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LARARARAARRARARAAAAAAAARAARAAARAAR
Chapter 1

ARARAAAAAARAARARRAAAARARAARRARLALL

Far retired

Among the windings of a woody vale,
By solilude and deep swrrounding shades,
But more by bashful modesty conceal'd,
Together thus they shunn’d the cruel scorn
Which virtue sunk to poverty would meet
From giddy passion and low-minded pride.

THOMSON

INARETIRED PART OF THE PROVINCE OF DAUPHINY S$1T00D
the cottage of Clermont; its remote obscurity was well suited to the
mental solitude of its tenant, and its neat simplicity corresponded
with his refined taste. Fifteen years he had been an inhabitant of it;
and from the clegance of his manners and the dignity of his mein,
his rustic neighbours were of opinion that he had once seen better
days. To this impression, however, he studiously avoided giving
any sanction; nay, it was evident he wished by every means in his
power, to discourage the idea of opulence or greatness having ever
been his portion.

His chief employment consisted in superintending a little farm,
from which his prineipal support appeared to be derived, and his
highest amusement and pleasure in studying the works of nature,
and eultivating the mind of his daughter; who, with an elderly
female servant whom he had hired after his arrival at the cottage,
were the only human beings that shared with him the fruits of his
retirement.

Madeline, but two years old at that period, could consequently
recollect nothing previous to it; but, from the striking difference
between her father and the surrounding rusties, she could not help
‘adopting their opinion of him, and thinking that he had once
moved in a circle very different from that in which he was then
placed.

She more than once hinted this opinion, and enquired of her
father the cause of their retirement, and whether they had no
relatives, no friends, in that great world from which they were
secluded? but she never received any satisfactory answer, The agi-
tation he always betrayed at those enquiries, made her at last re-
solve to suppress a curiosity so painful to his feelings. It however
confirmed her belief of his having experienced severe misfortunes;
and from this conviction, she redoubled her attention, trusting that,
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if she could not obliterate, she might at least soften their remem-
brance.

But to do 50 in reality, was, alas! beyond her power. "Tis true, he
sometimes foreed himself to wear the semblance of cheerfulness,
although his heart was ever a stranger to it; oppressed by a sorrow
which the boasted efficacy of time, the solicitude of filial attention,
or the tenderness of sympathy could not mitigate;—a sorrow,
which anticipated the work of time, had already faded his cheek
and furrowed his brow, though yet in what might be termed the
prime of man’s life, not having attained his fortieth year: and some-
times so far overeame him, as to render him unable to bear even the
society of his daughter, his only earthly comfort. At those periods
he always wandered to the wildest and most sequestered spot that
he could find in the neighbourhood of his residence,

"mid

thorns and mire;

all forlorn,

T'o muse at last, amid the ghostly gloom
Of graves, and hoary vaults, and cloister’d cells,
To walk with spectres thro' the midnight shade,
And to the sereaming owl’s accursed song,
Attune the dreadful workings of his heart.

Though one of his chief sources of pleasure (as I have already
said) was derived from the culture of his daughter’s mind, he was
often tempted to forego this gratification by reflecting on the
inutility of accomplishments to her, who, like the desert rose,
seemed born to waste her sweetness in obscurity. The task, how-
ever, was too delightful to be relinquished; and he at last rejoiced
that he had persevered in it: for, as he carefully guarded her
against all refinements which could render her dissatisfied with her
humble station, he found that the expansion of her mind, by open-
ing new sources of amusement, encreased her happiness: he culti-
vated to the highest perfection that taste which the

Source divine of ever-flowing love,
And his wnmeasur’d goodness, not content
With every food of life to nourish man,
Implants within his heart to male,
By kind illusions of the wend'ring sense.,
all
) beauty to his eye,

And music to his ear; with which

well pleased he scans
The goodly prospect, and with inward smiles,
Treads the gay verdure of the painted plains,
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Beholds the azure canopy of heaven,
And living lamps that over-arch his head
With more than regal splendour.

Never did a pupil render the toils of an instructor less difficult than
did Madeline those of her father; and as she grew up, her perfect
knowledge of the historian’s record, and just conception of the
poet’s beauty, rendered her a companion well qualified to diversify
his lonely hours.

She possessed besides an exquisite taste for drawing and musie,
and accompanied the soft melody of her lute with a voice which,
though not strong, was inexpressibly sweet; melodious as that

which the rapt poet at the visionary hour of twilight sometimes
thinks he hears

chaunting from the wood-crown’d hill,
The deep'ning dale, or inmost sylvan glade.

The liveliness of her faney was equal to the strength of her
understanding, and often raised a visionary paradise around her;
softness and animation were happily blended in her disposition; and
with equal delight she could enjoy the gaiety of innocent mirth
and the lonely hour of solitude: fecling and precept had early
taught her pity for the woes of others; and with cheerfulness she
could tax either convenience or comfort to supply the claims of
poverty. To her person Nature had not been less liberal than to her
mind; by her prodigality to both, it seemed indeed as if she had
been anxious to make amends for the deficiency of fortune.

She was tall and delicately made; nor was the symmetry of her
features inferior to that of her bodily form: but it was not to this
symmetry that they owed their most attractive charm,—it was
derived from the fascinating sweetness diffused over them. Her
eyes, large and of the darkest hazel, ever true to the varying
emotions of her soul, languished beneath their long silken lashes
with all the softness of sensibility, and sparkled with all the fire of
animation; her hair, a rich auburn, added luxuriance to her beauty,
and by a natural curl, gave an expression of the greatest innocence
to her face; the palest blush of health just tinted her dimpled, fair,
and beautifully rounded cheek; and her mouth, adorned by smiles,
appeared like the half-blown rose when moistened with the dews of
early morn.

Such was Madeline Clermont, who, ignorant of the great world,
neither practised its follies, sighed for its pleasures, or dreaded its
vices; her highest wish was gratified when she could steal from the
brow of her father its usual sadness, and render him for a moment
forgetful of his sorrows.

Their house stood on a little eminence, in a deep, romantie, and
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verdant valley, which wound to a considerable extent between
cultivated hills, where the vine spread her treasures to the sun, and
the husbandman often gathered a luxuriant harvest; woods of
variegated verdure stretched up many of their steep ascent, and
the summit of one of the highest was erowned with the ruins of a
once noble castle, the residence, according to tradition, of some of
the ancient Counts of Dauphiny. This shattered pile, the record of
departed greatness and the power of time, was carefully shunned
by the peasant after sun-set, for the village legends were swelled
with an account of the horrid noises, and still more horrid sights,
heard and beheld within its dreary walls: but though feared by
superstition, it was the favourite haunt of taste and sensibility; and
thither, as the last beams of the sun glimmered o’er the scene,
Clermont and Madeline often wandered; they loved to explore its
grass-grown court and winding avenues, and picture to themselves
the scenes that had onece passed to all appearance within them:
they also frequently ascended to its broken battlements, covered
with wild vegetation, where the birds of night held their unmolest-
ed reign, startling by their melancholy cries those persons whom
chance or neeessity conducted near the spot, from thence to feast
on the delicious prospeet beneath; whilst the brecze sighed
amongst the surrounding frees, (whose ponderous trunks and

matted branches declared them long inhabitants of the soil) as if
the genius of the pile still haunted their recesses and mourned its
desolation. The hills were eompletely surrounded by a chain of
mountains, bleak, barren, and desolate, exeept in the summer
months, when the shepherd led thither his little flock to erop the
sweet herbage that then grew amongst their interstices.

A narrow river run through the valley, whose calm current was
in many places interrupted by projections of rocks, which served as
rude bridges for the villagers to pass from one side to the other:
numerous herds enlivened its banks, along which a low brushwood
crept, intermingled with a few tall trecs, weeping willows, and
sweet-smelling shrubs, which formed embowered scats for the
solitary angler. A number of neat cottages were seattered about the
vale; and it was delightful of a fine cvuung to behold their young
inhabitants dancing to pastoral music on the little grassy lawns
before them;—

Like fairy elves,
Whose midnight revels by a forest side,
Or fountain, some belated peasant sees,
Or dreams he sees; while over head the moon
Sits arbitress, and nearer to the earth
Wheels her pale-course, they on their mirth and dance
Intent, with jocund music, charm his ear.
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The cottage of Clermont was embosomed in a small grove,
through which a broad grassy path, enelosed by a rude paling, led
from the valley to the house; o'er the door honeysuckle and wild
roses, during the summer, formed a kind of portico, and half
shaded its laticed windows; its interior was as simple as its exterior,
and it was ornamented, as Madeline grew up, by her fanciful
drawings. Midway up the hill that rose at the rere of his cottage,
Clermont had continued his garden, as the space which lay between
it and his dwelling was too narrow to yield sufficient vegetables for
his family, small as it was; a silvery stream descended from this hill
that gave fertility to the flowers which Madeline cultivated; and
immediately above the garden it projected into craggy points of
rock, which allured thither, by the fragrant herbs that grew about
them, not only the industrious bee, but the wild and adventurous
goat; and though the garden, its fences being readily overleaped,
sometimes suffered from having the latter in its vieinity, Clermont
could not think of driving away a neighbour, whose appearance on
the heights added to the romantic and picturesque scenery of the
spot. On the southern side of the hill lay a small vineyard belonging
to Clermont, which he diligently eultivated.

Unchequered by incident, unruffled by discontent, the days of
Madeline glided away till she had attained her seventeenth year; at
which period their ealm current was interrupted.
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Chapter 2

AAGAARARAAAAARARAARARAARAARAARARLL

Oft let me hear thy soothing voice
Low whisp'ring thro® the shade.
BARBAULD

IT WAS IN A FINE AUTUMNAL EVENING THAT CLERMONT,
seized with one of his usual fits of melancholy, abruptly withdrew
from the cottage, and left Madeline to amuse herself as fancy might
direct. Habit had failed of its usual effeet upon her mind; for, on
every return of her father’s dejection, she felt as much distressed as
if she had never before witnessed it. To endeavour to alleviate this
distress, she now walked out and pursued her ecourse along the
margin of the river till she reached the old castle, o’er which the
last beams of the sun now glimmered; its gloom rather invited than
deterred her from entering it: passing, therefore, through its dreary
courts, she ascended a flight of half-broken stairs that led directly
to a large chamber which opened to a kind of rude balcony that
stretched along one wing of the building. This was a favourite seat
of Madeline’s. The landseape seen through the intervening trees
which rose before it never satiated her eye; upon every view some
new beauty, some new charm, if possible more lovely than the last,
was discovered by her.

The solemn shades surrounding her, o’er which the dusky hue of
twilight was now beginning to steal, and the profound stillness of
the air, only interrupted by the faint warbling of retiring birds, or
the yet fainter sighing of the breeze among the trees, now and then
intermingled with the hum of distant voices, by degrees calmed the
painful emotions of Madeline’s mind, and she became again, if not
cheerful, at least composed.

‘How sweet, how soothing, eried she, is this tranquil hour to the
afflicted heart! it seems to give a respite to its cares, as it does to
those of labour. How delightful to gaze upon the glories by which it
is attended! to listen to the soft breeze that seems to die away
amongst the waving trees, and the low carol of the peasant
hastening to his cottage to enjoy the meal sweetened by eontent-
ment, and earned by industry.’

Occupied by ideas similar to those which she had expressed,
Madeline was almost abstracted from the seene which had inspired
them, when her attention was suddenly awakened by an oboe from
the valley; nothing could be more congenial to her present feelings
than its melody, and she listened with exquisite delight; her spirits
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alternately rising, alternately sinking, as the sounds swelled with
grandeur on the air, and tremblingly died away, till only their faint
ccho amongst the mountains could be distinguished: at last they
ceased entirely; but, as if unwilling to relinquish the pleasure they
had given her, she immediately began singing the beautiful air she
had been listening to, and with which she was well acquainted. She
however soon eeased, imagining that she heard a low voice beneath
the balcony repeating her words. Somewhat startled, she hastily
arose, and looked over it; but no object was visible, and all again
was silence, Her faney, she was then convineed, had deecived her,
and her eomposure returned in eonsequenee of that idea; but the
night being now far advaneed, she delayed no longer quitting the
eastle.

The next evening her father again left her to herself. Slinging her
lute across her arm, with whieh she was wont to amuse herself in
her moments of solitude, she again proceeded to the eastle, and
sought her favourite seat; but seareely had she gained it, ere the
following lines, penciled on a smooth white stone that had onee
formed part of a supporting pillar to the door of the chamber
through which she had passed, eaught her eye, and filled her
breast with inexpressible surprise,

THE LINES

Midst grass-grown courts, the ‘tvy mantled lower”’,
Where legends say afflicted spirits mourn

Oer the sad records of departed power,—
1 restless wateh for dewy eve’s return:

For then the chauntress of the woodland vale
Awakes the echoes of the dreary pile,

With sounds that o’er my tortur’d soul prevail,
And all its cares and agonies beguile.

The evening star, the pale moon’s silver ray,
I raptur’d hail, that gives her to my gaze:
Her form, her smile, harmonious as her lay,—

The mild expression of her angel fuce.

Should this weak record of ill-fated love
E’er meet her eye,—ah, may one tender tear
Be shed for him, whom fate forbade to prove
His ardent passion or his truth sincere!

Ah! may she pity then, compassion is his elaim,
"Tis all he dares to ask—"tis all he hopes to gain.

The moment Madeline had read those lines, she recollected the
voice which she fancied she had heard the preceding evening, and
was eonvineed her ear had not then deceived her.
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A stranger, she was sure, had visited the ruins, for to none of the
inhabitants of the valley, all the rough and illiterate children of
industry, could she aseribe them; neither could she avoid believing
them addressed to herself; not from any conseious superiority of
charms over the rest of the village maids, but from a conviction
that they never visited the castle, on account of the superstitious
dread they entertained of it.

An idea that the person who wrote the lines might be lottering
about the ruins, now struck her; and she instantly determined to
quit them. Scarcely had she done so, when she heard the sound of a
step in the adjoining chamber; she hastily bent forward, and look-
ing through the little arch which led to the baleony, she perceived
a man gliding from the opposite door into an obseure corner of the
room; there was just sufficient light within to enable her to pereeive
he was a stranger: her heart beat quick; she trembled, and shrink-
ing back, regretted the thoughtless temerity which had exposed
her to danger, by tempting her to visit the lonely pile at such an
hour.

That it was the author of the little sonnet she beheld, she could
not doubt; but the tender sentiments it expressed could not in-
spire her with sufficient courage to bear the idea of throwing herself
entirely into his power, which, by attempting to leave the castle,
she must do, her only passage being through its innermost recesses:
she deemed it safer therefore to continue in her present situation,
where there was a chance of not being observed, and of obtaining
assistance by crying out if she should find it necessary, either till
she was assured the stranger had departed, or that some hope of
protection presented itself to her view.

Eagerly she listened for some sound from the valley, that might
inspire this hope, but in vain; by the silence which reigned over it,
interrupted only by the barking of cottage dogs, as if they bayed
the moon, she was at lengl&:'convinccd that care and industry had
already retired to repose.

The late hour to which her father prolonged his nocturnal
rambles, and the timidity of their servant, gave her little reason to
hope deliverance through their means: scarcely suffering herself to
breathe, she continued a long time in a state of greater agony than
she had ever before experienced. At last she heard a step; but her
almost fainting spirits were soon recalled by a conviction that it
was not approaching her; and in the next minute she caught a
alimpse of a figure (the same she was sure she had seen in the cham-
ber) descending a winding path near the balcony. Her strength and
courage immediately returned, and with a quickness that scarcely
permitted her to touch the ground, she left the castle, and reached
the valley by a different path from that which the stranger had
taken. She had searcely quitted it, when a sudden rustling among
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the trees behind her induced her to look back, and she perceived
him slowly emerging from the midst of them. The speed of Madeline
was now if possible increased, and, faint and breathless, she gained
the enclosure before her father’s cottage. As she fastened the little
gate, she paused and leaned over it, but almost instantly retreated
from it to the house, discovering the stranger to be within a few
yards of it.

Her father was not yet returned; and the maid, busied in pre-
paring the supper table, took no notice of her agitation. The idea of
seeurity soon restored Madeline’s composure; she then resolved not
to aequaint her father with the incident that had alarmed her, least
it should agitate, and render him uneasy, if at any future time
chance prevented her returning home as soon as he expeeted. She
also determined not to visit the castle again till she was convinced
the stranger had forsaken it, nor even then at so late an hour as she
had hitherto done; to know who he was, to have a perfect view of
him, she could not help wishing.

The next morning, immediately after breakfast, when her father
withdrew to the vineyard, Jaqueline, the servant, entered the
room; she was a faithful ereature, much attached to Clermont and
Madeline from the number of years she had lived with them, and
now appeared with a face full of importance.

‘Lord, Mam’selle,’ cried she, ‘I have been wanting to speak to you
this long time; I have something to tell you that will so surprise
you! I dare say, if you lived to be an hundred, and were all that
time guessing, you would not find it out.’

‘Very likely,’ said Madeline, taking up her work; ‘so do you save
me the useless trouble of trying to do so.’

‘Why this morning,” began Jaqueline, *before the sun was risen,
I went down to the river to get a pail of water, and there T saw the
most handsomest young man I ever beheld in my days.’

Madeline dropped her work, and fastened her eyes eagerly upon
Jaqueline’s face.

‘Claude Dubois and Josephe le Mure, though counted so hand-
some, and to be sure they are the best loo]cmﬂ young men in the
village,” resumed Jaqueline, “are not to be Lc-mparc{i to him. So, as I
was saying, I found him standing by the river looking so earnestly
at this cottage, as if there was something or somebody in it he
wanted to discover, God bless my soul, says I to myself, if he should
be looking at it with any bad intent!—for you know, Mam’selle,
there are people wicked enough to go about the world trying to do
mischief; so I laid the pail upon the bank, and, thinks I, T will try
to discover what he wants, or what he means; but how to begin to
speak to him, I did not know; for though I did not feel afraid, I felt
some how or other an awe of him: he saved me the trouble however
of inventing an excuse for speaking to him, by asking me whether 1
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lived in the house hie had seen me come out of. 5o after I had
answered him, I was just going to beg in return he would tell me
why he stood looking at it, for all the world as if he wanted to take
its length and breadth and all its dimensions, when Margarette
Duval, going to market with some kids, came up to me for the
price of a new hat which I had desired her to buy me the next time
she went there, and whilst I was untying my glove to take out my
money, away he marched, notwithstanding he saw I wus going to
speak to him when she came up.’

‘Perhaps you said something about him to Margarette,” said
Madeline.

‘Nothing that could offend him, I am sure,” cried Jaqueline; ‘I
only said, when she asked, as I was taking out my money, whether
that handsome gentleman near me was a sweetheart of my young
lady? “heaven knows who he is; he may be a sweetheart of yours or
mine as well as of hers, for ought I know.” I must confess, indeed,
she stared at him with all the eyes in her head, which perhaps drove
him away; for I am sure my words could not: this I tock care to tell
her, after he was gone, was a piece of very bad manners. Before I
came home,” proceeded Jaqueline, ‘I met some neighbours, to
whom I deseribed him, in order to find out if they knew any thing
about him; but they were quite ignorant of any such person:
it is evident, therefore, that he does not lodge in this valley, or he
would be known to its inhabitants.’

"Tis strange, thought Madeline, that visiting it as he does, he
should not be known to any of them.

‘I was all in a flutter till T told you about him,’ said Jaqueline;
‘and should be glad to know whether you would have my master
also told, that in case of any bad design against the house, he may
be upon his guard.’

‘I think I may venture to say there is no bad design formed
against it,” exclaimed Madeline; ‘consequently there is no occasion
to speak to him on the subject.’

‘Very well, Mam’selle,” answered Jaqueline; ‘I am sure you have
more wisdom and discretion than I have, notwithstanding I am the
oldest; I shall therefore do as you please.’

Madeline resumed her work as Jaqueline quitted the room;
but not with her wonted diligence did she pursue it; her eyes con-
tinually wandered from it to the valley, where, however, they met
no objeet to which they had not been accustomed. |

In the evening her father invited her to walk; this invitation she
accepted with pleasure; nor was her satisfaction diminished on
finding that he proceeded in the direction to the castle.
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Chapter 3

AAAAAAARAAAAARAARARAAARARRARARALLA

Each lonely scene shall thee restore,
For thee the tear be duly shed;
Belov'd till life can charm no more,

COLLINS

THEY HAD NEARLY REACHED THE CASTLE, WHEN CLER-
mont, recollecting some business he had to settle with a cottager
who lived at the opposite side of the river, or rather brook, for it
scarcely deserved a better appellation, desired Madeline to stop
where she was, and, promising to return in a few minutes, erossed
over to him.

A little above the spot on which her father left her, hid from it
by intervening trees, was a low rock overshadowed by willows,
upon which Madeline loved to sit, and wateh the gambols of the
summer flies upon the water, and those of its speckled inhabitants.
Somewhat fatigued by her walk, she determined to go thither, and
there wait the return of her father.

As she passed the castle, she turned her eyes towards it, but all
around was awful uninterrupted solitude. The stranger she con-
cluded had departed: but how great was her surprise when, on
advancing a few steps farther, she beheld him, the same she was
convineced of whom she had a transient view the preceding evening,
—the same, she had no doubt, that Jagqueline had described to her
in the morning,—seated on the rock, retouching a landscape laid
against a book, and which, by the distant view Madeline had of it,
appeared to be one of the surrounding scenes.

His attention was so much engrossed, that the light step of
Madeline did not disturb him; and she paused—paused to con-
template an object who, though unknown, had strongly interested
her.

He appeared of the first order of fine forms; and to all the graces
of person and bloom of youth, united a countenance open, manly,
and intelligent, but overcast by a shade of melancholy, which
seemed to declare him acquainted with misfortune, and from
nature and self experience formed to sympathize with every child
of sorrow; his hat lay beside him, and the breeze had wafted aside
his dark hair from his forehead, and discovered his polished brows,
where, according to the words of the poet, ‘sate young simplicity’;
in his eyes, as he sometimes raised them from the paper, was a fine
expression, at once indicative of refinement and sensibility; and as
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Madeline gazed on them, she involuntarily said to hersell, one
glance from those benignant eyes last night, would at onee have
dissipated every terror.

As if rivetted to the spot by a magie spell, she stood immoveable,
till roused by the voice of her father calling her at a distance. She
started, and as she turned to obey the summons, she ecaught those
eyes she had just been admiring, the consciousness of which per-
haps occasioned the blush that instantly mantled her cheeks and
an agitation that searcely permitted her to walk: yet was her emo-
tion faint to that which (though she but glanced at him) she saw the
stranger betray when disturbed by the voice of her father; he
looked towards her, starting from his seat; the paper he held
dropped from his hand, and wildly, yet delightedly, he gazed on
her.

She met her father on the spot where they had parted, and in-
formed him, though not in a very articulate voice, of the motive
which had made her quit it; her agitation was too great to escape
his observation, and he enquired if any thing had frightened her?
‘No,’ said she, ‘nothing.’ Clermont therefore imputed it to the haste
she had made to meet him. As they had walked a good way, he
now proposed that they should return home, to which she did not
object; but never had she been so silent, so absent before, sinee of
an age to be his companion as she was at this time with her father.

On arriving at the cottage, they found supper already prepared,
to which they immediately sat down: they had scarcely finished,
however, when one of the young villagers rushed into the room,
and with a trembling veice and pale face, besought Clermont, for
the sake of heaven and his own soul, to come out and give his assist-
ance to a poor gentleman whom he and his brother, returning from
their daily labour to their cottage, had found lying bleeding and
senseless, as they supposed, in consequence of a fall, at the foot
of the hill upon which the castle stood. "Tis surely the stranger,
thought Madeline, and instantly her colour changed.

‘Do you know him?’ asked Clermont, rising as he spoke,

‘No,” replied the young peasant. Nevertheless he and his brother
had earried him to their mother’s cottage, who had laid him upon
her best bed, and was then trying to bring him to himself. ‘But,’
added he, ‘except his wounds are drest, she can be of little service
to him.’

I have already said, that studying the works of nature was a
favourite amusement of Clermont, and from that study and read-
ing, he had learned the healing property of many simples, which he
carefully gathered and administered with success to the external as
well as internal complaints of his poor neighbours: to him the
young peasant had therefore come without hesitation to solicit
relief and assistance for the wounded stranger.
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*You will go, my father?” said Madeline.

"Go, my child!” said he; ‘yes, and happy I am to think I can in
any degree mitigate the sufferings of a fellow-ereature.” He hastily
colleeted what things he wanted, and went out. :

Madeline left her supper unfinished, and in a state of agitation,
such as she had never before experienced, watched in the little
grove before the cottage for his return. The moment she saw him
approaching the gate, she flew to meet him,

‘Well, my dear sir,” cried she, ‘is there any hope?’

‘Hope!” repeated Clermont, ‘heaven forbid there was not: the
unfortunate young man, though severely, is not dangerously hurt;
and I trust, and make no doubt, but that in a few days, with proper
care and attention, he will be able to rise: his senses, which the
shock of the fall alone deprived him of, were completely restored
ere I went to him, and he was perfectly scnsible of every thing I did
for him, though too much exhausted to express his thanks, which
his looks evinced him anxious to do, but which indeed a common
act of humanity like mine does not merit.” Clermont proceeded to
say that he thought the stranger, though in such a situation, one of
the finest young men he had ever seen. Madeline blushed; and,
perfectly relieved from her uneasiness, felt a conscious pleasure at
her father’s opinion coinciding with her’s.

The next morning, before breakfast, Clermont went to visit his
patient; when he returned, his countenance announced pleasing
intelligenee.

‘Well,’ said he, seating himself at the breakfast table, ‘I believe I
shall soon grow vain of my skill, and declare myself a professed
physician; as I prognosticated, my patient is already better, and 1
have had some conversation with him.’

Madeline looked earnestly at her father.

‘He had learned,” resumed Clermont, ‘from the good dame of the
cottage that I was not a surgeon, but merely attended him from
good will; in consequence of which he would have loaded me with
thanks, had I not stopped him by declaring, that if he persisted in
talking of obligations, I would instantly bid him a final adieu.

‘After I had silenced him on that subject, he proceeded to tell me
his name was de Sevignie, and that a love of rambling, inspired by a
wish of seeing all in nature and art worthy of observation in his
native country, had led him to a little hamlet about a league from
our valley, where enquiring, as was his eustom whenever he halted,
if there was any place in the neighbourhood worth visiting, he had
been directed by his host to the old castle, as one of the finest monu-
ments of art and antiquity in this part of the country. “I visited it
almost immediately,” said he; “and from that time, which was
about a fortnight ago, have never failed repairing to it every even-
ing at sun-set, attracted thither by an irresistible impulse.
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1 am sorry,” said I, “your visits were at last so unfortunately
terminated; your present accident is, I suppose, to be 'm'!.p‘lltifd to
them.”—His reply was “Yes”; he had wandered unheeding whither
he went, into a wrong path, extremely rugged, where, his foot slip-
ping, he fell from the top to the bottom of the hill. His spirits
seemed low,” continued Clermont; ‘so I rallied my own to endeavour
to raise them.

“““There is I believe,” said I, “some spell, in that castle which
allures, or rather draws, people thither, whether they will or no; I
have a little girl who is always gadding to it, in defiance of all the
shosts, hobgoblins, and fairies, which, aceording to the account of
the villagers, eontinually haunt it.”’

Madeline felt her check glow; and, withdrawing her eyes from
her father, she pretended to be busy in pouring out the coffee.

‘My forced gaicty was however lost upon him,’ said Clermont;
‘he grew agitated, so I took my leave, promising to call upon him
again in the course of the day; and, at his desire, sent one of the
young men of the cottage to the hamlet for his servant, whom he
wished, in preference to a stranger, to attend him. As soon as you
have breakfasted, my love, I wish you would take a loaf of white
bread, which eannot be procured where he is, and a bottle of last
vear’s vintage to the cottage for the young stranger.’

No commission could be more pleasing to Madeline than the
present one. The moment she rose from table, she tied on her hat,
and putting the bread and wine into a small osier basket: proceeded
to the cottage, at the door of which its mistress sat netting,

‘Ah! how kind,” said she, rising and taking the basket from
Madeline, ‘is Mr. Clermont! heaven will requite him for his good-
ness: won’t you eome in, Mam’selle; "tis a warm day, and I am sure
you must be tired by your walk: all my folks, old and young, are
gone to the vineyard (it was now the vintage season), and I am a
little lonely or so in their absence.’

“Your guest is better?’ eried Madeline, entering as she spoke, and
taking a chair.

“Yes, Mam’selle, heaven and your father be praised for that; he is
a fine youth, and it would be a pity indeed if any thing ailed him
long. I must, now that I have so good an opportunity, shew you,
Mam’selle, a little picture, which I think belonged to him, as my
Claude found it near the spot where he fell.” So saying, she opened a
drawer, from whence she took the picture, and presented it to
Madeline, who, the moment she cast her eyes upon it, recollected it
to be the same she had seen in the hands of the stranger; and this
convinced her of what indeed she had scarcely doubted before, that
he and de Sevignie were the same person.

She now found it to be a highly-finished landseape of the castle
and surrounding scenes, in which a small female figure was con-
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spicuously drawn. This bore so great a resemblance to her own
person, that she had no doubt of its being designed for her. Such an
indication of attachment touched her young and simple heart more
perhaps than the most impassioned declaration could have accom-
plished.

‘As soon as he departs, I shall pin this picture up,’ proceeded his
hostess; 1t will look so pretty against the wall; but till then I
should be afraid to do so, lest he should demand it.

‘I think,’ said Madeline, who feared the good woman or some of
her family might discover the resemblance which the figure in the
drawing bore to her, ‘you had better return it.’

‘No, indeed,’ replied Janette, ‘I shall do no such thing; he does
not know I have it, so there can be no harm in keeping it.’

‘Well, do as you please,’ said Madeline, rising to depart, and tak-
ing up her empty basket. All the way back, her thoughts were
engrossed by what she had seen; and she felt agitated at the idea of
being introduced to Sevignie, which she supposed would now be the
case as soon as he had recovered.

The attentions of her father were unremitted; and he returned
{from every visit more and more pleased with his new acquaintance,
who, though too severely hurt to be able to rise for some days, was
perfectly capable of conversing with him.

‘I never,’ said Clermont to his daughter, on returning one even-
ing, ‘met with a mind more indebted to nature, or more improved
by education, than that of de Sevignie; yet, with all his abilities
and acquirements, he is unobtrusive, unassuming, and unaffected;
he does not study for subjects caleulated to display his talents, as
too many possessed of such would ostentatiously do; instead of
leading, he is rather led to them; and his modesty, not only from its
intrinsic merit, but its novelty, greatly heightens his perfections.’

Such encomiums on de Sevignie were inexpressibly pleasing to
Madeline; they seemed to give a sanction to the tender interest she
felt for him; and they made her, besides, feel a sensation of gratified
pride at being an object of regard to so amiable a youth,

At the end of a week, her father told her that his patient was
able to rise, and expressed a wish that she would take some little
delicacies, which he mentioned, to the cottage for him.

Madeline never obeyed a wish of her father’s more readily; tying
on her straw hat, she proceeded almost directly to the cottage with
her osier basket upon her arm, well filled, and covered with a nap-
kin. The cottage door lay open, but Janette (as in general was the
case) was not there; neither was she nor any other person in the
little room it opened into. Madeline, not willing to depart without
seeing her, proceeded to an apartment which looked into the
garden, and was divided from the one she had left by a long passage,
at the door of which she tapt; it was instantly opened by Janette,
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and Madeline was entering, when the appearance of de Sevignie,
who had not, she imagined, yet left his room, seated in a wrapping
gown at an open window, as if to inhale the balmy and refreshing
sweetness of the air, made her suddenly start back. Janette, how-
ever, prevented her retreating entirely:—Lord, Mam’selle, don’t
be frightened,’ cried she, * 'tis only Monsieur de Sevignie you see,
who has left his chamber this morning for the first time; do pray
eome in, and wish him joy of his recovery ; he will be very glad I am
sure to see you.’ :

‘Permit me, Madam,” said de Sevignie, who on her first appear-
ance had risen, though with evident tremor and difficulty, ‘permit
me, Madam,” advancing to her, ‘at least to have an opportunity of
thanking you for your humane attention to a stranger. Oh, to the
daughter suffer me to express what to the father I am forbad—my
warm, my fervent sense of the obligations which both have con-
ferred upon me.’

‘You rate much too highly, sir,” said Madeline, raising her eyes
from the ground, ‘any little attentions we had the power of paying
vou.’

‘See, Monsieur,” cried Janette, taking the basket from Madeline’s
arm, and uncovering it, ‘how good Mam’selle is to you, what nice
things she has brought you: do pray come in, Mam’selle, and take
some refreshment; Monsieur, I dare say, will be very glad to have
vou sit a bit with him.’

‘Glad,” repeated he with energy, while his eyes were fastened
upon Madeline; ‘that were a poor expression indeed for what I
should feel if I were so highly honoured.’

The words of Janette, and the looks of de Sevignie, heightened
the blushes which had already overspread the beautiful cheeks of
Madeline.—‘I eannot stop another minute,’ said she, confused, and
turning to Janette as if solely to address her.

*Well, I am sorry that you ean’t,’ replied Janette; ‘but before you
go, won't you tell Monsieur how happy you are at his recovery.’

‘I am very—happy indeed,” said she with some hesitation, ‘that
he is so well.—Adieu, sir,” again glancing at Sevignie, whose eyes
eloquently expressed his wishes that she would comply with the
request of Janette, though diffidence and timidity prevented his
seconding it; ‘adieu, sir, I trust you will soon be perfectly recovered.’
She then, without waiting for him to speak, hurried to the outer
room, followed by Janette—'1 assure yvou, Mam’selle,’ said she, ‘if
you had sat a little while with Monsieur, you would have liked him
vastly, he is so gentle and good-humoured; did you observe what a
beautiful smile he has?’

‘Yes—no,” answered Madeline moving to the door,

‘Do you know, Mam’selle,” cried Janette, still following, ‘I was
obliged to restore the little pieture; he enquired so particularly
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about it, and scemed so uncasy at the idea of losing it, that I could
not find in my heart to keep it from him.’

As Madeline walked baek, she regretted the confusion she had
betrayed at the sight of de Sevignie, whieh she feared he might
impute to a conseciousness of his sentiments towards her; and his
wish of eoncealing them was so obvious, that the idea of being
suspeeted of knowing them, shoeked her beyond measure. She
therefore resolved, if ever they again met, to have a better guard
over her feelings, to endeavour to remove sueh a suspicion if it
really existed.

Her resolution was however easier to plan than to earry into
effect; for when, on the second day after her interview with him, of
whieh she informed her father, Clermont ushered him into the par-
lour where she sat at work; she suddenly rose from her ehair with
an emotion that rendered her for some minutes incapable of speak-
ing.

“You and my daughter have already met,’ said Clermont to him;
‘any introduction is therefore unneeessary. Madeline, my love,’
addressing her, ‘I am sure you will feel happy at Monsieur de
Sevignie’s being able to eome abroad again, and at his kind inten-
tion of devoting this, his first day of reeovered health, to our
gratification.’

‘I shall indeed, sir,” said Madeline bowing.

The eloquent eyes of de Sevignie seemed to thank her for this
assurance. Clermont made him take a seat by her; and her eonfu-
sion gradually subsiding, they soon entered into conversation, The
situation, simplicity, and ornaments of the cottage were pleasing
themes to de Sevignie; the latter he particularly admired, perhaps
from knowing they were Madeline’s performanees; and Clermont
listened with unspeakable delight to the praises bestowed upon the
taste and ingenuity of his daughter, nor eould he forbear, with the
pride so natural to a paternal heart, joining in them,

“Yet tis not so mueh from the beauty of these works that I
derive my pleasure,’ said Clermont, ‘as from the consideration of
their being specimens of the taste which will always furnish my
child with agrecable employment, and prevent her from fecling that
most disagrecable of all sensations, weariness of herself: but excuse
me, my love,” seeing a blush steal over the cheek of Madeline, ‘for
speaking as I have done; modest merit I know always shrinks from
public praise. Monsieur de Sevignie will also I hope have the good-
ness to pardon me; to speak of what we love, is a foible we are all,
particularly a parent, liable to; and some years hence, when he is
himself perhaps a parent, he will be able to make allowances for its
being indulged.’

“You do not know my heart,’ said de Sevignie, with warmth, ‘or
you would not suppoese I could not now make these allowanees:—
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cold and unfeeling indeed should I consider that soul which was not
proud, which did not boast of, such a treasure as you possess.’

After dinner, when the heat of the sun had declined, they walked
out to the garden; and from thence ascended by an easy path to the
summit of the hill which overlooked it, to enjoy the lovely prospect
and the fresh breeze that played around so delightful after the
oppressive warmth of an autumnal day.

Immediately before them, they could only see the white chimnies
of the cottages rising amidst embowering groves; but, on either side,
they commanded a full view of the valley, o’er which the sober
colouring of elosing day was already spread, heightening the gloomy
solemnity of its hanging woods, and giving a deeper tint of green to
the smooth and sloping banks of the stream which, now elear and
beautifully serene, reflected, as in a glass, those sloping banks, the
neat cottages, the waving woods, that rose above them, and the
blue firmament, yet marked by the glories of the setting sun; whilst
beside it lay its ruminating herds, and all around was silence, as
if nature and her works were hushed to repose by the declining
hour.

‘How delicious is this prospect,’ said de Sevignie, in a voice of
rapture! ‘the eye could never be tired of it; yet is its tranquillity
even more pleasing to the mind, than its beauties to the eve.’

* "Tis delightful indeed,’ cried Clermont, ‘to a mind that has been
harrassed by care.

‘Would to heaven,’ exclaimed de Sevignie, with fervour, ‘fate had
destined a situation of such tranquillity for me!’

‘Not now,” eried Clermont.

‘Yes, at this very period,” replied de Sevignie.

‘Suppress such a wish, my friend,’ said Clermont; ‘it is unworthy
of you; it would be an ill requital to the goodness of Providence, if
you sought to bury such talents as it has given vou (talents caleu-
lated to benefit mankind) in obscurity; besides, you could not at
present eénjoy such a situation.’

‘Not enjoy 1t!" repeated de Sevignie, with a degree of astonish-
ment,

‘No,’ replied Clermont; ‘at your time of life vou cannot have seen
much of the world, or experienced many of its vicissitudes; and
without doing so, we can seldom, or rather never I should say,
understand the real value of rural tranquillity.’

‘Think you the sailor, who always glided upon smooth seas,
would thoroughly enjoy his haven of security?—noj; ’tis the remem-
brance of the perils he has experienced upon those seas, which
renders it so delightful to him: he vaunts to his friends of the
dangers he has encountered with an exultation, a happiness which
those could never feel who always enjoyed a state of safety; and
with that exultation and happiness is intermingled gratitude of the
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most fervent nature to that Almighty Being who lent his supporting
arm through those dangers; and, should any little crosses arise, all
murmurs, on their account, are instantly suppressed, by reflecting
how insignificant they are, compared to what he has already
suffered.

‘Thus have I attempted to prove, that to render retirement truly
pleasing, we should first intermix in aective life, and understand
what we gave up in withdrawing from it; and also, that a know-
ledge of its difficulties will silence that discontent which is too apt
to rise at every little trial; for he who has witnessed or braved the
storm, will never shrink from the biting blast.

The arguments of Clermont were too just to be controverted;
at least de Sevignie had not the temerity to attempt doing so: they
continued to converse till the lovely prospect they had been admir-
ing, became all one swimming scene, uncertain if beheld. They then
rose to return to the house.

De Sevignie offered his hand to Madeline: as she took it, she felt
it tremble. A rising moon began to dissipate the darkness as they
descended the hill, and soon o’er all

her silver mantle threw,
And in her pale dominion check’d the wight.

‘How lovely is this scene,” said de Sevignie, stopping at the foot
of the hill; ‘how soft, how pleasing the shadowy light of the moon!
how beautifully does it tip the waving trees with silver; and what a
solemn glory does it cast upon the mouldering battlements of
yonder castle.”

They entered the cottage; supper was prepared for them, and
they sat down to it with no other light than what the moon afford-
ed, and by an open window, through which a soft breeze wafted
delicious odours; no sound could now be héard in the valley, but
the melancholy rippling of the water.

After supper, ‘this is an hour,’” said Clermont, ‘which my Made-
line often devotes to music; the soul is never more suited for the
enjoyment of harmony, than at such an hour as the present, when
the busy cares of day are over, and the more painful ones of re-
collection are softened by the universal tranquillity of nature and
her works: you, de Sevignie, are I am sure a performer, and you
will not, I hope, refuse to accompany my Madeline.’

De Sevignie spoke not, but his smile declared his readiness to
oblige; Clermont put his oboe into his hands, and they proceeded to
a rustic beneh, beneath the spreading branches of a chestnut tree,
near the cottage. Here they passed a considerable time in a most
delightful manner; the execution of de Sevignic was in the most
masterly style, but his taste if possible surpassed it, and never had
his companions been more gratified than they were by listening to
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him: at last they rose to return to the cottage, and he then bade
them farewell.

From this day de Sevignie became almost an inmate of the
cottage; and as Clermont, then engrossed by the vintage, could not
devote much time to him, Madeline was almost his sole, and during
the mornings, his only companion: those mornings were generally
spent either in reading poems to Madeline, to which the harmony
of his voice imparted new charms, in watching the progress of her
pencil, or in listening to the melody of her lute. The melancholy
which oppressed him made Madeline exert all her powers to try and
beguile it, but without effect; every day seemed to add to it; and
often, affected by its soft contagion, Madeline has swept the ¢hords
of the lute with a disordered hand, and abruptly quitted the room
to wipe away the tears it oceasioned -—she ascribed, she wished to
ascribe, her feelings for him to pity, but they proceeded from even
a tenderer impulse than pity.

At length her altered looks and manner discovered to her father
the secret of her heart: bitterly he then regretted the hospitality
which had introduced so dangerous a guest to her knowledge; and
wondered he had not timely foreseen the probable consequences of
such a measure, and avoided them. His attentions immediately
slackened to de Sevignie; and he scrupled not to hint in pretty
plain terms, that his visits at the cottage were attended with in-
convenience. Severely however was his generous nature wounded
at being compelled to speak in this manner; and as the words
passed his lips, he averted his looks from de Sevignie, whose faded
cheeks were instantly flushed by a pale heetic, Had Clermont seen a
probability of his danghter’s attachment ending happily, he would
not have acted as he now did; but of this he beheld not the remot-
est prospect; for though de Sevignie appeared by his looks to
admire her, and by his delay in the valley (now that he was suffi-
ciently recovered to leave it), to be attached to her company, not a
word expressive of that admiration or attachment ever escaped
him: even if hie had declared a passion, there would still have been a
bar to Madeline’s happiness from her father’s ignorance of de
Sevignie’s real situation and circumstances; both which it was
obvious he wished to conceal, as Clermont had more than once
mtroduced a conversation calculated to lead to the mention of
them, from whicli, with visible confusion, de Sevignie instantly
withdrew. :

The day after the alteration took place in Clermont’s manner, an
alteration Madeline wept in secret, de Sevignie absented himself
from the cottage till the close of evening; he then entered the room
where Clermont and Madeline sat dejectedly together, and inform-
ed them he was come merely for the purpose of taking leave, having
fixed on the next morning for his departure: delighted to hear this,
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Clermont lost all coldness, and would have conversed again as usual
with him, had the spirits of de Sevignie permitted him to do so; but
Madeline was unable to speak; pensively she sat in a window, wish-
ing, yet fearing, to quit the room, lest her father and de Sevignie
should suspect the motive which tempted her to do so.

At length de Sevignie rose to depart; Madeline also involuntarily
arose.— KFarewell! sir,” eried he, addressing Clermont with a kind of
solemnity in his looks; ‘I cannot do justice to the feclings that now
swell my heart; I shall not therefore attempt to express them.—
Once more, sir, farewell!’ taking his hand, and pressing it to his
breast, ‘may that happiness you merit be ever yours,—greater I
cannot wish you: then turning to Madeline—‘and you, Mam’selle,
who, like a ministering angel, tried to soothe the sorrows of a
stranger!"—He paused—a tear at that instant stole from bencath
the half-closed eyelids of Madeline, and gave him emotions he
eould searcely conceal; he tried, however, to proceed, but in vain;
and, clasping her hand between his, he bowed upon it the adieu he
could not articulate: then snatching up his hat, rushed from the
house, followed by Clermont; not indeed, from any idea of over-
taking him, but merely to give Madeline an opportunity of recover-
ing herself.

‘He is gone then,” said she, sinking upon a chair; “we have parted
to meet no more!—Oh, de Sevignie! I now almost regret we ever
met!’

Absorbed in melancholy, she forgot the necessity there was for
trying to suppress her emotions before her father’s return, till his
step, as she imagined, in the hall roused her from her reverie, and
made her precipitately fly to another room which opened imme-
diately upon the stairs. She had scarcely gained her chamber, when
Jaqueline entered.

‘Come down, Mam’selle,” said she, ‘Monsieur de Sevignie is below,
and wishes to speak with you.’

‘With me!” repeated Madeline, starting from the seat on which
she had thrown herself; ‘good heaven! in inexpressible agitation,
the agitation perhaps of hope, ‘what can he have to say to me?’

‘] am sure that’s more than I ean tell,” said Jaqueline; ‘but I will
g0 and inform him you are coming.’ So saying, she descended the
stairs, followed by Madeline as soon as she had wiped away her
tears. De Sevignie was waiting for her at the parlour door—'I came
back,” said he in a hesitating voice as she entered, ‘to return the
poems which you were so obliging as to lend me, and which I forgot
this evening when I came to take leave.’

The colour which had mantled the cheeks of Madeline died away,
and she took the book in silence from him.

‘Permit me now,’ eried he, ‘to return those thanks for your
attentions, which, when I saw you before this evening, I had not
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the power of doing. Oh, Madeline!” as if with irrepressible emotion,
‘who can wonder at my being then incapable of speaking.’—Made-
line turned from him to conceal the feelings he inspired, and walked
to the window; he followed her—'this evening,’ cried he, ‘I have
bade a final adieu to felicity; to-morrow, to-morrow at this hour, oh,
Madeline! and I shall be far, far distant from this spot!—I shall
only behold this lovely face in idea:—tell me,” he continued, taking
her hand, and looking at her with the most touching softness,
‘when I am gone, may I hope sometimes to be remembered, as a
friend?—to think of living in the memory of those I love, would be
to me a soothing pleasure, the only pleasure I can enjoy.’

Madeline promised not to forget him; *twas a promise her heart
told her she would truly perform. De Sevignie still lingered after
receiving it;—°'I must be gone at last,” cried he; ‘every moment I
stay but increases my reluctance to depart. Oh, Madeline! no words
can express my heaviness of heart at thus bidding a last adieu to—’
He paused—but his eyes expressed what his tongue left unfinished.
Madeline sat down; her tears fell in spite of her efforts to restrain
them: de Sevignie grasped her hands in his; he looked at her with a
countenance full of anguish.—°T must fly,” said he, ‘or I shall no
longer have any command over myself.” The breeze that blew in at
the window had wafted aside the hair of Madeline from her fore-
head; de Sevignie pressed his lips against it for a moment; and,
dropping on his knees, ‘bless, heaven,” he cried, ‘bless with the
choicest of thy gifts, the loveliest of thy works!"—then rising pre-
cipitately, he once more rushed out of the house.

Madeline, more dejected than ever, returned to her chamber: nor
could any effort she made for the purpose so far restore her com-
posure as to enable her to join her father (whose walk had been
purposely lengthened on her account) at supper: she excused her-
self by pleading a head-ache. Clermont sighed, as he thought that a
heart-ache was what she should have said. The departure of de
Sevignie Clermont trusted would check the passion of Madeline;
and that, like an untoward blossom of the spring, it would gra-
dually die away—the ‘perfume and the suppliance of a moment’:
how greatly therefore was he disappointed when convinced of the
falsity of this idea, by the alteration which took place in her after
the departure of de Sevignie; the rose forsook her cheek; she pined
in thought, and neglected all her former avocations: with an an-
guish which no language can express, he watched over her: he did
not hint at the observations he had made; but gently and by
degrees he strove to lead her back to her former pursuits, well
knowing that employment was the best antidote against melan-
choly: he also frequently hinted, that she should be particularly
watchful of her peace, as his entirely depended on it. These insinu-
ations at length recalled her to a sense of what was due to him and
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herself; and she felt guilty of ingratitude in so long giving way to
feelings which, by injuring her tranquillity, had interrupted his: a
conviction of error was followed by a determination of making
every possible atonement for it; she therefore struggled against de-
spondeney, and applied herself more assiduously than ever to her
wonted occupations: success crowned her exertions; her health
returned, and with it its almost constant attendant—cheerfulness;
a cheerfulness, however, which derived its principal support from
the hope of again beholding de Sevignie, and which sometimes, los-
ing that support, sunk into despondency.

The winter glided away without any event happening in the
least interesting to her feelings or her father’s; and without lessen-
ing the impression which de Sevignie had made upon her heart: the
scenes he had particularly admired about the cottage, she still
wandered to; and the old castle still continued her favourite haunt;
she copied the lines, though her doing so was unnecessary, for they
were already deeply impressed upon her memory; and often visited
the house where he had lodged, and wherc every tongue was elo-
quent in his praise.
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Chapter 4
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Friendship, of itself a holy tie,
Is made more sacred by adversily.
DRYDEN

ONE NIGHT IN THE LATTER END OF SPRING, AS CLERMONT
and Madeline were preparing to retire from the parlour for the
night, a loud and violent knocking at the hall-door suddenly
startled them: an apprehension of danger however never entered
their thoughts; some neighbour taken ill, they supposed, had sent
for relief; and, under this idea, Clermont hastened to open the door;
but how great was his amazement on doing so to perceive a total
stranger.

‘Don’t be alarmed, sir,” said the man, who was young and appeared
agitated, on perceiving him step back; ‘1 am servant to a lady
of distinetion, who is travelling from Paris to her chateau about
ten leagues from this, and has met with an unfortunate accident in
the valley, her coach being there overturned, and so mueh damaged,
that she cannot proceed on her journey till it has been repaired:
at a loss, in the mean time, for a place to stay in, she has sent to the
owner of this cottage, who I suppose, sir, (bowing) vou are, to
request he will have the goodness either to permit her to remain a
few hours in it, or inform her where she can gain admittance.’

Clermont instantly desired him to present his respects to his lady,
and inform her that he was happy he could have the honour of
accommodating her. The servant bowed again, and hurried away,
while Clermont put the light into Jaqueline’s hands, and returned
to the parlour to assist Madeline in settling it. In a few minutes
approaching steps were heard, and a lady, somewhat advanced in
years, but of a dignified and benignant aspect, entered the room.
Clermont approached to welcome and receive her, but suddenly
stopt, as did the lady, and, to the inexpressible amazement of
Madeline, they both gazed on each other with all the wildness of
surprise.

‘Good heaven! exelaimed the stranger, first breaking silence, ‘do
1 really behold a friend so valued, so long anxiously sought after—
do I really beliold my ever esteemed—'

Clermont started; turned his eye upon his daughter; as quickly
glanced it at the lady, and laid his hand upon his mouth : she seemed
to understand the sign; sighed —paused —and looked down; then
again raising her eyes—'1 bless the accident,” eried she, ‘which has
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been the means of discovering to me the retreat of a friend so
valued.’

‘I eannot indeed regret it,’” said Clermont, advancing, and taking
hier hand, which he pressed to his lips and to his heart; ‘I cannot
regret what has again introduced me to the notice of the Countess
de Merville,—what has convinced me that a being still exists inter-
ested about the unfortunate Clermont.’

‘Clermont!” repeated the lady, with a mournful voice; ‘oh, my
friend! but there is no name, no title by which you would not be
equally estimable to me.

*Allow me,’ said he, looking at his daughter, ‘to introduce
another recluse to your ladyship.’

She bowed; and Clermont advancing to Madeline, who, lost in
wonder, had hitherto stood contemplating them, took her tremb-
ling hand and led her forward. The Countess clasped her to her
bosom; then suddenly held her to a distance from it, and exelaimed
—*what a resemblance!’

‘A fatal one,’ cried Clermont; ‘it often embitters the pleasure 1
take in gazing on her; the eyes, the voice, the smile!’

‘Come, my good friend,” said the Countess, ‘reflect that there is
no earthly pleasure without alloy, and try to support the common
lot with fortitude: I believe I need not bring any proof to confirm
the truth of what I have said, that the cup of joy never comes into
mortal hands unmixed with bitter ingredients.’

‘No,” replied Clermont, ‘T want no proof of the truth of your
words.’

‘T hope and believe,” said she, ‘that the destiny of this dear young
ereature will be happier than was that of the person she resembles.”

‘If not,’ eried Clermont, raising his eyes, ‘grant, oh thou supreme
Being! that I may necver live to see it fulfilled.” His own energy
struck him; he recollected himself: handed the Countess to a chair,
and briefly informed Madeline, whom he saw almost stupefied by
surprise, how she should arrange matters for the accommodation of
their guests; entreating her at the same time, to hasten whatever
supper could be procured. She directly left the parlour, but was
greatly surprised to find two females standing in the hall, younger,
but not quite so well drest as the Countess. She expressed her regret
at their having continued so long in such a situation, and her
wonder at their not having accompanied the Countess into the
parlour: they smiled on cach other at this, and said they were only
her attendants. Madeline blushed at her mistake, for she had sup-
posed them companions of the Countess, and conducted them into
a small room adjoining the parlour, used by her father as a study:
here, having procured lights, she left them. She found Jaqueline
stirring up the fire, and asked her how she could suffer the strangers
to continue so long in the hall?
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‘Why, Lord a mercy, Mam’selle,” said Jaqueline, ‘how could 1
think of every thing? here have I been in such a fuss, ransacking my
brain to know what we should do about supper. Lord, what an un-
lucky thing it was that Father Pierre dined here to-day; he has
always such an appetite; only for him some of the fowl at least
would have been left, and then I could have made some rich gravy,
and tossed it into a fricassee in a moment. I am sure I am as sorry as
the lady herself ean be about the aceident; not that 1 should have
cared a pin about it had it happened in summer or autumn, when
one would have had nothing to do but put out their hand to gather
something nice; but now nothing can be got for love or money.’

‘I am sure,’ said Madeline, with a look of distress, ‘I don’t know
what is to be done.’

‘Well, Mam’selle, there’s no use in fretting any more about the
matter; I'll dress a good dish of eggs, and what with them and the
new cheese, and some of your sweetmeats, we’ll be able to furnish
the table pretty tolerably.’

‘We must bestir ourselves, my good Jaqueline, for the rooms are
yet to be settled; my father is to have a mattress brought down to
the study for himself; and you must make up a bed here for your-
self, as I shall be obliged to take your’s in consequence of giving my
own to the Countess.’

‘Holy Virgin! what a hurly burly’s here,” exclaimed Jaqueline;
‘Lord what ill luck we had that they should fix on our cottage in
preference to any other in the valley.’

‘Hush, hush,” said Madeline; ‘consider how ill-natured it is to
regret giving shelter to those who were benighted and distressed.’

‘Well, Mam'selle, if you’ll lay the cloth, as I am so busy; I'll be
after you in a moment with supper.’

“Very well,” replied Madeline as she took it up; ‘and pray do not
forget the strangers in the study.’ She then procecded to the par-
lour, where she found her father and the Countess sitting by the
fire, apparently engaged in an interesting discourse, which her
presence interrupted. Clermont rose to assist her in laying the
cloth; and the Countess watched her every movement with looks
that spoke the warmest admiration: never indeed had Madeline
appeared more beautiful; surprise and agitation had heightened the
faint glow of her eheck to a bright crimson, which increased the
lustre of her eyes, and rendered it almost dazzling. With downeast
looks and hesitating accents, she apologised to the Countess for the
frugal fare she was compelled to set before her. Jaqueline soon
made her appearance with it; and ere she retired, was again re-
minded of the servants in the study, for whom she received some of
Madeline’s nice sweetmeats, and Clermont’s best wine.

Either from compliance to the delicate feelings of her enter-
tainers, or from real inclination, the Countess seemed to enjoy her
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supper; every thing indeed, though simple, was excellent in its
kind. Her eonversation now turned on general subjects, and Made-
line was disappointed beyond expression, for she had flattered her-
self it would have recurred to former days, and of course explained
to her what she had so long sighed to know, namely, the real origin
of her father, and those misfortunes which had ocecasioned his
present seclusion: and her disappointment rendered her unable, as
she otherwise would have done, to enjoy the conversation of her
new and noble guest; which, like her eye, still retained all the fire of
youth, and indicated a spirit at once penetrating and benignant.

Clermont appeared unusually animated; and Madeline, amidst
her wonder and disappointment, blest the chance which had pro-
duced an incident so pleasing to him. Soon after supper, the
Countess complained of fatigue: Madeline immediately took the
hint; and having seen that a chamber was ready for her, offered to
conduet her to it; an offer which the Countess instantly accepted;
but her attendance was not permitted; the Countess’s women were
summoned, and from their lady’s room repaired to the one allotted
for them.,

Madeline returned to the parlour, hoping that her father would
explain whatever appeared mysterious to her, but she was disap-
pointed; for he instantly said that he must wish her good-night, as
he was extremely fatigued. Madeline could not help believing this
was a pretext to avoid entering into conversation, and with
involuntary dejection she received his adien, and retired to her
little chamber. Here she sat a long time pondering over all that had
passed, and wondering why such profound secrecy should be obser-
ved to her: wearied at last with conjectures, she repaired to bed,
but her mind was too much disturbed to let her rest as quictly as
usual, About the middle of the night she was startled by a noise
from below stairs; trembling she sat up in the bed to listen more
distinctly; and in the next moment heard a soft tap at the door of
the room adjoining hers, in which the Countess slept; she immediate-
ly stole out of bed, and unlatching her door, opened just as much
of it as would permit her to observe what was going on without
being discovered. She had not stood here a minute, when the
Countess’s door was opened with as much caution as her own had
been, and she saw her coming from it with a light; and then, to her
inexpressible amazement, beheld her father standing in the pas-
sage, who, taking the hand of the Countess, led her softly down
stairs. It was some time before Madeline could move, so much was
she astonished; a number of unecasy sensations rushed upon her
mind: but she was too innocent to harbour any ideas prejudicial to
her father and his friend: she concluded they had chosen this time
as the best for talking over aflairs which they.wishcd to con-
ceal. What an opportunity, thought Madeline, is there now for
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discovering those affairs :—she mstantly flew to the chair on which
her things were thrown, and snatehing up a wrapper, threw it over
her with breathless impatience, and hastened to the lobby;—but
here she paused and reflected,

‘Good heavens!” eried she, whilst she felt her cheeks suffused with
the burning blushes of shame; ‘good heavens, what am I about
doing!—going to steal meanly treacherously upon the privacy of
my father and his friend ! —a father, from whose uniform tenderness
I might well suppose that nothing which had a tendeney to promote
my happiness would be concealed ;—a father, who has so sedulously
cautioned me against any action contrary to virtue; that any
deviation in me 1s inexcusable.—Fie, fie, Madeline, what a wreteh
art thou! how unworthy of his goodness! how little benefitted by
his precepts!” She returned to her chamber, fastened the door, and
sitting down upon the bed, burst into an ageny of tears—‘I shall be
ashamed to meet my father’s eyes in the morning,” eried she, ‘T am
sure my looks will betray my guilt: well I am resolved I will punish
myself for it; heneeforward I'll never express the smallest curiosity
to be acquainted with his affairs; and never more will I scold
Jaqueline when I cateh her with her ear to the key-hole listening to
our disecourse.’

She continued lamenting her conduet and imploring heaven to
forgive it, till she heard the Countess, notwithstanding the lightness
of her step, returning to her chamber. Roused by this, she then
first perceived that day was dawning, and cold and exhausted
crept into bed, where she lay till it was time for her to rise. As soon
as drest, she went down to assist Jaqueline in preparing breakfast,
and found her the only person yet up.

‘Why, Mam’selle,” said she, the moment she saw Madeline, ‘I
believe you slept but badly last night, for you look very pale.’

‘Do 1,’ said Madeline, with a sigh.

‘Yes, indeed; and I faney I don’t look vastly blooming myself,
for my rest was not over good I ean assure you; I thought I heard
strange noises last night; do you know, Mam’selle, I don’t half like
those strangers.’

‘We must give them their breakfast however,’ said Madeline; ‘so
pray, Jaqueline, let us lose no more time in talking.’

‘Bless you,’ eried Jaqueline, ‘you’ll find I have lost no time in get-
ting it ready; the coffee is ready for making, the things are laid, and
I am just going to the dairy for the butter and cream.’

Madeline turned into the parlour, and walked to the window, but
not now, as heretofore, to gaze upon the prospeet with delight: her
mind was sunk in the heaviest dejection; for, for the first time, it
was conselous of error; and all that had before charmed, was now
chsregarded.

Oh, Innocence! first of blessings ! how tasteless without thee would
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all the pleasures of life appear to a heart of sensibility ! as no state
can be happy without thec, neither can any be truly wretched with
thee; thy smiles can give fortitude to the weak; thy power can
blunt the arrows of adversity: he who cherishes thee shall, in the
hour of misery, be rewarded by thy consolations,—and blessed,
thrice blessed are they who know them.

Madeline was not long in the parlour ere her father entered. After
the usual salutations, he began a conversation which seemed con-
trived for the purpose of knowing whether Madeline felt any curio-
sity about the proceedings of the last night; he at length took her
hand, and leading her to a chair, seated himself by her,

‘My dear Madeline,” said he, ‘you were no doubt surprised at
what you saw last night; and your silence respecting that surprise,
pleases me more than I can express, as it at once convinces me of
the command you have over yourself, and the respect you have for
me.’

Praise so undeserved was more cutting to the heart of Madeline
than the severest reproaches could have been; she burst into tears;
declared her unworthiness, her contrition, and implored her father’s
forgiveness.

‘An error,’ exclaimed Clermont, after the pause of a minute, and
taking the hand which hie had suddenly relinquished, ‘so ingenu-
ously acknowledged, so sincerely repented, I cannot deny my
pardon to: but, my dear Madeline, let the conviction of your weak-
ness, render you more fervent than ever in imploring heaven to
strengthen your virtuous resolutions: let it also influence you to
make allowances for the frailty of others; ’tis inexcusable in any
one to triumph over the indiscretions of another, which perhaps the
want of similar temptations alone prevented their falling into; but
doubly inexcusable in those who are conscious of having committed
them.’

‘From the first pang of remorse, judge of the horrors which ever
attend misconduct, and strive to avoid them by ever resisting in-
clinations that side not with your duties: to oppose our passions, is
finally to conquer them; like cowards, they are tyrannical with the
weak, but timid with the brave: and no victory can be so glorious
as one obtained over them; ’'tis applauded by our reason, sanc-
tioned by our conscience, and applauded by him who records the
smallest effort in the cause of virtue.’

‘Oh, my father,” said Madeline, ‘henceforward I trust 1 shall con-
vince you I have profited by your lessons.’

‘Be your error forgotten,’ resumed Clermont, ‘or only remem-
bered as a caution against any future one. And now, my child, to
return to last night; you were no doubt astonished at the feelings
manifested by the Countess de Merville and me at our unexpected
meeting; but strong as is our mutual regard, friendship is the only
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tie between us: how that friendship commenced, or was interrup-
ted, would not be more painful to you to hear, than to me to relate.
You were right in supposing our stolen interview was for the pur-
pose of talking over affairs which we wished to conceal; a wish
dictated by regard to your tranquillity; as the Countess knew my
past, so was she now acquainted with my present situation; and
in consequence of being so generously noble, humanely offered to
take you under her protection.’

Madeline started, and would have spoken, had not a motion from
Clermont enjoined her to silence.

“You know not,” he continued, ‘heaven only knows it, the load of
anxiety her offer has removed from my heart; unnumbered have
been the sleepless nights, the wretched days I have passed on your
account; looking forward to the hour which should deprive you of
my protection,’ a tear dropped from Madeline on his hand; *which
should leave you forlorn in a world too prone to take advantage of
innocence and poverty : the asylum of a cloister was the only one I
had means of proecuring you; but to that you ever manifested a
repugnance, and I could not therefore influence vou to it; the free-
will offering of the heart is alone acceptable to heaven: besides, Ido
not thoroughly approve such institutions; I think they are some-
what contrary to nature; and I can never believe that beings im-
mured for life, can feel gratitude so ardent, piety so exalted to the
Almighty, as those who, in the wide range of the world, have daily
opportunities of exploring his wonders, experiencing his goodness,
and contemplating the profusion of his gifts. The Countess de
Merville is just the guide to whose care I can consign my beloved
girl with confidence and pleasure; her virtues are as fascinating as
her manners; and though her ability to do good is great, her wish
is still greater,

‘With her you'll move in a sphere of life very different from your
present one; and against the dangers so often attending sudden
exaltation I would caution you, did I not know that she will at
once cherish you with the tenderness of a parent, and watch you
with the sedulity of a friend : all I shall therefore say is, that I trust
you may ever continue the unaffected child of nature; ever remem-
ber that modesty is'the best ornament of a female, and simplicity
her chief attraction: the Countess departs after breakfast, and you
then accompany her.’

Madeline again started; all the pleasure she might from a lively
fancy have derived at the prospeet of such a change of scene, was
damped by the idea of leaving him;—‘oh, my father! she said,
bursting into tears, ‘how can I leave you!’

Equally affected as herself, and bitterly lamenting the cruel
necessity which could alone have caused a separation, he clasped
her to his bosom, and mingled tears with hers; in pity to his feel-
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ings, he besought her to moderate hers; to consider the tranquillity
he should enjoy from having her under such proteetion. He told her
in a few months, if it pleased heaven, they would again meet, as the
Countess then intended to return to Paris, and had promised in her
way to it to make some stay at his cottage.

Madeline, comforted by those words, wiped away her tears, and
said, she would try to eompose herself. Clermont then took a small
picture, plainly set, from his pocket; ‘T know,’ said he, ‘your tender-
ness will be gratified by this present; accept therefore, my dear
Madeline,” putting it into her hand, ‘the copy of what your father
was when his cheek was unfaded by age or care, his spirit unbroken
by disappointment.’

Madeline had never before seen this picture, she received it with
transport; though from its being done at a very early period, she
could now secarcely trace any resemblance in it to her father.

The Countess now entered the parlour with a countenance open
as day, and irradiated with the sunshine of good-humour:—"Well,’
cried she to Clermont, ‘have you told our young friend that I mean
to run away with her?’

‘Yes,” replied he, ‘and she has no objection to the measure, but
what proceeds from her reluetance at leaving me.’

‘If she did not feel that reluctance,” said the Countess, ‘she would
be lessened in my esteem; but while I admire, it will be my study to
remove 1t.’

‘I am convinced it will,” said Clermont.

‘And I, madam,’ said Madeline, ‘am truly sensible of your good-
ness; I feel it at my heart; and it will be the height of my ambition
to merit it: oh, what joy should I derive from it, but for quitting
my father!"—A tear, in spite of her eflorts to restrain it, trickled
down her chieck; but she hastily wiped it away, and seated herself
at the table, to which Clermont handed Madame. The emotions of
Madeline prevented her eating and she lingered over the breakfast
things, long after her attendance was necessary, till the Countess,
looking at her watch, begged she would pack up whatever she
wanted to take along with her, as she expected the carriage every
moment, and was anxious to begin her journcy that it might be
terminated at an early hour, the roads about the chateau being
very loansome.

Madelinie immediately rose and repaired to Jaqueline to obtain
her assistance, and inform her she was going.—‘Alack a day, it was
an unlucky hour which brought those strangers to our cottage!’
cried the good-natured Jaqueline; ‘here they have come to disturb
our happiness and comfort, and leave me and my poor master like
two solitary hermits: we never more shall have any pleasant music!
never more any midnight serenades, or dancing on the lawn—no,
no! Claude and Josephe will never more come about the house with
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their flutes when you have left it;—poor lads! often and often have
I scoffed at them for doing so, and said they might as well pipe to
the kids on the mountains as to you, who was a lady born, I was
sure. And then, Mam’selle, if the Chevalier de Sevignie should ever
re-visit the cottage, how sadly he'll be disappeinted at finding you
gone; for I'll never believe but what he was deeply in love with you;
what else could have kept him in the valley so long after he was
recovered, or make him come loitering about the cottage as I
discovered him one morning?’

Jaqueline had now touched a chord which could not bear vibra-
tion. Madeline from being pale, turned red, and then pale again;
and, hastening up stairs, desired Jaqueline to follow her directly.
Jaqueline obeyed; and Madeline, too much agitated to do much for
herself, gave her the things to pack up which she wanted to take
with her; then leaning pensively against a window which com-
manded a view of the castle, ‘I am going then,’ said she to herself;
‘woing, I may say, into a new world, without really knowing the
family to which I belong,—the mother from whom I sprung, or one
circumstance about her: but why do I indulge this restless curio-
sity? oh, let me try to repress it, as well from the resolution of last
night, as from the conviction, that could the knowledge 1 desire
add to my happiness, it would not be kept from me:—never,
therefore, may my rashness again attempt to raise the veil which
prudence as well as tenderness, I must believe, has cast over past
events.’

‘Well, Mam/’selle,” eried Jaqueline, ‘your things arc now packed,
but heaven knows most unwillingly. Is there no way by which you
could aveid going?’

‘No,” replied Madeline, *for my father wishes me to go, happy to
have me under the protection of a lady who is as good as she is
great.’

“She may be very good indeed,’ said Jaqueline; ‘but that’s more
than her attendants are, I fancy; I don’t like them at all, they did
so titter at me last night when I went to the study with their
supper, though I am sure I paid my compliments to them very
handsomely: Lord they think, because they have been in Paris,
that no body but themselves knows any thing of good-breeding,’

Madeline now descended to the parlour; and in a few minutes
after the coach appeared. She trembled and wept, and the fortitude
of Clermont almost forsook him; he blessed, he embraced her with
unutterable tenderness; he put her hand into the Countess’s, and
said he committed to her charge his only earthly happiness,—the
only treasurc he had preserved from the wreck of felicity,—his sole
friend, almost his sole companion, for fifteen years.

The Countess, convinced that to delay would rather inerease
than diminish the emotions of both, hastened to the carriage,
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led by Clermont, and followed by Madeline, her attendants, and
the weeping Jaqueline.

‘I shall certainly break my heart,” cried the latter as she walked
by Madeline, ‘and this great lady will have my death to answer for:
Lord send she mayn’t have any more sins upon her conscience; they
say those Paris folks are sometimes very wicked.’

Madeline cast her pensive eyes alternately on her father, his
cottage, and the lovely prospect surrounding it: ‘oh, dear preceptor
of my youth! oh, solitary scenes of early infancy!” she cried to her-
self, ‘how gladly would I resign all the pleasure which, perhaps,
awaits my entrance into another situation, to continue the com-
panion of one,—the peaceful inmate of the other!’

More dejected than words can express, she entered the coach,
whose swiftness soon made her lose sight of her father; but while
one glimpse of his habitation could be seen, she did not turn her
eyes from it; and when a winding of the valley hid it from her view,
she again sighed, and implored the protection of heaven for its
beloved owner.
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Chapter 5
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In these woods I deem some spirits dwell,
Wha, from the chiding stream and groaning oak,
Still hear and answer to my moan.

DOUGLAS

THE SOOTHING ATTENTIONS OF THE COUNTESS DE MER-
ville at length abated the grief of Madeline; she gradually revived
and began to converse and admire the new and beautiful scenes,
through which she passed. In the course of conversation she learned
that her amiable friend was a widow, and had one only child, a
daughter, married about three years to a Monsieur D’Alembert,
who generally resided in Paris; in which place the Countess had
also lived for that period, for the purpose of enjoying her danghter’s
company :— but at length, weary of the dissipation that prevails
there,” said she, ‘and in which I was sometimes obliged unavoidably
to join, I found myself under the necessity of giving up my
daughter’s society for a time, in order to recruit myself by country
air and retirement.’

They stopped, in the meridian of the day, at u small house on the
borders of an extensive forest through which they were to pass, to
procure some refreshment, and rest the horses. The room in which
the Countess and Madeline dined looked into the forest; and the
cool shade which the trees cast upon the windows, rendered it
delightful after the intense heat they had been exposed to whilst
travelling. At some distance, proudly rising above the trees,
appeared the antique towers of a castle.

‘What a gloomy residence must that be, madam,’ said Madeline
pointing to it.

‘Gloomy indeed,’ replied the Countess,

“Ah, my ladies,” cried their host, who was attending them, an old
grey-headed man, ‘I remember the time,” with a melancholy shake
of his head, ‘when that castle, notwithstanding its situation in the
forest, was neither sad nor gloomy, but one of the gayest mansions
in France.’

‘And what occasioned an_alteration in it?’ said Madeline, after
waiting a minute to try if the Countess would ask the question.

‘Death, my Lady,—death, that pays no regard to rank or riches.
The Count de Montmorenci,” continued the old man, advancing a
few steps nearer to Madeline, ‘the lord of that castle, had an only
son, one of the finest youths perhaps that ever was seen,—the
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admiration of the rich, the comfort of the poor, the pride and dar-
ling of his parents; this beloved son was murdered about seventeen
years ago upon the Alps, and ever since that period the Count has
never held up his head. To complete his misery, the Countess, on
whom he doted, died in two days after she heard the fate of her son;
and poor gentleman, from that time to the present, he has led a
wretched and unsettled life, wandering about from one seat to
another, (for he has many in France) as if he hoped change of scene
could give him eomfort;—alas! nothing in this world can do so. He
has now been two years absent from Montmorenci Castle; we there-
fore expect him soon at it. While he is away, "tis always locked up:
and from his frequent absences, and the neglect shewn to every
thing when in it, 'tis become, both within and without, quite an
altered place. The only pleasure he has expericnced sinee his son’s
death, has been in doing what he thought would show respect and
honour to his memory: he has had a fine monument erected for him
in the chapel of Montmorenci Castle; and on the left side of it, at a
good distance, you may see, my lady,” approaching the window,
and pointing out the spot to Madeline, ‘rising above a thick clump
of trees, the top of a monumental pillar, which he placed there to his
memory.’

“Yes,” said Madeline, ‘I see it; there appears to me an urn upon
it.

“You are right, my lady, there is an urn ornamented with a
wreath of laurel, withered ere half blown. Some people say that the
Countin his youth,” resumed the old man, ‘eommitted actions which
deserved the chastisement of heaven. For my part, I say nothing;
when a man is in sorrow, his faults should be forgotten.’

‘Not always, my friend,’ said the Countess, who had hitherto sat
silently listening to the conversation; ‘I agree with you, a man
should not be reproached for them when in trouble; but they
should be remembered to prove the justice of Providence in send-
ing that trouble, and that, sooner or later, he will punish the evil
doer.’

*Very true, very true,” eried her host, bowing to the ground.

The Countess was now informed her earriage was ready, and she
lost no time in re-entering it: it passed within a few yards of Mont-
morenei Castle; and through the bars of the massy iron gate which
opened into its spacious court, Madeline beheld that court strewed
with fragments of the building, o’er which the high grass waved in
rank luxuriance. ‘The pride, the glory of the family belonging to
that castle,’ said the Countess, bending forward to look at it, ‘is
gone for ever; dazzling was its splendour, but rapid its decline:
greatness unsupported by goodness can never be durable.

“You think then, madam,’ cricd Madeline, ‘that the Count really
merited his afllictions.’
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“ "Pis an unpleasant subject, my dear,’ said the Countess, ‘we will
change it’; "twas accordingly dropped.

About sun-set they reached the chateau, which the Countess de
Merville possessed in right of her father; it was built at a very dis-
tant period, and its architecture was rude in the extreme; for the
pride of its possessors would not permit the smallest polish or im-
provement, considering its rudeness an honourable date of their
own antiquity. Time, however, had been less sparing, and marked
it in many places with visible deeay ; some of the windows were dis-
mantled from the failure of the stone work, and many of its battle-
ments had mouldered away : it stood upon an elevated lawn, seque-
stered in the bosom of an extensive wood, whose mighty shades
appeared co-eval with itself: on one side a narrow stream erept from
a little shrubby hill with sluggish murmurs through the brushwood,
expanding by degrees, till it formed a spacious lake, whose rising
banks were covered with a profusion of fragrant and flowering
shrubs; the myrtle, the laurestine, the flexile ozier, and the weep-
ing willow here intermingled their beauties, and fantastically fringed
its margin; while on its bosom lay a few small islands of varie-
gated verdure, the haunts of lonely and aquatic fowl, whose melan-
choly eries heightened the natural solemnity of the evening hour.
Behind the chateau lay its old fashioned gardens, full of fountains,
labyrinths, bowers, and mutilated statues; and above them, bound-
ing the horizon, were seen the towering Alps, those gigantic sons of
ereation, to whom compared, the proudest monuments of art are as
insignificant as the ray of the glow-worm to the solar blaze. The
gardens were terminated by a narrow valley, to which there was a
descent by steps cut in the sod: it lay between stupendous moun-
tains, whose summits, at a distance, appeared tinged with blue
vapour, and proudly reaching to the elouds; and in it stood the re-
mains of a religious house, built and endowed by an ancestor of the
Countess, many years prior to the erection of the castle, and at
which this period had been long uninhabited in consequence of its
decay; it still however continued to be the Countess’s place of wor-
ship; hither, whenever she resided at the chateau, she was wont to
retire at the close of day, and pass an hour in prayer and solemn
meditation ; and here a priest (belonging to the community that had
once inhabited it, and for whom her father had procured another
habitation) officiated at stated periods. The chapel was still in
tolerable preservation; but all beside, except a flight of stairs that
led to the dormitory above, was in irreparable decay. The numerous
religious devices and heavy gothie windows of the chapel, were of
themselyes almost sufficient to have inspired a holy awe: reliques
of saints and departed warriors covered great part of the walls; and
banners presented by knights croisaders on their return from the
Holy Land, as grateful offerings to heaven for its protecting care,
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still hung from some of the pillars, waving, as if in sullen dignity,
o’er the sculptured marble that covered their remains. For reli-
gious retirement, no place could have been better adapted than the
valley ; its towering mountains excluded every prospect that could
have allured the heart to wish to stray beyond it; and the gloom of
the hanging woods invited to meditation, which there was no
sounds to interrupt, except the dashing of distant waterfalls, and
the cawing of rooks: a thick mantle of grass covered the valley, and
here the thistle shook its lonely head, and the moss that erept over
the buttresses of the monastery whistled to the wind. This building
communicated with the castle by means of a subterraneous pas-
sage, now never used on account of its vicinity to the burying
vaults.

The vast magnitude and decaying grandeur of the chateau, im-
pressed Madeline with surprise and melancholy ; which were almost
heightened to awe and veneration on entering a gloomy-vaulted
hall of immense size, with small arched windows, and supported by
stone arches, ornamented with rude sculpture, and hung with rusty
coats of armour; while against the walls the ancient implements of
war were placed in curious devices of suns, moons, and stars. At one
end of the hall was the picture of the founder of the castle, and at
the other the grand stair-case, whose sides were covered with
historical pictures reaching to the ceiling.

The old domestics of the chateau were here assembled to wel-
come the return of their lady; and their delight at seeing her was a
convincing proof, if such a one had been wanting, of her goodness.
She addressed them all kindly and severally, nor betrayed the
least impatience at their tedious enquiries. She then led Madeline
into a large parlour, where she embraced and welcomed her to the
chateau, which she desired her in future to consider as her home.
Coffee was immediately brought in, and the house-keeper soon after
followed ; presuming on her superiority over the rest of the ser-
vants, she had come in to hear and relate all that had happened
since her lady’s departure; she was a little woman, almost double
with age, and neat even to preciseness, The Countess, who esteemed
her from her long residence in the family, and her fidelity, made her
take a cup of coffee, and sit down. :

“Well, madame,’ said the little creature, while her eyes twinkled
with pleasure at the kindness of her lady, ‘has my young lady yet
given an heir to Monsicur I’Alembert?’ '

“No,’ replied the Countess.

‘Dear heart! I am sorry for that; I had hoped by this time to
have heard there was a grandson born to my beloved lady.” She
then proceeded to mention her pleasure at the Countess’s having
procured such a companion as Madeline, one who would prevent
her missing her daughter as much as she had formerly done.
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The Countess sighed at these words; and a shade of melancholy
for a few minutes obscured her countenance. The eyes of Madeline,
meanwhile, were busily employed examining the apartment; many
things within it excited her surprise and euriosity; and scarcely
could she keep herself from asking a number of questions about
what she saw. While the Countess and Agatha were talking over
family matters, she retired to a window which commanded a
beautiful prospect of the lake, now glittering with the beams
of a setting sun; the scene recalled to her mind the manner in
which she had been situated the preceding evening; and the
sigh of involuntary regret mingled with the pleasures of recollee-
tion.

With her father she had then viewed the retiring glories of the
sun from the little lawn before their cottage ;—glories which he had
likened to those that attend the departure of the virtuous—ecalm,
awful, and lovely: together they had enjoyed the fresh breeze
which played around; and heard the soft voices of the peasant girls
chaunting the evening service to the Virgin, in which they joined,
elevating their hearts like their eyes to that heaven whose goodness
they experienced. Enraptured with the scene, they thought not of
returning to the house; but continued to wateh the moon gradually
breaking through the fleecy clouds, mellowing the extensive land-
scape, and casting long tracts of radiance aslant the trembling
waves; while the owl, from his ivy-mantled bower, hailed her with
notes of sadness, and the young cottagers came forth to dance be-
neath her beams. ‘Oh, my father!” eried Madeline to herself, “if T did
not think such evenings would return, how wretehed would be now
the heart of your child!’

As she leaned pensively against the window, she was suddenly
roused by lively music from the wood; and immediately after, saw
a troop of rustics emerging from it, dressed in their holiday elothes,
and adorned with large boquets of the gayest spring flowers. Those
were the Countess’s tenants come to celebrate her arrival. She
direetly went forth to meet them. followed by Madeline, who
derived unspeakable pleasure from such a sight. They all eagerly
erowded round their beloved mistress, each anxious to be first
noticed; some weeping for joy, and others blessing heaven for per-
mitting them again to behold her face. Affected by those proofs of
love and gratitude, the heart of the Countess swelled with sensi-
bility, and a tear rolled down her cheek: oh, how delightful! how
different her sensations from those experienced by the selfish beings
who neither feel nor interest themselves about the welfare of
others; but, like the haughty tyrant, seated

amid the gaudy herd
Of mute barbarians bending to his nod,
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close their eyes upon thie distresses of mankind, because clevated
above them; and say within themselves, let not

the clam’rous voice of woe
Intrude wpon mine ear!

After conversing some time with the peasants, the Countess
returned to the parlour; from whence she and Madeline watched
them resuming the dance, and partaking of refreshments laid out
for them on large tables about the lawn. The gaiety of the scene
somewhat amused, but could not entirely remove the dejection of
Madeline’s heart; her father, sad and solitary in his cottage, was
present to her view: and she sighed almost unknowing to herself,
The Countess perceived her dejection, and loved her the better for
it, as she knew the amiable source from which it proceeded: she
tried, however, to beguile it by her conversation; and related a
number of pleasant anecdotes; deseribed the different places she
had seen; and gave a particular account of Paris, its custonss, and
diversions.

Subjects so new to Madeline could not fail to amuse and interest
her; and she expressed her pleasure in the liveliest manner.

“Yet this charming place,’” said the Countess, alluding to what
Madeline had said on hearing Paris deseribed, ‘1 should never visit
but on my daughter’s account. At my time of life, its gaieties begin
to tire: besides, I love retirement, particularly the retirement of
this chatean; I venerate its woods; they were planted by my fore-
fathers; and if ever departed spirits are permitted to review this
world, their spirits I think sometimes revisit them. Often, at the
solemn hour of twilight, have I fancied their voices mingled in the
gale which sighed among the trees: such fancies, perhaps, you'll say
are weaknesses; the generality of mankind would consider them so;
but they rather strengthen than enervate my mind: they are more
soothing to it than language can express; they calm, they refine,
they almost exalt it above mortality, and gradually prepare it for
that hour which, in the course of nature, I may soon expect. But
think not, my love,” continued she, on seeing a gloom again steal-
ing over the countenance of Madeline, ‘that you are come to live
with a dismal recluse; no,—I love innocent and rational society,
and shall continue to do so, while I have health or spirits to
enjoy it.’

In this manner they continued to converse, till supper was an-
nounced in another room. Hitherto a stranger to any thing like
luxury or splendour, Madeline was astonished on entering it at the
elegance and grandeur exhibited to her view; for the Countess,
though of the most domestic turn, still kept up that state her high
rank and fortune entitled her to. She gazed alternately at the table,
the attendants, and the massy plate which covered the side-board;
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and began to fear she should make but an aukward figure in a situa-
tion so very different from her former one.

Fatigued by her journey, the Countess soon after supper pro-
posed retiring to rest; a proposal extremely agreeable to Madeline,
whose spirits still felt agitated. The Countess conducted her to her
c¢hamber, which was near her own, and at the end of a long gallery
that overlooked the hall; here they parted; but a servant remained,
who offered to assist Madeline in undressing; an offer which she,
never accustomed to such attendance, refused; and, feeling a re-
straint in her presence, dismissed her: yet scarcely had she done so,
ere she felt an uneasy sensation, something like fear, stealing over
her mind as she looked round her spacious and gloomy apartment;
nor could she prevent herself from starting as the tapestry, which
represented a number of grotesque and frightful figures, agitated
by the wind that whistled through the erevices, every now and then
swelled from the walls. She sat down near the door, wishing herself
again in her own little chamber, and attentively listening for a pas-
sing step that she might desire the servant she had dismissed to be
recalled; but all was profoundly still, and continued so; and at
length she recollected herself, blushed for the weakness she had
betrayed; and, recommending herself to the protection of heaven,
retired to bed, where she soon forgot her cares and fears. She awoke
in the morning with renovated spirits; and, impatient to gratify
her curiosity by ¢xamining the contents of the chamber, instantly
rose: the furniture was rich but old-fashioned; and as she looked
over the great presses and curious inlaid cabinets, she thought in-
deed she must have not only a great fortune, but great vanity if she
could ever fill them. Thus employed, she forgot the progress of
time, till one of the Countess’s women appeared to know if she was
ready for breakfast, as her lady waited. She immediately descended
to the parlour, where she was received with the utmost kindness.

Breakfast over, she wrote a long letter to her father, and was
then amused by looking over the chateau. In the course of a week
she reccived an answer from her father; and the pleasure he EXpres-
sed at her situation, joined to the unremitting attentions of the
Countess, entirely restored her spirits. Every day raised her bene-
volent friend still higher in her estimation, and love and esteem
were soon united to gratitude and respeet. |

The Countess determined not to receive any visitors, nor if pos-
sible let her arrival at the chateau be known, till she had recovered
from the fatigue occasioned by the dissipations of Paris. But the
total retirement in which she at present lived, neither tired nor
depressed Madeline; with the Countess, it was, indeed, impossible
to experience any dullness; she had received and profited by all the
advantages of a liberal education; and her almost constant inter-
course with the great world, contributed, as well as her knowledge
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of books, to render her conversation entertaining and mstructive.
But not alone by her conversation did she try to enliven their soli-
tude; she varied it by excursions about the domain and to the most
romantic places in its neighbourhood.

She also diversified it, by seeing carried into execution a number
of benevolent schemes for her poor tenants: she went amongst
them herself to see if they had every thing requisite for comfort;
and whether their children were taught to reverence the power that
gave them being; she loved to watch their labours, and encourage
industry by reward. Madeline, who always attended her in her
rambles, beheld with the most exquisite delight the cheek of youth
dimpling into smiles at her approach, and the eye of age glittering
with tears; while she seemed to tread in air, and her cheek, warmed
by the glow of benevolence, again displayed a colour that might
have rivalled the brightest bloom of youth. Next to these, the most
delightful of the hours passed by the Countess and Madeline, were
those in which they rambled through the wild wood walks of the
forest; at that time of day when all the

air is hush’d, save where the weak-ey'd bat,
With short shrill shrieks, flits by on leathern wing;
Or where the beetle winds
His small but sullen horn,
As oft’ he rises *mid the twilight path,
Against the pilgrim borne in heedless hum.

A month glided on in this manner, when the Countess, having
recovered from her fatigue determined to emerge a little from her
solitude on aceount of her young friend.
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UAALAAARAAARAMAARAAARAARRARARAARLL)

Chapter 6

ARAAAAARARAMAAKAARAARAALAARRAARAAK
The joys of meeting pay the pangs of absence.

THE NEAREST NEIGHBOURS THE COUNTESS HAD, WERE A
Madame Chatteneuf and her daughter: they resided in a garrison
town at the foot of the Alps, about three leagues from the chateau.
They were people of fortune, amiable, elegant, and accomplished;
and their house was the constant resort of all the gay and fashion-
able people in its viecinity. To them the Countess determined to
introduce Madeline, not only as a means of improving, but pre-
paring her for the yet more brilliant society of Paris.

She accordingly one morning set out with her for this purpose;
and, during the ride, endeavoured to re-assure the timid Madeline,
who wished, yet dreaded an introduction, lest she should not acquit
herself properly: the lively conversation of her friend, and the
novelty of every thing she saw, pretty well however dissipated her
fears ere she reached the house; which stood at the farther end of
the town, in a large court surrounded with rows of chestnut trees,
and wearing an appearance of cheerfulness that justly indicated the
temper of its owners. The Countess had the satisfaction of finding
them at home, and was immediately ushered into a room, where
they sat alone. They both flew to her with open arms; but when
they heard how long she had been returned to the country, could
not refrain reproaching her amidst their embraces for not letting
them know of her arrival, She gave the real reason as an excuse for
not doing so; and the first compliments being over, took the hand of
Madeline, who, timidly standing behind, had not hitherto been
noticed, and presented her to them. The reception she met with
was truly flattering, and quite revived her spirits; for she was con-
vineed that nothing satirical could lurk beneath the benevolent
smile of Madame Chatteneuf, or the delightful vivacity of her
daughter. The charms and simplicity of Madeline, execlusive of her
being the avowed favourite of the Countess, immediately inter-
ested them in her favour; and they assured her with real sincer ty,
that they should be happy to cultivate her friendship.

“Though I am angry,’ said. Madame Chattencuf, addressing the
Countess when they were scated, ‘at your having so long eoncealed
your return to the chateau; yet now I can scarcely wonder at it,
as I am sure that Mam’selle Clermont rendered solitude so delight-
ful, that in relinquishing it, you rather diminish than promote your
own happiness’; the Countess smiled, and Madeline bowed, ‘but
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now that we have discovered the treasure you possess, be assured,
my good friend,’ continued she, “we shall not suffer you to mono-
polize it entirely to yourself.’

‘Do not wrong me so much,’ said the Countess, ‘as to suppose I
ever harboured so selfish an idea; no, be assured I would not do
society so much injustice.’

‘T am particularly pleased,” said Madame Chattencuf, ‘that you
have come to-day, as my daughter gives a little ball this evening,
which, to her and her whole party, T am sure will be doubly agrec-
able from having your company and Mam’selle Clermont’s.’

Flow unfortunate,” exclaimed the Countess, ‘that we had no
presentiment of this, for then we should have put on all our airs and
graces.’

‘Nature has already done that,’ replied Madame Chatteneuf.

“Well, but seriously,’ said the Countess, ‘we shall not be able to
appear in our morning dresses before company so brilliant as I
know yours always to be.’

‘Ewvery one,’ eried Madame Chatteneuf, ‘will be dressed quite
in a simple stile, T can assure you, for it is to be quite a rural
affair; we are to dance in the garden, and have a collation In the
banqueting-house; and should I now be deprived of the pleasure
of your company and Mam’selle Clermont’s, after the hope I
entertained of enjoying it, I should derive little from the amuse-
ment.’

“Enough,’ said the Countess, ‘we will not mortify ourselves by
refusing your invitation.’

The conversation then turned on general subjects, and Madeline
became if possible more pleased with her new friends. After dinner
they proceeded to the garden which was large and beautiful: on a
spacious and level green, at the remote end of it, surrounded with
trees, stood the banqueting-house. a light and elegant structure,
elevated on white marble steps, and encompassed by a balustrading
of the same: it opened entirely in front in form of a pavillion, sup-
ported by fluted pillars, which were entwined with fragrant shrubs
that, ereeping over the roof, fell through its lattice-work and
formed a canopy of ‘inwoven shade’: orchestres were erec ted in the
most sequestered parts of the garden, and the walks were orna-
mented with arches and festoons of coloured lamps. Madeline was
struck with admiration at all she saw; and her friends anticipated
the yet greater pleasure and surprise she would experience when
the company assembled and the garden was lighted: nor were they
mistakens she could then have almost fancied herself suddenly con-
veyed to the regions of fairy-land; the brilliancy of the lights,
heightened by the darkness of the grove through which the walks
they ornamented were cut;—the softness of the music that seemed
to steal from the very bosom of retirement;—the elegance and
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animation of the company that were scattered about in groups,—
altogether formed such a scene as Madeline had never before seen,
or even conceived; a scene, crowned by a prospeet of the majestic
Alps, whose awful cliffs appeared in many places to overhang the
garden, and tinted as they were with the purple rays of evening,
united richness and solemnity to gaiety and splendour. The ladies,
engaged in receiving their guests, could no longer pay her parti-
cular attention; and the Countess, who had a numerous acquain-
tance, was drawn from her into a chatting party with some of her
old friends, but not till she had seen her in a general manner intro-
duced to the company, with whom she then supposed she would
intermix and amuse herself; but poor Madeline was too diffident to
join any party unsolicited; and they were all too gay and thought-
less either to solicit her or deem it necessary to do so. Left to her-
self, she felt awkward at standing alone, and accordingly repaired
to a bench placed round the trunk of an old tree near the spot
destined for the dancers. Some ladies and gentlemen oceupied the
same seat, though at a little distance from her, and thus prevented
any impropriety in her situation. Here she was sufliciently amused
by attending to what was going forward; but when she saw the
company preparing for the dance, an universal terror seized her
least she should be asked to join them: fearful as she was that she
should not be able to acquit herself like them from never having
mixed 1n any but the simple dance of the peasant, she took care to
place herself as much out of the way as possible: but while enjoying
her obscurity, a party of officers suddenly emerged from a winding
path near her seat, and in passing it, they could not avoid observ-
ing her; they stopped as if involuntarily, and their eyes were im-
mediately fastened on her. Confused by their ardent gaze, she
was bending hers to the ground, when a gentleman, who had
hitherto stood rather behind them, suddenly starting forward, ex-
elaimed,

‘Good heaven! do my eves really deceive me, or do I behold
Mademoiselle Clermont?’

The heart of Madeline vibrated to his voice, and looking up, she
beheld de Sevignie. The pleasure, the agitation of that moment
cannot be expressed;—a pleasure, an agitation which, even in a
greater degree hie seemed to experience.

‘For once,” eried he, taking her hand and pressing it between his,
‘for once has chance been my friend !—oh, how often have I wished
for such a moment as this!—but hopelessly I wished—despairingly
I sighed for it.’ :

Madeline blushed and trembled ; she was not more confused by
his manner, than by the looks of the officers, whom she perceived
smiling significantly at each other: her countenance betrayed her
feelings, and made de Sevignie recollect himself; he resigned her
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hand, endeavoured to repress his agitation, and turning to his com-
panions, asked them if they would join the dancers?

“That is to say,’ cried one of them with a significant glance, ‘that
you wish us to do so.’

“Yes,” replied de Sevignie, colouring, and half smiling as he inter-
preted the glanee; ‘and to follow your example, if Mademoiselle
Clermont is inclined, and will honour me with her hand—'

Not more unwilling from diffidence, than unable from agitation,
Madeline in a faint voice, said she could not dance, but begged she
might not prevent him.

‘A wish to promote my own felicity will prevent me,’” said he in a
low voice; “for oh, how much more delightfully will my minutes be
spent if you permit me to devote them to you.

The officers now moved on; but their yet more expressive glances
as they did so, so shocked Madeline, that, unable to bear the idea of
being thought anxious for a féte-d-téte with de Sevignie, she rose
abruptly and walked towards an avenue crowded with company;
de Sevignie followed.—Do you fly me then?’ said he, ‘after so long
a separation, so unexpected a meeting, do you refuse me a few
minutes conversation? ah, Madeline, you once permitted me to call
myself your friend,—a permission which, I fear, you have now for-
gotten. You once promised to remember me;—a promise which,
like too many in the world, was made I fear without thought, and
forgotten without remorse !’

Those were reproaches poor Madeline did not merit; and the soft
melancholy and confusion of her looks too plainly told him so; he
caught her hand, and attempted to lead her back to the seat she
had just quitted.

‘I cannot go,” said Madeline, struggling to disengage her hand;
‘your companions will think it so strange if they see us there.’

“They are too much engrossed by their amusement either to
observe or think about us: and of this be assured,’ cried de Sevig-
nie, ‘you cannot be more tenacious about every thing which con-
cerns your delicacy than I am, and ever shall be."

Madeline no longer opposed him; even if inclined to do so, her
emotions were almost too violent to have permitted her; and he led
her back to the beneh, which they found deserted by the company
they had left upon it. De Sevignie now enquired particularly for
Clermont, for whom he expressed the warmest esteem and grati-
tude; and then to what fortunate circumstance he owed his present
happiness.

Madeline briefly informed him a friend of her father’s had taken
her under her protection; and in turn enquired whether he resided
at V—? _ :

‘No,” he replied, ‘chance merely brought him to 1t,‘and hDSP]-
tality and kindness detained him in it. By accident,’ said he, ‘I got
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acquainted with the officers quartered here soon after my arrival,
and they introdueced me to the inhabitants, whose politeness and
attention have from day to day indueced me to put off my depart-
ure.—And for once,” glancing at Madeline, ‘I have reason to be
happy at following the bent of inclination. Though I never dared
to think,’ said he, ‘of again intruding on the hospitality of Monsieur
Clermont, yet a thousand times on the airy wings of fancy I have
been transported to his cottage, to the side of his Madzline, listen-
ing in imagination to the soft pathos of that veice, which had power
to thrill through every fibre of my heart: oh, happy and delightful
days when I was not indebted to illusion for the sound! never has
the remembrance of them been absent from my thoughts; com-
pared to them, how insipid appear those I now pass. Tell me,” he
continued, gazing on her with the most impassioned tenderness,
‘did your father, or did you ever condescend to bestow one thought
upon me after we parted?’

‘Yes, sometimes,” said Madeline hesitatingly and blushing, ‘my
father has talked of the unlucky accident you met with, and express-
ed his hopes of your having quite recovered it.’

‘A more unlucky accident indeed,” said de Sevignie, laying his
hand expressively upon his heart, ‘than he was aware of.’

‘I am sorry for it," eried Madeline, who, though she understood
his meaning, wished to appear ignorant of it.

*His simples, for onee, were unsuecessful,” resumed de Sevignie;
‘vet, notwithstanding their failure, through his means only I eould
expect the wound completely cured.’ :

Madeline could no longer disguise her confusion; and averting
her eyes to avoid his, to her infinite surprise and embarrassment,
beheld the Countess de Merville at a little distance attentively
observing her: covered with blushes, she snatched away her hand
from de Sevignic, and starting from her seat, hastened to the
Countess.

‘T have been seeking you every where, Madeline,” said her friend
in a grave accent, ‘and was disappointed at not finding youamongst
the dancers,”

‘I should be particularly honoured,” exclaimed de Sevignie, who
had followed Madeline, and conjectured this to be her protectress,
bowing as he spoke, “if Mademoiselle Clermont would permit me to
lead her to them.’

Madeline bowed, but refused; she thought to dance with him
now would be to acknowledge a wish of receiving his attentions;
and delicacy made her shrink from any conduet which could exeite
such an idea.

‘We will go into a more frequented walk then,” said the Countess.

There was something in her manner which made Madeline believe
she was not quite pleased with her; and she bitterly regretted
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having staid with de Sevignie against her better judgment. He
seemed in some degree to share her distress and confusion; and
attempted not again to address the Countess, who had merely
noticed him by a slight inclination of her head.

‘I presume,” cried she to Madeline, when they had got some
yards from him, ‘you are well acquainted with that young gentle-
man.’

‘Yes, madam,” replied Madeline.

‘And pray by what means?” asked her friend.

Madeline, as well as her confusion would permit, related the
accident which had introduced him to the notice of her and her
father.

‘Is he agreeable?” enquired the Countess.

‘Yes—very—that is, T mean rather so,” answered Madeline,
blushing, and bending her eyes to the ground.

They now reached a large party, amongst whom was Mademoi-
selle Chatteneuf. She rallied Madeline for having so long hidden her-
self;—‘you certainly did so,” said she, ‘to teaze and mortify those
who wished to engage vou to dance: were you not a total stranger,
I should suspect that you and some sighing swain had becn court-
ing the rural shades together.’

