeu cannot
think so; if apy one has been deceived, ‘it is
myself.” Bertha felc that this truth ought not
to have escaped her.. She remained silent, but
not so he to whom it was spoken. Torrents of
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fnvective and abuse were pouted forth upon
her; and, as she felt conscious that she had, in
#ome degree, excited it, she bore it with more
than usual meekness.

Mademoiselle de Féronce did not forget her
promises. She returned to make good her of-
fers, and went so far al to entreat she Comte
and Comtesse DEgmont to accept apartments
in her house. For some time Bertha eluded
this attempt to get her into her ppwer; and
when she saw that her husband evidently wish-
ed her to comply, she ventured to-rgpresent to
him that Sophie de Féronce was an unfit associ-
ate for her, in every point of view, and one
whose gay life and expensive mode of living
could ill adcord with their means of their duties.
D’Egmont told her, with great asperity, that he
abhorred affectation, and that her p;etended
love of redrement was nothing else. ¢ Your
dress, too, Madam, neglected—your whole ap-
pearatice changed ; what can all this mply but
that you are indifferent’ to my approbauon?
Once you were sufficiently gnxious about your
personal appearance, but now, I suppose, be-
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cause you are 'my wife, you choose to, maké
yourself as disagreeable as possible.”

When Bertha answercd these charges she
was accused of pertness—when she was silent,
of being sullen; she datermined, therefore, by
passive obedjence, to endeavour to conciliate.
But the recignation which in woman is virtue, is
not that homage of free-will which is the off-
spring of liberty—the spontaneous impulse of a
similarity @f wishes and of opinions. Bertha
bowed in submission, and ceased to expect any
happiness;, Her endeavours to regain tran-
quillity were not ineffectual. In measure as
she relinquished the brightness of felicity she re~
posed in the shade of content.

« The Conte, and, Comtesse D'Egﬁlont were
noy settled in Mademoiselle de Féronce’s hotel.
Carlovitz was their constant visitor. Bertha
saw little of her husband, but when she did, he
was gentle in his manners towards her ; and
there was a tacit agreement éstablished’ between
them that said, “ We do not love any longer,
but we are bound by ties we cannot break.”

The house of Mademoiselle de Féronce was
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one gay sceye of blaze and dissipatjon, though
she bore a very equivocal character, and no
one knew who she was, or from what source she
supported the¢splendour of her establishment.
Still, as the world foundst answer to their plea-
sures to attend her parties and accept her dnvi-
tations, she enjoyed, to all outward appearance,
the countenance of the multitude.

As week after week glided away, Bertha be-
came gradually convinced of what st first she
had only feared,—that Sophie de Féronce was
undermining the last feeble hold sha possessed
in her husband's affections. She saw and felt
that, from that well known and natural, al-
though disgraceful, quality in the human breast,
the moré he wronged, and the lege#8he deservee
his ill treatment, the more disagreeable she be-
came to him, till at length her presence scemed
irksome.

The pride w]xich. supported her to spffer in
silence was only an additional souyge of anguish,
for it xepresented to her that she was the victim
of she knew not whom—a man who might be
plunged in crimes from which she instinctively
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shuddered. At these moments, whan this
thought took possession of her, she determined
to press her husband to a disclosufe of his real
situation, and to leave him rather than be the
partner of a guilty—swAgain she would check
herself. Was he not her husband ? Was she
not rendering herself ‘criminal by indulging for
a moment a thought that %e «could beso? In
every staté of trial—in every stage of suffering,
Providence mercifully interposes some cordial to
revive the fainting spirits<-some interval of sus-
pension tc enable the-sufferer to endure the al-
lotted woe.

Bertha received a letter from her cousin, Es-
ther Manvert ; it was written with all the sond-
ness of affedasn, nd its kindmess awoke the
sweetest tears she had shed for many a long
day, and while these still glistered.in her eyes,
she hastily ran to communicate her pleasure to
her hushand ; with joyous expressior she began
to read aloud, till she recollected how little he
wolild participate iri her feelings. She stopped,
and looked at'him.. His eyes were fixed on her
countenance. ¢ But, come to the point,” he
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said, “ she rgoney #” It was the last, thing Ber-
tha had thought of.. ¢ Till I am five and twen-
ty I cannot’ touch my fortune,” again add-
cd Bertha; “ and if I attempt doing so, having
married without my guardian’s consent, I forfeit
all title to it."—< Then,” rejoined D’Egmont,
« seek a maintenance where you can, for I have
none to give you.”» Every consideration at that
moment seemed indifferent to Bertha. * She had
found her friend’s heart open to hers all else
was as it were not,~=but with that blessed secu-
rity, every thing appeared to her serene: ¢ Do
not, I entreat you,” said Bertha, in reply, ¢ do
not give way to despondence. I do not see this
matter in the same light in which you view it.
In two years time my fortume 1t be® mines
The Banneret is too good to deprive me_of it,
and in the intefim, I will conform to any mode
of life you prescribe cheerfully; we will quit
this luxuqons way of living, its idleness, is vain
expence ; we Will seme?— Fool,”, cried D’Eg-
mont, in uncontrolled anger,'“ provoking fool,
let me see thee no more:” Ha spurned her from
him as she vainly attempted to cling to his arm,
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when the door opened, and Monsicur de Beau-
mont entered. D’Egmont did not (as he was
wont on former occasions) recover' a semblance
of composure, while the situation of Bertha dis-
closed the secret of their unhappiness. Mon-
sieur dé Beaumont stood irresolute whether to
retire or advance. ﬁuring this moment D’Eg.
mont hastily passed him, and<left the room.

T am' afraid you are not well,” said Mon-
sieur de Beaumont. ¢ No,” she said, “ I am
sick at heart.” De Beaumont gazed at her with
an exprecsion of deep concern. ¢ I hope you
will speedily recover,” he said, in a voice that
implied he did not think what he said; and
adding, ¢ that he hoped she would command
him, if he ¢oald be of: the slightesi: service to
her,”.bade her farewcll.

At the same instant Mademoiselle de Féronce
entered. ¢ Ah! my dear,” said she, accosting
Bertha, ¢ What tragedy scene haye you and
Monsieur d¢ Beaumont been practising P"—
“'One in real life,” she replied, returning her
gaze with calm but mournful look. For a mo-
ment Sophi¢’s eyes sunk abashed beneath the in-
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fluence of that look ; a slight feeling of remorse,
too, passed through her heart, and tinted her
features with shame; but the feeling and the
blush died quickly away, and she began rally-
ing Bertha upon the follg’of indulging romantic
idcas. « Has D'Egmont not beens with <you
during the last hour ; or has he told You your
hair is dishevelleds or committed any other of-
fence against true love, of the same’ desperatc
nature "

Bertha had never® yet breathed to mortal
ear one word which could sully the chatacter of
her husband, and felt, that to complain was be-
neath the dignity of her own. It was not to
Sophie de Féronce that she was to be betrayed
into such conﬁdence and sht any#red Rer pro-
voking taunts by simply replying, That she
had a causc of grief which precluded all raillery ;
that 'she was suffering likewise from indisposi-
tion; and requested to be left alone.—# Oh’
.certainly,” rejoined Sophie. “JI would not
trouble you longer with my éompany, but that
I am waiting for D’Egmont, eand, therefore, you
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will give me leave to remain in your apartment
till ‘he appears.” \

There was an effrontery so provoking in Ma-
demoiselle de Féronce's manner, as well as in her
words, that it almost ®pccasioned Bertha to for-
get therself; and answer angrily ; but she com-
manded the impulse, and assumed a composure
she did not feel.

< Come, my dear Bertha,” continued the for-
mer, approaching and taking her hand; «1I
know the refinement of your feelings; they are
sometimés shocked at the honest sincerity of
mine ; but in my own way I can be friendly,
and, perhaps, when you grow wiser, and that
this gloss of sentiment wears off, you will ac-
Rnowlédge, Yt I am walking quietly upon the
earth-es it is fashioned, while you are soaring a-
bout in the clouds, from whence you will never
descend, without the risk of breaking your
bones.

¢ Sophie,”™ replied Bertha, « your reasoning
may be sound, your doctrine salutary ; but my
sincerity shall equal yours, and I will tell you
frankly, I am in no mood to taste either. I
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loved you too, well once, to love yon,but little
now. I have no longer one sentiment of esteem
or regard for You left, and I should be less mi-
serable if we never met again.”—*¢ Repeat what
you have uttered,” cried §ophie, in a loud and
furious tone; ¢ your desh;e shall be.gratified,
but it shall be at your cost.” At this®instant
ID’Egmont entered. + He gazed alternately at his
wife, at Sophie. He appeared confounded;
then bursting into forced laughter, he exclaim-
cd, “ What an excellent scene for a farce.”—
“ But in the mean time I want to speak % you,”
said Sophie, and taking his arm, led him away.
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CHAPTER 1V.

< Rien n'est au ton d’une ame active, souffrante et agitée : clic
doit vivre sur elle-méme.”

Tue®E are moments in existence when every
thing seems alike; friefds cannot comfort, nor
foes oppress us. At such times Providence
seems to command a suspension of all earthly
endeavours ; a resigned state of inaction seems
pointed out as our only duty ;—happiest those
whose condtutional and mental fraine is best
udapted to endure this state of quiescent trial.

Bertha sat immoveable as a’ statue for some
time after her husband’s departure with Made-
moiselle de Féronce, nor was she yoused from
this torpids reverie till Carlovitz addressed her.
"This man’s appearance had been ever gepugnant
to her; his presence was connected with scenes in
het past life which she deplored : and the in-

4
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fluence ' appeared to have over her present exist-
ence was of a nature the more tegtific, because it
was mysterious. He smiled sneeringly as he ac-
costed her with a familiar and protecting air, say-
ing, I know you fear me, but I would far sooner
inspire you with other sgntiments.” * He ‘ap-
proached and took her hand. She withdrew it
hastily, and rising *to depart, said, ¢ } am not
able to converse, you must excuse me;” but he
again seized her hand, and with a vioiénce she
did not attempt to struygle against, he compeL
led her to resume her seat. It is necessary,
lady, that I-sheuld let you know who are your
friends, and who are not ; that I should explain
some circumstances to you, relative to your own
situation, dnd to D’Egmont’s, of w.ﬁ":h you ap-
pear ignorant. If you quietlyattend to my wurds,
I will endeavour’ to soften the pain they will, I
fear, necessarily convey; but if you prove un-
wise, and scorn me, you will only disgrace your-
self, and render your mlsfortunes thestalk of the
whole world.” Bertha grew pale—and Carlo-
vitz, perceiving that he had obtained some power
over her, continued : ¢ Perhaps,” he added in a
VOL. I ' c
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softened tone of voice, ¢ you do not belisve that
I am really your friend; but when I tell you
that you have been living entirely at my expence,
and that, if it were my pleasure, I could disclose
a secret, that would andanger your husband’s
life; perl aps, when ¥ tell you these things, you
will be more disposed to listen to me.” Bertha's
agony had increased at every word ; she wished
to disbelicve every fearful image which was ex-
Libited to her view ; but a thousand circumstan-
ces flashed in rapid -succession on her memory,
and confirmed their reality. Firmness enough
was yet left to her, however, to keep up the
semblance of disbelief, and the scorn she felt
for the personal character of the informer, gave
her courage Yo asfume a composure she had not.
She arose, and, with a gesture of haughty impa-
tience, again attempted to leave the room. < Soft-
ly,” rejoined Carlovitz, detaining her, ¢ where
would you go? who would you go to? Your
husband, a» you call him, is eloped with Made-
moiselle Féronce,~~you are completely in my
power, without friends or money to assist you.
But I love you, ande=—nay, hear me,~hear
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me you must and shall.” < Never,” cried Ber-
tha, ¢ never:—you wrong him, you traduce
him for your own base purposes; if he leaves
me,”—a cruel pang shot through her heart as she
admitted the possibility,— if he leaves me,sI
am friendless and alone; ¥ may beg or starve;
but I can and will resist the tyranny, the wretch-
edness, the guilt you would impose upon me. I
am in a civilized country, I can implore, the pro-
tection of its laws,—you, dare not infringe them;”
and she glanced indignantly at the mean, shrink-
ing villain.

Carlovitz, in his turn, was awed, but he af-
fected to laugh, said he would leave her to the
protection of*those laws she so much -elied-on—
added, that he could not waste his time in ar;
guing with an unreasonable woman, and would
leave her till she came to her senses. When
Bertha found herself at length alone, she lgoked
round as i she had indeed escaped from ship-
wreck, but was left on a desart shore to perislr.
For, if the dreadful tale was true, or true even
in part, to whom could she apply, where could
she go for redress, for protection #  Monsieur de
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Beaumont was the only person thac occurred to
her, and, as her husband’s friend, appeared the
most eligible one for her to maké application to
in her distress ; to himg therefore, she determined
to address herself; yet what could she say, how
tell hira she was a forsaken wife, without betray-
ing her own humiliation and her husband’s ini-
quitous conduct ? Aftera short conflict with the
contending cmotions of wmortified pride and
wounded delicacy, the exigency of the moment
conquered, and she wrote a note requesting to
see Monsicur de Beaumont instantlyx, While
she was waiting anxiously for this intefview, a
letter was given her, which she knew to be
from D’ngont, the words were.few but ter-
rible ; they confirmed her misfortune.

“1 find that we cannot live happily together;
our tempers never can agree: you have de-
ceived me—I have perhaps decewe&,you ;—be
shat_as it may, the bonds of matmnon%must
ever be galling fetters to minds so dxsumlﬁr as
yours and mine. I have been long attached to
Sophie de ‘Féronce, and I find the boldness of
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her chsracter better surted to my taste and ha-
bits than the tameness of yours. ‘Besides, she*
loves me——you only fear me ; e wise, and pur-
sue happiness in your path, while I seek it in
mine. Henceforth, w¢ are nothing to each
other, and on your perif, therefore, call yourself
my wife. As long as ydu keep this gecmt, and
do not persecute me, Monsieur de Beaumont
will supply you from time to time with a small
pension; it is all ¥ can do. .
¢ Farewell.”

Prepared ‘as Bértha had been, she was not
armed to bear this dreadful blow. For a short
time, she remained horror-struck and motion- .
less ; but'great misfortunes lend gn advyentitious
strength, which meet the exigency of the mo-
ment, and with something like composure, she
received Monsieur de Beaumont, who had hast-
ed to her summons.

" He Suffered almost as much as she herself
suffered, and having, with a silent expression of
detestation, perused the letter which Bertha held
out to him, he mastered his feelings, and inform-
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ed her, that from D’Egmont he had learned
the situation in which she was pldced; but he
believed, and felt sure, that he had not learned
all the truth. 1D’Egmont had recommended her
to his care, but not as his wife—~He had pro-
mised to remit a small sum annually, but this
he Had orfly promised, and there was too much
reason to doubt the fulfilment of any promise
made by such a person. ’

Bertha ;huddered, and for a moment forgot
every other feeling in the indignation which
roused her to defend herself, and clear her cha-
racter from the imputation which was so basely
imposed upon her. She related the outline of
her story to De Beaumont; told him that her
marriage had taken place in ap gbscare village
on the confinés of Swigserland ; and- that the
omy crime her conscience reproached her with,
was that of having married a man whose real
name and situation she was a stranger to, and
above ail, having married him without ‘the con=
sent of her ffiends, JDe Beaumont could not
disbelieve her. Ti'uth carries conviction with
it; besides, he had’other reasons for not doubt-
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ing Bertha Her family name, ®e Chanci, was
known to hxm, and he had mercantlle transacs
tions with dome of her relatios.

When she ceased speaking, he rcmained for
a moment silent ; that ,pause was dreadful to
Bertha; but quickly the was relieved lzy his
saying, * What do you %ish me to dg? in what
way can I serve you? Command me.” Then,
without waiting for a reply, he continued, I
will place you under my mother’s cgre, not as
Madame D’Egmont, but as Mademoiselle dc
Chanci, till such time as you can hear from
Swisserland, and I will myself accompany you,
if you allow me, and see you in safety with your
friends there.”—¢¢ Oh ! never, never to Swisser-
land,” replied Bertha, burs{ing imo tears; < I
have no friends left, no home, no country. I
have forfeited them all. But these tears are
idle ; I ask your pardon for thus giving way to
sorrow. My faults are punished. My misfor-
tunes are the conskquences of my errors: I have
no right to complain.”-¢.You do indeed *dis-
tress me,” said the kind De Beaumont, ¢ but it
is the distress of your refusing my sympathy
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that wounds rie most. Let us think ‘only at
present, I beseech you, of getting you away
from this abode,’in every way so unfitting your
situation, and wait till. time has calmed your
mind, before you form any resolution. Allow
me to take the management of your conduct till
this time has elapsed, and deign, I conjure you,
to accompany me to my mother’s, to whom I
will introduce you'as a Swiss friend purposing
to go to England as ———"—% As what ?’—
¢ As a governess, perhaps,” added De Beau-
mont, fecrful, at the same time, of wounding
her., That which De Beaumont spoke of as a
temporary resource, for the moment’s conve-
nience, sunk permanently into Bertha’s mind as
a future plan. to pursue, She acceded to all
that Monsieur de Beaumont proposed. Her
arrangements were quickly made,‘and that night
she became an inmate of .Madame de Beau-
mont’s house.

Madame de Beaumont was a good bustling
Englishwoman, full of self-consequence. She
had married an unfortunate foreigner, whom
she tormented, till his death, with preferring
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cvery thing that she could not get, to every

thing Vhick wasin her possessioh ; gnd by draw-
mng eternal comparisons between England and
France, always to the disadvantage of the latter.
This teazing good sort 'of woman loved being
useful, but she loved also that her usefulness
should be known and acknowledged apd the
protegée was never'to forget for one moment the
exact hmx\ts of her sphere of action.

In Madame ‘de Beaumont’s lvuse Bertha
eijoyed, or might have enjoyed, thegpleasures of
varied society ; butrtoo much -distressed by the
past, and too anxious for the futurey to mix in
society, she adhered to her determination of re-
maining as much as possible in the room allotted
to her, gmd, unless it was to take a walk with
Monsieur de Beaumont,s she .-&ldom or ever
could be prevailed upon to quit it. Madame
de Beaumont, who had a certain constitutional
activity about hep that never could let any one
be tranquil, and who turned the most jndifferent
trivial things to the account of the principle she
had set up for herself, that of usefulness; soon
discoverod ‘that Bertha ,possessed accomplish-

c?
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ments, and had a demeanour and a charm which
would do honour to her society, and, therefore,
‘conccived it would, in fact, be rendering her a
service to draw her forth, and show her off to
advantage. After a certain time had elapsed,
therefore, Madame de Beaumont made Bertha
understand, that remaining longer secluded
would be dlsagreeable to her; and she quickly
Icarned that in this world we have no enjoyment
which we do not pay a price for. BiJha, there-
fore, mingled in Madame de Beaumont's socie-
ty, at first unwillingly, but gradually somewhat
of amusement, mixed itself with her compliance,
and, in despite of herself, transitory gleams of
pleasure chequered the gloom which darkened
her fate; but nevertheless, her situation became
hourly mgre ixksome to her independe'nt “mind,
and upon every account Bertha began seriously
to think of adopting that resource which Mon-
sieur de Beaumont had at first pointed out as
an ¢xcuse for insuring her reception at_ his mo-
ther's.  The 1dea, too, of imposing upon Ma-
dame. de Beaumont, of atcepting her protection,
and receiving her kin@nelsg under false pretences,
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was indufferably painful, and she datermined no
longer to contmue the deceptlon. A letter from
Swisserland confirmed her in this resolution.
The letter was from her cousin. Though it was
worded with a tender *feeling of regret and
wounded friendship, yet its purport was expres-
sive of suspicion on her own part, thit Bertha
no longer merited friendship; and it conveyed
the decided orders of her father no miore to hold
any correspondence with a person whe had for-
feited all right to consideration or esteem. It
appeared that they had heard of Bértha’s sepa-
ration from her husband, but had heard it ascrib-
ed to her own misconduct.

There was a quality in Bertha’s character not
wholly commendable, whichg however, formed-a
part of that mixed tissue of good and evil which
constitutes the composition of all human char-
acters. 'This.quality was a tranquil but in-
flexible indignation at unjust suspicion-or un-
merited ill treatment ; and it begame an asperi-
ty of fgeling very little accordant with the gene-
ral softness of her nature.

Cast off, in a manner, by every natural con-
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nection, she determined, henceforward," to live
and die independent of them—to provide for
her own existence—to suffice to herself—to draw
within her all those finer affections of the soul—
all those refinements of imaginaﬁon which she
acknowledged had led her from the path of hap-
piness. “And, &s she seemed to speak an un-
known language, to feel and think alone, she de-
termined 1t should, indeed, be alone that she
would liw, shaping her outward seeming to that
pattern which suited the common run of the
world. *~
At one moment Bertha determined to confide
to Madame de Beaumont her real situation, and
request her counsel and advice ; but the eager
curiosity of the lateer to pry into her secret, and
the unfeeling and rude manner in which she
" sometimes questioned her, closed the lips of
Bertha, and a coldness ensued, which increased
into r2utual dislike. This was confirmed on
Bertha's part, by discovering that she was sus-
pected of a design to become the wife of Mon-
sieur de Beaumort. After all, was it to be
wondered that doubts should arise respecting
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her charactgr, considering the thanuer in which
Monsieur de Beaumont had bHrought her into
the house ?* And ought she not to bear meekly
the contumely which such suspicions entailed #
Bertha had the justice to confess this to herself ;
but, nevertheless, she' felt it too painfylly to
submit without makmg an effort to ehange her
situation.

To Monsieur de Beaumont Bertha confided
her determination to adopt -a measyre he had
himself suggested to her, namely, to seek the s1-
tuation of governess in Englands & I would
apply to your mother,” she added, ¢ and re-
quest the favour of her to assist me in my
career ; but I must first tell her my story. I
cannot bear longer to deceive h&F as ¢o my ac-
tual situation and circumstances.”

Monsieur de Beaumont appeared extremely
agitated by her communication. ¢ You know
not,” at length he said, after some effort to com-
mand his feelings, * You know not what you
are,about to undertakeé, ner the many disadvan-
tages and humiliations aftending such a step.
Surely you will not act further in this business
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without having apprized your relations ia Swis-
serland. S‘urely to be restored to their protec-
tion would be more conducive to ‘your happi-
ness——more suiting your situation.” ¢ Never,”
said Bertha quickly, “ never will I seek their
protection. Could I ever be restored to their
protection and countenince, (of which a letter I
have received assures me to the contrary,) how
should I henceforth live with them? Subdued
—oppressed by a sense of having deserved my
own reproach, indeed, but not of meriting their
contempt——while they would constantly make
me feel a weight of obligation my mind would
never acknowledge. No, De Beaumont, this is
not my nature. You see me gentle, and, in ap-
pearance, mesk ; I gm so in regard to temper ;
but, in regard to my feelingsand opinions, nothing
alters—nothing changes them, except self-con-
viction ; and, in this instance, I cannot accuse
myself of that which they would accuse me of—
I cannot feel that I deserve the reproa.ch with
which I know they would load me, I should
sink beneath my anelevel were I to humble me
by suing to them for protection ; whereas, if I
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seek, by} privatiohs and exertions, to make my-
self an indegendent existence, that very exer-
tion—that very pursuit—will give health to my
sick mind. Do not oppose me, I conjure you,
De Beaumont.” ‘

Monsieur de Beaumopt’s better reason was
silenced by the vehemcncg of her feelings,-and
he ceased to advise, and sought to serve her in
her own way. Ont only favour he entreated——
this was, never to tell his mother of "her mar-
riage. 'To Bertha he alleged the excuse of* the
promised pension, which she would forfeit from
Comte D’Egmont by a disclosure of thi$ secret ;
but in his own mind he doubted the legality of
her marriage altogether; and was convinced,
that, as Bertha de Chanci, she would be more
respected than as the cast-off *wife oF a than of
very doubtful character.

Bertha acceded to her friend’s request, but
centreated him to lose no time in endeavouring to
procure for her, through his correspondets in
London, the situatidn she so anxjpusly desired.
He promised to employ himself busily in fur-
thering her wishes, and for this purpose intro-
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duced to her acquaintance a Monsiew de Ré-
monville, Who was a young man ‘emplbyed by
government to"transact a thousand affairs which
his abilities enabled him to execute, and of
which his superiors in rank and fortune reaped
the advantage. This young man had connec-
tiorfs in England, which gave him the means of
procuring for Bertha the situation she desired to
obtain ; and he wrote directly to a Lady Farn-
borough who immediately agreed to engage
Miss dé* Chanci, but could not receive her for a
couple of months. During this interval Mon-
sieur dé Beaumont entreated she would remain
where she was; and, partly persuaded by his
reasons, partly by her own wishes, and partly
by necessxty, Bertha consented to bis entreaty.
But-she almost répented having done so, when
she found that Madame de Beaumont’s suspi-
cions of her daily assumed a more open and of-
fensive character.

Monsicur de Beaumont at length became sen-
sible of his rrother’s ill temper, and generously
determined, as far as regarded himself, to silence
them effectually. © He told Bertha that business
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called hlm away to Lyons, but tifat 1'10 left her
with the less regret since he had given her a
substitute in "Monsicur de Rémbnville, who, he
knew, would serve her by every means in his
power. ¢ You will allow, me sometimes to write
to you,” said Monsieur de Beaumont, as he kiss-
ed the hand of Bertha When he took,leave of
her. ¢ Remember you have only to command
me. I wish I could be of use to yous”  You
have been so, and I shall never forget it,” ghie re-
plied, pressing his hand affectionately. ¢ .And
I can never forget you,” rejoined D¢ Bgaumont.
« Iarewell, farewell.”
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CHAPTER V.

¢ Wherever you are, (said Cicero to the exiled Marcellus,) re-
member that you are equally within the power of the con-
queror.”

Whao that has ever known love, has not pro-
nounced a thousand times, that the passion they
cherished would last for ever ; and who that has
survived such rash vows for a few years, has not
experienced these “ for evers™ to be like the
beings thqg pronounced them, evaiescent and
unstable? Time fades the colouring of passion ;
time softens the poignancy of grief. These truths,
owned with difficulty when they regard ourselves,
force themselves, nevertheless, upon the convic-
tion. It were wise not to disdain, but rather to
welcome then, as messengers of peace; they are
the opiums which heaven bestows to lull our
woe.
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Bertlla felt the loss of Mongeur de Beau-
mont, but ndt as he felt her loss. He wrote to
his mother, ¢ntreating her to lay aside the idle
suspicions he knew she entertained respecting
himself and Miss de Chanci, and besought her
to render her stay at Paris as agreeable as pos-
sible. But nothing could drive froni Madame
de Beaumont’s belief the idea which had fixed
itself there, of Bertha’s having laid a plan to in-
veigle her son into a matrimonial connection, for
it is the property of weak minds to adhere with
tenacity to petty objects within their own sphere
of intellect, and overlook all greater concerns,
however important. She expressed her fears to
her maid, who, already envious of Miss de
Chanci, greedily received any intelligenee which
foreboded her disgrace, and ‘this woman related
the tale, with many embellishments, to a lover of
hers, who happened to be in the seryice of Car-
lovitz, Carlovitz, who had never forgotten,
though he was forcad for a time to relinquish his
pursuit of Bertha, seized upon th# circumstance
with avidity, in order to turn it to his own pur-
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poses. He ‘wrote an anonymous lettér to Ma-
dame de Beaumont, informing ker that she was
basely deceived by the young person whom she
so generously protected, as Mademoiselle de
Chanci had resided sometime at the Hotel de
—, under the protection of a person styling
himsel? Comte D’Egmont. That, for the time
being, she had actually borne his name, but
that, since she had been deserted by him, she
had no longer dared to assume a title to which

she was conscious she had no right. In corro-
boration of this assertion, he referred to the
owners of the house where Bertha had lodged,
adding, that they were ready to prove that Mon-
sieur de Beaumont had paid a large sum to
them, inxder ta defray the expences incurred
by the lady during her resldence in their lodg-
ings. :

The moment \Iadame de Beaumont perused
this fatal letter, she made the inquiry to which
it directed her'; and the fact, which was but
too true, (although' unknown to Bertha,) of
Monsieur de Beaumont’s having paid expences,
which she imagined were defrayed by her hus-
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band, afforded Madame de Beauthont, such ap-
parent certitude of that which ghe suspected,
that, in the first transports of her fury, she has-
tened to Bertha, with the letter in her hand, and
loaded her with the bitterest invective. It was
sometime ere Madame D'Egmont could compre-
hend the cause of this outrage; but wshen, at
length, Madame de Beaumont, exhausted by
passion, threw down the letter before her, Ber-
tha but too clearly perceived the extenf gf ghe
evils which encompassed her. Friendless—for-
saken—unprotected—her fame blighted~herself
become an object of contempt and contumely,~—
all the powers of her mind seemed suspended as
she sat pale and motionless without attempting
to utter'a’ reply. Yet her's was e look of
horror-—not of fear; but Madame de Beaumont
was no nice observer, and paleness and silence
were, with her, the sure evidences of guilt. As
‘soon as she recovered breath, she, therefore, re-
sumed with increaded virulence; and, after be-
stowing upon her the miost. injxrrious epithets,
shé ended by desiring her instantly to quit her
house. Then the hectic of wounded pride and
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burning shame did for a moment tjnge Bertha’s
pallid cheek, and her hecart swelled almost to
suffocation at the indignity she had endur-
ced. But now she woild not, even if she could,
have deigned to exctilpate herself; and, with
the energy of despair, she hastily prepared to
comply with Madame de Beaumont’s reiterated
desire.  She knew not—she cared not—whither
she should go. It was enough that she left the
presczoa of one who had thus stigmatized and
insulted her. Yet, as she erossed the threshold,
a groan burst as if from her very heart. It
startled even Madame de Beaumont. She hesi-
tated—would have detained her—but in another
instant she was gone !

Carlovitz;® who had conjectured what would
be the result of his machinations, had been se-
cretly on the watch for a considerable time ; and,
unseen by her, beheld his victim quit the shel-
tering roof, of which he had been the means of
depriving her. Her hurried and unequal step,
her* whole demeanour, betrayed the agitation of
her mind as she hastened along, shc knew not
whither, and without any determined object .
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view. Warily he followed her step8, and as she
mechanically tumed into a less public street to
avoid the gaze of the passengers, he gradually
approached her till he was at her.side. Veiling
his malicious triumph under an appearance of
courtesy, he accosted her v:'i.th the ordigary ga-
lutations, and expressing his surprise and regret
that she should be walking unprotected in the
streets of Paris, he requested permission*to lead
her to his carriage, which he had left at akit*de
distance, and which would take her wherever
she wished to go. This offer immediately rous-
ed Bertha to a sense of her situation, and with
a mixture of terror and aversion, she rejected all
his offers of assistance. He was not, however,
to be so casil_;f repulsed, and hesdeternifhedy af-
ter having gone so far, to make one still bolder
effort to get her into his power. Drawing her
arm within his, he forcibly hurried her along,
while terror had deprived Bertha of all power
of resistance, when, at that moment, as if sent
by Heaven, Monsieur de Rémenville stood be-r
fore them. Uttering a wild cry,, she called him
to her aid, and he instantly interposed to her
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rescue. “ By what title do you pretend to
offer violence to this lady P said the latter
to Carlovitz.  * By one which you have no
right to dispute,” was the answer. High
words ensued, a carowd gathered, and the
consequences would have been most distress-
ing, kad not Rémonville silenced Carlovitz
by saying, ¢ Whatever you,may have to say to
me hereafter, here is my name, my address.
Ag-vxegent, you see your interference is hateful
to this lady—leave her, or be it at your peril
that you .dare thus to continue your outrage.”
Carlovitz retired abashed, and muttering be-
tween his teeth, while Rémonville conducted
Miss de Chanci to the carriage that had been
previousry prepayed by Carlovitz. = As soon as
she recovered sufficiently to speak, she said, with
‘the forced calmness -of despair, “ You have
rescued me from.a disgraceful situation, from
.the power of a hateful being who persecutes me ;
but I know not how I shall repay you—I am an
outcast, forlorn, fricndless; Madame de Beau-
mont will not longer admit me within her doors
—I am unfortunaté, very unfortunate, impru-
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dent, bui not guilty. I have no ériend to suc-
cour me,—prdtect me or I perish.”, Rémonville's
countenance dpoke all the respectful interest
which could reassure her, but he only uttered a
few incoherent words of sorrow and astonishment
till they arrived at his door. He assisted Ber-
tha out of the carriage, an® handed her to his
apartments. A moment of great awkwardness
cnsued. _ Bertha, overcome with all that had
passed, with all that she had so recently ﬂlffgr—
ed, sat silent in a kind of insensibility. Rémon-
ville, opposite to her, in an agitated, distressed
manner, professing offers of service, and then
again saying, * What can I do ? I am alone here,
without servants, without any female relation or
friend to offer you protection; De Beaumont
absent, what can I do? At all events, I will ne-
ver forsake you: you are at least in safety here
for a time; recruit your spirits, I beseech you,
with repose.” ¢ Gracious Heaven,” he added
hurriedly, ¢ and yoy have suffered such ignﬁg-
nity, you who ought to beq—"The remain;
der of His words were not ,int';elligible, but the
sentiment which would haye dttered them was
VOL. I, D
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better exprersed by silence. This expression of
heartfelt concern and interest ovireame Bertha,
and she wept with unrepressed etnotion, bug the
tears were tears of balm.

