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WIELAND.

CHAPTER I

I reEL little reluctance in n._pm}?lying with your request,

You know not fully the cause of my sorrows. You are
& stranger to the depth of my distresses. Tence your
‘efforts at congolation must necessarily fail. Yet the tale
that I am going to tell is not intended as'a claim upon
your sympathy. In the midst of my despair, I do not
'ﬁisdnin to contribute what little I can to. the benefit of
mankind. I acknowledge your right to be informed of
the events that have lately happened in my family. Make
what use of the tale you shall think proper. If it be com-
‘municated to the world, it will inculeate the duty of avoil-
ing deceit. It will exemplify the foree of early impres-
‘siong, and show the immeasurable evils that flow from an
ervoricous or imperfeet discipline.

My state is not destitute of tranquillity., The senti-
ment that dictates my feelings is not hope. Futurity hias
no power over my thoughts. To all that is to come I am
purgt':t] y indifferent. With regard to myself, I have no-
thing more to fear. Fate has done its worst. Henee-
forth, I am callous to misfortune.

I address no supplication to the Deity. The power that

averns the course of human affairs has chosen his :
'ﬁ'_ha deeree that ascertained the condition of my life ad-
mits of no recall. No doubt it squares with the maxims
“of cternal equity. That is neither to be questioned nor
‘denied by me, It suflices that the past is exempt from
mutation, The storm that tore up our happiness, and
changed into dreariness and desert the blooming scene
‘of our existenee, is lulled into grim repose; but not until
the victim was transfixed and mangled; till every ob-
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26 WLELAND: OR,

stacle was dissipated by its rage; till every remnant of
‘good was wrested from Wm;“':i’ and exterminated.

How will your wonder, and that of your companicns, be
excited by my story ! Every sentiment will yield to your
amazement, 1f my testimony were without eorrobora-
tions, you would reject it as incredible. The experience
of no human being ean furnish a parallel : that I, beyond
the rest of mankind, should be reserved for a destiny
without alleviation and without example! Listen to my
narrative, and then say what it is that has made me de-
gerve to be placed on this dreadful eminence, if, ind
every faculty be not suspended in wonder that 1 am sti
‘alive and am able to relate it.

Mg father’s a.nces&aly was noble on the paternal side ;
but his mother was the daughter of a merchant. My

randfather was a younger brother, and a native of

axony. He was placed, when he had reached the suit-
able age, at » German college. During the vaeations, he
employed himself in traversing the neighbeuring terri-
tory. On one oceasion it Wﬂ-ﬂi‘ls fortune to visit Ham-
burg. He formed an acquaintance with Leonard Weise,
a merchant of that city, and was a frequent guest at hia
house. 'The merchant had an only daughter, for whom
his guest speedily contracted an affection; and, in gpite
of parental menaces and prohibitions, he; in due season,
beeame her husband.

By this act he mortally offended his relations, Thence-
farward he was entirely disowned and rejected by thom.
They refused to contribute any thix;g. to his support. All
intercourse ceased, and he received from them merely
that treatment to which an absolute stranger, or detested
enemy, would be entitled.

He found an agylum in the house of his new father,
whose temper was kind, and whose pride was flattered by
this alliance. The nobility of his birth was put in the
balance against his poverty. Weige conceived himgelf, on
the whole, to have acted with the highest discretion m'thus
disposing of his child. My grandfather found it incum-
bent dn%jm to search out some mode of independent sub-
gistence,  His youth had been eagerly devoted to litera-
ture and music. These bad hitherto been eultivated
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merely as sources of ammzement. They were now con-
‘verted into the means of gain. At this period thero
were few works of taste in the Saxon dialeet. My an-
ceator may be considered as the founder of the German
Theatre. Tho modern poet of the same name is sprung
from tho same family, and, perhaps, surpasses but little
‘in the froitfulness of his invention, or the soundness o

his taste, the elder Wieland. s lifo was spent in the
composition of sonatas and dramatic pieces. They were
not unpopular, but merely afforded him a scanty subsist-
ence. Hedied in the bloom of his life, and was quickly
followed to the grave by his wife. Their only eh?ld was
taken under the protection of the merchant. At an
early age he was apprenticed to a London trader, and

seven years of mercantile servitude.