The Countess smiled significantly at Madeline, who, oppressed by
consciousness, turned away her head.

Mademoiselle Chatteneuf now introduced a gentleman who
wished to engage her for the ensuing dance. Madeline hesitated
how to answer, not merely to avoid dancing, but on de Sevignie’s
account, to whom she considered herself engaged, though she feared
saying so before the Countess. De Sevignie, however, had followed
her down the walk, and now stood near her; he therefore, on per-
ceiving her situation, stept forward, and asserted his prior right to
her hand. ‘Is this the case, Mam’selle?’ asked the other. She replied
in the aflirmative: and expressing his regret at his late application,
he retired.

The dancing scon commenced again; and Madeline, notwith-
standing her diffidence, had too much real taste not to acquit her-
self with elegance; the harmonious symmetry of her form, the
charmis of her face, heightened by the glow of modesty, and the
grace and animation of every movement, excited universal admira-
tion: and all who had not before seen, were anxious to learn who
she was. When the cotillion was over, the Countess contrived to
have her seated by herself, and thus precluded all further conver-
sation of an interesting nature between her and de Sevignie: he
still remained, however, near his lovely partner, and by his eyes
expressed his feelings: but even the little pleasure derived from a
restrained conversation, and those glances, he was soon deprived
of; for as the Countess rose to repair to the banqueting-house, a
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party of her friends surrounded her and Madeline, and rendered all
his efforts to rejoin the latter unsuccessful. The gentleman who had
been prevented by him from dancing with Madeline, now led her in
triumph to the supper-table, and seated her between the Countess
and himself, Had the mind of Madeline been less oceupied by ifs
own immediate concerns than it now was, she would have been
delighted with the seene exhibited to her view; the beautiful foliage
that crept through the roof of the building was intermixed with
lights which glittered like so many stars amongst it; and its droop-
ing boughs were carelessly intermingled with festoons of coloured
lamps that hung between the pillars, through which a grand per-
spective of illuminated arches were scen terminated in a dark
grove, from whenece the softest music stole, and seemed to keep time
to the murmurs of a fountain which played directly before the
banqueting-house.

Madeline perceived she was attentively watched by the Countess,
and endeavoured to appear amused; but the scene had no charms
for her. She could not prevent herself from stealing a glance at de
Sevignie, who sat opposite to her; she caught his eyes at the mom-
ent, and hers were instantly withdrawn, yet not without observing
a pensive expression in his face, which seemed to say his gaiety,
like hers, was only assumed.

She felt pleased, as if about being relieved from a disagreeable
restraint, when the company broke up; as she was quitting the ban-
queting-house with the Countess, de Sevignie contrived to approach
and enquire, in a low voice, whether she returned to the chatean
that night. She replied in the negative, having just been informed
by the Countess it was her intention to eontinue in town till the:
next morning. He then begged to know whether she would permit
him to wait upon her the ensuing day at Madame Chatteneuf’s, The
emotion those words gave Madeline, almost took from her the
power of granting him the permission he requested. The moment he
had obtained it, he bade her adieu.

The ladies were too much fatigued to continue long together
after their return to the house. Madeline was delighted when she
found herself alone; in the privacy of her chamber she could un-
interrupted indulge the pleasing ideas which had taken possession
of her mind; ideas which her second meeting with de Sevignie had
given rise to: never before had his language been so expressive of
love, consequently her hopes relative to him had never before been
so sanguine; every word, every look, now declared her ascendancy
over him, and prospects of felicity opened to her view which she
had scarcely ever before permitted her thoughts to dwell on;—pro-
spects which, if realized, would elevate her to the summit of her
wishes; and that they would, she now began not to doubt: the
words, the looks of de Sevignie, above all the interview he had re-
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quested, flattered her hopes, and her expectations. “Ah, how little
did I think,’ cried she, ‘when I left the chateau of the happiness
that awaited me! how little think that, ere my return to it, I might
be—' She paused, she blushed, —yet felt that if indeed she was, ere
her return to it, the affianced wife of de Sevignie, she would be one
of the happiest of her sex.
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Chapter 7

AAAARARARARARRAARAARAAARRARRARALAL

Ah, then
Be greally cautious of your sliding heart;
Dare not th® infectious sigh, the pleading look,
Downcast and low, in meek submission drest;
let not the fervent tongue,
with adulation smooth,
Gain on your purpos'd will.
THOMSON

THE NEXT MORNING AT BREAKFAST, MADEMOISELLE
Chatteneuf rallied Madeline about the sudden conguest she had
made of de Sevignie. Madeline said she had known him before; and
then mentioned the accident which had introduced him to her
acquaintance.

‘Do you know where he lives in general?’ asked Olivia.

‘No,” replied Madeline; ‘I neither know his residence nor family.’

‘He has been here some weeks,” resumed Olivia, *and is univers-
ally noticed and liked, though no one (at least that I can learn)
knows any thing of his connections; there can be no doubt, from
his manner and stile of living, that they are respectable.’

The Countess saw that Madeline was confused, and changed the
discourse. After conversing some time on various subjects, Olivia
said they might expect an early visit that morning. ‘The officers are
to give a concert and ball this evening, and I know some of them
intend coming here to request the honour of your company,
Madame,” addressing the Countess, ‘and Mademoiselle Cler-
mont’s.’

‘I hope they will not take that trouble,’ eried the Countess, ‘for I
could not accept their invitation.’

‘Not accept it!’ repeated Mademoiselle Chatteneuf.

‘No,” replied the Countess; ‘two nights of dissipation would be
more than I could bear.’

The sparkling eves of Madeline, which had been turncd towards
her, were instantly bent to the ground ; and the gloom of disappoint-
ment overspread her countenance.

‘Suppose then, my good friend,’ said Madame Chatteneuf, who
saw, by the looks of Madeline, the wishes of her heart, and knew
her daughter would be mortified at losing her company, ‘that you
and T enjoy a téte-d-téte this evening, and entrust our girls to the
care of some matron less soberly inclined than ourselves.’
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I thank you for your obliging offer,” replied the Countess; ‘but
I can neither let you relinquish an amusement you have sufficient
health and spirits to enjoy, nor give up my determination of return-
ing to the chateau this day: and I am too well convineed of
Madeline’s regard, to think she will feel any other regret in accom-
panying me, than that which proceeds from quitting you.’

‘Certainly, madam,’ said Madeline, recollecting herself at these
words, and endeavouring to dissipate all appearance of chagrin,
‘I should be ungrateful if I did.’

‘Do not suppose, my love,” eried the Countess, ‘from bringing
you home to-day, that it is my intention to make you refuse every
invitation which I do not choose to accept myself; no, such conduct
would be unreasonable in the highest degree; on the contrary, I
shall be happy sometimes to let you mix in the diversions of this
town, with your amiable friends here, who have already requested
to let you now and then pass a few days with them for that pur-
pose.’

Madeline bowed, and thanked her friends for their obliging
wishes to promote her happiness.

It was now settled, that in three days Madame Chatteneuf and
her daughter should eall for Madeline. They had just arranged this
matter, when a footman entered with a letter, which he presented
to Madeline; saying, ‘Mam’selle, the Chevalier de Sevignie’s servant
waits for an answer.’

Madeline started up in universal trepidation: she forgot, in the
agitation of the moment, the inference that might be drawn from
her manner: she forgot, in short, that there was any being to
observe her. She believed that she held a letter containing a full
explanation of de Sevignie’s sentiments; and that belief drove
every idea not conneeted with it from her mind. She turned to a
window, and, eagerly breaking the seal, read as follows:—

M. de Sevignie presents his most respectful compliments to
Mademoiselle Clermont; he is extremely concerned he cannot have
the honour of waiting on her this morning: but, though prevented
by very particular business from making personal enquiries after
her health, he still flatters himself he shall hear that she is well, and
perfectly recovered from any fatigue that might have attended the
amusements of last night.

Such a letter from de Sevignie, so cold, so formal, instead of the
one she expected to receive from him, gave a shock to Madeline
that almost annihilated every pleasing hope, every pleasing expec-
tation. She sighed,—she leaned pensively against the window;—
‘I was mistaken then,” said she to herself, ‘in imagining de Sevignie
had any thing important to say to me when he requested an
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interview; he only meant to have paid me what it seems is a custom-
ary compliment.’

“The servant waits, my dear,” said the Countess at length, rousing
her from her reverie.

Madeline started, and felt ready to sink with confusion, as she
thought, for the first time, of the remarks she had probably excited.

‘If that letter requires an answer,’ cried the Countess, ‘you had
better give one directly.’

Madeline again glanced at it; she thought, or rather wished to
think, that the last lines expressed something like anxiety about
her; and, judging of de Sevignie by herself, supposing, like her, he
would be delighted to receive even a line from a beloved hand, she
determined to answer the letter, and went to a table, on which was
an open writing desk, for that purpose.

“What are you going to do, Madeline?’ asked the Countess.

‘I am going to write, madam,’ answered Madeline.

‘Does your letter require a written answer?’ again asked the
Countess, in an accent of surprise, ‘young ladies should be very
careful how they write to gentlemen.’

Madeline dropped the pen she had taken up. She began to think
that to write to de Sevignie, without consulting the Countess, or
shewing her his letter, was not only a breach of respect to her, but
of duty to her father, who had put her under the care of his friend,
with a firm conviction, that she would never follow her own judg-
ment without having it first sanctioned by hers. She took up the
letter, and, going to the Countess, put it into her hand. ‘Will you
have the goodness, Madame,’ said she, ‘to tell me what answer I
shall send?’

‘It does not require a moment's consideration to determine that,’
cried the Countess; ‘bless me, child, could you ever imagine this
letter required more than a verbal answer? tell Monsieur de
Sevignie’'s man,” continued she turning to the servant, ‘that
Mam’selle Clermont is well, and thanks his master for his polite
enquiries after her health.’

Madeline sat down in a state of the most painful confusion, from
which she was soon, in some degree, relieved by the entrance of the
officers: they were immediately introduced to her and the Countess;
and then requested the honour of their company for the evening.
The Countess politely thanked them for their attention, but de-
clined their invitation; and their mortification at her doing so, was
evident. The conversation, however, soon grew lively, and was sup-
ported by all but Madeline with the utmost spirit.

‘Pray,’ asked Mademoiselle Chatteneuf, during the pause of a
minute, addressing one of the officers, ‘what is become of de
Sevignie to-day? I think he is generally your companion in your
morning visits and rambles.’
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‘1 met him,” replied the officer, ‘not many minutes ago, and told
him where I was coming; but I could not prevail on him to give up
a solitary walk he was going to take to the mountains.’

‘Oh, shocking !’ eried Olivia, ‘to prefer solitude to our society; I
really shall niot readily forgive his want of gallantry.’

A pang of wounded pride and mortified tenderness now touched
the heart of Madeline. She felt equally surprised and hurt to hear,
that he had in reality no business to prevent his coming to see her;
and that he had even refused an invitation to do so.—How ill did
such conduct agree with the delight he had evinced the preceding
evening at their unexpected mecting, with the anxiety he had
expressed to see her again. The hopes, the expectations which that
delight, that anxiety, had given rise to, and which his letter had
damped, not suppressed, now entirely vanished like the fleeting
pleasures of a dream; and she began to fear he had either feigned or
forgotten the sentiments he expressed for her.

She saw she was observed by the Countess and Olivia with an
carnestness that seemed to say they wished to develope her feelings;
and she immediately forced herself into conversation; but never
before was one so painful to her; her thoughts were perpetually
wandering from the subject; and she rejoiced when the officers rose
to depart.

The Countess then ordered her coach; and she and Madeline were
just poing to it, when M. Chalons (the gentleman who had wished
to dance with Madeline the preceding evening) appeared: finding
the ladies on the point of departing, he regretted the lateness of his
visit, and paid his compliments in a manner so pleasing to the
Countess, that she invited him to accompany her friends whenever
they paid their promised visit at the chateau; an invitation which
he accepted with rapture, and a glance to Madeline, as if he wished
her to think the exquisite pleasure he derived from it, was owing to
the idea of seeing her again.

His glance, however, was lost upon Madcline, so much was her
mind engrossed by its own concerns; and the moment the carriage
drove off, she forgot such a being existed.

The Countess’s motives for hurrying Madeline back to the cha-
teau, is perhaps already understood. She thought, indeed, she
should ill fulfill the sacred trust reposed in her by Clermont, if she
did not particularly enquire about the commencement, and try to
discover the strength of the attachment it was so obvious his
daughter entertained for de Sevignie, that she might be timely
guarded against indulging it, till assured (if that was not already
the case) that she never would have reason to repent it: and as she
could not (at least without interruption) make those enquiries, or
sive those cautions she wished at Madame Chattencuf’s, she
brought her away for the purpose of doing so.
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‘Well, Madeline,” said the Countess, first breaking silence after
they had proceeded a few yards, ‘you were agreeably amused last
night.”

“Yes, madam,’ replied Madeline.

‘And agreeably surprised,” cried the Countess.

Madeline blushed, faultered, and at length answered in the affir-
mative.

‘Will you oblige me,’ said the Countess, ‘by givirg me now a
more particular account of your first acquaintance with Monsieur
de Sevignie than you did this morning?’

Madeline wished to gratify her friend; and she thought she could
do so without betraying the feelings of her heart; but this was a
mistaken idea. As she deseribed her first introduction to de Seyvig-
nie, and the scenes she had passed with him, she involuntarily
revealed her sentiments: but while she discovered the tender-
ness of her heart, she so fully proved its simplicity and integrity,
that she was rather raised than lessened in the esteem of the
Countess.

When she had concluded,—*Your narrative, my dear,” said her
[riend, ‘convinces me more than ever of the innocence and sensi-
bility of your disposition; and woe be to the man who should ever
seek to beguile one, or pain the other!—That a being exists who
could be capable of hurting either, perhaps you doubt; but, alas,
I am sorry to say, too many are to be found who would little
scruple doing so! *Tis unpleasant to hold up objects of a disagree-
able nature to the view of youth; yet "tis necessary to do so, in order
to instruct it whom to shun. They who have made a perilous
voyage, would be inexcusable if they did not caution those they saw
about undertaking the same, of the dangers which lay in their way,
that, by being timely apprised, they might endeavour to shun or
at least acquire skill to overcome them.

‘I, my dear Madeline, have made this perileua voyage, and
against its dangers I wish to warn you: to none is the young, the
lovely, the inexperienced female so particularly exposed as to those
which proceed from a sex, ordained by heaven for her protectors,
but of whom toc many seem to forget, or rather disregard their
original destination. Yes, my love, there are beings who make it their
study, sometimes their boast, to ensnare the unsuspicious, and
entail shame and sorrow upon her who would never perhaps have
knoewn either, but for a too fatal confidence in their henour, Others
there are of a nature scarcely less hateful to virtue or injurious to
society, who from a mere impulse of vanity, seek to gain the affec-
tions, which are no sooner won than disregarded; while they
triumph aloud over the eredulity and weakness that afforded them
such a conquest.

“That you have never met, never may meet, with such charaeters
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T believe and trust: but liable as we all are to be mistaken, too
much eaution cannot be observed in reeciving attentions which
have a chance of touching the heart. In short, my discourse has
only been (as I make no doubt you already guess) to lead to the
subject of the Chevalier de Sevignie; his eyes declare love and ad-
miration, and his language I dare say accords with their glances:
but oh, my dear Madeline, fortify yourself against such scductive
eloquence, except convineed his intentions are serious; if they are,
believe me they will be speedily divulged; if not, if his situation
prevents their being so, he will quickly cease to be particular, ex-
cept destitute of honour and sensibility; for the man who possesses
these, though he may, from the impetuosity of passion, be un-
happily led into expressions of admiration, will never perseverc in
a line of conduct that may inspire tenderness which eannot properly
be returned.’

“Your precepts, your advice, my dear madam,’ said Madeline,
‘I will treasure up as I would the means of felicity: oh, how grate-
fully do I feel your kind solicitude about me.”

By this time they had reached the chateau, and its gloom and
stillness formed a melancholy contrast to the gaiety and splendour
of the preceding evening, and encreased the dejection of Madeline’s
spirits; a dejection partly owing to her conversation with the
Countess. She was shocked to hear of the depravity of mankind;
and shuddered least she should find de Sevignie one of the worthless
characters the Countess had described to her. ‘Yet, no,’ she cried
to herself, trying to dispel the horror such an idea gave rise to,
“ ’tis impossible; viee could never lurk beneath an appearance of
such integrity and candour.’

She was unable to converse as usual with the Countess: and her
friend was too delicate to notice her dejection, any otherwise than
by an encreased attention; an attention which at last had the de-
sired effect. Madeline no sooner perceived the efforts made to amuse
her, than she felt ashamed of the weakness which had rendered such
efforts necessary, and rallied her spirits; she tried to cheer, to
tranquillize them, by reflecting that, in a few days, in all probabi-
lity she would again behold de Sevignie; and that, as she had been
taught a eriterion whereby to judge of him, her suspense relative to
him must soon be terminated. Sosoothing was this idea, that almost
as soon as conceived, it dissipated her melancholy ; and she was
again able to converse and enjoy the conversation of the Countess.
She wrote to her father an account of her meeting with de Sevignie;
but she could not bring herself to tell him the agitation that meet-
ing occasioned. The Countess also informed him of it, and the
observations she had made; but charged him not to give way to
uneasy sensations in consequence of them; assuring him that she
would wateh over Madeline as she would have done over her own
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daughterif she had been in a similar situation: and also that, from
Madeline’s disposition, she was convinced she could easily be made
to give up the object of her affections, if once assured by prudence
and experience greater than her own (because more tried), that he
was unworthy of them.
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Chapter 8

AAAAALARARARAARARLARAAARARARARAALA

His cheeks, where love with beauty glow'd,
A deadly pale o’ercast;
So fades the fresh rose in its prime
Before the northern blast.
MALLET

AT THE APPOINTED TIME, MADAME CHATTENEUF AND HER
daughter came to the chateau; nor did M. Chalons forget his invita-
tion; but he was a mueh more welcome visitant to the Countess
than to Madeline, as his presence restrained her conversation with
Olivia, from whom she imagined, if he was not by, she should hear
something of de Sevignie. They walked about the lawn before din-
ner; and while he stopped to make some observations on a distant
prospect of the Alps to the clder ladies, she and Olivia rambled on.

‘Well, my dear,” said the latter when they had got a sufficient
distance not to be overheard, ‘our ball the other evening was
delightful; there was only one person that appeared dejected at it;
and who that person was, and why dejeeted, I dare say you can
guess.’

‘Impossible,” said Madeline, while a rosy blush at the samc
moment declared her consciousness of the object.

‘Poor de Sevignie,’” resumed Olivia, ‘expected to have met you;
and, in consequence of his disappointment, neither danced, talked,
or did any thing like himself the whole evening.’

It was this expectation then perhaps, thought Madeline, which
prevented his coming the other morning. The idea was too pleasing
to be rejected; and every shadow of uneasiness vanished from her
mind. Dinner was served at an earlier hour than usual; and soon
after they had taken coffee, the Countess bade them adien, the road
between the town and the chateau being extremely lonesome.

She tenderly embraced Madeline at parting; and said, as she
gave up one of her highest sources of pleasure in resigning her com-
pany, she could not wonder if she soon recalled her.

‘Remember,’ cried Madame Chattencuf, ‘whenever you desire
her return, you must come for her vourself; for, of our own accord,
we cannot relinquish her society.’

Pleased with the idea of soon beholding de Sevignie, and still
more pleased at being able to account in any kind of satisfactory
manner for his conduct, Madeline was unusually animated, and
chatted with almost as much vivacity as the little voluble Olivia,
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who, on reaching home, proposed a walk upon the ramparts of the
town, the fashionable promenade of the place. Thither they all
accordingly repaired, except Madame Chatteneuf, who felt some-
what fatigued. The sun was already set, and all was soft, serene and
lovely : beneath the ramparts lay a delicious plain, scattered over
with clumps of thick and spreading trees, a few neat cotbages, and
groups of cattle now reposing in sweet tranquillity. The river, that
flowed in beautiful meanders through the plain, had already as-
sumed the sable hue of evening, and thus heightened the brilliancy
of the stars it refleeted. The majestic Alps bounded the prospeet,
their feet hid in gloomy shadows, and their summits just beginning
to be touched by the beams of a rising moon, which, as it ascended
higher in the horizon, partly dissipated those shadows, and revealed
in some degree, the romantic recesses they had concealed.

The company were just beginning to leave the ramparts; but the
fineness of the night prevented Olivia and her companions from
following their example, and they werc soon the only party on
them. As they proceeded, admiring the sublime and beautiful pros-
pect they beheld, which touched their hearts with a kind of pensive
pleasure, they nearly overtook a gentleman who walked before
them, with downcast looks and folded arms, asifin deep and melan-
choly meditation: his air, his figure, had a strong resemblanee to
de Sevignie’s; and Madeline was almost convineed it was him; but
she feared saying so, lest she should betray the agitation the idea
had excited. Olivia, however, free from all such emotion, instantly
declared it was him; and, quickening her pace, found she was not
mistaken. He started at the sound of her voice, and betrayed the
greatest confusion while attempting, vainly attempting, to return
her raillery: he caught a glimpse of Madeline, who had hitherto
stood rather behind her friend: again he started; and, leaving un-
finished what he was saying to Olivia, he took the trembling hand
of Madeline with one equally tremulous, exelaiming, “This is indeed
an unexpected pleasure.” The soft beam whieh stole from her eve
at that moment, convinced M. Chalons, who watched her with the
most critical attention, that the fate of her heart was already de-
cided; and he rejoiced at having made the discovery ere his own
affections were more entangled, resolving from that period to pay
her no other attentions than what common politeness demanded,
that the world might have no reason to rank him in the list of un-
fortunate lovers,

De Sevignie appeared no longer dejected; his eyes sparkled with
their wonted fire; and he was able to answer the raillery of Made-
moiselle Chatteneuf with his accustomed spirit. He accepted her
invitation to supper; and never had minutes been so delightful to
Madeline as those she passed at it. In his looks, as well as words,
there was a tenderness, whenever he addressed her, which con-
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vinced her of his sincerity. “The tongue,’ said she to herself, ‘might
be taught the language of deceit, but the eyes could never be
instructed in it; they have ever been famed for telling truth.’

The next morning after breakfast, she and Olivia walked out for
the purpose of seeing some of the town, and purchasing some things
which she wanted to wear at a large party to which she was to be
taken in the evening, and which the Countess had amply given her
the means of procuring. They had not proceeded far ere they met
de Sevignie.

“Well you are a good creature,” said Olivia, ‘for I presume you
are coming to pay your devoirs at our house, as I meet you in the
high road to it.” He made no reply; and she continued; ‘you shall
not however be disappointed of the pleasure of our company ; we are
going to take a ramble, and will permit you to be our escort.’

“Your permission honours me,” said he; ‘but T am unfortunately
prevented by very particular business from availing myself of it.’

‘Gio, go; you are a shocking creature I declare,’ cried Olivia; ‘this
business is the same with that which prevented your waiting on
Mademoiselle Clermont the other morning according to your pro-
mise.” His letter had been shewn, and the reason of it explained to
Olivia and her mother.

De Sevignic coloured highly, and looked confused. “You speak
sometimes from supposition I faney,’ said he to Olivia.

‘Not now I can assure,’ replied she; ‘T know very well that what
you have just said to me, is a mere pretext as well as what you
wrote to Mam’selle Clermont the other morning.’

“‘Well, allowing that you are right,’ cried he, ‘what can you infer
from my trying to avoid her company and yours? but that I am
sensible of the danger I run in being with either; and that, unlike
your military heroes, I rather fly from it than brave it.’

“You should always have that apprehension of danger about
you then,’ said Olivia, ‘and not ask a lady’s permission to wait upon
her, and then send a frivolous exeuse.’

“We are not always collected,’ eried he, tand the reflection of the
morning often destroys the resolution of the night.” He then bowed
and walked away.

The solemn accent in which he had delivered the last words
shocked Madeline as much as the alteration in his looks and man-
ner had already done; he was pale and languid; and his eyes,
instead of anxiously seeking, assiduously avoided her; while a cool
salutation was the only notice he took of her.

‘De Sevignie is really one of the most altered beings within those
few days I ever knew,’ said Olivia, as they pursued their way; ‘his
conduct is really quite incomprehensible: was be an unfortunate
lover; one might be able to account for it: but of that,” continued
she, looking archly at Madeline, ‘there is little danger.’

[61]



The pale cheeks of Madeline were instantly erimsoned over; and
the distress and confusion she betrayed, precluded all farther
raillery from Olivia.

In pity to her companion, who she saw scarcely able to stand,
she hastened their return home; and, hoping solitude would enable
her to recruit her spirits, under the pretext of dressing, proposed
retiring to their respective chambers; a proposal which, as she
imagined, was eagerly embraced.

The moment Madeline was alone, the tears, which pride had
suppressed in the presence of Olivia, burst forth : but while she wept
the alteration in the conduct of de Sevignie, her heart secretly
applauded it as a convincing proof of his honour and sensibility.
‘Either his reason or his situation does not sanction his attachment
to me,’ said she, ‘and he thus delicately, thus feelingly tries to sup-
press mine by remitting his attentions.

‘Never does he now address me with tenderness, but when we
accidentaly meet, as if thrown off his guard at those moments by
surprise: for whenever a meeting might be expected, he shuns it
with anxiety ; and if it does take place, treats me with the coldest
indifference. Oh, let me,” she continued, ‘aid his efforts: let me en-
deavour to expel from my heart an attachment which, it is evident,
can only end in unhappiness. Nor is it my own peace alone I shall
consider by doing so; no, the peace of my father, dearer to me than
life, is also concerned. I promised to my benevolent friend to resist
the indulgence of feelings which had a tendency to embitter my
tranquillity, and I will not wilfully violate that promise;—no, ye
dear and revered preceptors of my youth! ye who, like benignant
spirits, have watched over your Madeline, she will not make so ill
a return to your care as to yield herself unresistingly a vietim to
sorrow—if she cannot attain, she will at least try to be deserving
of the felicity you wish her!” She sighed heavily as she spoke; cer-
tain that that felicity never now could be hers; and that her efforts
to conquer her attachment would be vain; when, at the very mo-
ment she wished to make them, the object of it was raised higher
than ever in her estimation,

She thought not of dressing till Mademoiselle Chatteneuf tapped
at her door to know if she was ready : she opened it with much con-
fusion; and, apologizing for her tardiness, hurried on her clothes,
and was soon able to attend her to dinner.

The entertainment to which they went in the evening, was
pretty much in the style of that given by Madame Chatteneuf:
all the officers and most of the fashionable people in town were
assembled; but de Sevignie was not to be seen; his absence did not
surprise, but it pained Madeline; she was sure ere she went, that he
would not be present, from a fear of meeting her; and she sighed to
think a sad necessity existed for his wishing to avoid her. She would
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not have danced, but from a fear of appearing particular if she
refused. Her partner was a stranger; for though M. Chalons was
present, he did not, in conformity to his resolution, attempt to
engage her; he fought, indeed, to avoid as much as possible the
fascination of her looks, which had alreéady made too deep, and, he
feared, too lasting an impression on his heart.

The next morning she went with her friends in their eoach to pay
visits, and take a survey of the town; and the charms of their con-
versation, joined to the novelty of every thing she saw, insensibly
beguiled her sadness. A select party assembled at dinner; de Sevignie
was invited, but sent an excuse; the first, Olivia said, they had ever
reeeived from him, though they had frequently asked him, as he
was not only a favourite of hers, but of her mother.
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Chapter 9

ALARAAAAAARAARAARAARAARAAARAARALAL

The sprightly vigowr of my youth is fled;

Lonely and sick, on death is all my thought!
Oh! spare, Persephone, this guiltless head;

Love, too much love, is all thy suppliant’s fault!

THE SADNESS WHICH MARKED THE BROW OF MADELINE
could not escape the notice of Madame Chatteneuf and her
daughter; but they were both too delicate to mention it, yet left
no effort untried to dissipate it. She had expressed a wish of visiting
the Alps: and, in hopes of amusing her, Madame Chatteneuf made
her and her daughter take an exeursion thither the evening follow-
ing the day which has been already described, to the cottage of
Olivia’s nurse.

They set out in a chaise drawn by mules, leaving Madame
Chatteneuf engaged at cards with a select party in the banqueting-
house; and, after travelling about a league, reached the cottage:
its situation was romantieally beautiful; it stood a little above the
foot of a lofty mountain, which was surmounted by others equally
tremendous, and overlooked a deep hollow, scattered over with a
profusion of wild flowers, darkened by majestic pines, and washed
by a clear rivulet, which proceeded from a mountain torrent at
some distance: on a little grassy seat before the cottage, the nurse
sat working, one of her daughters was milking the goats that
browsed around it, and another was seen rambling about the
neighbouring heights, gathering the herbs which grew upon them.

The romantic situation of the cottage, the simple appearance of
its inhabitants, and their yet more simple occupations, altogether
formed a pastoral scene inexpressibly pleasing to Madeline; to
whose mind it recalled the scenes she had been so long aceustomed
to; and she gazed on it with emotions of tenderness, such as she
might have felt on seeing features in a stranger which, by some
striking resemblance, suddenly brought to view those of a beloved
friend.

The nurse threw aside her work, and her daughters forsook their
employments, the moment Olivia descended from the chaise, round
whom they gathered with the most rapturous delight. She returned
their caresses with affection: and enquired most kindly after the
nurse’s husband and son.

‘A few days ago,’ replied the good woman, ‘they went higher
up the Alps, as usual, to keep flocks for the rich herdsmen during
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the summer months, Winter,” she continued, ‘winter, my dear
young lady, is my season of happiness, for then I have all my family
assembled about me, and we enjoy together the earnings of
industry.’

Olivia now led Madeline into the house, the interior neatness of
which perfectly corresponded with that of its exterior; and from
thence into the garden, a wild and romantic spot, which, with a
small vineyard, stretched midway up a steep ascent, broken into
a variety of grotesque hollows.

Moss-lin’d, and over head,
By flowering umbrage shaded, where the bee
Stray’d diligent, and with th’ extracted balin
Of fragrant woodbine fill'd his litile thigh.

Oh how noble, how sublime did the prospect appear which
Madeline now viewed! she felt struck with astonishment and
veneration as she cast her eyes towards the summits of the congre-
gated mountains piled before her; and her heart was more exalted
than ever towards the author of such glorious, such stupendous
works,

The Parent of good, Almighty

Her faney pictured the exquisite pleasure which would be derived
from exploring their sequestered solitudes; or, on the wings of the
morning, penetrating to their innermost recesses. With mingled
curiosity and enthusiasm, her mind soothed and delighted, she
wandered about, till followed by the nurse, entreating her to sit
down and partake with Mam'selle Olivia of the fruit and cream she
had brought out for them.

She complied with the entreaties of the good woman, and seated
herself by her friend in one of the little hollows already mentioned,
which was impregnated with the most delicious fragrance from the
herbs that grew about it.

The dun shades of twilight were now beginning to steal o’er the
prospect, and touched it with a sombre colouring, which rendered
its beauty more interesting, and its solemnity more awful: the
gloom, however, was still a little cheered by a yellow track of radi-
ance which the sun, as it revealed its sinking orb between two
parted cliffs above, cast along the projection of the hills; but by
degrees this radiance faded away, and then the damp and dreary
shadows, that had been gathering below, began to ascend; and, as
if warned of their approach, the distant tinkling of sheep bells was
immediately heard from the heights, intermingled with the rustic
melody of shepherds’ pipes. Delighted with those pastoral sounds,
the enthusiasm of Madeline’s soul revived; and with the eye of
fancy she beheld the grand, the wonderful, the luxuriant spots
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from whenee they descended. She saw the simple herdsman pen-
ning his flock for the night; while his dog, the faithful partuner of his
toil, as if endued with more than common instinct, watched beside,
that none should straggle from the fold. She heard with the ear of
fancy the neighbouring shepherds enquiring how each had fared
throughout the day; and beheld some hastening to their romantic-
ally situated cottages; while others laid them down beneath the
shelter of embowering pines; the last beams of the sun glimmering
o'er all, as if loth to quit such seenes of innocence and beauty. It
was now indeed a time particularly adapted for such fancies as she
indulged; a time when all

The fragrant hours, and Elves
Who slept in flowers the ti&zy,
And many a nymph who wreaths her brows with sedge,
And sheds the fresh’ning dew; and lovelier still,
The pensive pleasures sweet,
Prepare the shadowy car of eve.

A tender melancholy began to steal over the mind of Madeline;
nor was Olivia’s entirely free from it: 'twas a melancholy in unison
with the scene, and which taste and sensibility are so apt to feel and
to indulge; as the landscape, that charmed by day, gradually fades
upon the sight, and, to the moralizing mind, presents an emblem of
the transitory pleasures of life. Silence had returned many minutes
ere Olivia or Madeline thought of stirring; they werc at length rising
for the purpose of departing, when they were again rivetted to their
seat by the soft breathings of an oboe, which seemed to come from
some c¢liff above them at no great distance, The air ‘was simple,
tender, and pathetie; and played in a stile which evinced exquisite
taste and feeling in the performer.

‘How soft, how sweet, how melodious,” eried Mademoiselle Chat-
teneuf, during the pause of a minute, for till then she and Madeline
had been wrapt in attention too profound to permit them either to
speak or move, ‘what pathos, what masterly execution: but hark!
the echoes revive the strains which we imagined had utterly died
away; they seem celestial strains, and almost tempt one to believe
the tales of the poets, and ascribe them to the genii of these moun-
tains.’

‘Lord a mercy, my dear young lady,” said the nurse, who only
caught the last sentence, ‘what a conceit! from a genius indeed : no,
they come from a poor young gentleman, who frequently rambles
about the heights, playing such mournful ditties as often and often
makes me and my girls weep; and we think, to be sure, he has been
crossed in love, and that nothing else could make him so melan-
choly, and so fond of being alone, and sitting for hours together in
the deepest solitude by himself; and a pity it is he should have met

[66]



with any thing to trouble him, he is so gentle and so handsome, and
looks so gooed.”

‘Do you know his name?" asked Olivia, whose curiosity was
strongly excited.

‘No, Mam’selle; but I know he comes from V-—, for I asked him
one day if he did not, and he said yes.’

‘And pray how came you to have any conversation with him?’
enquired Olivia.

‘Why one day, Mam’selle, about a fortnight after I had first
noticed him, as he was passing the cottage, he appeared very much
fatigued; so I asked him, for I was sitting before the door at work,
if he would be pleased to walk in and take some whey; he thanked
me courteously, and accepted my invitation, and sat a good bit
with me chatting, for all the world with as much affability as if he
did not think himself a bit better than me; so, from that time, he
seldom comes this way without giving me a call, and frequently
takes whey and fruit in the cottage; for which, indeed, in spite of
all I can say, he will always pay more than they are worth.’

‘Is it possible to get a glimpse of him?" asked Olivia.

‘Dear heart yes, if you stay a little longer; this is about the time
he generally returns to town, and he almost always descends by
the path near this recess.’

‘T will stay a few minutes longer to try if I can see him,’ said
Olivia.

“Pray do not,” explained Madeline, laying her hand, which
trembled violently, upon Olivia’s arm; ‘the darkness increases fast,
and if we stay much longer, we shall be quite benighted.”

‘No, no, there’s no danger of that,” replied Olivia; ‘but if you
wish it T will return immediately : dismiss however, I beseech you,
the terrors you have conjured up to alarm you; for if you tremble
in this manner, you will scarcely be able to reach the chaise.’

It was not any apprehension of danger however which agitated
the soul of Madeline, it was the agony of thinking that de Sevignie
was the sad and solitary mourner to whose sweet and melancholy
strains shie had been listening; for in the air she heard she perfectly
recollected one she had taught him during his visit at her father’s
house: and she wished to avoid his presence, least she should betray
the emotions a knowledge of his dejection had inspired. Again she
pressed Olivia to depart; who, in compliance with her wishes, was
moving from the spot, when the nurse hastily exclaimed, ‘Stop,
Man’selle, stop, he’s coming now, for there’s his dog. Ah, ’tis a
good-natured soul,” cried she, patting the head of a large spaniel
which suddenly sprung inte the garden, and fawned about her;
‘he is a faithful companion to his poor master, and attends him in
all his rambles: there he sits for hours at a time, upon a point of
rock beside him, looking up in his face while he plays upon the
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oboe, like any christian, as if he knew his sorrows, and pitied
them.’

‘I think I know that dog,” said Olivia.

‘Aye, like enough,” eried the nurse; ‘and see there comes his
master.’

Olivia raised her eyes; but the light was too imperfect to let her
discern the features of the person descending: but in a few minutes,
as he drew nearer, she started, and exclaimed—'Gracinus heaven,
de Sevignie!" Madeline withdrew her hand involuntarily from
Olivia, and reseated herself.

‘I thought, indeed,’ said Olivia, ‘it could be no other than de
Sevignie, when I heard of an eccentric being always wandering
about those solitudes. Pray,’ continued she, while overpowered by
confusion and surprise, he stood transfixed to the spot where he had
first beheld her, ‘have you yet chosen a cell for your retirement? for
Isuppose you will soon renounce the world and its vanities for ever.
But seriously, de Sevignie, "tis rather unfortunate that you and I
should lately have only met at periods when (at least) one of us
wished to aveid the other.’

His confusion, if possible increased; he knew she alluded to his
conduct the last time they had met. ‘If I ever harboured such a
wish,” said he, ‘it was because, as I have already told you, I appre-
hended danger in your company.’

As he spoke, his eyes glanced round as if in search of another
object, and at last rested on the recess where Madeline sat, whose
white robe rendered her conspicuous.

‘Mam’selle Clermont,’ said he, ‘is it not—" advancing to her, She
rose at his approach; and, withholding the hand he attempted to
take, passed him to Olivia, and again entreated her to return home.,

Her curiosity gratified, Olivia no longer hesitated to comply with
this entreaty; and they directly left the garden, without taking any
farther notice of de Sevignie. Olivia was too much offended, and
Madeline too fearful of betraying her feelings, to bid him farewell.
That fear, however, was soon lost in the superior one she felt at the
idea of his going the solitary road that lay between the cottage and
the town by himself; and she stood hesitatingly at the door of the
chaise; wishing to declare her apprehensions, yet dreading to do so,
least she should betray her feelings.

De Sevignie, in the mean time, heart-struck by the manner in
which she had declined his notice, remained some minutes fixed on
the spot where she had left him. ‘Oh, Madeline!” he sighed, “is it
thus you heighten the pangs, the anguish you have caused me.
Yet, alas,” he continued, ‘why do I aceuse her? unwillingly she
caused that anguish; and how, without knowing, can she pity it:
but am I assured her pity would follow that knowledge?-—no; her
averted looks give me no reason to suppose it would.’ Slowly he
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quitted the garden, and, passing through the cottage, to his infinite
surprise, found she was not yet departed. Hurt, however, by her
coldness, he merely bowed to her and Olivia; and was hastening
away, when the latter, who saw through the motives of Madeline's
delay, and determined to gratify her, though somewhat offended
with de Sevignie, exclaimed, ‘so you are decamping, without having
the gallantry to offer your protection.’

“The assurance, you should say,’ cried de Sevignie, returning,
‘conscious as I am that I have (though heaven knows how uninten-
tionally), offended you.’

“Well, I'll forgive you this once; so you may hand us into the
chaise, and take a seat yourself.’

‘But will your friend, Mam’selle Clermont, be equally generous,’
asked he.

‘Oh, I dare say she will follow a good example; what say you, my
dear,” cried Olivia, turning to her?

‘T cannot pardon, because I have not been offended,’ said Made-
line in much confusion, too elearly perceiving that Olivia suspected
the state of her heart.

‘Nor never may you be by me,’ eried de Sevignie, with fervour,
and taking her hand, ‘for then I should be wretched indeed. Oh,
Madeline!” he continued in a low voice, ‘though I dread your smiles,
I could not bear your frowns.’

He handed Olivia first into the chaise; and thus contrived to have
Madeline next to himself; something he would have said to ber
after they were seated in a low voice; but she turned her head from
him, and entered into conversation with Olivia. Her hand he took
however in spite of her efforts to withstand it; nor resigned it till
they stopped at Madame Chatteneuf’s. After handing them into the
house, he bade them adieu; but it was a most unwilling adieu; for
he hesitated as he spoke, and lingered on the threshold instead of
departing. He was at length turning from it, when Olivia suddenly
invited him to supper; and it struck Madeline that she had only
delayed doing so for the purpose of teazing him. He accepted the
invitation; and they all repaired to the banqueting-house, where
Madame Chatteneuf and her friends were still engaged at cards, and
enjoying the fragrance and refreshing coolness of the evening air.

Olivia gave an account of their excursion; and made de Sevignie
¢olour highly by hinting at the manner in which they had met him,
and at what she had heard from the nurse concerning him.

The light gave Madeline an opportunity of observing the strong
expression of grief his countenance betrayed: he seemed even more
altered than when she had before seen him. Pale and languid, the
fire of his eves was fled, and the discomposure of his hair, which the
mountain breeze had blown carelessly about his face, heightened its
sad expression. He appeared no longer desirous to shun her; on the
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contrary, he betrayed the strongest anxiety to be near her: but,
notwithstanding her pity, her affection for him, pride determined
her to avoid attentions which she imputed to the mere impulse of
unguarded tenderness: forshe could not bearto beone day the object
of his particular notice, and the next of his pointed neglect. She
accordingly placed herself at the card-table, in such a manner as to
prevent his sitting by her; and, with a look of unutterable dis-
appointment, he turned away, and entered into conversation with
Olivia, if that could be called conversation, which consisted, on one
side, of laconic answers, and, on the other, of questions relative to
the motives which made him so fond of solitary rambles.

Unable to bear the dejection of his looks, Madeline fixed her eyes
upon the card-table, as if intently watching the game, though in
reality she knew not what was played. But she could not, by this
measure, save her heart from one pang; for, though her eye was
averted from the melancholy of his countenance, her ear was still
open to the soft melancholy of his voice; and scarcely eould she con-
ceal the emotions it gave her. The entrance of a servant with a
letter to her, that instant come from the Countess de Merville,
somewhat relieved her from this painful situation. She started up;
and, retiring to a little distance from the table, read as follows:—

TO MADEMOISELLE CLERMONT
Will my dear Madeline return to-morrow to solitude and her
friend? She may accuse me of selfishness for so soon recalling her;
and perhaps with justice, considering the pleasure and benefit
attending her return will be so materially on my side: but, as it
is a failing so prevalent among mankind, I trust, from its being so
general, it may be excused. I cannot, as I intended, call for her; but
shall hope and expect to receive from the hands of Madame Chat-
teneuf, and her amiable daughter, the precious charge I entrusted
to her care. The natural eloquence of my Madeline will, T trust, pre-
vent any disappointment; who, in believing me her sincere friend,
will only do justice to
ELVIRA DE MERVILLE

Madeline guessed the purpose of this letter ere she opened it, con-
sequently it gave her no surprise. She placed her friend’s anxiety for
her return to the account of de Sevignie, whom she knew she wished
her to avoid; a wish she felt it necessary to comply with, if she
desired the return of tranquillity.

She handed the letter to Madame Chatteneuf; who, fearful it
contained some unpleasant tidings, had laid aside her cards the
moment it was brought in. Her regret and Olivia’s at losing her so
soon, was expressed in the most flattering terms; and they pro-
mised to attend her to the chateau the next morning. A heavy sigh
from de Sevignic at this moment reached her ear. She involun tarily
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raised her cyes, but again bent them to the ground, on perceiving
his fastened on her with the most melancholy earnestness.

The Countess’s servant she was told waited for an answer; and
she now hastened to the house to give one. In the hall she met him,
and had the satisfaction of hearing that his lady was well. Ier
answer finished, she would have preferred retiring to her chamber
to returning to the company, so oppressed was her heart, but that
she knew her doing so would excite enquiries, and perhaps un-
pleasant remarks.

Slowly she pursucd her way back to the banqueting-house, and
had reached the centre of the long and darkly shaded walk which
led to it; when a sudden rustling among the trees on one side, made
her pause, from a sensation of fear, and an uncertainty whether by
advancing or retreating she should put herself more in the way of
danger, if indeed, any threatened her; the pain of suspense was
however terminated in a minute by the appearance of de Sevignie.
She started; and his thus seeming to watch for her, gave her
emotions which agitated her whole frame; she tried however to
‘check them, and was again proceeding when he stopped her—

‘Will you not bid me farewell then,” said he in a reproachful
voice, ‘ere we part?’

“Part!’ repeated Madeline, ‘don’t you sup with Madame Chat-
teneuf?’

‘Nos I feel myself extremely ill, and have just apologized to her.
You return then to-morrow,” he continued, ‘to the chateau; and
you know not perhaps when you may revisit this town?’

‘No,” said Madeline, ‘I do not.’

“To me indeed, it is of little consequence to know,’ eried he, ‘for
I propose to leave it soon myself; would to heaven I had done so
some days ago. Yet how can I tear myself from a place where I
know there is a chance of beholding you:—oh, Madeline, to do so
requires a resolution I am searcely master of.’

‘T dare say,’ exclaimed Madeline, endeavouring to rally her
spirits, and disengage the hand which he had taken between his,
‘you’ll not find any great difficulty in acquiring such a resolution,’

“You doubt my sincerity then,” still detaining her; ‘oh! would to
heaven I could, Idurst convince you of it: yet, alas, why do I utter
such a wish, when I know not whether that conviction would be of
any consequence to you; know not, do I say?—your altered man-
ner too plainly assures me that it would not.’

‘Pray let me go,’ cried Madeline, inexpressibly agitated; ‘I am
impatient to return to Madame Chatteneuf, for I know she will
wonder at my long absence.’

‘Go then, madam,’ said de Sevignie, instantly dropping her hand;
—*go, madam to the happy beings you regard, and excuse my hav-
ing detained you so long from them: I see you are displeased at my
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having dene so; I see my society is hateful to you. There was a
period when—" he paused, then again proceeded—'when I ima-
gined Madeline Clermont would rather have sought to mitigate
than fly from the sorrows of a friend; would have enjoyed an
exquisite pleasure in fulfilling the claim, the sacred claim, which
misery has upon compassion.’

‘Oh, de Sevignie,” thought Madeline, ‘how little do you know my
heart when you thus reproach me. Your society hateful to mel—
alas ’tis infinitely too precious for my peace.’

‘I am sure,’ said she, speaking with almost as much agitation as
he had done, ‘I am sure—I wish-—1I should be happy was it in my
power, to remove, to lessen any sorrow you may feel.’

“You wish-——you should be happy’—he repeated in a softened
voice, as if touched by her gentleness.—‘Yes, Madeline,’ again
taking her hand, ‘I am convineed of the sincerity of that wish; and
nothing, no, nothing but a degree of madness could have tempted
me to reproach you as 1 have just done;—could have tempted me
to ask your pity for feelings which I wished, from principles of
honour, gratitude, generosity, to conceal from you. Oh, Madeline,
I cannot ask your pardon, for I cannot myself pardon my conduct
to you.’

‘Unasked would I give it," cried Madeline, ‘had I been offended,
but that be assured is not the case.’

At this instant a distant step was heard; both started; and
Madeline instantly attempted to disengage herself.

‘Do not leave me yet,’ cried de Sevignie, ‘it may be long ere we
meet again; long do Isay? alas, we may never, never meet again!—
Spare a few minutes longer to me; let us turn into this walk,’
pointing to the one he had just emerged from, ‘and we shall not be
observed ; though I said but an instant ago, I would not solicit your
pity, yet my heart now tells me, that an assurance of it can only
mitigate its wretchedness.’

‘Receive that assurance then,’ said Madeline, making another
cffort as she gave it to withdraw her hand; for, though she wished,
she feared to comply with his request. Her reason opposed her
inclination for doing so, by representing the folly, the impropriety
of any longer listening to the dictates of a passion which she had
cause to believe a hopeless one. ‘But excuse me,’ she continued,
‘from staying any longer with you; the step which alarmed us
approaches, and I should be sorry we were seen together.’

‘Farewell! then,” he exclaimed, ‘most lovely and most beloved;
I regret, but cannot murmur at your refusal: may the happiness
you deserve be yours, and be not only pure as your virtues, but
lasting as your life: may every change in that life, be to raise you
to still higher felicity: and when you make that great that impor-
tant change which will fix its destiny;—when you give the precious
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hand I now hold to some happy, some highly-favoured mortal, some
peculiar favourite of heaven,—oh, may you then meet with a heart
as tenderly, as firmly devoted to you as de Sevignie’s.” These last
words were spoken almost in a whisper; and Madeline felt by his
hands the tremour of his frame. ‘Farewelll’ he cried, after the
pause of a minute; ‘if I have pained, if I have disturbed you, let the
idea of my never more intruding into your presence banish all
reséntment for my having done so.’

He rested his cold cheek for a moment upon her hand; then sud-
denly letting it drop, he instantly darted amongst the trees and
disappeared.

An icy chillness crept through the frame of Madeline, at the
idea of secing de Sevignie no more. She listened with fixed attention
to the sound of his steps, till they could no longer be distinguished;
then, starting, she wrung her hands together, and exclaimed—'He
is gone, and we shall never, never meet again!’

Every hope relative to him now become extinet; liopes which,
notwithstanding the alteration in his manner, had lingered in her
heart till this moment; hopes which had cheered her in the long
period that separated them, by making her look forward to a second
meeting, in which he should disclose sentiments he had before only
revealed by his eyes. That meeting had taken place,—those senti-
ments had been disclosed; but, instead of promoting her happiness
as she expected, had, for the present at least, destroyed it; and she
wept that crisis to which but a few days before she had looked for-
ward with the most flattering expectations. :

Yet not for herself alone she wept, her tears fell also for the
wretchedness of de Sevignie; and she regretted having refused to
stay a little longer with him, falsely imagining their parting, if less
abrupt, would have been less painful. ‘He prayed for my felicity,’
she cried; ‘but, oh, de Sevignie, except assured of yours, how un-
availing must that prayer ever bel’

The voice of Mademoiselle Chatteneuf calling on her, now roused
her from her melancholy musing. She instantly conjectured it was
her step which had driven off de Sevignie; and, wiping away her
tears, advanced, though but slowly, to meet her.

“Why you must have written a volume instead of a letter, if you
have been all this time employed in writing,” said Olivia the mo-
ment she saw her; ‘but the truth I suppose is, that de Sevignie
intruded disagreeably upon you, and delayed you.’

“No, he did not I assure you,’” said Madeline.

“You have seen him however, since you quitted the banqueting-
house.’

“Yes: I met him as I was returning to it.’

‘And you stopped no doubt,” cried Olivia, “to wish him good-
night,’
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*Well, supposing I had, would there have been any thing extra-
ordinary in such a common act of eivility?’

‘No to be sure, nor in his detaining you almost an hour to thank
you for it: though he pretended to us the moment you were gone,
that he was taken so ill he could scarcely speak or stop another
moment. Pray, Madeline, did he tell you the nature of his malady?’

‘I never enguired,” answered Madeline, blushing.

‘But he might have told you without asking; and I shrewdly
suspect he did. Pray did he ask you to prescribe for him?’

‘Preseribe for him!’ said Madeline, pretending not to understand
her meaning, ‘do you suppose he took me for an old nurse?’

‘No indeed,” replied Olivia, ‘I suppose no such thing; but I am
not so certain that he would be wrong in taking you for a young
nurse.’

‘I have not spirits to answer you,’ cried Madeline; “so be generous,
and do not take advantage of my inability.’

‘And pray to whose aceount may I place your dejection,’ asked
Olivia.

“To whose you please; I may as well have the pleasure of giving
you a latitude which, whether I please or not, you will take.’

‘Well, I won’t teaze you any more,” said Olivia; ‘but let us quicken
our pace, for supper waits.’

They accordingly hastened to the banqueting-house, and the
whole party then sat down to supper.

‘I am sorry,’ cried Madame Chatteneuf, ‘that de Sevignie could
not stay with us to-night. Poor fellow, he looked extremely ill; but
indeed I think he has done so for some days past.’

“Yes, and so do I,” said Olivia. ‘I trust, however, his malady is
not of an incurable nature’; and she glanced archly at Madeline.

‘Heaven forbid it was,” cried her mother, who took her in a
serious light; ‘I know few people whom, on so short an acquaint-
ance, I should so much regret as de Sevignie; there is an elegance, a
sweetness in his manner, which declare a soul of benevolence and
refinement ; he does not by slow degrees conciliate esteem, but, on
the first interview, excites a pre-possession in his favour; which,
upon a greater knowledge, you have the pleasure of finding no
reason to regret; so that though an interesting, he is not a danger-
ous, acquaintance.’

‘Let us ask Mademoiselle Clermont’s opinion as to that,’ cried
Olivia. “Why do you blush, my dear; you know you have been
acquainted with the Chevalier a much longer period than my mother
has, and of course can better determine whether he is or is not a
dangerous creature.’

“No one I am sure,” said Madeline, endeavouring to su ppress her

confusion, ‘ean ever doubt the justness of Madame Chatteneuf’s
discernment.’
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‘Ah, Madeline,” eried Olivia in a low voice, ‘I see you can some-
times be guarded.’

‘Would to heaven I had been so in matters more material than
the present,” thought Madeline.

When she found herself again alone in her chamber, she again
regretted not having stayed a little longer with de Sevignie. ‘It was
a last request,” said she, ‘and I might on that account have com-
plied with it; he might then have opened his whole soul to me: he
might then have revealed the whole circumstances which oppose
his wishes:—y¢t, alas! of what use could it be to know them,
since separated it could give little consolation to know by what
means.’

But, notwithstanding those words, Madeline wished to know
them ; it was with a wish however which, she was convinced, would
never be gratified; for, though she was sure de Sevignie had no
reason to blush in avowing them, she was equally sure he never
would do so.

Madame Chatteneuf’s coach was ordered the next morning at
an early hour, as she wished to spend a long day with her friend;
but an unexpected circumstance retarded her journey to the chatean
till a late hour. Just as she was setting out, a letter arrived from
Verona, from a sister of her deceased mother’s, who had married
an Italian nobleman, and had long been settled in Italy, informing
her, that her lord was no more; and that, finding herself oppressed
in spirits, and declining in health, she ardently longed for the
society of her niece, feeling herself rather forlorn, now that she had
lost her husband, in a place where she had no connections of her
own about her. Moreover, that as he had left every thing in her
power, and she intended making a will in favour of her niece, it was
absolutely necessary she should be with her at the time of her
death.

Affection for her aunt, whom she tenderly esteemed, and consi-
deration for her daughter’s interest, to whose fortune the posses-
sions of her aunt would make a very splendid addition, determined
Madame Chatteneuf to accept this invitation without delay; and
she immediately ordered preparations to be made for her journey
the ensuing day; and, in overlooking those preparations, and ar-
ranging domestic concerns, was detained at her house till within a
short time of the Countess de Merville's usual dinner hour.

Amidst all the bustle that was going forward, Madeline sat
motionless, and in the deepest dejection. She regretted the intended
departure of her friends, not only as a means of depriving her of
the exquisite pleasure she enjoyed in their company, but as a means
of destroying her hopes of again beholding de Sevignie; for, not-
withstanding what he had said, she was convinced he would con-
tinue a little longer at V—; and she had flattered herself that the
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Countess would again have permitted her to visit Madame Chat-
teneuf, and thus have afforded her once more an opportunity of
seeing him; an opportunity she could not help sighing for, though
now assured their attachment was hopeless.

In their way to the chateau, Olivia made her promise to corres-
pond with her; a promise which Madeline gave with pleasure, yet
with diffidence from a fear that she might not prove as entertaining
a correspondent as her friend expected.

On entering the chateau, a presage of ill struck her heart at not
beholding the Countess, who generally eame forward to the hall
with a smiling countenance, like the genius of hospitality, to wel-
come her friends.

‘Where is your lady?' asked Madeline, turning to one of the
servants. :

‘Above, Mam’selle, in her dressing-room; she has been rather
indisposed to-day.’

Madeline heard no more. Heedless, or rather forgetful at that
moment of all ceremony, she instantly flew up stairs, leaving
Madame Chattencuf busy in ordering her servants to have the
coach ready at an early hour, and found her friend sitting, or
rather reclining, in a great chair, with an appearance of illness and
dejection, which equally surprised and alarmed Madeline.

‘Oh, madam!” said she inexpressibly affected, and taking her
hand, which she pressed to her lips and her bosom, ‘why, why did
you not send for me before?’

‘Because I did not wish to break in upon your happiness,’ replied
the Countess returning the pressure of her hand, while her heavy
eyes brightened with a sudden ray of pleasure, and a smile broke
through the gloom of her countenanee.

‘Alas, madam,’ eried Madeline mournfully, ‘vou could not have
broken in upon my happiness, for I experienced none; at least none,’
said she, suddenly recollecting herself, “which I could have put in
competition with that of attending you.’

‘Tam truly sensible of your affection, my love,’ eried the Countess,
‘and am grateful for it.’

“You must have been indisposed longer than to-day I am sure,
madam,’ said Madeline?

The Countess acknowledged she was right in thinking so,

‘And why, madam,’ said Madeline, ‘did you permit your servant
to deceive me last night by saying you were well?’

‘I did not wish to give you pain while it was possible to avoid
doing so,” answered the Countess.
| ‘Ah, madam,’ said Madeline, with an involuntary sigh, ‘pain is
doubly great when not expeeted.’

Madam Chatteneuf and her daughter now entered, and both, by
their words and looks, expressed their regret for the illness of the
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Countess. The former tenderly reproached her for not having im-
mediately acquainted them of it.

‘Why you may know,’ said she, ‘by the short stay which Made-
line has made with you, that I haye not long concealed it from you,
I was only taken ill the evening after she left me; and, had I grown
better, I should yet a little longer, in compliance with your wishes,
have debarred myself the pleasure of her company. But do not
distress me,’ she continued, raising herself in her chair, and looking
round with her wonted benignancy, ‘by this melancholy; I am
already better; your presence, my friends, like a rich and precious
cordial, has revived me.’

The exertion she made eheered her friends; and the conversation
soon took a more cheerful turn. Madame Chatteneuf apologized for
not coming at an earlier hour, by assigning the reason of her delay;
and the Countess sincerely congratulated her on an event which had
given her such pleasure.

‘From the prospects of my friends,” cried she, "I must now derive
my chief satisfaction.’

‘If they are as bright as your own,’ said Madame Chatteneuf,
‘they must be pleasing ones indeed.’

The Countess sighed deeply, but spoke not.

Olivia saw dejection again stealing round, and rallied her spirits
to drive it away. No very difficult task indeed for her, as she was
delighted with the idea of her journey to Italy. She talked of the
conquests she expected to make; declared nothing less than a
Marquis would satisfy her: and said the moment she was settled in
her palace, she should invite the Countess and Madeline to it.—
‘And we will then try,” she continued, ‘whether our fair friend will
follow my example, and give her little French heart in exchange
for an Italian one.’

‘Seriously,’ cried Madame Chatteneuf, addressing the Countess,
‘if we stay any long time at Verona, I shall flatter myself with a
hope of having the pleasure of your company and Mademoiselle
Clermont’s.’

‘Do not indulge such a hope,’ said the Countess; “for, be assured,
my good friend, it would end in disappointment. There is but one
journey which I ean now look forward to.”

The solemnity of her voice and manner, gave them no room to
doubt the nature of the journey she alluded to.

‘My dear friend,’ cried Madame Chatteneuf, ‘you will really
infect me with your gloom, and I shall begin my long and fatiguing
journey with quite a heavy heart. At your time of life you may well
look forward to many years. And, as I know of none whose eontinu-
ance in life is more anxiously desired, so neither do I know of any
who should more fervently desire that continuance themselves
than you should, possessed as you are of every blessing which ean
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render it happy—alfluence—universal esteem—the consciousness
of deserving it—and an amiable daughter who adores you, and is
settled as happily as your fond heart can wish her to be.’

‘I am truly sensible of the blessings I possess,” eried the Countess,
‘and truly grateful for them, impute my melancholy not to dis-
content, but to illness.’

Dinner was now served in the dressing-room; and, soon after its
removal, Madame Chatteneuf rose to depart, having many impor-
tant matters yet to arrange at home. She assured the Countess, but
for the material reéasons she had for hastening to Verona, she would
have put off her journey thither till she saw her perfectly recovered.
This was a measure the Countess declared she never would have
consented to, and one by no means necessary to prove the strength
of her friendship.

Madeline attended her friends down stairs, and in the hall re-
ceived their adieu. She wept as they gave it; for their pleasing man-
ners and kind attentions had inspired her with the truest regard.

‘Farewell! Madeline,” said Olivia, tenderly embracing her; ‘re-
member your promise of constantly writing; and may heaven grant
us all a happy meeting to make amends for this melancholy parting.’

‘Amen!’ said Madeline in a faint voice as she followed her to the
coach, where Madame Chatteneuf was already seated, and which
now drove off without any farther delay.

Perhaps no sound strikes the heart with greater melancholy than
the sound of the carriage which conveys from us the friends we
tenderly love, in whose society we have been happy, and whom we
know not when we shall behold again. At least Madeline thought
so; and her tears were augmented as she stood listening at the hall
door to the heavy rumbling of Madame Chatteneuf’s coach wheels.
‘Heaven grant we may have a happy mecting cried she, repeating
the words of Olivia: ‘and yet, was I to give way to the present
feelings of my heart, I should little expect such a meeting; but I
will not,” continued she, turning from the door to rejoin the Coun-
tess, ‘T will not deserve evil by anticipating it.’
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Chapter 10

AAAAAALAARARAAAAAARRAARARRARARALLA

Some melancholy thought that shuns the light,
Lurks underneath that sadness in thy visage.
ROWE

SHE FOUND THE COUNTESS LEANING AGAINST THE SIDE
of the chair, as if quite overcome by the parting with her friends.
Madeline hung over her, but was too much affected to speak. In a
few minutes she raised her head—-°I feel rather faint,’ said she, ‘and
I will go upon the lawn, for I think the evening air will revive
me,’

She accordingly rose, but was so weak, she was obliged to lean
upon the arm of Madeline in descending the stairs; and was then so
exhausted by this exertion, that she had only power to reach a seat
beneath the spreading branches of a chesnut;—a seat to which she
had often led Madeline, as to one peculiarly dedicated to love and
friendship; it owed its formation to her lord, whom the noble size
and situation of the tree had charmed; and this circumstance, to-
gether with a complimentary line, devoting it to her, was carved
upon its rind: in a beautiful opening of the wood it stood, com-
manding a fine view of the lake, and all around

The violet,
Crocus, and hyacinth, with rich inlay
Broider'd the ground.

‘I love the shelter of those venerable boughs,” said the Countess;
‘they recall a thousand tender recollections: at such an hour as this,
when day was declining, often I have sat beneath them with my
lord, watching the sports of our children,—the lovely boys, whaose
loss first taught me the frailty of human joys, first convinced me
that it is hereafter we can only expeet permanent felicity. "Tis
a convietion of this kind, which loosens the hold the world too
often almost imperceptibly gains upon the heart; let us therefore
never dare to murmur at events that draw us still closer to our
God.’

Madeline sighed ; she felt indeed that nothing will so soon detach
us from life as disappointment.

‘I fear, my love,’ cried the Countess, ‘that I have infected you
with my gloom.’

‘No, madam,’ replied Madeline, ‘you have not.”

‘I fear,’ resumed the Countess, regarding her with earnestness,
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‘that some sceret sorrow preys upon your heart: a sorrow which,
perhaps if I knew, I might be able, if not to remove, at least to
lessen.”

‘Oh, no, madam,’ exclaimed Madeline with involuntary quick-
ness, terrified at the idea of revealing her hopeless passion.

“Then heaven forbid,’ eried the Countess, ‘I should seek to probe
a wound I eould not heal.’

‘Forgive me, madam,’ said Madeline, ‘I spoke unthinkingly. I
know of none more qualified to heal the sorrows of the heart than
you are; but—Dbut my feelings,’ continued she, hesitating and blush-
ing, ‘require more the exertions of my own reason, than the sym-
pathy of a friend; and—and be assured, madam I, to the utmost of
my power, will use those exertions.’

‘I trust so, my love,’ said the Countess, who guessed the sorrow
of Madeline proeeeded from the disappointment of her hopes rela-
tive to de Sevignie.

‘I trust so, my love; not only on your own account, but your
father’s, who, from your happiness, hopes to reccive some consola-
tion for the numerous, the dreadful, the unprecedented calamities
of his youth.’

‘Ah, Heavens,” eried Madeline, starting, and forgetting, in the
horror and agitation of the moment, the resolution she had once
formed of never attempting to discover the nature of those calami-
ties, ‘you shock my very soul by your words. Oh, why, why is there
such a silence observed as to his former life! —a silence which makes
me tremble lest some heavy misfortunes, in consequence of the
cvents of it, should still be hanging over him.’

‘Madeline,” said the Countess in a solemn voice, ‘in my concern
for your father, I spoke unguardedly; and I already repent having
done so from the situation I see you in: but, as some atonement for
doing so, I will take this opportunity of cautioning you against all
imprudent curiosity ; let no incentive from it ever tempt you to seek
an explanation of former occurrences; be assured your happiness
depends entirely on your ignorance of them: was the dark volume
of your father’s fate ever opened to your view, peace would for ever
forsake your breast; for its characters are marked by horror, and
stained with blood.’

Madeline grasped the Countess’s arm in convulsive agitation ;—
‘I swear,” said she, raising her other hand, and looking up to
heaven, ‘from this moment, never, by any means, direct or indireet,
to try and discover ought that my father wishes to coneeal.’

‘I rejoice to hear this resolution,’ eried the Countess, kissing her
cheek; ‘I rejoice at it on your own aceount. And now, my love, let
us change this discourse. You liave promised,” she continued, ‘to
try and recover your spirits; and I shall attentively wateh to see
whether you fulfil that promise. Oh, Madeline, grief in the early
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season of youth, is like frost to a tender flower, unkind and blight-
ing; and no tongue can deseribe, no heart, exeept a parental one,
conceive the bitter, the exeruciating anguish which a parent feels
at seeing a beloved child wasting the bloom of youth in wretched-
ness,—pining, drooping, sinking beneath its pressure.—From such
wretchedness may heaven preserve your father! Oh, never, never
may the distresses of his child precipitate him to his grave!’

Madeline almost started, she looked earnestly at the Countess;
and fancied that the energy with which her words had been de-
livered, declared a self-experience of the sorrow which she men-
tioned. The idea however was but transitory; and as she dismissed,
she wondered she had ever conceived it. *No,” she said to herself,
‘the Countess has felt no sorrow but what the common casualties of
life have occasioned.’

Both were silent for some minutes; Madeline at length spoke:—
‘It grows late, my dear madam, and I fear your staying longer in
the night air may hurt you.’

The Countess instantly rose, thanked her for her kind solicitude
about her; and, leaning on her arm, returned to the house; they
supped together in her dressing-room, and parted soon after for the
night.

Madeline retired to her chamber deeply affected by the incidents
of the day,—incidents which had increased the dejection she felt in
consequence of those she had experienced at V— to a most painful
degree. Instead of undressing, she sat down to indulge her melan-
choly thoughts, but was soon interrupted by a tap at the door; on
desiring it to be opened, Floretta, one of the Countess’s women,
entered.

Whenever attendance was necessary, it was she that waited upon
Madeline, who liked her much for her liveliness and good-nature;
she had been in the Countess’s suite at the time she stopped at
Clermont’s, and was daughter to an old and favourite deceased
waiting-woman, whose place since her death she had filled.

‘T was longing, Mademoiselle,” said she with a smile and a cour-
tesy, ‘for an opportunity of welcoming you back to the castle. I
hope you had a pleasant time at V—; but indeed I dare say you
had, for Madame Chattencuf sees a power of company they say;
and she is in the right of it—company is the life of one; besides, it
gives her daughter a chance of being married soon; I warrant she
has a number of admirers ; and I make no doubt but you, Mam'selle,
came in for your share.’

“You are mistaken indeed Floretta,” said Madeline smiling.

‘Not entirely, Mam’selle: Lord, didn’t Jacques and Philippe tell
me the first evening you went to Madame Chatteneuf’s, there was
no one there half so much admired as you were; and how you
danced with the handsomest gentleman present who looked so
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tender on you, Monsieur—lord, I forget his name, but I dare say
you recollect, Mam’selle.’

Too well, thought Madeline. She sighed, but made no reply; and,
rising, began to undress in order to coneeal the agitation which
the mention of de Sevignie had excited in her mind.

“You are come back to a dismal house, Mam’selle,” said Floretta,
echoing her sigh, which she imputed to regret for past pleasures,
‘to a dismal house indeed,” shaking her head, ‘now thet my poor
lady is ill.’

‘Its gloom on that account will soon be dissipated I trust,’ cried
Madeline, ‘but the perfect restoration of her health.

‘Alas! I fear not,” said Floretta with a greater seriousness than
Madeline had ever before remarked in her countenance, ‘her mind
is too much disturbed to permit me to think it will.”

‘Disturbed !’ repeated Madeline in an accent of the greatest sur-
prise, and turning to her, ‘why what has happened to disturb her
mind?’

‘Lord, don’t you know?’ asked Floretta with a kind of eager
stare.

‘No, I can’t even conjecture,’ said Madeline.

‘Well, I could never have supposed my lady would have been so
secret with you,” cried Floretta, after the pause of a minute;
‘though after all it does not surprise me, for I know it shocks her to
have any one suspect his wickedness.’

‘Whose wickedness?” asked Madeline eagerly, ‘vou astonish me
beyond expression by vour words.’

‘Aye, and I could astonish you much more, Mam'selle,” said
Floretta, ‘if I was to tell you all I know; for, from my mother’s
being a favourite with the Countess, and from my being always in
her service, I know more of her affairs than perhaps any other per-
son except Agatha does; often and often she has made me promise
to keep them all profoundly secret; and to be sure so I have,
and would always, except,’ continued Floretta, whose passion
for telling seerets was equal to her passion for hearing them,
‘except with a little hesitation, to such a friend as you are to
her.’

Highly as the curiosity of Madeline was raised, she instantly re-
coiled from the idea of learning the Countess’s private affairs
through the channel of a servant.

‘No, Floretta,’ said she, ‘except from the Countess, I can never
hearken to such secrets as you would impart; had she wished me to
know them, she would have communicated them herself. Had I
been surprised into listening to them, I should have blushed to-
morrow when I beheld her face, from the consciousness of having
acted meanly and basely towards her; and so would you I am eon-
fident, at the idea of having violated your promise; and betrayed
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what should be ever sacred to you, the confidence of your Protee-
tress and friend.

‘But I am sure,” she continued, secing the cheeks of Floretta
covered with blushes, while shé trembled so she could not stand,
‘you spoke without thought, or perhaps from an idea that the dis-
closure of the secrets you hinted at would have gratified me; but be
assured, Floretta, that would not have been the case, for I early
learned, my good girl, that pleasure could never be attained by act-
ing contrary to truth and virtue; and T hope you either do or will
in future believe the justness of that saying as firmly as I do.’

“Yes, that I shall to be sure, Mam’selle,” cried Floretta, somewhat
recovered from her confusion, and again raising her head. ‘As you
have said, Mam’selle, nothing indeed but an idea that I should have
gratified you by revealing my lady’s secrets could ever have
tempted me to mention them.’

Madeline did not appear to doubt her, but said she would no
longer detain her. Floretta therefore eurtesied, and retired with
great humility.

Left to herself, Madeline reflected on all she had heard, and the
more she reflected, the more she was astonished at it: to surmise
how or by whom the Countess was distressed, was impossible.—
‘But to know the source of her grief could scarcely, I think, aug-
ment my regret for it,” eried Madeline; ‘alas! what an aggravation
of my sorrow is it to know that the two beings I love best in the
world, are oppressed by griefs which, by concealing, I must sup-
pose they deem too dreadful for me to be acquainted with it.’

She continued in melancholy meditation till the whole castle was
wrapt in silence. She then retired to bed; but her rest was broken
and disturbed by distressing dreams; and she longed for the return
of morning to chase away the gloomy horrors of the night. She arose
at an earlier hour than usual, before any of the family, except some
of the inferior servants, were stirring, and walked out upon the
lawn to try if the freshness of the air and exereise would revive her
spirits. A solemn stillness reigned around, and the dewy landscape
was vet but imperfectly revealed; but by degrees its grey veil was
withdrawn, and the stillness interrupted by the twittering of birds
and the carol of the carly peasant. Madeline sighed at the contrast
she drew between the cheerfulness of the scene and the sadness of
her own mind.

‘And oh, when,’ she cried as she saw the gloomy vapours of night
flying before the beams of a rising sun, ‘oh, when shall the clouds
that involve my prospects be dispersed !’

After walking about some time, she sat down beneath the shelter
of the chesnut, where she and her friend had rested the preceding
night; and as she looked at the opposite but distant mountains, she
thought of Madame Chatteneuf and Olivia, who had fixed on this
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morning to eommence their journey; and her regret at their de-
parture was augmented by believing that their presence would
have been a comfort and relief to the Countess.

Full of the idea that they had already begun to ascend those
stupendous precipices, which together they had so often viewed
with mingled awe and veneration; she gazed upon them with a
melancholy kind of pleasure, as if by doing so she could once more
have beheld the travellers.

She remained thus engaged, till Agatha called to her from a win-
dow, and informed her the Countess was up. She directly returned
to the house, and, going up to the Countess’s dressing-room, met
her just as she was entering it.

With the most anxious solicitude she enquired how she found
herself. ‘Somewhat better,” the Countess replied. But whether the
imagination of Madeline was affected by what Floretta had said the
preceding night, or whether it really was the case, she thought there
was no alteration in her countenance to support this assertion; the
same look of langour and dejection prevailed; and she involuntarily
repeated her enquiry with an earnestness that intimated the doubt
she harboured, and hinted a wish of having a physician sent for.

‘I thank you for this kind anxiety about me, my dear girl," said
the Countess; ‘but I can with truth assure you I am better; and
even if I was not, I should never think of sending for a physician ;
medical skill,” continued she in a low voice, ‘could be of little avail
in my malady.’

“Ah!" thought Madeline, ‘this is indeed a confirmation of all that
Floretta told me; she gives me to understand by those words, that
her malady is upon her mind ;—would to heaven I could alleviate
it!’

They sat down to breakfast: the table was laid near an open wine
dow, from whence they inhaled the sweetness of the morning air,
and beheld the dewy landscape gradually brightening to their
view,—beheld along the forest glades the wild dear trip, and often
turning, gaze at early passenger: grey smoke arose in spiral columns
from cottages scattered about its extremity, painting the rural
scene with cheerful signs of inhabitation: and soon the industrious
woodman was beheld commencing his toil, and the careful shep-
herd driving his bleating flock along the grassy paths to taste the
verdure of the morn, while on every side

Music awoke
The native voice of undissembled joy,
And thick around the woodland hymns arose,

‘Oh, how lovely is this scene!” said the Countess, ‘this is Nature’s
hour for offering up her incense to the Supreme; and cold and un-
amiable indeed must be that heart which is not warmed to devotion
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by it. What real enjoyment do the children of indolence and dissi-
pation forego by losing, in the bed of sloth, those moments when
every blooming pleasure waits without: how cheering even to the
soul of sadness itself, is the matin of the birds! how reviving to
sickness or to languor this pure breeze, which, as it sweeps over the
tall trees of the forest, bends their leafy heads, as if in sign of grate-
ful homage to the great Creator.’

‘It is an hour which I particularly love indeed,’ cried Madeline,
‘one in which some of my most delightful rambles have been taken;
with my father I have often brushed the dews away, and on the
side of some steep and romantic mountain, caught the first beams of
the sun, and watehed the vapour of the valley retiring before them.

‘Our friends,” continued Madeline, after the pause of a few
minutes, ‘have ere this, I dare say, commenced their journey; by
this time they have probably got a considcrable way, and at this
very moment perhaps may be sitting down to breakfast in the cot-
tage of some mountaineer, attended by him and his family with
assiduous hospitality; or else beneath the shadow of some chff,
o’er which the light chamois bound, and tall pines cast a solemn
shade. Oh, how delightful must such a situation be!—how delight-
ful, how elevating to the mind to be surrounded by the noblest
works of nature,—by scenes which bring the heroes of other days
to view!—how pleasing to listen to the soft melody of shepherds’
pipes, to the bleating of his numerous flocks, intermingled perhaps
with the lulling sound of waterfalls, and the humming of bees,
intent on their delicious toil !’

“You speak like a poet, Madeline,” said the Countess, smiling.

Madeline blushed at this observation, and wondered, when it was
made, that she conld have given such latitude to her imagination.

Fatigued by talking, the Countess lay down upon a sofa after
breakfast. This debility, in a mind so nervous and a frame so active
as hers had hitherto been, gave the most painful apprehensions to
Madeline: and, under a trifling pretext, she left the room in order to
communicate them to Agatha, and enquire from her whether she
did not deem some advise requisite for her lady.

Agatha shook her head mournfully on hearing them; but relative
to her enguiry, answered in the negative, saying that rest and quiet
were all that was necessary for the Countess, ‘if those don’t do her
good,’ said she, ‘nothing can.’

‘Alas!® eried Madeline, as she turned from her, tis too true! 'tis
sorrow that undermines her health, and medicine could not rcach
her malady. Oh! what, what is this sorrow which so dreadfully
affects her,—which is so carefully concealed that cven her most
intimate friends know it not, for such I know Madame Chatteneul
and her daughter to be, and they, I am confident, are ignorant of
it?’
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When she returned to the dressing-room, the Countess requested
she would read to her; and thus employed, except at short inter-
vals, when her ladyship made her pause to rest herself, she con-
tinued till dinner was served, at which the Countess was unable to
preside; she grew better however in the evening, and again entered
into conversation with Madeline.

The discourse turned upon the time she had passed at V—; and
the Countess now requested to hear a particular accourt of it. This
was a request which Madeline, if she could, would gladly have de-
clined obeying; for, in almost every amusement, almost every
seene she had partaken of, or mixed in while there, de Sevignie was
so principal an object, that to deseribe them without mentioning
him, she feared would be scarcely possible; to mention him without
emotion, she knew she could not; and to betray such emotion would
be, she was convineed, to confirm in the Countess’s mind the suspi-
cions she knew she already entertained of her attachment to de
Sevignie; and now to have them confirmed, now, when not a hope
remained of their being ever more to each other than friends, she
felt would be humiliating and distressing in the extreme.

She attempted however to comply with the request of the Coun-
tess, but she faultered in her talk; and, by trying to omit what she
wished to conceal, rendered what she would have told almost un-
intelligible.

The Countess saw and pitied her distress; she pitied, beeause she
guessed the souree from whence it proceeded. She was now more
convinced than ever, from the dejection of Madeline, her confusion,
and a few involuntary expressions that dropped from her, that all
hope relative to de Sevignie was over, and, since terminated, she
meant not to enquire concerning him, certain as she was that that
termination was owing to ho impropriety in the conduet of Made-
line, or in his either, else she would not thus regret it. Time and
kind attention, she trusted, would heal the wound which dis-
appointed affection had given to the bosom of her youthful friend.

By degrees she turned the conversation to one more pleasing to
her; and they both parted after supper with more cheerfulness than
perhaps either had expected.

The next morning Madeline had the exquisite pleasure of meeting
her beloved protectress at breakfast, with a greater appearance of
health and spirits than she had witnessed the preceding day.

No attentions which could contribute to render this change a
permanent one, were wanting on the part of Madeline; her assi-
duities were indeed unremitting, and the Countess received them
with every indication of gratitude. A week saw her restored to her
usual looks and serenity; and thus happily did the storm which had
threatened the peace of her friends and family, appear overblown.

Occupied by attention and anxiety about her friend, Madeline,
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during her indisposition, had had no time to ruminate over past
scenes; but now that her recovery allowed her more leisure, they
arose in gloomy retrospection to her view. She saw herself deprived
of all those hopes which had hitherto cheered her mind, assured,
almost solemnly assured, that her destiny and de Sevignie’s could
never be united; and sad and solitary in the extreme she antici-
pated her life would be after such a disappointment, for de Sevignie
she considered as her kindred spirit, and could not hope, or rather
deemed it utterly impossible, she should again meet with one so
truly congenial to her own.

Another week elapsed without any thing material happening,
during which the Countess heard from her daughter; she gave the
letter to Madeline to read, and the vivacity with which it was
written, and the assurance it contained of her own health and
happiness, clearly proved that Madame D’Alembert was entirely
ignorant of her mother’s late illness and disquietude.

The wonder of Madeline was increased at finding she concealed
this disquietude even from her daughter. Surely, she thought, its
source must indeed be painful when she thus hides it from those
who are most interested about her.

In vain she tried to assign some cause for it in her own mind; the
more she thought upon it, the more impossible she found it to con-
jecture from what or from whom it proceeded, and that she never
would know, she was convinced; and now that she saw her friend
had (apparently at least) overcome it, her curiosity was somewhat
abated.

In about ten days after Madame D’Alembert’s letter, she re-
ceived one herself from Olivia (as did the Countess from Madame
Chatteneuf), written in the most lively and aflectionate manner,
and containing a particular aceount of their journey over the Alps,
their reception from her aunt, who was not quite in so declining a
state as they apprehended, and the amusements they partook of at
Verona.

She coneluded by charging Madeline to write immediately; and
said she expected to hear from her all that had happened in and
out of the chateau since her departure, and particularly whether
she had since seen de Sevignie. ‘But that you have, I cannot doubt,’
she added; ‘and, jesting apart, believe me, my dear Madeline, I
hope to learn from you that every little uneasiness which lurked in
your mind, and his, is removed by the mutual acknowledgment of
a passion which, to the penetrating eyes of friendship, it was evi-
dent you entertained for each other. Blush not, my dear; the secret
which friends discover is guarded by them as sedulously as their
own; and, should concealment be necessary, be assured of mine.
But I will not harbour an idea that it is; no, I will not believe that
de Sevignie will be contented with the mere possession of your
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heart:—ere this, perhaps, preparations arc making; ere this,
perhaps, the happy knot is tied; if so, accept my' sincerest con-
gratulations; every one who regards you, will congratulate you and
themselves on such an event; for the wife of de Sevignie must, if not
her own fault (which ean never be your case), be completely happy.’

Madeline’s whole soul felt agitated as she read those lines; since
hopeless, she was distressed that her attachment should be known;
and she sighed with the heaviest sadness at the contrast which she
drew between her present feelings, and what they would have been,
had her friend’s conjectures relative to de Sevignie and her been
just.

She felt shocked at the idea of being asked to shew this letter
(which she had read in her own chamber) to the Countess; but that
lady, perhaps from surmising some of the contents, gave not the
smallest intimation of a wish to read it.

But though her fears respecting it were removed by this silence,
her dejection continued. The surmises of Olivia hurt and embar-
rassed her; and she feared, when she declared their fallacy, that she
should be regarded as a slighted object; and to pride, youthful
pride, perhaps no idea could be more mortifying.

To complete her sadness, the Countess secemed relapsing into
melancholy; and, though they both conversed, eonversation in
both appeared but as the faint cffort of feeling to try and beguile
the sadness of each other.

The efforts she made to converse during the day were painful in
the extreme; and when the Countess retired in the evening, as was
her usual custom, to the ruined monastery in the valley, for the
purpose of prayer and meditation, Madeline hastily threw a scarf
around her, and went out upon the lawn, as if she had feared a
longer continuance in the house would subjeet her to society, which,
in the present agitated state of her mind was irksome to her.
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Witness ye Pow'rs
How much I suffer’d, and how much I sirove.
DRYDEN

THE EVENING WAS FAR ADVANCED WHEN MADELINE WENT
upon the lawn. It was now the dusky hour of twilight, when the
glow worm “’gan to light his pale and ineffectual fires’ amongst
the tangled thickets of the forest, and the vespers of the birds and
the toils of the woodman had ceased. The beetle had now com-
menced its droning flight, and the owlet her sad song from the ivy
mantled turrets of the castle, intermingled, or rather lost at times,
in the hoarse and melancholy cries of waterfowl returning to the
little islands on the lake, across which came the hollow sound of a
distant convent bell.

Madeline stood some minutes upon the lawn as if to enjoy sounds,
which by suiting, soothed the dejection of her mind; but the kind
of pleasing trance into which they lulled her, was of short continu-
ance; all the perturbed thoughts which anxiety and attention about
the Countess had, during the day, in some degree dissipated, soon
returned with full power; and as she cast her eyes on the bleak and
distant mountains, fancy, torturing fancy presented de Sevignie to
her view, a sad and solitary wanderer about them. His head un-
sheltered, exposed to the unwholesome dews of night; his ideas un-
settled, perhaps wandering after her, who like himself was a child
of sorrow.

Wrapt in melancholy meditation, heedless almost whither or how
far she went, she now wandered down a lonely and romantic path,
which led along the margin of a lake to a stupenduous mountain
that terminated it: in this mountain were numerous cavitics, some
of which had been formed into agrecable summer retreats by the
Count and Countess de Merville; the foremost of these was a
spacious grotto, whose sides and roof were formed of rugged stone,
ornamented by beautiful erystaline substances, which sparkled in
the rays of the sun, that sometimes pierced through erevices in the
roof like the finest brilliants; its floor consisted of smooth pebbles
curiously inlaid, and its arched entrance was nearly overgrown by
a thick foilage of ivy, whose dark green was enlivened by the bright
tints of several wild flowers; while thick around the myrtle, the
laurestine, and the arbutus, reared high their beauteous and frag-
rant heads, stretching their fantastic arms through its crevices:
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immediately above them rose a wood of solemn verdure, which
reached half way up the ascent; the rest of the mountain was rocky
and bare of vegetation. The beauty and sweetness of the shrubs;
the lovely prospect it commanded of the lake and skirting woods,
and the solemn shadows cast upon it by the trees above, rendered
the grotto a delightful place for retirement.

In shady Bower,
More sacred or sequester'd tho” but feign'd,
Pan or Sylvanus never slept, nor Nymph,
Nor Fanus haunted.

From this cavity, through an irregular but not inelegant arch,
formed by a chasm in the rock, was an entrance into another, in the
centre of which a deep and spacious bath had been contrived many
years back, which was constantly supplied by the cold limpid
streams of the mountain ; this bath, like the grotto, received its only
light from apertures in the roof, from whence wild shrubs hung in
fantastic wreaths; and about it were smaller caves that answered
the purpose of little dressing-rooms; but those caves, the bath, and
grotto, had been long neglected: for since the death of the Count,
who had constantly resorted to them for health and pleasure, the
Countess had never been able to bear the idea of approaching them,
Her desertion confirmed the superstitious stories, which had long
been in circulation amongst the servants and peasantry, of their
being haunted by some of the former inhabitants of the chateau;
nor would one of them venture near the mountain after sun-set, for
almost any consideration.

Hither, as I have already said, Madeline now wandered, almost
without knowing whether she was going; but when she found her-
self at the grotto, feeling a little fatigued, she sat down upon a moss
covered stone at its entrance: the present scene was perfectly
adapted to her feclings, and like the poet she might have said,

T'hose woods, those wilds, those melancholy glooms
Accord with my soul's sadness, and draw forth
The voice of sorrow from my bursting heart.

The grotto beliind her was now involved in utter darkness, and
the lake, which lay before her, tinetured with the gloom of closing
day, appeared black and dismal; except where it reflected one of
the beautifully chequered clouds of evening, or the scattered stars
that alternately glittered and.disappeared: as if unwilling to dis-
turb the silence of the hour, it stole with gentle undulations to its
green banks; and no sounds, but those of its soft murmurs, the
melancholy rippling of the water within the grotto, and now and
then a hoarse scream from a wild-fowl on the lake, could be distin-
guished.
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The thoughts of Madeline were therefore not interrupted; and
fancy again represented de Sevignie rambling about the gloomy
heights, whose outlines she could just discover: She shuddered at
the idea of the dangers to which such conduet exposed him.

‘Oh, de Sevignie!” she cried aloud, speaking in the agitation of
her soul, ‘would to Heaven we had never met, since by meeting, we
have only become sources of wretehedness to each other; painful as
is our separation, that pain to me would be mitigated, did T know
you were in any degree happy; but while I imagine you miserable,
peace must continue a stranger to my breast.’

She paused, for at this instant a deep sigh, from the innermost
recesses of the grotto, pierced her ear, and made her start with ter-
ror from her seat. Though she had early been taught to contemn
the weakness which gives rise to superstition; and, though in the
hour of composure she derided it, yet there were moments when her
spirits were exhausted, such a moment as the present, in which it
found admission to her breast.

Every fearful story, which she had heard of the grotto and other
caves of the mountain, now recurred to her memory, and she alinost
feared the spectres they described would start to her view; for of a
human ereature being in the grotto at an hour of darkness, such as
the present she had not an idea, from the dread she knew enter-
tained of it. She was hastening away as fast as her trembling limbs
could carry her, when the sound of an approaching step took from
her all power of motion, and she sunk to the carth in an agony of
fear; almost instantly, however, she was snatched from it, while a
voice to which her heart vibrated, the soft the tremulous voice of
de Sevignie, assured her of her safety.

‘Madeline!’ he exclaimed, while he prest her to his throbbing
heart, ‘my Madeline! can you forgive the terror I involuntary
caused you.’

‘Good heaven!’ said Madeline, raising her head from his shoulder,
‘do I really behold,’ as if doubting the evidence of her ears, and
eyes, ‘do I really behold de Sevignie,—why,’ she continued, *‘why,
for what purpose did you come hither.’

‘Ah, Madeline!” he said, ‘cannot your own heart inform yous
have you no idca of the sympathy which drew me hither, to wander
round the mansion you inhabit; to indulge my feclings by treading,
or faneying I trod, in the paths you frequented. Oh, Madeline!
what to happiness would be trifles, are to sorrow and despair
matters of importance.’

While he spoke, the tremors of Madeline had somewhat subsided ;
but emotions different from those of fear, though not less painful,
still agitated her mind; emotions which delicacy; dissatisfied with
itself, had given rise to; she did not desire, nor ever had attempted
to conceal her friendship for de Sevignie, but situated as they were,
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she did not wish him by any means to know, it was of so fervent a
nature as her expressions in the grotto must have implied; and
overwhelmed with confusion at the idea of them, she endeavoured,
as soon as she could move, to disengage herself from his arms, in
order to return home.

‘Against your inclination I will not detain you,’ said he, ‘and
yet,” eontradicting his words by still holding her to his breast, ‘to
part with you so soon, at such a moment as this, is more almost
than I can bear; oh Madeline! to affect ignorance of what you said
in the grotto, would be to betray insensibility; I have heard you,’
he continued, with a voice of rapture, ‘I have heard you in aceents
which pity might acknowledge her’s, pronounce my name. Think
then, Madeline, and excuse my doing so, whether at a moment
which has given me the sweet assurance of being sometimes
thought of, sometimes pitied by you, I ean without the utmost
reluctance let you depart immediately.’

“You have heard me, de Sevignie,” eried Madeline, trying to
speak in a collected voice, ‘but on your honour, on your delicacy I
rest, to bury in oblivion what you heard.’

‘In my heart eternally,” said de Sevignie.

“You must promise to forget it,” proceeded Madeline, ‘that I may
try to be reconciled to myself.’

‘Forget!’ repeated de Sevignie, ‘no Madeline, never will I give a
promise which my heart protests against fulfilling; the memory of
what I have heard I will cherish; I will treasure, as all that can give
pleasure to my existence; in all my wanderings, amidst all my
cares, I will recur to it for comfort and support; for never can I feel
quite forlorn, never utterly miserable, while I imagine I am repard-
ed, I am thought of by you.’

Madeline sighed, and averted her eves from his, in order to con-
ceal the feelings his language excited. Reason opposed a longer con-
tinuance with him, by convineing her a lengthened conversation
would only add to her subsequent anguish when they parted: but
her heart recoiled from the idea of quitting him so soon, so abruptly
when perhaps they might never meet again; she wished too, to stay
a few minutes longer, to caution him against the dangers which his
wild and solitary rambles exposed him to.

For this purpose, after a little irresolution, she ceased to make
an effort to leave him, and opened her lips but her voice fau ltered ;
and she felt that she could not express her apprehensions for his
safety, without betraying the tender interest she took in it. Sud-
denly, therefore, she broke from him and moved on.

For a minute he stood transfixed to the spot where she had left
him; then starting, he exclaimed thus, ‘thus, do I ever find my
happiness transient! oh, how exquisite was that, which but a few
moments ago pervaded my soul at the idea of your pity;—a pity,
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which your abrupt departure convinees me you either wish to
disavow or suppress.’

‘Alas!’ cried Madeline, involuntarily pausing, and turning to
him, ‘of what avail would be my pity.’

‘Oh, it would sooth my cares; it would assuage my sorrows: Re-
peat, then, my Madeline, repeat the sweet assurance of it, and spare
a few minutes longer to wretchedness and me.’

‘No,” said Madeline, who ashamed of her past weakness resolved
to give no farther proof of it, ‘it grows late, and I must quit this
place; to continue much longer here, would, I am convineed,
occasion a search after me, and consequently might subject me to
the reproach of carrying on clandestine proceedings.’

‘Go then, Madam!’ exclaimed de Sevignie, in passionate accents,
‘ro, Madam! obey the rigid rules of propriety, and disregard my
sufferings; sufferings, which you yourself have caused. Yes,
Madeline, "tis on your account my youth is wasted, my hopes o’er-
thrown, my comforts blasted: but go—no assurance of pity now
would sooth me: for I am now convineed, what you feel for me is
not a settled feeling, but a mere involuntary impulse, such as any
son of sorrow may equally excite.’

He turned abruptly from her, and with quick, yet tottering steps
hastened to the grotto, against whose side he suddenly flung him-
self, as if for support.

At another time to be accused of insensibility might well have
inspired Madeline with resentment; but now she could only feel
compassion and tenderness for him, whose pale and disordered
looks gave such melancholy evidence of his sufferings. Not more
affected by his words, than terrified by his manner, to depart
without seeing him in some degree composed, was impossible, and
she walked slowly towards him, trusting, that at her approach he
would rise, and that she might then be able to prevail on him to
quit the Forest. He did not move however, and after standing a few
minutes by him she ventured softly to pronounce his name. Still he
eontinued silent and motionless, and her alarm inereased; she
stooped down, but could not hear him breathe,—his hand lay
extended from him, she gently raised it, but almost immediately
let it drop with horror at finding it cold and lifeless.

He was dying perhaps, and she had not power to assist him. ‘Oh,
de Sevignie!” she exclaimed in the agony of her soul, ‘de Sevignie!
speak to me for heaven’s sake, or I shall sink with terror.

He started, as if the vehemence of her words had roused him;
turned and surveyed her for a minute with a vacant eye. His re-
collection then returned, and with it all his gentleness.

‘T have been ill.’ he said, ‘extremely ill; I never was so disordered
before, but 'tis the effect of weakness; this is the first day I have
been able to come out since we last parted.’
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‘Good heavens!’ eried Madeline, ‘what imprudence to come
hither; oh, de Sevignie, what ean make you act in a manner so
injurious to yourself, so distressing to your friends,”

The energy of her voice, the paleness, the wildness of her counte-
nanee, proved to de Sevignie the alarm he had given her.

“Ah, Madeline,’ said he, taking her soft trembling hand in his, ‘I
seem fated to give you uneasiness; but be composed I beseech you,
and also be assured, I never more will intrude into your presence ;—
to-morrow, I leave V— for ever. Too long indeed have I persecuted
you; I blush at the recollection of my impetuous conduct; to
apologize for it as I wish is impossible; but never, never, shall I
cease to regret it. Permit me,” he added ‘to leave you near the
house, the way to it is solitary, I will then depart.’

‘No,” replied Madeline, ‘there is no danger in my going alone;
besides, if I permitted you to accompany me, I should bring you
out of your way : for this path near the grotto is the shortest one to
the road.’

“Farewell, then,” cried he, pressing her hand to his cold lips, ‘fare-
well,” he repeated as he resigned it, ‘but as this is the last time we
shall probably ever meet, let me have the comfort of hearing from
you, that you do not utterly detest me for the uncasiness I have
caused you.’

Madeline attempted to speak, but her voice was lost in the
emotions of her soul, and she hung her head to conceal the tears
which trickled down her cheeks. They did not, however, escape the
penetrating eyes of de Sevignie: he again took her hand, I cannot
leave you,” said he, ‘in this situation; you weep, you tremble; oh,
my Madeline, rest upon me,’

‘Nol!” eried she, resisting the effort he made to support her. ‘T am
now better; let us therefore part, and part for ever.’

De Sevignie repeated the word, then yielding, or rather overcome
by the anguish of his heart, he fell at her feet; he implored the
choicest blessings of heaven for her; he besought her forgiveness for
the rashness, the impetuosity of his eonduct, *The remembrance of
such forgiveness may at some future period,’ he continued, ‘a little
alleviate the pain of separation.’

How unnecessary for Madeline to assure him by words, of that
forgiveness which her looks exprest; with streaming eyes she hung
over him; yct not their separation alone caused her tears. His
broken health and spirits were subjects of yet greater regret, and
searcely,—searcely could she prevent lierself from kneeling on the
earth beside him, and supplicating that heaven he had so recently
addrest on her account to restore them: but though the supplica-
tion did not burst from her lips, it was breathed from the very
depth of her heart.

In a moment of agitation like the present, the feelings of that
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heart could no longer be supprest, and de Sevignie now beheld the
strong hold he had of its affections.

But the confirmation of her affection could not lessen his
wretchedness, on the contrary, it seemed to encrease it: He arose
from her feet.

‘Oh, Madeline!” he said, ‘how inconsistent is the human heart;
but a few minutes ago, and I fancied the assurance of your pity and
regard would render me in some degree happy; now when you have
permitted me to receive it, I feel myself more miserable than ever,
and think, since the obstacles to our union cannot be conquered, I
should have been less so had I still imagined you indifferent.’

Madeline shuddered, ‘would to heaven!” eried she, emphatically,
‘we had never met.” Scarcely was she able to forbear asking what
those obstacles were which he alluded to, but propriety checked the
question; she regretted bitterly, regretted the divulgement of her
sentiments, and the conseciousness of its being an unpremcd}tated
divulgement, could scarcely mitigate her regret for it; anxious to
avoid the imputation of total weakness, either from de Sevignie
or herself, she now summoned all her resolution to her aid, and
after the silence of a few minutes, addrest him in a collected
voice.

‘Let us,’ said she, ‘endeavour to reconcile ourselves to an inevit-
able necessity, the efforts of fortitude and virtue can never fail of
being suceessful, and how can they be more nobly exereised, than
in trying to repel useless sorrow. Let us from this moment, that no
interruption may be given to such efforts, determine sedulously to
avoid cach other.

*Yet we shall meet again;’ exclaimed de Sevignie in a passionate
accent, and grasping her hand, ‘our souls were originally paired in
heaven; and though now separated by a wayward destiny, they
will, my Madeline, be re-united in that heaven.’

A tear, in spite of her efforts to restrain it, strayed down her pale
cheek, but she wiped it hastily away. ‘ "Ere we part for ever in this
world,” she procceded with a softness she could not repress, Tet me
entreat you, de Sevignie, to exert that fortitude, which from reason,
from edueation, from principle, you ought, nay you must if you
please, be master of. "Tis an injustice to yourself, to society; above
all, to that divine Being who implanted such noble facultics in
your mind as I know you to possess, to let them be destroyed by
sorrow; besides, what grief must not the conduet which impairs
your health and weakens your mind, give to all your connections.’

‘My connections!’ repeated de Sevignie, looking steadily at her,
‘my connections’; and his eye loured on her.

“Yes,” replied Madeline, ‘to your connections, if their feelings are
at all like mine. Oh, de Sevignie! if you really regard my tran-
quillity, promise, cre we part, to try and conquer your dejection,
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and to give up your solitary rambles; the idea of the dangers to
which you expose yourself by them terrifies me.’

‘Ere we part,” said de Sevignie, who seemed only to have
attended to those words, ‘Oh! what a death-like chill eomes over
my heart at the idea of doing so. Never—never, Madeline, if
honour, if gratitude permitted, would we separate.’

‘If they are combined against us,” cried Madeline, ‘it were not
only foolish but criminal to think of acting otherwise than we are
now doing.’

‘They are!” exclaimed de Sevignie, ‘for would it be not dis-
honourable, ungrateful in the extreme, to attempt leading the
daughter of Clermont—he to whose compassionate care, under
heaven, I perhaps owe the preservation of my life; would it not, 1
say, be base, to attempt leading her from ease, security, the enjoy-
ment of all that affluence can give, into care, danger, and obscurity.
No, Madeline, I am not selfish; I am not a villain: I would not, for
the mere gratification of my own passion, involve the woman I
adore in trouble; nor should I gratify it by such conduct:—that
storm which I could brave alone, I should sink beneath with
her.’