By the care of Rémonville, Bertha soon found
herself established in a comfortable apartment,
for Rémonville gate her up his own, seeking
one for himself in another‘ house near her; a
maid-segvant to attend he, and every indul-
gence 1 that ease and luxury could supply. But
could ‘she enjoy this situation—could she enjoy
these comforts when she knew that t‘hey again
placed her under obligations ot in her power to
repay ? and the imperious sense of its being a
duty to relinquish them, depriyed her of all
power of profiting by their possession.

Her first care was to write to De, Beaumont,
b\u: he had left Lyonssfor. Marseilles, and three

eeks elapsed befove she could .hearfmm him ;
durmg these three weeks, Berthg sometimes for-
got, in. the respectful care of  Rémonville, the
pain and . impropriety of her situation; for it
was impossible not to be.tguched -hy, nis unre.
mitting and delicate attentions., Duxing the
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course of the time they spent together, Rémon-
ville frequentfy alluded toBertha’s past life, but
as he never did so, however gusrdedly, without
visibly affecting her, he forebore touching upon
a subject which he pérceiyed gave her such an-
guish. To his friend De Beaumont he also
wrote, and from him he did not disguise she cu-
riosity and interest, she excited ; but De’Beau-
mont was, for ma‘zay reasons, true to, the pro-
mise he had made, and the advice he had giyen
to Bertha ; nor would any power have made him
disclose more, than that she was Mademoiselle
de Chanci, of a respectable family, but reduced
in her circumstances, and seeking an indepen-
dent existence by her own honourable indus-
try.

¢ I wish there was any other mode,” said R¢é-
monville, ¢ in which you could follow the bent
of your mind, which, I see, leads you to seck
for independence, than that of becoming a go-
verness. Ypu knew not, you cannot know, the
humiliations, the thousands tormeis, to which,it
will inevitably expose you, especially in Eng-
land, where the master of the family invariably
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thinks more ‘of his cook than of his children’s
governess ; the salany which he wﬂhngly gives
the former he’ grudges to -the latter, and con-
ceives that every mental perfection ought to be
bought cheaply, while those bf the senses are to
be paid for at any pi-ice. In a word, a gover-
ness ic expected to- possess every attribute of
mind and manner which cap enable her to qua-
lify her pupils for the highest spheres, yet to be
set-anart herself from all seciety. 'This misera-
ble non-descript of perfection is not to associate
with the domestics belonging ‘to the establish-
ment, nor yet must she ‘dare to mingle with the
masters of the family. ‘The person to whom the
latter entrust their' dearest interest, their chil-
dren, is Mot fit sopiety for them, and; even if the
mother graciously submits to an hour of the
éovemess’s company, the father always disdains
such condescension: the efféet produced on the
pupils’ minds by such' conduct is evident, and
the consequences. fatal.” - Bértha gmiled at the
picture Rémdnville drew ‘of :English tyranmy,
for there is liberty in the-laws of England; and
tyranny in many ‘of its customs. - Notwithstand-
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ing this representation, she remaied inflexible
in her resolves: Bertha had a thousand reasons
for desiring t:yescape for ever from the conti-
nent, and with the mistaken impetuosity of na-
ture and of yoilth, she ghought no evil un-
known could equal those which she had already
proved s and very shortly after this discussion a
letter came to Mongieur de Rémonville, request-
ing he would hasbeni if it were possible,, Miss de
Chanei’s prrival in London, as Lady Farnbo-
rough was to. arrive there from the country im-
mediately. ¢ I am quite satisfied,” sgid Bertha
with eagerness, * to suffer whatever disadvanta-
ges I may have to contend with; let me only set
off diréctly.” ¢ So very soon ” rejoined De Ré-
monville reproachfully. “ It cannot be:#o soon,”
replied Bertha. Rémonville said she should be
abeyed, and had only one request to make to her;
which was, that she wounld allow him to see her
safely settled in her new situation. To this Ber-
tha agreed. Their ¢ravelling preparations were
soon adjusted, and two days aftef, they set oyt
in a diligehce for Boulogue.

‘The monotonous aspect of the country, the
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jumbling.yet slow movement of the car'riage af.
forded no plﬁdsurab]e or msplrmg sensations ;
yet, as Rémonville sat opposite to-his friend, al-.
though they rarely spoke, and although he sel-
doin raised his eyes %o her courtenance, he felt
he would not exchange his situation for one’of
more personal convenience ; while Beértha, in the
protection of a f)erson whom she knew, (for this
knowledge is Surely intuitivel)’ wonld ‘have laid
domnylife for her sake, enjoyed thdtsicothing
but dangerous staté of confidence and calis
which would only requiire perianency to make
it perfect happiness. - At Botilogne; Rémonville
met with a friend, Capteinr' Harléy; who was
cruising about, and who offered to take Him
over to Euglaiid, instead of: goitig'in one of the
packets; the former: explaining to it that he
was accompanying 'a lady, dnd who the lady
was ; Captain Hatley, with 41l the polite good
nature of an English seanttiti; proposed’thut Miss
de Chatici should ‘be invitéd also, and added;
“Instead of sleeping® at Dover, yot: shalk both
come (the lady willing) to’ iy’ shotlter's hrodse,
which is very little out of your road; and it oc-
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curs to me, that I have heard the namge of De
Chanci before. Is it not that of the person who
is going as gwemess to my aunt, Lady Farnbo-
rough ?” Rémonvile answered in the affirma-
tive, and the propesal being made to Bertha, she
readily acceded, and it was agreed they were to
sail that night.

A boat way im,readiness to convey them-
gelves awd their baggage on board the Swift-
sure, which was lying out a couple of myes
at sea. To avoigk, the bustle of the harbour,
Ceptain Harley had stationed this hoat a good
way down the shore, and they had a long way
to walk ere they reached the place where they
were to embark.

It, was & calm grey evepingenight was fast
closing in—~the sky was overcast, and, gxcept
one long line of light which bounded the hori-
zan, all beside was wrapped in shade. The
walls of Boulogue faded into a dark uncertain
mass, whigh dexived dignity not its own, from
the ungertain and mysticad light T which it pre-
sented itsqle, thag.* Luck incerta ¢ Mista,” in
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which imagidation delights to. revel. The wind
was hushed, but the sound of tlie waves in re-
gular recurrence stealing up the shore, made a
melancholy whispering, and seemed to Bertha’s
fancy the last adiews of friends and country
which she left for ever.

As Lhey advanced, the ground became splashy,
and here and there long wreaths of sea-weed ren-
dered their footsteps slippery and insecure. The
segcmew moved with heavy wing around, and,
gave a melancholy cry, which accorded well
with the cheerless waste over which they were
passing. One large wreck lay to the right, and
appeared more huge from the flatness of all
around. The sea, the shore, the sky, scemed
melting into each gther. ¢ There is'semething
always sublime,” said Rémonville, <. in un-
bounded space,—we seem the. only living crea-
tures in this wilderness ;” and Bertha, without
replying, involuntarily clung to his arm, with a
deept sense of her own individual loneliness in
the waste of lite. Scenes of sunshine and pro-
sperity, of mirth and festivity, may pass from re.
membrance, togethér with those who have shar-
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ed their brilliancy; but such scenes as that in
which Bertha and Rémonville %vere, placed,
where the aspect of nature adds fo the associa-
tion of ideas, and bears a faneied connection
with our fate,~such scenes, and those who see
and feel their influence, with us rarely pass into
oblivion. Bertha became fatigued—she leaned
unconsciously on Rémonville. He dreaded to
dissipate the luxury of his feelings by discoursc,
yet, at last, sonie half-breathed expressions of
concern for Bertha broke tlie silence which, they
had hitherto preserved; the sound of the hu-
man voice at such a moment, who can glescribe
its power ? ¢ I am not weary, indeed I am not ;"
replied Bertha to Rémonville's inquiries, and as
she spoke they passed under thebow of the wreck-
ed vesseP which they had seep from &far. At
the same instant 2 man rushed from the other
side, and presenting a pistol at Rémonville, fired
at him. 'The shrieks of Bertha, and the report
of ‘the'shot, were heard by the sailors- in_the
boat, whith was lying out at no great distance.
They game running' to the .spof whence they
heard the noise, but in the interim the assassin
n 2
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had iled, and Bertha’s whole rcare was directed
to her fiiend. $o sudden—so ungxpected-—was
this transaction, that no one thought of pursu.
ing the assassin, and Rémonville alone engrossed
their attention. A dog, howeyer, of Rémon-
ville’s ran after himt, barking violently, and in
its rage,tore a piece,of the man’s coat, which it
brought back in his mouth. .At the moment
Bertha did not regard this circumstance, but af-
terwards it recurred to her, and the adimal be-
cameudear to her for its fidelity to its master.
Rémonville assured Bertha he was only slightly
wounded in the arm; and hearing there was a
surgeon on board the Swiftsure, he insisted on
going into the beat, instead of - retwrning to
Boulogne. Bertha, distressed and dismayed,
could- only entreat Rémonville to adopt that
measure which would give him the most imme-
diate succour ; and as they were nearer the boat
than the town, and that the Swiftsure was mak-
ing, fast towards them, she consented to his wish-
es; and, after a few minutes of painful anxiety
on her part, and .of "some suffering on that of
her friend, they found th!%mselves on board the
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Swiftsure. The btory was related to Captain
Harley, and rlief directly procured fof Rémon-
ville. The wound proved of @ more serious
nature than he had acknowledged, and he was
obliged to remain below in the cabin, and give
up Bertha’s society—a measure which inflicted
as much pain as the accidens which hac>befallen
him.  Captain Harley did not spare his oaths
on the stupidlty of his sailors for not having
pursued the author of the mischief, and could
hardly be prevailed upon not to send on'shoré to
detect and punish the vilMin if it were possible.
Various were the conjectures thay fokmed re-
specting: the motive which: prompted the crifne.
It did not appear that it was committed for mo-
ney, as no attempt was made to rob them. The
shot fired, the assassin had ditectly fled. “ Have
you any secret enemy,” said Captain Harley
laughing ;  any rival in love who seeks your
lifé?” ¢ None, that I know,” replied Rémon-
ville, but he appeared agitated by the question.
 Well,” rejoined his friend, *,nothing should
prevent my going immediately back to Bou-
logne but the iden that I shall return there in a
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few days, and make diligent inquiries to bring
this affail’ to light.”

The day after they landed at Dover, Captain
Harley wished Rémonville to remove directly to
his mother’s, bug the surgeon pronounced he had
too much fever to bear the motion of a carriage,
and auzt remain sonre time in perfect quietness.
“Then I shall also remain,” said Bertha, * of
course.” Rémonville coloured with .:plleasure,
but being left alone with-her,.he said, < Made-
m3lself* de Chanci must surely do justice to my
motive, if I conquer4hy own wishes, and entreat
her to allow my friend - Captain Harley and his
sister, who I know joins him, to accompany her
in her way to town without further delay, since,
to remain _here alone with me could not in this
country be advantageous.” When Bertha re-
fizcted on the circumstances of her own situation,
the truth immediately forced itself upon her,
and she. acquiesced in Rémonville’s proposal.
“ But whither am I to go; after ‘waitingat Mrs
Harley’s till yqu-join’ me # . ¢ You are not to
wait for me, dear Mademoiselle de Chanci. I
have other friends, wgrth'y, excellent persons,
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more suitéd to bd your protectorg than mysclf ;
with them ypu will find a resp'ectablé asylum,
till you are’received in Lady, Farnborough’s
family. These persons, although by misfor-
tune reduced to an humblé¢ situation, are fit-
ted by their virtue to adorn any sphere, and
I feel proud to present® them even=to=you.
Their names are De Chatelani. Some day
you must allow me to speak to you of their
merits ; in the meantime, suffice it to assure you,
they will gladly show you every attentidn, #nd
to them I can commit you with something like a
feeling of comfort and security.” Bertha hesi-
tated for a moment in ‘replying, because she was
afraid that by goingsto other people’s houses,
she should again incur all those evils pf depend-
ance, which she deemed it mére cruel to endure
than any other. . *To be handed thus about like
a bale of.goods from one to anotheryscarcely to
form a friendship before the tie was broken, and
oné of new and uninteresting kind was again “to
be had recourse to, filled her wigh despondency.
The mind sickens at such’ perpetual change,
and the description of virtues whose influence we
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have never felt, when detached. from bll the-en-
dearments of social intercourse, ;produces no
lively or corresponding interest in the heart;
so that, Bertha listened impatiently to her friend.
“Men,” said she mentally, :“men always arro-
gate to themselves wsnght of judging for, and
commndmg us in every relation of our lives
with them ; they think they have a right to over--
rule our wills, and to make our fate ; but there
is a free 'will given to every individual by an
Kigher ~power, which, at all events, exempts the
mind from slavery.” Bertha’s own mind had
been fatdlly warped by peculiar circumstances of
unhappiness, and- what she had experienced in
her particular situation, the bitterness of disap-
pointment had converted into a genesal maxim.
It is perhaps one ¢f the mabst fatal consequences
of tyranny, whether acting upon society or indi-
viduals, that it poisons the pure current of
thought, and either debases those on whom it has
acted into brutal stupidity, or gives them an un-
due abhorrencg of all wholesome restraint, or
friendly guidanee.

Such was the nsture of Bertha’s character,
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that the latter evij was that which fastened upon
her with daily increasing influence. While she
was ruminating on the thoughts shich Rémon.
ville’s advice excited, Captain Harley entered
the room, and in his mongrel jargon between
French and English; intrdf}gmd a young girl to
her acquaintance, whom hg was. draggiugsather
thar leading into the room, while she shunk back
in awkward shyntss, and seemed to suffer so
much, that Bertha felt for her, and endeavoured’
to relieve her confusion by giving her a chaff;
offering to take from her hand a basket which
seemed to encumber her, but which, neverthe-
less, she tenaciously held. Imthe interim, Cap-
. tain Harley explaineg in his way, all that Ber-
tha had already guessed, namely, that the lady
was his‘sister, that Rémonville had prevmusly
arranged she should accompany them to Lon-
don, and that they were tp set out in a few
hours, All this did not lessen Bertha’s sense of
dependance, and while she acknowledged . feel-
ing of gratitude, she suffered painfully at the
idea of being under the necessity of incurring
obligation. . 'When left alone with Miss Flami.
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nia Hurley, tl:_e latter at once tfarew off the bash-
ful demeanour, which was merely an effect of
overweening vanity, united to bad habit, and
commenced in most voluble discourse to explain
to her companion, that if she appeared particu-
larly shy, it was oqg‘dt)ecause she was afraid of
her lsther Tom ; adding, he is the best temper:’
ed soulin the world, but so violent and passion-
ate, he always thinks he is walking the quarter-
deck and‘hallocing to his men in a storm ; then
*i-pet into a passion too ; so, to avoid this, I hdve
determined lately never to speak one word in his
presencey but the moment his back is turned, I

make use of my time. All this was uttered in
French, in compliment to, Bertha, such French
as an Enghsh boarding-school affords. ~ Miss
Flaminia H arley did not pause for a reply, and,

as Bertha would have been much at a loss what
to say, she was glad to find that the spring,
once permitted to act, was in no danger of stop-
ping.of its own accord. Miss Flaminia conti-
nued. ¢ When I get to my aunt’s, dear Lady

Fdrnborough, then: T ‘make amends for all my
lost pleasure; not,but what she can be cross
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too, but then she i§ cross and goodwatured turn
about so. often’ that I forget whxch is which.”
This communicative person would have given
the whole history of all her famx]y to her com-
panion, had not a summonsto Rémonville ended
their conference:

Bertha could not take leave of the latter,with-
out great emotion. , It seemed to her uncertain
when, if ever, they should meet again. ,She ex-
aggerated the dangér which might accrue from,
his wound ; and the promise of following her to
town as soon as he was well was the on]y conso-
lation she felt when she departed. When in
the carriage once again with strangers, she felt
as if it were only then that she learned her for-
lorn and friéndless situation.

Scarcely was the carriage in motion than Miss
Flaminia’s inquisitive glances told Bertha that
her tears were not unobserved. There is some-
thing in tears which is sacred—they are pro-
faned when they aro seen. ¢ Are all the rien
in your country very handsomw?” said Miss
Flaminia to her companion, who could hardly
help smiling, at the idea that' a handsome man
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was the_ only possible cause for exciting tears,
which, howevgr,f a certain alran({ manner that
accompanied her words seemed :to imply. Be-
fore Bertha could dnswer, Captain Harley made
a polite assertion; which saved her all further
trouble. ¢ What a fool you are, Flemmy”
This Arew a retort courteous-from: the sister, and
Bertha knew enough-of English to be desirous
.of allaying theimpendinig: stoym, and ventured
to_say, that she believed Miss: Flaminia' mis..
took the country of* wiich she: was & native, as
Swiss countrymen; honest beings, are not fam-
ed for their personal beauty; ¢ but were I to
indulge my partial opinion,” added Bertha, ¢ I
should say; they derive their consequence from
a better £nd a more worthry source.”’ ¢ I don't
know if you are partial,” rejoined Captain Har-
ley, “ but you have spajie .more sense in- three
words than Flemmy evercdid in. herwhole life.
time.” % Well, brother,: you. might ‘have-let
Miss de Chanei find that ‘ot herself.” ¢ Q@ne
may easily find that you are:good humoured at
least,” said ‘her brother ;. and, harmony being
once more restored, Mise Flaminis again turned
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to Bertha with pertinacious inquisitwvenegs. < I
hope the wounded gentleman is better. I assare
you it is not our fault, but his awn, that he is
not: with us; .for we would: laave come in the
coach instead of the chariof on purpose to take
him, only he would net. F hope you are not
very sorry;™ and she stared at Berthd] the
latter blushed, said she was very good—~very
attentives and Captain- Harley good hupoured-
ly observed, that the wind had changed from,

. -4
south to south-east, a point more to the west.
This marine information producing no reply, a
dead silence ensued.

Bertha’s mind was sadly occupied in taking a
retrospect of her past.life, nor did any very fa.
vourable ,pfospect. for the future enkven the

_ dredry contemplation.. But-if there is a cure,
at least an alleviation, for mental suffering, it is’
travelling through u country that is new to us.
Insensibly our thonghts:are diverted from their
usual routine-of selfish speculations, and led TA-
to othrer chaririele, where- generalovidle and va-
ried domparisotis afferd -a. wider range to intel-
lectwewhere new: sottrces of ‘thought, more di-
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versified, if mot so intensely interesting as those
which relate to merely personal {zeling, give vi-
gour and heaith to the mind. There are no
very striking or- eommandmg features in the
country Bertha was, passing through; but, al-
though the undulations of the ground were, to
her &8, (formed on the scale of Alpine scenery,)
diminutive and insignificant, still the waving
slopes of green knolls and cultured fields, even
dn their winter attire, bore the appearance of
ndustry, of peace, and a promise of luxurious
abundance. Upon the whole, the first English
country which a-foreigner passes from Dover to
London, conveys a pretty just specimen of the
general character of Enylish landscape. The
neat appearance of every hamlet—the look of
comfort that surrounds the houses—the same-
‘ness in the mode of decorating the ground
around them, which differs only according to
the degree of wealth possessed by each inha-
birant, but is seldom varied, by any originality
in taste—mfllyer.embellished by any beauty of ar-
chltecture,-all this outward face of things, so

demonstrative of equality and of industry, made
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Bertha think how Wblessed the people must be
whose lives, dt'voted to usefulness, give to all
around them that tranquil umformny, which
seems the security for its continuance in the
same degree of prosperity.

The felicity which we see diffused around has
certainly a benign influence over ourselves 3f we
are not habitually hardened by selfishness, or
are not syffering under the pressure of any im-
mediate evil.  Bertha acknowledged this inge
fluence ; for, without any cause for joy which
veferred immediately to her own fate, she sunk
into a quiescent state of satisfaction, from which
she was aroused only by arriving at Knoll
Park.
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CHAPTER VI.

« Heureux celui qui sgait quitter I'état qui le quitte, et rester

homme en depit du sort.”
) ROUSSEAU.

A rarrxc surrounded a smooth and. level
lawn, some well-trimmed evergreens were placed
in ‘an orderly manner by the side of the gravel-
-walk which conducted to the' house, which
house was a large square red building, whose
colour glared upon' fhe eye, and whose form (if
form that may be calléd which consisted of one
uniform mass of brick) rose in the middle of
the above lawn, without any thing to relieve its
huge inelegance, savé a ‘bright green varanda
which stuck like a well painted bird-cage to the
front-door. £ ‘great bell rung, a house-dog
barked, and after seversl persons had peeped at
them from the window, a bustle was heard, ser-



CHAPTER VI. 95“

vants made their ajjpearance, and they wefe ad-
mitted with a great air of consequence. Cap-
taia Harley alighting, preceded the ladies up
stairs, and there Mrs Harley stood to receive
them. She welcomed Bert'hgz with much con-
sequential kindness, and three daughters were
introduced, besides Miss Flahinia, Corneiig, Je-
mima, and Flora. They all slunk back as if
ashamed of themselves, till their sister whisper-
ed them loud enough to be overheard, “ Don’t
be afraid; she is very good-natured, and mll
tell you all about the French fashxons, This
reassurance seemed to give them oomfort, and
they all flew upon Bertha at once, asking her if
shewasnotgladtocometoﬁngland,andif
she had beem very frightened in. the packet ; and
if she would not choose to drmk tea, till the ime
possibility of answering them individually seem-
ed to exonerate her from all feply; the Mama
alone preserved a dignified silence. | Many per-
sons shelter themselves and their dulness under
a profound taciturnity ; and perbaps a silent,
fool is not.one of the worst fools.\ The party
at length sat' down in a circlé, and looked at
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cach gther.c Bertha felt 4s though she had
dropped down among a set °fv‘l.ew beings, and
she looked areund her with a cheerless sensation
of being alone in the world. Mrs Harley ob-
served, that her yrb}'mg people would entertain
Miss de Chanci, as' they spoke her language;
for"Tier part, it wad not the fashion in her young
days to trouble ladies with such matters; she
would not pretend to say, (declaring all the time,
by her tone and look, what was her real opinion,)
‘she would not pretend to say which was best,
but tl'le good old English was enough for her.
Having thus spoken, she took out a small box,
and began netting with unwearied assiduity.
The furniture of the’apartment was splendid,
but it was carefully setin order roungl the room,
-while a few old small cane chairs were those
appropriated for actual use: No stray book,
not even a newspaper, had found its way into
this well-ordered room; if it was dedicated to
‘any particular purpose, it must have been to that
of ennui. Rertha had not fortunately time to
remain in it long, for a bell rung; Mrs Harley
looked at her watch, observed, * There’s the half-
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hour-bell ; Mam’ s}lle will perhaps ake tofake off
her hat and o}loak before supper. Tom, my
dear, don’t trouble yourself, never mind your
boots ; we are happy to hav.e you any how.”—
<« T did not intend to dress,” said Captain Har-
ley, whistling. Miss Flarn.inia begged to con-
duct Bertha to her room ; and she obserwed a
sort of dispute amopgst the girls which should
approprigte her as their own plaything. Ber-
tha was hustled out of the room; and as soo)
as she found herself left with Miss Flaminia,
the latter immediately broke forth with, ¢ Well,
what do you think of Mama,—isn’t she a quiz ?
But I assure you she has powerful relations,
who may be of use to you in the line you mean
to follow %’ * Bertha stared, repeating, * Line I
mean to follow ?” somewhat in a tone of displea-
sure. Her companion, who really meant to be
kind, looked quite terrified, and hastcned to
add, ¢ Dear; don’t be so angry ; I dont inte_r_l_(}
to affront you ; buts«the French gentleman did
tell my brother, that you meant # be a gover-
ness, that is to say, to educate young ladies of
fashion ;" and a great stress was laid on the
VOL. I. . E
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word tsghions  Bertha smiledt, and smiled partly
at her own idle pride, which cogld not endure
to hear from another the name and designation
of the situation she had chosen to adopt. | How
often is it a name, and not a fact, which shocks
us ? | Bertha, reproachmg herself for the bad
grace with which she received Miss Flaminia’s
offers of service, endeavoured to behave with
greater, courtesy ; and having excused herself
from appearing at supper, bade her good even-
ing, and closed her door for the night.

When Bertha was left alone, she again expe-
rienced all those bitter feelings of desolation and
dependance; natural to a mind such as hers, at
being thus cast upon theprotection of strangers,
and those strangers so different frol herself, or
from all she -had ever loved or admired. She
cndeavoured, however, to conquer this unavail-
ing regret; and the next merning she arrayed
her countenance in smiles to meet the Harleys,
;(':knowledging, that it is a positive duty to re-
pay the kindness shown to us, however mise
taken or inelegant in its mode, by gentleness
and complacency, ¢ See,” said Mrs Harley,
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« how Mam’selle qomes into a roqm. Héve I
not always shewn you, girls, how you should
do, but you would never mind me?” The awk-
wardness this educating of children upon com-
pany always occasions had .sca.rcely subsided,
when the four Miss Harleys approached Ber-
tha, examining her dress, ‘exclaiming, *¢"La,
how funny ; but I should be ashamed to wear
my hat so. Well, it is very pretty;, but I
should net know what to do with o shawl, it
would be always hanging about among my feet.”
While another cried, ¢ Do teach me, do show
me, won't you now? You look so go'od:natur-
ed.” The tea-kettle brought a happy diversion
in favour of Bertha, and the business of the day
commenceg. * After breakfast, Bertha was oblig-
ed to attend Mrs Harley through the whole
management of her domestic concerns,—cows
and pigs,~hens, and chickens,—kitchen and
garret,~were all severally shown off, till Ber-
tha, pale and weary, hoped to be permitted to
rest in an agreeable evergreen walk, which she.
had seen Trom the windows, and whither she had
resorted for refuge ; but scarce'ly had she reach-
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ed it, \zhen the tribe of girlsjcame running out
of breath, and declaring, ¢ She must come dnd
see Tom’s stables ; he will never forgive you if
you don’t.” To the stables then she went.
The same ncatness, the same precision reigned,
even to the cost of the animals, who were
condemned to lose %heir ears and their tails in
its honour.  Bertha had heard much of the fame
of English horscs ; when she saw these, how dif-
Jferent were her feelings of fancied admiration
from those now excited by reality. The wild
eye of fire, the flowing mane, the nostril breath-
ing impatience, and the tail waving gracefully,
or blown by the wind ; all these were exchang-
ed for a smooth coat, a‘hogged mane, a docked
tail, and a neat groom leading the ‘ponr disgrac-
ed animal up and down in a kind of measured
pace.  Miss de Chanci,” said Captain Har-
ley, approaching her, ¢ I have done Flemmy
the honour to call that fine mare after her. She
won the sweepstakes at «s——— races last year,
«and I expect she will do as mugh for me this.”
Then going up to his*groom, he left the ladies
without waiting for a reply ; but Miss Flemmy
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insisted on doing the honours of tife stabfe, and
she effectuallyjkept Bertha till it was time to
dress for dinner. During the progress of din-
ner, which appeared to Bertha of never-ending
tedium, the only conversation was, “ Won’t
you drink a glass of wine wjth me? What part
do you prefer? Richard,” turning to the Maitre
d’hotel, « how should this joint be cut? John,
don’t you see that dish is not straight? Give
Miss de Chanci the melted butter ;” and then :z
long pause of gravity, and an air of importance,
which seemed to imply that dinner was gn affair
of state, till poor Bertha nearly dropped asleep.
At length Mrs Harley'desired her son to ring
for candles in the drawing-room. Bertha won-
dered, but, With alacrity, hailed the sound ever
after as the signal of escape. Captain Harley
nodded to his mother when she arose to leave
the room, and Bertha, waiting in the expecta-
tion that he was going to hand her, the girls a)l
broke forth into a‘titter, saying, * No, no,
you'll sée no more of Torh, I can tell you, for
some hours to come.” 'The idea that she
wanted to sec Tom .disconcerted Bertha, and



102 CONDUCT 1S FATE.

she left' the foom weary, dis&usbed, and morti-
fied.

During a week that Bertha remained at
Knoll Park, no variety occurred by which it
was possible for her to distinguish one day from
another ; and every night when she retired to
rest, ‘and every morning when she arose, she
felt that the evening and the morning were the
only vicissitudes that marked the lapse of

“ume. This suspension of sensation is not the
blessed calm of tranquillity—~it is as if sleep-.
ing we are conscious of being asleep, and vainly
try to wake, in order to live again. Bertha
dreaded this apathy—~it was abhorrent to her
nature——and she almost wished for pain, if
pleasuret were naver again to excite emotion.
.The day of departure from Knoll Park at
length arrived—the very motion of the carriage
was relief, and seemed to give assurance to Ber-
tha that she was leaving the lead of lethargy in
its own mire of dulness. “Miss Flaminia was
ifi high spirits ; and ‘although her brother fre-
quently reminded her, in no very courtly phrase,
that she had not yet arrived at one of her jun-
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ketting parties, ang that he could dispense with
the overflowing of her felicity, she continued,
nevertheless, to talk with a profu;ion of words
and an absence of- ideas, which demands no
quality from the hearer, qxcept that of good
nerves. On a near approagh to London, Ber-
tha found herself called upon for a moresthan
usual share of this. physical perfection. Her
senses became gradually more and more confus-
ed by the innumerable concourse of carriages, .
which whirled in all directions. Animals driv-
en to slaughter—carters swearing—migerable
horses, whose last efforts were made for some
hard task-master, who extracted work from ex-
piring nature. 'That her attention rested on
these objects of pain and misgry rathér than
on these of pleasure and of splendour which
abounded also, must be attributed not less to
the scenes .in which she,ﬁad hitherto chiefly re-
sided, (and which had given. a pensive cast to
her mind,) than to .that peculiarity of her na-
ture, wh&ch ever turned with a qficker sense of
perception to, sympathize in suffering than in
pleasure,—for this melancholy sense of pain
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fixes itbelf tht more intensely where it can least
afford relief. Driving throughthe bustle of
London, on & foggy March morning, Bertha
felt all that despondenay which such a mind as
hers must feel on eytering a world wholly new
to her, where no bei‘ng awaited her approach, or
would hallow her presence with a welcome.
She gazed anxiously at the innumerable passen-
gers as if she expected to find some one who in-
.ferested her, while the melancholy conviction
was at her heart, that no eye would meet hers
with ong glance of affection.

When Bertha crossed Westminster Bridge,
she observed, through the dense fog, by a kind
of brazen sun light, those various objects of
magnificence which this country of sommerce
and wealth displays, and which its inhabitants
pass by hourly without remarking. The proud
Thames, bearing on its breast opulence from all
parts of the world—the Gothic grandeur of
Westminster Abbey, with 4ll its associations of
remembrance-St Puul’s in the distance, to-
gether with that congregated mass of intermin-
able building, which seemed still more immea-
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surable viewed thrcpigh the smoky atmospuere—
all these excited in Bertha an exclamation of
genuine wonder and amazement, which was gra-
tifying to Captain Harley’s ear

She was set down at a plam-lookmg house in
the neighbourhood of Westmmsber Abbey, and
Miss Flaminia and her brother proceedad to
Russell Square, after promising to call upon her
in the course of a few days.

E2
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CHA4PTER VII.

Oft Tet me wander o’~r the dewy fields,
VVhere freshness-breathes, and dash the trembling drops
From the bent bush, as through the verdant mazc
Of sweet-briar hedges I pursue my walk,
Or taste the smell of dairy.
( THOMSON.

'THE appearance of Rémonville’s friends was
exactly what they had been described,—simple,
but not vulgar—kind, but not officious. They
conducted Bertha to the room destined for her :
comfort, cleanlingss, and, above all,"the healing
balm of kindness, made her feel she was not so
desolate ; and when Madame de Chatelain pla-
ced a letter in her hand from Rémonville, the
whole world agaip seemed bright, and she only
begged to be alone to peruse its contents.
These contenys might not have amused any
third person ; to Bertha they were ;‘epl'ete with
interest. A confused and 'vague sensation of
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delight re-animated her—existence®was no longer
insipid—every thing in an instant had changed,
and she allowed herself to float®on the current
of time, buoyed up with fal}amous expectations
of a happiness, vague andeundefined. Rocked
by these pleasing delusions.yshe fell asleep, but
again awoke to reflection and care. 'The follow-
ing day passed heavily, and personal illness
added te the uneasiness of her mind. The
agitation she experienced 1ést this should prc-
vent her from seeking Lady Farnborough, and
entering immediately upon her new duties, in-
creased the evil she dreaded; and when night
again returned, it was in vain she attempted to
dismiss \;he thought, and to court Tepose.—
Fearful dreams, the companioms of a "feverish
sleep, deprived her of rest. When Madame de
Chatelain came at a late honr the next day to
inquire for Bertha, she was still in bed. Ashan-
ed of transgressing the rules of a family whose
hours were early and regular, (for she had
learned that it is a duty to attend to the cus:
toms and accmﬁmodz‘ttions of qthers,) she began
to apologisc ; but Madame de Chatelain looking
carnestly at her coubtenance. and kindlv takine
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her hand, said, ¢ ¥ am afraid [jou have too much
reason for such indulgence; you are certainly
far from well™ This prediction proved true.
Bertha became gradually worse. Her trials had
worn out her frame ;  she was in a high fever,
and to what passed for some days after, she be-
came ‘wholly insensible.