My father was not fortunate in the character of him
under whose care he was now placed. e wag treated
with rigour, and full employment was provided for ever
hour of his time. His duties were laborions and mechani-
eal. He had been educated with a view to this profession,
and, therefore, was not tormented with ungatisfied desires.
‘He did not hold his present oceupations in abhorrenee
because they withheld him from paths more flowery and
more gmooth, but he found in unmtermitted labour, and
in the sternmess of his master, suflicient occasions for
discontent. No opportunities of recreation were allowed
him. e spent all his time pent up in a gloomy apart-
‘ment, or traversing narrow and crowded streets. IHis
food was coarse, and his lodging humble,

His heart gradually contracted a habit of morose and
gloomy refleetion. He could not accurately define what
‘was wanting to his happiness. He was not tortured by
comparisons drawn between hia own situation and that of
others. His state was such as suited his age and his
views as to fortune. He did not imagine himself treated
with extraordinary or unjustifiable rigour. In this res
‘he supposed the condition of others, bound like himself
to mercantile service, to resemble his own; yet overy en-
gai;ﬂ:;ggt was irksome, and every hour tedious in its lapse,
~ In this state of mind he chanced to light upon a book
written by one of the teachers of the Albigenses, or
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French Protestants. 'He entertained no relish for books,
and was wholly unconscions of any power they possessed
to delight or instruct, 'Phis volume had lain for years
in a corner of his parret, half buried in dust and rubbish.
He had marked it as it lay; bad thrown it, as bis ceea-
sions required, from one spet to another; but had felt no
inlination to examine its contents, or even fo inguive
what was the subject of which it treated. i)

One Sunday afternoon, being induced to retire fora
few minutes to his garret, his eye wis attracted by a page
of this book, which, by some aceident, had been opened
and placed full in his view. He was seated on the edge
of hiz bed, and was employed in repairing a rent in some
part of his clothes, Igia eyes were not confined to his
work, but, occasionally wandering, lighted at length n
the page. The words ©“Beek and ye shall find,” were
those that first offered themselves to his motice, His
curiosity was rousedsby these so far as to prompt him to
proceed. As soon as he finished his work, he took up
the book and turned to the first page. The further ho
read, the more inducement he found to continue, and he
regretted the deeline of the light which obliged him for
the present to close it. :

The book contained an exposition of the doctrine of
the sect of Camisards, and an historical account of its
origin. His mind was in a state peculiarly fitted for the
reception of devotional sentiments. The eraving which
bad haunted him was now supplied with an object. His'
mind was at no loss for a theme of meditation. On days
of husinéss, he rose at the dawn, and retived to kis
chamber not till late at night. He now supplied himself
with candles, and employed his naaturnaf)'a':id Bunda
hours in studying this book. It, of course, abounded
with allusions to the Bible. All its conclusions were
deduced from the sacred text. This was the fountain,
beyond which it was unnegessary to trace the stream of
religious truth; but it was his duty to trace it thus fur,

A Biblewas easily procured, and he ardently entered on
the study of it. His understanding had received o par~:
ticular direction. All his reveries were fashioned in'tho-
same mould. His progress-towards the formation of his-
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eread was rapid. Every fact and sentiment in this book
were viewed through a medium which the writings of the
Camisard apostle had suggested. Ilis constructions of
the text were hasty, and formed on a narrow secale.
Every thing was viowed in a disconnected position. One
action and one precept were not employed to illustrate
and restrict the meaning of another. Henee aroso &
thousand seruples to which he had hitherto been a stranger.
He was alternately agitated by fear and by eestasy. He
imsg-ineﬂ himself beset by the snares of a epiritual foe,

nd that his security lay in ceascless watchfilness and

Yer.
pmliis morals, which had never been loose, were now
modelled by a stricter standard. The empire of religions
duty extended itself to his looks, gestures, and phrases.
All levities of speech, and negligences of behaviour,
were proscribed. His air was mournful and contempla-
tive.  He laboured to keep alive a sentiment of fear, and
a belief of the awe-ereating presence of the Deity. Ideas
foreign to this were sedulously excluded. To suffer their
intrusion was a crime against the Divine Majesty, in-
zxgg_ﬂbls but by da._yu and weeks of the keonest agonies.

No material variation had sceurred in the lapse of two
years. Every day confirmed him in his present modes of
thinking and acting. It was to be expected that the tide
of his emotions would sometimes recede, that intervals of
despondency and doubt would occur; but these gradually
were more rare, and of shorter duration; and he, at Jast,
arrived at a state considerably uniform in this reage-::t.