The obstacles which he had alluded to, seemed now explained:
from fortune, want of fortune, Madeline was convinced they
sprung. Charmed by the noble, the generous conduet of de Sevig-
nie; ignorant of the difficulties and sorrows of life, when unpos-
sessed of a competence; and believing; firmly believing, that her
attachment for him could never be conquered, she was almost
tempted to offer him her hand. To assure him case, sceurity, the
enjoyment of all that affluence could give, would gladly be relin-
quished by her for the sake of sharing his cares, dangers, and
obseurity; but delicacy, that celestial guardian of her sex, checked
the rash impulse of romantic tenderness. She suddenly recollected
herself, and recoiled, from the idea of the action she had been
about committing, as if from a precipice.

‘Gracious heaven!” she exelaimed within herself, ‘how mean how
despicable should I have appeared in his eyes, who can so nobly
triumph over his own passion, Had I followed the impulse of mine,
and offered my hand unsolicited, unsanctified, by the approbation
of a parent or a friend. Ah, Madeline, you may well blush for your
weakness.’

Lest she should betray that weakness, she determined not to stay
another minute with him, and bidding him a hasty adieu, she walk-
ed on. De Sevignie in a few minutes followed her, but he eontinued
many by her side, ere he again spoke to her; at last he stopt, and
taking her hand to detain her—*Madeline,’ said he, as if hitherto
absorbed in profound meditation, ‘do you think, if I could render
my situation more prosperous than it at present is, that your
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friends, if you had the generosity to desire it, would permit our
union.’

‘I do,’” cried Madeline, hesitating, yet not able to repress this
acknowledgment of tenderness, ‘I think they would not oppose
what would contribute to my happiness.’

A sudden smile, the smile of rapture, illumined the countenance
of de Sevignie; he clasped her hands in his; he raised them to
heaven.—‘Oh, what transport!” he said, ‘to be able to contribute to
your happiness; grant, heavenly powers, such blessedness may yet
be mine! May I detain you Madeline, a few minutes longer to
acquaint you with the plan, which I have just conceived, for con-
quering the obstacles that at present impede our wishes.” Madeline
could not reply in the negative, and de Sevignie began:

“To another—" said he.

At this instant an approaching step was heard, and in the next,
the shrill voice of Floretta, calling upon Madeline.

Provoked by this interruption, de Sevignie attempted to lead
Madeline amongst the trees which bordered the path; but though
as much disappointed as he could be, she resisted the effort.

‘No," said she, ‘I cannot go, 'tis the Countess, I am convinced,
that has sent after me, and she would be terrified if I could not be
found: besides if her servant discovered me trying to avoid her,
what might she not say. Some other time must do for the explana-
tion which you were about giving, and which I will confess, you
could scarcely be more anxious to utter than I to hear.’

“What time,’ asked de Sevignie, ‘I shall be all impatience, all sus-
pence, till we meet again; to-morrow evening you may surely come
hither.’

‘Perhaps,’ said Madeline.

‘No perhaps,’ cried de Sevignie, ‘you must give me a positive
answer.’

‘Well then, you may be confident, if in my power I will come.’

‘Adieu, then,” cried he; again pressing her hand to his lips, then
suddenly darting into the nearest path, he was out of sight in a
moment,

Madeline paused on the spot where he had left her, to reflect on
all that he had said, and congratulate herself on the prospect of
felicity which was now opening to her view.

Her pleasing meditation was soon, however, interrupted by the
appearance of Floretta. “Well, I am sure,’ cried she, ‘I am glad I
have found you. Lord bless my soul, Mam’selle, how can you ven-
ture into such lonely places by yourself. I am sure nothing but com-
pulsion could make me do so.’

‘I hope none has been used to-night,” said Madeline, as she pro-
ceeded with her towards the chateau.

“That there has, indced, nothing but the absolute commands of
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my Lady could have made me come hither; I wonder, I am sure,
what could make her fix on me to look for you. She might have
known it was not proper to send any girl by herself into such wild
places.’

“Your Lady knew there was no danger,” said Madeline, ‘as none
but her own peasants and servants are about them,’

‘Why, I don’t say Mam’selle, there is any danger of meeting
thieves, but there is of meeting much worse. Ah, Mam’selle, you
know well enough what I mean; and you must be either very in-
credulous or very hardy, to venture near the grotto, after the horrid
stories you have heard in the chateau about it; besides those
stories, I could tell you others of it, which if you heard, would
frighten you so much, that I dare say you would not be able to
move.’

If you think they would have that effect upon me, pray don’t
tell them at present,’ said Madeline, ‘for I want to make haste to
the chateau.’

‘Indeed I don’t intend to do so,’ eried Floretta, ‘the very telling
them would frighten me, and I am sure I am sufficiently terrified
already.’

‘Why did you not get some one to accompany you,’ asked
Madeline.

‘A likely thing indeed, that any one would accompany me in the
dark to such places; not but I tried, I can assure you, The¢ butler
was the first I asked; but no truly, he was getting his knives and
spoons ready for supper. Then I entreated Mr Jacques, the coach-
man, but he was just going to visit the horses; and as to the foot-
men, I know I might as well try to bring the pillars of the hall along
with me. I tried the maids also, but one was going to settle the
chambers, and another wanted to help the cook to get supper
ready; and another—but in short they had all some frivolous ex-
euse or other.’

“Well,” said Madeline, ‘though you did come alone, you met with
nothing to frighten you.’

“That shall never prevail on me, however, to venture again to
such a place by myself, if I can help it.’

By this time they had reached the chateau, and Madeline being
informed by a servant, swhom she met in the hall, that the Countess
was in the supper parlour, direetly repaired thither.
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LAAAAAAARARARARAARRAARAARARARAARALS

Chapter 2

ARAAAAAAAAARAARAARAARAARRARARAARAL

Let my tears thank you, for I cannot speak,
And if T could,
Words were not made to vent such thoughts as mine.
DRYDEN

‘YOU HAVETAKEN A LONG WALK TO-NIGHT, MYDEAR, SAID
the Countess, as she entered, ‘I really was beginning to grow a little
uneasy.’

‘T am concerned I caused you any uneasiness, Madam,’ eried
Madeline, ‘I hope you will forgive my doing so. I shall take eare in
future not to stay out so late.’

The Countess answered her with her usual gracious sweetness,
and they both sat down to supper, which was served immediately
after her return.

The revived hopes of Madeline had re-animated her countenance
with all its usual vivaeity. The glow upon her cheek, the lustre of
her eye, the smile that played about her mouth; the ready chear-
fulness with which she entered into conversation, and the unusual
length of her walk; altogether contributed to convince the pene-
trating mind of the Countess, that in this walk, something un-
commonly interesting had occurred; and what she believed that
something to be, may easily be imagined. Considering Madeline as
she did,—a sacred deposit, and exclusive of that consideration,
deeply interested about her from her innocence and sweetness, she
deemed it absolutely necessary, to enquire into what had past in
the interview, which she was eonvineed had taken place between
her and de Sevignie. Well knowing that the eager eye of youth and
passion, too often overlooks those dangers, whieh strike the cooler
and more e:;p{:rienecd one of age.

“Your walk to-night, my dear Madeline,” said she with a smile,
after the things were removed and the servants withdrawn, ‘was as
pleasant, I hope, as it was long.’

Her smile, and the expressive glance which accompanied it,
assured the conseious heart of Madeline, that the Countess suspect-
ed it had not been a solitary one; and her face was immediately
erimsoned over: yet Madeline never had an idea of carrying on any
proceedings against the knowledge of the Countess. She had deter-
mined within her own mind, the moment she was acquainted with
the plan of de Sevignie, to unfold to lher every circumstance, every
hope, relative to him. The reason therefore of her present agitation,
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was a fear, that a premature discovery might make the Countess
imagine she had meant to carry on a clandestine correspondence,
and, consequently lessen her in her esteem.

‘T see, Madam,’ said she, after the pause of a minute, bashfully
raising her eyes from the ground, ‘I see that you suspect some-
thing, and I acknowledge you are right in doing so; but oh! dearest
madam, do not think me ungrateful, do not déeem me imprudent, do
not suppose to chance alone you owe the discovery of my thoughts
or situation; I only deferred acquainting you with both; I only
delayed opening my heart to your view, till I had something more
satisfactory than at present to inform you of.’

‘Unbosom it now,’ said the Countess, ‘and trust me, my dear
Madeline, I would not desire the communication, did I not mean to
take as great an interest in your affairs as a parent would. Unbosom
your heart to me as to a Mother; and be assured, if my advice, my
assistance, my friendship, can in any degree forward your happi-
ness, I shall derive real satisfaction myself from doing so.’

Thus kindly urged, Madeline rather rejoiced than regretted being
surprised into the relation; for she had long sighed, though with-
held by diffidence from desiring it; for the counsel of a person more
conversant, more experienced than herself in the intricacies of the
human heart. To elucidate every circumstance which had happened
in her interview with de Sevignie, it was requisite to mention those
which had past at V—.

She began, but it was with the involuntary hesitation of
modesty; and from the same impulse she tried to pass over, as
lightly as pessible, the pain she had experienced on de Sevignie’s
account; but though her language might be unimpassioned, her
looks plainly indicated what her sufferings had been.

Her relation ended, the Countess sat many minutes without
speaking, as if absorbed in profound meditation. She then broke
the silence, by thanking Madeiine with the most gracious benign-
ancy for the confidence she had reposed in her.

“Your narrative, my dear Madeline,” she eried, ‘confirms the
opinion I entertained, since the evening I saw you together, of the
strength of your attachment for de Sevignie;—nay, do not be con-
fused, my dear; love, excited by merit, we have no reason to be
ashamed of,

‘It will please you, no doubt, to hear, that I think his attach-
ment as tender as your own; but it is one, with which his reason is
evidently at variance. Why it is so, the latter part of his conver-
sation this evening secms to*ine to explain. A distrest situation
has hitherto pointed out the necessity of his trying to conquer his
passion; but T own it appears to me strange and mysterious that a
man of his elegant appearance and cnlightened education, should
be in narrow eircumstances and obseurity. If however, he can pro-
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perly aceount for this obseurity and want of fortune; if the one pro-
ceeds neither from ignoble birth nor dishonourable conduct; and
the other from no idle extravagance, no degrading folly, we will not
wait for the realization of his plan, be it what it may, to realize his
happiness. You are perhaps surprised,” she continued, “to hear me
speak in this positive manner, as if I had an absolute power to dis-
pose of you; but know my dear, that in me your father vested such
a power. As soon as I understood your situation with regard to de
Sevignie, I communicated to him all I thought concerning it, and
requested his advice; he answered me immediately, and begged in
future, I might never apply to him on the subject, but depend
entirely on my own judgment; he entreated me to do this, he said,
from a firm conviction that I would watch over you with as much
solicitude and scarcely less tenderness than he would himself, Ilis
confidence was not, I trust, misplaced.’

Madeline would have spoken in the fullness of her heart, but the
Countess motioned her to silence.

“T'o contribute,” she resumed, ‘to the happiness of his child, will,
as I have already said, impart the truest satisfaction to me; should
we therefore, receive from de Sevignie the satisfactory explanation
we desire, I shall immediately give to the adopted daughter of my
care, that portion, which from the first moment I took her under
my proteetion, I designed for her; a portion, which though not
sufficient to purchase her all the luxuries, is amply so to procure
her all the comforts of life; and, to a soul gentle and unassuming as
is my Madeline’s, those comforts will, I think, yield more real
felicity than all its luxuries or dissipations could do. Should the
little portion I can give her, be a means of procuring for her that
felicity which she deserves and I wish her;—blessed—thrice
blessed, shall I consider the wealth conscerated to such a pur-
pose.’

She stopt, overcome by her own energy; Madeline was many
minutes before she could speak; but she took the hand of her bene-
factress, she prest it to her quivering lip, her heaving heart, and
dropt upon it tears of gratitude, affection, and esteem.

‘Oh, Madam!’ she at length exclaimed, ‘well might you bid me
unbosom my heart to you as to a mother; sure, had I been blest
with one, I could not have experienced more tenderness; language
is poor, is inadequate to express my feclings.” :

“Then do not attempt expressing them,’ said the Countess, with
her usual benignant smile, ‘but let us resume our, to you to be sure,
very uninteresting conversation. You say, to-morrow evening you
promised to meet de Sevignie.

‘Yes, Madam,’ replied Madeline, with some little hesitation.

‘Inform him then,” continued the Countess, ‘that you have made
me your confidant, also what I said concerning him, and my
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intentions; if he can give the required explanation; but remember
Madeline, you tell him, that it must be an explanation so clear,—so
full, that not a shadow of doubt shall remain after it; that, execpt
every thing mysterious is fully elucidated, Madeline Clermont and
he, must in future be strangers to each other.’

‘I'shall obey you in every respect, Madam,’ replied Madeline, ‘and
indeed,’” unable to conceal the high opinion she entertained of de
Sevignie’s virtues, ‘I have not a doubt but we shall receive as satis-
factory an explanation as we could desire.’

‘Heaven grant you may,’ cried the Countess, ‘but till you do—
till there is some certainty of your being united to de Sevignie, I
shall not again mention him to your father, who now imagines from
a late letter of mine, that every hope relative to him is over; and I
will not undeceive him, except I can do so with pleasure to him and
myself.”

They soon after this separated for the night; but not to rest did
Madeline retire to her chamber: joy is often as wakeful as sorrow;
and joy of the most rapturous kind she now experienced; alter-
nately she traversed her apartment, alternately seated herself to
repeat all that had past between her and the Countess, to ruminate
over her felicity; felicity which now appeared insured; for that de
Sevignie could give such an explanation as would rather raise than
lessen him in the estimation of her friend, she did not harbour the
smallest doubt of.

So sanguine is the youthful heart—so ready to believe that what
it wishes will happen. Alas, how doubly sharp does this readiness
render the barb of disappointment.

Oh, how great was the rapturés of Madeline, to think she should
be enabled to put de Sevignie in possession of a competency; every
feeling of generosity of sensibility, was gratified by the idea, and
she implored the choicest blessings of heaven for the benevolent
woman, who had been the means of oceasioning her such happiness.
‘May heaven,” she cried, with uplifted hands, ‘remove from her
heart all sorrow, as she removes it from the hearts of others.’

How light was the step—how bright was the eye-—how gay was
the smile of Madeline when she descended the next morning to the
breakfast parlour, where she already found the Countess seated ;
the appearance of every thing seemed changed, the awful gloom
which had so long pervaded the apartments, was banished ; and in
the landscape before the windows Madeline now discovered beau-
ties which had before escaped her notice. The weather had been
remarkably fine for some weeks, yet Madeline thought the sun had
not shone so bright for many days as on the present.

Such is the magic effect of joy, which, like the touch of an
enchanter, can raise a thousand charms around us.

With her friend she took a delightful ride about some of the most
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delightful parts of the domain after breakfast; and the remainder
of the day was past in social converse together.

As soon as twilight began to shroud the earth, the Countess dis-
missed her to her appointment. ‘Do you think, Madeline,” cried she
with a smile, as she was retiring from the room, ‘it would be amiss if
I ordered Jerome to lay an additional plate on the supper table to-
night.’

“Perhaps not, Madam,’ replied Madeline, blushing. She thought
indeed, it was probable that de Sevignie would immediately wish
to express his gratitude to the Countess.
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LLAAAMRRAARAAALAARARAAAARAAARALARAS

Chapter 3

ALAARRAAAAAAA KRAAAARAAARARRLARRAAK

My lab'ring heart, that swells with indignation,
Heaves to discharge its burden, that once done
The busy thing shall rest within its eell.

ROWE

EXPECTING EVERY MOMENT TO BEHOLD HIM, SHE TOOK THE
path to the grotto; but reached it without having that expectation
fulfilled. Surprised and disappointed she stopt before it, irresolute
whether to return to the chateau directly or wait a few minutes
there; she at last resolved on the latter, and seated herself on the
moss covered stone at its entrance, The deep gloom of the grotto
made her involuntarily shudder whenever she cast a glance within
it, but in spite of terror she continued on her seat, till the dark
shades of night began to invelve every objeet, and warned her to
return home: as she arose for that purpose an idea darted into her
mind, that illness or some dreadful accident, had alone prevented
de Sevignie from keeping an appointment so eagerly desired, so
tenderly solicited, and regretting the time she had wasted in expect-
ation, she now rather flew than walked to the chateau, in order to
entreat the Countess to send a servant to V—, to enquire about
him; she had not proceeded many yards, however, when her pro-
gress was impeded by the object who had eaused her apprehensions
and solicitude. So little did she now expect to see him, that as he
slowly emerged from amidst the trees, she started baek, as if he had
been the last ereature in the world she had thought of seeing. Ere
she could recover sufficiently from her agitation to speak, de
Sevignie, rather negligently bowing, said, ‘e hoped he had not
been the means of keeping her out to so late an hour.’

‘The officers,’ continued he, but without looking at her, ‘to whose
hospitality and politeness I have been so much indebted, since my
residence at V—, insisted on my dining with them to-day, and
though I wished and tried to leave them at an early hour, they
would not suffer me to do so, nor to depart at the one I did, had I
not promised to return immediately to them.’

The eoldness of his manner, the frivolous excuse he made for his
want of punectuality, and the intention he avowed of quitting her
directly, without any reference to their conversation of the pre-
ceeding night, all struck Madeline with a conviction, that his
sentiments were totally changed since that conversation had taken
place: for a change so sudden, $0 unaccountable, tenderness sug-
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gested an enquiry, but pride repelled it, and she would instantly
have quitted him with every indication of the disdain he seemed to
merit, had her agitation permitted her to move.

“Will you allow me, Mademoiselle Clermont,’ cried de Sevignie,
still looking rather from her, ‘to attend you to the castle, "ere I bid
you adieu; and also to hope, that at some other time, I may have
the honour of seeing you.’

‘Never—said Madeline, recovering her voice, and summoning
all her spirits to her aid, ‘never—no sir.—No, de Sevignie, exeept in
the presence or the house of the Countess de Merville, never more
will I permit you to see me.’

“In her house,’ repeated de Sevignie with quickness, and turning
his eyes upon her. ‘How could I attempt secing you in the house of
the Countess, unacquainted as I am with her.’

“I'he Countess,” replied Madeline, ‘would never be displeased at
my seeing any one in her house whom I considered as my friend.
Besides— besides'—added she, hesitating, doubtful whether to stop
or to go on, ‘besides—after the pause of a minute, ‘she gave per-
mission to have you introduced to her.’

‘When, on what account did she give that permission;’ demanded
de Sevignie, with yet greater quickness then he had before spoken,
‘did she discover, or did you tell her that we had met.”

I told her,’ said Madeline, with firmness, and looking steadily at
him. “The Countess is my friend ;—she is more. She is the guardian
to whose care my father has consigned me, and concealment to her
would be eriminal. I told her we had met. I told her every circum-
stance of that meeting: every circumstance prior to it; I communi-
cated every thought, I revealed my whole soul.’

‘T admire your prudence,’ exclaimed de Sevignie, in an accent
which denoted vexation, whilst the melancholy of his countenance
gave way to a dark frown, and the paleness of his cheek to a deep
crimson.

‘I rejoice at it,” cried Madeline, ‘my friend will strengthen my
weakness, will confirm my resolves, will give me a clue to discover
the dark and intricate mazes of the human heart.’

Her language seemed to penetrate the soul of de Sevignie, he
turned from her with emotion, then as abruptly turning to her
again, ‘for what purpose,” asked he, ‘did the Countess give you
permission to introduce me to her.’

‘For the purpose—" Madeline paused, she had becn on the point
of saying, for the purpose of promoting our happiness, but timely
checked herself. And ah, thought she at the moment, from the
altered manner of de Sevignie, I cannot believe that his happiness
could be promoted by the intentions of the Countess.

“Tell me, I entreat, I conjure you,’ said de Sevignie, with earnest-
Nness,
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Madeline hesitated.—Yet "tis but justice (she thought) to my
friend, to de Sevignie himself, to confess her intentions; if the alter-
ation in his manner is occasioned by finding the plan he recently
coneeived impracticable, the divulgment of her generous intentions
will again set all to rights; eatching at this idea, and flattering her-
self it was a just one, she briefly related the conversation which had
past between her and the Countess; de Sevignie listened with fixed
attention, but continued silent many minutes after she had ceased
to speak, as if in a profound reverie; then suddenly raising his eyes
from the ground he fastened them on her with an expression of the
deepest melancholy, and thus addrest her:

‘Great,’ cried he, ‘is my regret, greater than language can ex-
press, at being unable to avail myself of the high honour the
Countess designed me; but though unable to avail myself of it;
though unable to profit by her noble her generous intentions, my
inability to do so, has not supprest my gratitude for them.

‘Why, why, that inability exists, I cannot explain; but let me do
myself the justice of saying, that candour would not err in putting
the most favourable construction on it. In this moment, when de-
claring the renunciation of every hope relative to you, I would
apologize for the presumption, the impetuosity, the inconsistencies
of my conduct to you. Could I doso as I wish, but as that is impos-
sible, I must, without pleading for it, cast myself upon the sweet-
ness of your disposition for forgiveness. I often, before this period,
declared I would never more intrude into your presence; I now
solemnly repeat that declaration, for I am now thoroughly con-
vineed of the folly of my former conduct, and he who is sensible
of his error, yet perseveres in it, is guilty of weakness in the ex-
treme; such weakness is not mine. In future, I mean to avoid every
pursuit, to fly from every thought which ean enervite my mind.’

His voice faultered, and a deep sigh burst from him. ‘Farewell,
Mademoiselle Clermont,’ said he, after the pause of a moment, ‘too
long have I detained—too long have 1 persecuted you—with my
last adieu receive my best wishes for your happiness, may they be
more availing than those I formed for my own.’ He cast another
lingering look upon her, then turning into a winding path, dis-
appeared in a moment,

Every flattering hope, every pleasing expectation of Madelin e’s,
was again crushed, without the smallest prospect of their being ever
more revived; like the unsubstantial pageants of a dream they
faded, nor left a wreck behind. Oh, what a vacuum did their loss
occasion in the heart of Madeline: at first, she almost fancied she
had dreamt the conversation of the preceeding night, and that it
was only now, the illusions of that dream were flying from her. But
by degrecs, her thoughts grew more composed, and then every wild
or soothing suggestion of faney died away, and she began to recon-
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sider the conduct of de Sevignie. His last words had not been able
to make her think favourably of it. ‘No,’ she eried, ‘I am convineed,
without some motive for doing so, which he durst not avow, he
never would have with-held the confidence he was so kindly in-
vited to repose in the most amiable of women. And yet—’ she con-
tinued, after pausing some minutes, ‘he with-held it, perhaps, not
from having any improper motives to make him wish concealment,
but because his sentiments were altered respecting me.—Though
no,” she proceeded, after another pause, ‘that ecould not be the
case; 'tis impossible in one night so great an alteration could have
taken place. 'Tis evident then, too evident, that a cause exists for
concealment, which he either fears or is ashamed to acknowledge;
and also, that his coldness this evening, sprung from a wish of try-
ing his power over me, for they say neglect is the test of affection;—
but de Sevignie, your artifice caused you no triumph, and never—
never more, shall you have an opportunity of exercising it on me;
like you, I will in future avoid every pursuit, fly from every thought
which can enervate my mind.’

The striking of the castle clock now reached her ear, and she
hastily walked to the chateau; alarmed on finding the usual supper
hour over, least she should by her long stay, have again given un-
easiness to the bosom of her friend.

On reaching the chateau, a servant informed her, that the Count-
ess was in her dressing-room: slowly Madeline ascended to it; she
felt ready to sink with confusion at the idea of the mortifying ex-
planation she must make to the Countess. ‘She will think,” eried
she, ‘that I have hitherto been the dupe of my own fancy; and that
de Sevignie, but in my own imagination, has been amiable.’ She
paused at the door for a minute, from a vain hope that by so doing,
she should regain some composure,

‘Well,’ said her friend, smiling as she entered, ‘I find, Madeline,
by your long stay, that you could not withstand the pleasures of a
téte-a-téte; but where is the Chevalier de Sevignie,” she continued,
on seeing Madeline shut the door, ‘were you afraid to bring him,
least I should rival you.’

‘He is gone, Madam,’ answered Madeline, in a faint voice, as she
sat down on the nearest chair, unable any longer to support her-
self.

‘Gone!’ repeated the Countess, in a tone of amazement, ‘but
bless me, my dear, you look very pale, are you ill.’

‘No madam,” Madeline attempted to say, but her voice failed her,
and she burst into tears.

‘Gracious heaven! exclaimed the Countess, rising, and going to
her, ‘you terrify me beyond expression. Madeline, my love, what is
the matter.”

‘Nothing, madam,” replied Madeline, ‘ouly, only,’ sobbing as if
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her heart would break, ‘that I think, I believe—the Chevalier de
Sevignie, is not quite so amiable as I once imagined.’

“Try to compose yourself and speak intelligently my dear,’ said
the Countess, ‘for I cannot support, much longer, the fears you
excite.” The tears she shed somewhat relieved the full heart of
Madeline; and the Countess taking a seat by her, she was able in a
few minutes, to relate the conduct of de Sevignie, and acknowledge
the sentiments it had inspired her with.

‘His behaviour is strange, is inexplicable, indeed,’ said the Count-
ess, ‘and I perfeetly agree with you in thinking, that he is an un-
worthy character; too undeserving to have an effort made to solve
the mystery which he has wrapt himself in; had he any sensibility,
had he any nobleness, he never would have wounded your innocent,
your ingenuous heart as he has done. Had he respected, had he
regarded you properly, he never would have regretted your making
me your confidant; that regret confirms my belief, notwithstanding
his solemn protestations of seeing you no more, that he still enter-
tains designs concerning you; designs, I am sorry to shock your
nature by saying so, of a dishonourable nature. Should he therefore,
again throw himself in your way, as I apprehend, shun him, I en-
treat, I conjure you, my Madeline; as you value your happiness,
your honour, the peace of your friends, the esteem of the world.’

‘Ah, madam,’ cried Madeline, ‘I hope you do not doubt my re-
solution;—my tenderness is wounded, my pride is roused, and
thinking as I do of him, could I now permit an interview with de
Sevignie, I should be lessened in my own eyes.’

‘I do not doubt your resolution, my love,’ replied the Countess,
kissing her cheek, ‘and I beg you to excuse the caution, the un-
necessary caution of age.” She now exprest her pleasure at not hav-
ing written to Clermont, since things had taken so different a turn
from what was expected. ‘I rejoice to think,” continued she, “‘that
he will not know how unworthy de Sevignie was of the kindness he
shewed him.’

Madeline sighed deeply at those words, the violence of offended
pride was abated, and in this moment of decreased resentment, an
emotion of softness again stole o’er her heart, and made her regret
having exposed de Sevignie, by her own animadversions, to the
still severer ones of the Countess. She regretted, because from this
returning softness she was tempted to doubt his deserving them,
and to impute the inconsistencies of his conduet, to difficulties too
dreadful perhaps to relate; and she shuddered at the idea of having,
in addition to his other misfortunes, drawn upon him the un-
merited imputation of baseness; but from this idea, torturing in the
extreme, reflection soon relieved her, for when she re-considered his
conduet, she could not help thinking he deserved that mmputation.

“Yet is it possible,’ she eried to herself, ‘that de Sevignie, e who
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appeared possessed of the nicest delicacy, the most exalted honour,
the steadiest principles of rectitude; is it possible that he can be
unamiable? Alas, why cannot I doubt it still;—but no, let me rather
rejoice than regret not being able to do so; rejoice, that passion no
longer spreads a mist before my eyes: to endeavour to doubt his
unworthiness now, would be to try and blind my reason, and weak-
en my resolves.’

But notwithstanding what she said, she still fluctuated hetween
resentment and tenderness, candour and distrust,—alternately
acquitted, alternately condemned him.

With the utmost gentleness, the Countess tried to sooth and
steal her from her sorrow; she did not, like a rigid ¢ensor, chide her
for weakness in indulging it. She knew what it was to have the pro-
jeets of youthful hope overthrown; the anguish which attends the
shock of a first disappointment, and that time must be allowed to
conquer it. That time, aided by reason, would heal the wound which
had been given to the gentle bosom of her Madeline, she trusted and
believed.

On retiring to her chamber, Madeline could not suppress her
tears at the contrast she drew between her present feelings and
those of the preceeding night; and again she began to fancy de
Sevignie more unfortunate than unamiable; when suddenly re-
collecting her resolution of expelling this idea, she hastily tried to
divert her thoughts from it.

“That we are separated, I am assured,’ eried she, ‘and to ascertain
whether I have reason to esteem or eondemn him, (though soothing
perhaps to my feelings to think the former) can now be of little con-
sequence to me.
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CARRARARRARAARARAARALAAAAARRAARAAL)

Chapter 4

AAAAAAARAAARAAAAARAAARAARARARALALA

Ak where is now each image gay
The hand of Fairy fancy wove,
The painted spring, elizium gay,
The babbling rill, the cultur’d grove.

Her night was restless and unhappy.

‘Ah,’ sighed she, ‘how differently, did I imagine it would have
ended.” Pale, trembling, dejected, the very reverse of what she had
been the preceding morning, she deseended to the breakfast parlour,
where her melancholy was, if possible, encreased by observing the
Countess’s, who either from sympathy for her, or from a return of
her secret uneasiness, or perhaps from a mixture of both, appeared
languid and dejected. She tried, however, to appear chearful but the
efforts she made for that purpose were too faint to suceced, and
unable either to beguile her own sadness, or that of her young com-
panions, the day wore heavily away. As they sat, at its decline, by
an open window in one of the parlours, and beheld the sun sinking
behind the western hills, a deep and involuntary sigh heaved the
bosom of Madeline, at reflecting, how very different her feelings
were now, from what they had been on the same hour the preceding
evening.

The Countess interpreted her sigh, and teking her hand, prest it
between her’s. ‘My dear Madeline!” she exclaimed, ‘my sweet
girl, it grieves my heart to sec you thus deprest. Your pre-
sent disappointment, I allow, is great; but reflect, and let
the reflection compose your mind: how much greater it would
have been, how much more poignantly you must have felt it,
had you married de Sevignie, and then, when too late, found
him to be the worthless character you are now apprehensive he
15.

‘Few there are, my dear Madeline, whose situations, however
bad, might not be rendered worse; we should therefore try not to
descrve an augmentation of calamity, by bearing that inflicted
upon us with resignation.

‘Why calamity is the prevalent lot of humanity—why our vir-
tuous hopes are so often overthrown—why the race is not always
to the swift, nor the battle to the strong; both reason and religion
teaches us will be explained hereafter; in the mean time, let no dis-
appointment, no vicissitudes. however painful and unmerited we
may consider them, ever tempt us to doubt, or to arraign the good-
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ness and wisdom of that Being, from whose hand proceeds alike the
cup of good and evil.

“Think not,’ she continued, ‘as too many perhaps might do, that I
preach what I do not practise; or; that my lessons are those of a
woman, who herself, untried by disappointment, can exhort others
to that submission which she never knew the difficulty of acquiring.
This, believe me my dear Madeline, is not the case; I know what it
is: when we extend our hand for the rose to gather the thorns—
when we open our bosom to hope, to admit despair—when we
bask in the sunshine, to be surprised by the storm, and have it
burst with fury o’er our unsheltered heads.’

‘Oh, from every adverse storm may you be sheltered!” exclaimed
Madeline, with uplifted eyes.

As she spoke, Father Bertrand, confessor to the Countess, and
officiating priest to her houshold, stopt before the window: he
belonged to the community which has been already mentioned, and
frequently rambled at the closé of day from his convent, to the wild
solitudes of the wood surrounding the chateau. He was upwards of
sixty, and one of those interesting figures which cannot be viewed
by sensibility without pity and veneration; his noble height still
gave an idea of what his form had been, when unbent by infirmity;
and that form, like a fine ruin, excited the involuntary sigh of
regret for the devastations time had made upon it. His hairs were
white, and thinly seattered over a forehead, more deeply indented
by care than age; and the sad, the solemn expression of his counten-
ance, denoted his being a son of sorrow, and proved his thoughts
were continually bent upon another world, where alone he could
receive consolation for the miseries of this.

‘How fares the good ladies of the castle this evening,’ eried he,
leaning upon his staff, as he stopt before the window.

‘Why not so well, father,” replied the Countess, ‘but that we
might be better; here we are, like two philosophers descanting upon
the vanities of life; and when women talk philosophy, the world
says, they must either be indisposed or out of temper.’

‘Well, I shan’t pretend to contradiet what the world says,” cried
the good man, smiling, ‘nor since so well employed shall 1 longer
interrupt you, ladies.’

The Countess asked him to come in and take some refreshment,
but he refused, and after chatting a little longer, rambled away to
the wildest parts of the wood.

“The story of Father Bertrand,’ said the Countess, as he retired,
‘is a striking proof to all that know it, that we should never be too
‘eager in the pursuit of our wishes. As it is short, and rather appli-
cable to what we have been talking about, I will relate it.—

‘He was son to a gentleman of good family, but still better for-
tune, who lived in the vicinity of this chateau: the large patrimony
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hie was to inherit, made his parents anxious to give liim such an
education as should teach him to enjoy it with moderation and
elegance.

‘After learning every thing he could learn in his native country,
he was sent abroad to improve himself by visiting various courts,
and acquiring that knowledge of men and manners, which is so re-
quisite for those destined to mix in the great world, and which in a
fixed residence it is almost impossible to obtain. In the course of his
travels he paid a visit to England; and here, in a small town in that
kingdom, he became acquainted with a young lady, who at an early
age was left an orphan and a dependant on an old capricious aunt,
whose only motive for keeping her in the family, was, that on her
she could vent that spleen and ill-nature which no one else would
bear from her. The fair orphan and Bertrand frequently met each
other at different houses; and the beauty of her person, the soft
dejection of her manner, and the patient sweetness with which she
bore her situation, soon gained a complete conquest over his heart;
nor did hers retain its liberty.

‘The declaration of his attachment Bertrand would have accom-
panied by an offer of his hand, had not duty and respeet to his
parents prevented his taking such a step without their knowledge
and approbation: he wrote to them for their consent; but instead of
receiving it, he received a pressing entreaty to return home immedi-
ately; and also an acknowledgment from them at the same time,
that they could not bear the idea of his marrying a foreigner and
a protestant, as was the lady he paid his addresses to. Bertrand did
not attempt to write again, or disregard their entreaty; his duty to
them, and his consideration for his own happiness, prompted him
to return home without delay, for he knew their hearts, and was
convineed, when he once pleaded his cause in person, he would not
be refused : calming the disquietude of Caroline by this assurance,
and pledging to her vows of unalterable love and fidelity, he em-
barked for his native country, and as he expected, succeeded in his
suit. It was then the depth of winter, and his parents dreading his
undertaking a voyage in that inclement season, conjured him to
defer, till the ensuing spring, going to England for Caroline, whose
marriage they insisted on having celebrated in their own house,
from an idea, that if their son was married according to the forms
of her church, (which they knew would be the casc if his nuptials
took place in her country) some heavy calamity would befall him
In consequence of that circumstance.

‘But the wishes of Bertrand were too impetuous to comply with
theirs; he rallied their fears, opposed their arguments, and return-
ed, without delay, to England. The friends of Caroline; for her
friends encreased when fortune began to smile, now tried to detain
her and her lover in England, as his parents had tried to detain him
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in Franee, till 4 more favourable season, but they tried in vain; the
youthful pair dreaded no dangers, or rather overlooked the idea of
any, in their impatience to quit a place which retarded the wishes
of one, and brought continually to the mind of the other, a thou-
sand eruel slights and mortifications. They accordingly embarked,
elated with hope and expectation; the ship was bound to Nor-
mandy, near whose coast Bertrand had some friends settled, who
promised, on his landing there, to accompany him to his father’s
house, in order to be present at his wedding; the weather continued
favourable till they had nearly reached their destined port, when it
suddenly changed, as if to mock their hopes, and teach the heart of
man no eertain felicity can be expected in this life, The sailors en-
deavoured to make for the shore, but in vain, the storm raged with
violence, and after tossing about a considerable time the ship at
length bulged upon a rock; the long-boat was immediately thrown
out, though from the fury of the waves it afforded but little chance
of deliverance: this chance, however, was eagerly seized—Bertrand
calling upon every Saint in heaven to preserve her, bore the fainting
Caroline into it, the sailors crowded in numbers after them, and 1t
almost direetly upset. The shock of that moment separated Bert-
rand and Caroline for ever in this world,—the waves cast him upon
a rock, from whence, almost lifeless, he was taken up by some
fisherman and conveyed to a hut; here his friends, whom the
expectation of his arrival had drawn to the coast, discovered him.
Their eare, their assiduity, soon restored his senses—but with what
horrors was that restoration accompanied,—the deepest moans, the
most piereing, the most frantic cries, were all, for a long time, he
had the power of uttering: he then insisted on being taken to the
waterside, and here attention alone prevented his committing an
act of desperation, by plunging himself amidst the waves which had
entombed his love! one day and one night, he sought her on the
“sea beat shore”’; the second morning her body was diseovered on
the strand; but how altered, by the cloaths alone it was known to
be that of the Caroline he had lost. Kneeling on the earth, Bertrand
solemnly vowed, by the chaste spirit of her o’er whose remains he
wept, never to know another carthly love, but to devote the re-
mainder of his days to heaven. His fricnds conveyed him and the
body to his parents, who endeavoured to prevail on him to cancel
his vow, but in vain, and as soon as the necessary formalities could
be gone through, he took the religious habit.

‘His parents, disappointed in their hopes relative to him—their
hopes of seeing a little smiling race of his prattling about them,
pined away, and were soon laid beside the bones of her, who had
been the innocent cause of their trouble.

‘Bertrand then gave up the house of his forefathers, and the great-
est part of the fortune appertaining to it, to a near and distant
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relation; by this time the turbulence of his grief had abated, and he
soon after became, by his benevolence and strict, but unostenta-
tious piety, one of the most respected members of the community
he had entered into: his story interested me, and on the death of
the old monk, who had been my confessor and chaplain, I appoint-
ed him to those offices. But though time and reason have meliorated
his sorrows, there are periods when all their violence is revived.,

*When the rough winds of winter howl round his habitation, and
bend the tall trees of the mountains by which it is surrounded, ’tis
then the remembrance of past events swells his heart with agony;
"tis then he thinks he hears the plaintive voice of Caroline mingled
in the blast, and fancies he beholds her shivering spirit stalking
through the gloom, and beckoning him away.

‘The wedding garments, which the pride and fondness of his
mother prepared for his intended bride; the picture, which, on their
parting in England, she gave him, he still treasures, as the hermit
would treasure the relics of a saint. I have beheld them—I have
wept over them—I have exclaimed within myself, as I have gazed
on these mementos of lost happiness—*"0Oh, children of the dust!
what folly to place your hopes, your wishes, on a world whose
changes are so sudden; whose happiness, even while it appears in
our view, even while we stretch out our arms to enfold it, flies never
to return.”

"Oh, Madeline! as Bertrand has shewn me the ornaments design-
ed for his Caroline, and told me their hapless tale, while the big
tear of tender recollection and poignant regret has rolled down his
cheek, I could only quiet the strong emotions of my heart, by say-
ing, like the holy man himself:

* “Fatherof heaven! thy decrees must surely be for the wisest pur-
poses, else thou wouldst not thus afflict thy creatures; thy will,
therefore, not our’s, be done.” The sorrows of Bertrand,” resumed
the Countess, after pausing a minute, ‘were heightened, by thinking
himself accessary to them, in consequence of not regarding either
the supplications of his parents or friends for postponing his voyage
till a more settled season: so true is it, that those who yield to
impetuous passions, will sooner or later have reason to repent
doing so.’

The mind of Madeline was insensibly calmed, and drawn from its
own cares by the discourse of the Countess; for the precept of wis-
dom, the tale of instruction is e¢ver pleasing to the children of
virtue.

But with that quick transition of feeling, so peculiar to the
youthful mind, she felt, with returning composure, a kind of dis-
taste to a world, which daily experience convineed her teemed with
calamity.

Soon after the Countess had concluded her little narrative, she
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requested Madeline to take her lute —a request, which Madeline
attempted not to refuse. In the present state of her mind sad or
solemn strains were alone eongenial to her feelings, and she
selected a hymn to the Supreme Being, celebrating his goodness,
and the happiness prepared for those hereafter, who patiently
support the trials of this life. Just depressed by a convietion of its
sufferings, Madeline derived a kind of divine eonsolation from
words, which gave so consoling an assurance of their being reward-
ed. At first her voice was weak, and her touch faint and tremulous;
but by degrees, as if animated by the subjeet, her voice regained its
strength, and her hand its steadiness; and high on the swelling
notes her soul seemed ascending to that heaven, whose glories
appeared opening to her view, when a decp sigh, or rather sob,
suddenly startled her. Her hand involuntarily rested on the strings,
o’er which it was lightly sweeping, and she cast an eager glance
towards the Countess. How great was her surprise—her conster-
nation, to see her fallen back, pale, and weeping in her chair. The
lute instantly dropped from Madeline, and starting up, she in-
stinctively flung her arms round her benefactress, exelaiming,
‘Good heavens! Madam, what is the matter.” Then, without waiting
for a reply, she was flving from the room for assistance, when the
voice of the Countess made her stop.

‘Return, my dear,” said she, raising herself on her chair, 'I am
now better. It was only my spirits were overcome. Your solemn
strains awoke in my mind recollections of the most painful nature;
the hymn you were playing was a favourite of my lord’s. The even-
ing preceding the illness which terminated his life, as pale and lan-
guid he sat by me in this very room, he requested me to play it for
him: his words, his looks, while he listencd, as afterwards con-
sidered by me, have since convinced me that he knew his end was
approaching, and that he fixed on this hymn as a kind of requiem
for his departing spirit. In that light I have ever since regarded it.

Madeline shuddered : she thought there was a ghastly paleness in
the countenance of the Countess. ‘Oh, Madam!” said she, ‘why did
you not prevent my playing it?’

‘Because, my love,” replicd the Countess, ‘though it pains, it also
pleases me. I am now better,” she continued, ‘and will retire to the
chapel for a little time.”

‘Ah! Madam,’ said Madeline, ‘permit me to accompany you to-
night, for perhaps you may be again taken ill.”

‘No, my love,” eried the Countess, ‘there is no danger of my being
so. I thank you for your kind solicitude about me, but I cannot let
you come with me; my composure I know will be perfectly re-
stored by visiting the chapel. Tell Floretta, therefore, to bring me
my scarf.—Madeline obeyed, but with a repugnance she could
not conquer,—and the Countess wrapping it about her, departed,
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assuring Madeline she would hasten back to supper, and would
then expect to find her cheerful.

Madeline, left to herself, strolled out upon the lawn. It was now
the dusky hour of twilight, and solitude and silence reagncd around.
Her thoughts, no longer diverted by conversation, again reverted
to past subjects, and deeply ruminating on them, she continued to
walk till it grew quite dark: she then returned to the castle, and not
finding the Countess in the room where they had parted, she rung
for a servant, to enquire whether she was yet come back; the man
replied she was not. Ier long stay, after promising to return so
soon, filled the mind of Madeline with terror, lest her delay should
be occasioned by a return of her illness: and going directly to
Agatha, she communicated her apprehensions to her, and entreated
her to accompany her to the monastery—an entreaty the faithful
creature readily complied with.
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Chapter 5

AALAAARRARAARRARA AR RARRARRAARRALA

The wand’'ring breath was on the wing to part,
Wealk was the pulse, and hardly heav’d the heart.

AS THEY PROCEEDED THITHER, AGATHA EXPRESSED HER
regret at her lady’s persevering in visiting the chapel. “She is there,’
said she, ‘encompassed by the dead, and remote from human aid,
if such should be required; often and often have I shuddered at the
idea of the dangers to which she exposed herself by going thither
alone; and often have I taken the liberty of entreating her not to
do so, but without effect: she has a particular pleasure in its soli-
tude, and in praying where not only the bones of her ancestors, but
those of her husband and children rest.’

‘T own,’ cried Madeline, ‘T am surprised she can go, at the lonely
hours she does, to so dreary a place, which appears to me sur-
rounded by every thing that can appal the imagination.’

‘For my part,” exclaimed Agatha, ‘nothing in the world could
tempt me to do so;—Lord! I should be scared out of my very
senses by apprehension, if I stopped a few minutes in it after it was
dark. Holy Virgin!’ cried she suddenly, as they advanced down the
valley, ‘protect us;—nothing but love for my lady could tempt me
to go on, this place is so frightful.’

Madeline could not wonder at the terror she betrayed; the scene
was caleulated to inspire it, and she felt a degree of it herself:—on
cither side the mountains rose in black masses to the clouds, and the
wind issued from their cavities with a hollow sound, that had some-
thing particularly awful in it, whilst the ravens screamed horribly
from the trees which waved about their feet. Madeline began to
regret not having procured the protection of one of the men, but
that regret, with the fears which excited it, she concealed from her
companion; both, however, were too much disturbed to continue
to converse: and in silence they reached the monastery, and were
just turning into it, when the figure of a man, standing beneath a
broken arch, near the entrance, caught their eyes; both started, and
Agatha, who, from being foremost, had a better view of him than
Madeline, instantly exclaimed, but without withdrawing her cyes
from him, “The Lord defend my soul! what brings you hither?” She
received no reply however—the man who had neither noticed her
nor her companion till she spoke, started at the first sound of her
voice, and, after surveying them for a moment with a look of
affright, precipitately fled down the valley.
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‘Oh, my lady! my dearest lady!” exclaimed Agatha, ‘some evil,
I fear, has befallen her.’

‘Oh, heavens!’ cried Madeline, trembling so she could scarcely
stand, ‘what evil do you apprehend? who is that stranger? why, if
he knew you, as I suppose he did from your knowing him, did he
fly from you?’

‘Because he is a villain,’ replied Agatha, as she rushed into the
chapel followed by Madeline, whose terror and amazement were
beyond language to express. The moon then at its full, aided by the
twilight of summer, gave a full view of the interior of the chapel;
and as they entered it, they beheld another man darting out of a
small door opposite to them. Madeline involuntarily caught the
arm of Agatha, and both pausing, strained an eye of agony and
terror after him: they paused however but for a moment; for a deep
groan reaching their ears, made them hastily rush up the aisle from
whence it proceeded, where, with feelings too dreadful to relate,
they beheld their friend, their benefactress, lying stretched before
the monument of her husband, apparently lifeless, and a small
stream of blood issuing from her side. A shriek of mingled grief and
horror burst from Madeline, and, unable to stand, she sunk beside
her and clasped her trembling arms around her. Agatha, though
equally afflicted, was not so much shocked as Madeline; for from
the moment she beheld the stranger whom she had addressed out-
side the chapel, she had from secret reasons of her own been almost
convinced, on entering it, she should behold a sight of horror. From
being in some degree prepared for it, she was in some degree col-
lected; and kneeling down, soon discovered that her lady still
breathed, and trusted, that from the small quantity of blood which
issued from it, her wound was not of a very dangerous nature. She
now called upon Madeline to assist her in staunching it, ere she
went to the castle for some of the servants to assist in earrying her
thither.

The almost fainting senses of Madeline were recalled by her
voice, and starting up, she wildly demanded if the Countess lived.

‘Thank heaven! she does,” said Agatha.

Madeline dropped upon her knees in a transport of joy. ‘Gracious
heaven!” she exclaimed, ‘receive my thanks.” Then hastily rising,
‘had I not better fly to the castle,” said she, ‘for assistance,’

‘First help me to bind her wound,” cried Agatha. Madeline was
habited in a lawn dress; she now instantly tore it from her waist,
and giving it to Agatha, supported the head of the Countess tpon
her bosom, while a bandage was bound round her. The motion of
raising her and binding her wound, served to bring the Countess to
herself’; as she regained her sensibility, with a deep groan, and with-
out opening her eyes, she extended her hand, and made a feeble
effort to push away Agatha, exclaiming as she did so—
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“Murderous ruffian, forbear! "tis not in mercy to me, but to your
unnatural employer I ask you to spare my life; for never will peace
or joy revisit his heart, if my blood rests upon his head.’

‘Oh! my friend, my more than mother,’ exelaimed Madeline,
pressing her cold cheek to the yet colder one of the Countess, ‘no
murderous ruffian is now near you.’

The Countess sighed heavily, and opening her dim eyes, looked
round her some minutes before she spoke, as if doubting the reality
of what she saw; then in a faint voice, but one that evidently de-
noted pleasure, she cried, ‘Great and glorious Being, I thank thee
T shall not die far from those I love, beneath the eruel hand of
an assassin.’

“‘Dearly shall he, who raised that hand against you, rue his erime,’
exclaimed Agatha; ‘I know the villain—I discovered his accursed
confidant near the chapel, and I will bring him to punishment,
though my own life should be forfeited by doing so.’

‘Mistaken woman,” said the Countess in a hollow voice, ‘how
would you avenge me? is it by exposing to infamy and death those
more precious to me than life—by giving to my heart a deeper
wound than my body has sustained?

“This spot I will not quit!—no aid will I receive—on this cold
marble will I die—except you promise to give up such an intention
— exeept you sweat, solemnly swear, within those conscerated walls,
never to divulge to mortal ear the author of my injuries.’

‘My dearest lady,” cried Agatha, terrified by her expressions,
‘though to see vengeance exeeuted on the wreteh who attempted to
take away your life, would rejoice my very soul, I will do but what
you please; I will promise what you wish.’

‘Swear then!" exclaimed the Countess.

‘I do,” replied Agatha, ‘by all my hopes of happiness here and
hereafter, to lock within my heart, from every human car, all I
know concerning this black transaction.’

‘And you, Madeline,” resumed the Countess, ‘must do the same.’

‘She knows not,” said Agatha, interrupting her lady, ‘by whom
the atrocious deed has been committed.’

“Thank Heaven!’ cried the Countess, ‘cven from her, though I
might confide in her prudence, I would coneeal him—conceal my
having a relative, who, from self-interest, could be tempted to take
away my life. But Madeline, my love,’ continued she, looking at
her, “will you not quiet my troubled heart by the assurance I desire,
from every being, I except not even your father; you must conceal
my wound being occasioned by premeditated treachery; you must,
like Agatha, to all my houschold, to all who shall enquire concerning
it, declare it owing, as 1 myself shall do, to somc unknown and
wandering ruflian.’

“Hear me swear, then,’ said Madeline with energy, ‘by every thing
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precious to me in heaven or on earth never to disclose what you
have desired me to conceal.’

‘Enough,’ cried the Countess in a weak voice; and the next
instant, as if overcome by the exertions she had used, she fainted
away.

‘Fly, my dear young lady,’ said Agatha to Madeline, ‘our efforts
to recover her without other assistance will be vain.’

Madeline started up, and walked with hasty steps half way down
the aisle; she then paused—paused from the most horrible sug-
gestions of fear. ‘Should the murderers return’—cried she, gasping
for breath at the very idea—‘should they return before assistance
can be procured, and complete their dreadful design ; or should they
be still lurking about the chapel, will they not seize me as I go for
that assistance, and sacrifice me to their own safety !’

In an agony of fear—an agony which took from her all emotion,
she leant against a pillar;—a deep groan from the Countess in a
few minutes roused her from this situation. ‘Oh heavens! she
exclaimed, rushing forward, ‘she expires through my means.’ She
instantly quitted the chapel—‘If I die,’ said she, as she did so, ‘I die
in the cause of friendship.” A cold dew hung upon her temples, and
she could scarcely drag her trembling limbs after her; every yard,
almost, she involuntarily stopped to listen, and to cast her fearful
eyes around: ready at the first intimation of danger, to retreat to
the walls of the monastery. But she received no such intimation,
and when she came within sight of the garden, her courage revived;
her strength returned with her courage, and, like an affrighted lap-
wing, she then almost flew to the house, and, scarcely touching the
ground, rushed into the servants’ hall. A figure as terrific as the one
she now exhibited, they had never, either in reality or imagination,
seen; her face was pale as death, her hair dishevelled, and her
cloaths torn and stained with blood. She attempted to speak, but
her voice died away inarticulate; in about a minute she made an-
other effort, and, in a voice so hollow, that it seemed issuing from
the very recesses of her heart, exclaimed, ‘Fly!—your lady—there's
murder in the chapel !’

Struck with terror, the servants eagerly crowded round her to
know what she meant. ‘Ask no explanation!" she cried, in almost
breathless agitation, ‘a moment’s delay may be fatal.” The men no
longer hesitated to obey her, and unable to endure her suspense till
they returned, she went back with them to the monastery ; but by
the time she had reached it, she grew sick with apprehension that
the ruffians had returned and finished their bloody work ; and whilst
the servants entered it, she was compelled to clasp her arms round
a pillar at its door for support. Whilst she leant here, a ery of horror
reached her from the chapel, and her spirits grew fainter, ‘She is
gone forever!’ she exclaimed, sinking upon the earth, no longer able
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to stand from the tremor that seized her. In a few minutes she
heard the scrvants approaching; she then raised her head, and be-
held two of them bearing out their lady. ‘Does she live?’ asked
Madcline.

‘Live,” repeated the weeping Agatha, ‘yes, dear Mam’selle, she
still lives, and notwithstanding this dreadful accident, will live, I
trust, for many vears to come."—Relicved from the horrible fears
which had overwhelmed her, Madeline again recovered her strength,
and was able immediately to return with the servants to the castle.

By the time they reached it the Countess had regained her senses;
and as soon as she was laid on her bed, she commanded, whoever
went for a surgeon not, on any account whatsoever, to inform lum
for what purposc he was sent for till he came to the castle; and that
at the peril of being dismissed from her serviee if they disobeyed
her. Her domestics should strictly conceal what had befallen her
from cvery one out of her house, assigning as a reason for this com-
mand, that if known, she should be teased by enquiries about it;
but to Agatha and Madeline, it was cvident it proceeded from a fear
of having the ruffian detected if his atrocious crime was mentioned.
The servants promised obedience to their lady, and two of the men
directly sct out for the nearest town to procure a surgeon, whilst
another went to the convent for Father Bertrand, who on cvery
emergency was the counsellor and consoler of the family; he came
without delay, and the moment he entered the Countess’s chamber,
who had sent for him, she dismissed every other person from it.

Nothing but the solemn promise which Madeline knew Agatha
to have given, to conceal the author of the Countess’s sufferings
could now have prevented her from asking who he was. The more
she refleeted on the horrible affair, the more mysterious it appeared
to her, and the more astonished and perplexed she felt. How strange
that a woman of the Countess’s benevolence, whose temper was
gentleness itself, whose heart was the seat of charity, and whose
liberal hand ever kept pace with the wishes of that heart, should
have provoked the enmity of any one. Yet not enmity alone pro-
voked the attempt at her life; her words in the chapel on first re-
gaining her senses, declared its being also prompted by some view
of self-interest.—This was another mystery to Madeline, for she
knew of none but Monsicur and Madame D’Alembert, that could be
materially benefited by the death of her benefactress.

Agatha left her soon after they had quitted the Countess’s room,
to prepare things for her lady against the surgeon came. But
Floretta continued with her, in hopes of having her curiosity,
which exceeded both her sorrow and surprise, gratified by hearing
the particulars of the attack made upon the Countess by the rob-
ber, as she and all the rest of the servants supposed the assassin
to be.
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‘Lord Mam’selle,” cried she, interrupting the deep reverie of
Madeline, ‘you must have been terribly frightened when you first
beheld the villain. I protest it was well it was not I but Agatha who
went with you, for I should certainly have dropt down dead at once
upon the spot; I dare say he was a frightful looking creature.’

‘T do not know,” said Madeline, ‘for I did not see his face.’

‘Lord, I am very sorry you did not, for then if you ever met him
again, youmight have sworn to him at onee, and have had him taken
up. Well, to be sure, I always thought my lady would come to some
harm by going to that old ruin; I wish with all my soul it was all
tumbled down, Idon’t know any thing it is fit for, but to enclose the
dead or secret a robber;—many and many a time have I quaked
with fear, lest my lady should have desired me to attend her to it.
Certainly, ’tis a horrid thing to live in such a dismal place as we do;
I dare say we shall all be murdered some night or other in our beds:
we have nothing in the world to defend ourselves with, for the old
guns are so rusty that I am sure it would only be wasting powder to
try and do any thing with them. I think it would be a wise thing
Mam’selle, if you would try and prevail on my lady, to send her
jewels and plate away, for if the gang, to which no doubt the vil-
lain who attacked her in the chapel belongs, once heard a rumour of
their being gone, and that they assuredly would from always hav-
ing their spies about, they would never, I am sure, think it worth
their while to break into the castle.

"Well, many men many minds, and many women I suppose the
same. For T am certain if I was my lady, I would never live with the
fine fortune she has, amongst these dismal woods and mountains.
No, no, Paris would be the place for my money.’

‘Do you think Floretta,” asked Madeline, who sat as pale as
death, and almost motionless, ‘that the surgeon will soon arrive.’

“Why that depends, Mam’selle,’ replied Floretta, ‘upon the haste
Antoine and Jerome make in going for him, and the haste he makes
in coming back with them. Though upon reflection mdeed, I should
not be surprised if none of them ever reached the castle; for ’tis
extremely probable they may all fall into the hands of the gang,
who no doubt are lurking about the castle.’

‘I have not a fear of that nature,” said Madeline.

‘T am sure I hope mine may be an idle one,’ cried Floretta; ‘poor
fellows! they would die a melancholy death if such an accident be-
fell them. Well, Mam’selle, T must now leave you; there is fortun-
ately a sliding wainscot in my chamber, and T shall go direetly and
hide all my good clothes within ft; I shall then try if I can’t prevail
on the men to see what can be done with the old fire arms. But
after all, Mam’selle,’ resumed she, after pausing a minute, ‘if the
rogues once broke into the house, what comfort could I receive
from knowing my clothes were hid, for to be sure T should be killed
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as well as the rest of the family, and what avails fine clothes or
money, if one has no life to enjoy them.” She now retired, and Made-
line remained alone in a state of the most dreadful disquictude, till
the arrival of the surgeon. Father Bertrand then came to her, and
Madeline eagerly enquired what he thought about her friend.

‘With respect to her wound,’ replied he, ‘I cannot give an opinion,
as I left her room the moment the surgeon entered it; but with
respect to her mind I think her an angel.’

It instantly struck Madeline, that to this venerable man the
Countess had imparted every secret of her heart, and that his
warm, his energetic praise, proceeded from admiration at her
merey and forbearance, in not attempting to punish the monster
who had injured her. “To a much later date,” he continued, ‘may
heaven preserve the life of a woman, whose charities and example
are so beneficial to mankind.’—'Oh! long, long may she be spared,’
cried Madeline, with uplifted hands; ‘who amongst the children of
distress would have such reason to mourn her death as I should.’

Father Bertrand informed her, that as soon as he had seen the
surgeon, he should go and write to Madame D’Alembert to come
directly to the chateau.

‘Poor lady!" eried Madeline, with a sigh, ‘how dreadfully shocked
and affected she will be, to hear of the injury her mother has re-
ceived I’

‘I do not mean to inform her of it,” replied he.

‘But when she comes to the chateau, she eannot be kept in ignor-
ance of it," eried Madeline.

‘Such precautions,’ said the Father, ‘will be used, that even then
she will not know it. The sight of her amiable and beloved child
will, I trust, have a happy effect upon the estimable mother.’

The surgeon now made his appearance; the faltering accents of
Madeline were unequal to the enquiry her heart dictated; but
Father Bertrand, more composed, soon learned, that the Countess’s
wound was not dangerous. ‘My principal fears,’ said the surgeon,
‘arise from the fever with which she is threatened, in consequence
of the agitation of her mind.’ He then mentioned his intention of
continuing at the castle till he had dressed her wound the next
morning.

Madeline, no longer able to controul her strong anxiety to be with
her friend, and certain that Agatha would have every proper atten-
tion paid to him, now bade him and Father Bertrand good-night,
and repaired to the chamber of the Countess, where she resolved to
continue till morning. All was quietness within it, for the Countess,
exhausted by the pain she had suffered during the dressing of her
wound, and her long conversation preceding it with Father Ber-
trand, had fallen into a slumber; and her attendants, Agatha and
Floretta, fearful of disturhing her, would not move; —the latter,
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however, could not avoid whispering to Madeline, that she had pre-
vailed on the men to collect some of the fire-arms, and that they
had promised to double-bar all the doors.

Deep groans frequently escaped the Countess, but she continued
tolerably quiet for about two hours; she then, in a weak voice,
called for drink; which the ready hand of Madeline instantly pre-
sented to her.

‘Why, my love,’ said the Countess, as Madeline, bending over her,
raised her languid head, ‘why do I see you here?’

‘Ah! Madam,’ said Madeline, ‘the only comfort my heart can
know is in watching by you.’

‘I thank you for your tenderness,” replied the Countess; ‘but I
must now insist on your retiring to bed: nay, do not attempt to
refuse doing so,” seeing Madeline about speaking; ‘I will not go to
sleep (and want of rest you may be sure will injure me), till vou leave
me.,’

Those words conquered all opposition on the part of Madeline;
and, after kissing her benefactress’s hand, she withdrew, though
with the greatest reluctance, to her chamber. She could not bring
herself to go to bed, lest she should not in a moment, if called upon,
be ready to attend her friend; she took off her torn garments, and
putting on a wrapper, lay down; but though fatigued to a degree,
her mind was too much agitated, too full of horror, to permit her to
sleep: and, after passing a few restless hours, she arose as soon as it
was light.
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LAAAAAAARARARARARARALASARRARAAARARS

Chapter 6

AAAAAAAGAAARARARAAARAAAARAAARALRAR

Let's talk of graves, and worms, and epitaphs.

MADELINE ROSE WITH A HEAVINESS OF HEART WHICH
left her scarcely power to move; the day was as gloomy as her
mind, and added, perhaps, by its melancholy to her’s:—a slow, but
penetrating, rain was falling, and the cattle that grazed upon the
lawn were dripping with wet, and retiring to the most sheltered
parts of the wood:—the waters of the lake looked black and
troubled, nor did any brightness in the sky give a promise of a finer
day. To complete the dejection of Madeline, on going to the dress-
ing-room adjoining the Countess’s chamber, she was informed by
Agatha, whom, with Father Bertrand, she found there, that soon
after she had left the Countess, she had had a fit of the most alarm-
ing nature. ‘T directly called the surgeon,’ proceeded Agatha, ‘and
he siat with her the remainder of the night, during which she had
many returns of it: he has already dressed her wound, being under
a necessity of departing at an early hour, and he says it bears a
much more dangerous appearance than it did at first. Her fever too
is augmented; but he dreads nothing so much as a return of the
fits, which, in her present exhausted state, are, he says, enough to
kill her.’

‘Oh! why, why,’ cried Madeline, whose agonies, at hearing this
melacholy account, were inexpressible, ‘why was I not called when
so dreadful a change took place?’

‘At first we were really too much confused to think about you,’
said Agatha; ‘and when my Lady recovered, and we would have
gone for you, she commanded us not to disturb you.”

Madeline burst into tears at this proof of her friend’s considera-
tion for her amidst her own sufferings.

‘Be composed, my dear young Lady,’ said Father Bertrand,
‘Providence may perhaps produce another change more favourable
to our wishes.’

Madeline now asked if she might not see the Countess. Agatha
answered in the affirmative. She accordingly entered the chamber.
The foot-curtains of the bed, and those of one of the windows, were
open, and Madeline had thus sufficient light to perceive the striking
alteration which had taken place in the countenance of her friend;
her lips were livid, her eyes were sunk, and a ghastly paleness over-
spread her face. The tears of Madeline increased; and when the
Countess, whose heavy eyes opened on hearing her light step,
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called her to her bedside, and, extending her hand, asked her how
she was? deep convulsive sobs prevented all reply.

‘Pray moderate this coneern,’ said the Countess; *’tis true it
excites my gratitude, but it also gives me unutterable pain;—the
soothing attention of a friend is the best cordial I can receive, but
that cordial you will not be able to administer if you yield to those
emotions.’

“Oh! Madam,’ cried Madeline, sinking on her knees, and pressing
the cold hand of the Countess between her’s, ‘Oh! Madam, I will
try to repress them; I will try to do every thing which can give me
the smallest power of serving you.’

"I am convineed you will, my love,” replied the Countess, ‘and
the conviction is soothing to my sick heart. Oh! Madeline, ’tis not
my frame. so much as my mind, that is disordered.’

Weakness precluded farther conversation for the present, and
Madeline seated herself beside the bed, nor stirred till absolutely
commanded by the Countess to go into the next room to breakfast.
She took but little, and quickly resumed her place by her friend.

About the middle of the day, the Countess had another fit,
Apprized of its danger, the distress and terror of Madeline almost
reduced her to the same extremity, and some of the servants were
compelled to carry her from the room till their Lady had recovered.
On regaining her senses, the Countess ordered Father Bertrand to
be sent for; and, on his arrival, she dismissed every one else from
the room. While he was shut up with her Ladyship, dinner was
served in the dressing-room for Madeline, but served in vain; the
grief and anxiety of her mind would neither permit her to eat nor
drink, though pressed to do so by the faithful Agatha and the
voluble Floretta, both of whom, but particularly the former, had a
very sincere regard for her. She was informed by the latter on
Agatha’s quitting the room, as a great secret, that the surgeon had
been requested by the Countess to bring a notary with him the next
morning from the town where he lived, in order to make her will.
‘We all guess, Mam’selle,” said Floretta, ‘that tis on your account
she is going to make one.’

‘Heaven grant,” eried Madeline with fervour, ‘that from her own
hand alone I may ever receive any mark of her regard.’

‘Why to be sure, Mam’selle,’ said Floretta, ‘that might be as
pleasant a way as the other; but ’tis a comfort at any rate to be
certain of it. One way or other, I am a great advocate for people
making their wills; for you must know, Mam’selle, I lost a great deal
by an old uncle of mine in Burgundy dying without one. He always
promised to leave me every thing he had; but he was always of a
shilly-shally dispesition: so death whipped him off without his
putting his promise into execution, and his property was then
divided amongst all his relations. Had he kept his promise, little as
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folks think of me now, I can assurc you, Mam’selle, I should have
been an heiress, for he owned two very fine vineyards and an
excellent house, and several large flocks of sheep; and with all those
I think I might have held up my head pretty high.’

‘I think you hold it up high enough already,” said Agatha, who
had entered before the conclusion of the speech.

‘Not higher,’ replied Floretta pertly, ‘than I have a right to do.’

“That point might be disputed,” cried Agatha.

‘Oh, not at present,’ said Madeline, to whom every sound was irk-
some, that did not convey some tidings of the Countess.

Father Bertrand econtinued a considerable time with the Countess;
and when he Ieft her, he passed hastily through the dressing-room.
Madeline then returned to the chamber, followed by Agatha, and
resumed her station. The Countess did not appear worse; and de-
sired they might be left together.

“You have heard, my love, 1 suppose,” said she, turning her lan-
guid eyes upon Madeline as Agatha closed the door after her, ‘that
Madame D’Alembert is sent for.”

‘1 have, Madam,’ replied Madeline.

‘I hope,’ resumed the Countess, ‘she may not arrive too late.

‘Heaven forbid!” cried Madeline shuddering; ‘I trust when she
arrives, she will find your Ladyship pretty well recovered.”

‘Believe me, my dear,” said the Countess, * tis on her account
I principally desire to recover; she still chains me to a world, to
which I am in a great degree grown indifferent, from the loss of
several of my dearest connections, as well as many other heavy
calamities;—but for her, I should look forward to the idea of quit-
ting it with pleasure, as Ishould to a release from pain and trouble
—_chould consider it with delight, as a means of re-uniting me to
those whom, while on earth, I must for ever mourn.

‘For the sake of my beloved child I wish to be spared a little
longer; with increasing ycars, she may perhaps acquire that forti-
tude which I fear she would at present want to suppert my loss. But
should my wish be disappointed—should she arrive too late to re-
ceive my last blessing, my admonition against a sorrow, not only
useless, but inimical to every duty—to you, Madeline, I entrust
that blessing, that admeonition for her; certain that, as one will be
delivered by solemnity, so the other will be enforced with sympathy.
Should it be my destiny never more to open my eyes upon her in
this world, to you, Madeline, I leave the task of consoling her;—a
task not unacceptable, I am convinced, to your grateful nature, and
one well suited to its gentleness. She is already prepared to love
and to esteem you; and, from a predilection in your favour, will
listen patiently to all you say. Represent, therefore, to her (if in-
deed it happens), that the event she regrets, could not, according
to the laws of human nature, have been much longer delayed. And,
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Oh! Madeline, I adjure you, never let her know how it was acceler-
ated.’

‘May Heaven only prosper me,” cried Madeline, ‘as I keep inviol-
ably from her knowledge the injury you received.’

‘Excuse my betraying a doubt of your doing so,” resumed the
Countess, ‘after the solemn promise I have already received from
you to that purpose; my fears for her urge me even to unnecessary
caution. Oh! Madeline, great as was the pleasure I ever derived
from your society, 'tis now heightened by considering you in the
light of my child’s comforter ;—you will console, you will strengthen
her, you will reconeile her to my loss.’

‘Impossible! impossible!” exelaimed Madeline, in the fulness of
her heart, and bursting into tears.

‘Ah! Madeline,’ said the Countess, affected by her emotion, ‘do
not embitter moments like these by a sorrow which will destroy all
the hopes T entertained of your being a consoler to my child.’

‘May every event,’ eried Madeline, sinking on her knees, ‘may
every event,” with uplifted hands, ‘which could place her in want
of consolation, be far, far distant from her. But should suech an
event now happen, Ohl may Heaven grant me power equal to my
inelination to give it to her!

“After my death,’ proceeded the Countess.

‘Oh! Madam,” interrupted Madeline, ‘do not talk of it—you stab
me to the very soul by doing so.’

‘Rather rejoice than grieve to hear me do so,” said the Countess;
‘how much more dreadful, at the very moment when I stand, per-
haps, upon the brink of the grave, to find me trembling, shrinking
at the idea of dissolution! I have always tried to act so as to be pre-
pared for it; I have always prayed, that I might be composed when
it approached—might be able, in the last extremity of nature, to
hold out my hands to my Creator, deprecate his wrath, and implore
his merey. Oh! my love, but for the precious ties I have still remain-
ing, I should welcome it as a release from a world that teems with
troubles. But I will not, by perpetually reverting to those troubles,
cast a cloud over the youthful prospects of my Madeline.’

‘Alas!’ thought Madeline, ‘they are already clouded.’

‘Life,” resumed the Countess, ‘is a cheequered scene, and, by a
proper performance of our duties, we may enjoy many eomforts in
it; "tis the use we make of those comforts, and the manner in which
we support their loss, that fixes the peace or misery of our last mo-
ments. Oh! happy are they,” continued the Countess, while a faint
spark of animation was rekindled in her eye, ‘Oh! happy are they,
who can review their past conduct without regret! who can think,
to use the language of a poet of a sister country, that when their
bones have run their race, they may rest in blessings, and have a
tomb of orphan’s tears wept over them,

[180]



‘But to resume the subject you interrupted.—After my death,
Madame D’Alembert, I am sure, will seek retirement; and the
retirement of this chatean I am confident she will prefer to that of
any other place, should Monsieur I’ Alembert permit her to remain
in it. Till more happily settled, I hope, and believe, your father will
allow you to be her companion whenever she visits, and while she
continues in it alone; for your society, I am convinced, will ever
prove a souree of comfort to her. But remember, I never desire you
to be her companion, except she is without the company of
Monsieur D’Alembert: and believe me, my Madeline, I am not so
selfish as not to hope that you may soon have tenderer claims to
fulfil than any she can have upon you, Let not the disappointment
of your first expectations make you suppress all others; opposc
reason to despondence, and the latter will soon be conquered. "Tis
a duty you owe your father as well as yourself, to try and do every
thing which can promote your happiness; endeavour, therefore, to
erase from your heart those impressions, which can only give you
pain, and to prepare it to esteem and be propitious to some worthy
man.

‘Should chance again throw de Sevignie in your way, fly from
him instantly, I conjure you, except he offers a full explanation of
his eonduct. Excuse me, my love,’ on hearing a gentle sigh steal
from Madeline, ‘for mentioning a subject that is painful to you; but
you are so innocent, so totally unacguainted with art, that too
much caution eannot be used in guarding you against it. And even
then,’ continued she, returning to the subject of de Sevignie, ‘if he
should offer to account for his conduct, do not listen to him; refer
him to your father to give the explanation; for an unimpassioned
car he cannot deceive. If by any chance you should ever discover
him to be the amiable character you once fancied, you will find by
my will, which I purpose making to-morrow, that want of fortune
will be no hindrance to your union.’

Madeline could not speak, but tears, more eloquently than words
could have done, expressed her feelings.

‘But I am wrong,” resumed the Countess, ‘in having suggested
the idea of such an union to you—an idea which may counteraect
all I have before been saying.’

‘No, Madam,’ said Madeline in a low voice, ‘it will not.'

‘Please me, my Madeline,” cried the Countess after a pause, ‘by
saying that you will remember what I have said to you.’

‘Remember!” repeated Madeline; ‘Oh! Madam, could you think
I could ever forget aught you said?—Remember I—I will do more
I will try to fulfil every injunction you have given me, if indeed,’
in a scarcely articulate voice, ‘it should be necessary to do so.’

‘] thank you for saying so,’ replied the Countess; ‘1 thank you
not only for this, but for the many proofs of affection and attention
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[ have received from you. Yoursociety has been a greater happiness,
a greater comfort to me than I can express; it has frequently be-
guiled the cares whieh oppressed me--cares which the generality
of people considered me a stranger to. I wished to be thought happy,
and I endeavoured to appear so; but no tongue eould deseribe the
anguish which has long preyed upon my heart. Never, however, let
this mvoluntary effusion of confidence escape you; let it be buried
in your breast with all you know coneerning the black transaction
in the chapel—a transaction which I fervently hope may never be
known to more than the few already unhappily acquainted with it;
—{rom every eye I would conceal its author;—my forgiveness is
his, and my earnest prayers arc offered up to Heaven for its forgive-
ness also for him.’

The evening was now far advanced, and the Countess appeared
exhausted by speaking. Madeline besought her to take a reviving
cordial; she complied with the entreaty, and then said she would
settle herself to rest. She charged Madeline to retire at an early hour
to bed. *You look pale and agitated, my love,” said she; ‘but cheer
up—the mention of death does not make me nearer dying. Fare-
welll may good angels for ever watch around you! Madeline
pressed her lips to her cheek; and then rising from her knees, closed
the curtains of the bed, and withdrew. She sent Agatha and
Floretta to the chamber; then retired to her own, where she offered
up a fervent prayer to Heaven for the restoration of her valuable
and beloved friend; after which, finding herself still very languid,
and the rain being over, she descended to the garden, hoping the
evening air might revive her.
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LAAAARAAARARAAAARAAAAAARAARRARAAAAS

Chapter 7

ALUAAUAAAAARAAAAARRARRARAARRAARLAL

When the sun sets, shadows that shew'd at noon
But small, appear most long and terrible; —
So when we think Fate hovers o’er our heads,
Our apprehensions shoot beyond all bounds;
Owls, ravens, crickets, seem the walch of dealh;
Nature’s worst vermin scare her God-like sons;
Echoes, the very leavings of a voice,
Grow babbling ghosts, and call us to our graves;
Each mole-hill thought swells to a huge Olympus,
While we, fantastic dreamers! heave and puff,
And sweal with an imagination’s weight.

LEE

MADELINE WENT UPON A HIIGH AND GRAVELLED TERRACE
to avoid the wetness of the low and grassy paths beneath it. But
though the rain was over, the cvening was extremely unpleasant,
a cold and piereing wind howled through the trees, of whose Inereas-
ing violence the hoarse sereams of water-fowl gave sure and melan-
choly intimation, the clouds seemed staggering with giddy poise,
and the moon vainly endeavouring to emerge from them, if for a
moment she was discovered,

Riding to her highest noon,
Like one that had been led astray,
Through the Heavens' wide pathless way.

Her watery lustre rather increased than diminished the solemn
sloom. Madeline, however, pursued her way, and as she east her
eyes upon the long perspective of black and distant mountains, she
thought of the friends that had so recently travelled over them, and
her regret for their absence was heightened by believing their com-
pany would have been a source of pleasure and comfort to the
Countess. From them her thoughts reverted to another object, one
she dared not think her friend, yet could not eall her enemy; the
idea of his being now exposed upon the cheerless heights she viewed,
to the inclement blast, wrung her heart with agony; she tried,
however, to repell it, by reflecting that it would, by enervating,
render her unable to pay the attentions she wished to her benefae-
tress; and also, that to think voluntanly of him, was acting eon-
trary to the solemn resolution she had formed, to try and forget
Lim. She continued out till the wind grew so violent that it quite
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chilled and fatigued her; as she returned to the chateau she saw on
every side a blackening train of clamorous rooks seeking their
accustomed shelter among the tall trees surrounding it, while, assi-
duous in his bower, the owl plied his sad song, and the water-fowl,
wheeling from their nests upon the lake, sereamed along the land.

Madeline slowly aseended the stairs, and repairing to the dressing-
room, found Agatha and Floretta there; she eagerly enquired about
the Countess, and they informed her, that she still slept, and had
done so almost from the time she had guitted her. They also said,
that her Ladyship had desired them to sit up in the dressing-room,
as a light in her chamber was disagreeable to her. Madeline instantly
declared she would keep them company, and felt rejoiced to hear
of the repose of her friend, flattering herself it was a sign of her
being better.

Every thing, which could give comfort to the night, was already
provided. A cheerful fire blazed in the grate, the brightness and
warmth of which were truly reviving to the depressed spirits and
chilled frame of Madeline; and before it lay a table, covered with
bread, meat, and rich wines. Madeline took a bit of bread and some
wine, and seated herself beside the fire. It was now the hour at
which the servants generally went to rest, and with light steps they
were soon heard retiring to their respective chambers; a profound
stillness then reigned throughout the Castle—a stillness, however,
which was soon interrupted by the wind, that had now encreased
to a tremendous degree. Sometimes it howled dismally through the
long galleries; sometimes came in such sudden squalls against the
doors, that it almost burst them open, whilst the forest was heard
groaning beneath its fury; and ever and anon loose stones came
tumbling from the battlements of the Castle.

The dejection of Madeline’s heart returned—a dejection, which
the account she received of her friend had a little dissipated, and
with it a terror she could not suppress; she laid down the eup of
wine, and casting her eyes upon her companions, perceived, by
their countenances, they were equally affected.

‘How mournfully the wind howls,’ said Agatha, in a low voice;
‘the Lord have mercy,’ devoutly crossing herself, ‘upon all who are
at scal many a stout heart will go to the bottom, I fear, to-night.
"Tis very odd, yet very true, that the night before my Lord the
Count de Merville (Heaven rest his soul! again crossing herself)
died, there was just such a storm as there is now; the noise it made
throughout the house was just as if people had been fighting and
shrieking about it. I thought at the time, the sounds were presage-
ful ones; particularly as the birds kept such a screaming and
fluttering about the windows, for their sereams are always sure
foretellers of death. Indeed they have not been very quiet to-
night.’
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‘No,” cried Madeline, wishing to check the involuntary horror
with which the words of Agatha had inspired her, ‘beeause they are
now, as they were then, disturbed by the storm; ’tis well known,
that their screams not only foretel, but last during one. I have
heard my father say, that people who live near the sea always take
warning by them, and never (if possible to avoid doing so) venture
upon it, while they continue.’

‘] shall never be made, however, to believe that they do not fore-
bode something more than a storm,’ eried Agatha; ‘no, Mam'selle,
be assured they are certain prognostics of death; but such warnings
as these are not eonfined to one family, like others that I know of:
For instance, in the Castle of the Marquis de Vermandois, about two
leagues from this, a great bell always tolls before the death of any
one belonging to it; and there never was any change about taking
place in this chatean that there was not a dreadful storm before-
hand, accompanied by the fall of an old suit of armour, which hangs
on the left side of the hall, nearly opposite the dining parlour, and
which belonged to the founder of the mansion.’

‘I know the suit you mean,’ said Madeline; ‘I have often ex-
amined it as a curious piece of antiquity; but the reason it falls,
when there is a storm, is, beeause the wind then gets through the
crevices of the walls, and blows it down.’

‘You are very incredulous, Mam’selle,” eried Agatha; *but you'll
never be able to make me believe otherwise than I do now. Lord!
I still tremble at the recollection of what I suffered, when I heard
the armour fall with such a crash a few minutes before my Lord’s
death. I was alone with him, and that, to be sure, augmented my
terror; for my lady, overcome by grief, had fainted, and was earried
from the room by the other attendants.’

‘I have heard say, indeed,’ cried Floretta, who had hitherto
listened to the words of Agatha with the most profound attention,
‘that those warnings of death are very common.’

‘God, of his infinite mercy,’ said Madeline, ‘may perhaps give
such warnings to the wicked, in order to awaken them to repent-
ance; but to the good, to those whose lives prepare them at any
hour for his summons, I never can believe he does.’

‘I shall enter into no argument about the matter,’ eried Agatha;
‘for nothing could persuade me out of my own opinion.’

‘Yet what Mam’selle says seems just enough,’ said Floretta; “for
why should the good, who need no preparation for death, be warned
of it as well as those whose bad actions render it necessary they
should, in order to have them brought to repentance.’

‘Well, replied Agatha, ‘T have not a doubt but what they come to
both?’

‘What a dreadful thing it must be, to have a troubled conscience,
when one is near dying,” resumed Floretta.
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‘Ay, or at any other time either,’ exclaimed Agatha; ‘'many a
foul deed has it forced people to reveal.’

‘There is a memorable story told about that,” said Floretta, ‘in
the part of Burgundy I come from.’

‘Well, tell it,” eried Agatha; ‘it will help to pass away the time.’

‘There stood, about fifty years ago,” began Floretta, drawing her
chair closer to her companion’s, ‘near the village where I was born,
an old mansion, which had for many years been uninhabited, for its
owner, being given to travel in foreign parts, never gave himself
any trouble at all about repairing it; so that, owing to his negleet,
it went by degrees so much to rack and ruin, that two servants, who
had been left in it, thought it unsafe to continue in it, and accord-
ingly quitted it.

‘Well, in process of time, the unthrifty master of this old chateau
died; and never having been married, it fell to a distant relation,
who was delighted (as you may well think) to have the fine estate
surrounding it become his: he was neither given to squandering nor
gadding; and knowing what the comforts of a good home were, he
directly ordered the ruin to be pulled down, that he might have
another house built in its place, This you may be sure was a joyful
order for the tenants; for 'tis the life of the poor souls to have a
rich landlord live amongst them, particularly one that is generous
and good, as was the gentleman I am speaking of. They set merrily
to work, and soon demolished most of the building; for ’tis a true
saying, that willing minds, like many hands, make light work.

‘As they were destroying the wall of a vault, which had once
been used for family stores, they found, within a niche of it, against
which a parcel of loose stones were piled, the skeleton of a full-
grown person.—You may well conceive their consternation at such
a sight; for it immediately struck them that this was the skeleton
of a murdered person, else what should bring it there.

“The discovery was soon spread throughout the village, and all
the folks came flocking to the place. They were all of one opinion,
that some one had been murdered in the house, and that the erime
had been committed after it became deserted. They strove to recol-
lect whether any person, within their memories, had been suddenly
missed from their neighbourhood, but could not remember a cir-
cumstance of the kind.

‘While they were busy talking over the matter, there came riding
by an elderly gentleman, well dressed, and of a grave and comely
appearance; so sceing the crowd, he stopped his horse, as was
natural enough, and alighting from it, entered the court-yard, and
enquired what was the matter.

" ““A sad affair, master,” replied one of the oldest of the villagers;
“we have just discovered that a murder was committed within the
walls we have been destroying.”
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S YA murder!” repeated the gentleman, changing colour; “a mur-
der!—Pray, my good friend, how did you discover it?”’

*“Why, by finding a skeleton hid within a vault: you may be
sure, if the person to whom it belonged had died fairly, it would
never have been stuffed into such a place. They, to be sure, who
committed the eruel aet, thought they were secure enough of its
never been found out by hiding it there, but you see they were
mistaken. The watchful eye of God is over all; he seldom suffers
murder to escape the punishment it merits: and indeed I can scarce-
ly doubt that the discovery of the skeleton is but the forerunner of
the discovery of the murderer.”

“The old man and the stranger were standing by a wall, against
which the skeleton was placed; but the latter had hitherto been
kept from seeing it, by some women who stood between it and him;
they now drew back, supposing that, like themselves, he would be
curious enough to wish to examine it..—Searcely had they done so,
when, just as the old man had finished his last sentence, a violent
gust of wind arose, which blew down the skeleton, and it fell plump
at the stranger’s feet. He started back, as any one indeed might
have done at such an aceident, and attempted directly to leave the
place; but some how ar other, his foot was entangled by the skele-
ton, so that he could not move. Well, when he perceived this, he
gave a deep groan, and sunk upon the ground. The people hastened
to his assistance; he was lifted up—but it was many minutes ere he
shewed any signs of life; and when he did, it was at first only by
dismal sighs. At last opening his eyes, he took the old man’s hand,
who helped to support him—

* “Oh! my good friend,” cried he, “‘your words were but too true;
the discovery of that frightful spectacle but foreruns the discovery
of the murderer; in me you behold that guilty wretch.”—At this
there was a general cry, and all praised the wonderful Providence
of Heaven.

¢ “You shall have,”’ he continued, ‘‘a full confession of my guilt;
I no longer wish (even if it was possible to do so) to evade the
punishment due to it

‘As he spoke, he fell into such agonies, that they thought he
would have died, and were forced to get him some wine to take.

‘Being a little revived by it, he was seated on the grass, and thus
began :—

“ o the old, as well as the young, my story may be instructive;
it will prove to the former, that their authority over youth should
niever be too much relaxed; and to the latter, that those who are
disobedient to their parents or guardians, and waste the morning
of their life in idleness or vice, may assuredly expect to end its
evening in misery. I was born of reputable parents, in a small town
in this province. The comforts they enjoyed, which were sufficient
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to satisfy humble dispositions, were procured by their own industry,
and, with the inheritance of the little property they had aecquired,
they trusted I would possess a spirit temperately to enjoy, and
honestly to increase it; but their over-indulgence marred their
wishes. I soon discovered their easiness of temper, and, in conse-
quence of that easiness, grew importunate in my demands—de-
mands which they soon lost the power of refusing; and I became,
from their compliance, giddy and dissipated in the extreme. Too
late my parents perceived their error, in allowing me such latitude
as they had done, and in not checking, at the beginning, the pro-
pensities I early shewed to idleness and dissipation. Their remorse,
together with the disappointment of their hopes relative to me, ter-
minated their lives (while I was yet in the prime of my youth) and
they died within a short period of each other. I felt some little com-
punction and regret; but the first call of pleasure drove them from
my heart, and I resumed my former courses, A continuance in
them soon dissipated the little property I possessed. I then resolved
to abandon my native country, and seek subsistence in another
part of the world. This resolution I imparted to a particular friend,
a youth about my own age, and, like me, an orphan, Our attach-
ment had commenced at the first dawning of reason, and a kind of
infatuation seemed to bind him to me; he was ever ready to join
me in my schemes, and often, latterly, assisted my declining purse.
Through my means, his fortune had been considerably injured ; but
though his fortune was not wrecked like mine, he now declared he
would accompany me to any part of the world I should like to go
to; a declaration I rejoiced to hear, as he had the means of keeping
me from hardships I otherwise, from the low state of my finances,
expected to undergo. He accordingly gathered the remains of his
wealth together, and we set out on foot (the better to conceal the
distressed situation in which we left the place of our nativity) for
Rochelle, from whence we purposed embarking for the West Indies,
thinking that the best place for adventurers.

" “About sun-set, the first day, we came within sight of this
ruined mansion, and feeling extremely tired, we turned into it, and
refreshed ourselves with the provisions we carried about us. We
thought we could not find a better situation for spending the night
in, and we had scarcely determined on doing so, when my com-
panion, more fatigued than I was, fell asleep.

" “Evil suggestions, which I had not grace to subdue, then rose in
my mind, If the remnant of his wealth was mine, I cried, how
much sooner could I realize the schemes I have formed for making
my fortune. The idea was too tempting to be resisted, and, with the
knife, with which but a few moments before he had helped me to
bread, I pierced him to the heart; he never opened his eyes; one
deep, one deadly groan, was all that escaped him; it still sounds in
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my cars, and ascended to Heaven to call down vengeance on my
head.

f“After T had committed the execrable deed, I searched for a
place to hide the body in; and having discovered a vault, I dragged
it thither, and covered the traces of the blood with rubbish. Oh that
the mouldering walls had erushed me to atoms, while thus im-
piously employed! Yet wretch as I am! Oh, why do I say so?
Rather let me bless the Power, which mercifully granted me leisure
to repent—which perhaps spared me then in order to warn others,
by my narration and punishment, from crimes similar to mine.

“ %70 be brief, my dear auditors, I pursued my original intention,
and embarked for the West Indies, where every thing suceeeded
even bevond my expectations. It seemed as if Heaven allowed me
to prosper but to prove how mistaken I was, in supposing wealth
alone could give me happiness. Alas! dreadful mistake, to think any
could be enjoyed from a fortune, whose foundation was laid in
blood :—with riches, wretchness, if possible, increased, 'tis now
fifteen years since I murdered my friend; and from that period to
this, peace has been a stranger to my breast. Remorse pervaded my
soul; horror pursued my steps, and the blood I had shed continually
swam before me.

¢ “Having at length secured an ample independence, and being
disgusted with the place where I lived, or rather, as is often the
case with the wretched, imagining change of scene might alleviate
my misery, I resolved on returning to my native country; but the
abode of my youth I was destined never more to behold; my con-
science would not suffer me to remain unconcerned on beholding the
skeleton, and thus did Providence, I may say, make me call for
justice on myself.”

‘In consequence of his confession,” continued Floretta, ‘he was
committed to prison, and soon after tried, condemned, and exe-
cuted on the spot where he had committed the murder. A little
time before his death, he deposited a sum of money in the hands of
a priest, for the purpose of having mass said for the soul of his
murdered friend, and a monument erected to his memory in our
village church, where his bones were buried.

‘Often and often have I seen that monument, upon which, ac-
cording to his desire, the priest had inscribed the particulars of his
strange story, exactly opposite the churchyard; and at the side of
the high-way he was interred himself:—his grave could plainly be
distinguished when I was last in that part of the country, though
all overgrown with grass and weeds, as was the stone placed at its
head, to signify the reason he was denied Christian burial, Many
and many a time, particularly after it grew dark, I have taken a
long circuit to avoid passing it; for “tis confidently said, and be-
lieved by our villagers, that his spirit, and that of the unhappy
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gentleman he murdered, take their nightly rounds about the place
moaning, lamenting, and uttering the most piteous cries. My poor
old grandmother, from whom I have repeatedly heard the story,
told me she was once almost frightened to death, from fancying
she had a glimpse of them near the church-yard; and the servants
in the house that was rebuilt, have often been almost scared out of
their senses, by the noises they have heard within it.

“Thus,” continued Floretta, ‘my story proves the truth of what
we were saying, namely, that an evil consecience has often oceas-
ioned the discovery of foul crimes. It was owing to it that the
stranger imagined the falling of the skeleton not an accidental cir-
cumstance, but one immediately ordered by Heaven, and from that
idea did he betray himself.’

“T'rue,’ cried Aga.tha, who had listened with deep attention, and
great delight, “ ’tis an old saying, and a just one, that a guilty con-
science needs no accuser.

‘Lord! if people were to allow themselves a little time to consider,
half the bad actions that are committed would be left undone; for
they would then reflect, that neither riches nor titles can make
amends for that peace of mind which a wicked deed destroys. No
person’s lot can be truly miserable, who, on retiring to their beds,
can lay their hands upon their hearts, and say within themselves,
Imay go to rest in peace, assured of the protection of Heaven, from
never having wilfully injured man, woman, or child. Such a thought
as this will support one through many distresses. May it support us
at the hour of death!"—‘and in the day of judgment!” cried Made-
line, with involuntary fervour, and raising her hands and eyes to
Heaven—*Amen,’ rejoined Agatha.

“As one story begets another,” continued she, “if you have no
objection, Mam’selle, T can tell one something to the same purpose
of that we have been listening to.’

‘Objection!’ repeated Floretta, ‘Lord! no, to be sure she can’t,’
answering for Madeline: ‘there is nothing, I think, can del ight
people more than hearing stories; many and many a winter’s night
L have passed in hearkening to my grandmother’s, who had such a
budget of them, there was not a great house for many leagues
around us, that she could not tell something wonderful about, and
she has frequently sent me to bed shaking with fear.’

‘Well, Many’selle,’ asked Agatha, turning to Madeline, ‘are you
of Floretta’s mind?’

“Yes,” replied Madeline, who saw that Agatha would be dread-
fully disappointed, if not permitted to tell one of the wonderful
tales in which she abounded.

Breathing astonishment, of witching riypnes,
And evil spivits; of the death-bed call
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Of him who robb’d the widow, and devour’d

The Orphan’s portion,; of unguiet souls

Ris'n from the grave to ease the heavy guilt

Of deeds in life conceal’d; of shapes that walk

At dead of night, and clank their chains, and wave
The torch of hell around the murderer’s bed.

‘In the reign of Lewis the Ninth, commonly known by the title
of St Lewis, from the holy war in which he engaged, there stood,’
said Agatha, ‘about a league from the boundaries of this chateau,
a noble castle, the ruins of which are still visible upon a fine emin-
ence, scattered over with wood; and I dare say, Mam’selle, in your
way to Madame Chatteneufs, you have taken notice of them,’—1
have,’ replied Madeline.

“T'his Castle, at the period I have mentioned,” resumed Agatha,
‘belonged to a nobleman of an ancient family, and very large for-
tune; but nothwithstanding his rank, which should have made him
generous, his fortune, which enabled him to do so, and his having
only one child to provide for, he was of a mean and miserly disposi-
tion, grudging to himself, and all about him, the necessaries of life;
and treated his son, a fine noble youth, brave, generous, and
accomplished—in short, his reverse in every respect, in such a
severe manner, that he determincd to leave him, if an opportunity
offered for permitting him to do so, without having his real motives
kriown; for though he could not esteem his father himself, he yet
wished, if possible, to keep him from the censures of the world.

“The opportunity he desired occurred upon the King’s determin-
ing upon a crusade; for it was natural, you know, that a youth of
his prowess should wish to embark in so glorious a cause. He accord-
ingly repaired, without delay, to the royal standard, and bade an
adieu to his native country.

“His only regret, at doing so, was occasioned by his separation
from a young lady, whom he had privately made his wife, and by
whom he had a son, then some months old. She was an orphan, and
the descendant of a good, but reduced family. He saw her at the
house of the relation’s, to whose care she had been consigned, and
who, not caring to be burdened with her, determined to settle her
in a cloister. They did not know each other long, ere a mutual
attachment grew between them; and well knowing it would be
vain to solicit his father’s consent, or her relations, for fear of dis-
obliging him, he stole her away, and, after their nuptials, placed her
in a small house near his own residence, which he had taken for that
purpose.

“T'he only person entrusted with the affair was his {father’s butler,
an old man, who had lived long in the family; had often dandled
him in his infancy, and was, he knew, faithfully attached to him.
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To the care of this good creature, who respected the lady, and
doated on the child, he left his treasures.

‘He had but just reached the Holy Land, when his father died.
Poor Peter, who, without authority, could net do any thing, ap-
prized him, as soon as possible, of this event, and requested either
his immediate presence, or orders how to act.

‘So great was the anxiety of the noble youth, to see his wife and
child, and have them publiely acknowledged as such, that without
loss of time, he knelt before the King, and entreated his permission
to return to his native country, in order to settle his affairs. This
the King most graciously granted: but alack! he only returned to
find a grave within it.

‘Within a league of his castle, he was way-laid and murdered by
two ruffians, masked; and the sad intelligence was conveyed to his
expecting family by his faithful squire, then his only attendant,
who, in attempting to save his life, reeeived such desperate wounds,
that he died in two days after.

‘Peter was greatly grieved; but, alas! what was his grief to that
of the poor lady’s; she lost all relish for this life, and in less than
a week after her husband’s death, was laid beside him in the grave.
In her last moments, as well as in those preceding them, she be-
sought Peter to be a steady friend to her child, and see him, if
possible, put into possession of his rights. Peter promised to do all
he could, but that all, he feared, would be but little. The certificate
of her marriage had been destroyed in a box, with many other
valuables, by an aceidental fire some months prior to her death; and
Peter knew too much of the world to think the gentleman, who was
heir to the estate, in case his master left no lawful issue, would take
his single testimony for the legitimaey of her child, and thus give
up a fortune he much wanted; being an extravagant spendthrift,
addicted to every vice and folly, and who would for many years
have been in the greatest distress, but for the bounty of his poor
murdered relation. Well things turned out as Peter thought; the
gentleman came from a distant part of France, where he lived, to
take possession, and declared he did not give the smallest credit to
there being any other heir than himself: he did not doubt, he said,
the child being his cousin’s, but his legitimate one, he was con-
vineed it was not; and all poor Peter could prevail on him to do,
was to allow a small stipend for its support. Peter, with the rest of
the servants, was retained, and none of them had reason to complain
of their master. For some time, he rendered the castle a scene of
constant galety; but suddenly his spirits drooped; he shut out
company, and appeared to have taken a dislike to all the pleasures
he before delighted in; but though he avoided company, solitude
seemed equally irksome to him, and he almost continually had one
or other of the domestics in the apartment with him. The sudden
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alteration in his manner, the involuntary horrors he sometimes
betrayed, appeared strange circumstances in the eyes of Peter, and
from them he drew an inference that shocked him. Determined to
know whether it was, or was not a just one, he devised a scheme,
which, when you hear it, you will say was a bold one.

‘He was the domestic his master generally selected to be near him,
and, at the close of day, they frequently walked together up and
down a great Gothie hall.—One evening, as they were thus engaged,
Peter, whom his master allowed to converse familiarly with him,
from his long residence in the family, and well-known attachment
to it, said to him, with a solemn voice and countenance, *Sir, there is
something of consequence which I wish to impart to you: last night
I had a dream; indeed I do not know whether I can properly call
it one, in which methought my poor young master, disfigured by
wounds, and stained with blood, came to me, and told me I should,
when I least expected it, have the pleasure of discovering his
murderer, and bringing him to condign punishment.”—Peter
paused, and looked steadily at his master, who betrayed the greatest
agitation.

* “Was any thing else said to you?”’ demanded he, in a faltering
volce.

“ ¥es,” replied Peter, “I asked him by what means I should
discover his murderer, and he told me he would betray himself.

¢ “You will,” said he, “mention my murder before him, and his
guilty conseience will make him, if not by words, at least by agita-
tion, declare his crime. Besides, my troubled spirit will be near you
at the time, and accelerate the discovery.”

‘Peter’s master now declared he was taken very ill, and must go
directly to his chamber. Scarcely had he spoken, when the dreadful
creaking of an iron door was heard, and a faint light flashed upon
him, from the spiral stair-case of an old tower, that had for cen-
turies been uninhabited, from an idea of its being haunted.

¢ “Lord, defend me!” cried Peter; “I have the key of the iron
door at the top of the tower in my possession, and no human hand
could have opened it; the light, too, from the stair-case is quite a
blue flame.” ’

‘Hark,’ eried Floretta at this moment, with an affrighted coun-
tenance, ‘what noise is that?”

‘Noise!” repeated Agatha, with an emotion of fear.

‘Oh! *tis only the wind,” continued she, listening a minute; ‘it
often comes in this way against the doors, as if it would burst them
open; but bless me, Mam’selle,” looking at Madeline, ‘how deadly
pale you are; I fear sitting up does not agree with you.’

The spirits of Madeline, weakened by grief, were indeed affected,
in spite of her reason, with a kind of superstitious awe, by the
stories of her companions.
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‘Let us mull some wine,” cried Agatha; ‘it will do us all good.’

‘Ay, do,’ said Floretta, ‘and I will make some toast.’

Madeline now said she would step into the Countess’s chamber,
and try whether she still slept. She accordingly stole into it, and
bending over her pillow, had the satisfaction of finding she con-
tinued in a tranquil sleep. This somewhat cheered her; and after
taking a glass of the mulled wine, she felt the gloom of her spirits
pretty well depressed. Agatha then resumed her story.

‘Scarcely,” said she, ‘had Peter uttered the last word, when his
master dropped senseless at his feet. Peter raised, and with difficulty
recovered him. The moment he opened his eyes, lie dropped upon
his knees, implored the mercy of Heaven, and confessed he was the
murderer of his cousin.