The first object she beheld, when conscious-
ness returned, was Rémonville, but Rémonville
so pale, so altered !~——She exclaimed with a feeble
voice, in whose very tremulousness there was
indescribable tenderness, “ How ill you have
been, and no friend has been near you.” His
languid eyes sparkled with pleasure at the in-
terest thus evinced for him, and Bertha.marked
with regret the cffect produced by this simple
. expression*of her feelings, and said no more.
Gradually the event of the last few days re-
turned to her recollection. The De Cha-
telains, alarmed for her life, had sent for Ré-
monville, who, disregarding his own health, flew
to her. . Bertha had'walked through the valley
of the shadow of death, but its horror was un-
known to her,—she was alike ignorant of its ter-
vors and its sutferings. Had the tomb opened
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its portals then, she might have pabsed them un-
conscious of the gloom. There were after mo-
ments in her life- when she could have wished
they had done so.

Rémonville’s wounded arm was still in a sling;
the paleness of his countengnce added to its in-
terest, and on his expressive features wds im-
pressed that heartfelt devotion, which art cannot
feign. It was under these peculiar® circum-
stances of increased interest that Bertha again -
beheld him, and was restored to his society. It
was a time too short for present felicity,too long
for her future happiness. How different from
the vulgar count of days and hours did the en-
suing month of Bertha’s existence present itself
in after time to her recollection.

The gradual renovation which follows illness is
to the moral world what the first days of spring
are to nature. The soul seems regenerated,
more pure, more capable of giving and eliciting
every delicate impression,—yet soothed and
calmed, and tuned to the’ finest “harmony of its
nature. With Bertha it was false security, a

deceitful quiescence, as dangerous as it was de-
lightful,
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-Rémonvillé watched the progress of her con-
valescence, studied her looks, prevented her
wishes, made her, in short, live in that il
world from whence to cmerge is ot to liv . .
to vegetate. Once or twice Bertha at .,
to refer to her situatéon, to her necesst . - - -
cumstances, to the abligation ¢ ~ - sinking at.t.
and providing for mere cxistence; "t at sctae
moments she was silenced by a plee:tir geloc:. ¢
dared not encounter a second ti.ae, and
times, by an entreaty n ‘ to erter on ai..
ject of business which might . ~hate her  ~
tard her recovery. With a del'cicya tper !
times more to be dreaded than the most » ...
sioned language, Rémonville, though igiuiant
of Bertha's real situation, refrained fiom any
expression of his growing attachmer* -vhich
might have aioused in her a sense of i
duty,—while the constant presence of Afcusieur
and Madame de Chatelain sanctioned thiw of
Rémonville, and left nothing tc wain fer pun-
ty, though all to enslave lier afl'cctions.

Country air wascordered to restore 13: tha's
health, which remained in a very feeble siate,
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and pleasant lodgirgs were procuréd in the vi-
cimty of Winusor Forest, Whithgr their little
party removed. At first the shatp winds kept
Tio. i aprisc  r to the hous.e, but towards the
viu or April an unusually mild spring admitted
of -~ - roing out; and many morning hours
were spent in - andering about the wood,® and
miwang thet first breath of reviving nature,
wh " seems to” give new life alike to all that
o moral an” a sensitive Deing.
:ender verdure of the young grass in par-
L. .. picren .ere and there the hrown car-
.+ it lerves which the preceding winter
wd o tered on the g.round-—an early violet
prep - oyforth its . ugrant blossom, the very
amell of :.3e earth which at thiseseason séems to
zive st of gratulation, was vaguely delicious,
ard ' ertha breathed removated health in
evary mo.ud o walk, the following lines came

to Lior reenili vron

A Dy e of peculian povr, o
V¥e ovn in opring s dirst genial hour ;
Wi that inhales the vau.. perfume
Of the first violet’s opening bloom,
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Feels n.t the grateful odour paise

His heart to no ignoble praise,

And bid; a mental incense rise

In mingling essence to the skies 3

Nor yet confined to one alone,

Though loveliest gem in Flora’s throne,
On Nature’s brow a varied wreath

Of varying swecls perpetual breathe.

In Summer’s bright meridian hours,
When flaunt profuse the garden flowers,
When cvery heglge-row boasts its rose,
And prodigally sweetness throws ;
Does not the magic fragrance give
Rapture to all that feel and live ?
Oh ! -I-have breathed its subtle charm,
With hope and youthful fancy warm,
And I have owned the mystic power,
In riper and in sadder hour,
‘But never kas it ceased to_be
Sweet harbinger of ccstasy.

In Autumn, when is heard no sound,

Save a leaf falling to the ground,

Or rivulet that trickling clear,

Makes lulling sound to fyncy dear,

When not a sunheam dares intrude

Its ray on Nature’s pensive mood,

I've often royed *midst bri‘ary brake,

And watched the feathery fern leaves shake ;
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What time the moorfowl’s russet wing,
From covert lik itself would spring,
When timid roebuck ever stood

Peeping unscared from forth the wood,
When not a breath of air would sweep
The glassy surface of the d.eef:,

And yet an ynfelt zephyr bore

The salt scent of the distant $hore,
Which mingling with the heath flower’s bell,
Convey’d a wild delicious smell.

If fate my wand’ring footsteps lead

Th:a Earth’s remotest verge to tread,
Shoald the like perfume greet my sense,
It would a powerful spell dispense,

And call back memory to her throne,
To tell of hours and scenes long flown.

When Winter comes at length o'er all,
Hanging its sorabre d®ath-like pall,
Nefineqent has devied a way,

To theat the joyless dreary day &
‘Whilst Summer odours float around, -
Winter in vain despoils the ground ;
Sheltered by art and nursed by taste,

See Flora reigns *mid Nature’s waste,
And foreig;n sweets are rear’d to prove
That all things thrive with care and love.

One ofthe favourite haunts of Bertha and Ré-
monville was a secluded part of the wood where
an cxcavation, originally formed by a gravel-
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pit, but now- nearly overgrown with briars and
brushwood and fern, afforded one of: those con-
fined, yet rich scenes of beauty, where fancy
may linger delighted. The brown and plaited
leaves of the oak i'n,its first budding state, con-
trasted beautifully gvitli the bright colour of the
young and brilliant hawthorn. There was no-
thing of grandeur in the scenery, but there is
always.much of interest in the mystery of a
wood,—the contrast of the foliage, the varied
character of the branches and barks of trees,
even in their leafless state, the minute tracery
of their finer fibres, the dancing chequered
shade, the gleams of light, all bearing analogy
to life and to its passions,—above all, the uncer-
tainty produced by the confined bodndary of the
objects which crowd together, and prevent the
eye from penetrating to distance, combine to
charm a mind which is accustomed to court the
vague delight of undefined thought. Chateau-
briant says,  Heureusement quand les mystéres
de la vie finiss.nt, ccux de la mort commencent.”
For Bertha, that softening veil of. mystery still
existed ; yet, soon the time was approaching
when it was t¢ be torn asvnder; but this me-
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lancholy tonsciouspess- was yet a®little while
delayed.” One'day as Bertha, fatigued -by a
longer ramble than usual, rested oh a bank near
their favourite scene, * Observe,” said Rémon-
ville, after a short pause, « observe those mossy
stones, that decayed paling, those trailing
plants which twine so gracefully together,* na-
ture surely has combined them in one of her
most tasteful moods, and without any of those
marked features which rais¢ the thoughts to
soar above the earth; a lover of rural scenery
might sit for hours together, dreaming on the
dream of life; and is it not thus in domes-
tic scenes? A mind not hardened by the world,
does not.require turbulent emotions and strik-
ing incidents to excite its enjoyment ; daily oc-
currences and simple pleasures will vary such a
life, with all the fine shades of acute and dis-
tinguishing perception, and convey to it the
purest thrill of rapture.” He pressed Berthas
hand gently--so gently she could not,be offend-
ed,~it would have been prudery to*have noticed
it.  Bertha only sighed, but making no reply,
some moments of silence ensued, and they mu-
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tually felt that happiness which is too subtle to
be fised or defined. Bertha beheld those very
shades of feeltng, which Rémonville had so well
described, pass over his countenance, - like airy
shadows darting tilr.ough a pure stream.

But not like those innocuous pass,
‘Which shoot athwart the liquid glass ;
For these, with many a heavy trace,

* Stamp rugged lines that ne’er efface.

. This scene was no more repeated. ' Alas!
when does the same moment return precisely as it
has been felt, and as it has occurred P—Never.
One day glided on after another in quick suc-
cession ; the mornings still ‘spent in rambling
about the wood, and in the evenfﬁg; Monsieur
de Chatelain read aloud, while Rémonville
sketched the scene where the morning had pass.
ed ; thus doubling existence, and fixing every
pleasure as much as its evanescent nature is ca-
pable of heing fixed. Bertha's health was now
re-establishe¢ ; but this circumstance, -which
gave delight to her friends, excited o;ﬂy melan-
choly in her breast. She felt she could no long-
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er be under self-delusion, and thas to protract’
this life of idleness and indulgence was morally
wrong. She determined to breal the spell, but
yet a few more days elapsed, and still her reso-
lution was unfulfilled.

Rémonville had proposed 4n excursion to Clif-
den; every thing had been arranged, and Bertha
said mentally, ¢ This one day more, and then.”
She recollected at a previous epoch of her life
having pronounced the same words ; they con-
jured up a painful train of thought, and she
passed a sleepless night. When she met her
friends the ensuing morning, she was assailed
by expressions of the .tenderest anxicty. She
assured them she was not ill; she tried to banish
the serim:s;l:a'ss which wrapped her in gloom. - Tt
were better, perhaps, never to banish such se-
riousness. Thereis a prophetic voice of warning
in the breast of every one, previous to taking
any decided step in life, which, if not disregard-
ed, would save us from many a pang. But
Bertha, lulling conscience Asleep#caught the il
lusion of pleasure which floated before her, in
the enjoyment of the present moment. Remem-



CONDUCT I8 FATE.

brance of the past was forgotten, and reference
to the future avoided.

When they reached Clifden, Bertha was en-
chanted with the tender character of its sylvan
scenery. 'The spripg appeared to her like the
favourite haunt of, Dian and her nymphs; the
pureness but darkness of its waters, shaded by
high banks of trees, with the Thames rolling its
full and quiet stream in front; while the rich-
ness of the opposite fields, busily gay with the
labours of the husbandman, and vocal with the
carols of the lark, lent contrasted grace to the
still secrecy of the shadowy water. There was
a small summer-house which marred the beauty
of the landscape, but a sudden shower obliged
Bertha'to take refuge under its shértg;. Mon-
sieur and Madame de Chatelain had been de-
taned, by meeting some friends at the inn, and
Rémonville was once again alone with her; but
his presence now failed in lending to the hour
that gleam of tranquil delight in which of late
'she had basked, without daring to define its es-
sence. The hour, the storm, the same peculiar
features of the landscape, ‘_all combined to con-
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jure up images of the past—the mote harrowing
from having long lain dormant; and a tide of
remembrance rushed over her mind; which trans.-
formed the smiles on her countenance to an ex-
pression of the deepest sadneps. . Rémonville ap-
proached her ; his solicitude gave more than its
wonted tenderness to his whole demeanout, as
taking her hand he uttered some accents of sym-
pathising inquiry. But Bertha seemed -not to
hear him, .as she murmured in a low and rapid
tone, ¢ One day more, and then—" Heavy sighs
choked her utterance, her head sank op her
breast, and she seemed wholly absorbed in some
mysterious and agonizing recollection. Then
suddenly_awakenmg, as'if from a trance, she
snatched her hand from that of Rémonville’s,
and exclaimed ina tone of inexpressible anguish
and terror, ¢ Leave me, Oh ! leave me I conjure
you, and for ever.”

Astonishment, mortification, and the deepest
concern, were depictec on Rémonville’s counte-
nance, as he with difficulty ‘articutated, «If I
have been‘\presumptuo‘us, pardop me, it is a fault
that shall not again occur.—~Have I then deserv-
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ed this ? but*you shall be obeyed ;” and he hastily
rushed from her presence.

Bertha rethained a prey to cantending emo-
tions. “ How capnclous, how unfeeling, must I
appear to him?” thqught she. “How.ftust I have
wounded his feelings, too, by the seeming unkind-
nes$of my behaviour ; but, alas ! what is the pang
which I have inflicted .om his heart, to that with
which- memory wrings mine !” She remained
lost in painful recollection, till roused by the re-
turn of Rémonville. She did not venture to
look at him, but there is an intuitive species of
vision that conveys a knowledge of all that is
passing, without actually raising our eyes to the
object. , He met her with a forced tranquillity of
demeanour, which, far from al]aymg the poig-
nancy of her feelings, conveyed the melancholy
apprehension, that, by her unaccountable beha-
viour, she had estranged from her the only
friend she now possessed, a friend to whom she
owed so much, and for ‘whom she experienced
the warmest‘sentimients of gratitude and esfeem.

During his short absence, Rémonville had
struggled, and successfu]iy, to regain some com-
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mand over his tumultuous feelingse The pride
of a generous heart, unjustly wounded, for a
moment rose above the pangs of disappointed af-
fection, apd he rejoined her with an apparent calm-
ness, whigh, contrasted with her own agitation,
seented to her that of indifferpnce. Both remain-
ed silent, and Bertha's embarrassment every mo-
ment increased. Scarcely conscious of what she
uttered, she at length stammered out thz names
of Monsieur and Madamede €hatelain. ¢ Shall T
go for them ?” asked De Rémonville. ¢ Y es—
no—-—" A mist came before her eycs, various
cmotions ebbed and flowed at her heart, till, over-
come by the conflict of contendmg feelings, and
weak fnom recent xl]ness, she burst into tears.
In a moment' Rémonville was at her feet. Wholly
thrown off his guard, he implored, in the most
tender and earnest manner, to. know in what he
had offended her. When sufficiently recovered
te" spedk, she urged him $b rise, assured him
that she had never‘been offended with him, and
accounted: for her agitatidn by #referring it to
shame-for her late weak and inexplicable behavi-

our, and grief at percelvmg that she had there-
VOL. I. F
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by forfeited- his esteem. I feel,”said she,
¢ that you must condemn me ; to you my man-
ner must have been unaccountable, and must re-
maain unaccounted for.” She sighed,; gnd aslight
tremor shook her frame as she spoke ;’ mak-
ing an effort at coraposure, she rejoined, ¢ But
whet I tell you that I condemn myself, will you be
appeased ? when I ask your forgiveness, will yon
refuse it #” ¢ My forgiveness !” rejoined Rémon-
ville, reproachfully; and an endearing but sad ex-
pression of intellectual pain hovered in every
fibre of, his touching countenance. * Something,”
he said, ¢ preys upon your mind, some former
anguish recurs, which I cannot, dare not, hope to
lighten—Your fate, I see, can never be made by
me ; yet I might perhaps ameliorate is seventy,‘
perhaps relieve you of part of the burden. that
weighs upon your heart. Do net think-me pre-
suimptuous, if I entreat to be honoured with
your confidence ;- the interest I have ever taken
'in all that relates to you, perhaps gives me some
“title to make this request; you surely know me
toGywell, to suppese that I would abuse the pre-
cious deposit.” Berths, influenced by-the plead-
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ings of Reémonville, by the fulneswof her own
heart, and by thoughts which longed for the re-
lief of communication, hesitated a*few moments,
and then,‘ephed I believe it will afford me
much soothing consolation to‘unburthen my op-
pressed mind to one who I ghink is capable of
indulgence and sympathy ; but I am not by’any
means certain, that, in so doing, I may not lose
the friend,I have gained. The fate of a human
being isinvolved in her conduct ; that conduct is
often erroneous, frequently blameable, but not
such as to make her wholly unworthy of your
esteem ; yet still, if, in yielding to your curiosity,
I forfeit any part of your good will, 1 shall re-
pent having done so, and what can give me the
assurance dhat I shall not?” § Your charac-
ter, my promise,” quickly rejoined Rémonville.
Bertha shook her head mournfully. ¢ May

I then hope that you will make me acquainted
with the particulars of your fate, and the causes
of your grief?” cried*the former. I may be
able to a,l.levmte your sorrows ; Will you—will
you confide in me ?” N Perhapg,——" said Ber-
tha. At that moment Monsieur and Madame de
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Chatelain entered, and prevented her'from add-
ing more.

‘When Bertha found herself again in her apart-
ment, at' Windsor, she began to reflect upon the
conversation she had that day -had with Rémon-
ville, and thought,with mixed uneasiness and re-
gret, of the half promise of confidence he- had
succeeded in extorting from her. The idea of
communicating the events of her life to any one
filled her with trepidation, and she took from a
portfolio a manuscript narration of them, which
she had employed her lonely hours in writing,
and glanced timidly over its pages, which had
been blotted by many a tear. < Shall T unveil
my folly, my imprudence, to the only friend I
have in the world ?” exclaimed: she' to herself,
“and thus, perhaps, eternally forfét his respett
'and esteem P I'fondly believed that many of'my
‘errors:¢arry their palliation along with:thess, Bt
he, not being blinded by self-love; may thité'my
conduct most degridiag and mexcisable:” -

However, ‘she soon began to'ipérceie that she
was bound in henotrénd daty. to iake’Rémon-
tille acquainted with her situdtiof; tisd eertain
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extent.. His behaviour showed tooplainly, that
his feelinigs towards her were of a warmer and
tenderer nature than those of mete friendship ;
and Bertha reflected, that, if she any longer con-
cealed that she wasa married'woman, she would
be indirectly guilty of encoustging and fostering
a criminal passion, which might eventually® de-
stroy the peace of them both. She therefore re-
solved to put her manuscript into the hands of
Rémonville, though she feared that consequences,
painful and humiliating to herself, would result
from the gratification of his curiosity.,

Rémonville thought all that day and night on
the * Perhaps” of Bertha. One word excites a
thousand thoughts, and "sums up ages of joy or
misery, of hope or ‘suspense. +He knew that
Bertha intended returning .to,Xondon in the
course of a few days, along with the Chatelains,
so that, if the « Perhaps” were not ripened into
certainty during the time she remained at Wind-
sor, he had little hopes that his wishes ever
would be, gratified.

Next morning, Bertha percgived, by Bémon-
ville’s behaviour, that he intended to femind her
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of what had passed between them the preceding
day. However, she anticipated him in this,
and presenting her manuscript, said, ¢ These
pages will unfold the history of my life. Read
.them with indulgence, and know me for what I
am, inasmuch as I'know myself.” Rémonville
received it with a degree of emotion, which pre-
vented him from making any reply, and imme-
diately Tetired to his own apartment, and eagerly
commenced its perusal.
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CHAPTER VIII.

The Life of Bertha de Chanci.

¢ I smarL dwell often upon things that may
appear trivial or tedious. I shall write, of the
moon—~of the weather—of the aspect of nature
in its different seasons. I will nqt think what
any one.else may, or rather might, think of such
and such‘a paragraph, beéause it is myself I
wish to see upon paper—to my errors to
their source—to be perfectly , in short,
—is this possible? I will try.

“ My mother died before I was of an age to
regret her loss, and iy father some months pre-
vious to my birth. I have oftefl, in my child-
hood, when my nata} day retyrned, beeg called
by my aunts, in whose care I was left, to look
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at, and weep Gver a veil of black crape, which
was folded round mre at the ‘baptismal .font, in
honour of my father's memory. “ Remember,”
they said, “ my dear Bertha, remember the life
of man is a path of thorns ; gloom and sadness
is the lot of all whi%e on their earthly pilgrim.
age. ' But, raising your eyes to Heaven, be-
hold there the land of the blessed—the goal you
arc to ‘strive for. The sorrews of a mortal
state resemble this Valuless gauze : like it, when
free from self-reproach, they cast no shadows on
the soul’s eternal happiness.” Then would my
kind aunts, with the anxious love which accom-
panies all human affections, wipe from my
cheeks the tears they had excited to flow, and,
kissing me, say, with a -sbudder'ing interest,
“ Yet, may ‘God forbid this mourning veil
should be the émblem of your fate . The
previous piety of the cxhortation was but too
often lost to me in the superstitious dread the
latter part of it elicited ; dnd I-never heard the
words fate or' destiny pronounced, that I did
not attach to them the remembrance of the
black veil and tremble.
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* My aunts traced their origim to the ancient
Helvetian, and. believed firmly, that they were
descended from, that Julius Alpinus.who lived
in the middle of the first century of the Christ-
ian era.’. To this pride of #ncestry was annexed
the greatest individual hamility; and if they
sometimes confounded an Allwise Providence,
working together for good in the end, with that
of a fortuitous power termed Fate, it.was only
that they had not learned thiose metaphysical dis-
tinctions which scepticism or ignorance some-
times avail themselves of ; the fomger Jo satisfy
the pride of reason, the latter to disguise its in-
capacity. .When my good auntg used the word
fate, they considered 1t as. designating an attri-
bute of ‘va:dence, and made no dmﬁqcuon of
meaning when they said, ¢ Le.bon Dieu dispose
de tout ;”? or, « T dgcreadu sort.” The
tenderness of the;r o taught them that re-
finement_ which their gimple habits—the same-
ness oftheir mode bf living——and the rigid vir-
tuq of; thejr morals, might othepwise have rather
-suppressed.. thap. ,9ourished,.., Although their
manners were not medelled on those of a court,

F2
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or upon the ephemeral and frivolous rulés of fon,
or of any one circle or set of people, there wasa
native dignity about them which shone the more
conspicuously from being stamped on originality
of character. Theiro establishment—their at-
tire—were frugal; ‘et there was ‘enough to
spare for hospitality ; and no traveller, of what-
ever degree, was ever turned from the door
without Eourtesy, assistance, or accommodation.
¢ Are not all traveflers,” said my aunts, “ in
the road of life, and do we not all, in some way
or other, require the aid of charitable donations
from the good -and the liberal 7"

¢ There wete certain seasons of the year when
the Dames Alpina’ de Chanci appeared® with
unusual pomp. 'These were, during the time of
the vintage, and oft’ the’ first of May, when the
cattle are led from * ginter pasture to the
mountains. At these hs they put on all
their splendour, and peceived thé' homage of
their dependants with a kind of innocent pride
and rural pageant, which contrasted strangely
with the general simplicity of their habits ahd
mddes of life. Well do I remembe# a certain
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old squére gilt carriage, lined ewith stamped
leather, to which the cart-horses were yoked
with the utmost ceremony every Sunday; and
althongh the one was blind, and the other lame,
I feel a reflected joy, even Aow, at that which I
experienced when I saw tAem led forth to this
car of triumph.

“ No courser of Arabia’s land ever excited
more pleasure or admiration than these daily
tillers of the soil conveyed to the simple specta-
tors, from whom they werc destined to receive
their meed of fame.

¢¢ This occasional indulgence and gratification
of vanity did not impair that geguine simplicity
of character, which wad 50 truly their own. In-
deed, it Was the only relief which varied that
even tenor of life which either rocks the facul-,
ties to lethargic repose, or, acting upon a mind
of determined vigour and keen scnsibility, gives
additional force to the first by opposing its de-
sires, and fresh: stimdlus to the latter by afford-
ing it eyery species of aliment #hat it loves to
feed upen.

¢ I received little or nothing of what is term-
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ed education.* I thought before I kitew how
to read ; and when I read, my reading was of
that desultory kind which raised the mind to
soar in a vague sublime, but in nowise chastises
the imagination, or forms the judgment to' the
sober relish of real li¥e.

“ I'had all the intense feelings of love and
friendship long before- I ever saw any ob-
ject in which to embody them. - And.the wor-
ship I paid to the imhages of my fancy was pure
and faultless as the ideal beings of my adora-

 tion.

“ Every circumstance of my life tended to
cherish in me«this fatal disposition to make a
world of my own, and not to make me fit for
the world as it ‘is. 3‘1 loved my aunts with a
.grateful fondness, and with a reverential admi-
ration of their virtues; but the great difference
in age ptecluded friendship,.and nothing filled
my affections—those. affections, so warm—so
fond—so "tgue—-;which never have, and never
can, be filled. '*Friendship is a sentiment which
demands perfect equality, apnd .must derive its
source from our intellectual faculties. It is a



CHAPTER VIIL 133

choice rither than an impulse; #hd, in that re-
spect, its character is- strikingly different either
from the passion of love, or from the intuitive
tenderness which arises from the ties of consan-
‘guinity.

¢ T had no companions of my own age, nor do
I recollect ever to have wished for any. I,
therefore, never experienced these pleasures of
childhoaqd which I have so often heard of, and
seen so rapturously described in books as the
golden age of man’s existence. The remem-
brance of that period presents nothing to me
but melancholy and mortification. )

¢ The first era from which I.ean date my ex-
istence, since it is the first strong emotion I.can
recall to"n;y recollection, wa® one of sorrow ;
and let ne person say the pangs we experience.
in childhood are slight, because those circum-
stances which excite them are generally such.
It is now fourteen years ago that one of these
trivial instances occarred, which I still remem-
ber, and,. remembering, feel with'a yet vivid sen-
sation of the pany it thensoccasioned. Like
other children,-I-loved’ to find ‘birds’ nests, but
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not, like other' children, to plunder or' destroy
them. There was one, however, which I visit-
ed so frequently, that the evil which I did not
intend to do, I actually committed. After hav-
ing been frequently warned in vain, that if I
persisted in pulling tHe branches about, on which
the frail tenement depended, I should inevitably
destroy it. I at length, one luckless hour,
. bought my experience dearly, for down. fell the
mossy fabric with all its unfledged nestlings.
What could I do to repair the mischief ? Alas !
if it is difficult to avoid evil, how much more so
to find its remedy! I endeavoured to gather
theunfledged birds together, and squeezing them
the best way I could, but not that in which na- .
ture had delicately placed, into their rhutilated
habitation, I left them with a heart beating
with sorrow and anxiety, longing that the mor-
row were come in order to'know their fate. The
morrow came,—of céurse, the birds were dead.
The terms which would -express what. I felt
must necessarily appeer ludicrous, when com-
pared to the cause’ which called forth my sor-
row ; but it would ll)e fortunise:if the self-re-
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proach I’ then experienced lost hothing of its
poignancy on more serious occasions in after
life. My aunts grieved at the duration of my
tears, after a very short lecture on the folly of
contemning the advice of ‘t.hose older and wiser
than ourselves, ended by saymg, ¢ There, that
is enough ; *tis only, after all, an accident ;‘weep
no more, accidents will happen.” But I did not
deceive myself.—¢ No,” I said, ¢ this is no ac-
cident,—I did it myself ; I 'must weep.”

“ The next epoch in my life was one also of
sorrow. This grief consisted in being.obliged
to part from a woman who occasionally attended
me, and who was a sgrvant inifie house. I
loved thjs person passionately. What did I
love with *any measure of fondhess? She had
not the best moral character in the world ; but -
she recited psalms with the same enthusiasm
with which she sung love ditties, and I took
pleasure in learning both. I never slept with-
out repeating that psalm ¢ He is about my
path, and about my bed, and spieth out all my
ways.” - And although at my first acquaintance
with this beautiful and sublime gomposition, I



188 CONDUCT I8 FATE.

felt a mysteridus-dread, asif I actuallyexpected
the appearance of some invisible being; .yet it
was the greate's't possible - gratification to me to
excite this tremor, and by degrees it gave place
to a perfect security and confidence, and I firm-
ly believed, that anygels, such as I had figured
them' to myself, with blue eyes and purple
wings, hovered round my couch to guard and
to protéct me. Blessed purity of pristine feel~
ing, for the absencé of which all the sober ac-
quirements of riper years cannot compensate:

¢ The woman who first aroused and fostered
in me these sparks of enthusiasm, which have since
so fatally bisweed my existence, was possessed by
an ungovernable temper. Sometimes she.procur-
ed for me injudicious indulgencies usknown to
-"and unsanctioned by my aunts; at others, she
would vent her ill humour by actdal blaws,
without my exciting her to such violence by an:y
provocation. I took as much care to eonceal
this ill-treatment, as if my interest depended on
such concealihent: 1 devoured ¥y pears sad
grief in silence,—-tears that-flewed-much -more
from wretchiedness dt her:unkindnéssjthan from

: 4
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the persohal inconvenience or indignity I suffer-
ed. How often, while my heart swelled with
agony, have I cried myself to sldep, after one of
these unprovoked fits of fury, and have I vowed,
that, as soon as. I was my qwh mistress, I would
seek out Fanchon, were shdat the world’s end,
in order te unite her to my service for evet.

¢ Dreams of disinterested and devoted ten-
derness, where are ye? The world anddts ways
have caused ye to evaporate like the dews of
early morning, and all that remains of reality is
not worth one of those pure and unsophisticated
feelings which no suspicion rouses, and of which
mo knowledge of evil sullies the byaght purity.

“ As time went on .my pleasures expanded,
and becaine more vivid, but never changed their
nature; the sole difference in my mode of life
was, that the limited and regular hours of my
childhood ;were exchanged for the liberty of
wandering whither I would, and at what hours
1 chose. 'With this ‘enjoyment of liberty came
that. pleasurable feeling of' existence which suf-
fices to itself alone. |
-..# There is a mogent in life when nothing is
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wanted of all‘that is necessary to happiness in
riper years; nor books, nor science, nor fine
arts, nor hardly friends.—It is certainly an ani-
mal pleasure of existence, but it must be con-
fessed it is happiness y pleasures seem to be en-
throned on every object that surrounds us. Like
the first gorgeous beauty of a forward spring,
all is perfume and blossoms, and man, inebriat-
ed with- delight, owns the general influence;
cvery thing is enjoyed—nothing is discriminat-
ed; but ask the duration of this evanescent
happiness. . Behold the lightning which pre-
cedes a stormy night. Such, and so transient is
its reign, and-lng and gloomy is the darkness
which succeeds.

“ To me thiscinstant was short indeed. I
felt the vacuum of human life sooner than most
persons. I felt that want to become something
which would make my memory live after me in
this world, and my soul deserving of a hetter:
Yet had I no fixed principle of action, no steady
object to lead atid guide me to so great an end.

¢ To sail upon ¢ stormy gea in life,—~to buf-
fet with the tempests of mortal existence,~to
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snatch ofie wreathe from fame—these were the
wishes that fired my heart with restless desire to
be in action, to perform more dities than one of
common virtue could enact,—to ascend a higher
path in knowledge than one of meaner intellect
would dare to dream of. This was my prayer.
How far the prayer has been granted, the sequel
of this narrative will prove.
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- CHAPTER IX.

‘o days of enchanting delusion,
How sweet a remembrance you've left,
The glow of so chaste an illusion
Can ne'er from my bosom be reft,

As when in the hallowed pile,
The censer its odours has casl,
Tht fragrance still floats through each aisle,
Unchanged, though the worship be past.
Lorp M.

« I nave frequently wandered for hours to-
gether in a large wood of pines that rose behind
our dwelling, merely to listen to the murmuring
of the boughs, which, shaken by the wind, now
gently, then moving in quicker, protion, appeas
ed to my imagination like the aérial converse of
some immateria: beings. I believe all persons
of sensibilft'y are ip some degree endowed with
that creative power of imagination, which ren-
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ders theth at once & painter, a pott, a musician,
even when ignorant of all the rules of art. The
execution is little in comparison'.of that mental
conception of works of genius in which their
greatest charm cousists ; tfaers, indeed, do not
taste these viewless operations of our fancy, but
to the individual they are inexhaustible sources
of exquisite enjoyment.

¢ How often have I, in imagination, traced the
most beautiful landscapes,® which, when I ac-
tually endeavoured to place them on paper,
cluded my power, and yet I returned o the at-
tempt with a delight and a persuasion of success,
which always afforded me fres].pleasure in the
pursuit. When this was denied to my pencil,
I foundy in the sound 6f my* voice, a relief to
my feelings, and ‘tasted -in music that fleeting.
but indefinable raptuve, ‘'which an expression
of our sentiments: by any mode or vehicle, so
“Houtteously bestows;but by music more vivid-
ly, perhaps; -than by any other.  Still all this
‘did not suffice me: I wanted: t8 fix, to embody
my thoughts, t6' gléthe mp feelings in somc
durable 'and visible form; which might impart
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thent to othen., and give them to my ow¥n senses
again, precisely as they had been felt by me in
their first glowiag birth., I then flew to poetry,
and to the inexpressible charm of pouring forth,
in written words, the.ebullitions of an overflow-
ing mind.

¢ '{'hus glided away the first eighteen years of
my life. One evening, after having wandered
a longer time than usual, in my favourite wood,
I sat down on my usual seat, and, leaning my
head on my hand, T had remained sometime
in that attitude, when I was aroused from my
reverie by the sound of footsteps close to me. I
looked up axd, beheld, not' an ideal form, but
a young man, who, from. the beauty of kis per-
son, might, by less romantic heads than mine,
have been deemed such. I arose involuntarily,
with a kind of mingled sentiment of admiration
and respect. There was something inexpressi-
bly commanding in the figuve that stood before-
me. I hesitated, was:Siletrt, and awaited to be
addressed. Tk stranger relieved my embar-
rassment by apologizing fog, having started me.
He said, that, surprised at seeing a female figure
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in that solitude, whose attitude mgde him con-
ceive her to be ill; or in distress, he had been
induced to intrude upon her, im’order to offer
any assistance in his power. ¢ I have the plea-
sure,” he added, “ of seeingy by your healthful
countenance, that no indispbsition can at pre-
sent affect you, while the joyous expressidn of
youthful spirits informs me no sorrow has ever
made inroad on your heart. I again apalogize,
therefore, fof this intrusion ;% and having thus
spoken, he bowed and passed on.