‘Plunged into difficulties, he said, by his extravagance, which he
was ashamed to avow, as soon as ever he heard of his cousin’s ex-
pected return from the Holy Land, he laid the plan for destroying
him, which succeeded but too well, and in which he was assisted by
a servant, whom he afterwards murdered, for fear of his betraying
him.

‘Peter told him, if he would immediately resign the estate to the
lawful heir, he would not give him up to the punishment he merited.
This he readily consented to do; and every thing necessary being
done, he retired to a monastery, where he soon after died of a
broken heart. After his death, this story was divulged by the ser-
vant, whose assistance Peter had obtained for carrying into exeeu-
tion the scheme he had contrived for knowing whether or not his
master had murdered his cousin.’

The tale concluded, on which Floretta made many comments, a
general silence ensued; it was now about the middle of the night,
or rather the beginning of the morning, and the storm still raged
with unabated violence. Madeline went to a window, and opened
a shutter, to see whether the scene without was as dreary as fancy
within had represented it to be, and found it, if possible, more so.
The faint dawn o’er the western hills was overcast by heavy clouds,
and the trees of the wood tumultuously agitated by the blast,
which scemed threatening to tear them from the earth.

‘How dreadful, how appalling is this hurricane,’ cried Madeline,
as she leant against the window. ‘If it strikes such terror into a
heart conseious of no crime, what fears, what horrors must it exeite
in one burthened with guilt. To such an one the war of the elements
must indeed be dreadful, as seeming to declare the anger of an
offended God.—Like the Poet,-Madeline thought that such a heart
would think

~ T'he tempest blew his wrath,
Lhe thunder was his voice, and the red flash
His speedy sword of justice.
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Clulled by the melancholy prospect, she closed the shutter, and
returned to the fire, before which her companions were now slum-
bering. In deep and pensive meditation, she sat a considerable time
with her eyes fixed upon the crackling blaze, when the heavy crash
of something falling in the lower part of the Castle, startled not
only her, but her companions.

‘Holy virgin!’ exclaimed Agatha, turning pale, ‘defend us—’tis
the armour that has fallen.’

“You had better try,” said Madeline, in a faint voice.

“Iry,’ repeated Agatha; ‘Lord, not for the world.’

‘Nor I, I am sure,’” said Floretta, ‘if you could, or would give me
a principality for doing so.”

‘I will then,” cried Madeline, ashamed to propose what she would
shrink from herself, ‘I will go and endeavour to discover the ocea-
sion of the noise.’

She went softly into the Countess’s chamber, to try if she was
disturbed by it, and finding her still asleep, she took up a light, and
descended (though with trembling limbs, and a palpitating heart)
to the great hall, from whenee the noise had sounded. The light she
held but partially dispersed its awful gloom, and her tremor and
palpitation increased, as she proceeded to the extreme end, at
which hung the ominous armour. She found this in its usual situa-
tion, and she was hastily moving from it, too much depressed and
agitated to think of searching elsewhere for the cause of the noise,
when a door opposite to her (which led to a suit of rooms that had
been appropriated solely to the use of the Count, and since his
death, shut up), slowly opened, and a tall figure, clad in black, came
forth.

Madeline started behind a pillar; the conversation of her com-
panions had raised the very spirit of superstition in her breast, and,
with eyes almost bursting from their sockets, she now stood im-
movable, gazing upon the terrifying object that presented itself to
her view; but when she saw it approaching her, which it did, with
a slow, but steady step, her faculties returned, and dropping the
light, she fled to the stair-case; but ere she had ascended many
steps, she fell, through her extreme haste; and the surrounding
darkness, and the exquisite pain she suffered, in consequence of
bending her foot under her at the instant, prevented her from mak-
ing an immediate effort for rising. She lay for about two minutes
in this situation, when a faint light gleaming behind her, made her
turn her head with quickness, and she beheld the object of her
terror within a step of her. A cold dew instantly burst from her
pores, her heart almost died within her, and she covered her face
with her hands.
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Chapter 8

AALALAAAAAAAAAARAAARAAARAAAAAALALA

And art thou—of that sacred band?
Alas! for ws too soon, tho” rais’d above
The reach of human pain, above the flight
Of human joy.

THE WELL-KNOWN ACCENTS OF FATHER BERTRAND RE-
called the fainting spirits of Madeline; never were sounds before so
delightful to her ear. She uncovered her face, started up, and ex-
claimed, ‘Gracious Heaven! is it possible! do I really behold Father
Bertrand !’

‘My dear young lady,” said the good old man, with his usual
mildness, ‘what is the matter;—is our beloved benefactress worse?’

‘No, I trust and believe not,” replied Madeline; ‘her sleep has
been long and tranquil.’

‘If she is not worse then—if you did not come to call me to her,
what could have brought you to the hall?’

Madeline, as briefly as possible, informed him; and in doing so,
notwithstanding she wished to conceal it, in order to avoid the
imputation of folly, betrayed the fright he had given her.

The good father was too well acquainted with human nature not
to know, that the present hour was an improper one for reasoning
with her against the weakness which exposed her to it. He deter-
mined, however, from a wish of promoting the happiness of a
young creature, which he knew nothing would so materially injure
as superstition, to take another opportunity of admonishing her
against it.

He informed her, that his continuing the night in the Castle was
owing to the express desire of the Countess; ‘but instead of going to
bed,’ proceeded he, ‘I procured the key of the library, well knowing,
from the violence of the storm, that I could not sleep.” He sighed
as he spoke, and his eyes were involuntarily raised to Heaven.

Madeline looked at him with pity and reverence.

‘Poor Caroline,” said she to herself, ‘is now present to his thoughts;
Oh! what must have been his exeruciating anguish at the time of
her death, when even now, though so many years have passed since
that event, his regret is so poignant.’

‘Never,” cried she, addressing him, ‘never again may I hear a
storm so tremendous! I fear we shall have melancholy accounts to-
morrow of the mischief it has done.’

‘I hope not,” replied the Father; ‘he, whose mighty spirit walks
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upon the careering winds, will, I humbly trust, prevent their fury
from being destructive.’

Madeline now enquired whether he heard the noise which had so
much alarmed her and her companions. He replied in the affirma-
tive, but said it had come from the gallery instead of the hall, and
that he would now go up, and try to discover the cause of it, accom-
panied by Madeline. He accordingly ascended, and they soon dis-
covered that it had been occasioned by the fall of the Countess’s
pieture.

‘Do you now, my child,” said the Father, ‘retire, and try to take
some repose; for your spirits have been much agitated. 1 rejoice to
hear that the rest of our noble friend has been so good; ’tis a
favourable symptom; may the morning light witness the realiza-
tion of the hopes it has inspired!’

‘Heaven grant it may!’ fervently rejoined Madeline. She then
bade the good man farewel, and begged he would, on descending
to the hall, try whether the light she had dropped was extinguished.

The moment she re-entered the dressing-room, Agatha and
Floretta eagerly enquired if they were right in their conjeetures.
She assured them they were not, and then informed them of the
cause of their alarm.—This excited little less consternation than if
‘she had told them the armour was fallen;—so prone is superstition
to dress up every cireumstance in the garb of terror,

The dawn was now peeping through the shutters; the lights were
therefore put out, and Agatha and Floretta then again began to
slumber before the fire. They were soon, however, disturbed by a
sudden gust of wind, which came with such violence against the
doors, as almost to burst them open.

‘Heaven defend us!” said Agatha, ‘the storm grows worse,
instead of better.’

‘Hark,’ eried Madeline, with a wild expression in her countenance,
and laying her hand upon the arm of Agatha—Hark !—there surely
was a groan mingled in that blast.’

‘No, Mam’selle,’ said Agatha, * ’tis only the howling of the wind.’

‘Again!’ exclaimed Madeline:—‘Oh Heavens! starting from her
chair, ¢ ’tis the voice of the Countess!’

She rushed into the chamber, followed by her companions. The
eurtains of the bed were hastily drawn back, and the Countess was
discovered in a fit: a seream of mingled terror and anguish burst
from Madeline, and sinking on her knees, she clasped the nerveless
hands of her friend between her’s.

Agatha and Floretta used every effort to recover their lady, and
at length succeeded. On opening her ¢yes, she turned them round
with a wild stare, as if forgetting where she was, or by whom sur-
rounded. Her recollection, however, appeared soon to return; her
eyes suddenly lost their wildness, and were raised for some minutes
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to Heaven.—She then looked at Madeline, and spoke, but what
she said was unintelligible: she seemed sensible of this herself, by
mournfully shaking her head. Gently disengaging one hand from
Madeline, she pointed it towards the door, looking earnestly in her
face as she did so, as if to say, she wished her to bring some person
to her.

‘Father Bertrand!” cried Madeline, starting up.

A faint smile from the Countess was an affirmative; and she was
flying from the chamber, when she was suddenly stopped by a deep
groan.

‘Has she relapsed?’ eried she with a trembling voice, and a des-
pairing look, again advancing to the bed.

‘Never to recover, I fear,’ said Agatha, bursting into tears.

‘ "Tis too true!” cried Floretta, ‘she is gone for ever.’

Madeline grew sick; she could not weep; she could not speak;
she could searcely breathe; her sight grew dim; her head grew giddy :
and the objects that she could discern seemed swimming before her.
The grief and consternation of her companions prevented them from
noticing her, till they saw her catching at a bed-post for support.—
They then directly hastened to her assistance, and supporting her
to a chair, opened a window. The keenness of the morning air, to-
gether with the water they sprinkled on her face, somewhat revived
her, and a shower of tears came to her relief.

Agatha, whom her death-like coldness, and ghastly paleness
greatly alarmed, would have led her from the room, but she resisted
the effort, and tottering to the bed, threw herself upon it, and
bedewed the pale face of her dear, her invaluable benefactress with
tears of unutterable, of heart-felt anguish. Agatha now desired
Floretta to ring a large bell, which hung in the gallery. This in a
few minutes collected all the servants, and they eame erowding into
the room, preceded by Father Bertrand, and apprized by the sud-
den alarm of the melancholy event which had happened.

Few scenes could have been more distressing than that now ex-
hibited by the old domestics, as they wept round the bed of their
beloved lady, under whose protection they had passed the prime,
and trusted to have closed the evening, of their days.

‘Oh my friends and fellow-servants!’ cried Agatha, whom grief
made eloguent, ‘our happiness in this world is gone for ever;—but
'tis a comfort to think, that, from the common course of nature,
none of us can expect much longer to continue in it.’

‘My friends;’ said Father Bertrand, collecting all his spirits to his
aid, and wiping away the tear which had bedewed his pale cheek,
‘my friends,” looking round him with the most benign compassion,
‘moderate those transports of grief, by patiently acquiescing in the
will of the Almighty ; endeavour to deserve a continuance of some
of his blessings,
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‘Peace,” continued he, advancing to the foot of the bed, and
knecling before it, while his arms folded upon his breast, and his
head gently reclined, seemed to denote that submission to the
divine will which he preached to others, ‘peace to the soul of the
departed; and may we all, like her, be prepared for our latter end!’

‘Let all,” eried Agatha, as he rose from his knees, ‘whose services
are not required, now retire from the room.’

Father Bertrand approached Madeline, whe still lay, with her
face covered, upon the bed; he took her hand, and entreated her to
rise, but she had neither power to refuse nor to obey. Perceiving her
situation, he ordered her to be taken up, and carried into the next
room; he was shocked bevond expression at the alteration which
grief had effected in her appearance; her cheek and lips had lost all
tinge of colour, and her eyes appeared too dim for her to distinguish
any object.

Restoratives were administered to her, and by degrees the tears,
which extreme agony had suspended, again began flowing, and
somewhat relieved her.

Father Bertrand sat by her in silence; he knew the tribute of
affection and sorrow must be paid, nor did he attempt to check it,
till the first transports of the latter, by indulgence, were a little
abated. He then addressed her in the mildest aceents of consola-
tion :—

‘Oh! my daughter,” he said, ‘let the assurance of the felicity to
which the spirit of your friend has departed, comfort you for her
loss; life at best is but a state of pilgrimage. God, no doubt, to pre-
vent our too great attachment to a state which we must resign, has
chequered it with good and evil, so that few, after any long con-
tinuance in it, can, if possessed of reason and religion, regret a
summons from it. To the Countess it was a happy release; her
virtues had prepared her to meet it with fortitude, and her sorrows
with pleasure; she knew she was about appearing before a mereiful
Being, who would reward the patience with which she bore those
sorrows—sorrows that corroded the springs of life: so far am I per-
mitted to say, in order to try and reconcile you to her loss, but the
source of them I am bound to conceal. Endeavour,’ he proceeded,
‘to compose yourself; Madame D’Alembert may soon be expected,
and it will be some little comfort to the poor mourner to receive
your soothing attentions. I am now compelled to retire to the con-
vent, but at the close of day I shall return with some of my brother
mionks to say mass for the soul of the departed, Farewel!’ rising as
he spoke, ‘may the blessing of heaven rest upon you, and peace
soon revisit your heart!’

He had scarcely left the room ere Agatha entered it. "Had you
not better lay down Mam’selle,” said she, in a voice broken by sobs;
‘for my part I can hold up no longer; as soon as I have given orders
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about what is to be done I shall go to bed, and I little care if I
never rise from it.” The melancholy accent in which these words
were pronounced, redoubled the tears of Madeline. :

‘We have lost indeed,’ cried she, ‘the kindest, the best of friends;
never can we expect again to meet with one like her.’

The door now softly opened, and Floretta made her appearance;
she came with a message of condolence from the physician, who had
just arrived, to Madeline, and a request to know whether he could
in any manner be serviceable to her.

‘No,” replied Madeline, mournfully, ‘he cannot.’

‘The Notary has accompanied him,’ resumed Floretta, ‘and he
desired me to tell you that had he imagined the Countess so near
her end, he would, notwithstanding the weather, have come hither
yesterday.’

‘Alack—" cried Agatha, ‘I grieve he did not; my Lady’s kind
intentions towards you will never now be fulfilled.’

The idea of their being frustrated could not, in the present state
of Madeline’s mind, excite one sigh. Pale, faint, exhausted, she at
last complied with the request of Agatha, and retiring to her cham-
ber, threw herself upon the bed; but not even for an instant did
sleep shed oblivion over her sorrows; she found the words of the
Poet true, that

He, like the world, his ready visit pays

Where fortune smiles, the wretched he forsakes,
Swift on his downy pinions flies from woe,
And lights on lids unsully’d by a tear.

Rather fatigued than refreshed by laying down, she arose in about
an hour, and opening a window, seated herself by it; for there was
a faintness over her which she thought the air might remove. The
heaviness of the sky was now dispersed; the sun looked out with
refulgent glory, and the winds, whose fury had seattered the lawn
with shattered boughs of trees and fragments from the chatean,
were hushed into a calm; the trees, still surcharged with rain, dis-
played a brighter green, ‘and glittering as they trembled, cheered
the day’; while the birds that sprung from amidst them, poured
forth the softest notes of melody; but not that melody, not the
blessed beams of the sun which it seemed to hail, eould touch the
sad heart of Madeline with pleasure.

‘Ah!’ she cried, ‘after such a night as the last, how soon on the
morning would my dear benefactress, if she had been spared to us,
have gone forth to enquire what mischicf was done, and give orders
for repairing it! Oh! ye children of poverty and distress—ye, like
the unhappy Madeline, have lost a mother.’

Madeline knew not the strength or tenderness of her attachment
to the Countess till she was deprived of her; in losing her, she lost
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all hope of comfort; for to none, as to her, could she impart the
fears, the wishes; the expectations, which had so long, and still at
times, agitated her heart; and which, by being concealed, she knew
would fatally corrode its peace. Yet not for the tenderness which
had poured balm upen its sorrows, not for the counsel which had
regulated its impulses, not for the wisdom which had guarded its
inexperience, did she lament alone; exclusive of all consideration
for herself she bitterly wept the death of her benefactress, and
imagined, was she but alive again, her own tranquillity would in
some degree be restored, though the next moment she should be
transported to an immeasurable distance from her.

The circumstances which occasioned her death, heightened the
grief of Madeline for it, and the flattering hopes she had conceived
of her amendment, from her uninterrupted rest, also aggravated
her feelings.

She continued alone a considerable time; at length Agatha entered
with some coffce, ‘I see Mam’selle,” cried she, ‘that like me you
could not rest: I might indeed as well have staid up as gone to bed.’

‘No,” said Madeline, looking mournfully in her face, ‘I eould not
rest.’

“Pray Mam’selle,” cried Agatha, as she laid the colfee on a little
table before her, ‘pray Mam’selle, do not take on so badly; though
you have lost a good friend, you have still a kind father to love and
to protect you; not like me, who in losing my lady, have lost my
only friend. Ah, Mam’sclle!” dropping into a chair opposite Made-
line, * "tis a grievous thing for a poor old soul like me, to be neglected
and forlorn.’

“YVou will never be deserted or forlorn, I trust, and believe,’ eried
Madeline: ‘the noble daughter of your dear departed lady will
never, I am convineed, desert any one that she loved.’

‘She is a noble lady, indeed,” said Agatha, ‘but—’

‘But what?’ eagerly interrogated Madeline, on her suddenly paus-
ing.

‘Nothing, Mam’selle,” replied Agatha, sighing; (then as if to
change the discourse) ‘do pray, Mam’sclle,” she continued, ‘try and
eat some breakfast: indeed, if you do not take more care of yourself,
than you at present seem inclined to do, you will probably bring on
a fit of sickness: and what a grievous thing would it be for my poor
young lady on arriving, to find, not only her mother dead, but you
unable to give her any comfort.’ :

‘Alas! said Madeline; ‘whetherwell or ill, I fear Ishall be equally
unable to give her comfort.’—Agatha again pressed her to take
some breakfast, but grief had destroyed all inclination for doing so,
and the housekeeper soon Jeft her to her melancholy meditations.—
At the usual dinner hour they were again interrupted by the re-
entrance of Agatha, who came to entreat her to descend to the
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dinner parlour. ‘Do, pray do, dear Mam’selle,” she said; ‘if you eat
nothing, it will even do you good to stir a little.’

Madeline had felt so forlorn whilst by herself, that she did not
refuse this entreaty, and accordingly went down stairs; but when
she entered the parlour—that parlour where she had first been wel-
comed to the chateau—where she had been embraced as the adopted
child of the Countess—where she had passed with her so many
happy hours, the composure she tried to assume vanished: she in-
voluntarily started back, and bursting into tears, would have re-
turned to her chamber, had not Agatha prevented her; the pathetic
entreaties of the faithful creature at length prevailed on Madeline
to sit down to the table, where she also insisted on Agatha’s seating
herself; but she could not eat—she could onl Y weep.

The sorrowful looks of the servants the—solemn stillness which
reigned throughout the chateau, so different from its former cheer-
fulness, augmented her tears. Agatha judged of Madeline by her-
self, and thinking those tears would be a relief to her overcharged
heart, she did not attempt to stop them. They sat together till the
close of day, when Agatha entreated her to retire to her chamber,
and try and take that rest which she had been so long deprived of,
and so materially wanted.

Madeline was convinced she eould not sleep; but she did not
hesitate to return to her chamber, at the door of which Agatha left
her. Searcely had she entered it, ere she resolved on going to her
benefactress’s, and indulging her sorrow by weeping over her re-
mains. She accordingly proceeded thither; but when she reached
the door, she paused, and shuddered at the solemn scene before
her.

The chamber was hung with black, and a black velvet pall was
thrown across the bed, which formed a melancholy contrast to the
rich erimson curtains. Before the bed several rows of large wax
tapers burned, and cast a gleam upon the face of the Countess that
increased its ghastliness. Awe-struck, Madeline wanted resolution
to enter; and it might perhaps have been many minutes ere she
could have summoned sufficient for that purpose, had she not
beheld Agatha and Floretta sitting in & remote corner of the roon.
She then, with light and trembling steps, approached the bed. The
moment she cast her eyes upon the inanimate features of her friend,
the composure, which sudden awe had inspired, gave way to her
affliction.

“Is she gone?’ she eried, looking round her with an eye of wildness,
as if forgetting the scene of the morning—as if doubting the reality
of what she saw; ‘Oh! too surely—too surely she is,” she continued,
wringing her hands together; ‘and who, in this wide world, can
supply her loss to Madeline? Oh, most excellent of women !’ kneel-
ing beside the bed, while tears streamed in torrents down her
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cheeks; “Thou—friend to the friendless—’tis now I feel the full
extremity of grief; the sorrow, which I so lately deemed exeruciat-
ing, seems light, seems trivial, in comparison of that which I now
feel. Had you died,’ she went on, after a momentary pause, and as
if the dull cold ear of death could have heard her pathetic lamenta-
tions, ‘had you died according to the common course of nature,
though my loss would have been equally great, my grief, I think,
would not have been so poignant. To die by such horrible means,’
she added, with a kind of screcam in her voice, and starting up as if
she saw that very moment the poignard of the assassin pointed at
her own breast; ‘to die by such horrible means, is what overpowers
me. Oh why—why did I not follow you the fatal night you went
to the chapel?’

‘Dear Mam’selle,” said Agatha, rising and approaching her, "try
to compose yourself; no grief, no lamentations can recal my blessed
lady.’

‘Oh! Agatha,’ cried Madeline,  ’tis not a common friend; ’tis a
mother T lament;—she was the only person from whom I ever
experienced the tenderness of one. Do you not wonder,” she con-
tinued, grasping the arm of Agatha, ‘how any one could be so
wicked as to injure such a woman—a woman who never, I am con-
fident, in the whole course of her life, injured a mortal; whose hand
was as liberal as her heart, and whose pity relieved, even when her
reason condemned the sufferer? Would you not have thought, Aga-
tha,” again bending o’er the bed, from which she had a little re-
treated, ‘that the innocence of that countenance might have dis-
armed the rage of a savage? What a smile is there still upon it; it
seems to declare the happiness which is enjoyed by the spirit that
once animated 1t!’

‘My dear young lady,’ said Agatha, in a low voice, ‘recollect your-
self;—remember the promise you gave my lady in the chapel, never
to mention or allude, by any means whatsoever, to the transaction
that happened there.’

‘I thank you, Agatha,’ cried Madeline, ‘for awakening me to
recollection ; never should I have forgiven myself, had 1 broken my
promise. I will in future endeavour to have more command over my
feclings.’ She still, however, remained by the bed, holding the arm
of Agatha.

‘And to this cold, this ghastly, this inanimate state, must we all,
one day come!’ she cried.

“Yes, replied a hollow voice behind her, the voice of Father
Bertrand, who, unperceived, had entered some minutes before,
accompanied by some of his brother monks, for the purpose of say-
ing mass for the soul of the departed; ’ the crime of disobedience has
doomed us to that state, and the paths of fame and fortune lead
but to the coffin and the grave.”
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He now proceeded to inform Madeline of the purpose for which
he had entered.

‘If,” eried he, ‘you think you ecan, without interrupting, attend
to our solemn rites, and join in our orisons, remain; if not, retire to
your chamber.’

‘I do think I can,’ replied Madeline; ‘T also think, that, by stay-
ing, my mind will be eomposed.’

‘Some of the most ancient of the domestics now entered, and the
sacred service was begun, and ere concluded, the turbulence of
Madeline’s grief was abated : when over, Father Bertrand, who was
tenderly interested about her, insisted on her retiring to her
chamber, and gave her his benediction as she withdrew.

Overcome by fatigue, both of body and mind, she repaired to
bed; but the sleep into which she sunk was broken and disturbed
by frightful visions, and she arose pale and unrefreshed, at the first
dawn of day, to seek some of her fellow-partners in affliction. To
deseribe her feclings this day wonld be but to recapitulate those of
the preceding one. They were now, as they were then, alternatel v
perturbed, alternately calm; and Father Bertrand, whose Sym-
pathy and counsel alone caused that calm, was eonvineed time only
could restore them to their wonted state. She this day performed
the painful talk of acquainting her father with the melancholy loss
they had sustained, which she did as follows:—

TO M. CLERMOXNT

Where shall I find words to soften the melancholy tidings I have
to communicate. Oh! my father, vainly would I try for expressions
to do so; no language, no preparation I could use would mitigate
them to you; but what I find it impossible to do, Your own reason
and religion will, I trust, perform.

Heaven has been pleased to recall our estimable friend, my dear
and lamented benefactress, to itself, The dawn of vesterday saw
the seal of death impressed upon those eves which scareely ever
opened but to cheer her family, or witness some good deeds of her
own performing. So short was her illness, so unexpeeted her dissolu-
tion, that I fecl myself at times quite bewildered by the shock, and
tempted to think, that what has lately happened is but the dream
of my own disordered imagination.

Is she dead? T repeatedly ask myself;—the Countess de Merville
dead? she whom but a few days ago I beheld so apparently well and
happy? Alas! the gloom of every surrounding object gives a fatal
affirmative to those self-questions.

I wander to her favourite apartments, as if to seek for her, who
never more will re-enter them ; and start back, chilled and aff righted
by their neglect and desertion, as if it was unexpected. Oh, my
father, what a change has a few days produced ! The sound of social
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mirth no longer enlivens the Castle; a death-like stillness reigns
throughout it, scarcely ever interrupted but by the wind sighing
through its long galleries, as if in unison with the grief of its inhabi-
tants.

Things without appear almost as dreary as they do within. The
fury of a late storm has scattered the lawn with broken boughs
and fragments from the chateau, and thus given the place an
appearance of desolation saddening in the extreme. The poor pea-
sants, too, who are employed within the wood, appear (to me at
least) quite altered. They seem to pursuc their labours with reluc-
tanee, and, often suspending them, look towards the Castle with a
melancholy air, as if to say the comforts that checred their toils,
‘and supported their strength, died with its honoured and lamented
owner,

Their loss, indeed, is unspeakable;—not content with relieving
the objeets chance threw in her way, she herself explored the
recesses of poverty, and, like a ministering angel from heaven, dis-
pensed charity and compassion wherever she went. She delighted
too in contriving little pastimes which should give relaxation to
labour, and smiled to sce the rough brow of industry smoothed by
pleasure, and the peasants sporting on the sod which they had
cultivated.

This morning, as I stood at an upper window, which overlooked
the old trees that waved before it, and saw the distant fields already
beginning to wear the yellow tinge of autumn; I recollected the
manner in which she had planned to celebrate the conclusion of the
ensuing harvest: she was to have given a feast and a dance upon
the lawn to all her tenants, and I was to have mixed in the latter
with the peasant girls. Alas! little did I think, when she spoke to me
about it, that, ere the period destined for it, she would be laid within
the narrow house of clay.

To quit this place directly, to return to you, my dear father,
and mingle those tears with your’s, which should embalm her
memory, would be my wish, had she not requested, almost in her
Jast moments, that I might continue here to reccive Madame
D’Alembert, who is shortly expected, and also to give her my com-
pany while she staid, or whenever she came to the chateau alone—
arequest which the gratitude of your heart will not, I am convineed,
permit me to disobey ;—yet, alas! little benefit can she derive from
my society. How can I comfort—how try to reconcile her to a loss
which I feel myself nothing earthly ean supply to me? But, perhaps,
she may derive a melancholy pleasure from the company of a per-
son who is a real mourner; I feel myself, that those of the Countess’s
family who are the most afflicted, are those to whom I am the most
attached.

It will, [ am sure, impart to you the same satisfaction it has done

[155]



to me, to know that, to the last, my beloved, my estimable bene-
factress, bestowed upon me those proofs of affection and esteem,
which long since excited a gratitude in my heart, death or the loss
of reason only can remove. The very morning on which she died so
unexpectedly, her generous intentions towards me were to have
been put into execution; that they were unfulfilled will, I am con-
fident, be to you, as to me, a small source of regret, compared to
that which we feel for her death. I am not now worse with respect
to fortune than when she took me under her protection: the luxur-
ies I enjoyed with her have not vitiated my taste, or rendered me
unable to support with contentment the humble situation I am
destined to. No, my dear father, her lessons and my affection for
you guarded me against such perversion of disposition; and as I
will still strive to deserve the protection of heaven, so I trust I shall
obtain it, and never feel the pressure of worldly want. Do not suffer
any apprehensions about my health to disturb your mind; my
body has not sympathized as much as you might have supposed
with my mind; I am not ill, indeed, though a little fatigued: but
there is nothing now (alas! I sigh as I say s0) to prevent my taking
repose.

I now regret more than ever the departure of my good friends,
Madame Chatteneuf and her daughter; had they continued at V—,
I am sure, on the first intimation of the melancholy event which has
happened, they would have flown to the castle; and their society,
I think, would a little have alleviated my feelings. When I sat
down, I did not imagine I could have written above a few lines;
but now I find that in writing to, as well as in conversing with, a
beloved friend, one is insensibl y drawn on, and comforted by being
S0.

T'have now, however, written almost to the extent of my paper;
and as I have nothing of sufficient consequence to say to make me
begin a new sheet, I shall bid you, my dearest father, farewel.
Write as soon as possible, I entreat you; if you say (which I know
you will not, except it is the case) that you are well, and somewhat
composed after our great loss, you will give ease to my heart.

I shall receive pleasure from hearing that our faithful Jaqueline,
and all our good neighbours, are well: to all who may be so kind as
to inquire after me, present my best wishes. Once more farewel!
and believe me

Your truly dutiful and affectionate child,

MADELINE. CLERMONT
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Chapter 9

AARARARARRARAAARARKARARARAARRRARRA

It is the wretch's comfort still to have

Some small reserve of near and inward woe—

Sorme unsuspecled hoard of darling grief,

Which they, unseen, may wail, and weep, and mourn.
CONGREVE

IN HER LETTER TO HER FATHER, MADELINE CAREFULLY
guarded against dropping any hint of the event which had acceler-
ated the Countess’s death, well knowing that, if she gave the most
distant intimation of it, she should prompt inquiries from him,
whieh it would be difficult for her to evade. The news of the Coun-
tess’s decease soon spread throughout the neighbourhood, and
several of her acquaintance sent to the castle to learn the particulars
of it; how Mademoiselle Clermont was, and whether Madame
D’Alembert was expected?

The respect of the servants to the commands of their lady did not
expire with her; and, in conformity to the last she had issued, they
answered the inquiries concerning the cause of her death, by saying
that it was owing to a severe cold.

A dead calm now reigned throughout the castle; the domestics
had nothing to do but to lament, and Madeline passed her time in
wandering about the castle, like a ghost round the scene of its
former happiness, or in watching by the pale remains of her friend,
alternately wishing, alternately fearing the arrival of Madame
D’Alembert. Ere she came, Father Bertrand determined to have
the body of the Countess secured within its coffin, trusting by
this measure to conceal for ever the injury it had suffered; con-
vinced, from the strong affection Madame D’Alembert bore her
mother, that to let her know the real cause of her death, would
be upon the ‘quarry of that murdered deer’, to add the death of
her.

Eight days elapsed without any tidings of Madame D’Alembert;
and before their expiration, the remains of the Countess were con-
signed to the coffin, and hid for ever from every mortal eye. At the
end of that period, & messenger came post one morning to the
castle to announce the near approach of Madame D’Alembert, who
came, he said, merely attended by a few domestics. Madeline was
astonished to hear she was unaccompanied by Monsieur I)’Alem-
bert; but Agatha, to whom she expressed that astonishment, re-
plied, that Monsicur was of a gay disposition, and did not, she
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supposed, chuse to come to the castle till the grief of his lady had
a little abated.

‘But who,” eried Madeline, ‘so able to support her under the
pressure of that grief as an affectionate husband.’

Agatha shook her head, but did not answer; and Madecline des-
cended to the hall (from the dressing-room of her departed friend,
where she had been sitting) to receive Madame D’Alembert, whose
carriage at that instant was heard. In the hall Madeline found
Father Bertrand and most of the servants assembled, whom the
good priest carnestly besought to command their feelings, in order,
if possible, to prevent letting Madame D'Alembert know the
melancholy event which had happened, until a little prepared
for it.

In a few minutes Madame D'Alembert entered, leaning on her
woman—a female figure so interesting Madeline had never before
seen. To that dignity which excites involuntary respeet, she united
that light elegance, that harmony of form, which inspires the be-
holder with mingled pleasure and admiration; she seemed not yet
to have attained the prime of her days, and though the rose upon
her cheek was pale, and the lustre of her fine blue eyes was fled,
her countenance still retained an expression so animated, that
language was scarcely necessary to develope her feelings.

She advanced to the middle of the hall; then paused, as if in-
voluntarily, and easting a look around at the old domestics who
were ranged on each side, exclaimed, in a tremulous voice, ‘Am I
come too late? Have I arrived in time to receive the last blessing of
my mother? —The servants, instead of answering, hung their
heads in mournful silence. Madeline, who had hitherto stood at a
distance, pale and trembling, now stepped forward, followed by
Father Bertrand; but the moment she had reached Madame
D’Alembert, the fortitude she had struggled to assume forsook her :
and dropping on her knees, she clasped her arms about her, and
burst into tears.

‘I see,” said Madame D’Alembert, in the hollow voice of despair,
and raising her hands towards heaven, ‘T see that all is over—she is
gone, and it is a stroke too heavy for me to bear.’

She tottered, and would have fallen, had not some of the atten-
dants timely caught her; they conveyed her into an adjoining
apartment, but it was many minutes ere she shewed any signs of
returning sense. When recovered, instead of heeding Father Ber-
trand, who hung over her, like the delegate of heaven, to admini-
ster compassion, instead of regarding Madeline, who knelt beside
her, and whose tears evinced her sympathy in her distress, or the
domesties who surrounded her with looks of Tove and pity: she
wildly started up, and demanded whether they had yet interred
lier mother, When answered in the negative, she insisted on going
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to her chamber: any opposition Fathér Bertrand was convinced,
would be not only fruitless, but an aggravation of her grief.

He knew the violence of sorrow must, like that of the mountain
torrent, have way, ere it can subside. Followed by him and Made-
line, she ascended to the chamber, but when she reached the door,
she stopped, or rather shrunk back, from a sensation of horror at
only beholding the coffin, before which rows of tapers burned, every
ray of day-light being excluded. In speechless agonies she leaned
a minute upon the shoulders of Madeline, then raising her head, she
looked at Father Bertrand; ‘had you the eruelty,” she eried, ‘to
intend I never more should behold my mother? —never! never, will
I acquiesce in such an intention. I command!” advancing into the
room, ‘I insist! nay, I entreat!” she continued, and tears, the first
she had shed, began to steal down her checks, ‘that the coffin may
be opened; cold and inanimate as is the form it contains, it will
sooth my sad heart once more to behold it. Oh, suffer the eyces of a
child again to gaze upon an idolized parent! Oh let her tears of unut-
terable sorrow be shed over the dear, the lamented cause of them!”

‘Impossible! impossible!” said Father Bertrand; ‘the remains of
my honoured friend must not be disturbed.’

Madame D’Alembert, with a distracted air, now flung back the
pall which was thrown over the coffin, as if she hoped herself to
effeet what she wished; but when the ghastly head of death,
curiously engraved upon the lid, with the name and age of her
parent, met her eye, she shivered, groaned, and sinking upon it,
fainted away. They seized this opportunity to convey her to her
chamber, where she was undressed and put to bed, which the fe-
male attendants declared was the properest place for her, as she
had never stopped to rest from the commenecement of her journey.

Father Bertrand now determined that the funeral of the Countess
should take place that night, well knowing that, while her remains
continued in the house, the feelings of her daughter would not sub-
side, and accordingly issued the necessary orders for that purpose.
Madeline staid by the bedside of Madame I)’Alembert till the hour
fixed on for the removal of the body, though, like every other per-
son, she was totally unnoticed by her: the weakness she had been
seized with, rendering her as unable, as from affliction she was
unwilling to converse with any one. An express was sent for the
surgecon who had attended the Countess, and he quieted the
apprehensions of the family about her, by saying, that he trusted
attention and time would restore her to her usual state of health.
Madeline continued by her, as I have already said, till the hour
for the funeral drew nigh; she then resigned her seat to Madame
D’Alembert’s woman, and descended to the hall, which was again lit
up with all its usual splendour; but alas! how melanchely a scene did
that light now display! in the centre lay the coffin, surrounded by
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a numerous body of monks from the neighbouring monastery, and
the weeping domestics.

Madeline leant, weeping, against a distant pillar, nor had power
to move till the procession began; she then took a long mourning
veil from Agatha, which she, knowing her intention of following
the remains of her lady to the grave, had brought for her as soon
as she entered the hall, and wrapping it round her, followed with
the housekeeper.

The solemn requiem chaunted by the monks, as they preceded
the body, the glimmering light of the torches, carried by the ser-
vants, which as it fell in partial directions upon the old trees that
canopied the garden walk through which they past to the valley,
produced a thousand quivering and grotesque shadows; the melan-
choly notes of the birds, who, deceived by the light, started from
their nests, and the low murmurs of the wind amongst the branches,
altogether produced an effect upon Madeline that wrought her
feelings up to agony.

Yet was that agony, if possible, encreased when she entered the
valley;—horror then seized her soul; and she shuddered as she
thought she might, at that very moment perhaps, be treading in
the steps of the Countess’s murderers. The chapel was lighted up,
but the light which gleamed from its windows, by rendering the
decay and desolation of the building more conspicuous, served
rather to increase than diminish its horrors; from its shattered
towers the owls now hooted, and the ravens croaked amidst the sur-
rounding trees, as if singing their nightly song of death, o'er the
mouldering bodies which lay beneath them.

Father Bertrand met the procession as it entered the chapel;
calmness and resignation in his look, but a more than usual paleness
upon his cheek, on which Madeline also thought she could discover
the traces of a tear. After meeting, he turned, and preceded the body
to the grave, which was directly before the altar, and near those of
the Count and his two sons. Madeline’s heart felt bursting, and it
was with difficulty she could prevent herself from breaking into
lamentations; but when the solemn service begun—when she saw
the coffin raised—when she saw it, by degrees, lowering into its last
receptacle, she could no longer command herself, and a deep groan
burst from her.—Father Bertrand paused in the sentence he was
uttering over the body, and looked steadily at her; she instantly
recollected herself, drew her veil entirely over her face, and buried
her sobs in her bosom. He would then have proceeded, but as he
attempted to speak, his voice faltered, the muscles of his face began
to work, and a tear dropped from him into the grave of his bene-
factress; the weakness, however, which had overcome him was but
momentary, and he resumed and finished the service with his usual
steadiness; a solemn mass was then again said for the soul of the
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departed, after which Father Bertrand pronounced a short and
pathetic eulogium on her:—'The loss, my friends,’ said he, as he
concluded it, ‘which you have sustained by the death of this truly
good woman, is indeed great; but man is born to suffer, and continu-~
ally liable to such deprivations as you have experienced; murmur
not therefore at the common lot, but, by patient resignation to the
will of the Almighty, strive to deserve a continuance of your remain-
ing blessings: instead of quitting this place with a vain sorrow, quit
it with a noble resolution to perform your allotted parts, and to
pursue, as far as lies in your power, the example of your lamented
benefactress. So may you hope, at the last day, to ascend with her
to life immortal.’

The lights in the chapel, and the torches were now extinguished,
and the monks repaired immediately from it to their convent, and
Madeline and the servants returned to the castle. Agatha cried
bitterly all the way back; * twas a grievous thing,’ she said to
Madeline, ‘to see the death of one’s best, one’s only friend;; little did
I imagine,” she said, ‘that I should ever have beheld the funeral of
my lady—1I who, when she was a nice prattling little girl, have often
and often carried her about in my arms.’

The moment Madeline re-entered the castle, she retired to her
chamber, to give vent to that gricf, which by being so long sup-
pressed, had almost swelled her heart to bursting. When somewhat
relieved by the tears she shed, she knelt down and implored heaven
to strengthen her fortitude, that she might be enabled, not only to
submit with patience to its divine will, but to pay proper attentions
to the daughter of her lamented friend. ‘Regard not!” she cried with
fervour. ‘Oh, regard not! thou, from whom misery and happiness
alike proceed, with any degree of displeasure, the sorrow of a weak
creature, impressed with the sad idea of the world’s being unable
to make her any recompence for what she has lost.’

In a short time she was sufficiently composed to be able to repair
to the chamber of Madame D’Alembert, where she determined to
pass the night. During that night, Madame D’Alembert continued
almost in a state of insensibility, but on the morrow she appeared
better, and again spoke. She asked, whether the interment of her
mother had taken place? Father Bertrand desired, if such a ques-
tion was asked, that he should be sent for to answer it, and for that
purpose remained in the house; he was now called, and without
hesitation informed her of the truth, The violence of her grief seemed
renewed at this, and she reproached him with cruelty in not defer-
ring the funcral till she was able to have attended it. He bore her
reproaches with patience, with composure, and seized the first
interval of silence to reason with her.

“‘For what purpose,” eried he, ‘would the interment have been
delayed ; merely to feed your grief, and continue your family in an
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unsettled state. Prove your affection to your departed parent, by
striving to adhere to the precepts she always gave, to the example
she always set you; with a sensibility as exquisite as your's, recall
to mind the fortitude with which she bore the death of an idolized
husband and two lovely sons, the darlings of her heart, the expected
supporters of her noble house: instead of sinking into the supineness
of sorrow, instead of withdrawing her cares from life, because that
life had lost its brightest charms, she exerted herself to fulfil its
incumbent duties; let the remembrance of those exertions inspire
you to make similar ones; let it raise you from the bed of languor,
let it rouse you from the torpor of affliction, let it animate you to
perform your proper part, by tracing her steps; by doing as she has
done, you will more truly prove your love, your reverence for her,
than by passing years in fruitless lamentations over her tomb. Like
her then, I again repeat, exert yourself; let the smile of your coun-
tenance again gladden the hearts of your friends, and your ear be
again open to the voice of cheerfulness.’

‘She set me a glorious example indeed,’ said Madame D’Alem-
bert, on whom the language of the venerable man appeared to have
made a deep impression; ‘and in future I will strive to follow it.’

‘Do, cried Father Bertrand, ‘if you wish to retain your present
blessings.’

"My blessings!” repeated she mournfully.

“Yes,” resumed he, ‘the many blessings you still possess.’—
Madame D’Alembert sighed deeply at those words, and shook her
head with an air that seemed to imply a doubt of what he asserted.

“Amongst the least of these blessings,’ continued he, glancing at
Madeline who sat beside the bed, ‘I shall not rank the friend who
now sighs to be presented to you.’

‘You would be wrong, I am sure, if you did,’ said Madame
D’Alembert, raising herself a little upon her pillow, and extending
her white hand, as if to receive Madeline’s. Father Bertrand took
it, and instantly put it into her’s.—*You have both,’ said he, in a
softened voice, ‘lost a mother; be ve therefore as sisters to each
other, a mutual comfort and support.’

‘T have long,” eried Madame D’Alembert, turning her soft blue
eyes on Madeline, and pressing her hand between her’s, ‘been pre-
pared to love and to admire you; and she who prepared me to do so,
I hoped would have introduced us to each other: but that hope,
like many others, was indulged but to be disappointed.’” Madeline
knelt down, and pressed her hand to her lips; Madame D’Alembert
gently disengaged it, and throwing her arm round her neck, clasped
her to a heart, whose strong emotions, for a few moments, overs
powered her utterance. ‘Believe me,’ she cried, as soon as she had
recovered her voice, ‘when I declare, that the chief pleasure I look
forward to, is that which I shall reccive from your society ; she who
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was beloved by nmiy mother, and who loved her, must on these
accounts, even if not possessed of half your pewers of pleasing, be
dear and precious to me; with the truest gratitude I now thank you
for all your kind attentions to her.

‘Ah Madam!’ said Madeline, melting into tears, ‘you surely must
be ignorant of my great obligations to her, or you never could speak
to me in this manner; did you know them, you would certainly
think as I do, that I never did, never could do any thing adequate
to the gratitude they excited; she was the only person from whom
I ever reccived the tenderness of a mother, and as daughters must,
I imagine, love their mothers, I loved her.

By degrecs Madame D’Alembert grew composed, and the con-
versation then turned upon her deep regret at not arriving in time
to behold her mother;—from Madeline, who, she understood, had
-attended her in her last moments, she entreated to hear the particu-
lars of the disorder which had terminated so fatally. Father Ber-
trand, who had seated himself at the foot of the bed, now inter-
posed his authority; he knew it would scarcely be possible for
Madeline, if she complied with this entreaty, to avoid giving a too
faithful narrative, and he therefore declared, that except she and
Madame D’Alembert promised to converse no longer on the
melancholy subject, they should be separated. “Why,’ said he, to
the latter, ‘do you feed your own grief, and augment her’s, by
dwelling on it?’

‘T promise what you desire,’ cried Madame D’Alembert, ‘but Oh!
let me be indulged by hearing, whether in her last moments my
mother remembered her unhappy Viola!’

‘Remembered !’ repeated Madeline emphatically. ‘Oh, Madam!
after heaven you were her first consideration.” She then, as far as it
concerned Madame D’Alembert, related the conversation which
had passed between the Countess and her the evening preceding
her death.

“You will be my friend, my consoler then!” exclaimed Madame
D’Alembert, from whom the relation drew floods of tears, extend-
ing her hand to Madecline as she spoke; ‘T open my heart to receive
your consolations; my mother wished me to do so, and as I per-
form what she wished, so do I hope that the blessing she left me,
may draw another down,’—Madeline sighed, and laid her face
upon the hand she held, to conceal the feelings, which, for a few
minutes stopped her utterance; fervently, though silently, she
prayed for the fortitude which she now wanted, to perform the task
enjoined her by her lamented friend. Yet, alas! she said to herself,
as she had done in her letter to her father, how can I give to others
that consolation which I want myself? Her evident inability to do
so, rendered her, perhaps, a more soothing companion to Madame
D’Alembert, than if the case had been reversed; it proved her deep
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and poignant sorrow more than any words could haye done; and
nothing perhaps attaches the heart of a mourner so soon, so truly,
as a keen participation in its griefs. Madame D’Alembert eagerly
enquired, whether she would not continue with her while she herself
remained at the chateau? and whether she would not always ac-
company her to it, whenever she visited it alone? Madeline said,
she believed she might promise to do so, as she was pretty certain
her father would never refuse a request made by his honoured and
lamented friend, or her daughter.

‘How long Madam,” asked Father Bertrand, ‘do you propose
staying at the chateau?’

‘About two months,” replied Madame D’Alembert; ‘I shall then
be obliged to return to Paris, where Monsieur D’Alembert proposes
spending the winter.

‘And how soon do you expect him here?” still interrogated Ber-
trand.

‘I do not cxpeet him at all,” answered Madame D’Alembert: ‘he
told me, just before we parted, that he was convinced some parti-
cular business, which prevented his accompanying me at the pre-
sent melancholy juncture, would not be finished in time to permit
him to follow me.’

In two months then, thought Madeline, I shall be restored to the
arms of my father; ah! how many distressing scenes have I gone
through since I left them!

Father Bertrand now withdrew, but Madeline continued the
remainder of the day with her friend, who, though unable at times
to converse with her, seemed to derive pleasure from even looking
at her. The following day, the exertions which Father Bertrand had
animated her to make, enabled her to rise; and in two days more,
the gentleman who attended her took his leave, decl aring that time
was the only physician whose aid she now required; but though
health returned, cheerfulness still continued absent, nor had it
more completely forsaken her breast than it had that of Made-
line’s.

The death of her bencfactress, together with the disappointment
she had experienced prior to it, left an impression of sadness u pon
her mind which she could not conquer;—had her efforts for doing
so been aided by any external eircumstance, they might perhaps,
in some degree, have been successful; but her present companion
and abode were gloomy in the extreme, and of themselves sufficient
to have lowered even animated spirits.

Madame I’Alembert declined seeing any company; she received
no visits but from Father Bertrand; and in answer to the compli-
ments of condolence which she received from the neighbouring
families, and which they anxiously wished to pay in person, she
declared her utter inability of seeing them at present.
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No more the feast of mirth and hospitality was spread within the
hall of the chateau—no more its lofty roof re-echoed sounds of
melody—no more the peasants danced upon the lawn, while Bene-
volence sat by in the form of the Countess, and smiled upon their
sports. Solitude encompassed, and silence reigned within it; and
the old domestics, whose grief for their lady knew no diminution,
serupled not to say, that the glory, the happiness of her house had,
with her, forsaken it for ever.

So congenial was its gloom to the present feelings of Madame
D’Alembert, that she never talked of quitting it without the
deepest regret; exclusive of the above consideration, she was also
attached to it from its having been the favourite residence of her
parents, the place where the blossoms of her youth had blown.
Here she wished to pass the remainder of her days—here, where she
could be free from that restraint—that state—those tiresome cere-
monies, which in a public situation the etiquette of the world ob-
liged her to observe. Like the poet, she might have said,

This shadowing desert, unfrequented woods,
I better brook than flourishing peopl’d towns.
Here I can sit alone, unseen of any,

And to the nightingale’s complaining noles
T'une my distresses, and record my woes.

From words which sometimes dropped from Madame I)’Alem-
bert, Madeline was more than once led to imagine, that besides the
death of her mother, she had another cause for sorrow; but when-
ever she reflected on her situation, that idea vanished, and she
wondered how she could for a moment have harboured it; knowing,
as she did, that Madame D’Alembert possessed those blessings,
which in general are supposed to render life estimable—the affec-
tions of the man of her choice (for such Madeline always under-
stood M. D’Alembert to be), friends who adored her, and even a
superabundance of riches.

Those attentions, which pity for the afflicted Viola, and rever-
ence for the commands of her benefactress, first prompted her to
pay, Madeline now continued from affection.

Madame D’Alembert was a woman, whose temper and disposi-
tion, upon an intimacy, captivated the heart, as much as her
beauty and elegance, at first sight, charmed the eye: besides, she
treated Madeline exactly asa tender sister would have done, ordered
the same mourning for her as for herself, nor suffered the servants to
make any distinction between them.

In the course of the conversation Madeline discovered that
Madame D’Alembert knew nothing of her or her father prior to her
introduction at the chateau; and she felt from this circumstance
more firmly convinced than ever that the private history of her
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father must be dreadful, when the Countess would not impart it
even to her daughter.

A month elapsed without Madame I)’Alembert’s solitude being
in the least interrupted, during which she and Madeline paid many
visits to the grave of the Countess, which the latter could never
approach without shuddering.

At the expiration of that period, as they sat at breakfast one
morning, a letter was brought to Madame D’Alembert by her
woman; who, as she put it into her hands, said, ‘From my master,
Madam.”

Her Lady turned pale at those words, and desiring her to retire,
broke the seal with a trembling hand.
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Chapter 1
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Thoughts succeed thoughts, like restless troubled waves,
Dashing out one another.

AFTER PERUSING HER LETTER, MADAME D’ALEMBERT
leant her head upon her hand and continued silent many minutes
as if absorbed in profound meditation; then raising it, ‘my love,’
she cried to Madeline, whose eyes, though she had retired to a
window were fastened on her, ‘my love,” motioning for her to take
a seat by her, ‘I am now going to put your friendship to the
test.’

‘T trust, Madame,’ said Madelinc as she seated herself, ‘you do
not doubt its being able to bear any trial you ean put it to.’

‘T have no reason indeed,’ replied Madame, taking her hand, ‘to
doubt your affection or sincerity; but the request I am about mak-
ing appears to me unreasonable, consequently I fear its appearing
much more so to you.” She paused a minute, and then, tho’ with
rather a hesitating voice, proceeded.

Monsieur D’ Alembert is coming to the chateau; the letter I have
just received came by an express to announce his approach,—in
the course of this day T expect him. Reasons of the most powerful
nature, but reasons which I cannot, must not, dare not declare,
make me wish to prevent his secing vou, at least while you are
under my proteetion.’

“Dearest Madam,’ then said Madeline with quickness, ‘let me
return immediately to my father; how could you imagine I should
think your requesting me to do so unreasonable; I have long wished
to see him, and my regret at quitting you will now be lessened by
knowing Monsieur D’Alembert will be your companion.’

“My dear girl,’ eried Madame, ‘you totally mistake me; though I
do not wish you to see Monsieur D’Alembert, I by no means wish
you to return to your father; on the contrary, should you insist on
doing so, you will pain me beyond expression.’

‘But how, Madame,’ asked Madeline with much surprise, ‘how
will it be possible to avoid being seen by Monsieur if I do not quit
the chateau.’

‘By consenting to seclude yourself from society,’ answered
Madame, ‘while he is in it; his stay he informs me will be but short
—was it a long one I could not be so selfish as to attempt to keep
you; tell me then, my Madeline—terminate my suspence—will you
gratify, will you comply with my wishes?' She paused and looked
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carncstly at Madcline for a reply, but it was many minutes ere
Madeline eould give one.

Amazed by what she had heard, and learning that Madame
D’Alembert had powerful reasons for concealing her from her hus-
band, her whole soul was engrossed in trying to develope those
reasons; but like the other mysteries which had tortured it, she
vainly tried to do so.

‘Ah! Madeline,” said Madame D’Alembert, in a melancholy
voice, ‘I fear this silence bodes me no good.’

‘My dearest Madam,” cried Madeline, ‘I would at once have
answered you, could I at once have determined how to act; but I
will acknowledge though my affection for you prompts me to
comply with your request, my pride makes me revolt from the idea
of becoming the unknown guest of any person; besides—besides,’
with some little hesitation, ‘there is a kind of apprehension mingled
with that pride. I recollect the particular, the impressive manner,
in which my beloved benefactress bade me remember, that when-
ever Monsieur D’Alembert came to the chateau, she did not desire
me to continue in it; and her words, together with those you have
uttered, make me fear that Monsicur has some sceret enmity
against me, though for what cause I cannot possibly conceive,
unacquainted as I am with him.’

‘What a wild idea,” exclaimed Madame, ‘to suppose a person who
is really ignorant of your existence, can have any enmity to you?’

‘Good heaven! Madam,’ cried Madeline, ‘how you astonish me!’

‘I repeat,” said her friend, ‘that Monsieur D’Alembert, at this
moment, knows not that such a being as Madeline Clermont exists:
when he comes to the chateau he certainly must hear about you,
but your real residence I shall take care to have concealed from
him: Come, tell me, do you longer hesitate how to act?’

Madeline sighed deeply; she was unwilling to stay, and yet un-
willing to go: unwilling from motives of affection, and a fear that
if she did she should be deemed ungrateful ; rightly considering that
those who will not sometimes tax their feelings for a friend, are
themselves unworthy of the appellation of one.

‘No, Madam,” said she, after the silence of a few minutes, ‘I no
longer hesitate,—do with me as you please, I should ill requite your
favors if I disobeyed your wishes.’

‘A thousand thanks, my Madeline, for your compliance;’ cried
her friend, tenderly embracing her, ‘it has removed a heavy burden
of uneasiness from me: and now, my dear girl, to inform you of the
plan which I have concerted for your concealment; a plan which
only to those immediately concerned in carrying it into execution I
shall impart, in order to avoid any danger of a discovery, and to
prevent idle curiosity: I shall immediately have it circulated
through the family that you are going to pay a visit to a relation
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some leagues off, and order Lubin, (in whom, his old godmother,
Agatha, and Floretta, I alone mean to confide) to prepare horses for
the journey; as soon as you are out of sight of the chateau, he shall
conduct vou to the grotto by the lake, where as soon as it is dark,
Floretta shall be sent to re-conduct you home, and by a private
door bring you to the chamber of my mother, which I think better
adapted than your own for concealing you, as her death is too
recent to permit the servants to wish to enter it.

‘I hope my love,’ seeing Madeline turn pale, ‘you have no object-
ion to it?’

Madeline was ashamed to acknowledge she had.—

‘No, Madam,” answered she faulteringly, ‘I have not.”

‘Consider, my dear,” said her friend, who was not perfectly satis-
fied by this assurance, ‘your seclusion in it will be but short; and
while you continue in it, Agatha and Floretta shall pass as much
time as possible with you; every opportunity too which oceurs for
visiting you, without danger of detection, I shall seize: retire now,
my love to your chamber, and in order to give the appearance we
wish to my plan, put on a riding habit.’

Madeline withdrew, but instead of changing her dress, she sat
down to reconsider all that had passed, and the more she reflected
on it, the more her heart recoiled from the idea of continuing in the
chateau. :

‘If discovered,’ said she, ‘I may be insulted as an intruder, and
degraded not only in my own eyes, but those of the family; but can
I retract the promise I have given to Madame D’Alembert? No, it is
impossible to do so—I cannot appear fickle, I cannot disappoint
her: sooner than do so I will run the risk even of indignity.’

While thus engrossed in thought, Madame I>’Alembert, followed
by Agatha and Floretta, entered: Madeline started and attempted
to apologize for not having put on the habit.

“You are an idle girl,’ eried her friend, ‘the horses are waiting,
and no time is to be lost.”

In a few minutes she was ready, and with Madame 1)’Alembert
descended to the hall, where she found many of the old servants,
(who loved her for the sake of their dear departed lady as well as for
her own) assembled to bid her farewell; having received and re-
turned that farewell, and also a parting embrace from her friend,
she mounted her horse and set off at a smart pace with Lubin: they
soon penetrated into the thickest of the wood, and after proceeding
about a mile through it, they turned into a winding path leading to
the lake; here they both alighted, and Madeline, being acquainted
with the way, walked on, while Lubin slowly led the horses after
her, This was the very path which de Sevignie had taken the last
evening she beheld him, and the moment she entered it, the remem-
brance of that evening rushed upon her mind; she sighed heavily;
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‘Ah! how different,” she eried to herself, ‘were my feelings then to
what they are now!-—then I imagined myself the beloved of de
Sevignie’s heart, then believed him entitled, not only from affection
but worth, to the possession of mine; but now no idea of that kind
remains, and to that which X once entertained I look back as to a
delightful dream, from which I have only been awakened to misery
and horror.

‘Yet can de Sevignie,” she continued, as she pursued her way,
‘can de Sevignie, as if only now she had conceived the doubt, ‘be
perfidious, be unworthy? Oh! impossible!” cried she, yielding to the
suggestions of a tenderness, which, though opposed, had never been
in the least degree conquered, ‘Oh! impossible! Viee could never
wear such a semblance of virtue as he wore; the alteration in his
manner must have been owing to some circumstances which pride
prevented his revealing, and I should, I ought at once to have
believed so: surely I had done so, had I not obeyed, (let me whisper
it to myself) the dictates of disappointed tenderness and offended
pride.’

On reaching the grotto she seated herself on the moss-covered
stone before it; the very seat on which she had once been alarmed
by de Sevignie; the very seat on which she had once, while the
pale stars glimmered o’er her head, so impatiently waited his ap-
proach.

‘Oh! what minutes were those,’ she exclaimed. ‘Oh! what the
palpitation of that moment which brought him to my feet!—’
Again she beheld him in idea, again saw his fine eyes beaming on her
with mingled love, hope and sorrow; again felt the soft pressure of
his cold trembling hand; apain heard the sighs, with which he
declared there was an unconquerable necessity for their separation.

‘Oh! de Sevignie,’ she cried, ‘to know you happier now than when
that declaration was made, would relieve my heart of an almost in-
tolerable weight of anguish’: she wished she could learn whether he
had yet left V—; but to enquire without betraying her motives for
doing so was impossible, and from the idea of discovering them she
shrunk with affright.

“What satisfaction,’ she asked herself, ‘could I derive by knowing
he was still there? No hope of seeing him could be derived by such a
knowledge.’

She continued engrossed by this idea till she felt the tears drop-
ping upon her cheeks; these brought her to a sense of her weakness.
Is it by indulging such feelings as my present ones,—is it by dwell-
ing on the remembrance of Sevignie,’ said she, ‘that I adhere to the
resolution I formed not to think about him, that I obey the injune-
tions of my lamented benefactress, or what I know must be the
wishes of my father: what folly! instead of trying to drive him from
my heart, to try and establish him more firmly than ever within it,
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by still believing him amiable! Ah, had he been really so, never
would he have formed plans which he did not mean to realize;
never would he have condemned my opening my heart to such a
friend as I was blest with; and ’tis only a sudden impulse of weak
and culpable tenderness which could make me again consider him
in the light I once did, an impulse which I will endeavour never
more to vield to: Yes, de Sevignie, more resolutely than ever I will
try to expell you from my heart.” She wiped away her tears, but
felt at the moment how arduous was the task which she had imposed
upon herself.—

How difficult it would be, in moments of security and quiet, to
banish de Sevignie from her thoughts, when scenes of grief and
terror, such as she had lately experienced, had not had power to do
S0,

‘Heaven, however,” cried she, ‘strengthens those who wish todo
right; I wish to do so, and to do so I think I must forget de Sevig-
nie.’ :

Lubin, who had hitherto been engaged in securing the horses
within a cavity of the mountain, now approached, and opening a
small basket of nice provisions, which Agatha had given him, he
spread a napkin on the grass before Madeline, and laid the contents
of the basket on it.

“*Pis time for you to take something Mademoiselle,” said he, ‘I
dare say ’tis now far beyond your usual dinner hour; do pray,
Mademoiselle, do take something, you look faint indeed.’

Madeline felt weak and tired, and did not resist his entreaty : after
her little repast was over, he removed the things to a respectful
distance, and sat down to refresh himself. The parents of Lubin
had passed the principal part of their lives in the service of the
Countess and her family, and at their death, which happened when
he was very young, she had taken him entirely under her protect-
ion; his gratitude and fidelity amply repaid her kindness, and she
had considered him as she did Agatha, infinitely above the rest of
the servants.

With true French gaiety after he had finished his repast, he
amused himself with singing the following

SONG
‘Come, sweet Content, thow ever smiling maid,
Come, sit with me beneath this old tree’s shade;
Or ramble with me round yon green-clad hill,
Adown whose side soft steals the silvery rill.

“If thou'rt an inmale of my humble home,
I would not change it for a gilded dome;
If blest with thee, my table shall be crown’d
With sweets, in riot’s banguet never found;
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‘Careless with thee I'd roam at early day,
And join the warblers on the waving spray;
Or gaily tend my fleecy bleating fold,

And kindly guard them from the wint'ry cold.

‘Oh! let me fold thee to this throbbing heart,
Wiich sighs for peace thou only can’st impart;
And let me with thee ever humbly bend,

Before each trial heav’n may please to send.

‘Like some kind star that gives a cheering ray,
T'o lead benighted mortals on their way,

Do thow appear to check each anxious thought,
And give that blessedness so long I've sought.’

‘Is that your own compesition, Lubin,” asked Madeline, whose
mind was amused by listening to him.

‘Yes, Mademoiselle,” replied he, ‘I pass many of the long winter
nights in scribbling, and then I set my own words to my own musie,
and they answer my purpose as well as the best song in the world.”

“The purpose of amusing you,” said Madeline.

‘Yes, Mademoiselle, and keeping care from my mind: life is so
short that one should, according to the old saying, “learn to live all
the days of their life”, which they never can do if they yield to
fretting or vexation.’

“T'rue,’ cried Madeline, ‘those who think as yvou do, Lubin, are
only truly happy.’

Lubin now rambled away, and Madeline also arose and walked
about.

The day was now far advanced,

And in the western sky the downward sun
Look'd out effulgent from amid the flush
Of broken clouds, gay shifting to his beams.

Those beautiful clouds, and all his dazzling splendour were reflected
in the clear bosom of the lake, along with its verdant banks: where
the laurestine just beginning to blossom, and the arbutis already in
bloom, reared high their beauteous heads, while its soft murmurs
intermingled in the wild concert of woodland choristers: a thousand
golden beams played upon the forest, heightening the richness of
its autumnal shades, and as they illumined the distant moun tains,
discovering some of their most romantic recesses, The mind of
Madeline was soothed by the “charming scene, and she felt that
while she retained her present taste for the works of nature, she
could not be entirely insensible to pleasure. The wild flowers that
grew about now emitted their choicest fragrance, and the evening
gale bore to her car the bleating of distant flocks, and the far off
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whistle of the peasant the welcome signal to his companions
industry, to retire from their labours.

At the appointed time Floretta came to her; in about an hour
Lubin said he would follow them to the chateau.

‘Well to be sure, Mademoiselle,” said Floretta, as they walked
towards it,  ’tis with fear and trembling I came for you to-night;
Lord I hope this may be the last time I shall ever be sent to the
grotto.’

‘Is Monsieur I)’Alembert come?” asked Madeline.

‘Come, yes, and in a way that was not expected; he has brought
three coaches full of company along with him.’

‘Brought company along with him?’ repcated Madeline, in a
voice of astonishment.

‘Yes, an equal number of ladics and gentlemen, and all gay souls
I can assure you.’

“Your lady’s feelings must be extremely hurt,” said Madeline.

‘Aye to be sure; but if Monsieur never hurts them more severely,
she will be very well off.’

“This bringing so much company to the chateau seems as if he
intended to make a long stay at it.’

‘Oh, no, Mademoiselle,” replied Floretta with quickness, ‘I took
care to inquire particularly from Lewis his valet de chambre, about
his intentions, and he told me his master and his friends were taking
a tour of pleasure, and the chateau lying in their way, had merely
called at it for the purpose of resting themselves a few days.’

‘Or perhaps to request Madame D’Alembert’s company,” said
Madeline.

‘Not they indeed,’ eried Floretta, ‘she is quite too grave for my
master, or the friends he likes, and 'tis a pity indeed that she should
be so: Lord, what is the use of fine cloaths, or youth, or beauty, or
fortune, if one lives moping and retired, as she does, for all the world
like a hermit.’

‘Consider, Floretta,” said Madeline, ‘the affliction your lady is at
present in.’

‘And what does solitude do but increase that affliction; when a
thing is over what is the good of lamenting it? Ah! Ma’amselle, 1
have often thought what a fine figure I'd make if I had my lady’s
fine cloaths, and jewels, and carriage to roll about in.

‘I assure you, Mademoisclle,” continued she with a conceited
simper, ‘I could scarcely come to you to-n ight; Monsieur Lewis,
whom I knew very well, when in Paris with my lady, would hardly
let me leave him; he is one of the politest creatures in the world,
and pays such pretty compliments; he says I am vastly improved
by the country air, and that my natural roses would shame all the
artificial ones in Paris. He and the other servants which accom-
panied him, have quite enlivened us again, all but poor Agatha; she
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has moped about ever since they came, but she is old, Mademoi-
selle,” proceeded Floretta, with a significant look, ‘she is old, and
that is the reason she cannot be animated like us.’

‘Poor Agatha!’ exclaimed Madeline, who felt more attached than
ever to the faithful creature, from finding she had feelings so con-
genial to her own.

She had now reached the chateau, and her heart palpitated with
a fear of being discovered either by Monsieur D’Alembert, or some
of his servants; but of this Floretta assured her there was no
danger.

Through a private door in the rear of the castle, she led her up a
flight of narrow stairs, seldom used, to the gallery, which was now
gaily illumined by the lights that blazed in the hall: fearful of being
discovered, Madeline hastened to the chamber, in which Floretta
informed her she would find Agatha waiting to receive her; but
ere she reached it, a shout of noisy laughter, ascended from an
apartment contiguous to the hall, and shocked her, by making
her feel as if an insult had been offered to the memory of the
countess.

‘If my feelings are so poignant upon the oceasion,’ said she to her-
self, ‘ah, what must the feelings of her daughter bel—Surely,
surely M. IAlembert cannot have that sensibility which the hus-
band of Viola should possess, or he would not thus have broken in
upon the sacredness of her grief.’

Floretta knocked softly at the chamber door and it was immedi-
ately opened by Agatha; but the moment Madeline entered it
she started back, shocked and surprised at beholding it in the same
state as when the remains of the countess were taken from it.
Agatha took her hand, and, drawing her in, locked the door. ‘Pray
be composed, dear Mademoiselle,” said she, ‘my lady, who feared
the sight of the hangings might affect you, would have had them
removed had it been possible for me and Floretta to have taken
them down; but as that was not the case, she feared desiring the
men to do so, lest it should excite suspicion.’

‘I own,’ cried Madeline, in a faint voice, with a face as pale as
death, ‘I own I would rather have continued in my own room; but
if you or Floretta will have the goodness to pass the night in this
with me, I shall not feel quite so reluetant to it.’

‘As to my staying with you, Mademoiselle,” exclaimed Floretta,
instantly going to the door, ‘that is utterly impossible; I have a
thousand things to do, which Agatha, if she pleases can tell you of.’

So saying she hastily unlocked the door, and departed without
ceremony.

“For my part,’ said Agatha, as soon as she had again secured it, ‘I
would stay with you with all my heart, but that I fear if I did 1
should be missed) as some of the maids rooms open into mine) and
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if I was, your being in the castle must be discovered, which I know
would distress my lady exceedingly.’

‘And why should it distress her?’ demanded Madeline with quick-
ness, no longer able to suppress her euriosity.

‘Why,” repeated Agatha, looking earnestly at her, ‘because—dear
Mademoiselle,” cried she as if suddenly recollecting herself, ‘I am
sure I ean’t tell you.’

‘Don’t be alarmed, Agatha,” said Madeline, with affected com-
posure, ‘I shall not inquire into seerets, whieh I see your respeet for
your lady makes you solicitous to coneeal; in silence I shall submit
to her wishes, her kindness gives her a right to expect this from me.’

Supper was prepared for Madeline, as was also provisions for the
ensuing day, as till the next night, she was informed she could not
be visited by any one. Agatha pressed her to sit down to table; she
had no inclination to eat, she however complied with her entreaty,
and made her also take a chair, being anxious to detain her as long
as possible.

‘Monsicur D’Alembert makes no long stay at the chateau, I
understand,’ said she, ‘from Floretta.’

“No, thank heaven, he soon quits it,” replicd Agatha.

‘It seems he merely stopped to rest himself, and his party at it,’
resumed Madeline.

‘So he and his good for nothing servants say,” ericd Agatha, ‘but
I have reason to think he had some other motive for coming to it.”

‘Have you?’ said Madeline eagerly.

“Yes; I imagine he came to it for the purpose of seeing what
part of the estate would be the best to dispose of.’

‘Dispose of?’ repeated Madeline, in amazement, ‘surely Monsieur
D’Alembert could not think of disposing of any part of it? surely
his situation does not require his doing so?’

“*Tis a sign you know little of it, or you would not say so,” cried
Agatha, ‘his extravagance has long rendered him in want of
money.’

‘His extravagance!’ again repeated Madeline. ‘Monsieur D’Alem-
bert extravagant! Gracious heaven how you astonish me! By what
means was the countess de Merville prevailed on to let her daughter
marry a man of dissipation?’

‘He appeared both to the Countess and her daughter a very
different man before, to what he did after his marriage,’ answered
Agatha.

“And to the late discovery of his real character the melancholy of
the Countess was to be imputed,’ said Madeline.

Agatha looked at her but made no reply.

A dreadful idea started in the mind of Madeline:—the words of
Floretta, the solemn manner in which she had been bound by the
countess to conceal the black transaction in the chapel, seemed to
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declare it was a just one: she grasped the arm of Agatha, she fasten-
ed her eyes upon her as if they would pierce into the very recesses
of her soul.

“The horrible mystery then,” said she, ‘is explained ;—Monsieur
D’Alembert—the chapel—°

‘Ha!’ cried Agatha, starting from her chair and shaking off the
hand of Madeline, ‘what do you say? Beware, beware, Mademoiselle
of what you utter; beware,” with a dark frown, ‘even of what you
think. I know what you would have said, I know what you have
imagined, but—’

‘But I am not mistaken,’ said Madeline, in a hollow voice, and
sinking against the back of the chair.

“You are;’ exclaimed Agatha, ‘you have done injustice to Mon-
sieur D’Alembert.’

‘Heaven be praised,’ cried Madeline, ¢lasping her hands together,
‘heaven be praised; had I continued much longer to believe the idea
I formed of him a just one, I think I could not have preserved my
reason.’

‘Dear heart, I am sure I should not have wondered if you had
lost it directly,’ said Agatha, ‘it must have been horrible indeed to
suppose that the husband of the daughter could have murdered the
mother.’

‘Oh, horrible, most horrible!’ exclaimed Madeline.

‘Though Monsieur I’Alembert is gay and extravagant, and not
the kind of man he appeared to be before his marriage, he is not
such a villain as you supposed him,’ cried Agatha,

‘I was not then mistaken in supposing that Madame D’Alembert
had another cause for grief besides the death of her mother?’ said
Madeline.

‘No, you were not mistaken as to that,” replied Agatha, ‘poor
thing she frets a great deal about Monsieur, and I am sure if he
sells any part of the domain belonging to the chateau, it will go
nigh to break her heart, for she loves every inch of it; and if any
thing could raise my poor dear lady out of her grave, I am certain
his doing so would.’

‘I hope he will not be so disrespectful to her memory,’ said
Madeline, ‘as to do what he knows would have been contrary to her
inclination, nor so inhuman to her danghter as to disregard her
wishes,’

‘I fear he will, Mademoiselle’: eried Agatha, ‘when once he takes
a thing into his head, ’tis a difficult matter to make him give it up:
but I hope when you see Madame you will not tell her any thing I
have been saying.’

‘You may be assured I shall not,” said Madeline,

‘She means,” resumed Agatha, ‘to pay you a visit to-morrow
night, if she can possibly steal from her company: poor soul "tis very
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different company to what she has been accustomed to: Ah!
Mademoiselle, if my dear lady had been living, such people would
never have been permitted to enter the chateau. Alas! its glory and
happiness are departed, and I shall never again behold such days as
once I saw within it.

‘Farewell Mademoiselle,” continued she, rising, © ’tis time for me
to leave you, for I hear the servants retining to rest, heaven bless
you and protect you.’

Madeline locked the door after her with a trembling hand, and
involuntarily shuddered as she turned from it at finding herself
alone in a chamber so gloomy, and so remote from every one as
her present one was. Her spirits were too much agitated, in con-
sequence of her conversation with Agatha, to permit her to sleep;
and, even if inclined to do so, she could not think of reposing on a
bed where she had so lately seen the corpse of her friend; whenever
she glanced at it, it was with a kind of terror, as if she almost ex-
pected to have beheld again upon it the same ghastly figure.

Within the chamber was a closet which contained a small sclect-
ion of books; determined on sitting up the night, Madeline took one
from it, with a hope that it would divert her thoughts and prevent
her attention from dwelling on what distrest her; but this hope was
a vain one, and the night wore heavily away. About the dawn of
day she leant back in the arm chair on which she was sitting, and
slept for a little time; the ensuing hours were as tedious and melan-
choly as those she had recently passed; she waited most impat-
iently for the promised visit from some of her friends, particularly
after it grew too dark for her to read. At length in about two hours
after she had been compelled to lay aside her book, she heard a soft
tap at the chamber door, she immediately opened it, and Floretta
entered with a light, and a small basket of provisions. Madeline
followed her to the table on which she laid them, as soon as she had
re-locked the door, and then to her infinite amazement and terror
first perceived that Floretta was weeping violently.
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LAARAARARAAARARAARAAARARAARRAARAALS
Chapter 2

ALAAAARAARLAAARRARARAAARARAARARARA

Ah, fear, ah, frantic fear,

I see, I see thee near:
I know thy hurried step, thy haggard eye,
Like thee I start, like thee disorder’d fly.

"WHAT IS THE MATTER, FLORKETTA?  ASKED MADELINE, IN
a voice of alarm.

‘Ah! Mademoiselle,” exclaimed Floretta, dropping into a chair,
and wringing her hands, ‘poor Agatha!’

‘What of her?’ cried Madeline, with an eagerness that shook her
frame.

‘She is dead!” replied Floretta.

‘Dead!” repeated Madeline, receding a few paces and wildly
staring, ‘dead!’ she exclaimed, with mingled doubt and horror.

“Yes,’ said Floretta, ‘and her death is attended with such appear-
ances!’

Madeline trembled universally, her respiration grew faint, she
sat down by Floretta, she laid her cold hand upon her, but it was
many minutes ere she could speak.

‘Her death has been attended with suspicious circumstances
then?’ said she.

‘It has,’ replied Floretta.

Madeline started up, and wildly demanded whether she could not
see Madame I’ Alembert directly.

Without giving herself time to reflect how very improbable it
was that they could have gained access to the castle to perpetrate
the erime she aceused them of, the moment Madeline heard of
Agatha’s death being attended with suspicious circumstances, she
conceived the dreadful idea of her having fallen a victim to the
murderers of the countess, in order to prevent their being dis-
covered; and to a similar apprehension she could not doubt she
would be sacrificed herself, as they had seen her in the ehapel with
Agatha.

It was this fear therefore that made her wish to see Madame
D’Alembert directly that she might entreat her permission to
return to her father without any farther delay.

‘See my lady, Mademoisclle,” said Floretta, also rising.

‘Yes,’ cried Madeline, almost gasping for breath, ‘this house is no
longer safe for me to dwell in, and she must let me quit it directly.”

‘I will go and try whether she can come to you Mademoiselle,’
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said Floretta, who, alarmed by her agitation, feared to oppose her,
‘but indeed I fcar she cannot, without Monsieur’s knowledge, as she
is now engaged with him and his company: I know she intends to
visit you to-night, as she and my master are to have separate
chambers, though it will be at a late hour; if you could wait till
then it would be better.’

‘Well,” eried Madeline, growing a little composed and re-seating
herself, ‘if you are sure she intends to come, I will, however con-
trary to my inclination, wait her own time, rather than expose her
to the displeasure of Monsieur D’Alembert: and yet, Floretta,” con-
tinued she looking earnestly at her, ‘I cannot coneeive why he
should be displeased to hear I was in the chateau.

‘Displeased!’ repeated Floretta, ‘Lord T am sure he would be
rejoiced !’

‘Rejoiced !’ exclaimed Madeline.

“Yes, T have not a doubt but what he would,’ said Floretta.

“Then why,’ asked Madeline, ‘am I concealed?’

‘Beeause,” eried Floretta—

“What?’ eagerly demanded Madeline.

‘Why to tell you the truth, Mademoiselle,” eried Floretta, ‘but
remember it must go no farther, I believe my lady thinks you are
too pretty to be seen by Monsieur.’

‘Heavens! exclaimed Madeline, ‘what would you have me
imagine that your lady could harbour a suspicion of me?®

‘Lord, no, to be sure I would not,’ said Floretta, “tis the very last
thing in the world I would have you imagine, because it would be
the most unjust idea you could form; ’tis not of you, but Monsieur,
she harbours a suspicion; she knows if he saw you—’

‘Would to God I had not consented to stay in the house,” inter-
rupted Madeline.

The motive for Madame I’Alembert’s concealing her was now
explained; the motive which prompted her lamented benefactress
so repeatedly to tell her not to continue in the chateau, if Monsieur
D’Alembert came to it.

‘Oh! my father,” she sighed to herself, ‘would to heaven I was
again within your arms.’

‘I hope Mademoiselle,” said Floretta, ‘you will not leave us;
Monsieur departs in a few days, and I hope you will not mind a
short confinement.’

Madeline made no reply, but desired to hear the particulars of
Agpatha’s death.

‘About the middle of the night,” said Floretta, ‘I and a fellow
servant who sleeps with me were awoke by dreadful groans from
the chamber of Agatha, which opened into ours; we direetly jump-
ed out of bed, and running into it, asked what was the matter; but
groans werc all we could hear: we grew dreadfully frightened, and
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called up more of the servants. A light was then procured, and we
discovered Agatha in fits: the noisc we made alarmed my master
and mistress, o’er whose apartment we were, and throwing their
wrappers over them they came up to inquire what was the matter.
My lady appeared greatly shocked by the situation of Agatha, and
directly ordered a physician to be sent for, but Monsieur counter-
manded this order; he said he had a medical friend in the house,
who could do as much for her as any other person in the same line.
He was accordingly sent for, and on examining Agatha, he declared
her fits were owing to her having eaten something that disagreed
with her. Scarcely had he spoken when she came to herself, and
opening her eyes, in a hollow voice exclaimed, “Poison! I am poi-
soned!™

““Good heavens!” cried Madame D’Alembert starting, “what
does she say? does she not say she is poisoned?”

‘ “You are not to mind what she says,” replied Monsieur, in
rather an angry voice, “the woman raves, and I insist on your
quitting her room directly, you are already sufficiently shocked by
her.”

‘My lady durst not disobey him, and retired, though I saw most
unwillingly, with her woman.

‘“Send for father Bertrand,” again spoke Agatha, after the
pause of a minute, “for I am dying.”

‘ “Nonsense,” exclaimed Monsieur D’Alembert, “friend she will
be well enough by and by, and I am sure I shall not permit my
neighbourhood to be disturbed to gratify her,” said my master.—
[‘Ah! Mademoiselle, I fear he is but a bad christian’]—*T insist,
therefore,” continued he, ““that not a servant in this castle shall go
for father Bertrand, except they chuse immediately to be dismissed
my service.” Like my poor lady, none of us durst disobey him, he
took care indeed that we should not, by continuing to wateh us: In
a little time Agatha relapsed, and died in a few minutes. She had
scarcely breathed her last, ere she turned quite black and swelled
to a great size; and, notwithstanding what my master and my
master’s friend says, we are all, that is, I mean, all the servants are
of opinion, that she was poisoned; though how, or by whom, we
cannot possibly conceive, as we know of no stranger that lately
entered the castle, neither of any mortal that she ever offended.’

“Tis a horrible affair,’ said Madeline, who was now firmly eon-
vinced that the murderers of the countess had destroyed her.

‘My master has insisted,’ cried Floretta, ‘upon our making no
comment, at least no public comments on it; he declares if we do,
he will have us severely punished, Poor Agatha, poor soul, there is
nobody regrets her more than I do, though we had many little tiffs
together; she was so good-natured and used to make me such a
number of pretty little presents in the course of the year; if ever I
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wanted any thing nice, nice sweetmeats, or nice cordials, I had
nothing to do but to ask her for them. Mr Lubin will be holding up
his head now I suppose, I faney she has left him all her money, and
no trifle either I dare say: we shall know, this, however, to-morrow,
for father Bertrand, who has her will, intends opening it then, if
she has left me a legacy, I shall buy mourning for her.’

‘Poor Agatha!’ said Madeline, ‘she little thought she would have
followed her dear lady so soon.’

“T'rue, Mademoiselle,” eried Floretta, ‘but you look faint, let me
give you a glass of wine?’

‘First tell me,” said Madeline, on whose agitated mind the dread-
ful idea of poison dwelt, *first tell me’, said she, starting up, *where
or from whom did you procure this wine?’

‘Lord bless me, Mademoiselle,” cried Floretta, ‘how you frighten
me by your looks; why, I stole it from the butler.’

‘Well, since you got it from him, I will take some of it,” cried
Madeline. She felt her spirits somewhat revived by doing so, and
she then expressed her hopes that Floretta would stay with her till
Madame D’Alembert came.

“*Pis quite out of my power to stay till then,’ said Floretta, in-
stantly rising, as if the very idea of doing so had terrified her, ‘I
must go, in order to watch for an opportunity for my lady to come
to you.’

‘Hasten her to me I conjure you,” criecd Madeline, as she followed
Floretta to the door to lock it after her.

‘O that I was out of this house, exclaimed Madeline, as she
turned from the door, ‘danger and death surround me on every
side.’

She feared that Madame 1’Alembert would oppose her quitting
it, she feared she could not entreat her permission to do so without
betraying in some degree the motive which prompted that en-
treaty. Impresscd with terror, she knelt before a large erucifix near
the head of the bed, and fervently implored the protection of
heaven. As she prayed she was suddenly startled by the creeking of
the closet door: she turned her head with quickness towards it, and
beheld it half open; and the horror of that moment can better be
conceived than deseribed; a man whose face was shaded by a large
hat leaning from it, and earnestly regarding her. ‘

That the murderers of Agatha had by some means or other dis-
covered her concealment, and from the garden had entered,
through the closet window, with an intention of destroying her,
was the dreadful idea which instantly started to her mind: all
power of voice and motion forsook her, and straining an cye of
agony and horror on the terrifying stranger, she still conjc,:n'ued
kneeling: in this situation she remained for about two minutcs,
when a soft tap came to the chamber door, the stranger hastily

[183]



retreated, and shut the closet door; Madeline with a scream of
mingled joy and terror then started from the ground, and flying to
the door opened it and beheld Madame D’Alembert and Floretta.

Madeline fell upon the neck of the former, but for many minutes
could only give vent to her feelings by sobs and broken sentences.

‘Oh! you are come at last:” she exclaimed as she pressed her
friend to her palpitating heart, ‘you are come, the blessed instru-
ment of providence, to save me from destruction; let us quit this
chamber, and secure the door till the family can be alarmed and the
closet searched.’

"Heaven defend us!” cried Floretta, instantly retreating towards
the gallery, ‘what did you see within the closet, Mademoiselle?’

‘Nothing to alarm her, I am sure,’ said Madame D’Alembert.

‘Nothing to alarm her!’ repeated Madeline emphatically.

‘No;’ cried Madame D’Alembert, ‘every avenue to that closet is
secured; 'tis therefore impossible any one could have entered it
without your knowledge; your imagination affected by the gloom
of your apartment has deceived you.’

‘Good heaven ! Madam,” exclaimed Madeline, ‘“would you try to
make me disbelieve my senses?’

“To prove how certain I am they have been deceived, I will seareh
the closet myself,” said Madame D’Alembert, advancing as she
spoke into the chamber.

‘Oh!'do not be so rash,’ cried Madeline, grasping her arm, ‘do not
too late repent your temerity.’

Madame D’Alembert made no reply, but disengaging herself, she
directly went to the closet, and flinging open the door, exclaimed,

‘Come, see whether or not I have been mistaken.’

Madeline approached her with trembling steps, and to her
infinite amazement beheld there was no creature or trace of any
ereature within the closet.

‘T am astonished indeed,’ said she, ‘but mysterious as was the
entrance or disappearance of any person, that I saw some person
is beyond a doubt.’ :

‘What kind of person, Mademoiselle?® asked Floretta,

Madeline, as clearly as she could, described him; but was hurt to
find Madame 1’Alembert still appeared ineredulous.

“You see,” said she, ‘that the window, the only way by which any
person could have entered the closet, is secured within side.’

‘I see it is,’ cried Madeline, ‘I must therefore on ly suppose that it
was a being of the other world I saw.’

‘No, no, my dear Madeline,’ said Madame D’Alembert, ‘I am sure
you have too much sense to be superstitious.’

‘Ab! Madame,’ replied Madeline, ‘I should not wonder if my
reason was impaired by the shocks I have lately received.—Wonder
not,” she continued, ‘if T declare I can no longer remain in this
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apartment. Oh! dearest Madam, be not surprised if I entreat your
permission to return to my father; he wishes to see me; and who
can wonder if I sigh to see him?’

‘Unkind Madeline,” said Madame D’Alembert, shedding tears,
‘will you then leave me? Will you disappoint the hopes I enter-
tained of enjoying your society whilst I continued at the chatean?
Your father, you must remember, in his last letter, assured you he
did not expect, nay, he did not desire you to return, till I was going
to Paris: and from all disagreeable confinement you will be released
in two days, as Monsieur DD’Alembert then departs.’

Distressed, confused, perplexed, Madeline stood silent, irresolute
how to act. Her fears, her reason urged her to quit the chateau
directly, but her dread of being thought ungrateful, unfeeling, by
Madame D’Alembert, if she did do so, almost tempted her to stay.

‘Ah" cried she to herself, ‘how distressing a situation is mine;
the fears which make me tremble to stay in the chateau I am bound
by a solemn vow to conceal; and except I can assign better reasons
for wishing to leave it than I have already done, (and to do so is
impossible) Madame D’Alembert will certainly be offended at my
quitting it.’

Hurt by her silence, by her too evident wish of departing,
Madame D’Alembert suddenly wiped away her tears, and while a
erimson glow mantled her cheek, exclaimed,

‘Against your inclination I will not detain you: no, Madeline, to
inclination, not necessity, I must be indebted for your company.
I see your reluctance to continue with me, and you are at liberty
to depart the moment you please: I own—" and her voice faultered.
‘I had hoped, I had imagined, but it is no matter, "tis not the first
time I have been disappointed,—disappointed by those on whom
my heart placed its tenderest affections, and by those it believed
would sincerely return them.’

Had a dagger pierced the bosom of Madeline it could scarcely
have given her more pain than did the words of her friend: eager
to be reinstated in her good opinion, she forgot those apprehen-
sions which but a moment before had agitated her soul, and deter-
mined no longer to persist in desiring to quit the castle.

‘Oh! Madam,’ cried she, while tears trickled down her cheeks,
‘how you have wounded me by your language: Do you then deem
me unworthy? Do you think me ungrateful, forgetful of your kind-
ness? Do you suppose I desire to fly from you?’

“Your words have intimated such a desire,’ replied Madame
D’Alembert.

‘Ah! Madame,’ said Madeline ‘when I uttered them my senses
were almost overpowered by terror; and if you wish me to con-
tinue in the castle,—

‘Wish you,’ interrupted her friend. *Ah! Madeline,” clasping her
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arms around her, ‘do you doubt my wishing you to do so? Yes, my
love, 'tis my wish, my entreaty, my eamest request, that you stay
in the castle till I quit it. You shall not continue in your present
chamber, I came on purpose to remove you from it, for, to be brief,
Monsieur I’Alembert suspects your being in the castle, and may
perhaps take it into his head to search it; I am therefore going to
conduet you to a place where he will never think of locking for
vou.’

‘Oh! Madame,’ cried Madeline, and she paused, fearful of again
exciting the displeasure of her friend, for she had been on the point
of again entreating permission to return to her father, ‘to what
place, Madame,’ asked she, suddenly recollecting hersell, ‘are you
going to take me.’

‘Ask me no questions at present, my love,” said Madame I)’Alem-
bert, ‘our security perhaps depends upon our silence; for I know not
at this very moment but we may be watehed; follow me, therefore,
I entreat in silence.’

She now led the way from the chamber, and, preceded by Flor-
clta earrying a light, they stole with trembling steps along the gal-
lery, from whence they descended by the private stairs; opposite to
them was a low arched door, which they past through, and pro-
ceeded along a dark passage to another flight of steep stone stairs,
which seemed to lead to the subterraneous parts of the castle. Here
Madeline paused, and entreated to know whither they were taking
her.

‘Be not alarmed, my love,’ said Madame I)’Alembert, ‘be assured
it is to a place of security.’

The stairs were terminated by an iron door fastened by an
immense padlock. Floretta laid down the light, and taking down a
large rusty key with difficulty unlocked it, slowly opening with a
grating noise, that absolutely struck terror into the soul of Made-
line; it discovered to her view a black and hideous vault, dripping
with damp, and from which a cold vapour issued that nearly extin-
guished the light; at its entrance Madeline again paused.

‘Oh! heavens,’ cried she, shuddering and leaning against the
wall, “whither are we going?’

‘Ah! Madeline,” said Madame D’Alembert in a supplieating
voice, ‘after going so far will you at last disappoint me? Be not
alarmed I again repeat; if you wish to confirm my obligations to
you do not hesitate now: your life, your safety, are more precious
to me than my own, follow therefore without fear, without hesi-
tation, wherever I may lead.’

To do so, however, was scarcely in the power of Madeline, and
Madame D’Alembert taking her hand, rather drew than led her
through a succession of gloomy vaults till they came to a low arched
door, fastened by a bolt: Floretta undrew it, and Madeline, to her
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infinite horror and amazement, found herself in the chapel, beside
the grave of her benefactress, and near the spot where she had
reccived her fatal wound.

“Is this,” said she, looking round her with terror and dismay, ‘the
place of security you said you were bringing me to? "Tis all but
secure; death and destruction hover o’er it. Oh! Madam!” wildly
flinging herself at the feet of Madame D’Alembert, ‘I cannot, can-
not stay within it, for the murderer here takes his solitary rounds,
to plunge his dagger in the heart of innocence and virtue.”

‘My love,’ eried her friend, raising her from the ground, ‘what do
you mean? you strike me with horror by your words, you shake my
very soul.’

The energy of Madame D’Alembert recalled the scattered senses
of Madeline, and made her reflect on the imprudence she had been
guilty of; she shuddered as she considered she had nearly broken
her solemn vow, and been on the point of planting unutterable and
unappeasable sorrows in the heart of Madame D’Alembert.—
Exerting all her resolution,

‘Dear Madame,’ said she, ‘T know not what I said; my imagina-
ation was disordered by the gloom of the place.’

‘Surely my love,’ said her friend, ‘you could not imagine I would
be so cruel as to intend to keep you here: no—to-night, as soon as it
is dark, either Floretta or I, accompanied by Lubin, will come to re-
conduct you to the castle, where you shall be again put in posses-
sion of your own apartment: my reason for bringing you to pass the
day here, was to prevent your being seen by Monsieur D’Alembert,
who, I will acknowledge, threatened to search the castle; but ex-
cept he puts that threat in execution to-day I am confident he
never will, as to-morrow he will busy paying visits in the neighbour-
hood previous to his departure.’

This assurance calmed the agitation of Madeline, and she grew
still more composed when Madeline D’Alembert declared she would
not leave her till the morning was farther advanced.

They now ascended to the dormitory, which, as I have already
said, was in an habitable state, and soon discovered a cell for Made-
line to sit in, containing the remains of a wooden bedstead. Here
Floretta left a small basket of provisions, and she and her lady con-
tinued with Madeline till the gloomy shadows of night had nearly
fled, they then bade her adieu, and repeated their assurance of
coming for her as soon as it grew dark.

Left to herself, the flurry of Madeline’s spirits subsided, and she
was able calmly to reconsider what was past and to reflect on her
present situation; as she did so she bitterly regretted not having
insisted on returning immediately to her father; for her longer
residence in the castle, exposed her, she was convinced, to dangers
of the most dreadful nature; that Agatha had fallen by the hands
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of the countess’s murderers she could not doubt, neither that they
had entered the closet with an intention of destroying her; for their
strange and mysterious disappearance from it she accounted by
supposing that behind some one of the large presses it contained
there was a secret door,

‘I cannot suppose,’ said she, ‘that one disappointment will make
them lay aside their horrible intentions; by remaining in the castle
I expose myself to their continual attempts, attempts which may
perhaps at last be too successful, I must fly it therefore,’ continued
she, *however unpleasant, however agonizing to my feelings to
exeite the displeasure of Madame D’Alembert; I must, when next
we meet, entreat, implore her to let me return to my father.’

As soon as the day was advanced Madeline descended to the
chapel, in order to try and divert her mind from the dreadful ideas
which depressed it, by examining the curious monuments within
the building; the terror of Madeline’s soul now gave way to awe and
melancholy,—she felt chilled, she felt oppressed beyond expression,
as she viewed the records of mortality, and trod the silent solitary
aisles, which awfully echoed her lightest step, and whose gloom the
beams of the sun that darted through the painted casements could
not dissipate.

She had often (to use the words of an author, not less affecting
than sublime)* ‘Walked beneath the impending promontory’s
craggy cliff, sometimes trod the vast spaces of the lonely desert,
and penetrated the inmost recesses of the dreary cavern, but had
never, never before beheld nature louring with so tremendous an
aspect,—never before felt such impressions of awe striking cold
upon her heart, as now beneath the black browed arches, amidst
the mouldy walls of the Monastery, where melancholy, deepest
melancholy spread her raven wings.’

Ah!if the children of vanity, of dissipation, sometimes visited a
scene like this, surely (thought she) their hearts would be amended;
they would be convinced of the littleness of this world, of the folly
of placing their entire affections upon it, when they beheld ‘nobility
arrayed in a winding sheet, grandeur mouldering in an urn, and the
high grass waving round the heroe’s tomb, while hig dusty banner,
the banner which he once unfurled to strike consternation on his
foes, hung idly fluttering o’er it’,

At the grave of her benefactress she paused.

‘Here,” said she, ‘gratitude and affection must ever linger. Oh!
my friend, my mother, never ean thy kindness be obliterated from
my heart, never can my heart be consoled for thy loss: alas! from
thy deep sleep the sighs of thy Madeline cannot awake thee! Cold
is that breast which was the repository of her sorrows, silent the
tongue which poured sympathy upon them.’

* Hervey.
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When it grew dark she ascended to the cell, for the gloom of the
chapel then grew too awful for her to bear. After sitting a consider-
able time there in a state of painful impatience, she went to a large
folding door, which terminated the gallery, and commanded an
extensive view of the valley, to try if she could discover any sign of
Madame IV’ Alembert or Floretta, who had said, as I should pre-
viously have mentioned, that they would come to her through the
garden; but no step, no voice, could she hear, no glimpse of any
object could she distinguish.

“Fhey eannot have forgotten me,’ said she, ‘they cannot let me
pass the night amidst the dead; and yet ’tis far beyond the hour
I expected them.’

Her heart almost died away as she viewed the opposite moun-
tains, whose dark brows seemed rising above the clouds, and from
whose black cavities the wind issued with hoarse murmurs, like the
yells of midnight murderers.

‘Ah? eried she, shuddering, ‘within those cavities perhaps the
murderers of the countess—of Agatha—the intended murderers of
Madeline, may be now concealed ; before to-morrow perhaps I may
be cold and inanimate; like those o'er whose sculptured urns I so
recently bent.’ :

At this instant she thought she heard the echo of a light step out-
side the building; her heart palpitated, she bent forward, and
caught a glimpse of a female figure habited in black, gliding into the
Monastery and followed by a man wrapped up in a large dark coat:
That it was Madame D’Alembert and Lubin she beheld she could
not doubt, and in a transport of joy she instantly flew to the stairs
to meet them, but at the head of the stairs she paused, and trem-
bled, for as the low sound of voices reached her from below, she
fancied she heard the voices of total strangers: she held in her
breath that she might be better enabled to ascertain whether or not
her fears were justly founded, and was soon convinced that it was
neither Madame I’Alembert not Lubin she had seen enter.

Alive only to one dreadful idea, to one apprchension, she now
believed her fate approaching, and looked round for some place to
seerote herself: she looked in vain however; for mouldering cells
and narrow passages, choaked with rubbish only, met her view,

At length she recollected, that near the cell where she had been
sitting there was a long and winding gallery, pretty free from rub-
bish, and which Madame D’Alembert had informed her led to the
innermost recesses of the building; down this she determined to fly.

At the head of the staircase which faced the body of the chapel
was a large dismantled window, through which the moon, now
beginning to rise, shed a faint light, but still sufficient to render
objects conspicuous. Madeline therefore feared she should be
seen as she crossed the stairease, she knew however there was no
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alternative, and that she must ecither run the risque of being dis-
covered noﬁ', or remain where in a few minutes later she was sure
of being so.

Madeline accordingly stept forward, but though her step was too
light to be heard, her figure was pereeived, and she instantly heard
a shout from the chapel, and ascending steps. Fear lent her wings,
she flew to the gallery, but, just as she was darting into it, a large
iron hook entangled her clothes: with a strength which desperation
only could have given her, she attempted to tear them from it, but
‘ere her efforts had succeeded her arm was rudely seized ; she im-
mediately turned her head and beheld the inflamed countenance of
a man glaring upon her; the moment he saw her face he started
back with a look which seemed to intimate she was not the person
he expected to have seen, but the faint pleasure which this idea
gave was quickly destroyed by his drawing a small dageer from his
breast with which he again approached Madeline. Her death she
now believed inevitable, and staggering back a few paces, ‘Ah!
heaven have mercy upon me!” she said, and dropped lifeless on the
floor.

As she recovered her senses she felt some one chafing her hands.

“Ah !’ she eried, in a faint voice, ‘do you restore me to life but to
have the pleasure of depriving me of it?

‘My Madeline, my love,’ exclaimed the soft voice of Madame
1’Alembert, ‘what has thus disordered your senses?’

Madeline raised her head from the ground, she looked at Madame
D’Alembert,—she looked from her, and beheld Lubin.

‘Gracious heaven!” cried she, ‘do I dream or have I been in a
frightful dream from which you have just awakened me?’

My dearest girl,’ said Madame D’Alembert, ‘what has alarmed
you?’

‘Alarmed me?’ repeated Madeline, wildly staring at her. ‘Oh,
heavens! surely it is but an instant ago since I saw the poignard of
the murderer raised against me?’

“You terrify me,” exclaimed her friend.

‘Terrify vou,’ repeated Madeline, starting from the ground. ‘Oh,
let us fly this dreadful place directly, for even now perhaps our
lives may be in danger.’

‘Don’t be frightened, Mademoiselle,” eried Lubin, ‘I am not
unarmed.’

*You strike me with horror,’ said Madame I)’Alembert, ‘and take
from me the power of moving: tell me what danger it is we have to
apprehend, for no trace of any being, of any thing to alarm you, did
we discover, and the swoon in which we found you we imputed to
illness instead of terror.’

Madeline in a few hasty words informed her of the manner in
which she had been terrified, and whilst she gratefully returned her
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thanks to heaven for her safety. she expressed her astonishment at
being uninjured.

‘Oh! my love,’ cried her friend, clasping her arms round her as
she concluded, ‘never, never ean I requite you for what you have
suflered on my account; never can I forgive myself for having ex-
posed you to such alarms.’

‘T wish with all my soul,” said Lubin, grasping the rusty sword he
had brought from the chateau, ‘I wish with all my soul I had
caught the villain, I'll warrant if I had I should soon have made
him confess what brought him hither; his companion I suppose,
was only a man in disguise.’

‘Who these mysterious strangers were I cannot possibly con-
ceive,” cried Madame D’Alembert, ‘but that they certainly did not
mean to harm you, however appearances may make you believe
to the contrary, I think; for had such been their intention they
most assuredly could have accomplished that intention “ere we
came.’

“Fhey only designed to rob her I suppose,” said Lubin, ‘and
frighten her to silence; pray search your pockets, Mademoiselle, to
try if you have lost any thing.’

“There was nothing of any value in them,’ replied Madeline, ‘so 1
need not take that trouble.

‘They must certainly,’ resumed Lubin, *have retreated, on hear-
ing us, down that gallery,” pointing to the one Madeline had
attempted to conceal herself in; ‘I would give all the money I am
worth for somebody now to assist me in searching it.’

‘Oh, Madeline!” cried her friend, ‘I can no longer attempt to
detain you: I came to you half determined to let you return imme-
diately to your father, as Monsieur D’Alembert, contrary to his
first intention, has resolved on passing a month in the chateau; but
I am now, in consequence of what I have heard, resolved on doing
so; to-night therefore we part, and heaven knows whether we shall
ever meet again.’

“To-night!’ repeated Madeline amazed.

“Yes,” replied Madame I’Alembert, whose tears scarcely per-
mitted her to speak, ‘to-night—was your journey postponed till to-
morrow, Monsieur D’Alembert must discover that you have
hitherto been concealed in the chateau, and the consequences of
such a discovery would be extremely disagreeable to me.’

‘Heaven forbid then,” said Madeline, ‘I should delay my journey;
and yet’—she paused, she recollected herself—and since her friend
was anxious for her immediate departure, resolved not to mention
the fears she felt at the idea of travelling by night.

‘I confide you to the care of Lubin,’ cried Madame D’Alembert, ‘I
know he is faithful, I know he is brave, and will fulfil the trust I
repose in him.’
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‘I humbly thank your Ladyship for your good opinion of me,’
said Lubin, taking off his hat and making a low bow, ‘it shall be
my study to deserve it: I am sure I should be an ungrateful varlet
if I would not go through fire and water for you, or any one beloved
by you; and Mademoiselle may be assured, while I have an arm to
stretch out in her defence, I will protect her.’

‘At the extremity of the wood surrounding the chateau, is the
cottage of my nurse,” said Madame D’Alembert, addressing
Madeline, “thither Lubin must now conduct you, and there he will
procure horses for your journey ; for I am afraid to have any taken
from the stables here, least a discovery should be the consequence
of doing so: do not delay longer than is absolutely necessary at the
cottage, I have important reasons for wishing you to get to a dis-
tance from the chateau, as soon as possible, when you are about
half way between it and your father’s house you can stop to rest.’

“Yes,” replied Lubin, ‘there is a snug house just thereabouts,
where we can put up. You may recollect, Mademoiselle,” turning to
Madeline, ‘that you and my poor lady dined there last spring in
your way to the chateau?’

A deep sigh stole from the breast of Madeline at the recollection
of that happy period; and Madame D’Alembert was for a few
minutes unable to speak. :

‘In the course of a few days, Madeline,’ said she, as soon as she
had recovered her voiee, ‘you may expect a letter, containing a full
explanation of every thing that appeared mysterious in my con-
duct towards you. After suffering so much on my account you
surely are entitled to know every secret of my heart—Oh! Made-
line, that heart can never forget the gratitude it owes you.’

‘Ah, Madam,’ eried Madeline, while tears trickled down her
cheeks, “do not hurt me by speaking in this manner; all that I
could do, could never never repay the numerous favours I have re-
ceived from you, 'tis I only have a right to speak of gratitude.’

‘Perhaps,” resumed her friend, ‘we may meet again: I will in-
dulge such a hope, it will sooth, it will console mie in some degree
for your loss. Oh! Madeline, *tis with pain, "tis with agony I consent
to our separation, but without murmuring I must submit to that
as well as to many other sorrows.’

She now took the trembling hand of Madeline, and they des-
cended to the valley, thro® which they silently and swiftly passed,
nor stopped 'till they eame within sight of the chateau: Madame
D’Alembert then paused, to give a last farewell to Madeline; locked
in each others arms they continued many minutes unable to speak,
unable to separate; at length Madame D’Alembert summeoning all
her resolution to her aid, disengaged herself from Madeline. ‘Fare-
well,” said she, ‘may heaven for ever bless, proteet you, and make
you as happy as you deserve to be.’ She turned away as she spoke
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as if fearful her resolution would fail her if she eontinued another
moment with Madeline, and hastened to the chateau,

Silent and immoveable Madeline stood gazing after her till
addressed by Lubin.

‘Come, Mademoiselle,” said he, ‘we had better not delay any
longer, "twill be a late hour even as it is, I can assure you, 'ere we
reach the house where we are to rest, this way, Mademoiselle.’

Almost instinctively Madeline followed him to a door which
opened from the garden to the lawn, but here she again stopped;
the variety of distressing and terrifying seenes she had lately gone
through had almost bewildered her senses, and she now felt as if she
scarcely knew where she was, or whither she was going.

‘Have I really taken my last leave of Madamie I’ Alembert? Am
I really quitting the chateau?’ said she, earnestly looking at Lubin,

‘Lord, yes, that you have indeed Mademoiselle,” answered he,
somewhat surprised and alarmed.

‘Gracious heaven!’ cried she, with folded hands, ‘if any person
two months ago had told me I should quit the chateau in the man-
ner I am at present doing, what little eredit should I have given
to their words.—

‘Oh life!” she sighed to herself, ‘how rapid are thy revolutions!-—
But a short time ago and that very mansion which I now leave with
secrecy and precipitation, I entered with every hope of finding a
permanent and happy home within it; but a short time ago and it
was a refuge for distress, an asylum for innocence and virtue; but
now the mendicant may wander to it in vain for relief, innocence
and virtue seek protection without receiving it.

‘With its virtues its honours must decline; for he who has not a
heart to cherish the former, must surely want a spirit to support
the latter.

‘No more then shall the arm of valour unfurl its banners to the
call of glory; no more shall the records of fame be swelled by its
achievements: no more shall noble emulation be inspired by them.

“With its late owner its greatness and happiness departed; they
are set, but set not like that sun whose splendours so lately bright-
ened this scene, to rise again with renovated glory.’
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LAAAAAARARAAAAARRAAANRARARARARAAALS

Chapter 3

AAAAAAAAAAAAAARRARAARAARAARAAAARLE

Forlorn and lost I tread,
With fainting steps and slow,
Where wilds, immeasurably spread,
Seem length'ning as I go.

‘1 HOPE, MADEMOISELLE," SAID LUBIN, ON HEARING HER
sigh as she turned from the chateau, ‘you are not frightened at the
idea of going through the wood?’

‘No;’ replied Madeline.

‘So much the better, so much the better,’ said Lubin, ‘but indeed
I should not wonder if you were.’

‘Why,” cried Madeline, ‘is it dangerous?’

"Not over safe indeed, but don’t be frightened, Mademoiselle,’ on
seeing her suddenly stop, ‘I shall bring you the shortest path
through it.’

‘And when we get to the road we shall be safe,’ cried Madeline,
‘as there are cottages scattered all along it?’

‘Yes,” said Lubin, ‘but if you were in danger and expected
any assistance from their inhabitants, you would be sadly dis-
appointed, for those kind of people are so fatigued after their
day’s labour, that when once they get to bed one might as well
try to waken the dead, as waken them: but don’t be frightened,
Mademoiselle.’

‘Frightened!” repeated Madeline, ‘it is scarcely possible to be
otherwise from the manner in which you talk; you have really
made me tremble so that I can scarcely move.’

‘If you would condescend to accept my arm, Mademoiselle, we
could make infinitely more haste than we do at present.’

Madeline accepted the offer of Lubin, nor did they again pause
till they had reached the cottage they were bound to; they found
it shut up for the night, and Lubin knocked loudly with his stick
against the door, but without effect.

“You see, Mademoiselle,” said he, after the silence of a few
minutes, ‘T was right in saying it was next to impossible to waken
these cottagers.’

‘Poor people;’ cried Madeline, ‘it is a pity to disturb them.’

‘Oh, not at all,” said Lubin, ‘they can go to bed immediately
again, you know, and I warrant they will not rest the worse for
having had their slumbers interrupted.’

He now repeated the knocks with a violence that shook the door:
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at last a window was opened, and an old man, putting out his head,
asked who came there.

‘Why, a friend,’ replied Lubin, ‘and a devilish time he has been
trying to gain admittance: Come, come, Mr Colin, you may open
the door without any grumbling, for by the time I have taken to
waken you it is pretty evident you have had a good spell.’

‘Pray what brings you here at this time of night?' eried a shrill
female voice.

‘I am come by the command of my lady to borrow two horses,’
answered Lubin, ‘I must get them directly, and without being
asked whither I am going with them; pray make haste, I have a
lady waiting with me for them.’

‘A lady!” the old couple repeated, and both thrust their heads
together out of the window, to see whether he spoke truth or not.

The door was now opened in a minute, and the nurse invited
Madeline into the cottage, while her husband went forth with
Lubin to a little shed adjoining it, to prepare the horses: she had
seen Madeline before at the cottage, and almost immediately recol-
lected her; she was all amazement at now beholding her, nor could
forbear inquiring the reason of it. Madeline waved the discourse,
and expressed her regret at her having been disturbed.

The horses were ready in a few minutes, and the good couple
having received a strict caution against mentioning her to any one,
she was assisted by Lubin to mount, and they set off at a smart
pace.

“How very curious old Colin and his wife were!” said Lubin, ‘I
dare say they would have given half they were worth to know the
cause of our travelling by night, and not getting horses at the
chateaun,’

‘I don’t wonder at their being so,’ cried Madeline.

‘No, nor I neither, Mademoiselle; 'tis a comical thing to be sure
our rambling about at night; it puts me in mind of the Fairy Tales
I have read; heaven be praised our journey is but a short one.’

They did not slacken their pace till they reached the gloomy
forest, in which the gothie castle of Montmorency stood; the heart
of Madeline sunk as she approached it, and she trembled as she
entered amidst its awful shades, and heard the breeze sweeping
over them with a hollow murmur: the courage of Lubin too seemed
a little to fail him.

‘I wish with all my soul Mademoiselle,” said he, ‘that the house
we are going to was at this side of the forest instead of the other.”

‘I wish it was,” cried Madeline, ‘or that we could get shelter
elsewhere.’

‘That is impossible, Mademoiselle,” replied he, ‘so we must only
make what haste we can to it; Lord how glad I shall be when I find
myself there; so will you, I dare say, Mademoiselle,”
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‘Undoubtedly,” replied Madeline, ‘the recollection of past danger
will heighten present pleasure.’

‘I wish all our dangers were over, and our pleasures come,” cried
Lubin, ‘but Lord, Mademoiselle, the very worst of our way is still
before us; the middle of the forest, which we have not yet reached,
is a grand rendezvous, they say, for a gang of banditti, that have
long infested the country; there they meet as soon as it grows dark,
and settle their plans for the night. Well, of all places in the world I
should not like to be robbed in a forest, it would be such an casy
matter afterwards to murder one.’

‘Pray, Lubin,” said Madeline, ‘do not talk any meore in this
manner, for if you do you’ll make me tremble so I shall not be able
to keep my seat.’

‘I ask your pardon, Mademoiselle; I am sure the last thing in the
world I meant to do was to frighten you: To be sure I wish I had
brought a pocket pistol or two with me from the chateau, instead of
this rusty sword, to defend you; though, after all, what would avail
my single arm against a whole gang? Heaven help us if they meet
us! poor Colin may then go whistle for his horses; though upon re-
collection my Lady would certainly recompence him for their loss.’

‘Drop this dreadful subject I entreat you,’ said Madeline, in a
tremulous voice.

‘Come cheer up, Mademoiselle,” exelaimed Lubin, who was now
thoroughly convinced he had alarmed Madeline, ‘we will keep as
near as possible to the extremity of the forest, and if we ride fast we
shall soon reach the house.’

As fast as the intricacies of the path would permit them to go,
they went, and at last reached in safety their destined goal.

Here Madeline, who had hitherto with difficulty kept her seat,
alighted; but how impossible to describe her disappointment, and
the disappointment of her companion, when after repeatedly
knocking at the door they were at length convineed that the house
was uninhabited. They stood for some minutes looking at each
other, in a consternation that deprived them of speech.

Lubin was the first who broke silence.

*What’s to be done, Mademoiselle?’ said he.

‘I am sure I can’t tell,” answered Madeline in a faint voice, and
leaning against the wall.

‘Faith,” eried Lubin, ‘I have a good mind to break open the door
and obtain shelter for the night, though, to my sorrow, I can’t get a
good supper; I meant to have ordered a nice omelet, the moment I
arrived.’ -

‘For heaven’s sake do not attempt to break open the door,’
exclaimed Madeline, ‘the consequences of such an action might be
dreadful.’

“What’s to be done then T again ask?’ said Lubin, ‘vou would not
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wish, I suppose, to sit down here without any shelter for the
remainder of the night; neither would you, I suppose, like to mount
your horse and go ten miles farther in search of another habitation,
and nearer you need not expect to find one that would receive
you.’

‘I am not able to go in search of another,” replied Madeline, *the
shocks I received and the fatigue I have gone through this night
have quite overpowered me.’

‘Lord,” cried Lubin, starting, ‘perhaps the Marquis of Mont-
morenci may be come to his castle, only you were afraid Mademoi-
selle of that part of the forest, we might have past it, and been able
perhaps to have discovered.’

‘And even if we had,” said Madeline, ‘what benefit should we
have derived from that circumstance?’

“Why we should certainly have obtained a lodging in his castle.’

‘I should be afraid to disturb the family at this late hour,’ eried
Madeline hesitatingly.

‘Lord T am sure,” cried Lubin, ‘it is better to disturb them than
run the risque of being murdered here.’

‘But suppose they are not there?’ said Madeline.

‘Why then, Mademoiselle,” eried Lubin hastily, ‘we will try to
find some niche about the wall where we ean shelter ourselves for
the night, since you are so scrupulous about the door of this house.’

‘But,” said Madeline, ‘though the family may not be come to the
castle, there may be inhabitants in it.’

‘Oh! I understand you, Mademoiselle,” interrupted Lubin, ‘you
are afraid that some of the banditti I was telling you of may have
taken up their quarters there; but of that I am sure there’s no
danger, the castle was too well secured for them to gain admittance;
so that except we find the right inhabitants in it, I am confident we
shall not find any: come, Mademoiselle, let’s lose no time, will you
accept my arm, or would you choose to mount again?'

‘No,’ replied she, ‘I would rather walk.’

‘Go before me then,” said he, ‘and I will lead the horses.’

Madeline obeyed him though with difficulty, for she felt so
agitated that she could searcely drag her weary limbs along. As she
approached the castle her eyes were anxiously fastened on it, in
hopes of discovering a light or some other sign of inhabitation, but
all was dark and dreary around.

‘I am afraid, Lubin,’ said she, stopping and mournfully shaking
her head, ‘I am afraid the family have not yet returned.’

‘T do not quite despair about that, Mademoiselle,” replied Lubin;
‘at so very late an hour as this you know we could not expect to
have found any of them up.’

‘How shall we make ourselves heard by them then?’ asked
Madcline.
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“Why I suppose we shall find a great bell at the gate, which I
shall ring.’

‘But if the Marquis’s family,” cried Madeline, shuddering at the
very idea, ‘should not be in the castle, may not the ringing of that
bell expose us to destruction? Do you forget the banditti you told
me infested this forest?’

‘Lord,” said Lubin, ‘that’s true, the bell would certainly alarm
them —well Mademoiselle, I'll tell you what we can do: I recollect
taking notice last spring as I passed this castle, of the very bad
repair in which the court wall was, so we will search about it for
some gap to clamber through.’

He accordingly fastened the horses to the gate, and had not long
searched about ’ere he found a place which Madeline easily got
oVer,

Immediately opposite this spot was an arched gateway, which
led through a wing of the building to another court; to this Lubin
conducted Madeline, who trembled so she could scarcely stand, but
the moment she entered it she shrunk back, affrighted at the
desolation she beheld, and fancied in the hoarse murmurs of the
wind that sighed thro’ the shattered buildings surrounding it, she
heard portentous sounds.

On each side of the gateway were several doors; Lubin perceived
one of them open, and through this he led his trembling compan-
ion: they then found themselves in a spacious stone hall, light with
one gothie window, through which the twilight now cast a dim
religious light, and opposite to which was a folding door, of heavy
workmanship: there was a damp smell in this hall, which proclaim-
ed it long deserted, and struck cold to the very heart of Madeline.

‘Shall T go now, Mademoiselle,” asked Lubin, ‘and try whether
there is any one within the castle?’

‘Not yet,’ replied Madeline, sitting down upon a little bench
which ran round the hall, ‘not yet,” said she in a faint voice, and
involuntarily leaning her head against his arm for support.

Lubin was terrified, he almost believed her dying.

‘Dear, dear, Mademoiselle,” said he, ‘cheer u p, I shall not be long
absent; and whether there is or is not any one in the castle, we are
secure for the night.’

Madeline grew a little better, and no longer opposed his going. It
was some time ’ere he could open the folding door; when he did it
disclosed to his view a long dark passage, down which the anxious
eyes of Madeline pursued him till slowly closing, the door hid him
from her view. :

Scarcely was she left to herself ’ere she regretted not having
accompanied him, for as her eye timidly glanced around, she shud-
dered at the profound gloom in which she was involved; never had
she felt more forlorn, scarcely ever more disconsolate: the manner
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in which her first journey had been taken recurred to her recollect-
ion, and the contrast she drew between her situation now and then,
heightened all the horrors of the present: so true is it, that the
remembrance of past joys aggravates our present miseries.

From her melancholy retrospection she was roused by the open-
ing of the door, tho' expecting Lubin, her spirits were so weak she
mvoluntarily started from her seat,

‘Don’t be frightened Mademoiselle,’ cried Lubin, in a whispering
voice, as he softly closed the door after him, * "tis only L.

‘Well, Lubin,’ said Madeline, almost gasping for breath through
agitation, ‘what intelligence—did you see any one?’

‘I can’t tell you now, Mademoiselle,” cried he, “we must be gone.’

‘Oh, heavens!’ said Madeline, ‘is there any danger.’

“This is no time to ask questions,’ replied Lubin, ‘no place I can
assure you to answer them; I again repeat it—we must be gone!’

To move was scarcely in the power of Madeline, so much was she
overpowered by the terror Lubin’s words had given her, she gave
him her hand however, and he led her from the hall: but scarcely
had they proceeded a few yards down the gateway, 'ere he started,
suddenly stopped, and in a low voice exclaimed,

‘There are some of them!’

‘Gracious heaven!’ cried Madeline, ‘what do you mean?’

To repeat her question was unnecessary, for at that instant
she beheld two men crossing the court. Lubin now drew, or rather
carried her back to the hall, for her tremor had increased to such a
degree that she could not stand, and he was compelled to support
her upon the seat on which she sunk.

In a voice of agony she now conjured him to tell her what they
had to fear, declaring that no certainty almost of danger could be
more dreadful than the suspence she at present endured.

‘Since you must know, Mademoiselle,” said he, ‘we have nothing
more to fear than being robbed and murdered?’

‘Good heaven!’ exclaimed Madeline, ‘do you think the men we
just beheld are murderers?’

“Yes,” replied Lubin, ruefully shaking his head.

‘What reason have you for so horrible a suspicion?’ asked
Madeline.

‘Why you must know, Mademoiselle, I had not proceeded far
down the dark passage ’ere I heard a noise, which sounded to me
like the clattering of arms. A sudden panic instantly seized me, and
I had a great mind to return directly and lead you from the castle:
this, however, was but the thought of a minute, for when I reflected
there was no probability of getting a lodging elsewhere, and how
dismal a thing it would be to pass the remainder of the night in the
open air, I resolved on going forward and trying to discover
whether there were friends within.
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‘I accordingly procecded till I came to the foot of a narrow tlight
of stairs, down which a faint light glimmered; up these I softly
ascended to a half open door, from which the light issued, and peep-
ing in I beheld a large ill-furnished chamber, with half a dozen men
in it, as il looking dogs as ever I beheld, before a huge fire, cleaning
some fire arms: but that was not all—in one corner of the chamber
lay the body of a man dreadfully mangled. The dogs laughed as
they pursued their work, and talked of the exploits they had
achieved and still hoped to achieve with their arms; in short, it was
soon evident to me, that the banditti I had mentioned to you had
thought proper to make free with the castle in the Marquis’s
absence, so I made the best of my way back to you, in order to take
you directly from it; an intention which the rogues have dis-
appointed.’

"The horses will betray us,’ said Madeline in an agony.

“Aye, so I fear,’ cried Lubin, ‘it was devilish unlucky my fasten-
ing them to the gate.’

‘Hark!” exclaimed Madeline, ‘do you not hear a noise?’

Both were instantly silent, and then clearly heard a violent
shouting in the outer court. The dreadful fears it excited were soon
however a little appeased by its growing fainter, as if the persons
it came from had moved to a greater distance.

"I think,” eried Lubin, after the silence of a few minutes, and gasp-
ing for the breath e had before supprest, ‘I think I will now have
another peep to try whether or not the coast is elear,’

Madeline rising deelared she would accompany him, that if there
was an opportunity for escaping, not a moment might be lost.

Again therefore they quitted the hall, but had scarcely done so
‘ere they once more retreated to it with precipitation, on hearing
the shouting in the court renewed with double violence.

‘The horses have, I am sure, as you feared, betrayed us;’ eried
Lubin, ‘and I make no doubt search is now making for us.’

‘Oh! Lubin,” said Madeline, ‘is there no way of escaping the
impending danger?’

‘None that I know of,’ answered he, ‘but don’t be so frichtened
Mademoiselle, I promise you,” he continued, grasping his rusty
sword, ‘those that attempt to harm you shall pay dearly for doing
so: the villains perhaps may not be such villains as you imagine,
they may have some little mercy in their hearts.’

As he spoke the gateway resounded with the shouting, and a
light glimmered beneath the door opening from it.

Madeline turned her eyes with dreadful expectation towards it;
the next minute it was flung open, and several men entered: Her
first impulse was to fall at their feet, and supplicate their merey,
but as she attempted to rise her senses totally receded, and she fell
fainting upon the out stretched arm of Lubin.
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When her reason returned she found herself supported between
two women, and surrounded by men, amongst whom Lubin stood
talking with earnestness. She looked round her wildly, too much
disordered to understand the words of Lubin, or observe whether
the appearance of the men was-ealeulated to remove or confirm her
fears.

Her clear perception was however soon restored by Lubin, who
almost as soon as he saw her senses restored, exclaimed

‘Come, cheer up, Mademoiselle, after all our fright we are in no
danger; the noble owner of the castle has returned to it, and the
fine fellows I saw cleaning the fire-arms, and whom I took, humbly
begging their pardons, for robbers, which to be sure was a great
wonder, seeing what honest countenances they have, were some of
his Lordship’s servants.’

Madeline raised her eyes in thankfulness to heaven, and Lubin
proceeded to inform her that the body he had seen had been one of
the banditti, who the night before had made an unsuceessful attempt
upon the castle, and that the tumult in the court originated from
the domestics suspecting, in consequence of finding the horses
fastened to the gate, that they were again lurking about it.

‘Now that you find yourself in no dishonorable hands, I hope,
Madam, you will speedily recover your spirits,’ said an elderly man,
whose looks and manner denoted a conscious superiority over the
rest of his companions.

Madeline thanked him for the hope he had expressed, and was
going to explain the cause of her coming to the castle, when Lubin
hastily interrupted her by saying, he had already explained every
circumstance.

‘My Lord,” cried the man who had before addressed her, respect-
fully bowing as he spoke, ‘has been already apprised of your
situation, and has commissioned me, Madam, to present his com-
pliments to you, and to entreat you to have the goodness to excuse
his not doing the honors of his house himself, which the weak state
of his health and spirits prevents: he also desired me to request you
would honor his servants by your commands, and not think of
quitting the castle till perfectly recovered from your late fatigue
and fright.’

Madeline felt truly grateful for this politeness, and rather happy
than otherwise at not being introduced to the Marquis de Mont-
morenci, as her exhausted strength and spirits left her little
inclination or ability to converse with a stranger.

The housckeeper, who was one of the women that had supported
her, now conducted her down the passage, Lubin had before ex-
plored, to a large apartment near its termination; where, in a few
minutes, a table was covered with refreshments. Lubin was taken
to the servants hall, and Madeline, somewhat cheered by the
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knowledge of her safety, partook of the things provided for her: she
found her companion extremely loguacious, and so she talked, not
much caring whether it was questions she asked or answered.

Madeline inquired how long the Marquis had been indisposed.

‘Many, many years,’ replied the housekeeper, with a melancholy
shake of the head, ‘after the heavy afflictions he has sustained, it
would be a wonder indeed if he had retained either his health or
spirits.”

Madeline, who perfectly recollected the account she had already
heard of him, now made no inquiry concerning the nature of those
afflictions; but of her own accord the housekeeper gave her a narra-
tive of them.

“The Count St Julian, his son,’ continued she, ‘was certainly one
of the finest youths I ever beheld; his death undoubtedly caused
that of my Lady Marchioness: tis generally imagined he fell by the
hands of banditti, but some people have their doubts about that,
and I own I am one of them.

‘Good heaven!” cried Madeline, “who but banditti could be sus-
pected of murdering him?’

The housekeeper shook her head—

“There were people, Mademoiselle, but’—as if suddenly recollect-
ing herself, ‘it does not become me to tell family secrets.’

The curiosity of Madeline was highly raised, but into secrets
which indeed she thought properly withheld, she could not think of
prying.

‘Would not the sympathizing society of friends be of some service
to your Lord?’ asked Madeline, after the pause of a minute.

‘I searcely think it would, Madam,’ answered the housekeeper,
‘but at any rate he will not try whether it would have any effect
upon him; he lives the most strange and solitary life imaginable,
rambling about from one seat to another, and never admitting any
one to his presence except his attendants, and now and then a kins-
man, who lives some leagues from this, and will be his heir. This
castle, in the life time of my Lady, was one of the finest and gayest
places perhaps you can conceive; and ’tis a grievous thing to any
one who knew it in its glory, to see it now going to rack and ruin
for want of a little repair, its courts full of rubbish, and its fine old
towers mouldering away; but my Lord seems pleased at beholding
its decay.’

‘Does he never go about the domain?’ asked Madeline.

‘No: he generally confines himself to a great lonely apartment,
where he scarcely suffers a ray of the blessed day-lioht to enter, and
frequently passes whole nights within the chapel, where he has
caused a magnificent monument to be erected to the memory of his
lady and son.’

The conversation into which she had entered cast an involuntary
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gloom over the mind of Madeline, and by again depressing her
spirits made her soon betray symptoms of langour and weariness.

The housckeeper then offered to conduct her to her chamber, an
offer which she gladly accepted, and was accordingly led up a flight
of stairs, at the end of the passage, to a gallery immediately over it;
here she found a comfortable room prepared for her.

Too much fatigued to converse any longer with pleasure,
Madeline would have been pleased if her companion had now
retired, but the good woman was so fond of talking that she de-
clared she would not leave her till she had seen her to bed,

Madeline was scarcely begun to undress when she missed her
father’s picture. Struck with consternation and regret at its loss,
she threw herself on a chair with a countenance so full of concern,
that the housekeeper hastily demanded what was the matter: On
being informed, she begged Madeline not to be so much distressed,
at least till convineed she could not find it, declaring there was
every probability of its being dropped in the hall at the time they
were trying to recover her.

Madeline instantly started up with an intention of going in quest
of it, but was prevented by the housekeeper, who assured her, that
she herself would make a diligent search after it. This assurance
however was not sufficient to prevent Madeline from wishing to
join in it, till told that if she went now to the hall, she would run
the chance of encountering the Marquis, who always passed
through it in his way to the chapel, which he frequently visited at
this hour.

As the housekeeper spoke somebody tapped at the door; she
demanded who it was, and a voice which Madeline immediately
recollected to be that of the Marquis’s valet, who had so politely
addressed her in the hall, replied,

¢ "Tis Lafroy.—My Lord presents his compliments to the young
lady, and begs she may have the goodness to come to him for a few
minutes.’

‘Lord have mercy upon me!” exclaimed the housekeeper, with
uplifted hands and eyes, ‘what can be the meaning of this?—Why,
Lafroy,’ cagerly opening the door, ‘you have quite astonished
me!’

The surprise of Madeline, if possible, surpassed her companions;
besides, with her’s was intermingled something like fear.

‘Aye,’ cried Lafroy, in reply to the housckeeper, ‘I don’t wonder,
indeed, Mrs Beatrice, at your being astonished, ’tis quite a marvel to
have my Lord desire to see a stranger, when he won't permit his
own friends to come to him.’

‘But, pray, Lafroy, did he give no reason for desiring to see the
young lady?’

‘Why as I was lighting him to the chapel which, according to his
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usual custom, whenever he finds himself in very bad spirits, he was
going to, he found in the hall a little picture, which he directly con-
cluded must belong to the young lady; so instead of repairing to the
chapel, he immediately returned to his apartment, declaring he
must himself restore it to her.’

‘Dear heart,” ericd Mrs Beatrice, ‘well, I protest he is very com-
plaisant.’

"Twas a complaisance, however, which Madeline would gladly
have excused, and which she wondered a mind so aflticted as his
could ever have thought of,

‘I never saw my Lord more disturbed than he was just after
finding the picture,’ said Lafroy, ‘I thought when he returned to
his apartment he would have fainted.’

‘Since so disordered ’tis a greater wonder than ever that he
should desire to see a stranger,’ cried the housekeeper.

‘Aye, so I think too,” said Lafroy.

Madeline saw he was impatient to conduct her to his Lord, and,
though with a reluctance she could scarcely conceal, she did not
hesitate to accompany him immediately.

He led her through a circuitous gallery to a very magnificent one,
as well as she could discern by the faint light which glimmered
through it; at the extreme end of which was the apartment the
Marquis sat in: the moment he introduced her to it he retired,
closing the door after him.

The Marquis sat at the head of the room; he bowed without
rising at her entrance, and motioned for her to take a chair on his
right hand.

Tremblingly Madeline approached him, and obeyed his motion.
It was some minutes ’ere he spoke, and as his eyes were bent upon
the ground the timid ones of Madeline surveyed a form which
inspired her with mingled reverence and pity, and which, though
bent by age and sorrow, still retained traces of majesty and capti-
vating beauty.

“Young lady,’ said he, at last, raising his eyes to hers, ‘I hope you
had the goodness to excuse my not doing the honors of my house
myself; affliction,” added he, with a deep sigh, ‘has long rendered
me unable to perform the rites of hospitality, to fulfil the elaims of
society.’

‘The rites of hospitality were so amply fulfilled towards me, my
Lord,” cried Madeline, ‘that I should deem myself highly remiss if I
neglected this opportunity of assuring your Lordship of my heart-
felt gratitude.’ ;

‘Does this picture, young lady,” said he, displaying her father's,
which he had hitherto concealed within his hand, and looking
earnestly at hier, ‘belong to you?’

"It does my Lord,’ replied Madeline.
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‘Will you be so obliging,” said he, still retaining it, ‘as to inform
me how it came into your possession?’

The strangeness of this question, and the look which accompan-
ied it, threw Madeline into an agitation that made her tremble, and
took from her all power of replying. |

“You are surprised at my question,” proceeded he, ‘nor do I
wonder at your being so, but I trust you will excuse it, when I in-
form you I have important reasons for it: tell me therefore, I en-
treat, I conjure you,” he continued, with a vehemence Madeline did
not think him eapable of, ‘how this picture became your’s?’

‘My father gave it to me, my Lord,” answered Madcline.

“Your father!—Gracious heaven "'—He paused, as if overcome by
strong emotions, but almost immediately recovering his voice, ‘his
name I entreat!’

‘Clermont, my Lord,” said Madeline, with inereasing wonder.

‘Clermont!’ repeated he, with a look strongly expressive of dis-
appointment; then after the silence of some minutes, ‘do you know
by what means he obtained it?’

‘Tt is his own, my Lord,’ replied Madelinc.

‘His own !’ repeated the Marquis, with a wild and eager look, ‘his
own!—All gracious powers!” he arose and walked with disordered
steps about the room.

Madeline amazed at all she saw and heard, remained trembling
on her chair.

The Marquis suddenly stopped before her, and looked at her with
an earnestness that made her droop her head.

“Yes,” eried he, ‘I see traces in that face of one—which no time
can wear from my remembrance.’

He resumed his seat.—

‘In what manner does your father live?’ asked he.

‘He lives in obscurity, my Lord,’ replied Madeline.

“‘What is his family?’

‘It consists but of me, my Lord.’

“You are acquainted I suppose with his real name, and the mis-
fortunes which drove him to obscurity?’

‘No, my Lord, I am not; I never knew he had a right to any name
but that of Clermont; never knew he had been in a situation
different from his present one.’

‘Tenderness to you made him, I suppose, conceal his mis-
fortunes,” said the Marquis. ‘I see,” he continued, gazing upon
Madeline, whose pale countenance was expressive of terror as well
as agitation, ‘that I have disturbed you; a curiosity raised as your’s
has been, yet ungratified, is sufficient indeed to give you un-
easiness: be satisfied, however, by an assurance that the present
mystery shall perhaps, when least expected, be explained.’

The too evident uneasiness of Madeline however was not solely
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owing to the cause he imputed it to. Ignorant of her father’s con-
nexions in life, she knew not whether to consider the Marquis as a
friend or foe, and her uncertainty threw her into agony.

‘No, my Lord,” she cried, determined if possible to terminate her
suspence, ‘ 'tis not the pain of ungratified curiosity that now dis-
tresses my mind; "tis the fear’—she paused, trembled, and bent her
eyes to the ground,—* 'tis the fear’—resumed she in a few minutes,
and summoning all her courage to her aid—*that my father perhaps
may have reason to regret the discovery of his residence.’

‘Never!’ said the Marquis warmly, ‘never will he have reason to
regret my discovering it; no, never will he have reason to regret
your seeking shelter beneath the roof of Montmorenci Castle.
Accept my hand,” continued he, offering it to her, ‘accept it as a
pledge of friendship to you and to your father.’

Madeline received the proffered pledge with transport, and the
Marquis, after gently pressing her hand between his, restored her
father’s picture.

He now told he would no longer detain her from the rest she
appeared so much to require, and expressed his hopes, that *till per-
fectly recovered from the effects of her late fright and fatigue, she
would not quit the castle.

Madeline thanked him for his kind consideration about her, but
said she was pretty sure she should be able to re-commence her
journey the ensuing day.

The Marquis rung for Lafroy to reconduct her to her chamber,
and cautioned her against mentioning the conversation which had
passed between them to any one but her father.

Lafroy appeared in a few minutes, and Madeline on returning to
her chamber found the housekeeper still there, all amazement and
curiosity.

‘Well, Mademoiselle, upon my word,’ she exclaimed, the moment
Madeline entered, ‘you have had a long conversation with my
Lord.

Yes," said Madeline, who scarcely knew what she uttered, so
much was her mind engrossed by wonder,

“And pray, Mademoiselle, how do you like him?’ asked the inqui-
sitive Mrs Beatrice, :

‘Very well,’ replied Madeline, begin ning to undress in order to get
rid of her troublesome companion.

"Aye,’ said Mrs Beatrice, ‘he is even now sometimes to be liked:
in his youth there could not be a finer gentleman; he was so com-
plaisant, and one of the best dancers I ever beheld.’

She continued to extol what his Lordship had been *till Madeline
was in bed, she then bade her good-night, and desired her, when she
chose to rise, to ring for a servant.

But solitude could not calm the agitation of Madeline’s mind;
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the more she reflected on the conversation that had passed between
her and the Marquis, the more her perplexity increased; she at last,
however, endeavoured to compose herself by reflecting on the
promise she had received from him of having the mystery ex-
plained, and his assurance of friendship to her father.

‘Should that friendship,’ she cried, ‘be something more than bare
profession: should it have power to mitigate the sorrows he too
visibly labours under, for ever blessed shall I consider the hour in
which I entered Montmorenci Castle.’

Exhausted by mental as well as bodily fatigue, she at last sunk
to repose, from which she did not awaken till the morning was far
advanced: she was ready to leave her chamber ere she rung for a
servant, a maid immediately obeyed her summons, and informed
her breakfast was already prepared for her by the housekeeper.

Through a number of winding passages Madeline was conducted
to the grand staircase, which she descended to the hall. Herc she
involuntarily paused to examine the ancient ornaments surround-
ing her, which spoke of the splendour and the taste of other days:
but with the admiration they excited, was intermingled a degree of
sadness at the neglect and even desolation so every where apparent;
the shields and other war-like trophies which hung upon the stately
pillars of the hall, were covered with dust and cobwebs, the fine
historical pictures which stretched from the side of the staircase to
the ceiling, were discoloured by damp and dropping from the walls;
and a great folding door half open, discovered the inner court
strewed with rubbish, and encompassed by decaying buildings,
before which the high grass waved in rank luxuriance, unbent by
any foot.

‘How dreary, how desolate,” said Madeline to herself, ‘is this
scene: but to this state every work of man sooner or later comes:
who then should vaunt of possessions, which, like the hand that
raised them, are doomed to swift decay? Like the Poet she said,

¢ “Why dost thou build the hall, son of the winged days? Thou
lookest from thy towers to-day, yet a few years and the blast of the
desert comes; it howls in the empty court, and whistles round thy
half worn shield.”"’

The voice of Lubin roused her from her melancholy meditation.
He came to inquire whether she was able to continue her journey
that day. She immediately assured him she was, and desired him
to have the horses ready against she had breakfasted.

She was then shewn into a parlour adjoining the hall, where she
found the housekeeper waiting at the breakfast-table to receive her.
Mrs Beatrice apologized for her Lord’s not appearing, but said, for
many years past he had not risen till the day was far advanced.

Directly after breakfast Madeline bade an adieu to Montmorenci
Castle: as she did so, she requested Mrs Beatrice to present her
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sincere acknowledgments to the Marquis for the politeness and
hospitality she had reeeived beneath his roof.

Lubin would gladly have chatted as they travelled, but the mind
of Madeline was too much agitated to permit her to converse, and
he was forced to amuse himself by whistling and singing.

The nearer Madeline drew to the habitation of her father, the
more her agitation increased; all the scenes she had gone thro’
since her separation from him recurred to her memory, and she
feared his inquiries concerning them would be too minute; she
trembled lest she should discover, notwithstanding all her pre-
caution, the real state of her heart, discover that its affections were
abused, its pride mortified, its expectations disappointed ; well she
knew such a discovery would wound him to the soul.

‘And, Oh!" she eried, ‘to add sorrow to his sorrow, to increase
his misery already too oppressive, would be indeed to aggravate my
own.’

At the entrance of the valley, in which the cottage of her father
stood, she alighted and desired Lubin to lead the horses after her.

Had her mind been less disturbed than it now was, she would
have been enraptured with the lovely prospect she beheld: it was
the autumnal season, and the promise of the spring was amply ful-
filled by the luxuriance of the harvest; the grapes she had left in
embrio, were now ripened into purple clusters, and the toils of the
vintage had already commenced; a profusion of gay flowers
enameled the bright swerd of the valley, and the yellow mantle of
Ceres covered the little vales that intersected many of the hills, and
o’er the waving woods that hung upon those hills soft and solemn
tints were just beginning to steal.

Madeline reached the valley when the sun had attained its meri-
dian, an hour when the cattle lay pensively ruminating, and

The daw,
The rook and magpie, to the grey-grown oaks
That the calim village in their verdant arms
Shel’ring, embrace, direct their lazy flight ;
Where on the mingling boughs they sit embower’d
All the hot noon, "l cooler hours arise:
Fawnt, underneath, the household fowls convene
And, in a corner of the buzzing shade,
The house-dog, with the vacant grey-hound, lie
Out-streteh’d and sleepy.

‘The children of industry have had their hopes amply fulfilled,’
cried Madeline, as she cast her eyes around, ‘mine,’ she sighed, ‘mine
when I left this place, were, though different, as flattering as
their’s.’

To describe her feelings when she came in sight of her beloved
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cottage would be nnpossible: they were such as almost swelled her
heart to bursting; pain and pleasure were so intermingled, that it
would have been hard to determine which was most predominant.
Her pleasure at the idea of beholding her father was damped by
reflecting in how very different a manner she once expected to have
returned to hinmi. She stopped at the little gate which opened into
the grove, and leaned upon it, in order to try and gain some com-
posure ere she should appear before him: old Bijou, the house dog,
who lay slumbering beside it, woke at her approach, and instantly
set up a cry of joy, which denoted his perfect recollection of her; as
she patted his head, she endeavoured to quiet him, but without
effect: the noise he made disturbed Jaqueline at her work, and
excited her curiosity.

‘What is the matter, vou noisy rogue?’ said she, coming from the
cottage, ‘what possesses you, Bijou, to keep such a barking?’

She approached the gate, stopped, screamed, and retreated —
then again advanced—again retreated: at last she exclaimed

‘If vou do not wish to deprive me of my senses, you will at once
tell me whether or not you are Mademoisclle Madeline?’

‘Do you doubt your eyes,” cried Madeline, stretching out her
hand.

Jaqueline instantly pulled open the gate, but instead of taking
the proflered hand of Madeline, she clasped her arms about her, and
for some minutes by her caresses prevented her from speaking,

‘Is my father well?” at last asked Madeline, disengaging herself
from the enraptured Jaqueline,

“Yes, Mademoiselle, very well; but how did you travel? —Bless
me,” looking over the gate, and perceiving Lubin with the horses,
‘surely you did not ride?’

‘Is my father within? asked Madeline, not attending to this
question.

‘No, he is in the vineyard; I will run and inform him of your
arrival.’

‘Do not be too precipitate,’ said Madeline, ‘break it to him by
degrees for he does not expect me.’

To practise any caution, however, was totally out of the power
of Jaqueline; she flew to the vineyard; and Madeline all the way
heard her exelaiming,

‘She is come, she is come—0O, Monsieur, Mademoiselle Madeline
is come.’

Madeline entered the parlour, she sat down, and tried to compose
herself against the approaching interview; but she tried in vain.
In a few minutes she heard the voice of her father; her heart
throbbed as if it would burst her bosom: she rose, but had not
power to meet him. Pale, disordered he rushed into the room, and
Madeline sunk almost fainting into his extended arms.
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It was some time 'ere either of them could speak. Clermont at
last raised his eyes,

‘Do I again behold you, my child, my Madeline,’ he exclaimed,
‘welcome, thrice welcome to my arms.’

He held her to a distance from him; he gazed upon her; the alter-
ation in her looks seemed to strike him to the very heart: the rose
that had bloomed upon her cheek when they parted,—the lustre
that had brightened her eye was fled, and sadness had taken entire
possession of her.

‘Oh!lmy child,’ said he, looking mournfully at her, ‘I fear, I fear,
you have too bitterly lamented the death of our inestimable friend.’

Madeline burst into tears.

‘Our loss,’ resumed Clermont, ‘is great indeed, but our grief is
selfish: death to her was a removal to unutterable felicity; stem
therefore these strong emotions in pity to me, check them, remem-
ber you are my only earthly consolation, the only prop I have to
rest on.’

‘Alas!” sighed Madeline, ‘how frail a prop!’ She took his hand, she
pressed it to her lips. ‘My father,” she said, ‘be assured no effort on
my part shall be wanting to fulfil your expectations, and heaven I
doubt not will strengthen the feeble hands and calm the agitated
mind of her who prays to it for fortitude and composure to be
enabled to perform its incumbent duties.’

“Yes, my child,” cried Clermont embracing her, *heaven always
assists the virtuous.’

He now inquired to what circumstance he owed her unexpected
return, as in her last letter she had given no intimation of it.
Madeline, without entering into the particulars of her late situation
at the chateau, briefly informed him, that as soon as Monsieur
D’Alembert came to it, Madame D’Alembert wished her to leave
it, and had promised in a few days to assign her reason for that
wish.

Clermont was all astonishment; but as he could not possibly
fathom the mystery, he endeavoured to turn his thoughts from it.
Madeline was still too much agitated to be able to inform him of her
adventures at Montmorenei castle, but she determined to devote the
first minutes of returning composure to that purpose, deeming it
highly necessary for him to be acquainted with them as soon as
possible.

Her mind was a little relieved from the uneasiness that oppressed
it by finding him silent respecting de Sevignie: yet while she re-
joiced she wondered at that silence till she reflected that the
Countess had promised never to acquaint him with the renewed
attentions of de Sevignie, except they were terminated in a manner
that she knew must be pleasing to him., "

But though the Countess had kept her promise, though Clermont
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was silent respecting de Sevignie, his mind was oceupied in thinking
of him; he could not believe that the deep dejection of his daughter
was owing solely to the death of her friend, as his words, from re-
gard to her delicacy had intimated: to the disappointment of her
hopes relative to de Sevignie he was convinced it was principally
owing, and with anguish intolerable he looked upon this drooping
blossom, whose fair promise of maturity seemed now utterly at an
end.

‘But a few days ago,’ he cried to himself, ‘and, from the recollect-
ion of former calamities, I thought I could not be more wretched
than I then was: but, alas! I now find I was mistaken—now, when I
behold the sole solace of affliction, my only earthly hope, sinking
beneath a grief which seems bending her gentle head to swift decay.
Oh! gracious heaven, if my child is destined to an early grave, close
these sad eyes ’ere that destiny be accomplished.’

He wished to have the sorrows of her heart acknowledged to him;
the acknowledgment would give him a right to offer his sympathy
and counsel: and the sympathy, the counsel of a parent, might
perhaps, he thought, be efficacions. But though he wished such a
divulgement, he would not desire it, well knowing the delicacy of
the female mind, and how unwillingly it must confess a hopeless
passion.
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LAARARAAAARARAARRAAARRAARAARARRAAAS

Chapter 4

ALARRAARRARARRAARAAARA LKA RRAARAALA

Ah! happy grove, dark and secure retreal

Of sacred silence, rest’s eternal seat;

How well your cool and unfrequented shade
Suits with the chaste relirement of a maid:

Ok if kind heaven had been so much my friend,
T'o make my fate upon my choice depend,;

All my ambition I would here confine,

And only this elysium should be mine.

CLERMONT WENT OUT TO SEE THAT LUBIN WAS TAKEN
care of, thank him for the attention he had paid to Madeline, and
inquire whether he would not stop a day or two at the cottage to
rest himself; but Lubin said there was a necessity for his immediate
return to the chateau, and that after dinner he must depart: he
accordingly set out at the time he had fixed, and as he quitted the
cottage received the grateful acknowledgments of Madeline for his
care of her, and an entreaty that he would remind his lady of the
promise she had given of writing soon.

Madeline, now more composed, no longer delayed acquainting
her father of her visit to Montmorenci Castle. The instant she men-
tioned it he started, and betrayed the greatest emotion, but when
she proceeded, when she informed him of her being summoned to
the presence of the I\Iar:}uis, of the inquiries he had made concern-
ing the picture, he suddenly exelaimed with uplifted hands and
eyes,

‘Oh! Providence, how mysterious are thy ways!’

“The Marquis,” said Madeline, obeying the motion which her
father made for her to proceed, ‘the Marquis promised that when
least expeeted perhaps the mystery should be explained.—'

She paused, for at this moment she heard the trampling of horses’
feet-—she looked towards the window and saw a man alighting at
the gate, whom she immediately recollected to have seen at Mont.
morenci Castle.

" 'Tis a messenger from the Marquis,’ cried Madeline, sinking
back in her chair. Her father started up, and rushed from the room:
he met the man at the entrance of the cottage, and Madeline heard
them talking together for a few minutes, they then repaired to the
study, the door of which was directly bolted, and Madeline remained
two hours by herself in a situation that can be better conceived
than deseribed—her father then returned to the parlour pale,
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trembling, disordered;—he entered it, he spoke not to Madeline—
he seemed to have no power to speak—but he put an open letter
mto her hand. With an agitation that shook her whole frame she
cast her eves over it, and read as follows.

The sigh of repentance has at length prevailed—heaven has given
me an opportunity of making some atonement for the injustiee
I eommitted in my youth:—

Come then, son of a mueh injured and unhappy love, eome to
vour rightful home, to the arms of your father—

The lamp of life but feebly lights his eyes; hasten then, while he
has power to see—to bless vou he would add-—but that he is un-
worthy of bestowing a blessing.

Hasten, that he may sink to his grave with some degree of peaee,
at beholding his rightful heir acknowledged; at beholding an heir
hetter ealeulated than himself for supporting the honeors of

MONTMORENCI

The variety of emotions that assailed the heart of Madeline on
perusing this letter prevented all utteranee, and she stood gazing
on her father, the very image of astonishment.

“Yes,' said Clermont, at last, in a solemn voiee, ‘I am the son of
a mueh injured and unhappy woman, the rightful though long
unacknowledged heir of Montmorenei; ealled to a situation I was
always entitled to, when too late for that situation to afford me
any pleasure. So mueh am I attached to my present retirement, so
eongenial is it to my feelings, that nothing but respeet to the
memory of my mother, regard to the interest of my ehild, eould
tempt me to forego it.’

‘Heaven ean witness for me,” eried Madeline, ‘how little I desire
vou to leave it on my aceount. Oh! my father, no wealth, however
great, no rank however exalted, ean now eonfer happiness upon me.’

‘My child,’ exelaimed Clermont, elasping his arms round her, ‘do
not torture my soul by expressions whieh intimate such despond-
enee. Oh, try to alleviate my misery, a misery which no time, no
ecircumstanee ean banish from my mind, by letting me think that
you will be happy,—by letting me think that the approaching
ehange of situation will at least promote your felieity.’

“I will try, my father,” said Madeline, ‘I will try to be all you wish
me.’

‘I have no longer any reason to eonceal my former situation,’
said Clermont, ‘to-morrow therefore in our way to the Castle of
Montmorenei, I shall relate a long and affeeting story to you.’

“T'o-morrow!” cried Madeline, gasping for breath, ‘to-morrow do
we go to Montmorenei Castle?’

“Yes, replied Clermont, ‘the servant who brought me the letter
from his Lord and has just departed, informed me that a earriage
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would be here carly in the morning, to convey us thither; to-
morrow therefore I bid adicu to this eottage, in whieh I imagined
my last sigh would have been breathed; to those shadowy woods
which sereened me from an invidious world: to those lonely shades
which heard the voice of my complaining.’

Madeline was not less affected than her father at the idea of quit-
ting their retirement; the gaiety, the hopes, that would once have
rendered her delighted with the prospect that now opened to her
view, were fled, never, never she believed, to be revived.

Her father told her he meant merely to inform Jaqueline that
they were going on a visit to a friend, but as soon as they were
settled in Montmorenci Castle he intended to write to her and put
her in possession of the cottage as a reward for her long and faithful
services.

The preparations for their journey were made before they retired
to rest; Madeline, at the time she accompanied the Countess de
Merville had fortunately left some cloaths behind, and these were
now packed up for her,

In the solitude of her little chamber she gave vent to those feel-
ings which tenderness for her father made her suppress in his pre-
senee.

"Alas!’ she cried, ‘are my hopes always to be disappointed?—
must I resign the tranquillity of this cottage?—must I again launch
into a world where I experienced little else than distress and dan-
ger?—Oh! scenes dear and congenial to my soul!” she exclaimed,
as from a window she viewed the valley, now illumined by a bright
moon, ‘Oh! scenes dear and congenial to my soul, had I never left
you I had never known the reality of falshood, never been truly
unhappy.

‘I am now,” she continued, ‘about entering into a situation,
which from disappointed hope I am incapable of enjoying; a situa-
tion which will give the world claims upon me, that from the sad-
ness of my mind I shall be if not unable, at least totally unwilling
to fulfil; far better, far happier than for me to remain in an obsct-
rity, where, without strictures from others, or censures from myself,
I might act as inclination prompted.

‘But what do I say?" cried she, after a pause, ‘do I repine at a
change which restores my father to the rank he has been so long
unjustly deprived of; at a change which will give to me the means
of dispensing happiness to others. Oh! let me chase from my breast
a gricf so selfish, let me not wrap myself in sorrow and despair, and
because the blessing I desired’is not mine reject every other. Let
me not, like a froward child, dash the proffered cup of joy from my
lips, because there is not in it every ingredient I could wish. Yes,’
she proceeded, as if animated by a new spirit, ‘I will try to dispel a
gricf that enervates, that sinks me into langour, that makes me
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shrink from the idea of fulfilling the claims of society; and I make
no doubt my efforts will be suecessful, for heaven strengthens those
who wish to do right, and I shall be again, if not happy, at least
tranquil; the felicity I shall have the means of bestowing on others,
will soothe my feelings; the tears I wipe from the check of misery
will dissipate my own, and the sigh I suppress in the bosom of
affliction will prevent mine from rising.’

The entrance of Jaqueline now disturbed her, she came to make
those inquiries which the presence of Clermont had hitherto pre-
vented. :

‘Dear Mademoiselle,’ said she, sitting down by the little toilctte
as Madeline began to undréss, ‘what in the name of wonder ocea-
sioned your coming home in the sudden manner you did?’

“Nothing that ecan afford you any pleasure to hear,’ replied
Madeline, ‘I therefore request you may ask no more questions
about it.’

‘Lord, Mademoiselle, 'tis very natural to inquire about what has
surprised one so much. Well, if you had taken my advice, you would
never have gone with the Countess—I knew very well how she
would serve you; I knew there was no dependance to be placed
upon the promises of the great, and you find I was not wrong in
thinking or saying so: you see after promising you so fine a fortune,
how she has popped off without leaving you so much as a sous.’

“You hurt me extremely by talking in this way,” said Madeline,
‘I beg you may never speak again in such a manner of a person who
was my best friend, and whose sudden death alone prevented her
fulfilling her generous intentions towards me.

‘Ah! Mademoiselle, you are a good soul, and willing to excuse
every one; but people will have their own thoughts let you say
what you will. One looks so foolish now,” she continued, “for my
chief consolation during your absence was telling the neighbours of
the fine situation you had got into for life. “She has been taken,”
says L, “to one of the finest castles in Dauphine, and from thence she
is to be carried to Paris, where, no doubt, she will get a grand match
as the lady, her friend, intends to give her a very large fortune; and
as soon as she is settled in a house of her own, I am to be sent for,
cither to be her own woman, or housekeeper, "twill be at my own
option which.”’

‘And pray, Jaqueline, how came you to say such things, when
you foresaw, as you yourself acknowledge that I should be dis-
appointed by the Countess?”

Jaqueline looked confused—

‘Why, Mademoiselle,” said she, after the hesitation of a minute,
‘I was sometimes inclined to think that she might be as good as her
word.’

‘Well, Jaqueline, let this be a caution to you never agan to
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mention expectations which you are not pretty sure of having ful-
filled.’

‘Aye, Mademoiselle, we all grow wiser every day.’

She now expressed her regret at the intended departure of Cler-
mont and Madeline, and endeavoured to discover whither they were
going; but Madeline evaded her questions, and when nearly un-
drest dismissed her, highly mortified at not having had her curios-
ity gratified.

Madeline’s mind was too much agitated to permit her to rest, and
though she went to bed, she passed a restless night; towards the
dawn of day she sunk into a slumber, from which however she was
soon disturbed by Jaqueline, who came to tell her the carriage
waited. She started up and hastily began to dress,

‘Do pray, dear Mademoiselle,” said Jaqueline, ‘do pray come to
the window and look at the carriage, I dare say you never saw so
fine a one; ’tis so beautifully ornamented, and drawn by six horses,
and there are four out-riders and three postillions: dear me, it must
be a charming thing to ride in it! I dare say it belongs to a very
great man, I should certainly have inquired from the servants, but
that my master told me he would be very angry if I asked them any
questions.’ :

“Tell my father,’ said Madeline, ‘I shall be with him very soon.’

‘Yes, Mademoiselle,” replied Jaqueline, ‘and by the time you
come down the coffee will be made.’

Madeline was soon dressed and descended the stairs; but instead
of going directly to the parlour, she stole into the garden, to take
a last leave of

T'he native bowers of innocence and ease,
Seats of her youth when ev'ry charm could please.

Secarcely a spot within the garden but what reealled some happy,
some delightful hour to her mind; sueh hours as she never more
expected to experience.

O’er the trees beneath whose shelter she had so often sported in
childish gaiety, so often enjoyed a delightful retreat from the meri-
dian sun; o’er the flowers which she had planted, and with her
pencil so often amused herself by copying, she could now with
diffieulty prevent herself from weeping, and like the poet she ex-
claimed,

‘Farewel, ye flow’rs, whose buds, with early care,

I watch’d, and to the chearful sun did rear:

Who now shall bind your stems, or, when you fall,
With founiain streams your Jainting souls recall.

‘No more, my goats, shall I behold you climb,
The steepy eliffs, or crop the flowery thyme
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No more extended in the grot below,

Shall see you browzing on the mountain’s brow :
The prickly shrubs. and after on the bare,

Lean down the deep abyss and hang in air.’

A deep sigh from a little bower near her startled Madeline: she
looked towards it, and beheld her father: he came out and taking her
hand, led her into the house.

Breakfast was ready, they took some coffee and then rose to de-
part; Jaqueline eried bitterly, but Clermont comforted her by an
assurance of writing soon, and informing her where he was; he also
desired her to chuse some neighbour for a companion: with a
trembling hand he assisted his daughter into the coach, which sct
off the moment he had entered it. The deepest melancholy appeared
to have taken possession of both, and both for a considerable time
observed a profound silence.
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LAAARAAARAAARAARRAARRARARAAARAARIAS

Chapter 5

AAAALARARAAARRAAARRAAARARARRARALAA

A parent’s soft sorrows to mine led the way.

Clermont at last addressed Madeline.

‘I shall now, my love,” said he, ‘fulfil my promise, and relate
those events which tenderness made me hitherto conceal from
you.

‘In the chateau, where you enjoyed the society of one of the most
amiable of women, the early and the most happy part of my life
was passed under the protection of Count de Valdore, father to your
lamented Benefactress; I understood that I was the orphan son of
a very particular friend of his, who, though of a respectable family,
was unable to leave me any provision, and had in his last moments
recommended me to the protection of the Count. Had I been in
reality the son of the Count, he could not have paid me greater
attention than he did; neither he nor the Countess made any dis-
tinetion between me and their only child Elvira, with whom, her
age being nearly the same of mine, I was educated; the most emi-
nent masters in every branch of literature, and every elegant
accomplishment, attending us constantly at the chateau.

‘Naturally of a gay disposition, and surrounded by everything
which could add to that gaiety, I basked in the sun-shine, nor
thought of any clouds that might hereafter obscure its brightness:
indeed I had nothing to apprehend, for the Count had always
promised me an ample provision. Alas! the happiness I then enjoyed
but rendered the misery I afterwards experienced more acute; for
recollected joys always sharpen the arrows of affliction.

“The first interruption my happiness received was by the death
of the Countess, which happened when I was about eighteen; the
grief I felt for her loss was such as an affectionate son must have
felt for a tender mother, but, though poignant, it was faint to that
experienced by the Count; nobly, however, he tried to check his
own feelings, in order to appease those of his danghter and mine:
his efforts in time succeeded; but, alas! scarcely were we beginning
to regain some degree of tranquillity ere he was taken from us to
that blessedness his whole life proved him deserving of. Smothered
grief undermined his constitution, and in three months after the
death of his lady he was re-united to her in those regions where
they could never more be separated.

‘When he felt his last moments approaching, he dismissed every
one but me and Elvira from his room: we knelt on each side of the

[218]



bed, and, in the most affecting language, he conjured us to submit,
without repining, to the divine will; after he had bestowed a
solemn and tender benediction upon his daughter, such as her filial
piety deserved, he turned to me and took my hand:

‘ “My dear Lausane,” said he, for so T was called, ““I should have
died unhappy if I had not had an opportunity of thanking you for
the respect, the attention you ever paid to me and mine.”

‘I would have spoken, I would have told him how inadequate
that respect, that attention was to the care, the affection I had
experienced from him and his family, but the fullness of my heart
prevented utterance.

‘ “Had heaven spared my life,” continued he, “a little longer, I
should have disclosed to you a most important secret; it was de-
creed however that from me you should never hear if; but in a
small India box, in my cabinet, you will find a packet addressed to
you, and containing all the particulars I would have informed you
of : when you read them, you will find that without knowing mis-
fortune you have been most unfortunate; that without feeling
injury you have been most injured; but as you hope for prosperity
in this world, endless happiness in that to come, I entreat you
never rashly to resent those misfortunes, or endeavour to revenge
those injuries. Should the author of both still withhold that
justice you are entitled to, you will not find yourself under any
necessity of accepting his bounty, which in such a case would be
degrading to you, as in my will, which will be opened as soon as M.
Valdore, my daughter’s guardian arrives at the chateau, I have
made such provision for you as will enable you to hold the same
place in society you have hitherto done.”

‘T eannot deseribe the feelings excited by the words of the Count:
astonishment overwhelmed my senses, and I would not long have
delayed to seck an explanation of them, had he not died almost
immediately after he had ceased speaking.

“The confusion of the family, the grief of his daughter, who
would only listen to consolation from me, and my own affliction
then deadened my curiosity, and his interment had taken place ere
I thought of visiting the cabinet; nor perhaps should I have done
so as soon as I did, had I not found myself, the very evening after
his funeral, seated with Elvira in the room where it stood. We were
alone; for her guardian, who lived in a remote part of the kingdom,
was not yet arrived. The moment I beheld the cabinet my curiosity
was revived, and I cagerly wished to take from it the important
papers; the eyes of Elvira followed mine, and the words of her
father instantly recurred to her recollection.

*“My dear Lausane,” said she, “T am confident you must have
suffered much from the suspension of your curiosity; delay no
longer to gratify it—it may be requisite for you to be immediately
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acquanited with the secret my father spoke of; I will retire to give
you a proper opportunity of perusing the packet.”

‘“No, Elvira,’ T replied, taking her hand as she rose to with-
draw, “vou have hitherto honored me with the appellation of
brother, and heaven can witness for me I bear you the affection of
one; a brother should have no secrets from an affectionate sister:
since you therefore permit me to consider you as one, condescend
to hear the mysterious words of your father explained; they have
prepared me for a tale of distress, and if any thing can alleviate the
sorrow it may perhaps excite, it can only be the gentle sympathy
of such a friend as you are.”

‘She re-seated hersell, and tremblingly I approached and un-
locked the eabinet: the first thing I beheld within it was the India
box. I took it out, I drew back the lid, and beheld a large sealed
packet, directed in the hand-writing of the Count to me. I felt my
whole frame agitated, and could scarcely reach the sofa on which
Elvira sat.

“Many minutes elapsed ere I could summon sufficient resolution
to break the seal. I felt as if about to raise a veil which had hitherto
concealed terrific images from my view, and shuddered at the idea
of the horrors they might excite; at length I ventured to do so, and
found several sheets of small paper within the envelope, all closely
written, and in a hand entirely new to me. Elvira leant over my
shoulder, and together we began to peruse the followi ng story,’

Here Clermont paused; and, taking a manuseri pt from his
pocket, he put it into the hand of his daughter, and desired her to
read it to herself,

‘When you have finished it,’ said he, ‘T will go on with my narra-
tive.

Madeline bowed, and read as follows:

Ere those pages mect your eye, the hand that wrote them will be
crumbled into dust. Oh! my son, offspring of an unhappy and ill-
requited love, long before you peruse them, every trace, every
memorial of your unfortunate mother will be obliterated from your
mind, nor will all your efforts be able to recall to recollection the
period in which her bitter tears bedewed vour innocent cheek, in
which with happy playfulness you hid your head in her distracted
bosom:—but I run into complaints ere I assign the sad occasion
of them—1I will, if possible, be bricf.

Ere I was born, love, unhappy love, I may say, laid in some
degree the foundation of my misery. My mother, the daughter of
Count St Paul, whose family is well known for its antiquity and
pride in the Province of Normand ¥ untinctured either by the am-
bition or avarice of her parents, selected for herself at an early age
a partner whose only portion was merit, and thus disappointed the
expectations which her birth, beauty, and accomplishments had
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raised in her family; in consequence of doing so she was utterly
discarded by every member of it, her youngest brother excepted,
who had then however nothing to bestow but—assurances of
friendship.

St Foix, the descendant of a noble but reduced family, to whom
she had united herself, was in the army, and with him she launched
into the world, whose storms and distresses she had hitherto known
only by report; too soon, alas! she had a sad experience of them.

But with a noble fortitude she sustained them, not only from
tenderness to lier husband, but from a consciousness of having
drawn them upon herself. S5t Foix, however, the delirium of passion
over, and the pressure of distress cxperienced, bitterly regretted
having yielded to an affection which heightened his cares, by in-
volving the woman he adored in sorrow, and in little more than two
years after his marriage, and a few months after my birth, he fell a
vietim to his feelings. The grief of my mother may be imagined, but
cannot be deseribed, and in all probability she would soon have
sunk beneath it, had not her brother flown to her relief: an union
just then completed with an heiress of considerable fortune, gave
him the power of serving her as he wished, and he endeavoured to
calm her sorrows by assurances of being a never-failing friend to
her, and of supplying to me, to the utmost of his power, the place
of the parent I was so early deprived of. He immediately took a
small cottage, in a sequestered and romantic part of Dauphine,
for her, and settled upon her a yearly stipend, amply suflicient to
procure her all that she could want or desire in retirement.

Time and religion softened her anguish, and as I grew up, her
heart again began to be sensible of pleasure: a pleasure, however,
frequently embittered by a conviction of the unhappiness her
brother experienced in consequence of serving her; for his wife,
selfish and illiberal in her disposition, could not with any degree of
patience bear the idea of his regarding any one out of his own imme-
diate family, or of his expending on them any part of that fortune
she so frequently boasted of having given to him.

Long he withstood her solicitations to withdraw his bounty, long
opposed her inclination; but at length, tired of domestic strife, of
continual upbraidings for the intention he avowed of providing for
his niece in a manner suitable to her birth, he hinted a wish to my
mother for my retiring into a convent.

This was an unexpected blow, and one which overwhelmed my
mother, by destroying those hopes that, with the natural vanity
and partmhty of a parent, almost from my birth she had indulged,
of seeing me at some period or other happily settled, and of enjoy-
ing beneath my roof that tranqguillity which sorrow and depend-
ance had hitherto prevented her from experiencing.

With tears, with agonies which shook her frame, she conjured
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him not to deprive her of her only earthly comfort, not to entomb
her child alive, or in one short minute undo all he had hitherto
done.

Ah! my mother, well had it been for your Madeline, if your lips
had never uttered such a supplication; well had it been for her, if in
the first bloom of life, ere her heart was sufficiently expanded to
feel that tenderness which constitutes our greatest happiness or
misery, the walls of a convent had immured her from a world,
where her peace, her fame, were destined to be wrecked.

My uncle was too generous to repeat a wish which gave such
pain; he regretted ever having mentioned it, and strove to make
amends for having done so, by reiterating the most solemn assur-
ances of fulfilling the intentions he had before avowed towards me.

Thus was the storm which threatened the peace of my mother,
overblown; but, alas! the calm that succeeded it was to me of short
duration. I had scarcely attained my sixteenth year when I was
deprived of this inestimable parent. In the language of despair I
wrote to my unecle, then at Paris, to inform him of this event; and at
the same time enclosed a letter, written by my mother in her last
hours, and, which I afterwards found contained a supplication not
to permit me to enter a convent without I wished myself to do so,
and an entreaty for his protection to be continued to me.

He directly hastened to me, and used every method in his power
to sooth my sorrows; he repeated his assurances of continued kind-
ness, and declared from that period I should reside with him till
I had a proper habitation of my own to go to.

I accordingly accompanied him to Paris; and here, in all prob-
ability, the sadness of my heart might soon have been diverted by
the novelty of every thing I saw, had I met with any of that
tenderness I had always been accustomed to; but the most chilling
coldness, or else the most contemptuous disdain, was the treatment
I received from my aunt and her family. My unele, in order to try
and prevent my mind from dwelling on it, insisted on my being
taken to all the places they frequented; but this, instead of alleviat-
ing, rather aggravated my misery, for my aunt soon took it into her
head that I was a rival to her daughters. A year I dragged on in a
state of wretchedness, which no language could justly express: at
the expiration of that period, worn out with ill treatment, and
agonized by beholding my benevolent protector in continual dis-
quietude on my account, I determined, with a kind of de'sperate
resolution, to terminate that disquietude and my indignities, by
retiring to a cloister: but how impossible is it to express the pangs
with which I formed and announced this resolution: yet what, you
will say, could have occasioned those pangs? surely not the idea of
renouncing a world which contained no tender friend to supply
the place of the one I had lost?—
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Alas! it then contained a being dearer to me than life itself:—
St Julian, the Marquis of Montmorenci’s son, visited at my uncle’s,
and had not long been known ere he was beloved ! Those who knew
him could not have wondered at my sudden attachment; every
virtue, every grace which ennobles and adorns humanity he ap-
peared to possess. Oh! St Julian, Heaven surely endowed you with
every virtue; for candour and benevolence sat upon your coun-
tenance, and it was only an improper education, or pernicious
company that rendered you deceitful, and led you to betray the
unsuspicious heart, which reposed upon you for happiness.

Secretly Iindulged my passion, yet without the smallest hope of
having it returned ; for though a soft beam from the eye of St Julian
sometimes tempted me to think I was not utterly indifferent to
him, I never had reason to imagine he thought seriously about me;
but, notwithstanding my hopelessness respecting him, so great, so
exquisite was the pleasure I derived from seeing, from listening to
him, that the idea of foregoing it was infinitely more painful to me
than that of death.

My uncle heard my determination of retiring to a cloister with a
satisfaction which he could not disguise, though he attempted it;
and my aunt and her children with evident delight: generous to the
last, my uncle left me free to chuse a convent—I accordingly fixed
on one, with which I was well acquainted, near the habitation
where alone I had been happy.

Immediate preparations were made for my removal, and in a
few days after I had avowed my intention of quitting it, I was
hurried from my uncle’s house.

Accompanied by an old female domestic, I commenced my
journey ; what I suffered on doing so I shall not attempt to describe.
I felt like a wretch going into a gloomy exile, where the features, the
voice he loved, would never more charm his eye, or sooth his ear.

At a late hour we stopped for the night. As soon as my eompanion
had retired to her chamber, I locked myself up in mine, and gave
way to the agonies of my soul. In the midst of my lamentations I
was startled by a tap at the chamber-door; I listened attentively,
‘and heard it repeated, and at the same time my name pronounced
in a low voice. Still more surprised, I hastily unlocked the door, and
beheld—ah! gracious Heaven! what were the feelings of that mo-
ment, St Julian!—I involuntarily receded, and sunk half fainting
upon a chair. The words, the tenderness of St Julian soon revived
me, and brought me to a perfect sense of my happiness; he im-
plored my pardon for the agitation he had caused me.

He had loved me, he declared, almost from the first moment he
beheld me, and would at once have divulged his passion, had he
not feared its being then discovered to my aunt, whose malice he
knew would betray him to his father; he had therefore determined,
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if he beheld no chance of losing me, to conceal it till the expecta-
tions he entertained of a splendid independence at the death of a
very old relative were realized, and he consequently secured from
suffering any pecuniary distress through the displeasure of his
father, which he could not deny his thinking would follow the dis-
closure of our union.

My sudden resolution (he proceeded to say) had been concealed
from him till I had quitted my uncle’s; with difficulty on hearing
it he could hide his emotions, and almost instantly pursued me,
trembling lest I should be lost to him for ever.

He now implored me to consent to a private union, and put my-
self immediately under his protection, solemnly assuring me, that
the moment he could acknowledge me as his wife, without involv-
ing me in distress, with equal pride and pleasure he would do so.

You may well believe I did not, could not resist his supplications:
—=a carriage and confidential servants were in waiting, and we
directly set out for Paris, which we reached at the dawn of day,
and, stopping at the first church we came to, were united.

St Julian then took lodgings for me in a retired part of the town,
under a feigned name, passing himself for a secretary to a man of
consequence, and unable, from his situation, to be always with me.

I had now no drawback on my felicity but that which proceeded
from sorrow at my mother’s not being alive to witness it, and
uneasiness at the disquiet, which I learned from St Julian, who still
continued to visit at his house, my uncle felt on my account, not
being able to form the slightest conjecture of what had becorne of
me: Perfect happiness, however, I knew was unattainable in this
world, and as the best proof of my gratitude to Heaven for that
portion which I enjoyed, I sedulously endeavoured to repel the
sigh of regret that sometimes involuntarily heaved my bosom.

Before the expiration of a year you were born. Oh! with what
rapture did I receive you to my arms! with what delight did I pre-
sent you to your father! and, with mingled emotions of tenderness
and pleasure, beheld the tear which stole down his cheek, as I en-
deavoured in your infant features to discover a resemblance to his.

I had now attained my summit of felicity ; and my sun was sgon
to set in misery and despair.

Soon after your birth, the visits of your father became less fre-
quent; he did not assign any reason for their being so, nor did I
inquire; for suspicion was a stranger to my breast; my faith was
unbounded, great, and firm as my love: and while T wept his ab-
sence I ever hailed his presence with a smile.

At length a long spacc ensued in which I did not behold him; my
spirits involuntarily drooped, and with them my health declined;
yet, notwithstanding my sufferings, the moment I again saw him,
I thought myself amply rewarded for them.
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The pleasure, however, which filled my heart on his entering my
chamber, was quickly damped by the coldness of his manner: he
scarcely returned my caresses, or noticed you.

“Well, Madeline,’ said he, seating himself at a distance from me,
‘I trust you have been well and happy since I last saw you.’

“As well and happy,” I replied, looking at him with that tender-
ness which my heart experienced, ‘as I could be without the society
which constitutes my chief felicity.’

"Ah! Madeline,” eried he, ‘I trust when you mix more in the
world, you will be able to enjoy felicity without that society.’

‘Could the world,” said I, *produce any change in my present
sentiments, I should wish for ever to be secluded from it

He arose and approached me.

‘I eame, Madeline,” said he, ‘with a hope of receiving proofs of
your good sense instead of your tenderness; do not interrupt me,’
continued he, seeing me about to speak, ‘listen attentively to what
I am about saying:

*All hopes of an independence are terminated by my uncle, who
died some days ago, bequeathing the whole of his property to a
religious house; I am thercfore entirely at the merey of my father;
consequently to disclose our marriage would be to involve me in
certain ruin, as I am econvineed no supplications, no entreaties
would ever prevail upon him to pardon so imprudent a step; ’tis
absolutely necessary therefore that we should conceal it for ever.)

‘For ever!’ repeated I, ‘gracious Heaven! would it not be better
for you at once to avow it, than to be teased with continual impor-
tunities (which must be the case) to form another connexion.’

“I will not deny, Madeline,” said he, ‘that it is not my intention
to be deaf to such importunities: as our marriage is a profound
secret, I mean it never shall be known: that from henceforth we
shall be strangers to each other, and each again enter the world
free to make another choice.’

Good heavens! what words were thosc for a wife, for a mother to
hear!-—The blood run cold through my veins, and for some time
the faculties of specch were ﬁuﬁpende{i

‘Have I lived,’ I at length exclaimed, ‘have I lived to hear the
husband I adore declare his intention of disowning me? Have I lived
to hear St Julian avow his design of branding his child with infamy?’

‘Do not, Madeline,’ said he, ‘with the weakness peeuliar to your
sex, run into complaints at once unjust and unavailing; when you
mix more in the world, and have opportunities of comparing my
conduct with that of others, you will then be convinced that it is
not quite so base or cruel as you now imagine; you will then see
numbers of yvour sex, perhaps as amiable as yourself, cruelly for-
saken after the first ardour of passion is extinguished, instead of
which you will find yourself, if your obstinacy does not counteract
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my intentions, in possession of an ample provision, with which you
can retire to some other part of France, where you are not known,
and there, passing yourself as a widow, bring up your son, and,
perhaps, make another choice more calculated than your present
one to render you happy.’

My heart felt bursting; but I strove to repress the grief, the
indignation with which it lahoured.

‘No, St Julian,’ said I, in a solemn voice, ‘never will I enter the
road of infamy vou have marked out for me to take; I am your
wife, nor shall any power but that, whose mandate we must all
obey, make me give up my claims. What! did you snatch me from
the altar of my God, from the dwelling of piety and peace, but to
plunge me into guilt and misery?’

‘Madeline,” eried he, ‘be wise, nor mar my good intentions to-
wards you by useless endeavours to support claims, which I am
determined to deny; tis impossible, you know, for you to prove
your marriage; there were, you may recollect, no witnesses to it,
and with the name of the priest who performed the ceremony you
are unacquainted.’

Alas! those were truths which could not be controverted, and
destitute as I was of any friend to interfere in my behalf, my uncle
having paid the last sad debt of nature some wecks before, 1 saw
no means of escaping the fate he doomed me to. I wept, Iupbraided,
I supplicated. but all without effect; and I was soon convinced that
every spark of his former affection was extinguished, and that some
dangerous rival had taken entire possession of his heart.

Agonized by this conviction, I might perhaps have silently sub-
mitted to his wishes, assured that his name, without his regard,
could give me no happiness, had I not considered that with his
unhappy mother the son of St Julian must also sink; maternal
tenderness urged me therefore to make some effort to counteract
his eruel and unjust intentions.

I accordingly formed the resolution of flying to Dauphine, to
throw myself at the feet of his father, and implore his protection
for the deserted wife and offspring of his son. Alas! it was a resolu-
tion which despair and ignorance of the world only could have
prompted; for a heart occupied by avarice and ambition, as was
the Marquis’s, is ever dead to the nobler softer claims of justice
and humanity.

As St_J ulian departed, he told me he would give me a day or two
to consider of what he had said; if at the expiration of that time he
found me inclined to accede to his wishes, he would at once secure
to me the provision he had promised; but if, on the contrary, he
found me still inclined to dispute them, he would, without farther
hesitation abandon me to a world which would laugh at all the
allegations I could make against him.
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I saw no time was to be lost; the moment therefore he had left
me I stole from the house, and hired a carriage, which I ordered to
meet me at an early hour, the next morning, at the end of the
strect. Faint, trembling, opprest with a thousand horrors, I com-
menced my journey with you in my arms.

Fearful of being pursued, I made the driver, as night approached,
turn into an obscure village, some leagues from the road. Here a
violent illness, brought on by the dreadful agitation I suffered,
detained me two days, and when I recommenced my journey, I was
more dead than alive.

Oh! how impossible to describe the emotions which shook my
frame as I approached the mansion of Montmorenci; as I stopped
before those gates which I once hoped I should have entered as the
acknowledged wife of St Julian! for many minutes my feelings pre-
vented my deelaring to the astonished domestics the purport of my
visit: at length I summoned sufficient resolution to desire to be
shewn into the presence of their Lord. I drew near his apartment
more like an unhappy criminal about depreeating vengcanee, than
an injured sufferer going to implore justice: the moment I beheld
his eountenance, where pride and sternness only were visible, the
faint hope of obtaining his protection, which had hitherto cheered
my heart, died away; like the drowning wretch, however, grasping
at every straw, I determined to essay every thing which had a
chance of procuring me relief—I therefore cast myself at his feet,
‘and poured forth my sorrows; but scarcely had I concluded my
sad tale, scarcely had I raised my tearful eyes to his to try if I
could perceive one gleam of pity in them, cre a door burst open,
and St Julian entered. He entered with a eountenance inflamed by
rage and every direful passion. Oh! had a dagger picrced my breast
I could not have suffered greater agonies than I experienced when I
beheld those eyes which had once beamed unutterable tenderness,
now darting the keenest glanees of resentment on me.

“You sce, my Lord,” said he, addressing his father, ‘that I was
not mistaken with regard to this unhappy woman. I was well con-
vinced of the lengths her artifice and ambition would carry her.’

‘Such artifice in one so young is really astonishing,’ replied the
Marquis, ‘and renders it absolutely neeessary that we should pre-
vent her having another opportunity of trying to deceive.’

I attempted to speak, but was interrupted by St Julian, who
directly called in two servants, and ordered them to bear me to a
remote apartment. Thither, shricking with despair, and with you
in my arms, I was earried and locked in. A kind of madness seized
me—I could not weep—I could not speak—by cries, by groans I
could alone express my misery.

Night approached ere any one came near me; a yvoung female then
appeared—I merely cast a glance at her, and then averted my eves,
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as a trembling wretch would have done from his executioner; for
every heart in the mansion of Montmorenci I fancied steeled against
me. She came to me and entreated me to take some refreshment.

Surprised by the entreaty, and by the gentleness with which it
was delivered, I looked at her, and beheld a tear stealing down her
cheek; it was a sacred tear, which pity had engendered, and
operated more powerfully in calming the violence of my feeling
than any arguments could have done. Oh! how sweet, how sooth-
ing, when we believe ourselves utterly abandoned, utterly friend-
less, to be surprised by finding a heart that compassionates us!—

My tears immediately began to flow, the fever in my brain
abated, and I stretched out my hand to press her's to my bosom.:

“Alas! unhappy lady,” she exclaimed, ‘I pity you from my soul,
and wish it was in my power to save you from the fate that awaits
you.’ :

‘What fate?’ cried I, gazing on her; ‘have they planned my
death? Ah! no—they would not be so merciful as to terminate the
anguish they have inflicted.’

‘About the middle of to-night,” said she, ‘they mean to put you
into a carriage, and send vou to a house of penitents near Paris,
where you will for ever be confined from the world, and separated
from your son.’

—Horror for some time took from me the power of speech.

‘Oh! St Julian,’ I at length exclaimed, ‘is this the fate you have
decreed for Madeline?—1Is this the destiny you have doomed lier
to, whom but a few short months ago you wooed to your arms with
vows of never-changing love?—Oh, never let my sex again confide
m man!—Oh, never more let them gaze with pleasure upon the
beam of tenderness, nor listen with delight to the language of
lovel'—

On my knees I implored my informer to assist me to escape.

‘Not on my own account,’ eried I, ‘do I plead; stripes, dungeons,
or perpetual imprisonment, could give little pain to her who has
experienced the so much greater pain of being deserted by the man
she loves; but on the account of him, who, if deprived of me,
would surely be deprived of his only earthly friend; for those who
exercised such unprecedented ¢ruelty upon his mother, would no
doubt but ill protect his helpless youth: By the God, then, which
you worship; by that heaven which you hope to attain, assist me
to fly with my son to some solitary gloom, where I may rear his
youth with tenderness, or see him, while unconscious of calamity,
laid within his grave.’ x

She raised me, and told me, if T would be calm, and thought I
could brave the horrors of travelling through lonely woods at such
an hour as the present, she would try to assist me in escaping. I
gave her every assurance she desired, and she lost no time in con-
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ducting me down a flight of back stairs terminated by a door that
opened into the forest. I gave her, at parting, almost all I had to
bestow, my thanks, and put a little fancy ring upon her finger to
bring mc sometimes to her mind, and make her now and then offer
up a prayer for me and my babe.

My mind was too much disturbed to suffer me to arrange any
plan for my future destiny: all I could think of was to seek some
lonely cottage, where I might sequester myself till the heat of that
pursuit, which I supposed would be made after me, should be over.

Without knowing whither I went, or how far I had wandered, I
found myself, as if instinct had guided me thither, about the middle
of the night as well as I could conjecture, the hour which was to
have borne me to endless confinement, near the habitation where I
had resided with my mother, and which, since her death, had been
unoccupied. Gently the moon dispensed her silvery light, and gave
a perfect view of all the dear and lovely scenes of early youth: Oh!
how agonizing were my feelings as I contrasted my present misery
with the happiness I had enjoyed amongst them a happiness of
which, like a bright vision, no trace remained but in my memory:
—Oh! how excruciating my pangs as I gazed upon the cottage
where I had experienced the care, the tenderness of a parent, and
reflected that I was now a wretch forlorn, without one friend to
protect me, without any covering for my head but the canopy of
heaven, without any pillow to repose it on but the cold sod; nothing
but religion, which had been early and strongly implanted in my
mind, could have prevented my raising the hand of despair against
a life, which from being no longer valuable to others, was hateful
to myself.

‘But I will not,’ said I, ‘I will not, by any act of rashness forfeit
that heaven, where only I can be recompensed for my sorrows.’

Exhausted by my sufferings, I threw myself upon the ground,
and as I lulled you upon my bosom, sleep insensibly stole upon me.

The horror of my waking thoughts tinctured my sleeping ones,
and I suddenly awoke in terror: as I started from the ground I be-
held a lady and gentleman standing by me, for the morning was far
advanced; I gazed upon them wildly, and in the features of the
female at length recognized those of the Countess de Valdore, who
had married a few months previous to my mother’s death, and
with whom, from having resided both before and after her union
near our cottage, I was well acquainted; she expressed the utmost
astonishment at the situation in which she had discovered me, and
with a degree of pity that quite overcame me: for as a profusion
of viands will overpower the famished wretch, so will unexpected
compassion the sad heart that has deemed itself utterly abandoned.

A total weakness seized me, and I could only answer her inquiries
with my tears. She seated herself on the ground, and supported my
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head on her lap, while the Count hastened to the chateau for a
carriage to convey me thither. There I lay a weck before I had
power to disclose my unhappy story; when I concluded I had the
comfort of finding I had secured two friends for my child, who would
never desert him; and this comfort was surely requisite to save me
from distraction, for I now learned that St Julian had been married
four months to the rich and beautiful heiress of Charette.

‘To attempt now, therefore, to redress your wrongs, would be
unavailing,” said the Count; ‘whilst St Julian is intoxicated with
love and the attainment of his wishes, any effort to do so would in
all probability expose you to his vengeance, and perhaps occasion
your final separation from your son: we must therefore leave him
to the workings of conscience; though sometimes slow, it is always
sure in its operations, and will yet raise its scorpion stings within
his breast.’

With his amiable Countess the Count united in assurances of
friendship and protection; the Countess told me of the high esteem
and regard she had always felt for me, and that at the death of my
mother both she and the Count would gladly have offered me an
asylum in their house, had they not naturally supposed I preferred
my uncle’s; from the period of my quitting Dauphine, she had
never heard concerning me.

‘Had I sooner known your fate,” she said, ‘T should sooner have
tried to alleviate it.’

Certain that St Julian would make diligent search after me, in
order to try and get me into his power, which if he once discovered
me, it would be impossible to prevent his doing, from his having
represented me as an artful woman, who had seduced his youth
and endeavoured to ruin his character; it was deemed expedient
that I should in future be secluded from the world: for such a pur-
pose no place appeared so eligible as the deserted monastery in the
valley; thither T was accordingly conveyed without the knowledge
of any of the family but a confidential servant of the Countess, A
few months after my retirement, I resigned you to the arms of my
friend, for the purpose of having you conveyed to her liouse, as the
orphan of an esteemed acquaintance of her Lords.

Two years have elapsed since that period, during which I have
heard of 5t Julian’s attaining his paternal title, of his having a son,
born to his wishes, and of his leading a life of unbounded gaiety and
pleasure—Ah! how different from the one he has doomed me to!

The attentions of the Count and Countess have been unremitted;
could kindness, could compassion have healed the wounds of my
heart, they would long since have been closed,

In their visits to me you are often brought:—Ah! how does my
breast heave with mingled pain and pleasure as I clasp you to it,
and hear your lisping accents. Fair is the promise of your infaney,
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but never, my son, will your unfortunate mother sec it fulfilled;
affliction has undermined my health, I daily, hourly grow weaker;
I fade like an early flower, o’er which the desolating blast has past,
ere half its beauties are expanded; and long, long before the blos-
soms of your youth are blown, I shall be laid within my cold grave.

From that grave, as you peruse this narrative, Oh! think the
spirit of your mother speaks, and charges you to attend to the
advice which it contains—charges you never, in resentment for her
wrongs, to forget the respect due to your father; she wishes you to
plead for your rights, to vindicate her character, and prove to the
world, that the descendant of St Paul, the daughter of St Foix,
never disgraced the noble families from which she sprung, but she
wishes you to plead with calmness, and, if unsuceessful, to be re-
signed.

She also charges you, if only acknowledged as the son of an illicit
love, to fly from any overtures of kindness which may be made you.

The Count and Countess de Valdore have promised never to
withdraw their protection. Generous pair! may Heaven recom-
pense their kindness to me and mine.

They have also promised, ere they put this narrative into your
hands, to prepare you in some degree for my unfortunate story : Sad
and painful has been my task in writing it—Oh! agonizing in the
extreme to divulge to my son the crimes of his father.

Oh! St Julian, beloved, though perjured from every mortal eye,
I would have concealed those crimes, had not justice to your child
compelled me to disclose them.

Farewell, my boy—my child, farewell! I leave you all I have to
bestow, my blessing—may your conduct ever entitle you to that of
Heaven, may your mind be fair as your person, may your heart
ever glow with fervour in the cause of virtue, and your hand never
lie idle by your side when misery or innocence call for assistance!

1In happy ignorance and childish gaiety often perhaps will your
light steps bound o’er the sod which covers my remains; but the
period I trust will arrive when tenderness and sensibility shall
guide you to it, to drop a tear to the memory of her whose last
prayer will be breathed for your felicity, to bedew with the sacred
drops of filial affection the grave of your mother.

MADELINE ST JULIAN

The tears of Madeline fell as she perused the narrative of her
unfortunate grandmother, which (too much affected by it to speak),
she returned in silence to her father.

“You can better conceive than I can describe,’ said he, ‘the fecl-
ings I experienced on perusing this story. I wept for my mother, I
blushed for my father, and my heart was divided between affliction
and resentment.
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*With the natural impetuosity of youth, I determined not to let
another day elapse without pleading for those rights which I had
been so long and so unjustly deprived of; but convinced that my
agitation would not permit me to plead for them in person, as I
could wish, I resolved on sending a letter by a special messenger to
the castle of Montmorenci, where I knew my father resided, declar-
ing the late discovery of my birth, and the manner in which I had
been protected from the distresses his desertion had ez:posed me to.

‘I accordingly withdrew from Elvira as soon as I was sufficiently
composed to pen my letter, which I did in the most respectiul yet
energetic manner, and enclosed within it a small miniature of my-
self, drawn by the Countess de Valdore’s desire a few months pre-
vious to her death, along with her daughter’s, for the purpose of
ornamenting a cabinet, whence I now received it from Elvira: I sent
it with a hope that it might perhaps, by recalling to his memory
some feature of the woman he had injured, and once tenderly loved,
soften his mind in my favour, and incline him to do me justice.

‘My sufferings till the return of my messenger mock description.
At his first appearance I flew with breathless haste to meet him.
“The Marquis of Montmorenei,” he said, “was too ill to answer my
letter, but he desired me without delay to repair to his castle.”

‘Oh! gracious Heaven, how rapturous were the feelings of that
moment!—I could not doubt but that he desired to see me for the
purpose of blessing, of acknowledging me as his son, of vindicating
the fame of my injured mother.

‘Elvira thought as I did; and while a tear of regret for my in-
tended departure strayed down her cheek, congratulated me in the
most fervent manner on the prospect there appeared of having my
wishes realized.

‘I set out unattended for the mansion of my father, which I
entered, though with hope, with emotions that shook my frame;
the domestics were prepared to receive me, and immediately con-
ducted me to the apartment where their Lord lay, apparently much
indisposed, and exhibiting but the ruin of those graces which had
captivated the too susceptible heart of my mother.

‘Trembling I approached, and knelt before him, supplicating by
my looks his blessing.

* “With pleasure,’” said he, extending his hand, “I acknowledge
you as my son; to disown you never was my intention.”

‘I pressed his hand to my lips, but could not speak; the reception
I met with, the idea of being able to vindicate the fame of my
mother, quite overpowered me. Alas! short was the duration of my
joy.

* “Rise,” continued my father, “I have much to say; but ere I
proceed, let me,” looking as he spoke towards a young man who
sat at some distance from the couch, and whom my agitation had
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hitherto prevented me from noticing, “let me present you to the
Count St Julian, who has kindly promised to consider you as a
brother.”

‘Surprise, intermingled with indignation pervaded my heart, on
hearing the Marquis address another person by the title to which
alone I had a right. I suppressed those feelings however from a hope
that an explanation would ensue, which should appease them.

““Chance,” proceeded my father, “made him acquainted with
your story: During a late illness, from which I am now but barely
recovered, I ordered every letter or message which came to me to'be
delivered to him-—consequently your’s fell into his hands; I there-
fore deemed it requisite that he should be present at our interview,
deemed it an absolute duty to him, his mother, and myself, that
he should, whilst he heard me acknowledge you as my son, solemnly
disacknowledge you as the heir of Montmorenci; no ties but those
of love ever existed between your mother and me, and if you have
been credulous enough to give implicit credit to the artful tale she
fabricated, all my schemes in your favour must be defeated :—Be
wise, study your own interest, declare your total renunciation of
your chimerical claims, and ensure my kindness and protection.”

““Never, my Lord,” eried I; “if your kindness and protection
can only be acquired by stigmatizing the character of my mother,
and degrading myself, the son of Madeline St Foix will never con-
sent to be called the child of infamy; my opinion of her veracity is
unalterable, and though I may not be able to support, I never will
renounce my claims.”

* “Then you must for ever be an alien to me,’ said the Marquis.
“Go,” he continued, with an agitated voice and a countenance in-
flamed by resentment, “go, lest you should tempt me to curse the
hour in which you were born.”

‘With difficulty I suppressed the feelings which swelled my heart
almost to bursting, but I determined not to forget that the author
of my injuries was also the author of my being.

‘I directly left the castle, and set out for the mansion which had
fostered my helpless infancy. Ah! how different was the situation
of my mind now from what it had been when I journeyed from it!
—On entering it a servant informed me that M. de Valdore was
arrived. I was too much disturbed to think of then paying my
compliments to him, but I desired to be shewn directly to Lady
Elvira. Her tenderness, said I to myself, will soften the bitterness of
disappointment; her gentleness will sooth the perturbations of my
soul.

‘I found her alone and in the deepest dejection. She started with
astonishment at my unexpected appearance, and her eyes instantly
brightened with pleasure; a brightness, however, which quickly
vanished on surveying my countenance.
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**My dear Lausane,” said she, extending her hand, “‘what mean
those looks?™

““Ah! my Elvira,” eried I; “do they not render language un-
necessary 7—do they not tell you that my hopes were too sanguine?
—that I have returned without finding the father I expected?””

““Good Heaven!” said she, bursting into tears, “‘vou overwhelm
me with misery.—Oh! Lausane, what will become of you?”

* “Do not, my dear Elvira,” cried I, “aggravate my feelings, by
giving way to your’s. My situation is not desperate!—Reflect that
the bounty of your noble parents secured me from experiencing any
pecuniary distress through the desertion of my father.”

¢ “Oh! Lausane,” exclaimed she in an agony, “‘you are mistaken.
M. de Valdore, who reached the chateau soon after you had left it,
immediately opened the will of my father, in which your name was
no where visible: this, I am convinced, unintentional omission,
would give me little concern, could I immediately do what I know
my father meant to have done for you; but M. de Valdore, without
whose consent I cannot aet, appears too selfish and illiberal to let
me hope he will permit me to follow my wishes. Surely, surely my
father was deceived with respect to the disposition of his relative,
or he never would have chosen such a guardian for his Elvira;
already he has told me, that if you returned to the castle, he would
not suffer you to continue in it; views respecting me and his son,
have, I am confident, inspired this resolution ; he wishes an alliance
to take place between us, and thinks that if you remained herc, you
might perhaps defeat those wishes: but I will kneel, I will suppli-
cate him to drop the determination he has avowed; should he,
however, have the cruelty to persevere in it, I can give you jewels
of sufficient value to support you in the stile of life you have
hitherto been accustomed to, till I am of age, when the doors of
Elvira’s mansion shall be again opened with delight to the adopted
son of her parents, the friend of her youth, the brother of her heart.”

‘Sad, silent, overwhelmed with misery, I listened to Elvira; her
words gave the final stroke to my happiness; all the horrors of de-
pendance stared me in the face, and ere she had ceased to speak, I
had determined on ending the life upon which they secemed entailed.

““Formed for domestic comforts,” said T within myself, “such
comforts as my situation precludes my enjoying, life without them
would be a burthen. I will not, therefore, toil to support an existence
valueless to me; I will not enter a world where I have no relative to
guide, no friend to sooth me; where I might meet such men as the
Marquis of Montmorenci and M. de Valdore; I will go to the mansion
from which I am exiled, and gratify its master by destroying, per-
haps in his presence, the being he detests.

‘A kind of gloomy composure took possession of me from the
moment I had conceived my fatal resolution. I made no comments
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to Elvira upon the conduet of her guardian; I attempted not to
dissuade her from pleading to him in my favour, but pretending
fatigue, I said I would retire for a little while to my chamber.

‘As soon as I entered it, fearful of myself, fearful that my resolu-
tion would be shaken if T allowed myself a moment’s thought, I put
into my bosom a dagger, the gift of my late departed benefactor,
and stealing out, bid, as I then thought, a last adieu to my hitherto
happy home. I flew rather than walked, and about sun-set found
myself in the gloomiest part of the forest of Montmorenei, and
within view of the castle. Exhausted by fatigue and agitation, I
threw myself upon the ground: it was a fine summer evening, and
the beauty and serenity of nature formed a melancholy contrast to
the horror and agony of my mind; the hour recalled a thousand
tender images to my memory, a thousand happy scenes in which
I had been engaged with the beloved protectors of my youth.

¢ “Oh! joys departed!” T exclaimed, “how bitter is your reeollec-
tion!—but, for the last time, it now wrings my heart; to-morrow
I shall be insensible of pain or pleasure.—Oh! sun,” I eried, raising
my eyes to that resplendent orb, which in majestic glory was re-
tiring from the world, *never more will thy bright beams give me
joy or vigour; ere they again visit the earth, I shall be cold and
inanimate as the sod on which I now rest. Father of mercies!” I
proceeded, raising myself on my knees, “to thee I fly. I am forlorn,
I am an outcast, where then but in thy bosom can I expect comfort
or protection? Forgive me then, forgive me, for appearing in thy
presence unsummoned; and, Oh! should the eye of a father behold
my remains, behold them with compunction, let, I implore thee,
that compunetion extenuate his errors, nor suffer the blood I shed
to rest upon his head.”

‘I attempted to raise the dagger to my heart, but felt at the
instant my arm seized. Astonished, I looked round, and beheld him
who was unjustly stiled St Julian.

‘I rose, and tried but in vain, to disengage myself from him—
rage took immediate possession of my soul.

¢ “Release me,” eried I, “directly, lest passion should endue me
with double strength, and tempt me to raise that hand against your
breast which now I only wish to turn against my own.”

¢ “YVour threats are in vain,’” said he; “TI will not release you till
you assure me you have dropped your present dreadful intentions
—till you assure me that you will have mercy upon your own soul.
—Oh! kneel and deprecate the vengeance of heaven, for having
thought of disobeying its most sacred injunctions, for having
doubted its promises of protection, and despairingly determined
on destroying what, as it gave, so only it should take.”

“ “Phe acknowledged heir of Montmorenci, the son of tenderness
and prosperity,” cried I, “may preach against a crime which he
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beholds no prospect of ever being tempted to commit; but were our
situations reversed, was he, like me, an outeast, an exile from the
house that should have sheltered and protected him, he would, like
me, perhaps gladly resign a being valueless to himself from being
so to others.”

* “To more strength of mind, more firmness than other men,”
said he, “I do not pretend; but still I humbly trust that in the very
depth of misery the sacred sentiments of religion I have imbibed
would guard me against an act which would for ever close the doors
of happiness against me. You shall not,” he continued, “throw me
from you; I will save, I will serve you—we are brothers, suffer us
to be friends. My heart conceived a partiality for you the first
moment I beheld you, and I should then have declared it, had I
thought its disclosure would have been pleasing to you.”

‘T will not, my love,” proceeded Clermont, after a short pause,
‘dwell longer upon a scene which I perceive has already inspired
you with horror; suffice it to say I was not able to resist his kind-
nesses, which, from being unexpected, had a double effect; his
gentleness allayed the stormy passions of my soul, his arguments
convinced me of the enormity of the crime I had been about com-
mitting, and I dropped the instrument of intended destruction to
clasp his hand to a breast which heaved with strong emotion, for-
getting in that moment that he was the usurper of my rights.

‘Ah! had he been convinced he was the usurper of them, I am
confident he would, without hesitation, have withdrawn from the
place I should have filled; but the artful tale of the Marquis of
Montmorenci completely deceived him: and while his generous heart
acknowledged me as his brother, he considered me as the illegiti-
mate son of his father.