¢ It is difficult to describe the various emo-
tions that passed through my mind with such
rapidity, that they seemed all to bs thought at
once. I was mortificd that it was supposed I
had never been unhappy,—thas had argued a
want of soul in my character ;—that I should
look so robust and healthy, also, there was no-
thing interesting in that either. 1 had seldom seen
.any men but the curate of our parish, and a
Banneret de Manvertpa distant relation of my
aunts, and his son, whom they destined to be
my future husband,—-in compgrison with these,
the stranger seemed a demi-god. He had
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a foreign air and accent, which gavechim a sort
of mysterious interest in my ‘estimation. I walk-
ed hastily horve to relate my wonderful adven-
ture, for sach it appeared to me; but on the
road, I bad conj up such strange and ro-
mantic circumstantes, which existed only in my
fancy, that, by the time I was in my aunts pre-
sence, I was so out of breath, I could not arti-
culate one werd. My atmt‘ Lolla was knitting,
my aunt Alplba spmhmg, their Tavourite cat
sitting between thexr as demuibe a¥ they, licking
its paws, and purring in contefrted tranquxlhty
In my present disposition’ of mind, there ‘was
somgthing m(lescrrb@ provoking in the quiet
drowsiness of the beings around e, as well as
in their employments.—Bverything. within my
fancy was fraught-with imp@rtance, with events
of I knew not what, and_expectations I could
not definé,<~wherehs, every object, animate and
inanimate, that met my View, looked asif it were
at the atme of-all-it tver eould, should, or
-would be. ‘"Pwiahed tbﬁe asked questions, but
T could not; Wmed‘ prouounce those sim-
ple words,  Thave seen a stranger’” T oconti-
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nued waiting, with breathless expectation, for
one of my aunts to speak, in vain. At length
one of them said, ¢ Bertha, my' queen, take
your Bible, and read: us your evening chapter.”
I did as I was ordered, p.:tntumed over the
leaves, but could not, for e time, find the
place. When I did, I was still so out of bréath
T could not read plain. ¢ You have walked
too far, my love—rest yourself ;” said my aunt
Lolla, and Patting her spectacles on, she stared
at me. I was conscious of .@n.unea.sy,'fee.ling, I
knew not why, and wished the scrutiny over; a
feeling, too, of dismay, at being rather averse to
perform the sacred evening duty, one which I
had hitherto ever felt pitased ana eager to ful-
fil, mgde tne blush for myself. , Makmg an é&f-
fort, therefore, to conquer. the flurry of my spi-
rits, and to recal my thoughts, I mastered my
voice, and read apparently as I was wont to
read, but it was not really the'same. When I
closed the book, I talked hastily, and without
knowing what I should say next, Jumbhng all
things mgether b spoke of the «cat, of the great
washing that -was to' take place the ensuing

VOL. I. G
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weekweihe sa'ting of the butter, and the gather-
ing [of ;the walnuts, and of what neighbours
should be requested to come and assist us in
the latter lgbour. - And here I stopped, for T
thought of the s .. %1 wish,” I said.
* What do you wish, my love? ¢ Why, I
wisht we could see somebody besides the curate
and the Banneret, and Monsieur Jean Francois.
Indeed, the latter dances so ill I,had}' infinitely
rather dance-with.our Claudine.”~ My aunts
both paused from their ocaupstions for a mo-
ment, looked at me, then at each-other. Rum.
ble, rumble, rumble, went the eternal spinning-
wheel, and tic.a-tic, tic-a-tic, replied the knitting
needles. The oat continied to lick his ‘paws with
thesame provoking gravity asbefore. Not another
sound was heard, and fer the first .time in my
life, I felt. a sensation of -spleen. and pettishness
against my dear, my worthy relations, and dis-
affection at my lot. * Well, then,” I -thought
with childish peevishness, * since they will not
speak to me, they shall not know my news. I
will not tell them what I have seen ;” ‘as if they

would have been’ interested in. the sight or the
10
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relation of' it. Having thus revenged miyself, I
took my pencils and began to draw, without
knowing what I was about} I yketched an in-
correct figure, but one which resembled the air
and lofty cartiage of the stranger. While I was
thus engaged, my aunts wefé convetsing upon
the return which their vintage had made them,
the preceding year, what promise that of the
present affgrded, and other useful mattersof the
sume sort. < Ah!” said my aunt Lolla, sud-
denly taking up my drawing, when I least ex-
pected it: ¢ what have we here?: A bunch of
grapes doubtless.” Then lowering her specta-
cles from her forehead to her nose;; % as I shall
declare,,a man’s figure.” Then handing the
paper to my aunt, Alpina,  Look there,swhy
child,” with a voice of astonishinent, ¢ who
taught you to draw figures? I did not know
you could draw any figure save that of Melissa,
our beautiful cat. I am all astonishment ; it is
very strange,” continued the good old lady. « I
will tell you what, Bertha, iy quyen, since you
have a turn. for figupes, you ghould draw the
patriarchs, of some holy teti of that kind, for I
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do not approwe of young ladies making foolish
fanciful figures, and I am sure our good pastor
would not apgrove of it either.” So saying,
she very deliberately tore my drawing in a thou-
sand pieces. I canpot express what I felt of
vexation, but I sak nothing, and shortly afer,
we tetired for the night.

¢ Never before was 1 so happy to be alone; a
new world had started up to my view, or rather,
the one in which I did exist wis completely
changed ; a momentary glance had effected all
this in my lmagmatlon Alas! how dangerous
a gift is 1magmanon, when uncontrolled by rea-
son ! when unsubdued by religion !

T have already acknowledged, that I was
not wholly free, from a certgin degree’ of super-
stition, the consequence, probably, of the early
impressions received in my .childhood, strength-
ened by my secluded education, and confirmed
by my own peculiar.disposition. It was not
therefore wonderful, that my nightly slumbers
should receivg a tmge from the fanciful day-
dreams in whlch it was my delight fo indulge.
Yet—shall I cwn my weakness Prmr—Even now,
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when I récal the beautiful but mdurnful vision,
which, with all the vividness and distinctness of
reality, impressed itself on my ind that night
—even now, I cannot withhold my belief, that
coming events do indeed caft their shadows be-
fore ; but woe to the eyes which cannot discern
those shadows, woe to the heart whi¢h cannot
retgfn them ! Yes, that vision was fraught with
warning—yAlas ! how fully has it been realized !

“ When™T awoke the following morning,
scarcely could I believe that the scene which
had passed over my fancy was indeed a vision
of the night. When convinced that it was so,
I hastened to. embody it, as it were, lest it
should fade from my recollectwn and the fol-
lowing lines flowed se spontangously from my
pen, that I believe I had actually dreamt the
whole as it now gtands.

LAST night, as seundly I was sleeping,
Each waling sense in rest lay stecping ;

But yet some power that never slumbers,

And e'en the hours of sxlenoe numbdts,

Presented to my fu}zy s eye

Shadows that seemed Teality :
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Tell'me then, dread power unknown,
That makest the half of life thine own,
What portents have thy curious seeming ?
Are they wih good or evil teeming ?

Show me the substance of the shade,
Which, though Igwake, yet does not fade ?

Methought a pereecuted dove,

With plumage soiled and wings distended ;
In plight the hardest heart to move,

‘For, ah ! its life seemed nearly ended,

Fell on my breas:, and as it fell
1 raised my eyes, and s3w pursuing

A wanton boy, who, soeth to tell,
,Knew not the harm that he was doing.

Scarce had the bird lit on my breast,
When lo? another piteous sight,

A lamb alike pursued, distressed,
Sought refige from a foe in flight.

The lamb, methought, I could not save,
8o turned my head in grief aside;;
But the dove’s life I earnest crave,
And beg it may with me abide.

My prayer obtained, I hyste away
Triumphent, with my timorous prize ;

Whenlo! I wake,—the beam of day
Scarce melts the vision frol mige eyes.
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Tell me of this dark dream the meaning,
What is the lanlb and what the dove ?

In mystic lore, my scanty gleaning,
Says, that is peace and this is lov//

But must I then consent to lose
That without which bliss 8t fll is crost ?
Ah! if I must between them choose,
Peace without love were better lost.

151
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CNAPTER X.

@ I ratLED not, when evening returned, to go
as usual to the wood, but no stranger appeared.
The next day and the next passpd in like
manner; on the third, which wa¥*Sunday, in
going to church, as we turned up a narrow and
rather steep acclivity that led to the church
door, one of the ‘horses stumbled and -fell.
"The old driver in vain attempted to arrest
the carriage in its déscent. The heavy old
carriage backed down the hill, and‘we were
in considerable alarm, if not in danger, -when
a person,” who proved to' be the stranger,
leaping from behind some bushes that concealed
the foot-path from us, turned’the other horse in
such a way, as to' jit the wheel into a rut, gnd
fasten the carriage. « Having thus extricated us
from our terror, he assisted my aunts out, aided
the driver in restoring the equipage, or rather
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the harnass, to its original statq, and having
seen us in safety, Waited not to be thanked, but
disappeared with as much precigtancy as when
he darted forward to our assisthnce. “ Where
is that angel?” said les J)ames de Chanci.
¢« We must know who he i1; where can he re-
side, and who can hebe ?? ¢ And such a land-
some man, too,” said my aunt Lolla. ¢ Why,
Bertha, you do not say a word, child, you are
stupified Witit fear ;- why, yop did not thank our
preserver.” ¢ Oh yes, I did ; only you did not
hear me.” 'The rest of the day wasspent in in-
quiring for the stranger. Who was lic # whence
came he? No one knew. The people said it
must be some peasant from. the Valais, who had
passed on hm road to-another part of the coun-
try, for the vintage. ‘A peasant ?” returned
my aunt Lolla, * I should rather say a king.”

% This little incident kept alive in mg that spi-
rit of interest and romance, which the e first ap-
pearance of the stranger had excited in my mind,
and. shortly after, anothey; occurrence kindled
my imagination into a dangerous flame.

. %One very .tempdstuous night, we had retir-
Ey 2 g
G
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ed at our ysyal early hour, and had been asleep
sometime, when a pretty loud and repeated
knocking awoke me; and presently Claudine,
the maid, enm\d my room. *“ Rise, Mademoi-
selle,” cried she,, * yise quiekly ; here ig a wound.-
ed gentleman, bromﬁs":t hither by Maageron i his
hougse has heen on fire, and in trying to save ane
of the children, this. poor strangen,. who it secras
was lodging there, has got.one of his ayms sadly
scorched, and he hgs come here tor 8 night’s
quarters for him. ©Q if we cquld but find your
aunt Lolla’s balsam, without disturbing the dear
ladies 4t this time. of might!” At Claudine’s
first summons, I had hastily sprung up, and
quickly dressing myself,ewhile she bustled about
for the remedies, I repgired to.the hall; where I
found the stranger~—my stranger, supported by
the old peasgnt. . He was pale as death, and the
contraction of his features denoted the intensity
of his sufferings. On my-entrance, he attempted
to apologize for the imtrusion he had heen guilty
of, but a few al_most,ingrticulate werds were all
he could uttet. ¢ Ah Mademoiselles I have
brought you an'angel,” xied old Manneron,
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< but forhim, my Jeanette must have perished ;
but see what he ha$ suffered ;” and the old man
burst into tears, as he pointed tgethe stranger’s
army; “ and yet he thinks nothing of his own mis-
fortune, and I could hardly persuade him to
come here to procure the hecessary remedies.
Oh! Mademoiselle, had you seen-him rush“into
the heart of the flames, and then, when we all
gave him up for lost, appear with my baby
wrapt in Lils cloak—" Here the old man’s voice
failed him, and he fell on his knees before his
preserver, as he called' the stranger, who had
sunk back exhausted, and seemed almost insen-
sible to what was passing. 'What a scene ! what
a field was here for onesof my afdent enthusias-
tic nature! Already I hed in my own imagina-
tion invested this mortal with every attribute of
virtue. Noble, disinterested, tender, humane,
what a bright im.ageaﬁ excellence was in a mo-
ment impressed upon my heart! In one splen-
did act, I had concentrated every human perfec-
tion—fatal error of youth and enthusmsm ! So
great wad- my emotjon, that I ‘could scarcely
give the necessary directions for assisting the
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stranger to the parlour, where he was laid upon
a sofa, and Claudine having bound up his
arm, and persuaded him to swallow some cor-
dial, I hastenecto-awake my aunts, and receive
their instructions as to what. was next to be
done. It was somitime ere the good old ladies
could collect their senses sufficiently to compre-
hend my story; but when they did, they com-
mended what I had already done, and desired
that the best bed-room might instagftly be pre-
pared. . ¢ And we will rise and do the honours
of the mansion to him ;” said they. ¢ So brave
and worthy a man is entitled to all the respect
and attention we can pay him. Bertha, my
queen, look in’the third drawer,~gnot that one,
my child, the one above,—for my ca;ﬂbric hood
with the Valencienne edging. Don’t tumble
things, my love, in that careless manner ;—and,
bless me, Bertha, what~an opinion must the
stranger have of you! Why, you are in your
wrapper, I protest, and your hair all about ypur
ears. Goy my deap,l'ta.;your room, and adjust
your dressa little, and sénd Claudine to assist
us. Or stay—~perhaps it would be as well that
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she made ready the apartment ofor ‘the poor
gentleman first.” *Aware that my aunts would
only fatigue thomselves and thejp guest, by this
unnecessary piece of attention, ¥persuaded them
to lie still, and leave it to (laudine and me to
arrange every thing for th«{ stranger. ¢ Take
the keys then, Bertha, love, and show yourself
a hospitable landlady,” said aunt Alpina, point-
ing to her, massive bunch; ¢ and then make haste
back, and*icll us all about him.”

*¢ Waiting for no farther orders, I ran to ad-
just and add to my dress, then obeyed the order I
had received, by literally flying down stairs. I
assured the stranger, my aunts were happy to
have it in their power*to be of any service to
him. He thanked me, and accepted my offer
of waiting in the parlour till a room could be pre-
pared for him. His demeanour was courteous,
but there was a lofty reserve in his manner,
which was very contrary to what I naturally
liked, but which, in him, appeared an additional
charm. After we had sas a moment or two in
silence, I began to f‘eel an awkwardness, which,
at first, I.was not conscious ‘of «The increas-
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ing storm, however, afforded me a topic of con-
versation, and I opened one' of the shutters to
gaze at the begutiful effect of the lightning as
it partially illun¥nated the lake, while the rest
of the scenery was clothed in denser gloom.
The stranger looked at me for a moment, as if
surptised at my compasure, but contented him-
self with yemarking, ¢ You are accustomed, I
conclude, Mademoiselle, te these furjous tem-
pests, or you could hardly bear~th€ sight of
those livid fires unappalled ;” then added, ¢ but
I fear I detain you. I pray yeu take no far-
ther trouble on my account. I beg my. grateful
acknowledgments to les Dames de Chanci, and
regret that I should: have alarmed them, and
disturbed you, Mademoiselle, by my intrusion.”
1 endeavoured -to relieve his apprehensions on
that score, by earnest assurances of the pleasure
it always afforded my aunts: to be.of use to the
unfortunate. He sighed deeply as I spoke, and
closing his eyes as if to concentrate his thoughts
wholly within himself, he remained. silent and
seemingly. absorbed in painful peflection. His
countenance was pale rather than sallow, but
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the featuves fine, and the wholg air and de-
meanour of the mah, that of & hero of romance.
He once, and only once, lifted hiy‘'dark and glit-
tering eyes on my countenancd. There was a
wildness in the expressiqn, which made me
shrink within myself, from a terrar I could not
account for. Hastily curtesying as Claudine
entered, I wished him good night, and retired
to ;my aupts, who were all curiosity, and asked
a thousand (uestions both at once.  Was he
much hurt ? was it his right arm or his left ?
was it near the shoulder or the wrist, or all the
way down? What was he like when he was
scen in a room and near, and what did he say of
the firxc? Whose house had 'he lodged in?
How muth of it had been consymed ?” To all
of which I could, of course; give ho answer;
but ¥ related precisely what bad passed. < Very
steange, indeced, that he should not tell about
the conflagration, and how it.happened. ¥ fear
the poor young man igmuch huzt ; but we shall
heax all about it to-morrows—seo good night, my
love; ge’te rest-dfep well.’: ‘B ‘too, could
have asked questions, for my heart and head
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were both ful of curiosity to know mere of our
guest. No sdoner was I alone, than I flew to
my looking-glass, and examining my person, I
wondered how ¥ could have appeared before a
stranger in so unbecoming a dress. I had never
thought much about my appearance before,-and
in this first examination, I felt mortified at the
result. Dissatisfied with myself, I went hastily
to beds and soon forgot my chagrin in sleep.

% The next morning, I arose very carly : never
before had I made such an elaborate toilette,
and better pleased with my own appearance
than on the preceding evening, I proceeded,
in all the flutter of self-satisfaction, and withr a
mingled hope and fear df some indefinite object,
to my aunts’ rpom. They had already heard
from Claudine, that the stranger was better, and
would wait upon them in the parlour, when
dressed. ¢ Bless me,” said they, ¢ what a su-
perabundance of pink ribbons, and what an
enormous large hat, my, dear child; why ' we
never saw yop so decked out before. Wlhiere
did you get that hat 7 VYh‘en"we wete young,
our wise laws were figidly enforced, and ad-



CHAPTER X, 161

mitted nope of these fancies and vagaries. Ah!
those were better times; but, however, sweet
Bertha, you are a good girl ; and, at your age,”

added my aant Lolla, < a httyé vanity is par-
donable.” That dear one had always an emol-
lient at hand to soften the se(vemy of a reproof.
“ Come, my love, wemust go to look at our treille,
and before we do the honourg of the house to the
stranger, it is necessarygw cast & look at the
vigneron; forthere is nothmg like the eye of a
master. Remembey that, my queen ; you must
never fail to see yourself into your affairs, or
they will go wrong.” By.the time-tlss little
exordium was uttered, we had descended the
stairs, and crossed the little garden which open-
ed into the vineyard, My two aunts leaning on
my arms, the one with her ivory-headed cane,
the other with her basket, which contained grain
for the birds, and some remains of the preced-
ing day’s repast for her various pensioners.
“ Turn out that dog,” said La Dame Alpina
to.Claudine, it is not our dog.”—¢ Poor ani-
wal,” said my aunt Lolla, flinghg a piece of
meat after the spone'with which Claudine had
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dismissed it. . % My dear sister, you should only
feed the brutes with the crumbs that fall from
the table ; what will you have to give now to
the little Nannige "~ Very true, my dear sis-
ter, but then the stone touched the poor crea-
ture and made it scrl:am.”—“ I could not helpit.”
—¢ Nonsense,” said the other sister; but I
loved her the better for such nonsense.

« It was one of those fine September days,
when autumn, like,a friend who is loth to. part,
seems lingering fondly to take a last farewell.
There was a mild and pemsive cast upon the
face of hature that accorded with this sentiment,
and one broad tint of silver grey wrapped every
object in a uniform coleuring, that was peeu-
liarly adapted to soothe and tranquillize. the
mind. My gond aunts, whose whole lives re-
sembled this placid scepe, were peculiarly sensi-
ke to its influence ; they looked reund on their
domains with a pleased and satisfied eye; they
saw the trees they had planted yielding them
shelter and shade,—fhe fields they had eultivat-
ed returning them abundant merease,«~the pea-
santry they had' instrueted,~~the poor whom
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they had»supported and enriched, enriching
them in their turn By the labour of that willing
industry which gives a tenfold rbturn. They
saw all these things, and felt tjat real blessing
of an approving consciencg,twhich such a life,
so spent, fails not to bestow. They did not say
or wish, would we had this or that possession
more than wehave, but, in the plenitude of their
grateful hearts, exclaimed, ¢ Thanks be to Hea-
ven for this abundance of happiness ; it is more
than we deserve. . Truly our let is cast’ in plea-
sant places. May you, my child, enjoy the
same felicity, and may these lands unafienated
pass on to your children’s children.” There is
something beautiful and &ouching in the full and
rich content which crowns the moderate desires
of the humble grateful soul. It is a symbal of
the peace of Heaven. I émbraced my good
aunts, and partoql.i of their innocent enjoymertt:
The stranger was forgotten, and the restless de-
sires of my. erring imagination were lost in the
natural and real delight of homel’elt joys. The
mement wap short; for an instant after our
"vewly arrived guest came towards us with his
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arm in a slingz. He thanked my aunts and me
in the warmest and most g}aceful manner for
our hospitalit; made light of the hurt he had
received, whichthe declared no longer: left him
an excuse for intryding upon our kindness, and
would have taken leave of us immediately, had
they not insisted on his remaining, in a manner
which it was impossible to refuse. Indeed,
even while he spoke his looks belied ¢his words,
for he looked palerand ill,.and his countenance
was expressive of severe suffering, which he na-
turally imputed to bodily indisposition. As'we
walked towards the house, my aunts asked him
many questions; some of which he evaded, and
this was all we learned bf his story or his situa-
tion. He was,an Italian travelling for his en-
tertainment ; that, delighted with the simplicity
of Swiss manneys, with the wild loneliness of
countries, where the hand of man is more vi.
sible than that of the Creator, he had de-
termined upon passing some time amid- its soli-
tudes, without seekmg for the gaietied of socie-
ty, or the bustle of erowded cities. - In order to
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prosecute his plan, he had chosenxo reside in a
peasant’s house that was situated high up on the
hill’s side, and there he had already lived for
some weeks, when last night th# fire broke out
that had destroyed their dwelling, and made
him scek elsewhere for shelter. He named the
farmer Manneron, and scarcely finished speak-
ing, when some ragged children, amongst whom
we quickly recognised the little Nannire, my
aunt’s pensioner, came running towards us, and
falling on their knees, blessed him as their guar-
dian angel, said, their father also would have
come, but he was so ill he could not. ¢ Poor
little thing,” said the stranger, lifting the young-
est babg, who could harA]y speak plain, ¢ poor
little thirig, I saved you last wight from the
flames,—perhaps I rendered you no service,” he
added in a lower and hollower tone of voice,
setting the child dovn again. ¢ What does he
say P” said my aunts, who were a little deaf.
The child replied, ¢ Oh, he is an angel; he
not only saved my sister *from being burnt,
but has given us monpy enough to buy another
house, and feed and clothe.us for ever.—¢ Go,
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my poor things,” said he, ¢ go to your father
Manneron, I will see him some time to-day, but
leave me now.”

« My auntsVifted up their hands and’ eyes
in astonishment and admiration. I felt not
less than they did, but I felt in silence. The
children were dismissed, but not without dif-
ficulty. The stranger bowed and walked a-
way ; ‘and shortly after the different‘and regu-
lar avocations of the family dispersed us to our
several stations,
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CHAPTER XI.

“1 rouxp it no easy task to recal my-mind
from any, save one, contemplation; and I
strolled out, after my domestic tasks were indo-
lently fulfilled, not well knowing whither, when
I found my footsteps leading me to my accus-
tomed haunt. There was a rivul)et that wound
through the wood, which’had all that character
of stillness and purity so_well adapted to lead
the fancy into pleasing reverie. On its margin
grew the greatest variety of beautiful mosses 3
and here and there the delicate little blue flower,
whose cerulean hue has obtained for it the
heavenly name Forget me Not, enamelled the
edges of the water, whose mdrmur, was scarcely
heard when it passed yhrough the deepest part
of its channel--at others, catching the lights
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“through the %ranches of the overharfging trees,
it sparkled as its swift and unimpeded current
rushed over a pebbled bed. I laid myself
down by the stteamlet, and read in it a simili-
tude to life. 'This water, so silent—so obscur-
ed in its course—is, perhaps, an emblem of my
destiny. The thought depressed me. ¢ If, at
least,” I said, ¢ some one being were to command
~—to preside over that destiny—-examine the qua-
lities of my mind‘as I now examine the texture
of these flowers and mosses, they might find
some-heauties, though humble and unknown, to
reward their research ; and I should not be in-
sensible to, or,unworthy of, their trouble or ap-
probation. Then I blushed at my own vanity,

 but again relapsed into a reverie of half formed
wishes. *¢ Yes,” T said, ¢ were 1 thus fortu-

_nate—could I only engage ¢ne heart of price,

T should then rather resemble this sparkling
part of the current, where its waters meet the
blessed joyous eye of day, and rejoicing in the
beam, dance hbuoyaht, and reflect its brightness.”
As T spoke, something {aore than the bright-

ness of the stream glittered beneath the rippling
8
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water. Irlooked more attentively, and, reach.
ing forth my hand, soon attained the object
which excited my curiosity. It’proved to be a
ring ornamented with diamoags. It was of pe-
culiar form and workmanghip; and in the in-
side of the gold which circled the finger were
some characters, of which I tried in vain to de-
cypher the meaning. They were not German,
or French, or Italian. Who could have drop-
ped'such a jewel in this retired spot? Imme-
diately I shought of the stranger, and felt sure
the ring belonged to him. I turned it in every
possible light, and examined it in eve;y :lirectioﬁ,
as if it could have informed me of all I wished to
know At least, I thé{lght it is fortunate that

I should, have found it; for I shall have the
pleasure of restoring it to its owner, who, doubt-
less, will be very grateful to me, as he obtained
it, in all probability, from some one dear to
him. Thus did I make a history in a moment
out of nothing, and grect a mighty fabric on a
mere fancy. In my way heme,l stopped, and,
again examining 1y new found treasure, I

thought—yet how foolish I shall look should
VOL. I H
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-*his jewel not.-be the stranger’s—as if no other
person in the world could have possessed and
lost a ring but him. I was farther confirmed
in this new belieiaby reflecting, that, were it in-
deed his, the motto &ould probably have been
written in Italian. This was a lum'inous thought;
it satisfied a latent wish which had just arisen
to retain the ring myself ; and, at the same mo-
ment, I saw Claudine running hastily towards
me, and bawling gut my name as Toud as she
could scream. ¢ What is the matter ?” I cried
as soon as I could be heard ; ¢ Where is our
guest P ¢« I know nothing about him, Ma-
demoiselle.  'What I am come to you for is to
say, that your aunts have received a letter, and
want to see yoa immediately.” ¢ Qh, I sup-
pose he is gone then?” ¢ I don’t know, inu-

_deed, Mademoiselle.” ¢ You never know any
E;ipg,” said I, and hurried on. ‘When I came
to my aunts they told me, in their. usual com-
posed manner, ¢ My dear, the Banneret, his
son and daughter, and his niece, who is just re-
turned from Paris, are coliing here this even-

ing. You must prepare to receive them as you
10
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ought to do. And there being dnother persor~
in the house, gives our Claudine a considerable
deal of additional trouble. You ought, there-
fore, to be in the w@y, lovd to assist her.”
¢ The Banneret,” I exclaimed, ¢ and is that
all ? or rather it is not all, as that tiresome son
of his, Jean Francois, is coming also.” ¢ For
shame, Bertha, my love, the Banneret’s family
are excellent worthy people.” ¢ Excellent,” I
repeated pettishly ; ¢ but I’am tired of them.”
« Tired of them—tired of the Banneret—of his
daughter, and of that good young,man Jean
Francois >—Impossible.” ¢ My dear aunts, I
assure you it is very Bossible, and very true.”
“ How" can you talk so, my precious Bertha:
what has put you so out of himour? Well,
for eighteen yecars that we have brought you up,
we have never seen you so wayward before.” T_
was ashamed of myself, and tears of self humi-
liation stood in my eyes, when the charabanc was
heard, and down went my aunts to meet their vi:
sitors. While they stood at the door waiting to
receive the latter, I ﬁeeped owt of the window,
and what was my increased disafgpointment at
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beholding, not the nicce whom 1 had expected
to see, but a very pretty woman, dressed with
the utmost elegance, and gay with all the airs
of conscious sup%criority. To behold her, and to
think, ah ! she will df course make a conquest of
the stranger, were one and the same thing.
Jean Francois, with more of important conse-
quential bustle about him than ever, in his
hurry to hand her out of the cm:riage, en-
tangled his foot I her dress, and tore away
part of her trimming. But this accident
seemed in nowise to trench upon her good
humour,—a circumstance my aunts dwelt up-
on afterwards with what appeared to me to
be a tedious commendation of a triffe. The
Banneret, after enjoying our surprise at sight of
a stranger, and applauding the success of his
.etratagem, in having led us to expect our old
acquaintance, Annette Manvert, introduced Ma-
demoiselle de Féronce as a distant relation of his
late wife’s, who had cemé from Paris on purpose
‘to pay him a ‘visit. And Mademoiselle de Fé.
ronce was curtesying and sqmiling, and embracing
us on both sides of the cheeks, while Jean Fran.
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logies. Iavished to find fault with,Mademoiselle_
de Féronce’s dress,’or person, or address, but in
spite of myself I was forced to confess that I

admired the one and envied :he other. Mon-
sieur de Manvert talked, ag usual, on every sub-
ject. He was one of those fortunate beings
who have the faculty of seeing every thing
couleur de rose. He had lost a wife whom he
loved as tuch as he could love any thing, and,
shortly after, a great part.of his fortune was
sunk in idle speculation. But he took the one
and the other event with his usual philosophy ;
and shedding some tears on the first"occasion,
on the latter he sang La fari don don, La furi
don daine. Happy wuld it have been for his
daughtér if she had inherited hgr father™ levity ;
but sorrow found in her a willing victim, and
she cherished a grief which was slowly, but
gently, leading her to another existence. ¥ 7"
story was too simple to excite much gener:t "

terest, and too well known in the village anved

not to have been talked over and forgottus
The person to whom she was to have been mar-
ried died on the day fixed for their nuptials.
Two years had passed away and withered her
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hloom, but net lessened the deep and‘silent sor-
row that was gradually conducting her to him
she wished to follow.
¢ Jean Franagis de Manvert, the excellent
young man, was a tall, lean, raw-boned youth,
with sandy hair, and a pea-green coat. e was
- destined to inherit the consequence and rank of
his father the Banneret; and my aunts had
long looked upon him as the man they were
anxious should bless me with all these; and his
own incomparablé self into the bargain. I do
not believe he would have made any objection ;
and his father saw in the union certain comfort-
able arrangements respec‘itmg contiguity of vine-
yards and orchards, &c. which at once .deter-
mined His approbation and consent. ,Hitherto
my youth, and the coldness of my manner, bor-
dering on aversion, had kept the dreaded decla-
acq: at a distance. RBut this day a certain
dePous self-satisfaction in the father, aud a
j ce than usually wide grin of complacent se-
cirity in the son, made me dread lest the con-
clusion of the evept were eten fixed on to take
place that very mow. Whenever they camc
near me I actually trembled lest, at the same
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time, the®stranger should enter ghe room, and
conceive the affair ‘was settled. Thus it is that
we imagine persons busy themselves in our con- -
cerns, who are not thinking about us. We
were sitting in a circle, and I had placed myself
between Mademoiselle de Féronce and Esther
Manvert, but my aunts contrived, very guard-
cdly as they imagined, to call the latter to them,
and winkkd at the same time to Jean Francois.
He flew immcdiately into the seat, which his
sister had just quitted. < Ah! Ah! I have gain-
ed by the move,” said he; ¢ and they must be
clever who cheat me out of this place again.” I
felt myself cqlour with vexauon I was sure
that at that very morfent the stranger would
enter. Ip fact, the door opensd. I dared not
lift my eyes. I hardly dared to breathe. It
was only the ,servant to announce dinner.
¢ Where is our guest—=where is the stranger ¥’
inquired my aunts. “ Who do you expect ?”
was the question thgt was naturally suggested
to the Banneret and his family, by the inquizi—
This ploduced an bxplicatiop, and a full de-

scription of all that was known and was got
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_known concerping the mysterious persn. ¢ But
go, my Bertha,” continued my aunts, ¢ desire
Claudine to knock at his door, and say we wait
dinner for him” 1 attempted vainly to obey,
for the officious Jeap Francois made all kinds
of facetious jests, as he conceived them to be—
vowed he would have at least an hostage for
my return, and struggling for a knot of rib-
bons that tied up my hair, and had fallen off.
He placed the trophy in the button-hole of his
pea-green coat. 'This to me was inexpressibly
painful. The scene was interrupted by a mes-
sage from the stranger, making an apology for
being obliged to decline attendipg the dinner:
T was relieved at the mbment by this message,
although it disgppointed me in one,-of those
early wishes and expectations, where a trifle
seems to regulate the pulse of life. As soon as
we were all seated regularly at the table, every
thing seemed flat and melancholy. The Ban-
neret’s good stories were every one repeated with
. #heir =-never-failjné éffect.  Dissertations upon
fashions, dress, and Paris, jpronounced in a dic-
tagprial tone by Mademoiselle de Péronce, ap-
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peared insupportably trivial. I had not acquir-
ed any of those fictitious tastes with which mix-
ing in the world inspires most,females, even
those the Jeast imbued with personal vanity.
My days had been passed,.'as 1 have described,
alone with my own imaginations, in scenes of
nature most calculated to give them force; and
the discourse I now heard, interlarded with all
the p];ra'ses of the then existing fashionable
jargon, were’to me insipig, vapid, tasteless.
But when I endeavoured to converse with Jean
Francois, his inuendos, and compliments, and
sclf-satisfaction, were decidedly more disgusting
than ever. I thought, sure never person was so
unfortunate in point of Society as myself. But I
have sihce learned, that it is very seldom any
thing is uttered in mixed company which can be
listened to,—nothing that.gives impulse to in-
tellect—that awakens fancy, or enlivens -eu)sy-
ment. And still more rarely does it happen,
that, in all the minor enjoyments of daily life,
we ever live with those who feel and enjegithan,_
in the inode and measure that men do. Our
dinner ended as it had begun—=we walked out