‘From the hour our friendship commenced I determined never
more to mention the painful subject of my mother’s wrongs and
mine. But ere I would accept his offers of assistance, T made him
assure me that his own feelings alone prompted him to serve me,
solemnly vowing within my mind never through any hands, or by
any means, to receive any mark of kindness from my father, except
acknowledged by him in the light T wished.

'St Julian (for so T now called him, though my heart swelled as
I did so), informed me that in a few days he was going to Ttaly, and
asked me to accompany him thither. This I gladly consented to do,
and, in the interim he said he would bring me to the house of a
cottager, where I might be secretly lodged: “And ere we return to
France,” continued he, “we may think of some plan for your future
establishment in life,”

‘Ere I commenced my journey, I wrote to Elvira, acquainting
her of the friend I had gained, and imploring her forgiveness for
quitting her house in the abrupt manner I had done, carefully
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concealing, however, the motive which had prompted me to
do so.

‘St Julian mformed me, that his present excursion was merely
for pleasure, as he had already made the tour of Europe.

‘I shall pass over the admiration, the enthusiastic delight, which
pervaded my mind as I ascended the Alps, and viewed nature in
some of her most sublime forms.

‘On the evening of the first day’s journey St Julian told me he
meant to pass the night at the habitation of a very particular friend
of his.

¢ “Some months ago,”” said he, “as I was returning from Italy to
France, I was severely hurt near his house by the overturning of
my carriage, and from him, to whom I was then a total stranger,
reeeived every attention which politeness or humanity could dic-
tate. I should therefore deem myself highly ungrateful if I could
think of passing his door without paying him my respects.

‘*He is a foreigner, far advanced in life; a man of distinction,
but unfortunate. Of the troubles which some years back agitated
England, and its sister kingdom, I dare say you have heard. Lord
Dunlere (so my friend is stiled) was one of the most faithful and
zealous supporters of James the Second, and in consequence of his
attachment to that unhappy Prince, became an exile from his
native country, Ireland, and lost a considerable property in it:—
with all he could preserve, a small pittance, he retired to the obscu-
rity of these mountains, where, with two daughters, and a few
affectionate followers, he lives a life of peaceful retirement, looking
back on the world he has left without regret, and forward to the
one to come with every hope of felicity.

« &g impossible to give you any adequate idea of the benevol-
ence of his disposition, the urbanity, the cheerfulness of his temper:
he continually brings to mind the stories we have heard of the
patriarchs; his simplicity, his hospitality, exactly accords with the
account we have received of them.

¢ “Of his daughters I must not speak, because I could not do them
justice. I must, however, timely caution you against the charms of
the clder, who is engaged to a gentleman, to whom she is prevented
by particular circumstances from being immediately united; but
the heart as well as the hand of the younger are at liberty I under-
stand, and to wish them my brother’s would be to wish him the
greatest blessing man could possess.”

‘Soon after this conversation we stopped at Lord Dunlere’s. St
Julian went in first to prepare him for my reception, and in a few
minutes returned with his venerable friend, whose looks were cal-
culated to excite an immediate prepossession in his favour.

‘He welcomed me with the utmost kindness, and conducted me to
the apartment where his daughters sat. I cannot give you any idca
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of the surprise, the admiration which seized me on beholding them :
—1 saw indeed that my brother was right in not attempting to
describe charms which no description could have done justice to.
My eyes wandered for some time from one to the other, scarcely
knowing which to give the preference of beauty to, but at last
settled on the lovely face of Geraldine, the younger.

‘Instead of staying but one night, we remained a week under the
roof of Lord Dunlere—a week of such happiness as T had never
before experienced—a week in which new feelings, new sentiments
took possession of my soul, and taught me that I had hitherto been
a stranger to the greatest pleasure, the greatest pain man can feel.
I wished, I determined, however, if possible, to conceal my feelings
—1I regarded my passion as hopeless, and pride actuated me to
hide it; but in vain I strove to do so; my melancholy, my total
abstraction, amidst the new and lovely scenes through which I
travelled. and the conversations into which I insensibly entered,
betrayed me to St Julian. He laughed, yet pitied, but neither de-
sired me to hope nor despair.

‘ “Lausane,” said he, one morning, after we had been two or
three weeks in Italy, “would it be vastly disagreeable to you if,
instead of passing two months here as we at first proposed, we
returned to Lord Dunlere’s, and spent them there?”

¢ “Ah! St Julian,” cried I, “you know my heart too well to ren-
der it necessary for me to answer you.”

‘In short, without longer delay we returned to that mansion on
which my thoughts continually dwelt. Here, in the presence of her
whom my soul adored, I forgot my resolution of trying to conquer
~—to conceal my passion:—ah! how indeed could I do so, when in
the soft glances of her eyes I sometimes fancied I saw an assurance
of its being returned. At length the period for quitting her arrived
—for quitting without the smallest hope of again beholding her:
the most excruciating anguish filled my heart the moment it was
announced, and with difficulty I concealed it.

‘Unable to converse the evening preceding the day fixed for my
departure, I left Lord Dunlere and St Julian together, and with-
drew to an aleove in a lonely and romantic part of the garden,
where some of my happiest hours had been passed with Geraldinc,
indulging a melancholy kind of pleasure at the idea of there giving
vent to my feelings.

“You may imagine what my emotions were, when, on entering it;
the first object I beheld was Geraldine !—She was alone, and dejec-
tedly leaning on a little table. Reason bid me fly, but passion over-
powered, and at her feet I poured forth my sorrows. Al! how
amply did I think myself recompensed for those sorrows when 1
beheld the tear of pity stealing down her cheek, when I heard her
soft and faltering accents declare I was not indifferent to her:—
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but the rapture that declaration gave was transient; I reflected on
my situation, and my soul immediately upbraided me with eruelty
to her, and treachery to Lord Dunlere, in avowing my passion, and
pleading for a return to it, when no hope existed of our ever being
united. :

* “Pity me, Geraldine,” said I, wildly starting from her feet,
“but no longer love me; yield not to sentiments which will, if
indulged, entail anguish upon your gentle soul, such anguish as now
pervades mine—the anguish of a hopeless passion:—we must part,
part without an idea of again meeting;—I cannot, dare not ask
you to become mine; cannot ask you to bestow your hand on him
who is but a dependant. No, Geraldine, were it offered I would
reject it, from a conviction that by accepting it I should plunge
you in distress!—Oh! mild as your virtues may your destiny be,—
different, ah! far different from that of the unhappy Lausane’s!”

‘A sudden rustling amongst the trees behind me made me turn
round, and I beheld Lord Dunlere. I was a little startled, but the
consciousness of not having attempted to take any advantage of
the tenderness of his daughter, prevented my feeling that confusion
I should otherwise have experienced at being thus surprised. I
bowed, and was retiring from the alcove, when he stopped me—

“q ausane,” said he, “do not let me frighten you away: let me
try,” added he, with a benignant smile, “whether I cannot obtain
your pardon for my intrusion.”

‘He seated himself by the almost fainting Geraldine, and mo-
tioned me to sit beside him.

¢ “¥ou will not, Lausane,” said he, after a pause, “‘be surprised
I think, when I inform you that I have overheard your conversa-
tion, nor will you, I hope, regret my having done so; it was one
which reflected the highest honour on your heart. He who can soar
above selfish considerations, who ean resist the pleadings of passion
for fear of inconveniencing the woman he loves, evinces a genero-
sity, a sensibility, that does credit to human nature.

“ T have long suspected your attachment; you will believe I did
not disapprove it, when I confess I felt happy to think it was re-
turned.

¢ Ty men of virtue, not to men of greatness, I always wished to
give my daughters; they only, of all the numerous connexions
which once blessed me, remain; consequently my felicity solely
depends upon their’s: I therefore determined never to control their
inclinations, if such as reason could approve.”

¢ “Oh! my Lord,” I exclaimed, “I cannot give utterance to my
feelings; but, ah! will you indeed persevere in your generous inten-
tions when you hear my sad story, when you hear that I have been
not only deprived of fortune, but the name I have a right to?”

<Y am already acquainted with your story,” he replied; “Count
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St Julian related it a few days after your introduction to me. Your
now mentioning it reminds me of a preliminary which must be
settled ere I positively consent to give you my daughter, namely,
that you solemnly promise never to enter again upon the subject of
former grievances.”

“This was a promise which, even without having such an induece-
ment as he now held out for making, I would not have hesitated
to give, having long before determined to be silent about wrongs
which I could not gain redress for.

" “If then,” resumcd he, “you think you ean be happy in the
retirement in which we live, for my fortune will not permit me to
give you the power of entering the gay world, receive the hand of
my daughter.”

‘On my knees I expressed my gratitude, on my knees with truth
assured him, that a desert with her would be a paradise. From his
arms I received the most lovely and beloved of women, Oh! mo-
ment of ecstacy, in which I folded my Geraldine to my heart as my
destined wife—in which I kissed away the tear that hung upon her
glowing check, like the sweet dew of the morning on the silken
leaves of the rose!

‘St Julian, who appeared almost overpowered with delight at
my happiness, put off his journey in order to be present at my mar-
riage, and gave me the most solemn assurances of dividing with me
his paternal fortune whenever he came into possession of it.

“He left me the most blessed of men. Oh! days of delight, rapid
in your course, and succeeded by years of misery and horror!

‘T had been married about three months when I received a letter
from my brother, informing me that he was ill, and anxiously
desirous of sceing me. I sighed at the idea of even a transient
separation from my love, but I could not resist the call of friend-
ship, and accordingly set out for a cottage near the castle of Mont-
morenci, where St Julian had ence before lodged, and now appointed
to see me,

‘The heaviness of heart with which I commenced my journey
was surely a presentiment of the ills that were approaching. Oh!
venerable Dunlere, thy happiness and mine was then about setting!

“The chateau de Valdore lay in my way to the castle of Mont-
morenci; I could not think of passing it without inquiring after the
friend of my youth, from whom I had heard but once since my
departure from her house; our correspondence, as she then in-
formed me, having been prohibited by her guardian. I went
through a private path to the chateau, which conducted me directly
to the hall occupied by the servants: here, amidst many strangers
I soon discovered some of the old domestics, and from them learned
that M. de Valdore and his family resided at the chateau, and that
Lady Elvira’s situation was unaltered. I sent to request an inter-
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view, and was almost immediately summoned to her: she received
me with the most rapturous delight, and tears involuntarily fell
from me as I recollected the kindness of her parents, and witnessed
her pleasure at beholding me.

‘When we grew a little composed, I answered her eager enquiries
‘eoncerning all that had befallen me since our separation, and my
present situation: but, Oh! what were my emotions when, as 1
mentioned that situation, I saw the blood forsake her checks, and
discovered that it was more than friendship which she felt for me!

““Married!”” she repeated in a faint voice—she paused—she
seemed trying to recolleet herself, and attempted to wish me joy;
but her tongue could not utter what she wished to say, and her
head sunk upon my shoulder. Oh! Geraldine, surely I did not wrong
thy love by the tears, the tears of unutterable tenderness which I
shed upon her pale cheek—by the sighs which heaved my bosom on
hearing her’s.

‘She soon however recovered :—her mind was the seat of every
virtue, and shrunk from the idea of betraying feelings contrary to
propricty—

““Lausane,” said she, “be assured I rejoice at your present
happiness; the period I trust will arrive when Ishall have an oppor-
tunity of beholding it; prepare your lady against that period to love
and esteem me; tell her you have a friend, a sister, to introduce to
her.”

¢ “Already,” cried I, “she is acquainted with the virtues of
Elvira; already taught to love and esteem her.”

‘In pity to her feclings, which I saw she could ill suppress, I
determined to shorten my visit: when she saw me rising to depart,
she desired me to stop another moment—

“ T have a present,” said she, “to send your lady: you know I
often amused myself by copying pictures?—amongst the rest,”
continued she, with a blush, “I copied your’s, and now request you
will take it to your lady."”

‘She retired without permitting me to speak, and returned in a
few minutes with it: it was the same which you now have, and
which by being an exact copy of the one I sent my father, led to the
late discovery.

‘From that period particular circumstances, not necessary to
explain, prevented my seeing or hearing any thing of the destiny
of Elvira, till chance conducted her to our cottage. She then in-
formed me, that soon after she was of age, she had united herself
to the Count de Merville, whose virtues and tenderness rendered her,
during his life time, one of the happiest of women, and thus re-
warded her for the resolution with which she set about conquering
her first attachment from the moment she knew it was improper
to be indulged.
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‘From the chateau de Valdore I repaired to the cottage where my
brother had desired to see me. He received me with the utmost
affection, and I found he had not deceived me by saying he was ill;
it was an illness however which seemed occasioned more by agita-
tion than any bodily complaint; and I afterwards discovered I was
not wrong in this opinion.

‘Oh! had he confided in me; Oh! had he then opened his heart,
divulged its cares, its anxieties, what misery, what horror would
he have saved us both from experiencing!

‘I had not been above a week with him when I was overwhelmed
with sorrow by a letter from my wife, containing the melancholy
intelligence of her lovely sister Eleanora’s death.

‘T could not hesitate a moment about returning to her directly;
yet at the instant I determined on doing so, my heart was almost
divided between her and my brother, who was seized with a violent
fever the very day on which I heard from her.

‘I will not pain your gentle soul, my Madeline, by describing the
situation in which I found your mother, or relating the numercus
train of calamities that followed the death of her sister; it is suffi-
cient for me to say that within a few months after her decease I lost
my brother and my wife,

"Ah, heavens! even at this distant period I shudder at the recol-
lection of the exeruciating anguish I endured on being deprived of
friends so beloved. The world seemed a blank, and nothing but
religion and tenderness for you could have prevented my quitting
it; nor has time done more than appease the violence of that
anguish.—Oh! never, never ean the barb of sorrow be extracted
from my heart; and respect for the memory of my mother, affection
for you, could only have tempted me to quit a retirement, where
unrestrained and unobserved I could have indulged my feelings.

‘Lord Dunlere soon followed his ehildren to their grave; the
wreck of his fortune was placed in the hands of a banker at Paris,
who failed about the time of his death. Thus, from necessity as well
as choice, I sought the obseurity in which you were brought up.

‘Disgusted with the world, I changed my name, in order to con-
ceal myself from every one who had known me before, and thus
prevent my retirement from being interrupted.

T carcfully concealed my story from you, well knowing from
your sensibility the pain you would feel if acquainted with my
injuries. :

‘Alas! too late is the hand of my father extended to do me justice;
neither wealth nor titles can now confer pleasure upon me, and the
coronet he is about placing upon my brow, I should reject, was it
not to have the power of transmitting it to the child of my lamen ted
love.’
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Chapter 6

AAAAALGAAAAAAAARARAAMARAARARAARLAA

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all.

HERE CEASED CLERMONT, OR, AS WE SHALL HEREAFTER
call him, St Julian; but he ceased without gratifying the curiosity
of Madeline : much of his story, she was convinced, remained untold,
and she shuddered as she thought it was concealed merely because
it was too dreadful to be known.

‘Oh, surely,” she said, within hersclf, ‘some mysterious eirecumn-
stances must have attended the fate of my mother, or ere this my
father would have mentioned her to me—ere this would have
afforded me the melancholy pleasure of knowing I was descended
from so amiable a woman, and taught me to reverence her memory;
but what he wishes to hide I will not try to discover, confident as
I am that if a full explanation of past events could have given me
pleasure; I should have received it from him.’

When St Julian eame within sight of his father’s residence, the
strong emotions which the idea of his approaching interview with
that father inspired, took from him all further power of utterance.

The day was declining, and the deep gloom of the forest height-
ened the melancholy which the recital of past events had infused
into the hearts of the travellers.

As soon as the carriage entered the court, the doors of the hall
were thrown open, and a number of servants appeared, with eager
impatience in their looks, to sec and receive the newly declared heir
of Montmorenci.

St Julian now strove to regain his composure, that he might
appear to bear the unexpeeted reverse in his situation with that
calm dignity befitting a cultivated mind, and one which built not
its happiness on the adventitious gifts of fortune; but vainly did he
strive to do so. He trembled as he entered the ancient mansion of
his forefathers, from which he had been so long unjustly exiled,
trembled with violent emotion as he surveyed their warlike trophies,
to which the spirit in his bosom told him he might have added, had
not the hand of injustice plunged him in obseurity.

The resentment this idea excited was as transient however as
involuntary, and though involuntary he repented it.

He was now called, he considered, to the presence of his father to
receive from his hands, as far as in his power to make it, atonement

for every wrong.
‘And if such atonement satisfies heaven,’ cried he, "as we are
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assured it does, should it not amply satisfy weak and crring
man?’

Agitation caused him to pause in the hall, and the domestics
scemed pleased with the opportunity he thus afforded them of
gratifying their curiosity; one of them bowing low at length spoke—

“The Marquis impatiently expects yvour arrival, my Lord,” said
he; ‘shall I have the honour of conducting you to him?’

St Julian assented by an inclination of his head, and was imme-
diately ushered up stairs to the apartment where his father sat.

On reaching the door he took the hand of Madeline, who with
trembling steps had followed him to it.

The Marquis attempted to rise at their entrance, but neither his
strength nor spirits seconded the effort, and faint and almost
breathless he sunk back upon his chair.

St Julian and Madeline knelt before him.

‘Let the blessing of a father,” said St Julian in a solemn voice, ‘at
length rejoice my heart.”

The Marquis raised his venerable head—

‘I am too unworthy to dare to give it,’ he exclaimed; ‘but may
heaven bless you, may all that can render life desirable be your’s,
long, long after I am laid within that grave where I now wish to
shroud my sorrows and my shame!’

‘Oh, my father,” cried St Julian, penetrated by his language,
‘speak not so again; wish not again to deprive your son of an in-
expressible comfort—the comfort of trying to mitigate your sor-
rows.’

The Marquis embraced him, but was unable for some minutes to
speak ; then suddenly raising his head— :

‘Treat me not with tenderness,” he said, while a frown overspread
his countenance, ‘reproach, revile, neglect me, and you will shew
me mercy; for you will then save my heart from the intolerable
pangs which kindness and attention so unmerited from you must
give it. Oh! my son, my son,’ he continued, clasping his hands to-
gether, and all the austerity of his countenance vanishing, “you are
now amply avenged, and I am amply punished. Had virtue been
the guide of my actions, exclusive of that happiness which ever
attends a quict conscience, I should have had the happiness of
being able to enjoy the socicty of my son; but now, what then would
have been my blessing, almost becomes my curse; for not a word
of tenderncss that passes your lips, not a beam of love from vour
eye, but will come like daggers to my heart,’

‘Far better had it been then,’ said St Julian, ‘that I had remained
in my obscurity, if I am only taken from it to ageravate the woes
ofa father: permit me, my Lord,” cried he, with inereasing emotion,
‘again to retire to it; permit me to withdraw from your presence a
being so injurious to your tranquillity.’
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‘No,” exclaimed the Marquis eagerly, ‘never, never shall you, ex-
cept you really wish to do so, withdraw yourself from me. Excuse
what I have said, make some allowances for the agitation of such
a meeting as our’s; my composure will soon, I trust, return, and I
shall then, I make no doubt, be able to enjoy vour society.

‘Rise now, my children,’ extending a hand to St Julian and Made-
line, *’tis I should have knelt to you; but since you knelt for a
blessing, though unworthy of giving, receive it: may happiness and
honour, both in their fullest extent, ever be your’s; may thy weak-
ness,” turning to Madeline, and kissing her soft check, ‘cver find a
tender guardian in thy father; and may his sufferings and filial
picty to me be amply recompensed by thy affection and duty !’

He seated them on each side of himself, and the violence of his
feelings having a little abated, began, notwithstanding the avowed
wishes of St Julian to the contrary, the history of his repentance.

“The dreadful fate of my son made me recollect my past conduct;
all its enormities stared me in the face, and I wondered that the
punishment of heaven had been so long delayed. Oh! wretch,’ I
eried, in the exerueiating anguish of my soul, ‘thy erimes have at
length justly provoked the vengeance of Heaven, and drawn down
destruction upon the head of thy son!—

“The idea, that the sins of the father had been the oceasion of the
death of the son, almost shook Reason from her throne; horrors,
beyond language to express, took possession of me:—to try to
appease them, appease agonies which often urged me to complete
the measure of my guilt, by raising the hand of suicide against my
life.

‘I sent for a Monk from a neighbouring Convent, to pour out my
soul in confession to him; an holy act which I had long omitted,
from a consciousness that till now it would have been a mockery
of heaven, as till now the real sign of repentance had never heaved
my breast.

““My son,” eried the good man, “you judge rightly in thinking
that your conduct has caused your present afflictions; a merciful
Being has sent them, in order to awaken you to repentance, and
by suffering here, save your precious soul from suffering hereafter.
Without further murmurs, therefore, submit to your deprivations as
to a righteous punishment, and strive by every atonement in your
power to expiate your erimes; so may you hope for a gleam of re-
turning peace, so hope for support in the hour of death, when all
the terrors of another world are opening to your view.”

‘In consequence of his words, and the pleadings of my own con-
science, I directly ordered the most diligent search to be made after
you, but without effect. I then drew up a paper, acknowledging my
marriage with your mother, and, consequently, you as my heir;
which I lodged in the convent where my Confessor lived, that if by

R [245]



any chance either he or any of his holy brothers should hereafter
hear of you, or any offspring of your’s, they might be able to authen-
ticate your title to the Castle of Montmorenei.

‘Gratefully I return thanks to Heaven for permitting me to do
that justice to you which I gave to others the power of performing;
the pleasure derived from that idea will, I make no doubt, in a few
days alleviate my feelings. But, Oh! my son, if your attentions have
not always power to mitigate my sadness—if, whilst rezeiving them,
the sigh of regret, the tear of tender recoliection, should obtrude,
be not offended, whilst I rejoice for the son I have recovered, I can-
not help mourning for the one I have lost: he was all that the fond-
est father could desire! The proudest of the sons of men might have
gloried in being called his parent. Ignorant as well as innocent of
my great offences, his praises cannot displease you; but if they
should, let the reflection of his being now in his eold and dreary
tomb, where he can no longer interpose between you and your
rights, remove your resentment.’

‘Oh! my father,” eried St Julian, his tearful eye evincing the
truth of his words, ‘little do you know my heart if you think it can
feel displeasure at the praises of my brother.’

‘I believe you, my son,” said the Marquis, ‘and the belief gives
me pleasure; for to think you will sometimes permit me to talk of
him to you, sooths my feelings.’

The appearance of a domestic now interrupted the conversation,
and the Marquis led Madeline down stairs. The supper was laid out
in one of the state apartments which had been long disused; and
though every thing was magnificent, every thing was gloomy.

Fatigued by her journey, or rather by the emotions of her mind,
Madeline soon after supper entreated permission to retire to her
chamber; an attendant was accordingly summoned to conduet her
to it, and on leaving the parlour she found the housekeeper waiting
in the hall for that purpose.

‘Well, I am happy,’ cried she, simpering and courtesying, ‘that
I have an opportunity at last of wishing your La’ship joy. Dear me,
I have been so surprised at what has lately happened! Who could
ever have thought that the night T had the honour of seeing your
La’ship here, I should have had the so much greater honour of
calling you Mistress.’

Madeline received her compliment with a faint smile, for her
heart was too heavy to permit her to answer it as at another time
she might have done; nor was her melancholy decreased on entering
her spacious chamber, whose faded tapestry and tarnished furni-
ture spoke of ifs long desertion and neglect,

‘T hope your La’ship does not dislike this apartment,’ said the
housekeeper, on perceiving Madeline pause at the entrance, and
look round her with a kind of dread; ‘it is one of the most magnifi-
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cent in the castle I can assure you, and was occupied by my late
Lady, the Marchioness, since whose death it has neither been used
or altered.’

‘No,” replied Madeline, advancing, and endeavouring to shake
off the impression which its gloom had made upon her mind, ‘I do
not dislike it.’

‘That door,” cried the housekeeper, ‘opens into the dressing-
room; there my lady used to pass many of her hours: it was fitted
up entirely under her direction, and ornamented with portrmts of
several of her most particular friends; amongst the pictures is one
of herself, and another of Lord Philippe, her son, drawn about a
year before his death; the room still remains just in the same state
as when he died.’

An irresistible impulse prompted Madeline immediately to take
a view of these pictures; and she directly entered the dressing-
room still attended by the housekeeper.

The first she examined was the Marchioness: it represented a
woman in all the bloom of youth and of the most exquisite beauty;
she turned from it, after expressing her admiration, to Lord
Philippe’s: But, Oh! what were her feelings at that moment, when
the exact resemblance of de Sevignie met her eyes.

With all the wildness of astonishment she gazed upon it: “Are
you sure,’ eried she, glancing for an instant at the housekeeper, and
speaking in almost breathless agitation, ‘are you sure this picture
was drawn for Lord Philippe?’

‘Sure!” repeated the housekeeper, ‘Lord, yes, that I am indeed.
Why I saw him, myself sitting for it.’

‘Good heaven!” said Madeline to herself, ‘what a likeness! Ah!
how vain,’ she continued, ‘my resolves to forget de Sev ignie while
his image will be thus almost continually before me.’

As 1f rivetted by some spell to the spot, she still continued to
stand before it: the more she gazed upon it, the more if possible the
likeness grew upon her.

‘Do you think it a handsome picture?” asked the housekeeper,
elevating the light as she spoke as if to give Madeline a better op-
portunity of examining it.

‘Handsome!” repeated Madeline emphatically and with a deep
sigh, ‘yes, very handsome indeed.’

‘Aye, and so do I;’ eried the housekeeper, ‘what a sweet smile
there is about the mouth!’

Yes, thought Madeline, the fascinating smile of de Sevignie.

‘And the eyes!’ continued the housekeeper, ‘how piercing, yet
how mild !’

Madeline, who had turned to the housekeeper, again fastened
her’s upon them, and again fancied she beheld the dark eyes of
de Sevignie beaming with unutterable tenderness upon her.
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She sighed more deeply than before; and fearful that if she re-
mained much longer in her present situation, she should not be able
to conceal the feelings which now almost swelled her heart to
bursting, she instantly left the dressing-room.

“Your La'’ship looks disturbed,” said the housekeeper; I am
afraid the picture of Lord Philippe has affected you, by bringing
his melancholy fate to your mind: Poor youth, it was a sad thing
indeed; but your La’ship must consider, that if he had not been
taken off, your father would never have been restored to his rights;
and heaven knows, he was kept long enough out of them.’

‘I must for ever regret,” said Madeline, ‘that his restoration to
them was occasioned by the death of his brother.’

‘Why to be sure,” replied the housekeeper, ‘it would have been
better if they could have been regained by any other means; but
that that would ever have been the case there was very little prob-
ability of; and, between ourselves,” proceeded she, lowering her
voice, ‘since your La’ship has hinted at the affair to me, I think even
if it was openly proved, instead of being merely suspected, as it
is at present, that the Count, your father, when his injuries were
considered, would not be condemned; I, for my part, am one of
those who would forgive him for what he did.’

‘For what he did!’ repeated Madeline, starting, ‘why what has
he done to require forgiveness? What is the affair you say I have
hinted at? Speak,—you have agitated my very soul.’

The housekeeper receded a few steps in evident terror,

‘Why, nothing, I assure your La’ship,” exclaimed she in faltering
accents, ‘I only meant that—that—"

Here she paused in the utmost confusion.

“Speak!” cried Madeline, in a voice that betrayed the most dread-
ful agitation—an agitation caused by recollecting at that instant
the conversation which had passed between her and the house-
keeper relative to the murder of Lord Philippe on the night she had
sought for shelter in the castle; ‘speak, I adjure you,’ she repeated,
with a distracted air, ‘and relieve me from the horrors you have
inspired.’

‘I am very sorry, I am sure,’ said Mrs Beatrice, ‘that I have so
distressed your La’ship; like an old woman, I must always be prat-
ing; T only meant, my Lady, I can assure you, to say, that if it was
known that the Count, your father, rejoiced at, instead of regretted,
the death of his brother, no one could wonder at it, considering the
reason he had to hate him as the usurper of his rights.’

"“And was this all you really meant?” asked Madeline.

‘Ob, all, I do assure your La'ship, upon the word of a true
Christian; if you do not believe me, I will call all the Saints in
Heaven to witness for me.’

Madeline could not help smiling:
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“As it is a call, perhaps,’ said she, ‘they might not obey; I will
take your word,”

She now endeavoured to compose herself; but not easily could
she regain composure, nor dismiss remorse from her mind, for hav-
ing yielded, though but for a minute, to the horrid suggestions
which had lately pervaded it.

‘Oh! was my father acquainted with them,’ cried she to herself,
‘never, never would he forgive me. Ah! how can I forgive myself—
Ah! how support, without betraying it, the pain I must ever feel,
for having thought unjustly of him.’

“You seem well acquainted with the affairs of this family?’ said
she, sitting down, and making an effort to appear composed.

“Yes, very well acquainted with them indeed,’ replied the house-
keeper, significantly shaking her head; ‘I have lived in it almost
ever since I was born ; for my parents dying when I was very young,
my aunt, who was housckeeper, took me immediately under her
protection.’

It now oceurred to Madeline, that the domestic who had liber-
ated her unhappy grandmether might still be living; and anxious,
if she was, to pay her the tribute of respect she merited, she in-
quired; and heard, with pleasure, that her present attendant was
the person who had performed that generous act.

Yes, my lady, it was I,” eried the housekeeper, bridling up, ‘who
freed the poor unfortunate lady: I was then a fine lively young girl,
as your La'ship indeed may well suppose, from the number of years
which have passed since that event; and the most tender-hearted
creature, though I say it myself, that perhaps ever lived, Dear me,
I shall never forget how I cried, when I went with some food to her,
and found her sitting on the ground, so pale, yet so beautiful, with
her hair, the finest hair I ever saw, about one shade darker than
your’s, my lady, hanging about her shoulders, and her little baby
lying on her lap, on whom her tears were falling so fast, while a cold
wind whistled through the broken windows; for she was confined
in an upper room, in one of the uninhabited towers.’

‘Could I see that room?’ asked Madeline.

‘Why, the stairs which lead to it are now very bad; but if you
wish very much to go to it, I think you may venture some day or
other. Poor soul!—it has not been opened I believe since she left it.
I never shall forget the manner in which she thanked me as I led
her from it; or the tears she shed as she put this little ring upon my
finger.’

Madeline started up and examined the ring; then, after a mo-
ment fastening her fine eyes swimming in tears upon the house-
keeper,

‘Blessed, for ever blessed,” she exclaimed, ‘be the hand which
aided the unhappy!’

[249]



“There was such a fuss,” resumed Mrs Beatriee, ‘when it was
known that she had eseaped, I was very near being dismissed from
the castle; nothing but my youth could have obtained my forgive-
ness; so in it I continued, and on the death of my aunt obtained her
place.’

‘And what was the general opinion about the unhappy Mar-
chioness?” demanded Madeline.

‘It was the opinion of the domestics, and such simple folks,”
replied the housekeeper, ‘that she was an unfortunate lady, who
had been eruelly injured; but all the great people believed, or said
they did at least, that she was an artful creature, who had drawn in
the Count to have an amour with her.’

After conversing a few minutes longer with the housekeeper,
Madeline told her, she no longer required her attendance. The night
was now indeed waning fast, and most of the inhabitants of the
castle had retired to repose, ere she dismissed her; however so much
was her imagination affected by the gloom of her apartment, that
she could not avoid asking, whether there was an inhabited one near
it?

‘Not very near it,” answered the housekeeper; ‘the one adjoining
it,” she said, *had belonged to Lord Philippe, but since his death had
been shut up, with all the rest of the chambers in that gallery,
except a few near the staircase, one of which had been now pre-
pared for the Count St Julian.’

Left to herself, instead of retiring to rest, Madeline reseated her-
self by the toilette, and leaning her head pensively upon her hand,
began to ruminate over past events. The picture of Lord Philippe,
by reealling de Sevignie to her mind, had awakened a thousand
tender recollections, which wrung her heart with agony; the idea
of de Sevignie’s falsehood had failed to conquer her tenderness, she
still loved him, still doubted his duplicity, and felt more convineed
than ever that all the splendour of her present situation could never
restore the cheerfulness her disappointment relative to him had
injured: again she regretted that situation, again regretted her
elevation to a height which would render more conspicuous the
melancholy she wished to conceal from every eye.

“The sadness that marks my brow will make me appear ungrate-
ful to heaven,’ cried she, ‘for the wonderful change it has effected
in my father’s favour; and what ill-natured speculations may not
be excited by seeing one so young so hopeless !’

Severely, however, did her heart reproach her for regretting that
change—a change which removed from the memory of her grand-
mother the obloquy that had been so long attached to it.

From the sufferings of her grandmother her thoughts naturally
reverted to those of her father, and the more she reflected on his
narrative, the more firmly convineed she was that much of his life
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remained untold;—the recollected words of her departed friend
confirmed this opinion.

‘She told me,’ eried Madeline, ‘and her lips knew not falsehood,
that the calamities of his life were unprecedented; that its charae-
ters were marked by horror, and stained with blood;—but in the
view he gave me of it, no such ealamities, no such characters met
my eye; ‘tis therefore too evident, that much of it remained con-
cealed.—Oh! may that concealment now continue,’ she proceeded;
‘Oh! may no hand more daring than mine withdraw the veil I have
been so often cautioned against raising; may no untoward circums-
stance reveal a mystery, whose elucidation I have now a presenti-
ment would fill me with horror!’

She suddenly paused, for at this instant she thought she heard
a groan from the adjoining chamber; which, it may be remembered,
has already been mentioned as once belonging to Lord Philippe.

Her heart beat quick, and she turned her eyes towards the parti-
tion, as if they could have penetrated it, and discovered the cause
of the sound that had alarmed her; but all again was profoundly
still, and she at last began to think it was either the wind growling
through the casements, she had heard, or some of those nnaccount-
able noises, so common in old houses; such, she recollected, as
had often startled her at the chateau of the Countess de Mer-
ville.

Thus trying to tranquillize her mind, she was beginning to un-
dress, when the powers of motion were suddenly suspended by a
repetition of the sound which had so recently alarmed her—a
sound she could no longer ascribe to the causes she had already
done.

Deep and dreadful groans now pierced her ear—groans which
seemed bursting from the bosom of misery and despair, and which
by degrees rosc to a yell, intermingled with sighs and sobs.

That Madeline was not an entire stranger to superstition, must
have been already perceived; that it was now awakened in her
breast, cannot be denied, nor indeed searcely wondered at, when
her situation is considered; in a gloomy chamber, remote from
every inhabited one, and assailed by noises from the long unoceu-
pied apartment of a murdered relative.

For some minutes she was unable to move: at length her eyes
timidly glanced round her chamber, dreading yet wishing to ascer-
tain whether any terrific object was within it. They encountered a
bell near the head of the bed, and which the housekeeper had pre-
viously informed her communicated with the gallery where the ser-
vants slept; to this she instantly darted, and rung it with violence;
—almost immediately she heard a bustle over her head, and then
descending steps.

She flew to the light, and taking it up, directly opened the door.
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Several of the male and female domesties approached, accom-
panied by her father.

‘What is the matter, my love?’ eried he, ‘I have been ealled from
my bed by the sound of passing steps.’

‘Listen I’ exclaimed Madeline, with a countenanee of horror, and
glancing at the chamber,

The yell beecame, if possible, more savage; and the domesties
began to cross themselves. Madeline looked at her father, with an
intention of asking his opinion of the noise; but was prevented by
observing the disorder and death-like paleness of his countenance.

*How long,” demanded he, ‘is it sinee this chamber was opened?’

“I'wo months at least, my Lord,” replied the housekeeper, ‘and
then it was only opened for a few hours, of a fine sunny day, merely
to air it.’

‘Where is the key?’ asked he.

‘It hangs beside the door, my Lord;’ answered Mrs Beatrice.

‘T will examine it then,’ eried he.

‘Examine it!" repeated the housckeeper, ‘Jesu Maria!—Why,
surely my Lord, you could not think of such a thing; surely, surely
you, of all men in the world, could not have eourage to enter
it?’

St Julian started, and turned quick upon her; and a frown, such
as Madeline had never before seen upon it, darkened his brow—his
eyes, his piereing eyes, were fastened on her, as if wishing to dis-
cover the innermost recesses of her soul, and in an agitated voice
he demanded what she meant.

‘Meant, my Lord?” said the affrighted Beatrice, ‘meant—why,
nothing—nothing that could give your Lordship offence.’

St Julian looked doubtfully at her; then turning, he took down
the key, and unlocked the chamber; the moment he opened the
door, the women retreated from it, and shame alone, it was visible,
prevented the men from following their example:—attended by
them and Madeline he entered it, and the noise directly ceased.

The room, like Madeline’s, was hung with tapestry; this was
now raised, and the walls minutely examined, but no opening
could be diseovered, nor any means of entrance but by the door in
the gallery.

‘Were you ever before disturbed by any noise in this chamber?’
asked St Julian.

‘No,” the servants replied, ‘never before the present night.’

* "Tis strange!” eried he, after pausing for a minute.

They then quitted the chamber, which he relocked.

‘I shall keep the key myself,’ said he, as he turned from its 4t
must undergo another examination; though destruetion, eertain
destruction should overwhelm me for doing so, I will try to develope
the mystery.’
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He now took the hand of Madeline, and led her to her room; he
tried to tranquillize her, but the trembling of his frame, and dis-
order of his looks, mocked the efforts he made to do so.

“You look alarmed, my love?’ cried he.

Madeline sighed, and might have said,

*And trust me, in mine eye, so do you.’

*You have no reason for terror,’ said he with a deep sigh, ‘your
conduct has made no encmies either in this world or the next.’

‘I trust not;’ eried Madeline, ‘but conscious innocence is not
‘always able to guard the heart against the attacks of fear; and
I own I am shocked beyond expression by the noise I have
heard.’

‘I fear you are superstitious,” exclaimed her father.

*Could you wonder if I was?’ cried she: “What we cannot account
for, we can scarcely help ascribing to supernatural causes.’

‘Am I to infer,” said St Julian, regarding her with carnestness,
‘from what you say, that it is your opinion the groans proceeded
from the spirit of the murdered Philippe?’

‘With the Supreme nothing is impossible,” said Madeline, ‘and
I have been told that the spirits of the injured are sometimes per-
mitted to revisit this world, for the purpose of obtaining retribu-
tion; and if ’tis true what the housckeeper once hinted to me,—’

St Julian started,—‘What did she hint?’ asked he with eagerness.

Madeline paused for a minute; then with a faltering voice, and
timidly raising her eyes to her father’s face,

‘She told me,” said she, ‘that Lord Philippe fell not by the hands
of banditti, but—

‘By whom?’ demanded St Julian, in almost convulsive agita-
tion.

‘Some relative,” replied Madeline.

‘And did she acquaint you with the name of that relative?’

‘No, and perhaps, after all, it was only an idle surmise of her
own.’

St Julian left his seat, and traversed the apartment.

Madeline viewed him with consternation; her thoughts began
to grow wild; and fears of the most frightful nature again assailed
her heart.

‘Oh, God!” she cried to herself, while every nerve was strained
with agony at the idea, ‘should the suspicions that now rack my
breast be just!—This torture of suspense is more than I can bear,’
continued she; ‘T will throw myself at the fect of my father, I will
diselose to him my suspicions: if false, he will pardon them, when
he reflects on the combination of circumstances which excited them;
if true, he will not surely shrink from reposing confidence in his
child.’

She rose, but almost instantly sunk upon her seat, recoiling
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from the dreadful idea of a child declaring to a parent her suspicion
of his having committed one of the most horrible crimes which
human nature can be capable of:—she shuddered, she wondered at
her temerity, in having ever thought of doing so; and, as she
wondered, the recollection of her father's precepts, his gentleness,
his uniform piety, returning, she again began to believe, that in
thinking he had ever deviated from integrity, she had done him the
greatest injustice.

St Julian, whose emotions prevented his noticing those of Made-
line, soon resumed his seat; his countenance had lost its wildness,
and a faint glow again mantled his cheek.

‘I trust, my love,” cried he, ‘vou will not again listen to the idle
surmises of the servants: even on the slightest foundation they are
apt to raise improbabilities and horrors, which, in spite of reason,
make too often a dangerous impression on the mind, and overturn
its quiet, by engendering superstition:—Heaven knows,” he pro-
ceeded, ‘the evils of life are sufficiently great without adding to
them those of the imagination.’

Madeline assured him she would never more encourage any
conversation from the domestics, on family affairs.

‘You look fatigued,’ said he, ‘and I will now,’ rising as he spoke,
‘leave you to repose; retire to it, my love, without fear or trembling;
blest with conscious innocence, you can dread no evil, no angry
spirit demanding retribution:—Oh! never may your bosom lose
that peace which must ever belong to virtue!-—Oh! never may
reflection break your slumbers, or an offended conscience present
terrific images to your view. Farewel, my child,’ tenderly embrac-
ing her, ‘would to God thy father could sink to forgetiulness with
a mind like thine!’

Heart-struck by the last words of her father, Madeline remained
many minutes rivetted to the spot on which he had left her, deeply
ruminating on them; then starting, as if from a deep reverie,

‘I must not think,’ said she, ‘since thought is so dreadful.’

She felt fatigued, but it was more a mental than a bedily fatigue
-—that fatigue which repels, instead of inviting rest; besides a
seeret dread clung to her soul, which rendered her unwilling to go
to bed; she therefore threw herself before a large crucifix that was
placed near it, and continued to pray for her father, for herself, and
for repose to the spirit of the murdered Philippe, till day began to
dawn through the shutters. With night her terror decreased, and
undressing herself, she then _retired to bed; but the sleep into
which she soon fell was broken by horrid visions, and she arose in
the morning, pale, and unrefreshed.

The sun beamed bright through the casements, and on the stately
trecs that waved before them, unnumbered birds poured forth their
matin lay, intermingled with the simple carol of the woodman : but
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ueither the bright beams of the sun, the melodious notes of soaring
birds, nor the wild song of the peasant, could now, as heretofore,
delight the mind of Madeline. Saddened beyond expression by ob-
trusive ideas, she strove to banish that sadness by banishing
thought—but, ah! how vain the effort! the ‘vital spark of heavenly
flame” within us must be extinguished, ere we can cease to think.
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Chapter 1

ARRARARLARAARARRARAARAARARARAARLAR

| Something still there lies
In Heaven's dark volume which I read through mists.
DRYDEN

ON DESCENDING TO THE BREAKFAST PARLOUR, SHE FOUND
her father already there; he stood with his back to the door, and so
deeply engaged in contemplating a large picture, that he did not
hear her enter. Madeline approached him softly, and could not help
being struck with horror on perceciving the picture was a repre-
sentation of the murder of Abel. It was fancy, no doubt, which at
that moment made her imagine, in the features of the agonized and
affrighted Cain, there was a resemblance to her father’s. A slight
noise she made roused him; and, starting, he turned with evident
confusion to her. He had scarcely recovered from it, when the Mar-
quis entered the room. Contrary to his usual custom, he had for-
saken his bed at an early hour, anxious, by every attention in his
power, to make amends to his son for his long neglect.

After the usual salutations were over,—'I was sorry to hear,’ said
he, as they seated themselves at the table, ‘that your rest was dis-
turbed last night; Lafroy informed me of the noise which alarmed
vou; I can no otherways account for it, than by supposing some
ill-minded person resides in my family who wishes to overthrow its
tranquillity by exciting superstitious fears. T have heard more than
once of such trieks being played in other houses, by people who
imagined they should reap advantage from the general confusion
that was the consequence of them. If one is practised here, I will if
possible detect it: this very morning I am determined to examine
the chamber, to try if there is any other entrance to it than by the
gallery ; though that examination will be attended with the utmost
pain, as I have never visited it since the death of my Philippe.’

Lord St Julian informed him he had secured the key for that pur-
pose. As soon as breakfast was over, they accordingly repaired to it,
accompanied by Madeline. The door was closed immediately on
their entrance: and while the Marquis, overcome by afflicting re-
collections, sat almost motionless on the bed, the tapestry was
raised, and the wall critically inspected, but without discovering
any other crevices in it than those which time had made.

“ *Tis strange,” cried the Marquis, after the fruitless examination
was over, ‘I cannot now possibly conjecture from whence the noise
could have proceeded :—what did it sound like?’
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‘Like the groans, or rather yells, of excruciating distress,” rephed
St Julian; ‘never before did sounds so horrible pierce my ear.’

‘I shall place some of the servants I can depend on in the gallery
as a watch upon this door to-night; and if any villainy is practised,
I think," said the Marquis, ‘by that means it will be detected.
Though this room,’ continued he, ‘affects, it also pleases me; it
seems to me a place peculiarly consecrated to my Philippe, as since
his death it never has been inhabited, nor never shall whilst I live.
Will you indulge me by remaining a little longer in it with me?’

St Julian and Madeline instantly seated themselves.

After some further conversation, the Marquis requested to hear
the particulars of his son’s life.

St Julian seemed somewhat embarrassed: after a little hesitation,
however, he gave the desired recital. But how great was the aston-
ishment of Madeline to find it differ essentially from the one he had
given her; cvery circumstance relative to his brother was now
suppressed.

On finding his expectations of fortune blasted, he had set out for
Italy, he said, with an intention of cultivating a taste for painting;
trusting, from that source, he should be enabled at least to derive a
support. ‘I had not proceeded far on my journey,’ continued he,
‘ere an accident introduced me to the hospitable Lord Dunlere’: he
then gave the same account of that nobleman to the Marquis that
he had already done to Madeline; and concluded by saying, he had
lost his wife, and her father, in consequence of their grief for the
premature death of his lovely sister-in-law: after which he had for-
saken their habitations, unable to bear the scene of his former joys,
and retired, changing his name, to a lonely cottage, amidst some
of the most wild and romantic mountains of Dauphine.

The Marquis was affected by the sufferings of his son ; but at the
same time pleased to hear he had been united to a woman of rank
and virtue: it gratified his pride to find the heiress of his fortunes
could bhoast on every side of illustrious connections.

But how different were the feelings of Madeline from his, on lear-
ing this second narrative from her father: she was shocked to find
so great a difference between the one he had given her, and the one
he had given the Marquis. ‘Ah, why,’ cried she to herself, ‘conceal
the generosity of his noble brother!—Yet, perhaps,’ continued she,
after some minutes” reflection, ‘he only forbore mentioning him,
from a fear of awaking painful emotions in the Marquis’s breast.’

Soothed by this idea, the composure of her mind was returning,
when again it was disturbed by the Marquis’s suddenly enquiring
on what part of the Alps the habitation in which Lord Dunlare had
lived was situated, and by the agitation her father betrayed at the
question: in faltering accents he answered it, and the Marquis in-
stantly exelaimed—
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‘Oh, God! it was therc my Philippe fell'—You resided with Lord
Dunlere at that time,” continued he, after the pause of a moment,
‘and you heard perhaps of the murder?’

‘A rumour of it,” replied St Julian, ‘but without knowing the
sufferer’s name.’

“You knew not then, till lately, that the vengeance of Heaven
had overtaken me: the offended Majesty of Heaven could not in-
deed have inflicted any punishment upon me half so severe as that
of depriving me of my son. Oh, Philippe! lovely and beloved! days,
years have elapsed since your death,—but without witnessing any
diminution of my grief!—Had I received your last sigh—had I paid
the last sad duties to your remains, its poignancy I think would
have been abated: but far from your kindred you fell!'—and never
will the tomb of your forefathers receive you.

‘You have heard, perhaps,” continued the Marquis, *from your
vicinity to the spot, where he fell—that the body could never be
found. At the time he received his death wound, he was on his way
to Italy, and had stopped for the night at a little obscure inn; from
whence, tempted by the sublimity of the scene, he had wandered
to an adjoining mountain, to pass an hour or two, attended by a
favourite servant: both were unarmed ; and the moment his master
was attacked, the servant fled for assistance; but, alas! ere he
returned with it, the murdered and the murderer were gone. No
doubt the body was dragged into some recess, a prey for the raven-
ous wolves which infest that part of the country; and cven now,
perhaps, his bones, unburied, lie bleaching in the mountain blast.
Oh! never may my eyes be closed till they have seen vengeance fall
upon the head of his murderer! accursed may he be! may his days
be without comfort—his nights without repose!—and may his
pangs, if possible, be more intoletable than those he has inflicted on
my soull’

‘Perhaps,’ cried Madeline, in a faint voice, ‘he does not live.’

‘Suggest not such an idea again,” exclaimed the Marquis, with a
kind of savage fury in his countenance; ‘the hope of yet bringing
him to punishment has hitherto, more than any other circum-
stance, supported me amidst my sufferings; to relinquish that hope,
would be to relinquish almost all that eould console me.—Still then
will I retain it; still then will I trust, O God! that some heaven-
directed hand shall point out the murderer of my son.’

The Marquis and the Count sat on the same side, and Madeline
directly opposite to them. As her grandfather uttered the last
words, she withdrew her eyes from his for the purpose of stealing a
glance at her father; but as she was turning to him, they were
suddenly arrested by a sight which struck her with horror.

She beheld a hand thrust through the tapestry behind him, ex-
tended and pointing to him. Shricking aloud, she started from her
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seat, and, with a desperate resolution, was flying to the wall in
order to examine it, when her strength and senses suddenly re-
ceded, and she fell fainting on the floor,

Alarmed by her too evident terror and illness, St Julian flew to
her assistance; whilst the Marquis, scarcely less affected than her
father, rung the bell with violence. Some of the servants immed-
iately hastened to the room; and restoratives being procured,
Madeline soon revived. The moment she opened her eyes, she raised
her languid head from the shoulder of her father, and turned them
to the spot from whence she had seen the dreadful hand extended.
But it was gone; and she then begged to be carried to her chamber.

St Julian would not permit any one to continue in it with her but
himself. He had some secret reasons for wishing no one at present
to listen to their conversation. He tried to sooth, he tried to tran-
quillize her, but without effect; and he besought her to acquaint
him with the cause of her illness.

Unwilling to tell a falsehood, yet unable to declare the truth—
‘Oh! my father,” cried she, bathing his hands with tears as she
pressed them between her’s, ‘ask me no farther questions on the
subject; place the same confidence in me now you have hitherto
done, and believe that your Madeline will never have any conceal-
ments from you which you can disapprove: you seem ill yourself,’
observing his pale and haggard looks.

‘At my being disordered,’ cried he, ‘you cannot wonder after
what has passed.’

“Passed!” repeated Madeline, recoiling with horror at the idea of
his having seen the hand.

Yes,’ replied St Julian, ‘after what has passed,—-after being
cursed by my father.’

‘Cursed !’ cried Madeline aghast.

‘Did you not hear him curse me?’

‘No, surely not,” answered Madeline; ‘T heard him curse, but—’
she paused—she hesitated.

‘But whom?’ demanded St Julian impatiently.

“The murderer of his son,’ replied Madeline in a faint voice, and
turning her eyes from her father,

St Julian groaned; he clasped his hands upon his breast and
traversed the apartment.

“T'rue,’ cried he, suddenly stopping, and flinging himself upon a
chair; ‘true, it was not me he cursed. I believe m y reason is dis-
ordered by the sudden change in my situation. Ah! would to
heaven,’ said he in a half-stifled voice, ‘since so long delayed, that
change had never taken place!’

‘Would to heaven it never had !’ said Madeline.

‘Oh! my child,’ resumed St Julian, rising and embracing her, ‘you
have no reason to join in that wish; the Castle of Montmorenei can
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lead you to no dreadful retrospections, can awaken no torturing
recollections in your breast.’

‘Alas! my father,” replied Madeline, ‘if it has that effect upon
your mind, mine must necessarily be disturbed: she whom you
nurtured with tenderness, the child of your bosom, cannot, without
the most agonizing sorrow, behold your distress.’

At this moment a servant rapped at the door to announce dinner.
Madeline declared herself unable either to go down or take any
refreshment at present. But she promised her father she would
exert herself to be able to attend him and the Marquis in the even-
ing, and reluctantly he left her.

But how vain were the efforts she made to fulfil the promise she
had given to her father; as well might she have attempted to still
the wild waves of the ocean as the agitations of her breast, pro-
ceeding as they did from her newly-revived suspicions concerning
him.

She hesitated whether she should disclose them or not. ‘Shall I
throw myself at his feet,” eried she, traversing her chamber with
hasty steps, ‘and entreat him to confirm my horrors, or dissipate
my fears? Ah! what rapture to think he could do the latter!—but,
alas! his unguarded expressions, the mysterious circumstances that
have happened since our arrival at the castle, leave me little reason
to imagine he can.’

Absorbed by the dreadful ideas which had taken possession of
her mind, Madeline heeded not the passing minutes, and was sur-
prised by her father in a situation that made him start as he entered
her apartment,

Never indeed was anguish more strongly depictured than by her;
her hair, dishevelled, fell partly on a bosom whose tumultuous
throbs indicated the disorder of her heart; and the wildness of her
eyes declared the agitation that had mantled her checks with a
feverish glow.

‘Madeline,’ said her father as he approached her, ‘is it thus you
have kept your promise with me?’

She sighed.

‘Your countenance,” resumed he in a solemn voice, and taking
her hand, ‘renders concealment with you impossible; I shall not
therefore ask what has disordered you, for your looks have inform-
ed me.’

Madeline involuntarily averted her head.

“Yes,’ continued he, ‘I know your present ideas. But, Oh, Made-
line! reflect on the tenor of my conduct, on the precepts I instilled
into your mind. and then think whether you haye done me justice
or injustice in harbouring them?’

Madeline withdrew her hands, and covered her face.

I forgive you, however,” proceeded St Julian, ‘from my soul I
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forgive you. I know a strange combination of circumstances excited
your suspicions—eircumstance which I may yet perhaps satis-
factorily account for: at any rate, be assured, at some period, per-
haps not far distant, I will elucidate all the mysteries of my life,
explain my reasons for sinking to the Marquis, and not to you, my
intimacy with my brother,’

‘Oh! my father,” cried Madeline, throwing herself at his feet,
‘how can I ever sufficiently evinee my gratitude for your forgive-
ness—a forgiveness which cannot be followed by my own. True, a
strange combination of circumstances led me into error; but noth-
ing can now justify me in my own opinion for it. Ah! never can I
reflect without horror, that there were moments in which I doubted
your integrity,—ah! never can I think myself punished enough for
doing so; though my feelings, in consequence of such doubts, were
such as almost to annihilate existence. You say you forgive me; but
ah! my father, can I hope that you will ever look upon me again
without internal resentment?’

‘Without a trace of it shall I regard you,’ cried he, raising her
from the ground: ‘had our situations been reversed, I make no
doubt I should just have thought as you did: let us now endeavour
to banish all that is disagreeable from our recollections.’

‘With ecstasy,” said Madeline. ‘Oh! never, my father, shall my
faith in your virtues be again shaken. Ah! happy should I now be,
could I be reconciled to myself. Your words have removed a
mountain from my breast; and all the horrors of doubt and sus-
picion are over.’

‘My happiness depends on your’s,” said St Julian; ‘the best proof,
therefore, you can give me of your regard, is by endeavouring to
recover your spirits,’

‘Every effort then shall be made,’ replied Madeline: ‘and efforts
in a right cause are generally successful.’

Her father then led her to the apartment where the Marquis sat,
who expressed much pleasure at seeing her better.
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Chapter 2

ARAAARARARAARAAAARKARAARARRARARRAR

How would Philosophy enjoy this hour,
Did not grief’s arrow in her bleeding side
Deep, deep infix’d, at every painful step
Pierce to the heart, and poison all her bliss.
Ev'n this calm solitude, this still serene,
Tranguillity, that to internal views
Recalls our scatter’d thoughts, and from the brow
Of ruffl'd passion steals its gloomy frown,
Is now my gentle foe; provokes the tear
From the pale eye of sorrow, and reminds
Despairing Friendship of its loss.—

WEST

AS THEY WERE DRINKING THEIR COFFEE, MADELINE WAS
agreeably surprised by hearing there was a connection between her
family and that of her departed benefactress :—the father of Viola’s
husband was a near relation of the Marquis and next heir to his
titles if he died without issue.

‘As soon as I discovered I had a son in existence,’ said the Mar-
quis, ‘T wrote to Monsieur D’Alembert, whose chateau is about four
leagues from this, acquainting him with the joyful event, and re-
questing his immediate presence, well eonvinced, from the genero-
sity of his disposition, that he would rather rejoice than grieve at
the discovery, though the means of destroying his prospect of my
title and fortunes. I received a letter from him, breathing the warm-
est congratulations; and assuring me he would instantly have
obeyed my summons, had not domestic calamity interposed to pre-
vent his doing so. A dispatch had just arrived from his son, he con-
tinued, informing him of the illness of Madame D’Alembert.’

“Fer illness,” eried Madeline, turning pale.

“Yes,” resumed the Marquis, ‘an illness which threatened to end
in a decline, and for which she was ordered directly to Bareges,
whither Monsieur D’Alembert determined on accompanying her
and his son.’

Madeline, though inexpressibly shocked, was not surprised to
hear this account of Madame D’Alembert, whose health she had
long beheld declining. Almost confident, from the character of
young D’Alembert, that he would not pay those attentions her
situation required, Madeline could not forbear giving vent to her
feelings, and exclaimed with energy—Would to God I was now
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with her! would to God I was now permitted to pay to the daughter
the debt of gratitude I owed the parent!’

‘Impossible,” cried the Marquis; ‘Madame ID’Alembert, accom-
panicd as she is, cannot require additional attendance: besides,
your presence in the castle is absolutely requisite, as an entertain-
ment is already planned, and will be given in a few days; in honour
of you and your father, at which you must preside. Of the travellers
we shall receive the earliest intellizence, as Monsicur I Alembert
promised to write immediately on their arriving at Bareges: let this
promise therefore contribute to quiet your mind.’

Madeline bowed, and endeavoured to appear composed; but her
heart swelled with sorrow at the idea of being separated from her
friend, at a time when her attentions would have been so aceept-
able, perhaps necessary; and with difficulty she suppressed her
tears.

When coffee was over, the Marquis and St Julian sat down to
chess, and Madeline withdrew to the court, from whence she was
soon tempted to wander into the forest.

It was now the still, the dewy hour of eve, an hour in which she
particularly loved to walk; and she proceeded, thinking of the
happy period in which she had wandered, devoid of eare, through
the wild-wood walks surrounding her native valley; and sighing at
the idea, that felicity such as she then experienced would never,
never more return,

Unheeding whither or how far she went, she rambled on till her
progress was unexpectedly stopped by the monumental pillar of
Lord Philippe.

A kind of awful fear now took possession of her: a fear, which the
idea of the distance she had wandered from the chateau, the late-
ness of the present hour, and the deep gloom surrounding her, in-
spired; a

long cathedral aisle of shade

led to the pillar. around which clustered

cypress and bay,
Funereal, pensive birch, its languid arms
That droops, with waving willows, deem’d to weep,
And shiv'ring aspins

The yellow radiance, diffused over the tall trees and the antique
turrets of the castle, at her first setting out, was now entirely with-
drawn, and scarcely a star-light ray penetrated to the spot on
which she stood; whilst a breeze swept through the forest with a
hollow murmur, that to her ear sounded like the lamentings of a
troubled spirit.

The dreadful fate of him to whom the pillar was dedieated, rushed
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upon her recollection; and, shuddering, she was moving from it,
when a deep groan arrested her steps. She paused,—she trembled;
the surrounding trees faintly rustled; a figure slowly emerged from
them, and gliding by her, gave as it passed a look at once tender and
mournful—a look which presented to her view the exact features of
de Sevignic.

‘Oh, God,’ cried she, rccollectmg the likeness between him and
the picture of Lord Philippe, ‘is it de Sevignie I saw, or the spirit
of the murdered Philippe?’

The pale and hollow cheek presented to her view, the melancholy
eye that beamed upon her, inclined her to believe the latter; and
while a cold perspiration burst from every pore at the idea of having
scen a supernatural being, she fled trembling up the long avenue
that led from the pillar: at its termination she pauscd, uncertain
which way to go, for the paths were here wild and entangled ; but as
she despairingly struck her breast from a fear of not finding her
way, she beheld a light suddenly glimmering through the trees:
from the castle she knew this must proceed ; darting forward there-
fore, and still keeping it in view, she soon found herself at home.

She stopped for a few minutes in the hall in order to regain her
breath and some degree of composure; she then repaired to the
parlour where she found the gentlemen just rising from chess. In
answer to their enquiries as to where she had been, she briefly re-
plied, rambling about, but did not inform them how far or whither.
Her paleness struck both the Marquis and St Julian; both however
imputed it to her grief for the illness of Madame 1) Alembert.

On retiring to her chamber, Madeline was not sorry to find some
of the servants stationed outside the chamber next to her’s, for the
purpose of apprizing the Marquis and his son if there was any
return of the noise that had alarmed the family the preceding night.
Her spirits weakened by the idea of having seen a being of the other
world she could ill have borne total solitude. Unable to sleep, she
stood a considerable time at the window, contemplating that part
of the forest where she had been terrified; yet without shuddering
she could not look upon those trees, beneath whose covert she
imagined the troubled spirit of Lord Philippe wandered.
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Chapter 3

ALLAARAARAAAAAAARARARARAARAAARARLL

Why I can smile, and murder while I smile,
And ery content to that which grieves my heart;
And wet my cheeks with artificial tears,

And frame my face to all occasions.

NO NOISE THIS NIGHT DISTURBED THE TRANQUILLITY OF
the castle; and the terror which had marked the countenances of
the domestics began to vanish.

The Marquis had mentioned to Madeline his intention of giving
an entertainment in honour of her and his Son; and preparations
were now making for it—preparations which were unexpectedly in-
terrupted by a letter from Monsieur D’Alembert, containing the
melancholy intelligence of the death of his daughter-in-law on her
way to Bareges,

Though this event was communieated in the most cautious man-
ner to Madeline by her father, the shock it gave her nearly deprived
her of her senses. Unwilling to distress him by the sight of her grief,
yet unable at present to stem it, she requested permission to retire
to her chamber; a request which he instantly complied with, from
a hope that the unrestrained indulgence of her sorrow would abate
its violence, and contribute to the restoration of her tranquillity.

In the solitude of her chamber she gave frée vent to it. ‘But is not
this a selfish sorrow?’ she exclaimed, whilst tears trickled down her
pale checks; ‘do I not weep alone for the loss which the death of ny
friend will prove to me? for am I not convinced that death to her
was a passport to unutterable felicity,—to that glorious world,
where the cares, the disappointments that embitter this, can never
obtrude—where all is happiness,—and where the kindred spirit of a
Parent weleomed her pure and disembodied soul to that happiness.’

These ideas, however, had not power to mitigate her feelings.
Besides the tears she shed for the loss, the irreparable loss she sus-
tained by the death of her friend, she wept from a fear, which the
account she had received of the disposition of 1)’ Alembert inspired,
namely, that his wife had not in her dying moments received those
attentions that sooth the last struggles of nature; she feared that no

Soft complaint, no kind domestic tear
Pleas’d her pale ghost, or grac’d her mournful bier.

‘Would to heaven!” she said, ‘I had continued a little longer with
her; it would have comforted me to have known that the kind-

[268]



nesses, the attentions, the nameless little offices of love, which
soften the pangs of sickness and of death, had been paid to her.’

From her melancholy meditations she was roused by a knock at
the chamber-door. She started; hastily rose, and opening it, beheld
her father.

‘I hope, my dear Madeline,’ cried he, taking her hand, ‘that the
long and free indulgence of your grief has lightened your heart, and
enabled you to make exertions against a sorrow, not only useless,
but injurious. I hope,” continued he, observing her trickling tears,
‘that in the grave of your friend you have not buried all consider-
ation for your father’s peace—a father, who can know no happiness
but what is derived from witnessing your’s.’

‘Oh, my father,” exclaimed Madeline, unspeakably affected by
his words, ‘every exertion you desire I will make.’

Ever taught to consider her promise as sacred, she no longer gave
way to her grief, and soon recovered, though not her cheerfulness,
her composure,

The death of Madame I’Alembert caused the doors of the castle
to be again barred against company, and an almost uninterrupted
stillness onee more reigned within it. Madeline rather rejoiced at
than regretted the total solitude in which she lived; the spirits, the
hopes, the expectations which would once have inclined her to
gaicty, were fled, and she no longer wished to see or to be seen.

Nor did her father appear less pleased with his seelusion from the
world; a deeper gloom than Madeline had ever before observed
upon it, now almost continually clouded his brow. His wanderings
from the castle became frequent; and were often prolonged till the
curiosity of his father, and the fears of his daughter, were excited.

Tortured by beholding his increasing melancholy, Madeline was
often tempted to implore him to reveal its source, from a hope that
she might then be able to offer some consolation; but whenever she
felt herself on the point of doing so, the solemn promise she had
given her departed friend of never attempting to raise the veil
which eoncealed the former events of his life, recurred to her re-
collection, and made her shrink back appalled from the idea.

‘But has he not promised,’ she would then cry, endeavouring to
strengthen her resolution, ‘has he not promised, since his arrival
at the castle, that he would himself raise that veil, and elucidate
every mystery; Oh! let me then terminate my incertitude, my sus-
pense, by now imploring him to fulfil his promise.’

Still however, whenever her lips opened for that purpose, a secret
dread would again close them; and she was soon convinced that she
eould not summon resolution to urge the disclosure she so ardently
desired.

About a fortnight after they had received the intelligence of
Madame I)’Alembert’s death, a letter arrived from the elder
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I)’Alembert, acquainting the Marquis with his intention of being at
the castle that day. He arrived a short time before dinner, and paid
his compliments to his newly-discovered relatives with the utmost
warmth and affection. The prejudice Madeline had conceived against
the son extended to the father; and, notwithstanding the warmth
of his manner, she saw, or fancied she saw (which had just the same
effect upon her mind), in his countenance a dissatisfaction that
denoted his not feeling what he professed; his eye, she thought,
often fastened upon her father with a malignant expression, as if
the soul that animated it inwardly cursed the man who had stepped
between him and the fortunes of Montmorenei.

After the first compliments were over, taking the hand of
Madeline, he assured her that nothing but business of the most per-
plexing nature could have prevented his son from accompanying
him to the chateau. ‘He is impatient,” continued he, ‘to be intro-
duced to his amiable relations; above all, he is impatient for an
opportunity of expressing to you his heartfelt gratitude for the
attentions you paid to his wife.’

The heart of Madeline was too full to permit her to speak: she
bowed, and hastily averted her head to wipe away the tears which
fell to the memory of the unhappy Viola.

Her father, perceiving her emotions, led her to a seat, and chang-
ed the discourse.

I’Alembert now informed them that his daughter (of whom
Madeline had before heard the Marquis slightly speak) was at the
Chateau de Merville with her brother. ‘In about a month I hope and
expeet,” continued he, ‘they will join me here.’

‘I hope so too,” said the Marquis; ‘for I think it is the want of
society that lowers the spirits, and hurts the bloom of Madeline.’

"Ahl” thought Madeline, * "tis not the society I am now debarred
from, but the society I have lost, which deadens my cheerfulness,
and fades my cheek.’

‘I shall insist,” resumed the Marquis, ‘on her father’s taking her
in the course of the winter to Paris; 'tis time for her to be intro-
duced to the circles her rank entitles her to associate with.”

D’Alembert by a bow silently assented to what the Marquis
said.

From this period Madeline liad but few opportunities of indulg-
ing her love for solitude; D’Alembert cither was, or pretended to be,
so delighted with her society, that he could not for any length of
time endure her absence. Complaisance compelled her to humour a
relation advanced in life, and also the guest of her grandfather; but
the interruption he gave to her favourite inclinations, together with
the extravagant eulogiums he bestowed upon her person and all she
said or did, heightened, if possible, the dislike she had coneceived
against him from their first interview—a dislike, however, which
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she did not reveal; yet not without uneasiness could she hear her
father declare he thought him a man worthy of esteem.

With the utmost pain she thought of the approaching visit from
his son and daughter. “Ah! never,” said she to herself, ‘ah! never,
without shuddering, without horror; shall I be able to look upon
the man whose ill conduct T have reason to think oceasioned the
death of my beloved friend.’

Within a week of the time she expected him, as she was walking
one morning in that part of the forest which immediately sur-
rounded the castle she beheld her father and D’Alembert at a little
distance from her, apparently engaged in a dcep and interesting
discourse. Their eyes encountered her’s almost at the moment she
saw them; they instantly stopped; and, after conversing together
for about another minute, I)’Alembert entered the court, and her
father advanced to her: the gloom on his brow was somewhat
lessened, and a languid smile faintly illumined his features.

‘Madeline,” said he, taking her hand, and walking on with her,
‘D’Alembert and I have been talking of you.’

‘Of me!” eried Madeline.

‘Yes, we have been sketching out a plan of felicity for you.’

Madeline sighed, and looked earnestly at her father.

‘A plan,’ resumed he, ‘which I trust will meet your approbation.’

‘Explain yourself, my dearest father,” cried Madeline, ‘I am all
impatience.’

‘To be explicit then,’ said St Julian, ‘D’Alembert has proposed
an union between you and his son.’

‘Between me and his son!’ repeated Madeline, involuntarily
drawing her hand from her father's, and starting back a few paces
—'between me and his son!—and you approved of the proposall—
Oh! my father, is this the felicity you planned for me?—sooner, ten
thousand times sooner, would I immure myself for ever within the
walls of a cloister, than become the wife of I)’Alembert.’

‘Compose yourself,” said St Julian, ‘you have no cause for the
violent emotions you betray. You have always, I hope, found me,
in every sense of the word, a parent: you should therefore have re-
strained your apprehensions, by being convinced I never would
urge you to an act directly contrary to your inclinations. But
whilst I give this assurance, I also declare that I will not, by reject-
ing every overture which may be made for your hand, sanction your
attachment to an object who ought long since to have been for-
gotten.’

‘I solemnly declare,’ eried Madeline, clasping her hands together,
‘that my repugnance to the union you have proposed, proceeds not
entirely from the attachment you allude to.’

‘From what other cause,” demanded St Julian, ‘can it proceed?
you cannot have conceived a dislike against a man you never saw.’
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“'Tis true,” replied Madeline, 1 know not the person of D'Alem-
bert, but I am acquainted with his character, She then briefly
related all she had heard coneerning him from Floretta and Agatha,
the favourite and confidential servants of the Countess de Merville.

‘I am shocked, I am astonished,” eried St Julian, ‘at what you
tell me; and with you I can readily believe, that the knowledge of
his depravity accelerated the death of the mother, and occasioned
that of the daughter,’

‘But had I never been informed of that depravity,’ resumed
Madeline, ‘I should have conceived an unconquerable dislike against
him for his indelicacy in proposing for me so soon after his wife’s
death, and without being in the least degree acquainted with me.’

‘I own that part of his conduct appeared reprehensible to me,’
said St Julian, ‘and I gave my opinion of it to his father. He at-
tempted to justify it by saying, that it was natural so young a man,
and one of so domestic a turn as his son, should soon make another
choice.’

‘But why let that choice devolve upon an object he had never
beheld?” asked Madeline.

‘Because a prepossession had been excited in her favour by the
eulogiums of his wife; and he entreated his father to hasten to the
castle, in order to pave the way for his addresses,’” St Julian replied.

‘Oh, my father,” cried Madeline, ‘I trust you will not delay
declaring my utter repugnance to those addresses.’

‘Depend on me, my love,” he said, ‘for taking the earliest oppor-
tunity of informing D’Alembert they never can be suceessful : your
grandfather, I hope, will be equally inclined to let you reject them.’

‘My grandfather!” repeated Madeline; ‘was he then consulted on
the subject?’

“So Lunderstand from I)’Alembert, and that he highly approved
of the projected alliance: he wishes to have the fortunes of the
family united.’

“The fortunes of the family!” Madeline repeated: ‘and are such
the considerations that sway the great world?7—Ah! no wonder, if
the union of fortunes, not of hearts, is alone considered, that
misery, vice, and dissipation from such connections should ensue,’

‘T am almost convineed,’ resumed St Julian, ‘that the Marquis
will not attempt to control your inclinations. But, my dear Made-
line, though all idea of a connection between you and I’ Alembert
shall on my part be relinquished, from a conviction that it never
could promote your happiness, do not flatter yourself that, if a pro-
posal came from an unexceptionable character, I would sanction a
second rejection: 'tis not, be assured, from a vain pride of desiring
an illustrious name to be continued to posterity, that I wish vou to
be married—no, *tis from a wish of ensuring vou protection when I
shall be no longer able to extend it. I long to lodge my treasure in
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safe and honourable hands, cre 1 visit that country, from whose
bourn I never shall return.’

The words of her father opened a new source of disquietude to
Madeline, who had flattered herself that her attachment to a single
life would never be opposed: and still she tried to sooth her uneasi-
ness by thinking, notwithstanding what he said, her father would
never exert an arbitrary power over her.

They continued to walk till dinner time. At table Madeline
turned with disgust from D’Alembert, whose looks expressed the
utmost exultation. She withdrew almost immediately after dinner,
and repaired to the garden, where she continued a considerable
time uninterrupted, and deeply meditating on the conversation of
the morning. At length she beheld D’Alembert approaching; and
the alteration of his countenance convinced her that her father had
communicated her sentiments to him.

She would have passed him in silence, but he prevented her by
catehing her hand.

‘T eame hither, Madam,’ said he in a sullen voice, ‘on purpose to
converse with you; I cannot therefore let you depart abruptly.’

‘Well, Sir,” eried Madeline, ‘1 am ready to hear whatever you wish
to say.’

‘But will you promise not to hear without regarding it?” demand-
ed he in a gentler tone than he had before used.

‘I never make promises I am not certain of fulfilling,’ replied
Madeline.

‘*Tis impossible,” said he, ‘to express the mortification, the dis-
appointment, I feel in consequence of your rejection of the propo-
sals which I made this morning; proposals approved by your
father, and also sanctioned by the Marquis. Surely,” he continued,
‘you should not have rejected them, without being assured that
their acceptance never could have contributed to your happiness;
an assurance it is impossible you can have from your total ignor-
ance of my son.’

‘Hopes which cannot be realized, cannot be too soon suppressed,’
exclaimed Madeline.

‘And why, without knowing him, can you be so determined on
destroying his hopes?” asked D’Alembert. ‘Only see him-—only
hear him,—and then reject, if then you can disapprove.’

‘Was your son,’ said Madeline, ‘all that the most romantic
imagination can conceive of perfection, I would reject him.”

“You would! exclaimed D’Alembert, dropping her hand.

‘T would,” repeated Madeline. |

‘Did you ever hear aught against him?’ demanded he, again
catching her hand, and looking steadily upon her.

‘Even supposing any thing could be alledged against him,” re-
plied Madeline, wishing to evade this question, “in the family of his
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wife and mother-in-law, was it likely, do you think I should hear
any thing to his prejudice?’

“*Tis evident,” said I’Alembert, after musing a few minutcs,
‘that your heart is pre-engaged; nothing else could account for your
absolute rejection of a man you never saw.’

‘Nothing else,’” repcated Madeline involuntarily, and looking in
his face.

‘No! confess, therefore that what I say, is true.’

‘Well,” cried Madeline, ‘if I do confess that my heart is devoted
to another, will you drop all solicitation for your son?’

‘No, never,” exclaimed he in a furious voice, and with an inflamed
countenance.

Madeline now attempted to free her hand. ‘Iinsist, Sir,” said she,
‘upon your releasing me immediately.’

‘Twill, if you first promise to let my son plead his own cause on
coming to the castle.’

‘Never,’ cried Madeline with vehemence, and struggling to dis-
engage herself.

‘Are you then indeed inflexible? does that soft bosom really hide
an obdurate heart? can no pity influence you to compassionate the
pangs my son will feel when he hears of your rejection?’

‘I never can feel pity for the pangs of disappointed avarice and
ambition,” replied Madeline; ‘and avarice and ambition, I am con-
vinced, alone influence your son’s addresses to me; for how can he
love or admire an object whose virtues he never knew, whose form
he never saw? Your persecution, Sir, has forced me to be explicit:
drop it, if you wish me to conceal my opinion.’

‘Insolent girl!” eried I)’Alembert, flinging away her hand, and
stamping on the ground.

A kind of terror pervaded the breast of Madeline at his violence;
and she was hurrying to the castle when he overtook, and again
stopped her.

‘Insolent girl!" he repeated, grasping her hand, and looking at her
with a fiend-like countenance; ‘but such is the effect which un-
expected elevation ever has upon little minds, raised from a cottage
to a palace. Your head grows giddy, and you think you may with
impunity look down upon the rest of mankind with contempt; you
imagine there’s nothing to fear;—but beware of indulging such an
idea, lest too late you should find it erroneous. The pinnacle of
greatness upon which you stand, already totters: beware lest by
your conduct you provoke the breath which can in a moment over-
throw it.’ 2

So saying, he once more flung her hand from him; and, turning
into another path, left her abruptly, so much thunderstruck by his
words, that for a few minutes she had not power to move. At length
recovering her faculties, she condemned herself for weakness in per-
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mitting his expressions to affect her; expressions which she could
only impute to malice and resentment for her rejection of his son.
‘He wished,” said she, ‘by alarming me, to be revenged in some
degree, or else he imagined me weak, and hoped, by raising bug-
bears to my view, to terrify me to his purpose.’

Her contempt and dislike were both increased by these ideas;
and she resolved never more, if possible, to avoid it, to listen to his
particular conversation.

She hastened to the castle, and in the gallery adjoining her
chamber, met her father. “Well,” asked he, ‘has ID’Alembert declar-
ed his disappointment to you? he sought you I know for the pur-
pose of doing so.’

‘He has,” replied Madeline; ‘and I sincerely hope for the last
time.” She then enquired how her grandfather bore the rejection of
his relative.

‘As I expeeted,’ answered St Julian; ‘he declared his readiness to
relinquish any alliance that accorded not with your inclination.’

Madeline, without repeating all D’Alembert had said, now
acknowledged that she felt herself too much agitated, in con-
sequence of his conversation, to be able to mingle in society again
that evening. Her father accordingly promised to apologize for her
absence below stairs; and the remainder of the evening she passed
alone.

[275]



LAAAAAAAARRARAAARAARARAAARAARAAAAAL)

Chapter 4

ARAAARARAAARAAARARARARALARARAARALL

"Twas at an kour when busy Nature lay
Dissolv’d in slumbers from the noisy day;
W hen gloomy shades and dusky atoms spread
A darkness o’er the universal bed,

And all the gaudy beams of light were fled.

THE ENSUING DAY MADELINE WASAGAIN TEASED WITHTHE
importunities of D’Alembert: in vain she assured him her resolu-
tion was unalterable, in vain declared, that if his son came to the
castle but for the purpose of addressing her, as he intimated, she
would confine herself to her chamber. He still continued to perse-
cute her. Finding her own arguments ineffectual, she spoke to her
father to try his influence. He accordingly remonstrated with
D’Alembert; and requested him, in rather a peremptory manner, to
drop a subject so unpleasing.

In consequence of this request, she was unmolested with any
solicitation the next day; but whenever her eyes encountered
DD’ Alembert, an involuntary terror pervaded her heart at beholding
the dark and malignant glances with which he regarded her: she
strove, but in vain, to reason herself out of it; and felt, without
knowing why, as if she was in his power.

When the hour for rest arrived, she dismissed her attendant ; but
she, instead of repairing to bed, took up a book, with a hope of
being enabled, through its means, to amuse and compose her
thoughts. They were too much disturbed, however, to permit this
hope to be realised, and she soon threw it aside.

*Unconscious of any crime, unacquainted with D’Alembert
almost till the present day, what.” she asked herself, trying
to reason away her terror, ‘have I to fear from him? nothing
on my own account.’—She paused; she mused for a few minutes.
‘But my father’—she trembled, and started—°T know not the
mysteries of his life! I’Alembert may not be equally ignorant,
and through his heart perhaps intends to aim at mine.’ The
recollected threat of 1)’Alembert rendered this idea but too prob-
able; and agonies which no tongue could express directly seized
her soul.

For some minutes the powers of articulation were suspended, At
length, with & deep sigh and uplifted hands, she implored the pro-
tection of Heaven, “Irusting in that protection,’ eried she, ‘which
can defeat the malice of the most vile, Oh! let me again endeavour
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to regain some composure; let me also endeavour not to be too
ready in anticipating evil.’

She felt still disinelined to sleep, yet gladly would she have closed
her eyes upon the gloom of her chamber—a gloom, rendered more
awful by the profound stillness of the castle, and which was cal-
culated to inspire ideas not ecasily to be resisted in the present state
of her mind.

In short, imaginary horrors soon began to succeed the real ones
that had lately agitated her; yet scarcely was she infected by them
ere she blushed from a conviction of weakness, and resolved on
going to bed. She began to undress, though with a trembling hand;
nor could refrain from starting as the low murmurs of the wind
(which now, in the decline of autumn, frequently growled through
the forest, and shook the old battlements of the castle) sounded
through her chamber.

She had not proceeded far in undressing, when she was suddenly
alarmed by the shaking of the tapestry which hung behind the table
-at which she stood. Appalled, she started back; yet at the next
instant was returning, under the idea of its having only been
agitated by the wind, when again she saw it raised, and could
then perfectly distinguish a human form behind it: with a wild
and piercing shriek she instantly fled to the door; but ere her
trembling hand eould withdraw the rusty bolt, she was rudely
seized.

Hopeless of mercy, she attempted not to supplicate it, but closed
her eyes, unwilling to behold her executioner; for that a ruffian had
secreted himself in her apartment, for the purpose of robbery and
murder, she could not doubt.

From agonies, which only those who have been in a situation of
equal danger ean imagine or describe, she was soon however re-
lieved by the voice of D’Alembert.

‘Madeline,’ he eried, as he supported her upon his breast, ‘revive;
I come not to injure, but to entreat.’

*Oh, heavens!® said she, opening her cyes, and wildly gazing on
him, ‘do I hear, do I behold aright?’

‘Be composed,’ exclaimed he, ‘T again entreat you; you have
nothing to fear.’

‘Nothing to fear!' repeated Madeline as she disengaged herself
from him, “if I have nothing to fear, I have at least much to be
offended at. Whenee this intrusion, Sir?—Is it right, is it honour-
able, to steal like a midnight assassin to my chamber?’

“You yourself have compelled me to this conduet,’ he replied;
‘you refused to hear me, and consequently foreed me to devise a
scheme to make you listen—’

“T'o make me listen!” repeated Madeline with haughtiness; ‘no,
Sir,—no scheme, no stratagem shall effect that purpose. Begonel®
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cried she, laving her hand upon the door, ‘if you wish to avoid the
punishment your temerity deserves.’

‘Suppress this haughtiness,’ said he, seizing her hands, and drag-
ging her from the door cre she had power to open it; ‘believe me.
like your threats, it is unavailing. Hear me you must—hear me vou
shall: nay, more, you shall comply with what I desire.’

‘Never!” exclaimed Madeline in a resolute voice, and struggling
to free herself.

“Then you shall tremble for the safety of a father,” eried 1)’ Alem-
bert.

Madeline trembled ; her heart grew cold; she ceased her struggles,
and looked with mingled terror and melancholy upon him,

“‘Yes; I repeat,” said he, ‘you shall tremble for the safety of a
father: I am the minister of fate to him; and only your acceptance
of the proposals of my son can save him from that which now hangs
over him.’

‘What fate that is not happy can he have provoked?' asked
Madeline in a faint voice.

‘I will not shock your ear,’ he replied, ‘by divulging to you the
one he merits; be satisfied, however, that all I know eoncerning
him, and with the most important events of his life T am acquaint-
ed, shall be carcfully concealed, if you swear solemnly, swear this
minute to accept the hand of my son.’

‘No,’ criecd Madeline, after a moment’s consideration, during
which an idea struck her, that his insinuations against her father
might be false, invented merely for the purpose of terrifying her
into a promise which could not afterwards be eancelled, ‘I will not
swear; I will not take an oath my soul revolts against fulfilling.’

*You are determined then,” said IV’ Alembert with a forced calm-
ness, while an ashy paleness stole upon his cheek.

‘Unalterably determined,” replied Madeline.

‘But your resolution could be shaken, if you believed my allega-
tions against your father.’

‘I trust I never shall have reason to believe them,’ said Madeline.

“Unhappy girl! dearly will you pay for your want of faith in me.’

As he spoke, he put his hand into his bosom, and drew forth a
small dagger.

Madeline recoiled a few paces, and involuntarily dropped upon
her knees. ‘Oh, D’Alembert!’ cried she with a quivering lip, ‘have
mercy upon your own soul, and spare me!’

‘Be not alarmed,’ said he, ‘T mean not to harm you; the blood of
innocence shall not again, at least by my means, pollute this dag-
ger: receive it,” continued he, ‘as a present for your father; when he
looks upon it, you will be convinced I spoke but truth this night.’

‘Oh! in pity tell me,” said Madeline with clasped hands, ‘what
you know concerning him, and terminate the horrors of suspense.’
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‘No; the events of his life will come better from himself; cvents,
which his knowing this dagger comes from me, will convinee him I
am acquainted with; events, which shall be buried in oblivion, if
you remain no longer inflexible. To-morrow I shall again enquire
your determination; if unpropitious, the long-suspended sword of
justice shall at length strike. Farewell! your own obstinacy has
provoked your present pain.’

So saying, he abruptly quitted the chamber, notwithstanding the
entreaties of Madeline to remain a few minutes longer, and explain
his terrifying and mysterious language.

Left to the dreadful solitude of her chamber, she continued a con-
siderable time longer upon her knees, with her eyes fixed upon the
dagger, which lay at a little distance from her. At length, slowly
rising, she advaneed to it, and taking it up, brought it to the light
to examine it; the hilt was curiously studded with precious stones,
but the blade was almost entirely covered with rust.

‘He said,” cried Madeline in a hollow voice, ‘that the blood of
innocence polluted it. Oh, God!’ eontinued she, letting it drop with
horror from her, ‘in whose hand was it clenched at that fearful
moment!’

The suspicions, which had agitated her on her first entrance into
the castle, again rushed upon her mind; but when nearly sinking
beneath them, the assurance her father had given her of being
utterly unconcerned in the fate of Lord Philippe recurred to her
recollection, and cheered her fainting heart. ‘He said he was inno-
cent,’ exclaimed she, ‘and to doubt his truth were impious; what
then have I to fear from the threats of D’Alembert?’

But the calm produced by this idea was of short duration.
Though assured of his innocence relative to Lord Philippe, she re-
colleeted she had never received an assurance of his being equally
guiltless with regard to every other being: she recollected also the
words of her departed friend, that the characters of his life were
marked by horror, and stained with blood; and she shuddered at
the too probable supposition of his having been involved in some
deed as dreadful as that which she at first suspected—a deed with
which it was evident I)’Alembert was too well acquainted.

“Oh, let nae then no longer hesitate how to act,” exclaimed she,—
‘et me no longer delay devoting myself to save my father! and
yet,” continued she, after the reflection of a minute, ‘how am I con-
vinced that my father is in the power of D’Alembert? may he not
have said so merely for the purpose of frightening me into com-
pliance with his wishes? should I not therefore be rash in the
extreme if T doomed myself to misery without a conviction that my
father’s preservation depended on my doing so? But how can I
doubt his veracity,” proceeded she, wildly starting from the chair
on which she had flung herself, ‘how imagine he would ever make
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allegations he could not support? and yet, perhaps, he made them
under the idea that I would never enquire into their truth: but
shocked, appalled at the first intimation of danger to my father,
promise at once to become the wife of his son: I will not then make
that promise, till assured there is a necessity for doing so.’

But how was she to receive this assurance? how—without enquir-
ing from her father concerning the former events of his life? and,
in making those enquiries, what painful recollections might not be
awakened? what horrible fears might not be suggested?

‘Oh, God!” cried she, kneeling upon the ground, half distracted
with her incertitude how to act, ‘teach me what I ought to do! Oh,
let me not, in trying to avoid misery myself, draw misery upon him
for whom I would willingly lay down my life.’

The night passed away in a state of wretchedness which cannot
be described, and the morning surprised her still undetermined.
The bustle of the rising domestics at length made her recall her
scattered thoughts, and recollect the necessity there was for
appearing composed. She accordingly adjusted her hair, put on a
morning-dress, and seated herself at a window with a book. Never
was dissimulation so painful; agonized by conflicting terrors,
scarcely could she prevent herself from traversing her room with a
distracted step.

At the usual hour, a servant came to inform her breakfast was
ready, Madeline desired her to bring up a cup of coffee as she was
rather indisposed ; but charged her, at the same time, not to alarm
the Marquis or her father. As soon as she was gone, Madeline took
up the dagger, which the skirt of her robe had conecealed, and went
into her dressing-room, with an intention of locking it up in a
cabinet; resolving, in the course of the morning, to have another
conversation with D’Alembert, and determine by that how she
should act.

She had just unlocked the eabinet, when she felt her arm sud-
denly grasped. She started; and, turning with quickness, beheld
her father. The dagger instantly dropped from her trembling hand ;
and, recoiling a few paces, she stood motionless, gazing alternately
at it and St Julian.

With the quickness of lightning he snatched it from the ground:
but scarcely had his eye glanced on it, ere he let it fall; and, turning
with a death-like countenance to her, demanded, in a faltering
voice—from whence, or from whom she had got it?

‘From D’Alembert,’ replied the almost fainting Madeline.

‘From him!” repeated St Julian, striking his breast, and starting;
‘Oh, heavens! by what means did it come into his possession?’

‘I know not,” said Madeline.

‘But you know the fearful story with which it is connected.’

‘Oh, my father!” cried Madeline, ‘do not question me.’
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“This instant,” exclaimed he in a frantic manner, advancing to
her, and grasping her hands, ‘declare what IV’ Alembert said; with-
out hesitation, without equivoeation, let me know all he told you.’

‘Oh, my father!” said Madeline sinking on her knees, ‘do not be
thus agitated.’

‘Once more,” eried he, ‘I command you to tell me all that passed
between you and D’Alembert; if vou longer delay, yvou will work
me up to frenzy.’

Thus urged, Madeline, in scarcely intelligible accents, and still
kneeling, revealed the dreadful conversation. After she had con-
cluded, St Julian continued some minutes silent, immoveable, and
in an attitude of horror which almost froze her heart. He then knelt
beside her; and, wrapping his arms round her, strained her in con-
vulsive agitation to his breast, and leaned his head upon her
shoulder.

At length, raising it, he looked up to heaven—‘Almighty God!’
he eried, ‘I bend before thy will; thy chastisement is just, though
dreadful; and vain are the arts by which we would elude it. The
hour of retribution, though sometimes delayed, is never forgotten.
Oh, my child! dear pledge of a tender, though disastrous love!
sweet image of the most lovely and injured of women! conscious
that I merited the vengeance of Heaven, not on my own account,
but thine, did I wish to ward off the blow of justice; I wished to
save thy gentle nature from the bitter pangs of secing thy father
dragged to torture, and the yet bitterer pangs of knowing he
deserved it. But that wish is frustrated at the very time when its
frustration was least expected; no doubt for the wisest purposes, to
prove to mankind that guilt can never hope for lasting conceal-
ment. How my unfortunate story became known to D’Alembert, 1
cannot conceive; but that it is, that fatal instrument of death too
plainly proves. Yes, he spoke truth when he said the blood of inno-
cence had polluted it; it did, and now cries aloud for mine.

‘Oh, horror!” groaned Madeline.

‘In merey, in pity to me,’ exclaimed St Julian, again straining
her to his bosom, ‘try to compose your feelings! Oh, let me not have
the excruciating misery of thinking I destroyed my child: exert
your resolution, my Madeline, and live to reconcile mankind, by
vour virtues, to the memory of your father.’ :

‘But though D’Alembert,’ eried Madeline, whose recolleetion
sudden horror had for a few minutes suspended, ‘is acquainted with
your story, there is a method,” she continued, rising from the floor,
“to prevail on him to conceal it.”

‘A method which I will never suffer you to adopt,” exclaimed St
Julian; ‘Oh, never shall my child be sacrificed to save my life.’

‘A, little do you know the soul of your child, if you suppose she
will leave untried any expedient that may save you. Hear her
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solemnly swear,” cricd she, again kneeling, ‘by that Being she
worships—by the spirit of her mother—by all that is holy in his
sight, to become the wife of young DAl embert,, if by deing so she
can bind his father to inviolable secrecy.’

‘My inestimable child !’ said St Julian; raising and embracing her;
‘alas! what a wretch am I to think I have doomed you to misery!”

‘No,’ eried Madeline, ‘vou have not; my fate cannot be miserable
if I know it has mitigated your’s.’

‘T will no longer delay revealing my sad story to you,” said St
Julian; ‘perhaps after hearing it, some other expedient than a
marriage with I)’Alembert may strike you for preserving me.

“You expeet, no doubt,” resumed he after he had secured the
doors, and seated himself by her, ‘a tale of horrors; alas! that
expectation will be but too dreadfully fulfilled!’
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LALAARAAARRAARARARARARAAARARARAALLS

Chapter 5

ALAARAARARARAARARARRRARARARAAARALL

Prepare to hear
A story that shall turn thee info stone,
Could there be hewn « monstrous gap in Nature,
A flaw made through the centre by some god,
Thro' which the groans of ghosts might strike thine ear,
They would not wound thee as this story will.

‘DO NOT BE T00 MUCH SHOCKED, MY LOVE, CRIED ST
Julian, ‘on finding that I deviated from truth, which in the course
of this narrative vou must discover; that deviation was occasioned
by tenderness for you; for I was well convineed of the misery you
would feel if I confessed the involuntary suspicions you entertained
of me on our first coming to the castle were well founded ;—alas!
they were too just!’

He stopped for a minute as if overcome by agony; then again
addressing her—‘you recollect, I suppose,’ said he, ‘all the parti-
culars I informed you of in our journey hither?’

‘T do,” said Madeline.

‘I told you,” resumed he, ‘of the letter I received from my
brother, requesting me to leave my elizium on the Alps, and of my
meeting him in pursuance of it in the forest of Montmorenci. He
was so much altered, that had I met him elsewhere by chance, I
should scarcely have known him. He told me he had been long in-
disposed, and that it was in consequenee of his indisposition and
the languid state of his spirits, that he had requested to sce me,
certain that my presence would operate like a rich cordial upon
him.

‘In the cottage where he had lodged me on the commencement
of our acquaintance, he again procured a chamber for me; it stood
at the extremity of the forest, and belonged to a brother of Laf-
roy’s, who was then valet to Lord Philippe; and by him T was
introduced at it as an unfortunate voung man taken under the
patronage of his Lord.

‘Every morning I met my brother, but met him without having
the pleasure of seeing his health in the least amended. My regret at
the continuance of his illness, joined to my uneasiness at being
absent from home, rendered me extremely unhappy. I had been
about a fortnight at the cottage, when one morning as I was pre-
paring to walk out as usual to meet Lord Philippe, a letter arrived
by a strange servant from the castle, informing me that he was so
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extremely ill he could not leave his room; and therefore requested,
as the length of his confinement was uncertain, I would no longer
delay returning home on his aceount.

‘Notwithstanding this request, notwithstanding my strong
anxiety, my ardent wishes to be again in that dear home, which
contained a being more precious to me than existence, I could not
bear the idea of departing, till assured he was at least out of
danger.

‘T wrote to this purpose, and entreated to liear from him as soon
as possible. The day wore away, however, without any other tid-
ings from the castle. As I sat, at its close, in a melancholy manner
in my little chamber, ruminating over past scenes, and sometimes
trying to cheer my heart by anticipating the happiness I should
experience in again folding my Geraldine to it, I was suddenly
startled by a loud knock at the cottage-door. Full of the idea of
receiving a letter from the eastle, I was rushing all impatience from
the room, when the sound of a strange voice arrested my steps, and
I was soon convinced that the man whom my host admitted had
no business with me.

‘I therefore returned to my seat, and was again sinking into a
reverie, when a few words from the next room, which was only
divided from mine by a thin partition, completely roused me, and
made me, I may say, become all ear.

‘“Well, Claude,” asked my host in a familiar voice, “what
journey have you been taking this time?”

" “The old one,”” replied Claude; “I have been to see my god-
father who lives upon the Alps; he always makes me a handsome
present when I visit him.” :

* “So he should, I am sure,” said his companion; “visiting him
must be plaguy troublesome, considering the long and dangerous
way you have to go.” :

* “Who do you think I met travelling that way this morning?”
eried Claude.

* “I am sure ’tis impossible for me to guess,” replied Josephe, the
name of my host.

“ “No other than our young Lord the Marquis of Montmorenei's
son,” said Claude, “posting away as if the devil was at his
heels.”

* “Our young Lord !” repeated Josephe in a tone of astonishment,
“no, Ill be sworn you did not meet him; why, man, he is at this
very moment eonfined to his room by a violent illness.”

““Well or ill, I'say I met hini,” vociferated Claude, as if angry at
being doubted, “‘and your brother Lafroy along with him.”

* “Your eyes certainly deceived you,” said Josephe; “what in the
name of wonder should induce him to report he was ill except he
really was so, or bring him the way you said you met him.”
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“I certainly cannot assign a reason for his pretending illness,”
replied Claude; “but I can give a very sufficient one for his journey
to the Alps; has Lafroy never informed you?”

*“No, never.”

* “Ah, he is a close dog; he could have told you a great deal if he
had had a mind, for he is quite in the confidence of his master. But
to my story; you must know near the cottage of my godfather
there stands a fine old castle, now inhabited by an Irishman of dis-
tinetion, who was driven from his own country by some troubles in
the state. On the two daughters of this nobleman the daughter of
my godfather attends. About five months ago I was at his cottage.
One evening, as the sun was setting, T attended him to colleet his
flocks which fed upon the heights surrounding the castle, and pen
them for the night, While thus employed, from the court of the
castle the most enchanting musie stole upon mine car: delighted
with the sounds, I instantly paused, and turned to the place from
whence they proceeded.

¢ “Tis the two young ladics you hear,” said my companion;
‘they both sing, and play upon the lute divinely; it often does my
old heart good to hear them.’

¢ * Lord,’ eried I, ‘I wish I could have a peep at them.’

“ ¢ You may casily gratify that wish,” replied he, ‘the wall about
the court is broke in many places.’

““T instantly flew to it, and beheld two of the most lovely
creatures imagination can conceive. After feasting my eyes some
minutes, I carelessly cast them upon two gentlemen who sat beside
them; guess the astonishment of that moment when I discovered
one of those gentlemen to be the Count St Julian.”

“ I directly hastened to my godfather; informed him of the dis-
covery I had made; and enquired from him whether he knew what
had brought the Count to the castle.”

¢ “He smiled, and shook his head significantly. ‘Chance,’ said he,
‘first brought him to it, and inclination made him afterwards re-
peat the visit; he is a great friend to the family; he has lately pro-
vided a husband for the younger daughter.’

“ “‘He was secure of the eldest himself then 1 suppose,” said 1;
‘for faith I think no man of any feeling could give up one hand-
some girl till sure of another to supply her place.’

¢ “My godfather smiled; and some expressions dropped from him
which exeited my curiosity: but I questioned him in vain; like your
brother Lafroy, he was a close codger, and refused to gratify me. I
then determined to apply to his daughter: she came generally every
:ﬁorning to pay her duty to him. If a real woman, said I to myself,
she will be glad of an opportunity to communicate a seerct. 1
accordingly watched for her the next day: she came as I expected;
but, instead of letting her enter the cottage, I prevailed on her to
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take a walk with me. I soon introduced the subject I wished to
converse about.

“* “Your father, my dear,’ said I, ‘informs me that my Lord is a
great friend to the family you live with.’

¢ AR, Mr Claude,’” cried she, ‘those who imagine he is a friend
to the family are sadly mistaken; it would have been a happy
thing he had never entered it.’

¢ < Why, my soul,” asked I, ‘has he stole away the heart of one
of the young ladies?’

““She shook her head ;—‘It does not become me to tell family
secrets.”

“ % ‘No, to be sure,” said I, ‘not to strangers; but to a person you
know so well as you do me, there is not the least harm in the world
in telling them.’

¢ Ah, if you could but make me believe that, I could tell you
something would astonish you.’

¢ “When a woman once begins to waver, we are sure of our point:
I soon prevailed on my little ecompanion to open her whole budget.”

¢ ¢ s now some months,’ said she, ‘since the Count St Julian
first entered Lord Dunlere’s castle. Returning from Italy, he met
with an accident near it which induced my Lord to offer him a lodg-
ing till able to continue his journey. The moment he and my Lady
Geraldine beheld each other, they were mutually smitten; and, in
consequence of this attachment, they both devised a thousand
excuses for his staying in the castle long after he was expected to
leave it. At length he departed. Never shall I forget the wailing and
weeping his going oceasioned; my Lady Geraldine became but the
shadow of herself, and wandered about like a ghost.