in the same order as we had walked in. ¢ Go,
H2
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_my dear young people,” said my auntss; “ go and
amuse yourselves, while we' talk over our old
stories with our good friend the Banneret.”
I knew very well that this meant in other
words, we are going to talk over, for the
hundredth time, my intended alliance with
Jean Francois. ¢ Aye, my dear Mademoi-
selle, do let us sing our duetts together,” said
Jean Francois. I positively refused. ' ¢ Nay,
you are very cross to me to-rfight; but I
know,” he said, in an audible whisper, ¢ that
is only because Mademoiselle de Féronce is
here, and you are ashamed, so I am not angry..
The moment you are well acquainted with
her, however, you will be mno more afraid
of her than I gm.” The latter part of his
speech was made quite loud, and he summed it
up by an appeal to the lady. ¢ Will she, Ma-
demdiselle ? so do, Bertha, do sing with me,”
touching me with his elbow. ¢ Oh;” cried Ma-
demoiselle de Féronce, ¢ I. am sure Mademoi-
»selalon€iranci will ndt refuse me the exquisite
pleasure of hearing you sing—a pleasure of
which T anticipate the full charm by the speci-
mens you havé given me in the carriage ?”
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“ Now, Ma;lemoiselle Bertha, you will not af-
ter that refuse, at léast to accompany me.” The
instrument was one of those old harpsicords
which make more rattle than sound; and
when Sophie de Féronce s'?.id,’on. touching the
keys, ¢ A charming accompaniment this,” I
thought there was something more unamiable in
the grave deceitful manner in which she uttered
this, than'there was -of provocation in the ridicu-
lous self-satisfaction of my poor cousin. Jean
Francois sang, and so loud, that he made the
very welkinring again. 'TherBanneret came up
to us with his hands in his pockets, fooking un-
utterable things. ¢« He sings well, does he not,
Mademoiselle 7 addresding Mademoiselle de F¢-
ronce. % Confess that you have not heard a finer
voice on the Parisian stage, and such a body of
voice.”~ Certainly,” said Mademoiselle de Fc- '
ronce, with perfect gravity, ¢ I never hear. any
thing so loud.”—¢ There, I told you,” said the
little Banneret, (turning on his heel to me,) « I
have always told you, Bertha, no one-cvey siqg
likemy son; but ydu would nev)er have believed
me, if it had not been for Mademoxselle de F¢-
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ronce.” Upon the strength of thiseapplause,
Jean Francois began again, and in the midst of
his longest roplade in ¢ Je Marcherai sur le
"Tonnere,” the door opened, and the stranger ap-
peared. A spectre could not have produced a
more sudden effect. T ceased playing,—the vo-
lume of voice, as the Banneret termed it, seemed,
indeed, arrested in Jean Francois’ mouth, for the
latter remained distended to its utmost dimen-
sions. Mademoiselle de Féronct assumed a
graceful attitude. While my aunts, with ceye-
monious haste, rose up to meet him. A gene-
ral preséntiation ensued. ¢ By what name,”
said my aunts, “ am I to.make you known ?”—
« The Marchese Barbérini.” The Maychese
Barberini was repeated in a triumphal' sort of
tone, for even my good aunts were not proof
againét the glitter of a sounding title. The
Bar.cret, too, was delighted to have a new per-
son to talk to, and piquing himself on his ac-
quaintance with foreign countries, particularly
Italv. hegon with all ¢he bonhommie of familiar
gaiety, to talk o'ypr Naples und Rome, just as
those cities are asually tia;lked over. 'Then
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checking ¢he flow of his eruditiop mid way, he
stopped to recollect, that probably the Marchese
belonged to that great Roman family whose
name resembled his. The Marchese bowed,
mumbled something about distant relationship,
then dexterously turning the conversation, in-
troduced some well-managed compliments to
Swisserland,—spoke of the wild magnificence
of its scénery,—of the superior purity and sim-
plicity of its‘inhabitants ; and ended by saying,
faghe fine arts have flourished in a greater
ﬁ of perfection with us, the nobler virtues
of men have deteriorated, and theseit is your
boast to have handed down unimpaired from
gencration to,genera in.” The Banneret’s eycs
sparkled wish d h" “ What eloquence,”
he exclaimed, ¢ what fire; there spoke one of
the true genius of the ancient soil : what a charm-
ing manpge; what grace'and life in evety ac-
tion.” +Fhe newly discovered Marchese moved
away, unable to .bear this suffocating praisec.
“ Why ypu say nothihg, Madenm..:_lp Per
tha ” turnigg to‘me. ¢ At vour age I was all
animation, all patriotism ; but y you are nearly as
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silent as my panr Esther ; but in a few days, I
am certain you must confess yourself as much
1h love with him as we all are.” Jean Francois,
advancing his face cdlose to mine, and putting on
an irresistible grin, said, ¢ What, and forget
your poor, faithful, and affianced Jean Fran-
cois?” How provoked I was. I was certain
the speech had been overheard. In vain I en-
deavoured to show my indignation by rémoving
my place, for my tormentor followed me, though
at humble distance, and persisted in gazidl
me with a persevering and ridiculous impert¥*
nence, which made me ready to laugh and weep
at the same instant. My aunts mistook this ir-
ritation of feeling for ple ﬁl‘gand were perfectly
satisfied that all was goi% orright. = I sgw'them
giving an account of their possessions and their
various little interests to the Marchese, and dwell-
ing wifli much complacency upon ntigui-
ty of the Banneret’s land with themg, and
not forgetting the virtues of the youJean
-TAMG K this T saw, and was as sure of
as though I had.heard it, for I knew every
gesture and eve}y expression of their counte-
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nances. While I zat in agony at, these details,
tedious in themselves to one who knew mnot nor
cared for the parties, and to me> harassing and-
provoking to the greatest degree- The Mar-
chese from time to time cast a glance at me, and
nodded his head, as if in approbation of all my
aunts were saying, while Mademoiselle de Fé-
ronce sat on the other side enjoying evidently
my increbsing confusion. Unable longer to en-
dure this torture, I proposed music, in the hope
that 1 should escape farther observation; at
least I wished attention by any means savc that
which now made me an object of ridicule to
these strangers. I entreated Mademoibdle de
Féronee to sing. After being suﬂicnently press-
ed, and‘bgving declared that if, was impossible
to do so, with the accompaniment of the tin
tea-kettle, as she very justly called the old spin-
net, she complicd—no one could sing betwer—
she sung in the Italian style—the only style.
The Marchese was delighted, a delight he did
nat express by words ; but when she voond
_tofal;cr that he hdd seen somg'\ tanzas, which

he thought so applicable to her singing, that he
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would write them out for her, and having finish-
ed doing so, he presented them to her. I can-

unot read manuscript,” she said, with some affec-
tation, and handing them to Jean Francois, he
recited the followifig words in a very pompous
tone :

Oh, breathe again the fairy sound,
Those liquid notes of scraph tone,
Which still upon the heart resound,
"When their softﬁmelmly is flown.

How wondrous sweet, how chastely rarc,
Floated the clear yet melting lay 3
Was it a Syren's song ? Beware,
For Syrens lure the soul away.

*Twas music of some heavenly sphere,
The seq of the brilliant notes
Sparkled like meteors bright and clear,

That in the purest ether floats.

The rustling of the summer leaf,
... When Zephyr sighs the woods 4mong,
Is not more tender or more brief,
Than seemed that strange enchanting song.

The gentlest murmur of the“brook,

” the plaintjye ring-dove’s fondest lay,

The dew.dron from the rose leaf shook
Was rude to that soft minstrelsy.
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Is it ##thing of heaven or earth,
Of desperate ill br dear delight ?
Say, can a charm of spiritual birth,
The trembling doubting soul affright ?

Answer me, lady, thou canst teld,
If thou but graciously indine,

For she who framed the magic spell
Can surely solve this doubt of wine.

“ Eyery one except myself hailed the Mar-
chese as'the author of the verses; every one
praised them, except her who felt them most.
The Marchese declared they were not his com-
position, and I was glad to believe him.

% Jean Francois comforted me, as “he i imagin-
ed, for the moruﬁcatxon of my vanity, in having
anothei’ commended, by whispering audibly to
me, ¢ She may sing as she choeses, and he may
say what he likes, but she does mnot sing to,
please my fancy half as well as you, and I will
make verses on your talents in a very different
style, and upon your singing also, aye, very dif-
ferent from thesc sgnseless things that he has
been makmg upon hers.” I tossea 1ry " abad
away in provocatw’x at this Iv&gs.;—-thls mistaken
dose of consolation. But it was now my turn
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to be asked o sing, and I sat down to fulfil
this task, nothing loth; for I knew I had a
good voice—aad I rated my own abilities above
their real merit. I was then ignorant of the
highest excellencies of the art. Trusting to my
full fresh voice, I attempted one of those old-
fashioned French compositions, in the bravura
style, in the very worst possible taste ; and I ex-
ccuted the air detestably, not so much from ti-
midity, as from an-overweening desire to excel,
which always fails to attain its end.  The ap-
plauses of Jean Frangois, bestowed precisely in
the wrong place, brought out all my defects, and
when I ceased singing, the consciousness of my
own failure made me ready to weep with un-
feigned humiliation. I had never hefore so
anxiously desired to be admired, and had ne-
ver so totally failed. “When I looked around
I beneld Mademoiselle de Féronce seated on
one of the steps of the cuvette, and the Mar-
chese on that immediately below her, looking up
afenddyian her countenance, and apparently in
earnest conversatiqn, wholl); absorbed in each
other, and deaf to my laboured performance.
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The Banxgret, though no very great judge,
was awarc of my hiving performed worse than
usual. ¢ Mademoiselle is tired, to-night,” he
said ; ¢ the woce flebile is impeded by some un-
wonted cause. 'Have you cg,ug‘ht cold ? Another
time we will let Mademoiselle de Féronce hear
what Swiss voices can do. But fortunately, my
son gave no bad specimen. It must be allow-
ed, however, that my niece sings perfectly well.
But no wonder, she learned of all the first singers
at Paris. Some day or another, perhaps, Made-
moiselle Bertha, you may have equal advanta-
ges;” and he rubbed his hands, and’ gazed sig-
nificantly at Jean Francois.

“ "T'he evening secmed®to me tobe of everlasting
duration?, At supper, I was again placed by my
tormentor, and precisely opposite to the Mar-
chese.  For the first time, I saw him look at me
attentively, and my eyes cven fell bexeath
the scrutinizing manner, in which he seemed
to be examining every lineament of my counte-
nance.

¢ « I Jo not likehe look of that man,” said
Jean Francois. ¢ I once saw ‘a picture of
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Italian banditti, one of whom exactly-resembled
him”  « Hush,” I replied, ¢ I entreat you-—
reserve these observations for another time,—

you will be overheard,—you distress me.” Still
he continued; ¢ I wonder how les Dames de
Chanci could receive such a person, without
knowing more particularly how and what he is?
Do you think,” he continued, pleased with the
emotion he excited in me, which he attributed
to the powers of his own eloquence ; ¢ do you
think any person of fashion would be wander-
ing about the country, without attendants or
equipage, still less establish himself in a private
- family, to be a burthen upon them?” There
was common senge in fhese remarks, and I felt
their truth ; byt neither truth or comyion sense
were adapted to my taste, and from the convic-
tion they carried with them, I thought them the
more Jisagreeable. I frowned and turned away
in vain; nothing could arrest the flow of Jean
Francois’s eloquence. Now he perceived his
advents_a and I dared not say much, perhaps
I could not, to g arrest his lobservation ; when,
at length, the party broke up, and the Banner-
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et and his family departed, to iy infinite re
Lief.

«¢ The Marchese having handed Mademosselle
de Féronce to her carriage, returned to bid my
aunts good night: ¢ Wil you not sit down a
moment ?” they said. He bowed and complicd.
“ What do you think of Mademoiselle de Fé-
ronce, is she not very handsome ?”” < Wonder-
fully handsomg surely,” rejoined my aunt Lolla ;
did you cver see her before?” The Marchese
coloured, but replied only to the previous part
of the question,  Doubtless she is very hand-
some, but ,? ¢ But what?” I exclaimed
quickly. ¢ But I saw spch an example of sweet
tempet in her;” proceeded my aunt Lolla,
without.mtending to my questidn, or giving the
but, on which I laid so much stress, time to be
answered ; and shere she descanted upon the
torn trimming. This eulogium silenced all
parties, and once my good aunt was in her fa-
vourite theme of praise, there was no chance of
her being soon silegeed. ‘She went on with the
overflowings of her benevoletice; to enumerate

the merits of Jean Francois, and always appeal-
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~d to me for the confirmation of her assevera-
tions. ¢ I belicve he is very good,” I answered
pettishly ; provoked at the manner which ace
compenied these, praises, and at the assevera-
tions to which I was called upon to say amen.
¢ but—But has not the faculty of whispering in
such manner, as not to be overheard ;” said the
Marchese, in an under voice, to me, and smiling
as he spoke. I was too much cot;fouﬁded to re-
ply, but he relieved my confusion by adding, in
the sweetest tone imaginable, ¢ But the suspi-
cions which I excited, however little flattering,
were amply repaid by the solicitude which I saw
their implication conveyed to your mind, Made-
moiselle.” These were the first words, on any
subject not absclutely indifferent, that the Mar-
chese had addressed to me. They seemed to
contain more than any words had ever contained
before. I could have wished to have heard them
repeated, and I lost the sense of their import
in the sensation the sound of his melodious voice
conveyad, as vocal music transports with delight
those who fee] iis highest powers, independent-
ly of the words which it accompanies. I made
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some answdt, wholly inapplicable tg the subject.
The Marchese smiled,—one of those smiles
which is like the sun breaking through a cloud,
and looking at me with a questioning glance,
only added, rising and turni,ng‘to my aunts, I
fear I have unwarily induced you to defer your
usual hour of rest. I hope I shall be forgiven
in consideration of the temptation which made
me forget myself.” And once more his eyes
were fixed on'my countenance—mine fell be-
neath their power. He bowed and withdrew,
leaving me in that state of confused delight, by
which passion first blinds and then misleads its
vietim.
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CHAPTER XIIL

“ THE next day a person a}'rived on horse-
back, with letters to the Marchese. After he
had been a good while alone with the man, he
returned apparently in some dilemma, and my
aunts perceiving it, questioned him as to the
cause. ¢ My servant is arrived,” he said,
“and as I am already indiscreet, in accepting
your hospitality for myself, I cannot think of
intruding another person upon your family. I
am come, therefore, to take my leave, and c;nly to
req:;est, as a farther proof of your kindness,
that you will recommend me to some person near
this part of the country. With one voice, les
1¥aimes de Chanci assured him there were none
nearer than Is.usanne, and begged he would
not think of leaving their house, as he was of
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no tloublelwhatever, and added much to thcn
pleasure by his agreeable soucty. “ Bertha,
why do you not add your entrepties to ours 22
¢ Because I do not flatter myself they can have
any power to sway the Marthese’s will.” He
looked at me with an expression, which said, Arc
you perfectly sincere ? There are moments when
we feel able to master the play of the passions
on our countenances, although it is a forcg to our
real emotions.” At other tinjes, we arc overcome
by confusion, although we have no cause to be
so. In the present instance, I felt that I spoke
from a sort of pique, and I looked uhabashed at
the Marchese, who paid me no grateful compli-
ment ;, but pride, perhdps, made me composed.

There i isno greater sedative to,the cast of the

features.

“The Marchese at length yiclded to my
aunt’s entreatics, and every thing was shostly de-
cided, to the mutual satisfaction of the parties.

¢ From that hour, the Marchese became an
inmate in our family. Fis attentions to my
aunts were unremiting ; but‘;('). me, his behavi-

our was of a less steady nature. Whenin com-
VOL. T. 1
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pany with Mademoiselle de Féronce e was evi-
dently under some restraint, and scarcely paid
me the common forms of politeness. Or, if at
times he seemed to forget that she was present,
and lavished all hi$ attentions on me, a word or
look from her caused an instantaneous change
in his manner towards me, and he would imme-
diately rclapse into coldness and indifference.
When §11e was absent, he was then a different
character ; his heart, scemed to expand, the ha-
bitual melancholy cast of his countenance gave
way to an expression of animated pleasure, at
times amofriting to gaiety; which seemed to con-
vey the idea, that to me he owed these bright
moments of his existences .
“Yet whence,” I would sometimesask k myself,
““whence this mysterious, this despotxc sway,
“she seems to hold over a being, to whom, till
lately,~he was unknown? Why is it, that in
her presence he dares not be to me all that heis in
her absence? She says she loves me, and would re-
joice in ougle. that could givé me pleasure.  'Why
then affect this sﬁ:gnge, this (apricious estrange-
ment ?” T might have imagined that his prefer-
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ence for me was ﬁctmous, and only assumed for
the purpose of better concealing his attachmcnt
for my friend. But his attentidns towards her
seemed not so much the sponganeous offerings of
love and free will, as rights exacted by her as
her due. But when did the voice of reason ever
startle the ear of love?

¢ Sqphic de Féronce courted me with great as-
siduity ; ‘and, though I was aware of her flattery,
it gradually won upon my edsy temper—my ten-
derness of affection ; and I soon came to think
the day tedious, if great part of ,it, were not
spent in her company. She had none of the re-
flective qualities of mind which would have at-
tracted mine by force of sympathy, but she had
a brilliairc.y of fancy, which daz2led and amused
me, and she filled my head with an anxious de-
sire to sec a world, of which I had hitherto form-
ed no notion—of which I am perhaps‘ unfit-
ted ever to form a true one. The description of
her mode of passing time at Paris, of every
body’s mode, as shg representeg it, was so dif-
ferent from what had ever come¢ under my obser-
vation, that the spring of novelty made me
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anxiously desix: to taste that cup oi‘tpleasurc,
which she painted with all it\g supposed sweets,
and none of itswreal bitters ; it scemed to mc as
if I had been losing my existence. Alas! how
soon I learned to know, that loss and gain of
time are never fairly appreciated, till sad experi-
ence points to past hours, that never can be re-
called.
¢ Sophie de Féronce never convinced me. I
never thought with her; but I al;vays was car-
ried away by the illusory deceptive charm which
hung about her person—her words—her ways.
Ilost my own identity in her fascinations. Whe-
ther my fancy, ever prone to romantic illusion,
confounded her person 'and her presence with
that of the Marchese, or whether, by putting
me in good humour with myself, she made me
supposc I really loved her, I shall not now even
. pretend’to determine.  Suffice it to say, that, by
the time six weeks had clapsed, I firmly believed
that I had formed with Mademoiselle de ¥é-
ronce an ev’e‘rlas.tipg friendship, which no lapse
of time could disselve, no circumstance annul.
 As I was naturally candid, the first offering
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I made t6.this new attachment was a confessjon
of the prepossessi:)n I had in our first interview
formed against her. I avowed my envy and My
fear of her success in makin:; a greater impres-
sion on the Marchese than I had done. I
told her all the wild fancies, in short, of my
own creative brain. I told her every thing but
the cipcumstance of the ring, and that I wished
also to mention, but something seemed o choke
my utterance when I was ‘about to detail that
cvent; besides, I had worn the jewel in my
breast. It had become endeared to me by the
mystery I attached to it, and I felt an invincible
dislike to dislodge it thencg. I knew how
Sophie regarded such’ fancies—sthe ridicule she
cast upep all sentimental misses, and I was nei-
ther courageous enough to brave her contumely,,
or persist in the natural bent of my own charac-
ter openly. But how was this sensation aggravat-
ed, when Mademoiselle de Féronce happened to
mention having lost a ring ? I was on the point
of askmg her if it was' that I found, when
the Marchese immediately rej 'Jmed, “T too have
lost a ring, and all my researches to find it have
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been ineffectugl. I think this is “the morc
strange, because I dropped it off my finger, in a
feiired part of the wood, and returned an hour
after to the very spot, where I question if any
footsteps save my‘ own ever wandered.” He
raised his eyes slowly to my face, and gazed in-
tently on my countenance. Now, then, was the
moment, if ever, for me to produce the ring.
But it was tied by a ribbon reund my neck, and
I couid not summorr sufficient resolution to take
it thence. 'What excuse could I make for hav-
ing detained it so long without inquiring for its
owner? Above all, why should I have worn it
concealed ? I could give no answer to these
questions of conscience, which occurred all at
the same instant, and threw me into & 'state of
.confusion and anxiety, which increased every
moment. Had I at first inquired for the awner
of the jewel, and made no mystery of what was
in itself perfectly simple, all this humiliation and
trouble had been spared me.
« Whenever we feel certam that any mode of
conduct is sxmpla, and plam, and nght, we
should hasten to pursue that open track, least



CHAPTER XIL 199

some unforeseen circumstance or 4emptation laad
us from the beaten path of rectitude ; and who
is sure of themselves ?

«I detetmined, however, though I postponed
retarning the ring, that I would only wait a
more favotirable opportunity for restoring it, as
I could no longer shelter my wish to retain it,
}mder-tlge pretence of ignorance with regard to
1ts owner.

“ Time passed on without any alteration in
our lives, I saw and conversed with the Mar-
chese all day, and every day. I rgad the same
books, sung the same songs, walked in the same
paths, sketched the same scenes, and learned
the same language ; namely English, of which
he often, pronounced phrases,®the meaning of
which I could guess, but which Mademoisclle de-
Féronce did not understand. Thus, every la-
tent charm or talent nature had endowed me
with was gradually developed. The Marchese
seemed to take interest in the gager desire I
evinced to obtain jnformation, and to compen-
sate, by my own endeavours, for the few oppor-
tunities afforded me of acquiring intcllectual im-
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provement. At such times, . ademoiselle de
Féronce would appear somewl: . di | leased, and
then the Marchese would suds» 'y stop, and as-
sume a cold and il}diﬁ'erent manner, and I would
withdraw to the privacy of my own chamber,
and there endeavour to account for this seeming
aprice 3 which, however. T attributed to every

cause but the real one.



CHAPTER XIII. 201

CHAPTER XIII.

*'r'uree montt . imperceptibly glidetl away
since the M chose Bart wriihi fivst sought refuge
m our family. e L1 now perfectly recover-
ed from the efieew. of hi accident, .agd had, in
that space of tiaie, contrived to endear himself
to every member of thc.household, and to make
himself useful to every one in some way or
other. ‘Hg bad persuaded Jean #rancois to give
up singing, and learn the flutc. He had be-
stowed some lessgns ipon me 1 the former art ;
and Mademoiselle de Frronce dcc]ared,’I sung
almost as well as herself. For my aunts he
drew plans, and talked over the management of
their cstate, and th@ infi.ite beguty and advan-
lage that would . rise ‘rom wuniting it to the

Banneret’s proverty.  In short, he won the
12
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hearts of all-of all save Claudine, who persist-
ed in her dislike; and without assigning any
‘reason for so deing, held firm to her opinion.

“ I have sometimes thought, the instinctive
prejudices which adhere to vulgar minds, re-
semble those strong inveterate loves and hatreds
which are expressed by animals to particular
persons. May it pot be that Providence kindly
bestows a species of saving instinct in lieu of the
more intellectual gualities by which those of
higher natures judge their fellow men ?

¢ The season of the year was now arrived,
when it was customary to have recourse to the
friendly assistance of the neighbours, to gather
the walnuts, and break and prepare them for
making oil. For this purpose, we asseinbled in
a great hall, which was dressed up with boughs
ou the occasion, and every one was called upon
to exért themselves in their turn, by telling a
story or reciting verses, or exercising any little
talent they might possess,,for the entertainment
of the comf)any

« No fastidious taste disdained the attempts
which were made to entertain—no invidious
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praise detracted from the merit which it appegr-
ed to applaud or af)provc; but a frank and sin.
cere desire to please and be plessed, diffused™3
general and unsuspecting hilarity, unknown to
the laboured and cautious endeavours of more
refined societies.

“ We were all busily engaged at our rural oc-
'Lupatipn, seated round a great table;&nd striving
) surpass each other in dexterity, when it came
to the Banncret’s turn to relnte a story. He rub-
bed his hands, declared he would tell us one
that would make our hair stand upright with
horror.  This declaration seemed,'in the mean
time, to produce a contrary effect; for it was”
not well accompanied l;y the gay smirking air of
the nasator. But every one,snevertheless, ac.
cording' to the friendly spirit of good will, pre-,
pared to do their best to be frightened.—~The
Banneret began.

¢ ¢« The moral of my story then, ladies, is~—
for, although it is, generally customary to re-
serve that for the end, Y beg leave to impress
upon your minds from the beginning—the moral

of my story then is—'tis not new,” said he look-
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g round on gach individual, « I darb say it has
been heard by you, and you, and you, and you,”
waching hold of the Marchese. ¢ It is, that
murder will out” And he gave a sudden
shrick, which was echoed by all the women.
This facetious joke, however, proved more scri-
ous than was intended, for the. Marchese com-
plained of sudden sickness. ¢ Ah!” said the
Banneret, delighted, ¢« I mnever produced so
much cffect before,”™- Shortly afte:r, by the help
of air, and care of all thg women, who gather-
ed round the Marchese ygith various remcdies,
he 1‘ecove1:e(i, and then th(.é attention of the com-
' pany reverted again to the Banneret, who was
waiting impatiently to relate the story. Every
one being reseated, he commenced.

The Banneret's Tale.

¢ A‘gentleman of some property, no matter
in what part of the world, had an only child, of
whom he was very fond. This gentleman mar-
ried a widow, wExo had one son. For Ithe sake
of perspicuity, we will call his name Maurice.
This Maurice was a youn% man of education,
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and possessed an independent fogtune. A mar-
viage was propostd by the parents for the
daughter of Mr
his wife. This young woman, besides being
heir to her father’s propergy, was young, beau-
tiful, and of the most amiable disposition. All
parties were soon agreed, and the nupt*Jere
“pecdily concluded. The marriage 55 atgend-
“country, by

with Mayrice the son*si

ed, according to the custom of .
the friends and.relations of the parties, and a
great feast was given mong the persons who
served the company
a strong robust for:
bold and wild cou
“ The bridegr
man, than, as if 4
from hell for his destruction, he became despe-
rately cnamourc:d of her. The new married
couple were, after the manner of the ®untry,
conveyed home to the hause of Maurice; and it
was observed by her friends and neighbours,
she was never seen to smile after that moment.
. . \l .
Some years elapsed,—the wile of Maurice

able was one female, of
g .
igure, red hair, and a

' 0 sooner beheld this wo-
spired by gome fiend sent
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(whom we may call Amelia) had two children
in this space of time. Yet his unnatural hatred
increased daily-towards her, and these events,
which commonly draw the ties of affection closer,
seemed to be additienal motives of hatred to
him.

“urice had a sister who‘¥as married, also,
in that ;ld'ghbourhoed; and in the event,of her
dying dwitho\Q‘oﬁ'spring, her marriage portion
was to revert to her-brother Mau;ice.

“ The monster now glliberated on the mur-
der of these innocent rs to his illicit pas-
sion ; and their deathgpiRe effected, he deter-
" mined to turn all his goods and property into
ready money, and sail to Arflerica. Such were,
in reality, the diabolical schemes framed in the
_ heart of a man who was esteemed a fair character
in the general opinion of the county where he
resided: ‘

¢ Nigh to Maurice’s house there was a deep
glen, through which ran a stream, that, in some
places, was much larger than in otbers, forming
pools or wells of water” of consnderable depth.
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This glen “was thickly wooded, and its shades
were in summer-timie impervious to the rays “of
the sun.
¢ One day Maurice requested his wife to ac-
company him thither, undgr pretence of gather-
ing nuts. The unsuspecting Amelia readily
agreed ; and delighted to find in him a gentle-
Tiessnand even fondness of manner, to which,,
in general, he was a stranger, she continued
walking by him, and conversing together amica-
bly, in a manner which she had never before
enjoyed. They cm:gto the brink of a preci-
pice, on 4 steep rock that overhung one of the
pools above described. Maurice paused. e
fixed Dis eyes intently’ on his wife—his wife,
who was about to be a mothgr for the third
time. For a moment, the mild and placid ex-
pression of Amelia’s countenance arrested his
sanguinary purpose. But she gazed @pwards
at the bright and serene heaven that shone un-
clouded above them ;~and the ferocnous Mau-
rice hurled her headlong down ‘the precipice.
He ran down, by a circuitour p.uth, to the spot
_ where she had fallen. He found that an eddy
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of the stream had turned the body round again,
and brought it to the brink ‘of the water,—that
<a1c was stunned, but not dead. Once more she
opened her eyes—once more she fixed them on
her husband, her myrdcrer, and gently uttered,
¢« For mercy’s sake, do not kill me quite, Mau-
rice I”

* He then, with a cruelty exceeding thdt ot
the mast ferocious wild beast, seized her by her
long and floating hair, and set his foot upon her
throat, and’ stamped there until she was com-
pletely dead- He then drew the body among
the briars ‘of the neighbouring thickets, and
slowly walked away ;—trusting that, from the
loneliness of the place, there was no probability
of the corpse being discovered.

“ When night came, the scrvants wondered
their mistress did not return home. Maurice,
too, fefned surprise and anxiety. Amelia was
no where to be found. Some time elapsed.
Researches, inquiries were vain; no tidings could
he procured”of her. ‘At length, the inhabitants
of the whole country round united to make a
search through hill and dale, determined to find
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her alive or dead. Maurice also joined with tje
rest. A party of pe.ople, amongst whom he was
one, came to the very glen in which the murd®
had been committed. They approached the
spot where the body lay. & Look there,” said
Maurice, ¢ there in that thicket,”—impelled by
an avenging conscience to point out the scene of
his Tquity. All eyes were directed to that
spot of the wood, when the body was immedi-
ately discovered. Horror and lamentations were
loudly expressed by every one present, and the
murderer bore his feigned part in those general
sentiments-®f all beholders.

¢ The corpse was conveyed home in order for
interment. It was laid out; and, according
to the fashion of the country, the friends and
neighbours of the deceased watched the body all
night. And as Amelia had been deservedly
beloved in her lifetime, this mark of respect to
her memory was paid by a numerous concourse
of persons of all rankg.

¢ Maunce watched also, and continued to
read the Scnptures ; but when he attempted to
give out a portion of the Psalms, he opened one



210 CONDUCT I8 FATE.

passage aftercanother, all applicable to the ven-
geance denounced against murder. And when,
“after.repeated attempts to find some other sub-
ject, he read these memorable words, ¢ The
Lord will abhor botlk the blood-thirsty and deceit-
ful man,” Maurice let the book fall from his
hands ; and the inhabitants of the country being
superstitious, this circumstance begar~first in
their minds to excite a suspicion of his guilt.

¢ Suspicion enct excited soon gained curren-
cy, and it was whispered from one to another,
that Maurice was a dark and bloody-minded
man. But as a love of justice s#fll prevailed,
and that hitherto he had borne not only an un-
blemished reputation, but one conspicuous for
piety and good works, the minister of the pa-
rish, on the Sunday after Amelia’s remains were
committed to earth, preached, a sermon against
defamation, which for a time silenced the voice
of murmur,

“But soon after Maurice’s sister disappear-
ed in the same myseenous fmanner his wife had
done, and then yecommenced all the dreadful
surmises, and it became impossible to dissipate
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the suspicions which were generally accredited
by the mildest and most forbearing minds.

¢ The sister’s body was found some time af<
terwards in the same glen where Amelia’s had
been discovered.

¢ Maurice had new no sister whose portion
he was bound to pay,—ne wife to prevent his
marrying the woman who excited in him the
diabolical passion which led to such unheard of
and accumulated crime, But he had two sons,
one an infant, the other about two years old,
and even the maintenance of these children ap-
peared a bmrthen in his eyes. The first he
strangled as it slept. The latter he attempted
to suffoeate, but some one coming suddenly to
the door vf the apartment at the moment he
was about to perpetrate the deed, saved him
from its execution.

< The mepsure of his crimes was no¥ full.
He had made an holocaust to Satan, and the
dreadful offering ap[;eared to be ooncealed in
the depth of hell’s ogn gloom ; but

Man cannot cover what God would
Reveal, mvem
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¢ A descpter from a regiment fiad concealed
himself in the very glen, at the very time when
*Maurice murdered his wife, and had actually
witnessed the last act of that tragedy. Being a
very young lad, and without arms, scared by the
the horror of the scene, he had remained passivein
silent dismay ; but pursued by remorse at his own
cowardly quiescence, he afterwards gays-liimself
up o justice, confessing his desertion, and relat-
cd the event as it actually hap'pened. On this
boy’s deposition, Maurice was taken up, and ac-
cused of the murder. But he remained perfectly
composed, and persisted steadily. in affirming
his innocence.. He had often been heard to
say, that he kept a journal, and that. in that
journal was waitten the most minute particulars
of his life. This journal was placed in what he
called his black box, but no one knew where this
box was kept. It was thought he had entrust-
ed it to his mother, who was a woman of bad
character, and worthy of being mother to such
a son.
% It occurredato some person, that if Maurice
could be made to believe the above mentioned
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Jjournal was cﬁbcovered, he might bg induced ta,
confess his guilt. No sooner was this stratagem
put in execution, than he exclaimed, ¢ Then
am I forsaken by the devil himself ? and short-
ly after requested to be taken to church, that
he might there make his public confession, pre-
vious to being sent to receive the sentence of his
exéciitim gt a neighbouring town.

¢ The mother of the person who related this to
me was present at the examination of Maurice,
and certainly saw and heard, or imagined, in
common with all the congregation therc assem-
bled, that she saw and heard the wonderful and
supernatural clrcumstances which, I am now to
add, accempanied the murderer’s confession of
his guilt.

s\ fter divine service on Sunday subsequent
to Maurices accusation, the monitor stood up,
and solemnly adjured him to make a pubfic a-
vowal of his heinous crimes, as he hoped for
forgiveness from above,,

“ Did you murder your wife Ameha # The
prisoner answered with appar cnt unconcern,
“1 did murder my wife Amelia.” Instantly a
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cloud of darkness covered the chﬁrch, so that
one person could not behold another, and a loud
Shriek was heard.

¢ The awe experienced by those who were
witnesses of this extraordinary scene may be
more easily imagined than described. Gra-
dually the darkness dispersed, and the monitor
next addressed Maurice with ‘the quenion of
each of his murders successively. He acknow-
ledged them cach‘in their turn, and the same
shrieks and darkness were heard and seen at
every separate confession.

¢ The prisoner was remanded to prison for
public trial by the laws of his country.

¢ It was not one, but upwards of a hundred
persons, all of eredible authority, and 1¢spectable
in their different stations, who were present on
this occasion, and they all bore testlmony as to
the facts above related.

¢ Maurice, on leaving the church, was led
past the graves of hlS muyrdered relations. He
leapt on them each i in succegsion, saymg “ Here
lies my wxfe,—hure lies my child —hate lies my

4
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sister.”  But’no sense of remorse appeared to
awake the monster to repentance.

< It was an awful dispensation of Providenc®
to behold a human creature destitute of every
common feeling of humanity, °It was a tremen~
dous lesson to the thoughtless to- behold how
fearful a thing it is to be left to the devices of
thei: =y sinful nature.

% Maurice was conveyed to the gaol in a neigh-
bouring town, where he was astended by devout
and holy men of the church, but till the day of
his execution he showed no signs of contrition
or repentance. When he was led forth from
prison, and that the sun shone full upon him,
then he gast himself uponthe earth, exclaiming,
he was noy worthy to gaze on that glorious h -Y
mnary He groaned in the anguish of umh s
pented gmlt, and suﬂ'ered death despamng
mercy—a tremendous example of the fathl ¢ fte-
fects of unbridled passion and illicit love. The”
woman who was the instigator, or at least the
cause of all his crimes, was tried for "her life on
suspicion of being his accomphcrz; but no posi-
tive truth appearing to criminate her, she was
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only banished, on some other circumstances of
an irregular and dissolutelife.  As to Maurice’s
tother, she was left to drag out a miserable ex-
istence, goaded by the reproaches of her con-
seience. Heaven gnard us all from such a con-
science, and from such a life !”
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CHAPTER XIV.

« ScArciLy had the Banneret finished his
tale of horror,"and while al} his auditors were
yet under the influence of its appalling nature,
when a person entered the hall precipitately,
and, giving a letter to the Marchese,"ds quickly
withdrew. The Marchese glanced at the seal ;—.
it was black. He made a movement with his
fingers tq break it open; but, as if overcome by
sudden emotion, he crumpled the paper in his
hand, and pausing for a moment, during which
a deadly hue oveispread his convulsed gounte-
nance, he appeared by violent effort to over-
come his agitation—arose, and addressing hiin-
self to my aunts, said, that a frickdl of his had,
brought seme dispathes which he feared would
oblige him to take a hasty farewell. < I trust

VOL. I X
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not,’ they re‘phed cagerly ; ¢ surcly you will
not leave us so abruptly?’ and onc of them
ceught hold of his sleeve, while the other was
making all the spced she could towards the
door, screaming out, ¢ I will run to the gentle-
man who brought the letter ; perhaps wé can pre-
vail with him td ?Ee an ‘ght ] lodgmg, 1t is only,
you know, Bertha, maE‘ng you sleep m,ﬁ‘au-
dine’s room. |Blessme, it is n6 inconvenicnce at
all, and"—¢ Not for the world,™interrupted the
Marchese, detaining her; “ not for the world
could I suffer you to put yourself to such
trouble upon my account. I beseech you not
to go to him. My friend cannot stay—I know
he cannot.. 1 am fully sensible of your kind-
ness, but it is out of my power to profit by it.”
All this while my aunts continued pressing him
by gestures and looks, and words of uncourtly
courtegy, to suffer them to invite the gentleman
to the house, if only for half an hour—a mi-
nute at least—it was so unhospitable to turn a
Ltranger fron. the door, without a kind greeting,
and an offer, ¢t least, of welcome. Xow long

this strife of kindness might have lasted it is
10
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difficult to say, if Mademoiselle ¢e Féronce jad
not at the moment advanced to wish the Mar~
chese adicu, and, in doing so, dropped at his
feet apparently lifcless. He raised her up, and
every one flocked around her, while the general
attention was busitd in efforts to restore Sophie,
Jean Francois, whose officious good humour
"was always ready to commit blunders, ran ous
of the room, and quickly re-entered, acfompa-
nicd by a man of gigantic 8tature, whose dress
added to his terrific appearance, being onc of
the uniforms of those German corps who neither
give or receive quarter. ¢ Here is the gentle-
man,” cried Jean Francois, whose supple un=
hinged joints, dancing in before the iron-form
he usheregd into the company, made strange con-
trast with that of the person who stalked in be-
hind him. ¢ Here is the gentleman,” and he
looked back terrified at this new guest, s if he
repented of his success in this occasion. ¢ Ah,”
said the 1 \/Iarchcse,.dlsengagmg hlmse]f from
the cn'cle by whic} he was surrounded and af-
fecting 2 joy his voice and m:. nmer belled “ wel-
come, Carlovitz.” The latter bowed his head—
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a moment’s dcad silence succeeded. All eyes
were fixed on the new stranger—every heart
seemed chilled* by his presence. Sophie, reco-
vering from her swoon, screamed on beholding
him, and again relapsed into violent hysterics.
Every thing was confusion and mystery. Some
ran for various remedies, while others all spoke
at once, giving different advice. In the midst
of this dismay, my aunt Lolla went to the per-
son who caused it, but who seemed quite im-
moveable in the midst of all this consternation,
maintaining , the most immutable composure.
 Sit down, I pray you, don’t be alarmed —don’t
be agitated ; I hope in a short time Mademoi-
selle de Féronce will recover, and then the
Marchese will atiend you.” ¢ The Marchese &
repeated the stranger in a questioning tome.
“ Yes, I will attend you,” said the latter, look-
ing sign'iﬁcantly at his friend. The latter again
bowed his head in silence, and took the offered
seat. As Sophie grew better, the Marchese,
disengaging himgelf from her, for she still con-
tinued to hang upon him, murmured some apo-
logy to my aunts, which I could not distinctly
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hear, and faking the stranger by the arm, they
bowed to the comp:';my, and walked away.

¢ What I felt during all this gcene is difficult
to describe. My attention and curiosity werc
excited to the utmost. On fhe wholc, the latter
sentiment predominated. Yet I felt my heart
grow heavy as marble when I saw the door
closey and those two unaccountable persons dis-
appeare

“ A general sentiment of-surprise, and some-
what of awe, seemed alike to be impressed on
the minds of all who were present. Whether
the preceding tale of the Bannerct had gradual-
ly prepared the way for the reception of somee
thing.miraculous, or whether the almost super-
naturalappearance of the newly,arrived stranger
inspired of itself such a sensation, I cannot de-
termine ; but each person looked at their ncigh-
bour in sdence, as if afraid or unwilling to ex-
press their own thoughts, and awaiting the pre-
vious disclosure of the other's opinion. At
length, after a con51derable pause—* Who can
he be #* Whence came he?, What is he come
for ?” issued over and over again, in all possible
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tones, from all lips at one and the same instant.
¢ I know not who he is,” said Sophic, ¢ but he is
a inost terrificlooking personage, and I amsure his
presence bodes no good to the Marchese. I am
surprised how you cculd allow them to go away
alone together. Some duel in contemplation—
some dreadful catastrophe will ensue, and here
. we are all sitting in stupified inactivity, as if it
were 0t our duty to prevent the michief.”
¢ Good Heaven,” exclaimed my aunts, in vio-
lent perturbation, shaking their "aprons, and
both rlsmg together at the same moment. * What
ought we to have done? What can we do?
“d.et us go directly;” and they moved towards
the door. “ You can do nothing, but some-
thing.ought to be done, that is certain.” I
will tell you,” said the Banneret, raising himself
upon his tip-toes, as if to exalt his person to the
attitude: of his conception ; « a thbught has
struck me; let Jean Francois after them ; he is
the most conciliatory of mortals, and will settle
the business Th a moment amicably.” ¢« Oh
yes,” I saidin the confusion of my fears'; “ run,
my dear Jean Francois, run to prevent murder.”
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« Murder I shriek.cd all the wpmen present,
and began a garrulous and useless lamentation.
¢ I run ?” said Jean Francois ; ¢ Z run to pfe-
vent murder ¢ why I am more like to. get mur-
dered by these bravoes myself. Did I not tell
you, Mademoiselle, that he looked as like an
Ttalian assassin as any thing could do ? and if he
“should murder me, what will you say theng
However, if you command me, it is not vant of
courage—you shall see that which can prevent
me;” and he brandished a little black twisted
whalebone cane in signal of his prowess. ¢ No,
no, my boy, we all know that,” replied the Ban-
neret, rubbimg his hands together ; ¢ the sonof
his father, staunch and true to honour,—a de-
scendant of the Manverts capnot know fear.
But I will myself accompany you, and Jaques
and Claudine will carry lanthorns and pitch-
forks, and such other apparatus as may be ne-
cessary in case of blood. If they fight with
swords, [ am myself pretty well versed in that
branch of pharm:zcry. In my youth no man
went info company without drfiwing his sword.
But if they fight with pistols, I am not learned
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in those sort of wounds, and it may beas well to

send for Monsieur Dumenil the surgeon.” ¢ Oh,”

cried I, impatient beyond further endurance,

“ do not waste words talking of these things,

but hasten to follow them.” While the Ban-
neret made his preparations with much pom-
pous ccremony, which no urgency could induce
him to omit, a'thought, or rather an impulse,"
took possession of me; and I only waited for a
favourable momentin which to execute it. I
seized an opportunity, when I fancied myself
unobserved and gliding out of the room, T went
down a back staircase, and found myself in
pursuit of these men. I knew not to what end
or to what purpose. A good deal of rain had
fallen, and altheugh it was now dark, T could

. distinguish by moonlight the traces of footsteps,

which were visible till I reached the precincts of
a neighbouring wood. Here the shadows pre-
vented my having this clue to my research, and

I entered one of many paths at a venture.

«It was a showery night, and a hurrying
rack of clouds p‘iatssed in quick succession over
the moon, so that at times it was difficult to dis-
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cern any oBjcct ; at others, a silvery light, which
seemed brighter from the preceaing darknéss,
displayed cach bush and briar with that marked
and sharply graven outline, so peculiarly the
effect of moonlight.

*““ When I had got some way into the wood,
and was out of breath from mounting a steep
bank, I fancied I saw figures gliding along the
path before me, but the next moment a dense
cloud obscured them from gy view. I paused
a moment to recover my breath ; the next, the
moon again cmerged from the cloud, and I dis-
tinctly saw the two figures coming tdwdrds me.
I had only time to step aside and conceal myselé.
behind a fragment of r8ck, which very oppor-
tunely had already screened me, from their ob-
servation. * I had not been deceived ; the two
figures were those I was in quest of. They
were in peaccablé conversation, and I reproach-
cd myself, when it was too late, for having yield-
ed to a foolish impulse, which made me appear,
even in my own eyés, nothing moi¢ than a mean
busy-body. Yet it they do quétrel, and should
they fight, I will then rush between and part

kK2
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them. My heart beat high with a hupe of prov-
ing its tenderness and valor. They came im-
mediately to the spot where I was, and finding a
commodious part of the stone which formed a
natural seat, they sat down. The Marchese
looked cautiously around—was silent for another
moment, and then said, Carlovitz, you have
been faithful 4o your promise. I thank you.”
¢ Thanks are not what I demand,” rejoined the
other. I have been faithful to my promise,
be you as faithful to yours;—swear,” said he,
grasping the Marchese’sarm. ¢ I-have promis-
ed,” rephed the latter proudly, ¢ and my pro-
- mise is sacred. Do you dare to doubt me?”
% No,” rejoined his cotiipanion sneeringly, * for
it is your own, interest to be silent. Your life
would pay the forfeit of your breach of honour
tome.” ¢ Villain,” exclaimed the Marchese, in-
dignantly, and half rising, as'if to move away.
¢ Nay, no abuse,” rejoined the other vehement-
ly, and he half unsheathed his sabre. I saw
the steel gleam in ‘the moon ray. I made a
movement preparing to rush out, which caused
them to look around.  They were silent for
a few moments. *Twas but the wind,” said
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the Marchesc composedly, when he ascertained
that there was no person in sight. < I belfeve
not,” said the other; “but this: is not a place
where our business can be settled. The papers
which I have brought musj be signed, and carly
to-morrow you must complete your engagement,
or you know the consequences.” ¢ What !
threatening me? I thought you knew me bet-
ter,” rejoined the Marchese, in a tone of de-
fiance ; then dgain more placidly said, «Well,
to-morrow. be it. I promise to meet you at
Lausanne, and to fulfil your wishes. But now,
unless you have a mind to draw dovn suspicion
upon us both, I entreat you to let me returg,
and cndeavour to lulP those ‘surmises to rest,
which your unexpected arrival, Jyour melancholy
tidings, have been but too likely to occasion,
considering the effect they produced upon my
manner.” ¢ GO, then,” replied Carlovifz, *“Dbut
be i)unctual to-morrow at seven. My presence
is necessary clsewhere, and if you do not come,
I shall seek you.” * Enmough, r10ugh,” replied
his companion impatiently ; “Ishave promised.”
They wrung each other’s hand, more in disdain
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than friendship ; and to my inexpressible joy,
they parted. 'Carlovitz sttiding through the
wood by a paﬂ} that conducted to Lausannc, the
latter returning towards our house.
¢ ¢ Thank God; thank God,” I said fervent-
ly, when I saw them separate. My next thought
was to reach home before the Marchese, and
running with all speed by a shorter road, I ar-
rived g few moments before him, but so breath-
less, and overcome with terror and amazement,
that, in attempting to run hastily up stairs to my
own apartment, my foot entangled in my clothes,
and I fell; considerably hurt. I was not able
ignmediately to rise, and while I was yet moan-
ing with pain, the Marchese entered. He came
to me, raised me up, inquired with earnestness
if T was hurt. I endeavoured to smile, but
" could not speak. When the pain subsided, I
saw the Marchese’s eyes were fixed upon my
person. I looked down confused, and to my inex-
pressible consternation, beheld the ring, which I
wore tied by aribbore round my neck, had in
my fall escaped «rom its continement, #nd was
displayed to view. A consciousness of my own
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latent fecHngs made me mute ; I tremblcd vio-
lently. T looked fearfully at him once,——only
once,~~but my eyes mingled glances with his
cyes, and my secret was no more my own.
¢ Am I indeed not deceived;” said the Marchese,
in a voice where the languor of uncertainty lent
its soft tone to delight, “or do I indulge in a
vain fancy, called forth by appearances at once
agonizing and enchanting ? Speak to me, answer
me, I beseech &ou. ‘What, nptoneword, Bertha?”
The sound of a name, of one’s own name, pro-
nounced thus simply, and unaccompanied by
any of the appendages of ceremony ‘or title which
common rules of every-day kind make use ofe~
this gound, uttered tehderly,'and for the first
time, by those we love—who can describe its
power? Does it not comprise all that is precious
to the human heart? Can any after sensation
obliterate it from the memory ? It consinued to
vibrate with thrilling touch upon my ear, long
after the actual sound was hushed. It crept
through every ﬁbre ‘of my frame; long after that
frame Had not one fibre left wifich was not torn
by disappointment. Yect at the moment I re-
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mained silent. My eyes were fixed in appa-
rent stagnation"of all sensation. My mouth re-
mzined half closed. Every fa .., ecrel to
be suspended, and every power of ::, being o
have entrenched itself in ﬁly heart. ¢ Speal to
me,” said the Marchese, “ I conjurc you— + ..
to me, again, I implore you.” ,~d, as he press-
cd my hand, he continued, ¢ Only iell me that
my-seuses do not deceive me  "T'his ring—you
knew it mine, and you harboured i. in that pure
breast ; I ask no more—only deign to confirm
this happy belief.” . ¢ Of what use are words ?”
I replied at Jength. ¢ This ring, I believe—that
ie; I have lately believed~to be—but I never
knew for certain—nay, c¢en now I am not quite
sure”—¢ Quite sure,” he repeated, ¢ Oh, I am
quite sure of nothing ; yet this is a blessed mo-
ment—a moment in which the darkest and
brightest. hues are mingled which ever checker-
ed hum: . destiny.” ¢ The darkest,” T said,
€ Oh, then, he fatal messenger is the messenger
of evil. He wkom yon-are to meet to-morrow—
he whose swordglittered but a few minutes ago
in threatening bighincss against your very
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life”—¢ What do I hear—you followed us?—
you overheard ?”° then paused’; again afded
hurviedl ), inc  low and solemn v01ce, “ Do gou
value my cdistence, Bertha ? Bury what you
way ha-re heard or seen in,eblivion. Not to the
3. eret=-not to Mademoiselle de Féronce—
not to your auuts—Oh! not to the winds of
heaven, I coujure you, repeat mnot one word of
what has unfortunately come to your know-
ledge.” H:3{ counicnance was almost convulsed
as he spoke. I gazed at him in amazement,
but I could only bow my head in token of ac-
quiescence. At the moment the ‘Banneret cn-
tered, calling loudly to my aunts. In a go-
ment more every body in the house was collect-
ed round us. To the first torrent of questions
that were uttered by all, the Marchese made no
reply. 1 first recovered presence of mind enough’
to say, that I had fallenein running up stairs—
was ¢onsiderably hurt, and that tl. Marchese
came into the house a mmute aftc  and was na-
turally endeavouriflg tocmsenw- up. This was
true, though sorle of tuc pastr, amors whom
were Jean Francois .na Madewo .~ ) de Fé-
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ronce, looked incredulous, and inquiriag farther
explanation. 'he Banneret; paying no atten-
tion to any one but himself, went up to my com-
panion, and, talzing him by the arm, said, % A
pretty run I have ked after you, truly ; I had
rather hunt the chamois. But now all the la-
dies are satisfied, I hope, since you are here and
in a whole skin. (But your cartouche of a
friend, terrified them out of their lives, and I
was dispatched in qugst of you, expecting bruises
and wounds at least, if not combat to the death,
and, after all, met with nothing but some bruises
and thumps T gave myself against the trees
that T stumbled against this cloudy night.” The
Marchese cndeavoured tb smile, but a preoccu-
pied look, and a wildness in his gesture, only
betrayed the tumult of his mind ; and except a
glance of very. different expression, which now
and then,reached me, and escaped not my obser-
vation. He knit-his dark brows tegether, and,
taking a station apart from the rest of the com-
pany, appeared ubsorbed in thought.
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CHAPTER XV.

¢ Tur Banngret had ample leisure to rclate his
adventures in the wood, which he did with his
usual prolix pomposity, and my aunts to listen
to him with that reverential humility which long
habit. had ingrafted on their mind.s.fqr every
word he spoke. The Marchese was abse
from the scene, buried in thought, and Made-
moiselle de Féronce sat silently glancing a scru-
tinizing eye alternately at us both.

“ The gentle Esther, who remained an unin-
teresting, yet not uninterested spectater, was
far from insensible to all that was passing.
And while she endeavoured to still the clamours
of her brother, Jgan Francois, she was in re-
ality watching over the happin®ss of onc who
was scarcely worthy of her disinterested solici-
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tude. Many ¢ timid look of fearful inquiry did
she steal at me, and when she saw that I felt
this painfully, she sighed, as she withdrew her
cyes from my countenance. There was some-
thing in this silent appeal to my conscience
which penetrated the most secret recess of feel-
ing, and I felt all the warning her looks im-
.plied.

¢“3n the course of the evening, the Marchese
made apologies to ty aunts for his abrupt de-
parture; but said it was always something to
have the good fortune of passing one night more
under their roof. Things as well as persons,”
He added, looking at me, ¢ it has often been
remarked, are not suﬂiéiently prized till we are
about to lose tkem, and I have now proved the
truth of the remark. The quiet of this domes-
tic circle,—the blessed peace that dwells within
these walls,~the almost maternal kindness
with which you, my honoured friends, have treat-
ed a wandering stranger ;—all these circum-
stances combire to fix a lastmg gratltude in my
heart. Yet invaluable as these enjoyments are,
thej never before, perhaps, shone forth in all
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their plenitiide of value till now,—now when—
I must—" His voice gradually falled and the
latter words were scarcely audible, from the

tid

emotion which affected him. He arose and
moved away to another part bf the room, till he
mastered this agitation.

« My aunts were unfeignedly affected. They
entreated the Marchese not to distress them by
an expression of thanks for mere hospitality.
Mademoiselle de Féronce, «during this scene,
maintained a gl'oomy silence, with her arms
folded and her eyes fixed on the ground, except
when she raised them to observe what was go-
ing on. I longed to speak to her, yet felt am
awkwardness in doing §0, to whlch her manner
contributed, for Mademoisell¢ dg Féronce was
not a persc;n to elicit confidence or court conci-
liation. At length, unable longer to endure her
coldness, I appr;)ached hér, saying, ¢ Sophie,
love, surely you are not well.”—¢ Quite well,”
she replied pettlshly, “ better, perhaps, than you
are.” 'Though shc.. did ndt look’ at me, I felt
the empHasis she gave these wofds; but every
trivial word or circumstance seems big with im-
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portance, when all our ideas revert lo one sub-
ject s and the most isolated accidental phrase
séems fraught.with portentous meaning, and to
refer to that in which all our interests are
chained.

¢ The remaining part of this memorable even-
ing passed on I scarcely know how; and all I
«ould distinguish clearly of the many thoughts
whicth my mind revolved, was a dread of the
approach of the moment when the Marchese
would finally take his leave. b spent the inter-
vening hours endeavouring to prepare for that
painful moment ; but such attempts to arm the
Teelings against the surprise of overwhelming
emotion are almost always fruitless, The va-
rious trifling gircaimstances which we plan in
imagination, never occur in the order or manner
in which we suppose they will occur. A word,
alook unexpected and unforeseén, overthrows all
our determinations, and nature asserts her
rights, and assumes the mastery.

¢ I fancied ‘that the ’\/Iarchesc would on this
occasion, as he'was often wont, accompany Ma-~
demoisclle de Féronce and the rest of thé party
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on their way home, gnd that, by py remaining
in the room where we usually sat, he would, on
his return, find me alone ; but none of all these
things happened. The Marchese, on the con-
trary, was the first person td retire. He took
an affecting but formal leave once more of my
. aunts, raised the hand alternately of each of the

famxly, in silence pressed his lips to it, and de-
parted.

¢ T felt no inclination to wéep, I was not over-
come by any tengs feeling ; astonishment had
deprived me of every softer emotion. I looked
at Sophie,—her countenance was immoveable. I
turned my eyes on Esther, the expressxon of an
anxious® concern was pamted on her features.

“ Poor young man,” said mysaunt Alpina,
after a considerable time had elapsed, and speak-
ing with the tremylous voice of agitation; « we
can never hope to see him’ again. He %s not
happy, and it is a pity, for he makes many others
happy.”—¢ How caj you answer for that?”
said Mademoiselle dg Féronce abruptly; * you
know ver}: little about him.”— "Answer ?” re-
joined my aunt Lolla; ¢ why, ask all the poor



238 CONDUCT 15 “ATE.

people in the neighbourhood, and they will an-
swer for it ; why, he has given away a fortune
in charities to them ; besides, we know surely
as much of his character as you can do, Made-
moiselle de Féronce, and all that we do know
is good.” Sophie smiled bitterly. ¢ Well,”
said my amiable sunt, fixing her eyes upon the
.countenance. of the former, * 1 would not have
such a suspicious mind as yours, young lady,
no, not for all yéur wealth, The world has
withered theblossoms of your youth, and brought
your mind to a sapless state of age.—While
mine, thank God, is still young and fresh, to
‘enjoy every belief which can ennoble my fellow
creatures. Heaven pt‘-eserve me from ever go-
ing to Paris.,"«~% It would be rather late now,”
observed the Banneret, rubbing his hands, « to
be sure, for you to take a trip there; but I re-
membér the time when you and I could have en-
joyed it very much.” My good aunt sighed onc
sigh of recollected love, and for a moment
some  remembrances made the - Banneret si-
lent. ¢ Those times, however,” he added,
‘“at length are past; but we may all grow
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young agaii on a certain occasmn,” and he
looked alternately at'Jean Francols and myself.
Esther Manvert felt how ill-timed the allusidn

sas, and proposed to her father to retire. But
he was in a vein to talk, and Bad not half finish-
ed all he had to say. He was leaning on the
back of a chair, which he eonstantly twirled
-about, and at every motion he made, I vainly
hoped he would depart. But to my infinite dis-
may, he dexterously twisted the chair under him
and sat down cwﬁ:)osedly, to commence a long
harangue of all that he supposed concerning the
Marchese.  There are certainly some very mys-
terious circumstances, however, attached to thi®
stranger, and I shall ndw pomt out to you all
the possible incidents which I haye conned over
in my own mind respecting him.” Here he
spread his fingers out very wide, and beginning-
with the thumb, % In the first place,” said he—
« How long my dear Banneret ?” cried Made-
moiselle de Féronce, rising and interrupting
him: ¢ How long will you detain les Dames
de Chanck with all ).rour suppgsittons, and what
do they signify #” ¢ I beg their pardon,” he re-
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plied ;  only this I must remark, since there is
cvery reason bobeheve, from all the circumstan-
céds I was going to point out, that the Marchese,
or the merchant, or adventurer, for ought J
know, is obliged tv fly his country, upon some
intrigue or other of love, money, or politics; I
think it extremely fortunate you have got rid
.of him—for these romance heroes are not good
for much, and they always turn women’s heads,
old and young.” As my aunts did not approve
of the subject started by the Banneret, and as
it was not only their maxim, but their rule of
action, to avoid all evil speaking of any. human
being, the conversation languished, and the Ban-
neret, at length, was o‘bliged to give the,matter
up and retusn  home. When I embraced
Sophie, she scarcely returned my embrace, and
I had not courage to question her as to the
cause of her coldnéss. When Esther wished
me good night, sHe pressed me affectionately to
her, and whispered, ¢ Beware, Bertha, beware.”
They shortly" after 'depa;'tf‘ed, and I was left
alone. Whath change a few hours had wrought

in my existencc. The knowledge of my own
: 12
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heart hads been displayed 1o me. I was not
blind to the precipite which yawhed at my feet,
but it was a precipice girt with flowers. I kad
breathed their dangerous fragran::e, and I sought
not to withdraw myself from their intoxicating
influence.

¢ This first delusion of the mind steals on
by such imperceptible degrees, that all is uewed
through the medium of inebriation, ere rf;ason
i¢ aware that" her throne js usurped ; every
thing past is avetf it had never beep, and every
thing future becomes indifferent, save as it may
tend to administer to this dangerous 8tate of men-
tal anarchy. I tried to collect my thoughts, §o
sober their giddy flight,* but one only idea pre-
sented itself under a thousand different forms.
The Marcliese loved me,—it was nbt then Sophie
de Féronce that he loved—the conquering Pari-
sian beauty,—it’ was I, simple unsophjsticated
I, who had unconsciously engaged his affec-
tions, and who had induced him to protract his
sejour under our roof. Tvery f ;:cling was gra-
tified by the thodght. Vanitw tenderness of
nature, romance of imaginat!lon-—all combined

VOL: I L
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to deceive me. I believed I loved—d thought I
was beloved. ' This first moment in life, be it
real, be 1t imaginary or deceptive, is never for-
gotten. Riper years may produce more durable
happiness—the digpppointments of our past
existence may teach us more worthy apprecia-
tion of sober happiness, but no subsequent sen-
sation is ever felt in the same intense degree 3
no wmeridian hour of joy can ever equal this
first sun-rise of felicity ;—but will it, can it
last ?—Impossible.
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CHAPTER XVI.

*“ My soul, seemed too scanty to contaih its
sensations. I yened my Window, as if to ac-
quire space for this dilation of feeling. The
night was dark and calm; as I gazsu.i on vacan-
cy, a few stars became visible, and glittered in
their dark canopy—th.e last leaves of autumin
dropped slowly to the ground, a fresh odour
was extracted from them bysthe recent shower,
and T inhaled their fragrance with a melancholy
delight ; for dogs not melancholy mingle in all
the highest delights of the soul ?

I continued gazing on the quiet scene, till
chilled by the dampness of the air, and lulled
into a mystical stgge of fancy—1I felt a species
of awe steal over me,—the rust]it.lg of the falling
leaves seemed to me to repeat in low and me-
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lancholy murmurs the last word of Esther’s
good night, ¢ Beware !” I was about to close
thé window, when I thought I saw a figure
glide along the wall. Deep shadow from a pro-
jection of the building of the house made me
doubt whether this was or was not reality,—a
lurking wish whispered that it might be the
- Marchese returned to bid me adieu. My heart
beat™quickly as I looked and listened. Im-
mediately I heard‘a voice which I could not
mistake, spedk*in a low tone, and say, * Bertha,
I conjure you, meet me for one moment in the
parlour,-—do not refuse this my first, perhaps
my last request.”, I.wmted not to reflest, but
flew, as I imagined, to receive from him some
explanation of that mystery which had hitherto
involved him. When I beheld the Marchese,
in one instant my heart shrunk back upon it-
self, antl 1 felt the impropriety of haviﬂg, at
this undue hour, consented thus clandestine-
ly to meet him. I was_abashed and hum-
bled, and remained silent, ;a8 if he were to
pronounce my doem. But I no longer beheld.
the same man I had seen a few hours ibefore, .
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whdte codntenance beamed with love and tri-
umph, and a softer expression stlll of indefinite
but subdued kind., All this had, vanished. The
Marchese, of grand, cold, mysterious, and com-
manding aspect, stood befofe me. ¢ Mademoi-
selle de Chanci,” he said calmly, ¢ I took the
liberty of entreating a few moments interview

" with you alone, in order to request two things.
One is, that you will restore to me the Jewel
that you have dope me the henour to wear, and
deign to accef)?) this one in its stead,” at the
sameé time presenting me with another infinitely
more costly. ¢ The other favour T have to re-
quest is, that you will Dot, ugder any circuin-
stances whatever, mention to living mortal the
words you overheard in theswood,—unless you
wish my death " he added, in a deep impressive
tone.

“ Roused to a sense of self-dignity by the
previous part of this speech, I collected my
thoughts sufficiently to answer with apparent
eomposure, “ That, on’ all accounts, he might
depend upon my secrecy ; and ‘as for thering, I
had only kept it whilst uncertain of its owner, and
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was happy in having this opportunity of restoring
it ; but I could not think of accepting another.”
I felt the blush of conscious untruth crimson
over my countenance, and I dared not trust my-
self to look up, lest iny feelings should have be-
trayed me. I added, that he might rely upon
my secrecy ; and hastily wishing him all pro-
sperity, I withdrew.

% The bright visions which had so lately daz-
zled me were in onevinstant dispelled, and, in-
stead of those gorgeous colours¥of imagination
which floated so richly before me, life itself
scemed to me colourless; and one long dark line
marked out its track.