¢ ““*One morning she called me into her chamber; and, after lock-
ing her door, “My dear Blanche,” said she with a flood of tears, “I
am now going to place the greatest confidence in you; a confidence
which must convince you I think you a prudent, sensible, clever
girl, one quite above the lower class.”

* “*T was quite confused by her praises, and could only courtesy,
and say I hoped she never would have reason to repent any con-
fidence she reposed in me.

" *“‘She then proceeded to say that the Count St Julian had not
only engaged her affections, but injured her honour; and that she
was now in a situation that must soon expose her to open disgrace.

¢TI dare not tell my father or my sister,” cried she; “counsel
me therefore, my dearest girl, how to act; though, alas! I have little
hope that any advice will benefit me, as the silence of the Count
since his departure inclines me to believe he will never fulfil his
promises of marriage.” :

© %Y ou must try him, Ma’am,” said I assoon as I had recovered
from my astonishment, and collected my wits together; “write him
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onc of the most cutting letters you ean think of; and tell him you
expect, as a man and a gentleman, he will make you immediate
reparation for his injuries, by giving you his hand in marriage.”

* *“‘She accordingly wrote a letter to this purpose; and, at the ex-
pected time, an answer arrived, in which he informed her he still
loved her to distraction; but that as to marnage, it was quite out
of the question on account of his father, who would, he knew, if he
so united himself, deprive him of all provision. He bid her, however,
keep up her spirits, adding he would soon be at the castle; and had
devised a scheme for preserving her from the indignation of her
father, should her situation be discovered to him.

$**Well, you may be convinced, we waited most impatiently for
his arrival. He came soon after the receipt of his letter, accompanied
by a very fine young man, the same you saw with him in the court
last night; and my voung lady was all anxiety till the scheme he
had hinted at was disclosed to her. A villainous scheme, you will
say,~—no other than to have a marriage made up between my young
lady and Monsieur Lausane, his companion.

¢ “¢“Heis a natural son of my father’s,” said he to my lady; for I
was in a closet adjoining the chamber in which they sat, and con-
sequently heard all their conversation; “and I mean, as soon as I
come into possession of my paternal fortune, to make a handsome
provision for him; this I shall mention to the Earl as a means of
inducing him to consent to your union with him—an union, by
which you will be guarded against your father’s indignation should
he ever discover our connection, as he must then know the dreadful
consequences that would attend its exposure;—an union also,
which will give me a pretext, from our relationship, of visiting you
much oftener than I could otherwise do.”

¢ “““Tt was long, however, ere he could prevail on my poor lady to
agree to his proposal; and nothing at last could have extorted her
consent to it, but the hope of being shielded by her marriage from
the rage of her father. Her consent once obtained, every thing was
soon settled according to the Count’s wishes. It was with diffi-
culty,’ continued Blanche, ‘T could prevail on myself to keep what
I knew a secret from Monsieur Lausane; it grieved my very heart
and soul to think so fine a young man should be so imposed upon.’

¢ «“But, Blanche,” said I, ‘did you not say that Lady Geraldine
was in a certain situation, and will not a premature birth open the
eyes of her husband to the deceit that has been practised on him?’

¢ “Oh, we have guarded against all that,’ replied she; "about the
time she expects to be confined, the Count St Julian is to feign ill-
ness at the castle of Montmorenci, and write to his brother to pay
him a visit. He is then to keep him there till my lady is recovered,
and the child sent out of the way, whom he has promised to pro-
vide for.’
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‘How shall I describe the feelings that rose in my soul,’ proceeded
St Julian, ‘as I listened to this horrible narrative? Not a doubt
could I entertain of its authenticity ; every recolleeted circumstance
—the sudden friendship of my brother, notwithstanding the pre-
judices instilled into his mind against me by his father—the ready
compliance of Lady Geraldine with my wishes, notwithstanding
the short time we had been acquainted, and her knowing that I
was an outcast from the house which should have sheltered me,—
altogether proved that I was a dupe to the most perfidious art.

“Yes,” I exclaimed within myself, ‘my credulous nature has been
imposed upon; and those whom I most loved, most trusted, have
undone me, In the language of a poet of a sister country I might
have said—

‘T'wo, two such,
(Oh! there's no further name), two such to me,
To me, who lock’d my soul within your breast,
Had no destire, no joy, no life, but you.
I had no use,
No fruit of all, but you;—a friend and mistress
Was all the world could give. Oh!—
how could you betray
This tender heart, which, with an instant fondness,
Lay lull'd between your bosom, and there slept
Secure of injur’d faith. I can forgive
A foe, but not a mistress and a friend;
Treason is there in its most horrid shape
Where trust is greatest, and the soul resign’d
Is stablb’d by her own guards.’

‘I could only restrain myself till the narrative was concluded.
The tempest in my bosom then broke forth, and, rushing into the
next room, with the gripe, the fury of a lion, I seized the narrator,
and bid him, as he valued his existence, instantly prove or dis-
prove the truth of his assertions.

“*“By what right,” eried he, “do you desire this?"

 “By the right of Lausane,” vociferated I, in a voice of thunder.

*“Lausane!” repeated he, looking steadily upon me; “ah! ’tis
but too true; I now recollect your features. Well, it can’t be help’d;
the mischief is out, and there’s an end of it. If it will give you any
satisfaction, master, I will solemnly swear, that what I have told
my friend Josephe here, I heard from Blanche, and she, I am sure,
would not utter a falsehood; pcople scldom commit a sin without
intending to derive some benefit from it; and what could acerue to
her by defaming her mistress? I will also swear, that I met your
brother this morning ascending the Alps; and that, while I was at
the cottage of my godfather, Blanche told me that you had left
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home, and that her lady had lain in two days after your departure
of a fine boy, who had been removed by her to a neighbouring
cottage.”

*“Ere I go in quest of vengeance,” I cried, relinquishing my
hold, “I will ascertain whether the Count has left the castle.”

‘I muffled myself up in a large cloak, and directly hastened to it.
I thought my heart would have burst my bosom while waiting to
have my enquiry answered.

“ “My young Lord,” said the porter, “departed this morning,
attended but by one servant; where he is gone, or when he will
return is not known."

‘Never will he return to these walls, exclaimed I inwardly as I
‘turned from them.

‘I re-entered the cottage merely to procure a horse from Josephe,
in order to expedite my journey to the foot of the Alps; he tried to
make me delay it, and endeavoured to allay my fury; I cursed him
for the effort.

““You only aggravate the poor gentleman’s feelings,” said
Claude to him; “Lord! who can wonder at his being enraged at the
vile imposition practised upon him? for my part, I think him so
injured, that I am determined he shall have my services, if he will
accept them, to the last drop of my blood; I would assist him in
punishing his perfidious brother.”

‘Y extended my hand. “I accept your proffered services,” cried I;
“not to punish my deceiver, but to trace out for me every minute
particular of his guilt, ere my vengeance falls upon him.”

‘He accordingly accompanied me to the Alps. We travelled with
almost incredible expedition, and the second evening I found my-
self near that spot which but the day before I had thought of as a
paradise. Unable to support the sight of it, I stopped, and, seating
myself in the cavity of a rock, desired Claude to proceed, and gather
what particulars he ecould from Blanche concerning the visit of
the Count; charging him, at the same time, carefully to conceal my
return from her, also my knowledge of the base deceit which had
been practised on me, lest her regard for her mistress should make
her inform her of the whole, and thus, in all probability, by putting
her and my betrayer upon their guard, bafile the revenge I meant
to take—a revenge which to hear of will make you tremble! I re-
solved on murdering my brother! after which it was my determm-
ation to hasten to the castle, acquaint the Earl with the baseness of
his daughter, and terminate my existence in her sight.

“T'g his own ingenuity I left Claude to account for his unexpected
return to the Alps; the minutes seemed hours till he came back to

me.
‘At length he appeared, and with a face full of importance—

“Well, master,” said he, *‘I have seen Blanche. I shall not tire you
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by mentioning the excuses I made to her for my sudden appear-
ance; suffice it to say, they were received in the manner I wished.™

““The Count,” eried I impatiently.

¢ “Arrived a few hours ago,” said he, “and is now in the chamber
of Lady Geraldine, to which he was privately conducted by
Blanche, who, in consequence of her lady’s letter, was on the watch
for him.

¢ “She assigned a reason for what appeared so strange to us,
namely, his having requested you to return home. He told Lady
Geraldine he did so, fearful that, if you longer continued in the
vicinity of Montmorenei Castle, you would discover his absence
from it, and well knowing that here he could be concealed from you.
He is now about leaving her for the night.”

*“And whither does he go?” cried I, starting from my seat.

““He is to lodge in the cottage where his child is,” replied
Claude; “‘it stands upon yonder acelivity, and this is the way to
1 e

* “Enough,” said I, “retire.”

‘He began to entreat permission to remain with me, but I hastily
interrupted him. “I must not be opposed,™ eried I; “my conver-
sation with my brother will not admit of witnesses. Farewell! retire
to repose, and aceept of my thanks and purse for your serviees.”

“ “Neither, master,” replied he; “what I did was not from inter-
ested motives, but a pure wish of having perfidy punished.”

‘I flung away the purse he had rejeeted, and motioned him to
depart.

‘The moment he was out of sight, I drew forth a dagger with
which I always travelled, the one which the father of Elvira had
given me, and the same with which I had attempted my life in the
forest of Montmorenci; and, stationing myself behind a projecting
fragment of rock, impatiently watched for my destined victim. The
place m which I stood, seemed particularly adapted for a scene
of horror: it was a little gloomy vale, sunk between stupendous
mountains, bleak and bare of vegetation, crowned with snow, and
full of frightful eavities, through which the wind grumbled with a
dreadful violence. At last Lord Philippe appeared. Notwithstand-
ing the detestation with which I then regarded him, never had he
appeared so interesting to me; his pace was mournful and slow; and
ever and anon he paused, and looked back, as if, inspired by some
prophetic spirit, he was bidding what he knew would be a last adieu
to the mansion he had quitted. As he drew near, I saw his cheek was
pale, and the traces of tears upon it:—tears, said I, which he has
shed over his Geraldine, at the relation of the dangers she has
passed. :

‘When he was within a yard of my concealment, I sprung out.
He started back astonished, and surveyed me for a minute with
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that kind of expression which seemed to say he ecould scarcely
credit the evidenee of his eyes; then approaching me with extended
arms, he exclaimed, “Ah, my brother! what—""

‘L interrupted him: “I disclaim the title,” cried I, stepping up to
him, and rudely seizing his arm; “villain! I am well acquainted with
thy perfidy; and this to thy heart to reward thee for it!”’

Madeline at those words instinctively caught hold of her father.
She panted for breath, and her changing colour shewed her strong
emotions.

‘My fears were but too just,” said St Julian; ‘I was almost con-
vineed my tale of horror would overcome your gentle nature.’

‘No, no,” eried Madeline, after the pause of a few minutes, ‘my
fortitude will not again droop, for I have now surely heard the
worst; go on therefore, my dearest father.

‘The unhappy Philippe instantly fell,” resumed St Julian; ‘he
writhed for a moment in agony, and then expired with a deep
groan.

“There is something dreadful in the sight of human blood to a
heart not entirely callous. As his blood flowed at my feet, a faint-
ness stole over me, and I leaned for support against the projecting
fragment which had before concealed me. The scene in the forest of
Montmorenci rushed upon my recollection. “"He could not bear to
behold my blood,” said I, “and yet I spilled his without merey !—
Merey ! repeated Istarting, ““what mercy should I have extended to
him who preserved my life but to entail dishonour upon it? I have
taken but a just revenge,” continued I; and my spirits were re-
animated by the idea.

‘Casting a look of savage triumph upon the body, I darted across
it, and fled almost with the velocity of lightning towards the castle.
As I was entering the court, I met a holy man, who lived in'a neigh-
bouring monastery, the confessor of the Earl and his family, com-
ing out; I would have pushed by him, but he caught my arm.

“ ““Alas, my son!” said he, in an accent of pity, “your disordered
looks too plainly prove your knowledge of the sad event which has
happened in the castle during your absence. How unfortunate that
you could not be found yesterday when your brother wrote to
inform you of it, and request your company hither; your presence
might have mitigated his transports.”

‘A convulsive laugh broke from me at the idea of deception hav-
ing also been practised upon the old man; yet, at the next instant,
it struck me as something strange that he should know of my
brother’s visit to the castle.

¢ “You speak enigmatically, holy father,” said I: “I know noth-
ing of any letter my brother wrote, nor of any sad event that—"

‘I suddenly paused;—the dying groan of Philippe again, me-
thought, sounded in my car, and stopped iy uttcrance.
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¢ “If the meaning of my words is incomprehensible,” said the
monk, regarding me with mingled horror and surprise, “‘so is also
the meaning of your looks: explain what has disordered you.”

‘ “First say,” cried I, “what you know about my brother’s visit
to the castle; explain the reason of it.”

“ “Concealment is no longer necessary,” said he; “the Count
came to the castle to receive the last sigh of his wife.”

¢ “His wife!” repeated I, starting and staring wildly.

¢ “Yes, the lovely Elenora.”

¢ “Hlenora the wife of Philippe! no, 'tis not to be behemd #
exclaimed I; ‘I see”—endeavouring to shake him from me—"you
are but a 'sanctiﬁed villain, and in league with the rest to deceive
mel”

* “I know not what you mean," said he; “I know nothing of any
deceit that has been practised on you. Elenora was, by the holy
cross I swear,” and he touched that which hung beside him, “the
wife of your brother.”

‘I could no longer doubt his truth; a confused idea of treachery,
of a snare having been spread to involve my unhappy brother and
self in destruction, darted into my mind; all hell seemed opening
to my view; I grew giddy, and would have fallen, but for the sup-
porting arm of the monk.

“*You are ill,"” said he; “let me call for assistance.”

¢ *No,” replied I, exerting myself, *‘I am now better. Tell me, ere
I enter the castle, what has happened since my departure from it;
and why the marriage of the Count with Elenora was concealed
from me."”

: “It never was the wish of your brother to have it concealed from
you,” said the monk, sitting down on the pavement, where I had
c.eated myself unable to stand.

Sl "lls now near a twelvemonth,"” continued he, “since it took
place; the ceremony was performed by me. The accident which in-
troduced your brother to the castle you already know: almost from
the first moment he and Lady Elenora beheld each other, they
became mutually enamoured; the watchful eyes of a parent easily
discovered their attachment; and the Earl soon demanded an
explanation of your brother’s intentions.

*“It was his most ardent wish, the Count said, to be united to
Lady Elenora; but it was a wish, he candidl}r confessed, which he
durst not reveal to his father, whose avarice and ambition he knew,
notwithstanding his extravagant partiality for him, would forbid
his union with any one whocould not increase the consequence,
and add to the opulence of his house.

* “Upon hearing this, the Earl, though gently, blamed him for
having encouraged a tenderness for his daughter, and explicitly
desired him to leave the castle. The Count, instead of promising to

[292]



do so, fell at his feet, and besought him not to banish him from the
woman he adored. ‘Suffer me to marry her’, eried he, ‘and whilst my
father lives to coneeal my marriage.

* “The pride and reetitude of the Earl for a long time resisted this
entreaty; but the repeated solicitations of the half-distracted St
Julian, and the tears of his daughter, at length extorted a eonsent
to their union, '

““On St Julian’s return to the habitation of his father, he met
with vou. Seon after that meeting, he planned a seheme for again
visiting his lovely bride; you were the eompanion of his journey.
Ere your appearance at the castle, the family were apprized of
vour intended visit and eonnection with him.

““In his letter to the Earl, acquainting him with those parti-
culars, he also said—‘Against the loveliness of your Elenora I have
guarded my Lausane, by informing him she was already engaged;
but to the beauties of Geraldine I hope he will be as susceptible, as
I wish her to be to his merits.’

““You eame; and his wishes were acecomplished by the attach-
ment that grew between you.

“““P'he Count mentioned to Lord Dunlere his intention of reveal-
ing his marriage to you; but the Earl opposed it. A long intercourse
with the world had rendered him suspicious; and he feared your
knowing of the affair, lest you should betray it to the Marquis,
from a hope of benefiting by the resentment you would exeite
against your brother: ‘and little pleasure,’ added he, ‘should I
derive from having one daughter enriched at the expence of the
other.’

“ “Though the Count would not aect in opposition to him, he
resented the suspicion he harboured of you. ‘In doubting the
honour of Lausane,” said he, ‘vou are guilty of the greatest injus-
tice; no nature can be more noble, more pure than his; and I am
confident he would sooner lose his life than harm me.””

¢“QOh, Philippe!” I groaned aloud.

“The monk looked earnestly at me. “You are ill my son,” said he.

““Dear father,” eried I, *‘do not mind me; I am all impatience for
you to go on.”

““Ahout the time vou were married to Lady Geraldine, the
Count beheld a prospect of an increase to his felicity ; Elenora was
with ehild. In pursuance of the Earl's adviee, it was settled that
when the period for her confinement arrived, your brother, pre-
tending illness, should invite you to see him, and keep you away
till she was recovered. It was also settled, that the child should be
nursed at a neighbouring cottage, and, when weaned, be brought
back to the castle as the deserted orphan of some poor peasant.

¢ “About ten days ago, almost immediately after your departure,
Elenora lay in of a lovely boy. She continued as well as could be
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expected for a few days; a violent fever then seized her, and in a
short time her lifc was despaired of. She retained her senses, and,
sensible of her danger, begged her husband might be sent for, that
she might have the pleasure of presenting her child to him, and
breathing her last sigh in his arms.

““*An express was accordingly dispatched; Geraldine and I met
him upon his arrival: on not seeing you, as she expected, with him,
she wildly demanded where you were. He replied, that the moment
he had finished perusing the Earl’s letter, he had sent it to you
with a few lines, imploring your pardon for having had any con-
cealment from you, and requesting your immediate attendance;
but, to his great mortification, you were absent from the cottage;
nor did the owner of it expect you back for a considerable time, as
you had told him, he said, that you were going out upon a long
ramble; to wait for your return was therefore, in his situation,
impossible.

* “He was conducted to the chamber of his Elenora; the agonies
of death had already seized her; and he arrived but in time to re-
ceive the last sigh of her fleeting spirit. She has been dead some
hours, but it is only a few minutes ago since he could be torn from
her remains ; nor could he then have been forced from them, but by
the mention of his child; he is gone to weep over the poor babe, and
I am now about following him.”

“You will wonder, no doubt, my dearest Madeline, how I could
listen with calmness to this recital; you will wonder that I did
not start into instant madness, and with a desperate hand, termin-
ate my wretched existence; but horror had frozen up my blood,
and suspended every faculty; my silence astonished the monk, and
he looked steadily at me. At length I spoke—*‘Father,” said I, in a
hollow voice, *‘do you not believe that evil spirits are sometimes let
loose upon this world, to plague the sons of men, and tempt them
to destruction?”

‘¢ “Heaven forbid I should think so,” he replied; “‘the Almighty
has declared his creatures never shall be tempted beyond their
strength; ’tis not the ministers of darkness, but their own impetu-
ous passions which hurry them to destruction.”

‘I started up; “farewell!” 1 cried; “remember me in your
prayers, and bid Geraldine not forget me in her orisons.”

* “Whither are you going?” said he.

““To join my brother,” replied I.

‘No doubt I looked wild. He seized my arm—

“ “Your brother!’ repeated he.

**“Yes, to accompany his soul in its flight from this world.—His
soull” I repeated, starting and shrieking aloud with agony. “Oh,
no! heaven opens to receive his spirit, but the deepest abyss in hell
now yawns for mine!”

[204]



““Some dreadful mystery lurks beneath those words,"” cried he;
“tcll me, my son, what has distressed you?”

¢ “To tell you my distress is useless, since you cannot relieve it.”

¢ “Though not able to remove, I might at least be able to miti-
gate it,’”" said he.

* *“No; except you could re-animate the dead ;—except you could
raise Philippe from the bloody turf, and bid him live again!”

‘I tried to disengage myself, but he held me fast: in the conflict
my strength and senses failed, and I fell fainting to the earth,

*When I recovered, I found myself in the hall of the castle, sup-
ported by my wife and the monk, and surrounded by the domes-
tics, amidst whom the Earl stood. The minute I regained my senses,
the monk dismissed the servants, and none remained with me but
Geraldine, her father, and himself.

‘He then besought me to reveal the cause of my distress. Geral-
dine and the Earl joined in his supplication. I raised my head from
his shoulder, and withdrew myself from the arms of my wife. I
knelt down; the fury of my soul had subsided.—

* “Oh! my friends,” I cried, while tears gushed from me, *I am
unworthy of your tenderness—I am unworthy of the light of
heaven—I am the destroyer of your peace—the murderer of my
brother!”

¢ “Impossible!” cried Geraldine, whilst the deadly paleness of her
cheek proved that her heart felt not the doubt her tongue implied.

“ *He raves,” said the Earl.

¢ ¢ Alas ! exclaimed the monk, “'I fear he utters a fatal truth. Be
explicit,” continued he, laying his hand upon my head, “and sport
not with the feelings of your friends.”

‘He raised me to a seat. He again urged me to speak; and in
faltering accents I began my tale of horror. As I ended it, Geraldine
dropped, to all appearance lifeless, at my feet. T threw myself be-
side her. “Oh, Philippe!” I cried, “‘is the life of my wife required as
an expiation of my crime?”’

‘Her wretched father hung over her.—*‘She dies!” said he;
“childless and forlorn I am doomed to descend to the grave!”

“The monk was alone collected; he raised her from the ground,
and chafed her hands and temples; in a few minutes she shewed
signs of returning life. At length she opened her eyes: I was the
first object they fell upon. “‘Unhappy man!” she sighed, “how could
you doubt me?”

¢ “Thus humbly kneeling, let me implore forgiveness for doing
50,” said I. “Oh! amply, amply shall you be avenged; I fly this in-
stant to throw myself into the arms of offended justice; and, by an
ignominious death, atone for my wrongs to you and Philippe.”

¢ “And destroy your wife and her unborn infant,” cried she.

“This was the first time I had heard there was a prospect of my
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becoming a father; an idea of the felicity which but a few days
before I should have received from such an intimation rushed upon
my mind; and I sunk groaning to the earth at the contrast I now
drew between it and my present feelings.

“*“Do not, by yielding to this wretchedness,” said the monk,
“aggravate the misery of your wife and her father; ’tis the guilty
heart, not the guilty hand, my son,” proceeded he, trying to com-
pose my mind, “which merits the vengeance of heaven; your hand,
not your heart, is guilty: the vilest arts could alone have turned it
against your brother; and upon the contriver of such diabolical
schemes, his blood must certainly rest; compose yourself, therefore,
and you may again experience some degree of happiness.”

‘I started up; “‘repeat that word no more,” cried I with fierce-
ness; “happiness and I must henceforth be as distant from each
other as heaven and hell.”

‘ “Promise,” said Geraldine kneeling before me, and laying her
cold and trembling hands upon me, “promise that you will be
guided by the holy father, and try to save a life upon which mine
depends.”’

‘I snatched her to my breast. “And ean you wish to have the
being saved,” I asked, “who doubted your purity?-—Ah! surely the
severest punishment is not more than he merits for having done so:
vet, as you desire, he will act; here my friends,” I continued, relin-
quishing her, “I stand, the veriest wretch upon earth; death would
be a release from torture; but do with me as you please; as you
wish, I will either try to live, or prepare to die.”

" "My son,” said the monk, ‘‘you must retire immediately to your
chamber: night draws on apace; as soon as it is dark, I will repair
to you, and inform you of the plan I have conceived for your avoid-
ing the treachery by which I fear you are surrounded.”

* “May Inot accompany him?” said Geraldine, eatching my hand
as he was leading me from the room.

" “No; I wish for your presence in order to consult with you as to
the best mode of securing his safety.”” This reason for preventing
her attendance conquered all opposition.

‘I shall not dwell upon the minutes I passed alone. The monk
came according to his promise as soon as it was dark; he opened the
door softly, and held a glimmering lamp in his hand. “Follow me,
my son,” said he.

I implicitly obeyed, and pursued his cautious steps through
winding passages, and down innumerable descents of steps. At
length we stopped, and I found myself in a spacious and gloomy
vault.

* “Have you changed your mind,” demanded I, after looking
round me for a minute; “have you at last thought me deserving of
punishment, and brought me hither as to a prison.”
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**“You wrong me by the supposition,” said he; “I have brought
you to this vault but to secure you from danger; your destruction I
have no doubt was intended as well as your brother’s; the motive
for such an intention I cannot conceive, nor perhaps may never be
able to discover. Blanche has disappeared: I have every reason to
believe she has joined that villain Claude. The moment I returned
from your chamber, I sent for her, determined on trying to extort
from her a confession of her guilt, but she was just gone out. On
hearing this, I directly repaired to her father, a simple shepherd,
long known to me, and one whom I have ever found eonscientiously
justin all his dealings. I enquired for his daughter; he had not seen
her the whole day he said. I then in a eareless manner asked him if
he knew a person of the name of Claude?—No, he instantly replied.

¢ “From his cottage I hastened to the valley where you said your
brother had fallen; but the body was gone. Struck by a cir-
cumstance so strange, I stood as it were transﬁxed to the spot for a
few minutes; at last I was turning away, when deep groans pierced
my ear, and made me again pause.”

‘As the monk uttered those words, I shricked aloud—**0h, God!”
I eried, “‘is it possible? —ecould I be mistaken—does Philippe live?”

“The monk shook his head; “would to heaven he did!” said he.
“But to proceed ; the shades of night fell thick around me, and pre-
vented my seeing to any distance; the groans still eontinued ; —‘in
the name of God,’ eried I, ‘I conjure you, whoever you are, from
whom those groans proceed, to speak, and direct me to your assist-
ance.’

¢t AR! father,” said a voice, which I instantly recollected to be
that of Lafroy, your brother’s valet, ‘heaven surely sent you
hither.’

‘ “Directed by his voice, I went up to him and found him sitting
behind a low mound at a little distance from the spot on which I
had first heard him. I enquired into the cause of his present situa-
tion; he burst into tears—Ah! father,” said he, ‘do you not know
what has happened? do you not know of the horrid murder that has
been committed?—Ah! who eould have thought that the hand of a
brother could have perpetrated so cruel a deed!’

¢ 41 was wounded to the heart,” said the monk, “at hearing he
was acquainted with the dreadful affair. I asked him what he knew
‘concerning it.”’

¢ 47 left the castle,” answered he, ‘a considerable time before my
Lord, in order to apprise the nurse of his intended visit to the child.
Tired at last of waiting for him, or rather apprehensive, from his
long stay, that he was taken ill, and could not come, I was returning
to the castle to terminate my suspense, when, in this very spot, I
was suddenly stopped by surprise at seeing Monsieur Lausane a few
yards before me, with a dagger in his hand, and an expression of
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the most violent rage in his face. I will not deny that I was panic-
struck and unable to move even when I saw my Lord approaching.
Oh! never shall I cease to regret my want of courage; though, alas!
nothing but the greatest, the quickest exertion of it could have
saved his life; for scarcely had his brother cast his eyes upon him,
ere he stabbed him to the heart! Horror overcame me at that in-
stant, and I fainted away, nor recovered my senses till a few min-
utes ago: when I recovered, I had not however power, or rather
resolution to move; I feared beholding or stumbling over the body
of my dear and murdered Lord.’

““Y dreaded Lafroy’s testimony against you,” continued the
monk; “I therefore endeavoured to extenuate your conduct, and
excite his pity by relating the artifices which had been practised on
you. What I said had the desired effect; he no longer, he declared,
considered you guilty, and, of his own accord, took a solemn oath
never to give information against you.

‘ “I asked him whether he had any knowledge of Claude, and
also whether he did not think his brother in league with him? He
had no personal knowledge of the villain, he replied; all he knew
concerning him was that he was a vine-dresser, who lived a little
way from his brother’s cottage. As to his brother, in the most
empassioned manner he protested a heart more noble, more
humane than his never lodged within a breast; consequently it
could not be supposed he had entered into so horrible a plot.

““T enquired whether he could form any conjecture about the
first contrivers of it? None, he replied in a solemn manner. I then
told him of my not being able to find the body: this renewed his
grief, and by the first dawn of day, he said he would endeavour to
discover it. As to Claude, he agreed with me there was little prob-
ability of any search after him being suceessful.

““I bid him return to the cottage, nor come to the castle unless
sent for. T think his fidelity may be depended on; but I shall not
put it to the test by entrusting him with your situation.

¢ “The domestics are at present ignorant of the cause of your dis-
order, as well as of the death of your brother; there is no doubt but
what they will soon be acquainted with the latter—they may then
perhaps suspect the former; there is no knowing how they would
act. I shall therefore, as soon as I leave you, inform them that you
have been compelled to quit the castle, in order to attend a most
particular friend to Italy; this will change the search, should one
be made after you.”

¢ “But think you not,” cried I, “that death would be preferable
to a confinement here, which will deprive me of the society of all I
love?™

* “Your confinement here will not subject you to such a loss,” he
replied; “a constant intercourse can easily be kept up between you
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and your Geraldine; and every thing that can possibly be brought
hither for the purpose of adding to your comfort, shall be conveyed
by me; the castle-vaults communicate with those belonging to
the monastery—1I shall therefore have free access at all times to
}?Ou -'l?

‘I shall no longer dwell upon the conversation that passed
between us, neither upon the agonies I fell into on being left alone;
pity for Geraldine only prevented me from dashing my desperate
brains out,

“The next day the monk came to me sooner than I expected.
“Alas!” exclaimed he as he advanced, “the unhappy father of your
wife has not yet drained the cup of misery!” I thought of no sorrow
but that which the death of Geraldine could ocecasion. Starting,
therefore, I wrung my hands, and cried—*She is dead! my wife is
dead, and I have murdered her!”

‘“No,” replied he, ““ ’tis not his Geraldine, but the babe of his
departed Elenora he has lost.

 *On coming to the castle this morning, I was surprised to see
Lafroy just entering the hall before me. I accosted him in rather an
angry tone, and asked what had brought him to it without my
permission? He soon assigned a sufficient reason for his unexpected
appearance. On returning to the cottage, he said he had thrown
himself across a bed, where, overcome by grief and fatigue, to-
wards morning he had fallen asleep. ‘From my repose,” he eon-
tinued, ‘I was soon roused by piercing shricks; I instantly jumped
up, and darted into the outside room, from whence they proceeded.
Here I found the woman of the house alone, and almost in a state
of distraction. It was some time ere she could speak and explain the
cause of her disorder: at length she said the infant she had received
from the castle was stolen whilst she was out milking her goats.
That Claude was the author of this new misfortune I could not
doubt; and I deemed it my duty to lose no time in informing the
Earl of what had happened.’

¢ “Alas!” resumed the monk, “it was a heavy stroke to him;
through the child he hoped to have received some little consolation
for the death of the mother. This very day it was his intention to
have written to the Marquis of Montmorenei to acquaint him with
the marriage of his son, and implore his protection for the offspring
of it; an intention he has now laid aside as unnecessary, except the
child is found, te search for whom I have dispatched some agents I
can depend upon. The death of your brother is now known through-
out the castle; I invented a plausible story for Lafroy to repeat,
which he did with little hesitation; and it is believed that your
brother fell by the hand of a ruffian belonging to one of the numer-
ous gangs of banditti which infest these mountains. Lafroy sets out
this day for the castle of Montmorenci; and has solemnly promised
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to adliere to my instructions in announcing the death of his lament-
ed master.”

‘T asked the monk whether the body of the unfortunate Philippe
had been discovered?—he replied in the negative.

‘What he told me, if possible, increased my anguish. I then en-
quired when I should behold my Geraldine?—*"At night,” he re-
plied. I eounted the tedious moments till she appeared. Ah! how
pale, how languid, how different from the Geraldine I had left! She
wept bitterly in my arms. *“Oh! my love,” I exclaimed, “your tears
distract me: yet I cannot wonder at your shedding them; you have
reason indeed to weep the hard fate which united you to a murder-
Er !! ’

¢ “Ah! never, Lausane,” said she, “‘shall I lament the fate which
bound me to you. Exclusive of your misfortunes, have I not reason
to weep for the loss of my Elenora—the sister of my love—the
sweet play-fellow of my infancy—the dear, the inestimable friend
of my youth? Oh! Lausane, the most exalted prosperity with you
could not have silenced my grief on her account,”

‘A month passed away without any incident oceurring to alarm
my friends, and without any determination being formed relative
to my future destiny. At the expiration of that time, the monk
came to me one night at a very late hour; his countenance was dis-
ordered, and for a few minutes he could not speak.

¢ “My son,” said he at length, * "tis well that we took the pre-
cautions we did.”

““What has happened?” demanded I eagerly.

“ “*To~night,” resumed he, “as I was returning to the monastery,
I heard, from behind a low rock which lies at a little distance from
the castle, a low murmur of voices. I paused and listened, for I
thought I distinguished your name: I was not mistaken; in about a
minute after I stopped, it was repeated. I then erept to the spot
determined to run every risk rather than not try to discover any
plot that might be forming against you. As I approached, I beheld
two men, from whom a projection of the rock concealed me.

¢ To Italy,’ said one of them, ‘you say he is gone.'—* "Tis so
reported,” replied the other. “Well, it shall be my business,” again
spoke the first, ‘to discover what foundation there is for that re-
port;—earth shall be searched for Lausanc; for, whilst he lives, my
wishes can never be acecomplished.”

_ ““They then walked away,” continued the monk, “and I hasten-
ed back to the castle to consult with your wife and her father about
vou. We soon agreed that a report of vour death could alone, in all
probability, save your life. I shall therefore send a young man,
whom I can depend upon, to-morrow to the castle, for the purpose
of declaring that you are no more. He shall say that in a small
town in Italy, from whence he is just returned. he met you; that
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shortly after that meeting, you were taken ill; and, knowing
whither he was bound, in your last moments had requested him to
call upon your family, and inform them of your fate,

¢ “This report will put a stop to all enquiries; and, as soon as your
Geraldine has lain in, I will assist you in escaping with her to a part
of the world where there can be no fear of your ever being discover-
ed. To prevent any suspicion, Geraldine is to declare a resolution of
renouncing the world as soon as her child is born: and, under the
pretext of entering a cloister, she is to quit the castle: when settled
in the manner you wish, the Karl and the infant are to follow.”

‘I attempted not to oppose the scheme of the monk; any scheme,
indeed, which flattered me with a hope of again enjoying the eom-
pany of my Geraldine without interruption, was to me acceptable.
"Tis unnecessary to say the anxiety with which she longed for my
release from eonfinement-—a confinement which she endeavoured
to soften by the most unremitting attentions. Oh! with what agony
have I gazed upon this matchless woman in my dreary dungeon!
pale, weeping, emaeiated, sinking with horror, yet trying to conecal
it! Oh! surely the wreteh extended upon the rack could not have
felt greater tortures than I at those moments experienced.

“The period now arrived for making me a father: my Geraldine
did not eome near me one entire day, and my heart throbbed with
tumultuous fears on her account. The monk came at night; with an
eagerness which shook my frame, I enquired for her. **She is well,”
said he, “but the Earl 1s indisposed; and, without exeiting sus-
picion in the servants, she could not leave him:”—this excuse
paeified me. Another day arrived without bringing her; two more
followed, and still I saw her not. I then again began to be alarmed:
“I have been deceived I fear,” said I; “if Geraldine was well, she
would surely have contrived some method for sceing me: to-night,
though I rush into the arms of destruction by doing so, T will
terminate my suspense.’’

‘Aceordingly as soon as the monk eame, I told him my determin-
ation of seeing her; he looked shocked, and endeavoured to oppose
it; I hastily interrupted him—*"No,” eried I, “I am resolved this
night to know whether or not I have been deceived.” As I spoke, 1
rushed by himi; and, with a veloeity which mocked pursuit, fled
through the intricate passages of the castle, nor stopped till I
reached the chamber of Geraldine, which T gained without meeting
with a being. I flung open the door—Ah, heavens what a sight
presented itself! on the bed lay the lifeless body of Geraldine,
already prepared for the grave, and bending over it the almost
equally lifeless form of her father! For a minute I stood motionless;
then shivering, shrieking with despair, I sprung to the bed, and fell
fainting upon the clay-eold bosom of my love!—Short was the
privation of my misery. When I revived, I found myself supported
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by the monk. I shall not attempt to describe the extravagancy of
my grief, nor repeat the frantie reproaches T uttered at the decep-
tion practised on me. “Ob! cruel, eruel,” I cried, “to deny me a last
embrace! had the last beam of her eye fallen upon me—had her last
sigh been breathed in my arms, I should not have been so wretch-
ed!”

¢ “Mistaken idea!” said the monk; “your wretchedness must
have been augmented by witnessing the agonies of a creature so
beloved. It was by her command alone any deception was practised
on you. She knew her danger from the moment she lay in; and she
knew, if acquainted with it, you would have insisted on seeing her.
She charged me, therefore, not to acquaint you with her fate till her
interment had taken place. And she charged me also to tell you,
that if the love you professed for her was sincere, you would
endeavour to combat your affliction, in order to support her
father, and supply to her infant the loss she would sustain by her
death.”

* “Does my child then live?™ said 1.

‘ “Yes,” replied the monk; “Providence is kind, and still reserves
some blessings for you; forfeit them not by murmuring at its
decrees. Look at that miserable old man,” continued he, pointing to
the Earl, “and learn from him a lesson of submission to the will of
the Almighty. Think you the anguish which wrings the heart of a
husband can execeed that which rends the bosom of a parent? no—
believe me it cannot: and yet, notwithstanding his deprivation, no
loud complaint, no impious murmur, breaks from him; he bends
before the stroke without repining, confident that it proceeds from
a hand which cannot err.”

“The language of the venerable man allayed the tempest of my
soul: I suffered him to lead me to the Earl, at whose feet I sunk. He
turned from the bed, and attempted to speak, but his voice was in-
articulate, and tears burst from him. I almost envied him the tears
he shed; they relieved his oppression; but mine I could not lighten
in that manner; mine was that deep, that silent grief which whis-
pers the o'er-fraught heart, and bids it break.

¢ “They are gone!’’ said he at length, and extending his tremb-
ling hand, he laid it on my shoulder; *‘the pillars of my age are
gone! No more shall the soft accents of my children attune my soul
to peace! no more shall their bright eyes be opened to inspire me
with gladness! the shroud already covers both, and on the cold bed
of Elenora my Geraldine will soon be laid!”

‘I groaned—grasped his hands convulsively in mine, and, in
frantic exclamations, expressed my gricf. The monk endeavoured
to moderate my transports, and the Earl made a feeble effort to
aid him.

¢ “Oh! my son,”” said he, “in pity to me, in pity to your child,
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exert yourself; let me not descend forlorn to my grave, neither let
her be cast without a friend upon the world!”

‘I started from the ground, and demanded to see my babe. You
were laid in a distant chamber, and the monk instantly proceeded
thither to dismiss the attendants, after which he cautiously con-
ducted me to it. Oh, my child! how utterly impossible to describe
the feelings which pervaded my breast as I gently raised the mantle
that covered your sleeping face, and first cast my eyes upon you! I
longed to strain you to my breast; yet I feared to breathe upon you
lest I should injure you. I kneeled down, and gazed upon you till
my sight grew dim! With difficulty the monk could tear me away.
When he did, he would have reconducted me to my dungeon, but I
pushed him aside, and again rushed to the chamber of death. For a
long time I resisted his entreaties to leave it; nor should T at last, T
believe, have been prevailed on to do so, had not the Earl at length
bent his knee to me: I could not refuse the kneeling father of my
Geraldine; and half-dragged, half-supported by the monk, I des-
cended to my prison. Oh! what a night was that which followed the
knowledge of my Geraldine’s death: on the damp ground I lay
stretehed, and the gloomy echoes of the vaults were awakened by
my moans !

‘But I will not, by any longer dwelling on my feelings, lengthen
out my story. It was determined that I should remain in my present
sitnation during the life of the Earl, and, after his decease, seck
another asylum with my child. Contrary to all expectation, the
Earl survived the loss of his Geraldine two years; during which
period no oceurrence happened to disturb the melancholy quiet of
the castle. As the infirmities of Lord Dunlere prevented his coming
to me, I was frequently conducted to him by the monk, who, whilst
I continued with him, always remained near the chamber to pre-
vent our being surprised.

‘Never shall I forget the last hours I passed with the father of my
love at the decline of a lovely summer’s day; I was brought to him
to pay my then almost daily visit; I found him seated near an open
window inhaling the sweet breeze which played around, whilst the
setting sun beaming through it, cast a kind of luminous glory on the
portraits of his daughters, before which, exhausted by play, you
had fallen asleep.

““Ah!” said he, motioning for me to sit near him, “how much
should I have enjoyed the calmness of this delightful evening, had
the blessings I once possessed been still mine! but let me not mur-
mur at the decrees of the Almighty ; something whispers to my soul
I shall soon be re-united to those I regret. Oh! my son,” he contin-
ued, observing a tear starting from me, “do not too bitterly mourn
my death; rather rejoice at what to me will be a release from misery
as incurable as unspeakable: sink not beneath affliction at the very
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period your exertions will be most requisite. Oh! rouse your forti-
tude for the sake of Geraldine’s child, and live to preserve onc
relique of the noble house of Dunlere! Yes, I repeat, noble was the
house of Dunlere: and should any chanee ever lead you to the isle
in which it stands, you will find I have not been a vain boaster in
calling it so. True, its honours are departed, its possessions are
divided but though its glory has set, it has set like yon bright orb,

leaving a long tract of radiance behind it: *tis on the flowery banks
of the Shannon you would hear of the fame of my ancestors; ’tis
there you would hear that they were ever foremost in the ranks of
virtue and of valour; that their arms were never stretched against
the feeble, nor their swords stained with the blood of innocence.™
His eyes sparkled as he spoke, and the vigour of his soul seemed
revived; but, alas! his was but the emanation of a departing spirit.

‘Early the ensuing morning, contrary to his usual custom, the
monk came to me. His unexpected visit, and agitated countenance,
instantly alarmed me; and, in faltering accents, I pronounced your
name.

“Your child is well,” said he; *‘the Earl too is well—he sleeps
in peace; his soul has this day been called to heaven.”

‘I could not refrain my tears on hearing of this event; in losing
the Earl, I lost the friend who soothed my sorrows by talking to
me of my Geraldine. “All then that now remains to me,” eried I, “‘of
the friends I adored, (the wife I must eternally regret) is a poor
helpless infant!”

* “FFor her sake,” said the monk, “you must now exert yourself.
Oh! rouse yvourself,”” he continued, seeing me despondently shake
my head, “to guard her tender years from the cruelties and snares
of the world! Ah, let not the sweet blossom, which gives so early a
promise of perfection, fade untimely for want of 4 paternal
shelter!”

‘By degrees his language re-animated me to exertion, and we
began to arrange plans for the future, He enquired to what part of
the globe I was inclined to bend my steps? My broken spirits, I told
him, rendered me, not only unwilling, but unable, to aequire new
habits. I had, therefore, an unconquerable aversion to any strange
country ; and thought, from being so little known in my own, that I
might, particularly as the story of my death was credited, remain
in it with safety. The monk expressed lis regret at my disinclina-
tion to quit Franee, but did not attempt to oppose it. After some
consideration he mentioned the place he had come from, as a situa-
tion well caleulated for retirément. I was enamoured of it from his
description; and he assured me he would dispatch a confidential
person that very day to procure a residence in it for me. He had
already, he said, prepared the servants for dismission; and, before
others came to supply their place, from the real owner of the castle,
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who had only lent it to the Earl as a temporary asylum, “my mes-
senger,” said he, “will be returned, and every thing prepared for
your departure. I have,” continued he, “‘prevented all enquiries as
to the destination of your child, by declaring her solely committed
to my charge: and when the hour for your quitting the castle
approaches, I shall send the woman who now takes care of her
after the other domesties.”

‘Every thing succeeded according to our wishes. At the expected
time the messenger arrived, after having taken the cottage for me
in which you were brought up, and I set out for it a few days after
the interment of the Earl. At the moment I was bidding a last adieu
to the castle, the monk put you into my arms in order to revive my
resolution, which he saw drooping. 'Tis said that our first parents
lingered as they were quitting paradise; so I lingered as I was leay-
ing what to me had been a paradise—so I paused and cast my tear-
ful eyes upon it. With difficulty the monk could prevail on me to
proceed; he insisted on accompanying me to the place, about half a
league from the castle, where a guide and mules were stationed for
me. As we proceeded thither, he exhorted me to patience and sub-
mission to the Divine will. Our farewell was solemn and affecting;
I'strained him to my breast, and attempted to express my gratitude
for all his kindness. “Oh! my son,” eried the holy man, while tears
bedewed his venerable face, ““I do not merit such thanks; I but per-
formed my duty in the services I rendered you and the family of
the Earl; for am I not the servant of a God, who pities the frailties
of his creatures, and pours balm upon the wounds whieh his justice
sees proper to inflict?”’ He promised to keep up a constant cor-
respondence with me. “When I cease to write,” said he, “you may
be eonvinced that cither my facultics have failed me, or—1I am no
more.””

‘Our journey commenced at night; the ensuing day we lay by in
an obscure cottage, and the following night reached our habitation.
My domestic arrangements were soon made. I changed my name;
and, from the retirement of my house, and its being entirely out of
the beaten track, had not a fear of being discovered. Here had my
hosom been free from the pangs of conscience, I might again have
experienced some small degree of peace; but horror and remorse
had taken possession of me, and the spirit of the murdered Philippe
continually haunted my steps; life was so great a burthen, that
often should I have been tempted to raise a desperate hand against
it but for your sake.

“To hide from you an anguish which I could not at times sup-
press, have I frequently wandered away to the wildest and most
forlorn, spots in our neighbourhood. No weather, no eircumstance,
could at these periods prevent those rambles; the dews of summer,
the rains of winter, the closing hour of day, the midnight one
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of darkness were alike disregarded by me. Oh! how often have I
stretched myself upon the damp earth, whilst the bleak winds of
winter have whistled round me, to deprecate the wrath of Philippe’s
angry spirit: “I plead not on my own account,” I have cried, “‘Oh!
my brother, *tis for the sake of my child I plead; in pity to her let
not the thunders of vengeance burst upon my head! in pity to her,
Jet me sink without infamy to my grave, that, as she bends over it,
she may sooth the sorrows of her heart by saying, My father was
virtuous, and his memory shall live for ever.’

“When I told you I would at some period or other elucidate the
mysteries of my life, I said so but for the purpose of allaying your
suspicions, hoping that, in consequence of such a promise, you
would no longer imagine I had any dreadful secrets to disclose.

‘Execlusive of the misery I felt from conscious guilt, I felt a con-
siderable portion also from reflecting on the distresses to which, in
all probability, you would be exposed after my death, as I could
not hope that the farm would then, under the superintendence of a
less interested person, yield such profits as it had before done; and I
knew the small remainder of your grandfather’s wealth, which the
monk had deposited in my hands, and which I had most carefully
husbanded, would be quite inadequate to your support.

‘From this uneasiness I was relieved by our blessed friend the
Countess de Merville. I should previously have told you of her
seeing your mother; the visit I paid her on my way to Mont-
morenci Castle, was discovered by her guardian, and awakened his
apprehensions. He wished to unite her to his son; and, ignorant of
my situation, he imagined I had come back to the neighbourhood
for the purpose of disappointing that wish, and profiting by the
ascendaney he knew I had over her: he therefore, in order to baffle
what he supposed were my designs, immediately determined on
taking her to Italy. As he did not assign his real motive for this
sudden journey, of course he received no explanation from her
relative to me. They stopped for refreshment near the castle, and
she contrived to escape to it to pay a visit to my wife; a visit, how-
ever, little attended to by Geraldine, who was then nearly dis-
tracted by the danger of her sister.

“‘In Italy the Countess first saw the Count de Merville, a French
nobleman of amiable manners and illustrious descent; reason had
conquered her hopeless passion, and in his arms she gladly sought a
shelter from the tyranny of her guardian. They remained abroad
some vears after their marriage; and when, on their return to
¥rance, they stopped at the wcastle for the purpose of enquiring
after me and mine, they could only receive a confused account of
the sorrows and death of the family from an old woman who then
took care of the mansion.

“To the Countess, on our unexpected meeting, I imparted all the
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particulars which I have related to you. She heard them with
horror, grief, and astonishment; and, her emotions a little abating,
bitterly regretted my not having applied to her friendship for pro-
teetion; the reproaches she uttered for my not having done so, I at
length stopped by reminding her of the danger which would have
attended an application.

‘She told me of the marriage of her daughter, and her connection
in consequence of it, with the House of Montmorenci. “But though
allied now in some degree to the Marquis,” eried she, *“I never could
prevail on myself to see him, so abhorrent to my soul has his
cruelty to you and your mother made him: yet did I imagine that I
could, by personally imploring his protection for you and your
child, obtain it, I would instantly conquer my repugnance to an
interview; but I am well convinced, that all supplications for jus-
tice would be unavailing, as I am confidently assured by those I
cannot doubt, that he execrates the memory of those whom he has
injured.””’

‘How much was she deceived when she believed that assur-
ance!” exelaimed Madeline; ‘my grandfather’s acknowledging you
as his rightful heir almost the moment he discovered your resi-
dence, proves he spoke truth when he assured us that his penitenee
for the injuries he had committed was extreme, and that his soul
rejoiced at an opportunity of doing justice. The unworthy husband
and father-in-law of her daughter were, I fear, the wretches who im-
posed upon her. But I interrupt your narrative.’

*The Countess,’ resumed St Julian, ‘assured me that, since her
child was to be enriched by my birthright, she would take care to
guard my daughter against the ills of poverty. How this generous
intention was frustrated you best know.

‘You may imagine I was not a little confounded when, on arriv-
ing at the castle, the first object almost I beheld was Lafroy: the
alarm of my soul, which my ¢ountenance I believe too faithfully
depicted, he however tried to dissipate by a seeret look, and a slight
pressure of his hand upon his heart, as if to assure me of his fidelity.

‘At night, when I was undressing, he entered my apartment—
“Pardon my intrusion, my Lord,” said he, “but I could not refrain
from coming to express my joy at sceing you, as I may say, risen
from the grave; for the monk assured me you were dead. He might
have confided in me; I pledged a solemn oath never to betray you;
and, though but a servant, I have ever been taught to consider a
promise as sacred.”

““Excuse the caution of old age, Lafroy,” replied 1;
not by my desire the monk deceived you.” '

¢ “Certainly, my Lord,” said he; “I allow too much caution
could not be practised then, nor is there less occasion for it now; as
I am convineed, if the Marquis knew you were but accessary to the
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death of Lord Philippe, he would punish you with the most impla-
cable vengeance. For my part, I think you more to be pitied than
condemned ; and that those who instigated you to the destruetion
of your brother, alone merit punishment.”

““Did you ever,” asked I, “discover any clue to unravel the
horrid mysteries which involved me in guilt?”

¢ “I once,” eried Lafroy, “had an opportunity of deing so, but,
alas! I lost it.”

““Lost it!” repecated I; “explain yourself.”

‘ “About seven years ago,” resumed he, “as I was attending the
Marquis to a seat of his near Paris, at a post-house, to which I rode
before the carriage for the purpose of securing horses, my eyes
encountered that villain Claude: I instantly seized him by the
arm, and, dragging him into a room, bolted the door—'Accursed
wretch!” eried I, ‘the long delayed punishment of heaven has at
length overtaken you; the Marquis of Montmorenci approaches,
and into his hands I shall consign you, as the immediate cause of
his son’s death.’

¢ “‘Oh! have mercy,” he exclaimed, and dropped upon his knees;
‘I am not quite so guilty as you imagine: my poverty exposed me
to temptation, and a base enemy of Lord Philippe’s, by lavish
promises, seduced me to evil. I have already made a full confession
of every circumstance to a relation of the Marquis’s ; and I am ready
to repeat the same to you, if you but promise not to give me into.
his power.’

“fWell,” said I, after some minutes of consideration, ‘on this
condition I give the promise you desire.’ I accordingly raised him
from the ground, and with an impatience which made me tremble,
seated myself near him to hear his narrative. He had just opened
his lips for the purpose of beginning it, when a violent knock came
to the door, and the post-master bid me come out directly, for the
Marquis of Montmorenci was dying. All horror and consternation, 1
obeyed him, and found a fellow-servant in the hall, who told me his
Lord was in violent fits.’

¢ ' ‘Secure the man in the parlour,’ cried I to the post-master as I
sprung upon my horse to ride off to the carriage, which the ser-
vants had stopped for fear of rendering their Lord worse by the
motion. It was long ere he regained his senses. We then slowly pro-
ceeded to the post-house; but think of my rage, my regret, when,
upon enquiring for him, I learned that, during the bustle in the
passage, Claude had slipped from the parlour, and escaped from the
house by a back way, fearing;no doubt, that I would not keep my
promise to him. 'Tis a true saying, my Lord, that a man generally
judges of the disposition of others by his own, so Claude, being him-
self a deceiver, feared deception from me.”

‘Lafroy then proeeeded to inform me, that be had, ¢ver since the
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death of my brother, been immediately about the person of the
Marquis, and ended his conversation with assurances of being ever
faithful to me and mine.’

‘Tt must have been to D’Alembert that Claude confessed his
guilt,” said Madeline.

‘So I think," eried her father; ‘I know of no other way by which
he could have attained a knowledge of my life.’

‘Ah! what a base advantage docs he take of the secret reposed in
him!’ said Madeline.

*A base one indeed,’ repeated St Julian. ‘Oh! my child, never can
I consent to bribe him to silence by sacrificing yvou. What, to save
a life upon which misery is entailed—a life already in its decline—
shall T devote my heart’s best treasure to wretchedness?—no,
Madeline, no; sooner will I brave the threats, will I meet the ven-
geance of 1)’Alembert, than consent to such a measure.’

‘And do vou think,” eried Madeline, ‘in an union with I’ Alem-
bert’s son I could feel half the wretchedness I must experience if,
by persevering in your present intentions, you provoke his resent-
ment, and become its vietim? no—believe me I eould not. But I
have sworn,” continued she, wildly starting from her seat, ‘I have
sworn to become the wife of I)'Alembert, if by no other means 1
can prevail upon his father to keep sceret the fatal events of your
life; the ocath is recorded in heaven—what mortal then shall be
daring enough to bid me break it?’

‘My Madeline! my love! eried her father, terrified by her strong
emotions, and eatching her hand, ‘a thought has just struck me,
which may perhaps extricate us from our present trouble; ’tis evi-
dent that neither D’Alembert nor his son would desire an union
with you, but for the sake of the fortune you are to possess.’

‘Evident indeed,’ repeated Madeline.

‘I think then,’ resumed St Julian, ‘that if we were to promise to
resign' that fortune to them, they would cease all further solicita-
tions for your hand.’

‘A mereiful God has surely inspired you with the idea,’ said
Madeline, while tears of joy fell from her. ‘Oh, I have no doubt but
our persecution would immediately cease, if their avarice was once
satisfied.

‘Send then for D’Alembert.” eried St Julian, ‘and tell him, if he
vows inviolable secrecy with regard to me, and promises to relin-
quish all ideas of an union between you and his son, both you and
your father will, without delay, sign any paper he may please to
draw up, resigning to him and his heirs for ever all right and title
to the fortunes of Montmorenei.’

‘T will send for him direetly,” exclaimed Madeline.

‘Ah! my child,” said St Julian, still detaining and looking mourn-
fully at her, ‘must I then bid you sign away your birth-right? must
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my erimes doom you to obscurity?—for me must you forfeit that
wealth, that rank, you are entitled to?—

“T'alk not to me of wealth or rank,” said Madeline; “what happi-
ness have I experienced from the possession of either?—Oh! my
father, never did I know real peace since I left the dear cottage
where I was brought up; to be again its humble inmate is the sum-
mit of my wishes.’

‘Gladly indeed shall I resign all pretensions to rank and splen-
dour,’ cried St Julian; ‘gladly shall I quit this mansion, where the
spirit of a murdered brother takes its nightly rounds to fill my soul
with horror. Yes, Madeline, in the dead of the night, when all but
misery and despair are sunk in repose, my ears are often pierced by
dreadful groans and melancholy cries, such as disturbed the tran-
quillity of the family the first night we entered within these walls.”

‘Oh! would to heaven,” exclaimed Madeline, shuddering and
appalled, ‘that our departure from the castle immediately followed
our renunciation of the fortune appertaining to it.’

“Would to heaven it did!” said St Julian; ‘but to quit it during the
life-time of the Marquis is impossible.’

‘Let me no longer delay sending for D’Alembert,” cried she. As
she spoke, she dtsmgaged her hand, and, flying to the bell, rung it
with violence. A servant almost instantly obeyed the summons, by
whom she dispatched a message to D’Alembert, requesting to see
him directly. Unwilling to meet him in the present agitated state of
his mind, her father tenderly embraced her, and then left the room.
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AARAAAAARAARARARARAAAAAARAAALARARAS

Chapter 6

AAAAAAAAARRARAAAARARARARAARRRARALA

Misfortunes on misfortunes press upon me,

Swell o’er my head like waves, and dash me down!
Sorrow and shame have torn my soul,

And blast the spring and promise of my year;
They hang like winter on my youthful hopes.

So flow’rs are gathered to adorn a grave,

To lose their freshness among bones and rotlenness,
And have their odours stifled in the dust.

ST JULIAN HAD SCARCELY QUITTED THE APARTMENT ERE
D’Alembert entered it—T am come, Madam,’ said he, bowing, “to
receive your commands.’

‘Rather say, Sir,’ cried Madeline, with a haughtiness she could
1ot repress, ‘you are come to pronounce my doom. I cannot,’ con-
tinued she, rising and closing the door, ‘deny that you have my
father, consequently me, completely in your power; I shall there-
fore no longer attempt to refuse—I shall only attempt to entreat.’

“You already know my reselution,’ said D’Alembert, losing all
the gentleness with which he had entered the apartment; “urge,
therefore, no entreaty which I must refuse.’

I trust I shall not,” said Madeline; ‘my entreaty is, that, instead
of my hand, you would accept of a title to the fortunes I may
possess for your son.’

‘I do not understand you,’ cried D’Alembert, looking steadily at
her,

‘I think my meaning is obvious,” said Madeline; ‘I offer to your
son the charm which attracts him to me. Yes, D’Alembert, I am
convinced that had I still been Madeline Clermont, the humble
inmate of a lonely cottage, he never would have desired an alliance
with me. Gladly, therefore, will I resign all that can now render him
solicitous for that alliance; and am authorized by my father to tell
you, that provided you promise, solemnly promise never to divulge
the events of his unhappy life—ecvents which, if properly stated,
you must more compassionate than condemn him for, and with-
draw the addresses of your son, he will, jointly with me, sign any
paper you may please to draw up, resigning for ever to you and
your heirs the fortunes of Montmorenei.’

‘Both you and your father are certainly entitled to the thanks of
me and my son for your generous intentions,” cried 1)’Alembert,
bowing, and scornfully smiling. ‘I will not pretend to say that
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either he or I are insensible of the value of riches, but we are not
quite so interested as you imagine. The fortunes of Montmorenci
would, to him, lose half their estimation, if the lovely Madeline was
not attached to them. His therefore she must be, if she wishes to
preserve the existence of her father, for on her compliance my
secrecy depends.’

Madeline dropped on her knees—'Kneel by me then,” she ex-
claimed, ‘and swear, if I promise to sacrificc myself, that that
secrecy will never be violated.’

‘I swear,’ said D’ Alembert, bending his knee to the ground, ‘that
if vou become the wife of my son, all that I know concerning your
father shall be buried within my breast.’

‘Dispose of me then,” cried Madeline, “as you please. Yet, Oh!
D’Alembert,’ she continued, in a voice of agony, and raising her
eyes to his face, ‘if you value the happiness of your son, give not to
his arms a reluctant wife—cold and joyless must be such a gift!
In pity to him therefore, as well as me, give up all idea of our
union.’

‘Never,” said D’Alembert, as he raised her from the floor;
‘though you may marry with indifference, the tenderness of my son
will soon, I am confident, convert that indifference into love.”

‘Love!” repeated Madeline. She inveoluntarily cast her eyes upon
the portrait, which bore so strong a resemblance to de Sevignie. It
was her disordered fancy, no doubt, which made her at that mo-
ment imagine the eves regarded her with an expression of the
deepest melancholy; every tender scene she had experienced with
him rushed to her recollection. She felt she could never cease to
adore him; she felt that, in the arms of another, she must still sigh
for him: and, shuddering, almost shrieking, at the idea of the
dreadful destiny which would soon render such sighs a erime, she
fell in convulsive agitation upon the bosom of D’Alembert. He
supported her to a window, and in a few minutes she began a little
to revive. She then disengaged herself from his arms.

“You are still ill,” said he; ‘permit me therefore to support you.’

‘No," replied she, withholding the hand he attempted to take;
‘upon the bosom which cannot pity me, I will not lean.’

“You are now prejudiced against me,’ said ID’Alembert; ‘my
professions, therefore, you would disregard ; but I trust the period
will shortly arrive in which you will believe me sincere when I say,
that the esteem, the tenderness, your virtues merit, I feel for you.
Will you niow permit me,’ cried he, after a pause, ‘to go and ae-
quaint the Marquis with the happiness which awaits my son?’

Anxious to be relieved from his presence, Madeline desired him
to do as he pleased, and he directly left her. The agonies of her soul
then burst forth, and in tears and broken exclamations she vented
her feelings. In this situation her father surprised her:—Pale,
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trembling, the very picture of melancholy and despair, he ap-
proached her. :

‘D’Alembert was then inflexible,” said he. ‘He has just announced
to the Marquis and me your acceptance of his son. Oh! my child,
can you pardon the father who has doomed you to wretched-
ness?’

Madeline flung herself into his arms. She would have spoken—
she would have assured him, that the wretchedness of her destiny
could not be as great as he imagined, from knowing that it had
mitigated his; but sighs and sobs impeded her utterance. At length,
raising her head—‘Oh! my father,’ she said, ‘do not torture me by
such language; strengthen, instead of weakening me; aid me—
advise me; enable me to perform the duties of the station I am
about entering into. That God,” ¢ried she, lifting her streaming eves
to heaven, ‘that God whom we both worship and adore, delights
not in the miseries of his creatures: when, therefore, acting right,
we may surely hope that he will mitigate our sorrows.’

A summons to dinner prevented all further conversation., Made-
line declared her utter inability of obeying it, and entreated her
father to apologize for her absence.

Reluctantly he left her. Nothing could have prevailed upon him
to do so, but a fear of distressing the Marquis if he absented himself
from the table; and he promised to return as soon as he possibly
could to her.

During his absence, Madeline determined to exert herself in order
to regain some degree of composure. ‘But little shall I serve him,’
cried she, ‘by the sacrifice of myself, if T let him know the anguish
excited by that sacrifice.’

He had been gone about half an hour when she heard a gentle
knock at the dressing-room door. She started, but instantly recol-
lecting herself, and supposing it to come from some one of the
servants, she desired the door to be opened. She was obeyed
directly, and a man, whom she had never seen before, made his
appearance.

Madeline rose from her chair, and surveyed him with astonish-
ment. He approached her with evident diffidence and agitation,
and offered her a letter. ‘From whom does it come?’ said Madeline
without taking it.

‘From a friend to virtue,” he replied. ‘Delay not to read it,” con-
tinued he, dropping it at her feet, for surprise rendered her unable
to extend her hand : ‘observe its advice, and avoid destruction.” So
saying, he rushed from the room, and closed the door after him.

Madeline remained many minutes without motion. She then re-
peated his words—"And will this letter,” cried she, taking it up,
‘point out a way by which I ean avoid destruction?’ She broke the
seal with a trembling hand, and read as follows:—
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LADY,

The unhappy wife of young 1)’Alembert still exists; the story of
her death was invented for the vilest purposes—purposes which,
under Providence, I trust I shall be the humble instrument of
defeating. Too long have I been the slave of vice—too long an
accessary in all the horrid schemes of an iniquitous father and son!
but heaven has at length awakened me to remorse; and, if the
sincerest penitence for past enormities, and most strenuous endea-
vours to undo all the mischief I have done, can expiate error, I
hope to be forgiven. I am now hastening to the place where the
most lovely and most injured of her sex groans in captivity! but,
till her liberation is effected, as you value her life (my worthless one
I will not mention), keep secret the contents of this letter; were
they prematurely known, there is no doubt but her death would be
the immediate consequence. Oh! Lady, pray for her; pray that the
efforts of a sorrowing and repentant wretch may be successful in
rescuing virtue, and preserving innocence: and may that heaven,
which must ever regard purity like thine, ever render abortive all
schemes that wickedness may plan against thee!’

No language could do justice to the feelings of Madeline on perusing
this letter; but the astonishment, the ecstacy, with which the
knowledge of her friend’s existence inspired her, soon gave way to
apprehensions for her father, She trembled to think of the horrors
which D’Alembert might entail upon him in revenge for the dis-
appointment of his hopes. ‘It will gladden his cruel and malicious
soul,’ cried she, ‘to plunge my father into the gulph of destruction
—that gulph, into which the diseovery of his own erimes must pre-
cipitate himself.’

Her heart throbbing with impatience, she anxiously listened for
her father. The moment he appeared, she flew to him, and put the
letter into his hand. Her looks prepared him for something wonder-
ful, and he eagerly cast his eye over it.

‘Oh, villains!’ exelaimed he, ere he had half perused it, ‘what
punishment can be adequate to your crimes! My child,” resumed
he, after finishing the letter, tenderly embracing her as he spoke,
‘thou art indeed, as the good must ever be, the peculiar care of
Providence. Oh! with the most heartfelt gratitude do I acknow-
ledge its goodness in preserving you from the snare which was set
for you:—this instant would I expose the execrable contrivers of
it to the fate they merit; this instant, notwithstanding the power
which treachery has given them over me, brand them with infamy,
did I not fear, in consequence of some part of this letter, taking
any step of the kind till after the liberation of the unhappy
Madame D'Alembert is effected. It would be an ill requital for the
kindness of my dear lamented friend if, to gratify myself by punish-
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ing immediately an injury meditated against my child, I ocea-
sioned the destruction of her’s.’

*Oh! my father,” eried Madeline, whose heart was now solely
oceupied by fears on his account, ‘think not of punishing the
monsters—think only how you may aveid their malice.’

‘Avoid it!’ exelaimed St Julian, looking sternly at her; ‘no, I will
brave it, I will brave their threats—I will brave the horrors they
may draw upon me, to have the satisfaction of punishing myself
their meditated injury against you.’

This was what Madeline had dreaded; his indignation at their
designs against her would, she feared, transport him beyond all
consideration for himself.

She threw herself at his feet, and with tears besought him to
sacrifice his resentment to his safety. ‘“You have ever told me, ever
taught me to believe,” she exclaimed, ‘that you tenderly regarded
your Madeline; Oh! now, my father, prove that regard by endea-
vouring to preserve a life with which her’s is entwined.’

Her entreaties had at length the desired effect; passion gave way
to pity; and, raising her from the ground, while he pressed her to
his heart, St Julian told her that the value she set upon his life
made him in some degree value it himself. ‘T will therefore go,” said
he, ‘to Lafroy—he is faithful and clever, and eonsult with him how
I may best brave the coming storm: for, like you, I am convinced
that, when once the villainy of I)’ Alembert is diseovered, and conse-
quently his hopes relative to you overthrown, he will reveal all he
knows concerning me.’

‘Oh, go—go,’ eried Madeline, disengaging herself from his arms;
‘g0 directly to Lafroy, and be quick, I entreat you, my father, in
your return.’

She followed him to the gallery, determined to wait there till he
eame back. A considerable time elapsed without bringing him; and
the fears of Madeline were at length so exeited by his long absenee,
that she was just going in quest of him, when she saw him and
Lafroy approaching.

‘I fear you have been uneasy at my not returning sooner,’ said
he; ‘but it required time to deliberate on what was to be done.’

‘What have you determined on?’ said Madeline as they entered
the dressing-room, and closed the door.

‘On parting,’ replied he, in an aceent of the deepest sorrow.

‘On parting!’ repeated Madeline, stepping back, and looking
wildly at him.

“Yes: to remain in the eastle, would be to await quietly the fate
to which D’Alembert will expose me.’

‘Tt would indeed,’ said Lafroy; ‘I have no doubt but that the
moment his baseness is discovered, Monsieur D’Alembert will re-
veal every particular he knows coneerning you: and I am sorry to
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say, from my knowledge of the Marquis's disposition, I am sure he
will admit of no circumstance as a palliation of the murder of
Lord Philippe.’

Madeline shuddered at the word murder, and involuntarily
averted her head from Lafroy.

‘Murder sounds harshly in my daughter’s ears,” cried St Julian
in rather a resentful tone.

‘I beg your pardon, my Lord,” said Lafroy, ‘“for having spoken
unguardedly ; nothing, T can assure your Lordship, would distress
me so mueh as to offend or give pain to either you or Lady
Madeline; ’tis my most ardent wish to serve you both.’

‘And whither,” cried Madeline, turning to her father, ‘Oh!
whither, if you quit this castle, can you betake yourself?’

‘With the most wild and romantie solitudes of the Alps I am well
acquainted,” said he, ‘and amongst them I mean to seek a shelter.

“The holy man, who was so kind to my mother and her unfortu-
nate family, may then again befriend you,’ eried she.

‘Alas!’ exclaimed St Julian, ‘he is gone long since to receive the
blessed reward his virtues merited: about eight years ago I was
assured of his death by the termination of our correspondence.’

‘Oh! my father,” cried Madeline, grasping his arm, ‘may I not
accompany you?’

‘Lord ! my Lady,’ exclaimed Lafroy, ‘surely you could not think
of such a thing; surely you could not think of abandoning all
prospect of rank and independence?’

‘“Yes,’ replied Madeline; ‘to have the power of mitigating a father’s
distresses, I would abandon every prospect this world could pre-
sent.’

‘But by accompanying him you would rather increase than miti-
gate his distresses. Situations which, on his own account, he would
not mind, he would then tremble at on yvour’s. Besides, you would
retard the expedition it is necessary for him to make, and prevent
his exploring the places best caleulated for affording him an
asylum.’

‘What reason can be assigned, what excuse offered to the Marquis
for his quitting the castle, clandestinely quitting it,” demanded
Madeline.

‘He must write a letter to the Marquis,” resumed Lafroy, ‘to be
delivered the day after his departure, informing him that the mis-
fortunes of his early life had given him such a distaste to society,
that he had formed the resolution of renouncing the world; a
resolution whiclh, for fear of opiposition, he would not acquaint him
with till he had put it into execution.’

‘But when he finds, as no doubt from D’Alembert he will, that
this was not his real motive for quitting the castle, how—how,’
cried Madeline, *shall T be able to support his reproaches?”
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“You must summon all your resolution to your aid,” said Lafroy,
‘and brave the storm from a certainty of having it soon over. The
Marquis is old; he cannot punish you for an action committed by
your father; and, after his death, if the Count is still compelled to
seclude himself from a fear of the connections of Lord Philippe, you
may visit him without control.’

‘Well,” said Madeline, ‘T will exert myself; and, confiding my
father to the merey of a God whom he never wilfully offended, look
forward to happier days. When must we part?’ eried she, turning to
St Julian, who had thrown himself upon a sofa.

“T'o-night,” replied he in a melancholy voice.

“T'o-night!’ repeated Madeline.

‘He must go while the coast is clear,” said Lafroy; ‘you know
Monsieur D'Alembert’s son is now shortly expected; and were he
and his numerous retinue of servants once arrived, it would be
impossible for my Lord the Count to escape without observation.’

‘Was it from a servant of young IVAlembert's T received the
letter?’

“Yes, from an old confidential servant, well acquainted, no doubt,
as he himself has said, with the villainy of his master.’

‘How does my father travel?’ asked Madeline, ‘or how, or by
whose means am I to hear from him? for except I do hear, I shall be
distracted.’

‘It shall be iy eare to settle every thing to his satisfaction and
vour’s,” said Lafroy: ‘as soon as it is dark, I will conduet him to the
house of a friend I can rely upon, a little beyond the forest, from
whence he can procure a conveyance to the Alps, and to which his
letters can be directed; by the same channel too you can forward
your’s, and also remit any supply of money he may want.’

“Your ingenuity has obviated all our difficulties,” said St Julian,
rising from the sofa. ‘T trust I may yet have power to reward you,
my good friend, for your zeal and fidelity; but if not, my beloved
child will, I am convinced, readily pay off any debt of gratitude
I may incur.’

Every plan relative to him being now arranged, and the day
declining, St Julian sat down to pen his letter to his father, whilst
his agonized Madeline hung over him, and Lafroy retired to pack
up a few necessaries for him.

The letter concluded, he devoted the little time he had to remain
in the castle to the purpose of consoling his Madeline, and exlmrtmg
her to fortitude. She promised to exert herself, but it was a promise
given in such a manner, with such tears and sobs, as gave her
father little hope she would ever be able to fulfil it. :

With streaming eyes she watched the last lingering beams of day,
and fancied that darkness had never before been so quick in its
approach. At length Lafroy appeared; he carried a glimmering
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light, which he laid upon a table, and told the Count, in a whisper-
ing voice, that it was time to depart. He instantly arose—Fare-
wel! my child,” said he, straining his Madeline to his heart, ‘soul
of my soul, life of my life—farewel!—Oh! for the sake of thy
wandering and exiled father—Oh! to be enabled to give him future
comfort, such comfort as shall repay him for past troubles, exert
thyself!’

‘I will, I will,” eried Madeline; ‘when the bitterness of this mo-
ment is over, I shall be better.’

‘Do not longer delay, my Lord,’ said Lafroy; ‘I fear if you do,
some interruption from the servants, who will soon be busy pre-
paring for supper.’

St Julian gently withdrew his arms from his daughter, She did
not attempt to detain him; and yet her very soul seemed fleeting
after him as he turned from her. ‘Lafroy,’ cried she, following them
to the gallery, ‘the moment you return to the castle, you must
come up to me.

“You may depend on my doing so,” said he.

‘And you, my father,” she resumed, ‘must write to me without
delay, if you wish to save me from distraction.’

“The very minute I arrive at a place of safety, I will write to
you,” he replied, again embracing her.

Once more Lafroy conjured St Julian to hasten with him; and,
sighing out another adieu, the unhappy father turned from his
weeping child. When she could no longer hear his steps from the
gallery, she flew to her chamber, and, flinging up the sash, bent
from the window to try if she could hear them in the forest; but a
cold wind whistled through it, which prevented any other sound
than that of its own murmurs from being distinguished ; yet, though
she could neither see nor hear him, she continued at the window till
a sudden light flashing behind her, made her start from it; and,
turning round, she beheld one of the female servants.

‘I hope I have not frightened your Ladyship,” said the girl,
curtesying; ‘I have brought you some refreshments from Mrs
Beatrice; and she desired me to say that she would have sent some-
thing before, only she heard you were engaged with my Lord the
Count, and also that she would have come herself only she was
unwell.’

‘I am sorry to hear she is ill,” cried Madeline, sinking into a chair.

‘She is indeed; but bless me, your Ladyship looks very ill too;
had you not better take something, for you seem quite faint?’

Madeline was quite overpdwered by weakness, and gladly took
a little bread and wine to try and support her sinking frame.

“The cold wind which comes through this window, is enough to
pierce your Ladyship,’ said the maid.

‘It does,” cried Madeline to herself, and sighing heavily, ‘it does
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indeed pierce me to the heart, because I know my father is exposed
to it. Good night, my good girl,” said she, addressing her attendant,
‘good night; say nothing of my indisposition; I am sure I shall be
better to-morrow.’

*Your Ladyship will not then come down to-night.’

‘No;—who is with the Marquis?’

‘Monsieur D’Alembert; my Lord the Count I understand is out.
"Tis very bold to be sure of me to speak on the subject, but I cannot
help saying I wonder how he can like to ramble through the forest
after it 1s dark.’

Madeline rose in much agitation—‘I suppose the Marquis,” said
she, wishing to change the conversation, ‘will soon go to supper.’

‘Oh yes, Ma’am; you know, since my Lord the Count’s custom
of rambling has been known, the Marquis never waits for him after
a certain hour.’

“True,’ cried Madeline. She then repeated her good night, and the
maid retired.

Alternately traversing her chamber, alternately looking from
the window, Madeline passed two tedious hours ere Lafroy ap-
peared. He then knocked gently at the door, which she eagerly
opened, and as eagerly enquired about her father.

‘He has begun his journey,’ said Lafroy; ‘I readily procured the
assistance of my friend, who will be his companion some part of the
way.’

‘And can your friend really be depended on?” asked Madeline.

‘T can as safely answer for his fidelity as my own,” replied Lafroy;
‘and mine I hope you do not doubt.’

‘No,’ cried Madeline, ‘if I did, I should be completely wretched.
Oh! Lafroy,’ she continued, ‘how I dread to-morrow; I tremble to
think of the interrogations of the Marquis; as long as it is possible
to do so, postpone the delivery of the letter.’

“You may be assured I shall not deliver it till there is an absolute
necessity for doing so,” he replied, ‘and then I shall pretend I found
it in the chamber of the Count.’

T shall keep out of the Marquis’s way till he has read the letter,’
said Madeline.

‘I think you will be right in doing so,” cried Lafroy; ‘you can
plead indisposition, and confine yourself to your chamber entirely
to-morrow; and depend on my ingenuity for devising some scheme
to prevent your being disturbed either by the Marquis or the ser-
vants, even after the discovery of the Count’s departure has taken
place.’

‘Alas!” said Madeline, ‘how trifling will be all I shall perhaps
endure after this discovery, to what, in all probability, I shall suffer
when the real cause of his departure is known!”

“You must only,’ cried Lafroy, ‘as I said before, brave the storm,
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from a hope of having it soon over. The Marquis no doubt will be
violent, and endeavour to wrest from you the secret of your father’s
residence; you must therefore deny your knowledge of 1t.”

‘No," exclaimed Madeline, ‘I disdain a falschood; to deny it
would be to doubt my own resolution of keeping it. After all,’
continued she, ‘upon reflection I do not think the Marquis can be
so violent as you imagine; he must be convinced, and that con-
viction must surely mollify his resentment, that, had interested
motives caused the death of Lord Philippe, my father, instead of
retiring to obseurity, would have made some effort to obtain his
favour.’

‘But to refute that idea, may it not be said,’ cried Lafroy, ‘that
he remained in obscurity so many years but to avoid suspicion,
which he feared might be excited if he sooner threw himself in the
way of his father?’

‘He never threw himself in the way of the Marquis,” interrupted
Madeline.

‘No, but he threw you, which was just the same thing; that is,
I mean it may be said he did; it may be said that design, not chanee,
brought you to the castle; I}’ Alembert is equal to any falsechood.’

‘Heaven defend us from his machinations!” eried Madeline.

‘I will now leave you to repose,’ said Lafroy; ‘I am sure you need
it, for the events of this day must certainly have agitated you not
a little.’

Madeline conjured him to come to her as soon as he possibly
could after the delivery of the letter, which he promised to do, and
then retired.

Kneeling down, Madeline then implored the protection of
Heaven for her father, and its support for herself through the
numerous trials she feared she had to encounter; after which, faint
‘and exhausted by the agitations she had experienced, she went to
bed. Her mind was too much disturbed to permit her slumbers to
be tranquil; and she arose unrefreshed at the dawn of day. At the
usual hour, a servant (the same who had attended her the preceding
night) appeared to inform her breakfast was ready. Madeline said
she was too unwell to go down, and desired her’s to be brought to
her dressing-room. She was accordingly obeyed; and, as the maid
was laying the table—"The Count has gone out to ramble again
this morning, Madam,’ said she; ‘Lafroy went to call him to break-
fast, and found his chamber-door locked on the outside.’

The conversation her attendant was inclined to enter into was
truly distressing to Madeline, and she soon dismissed her. In a state
of perturbation which rendered her unable to read or work, or do
any thing to try and amuse her thoughts, the heavy hours wore
away without any creature coming near her till dinner time;
Nannette then again appeared, and desired to know whether she
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would come down. Madeline replied in the negative, and dinner
was brought to her.

“"Tis very extraordinary, Madam,’ eried Nannette as she stood
behind the ehair, ‘very extraordinary indeed that the Count has
not yet returned; don’t you think so?’ '

“You may take away the things,’ said Madeline; ‘and, Nannette,
you need not eome again till I ring for you.’

‘Very well, Madam. But dear heart! my Lady, you really have
eaten no dinner; I .am afraid you are fretting about the Count.’

Madeline made no reply, but took up a book to signify her wish
of being alone, and Nannette left her,

The moment she had retired, Madeline threw aside the book, and
walked about the room in an agitation which shook her frame.
“The hour approaehes for the delivery of the letter,’ eried she: ‘Oh!
heaven forbid the Marquis should come to me after perusing it!
this evening I eould not summon sufficient spirits to support an
interview.’

She now every instant expected Lafroy; but two hours passed
away without bringing him, during whieh she frequently stole to
the gallery to try if she could hear him approaching, Tired at
length of listening for him, she threw herself on a ehair by the
window, and gave way in tears to the oppression of her heart.
Never had she before experienced sueh a degree of wretehedness;
she felt neglected, abandoned by all! the gloom of closing day, the
eold wind whieh rustled through the forest, bringing the leaves in
showers from the trees, and bearing to her ear the dismal tolling of
a distant convent bell, heightened if possible her melancholy.

‘Oh! my father,” she eried, ‘to what misery have you left your
Madeline!” The door erecked upon its rusty hinges; she started, and
beheld Lafroy.

"Ahl” she exelaimed, rising to meet him, ‘I thought you had for-
gotten me.’

‘Forgotten you!’ he repeated as he eautiously elosed the door.

‘Has the Marquis reeeived the letter?’ eagerly interrupted Made-
line.

Wes.!

‘Well, and what,’ eried she, gasping for breath, ‘does he say?’

‘Ah! my dear young lady, I have bad news for you,” exelaimed
Lafroy.

‘Bad news! what—does the Marquis suspeet the truth? Has he
sent to pursue my father?’

‘He has not yet sent any one to pursue him,” replied Lafroy, ‘but
he soon will; for—D’Alembert has diseovered all.’

The shoek whieh those words gave to Madeline, was almost more
than she eould support, and she sunk, nearly fainting, against the
shoulder of Lafroy.
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‘Do you think,” eried she, raising her head in a few minutes from
it, ‘do you think that my father can baffle the pursuit?’

‘I trust he may have a safe retreat secured ere it commences. But
you must not turn your thoughts entirely upon him; you must now
think of yourself—think of escaping from the castle.’

‘Of escaping!’ repeated Madeline.

“Yes, if you wish to avoid eruelty and oppression.’

‘Explain yourself, said Madeline.

‘I will if you promise to compose yourself-—if you promise not to
interrupt me—briefly and explicitly inform you of the sufferings
which await you if you continue in the castle.’

‘T promise,’ cried Madeline.

“T'o begin then,” said Lafroy. ‘After I had delivered the Count’s
letter to the Marquis, I stepped into an adjoining room to listen to
the conversation which would ensue between him and D’Alembert
in consequence of it. Long I had not remained in my concealment,
ere my ears were shocked by hearing D’Alembert deride the asser-
tion contained in the letter, and begin a horrid narrative of all he
knew concerning your father. I will not pain you by repeating what
the Marquis said; suffice it to say, he vowed the most implacable
vengeance against the Count, and swore the world should be
searched to discover him.

“ “His daughter to be sure,” cried D’Alembert, “who ’tis obvious
wishes to have you, as well as your father, put out of the way in
order to gain, without division, the fortunes of Montmorenci, is
acquainted with the secret of his retreat.”

¢ “No doubt,” replied the Marquis, “‘and I will obtain it from
her.”

¢ “T have little hope of your being able to do so,” cried D’Alem-
bert.

¢ “If gentle means will not prevail on her to reveal it,”” cried the
Marquis, “‘other methods shall be tried ; every torture, every suffer-
ing, which can be devised, shall be practised upon her in this castle
to wring it from her.”

‘On hearing this,” continued Lafroy, ‘I hastened to you to apprize
vou of your danger, and assist you in escaping it.’

“This instant let me go,” cried Madeline, ‘this instant let me fly
from those hated walls—let me pursue the steps of my father.’

“To do so would be madness,” replied Lafroy; ‘to follow his steps,
would be to give a clue to his pursuers to discover him.’

“Then guide me to a convent,’ eried Madeline:

‘No; for a convent would be the worst asylum you could enter.
The Marquis’s power is great; and missing you, he will naturally
conclude you have taken shelter in one, and will, I am confident,
immediately get himself authorized to search throughout the reli-
gious houses for you, in order to get you again into his hands.’
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‘Whither then,” said Madeline in an agony, ‘Oh! whither shall I
go?’

‘I have a female relation in Paris,’ cried Lafroy, ‘who I am sure
would be happy to afford you an asylum. She is far advanced in
life; a woman of an amiable disposition, and housekeeper to a
gentleman of large fortune, who, on the death of his wife, which
happened some years ago, betook himself to travel, and left his
house, a very fine one, to the entire care of my aunt; to her I ean
get my friend (the same who assisted your father in escaping) to
convey vou, and also a letter to her, imploring her protection for
you.’

“What reason will you assign for my requiring that protection?’
demanded Madeline.

‘I shall say (I trust you will excuse me forit),” eried Lafroy, ‘that
your father is a particular friend of mine, who, from embarrassed
eircumstances, has been compelled to quit his residence near the
castle of Montmorenci, for the purpose of seeking one elsewhere,
and that, till he procures it, he has consigned you to my care.’

Madeline felt truly grateful to Lafroy for the readiness with which
he offered his services, yet at the same time most unwilling to
accept them; and again she expressed a wish to retire to a convent
—-a wish, which was again opposed with vehemence by Lafroy, who
assured her he was confident, if she went to one, that in a few days
she would be dragged from it by the Marquis.—‘By this,” he con-
tinued, ‘I dare say every plan relative to you and your father is
settled; no time, therefore, is to be lost, for if the Marquis and
D’Alembert once seize you, to escape will be beyond your power.”

‘I am ready,’ cried Madeline, ‘I am ready this moment to fly.’

A scarf hung upon the back of a chair, which Lafroy took up and
wrapped about her; he then drew her trembling hand under his
arm, and with light steps they stole down a flight of back stairs, and
through a back court entered the forest.

They proceeded a considerable way through the forest before
Lafroy would permit Madeline to slacken her pace for the purpose
of asking whither they were now going.

When at length she had power to make the enquiry, ‘we are
going,’ said he in reply to it, ‘to the cottage of my friend, where
every thing relative to your journey can be adjusted, and where it
never will oceur to the Marquis or D’Alembert to search for you.’
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CAAARARAARARAARARAARRARAARARRARARAS
Chapter 7
AR AR AAALARARAAARARRARARRARA

Wild hurrying thoughts
Start ev’ry way from my distracted soul
To find out hope, and only meet despair.

THE HABITATION OF LAFROY'S FRIEXD STOOD ABOUT HALF
a league from the forest;—it was a lonely and sequestered cottage,
built by the side of a river, and shaded by fine old trees, above
which a range of lofty mountains raised their proud heads. On
reaching it, Lafroy seated Madeline on a little bench before it, and
desired her to continue there till he had settled every thing relative
to her journey with his friend: he then unlatched the door, and
entered the cottage; in less than half an hour he returned to her,
accompanied by an elderly man.

‘Well, Mademoiselle,” said he, as he approached her, ‘T have
settled every thing, I hope, to your satisfaction. My friend has
kindly promised to attend you to Paris, and is now going to L—,
which is about two leagues off, to procure a proper conveyance for
you.’

“You must thank your friend for me,’ said Madeline, rising, ‘for
I have not language to express the gratitude I feel for his promised
protection.’

‘My friend Oliver is a good soul,’ eried Lafroy, ‘and does not re-
quire thanks.’

‘No!" exclaimed Oliver, *I do not, indeed!

‘I think you had better now retire to a chamber, and try to take
some Trepose, ere you commence your journey,’ said Lafroy.

‘Do, Mademoiselle,” cried Oliver, ‘my daughter will be happy to
attend you.’

“I have taken care,’ said Lafroy, in a whispering voice to her, ‘to
guard you against all impertinent curiosity. I told a plausible story
about you, and expressly desired that no one but Oliver’s daughter
should attend you;—she is a good girl, and has promised to make
up a bundle of her clothes for you to take to Paris; when once there,
you can easily procure others.—Excuse me if I agk, whether you
do not want your purse replenished?’

‘No,’” replied Madeline, ‘I do not; I have money enough, I am
sure, to defray the expences of my journey, and the sale of some
valuable trinkets I have about me will, I hope, enable me, without
inconvenience, to rejoin my father.’

‘As to the expences of your present journey, they are already de-
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frayed,” said Lafroy; ‘do not, my dear young lady, speak upon the
subject; the money I acquired in your family can never be better
expended than in the service of any one belonging to it.’

‘I cannot express my feelings,” eried Madeline, melting into tears;
‘ 'tis only Heaven, Lafroy, that can properly reward your human-
ity.” :

‘T must now bid you farewell, my dear lady,” said Lafroy; ‘if I
stay much longer from the Castle I fear being missed, and my ab-
sence at this juncture would, I make no doubt, excite suspicion.—
Farewell! May Heaven and all its holy angels for ever watch over
you!”

‘Stop for one instant,” eried Madeline, eatching his arm. ‘Oh!
Lafroy! I entreat—I conjure you—the moment a letter arrives
from my father, to forward it to me. I shall be all impatiecnce—all
agony—all distraction—till I hear of his safety, and know where
or when I may rejoin him!’

‘Rest assured,’ said Lafroy, ‘that I shall do every thing you can
wish. Once more, my dear young lady, farewell! Oliver has a letter
to deliver to my aunt, which I wrote in the cottage; I am confident
she will do every thing in her power to make you happy.’

Madeline mournfully shook her head.—‘Alas!’ she cried to her-
self, ‘any effort to make me happy will now, I fear, be unavailing.’

‘Come, Mademoiselle,” said Oliver, as Lafroy turned from her,
‘you had better step into the house.’

‘T will,” replied Madelinc, as with streaming eyes she still pursued
the steps of Lafroy; ‘but first tell me how long you think it will be
ere you return with a carriage.’

‘About three hours, I think,” said Oliver; ‘I shall ride to L—,
and will, you may assure yourself, make as much haste as possible.’

He now led her into the house, and conduected her to a chamber,
at the door of which he left her, telling her, as he retired, that he
should send his daughter Theresa to her with a light and supper.
Left to herself, Madeline, instead of indulging tears and lamenta-
tions, tried to suppress both, and regain some little degree of com-
posure.—‘T am embarked upon a stormy sea,’ said she, ‘and I
must resolutely brave its dangers if I hope to gain a port of safety.’

She every instant expected Theresa, but the minutes passed
away without bringing her; this was a cireumstance Madeline did
not by any means regret, as solitude and silence best suited her
present feelings. She continued a considerable time deeply ruminat-
ing over past events, when she was suddenly awakened from her
reverie by strains of soft music from without the house; they were
strains at onee tender and solemn, and while they delighted, affected
her to tears.—She went to a window, but just as she had gently
opened it, for the purpose of more distinctly hearing them, they
entirely ceased. The beautiful prospect, however, which the window
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commanded of the opposite mountains and the river, prevented
her withdrawing immediately from it. It was a prospect to which
the beams of a rising moon, and the stillness of the night gave addi-
tional charms—a stillness which (to borrow a deseription from a
much-admired work) rendered the voice of the mountain waterfalls
tremendous, as they all, in their varicty of sounds, were re-echoed
from every cavern, whilst the summits of the rocks began to receive
the rays of the rising moon, and appeared as if crowned with turrets
of silver, from which the stars departed for their nightly round.

‘Ah!’ cried Madeline, to whose recollicction the present scene
brought those she had been accustomed to, *perhaps at this very
moment my father gazes upon a landseape as sublime and beautiful
as the one I now behold, with sadness, at the uncertainty of his
Madeline ever again enjoying with him the works of nature.’

She ceased, for again she heard the soft breathing of the oboe,
though at a considerable distance from the house.

Thro’ glades and glooms the mingl'd measure stole,
Or o’er some haunted streams with fond delay,
Round an holy calm diffusing,
Love of peace, and lonely musing,
In hollow muwrmurs died away.

The pensive pleasure which communicated itself to the feelings
of Madeline, as with deep attention she listened to the enchanting
strains, was soon interrupted by the now unwelcome appearance
of her long expected visiter.

‘Dear Mademoiselle!” cried she, as Madeline turned from the
window to receive her, ‘dear Mademoiselle!” as she laid down a little
tray with refreshments, ‘T hope you will have the goodness to ex-
cuse my not coming to you before, but I would not come to you till
I brought you something to cat; do pray sit down and try this
omelet! I flatter myself you will find it good.’

‘T am afraid,” said Madeline, ‘I have been the cause of a vast
deal of trouble to you.’

‘Of pleasure, instead of trouble,’ replied the little voluble
Theresa; *but, Lord ! Mademoiselle,” continued she, going to it, and
putting it down, ‘how could you bear the window up so cold a
night?’

‘I opened it,” said Madecline, as she seated herself at the table, ‘for
the purpose of listening to the most enchanting music I ever heard.

' Pray who plays so divinely on the oboe?’

‘My brother,’ replied Theresa.

“Your brother!” repeated Madeline, somewhat surprised, ‘why
he seems a perfect master of music.’

“Yes, that he is,” said Theresa, ‘and of many other accomplish-
ments too. Lord! if T had but the key of that cabinet; for you must
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know, Mademoiselle, we are now in his room; it being the best in
the house, my father procured it for you, I could shew you such
drawings of his as would I dare say astonish you: there is one hangs
just over your head, a view of some fine place he saw, for he has
been a great traveller.”

Madeline stood up to examine it; but, Oh! what was her surprise,
what the feelings of that moment, on beholding the landscape
which de Sevignie had sketehed of her native valley.

‘Are you sure,’ cried Madchine, looking wildly at Theresa, ‘are
you sure your brother drew this landseape—are you sure it is not
a copy instead of an original?’

‘Very sure indeed,’ replied Theresa; ‘he told me himself he had
drawn it, and I know he would not utter a falschood.’

‘Yes,” eried Madeline to herself, * "tis evident de Sevignie is the
son of a cottager, and every thing which before appeared strange
and mysterious in his conduct, is now explained. Oh! de Sevignie,
had no false pride restrained you—had you candidly, explicitly
confessed your situation, what happiness might now have been
our’s! for well am I eonvineed that neither my father nor my friend
would have objected to our union when once thoroughly assured of
your worth.’

‘What is your brother’s name?” asked Madeline, wishing to re-
move every doubt, as to what she suspected, from her mind.

‘Henri de Sevignie Melicour. Melicour is the name of his family,
and he was called Henri de Sevignie after a great gentleman who
stood godfather to him, and by whose desire he received so different
an education from the rest of his family.’

‘And did he do nothing more than desire him to be well educated?’
said Madeline.

‘Why—yes—he made him handsome presents at times, and
enabled him to travel and keep fine company; and I believe that
lately he would have made a certain provision for him, but that
they have disagreed.’

‘Disagreed I’ repeated Madeline, in an agitated voice.

*Yes—Henri’s patron wants him to marry some great young
lady, who has fallen desperately in love with him, and he has
positively refused to do so.’

‘Who is the lady?’ asked Madeline, in a voice scarcely intelligible.

‘I really don’t know, Ma’am; if I did, I would tell you; but my
father never entrusts me with a secret, lest I should blab it; though
I am sure I should never think of doing so; and so ’tis only by
listening here, and listening there, I cver come to the knowledge
of any thing. Poor Henri! my father has also quarrelled with him,
beeause he has rejected this great offer: tis a cruel thing to do so;
for, to be sure, it is but natural to suppose he would aceept it, if he
could; but when a person is already in love, what can one do?’
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‘In love!” repeated Madeline, ‘do you think your brother is in
love?’

“Yes, I am sure he 18.”

‘But how sure: did he ever tell you he was?

‘No—but one can easily guess he is, by the alteration in his looks
and manner.—Lord, he is grown so pale, and so melancholy, he
mopes about the whole day by himself; and at night he wanders
away to the bleak mountains, where he passes whole hours playing
that melancholy musie, which almost breaks one’s heart to hear.’

‘It does indeed,” said Madeline with a deep sigh.

‘Bless me, Mademoiselle, how pale you look; let me give you a
glass of wine.’

Madeline felt almost fainting, and took one in silence; after
which, recovering a little, she begged Theresa to leave her—‘I will
lay down upon the bed,” cried she, ‘and try to rest myself till your
father returns.’

‘Well, Mam’selle,” said Theresa, ‘sinee you desire it, I will bid you
good night; but had I not better draw the window-curtains, and
leave you a light?’

‘No,” replied Madeline, ‘I prefer the shadowy light of the moon
to any other; good night, as soon as your father comes back, let
me be c¢alled.’

Theresa promised she should, and retired.

‘Oh! de Sevignie, dear, unhappy de Sevignie!® exclaimed Made-
line the moment she was left to herself, ‘what an aggravation of my
misery is the knowledge of your wretehedness—is the conviction
of its being experienced on my aceount?—Yes, I well recollect your
telling me, that it was on my account your youth was wasted, your
hopes o’erthrown, your prospects blasted!—Yet, notwithstanding
your sufferings, I could cruelly, unjustly condemn you, and expose
you to the censure of others; falsely and rashly I judged your con-
duct, and for ever shall I regret my doing so.

‘It was him no doubt,” she continued, ‘whom I beheld near the
monumental pillar of Lord Philippe; from his vicinity to the castle,
he must have heard of the occurrences which took place there, and
he wandered to the forest perhaps from a hope of seeing me.

‘What would he feel if now acquainted with the reverse in my
situation? what will he not feel when he hears it—when he hears
that his Madeline was sheltered beneath the roof of his father? But
perhaps the latter circumstance he may never learn;—if it would

-add to his misery, Oh! may he never hear it!—Oh! may sorrow and
unavailing regret be removed from his heart;—may his hopes be
revived, his prospects rebrightened, and may—! She paused—she
could not bring herself to wish him united to another—could not
bring herself to wish that he should take another to his heart, and
expunge her for ever from it, “And yet am I not selfish,” cried she,
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“in still desiring to retain his regard? our union is now impossible;
for was he even to sec me again (which 'tis very improbable he ever
will), and offer me his hand, I would reject it;—reject it, because
I could not now in dowry with my heart, bring any thing but
simple wishes for his happiness. My destiny is fixed; the lonely
solitude of my father shall be my home: and should he descend be-
fore me to the grave, the remainder of my days I'll pass within a
cloister.”

Exhausted by fatigue and agitation, she threw herself upon the
bed, but sleep was a stranger to her eye-lids: she wept bitterly—
wept o’er her misfortunes—yvet wept with a kind of pleasure at the
idea of her tears falling upon the pillow on which, perhaps, de
Sevignie had often sighed forth her name.

The day was just dawning, when she heard the rumbling of a
distant carriage. She directly started from the bed, and the next
instant Theresa entered the chamber.

‘My father is come, Mademoiselle,” said she, ‘and impatient for
you to be gone; I have brought you a hat, and given him a bundle
of things for you.’

Madeline, as she tied on the hat, thanked her for her kindness
and attention; and then with a fervent, though silent prayer for
the happiness of de Sevignie, whom she never more expected to
hear of, or behold, she quitted the chamber.

Oliver was waiting for her in the hall; he told her he had left the
chaise at the opposite side of the river, but that they had only to
eross the bridge, which was but a little way above the cottage, to
reach it. He offered her his arm, which, weak and trembling, she
accepted, and in a few minutes found herself within the carriage.

From their quitting the cottage to their arrival in Paris, nothing
happened worth relating; they were three days travelling to it, and
entered it when it was almost dark. The dejection of Madeline was
not in the least abated; nor could the busy hum of voiees, the
bustle in the streets, or the rattling of the carriages, for a moment
divert her attention from her sorrows.

After going through a considerable part of the town, the chaise
stopped, and Oliver exclaimed, ‘We have at length reached the
habitation of Madame Fleury.” Madeline directly looked from the
window, but could only distinguish a black wall. Oliver desired
the postillion to alight, and knock at a small door he pointed to:—
the postillion accordingly obeyed, and in a few minutes the door
was opened by a female; but what kind of female it was too dark
for Madeline to perceive.

‘Is Madame Fleury at home?’ asked Oliver.

‘Lord, that she is,’ said the woman; ‘it is many a good day since
my mistress has been out at so late an hour as this.”

‘I’ll step in before you,’ eried Oliver to Madeline, ‘and present
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Lafroy’s letter; as soon as she has read it, I will come back for
you.

He accordingly left the carriage. In about fifteen minutes he
returned to it—‘Madame Fleury,’ said he, as he opened the chaise
door, ‘is impatient to see you.’