¢ The changes my feehngs had undergone
within the last few hours were so sudden, 0
complete, so astonishing, that I remained bewil-
dered in their inextricable maze. When the
next mofning arrived after this tumultuous day,
I had not one pleasurable stimulus to induce
me to recommence existence. I closed my eyes
to shut out the hght of day, and wished I could
as readily have closed the scenes of memory for
ever. Listless and wretched, I dreaded to find
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impressed in every gpot, in every, piece of furni-
ture, remembrances of him I was to see no
more,—of him who, for an instant, had plated
me in the ideal world I pictured so fair, and
almost at the same instant expelled me thence,
to wander henceforth in a cheerless waste. The
chair on which he had rested, the book he had
“marked, cven the very wall over which I had
seen the shadqw of his graceful figure pass, all
these trifles came,armed with so many poignards
to stab me to t'ﬁ:a heart.
¢ The idea of beholding Sophie, of being an
object of her animadversions, was become inex-
pressibly painful.  She; who but one day before
made-the solace of my life, she in whom I ex-
isted, and, through whose mears I had so long
allowed myself to harbour love under the dis-
guise of friendghip, was now become a canker
to my peace, a reproach to my conscien8e. Yes !
I confess it, a jealousy the most inveterate took
possession of me. I saw in Sophie t)m;. cause of
my humiliation and disappointment. How, I
knew n:)t, but some how Iewas sure she was.
The Marchese, 1 said, would have declared his
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love, had it not been for her. Nay, perhaps he
does love me still, but she has gained an ascen-
dancy over his mind, and has artfully won over
that affection which, were it not for her, I should
have enjoyed unshared, unlimited. Yet if it
were thus, would it not be better to be inge-
nuous to tell her all, and openly demand on
what degrec of inferest she founded an excuse
for her conduet ?  Oh ! how much pains would
be spared to us, if sfimple trutk were always our
guide ; but the idea of betraymg the Marchese
misled my better judgment. I had, in fact, no
duty which bound me to be thus scrupulous as
to his interests. » Nay, perhaps, the Marchese
himself played a double part. But I chased
away the thouglit ;«it was barely admifted for an
instant, and was so infinitely more painful than
any other, that it was the last tqg which I would
give credence. Poor common sense,—how are
you buffeted and ill-treated, and contemned by
the i)assions ! In short, 1 could not lay open
my hehrt to So;:hle de Feronce The instant
we feel we have a secret of our own, whlch we
cannot tell our friend, we enter upon a maze of
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errors, whigh leads too frequently to misery or
crime, and geunerally to both.
¢ When I met my aunts they talked over the
"Marchese with all the slow and ‘diffuse gravity
of their age, when excited, by kindly interest.
How inadequate to the subject did their com-
mendations seem ! The next painful thing to
.never hearing the name pronounced, which is
the only one we inwardly invoke, is to hear that
name profanéd by others, or mentioned in a
manner inadequate to our idea of its merits.

" ¢ Neijther the Banneret or any of his family
vame to us the day after the Marcheses depat-
ture,~that day whose length seemed to me etgr-
nal. When the hourssevolved at which it was
cuswhary for him to appear, I started as if 1
expected *to see him enter, and when we sat
down to dinner an empty chair had been placed
inadvertently between mygself and my aunt Lol-
la, which he was wont to occupy. I could have
died sooner than have removed that chair.
¢ Our table is too largg pow,” said one of my

aunts ; ,that now,*how heavily gt echoed at my
heart ! '

L2
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“T heary” rejoindd my aunt Lolla, after a
long pause; ‘[ hear that the Marchese did not
leare Lausanne till twelve o'clock this day. He
was accompanie'a by his friend. T have a-note
from the Banneret, énforming me, that he called
at Manvert in passing, to take leave of them.”
This information struck another pang to my
soul. It contained nothing very new or sur-
I;.rishmg, but it seemed a confirmation of my
fears ; and one can sometimes bear to think of
what one can scarcely bear to hear with patience
pronounced by the lips of others. Sophie had
not written' Lo me ; I almost felt obliged by her
silence; and two or three days passed by with-
out any communication’ with the- Manvert fa-
mily. The fourth day I was awoke very early
by the arrival of Jean Francois, who ‘begged to
see me. He informed me, that his sister, who
had long been in a precarious ‘state of health,
had become much worse, and was in imminent
danger. ¢ Oh, Mademoiselle, come with me
instantly, I conjure you,~—éoine and console my
father ; come and support my poor siste.  You
are always good and compassionate,—you will
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be of use o them. As to Mademoiselle de F-
ronce, I never liked her, and now like her” less
than cver, she is so harsh, so unfeeling.”s I
did not delay a moment. I ch.arged Claudine
to break the matter as she could to my aunts,
and every other thought was absorbed in that
of secing the amiable Esther dying. When a
few instants thus suffice to change the whole
current of thoughts and feelings; and when
that which exists one hour the next may be no
more,—how cam we boast in the foolish pride of
our hifirts of the duration or certitude of any
sentiment !  How .dare we presuniptuously to
talk of the permanency of our affections? Yeet
all conspires to lead us®to love only that which
is durable either in others or in ourselves,—
vhere theri can the soul of man find rest ? Oh !
surcly not on earth. There is a time in every
body’s lifc, when they must feel this, painful
hut wholesome truth ; and when the dearcst ties
which bind the heart of man are looked at fear-
fully, and as blessiigs dent, no., given. I had
not thenereached this period of existence. Ex-
ulting in the first glow of affectionate feeling, I
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believed that all I felt I should ever continue
to feel—and thiat my friendships and my loves
covld end but with my life. When I arrived
at the Banneret’s door, Bophie stood on the
threshold. She placed her finger on her lips in
token of silence; and the concern that mellow-
ed her countenance to an unusal expression of
tenderness made me apprehend the worst. I-
f'iew. to her, and clasping her in my arms, burst
into tears. My heart was full, and glad of an
excuse to weep. 'The tears of penitential kind-
ness I shed in my friend’s arms were niOre the
tribute of 'a peace-offering to returning friend-
skip than excited by the illness of Esther. It
seemed to me also tllat Jean Francois. had
wronged her by saying she was indifferent to his
sister’s suffering ; and I also had doubly wrong-
ed her by a concealed kind of sentiment of jea-
lousy apd ill will, whach made e glad to catch
at any cireumstance, however trivial, which
could prove a justification to-my conscience.
¢ Mademoiselle de Férotee received this ebul-

lition of feeling as she always was wont to do
similar effusionof sentiment ; with a gentle com-
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posure, which checked its 4rdent glow, she bade
me not alarm myself unnecessarﬁy « Esther,”
she said, * though in a weak and delicate swmte,
was considerably better-—that she was lulled to
sleep, under the influence of calming medicines,
and cvery thing was to be hoped from her pre.
sent quiet state. Indeed,” she added, ¢ I was
averse to having you sent for, because I know,”
and she gave one of those bitter smiles which
cver cut me ‘to the hearty—¢ because I know
you people offine feeling always do more harm
than good upon such occasions.”

¢ The Banneret, who had giveh® way to the
most frantic grief during Lis daughter’s extrome
danger, as readily inddlged the most_boisterous
and ill founded expressions of delnght and secu-
rity. Hé swore that the instant she was able to
move, he would take her to a warm climate to pass
the winter, and had sent to me to propgse that I
should accompany her. ¢ *Tis nothing, after
all,” he continued, “ but lowness of spirits,
brought on by the‘deaths of hor lover, and en-
couraged by that *foolish romaatic spirit which
thinks it amiable to cherish serrow. A little
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vemety will dlspel the gloom, andys perhaps,
some other person may be found to console her.

I otlly wonder that I, who always think of every
thing, should not have thought of this long be-
fore now.” Thus d&id the Banneret converse,
while his proposition to me was almost the only
part of his speech that I listened to. To tra-
vel—to see a new country—to cross the Alps,
which I had so often looked at as the walls of a
prison ;—what vague tumultuous fancies flitted
in a thousand shapes before me, *To go to Ttaly
perhaps—the Marchese’s "country ; my heart
beat quick;' and my cheeks flushed at the
theught. Sophie’s eyes were on my counte-
nance—she seemed to read my thoughts—when
shortly after we were left alone. Awaiting the
moment of Esther’s. awakening, a silence ensu-
ed, which neither seemed inclined te break, and
during which the rem&mbrance ‘of all that had
passed recurred slowly and distinctly to me in
succession. I looked at my friend to see if 1
could discover ahy comsciousness of the subject
in her demeanéar, < I sée,” satd she, ap-
proaching and ‘taking my hand in her- kindest
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manner, [ see what is padsing in your mind—
I see what is passing in your mind as plainly as
if you spoke aloud ; indeed, 1 have scen iteall
along, and the only part of the dlscovery which
is painful to me is to have found myself mista-
ken in your character.” Astonished and off my
guard at this strange attack, I replied with much
» confusion, * What have you scen, Sophie—what
discovery have you made—what part of.my
conduct has gfven you paing” ¢ Nay,” she re-
joined, ¢ yourg z;s you are, and ignorant as I
allow you must be of the ways of the world,
there is still a self-consciousness in #8man which
does not allow her to be lohg a stranger to the
real nature of the sertiments she feels ; and
when a friend, or at lea§t a person to whom she
has given“that appellation, observes that such
sentiments are carefully concealed from her
knowledge, that she neitler participates in the
Jjoys or sorrows, hopes or fears, that that friend
feels, how can she avoid being hurt, humiliat-
ed, mortified, at findingeslte helé¢ a mere empty
title of friendship,'but never, i fact, shared in
its rights or privileges ?  Yesy Bertha,” she
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continued, seeing me much agitated and con-
fourided, * yol may weep, for you have treated
ma. ill.” Wholly unprepared for this view of
the subject, which she had thus dextereusly con-
trived to tul:n in the manner which suited her
best—conscious as I was that jealousy had for a
time estranged my heart from her, I began to be
beguiled into the belief that I was not the ag-.
grigved person but the aggressor, and as Sophie
continued to talk for some timie in the same
strain with much plausibility, though with per-
fect sophistry, I gradually became more and
more touched, when a sudden burst of tender
r¢proaches completed the deception ; and melt-
ed by her apparent getitleness and affection, I
threw myself upon her mercy like a penitent
criminal ; and when my emotion allowed me to
articulate, I said, sobbing as I spoke, ¢ Dearest
Sophie, I have ever «truly lovéd you. I never
meant to deceive you, indeed—indeed, I did
not.” ¢ Why, then, conceal from me,” she re-
torted with quickness, ¢ ‘the ring you wore ?
Why give a clandestine meefing to the Marchese
on the stair-case ? And why, in short, bury in
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silence and’ secrecy the mutial passion whlch ex-
ists between you ?” ¢ Mutual passion ? Alas !
dear Sophie, the Marchese does not love e ;
and I knew not that I loved him till »
Here, remembering my profnise of eternal se-
crecy, I could not mention the wood scene ;
and, checking the wish I had to be quite com-
‘municative, I stopped abruptly. ¢ Enough of
all this girlis}mess,” said she, resuming “the
tone of coldness apd superiority most natural to
her; « I never wish to pry into a heart that is
shut to m); affectionate solicitude ; and sentimen-
tal confidences and scenes are alike m.): aversion.”
“ No,” I said, ¢ Sophie,. it is ngt enough,” with
a voice suffocated by emotion, * it is not enough.
You must—you shall hegr.my jygtification.”
She paused in an attitude of deep attention. I
hesitated, knowing there was a point beyond
which my confidence coufd not be cxtended;
and, fearing to approach it hurriedly and una-
wares, 1 tried to composé my thoughts to a
succinct relation of .fcehn'gs, bit such endea~
vours, under such restrictions, $lways cast an
awkward constrained air even ovér the truth.

 Sophie, listen to me: if I admired the
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Mat:chese whep I Akst bchqld him, ‘you could
not suppose me so wild, so bold, as to form any
plan to obtain, his love. You came almost at
the same time he did—I fancied—shall I con-
fess it P~—At first I"fancied you loved him, and
were beloved ; and if subsequently”—a move-
ment of haughty impatience on her part made
rme add, ¢ Nay, Sophie, do not be offended.’
I Iaid no schemes—I looked not at futurity.
The day, as it passed, was a life to me—scarce-
ly did I think of the succceding hour, so much
did the actual one engross me. As to my meet-
ing the Marchese on the staircase the night pre-
vious to his departure,t that was,” I continued
(speaking with breathlessness and colouring,)
¢ that wag mere acgident—and

it was the
first, as it will be the last mecting of that kind,
(laying much stress on the last two words) we
can ever have” 1"added in a hurried way,
« I assurc you, I am too proud to indulge a
partiality for a person who is wholly without
preference for Tne.
"« As to Ifs ring, I returned it,"and my
ever having seen, conversed with, or admired
him, must henceforth be as if it had néver been.”
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Sophie smiled incredulously, then said, ¢ Well
now, that you have made me tfis forced &on-
fession, for I must acknowledge, I do not ve-
gard it as a voluntary confidence, I shall own,
that it will be very long if sever you can hold
the same place in ;xly affections, which a more
open conduct would have ensured you,—for,
without blaming you, I confess you are not the
character I took you for” _ Subdued and
wretched at this anathema,, Iﬁ'xung my head
like a consciou® criminal, without making any
farther justification. My heart, too tender in
its nature for the wear and tear of*tvery day
use, never had that resource in offended pride,
whatever I might preten’d which is to many a
shield against the wounds of falseness or indif-
ference. The heart that admlts prlde is no
longer open to love.

“T only felt that I loved Sophie, that,her re-
proaches wronged me, that to be reinstated in
her friendship, I would have given up any thing
clse save the fond deluston I still secretly che-
rished, tlfat, in spite of prespne appearances,
I was beloved by the Marchese.
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CHAPTER XVIL

¢ Our convergation was put an end to, by a
message from Esther, desiring to see me. I
obeyed her summons hastil'y. “The beautiful
colouring of her deceitful malady tinted her
cheek with the false apMaﬁws of healths 1
am delighted, dear Esther, to see you so much
better than I could have expected.” << Come
near me,” she said, by way of reply, and hold-
ing out her hand to me as she spoke with broken
respiration, continued, ¢ You are come, and I
am thankful that we meet again here in this
world. I have something to say to you, which,
did I not say, would hang heavy on my parting
soul.” ¢ Deat Esther, I 'beseech you, talk nat
of parting. Wopr youth, your usual health,
all, all promise us the continued enjoyment of



CHAPTER XVII, 261

your loved presence.’  She smiled faintly awshe
answered, ¢ Itisnot physical health and Strenyh
which can impart vigour to the frdme, when that
of the sou! is decayed. It ig in vain to deccive
you, and it is long since I have wished to de-
ceive myself: for it is not_the duration of life
which can give us any accurate estimation of
existence. 1 have been happy—blessed gre
those who can, say this in the fulness of the
term, with innocence of consc.ience, even though
it is a happiness flown for ever. But it is not
of wmyself I wish now to speak, althsugh it is
from my own experience I have learncd to feag
for you. Bertha, bewave of Mademoiselle de
Féroncd, beware of the Marchese.”—¢ T am at
a loss to guess your meaning, EstMr.” She
looked at me with an cthereal expression of
gentleness and pity, which appeared to be rather
the compassion of an unembodied spirit, than
that of mortal sympathy. I fear, my dear
Bertha, you are but. tog gonscions of what 1
would say,—1I doubs the sincerity, the virtue of
Sophic de Féronce. She is not g natural cha-
racter, and yet possesses every requisite which
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can give her as,cendancy overyou; . Jard
ta the Marchese, I am well assured ” fe cal-
culated to dedtroy your peace th. ~({:)mote
it. Confide not in the one, an? - “there is
yet time, recall this misjudgit ftion you

have indulged for the other,t e corrod-
ing pangs of remorse or hop 5lassmn feed
"upon your heart, and consv- days in un-
availing sorrow and reper .

¢¢ During this d‘i‘scoursﬁ: . Lﬁg}:nded into the
secret recess of my soul. ¢ Is ther my folly,”
I thought, ¢ so visible to every eye, that all
yho know me see it written on my brow ?”
Confused and mortified, I remained silent—un-
able to make any reply. ¢ My dear 'Bertha,
I ask nd answer,” said Esther; “1 pray you
seek for none. My umobtrusive friendship will
best show itself henceforth .in silence. My
words are dictated by no interested motives, no
mischievous wish to divide friends, or sow the
seeds of suspicion among .the flowers of amity ;
but indeed, mdeed Mademoiselle de Féronce
and Bertha de ‘Chanci can never be united in
the bonds of real friendship. Do not reply,”

4
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sceing me dbout to gpeak; " Thjs is not the
moment when you can coolly discuss this mat-
ter. Keep what I have said within your breast,
and let it only serve as a beacon to.guide your
course, not as a flame of discdrd, to break forth
into violence and -destruction. I have now a
favour to request of you—it is simply this—to
accompany me on a journey we are to take.
Not that I wish you to go all the way with me,”
she added, wnth a melancholy smile;  but of
this enough, as ‘!glves you pain. ‘What I se-
riously wish is, that, as my father has long set
his heart upon travelling, and fancies that
change of place will chgnge the tenor of m).r
thoughts,—that you will accompany me to Nice.
He knows pot that there are somedaelings so
incorporated with our nature, that while they
consume, they fged the lamp of life. But,
nevertheless, to wrestle lo.nger with his will
is against that humility and resigna.tion to which
I bow my spirit, for the remammg time I have
to be on earth. Will you accompany me on
our tour? it will not be a®verj long one.”

And clasping her hands together, Jooked meek-
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ly_'upwards,‘pddiﬁg in a faint yet'fervent tone,
¢ If it be the will of Heaven, I hope not, for all
here to me is desol ate.”

“ My own spirits had been excited by thc
rapid fluctuation' of my feelings. This last
scene completely overcame me. I knelt by the
bedside of Esther, and sobbed in the unrepress-
ed indulgence of tears. *¢ Let me entreat you,”
said my cousin, * to moderate this emotion, for
your sake, for my sake.” ] made the effort she
entrecated me to make, and a.iér sometime had
clapsed, .,I succeeded ; but when the heart is
new to feeling, it is not, as it becomes afterwards,
‘hardened and dried up by the touch of sorrow :
it has not learned to absorb its grief,-or place
the irons® nce of-hard necessity around its wild
pulsations, and with a tearless eye, to feel the
aching pang which saps the vital essence of our
being! '

“ T promised Esther to accompany her
wluthersoever she went,—-glad to catch at any
circumstance which ‘excited the same tone of
tender feelnfg, and kept alive that vivid interest
so lately felt, and without which' I felt it death
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to live. T turned the whole tdrrent of my fondest
and most enthusiastic thoughts on the amiable,
and, as I believed, dying Esther..

¢ Not all the weak fondness of my nature
could make me longer blindsto the injusticc of
Sophie, and, although I harboured no resent-
ment against her, I sickened at the tyrannic
influcnce which she exerted. I know not if it
be the nature (:f the generality b{ mankind,*to
pass through the various stages of existence
with only just'as much relish of its pains and
pleasures as serves to distinguish animal from
vegetable life. But this T know; " there are
some few amonor the general herd, who adhege
with tenacity to lively lmpressxons of joy and
anguish, as to an aliment whjch is gecessary to
support their mental being. The first friend-
ship I ever formed was but the reflection of a
more glowing passion. I had sought itas a re-
fuge from that passion, but it dececived me ; and
then, what could I cling to? ZAnother intercst
was necessary to m.e,. yet* ohe that bore no cha-
racter of ‘being changeable. [Tlfc dying Esther

offered the best resource—the safdst refuge. Her
VOL. I. M
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beauty faded, her\youth decayed,her wishes
buried with hér love, her hopes all raised above
this sublunary sphere; was an object calculated
to excite at once the most genuine, and the most
visionary enthusiasm. I wondered she had never
done so before. T accused myself of selfishness
and insensibility, and became devoted to this new
idol of my imagination.

¢ My aurts, without any of this dangerous in-
gredient, of which.I have been ever the victim,
possessed a noble, dmnterested “Sober-minded,
kindness ; which raised no fictitious gloom, nei-
ther dazzléd by a brief and blazing splendour.
"Lhey thought of other’s happiness, not of their
own; .and by their disihterested nature, «sccur-
ed that good to themselves, whlch a different
(lxsposmon secks in vain to attain.

¢ As soon as they were informed of Esther’s
meclancholy and hopeless state of health, they
gave me up entirely to devote myself to her
comfort, and I *became settled at Manvert as
her nurse.

¢ Sophie de T'éronce preserved the sime chil-
ling coldness towards me. Once or twice I at-
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tempted to soften her obduracy, Lat acalin ¢on-
tempt repelled my endeavours to bring about a
reconciliation ; and gradually produced in me
the indifference she herself felt: whilst Jean
Francois, by the ccaseless sunshine of his good
temper, won upon me 'unconsciously, and made
wme secretly acknowledge, that, in the common
intercourse of life, "there are humble though
powerful qualisies of daily momentary effect,
which are morg conducive to our happiness, than
others of a higher order. His person cven grew
familiar to my eye. Hg seemed leys hideous,
and ceased to be displeasing to me. The causc
of this transformation was not sb much in him
as in myself. ‘

¢ Passion blinds us to every thing®®how insi-
pid does it not render all the plain intercourse
of real life? How insuffergble does its distort-
ing power make cvery persen, who, in the sober
judgment of our faculties, we allow to be pos-
sessed of many engaging quglities ? "This passion
became sybdued and quicted, under the calming
influence of the tranquil, yot’ fegling, tenor of
Esther’s reasonable mind. 'The unremitting at-
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tengions of Jam Francois to his sister, his cager
desire to be serviceable to her, his total forgetful-
ness of self, al gained inscnsibly upon me, and
before T absolutely acknowledged, T decidedly
felt, that the truly good never fail, sooner or
later, to command that tender estcem, which
outlives the slavish vassalage we pay to all the
‘misleading power of moré*®rilliant attributes.

““ During my residence at Manvert, which
lasted nearly a forfnight, T went gften to sec my
aunts, and in those walks was ever accompanied
by Jean Fyrancois. Ope day, in going through
the part of the wood where I had seen and heard
the terrific straager engaged in mysterious and
unaccountable converse with the Marchese, [
stopped # %hink of that scenc ; so short, so fear-
ful, yet so indelibly impressed on my memory
had that moment bee"n, that once it obtained ad-
mission to my thoughts, it brought along with
it a train of dangerous remembrances. I leant
on the arm of Jean Francois, but my heart was
far from him. He waited patiently till my re-
verie should subside, when Sophie de Féronce
suddenly appeared before us, and bursting into
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an affected *laugh, said, shd would give worlds
to have a painter’s art, in order to dclincatd the
appearance we bore. ¢ Such a pair of lovers!” she
added snecringly; It would Be worth while
sending their portraits to theeMarchese.” There
was somcthing malignant and provoking in the
manner, more even than in the matter, of this
“idle speech. I felt it to be peculiarly irksomg,
and therefore was less able to pass it off @ a
jest. ¢« We are not lovers,? I replied; “ we arc
what is better—we are friends.” ¢ Ah,” re Jotni-
ed Jean Francois, relapsing into onc of his ter-
rible tender moods, * as to better, M;tdemoisellc,
I know not what to say to that; but better ntay
cpmc‘~of it than what 1s, and I must suffer be-
fore I may dare to hope.” ,My fgmer disgust
now in a moment returned towards my innocent
companion ;=—s0 casy is it for mischievous per-
sons to disseminate their wn bitternessy  Pleas-
ced at the sentiments of dislike which she saw she
had excited and aroused in me, she offered, with
a cheerful air, to .accdm'pany us to my aunts,
and informud us on our way,%hat a cousin of
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hers was arrived ab Lausanne, with whom she
intcnded in a few days to return to Paris.
““When a person is going away, our heart
softens. Thei* merits appear in colours more
brilliant than true 3 and their imperfections dis-
appear. At hcaring Sophie’s intentions to
depart, announced so unexpectedly, the former
tenderness I felt for her returned. It seemed
then only that the idea of separating from her
had cver occurred to me, anq now that I heard
it from her own lips, it had the power of recal-
ling once more all the affection I had felt, and
which T only fancied I had taught myself to for-

.

Lo
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CHAPTER XVIII

“Wrrn unaffected expressions of regre¢, I
lamented a separanon which was likely to prove
of long duration. Mademoiselle de Féronce re-
ceived. these demonstrations of my friendship
with akind of chilling politeness ; ahd an cxpres-
sion of mistrust marked her features, which pain-
od me beyond expressmn

¢ Sophie,” I cried, lmpeguously““ I cannot
bear your manner. You wrong me; you have
now cherished some fatal prepossession against
me, which renders you ‘unjust, as wall as un-
kind. Spcak to me openly, tax me with your
suspicions, suffer me to justify myself ; and hav-
ing done so, then.s}.mul’d ‘you uot be convinced
I am blameless of the faulfs You now secretly
impute to me, then it will be *time to treat me
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thus harshly.; Oh,' Sophie,! T had resolved ne-
ver'again to have addressed you in this man-
ner—to have allowed all 1 ever felt to pass away
in the silence of oblivion. But never to sec you
again, and to allow you to depart without one
more attempt at reconciliation, I have not the
heart.” As I pronounced these words, my fal-
tering voice, my tears, my earnestness and truth,
testified the warmth and sincerity of what I ut-
tered. ¢ Do not,”replied Spphie, in a mono-
touous, unmoved tone of voice, ¢ do not indulge
in these romantic effusions, which one -day or
other you will perhaps remember only as a pain-
fu dream. And in your intercourse with others
they will only scrve to lead you into misety and
error.  We like each other just as much as is
necessary, and the most violent friendships are
not the most lasting. You know I always warn-
ed you that my way of viewing things was very
different from yours ; and when you were soar-
ing in worlds of your own creation, I was quiet-
ly enjoying the World a5 it really exists. You
should not, thetcfore, be surprised if now I do
not mect all the'ardour of your imagination with
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that warmth which you segm 10’ claim as your
due.” Tt was by conversations of % similar rature
that Mademoiselle de Féronce gradually extin-
guished the last spark of my affection for her.
.But in proportion as I felg this icy indifference
chill my breast, a state more desolate than even
the first poignancy of disappointed affection suc-
cceded. My heart seemed turned to marble,
as heavy and as cold. Yet still my ardent jma-
gination glowed, and inhggnious to torture me,
“conjured up all "the fond phantoms of tender
and cverlasting friendship which had been so
very dear to me. It is not whett the soul is
completely subdued to resignation that.weede-
mand or require comi)a.ssion.. The state most
deserving of tenderest compassion .i‘s that, when
our capacities for happiness arc all alive, and
cevery hope in its attainment withered or dead.
All within us is fraughtewith tumultupus scnsa-
tion, and every thing without us is inanimate
and cheerless. The air, the skies, music, si-
lence, impart in theire réspect.ve modes a thou-
sand fecollections of Jjoys,wo seem made for ;

Jjoys beyond the conception of* grosser souls to
M2
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conceive, and'yet—and yet for us creation is a
void: Oh arguish! by contrast rendcred a
thausand times more poignant ! Those only who
have felt can understand its force; and such
language will cver yemain dead to the happier
multitude who constitute mankind.

“The day arrived when Sophie lefc Manvert.
After her departure I sunk into a complete calm.
Life was stagnant. The languishing state of
Esther excited no present alarm. ' The monoto-
nous occupations of a household—those busy,
trivial, and ever recurring cares to prescrve an
existence, Which thus preserved is mere vegeta-
tion—all combined with the lifeless feel of na-
ture at this season of the year, to deaden my fa-
culties, to plunge me in a dormant state, from
which the cpodl of our intended removal from
Manvert alone aroused me.

« Bveyy thing was fimally arranged for our de-
parture, and I counfess, notwithstanding the na-
tural and unavoidable sorrow I felt to part from
my aunts, and my attachment also to the local
beauties of my aatjve country, yet a perverse
sense of pleasure throbbed at my heart from the
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idea of aschange of scene’ I was ashamed to
catch myself gazin.g at momenls anxioudly on
the distant mountains, and wishing I had pass-
ed their boundary, to enter upor'l scenes untried,
unknown. This is that louging for the far off
land which paints the distant as the future fair.
How different from the dark colouring with
which experience tinges the things to come!
All then that is unseen seems fraught with danger’
and dismay. On the mornjng when we were to
leave our quiet home, I rose very early, and
watched the autumnal mists slowly rising from
the mountains of the Valais, as if *thcy were a
veil which would discover by their withdrawing
some. scene of pleasuré and d:alight as yet un-
tasted. The majesty of the scenc, however,
checked this idle elation of hope I Jared hard-
ly long indulge such trivial sentiments in pre-
sence of all tha.t was great and sober in, creation.
My eycs wandered over the scene at first rest-
lessly, but at length singled out minutely each
furrow and craggy ouslite wlich they had be-
held in%ll the viclssitudes of the seasons, and in
all their consequent gradations of light and sha-
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dow, till a sensation’of attachment te them un-
known before ‘stole over n'ly feelings. "Thus
softened, thus melted, I passed on to my aunts’
apartment, but stopped at the door, overcome
by a thousand remembrances, which almost
made me feel it wrong to leave, even for a time,
their venerable presence. They were of great
age; they might Possibly not live to see me re-’
turn. Why should I go? After all, my attach-
went to Esther was, not, ought not to be, what
it was to them. Was not an i‘dle, latent wish to
divert myself the real cause which led me away ?
Tears of cofitrition filled my eyes, but they were
useless tears of desultory feeling ; they did not
spring from :m'y principle, and had not any
sound influcnce on my actions. Had it been
otherw:se,fshould perhaps have been spared by
remaining.—But this is a fruitless retrospection.
I anticipate my narrative. .

¢« My aunts heard my footsteps as I lingered
at their door. ¢ Bertha, my queen, is it you ?”
I approached them, 4nd could hardly subduc
my emotion, when, they said cheerfully, « My

dear child, donot suffer yourself to be cast
12
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down. You must rally ypur spirits for the sake
of poor Esther.” « Ah! poor Ether,” I fepeat-
ed, and gave way to the burst of tendceness
which I could no longer restrain. “ My love,”
said my aunt Alpina, aftgr a moment’s pause,
and speaking with a voice which her endcavour
to render steady only served to render more
tremulous, ¢ there are scenes of trial we must
all go through ; to fly them is unwise and.vain.
The chastening hand of Heaven we cannot
escape ; and woe be to those who, in the pride
of their hearts, affect stoicism, and think to a
void the blow by not bending®bencath the
stroke. This moral apathy may harden, but
will, never ameliorate *the healt, and Providence
pumshea such impious dlsdam of 1ts chastise-
ments. 'Equally foolish are thosc, and equally
distant from true happiness, who attcmpt to
drown care in frivolous pursuits, or worldly dis-
sipation. 'The wholesome chastisement must be
felt,~—the burden must be borne; blessed are
those who turn both to their souls’ warfare. To
meet misfortunes with piqussresignation, never
to avoid scenes of woe, where serious thought
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may be awakened, but to submit meckly ; this
is that Christian phllosophy, which is at once
simple and sublime. I do not think your cou-
sin will live to return; but should she not, by
accompanying her, you will have the soothing
reflection of thinking you attended her to the
last, and calmed her parting spirit. How dif-
ferent is this consolatory reflection to the re-
proachful consciousness of neglecting any means
in our power, from.the unworthy motive of
sparing selfish feelings. And if the dear Es-
ther should recover,” added my aunt Lolla, in
her own soft“¥oice, (for she had always a ray of
sunshine in her fancy to pierce the gloom,)
¢ think, my lovc, what Joy it will give yoa to
know that ggu administered to her recovery.”

¢ It is best,’ rejoined my aunt Alpina, * to see
things as they really are ; no disappointment is
so poignant as that which is préceded by un-
justified hope. But we must no longer detain
Bertha. Come, one embrace, my child, and
then go,—go whete duty-calls you. Bless you,”
they both cried fsrvently. I could not ‘speak,
for I was moved o the soul. The ¢ go where
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duty callssyou,” sounded pamfull’y tome. I felt
that my prmclpal duty comminded my’ stay,
and that I'was committing a species of dccep-
tion, in thus misapplying the ‘term, or appro-
priating it to myself. " I caild not utter a fare-
well ; but I was pressed in their arms; ¥ re-
turned their pressure, and tears of genuine an-
guish bedewed their dear and honoured counte-
nances. I moved hastily away, and with hur-
ried step de.scended the ,staircase. At the
bottom I stoppcd a moment to gaze at a
clock, as if it had been a thing of life. 1t struck
nine. I counted the hour, and wdndered how
it would be with me when next I heard ite I
met Jean Francois at the door. I took his arm
in sx]ence, and for the first mlle 1 continued to
weep cven to sobbing. But gradua’ly the ani-
mation of ecxercise, the bracing air of a bright
frosty morning., insensibdy lulled me go forget-
fulness; and by the time I reached Manvert,
the pleasurable sensation of change, so dear to
youth, dispelled the melancholy I had endured
at leaving A]pin?;.. But whea I saw Esther,
pale and almost lifcless, lifted imto the carriage,
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I relapsed into sadness. As we passed the
churth-yard, she made an effort to look out of
thes window, and remained sometime intently
gazing at it, and her eyes assumed that fatal
lustre, which, like the last beams of an expiring
Jamp, sent forth unwonted brilliancy. She
. pressed her hand in mine, saying, ¢ There, lay
me there, Bertha, remember.” "There was in
her«manner so much carnest calmness, so much
solemnity, that I ha’d no power to cvade or to
misunderstand her behest. 1 bowed my head
1n silence,—again my tears flowed, and again I
resolved that this journey should indeed be one
of duty, and not merely of sole pleasure.