He handed Madeline across a spacious court; and they entered
a hall so long and badly lighted by one small lamp, that Madeline
could not perceive its termination. Here Madame Fleury waited to
receive her. She took her hand, and as she led her into an old
fashioned parlour, scarcely less gloomy than the hall, welcomed her
to the house. ‘I shall be happy, my dear,’ said she, ‘to render you
every kindness in my power, not only on my nephew’s aceount, but
your own; for your countenance is itself a letter of recommenda-
tion.’

Madeline attempted to express her thanks, but an agony of tears
and sobs—an agony excited by the idea of the forlorn situation
which had thus east her upon the kindness of strangers, suppressed
her utterance; and, sinking upon a chair, she covered her face with
her hands.

‘Come, come,’ said Madame Fleury, tapping her upon the shoul-
der, ‘you must not give way to low spirits, Come, come,’ eontinued
she, going to the side-board and bringing her a glass of wine, ‘you
must take this, and I’ll answer for it you'll be better.’

It was many minutes, however, ere her emotions were in the
least abated. As soon as Oliver saw her a little composed, he de-
clared he must be gone. Madame Fleury asked him if he eould not
stay the night? he replied in the negative, saying he had some rela-
tions in Paris whom he wished to visit; and as he meant to leave
it the ensuing morning, no time was to be lost.

Madeline conjured him to remind Lafroy of his promise, which
he solemnly assured her he would; and she saw him depart, though
the father of de Sevignie, without the least regret; for neither in his
looks or manner was there the least resemblance to his son, or any
thing which could conciliate esteem.

As her composure returned, she was able to make observations
upon her companion—observations by no means to her advantage;
and she felt, that if she had been at liberty to chuse a protector,
Madame Fleury would have been the last person in the world the
choice would have devolved upon. Like Oliver, neither her looks
or manner were in the smallest degree prepossessing; the first were
coarse and assured, the latter bold and vulgar.

Almost immediately after the departure of Oliver, she ordered
supper; and as they sat at table, attended by an elderly female
servant, dirty and mean in her appearance, Madame Fleury tried
to force consolation as well as food upon Madeline.

‘You must not, my dear,” cried she, ‘as I have said before, give
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way to low spirits; there is nothing hurts a voung person so much
as melancholy—it destroys all vivacity; and what is a young person
without vivacity? why a mere log. You must reflect, that when
things are at the worst, they always mend ; and that a stormy night
is often succeeded by a fine day. Come, take a glass of wine,’ con-
tinued she, filling out a bumper for herself, and another for Made-
line, ‘it will eheer your heart, Nothing does one so much good when
one’s melancholy as a little wine: I speak from experience; T have
led a dismal life, one that has hurt my spirits very much for some
years past. My nephew, I suppose, told you about the gentleman to
whom this house belongs.’

Madeline bowed.

‘Well, upon his quitting it, for the purpose of travelling, all the
servants were discharged ; and ever sinee, that poor woman and T’,
pointing to the servant, ‘have led the most solitary life imaginable,
just like two poor lonely hermits.’ (Madeline could not forbear
smiling at those words; very like hermits indeed, thought she, as
she cast her eyes over the table, which was covered with delicacies.)
—Just like two poor lonely hermits, fasting and praying,’ said
Madame Fleury, with a deep sigh.

It may easily be supposed that Madeline soon grew tired of con-
versation of this kind; her timid heart shrunk from the attentions
of Madame Fleury, instead of expanding to receive them; yet she
condemned the strong prejudice which she had conceived against
her.—‘T will try to conquer it," said she to herself, ‘because it is
unjust—unjust to dislike a person merely beeause they have been
cast in one of the rough moulds of Nature, and their manners, in
consequence of the difference of education, are unlike mine.’

Madame Fleury seemed inclined to sit up to a late hour, which
Madeline perceiving, she pleaded fatigue, and begged permission to
retire to her chamber. Madame Fleury instantly rising, took up a
light, and said she would conduet her to it. Madeline followed her
down the hall, at the bottom of which was a folding door, that on
being opened, diseovered a spacious stair-case.—"This appears to
be a very large house,” said Madeline, as ascending the stairs, she
beheld numerous passages and doors.

‘Oh, quite a wilderness of a house,” replied Madame Fleury; ‘I
am sometimes a year without seeing half the apartments.’

‘I wonder you are not afraid to live in it,” said Madeline, ‘without
more servants.’

‘Why all the valuable things were removed from it on the deser-
tion of its master, so that prevents my having many fears; be-
sides, I take good care to see all the doors secured before I go to
bed.’

The room allotted for Madeline was spacious, but dirty and ill
furnished; nor was there aught within it that gave evidence of
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better days, except a few faded portraits, large as the life, which
still hung against the brown and dusty wainscot.

‘Is your chamber near this?’ asked Madeline, as she cast her eye
around.

‘Oh, yes, I shall be your neighbour; so don’t be uneasy,’ replied
Madame Fleury. Madeline assured her she would not; and then,
anxious to be alone, begged she might no longer detain her.—
‘Good night then, my dear,” said Madame Fleury; ‘I shall eall you
when it is time to breakfast.’

Madeline looked behind the window-curtain ere she locked the
door; she then recommended herself to the protection of Heaven;
and, worn out both by bodily and mental fatigue, repaired to bed,
where she slept till her usual hour of rising.

When dressed, she drew up the window curtain; but how dif-
ferent the prospect she beheld from the prospects she had been
accustomed to; instead of sublime mountains towering to the
clouds, or rich meadows, scattered over with flocks and herds, she
now beheld high and dirty walls, which completely enclosed a
small spot of ground planted with a few stunted trees. She sighed,
and a tear stole from her to think she might never more enjoy the
sweets of Nature, or mark

how spring the tended plants,
Hew blows the citron grove, what draps the myrrh,
And what the balmy reed—how Nature paints
Her colours—how the bee sits on the bloom
Extracting liquid sweets.

Her melancholy reflections were soon interrupted by the voice of
Madame Fleury; she immediately opened the door, and, after the
usual salutations of the morning were over, accompanied her to
breakfast, which was laid out in the room where they had supped
the preceding night, and which, like the chamber of Madeline,
looked into what Madame Fleury called the garden.

After breakfast she rose, and told Madeline she must leave her—
‘I go every morning to church,” cried she; ‘while I am absent, you
can amuse yourself with reading; you’ll find some books in that
closet,” pointing to one at the end of the room.

Madeline thought it odd her not being asked to accompany her
to ehurch; and she was just on the point of requesting permission
to do so, when she recollected, that perhaps Madame Fleury might
have some places after the service was over to call at, which she
did not wish to bring her to; she therefore timely checked herself,
and said she would either walk in the garden, or read.

As soon as she was alone, she examined the books, but she
found none that pleased her; and even if she had, her mind was too
much disturbed to permit her to derive amusement from them ; she
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therefore went into the garden, where, deeply ruminating o’er past
events, she heeded not the lapse of time, and was astonished when
the maid came out to inform her that her mistress had been re-
turned some time, and dinner waited. Madeline hastily followed
her into the house, but on reaching the parlour, she involuntarily
started back onh perceiving a young man with Madame Fleury.

‘Bless my soul,” said Madame Fleury, laughing immoderately,
‘bless my soul,” cried she, taking the hand of Madeline, ‘you look
terrified. Well, you are the first girl I ever saw frightened at the
sight of a young man; let me introduce my nephew to you, and
you'll find you have no reason to be afraid of him;—Dupont, this is
Mademoiselle Jernae,” the assumed name Lafroy had chosen for
Madeline.

Dupont saluted Madeline with much politeness, and expressed
his regret at having caused her any disagreeable surprise: she
bowed, and endeavoured to recollect herself, in order to avoid the
coarse raillery which her confusion excited in Madame Fleury, and
permitted him to lead her to the table.

When they were seated at it, Madame Fleury began to sound the
praises of her nephew;—*‘I can assure you, Mademoiselle,’ eried she,
“when you know him better, you will like him much; he is a good
soul, I cannot help saying so, though to his face: he is secretary to a
nobleman of high rank and consequence; and, though from his
situation he might be conceited and dissipated, he is neither the
one nor the other, nor disdains to come now and then, and take a
snug dinner with his old aunt.” While she was speaking, Madeline
could not help attentively regarding Dupont, whose face appeared
familiar to her; but where or when she had seen the person whom
he resembled, she could not possibly recollect.

Dupont was young, handsome, and rather elegant; yet almost the
moment Madeline beheld him, she conceived a prejudice against
him;—his gentleness seemed assumed, and there was a fierceness,
a boldness in his eyes, which at once alarmed and confused her.

When dinner was over, Madame Fleury proposed cards. Made-
line immediately rose, and, declaring she never played, desired
leave to retire to her chamber.

‘No,’ cried Dupont, also rising and taking her hand, whilst he
gazed upon her with the most impassioned tenderness, ‘we cannot let
you go; we'll give up cards; we'll not think, not act, but as you like.’

I should be sorry, Sir,’ cried Madeline coldly, and withdrawing
her hand, ‘that the inclination of any person was sacrificed to
mine; at present I am much better calculated for solitude than
society, and must therefore again entreat Madame Fleury’s permis-
sion to retire to my room.’

“Then you will entreat in vain I assure you,” cried she; ‘I have no
notion of letting you go to mope about by vourself.’
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‘If you thus restrain me, Madam,’ said Madeline, who every mo-
ment grew more anxious to quit Dupont, ‘you will prevent me from
having the pleasure of thinking myself at home.’

“True,” eried Dupont, ‘where there is restraint, there can be no
pleasure; permit Mademoiselle Jernae, therefore, Madame,” addres-
sing his aunt, ‘to leave us, since she 1s so cruel as to desire to do so;
perhaps our ready compliance with her wishes wiil at some other
time incline her to be more propitious to our’s.’

‘Well, you may go, child,” said Madame Fleury; ‘bat indeed ’tis
only to oblige my nephew that I let you.’

Dupont led Madeline to the door, where, in spite of all her efforts
to prevent him, he imprinted a kiss upon her hand.

Her heart throbbing tumultuously, she hastily ascended the
stairs; she saw, or fancied she saw, looks exchanged between the
aunt and nephew which terrified her: stories of designing men and
deceitful women rushed to her recolleetion; and she trembled at
the idea of her forlorn situation—at the idea of being solely in the
power of strangers, without a being near her to proteet her, if pro-
tection should be necessary, She wished to know whether she was in
an inhabited part of the town, which the darkness of the hour she
had arrived at Madame Fleury’s prevented her ascertaining, that
in case there was a necessity for quitting her present residence, she
might have a chance of easily procuring another; and accordingly
determined to avail herself of the present opportunity, and explore
her way, if possible to the front of the house. The gallery in which
her chamber stood, was terminated by a door, which she softly
opened, and discovered a winding passage: without hesitation she
entered it, and proceeded till stopped by another door; this she
opened with difficulty, for the key was rusty, and for a long time
resisted all her efforts to turn it: when at length she had suceceded,
she found herself in a chamber as spacious as her own, but stripped
of all the furniture except a bare bedstead. She stepped lightly to a
window, and to her great mortification, found herself still at the
back of the house; she dircetly turned away, and was hastening
from the room, when, carelessly glancing her eye over it, a stain of
biood upon the floor filled her with horror, and rivetted her to the
spot. ‘Oh! God,’ she cried, while her arms dropped nerveless by the
side, ‘what dreadful evidence of guilt do I behold!” A heavy hand
fell upon her shoulder; she shrieked—and, starting, beheld Madame
Fleury—"What, in the name of wonder, brought you hither?’ de-

‘manded she in rather an angry voice.

‘I did not conceive there was the least impropriety in examining
the apartments,” said Madeline.

‘Impropriety, why no; but then you might have told me you
were curious. Come, let us quit this chamber; I hate it.’

‘Have you reason to hate it? asked Madeline, her eyes still
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fastened upon the blood-stained floor, She felt the hand of Madame
Fleury tremble.—*Why to tell you the truth,’ said she, going to the
bedstead and sitting down, ‘my nephew, Dupont,’ speaking in an
agitated voice, ‘once met with an ugly accident in it; he fell and
hurt himself so much, we thought he never would have recovered;
the stains of his blood are still upon the floor; nothing would take
them out.’

‘Blood sinks deep!’ said Madeline in a hollow voice, and raising
her ey¢s, she fixed them upon Madame Fleury. :

‘Pray let us leave this chamber,” cried her companion, rising in
visible confusion. She seized the arm of Madeline, and drawing her
from it, locked the door, and put the key into her pocket. ‘I came
up,’ said she, as they proceeded to the chamber of Madeline, *to ask
you whether you would not chuse a book, and if I should not send
you some coffee.’

‘No,” replied Madeline, ‘neither a book nor coffee; all I desire is to
be left without interruption to myself to-night.’

‘I am afraid you are a fanciful girl,” said Madame Fleury.

‘Would to Heaven I was only affected by fancies!” exclaimed
Madeline with fervour.

“Well, since you wish to be alone, I will leave you,’ eried Madame
Fleury, ‘nor shall you again be interrupted.’

‘In doubting Madame Fleury,’ said Madeline, when left te her-
self, ‘do I not doubt Lafroy, of whose fidelity I have received such
proofs, that to harbour a suspicion of him, makes me feel guilty of
ingratitude. Oh! surely,” she continued, and her mind grew com-
posed by the idea, ‘he never would have confided me to the carc of
his relation, had he not been convinced she was worthy of the trust;
and, in giving way to my present fears, I torment myself without
a cause. Every thing may be as Madame Fleury has stated; her
nephew may have been hurt in the chamber; and his attentions to
me may be dictated by what he imagines politeness. I will then
exert myself,’ she cried; ‘I will combat my fears, nor to the pressure
of real evils add those of imaginary ones.’

To reason herself out of her fears was not, however, as easy as
she imagined; they still clung to her heart, and she wished, fer-
vently wished, that she had never entered the residence of Madame
Fleury. She determined the next morning to ask to accompany her
to church—'I shall then,’ said she, ‘know what kind of neighbour-
hood I am in, and whether there is any convent near the house, to
which I could fly in case any thing disagreeable again occurred m it,’

As soon as it grew dark, the maid brought her a light, which she
kept burning all the night. She was scarcely dressed in the morning,
when Madame Fleury tapped at the door to inform her breakfast
was ready. Madeline immediately opened the door, and attended
her to the parlour, where, to her great vexation, she found Dupont.
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‘S0, s0," said his aunt, as if a little surprised by seeing him, ‘you
are here! what, I suppose you could not rest till you had paid your
devoirs to Mademoiselle?’

‘I should be sorry,” said Madeline, with some degree of haughti-
ness, ‘to place to my own account a visit which I neither expected
nor desired.’

‘And yet you would be right in doing so,’ cried Dupent.

Madeline made no reply, but addressed herself on some indiffer-
ent subject to Madame Fleury.

After breakfast, which was rendered extremely disagreeable to
Madeline by the looks and attentions of Dupont, Madame Fleury
rose, and said it was time to go to church. ‘I hope, Madam,” cried
Madeline, also rising, ‘you will permit me to accompany you this
morning.’

‘No, indeed I shall not,’ exclaimed she; “you can be much better
employed at home, for my nephew will stay with you.’

There was something in those words which shocked Madeline so
much, that for a moment she had not the power of utterance.—
‘I can assure you, Madam, then,’ said she, ‘that if you do not let me
go, I will confine myself to my chamber until your return.’

‘That is, if my nephew is such a fool as to permit you.’

Madeline could no longer restrain herself. ‘If this is the manner
in which you mean to treat me, Madam,’ she exclaimed, ‘you can-
not be surprised if my eontinuance with you is of short duration.
"T'is not,’ she continued, with increasing warmth, ‘the mere shelter
of a roof that I require—"'tis kindness, 'tis protection, ’tis the atten-
tions which sooth the sorrows of the heart, and lighten the pangs of
dependance;—except assured of my receiving these, your nephew,
Lafroy, I am confident would never have entrusted me to your
care; and candidly and explicitly I now tell you, I shall withdraw
myself from it, if longer subjected to freedoms I abhor.’

Madame Fleury only replied to this speech by a contemptuous:
smile; then turning on her heel, she darted out of the room, and shut
the door after her. Madeline attempted to follow her, but was pre-
vented by Dupont, who, seizing her hand, dragged her back to a
seat. She grew terrified, but tried to conceal her terrors. ‘I insist on
your releasing me immediately, Sir,” said she.

‘I cannot,” eried he, ‘I cannot be so much my own enemy.’

‘Though Madame Fleury has forgot what is due to her sex, I
hope,” resumed Madeline, *you will not forget what is due to your’s;
to insult an unhappy woman, is surely a degradation to the charac-
ter of a man.’ o

‘I do not mean to insult you,’ replied Dupont; ‘my honourable
addresses cannot surely insult you?’

“Your honourable addresses!” repeated Madeline, surveying him
with mingled surprisc and contempt.
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“Yes—I love, I adore you; and now entreat you to accept my
hand and heart.’

‘I shall not say I reject them,” replied Madeline, ‘because I do
not think you serious in offering them; I cannot believe that any
man in his senses can offer himself to a woman he scarcely knows.’

‘I am serious, by all that is sacred!’ cried he with vehemence.

“Then believe me equally serious,’ said Madeline, ‘when I assure
you, that could you with your hand and heart offer me the wealth
of the universe, I would reject them. You are, no doubt, acquainted
with my unhappy story—Oh! do not, therefore,” she continued,
‘do not render unpleasant the asylum your aunt has afforded me,
by persevering in attentions which never can have the desived
effect.’

‘Perseverance does much,” said Dupont; ‘T will try it.’

“Fo my torment then, and your own disappointment you will try
it,” eried Madeline.

‘How can you be so inflexible?’ said he, looking on her with the
most passionate tenderness.

Madeline grew more alarmed than ever by his manner. ‘If you
have generosity, if you have compassion,’ exclaimed she, ‘you will
now let me retire.’ '

‘Well,’ said he, ‘to shew my readiness to oblige you, however I
may mortify myself by doing so, I will now let you leave me; but
ere you go, suffer me to say I never will drop my suit.’

Anxious to leave him, Madeline made no reply. Her first impulse
on quitting the parlour, was to fly direetly from a house in which
shie was exposed to insult and persecution; but a moment's reflec-
tion convinced her of the impracticability of such a measure at
present, when in all probability Dupont was upon the watch: she
therefore determined not to attempt escaping till a more favourable
opportunity for that purpose offered. Still anxious, before that
opportunity occurred, to discover in what kind of neighbourhood
she was, instead of repairing to her chamber, she hastily turned
into a long passage off of the great stair-case, in which several doors
appeared.
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LLAARARARARRRARARRARAARAAAAARAARALS

Chapter 8

ARGAALAARARARRAAAAAAARARAARARRALL

Oh! take me in a fellow-mourner with thee;

Pl number groan for groan, and tear for tear!
And when the fountains of thy eyes are dry,
Mine shall supply the stream, and weep for both.

MADELINE TRIED MANY DOORS, BUT FOUND THEM FAS-
tened. She resolved, however, not to return without attempting all,
and was just laying her hand upon another lock, when a dreadful
groan from the bottom of the passage pierced her ear, and penc-
trated to her heart. She hesitated whether she should advance or
retreat; but at length humanity triumphed over fear, and she de-
termined to go on, and try if she could be of any service to the
person from whom the groan proceeded. At the bottom of the pas-
sage she perceived, what the darkness it was involved in had before
concealed from her, a narrow stair-case in the side of the wall:
this she eagerly ascended, and camc to a small door half open;
here she paused, and looking in, beheld, with equal horror and
astonishment, an old woman wretchedly clad, and worn to a skele-
ton, kneeling in the corner of an ill-furnished room, before a wooden
crucifix.

‘Oh! heavenly father,” the miserable object exclaimed, almost
the moment Madeline had reached the door, ‘may I, dare I, hope
for thy forgiveness!—Oh! no, ’tis impossible thou canst ever grant
it;—thou never canst forgive the wretch who caused the anguish
of the most amiable of women—the misery and death of the most
noble of men! Yet, if suffering could entitle me to mercy, I might
hope for it.—Oh! if my blood can atone for that I caused to be
shed, thou, thou shalt have it!’

So saying, she seized a knotted cord that lay beside her, and
struck herself with it: Madeline instantly sprung forward—‘Have
mercy upon yourself,” she exelaimed, as she caught her emaciated
hand ; ‘God only requires real contrition as an atonement for-error.’
The miserable wretch locked wildly at her for a moment; then
uttering a piercing shriek, she convulsively wrested her hand from
her and fell fainting on the floor.

The situation of Madeline swas distressing in the extreme; she
feared calling for assistance, lest the knowledge of her having dis-
covered the miserable object before her should be productive of
unpleasant consequences; and yet she feared her own efforts
would never recover her. She knelt down and chafed her temples;
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but it was many minutes ere she shewed any signs of returning life.
At length opening her eyes, she again fastened them upon Madeline
with the wildest expression of fear, and in a feeble voice exelaimed,
“You are come then, come from the realms of bliss, for the purpese
of summoning my soul to that tribunal where it must answer for all
its erimes?’

‘I know not what you mean,’ said Madeline, endeavouring to
raise her head, and support it upon her breast; ‘the voice of distress
drew me to this apartment, not from idle curiosity, but from a hope
of being serviceable to the person from whom it proceeded; and my
motive will I trust excuse any intrusion I may appear guilty of.’

‘From whence, or from whom do you come?’ demanded the un-
happy woman.

‘Alas !’ replied Madeline, ‘I have neither strength nor spirits now
to enable me to relate my sad story; all I can tell you is, that I am
an unfortunate girl, without any friend, I fear, to afford me the
protection I require.’

‘Perhaps I may be able to serve you,’ said the stranger; *that
voice-——that look—Ah! how powerfully do they plead in your
behalf! What part of the house do you inhabit?’

‘I am so little acquainted with the house,” ericd Madeline, ‘that
perhaps I may confound one place with another; my chamber is at
the end of a great gallery.’

‘What kind of a chamber is it?’

‘ "Tis wainscoted, and ornamented with faded portraits.’

‘Amongst which is there not a remarkable one of a lady in
mourning with a drawn dagger?’

“Yes.”

‘Well, sinee I know your chamber, I will, if there is a possibility
of getting to it, pay you a visit, and tell you of a plan I have
thought of for your ¢scape.’

Madeline, in an eccstacy of gratitude and hope, caught her hand,
and was raising it to her lips, when a sudden, though distant, noise
made her drop it.

‘Oh! heavens,” eried the stranger, ‘if we are discovered, we are
lost!—Fly—regain your chamber, if possible, without delay; and
as you value your safety, as you value your life and mine, keep
sceret our interview,’

Madeline started from the ground—‘'Oh! tell me ere I go,’ she
eried, ‘when I may expect you.’

‘Away, away,’ said the stranger, ‘a moment’s delay may be fatal?’

Madeline could no longer hesitate about departing, and swiftly
and lightly she descended the stairs; at the bottom she paused to
listen and look down the passage, but she neither heard any noise,
nor beheld any object : she was therefore proceeding with quickness
when suddenly she heard an approaching step.
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From the words of the stranger, she believed destruction in-
evitable if discovered in her present situation; she therefore
determined to try and gain admittance into one of the adjacent
chambers, and secrete herself within it till all danger of detection
was over. She accordingly tried the nearest door, and, to her inex-
pressible transport, the lock yielded to her first effort. The instant
she entered the room, she bolted the door, against which she then
leaned to try if she could hear the approach of the step that had so
much alarmed her; but all again was profoundly still. Somewhat
composed by this, she ventured to turn, and to her infinite amaze-
ment, beheld herself in a most magnificent chamber. ‘What new
mystery,’ said she, ‘is this? Madame Fleury assured me her cham-
ber was near mine; and yet who but Madame Fleury ean occupy
this room?’

This was a mystery soon explained; for as she was stealing from
the door to the window, she beheld the clothes which Dupont had
on the preceding day lying upon a chair—‘Ah! heavens,’ exclaimed
Madeline, recoiling with horror, as if it was Dupont himself she
saw; ‘Dupont then is the inhabitant of this chamber! Oh! for what
vile purpose is his residence here concealed? Oh! Lafroy, you were
either deceived yourself, or basely deceived me when you sent me
to this house; new horrors every moment open to my view, and my
senses are scarcely equal to the conflicts I endure!’

She was returning to the door for the purpose of endeavouring to
quit the room, when some letters scattered upon a dressing-table
caught her attention: she darted to them; but how impossible to
deseribe the horror she experienced, when upon all the hated name
of D)’Alembert met her eye. She snatched up one, and while the
blood ran cold to her heart, read as follows : —

The lovely Madeline will soon be in your power; Lafroy has
completely secured her for you: may you profit by his stratagems! -
Adieu!—Believe me ever your affectionate father,

G, D’ALEMBERT

Not when she trembled beneath the poignard of a supposed
assassin—when she shuddered at the idea of having seen a being of
the other world—when she groaned from a eonvietion of her father’s
being a murderer—did Madeline receive such a shock, did she
experience such horrors as she now felt on discovering Lafroy to be
a villain! She dropped upon her knees, and raised her eyes and
trembling hands to heaven, though unable to articulate a prayer.

She had not been in this situation above two minutes, when a
loud knock came to the door. Madeline started wildly from the
floor, and looked round to see if there was any place which could
afford her concealment; but no such place presented itself to her
view. The knock was repeated with increased violence; and scarce-
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ly could she prevent the wild shriek of despair from bursting
from her lips. Her silence, however, availed her but little; for the
knock was repeated, and the moment after, the door burst open
by Dupont; the room rung with the shriek which she uttered at
that instant. |

‘Well,” exclaimed he, *by coming to my chamber, vou have saved
me the trouble of going to your’s.’

As he spoke, he attempted to catch her in his arms, but she
eluded his grasp, and springing past him, fled towards her chamber;
he pursued her, and, overtaking her just as she had reached the
door, rushed into the room along with her.

She now threw herself upon her knees—'1 am in your power,’
said she, in almost breathless agitation; ‘be generous, and use it
nobly.’

‘And do you deserve any thing like generosity from me?’ eried
he; ‘do you not merit the severest punishment for having clandes-
tinely entered my chamber, and treacherously examined my
letters.’

The fear of Madeline gave way to indignation; her eyes flashed
fire; she rose, and looked upon him with scom.

‘And what punishment does the villain merit who forced me to
such actions?’ she exclaimed. ‘What punishment does he merit who
assumes a name but for the purpose of deceiving, who spreads his
snares for the friendless and unhappy?’

“You compelled me to assume another name,’” said he, "because
you objected to me for bearing that of D’Alembert.’

Madeline turned from him with contempt: he followed her.

‘Madeline,” cried he, ‘let all trifling cease between us: you are,
as you have yourself observed, completely in my power; be politic
therefore, and no longer reject my overtures.’

‘Monster!’ exclaimed Madeline, ‘do you insult me by still plead-
ing for my hand, knowing, as you must, that I am acquainted with
the existence of your wife?’

‘I do not plead for your hand,” replied he with the most deliber-
ate cooliiess, *’tis for your heart: consent to be mine; consent to
accept the only proposals I can now make you; and, in return, I
will not only secure you an independence and a delightful asylum,
where you can fear nothing, but solemnly promise, if ever I have
power to do so, to make you my wife.’

‘I will not attempt,’ said Madeline, ‘to express my indignation
and contempt—I shall content myself with merely saving, that,
were you even dear to my heart, I would reject offers which could
entail infamy upon me: think, therefore, whether there is a prob-
ability of my accepting them, when I tell you, that, united to my
horror at your baseness, is an aversion to you too strong for any
language to deseribe.’
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The most violent rage took possession of D’Alembert at those
words; but the terror which his rage inspired, was trifling to the
shoeck which Madeline received, when in his inflamed countenance
she traced the dreadful eountenance of him beneath whose poniard
she had trembled at midnight in the ruined monastery of Valdore.

‘Oh! God,’ she cried, starting back, ‘do I behold the murderer
of the Countess?’

The erimson of D’Alembert’s cheek faded at those words; his
eyes lost their fury, and he trembled, but in a minute almost he
recovered from his confusion. ‘Insolent girl!” cried he, stepping
fiercely to Madeline, ‘of what new crime will you next aceuse me?
Beware how you provoke me; do not go too far, lest you tempt me
to retaliate—rectaliate in a manner most dreadful to you—on your
father.’

‘He is beyond your power,” exclaimed Madeline, with a wild
seream, and clasping her hands together; ‘he is safe, he is secure.’

‘As I could wish,’ eried D’Alembert, with a malicious smile.

An idea of treachery having been practised upon her father as
well as upon herself now started in the mind of Madeline, and her
heart almost died away. ‘My father is safe!” she repeated, with a
quivering lip, and a faltering voice.

‘Yes—beneath this roof.’

‘Oh, God!" eried Madeline as she sunk upon the floor.

D’Alembert raised her, and used every method in his power to
revive her: it was many minutes, however, ere she was able to
stand or speak. At length, sinking from his arms—'Forgive me,’
she exclaimed, as she knelt at his feet, ‘Oh! forgive me if T have said
aught to offend you; make allowaneces for my wounded feelings,
for my distress, my irritation at finding myself deeceived where T
most confided, and drop all resentment; be noble, and give up
every intention hostile to my father’s peace and mine; restore me
to his arms, and suffer us to depart together to some distant spot,
where, in security and solitude, we may pass our days;-—do this,
and reecive from me the most solemn assurances of our never dis-
turbing your tranquillity, or uttering an expression which can be
unpleasing to you.’

D’Alembert raised and pressed her to his heart; she trembled—
she resented. ‘But I am in the grasp of the lion,’ said she to herself,
‘and I must try by gentleness to disengage myself from it.’

‘You plead in vain, Madeline,” eried he; ‘T have run every risk to
secure you, and never will give you up. But while I say this, let
me quict your apprehensions by assuring you, that though solely
in my power, I never will make an ungenerous use of that power
by using any violence; I will not foree you to return my love; but
if you continue much longer to disdain it, I shall not hesitate to
surrender your father to the fate he merits.’
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‘He is not, he is not in your power,” exclaimed Madeline; ‘you
have said so but for the purpose of awaking my fears, from a hope
of being able to take a base advantage of them.’

“Well, though you doubt my words, I suppose you will not doubt
the evidence of your own eyes.’

Madeline trembled ; the faint hope which had just darted into her
mind, of his assertion relative to her father being merely for the
purpose of terrifying her, now utterly died away.

‘I will this instant, if you please,” said D’Alembert, ‘conduct you
to the chamber of your father; but ere I take you to it, I must pre-
pare you for the situation in which you will find him.’

“The situation!’ repeated Madeline, starting.

“Yes; I had an idea I should be compelled to bring you to him, in
order to convinee you he was in my power; and therefore ordered
an opiate to be given to him this morning, which has thrown him
into a state of insensibility, and thus precluded all possibility of his
either hearing or uttering complaints.’

“The ear of the Almighty will be open to his complaints and
mine,” said Madeline; ‘they will reach the throne of Heaven, before
which you must one day answer for your erimes.’

‘Do you chuse to see him?” asked D’Alembert.

Madeline made no reply; but, breaking from his arms, she moved
towards the door; he followed her, and, taking her trembling hand,
led her in silence to the end of the gallery, from whenee they turned
into a long passage, terminated by another door. I)’Alembert took
a key from his pocket, and unlocked it—‘We are now,” said he, ‘in
the chamber of your father.”

The curtains of the bed were closed; Madeline snatched her hand
from D’Alembert, and pulling them back, beheld her father ex-
tended on it—thin, ghastly, to all appearance dead. She shricked
aloud—‘He is dead! eried she, ‘he is dead!—Oh! monster, you
have murdered my father!

‘No,” said D’Alembert; ‘you [righten yourself without a cause;
the ghastly look of his countenance is occasioned by the opiate.’

Madeline laid her hand upon his heart; she felt it faintly flutter;
and a seream of joy burst from her lips. “Yet have I reason to re-
joice at his existence,” she cried, ‘when I reflect upon his situation?’

“*Pig in your power,’ said D'Alembert, ‘to change that situation
—to restore him to liberty, to free him from danger, to ensure him
protection.’

‘In my power!" repeated Madeline.

‘Yes; accept my offers, and all that the most duteous, the maost
tender son could do for a father, I will do for your’s’

“‘And think you,” said Madeline, ‘my father would thank me for
freedom and security, if purchased by dishonour? no, believe me
he would not; I know his soul too well—know that death, in its
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most frightful form, would not be half so dreadful to him as the
knowledge of his daughter’s infamy :—never then will that daughter
deviate from the path he early in life marked out for her to take:—
never then, though surrounded by dangers and difficulties,—the
dangers, the difficulties of him who is dearer, infinitely dearer to
her than cxistence, will she act contrary to the principles he im-
planted in her mind, or forego her hopes of Heaven's protection,
by striving to attain safety at the expence of virtue.’

“Your resolution is then fixed,’ said D’ Alembert.

‘It is,” replied Madeline in a firm voice.

‘Mine is also fixed,” cried D’ Alembert. As he spoke, he approached
her—‘You econtinue no longer in this chamber,’ said he.

Madeline retreated. ‘You eannot, you will not surely,’ she eried,
*be so inhuman as to force me from it? Oh! let me watch by my
father!—Oh! suffer me to remain with him I entreat, I conjure
yvou!’

‘In vain,” said D'Alembert; and he again advanced to seize her.
Madeline sereamed ; and, throwing herself upon the bed, she clasped
her arms around her father— Awake, awake,’ she eried, ‘my lather,
awake, and hear, Oh! hear the agonizing shrieks of your child!’

‘It will be many hours ere he awakes,” exclaimed D’Alembert, as
unlocking the hands of Madeline, he raised her from the bed; ‘and
when he does, it will be in an apartment very different from his
present one, except you relent.’

She foreibly disengaged herself from him, and sunk at his feet—
‘Have mercy,” she exclaimed, with streaming eyes and uplifted
hands, ‘have merey upon my father and me, and entitle yourself
to that of Heaven! Oh! let those tears, those agonies, plead for us!
let them express the feelings which language cannot utter!’

‘T have already told vou,’ said D'Alembert, with savage fury in
his countenanee, ‘that my resolution is fixed; I now swear it—
swear to give up your father to the offended laws of his country,
except you consent to return my love.’

He caught her in his arms, from which she vainly tried to dis-
engage hersell, and bore her shricking and struggling to her
chamber,

‘Now, Madeline,’ cried he, ‘speak—but ere you speak, deliberate;
for on your words depends the fate of your father,'

‘Wreteh!” exclaimed the agonized Madeline, ‘vou already know
my determination.’

‘Farewel! then,’ said he, ‘I go for the officers of justice.’

‘Oh! I’Alembert,” cried Madeline, wildly catching his arm as he
was about quitting the room, ‘you eannot be so inhuman; you can-
not surely think of giving up to death a man, who has been basely
betrayed into your power—a man, infinitely more unfortunate than
guilty! —Again I kneel before you to supplicate your pity for him.
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Oh! ¢ould you look into my heart, could you ascertain the dreadful
feelings which now pervade it, I am convinced you would be
softened to compassion.’

‘My compassion can easily be obtained,’ said D'Alembert—‘your
love.’

“Villain!” execlaimed Madeline, rising from the floor, ‘begone!
never more will I address you: to God alone will I look, up to him,
whose power can in a moment defeat your purposes; he has pro-
mised to protect the innocent; I will think of that promise, and
support my fainting heart.’

‘Again then,’ said D’Alembert, ‘I bid you farewell! you have
yourself provoked your father’s fate.’

With feelings which can better be conceived than deseribed,
Madeline saw him quit the chamber. ‘He is gone then,’ said she,
as she heard him close the door, ‘he is gone for the ministers of
justice!” The dreadful and approaching sufferings of her father
rushed to her mind; she saw the torturing rack—she beheld his
mangled form upon it—she heard his deep groans, expressive of
excruciating agony, and the loud shouts of the rabble mocking his
pangs, and applauding the hand which inflicted punishment upon
the fratricide.

She shrieked aloud; she flew to the door, but it was fastened on
the outside: she called upon D’Alembert; she conjured him to re-
turn—to return to assure her he would have mercy upon her father;
but she called in vain. She then attempted to force the door, but
her strength was unequal to the effort. The agony and disappoint-
ment she experienced were too much for her; her brain maddened;
and wild as the waves which destroy the hopes of the mariners, she
raved about the room, till, utterly exhausted by the violence of her
emotions, she dropped upon the floor, where her shrieks sunk into
groans, which by degrees died away in hollow murmurs, and a total
insensibility came over her.

In this situation she must have continued many hours; for when
she recovered, she found the gloom of closing day had already per-
vaded the chamber, Her ideas at first felt confused ; but by degrees
a perfect recollection of all that had passed returned, and clasping
her cold and trembling hands together, she called upon her father.

As she called upon him, she heard a faint noise outside the door;
she started, but had not power to rise; and almost immediately it
was opened, and the miserable woman she had seen in the morning
entered,

‘Rise,” exclaimed she in a whispering voice, ‘and follow me.’

“Whither?’ said Madeline, without obeying her.

“To your father; he waits to conduct you from this detestable
house. I released him from his chamber, in the door of which
D’ Alembert left the key when he dragged you from it. But ask me
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no farther questions; I’ Alembert but deferred going for the officers
of justice till it grew dark; a moment’s delay may therefore be fatal,
and cut off all oppertunity of eseaping.’

‘Oh! let us fly, let us fly then,’ said Madeline, starting from the
ground.

Softly and silently they descended to the hall, and turned down
a long passage, terminated by a flight of steep stone stairs; these
they also descended, and Madeline then found herself in a subter-
raneous room; a faint light glimmered from a recess at the ex-
tremity of it, which startled her, and she canght the arm of her
companion,

Her terror, however, was but of short duration; almost instantly
the voice of her father reached her ear, and she saw him approaching
with extended arms; she sprung forward, and flung herself into
them. “Oh! my child,’ he exclaimed, as he clasped her to his heart,
‘in what a situation do I behold you!’

‘My father, my dearest father,” eried Madeline, ‘do not let us
complain of our situation; Oh! rather let us express our gratitude
to that Being who has alleviated it, by giving us a friend who will
extricate us from this abode of terror and of death:—but the
moments are precious; we should lose no time.

‘They are precious indeed,” said the old woman; ‘that door,”
pointing to one in the recess, ‘opens upon a flight of steps which
ascend to the court; here is the key of it,” continued she, presenting
it to St Julian.

‘But how shall we escape from the court?’ demanded Madeline.

‘Your lather will be able with ease to unbar the door; and as
Madame Fleury always sits at the back of the hiouse, there is no
danger of your being discovered.’

‘Oh! let us be quick,” exclaimed Madeline.

St Julian advanced to the door; but scarcely had he attempted
to open it, when a violent tumult was heard without the court, and
immediately after the steps of many people entering it. He paused
—listened—and looked at his daughter. Horror almost froze her
blood—They are come,’” eried she, ‘the ministers of death are
come.’

‘I fear so,’ said the old woman. ‘Hark! they have entered the
house, and are now ranging through the apartments!’

‘Is there no hope—is there no way of escaping?’ asked Madeline
distractedly.

‘None,” replied the old woman mournfully, ‘but through the
court.’ : -. :

‘Is there no place of concealment?’

"‘No:? .

‘Nor any fastening to this door?’ advancing to the one through
which they had entered.
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‘None, except a weak bolt that eould be burst in 2 moment.’

“Then all hope is over,’” eried Madeling, turning to her father.
‘Oh! God,” she continued, looking up to heaven, ‘take me, take me
from this scene of horror! let me die within the arms of my father!’
—Almost fainting, she sunk upon his breast.

The tumult within and without became every instant more
violent; and it was evident that one party surrounded the house for
the purpose of guarding every passage, whilst another searched
throughout it.

Madeline suddenly started from the arms of her father, and
extinguished the light. ‘Let us go within the recess,” eried she; “if
they do come down, they may not perhaps do more than merely
look into the room.” They accordingly crept into it, and placed
themselves as close as they possibly could against the wall.

They had not been in this situation above two minutes, when
they heard descending steps. ‘They are coming,’ cried Madeline,
with a panting heart, whilst a cold dew burst from every pore.

She had searcely spoken, when a light glimmered through the
room, and a party of men rushed in it, ‘He is not here,’ vociferated
one.—'Let us search elsewhere then,” exclaimed another.—
(Heaven hears our prayers, thought Madeline).—"We will first
examine this room,” said a third; ‘these subterrancous chambers
are generally surrounded with places for concealment.’

The heart of Madeline died away at those words; and with a faint
ery she sunk to the earth.

‘Have pity upon my child,’” exclaimed the wretched St Julian,
bending over her, whilst the shouts of the men pierced his ears, and
re-echoed through the chamber; *have pity upon her, and aid me
in recovering her ere you tear me from her!’

“Tear you from her!’ repeated a voice which made him start from
his daughter—the tender, the well-remembered voice of de Sevignie
—*'Oh! never,’ cried he, darting from amidst his companions, and
snatching the still senseless Madeline from the ground, ‘Oh! never
shall Madeline be torn from the arms of her father!”

Something like a ray of hope gleamed upon the mind of St Julian
—*T am all amazement!” exclaimed he.

“You are free—you are safe,” said de Sevignie; * tis {riends, not
foes, that you behold; but I can give no explanation till this suffer-
ing angel is revived.’

His promised explanation we shall anticipate in the following
Chapter.
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Chapter 9

A AAAAAAARARAAAAA RSB RALLA

Endure and conguer: Jove will soon dispose
T'o future good your past and present woes.
Resume your courage, and dismiss your care ;
An hour will come, with pleasure to relate
Your sorrows past; as benefits of fate
Endure the hardships of your present state;
Live, and reserve yourselves for belter fate.

THE ELDER D’ALEMBERT WAS SON TO THE MARQUIS OF
Montmorenci’s sister, and heir to his titles and fortunes if he died
without children. He was brought up with a taste for pleasure and
extravagance—a taste which, on becoming his own master, a cir-
cumstance that took place at a very early period in life, he indulged
to the utter derangement of his paternal ncome. From the distress-
es which he was consequently involved in, and which his assumed
character of steadiness and propriety prevented his disclosing to
his uncle, he extricated himself by an union with an opulent
heiress, whom the eleganee and insinuation of his manners capti-
vated, and was thus enabled again to set forward in the career of
dissipation which his embarrassments had a little interrupted.
Lafroy, the son of his nurse, his companion from the cradle, and
attendant from the time he required an attendant, was the con-
fident of all his profligate pursuits, and assisted him in the expen-
diture of such sums as materially injured his income, and again
plunged him in distress.

To reveal that distress, he was now more unwilling than ever to
do, from a conviction, that now more than ever he should be con-
demned for the dissipation which had involved him in it: he there-
fore set his wits to work to contrive ways and means for supplying
his emergencies, and concealing it.

Knowing as he did, that if the Marquis of Montmorenei was with-
out a son, he should, as his heir, gain what credit he required, he
could not look upon the young Philippe but with eyes of envy and
malignancy—as upon a person who prevented his being extricated
from his diffieulties. Philippe, however, was of a delicate constitu-
tion; and he indulged a hope, that if he once entered the world
without the watchful eye of a parent over him, he might be led into
such courses as would eventually destroy his health, and terminate
his existence: it was a hope derived from a self-experience of the
dangerous situation in which a young man of rank and fashion
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stands when unacquainted with the world, and unguarded by any
friend. As a means of poisoning his mind, he had often wished to get
Lafroy into his service; he knew of no person better ealculated for
sowing the seeds of vice, and leading the unwary into the flowery
paths of dissipation. Accordingly, on a continental tour being
settled for Philippe, he offered Lafroy to the Marquis for his son;
having already made that tour himself, he said he knew the neees-
sity there was for a young man being aceompanied in it by some
person on whom he could depend; he therefore recommended
Lafroy as such a person, as one whose prineiples no temptation
could warp, and whose integrity would be a guard for him against
the designs of the artful.

The Marquis, who believed the offer of D’Alembert (as he him-
self indeed declared it) to be suggested by the purest friendship,
accepted it with the most heartfelt gratitude, and Lafroy was taken
into the suite of his son.

From Italy Lafroy wrote an aceount of all his operations to
D’Alembert; and with the utmost chagrin, one declared, and the
other heard, that the mind of Philippe was too well fortified by
virtue and reflection to be led astray.

Notwithstanding the ill suceess of his plan, and the inconven-
iences he was often subjected to from the loss of Lafroy, D’Alem-
bert would not recall him, still trusting that time and perseverance
would sap the foundation which had hitherto resisted all the
attacks that were made upon it.

So silent, so imperceptible were those attacks, that Philippe
never was alarmed by them; they were like the sting of the asp,

That best of thieves, who with an easy key

Dost open life, and wnperceiv’d by us,

Ev'n steal us from ourselves, discharging so
Death’s dreadful office better than himself;
Touching our limbs so genily into slumber,

That Death stands by, deceiv’d by his own image,
And thinks kimself but sleep.

Lord Philippe returned to France without the smallest alteration
in his prineiples; and the hopes of D’Alembert died away—hopes,
however, which revived on Philippe’s declaring his resolution of
going back to Italy, when he had been but a few months returned
from it. Something more than a mere inclination to travel he was
convineed attracted him so immediately from home; and he gave
the necessary instructions to Lafroy to wateh him narrowly.

Lafroy suspeeted an attachment between him and Lady Elenora
Dunlere; and his suspicions were confirmed by Lord Philippe’s
passing that time at the eastle of her father, which, on quitting his
own home, he had deelared he would spend in Italy. To know the
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nature of the attachment, what kind of econnection it had formed,
or was likely to form, between them, he laid himself out to gain the
confidence of Blanche, with whose perfeet knowledge of all that
passed in the family he was acquainted. Ignorant, innocent, the
very child of simplicity, Blanche was not long proof to his artifices
—artifices which were aided by every blandishment that had power
to touch a suseeptible heart, and her virtue and promised secrecy
to her ladies were soon sacrificed to him, From being taken into the
family of the Earl when quite a child, and brought up in a great
degree with his daughters, Blanche was treated more as an humble
friend than servant, and entrusted with the most important secrets.
Her protectors doubted not the prineiples which they had im-
planted, nor the sincerity of the attachment which their tenderness
deserved, and she professed. With the marriage of both her ladies,
with the relationship between their husbands, and the concealment
of Lord Philippe’s marriage from his brother, she was acquainted,
and all those particulars she comumunicated to Lafroy, who trans-
mitted them to his employer.

Secarcely were they known to I)’Alembert ere they suggested a
most horrid and complicated scheme of baseness and eruelty to
him; a scheme of which there appeared every probability of suceess.
That Lausane, the injured son of the Marquis, could easily be
worked up to the destruetion of a brother, who deprived him of his
right, he could not doubt; and if Philippe fell, it would surely, he
thought, be an easy matter to get rid of Lausane. On Lafroy’s re-
turn to the Castle of Montmerenci, he finally adjusted and arranged
his plans. The manner in which they were executed and accom-
plished is alrcady known. Josephe, at whose cottage Lausanc
lodged, was, as has been already mentioned, the brother of Lafroy,
and Claude was a companion and particular friend, whom D’Alem-
bert, on parting with him, took at his recommendation to supply
his place.

I’Alembert charged Lafroy to secure Blanche, lest any after-
repentance should tempt her to betray them: he accordingly in-
veigled her from the castle, by representing the delights she would
experience if she went to Paris; and immediately after the fatal ren-
counter between the brothers, he put her into the hands of Claude,
who conveyed her thither to the house of Madame Fleury. D’Alem-
bert also charged him to destroy the son of Philippe, whose exis-
tence interfered as much with his prospects, as that of the father’s
had done. Lafroy promised obedience to all his commands; but the
last was one be never meant te fulfil. He was so great a villain him-
self, he could place no confidence in others; and therefore believed,
that if he had no tie upon D’Alembert, he never should receive the
rewards he had been promised, and thought his services entitled
to. He thercfore determined to preserve the infant: nor was he
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stimulated to his preservation by a mere distrust of D’Alembert;
another motive equally powerful influenced him, namely the
aggrandizement of his own family through his means. Proud,
ambitious, and disdainful of his dependant situation, he resolved on
bringing up the son of Lord Philippe as his own nephew, the child of
his brother Josephe; and at a proper age, insisting on an union
taking place between him and the daughter of ’Alembert; ‘when
supposed to be allied to the proud House of Montmorenci,’ said he,
‘I shall no longer be permitted to be a dependant in it; the family
will then enrich, will then ennoble me and mine.’ '

As soon as he had securcly lodged the child in the hands of
Josephe, who, immediately after the departure of Lausane from
his cottage, repaired to the Alps for the purpose of receiving it, and
casily prevailed on his wife to acknowledge it as her’s; he disclosed
his scheme to D’Alembert, solemnly declaring at the moment he
did so, that if he did not acquiesce in it, he would betray him to the
Marquis. This threat—a threat which, from the disposition of
Lafroy, D’Alembert doubted not his putting into execution if in-
censed, conquered all opposition to it; and he agreed, at a proper
age, to give his daughter to the supposed son of Josephe.

But he was still more in the power of Lafroy than he imagined:
Lafroy and Claude had watched the meeting between the brothers;
and on Lausane’s flying from the bleeding body of Philippe, they
hastened to it. As they bent over it with a kind of savage triumph
at the success of the exeerable scheme they had been concerned in,
they suddenly beheld it tremble. Lafroy was startled, and laid his
hand upon the breast; he felt the heart faintly flutter; ‘Lausanc,’
he exclaimed, ‘has but ill-performed the work we gave him.’

‘T'll try if I cannot do it better,” said Claude, and he snatched up
the dagger, with which Lausane had stabbed Lord Philippe, and
which lay beside him.

‘Hold !’ cried Lafroy, catching his arm as he raised it for the pur-
pose of striking Lord Philippe to the heart, ‘a thought strikes me—
we had better endeavour to preserve than destroy his existence;—
the life of his son is precarious; if our schemes relative to him are
accomplished, we can easily destroy the father; if they arc dis-
appointed, our declaring his existence will at all times compel
I’ Alembert to comply with our demands, be they ever so extra-
vagant.’

“True,” eried Claude; ‘but how will you conceal him, or manage
about his wounds?’

“Phere is an extensive cave,” replied Lafroy, ‘contiguous to the
vaults of the castle, known but to few, and which Blanche shewed
to me; the former inhabitants of the castle used it as a place for
depositing treasure in, and accordingly fortified it with iron doors.
Thither, with your assistance, 1 can now convey him: and, as I have
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a knowledge of surgery, I shall dress his wound, and from the castle
bring whatever I deem necessary for him:—for the purpose of
attending him, I shall continue here till Josephe has left the child
with his wife; he shall then return to supply my place; and as his
affinity to me is not known, his appearance can excite no suspicion.’

‘But inhabited as the castle is,” said Claude, ‘“you eannot, without
danger of detection, secrete him long within the cave.’

‘No,’ replied Lafroy, ‘I cannot; as soon, therefore, as he regains
sufficient strength to enable him to bear the fatigue oi the journey,
I shall return hither, and with your assistance and Josephe's convey
him elsewhere.’

This eruel scheme, which doomed the unfortunate Philippe to
worse than death, to lingering misery, was put into practice with-
out farther hesitation; and Claude was then dispatched for Blanche,
who waited impatiently to commence her journey with him to
Paris.

No sooner was I’ Alembert informed of the death of Philippe,
than he devised a scheme for the destruction of Lausane. This, it
may be supposed, he meant easily to effect by accusing him of
murder, and consequently drawing upon him the vengeanece of an
enraged and afllicted father. But this was not by any means his in-
tention;—an open accusation would, he knew, occasion a public
trial, at which there could be no doubt but Lausane would declare
the artifices which had instigated him to the destruction of his
brother—a declaration that might, that would indeed, in all pro-
bability, D’Alembert feared, raise suspicions against himself. To
prevent, therefore, all danger of such suspicions, he determined to
have him privately destroyed; for which purpose, he meant to dis-
patch some of his well-tried emissaries to the habitation of Lord
Dunlere, habited as officers of justice, to demand Lausane as a
murderer; whom, on getting into their hands, they were to convey
to a proper place for such a deed of horror, and put to death, but in
such a manner, that his death should seem the effect of some sudden
disorder. To aid in this diabolical plan, he himself travelled in dis-
guise to the Alps, with his emissaries; and he was the person who
alarmed the good monk so much by declaring his intention of
searching every where for Lausane. The story invented in conse-
quence of that declaration, completely frustrated his designs; and
he returned not a little delighted to his home, at the idea of Death’s
having proved such a friend to him, by freeing him both from the
trouble and danger of putting Lausane out of the way himself.
With him died away all apprehension of detection, and all fears of
disappointment relative to the estates of Montmoreneci; and his
dissipation, in consequence of the certainty of his expectations
being realized, was unbounded.

Lafroy still remained in the service of the Marquis, who felt
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strongly attached to him from an idea of his having been a faithful
and affectionate servant to his son. That unfortunate son recovered
from his wound; and, as soon as he was able to bear a removal, was
conveyed in the dead of the night by Josephe, Lafroy, and their
partner in iniquity, Claude, to a lonely cottage at some distance
from the castle, and well ealeulated, from its frightful solitude, for
the purpose for which it was taken. Here, under the care of Josephe,
he remained till after the death of Lord Dunlere; he was then re-
conveyed to the eastle, which Lafroy had art enough to prevail on
D’Alembert to purchase, by pretending he should like it for a future
habitation. In reality, he knew no place so well ealeulated for con-
cealing the unhappy Philippe, no place in which he could so easily
make away with him, when he should find his existence no longer
necessary. As it was not possible to keep Josephe longer from his
home without exeiting suspicions and enquiries, he dispatehed him
to it, and placed in the castle a sister of their’s and her husband,
whose dispositions too much resembled his own to make him fear
any thing from them.

Every thing now went smoothly on with I)’Alembert: his wife,
whom he had never loved, died shortly after the supposed death of
the two brothers, and every one eonsidered, and treated him with
additional respeet in consequence of that consideration, as the heir
of Montmorenei. The unhappy Marquis, tortured with remorse, and
anxious to expiate his erimes by atoning to those he had injured,
made the most diligent enquiries after his eldest son—enquiries in
which D’Alembert, with the warmest zeal appeared to join, but
which in reality he baflled, wishing, for obvious reasons, to coneeal
from the Marquis every thing relative to him. The only drawback
he had upon his happiness, was the idea of the degradation he
should suffer by the union of his daughter with the supposed son of
Josephe, a peasant upon the Montmorenci estate. But as he knew
this was a measure which could not be avoided without the expo-
sure of his iniquities, he tried to reconcile himself to it by a hope,
that his rank and fortunc would stifle at least the open censures of
the world. The consequence which he knew he should lose by his
daughter’s connection, he determined to try and re-acquire by the
marriage of his son; and for this purpose, looked out amongst the
most illustrious for a partner for him. His choiee soon devolved
upon the young and lovely heiress of the Count de Merville, who
was then just presented at the French Court by her mother, and was
the most admired objeet at it. Her heart was not gained without
difficulty; but when gained, her hand soon followed it. The prize
attained, the tendernesses and attentions by which it was won,
Wwere soon discontinued ; and the mask of gentleness and sensibility
‘cast aside, discovered to the unhappy mother and daughter features
of the utmost deformity and horror. To reform, instead of reproach,
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was however the ardent wish of both—a wish which they were soon
convinced was not to be accomplished; and with unutterable an-
guish, the Countess beheld her amiable and beloved child united to
a hardened libertine. To try and alleviate her bitter destiny, she re-
mained with her a considerable time after her marriage, till driven
from her residence by the insulting treatment of D’Alembert,
whose expences far exceeded both the fortune of his wife, and the
income allowed by his father, made him demand supplies from her,
which she refusing, provoked him to language ana conduct not
more wounding to her as a woman to receive, than degrading to
him as a man to use. She refused those supplies, not only because
she thought it a sin to furnish vice with the means of gratifying it-
self, but because she wished to reserve something like an independ-
ence for her daughter, in case she was ever plunged into pecuniary
distresses (of which she beheld every probability) by the thought-
less and unbounded extravagance of her hushand.

During her own life this independence could only be acquired, for
at her death her fortune, which, in right of her father she enjoyed,
was entailed upon her daughter; and would, she was convinced, on
devolving to her, be swept, like all her other possessions, into the
vortex of dissipation.

To avoid the insults of I)’Alembert, and to diminish her expenc-
es, she was hastening to her chateau at the time she met with the
accident which introduced her to the cottage of Clermont. No
sooner was she acquainted with his situation, than she formed the
resolution of taking his daughter under her protection, and dividing
with her whatever she could save, and meant to have appropriated
solely to Madame D’Alembert’s use.

Her departure from the habitation of D’Alembert did not exempt
her from his solicitations, or reproaches on finding those solicita-
tions still unsuceessful. A letter from him, couched in a more in-
sulting style than any she had before received from him, was the
occasion of the illness and dejection which shocked and alarmed
Madeline so much on her return from Madame Chatteneuf’s—an
illness and dejection, for which the Countess would never assign the
real cause. To conceal domestie troubles—troubles which could not
be remedied, she always conceived to be the wisest plan; rightly
considering, that the world always took a divided part; and,
though convineed one side was culpable, never exempted the other
entirely from blame.

Enraged, disappointed, and distressed by her continued refusals,
D’Alembert formed the horrible resolution of assassinating her—a
resolution which he serupled not to avow to his father, who had
ever been his abettor in all his villainous schemes and profligate
pursuits. His father did more than sanction it by silence; he com-
mended it as a proof of real spirit, which would not quietly submit
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to ill-treatment; and recommended Claude, who still continued in
his service, as a proper person for assisting in such a scheme: of this
young D’Alembert was already convinced, having before tried his
abilities in one scarcely less iniquitous than the present, Disguised,
they both travelled to the chateau, and in the ruined monastery
acted the dreadful scene which has been already described. Notwith-
standing her injuries, the just resentment she must have felt for
them, the Countess determined never to reveal their author; the
consequence of doing so would, she was convinced, be either death
or distraction to her daughter. She died, imploring heaven to for-
give him as she had done, and for ever conceal from his wife her
having fallen by the hand of her husband.

Her solemn injunction to Madeline upon her death bed, not to
continue in the house if he came to it, was occasioned by her per-
fect knowledge of his libertine disposition, Beauty like her’s could
not fail, she was sure, of exciting his regards: she was equally sure
that he would not hesitate going any length to gratify his passions.
She therefore, though without informing Madeline of the danger
she dreaded on her account, earnestly conjured her to avoid it. Of
his baseness and profligacy she had had a fatal proof during her
residence beneath his roof.

Soon after his marriage, ere they were thoroughly acquainted
with his disposition, she and Madame D’Alembert took under their
protection a young and lovely girl, the orphan of a noble but reduc-
ed family, with whom they had been well acquainted. They took
her with an intention of amply providing for her, and still keeping
her amongst the cireles she had been accustomed to. Long she had
not been under their care, ere her charms attracted the admiration
of D’Alembert; and, in defiance of the laws of hospitality, honour,
and humanity, he insulted her with the basest proposals, and
threatened revenge when he found them treated with the contempt
they merited. Tenderness for her patronesses made her long conceal
his conduct: at length she grew alarmed, and revealed it. In con-
sequence of this disclosure, they determined to send her to a con-
vent in Dauphine, and lodge her there till they could hear of a res-
peetable family who would receive her as a boarder, and under
whose protection she could with safety and propriety again enjoy
some of the pleasures of life. Under the care of proper attendants
she commenced her journey; but how great was the horror, the
consternation of the Countess and Madame D’Alembert, when
those attendants returned to inform them, that from the inn where
they had stopped for the night, she had eloped.

The idea of her having eloped was not for an instant conceived
either by the Countess or Madame D’Alembert; they knew the
innocence of the unhappy girl—they knew her total ignorance of all
with whom they were not acquainted, and suspicion immediately

[355)



glanced at 1V’Alembert: they hesitated not to inform him of that
suspicion; they did more —they declared their positive conviction
of his having had her carried off by means of some of his agents: he
denied the justice of the charge—he resented it; and, in reply to
their threats (for supplications they soon found unavailing), said he
was ready to deny before any tribunal they might cite him to, the
crime they accused him of. His declarations of innocence gained no
credit with them; they were convinced of his guilt, but could not
prove it; and the unfortunate Adelaide, who had no iriends out of
their family interested about her, was never after heard of by them,
notwithstanding their diligent and unceasing enquiries, and pro-
mises of liberally rewarding any one who could give the smallest
intelligence coneerning her.

As fearful as her mother of having Madeline seen by her husband,
yet unwilling to relinquish her society, Madame D’Alembert
determined, instead of sending her from it, to secrete her in the
chatean when Monsieur I)’Alembert so unexpectedly announced
his intention of coming to it, for the purpose, as Agatha suspected,
of seeing what part of the estate would be the best to dispose of.
Amongst the domestics who attended Madame D’Alembert to the
chateau, was a young female, whose prineciples her master had
entirely perverted. His improper influence over her was, however,
carefully concealed from her mistress, over whom he placed her as
a kind of spy, an office she too falthfully executed. She overheard
the conversation between Madame D’Alembert and Madeline,
and communicated it to D’Alembert almost immediately after his
arrival at the chateau. Eager to behold beauty so extolled, he rested
not till he had gained acecess to the chamber in which Madeline was
concealed, and which he effected by means of a sliding-door in the
closet, with which she was unacquainted.

The moment he beheld her, he was captivated by her, and deter-
mined to leave no means untried of securing charms whieh he had
never seen equalled. For the purpose of concerting a plan for the
accomplishment of his wishes, he appointed an interview in the
ruined monastery with his female confidant. The shock which
Madeline received in consequence of that interview, is already
known. As she lay senseless at his feet, instead of being moved to
pity by her situation, he conceived the horrid idea of availing him-
self of it; and determined to send to the chateau for some of his
emissaries to carry her off, when the unexpected approach of his
wife and Lubin frustrated this intention. Not knowing who were
approaching, he and his companion fled at the first sound of their
steps, and thus lost the conversation which took place between
Madeline and her friend.

He returned the next morning to the monastery, and explored
every part of it for her; the chateau next underwent a search. When
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convinced she was gone, his rage knew no bounds; he openly
accused his wife of perfidy, of meanness; insisted she had infringed
her duty in having had any concealment from him; and peremptor-
ily commanded her to tell him (if she hoped for his forgiveness),
whither she had sent her lovely charge; this she as peremptorily
refused doing. Words, in consequence of that refusal, grew high be-
tween them; and the party which had accompanied him to the
chateau, were dismissed abruptly from it by him. As a justification
of his conduect, and an excuse for it, he assured them that his wife’s
temper would not permit him to have them with pleasure to them-
selves any longer under his roof.

When freed from their observation, and the little réstraint which
they had imposed upon him, he treated the unhappy Madame
D’Alembert with the utmost brutality. To avoid his inhumanity,
she never stirred from her chamber, except compelled to do so by
his commands; and now endeavoured to beguile her wretchedness
by beginning her promised narrative to Madeline—a narrative,
however, which she doubted ever having the power of sending to
lhier, as D’Alembert solemnly swore she never should be permitted
to leave the chateau, or hold converse of any kind with any person
out of it, till she had communicated to him all he desired to know
concerning her lovely friend.

His temper, it may be supposed, was not improved when his
father arrived at the chateau to inform him of the existence of
Clermont, and his being acknowledged as the son and rightful
heir of the Marqguis of Montmorenci. This was a blow not more un-
expected than dreadful—a blow which completely demolished all
his hopes of independence, all his hopes of being extricated from
his diffieulties. He raved, and imprecated curses upon the memory
of those who had deceived his father relative to Clermont. His rage
and regret at not having secured Madeline, were augmented when
he understood that she was the daughter of Clermont; and reflect-
ed, that had she been carried off by him, the discovery relative to
her father would never, in all probability, have taken place.

‘How unfortunate,” exclaimed old D’Alembert, in reply to what
he had said concerning her, ‘how unfortunate that you are not at
liberty to offer your hand, and thus gratify your love and your
ambition. Were you free, I am convinced I could soon effect a
marriage between you and St Julian’s daughter.’

His son started ; a flush of savage joy overspread his countenance
—*T can easily regain my liberty,’ said he; ‘I have long sighed for it;
a noble soul will ever try to break chains which are oppressive. My
wife is but a mortal; the hand which gave a quietus to the mother,
can easily give the same to the daughter. We can manage the affair
between us so secretly, that no soul shall know of it, no eye behold
it

[857]



His father sighed heavily, and shook his head. Remorse had
lately begun to visit his breast; and he trembled to think there was
an eye over all their actions—an eye which could not be deceived. ‘I
like not the shedding of blood,’ said he.

“You were not always averse to it,” cried his son with a malignant
sneer. "

“True, because my designs could be by no other means accom-
plished; where mercy can be shewn, I wish to be mereiful; you can
get rid of your wife without destroying her: the report of her death
will as effectually serve your purposes as if she had really died; and
in the castle on the Alps she can be too securely lodged ever to have
an opportunity of proving the fallacy of that report.’

D’Alembert detested his wife; and could not, without the utmost
reluctance, think of sparing her life; when his father at length
prevailed upon him to promise to do so. They soon concerted their
schemes relative to her. It was determined that he should apologize
to her for his unkindness; and, as an atonement for it, insist upon
her accompanying him to Bareges, in order to try and recover her
health, which to herself alone he should acknowledge his fears of
having injured. Their plans arranged, they immediately separated.
Old I’ Alembert was in haste to return to his house from whence he
had privately departed for the purpose of consulting his son on the
sudden change in their prospects; Claude alone knew of his depart-
ure, and was ordered to detain the Marquis’s messenger, and invent
a plausible excuse for the letter he brought not being answered
directly.

The purport of the letter which I)’Alembert wrote in reply to it
has been already mentioned. After writing it, he had a private
interview with Lafroy, to whom he imparted the new scene of
cruelty and baseness he and his son were about acting; and gave
such instructions as he deemed necessary. These instructions were
merely to do every thing which could gain the favour and confi-
dence of St Julian, and render him unsuspiciaus of the designs upon
his daughter. To forward which designs, it was determined that all
the horrors of superstition should be awakened in his breast: when
once infected, once enervated by them, he might easily, D’Alem-
bert believed, be made the dupe of art and villany. For the purpose
of exciting those horrors, Lafroy secreted himself in the chamber of
Lord Philippe, to which he gained access by a way not known to
many of the family, and forgotten by those who did know it, from
its being long disused. Immediately behind the bedstead was a
small door which opened intoa dark closet, communicating with a
flight of back stairs; those stairs, and this closet, previous to his
residence at the castle, had been shut up, and chance first discover-
ed them to him. A valuable ring of his Lord’s was mislaid one day,
and, in searching for it, he pushed aside the bedstead, and per-
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ceived the door; curiosity made him eagerly unbar it, and explore
the places beyond it. Of those long deserted places he determined
to avail himself when the plan of alarming St Julian was first sug-
gested, and his was the hand which, extended through the tapestry,
had so greatly shocked and terrified Madeline.

The rage of D’Alembert at her obstinate refusal of his son, was
even greater than he expressed; he soon found that solicitations
were vain, and that stratagem alone could effect his purposes. The
stratagem he called in to his aid is already known: but whilst ex-
ulting at the idea of the success with which there was every appear-
ance of its being crowned, he was suddenly plunged into despair by
the intelligence of his daughter-in-law’s existenee being discovered
to Madeline and her father—a despair, however, from which the
ready genius of Lafroy soon relieved him.

The letter which Madeline received relative to her friend, was
written and delivered by Claude. A fit of illness, which endangered
his life, effected a thorough reformation in his principles; and he
rose from the bed of sickness resolved to make every atonement in
his power for his former enormities. To openly declare the existence
of Madame D’Alembert and the unfortunate Philippe, would be, he
was convinced, to oceasion their immediate destruetion; for so well
was he acquainted with the hardened wickedness of 1)’Alembert,
his son, and Lafroy, that he doubted not their declaring such an
assertion the assertion of a madman, and instantly dispatching
some of the well-tried and diabolical agents, by which they were
‘surrounded, to destroy Philippe and Viola ere any person from the
Marquis could be deputed to search for them. He knew the neces-
sity therefore there was for going secretly to work, and, having
once gained access to the castle, to warn Madeline of her danger,
determined to set out alone for the Alps. He learned from a domes-
tic of D’Alembert’s who was sent home, that Madeline confined her-
self to her chamber; and, acquainted as he was with every avenue
in the castle, he found it no difficult matter to steal to her unper-
ceived by any of the family.

His letter, which St Julian, in the full conviction of his fidelity,
imparted to Lafroy, was immediately shewn by him to I’Alembert.
For leaving him so abruptly, Lafroy apologized to St Julian by
saying he wished to be alone in his chamber, in order to consider
what was to be done.

I’Alembert, on reading the letter, struck his forehead in a
frenzy, and exclaimed that all was lost. Lafroy, however, soon con-
vineed him to the contary. The conversation which passed between
him and Madeline, and which has already been related, sufliciently
explains his plot.

St Julian, instead of meeting a friendly guide at the extremity of
the forest, as he had been taught to expect, was met by two
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ruffians, who rudely seized him, and forced him into a chaise, in
which he was conveyed to Madame Fleury's, where too late he dis-
covered, that by the person in whom he had most confided, he had
been most deceived.

Josephe, Lafroy’s brother, was the person who accompanied
Madeline to Paris, under the assumed name of Oliver. An express
from the Castle of Montmorenei informed young I’Alembert of all
the transactions at it, and of St Julian and his daughter being con-
signed to the care of Madame Fleury till he had delermined their
fate. He immediately conceived the idea of passing himself as the
nephew of Madame Fleury, and under that assumed character,
offering his hand to Madeline, falsely imagining her friendless situa-
tion would make her readily embrace any offer which gave her a
promise of protection. When tired of her, which he doubted not
being soon the case, he resolved on destroying her, as a sure method
of preventing another disappointment relative to the fortune of
Montmorenei: her father’s death he would not have delayed an
hour, but that he was withheld from it, by considering, if artifice
failed with Madeline, fears for her father might accomplish his
designs. In the house of Madame Fleury, he knew any scene of
iniquity might be acted with impunity, She was a woman of the
most infamous deseription, and avowedly kept a house for the en-
couragement of vice. Beneath her roof the innocent and lovely
Adelaide lost her life; bribed to the horrid deed by D’Alembert,
the owner of the inn at which she slept put her into his power, and,
on finding no other way of escaping his violence, she stabbed her-
self to the heart with a knife which she concealed about her; her
body was thrown into a vault beneath the house; and it was the
traces of her blood which had so much alarmed Madeline. Blanche,
the once faithful servant of her mother’s, was the unhappy penitent
she discovered before the erucifix: the seeds of virtue which had
been early implanted in her mind, the artifices of Lafroy had not
been able entirely to destroy; and ere she was many months with
Madame Fleury, Blanche bitterly repretted her misconduct, and
wished to leave her. This 'was a wish, however, which Madame
Fleury was peremptorily commanded by D?Alembert not to gratify,
lest her releasement should oceasion the discovery of his erimes.

The resemblance which Madeline bore to Lady Geraldine im-
mediately struck her; the effect it had upon her has been already
deseribed, On Madolmc s quitting her, she followed her to the head
of the gallery, and heard the scene which passed between her and
D’Alembert. Whilst he was pursuing Madeline, she stepped into his
chamber, and read his letters, which clearly explained the real

tion which, on discovering who they really were, Blanche was deter-
mined to run every risk to rescue them from. She was acquainted
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with all the passages in the house, and knew she never was sus-
pected of leaving her chamber; she therefore flattered herself she
eould easily effect their delivery. As soon as it grew dark, she un-
locked the door of St Julian's prison, who had by that time entirely
recovered from the effeets of the opiate, and briefly informed him
of her wishes and intention to serve him. He heard her with grate-
ful transport; and was condueted by her to the vault communicat-
ing with the court, from whence she ascended to bring his daughter
to him.

During this transaction ID’Alembert was seated quietly with
Madame Fleury, exulting at the probability there was of his
schemes being now successful in consequence of the terror into
which he had thrown Madeline, whom he meant shortly to visit,
and inform that the officers of justice were coming to the house to
seize her father. But great as was his exultation, it was trifling com-
pared to that which his father experienced, who, on the removal of
S5t Julian and Madeline from the Castle of Montmorenci, had not a
fear remaining of any future disappointment. Till Madeline was
secured, he deemed it unsafe to say any thing about her father to
the Marquis; he therefore made him believe, till she had departed,
that his unfortunate son, oppressed with the decpest melancholy,
wandered about the forest to indulge it the whole day, and only
returned at night to take some trifling refreshment, and go to bed.

As soon as Madeline was consigned to the carc of Josephe, a
letter was presented to the Marquis, which exactly imitated the
writing of his son, and was signed with his name. This letter con-
tained a full confession of the murder of his brother, and went on as
follows:— It was a murder to which I was stimulated by revenge at
the usurpation of my rights, and a hope, that if he was once out of
the way, vou would not be averse to doing me justice. That hope
has been realized, but without yielding me happiness. Sinee my
arrival at the castle, remorse has been awakened by means not
more awful than mysterious, in my breast; and, in consequence of
that remorse, I have determined to resign all elaim to the fortunes
of Montmorenci, and seclude myself for ever from the world, Nor
shall my daughter enjoy them; they would entail misery instead of
happiness upon her: a convent is her doom; to her God I shall de-
vote her; the offering I trust will be acceptable, and cause him to
look with an eye of compassion and forgiveness upon my miseries
and erimes.’

The feelings of the Marquis on perusing this letter were too
dreadful to be deseribed ; he accused himself as the cause of death
to one son, and guilt to the other; and all idea of vengeance for the
murder of Philippe was lost in the reflection of his having oecasion-
ed that murder himself. His life, in all probability, would have been
terminated in a few days by the anguish he suffered, had not that
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Being, who accepts our penitence as an atonement for our errors,
unexpectedly relieved him from the horrors of despair.

D’Alembert dispatched two emissaries after Claude for the pur-
pose of destroying him. Fatigued by his exertions, he had stepped
aside to rest himself in a little grotesque hollow at some distance
from the road they took, and thus escaped falling into their
mereiless hands. From his concealment he had a perfect view of
them, and the moment he beheld them, he conjectured their hor-
rible designs, All hope of succouring Madame D’Aiembert now
died away; all hope of escaping the vengeance of her husband and
his father; for whether he advanced or retreated, he was confident
equal danger awaited him. Overw helmed with fear and anguish, he
flung himself despairingly on the ground, determined rather to die
there, than by stirring from the spot, expose himself to the hand of
an assassin, In this situation he heard a party of travellers ap-
proaching; he was in that desperate state which tempts a4 man to
adventure every thing. He accordingly started up, and resolved on
applying to them for protection for himself, and assistance for
Madame D’Alembert. The instant they drew near, he threw himself
before them, and in a supplicating voice, besought them to stop and
listen to a story calculated to awaken all the feelings of compassion,
and to interest every generous heart. His words and manner claim-
ed immediate attention, and he began his strange narrative.
Scarcely had he concluded it, when a sudden exclamation of ming-
led grief and indignation burst from some of the party, which con-
vinced him he had applied to the friends of Madame I)’Alembert in
her behalf. To her most tender, most affectionate friends he had
indeed applied—to Madame Chatteneuf and her daughter, who
were returning from Italy to France, accompanied by an Italian
Nobleman, (to whom a few days before the commencement of her
journey, Olivia had given her hand), his friend, and a numerous
retinue of servants. To the dreary castle they immediately bent
their course, and rescued the unhappy Viola from worse than death
—from lingering misery!

Her safety ensured, Claude mentioned the inprisonment of
Philippe. His reason for not declaring it to Madeline was owing to
his doubts of the existence of the unhappy eaptive at the time he
set out for the Alps, having heard a few days before that he was in
so weak a state, his life was despaired of : he therefore feared raising
expectations in the breast of Madeline which might be disappoint-
ed, being well convinced, that if Philippe died ere he reached the
castle, the assertion of his having lived to that period, would be
considered as the mere fabrication of his brain. To the gloomy tower
in which he was confined, he led the way, and found him, as he had
been taught te expeet, on the very brink of the grave—that grave
to which he had long wished himself consigned; for, torn as he was
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from all that could render life desirable, life was a burthen which
he ardently wished to resign! But with the change in his prospects,
an immediate change took place in his sentiments, and the soothing
attentions of compassion—attentions to which he had been long a
stranger; the joy of unexpeeted deliverance, and rapturous idea of
beholding his son, soon effected such an alteration in his appear-
ance, as not more delighted than astonished his friends, gave them
every hope of his speedy recovery, and enabled them, even sooner
than they had expected, to proceed to the castle of Montmorenei.
Within a little way of it, all the carriages but Madame Chattencuf’s,
stopped and, accompanied by her son-in-law, she proceeded to it,
and demanded a private interview with the Marquis. After the
first ceremonies of mecting were over, she told him she had some-
thing to relate to him not more affecting than interesting; but
declared she could not commence her relation till he had given
orders for Monsieur D’Alembert and Lafroy being secured.

Strange as was this desire, the impressive manner in which it was
delivered, would not permit the Marquis to hesitate about obeying
it. He accordingly summoned some of the domestics he most con-
fided in, and gave them a strict charge to have an eye over D’Alem-
bert and Lafroy, and inform him if they attempted to quit the
castle.

Madame Chatteneuf then began her promised narrative;—noth-
ing but the knowledge which the Marquis had of her character,
could have prevented him from interrupting her in the midst of it,
and declaring his doubts of its truth. When she had concluded the
récital of the injustice which had been done to Madame D’Alem-
bert, and her sufferings in eonsequence of it, she paused—paused
from the emotions she experienced at the idea of those which the
fond father would feel when informed the long-lamented darling of
his heart was about being restored to his arms. She approached him
with eves swimming in tears, and taking his hand, pressed it be-
tween her’s. ‘A yet greater, a yet more affecting surprise than that
received by hearing of Madame D’Alembert’s existence, awaits
you,’ cried she; ‘Oh! endeavour to bear it with composure—endea-
vour to hear with moderation—that he, whom long you have
mourned, still lives—lives to demand a father’s blessing, and re-
compensc the bitter sorrow he has occasioned.”

Great joy and great sorrow are often alike in their effects.
Madame Chatteneuf had scarcely uttered the last word, ere the
Marquis fainted in her arms. She directly desired a servant to be
dispatched for the rest of her party; and the first object the Mar-
quis beheld on recovering, was his long-lost Philippe. The seene
which followed can better be conceived than deseribed; it was such
as drew tears from every spectator. Yet amidst the Marquis’s rap-
tures, the keenest pangs of anguish seized his heart at beholding the
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devastation which suffering had made upon his son, no more he be-
held eyes darting fire, cheeks painted with the liveliest bloom of
health, and a form graceful and elastic. ‘But happiness,” he ex-
claimed, ‘happiness never is perfect in this life!’

When Philippe grew a little more composed, he mentioned his
somn, and besought him to be sent for. This was a new surprise, a
new source of delight to the Marquis; and an express was direetly
dispatched to the cottage of Josephe for him. Orders were also
given for the confinement of 1’Alembert and Lafroy.

Ignorant of the late transactions at the castle, de Sevignie, whilst
he obeyed the summons to it, could not otherwise account for that
summons, than by supposing his residence near Madeline had been
diseovered by her father, and awakened his apprehensions of their
attachment being renewed in consequence of their vicinity to cach
other; to prevent which, he had sent for him to request he would
go elsewhere. ‘If he makes such a request, I will obey it." eried de
Sevignie, as in a melancholy manner he followed the messenger; ‘go
where I will, I shall still retain the idea of Madeline; and, though
my situation cannot gain the approbation, my conduct shall merit
the esteem, of her father.’

Oh! how impossible to deseribe the feelings of Philippe when he
presented himself to his view? How equally impossible to do justice
to those of the Marquis, when, in the youthful Henri, he beheld the
exact resemblanee of his beloved son—his resemblance, when all
the graces, all the charms of elegance and youth were his. Surprised
by the reception he met with, by the emotions with which he was
alternately elasped to the bosom of Lord Philippe and the Marquis,
de Sevignie looked the very picture of astonishment. He was not
permitted to remain long in ignorance of his real situation ; and with
a delight not inferior to that experienced by his new-found rela-
tives, he knelt to receive their blessing. But short was the duration
of his joy when informed of Madeline and her father having been
spirited away from the castle; informed of the too probable dangers
which surrounded them, the most dreadful anguish pervaded his
soul; and striking his hand distractedly against his forchead, he
exclaimed, that happiness was lost for ever!

D’Alembert and Lafroy had been brought into the apartment,
taxed with their guilt, and strictly interrogated concerning St
Julian and his danghter; to which interrogations both had hitherto
observed a profound silence—a silenee the former determined to
persevere in, from a fiend-like wish of rendering others as miserable
as himself; but which the lattér resolved on hrcéking' if he could, by
doing so, escape the punishment he merited. In reply, therefore, to
what de Sevignie had said, he declared there was still a chance of
happiness being restored to him.

‘If,” cried he, ‘the Marquis will promise to pardon me, and not
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cast me without provision upon the world, I will, without delay,
reveal the place to which the Count and his daughter have been
taken.’

‘Oh! promise him all he asks,” exclaimed de Sevignie, grasping
the arm of the Marquis; ‘promise him pardon—promise him wealth,
protection, if he but declares the situation of Madeline and her
father.’

‘Solemnly I promise to grant him all he desires,’ said the Marquis.

‘May his information come too late!” eried D’Alembert, who,
finding his baseness could not even be palliated, determined no
longer to conceal the deformity of his soul; ‘may his information
come too late! ere this, I trust, the fate of the father and daughter
is decided—the dreadful fate to which they both were doomed.’

‘Infernal monster!’ exclaimed de Sevignie, catching him by the
breast, then suddenly flinging him from him; ‘you are a defenceless
man,’ he exclaimed, ‘that consideration alone saves you from my
fury. Villain as you are, I will not strike where there can be no
resistance. Oh! tell me,” he continued, turning to Lafroy, ‘Oh! tell
me whither I can fly to rescuc Madeline and her father.’

Lafroy, having made his conditions, informed him without hesi-
tation, and the Count Manfredonia, the husband of Olivia, and his
friend Count Durasso, both declared their resolution of accompany-
ing him directly to Paris.

Whilst the carriages were preparing, the Marquis wrote a hasty
letter to a nobleman of high rank and power there, requesting him
to give whatever authority was necessary to de Sevignie for search-
ing the house of Madame Fleury. De Sevignic never stopped till he
reached Paris, except when compelled to do so for the purpose of
changing horses.

The moment the nobleman to whom the Marquis’s letter was
addressed, had perused it, he procured proper officers to accompany
de Sevignie to Madame Fleury’s. She and D’Alembert were immedi-
ately secured, and the house searched for Madcline and her father.
But when de Sevignie found it searched in vain, no language could
describe what he felt; he flew to the prisoners, and implored them
to reveal the place to which they had conveyed the unfortunate St
Julian and his daughter. They heard his supplications unmoved:
what he asked they could not indeed have granted; yet, in order to
torture him, they pretended that they could. Though unable to
account for the escape of St Julian and Madeline, they yet believed
they had effected it, and rejoiced at the idea, not only on the
account of the anguish which they perceived the uncertainty of
their fate gave to de Sevignie, but from a hope that they might be
able to extricate themselves from his power, and regain the fugi-
tives,

De Sevignie was sinking beneath the horrors of despair, when the
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subterraneous chambers were mentioned by the officers; thither he
directly fled, and there discovered the objects of his search; from
thence he bore the senseless Madeline to the parlour, which was
cleared for her reception. Oh! how utterly impossible to deseribe
her feelings when, on recovering, she perceived de Sevignie—when,
as he pressed her to his throbbing heart, from his lips she received
an assurance of her safety and her father’s: but great as was the
rapture of those feelings, it was faint compared to that which she
experienced on being informed of the existence of Philippe. At first
she doubted the reality of what she heard, and accused de Sevignie
of an intention of deceiving her; then besought him, if he wished to
be credited, to give a solemn assurance of the truth of his assertion.
This solemn assurance was instantly given, and received by Made-
line with a wild seream of joy: then, flying to her father, who, on
the first mention of his brother, had sunk motionless upon a chair,
she flung herself into his arms; her caresses restored him to sensi-
bility. He disengaged himself from her, and knelt down—"Oh!
God," he cried, his uplifted hands folded together, ‘accept my
thanks—accept my thanks for preventing me from being in reality
a murderer, a fratricide. In adversity I besought thee to give me
fortitude to bear it; in prosperity I now beseech thee to give me
moderation to sustain it; Oh! teach, teach me to support with
composure this sudden reverse of situation!’

‘Oh! ecstasy,’ cried Madeline, knecling beside him, ‘to know your
guiltless brother lives; to know you have nothing more to fear, re-
pays me amply for all my sufferings.’

When they grew a little composed, de Sevignie continued his
narration.

‘The web of deceit is at length unravelled,” said St Julian, as
soon as he had concluded it, ‘and the ways of Providence are justi-
fied to man. We now perceive, that however successful the schemes
of wickedness may be at first, they are, in the end, completely de-
feated and overthrown. We now perceive, that God wounds but to
heal, strikes but to save, punishes us in this life, but to correet our
passions, and render us deserving of happiness in that which is to
come.’

Blanche, who had followed them to the parlour, shared their
transports, and now made herself known; for time and sorrow had
so altered her, that St Julian had not the smallest recolleetion of
her. He freely granted the pardon she asked for the part she had
had in his sufferings, and he promised to send her to the place of her
nativity, where she earnestly wished to end her days.

Anxious to terminate the anxiety of his friends, it was deter-
mined that the journey to the Castle of Montmorenci should be
commenced at the dawn of day. Accordingly at the settled time
they left the detested mansion of Madame Fleury, leaving her and
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D’Alembert in it under the care of the officers of justice, till it
should be known whether the charges against them would oceasion
their being confined elsewherc. They travelled with the utmost ex-
pedition, nor slackened their speed, till within a short distance of
the castle, in order to send forward a servant to inform the Marquis
of their approach, lest their appearance, if unexpected, should
affect him too much; but, notwithstanding this precaution, the
emotions he felt on beholding them—on beholding the long separ-
ated brothers folded in the arms of each other, were such as nearly
overcame him, and ‘shook his frame almost to dissolution’.

In the most affecting language St Julian implored Lord Phil-
ippe’s pardon, which he, in terms not less affecting, granted.

‘My sons,” said a reverend Monk from a neighbouring convent,
the same to whom the Marquis had given such particular directions
about his eldest son before he was discovered, ‘take my adviee, and
let a veil be drawn over past transactions, never to be raised except
it is for the purpose of instructing youth, by displaying to them the
fearful scenes which uncontrolled passions may occasion—un-
controlled passions I repeat, for to such were all your miseries
owing. The Marquis, by gratifying his love at the cxpence of
honour and humanity, entailed remorse upon himself, and all the
horrors which must ever attend our conviction of being under the
immediate displeasure of heaven: and you,’ addressing St Julian,
‘by madly following the bent of resentment, plunged yourself, to all
appearance, into an abyss of guilt, from whence you scarcely dared
to raise your eyes to heaven to implore its protection against the
designs of the cruel, and the punishment you thought you had
merited; whilst your brother, by gratifying the impulse of inclina-
tion, without obtaining, or trying to obtain, the sanction of a
parent, left himself exposed to the most base designs, and, by
practising deceit himself, taught others to practise it upon him. In
the course of your sufferings, I dare say you have often accused fate
of being the occasion of them; when, in reality, had you properly
reflected, you would have found they entirely originated with your-
selves: that they are terminated can searcely excite more pleasure
in your hearts than in mine: may your happiness never again know
diminution, and your past sorrows, if mentioned, only be mention-
ed for the purpose of keeping alive a fervent gratitude to that Being
who so wonderfully dispersed them!

‘From your strange and eventful story, the virtuous may be con-
vinced that they should never despair—the guilty, that they
should never exult, as the hour of deliverance to one, and retribu-
tion to the other, often arrives when least expected: both should
also learn by it, that a merciful God makes allowances for human
frailty, and accepts sincere repentance as an atonement for error.’
In the words of the poet the holy man might have concluded,

[867]



Heaven has but
Our sorrows for our sins, and then delights
T'o pardon erring man. Sweet mercy seems
Iis darling altribute, which limils justice,
As if there were desrees in Infinite,
And Infinite would rather want perfection,
Than punish to extent,

‘The affection subsisting between my sons,’” said the Marquis,
‘prevents my feeling that uneasiness I should otherwise experience
at the idea of leaving one almost wholly depending upon the other.’

‘We will know no difference of fortune,’ exclaimed St Julian; ‘all
that I could do for my brother, all that I could bestow upon him,
could never be a sufficient recompence for the sufferings I occasion-
ed him.’

‘Most amply can you recompense them,’ said Philippe.

‘In what manner?’ eried St Julian with eagerness.

‘Need I explain my meaning?’ said Philippe, and he glanced
alternately at Madeline and de Sevignie, whose attachment he had
been previously informed of; ‘need I say that it is by giving your
daughter to my son, you can make me amends for all my sorrows.’

“That I shall readily make such amends, you will believe,” cried
St Julian, ‘when T tell you, that by so doing, I shall ensure my own
happiness; in seeing the precious offspring of Elenora and Geraldine
united, the most ardent wishes of my heart will be accomplished ;
in giving her to de Sevignie, I give her to a man, in whose favour I
felt a predilection from the first moment I beheld him—a predilect-
ion, excited not only by his manner, but his strong resemblance to
you. Take her,” he continued, presenting her hand to de Sevignie,
‘take her with the fond blessing of her father; and may the felicity
you both deserve, be ever your's!’

The feelings of de Sevignie and Madeline were such as language
could not have done justice to; but their eyes, more eloquently
than any words could bave done, expressed them.

Sorrow now seemed removed from every heart but that of
Madame D’Alembert’s; with the deepest melancholy she ruminated
over her sad prospects, and resolved to retire from the castle of
Montmorenci to a convent, as soon as some settlement had taken
place relative to her husband and his iniquitous father. On her
account (well knowing, notwithstanding her abhorrence to them
she would sensibly feel their exposure to public disgrace), the Mar-
quis determined not to give them up to the punishment they merit-
ed, provided they solemnly promised, ere he liberated them, never
more to molest her, or attempt injuring the property she inherited
in right of her mother. He had already spoken on the subject to
D’Alembert, but could not extort a reply from him: he therefore
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resolved on sending an express to the son, to inform him of the con-
ditions on which he would restore him to liberty.

On the evening of this happy day which restored them to the
Castle of Montmorenci, de Sevignie and Madeline wandered into the
forest, and there he lnformcd her of all he had suffered on her
account. ‘In a manner very different from the family to which T was
supposed to belong,” said he, ‘T was brought up, by the desire, it was
said, of Monsieur D’Alembert, my godfather. Not qualified from my
education to partake of the amusements, or join in the pursuits of
my family, I found home unpleasant, and early coneeived a passion
for wandering about; which passion the presents I received from
D’Alembert, and the indulgence of my father, permitted me to
gratify. In the course of my wanderings, I beheld and became
acquainted with you: the feelings you inspired, what followed that
acquaintance must have already explained. Though formed to
adorn the highest station, I yet flattered myself the unambitious
disposition of your father would incline him to bestow you on me,
provided I could prove myself possessed of a competency, and
worthy, from my past conduct, of his approbation. To do the latter
would, I knew, be casy; and to do the former, would, I trusted, be
scarcely more difficult, for D’Alembert had always promised to
secure me a handsome establishment, and I now hoped he might be
prevailed on to fulfil his promises, I wrote to my father, opened my
whole heart to him, and besought him to apply to D’Alembert in
my behalf. I received an immediate answer to this letter, in which
my father charged me, except I wished to incur his severest male-
diction, never to think more about you, declaring that my sole pros-
perity in life depended on my union with D’Alembert’s daughter,
who, in my visits to the chateau, he said, had coneeived a partiality
for me, which her father, rather than destroy her peace, had deter-
mined to gratify. My resolution, on perusing this letter, was in-
stantly formed: I resolved never to marry a woman I disliked, nor
unite myself to one I'loved, except assured I could add to, instead of
injure, her happiness. Notwithstanding my determination, I linger-
ed in your house till the altered looks of your father plainly con-
vineed me he wished for my departure: the pangs which rend soul
and body, could not, I am sure, have been greater than those I
endured on tearing myself from you.

‘I returned to my father’s house; he treated me ill, and I resumed
my wanderings, with a hope that change of scene might alleviate
my anguish; but this hope was disappointed; no change of scene
could change the feelings of my soul; no company could amuse, no
prospect delight; upon the loveliest productions of Nature I often
gazed with a vacant eye—prospects which, in the early days of
vouth, when expectation sat smiling at my heart, I had often con-
templated with a degree of rapturous enthusiasm which seemed to
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raise me from earth to heaven, and mspiring me with a sublime de-
votion, made me look up through Nature’s works to Nature's God.

‘Not all the attention, the hospitality I received at V—, to which
chance alone conducted me, could dissipate the thoughts that cor-
roded my peace; but, as if I had a presentiment of your coming to
it, I could not bring myself to leave it. Strange and inconsistent you
found me: that strangeness, that inconsistency, was owing to a
passion which I wished to conguer, yet could not forbear nourish-
ing—which I wished, yet dreaded, to have returned, conscious as I
was that that return would plunge the object of my love in sorrow.

‘But how weak is the mind of man, how frail his best resolves!
When I found I had an interest in that tender heart, every idea but
of felieity fled from me; and I was tempted to ask you to unite your
destiny to mine: a sudden interruption to our conversation alone
prevented my doing so. Searcely however, had I left your presence,
ere Reason resumed her empire, and represented the baseness of
what I had intended. “*Shall I then persevere in such an intention?"
I eried; “shall I take advantage of her tenderness?—shall I requite
it by plunging her into difficulties—by transplanting her from the
genial soil in which she has flourished, to one of penury?—shall I
sink, instead of exalting, my love?—shall I requite the humanity of
the father, by blasting the hopes he entertains about his child?—
Oh! no,” I exclaimed, maddenmg at the idea, “I will not be such a
villain; I will not, Madeline, merit your after-reproaches and my
own by such conduct; every hope relative to you—hopes which but
inow raised my soul to heaven, I will relinquish.” How I acted in
consequence of this determination you know; but you know not,
nor can I give you any adequate idea of the anguish which I en-
dured in consequence of it—the anguish which I felt at observing
the resentment that glowed upon your cheek, and sparkled in your
eye at the idea of my being either deceitful or capricious; scarcely
on witnessing it, could I withhold myself from kneeling at your
feet, and fully explaining the motives of my conduct. You may
wonder, perhaps, at my not revealing myself on hearing of the
Countess de Merville’s kind intentions towards me; I was prevented
doing so, by an idea of her being, notwithstanding all her worth, too
proud, like the rest of the French Noblesse, to think of bestowing
her Madeline—she, whose graces, whose loveliness fitted her for the
most exalted station, upon the son of a peasant, when onee she had
discovered his origin: to disclose my situation I therefore deemed
unnecessary. After our parting I lingered some time longer at V—,
and might not perhaps have left it so soon as I did, had I not re-
ceived a positive command from my father to return home:—on
doing so, he renewed his importunities for a marriage with D’Alem-
bert’s daughter; I told him my positive determination relative to
her, and he behaved with outrage. I should immediately have quit-
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ted home, had he not assured me, if I did so, his curses would pur-
sue me. Though I considered his conduct unjustifiable, I shrunk
from his malediction, and accordingly obeyed him. Chance first pro-
duced the discovery of my vicinity to her who engrossed all my
thoughts. Ah! little did T think, when T first heard of the newly-
acknowledged son of the Marquis of Montmorenci, that Clermont
was that son: Ah! little did I think, when I heard of the beauty, the
goodness of his daughter, that it was to the praises of Madeline I
was listening, :

‘I saw you one day in the forest; surprise rivetted me to the spot,
nor had I power to move till you disappeared. A domestie belonging
to the castle was passing me at the moment; I enquired from him
about you, and heard your real situation. From that period I
haunted the forest in hopes of catching a glimpse of you; and you
may recollect seeing me one evening near the monumental pillar.

‘Great have been my sufferings, but amply are they recompens-
ed; my present felicity is such as, in the most sanguine moments
of expectation, I never could have thought of experiencing. To find
myself allied to beings congenial to my heart—to find myself on the
point of being united to the woman I adore, is a happiness which
requires the utmost efforts of reason to bear with any moderation.’

As he spoke, they heard an approaching step, and the next in-
stant St Julian appeared before them:—he looked agitated; and
Madeline, in a voice of alarm, enquired the cause of that agitation;
—he briefly informed her.

An express, he said, had just arrived from Paris to announce the
death of young D’Alembert. Maddened at finding his schemes dis-
covered, and his hopes defeated, in a paroxysm of fury he had stab-
bed himself; but scarcely had he committed the rash act ere he
repented it, and implored immediate assistance; this assistance was
procured but to confirm his apprehensions of the wound being
mortal. After suffering excruciating pangs of body and mind, he
endeavoured to ease the latter by a full avowal of all his enormities.
He accordingly confessed his having occasioned the death of a
young girl, called Adelaide St Pierre; his having assassinated the
Countess de Merville, and poisoned her house-keeper, Agatha, for
fear of her betraying him; after which confession he shortly ex-
pired.

Madeline was so shocked by hearing of his crimes, that it was
many minutes ere she had power to move. At length the fond
caresses of her father and attentions of de Sevignie, restored her in
some degree to herself.

Her father then informed her he had sought her for the purpose
of bringing her to the castle, in order to assist him in breaking the
affair to Madame D’Alembert. “Though all affection for her hus-
band must long since,” cried he, ‘have been destroyed by his
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unworthy conduet, I am yet convinced, from her feelings, she will
be shocked to hear of his dying by his own hand. His confession I
mean carefully to conceal from her; for to know her mother was
murdered—murdered by her husband, would, I am confident, en-
tail horror and wretchedness upon her days.’

Madeline now hastened to the castle, and D’Alembert’s death
was communicated with the utmost caution to Madame D’Alem-
bert;—it filled her with horror; but, as St Julian had said, all
affection for him having long before ceased, every hope was enter-
tained of the mclancholy impression which it made upon her mind
being soon erased. On his father it had the most dreadful effect, the
moment he heard it; the proud disdainful silence which he had
observed from the first discovery of his baseness, vanished, and he
vented his misery in groans and exclamations, accusing himself of
being the cause of his son’s destruction. Every attention which
humanity could dictate was paid him, but paid in vain. Attentions
from those he had injured, rather aggravated than soothed his
feelings; and in about two days after his son’s death, he declared
his resolution of renouncing the world. He accordingly withdrew
from the castle of Montmorenci to La Trappe, the most rigid of all
the religious houses in France, where he soon ended a miserable
existence. Immediately after his departure Lafroy was dismissed,
having first, according to the promise that was made him, received
a handsome provision, which, by giving him the power of gratifying
his inordinate passions, soon occasioned his death. Josephe, his
iniquitous brother, was compelled to retire from the vicinity of the
castle; but though he deserved punishment and misery, the Mar-
quis was too generous to permit him to feel any inconvenience in
consequence of this measure. Claude and Blanche, alike penitent,
were, by their own desire, sent to the places from whence they
originally came, amply secured from the ills of poverty. Thus did
the Marquis and his sons fulfil every promise they had made, and
by the mercy they extended to others, proved their gratitude to
heaven for that which they had themselves experienced.

As soon as tranquillity was restored to the inhabitants of the
castle, the nuptials of de Sevignie and Madeline were solemnized;
after which they accompanied Madame D’Alembert, (who with her
friend Madame Chattencuf and her party, had only waited to see
them united,) to the Chateau de Valdore. Without mingled emot-
ions of pain and pleasure Madeline could not re-enter it, nor could
de Sevignie, without experiencing similar ones, behold the walks
where he had often wandered to watch for Madeline, and despair-
ingly sigh forth her name. A constant intercourse was kept up be-
tween the families of Madame D’Alembert and Madame Chatteneuf,
in the course of which Count Durasso, who from the first interview
had been captivated by her graces, made the impression he wished
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upon the heart of Viola. To the softness of the Italian he united the
vivaeity of the French, and was in every respect worthy of her. Till
the happy period which united them, de Sevignie and Madeline
divided their time alternately between the Castle of Montmorenei
and the Chateau de Valdore.

With Durasso, Viola enjoyed a long course of uninterrupted hap-
piness—happiness which could only be equalled by that which her
beloved friends de Sevignie and Madeline experienced.

Having now, to use the words of Adam, brought *my story to the
sum of earthly bliss’, I shall conclude with an humble hope, that
however unworthy of public favour it may be deemed, its not
aspiring to fame will guard it from severity.
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