“ I gazed at cvery inanimate object, I traced
and 1etraced its form. Such will it be, I said
mentally, when I sce it again, but shall I be the
same? My heart fluttered at the question, and
I knew rot what to hope or think, I closed my
cyes, and endeavoured to shut out reflection.
As we travelled slowly along the side of the
crescent lake, the jingliig of the bells of our voi-
turicr horses,—their slow pa'wce,—the ‘smooth-
ness of the road;—and the gentle ripple of the
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water, as’it died away upon it pebbled shore,
all conspired to render my endeavours not inef-
fectual. At Fort 'Eclase, the romantic sce'nery
again awakened me to enjoyment ; and the blue
waters of the Rhone, rushing brightly along,
afforded that food to fancy, which is so pecu-
liarly the characteristic of flowing streams. '

“ The picturesque village of St Germain,
but more thap that, the small still lake of Sy-
ant, the green gransparerfcy of whose waters,
green, as the waters of the Rhone are ceruleang
~—the gloomy valley in which it is inclosed,—
the brushwood that clothes its mountains,—the
dark fir that owns no ghange of colouring from
the beasons,—mingled with the vivid dyes of
autumn,—the mountains ﬂingingo&ir pathless
shadows as the cvening closes, werc objects that
produced on we a dclicious pensiveness, which
was not intcrrupted by any contradictory cir-
cumstances.

¢ After passing the ruins of the Castle of St
Alban, there is ligtle else of s'triking feature to
engage. the attention till “we® reached Lyons.
The fecble statc of Esther’s health made it ad-
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visable that wg should prosecute our journey
by water, and the extreme beauty of the scencry
amf)ly répays the inconvenience of this mode of
travelling, although, perhaps, not so the danger
attendant on very ‘nsufficient barks, and still
more insufficient boatmen. At Vienne we stop-
‘ped for the night, and having scen Listher ar-
ranged as eomfortably as the very incommodious
inn “admitted of, I proceeded to,wander about
the vine-covered mountains. ‘The ruins of the
ancient forts and castles—the majestic windings
of the Rhong, which here assumes a totally dif-
ferent aspect, and inspires with other feelings
from those which it conveys when first rushing
in limpid purity from its source, amused ‘and de-
lighted me® ¢I enjoyed every thing with all that
freshness of fecling which being new to lifc and
its various scenes afford.

“ At cvery turn of the river, as we proceceded
on our journey, a novel aspect of country pre-
sented itsclf to my admmng gaze. And when
I first beheld the walls of Avignon, a thousand
recollections of i’etrarch and Laura fanclfully
intermingled themselves with my dreaming
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thoughts;* and as I gazed on the scenc I repeated
some of those beautiful compositions, of Wwhich
it amused me to attempt making translationt.

TRANSLATION OF PETRARCH. BONNET CXXXI.
¢¢ Gli occhi di chio parl:i’si calddinente.”

TuE eyes I warmly sung of heavenly ray~—
The arms, the hands, the feet, the face,
That made me different from the common race,
And stole me from myself away ;
The crispdd hair of brilliant gold— -
The lightning ef th’ angelic ;mile,
‘Which made of Earth a Heaven the while,,
Are now a little senselcss mould,
And I still live! Hence this sad dole-%*
Without that light that lit my soul,
A shatter'd bark ’tis laft to roll :*
For ever ends my amorous strain,
Exhausted in its wonted vein,
Andall my lyre is tears of pain.

e

No, Petrarch, no—~the sp;rit of thy lines

*T'is vain to imitate with other sound

Than that which on thy native lyre is found—
Sound which, e’en’ love ennobles ~nd refines.
Thy subtle essence, exquisitely sw.cet,

Eludes the grasp of any ruder hand

Th’ obedient spirit came at thy oon::mand,
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But vainly [ its heavenly harpmgs greet.

' Enough for me, if o’er each thnlhng nerve

1 feel the potent magic of thy verse,

An& the high~throbbing of my heart may serve

To taste the charm I never can rehearse.

S0 o’er the wave w€ chase the glittering light,
Which still eludes the touch, but charms the sight.

« It was a great disappointment to me not to
g6 to Vaucluse ; but I remembered that I came
to soothe the pains of illness, not to luxuriate in
fanciful imaginations. After lpaving Avignon I
awas not struck with the appearance of the coun-
try, till we came to Orques, a small romantic
village, where the low rocks are covered with
thyme and laveuder, gnd other odoriferous
herbs, and where the olive, for the first time,
met my erea Thore is a Scriptural classic in
the olive which renders it intéresting ; and
much of delicacy in the fine trac-ry of its light,
pale, fohage, as well as in its chiselled bark.
But by many these characteristics are neither
understood or tasted. I loitered long enjoying
the peculiar features of the scenery, which gave
me back the reality of certain old prints I had
rescucd from a dusty corner of my aunt’s room,
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and which, like faithful 'trans‘ations,-—tbough
still translations,—had made me capable of feel-
ing and understanding the beauties of the origi-
nal, now that I read those beauties for the first
time in their own language.

¢ There was a deep blue tint on the broken
linc of the mountains that bounded the horizon.
The grand irregular bed of the Durance, which,
in its unruly course, cast wide the different
tracts it had capriciously.chosen and left; a
rocky foreground—the streaky sky of gree
and gold, which in painting would, have appear-
ed gaudy and artificial, —these were the details
which formed a wholesthat, after all, cannot be
rightly conceived from such a parcelled out de-
scription.. My delight went on ifr®sing as we
travelled farther south. The different produc-
tions of the earth in this happy c]in:mte from
those I usually had seen—the sight of flowers
and shrubs, cultivated with care in our gardens,
here flaunting profusely jn all the luxuriance of
nature, was a nceer-failing gource of amusement
to me ; while the greater }'eat,ures of the land-
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scapes, elevatedemy mind o all I had ever
dreamed of in my dreaming hours.

<« At Frejus Iaent to the ruins of the amphi-
theatre.  Itis a beautiful building ; but I shud-
dered at the ideaof the purposes to which it had
been destined ; and as I passed the arcna, with
‘all its sanguinary feats, I sickened at the cruelty
and vice of humanity which could thus dedicate
mag'niﬁcence and beauty to the degrading pur-
poses of ferocious and brutal sport. How glad-
iy did I raisc my eyes to the mouldering walls,
where I beheld the wild fig laden with fruit,
offcring the bounty of nature in the still silence
of l;cace, and where no sound met my listening
car, but the casual song of a bird, or the joyous
laugh of sotadchildrén playing among the ruins.
How did T rcjoice that they were ruins!

“On leavmg Frejus, there is much hilly road.
With what clation of spmt did I feel that I had
trod the maritime Alps. The sun was sctting,
and covered that sxdc of the heavens in one ex-
panse of bearning glory. Thes sea was in sight
to our left ; over "the mountain tops, that new
world, which I gazed at for the first time. And
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around us® arose on all sides that sea of hills
which bears a faithful resemblance to the waves
of the ocean. These hills are  Chiefly* covered
with wood, excepting those which skirted the
horizon to the left, and thes¢*were bold and rug-
ged. The trecs were mostly pines, but such
pines !—so verdant, 'so richly feathered, so re-
‘joicing in their existence, it conveyed a sort of
reflective happiness to gaze upon them.  Below
these Alpine monarchs gréw in humbler but
not less beautiful guise, the myrtle covered with «
its modcst berries, innumerable kind§ of flower-
ing shrubs, whose names to me were all un-
known, but not unpriz.ed, because I could not
. class them in all the dignity of botanical scicnoe.
How T’enjoyed them ! how,my dalighted eyes
wandered over their colours, as if they had been
gifted with intelligence to receive the homage !
“In dgscending to the shore on which Nice
is situated, a still more smiling scene lay spread
out before me. The brilliant atmosphere, the
increase of cultiv .atlon, the glowing orange,
the whitencss of the innumctable buildings
scattered all around, every gay charm of na-
10
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ture seemed to welcotae the grrival of ‘the travel-

ler; but, al‘as' as all things fade by use, and

change their appearance on intimate and long

acquaintance, this paradise faded and changed

like the rest.  Thé apparently thickly inhabit-

ced country proved on near inspection to be de-

serted, and the thousand villas are, when thus

examined, mere shadows of a substance, dirty "
dilapidated places, the abodes of wretched po-

verty and filth.

‘ Nice itself is the crowded resort of spec-
tres, persons who come in the last stage of mor-
tal discase, expecting miracles from the climate.
This resort of .suffering conveys a dcjection,
which no outward brilliancy of sun and climate
can wholky disgjpate; and I felt the effect of
this more keenly, from the interest I took in
watching over my own loved Esther.

« In évery place in which I have as yet ever
been resident, I have always singled out some
favourite path, some, chosqn spot, of which I
have made, as 1t were, a friend. I have trod
on the same way #i1l T fancied it knew and wel-
comed my footsteps I have gazed at the same
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scene, till I believed, it imbued wnh the spmt~
of my thoughts. Nor was this pleasure want-
ing at Nice. In following the shore, past ‘the
port on the left hand, there is an irregular path
that winds through an ol¥e wood, and past
some rocks up a steep mountain, whose brush-
wood is arbutus and myrtle. I fancied this to
resemble the Promontory of Leucate; I christea-
ed it by that name; and the waves scemed to
bound lighter at my feet, a8 I flung the myrtle
- bough I gathered, an offering to the shrinc ate

which she sacriﬁce,d-—She—-—-—Wel‘lz what is the
name ?

VoL I N
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CHAPTER XIX.

THE sea lay like a glass outspread

So quietly, so measured,
The gentle ripple of the tide

Laved the ocean’s rocky side

Blue was the cloudless vault of Heaven,
Save where the last bright tints of even,
In one broad blaze of golden light,
Dazzled the fascinatin% sight,

Till the dimmed ecye cast down to muse.
Drepphl ringlets like the Iris hues

Of gaudy peacock’s sweeping train,

And closed their lids to see again.

When next they cagt their glanceyaround.
They rested on the rich red ground,
Which ’neath the olive’s doubtful green,
Made classic feature in the scene;
Thence wandiering to ho'rizon‘s bound,
The conic k'lls, their crescent mound,

In grand fautastic shapes they rise,
And mixing melt into the skies.
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« It was on sucle an evéningethat, walking
“slowly by Esther, while my vagrant fancy ye-
verted to the past, I spoke abruptly., or ra-
ther thought aloud, ¢ Tell me, dearest cousin,
what you meant exactly by czit?tioning me against
Sophie de Féronce ?” Esther looked earncstly
at me ; I shall reply to your question, when
you have first replied to one which I wish ygﬁ
to answer without disguise or reserve. It ha«
appeared‘to me, that a tacit agreement existed
hetween us, never to cnter upon that topic more,
—have you gained sufficient composuse to do so
without endangering your peace ? If you answgr
me in the affirmative, I will readily satisfy your
curiosit'y;”

“ How often we misjudge’otherd;-2how of-
ten we misjudge oursclves. I did reply in the
affirmative. Esther be]ievgd me, for my mien
was calm, but at my heart there was tumultuous
anarchy.

“¢ ¢ My reason, then,” continned Esther, at-
ter a moment’s pause, ¢ for bi(idiqg you bewarc
of Mademoiselle de Féronce was gimply this,—
I saw that she was an insincere character; [
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knew that she enfertained a passion for the
Marchese, and I had reason to think that they
were well acquainted previous to their meeting
at your aunts. As Mademoiselle de Féronce
continued to meet the Marchese at undue hours,
and fearful that I should at length be obliged
to inform my father of her imprudent conduct,
to_call it by no harsher name, I attempted oncc
to expostulate with, and tell her to avoid such
behaviour in future. The manner in Which she
received this gentle reproof, the impudence
with whick. she denied facts that had fallen un-
der my own cognizance, convinced me there were
no good qualilies in hor composition to redeem
the crror of youthful indiscretion, and T con-
ceived nfys8f bound, from my affertion to you,
to put you on your guard against a woman,
whose character seemed so likely to gain a fatal
ascendancy over yours. I almost feared, dear
Bertha, that my caution came too late.” ¢ No,
dearest Esther; not so,” I replied quickly ; « I
have too mqgh' pride of mature not to scorn
those who would deceive me, and too much

gratitude towards you, not to acknowledge that
8
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U
you have t.avcd me much shame

perhaps—;

and sorrow.” I wis sincere while I was speak-
ing, but this conversation, as my cousin Jhad
but too justly feared, awoke the whole train of
fanciful images, which had lain concealed, but
were not changed, at the ‘moment I believed I
could for ever have cast them from my heart ;
but, alas! I could only alter, I could not obli-’
terate—I could not believe the Marchese gl'lirty
of cold-blooded perfidy ; b'ut I believed he had
got entangled in the snares of an artful wolian,
who had rendered him unjust to me.

* Winter passed away unhoeded, indecd
scarcely felt, and only known by the tops of the
distant mountains bein} coverdd with snow. In
March spring had made rapid advances, and the
various-cdloured anemony,’ Narcl'ssil's, and the
violet, covered every bank, and cost thehusband-
men no little I;ains to digeard from the cultured
ground. But,amid this perfumed flowery world,
death still was busy, and the various spectre-
forms who had driggad-their existence through
the previous mdhths, now forgnd the balmy at-
mosphere a signal of departure to them, and
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onc by onc the languid steps we had seen tot-
tering along the sheltered Wall, we beheld no
more.—It is indescribably melancholy to fecl the
contrast of a gay and blooming creation awaken-
ing to new life, and to behold the wreck of frail
mortality amid the bloom. T could escapc from
this, by wandering at a distance over the moun-
‘ains ; but poor Esther could not take her usual
airings, without witnessing the sad effects of the
chiange of the scason, and, although life had not
much of charm for her, natur¢ made her shrink
“11om witnessing its decay.

“The Banneret immediately thoughtof change
of scene, and finding one day some traders’ ves-
<cls bound for Geénoa, orfe of them with tolera-
ble accommodations, he determined that we
should rembve thither. He preferred ‘this mode
of conveyance to a felucea, which he thought
more likely to fatigue from the disembarkation
which takes place every night; and going by
land was out of the question for a person unable
to bear fatigue.

“ We set sail with a fair winl. I sat on deck
watching the suncsink into the ocean, and night
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gradually came on? An innumerable host of stars
appeared. I delighted in obserying their tremu-
lous light drawn out to lengthened gleams dan-
cing along the waves. I resempled tliem o re-
membered moments of happiness—the star it
-elf far away, but its lié}?t increased by dis-
tance. Oh! imagination, dangcrous, enchanting
taculty, why do ye prey upon the existence you
adorn P—With all thesc excitements to falcy
came back mey visionary world, and the ir;lage
of that being who stood foremost amid the sha-
dowy crew.

“ Genoa was ill caloulated to subdue 1n me
thosc faults of character which I could dep.lure,
but had not the strewgth to*amend. If ever
there was a scene of enchantment, formed to cn-~
snare the scnses, it is Genoa,~—Gclo®scen in car-
ly spring, while yet the flowers are in their
bloom, and the sun has not burnt thexr sweet~
ness with too scorching a ray. Its bay, its cir-
cling palaces, and fairy l;ulldmgs, rising in am-
phitheatre on the*mopntain, and intermingled
with tgrraces, aml fuuntaing, apd pyramidal cy-
press, its—————"This is commgqp-place and vain,
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for 1s there a name for that v;zgrant and ctherial
charm which dewells 'in the ‘very air, and from
the tsultr{y hour of mid-day to the fresh cool
time of moonlight, mingles with every breath
that is respired, peryades every object that meets
the eye, and is wafted from every blossom ?

“ My cousin Esther even revived for a time,
and nothing but joyousness breathed around.

““ We had been at Genoa about a fortnight,
when we wereinvited by a lady of our acquaint-
ance to be present at the performance of one of
‘Kacine’s tragedies, which was to be acted by
some person8eof her society. I accepted the in-
vitation with delight, and, never having witness-
fation, save some that
had been acted in a barn by miserable strolling

. .
ed any scenic represen

actors, T felt’ a spe'cies of curiosity and igipa-
tience for the promised entertainment, very un-
like any ,sentiments which those habituated to
such amusements cany conceive. When the
piece commenced, my whole attention was fix-
ed upon the stage  It'was not to me a beauti-
ful fiction ;—it avas, for the ‘time, a reality, a
thing in which every passion of my soul became



CHAPTER XIX. 297 .

deeply iaterested.  "The yoes of Berenice scem-
ed my own woes ;. and Titus b&ame thedover of
my imagfnation. As love or glory ruled the
hour in the breast of these’ characters, mine
echoed a responsive feeling; and when in the
last scene Bercnice pronounced the words,

¢¢ Sur Titus et sur moi reglez votre conduite,
Je 'aime, jc le fuis, I'itus m’aine, il me quitte,”
.

my consciencc satisfied me with the assuratce,
that 1 too, in 51m1]ar circwmstances, should act @
similar part ; alléwed me to give an undmkod
admiration to the melting character, and T w op(
delicious tears.

“ As soon as the tragedy was ended, @l the
speetators pressed around the actorsand actresses,
to appla?d, and to expregs they agdmiration of
the.performance. I only, of all present, re-
mained, as it were, transfixed to my place. 1T
drecaded to break the enchantment an which I
was plunged ; I.dreadod to sce personages with
whom I had 1dentlﬁed my highest feelings, de-
scend to their own urﬁnteres!mg individuality.

¢ Phe buz of commeadation, the envious

whisperings.of criticism, were %like distasteful to
N2
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me. I joyed t6 feel, but I cou]d not bear to
think ;"and cal]mg to Jean Flancols, who, to do
him justic?, was ever ready at my call, I told
him T must instantly go home.

“The might was dark, but fine; and the
pleasant liberty, which is customary in Genoa,
»f having no carriage, afforded me an unques-
tiored power to indulge my predilection for an
cvening walk.  Our house was situated on the
, farther side of the town, beyond the gates, and
ip the course of the way, the moon suddenly
breaking through clouds, irradiated the whole
bay. I thI)f).Cd to gaze at the beauty of the
scené, and as I did so, tho,se lines recurred to me,

J'ai tait de mon courage un cpreuve dernicre,

Ta vie#s d€ rappele. ma raison toute enticre,

Jamais je ¢ me suis sentie plus amoureuse,

11 faut Caatres efforts pour rompre tant de noends.
« It is wotth while to stop for hours to hear such
gentle words,” said my <ompanion ; “if I could
only hope they were addressed to me. But I
fear you are but reciting sdme of the play.” «In

4
fact,” 1 quictly replidd, ¢ you are right ;~%those
op v : .

words, if you recollect, are spoken by Antio-
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chus.” Jean Francois 0131y sighed, apd we were

about to continue'our way, wifn the figure of a
man, wrapped in a cloak, and leaning against
parapet of the wall that was Built out upon the

rocks on the sea-shore,,gaught my attention.
At first, I thought it was some one like mysclf,
engaged in contemplating the waves as they si-
lently succeeded cach other, till rising agaqinst

their native barrier, they climbed in idle haste,

and broke against the rock.  But when I looked
again, I thought my senses deccived IllL:, or | I
saw indeed that figure, which, once beheld, could
not be forgotten ;—it was the M¥rchese.  Sur-
prise and joy overcame me ; no idea occurmed to
me,,except that it wasshe I sa'w, he whom I had
nevers expected to see again. Isgn-x:ng forward.
uttering Some broken phrasgof weleome, but he
was hardly al.)lc to reply ; the faint sound of his
voice, the expression of pain which acgompanied
the motion he made to ¢xtend his hand towards
me, all conspired to terrify me. ¢ What is the
matter ?” 1 cxclain'led’, Y Are you ill?” ¢ Not
ill—but woundcd ; some villsns attacked me,

and as I was unarmed, woultl prolably have
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murdered'me, had they not heard voices which
made them ﬂy.”’Q ¢ Wounded ! you are wound-
ed, wheres? how —Jean Francois, run for as-
sistance, it is not' far to our door.” ¢ Willing-
ly, Mademoiselle, bet I cannot leave you here
alone at this time of night; we will both run
kome, and I am certain the Marchese will not be
afraid to be left alone.” ¢ Obey me,” T cried
impatiently ; ¢ obey me, I conjure you; do not
attempt to ake me leave him in s;1ch a moment
ar this ; run, I entreat you. Send for a surgeon,
and come with some one here quickly.” < Yes
—no0,” stamn'l'ered the doubting Jean I'rancois ;
at length he said,, < Twill obey you.” I was left
alone with the man who had first excited 1u me
all the romgnce of passion ; after believing myseltf
separated from him for ever, 1 found myself as
if by magic placed by his side, under circumstan-
ces the tiost strange ‘and interesting. When
the sound of the footstcps of Jean Francois died
away, there was nothing to break the silence of
the night; the Marchese did not speak, and I
stood mutely by ‘his“side, wishing to profrer aid,
and not knowing in what manner to do so. I
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fear you are hurt, danggrously hurty” at length
1 said. ¢ Not so, I hope; b not alanhed, it is
only in my shoulder that I am wounded.™ The
hour, the circumstance, the silence, inspired me
with a tremor which thrilled t])l'Ol.lgh every vein,
and yet my heart’ throbbed with a fearful joy.
Thus passed the moments of Jean Francois’ gb-
sence. Ide returned, and with him came tyo or
three domestics. “ Where shall the Mar(.hesc
be borne?” said Jean JFrancois.. ¢ Hcrc 1s a
chair to conve} him to his house.” ¢ To the
Strada Balbi,” he replied, thanking him. < Our
house is much nearer,” I said with anxiety ;
“ carry him there.”. My orders were dbeyed,
any thither he was conveyed.

e Thc wound proved ot ofga dangerous na-
ture ; but loss of blood had made him faint. In
a few hours he was able to be carried home ;
but the Banncret, taken unawares,sgave way to
the impulse of good nature, and besought him to
remain till he should be quite recovered.

“ The next, day,'tl.le firlt thing the Banneret
thodght of was pursuingt th perpetrators of the
deed. Had the Marchese®any suspicion who
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they could be? Could he afford him any clue to
trace them out ? ““he Marchese in vain assured
him, that it would be uscless to make rescarch-
es after them, as they had, very likely, tak-
en to their boats, and gone down the coast. He
added, as if recollecting himself, ¢ Besides, I was
probably mistaken for some other person, and,
ve;'y likely, those who attacked me did not in-
tend me any personal wrong. At all events,
what saiisfactivpn would it be to me to see them
in chains at the galleys?” "The Banneret expa-
tiated loudly upon the negligence of the police,
and said, he thought these things had been better
atiended to at Genoa.  Nay, he was sure
when he had explained and’made known the bu-
«siness, he should find redress; at all events,
that he had been too lt;ng a magistrate ‘himself
not to fecl, that it was the duty of every indivi-
dual to scarch out and prnish delinquents, and
that he was determined to do every thing in his
power to procure all possible and satisfactory
intclligence concerning this business.  And, hav-
ing thus spoken, ha hestily set oif’ upon th er-
rand he had undcrtaken, delighted to have
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found séme incident on, which to dmploy his
time and energies.

¢ The Marchese departed to his owa houte, af-
ter a thousand expressions of gratitude, and
looking more than he eveir expressed.  Esther
and I were left to .exhaust our fancy in conjec-
tures ; and the mysterious circimstances, with
which the ’\Iarchcsc was cver surrounded, again
afforded to my mmagination a busy feld in
which to expatiate.

< Alone in my apartment, I could not escogee
from reflection—I knew the eﬂ’cc't.s likely to cn-
sue from a rencewal of intimucy with this per:on.
My reason told me, that I ought to avoid &il in-
terchurse with one so dangerous to my peace ;—
one, 'congcrning whose real sittmtign and «n.
racter cvery one scemed i;;no ant; and 0o
had, to me i particular, showt: himsclf in so
very doubtful and capfricious a ligit, that T
could not conceal from mysclf, that every consi-
deration forbade nyy yl(,ldlll"‘ to the powerful at-
traction which drew ‘me towards him. I ac-
know]édgcd the truth of What my reuson sug-
gested, but did I act up to its dictates ? No!
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the effort was too painful, and, suffering my-
self to ‘ﬂoat on the current of accident, I trust-
ed to time'and chance to decide the issue of the
event.

¢« A few days aftet that on which Thad unfor-
tunately met the man, who had, in fact, never
been wholly absent from my remembrance, as
Esther and I were conversing upon the subject,
or rather as Esther was conversing with a gentle
but unpersuasive reasoning, and I was drcaming
ix vague, unsatisfactory mood, the object of our
discussion entered the apartment; a movement
of surprlse on Esther’s part, on mine of joy and
tremon, made us both pldvance to mcet him.
“ Are you so soon able to come out?” sai¢i my
cousin. ‘eI a.n scarcely able, perhaps,” he an-
swered, ¢ but so ‘willing, that here I am, to
thank you for your care of me,'to express, in
part, my joy, my comfort, at meeting you again,
and to assure you, I think the accident which
befel me fortunate, since lt has again thrown me
upon your compassxonate mtergst. He uttered
these words in that undisguised and natural
manner which only occasionally broke forth, and
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rendered him, at such times, irpesistibly Jinterest-
ing. Inthe course of an hour or two that he re-
mained with us, addressing ong langilage to Lst-
her, and another more silent, but not less clo-
quent, to me, my, cousin’ became the slave of
that indescribable charm with which nature had
endowed him.  In adverting to the accident of
his wound, he opserved, ¢ "T'hat at first hehad »
imagined hipself mistaken for some other per-
son, on whom jealousy, or rcvcng(; for some in®
jury, had thus gratified itself; but now, ®hc
thought it more probablg, that, as he came from
a billiard-table, wherc he had been succgssful,
that he was attacked\for hisemoncy.” ¢ And
dld‘they rob you #” Isaid. ¢ Oh,” he replied,
colounng “ my resistance prevint& that, and
your approach, fortunately for me, terrified the
assassins fronl rifling me.” At this moment the
Banneret joined us, excl’aiming, in a voice of tri-
umph,. ¢ He is found ! Heis found !” ¢ Who is
found ?” we all ustered, ¢ 'Lhe man who stilet-
toed you, to be gre,’ .addrcbsmg the Marchese ;
the 1dtter coloured v1olently, but affecting to
smile, he replied, with an mcredulous air, * No-
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thing is more unlikely-than that he should be
found ; in Italy these things are better manag-
ed, and no one thinks much about so common an
occurrence.” <¢ Oh, but I assure you,” said the
Banneret impatiently,"« that this time we have
got hold of the assassin, for the man that is
now taken up, was traced, and there was found
’ upo'n him, as I am told, a handkerchief, which
your strvant Antonio said he would swear to
‘being' your property.” < Ideot,” cried the Mar-
clese, apparently off his guard. ¢ Yes, it was
very ideoticalk indeed,” rejoined the Banneret,
“ but people who commit crimes are always dis-
covered by similer trifles” The Marchese’s
countenance changed, and he seemed to advert
in thought%s séine painful occurrence. ¢ Well,”
cortinued the Barneret, intent only upon his
own conscquence and amusement$ * You necd
not ook so gloomy, for you have got cheaply
off, and will have ample scope for revenge, as
the villain is now in custody. and is, I under-
stand, to be confronted with yqu to-morrow.”

« This is an unfortunate affair,” replied the

other. ¢ I would not willingly take any man’s
4



CHAPTER XTX. 307

life. Ypu have placed me in 2 mostaunpleasant
predicament ; for; should I ufiluckily recognise
him, what can I do? Obh no ; not willjngly swould
I be the occasion of the death of any mortal.
Had 1, indced, in the hgat of pu.ssion, been so
unfortunate—Dput coolly, or on a bare suspicion,
to swear away the lifc of another—of another,”
he repeated, rising, and walking about in nguch
perturbation. ¢“’Generous!” cjaculated Lsther,
in a low voice, while the tear stood-trcnﬂ.)].iné in.
her eye. I cast a look of delight and triumph
at her.  The Banneret stared at us all three al-
ternately with looks of fmpaticne, and shrug-
ging up his shoulders; said with a contcmppuous
smilg, * T am lost in all your incomprchensible,
unnatural sublimity of fecling. JHege 1s a per-
son of out® acquaintance stabbed by a murderer,
for it is no thanks to him that he did not prove
such, and here is the man, who, aftersnarrowly
escaping with his life, talks of regret at the dis-
covery of the assassin, and two silly women ad-
miring him for his folly." Pafdon me, ladics and
gentlewan, if all’this is machdtoo sublime for
me. Be it as it may,” (and hete he drew up in
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consequential se]f-satisfaction,)’ “Deit asit may,
however little mYy pains are rewarded, I have
done 'my duty ; and being satisfied the delin-
quent will in all probability suffer for his crime,
I am quite contented.. To-morrow you will be
called upon, Signor Marchese, to swear to this
man’s identity.” Having thus spoken, and ra-
ther sneeringly, he walked up and down the
room, ﬁgppaxently dclighted ; for whatever inci-
dent caused a bustley he was equally charmed,
provided he was an actor in the scene. As soon
as Esther and myself were left to discuss this af-
fair, she confessed that she never before had
been''so pleased with the }VlarchCSe. ¢ There is
so much humanity in his apprehension lest he
should degect ¢he person that injures hins, that
I cannot but admire so noble a feature of cha-
vacter.”

¢ I said nothing, buvt I did not feel the less.
The next day we waited anxiously to hear the
result of the examination of the suspected per-
son ; and when thé Baﬁm,ret'entered, we flew to
him. But in a instant I feared some dreadful
occurrence had 'taken place; for he laid down
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his hat #nd walkmg-cane w1th an aiw of disap-
pointment and despalr, and ctossing hi hands
together, as he was wont in moments 8f de-
spondency, ¢ There,” he said,—*¢ it is all over.”

¢ What is over ? | implone you do not keep us
m this suspense.” "« Why,” he said, with an
oath, and jumping up, ¢ would you believe it ¢
No sooner did Lthe Marchese and the prigpner
behold cach other, than they rushed i into one an-
other’s arms. And whosdo you think thls dcal
friend was ?——Why, no other than that assasgm-
looking man who came to Lausanne. But they
may embrace and shake”hands as much as they
choose, T never will pelieve hut that that*fellow
is 8 robber or a captain of banditti. I will tell
you wllat I would have ,doney Igvould have
clapped them both in irons till I knew mere of
their history,—that is what I would. No, xo,
Mr Carlovitz, (as I think they call him ;) no-
thing shall ever persuade me you are not a ras-
cal ; not all the assurances that the handkerchief
was a pledge of frlendshlp, and all the rest of
the #hows and tricks that th&y both played, be-
cause it suited their purposd.” His purpose T
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willingly subscribed te in my own mihd ; but
the Marchese’s purposc—I disdained such a
thougnt. ¢ Well,” replicd my cousin, ¢ but
how will all this end ?”—¢ End ?” replied her
father, ¢ why, just as it began, in doubt and
mystery, to be sure,'and no onc be a jot the
wiser. So my trouble has gone for nothing, and
therc is nothing more to be done, for all inquiry
after thg perpetrators of the crime is at an end.
One thing 1 advise you'is, to have nothing morc
to o with any of them till I can find out how far
it is proper for you to associate with such a per-
son or not.” I was afraid it would come to this,
and I would willingly have- purchased the plea.
sure I felt in secing the Marchese with the
chance of alutho evils which it might entail.

¢ Scarcely was this conversation ended, when
the Marchese entered, confirming the first part
of the inteélligence that “he Banneret had just
given us ; then added, attempting to smile, but
it was a smile of painful solicitude, rather than
of pleasure, ¢ My friend Carlovitz has an unfor-
tunate appearance, which, 'oogeth‘er with hif' un-
polished manners, prepossess people against him.”
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I madc fo answer, for I -would not say what I
did not think, and T could not say what I did.
Esther too was silent ; and there was a painful
pause, which the Banneret at length interrupted.
“ I'll tell you what, my god¢ Marchese, that man
has more the @ir of an assassin than any thing
clse s but as your friend, and trusting that you
will let me into your sceret at last, for you have
seen enough of me to know that T am a man,to
be trusted, 1 am willing *to try and forget the
mupression his figure has made upon me. Az d
if you choose, 1 will not.rcfusc ty become ac-
guainted with him.” ¢ A thousand thanks,”
rejoined the Marchese cagerly; ¢ you do me
nfinice pleasure.”  Then checking the carnest-
ness with wlm,h B had spvken,he#®ontinued
carclessly, " You must be tware, that, after

the imputationtmy friend has undergone on my
account, I must be doubly anxious to *wipe oft
the idle suspicions which *might attach to him ;
and nothing can do this so eﬂ"cctually as the
countenance and protactlon of persons of respect-
ability.% ¢« Why, to be surc,” said the Banner-
ct, ¢ as I have been in some digrec the cause
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of this unl'ucky mistake, so would I remedy itin
as much as lies in my power.”
¢ ]'.)urmg this conversation the Marchese was
considerably ; a«ﬁt:itcd ; but having again thank-
ed the Banneret, hastened away as if fearful u
might take some other turn less fevourable to his
wishes.
¢ "This man Carlovitz was introduced to us.
I ¢ould not avoid shuddering whenever e came
- near me, but we did not long Sl'lﬂ‘(‘l: from the pre-
seace of this disagrecable iutruder, for he shortly
after left (un(m, and the affair of the assassin.
} ‘ng soon fomotton, the whole business sunk

into oblivion.
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