His apprenticeship was now alnost expired. On his
arrival at age he became entitled, by the -wiﬁ of my grand-
fither, to a gmall sum. This sum wonld hardly suffice to
set him afloat as a trader in his present situation, and he
héu’;ql‘np‘thing to expeet from the generosity of his master.
Residence in England had, besides, become almost im-
poisible, on aceount of his religions tenets.  In addition
to these motives for secking a new habitation, there was
another of the most imperious and irresistible necessity.
He had imbibed an opinion that it'was his duty to dis-
seminate the truths of the gospel nmong the unbclieviné
nations.  He was terrified at first by the perils and hard-
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‘ships to which the life of & missionary is cxposed. 'Thi
cowardice made him diligent in the invention of oljec-
tions and excuses; but he found it impossible wholly to
shake off the belief that such was the injunction of his
duty. The belief, after every new conflict with his pas-
sions, acquired new strength; and, at length, he formed
‘a resolution of complying with what he deemed the will
of heaven.

The North American Indians naturally presented them-
selves as the first objects for this species of bemevolence:
As soon as hisservitude expired, hie converted his little
fortune into money, and embarked for Philadelphia. Here
his fears were revived, and a nearer survey of savage man-
ners once more shook his resolution.. For a while he re-
linquished his purpose, and, purchasing a farm on the
Sehuylkill, within « few miles of the eity, set himself down
to the cultivation of it. The cheapness of land,and the
service of African slaves, which were then in general use,
gave him, who was poor in Europe, all the advantages of
wealth, He pusseLF fourteen years in & thrifty and labo-
rious roanner. In this time new objects, new employ-
ments, and new asgociates appeared to have nearly oblite-
rated the devout impressions of his youth. He now be-
came acquainted with a woman of a meek and quiot dis-
position, and of slender acquirements like himself, He
proffered his hand and was accepted.

Iis previous industry had now enabled him to dispense
with personal labour, and direct attention to his own con-
cerns. He enjoyed leisure, and was visited afresh by de-
votional contemplation. The reading of the Seriptures,
and other religious books, became once more his favour-
ite exaployment, His ancient belief relative to the con-
version of the savage tribes was revived with uncommon
energy. To the former obstacles were now added the
pleadings of parental and conjugal love. The strugele
was long and vehement; but his sense of duty swould not
be stifled or enfeebled, and finally triumphed over every
inpediment.

lis efforts were attended with no permanent success.
His exhortations had sometimes a temporary power, but
‘more frequently were repelled with insult and devision, In
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pursait of this objeet he enconntered the most imminens
perils, and underwent ineredible fatigues, hunger, sickness,
and solitnde.  The license of savage passion, and the ar-
tifiees of his depraved countrymen, all opposed themselves
tohis progress.  ITis courage did not forsake him till there
appesred no reusonable ground to hope for success.  Ile
desisted not £ill his heart was relieved from the supposed
obligation to persevere. With a constitution somewhat de-
cayed, he at length returned to his family. An interval of
tranguillity suceeeded. Ile was frugal, regular, and strict
in the performance of domestic duties: Ile allied himself
with nosect, because he perfectly agreed with nene. So-
cial worship is that by which they are all distingnished ;
but this article found no place in his ereed. He rigidly
interpreted that prece twﬁieh enjoins us; when we worship,
to retire into solitude, and shut out every sreeies, of
society. According to him, devotion was not only a silent
office, but must be performed alone. An hour at noon
and an hour at midnight were thus appropriated.

At the distance of three hundred yards from his house,
on the top of a rock whose sides wore steep, ruggeﬂ, and
encumbered with dwarf cedars and stony asperities, ho
built what to a common eye would have seemedp . summer-
house. The eastern verge of this precipice was sixty feet
above the river which fowed atits foot. The view belore it
consisted of atransparent current, fluctuating and rippling
ina mi::kg channel, and bounded by a rising scene of corn-
fields and orchards. The edifice was slight and airy. It
was no more than a circular ares, twelve feet in diameter,
whose flooring was the rock, cleared of moss and shrubs,
and ex'ncﬂ{ evelled, edged by twelve Tuscan columns,
and covered by an undulating dome. My father furnished
the dimensions and outlineﬁ,%)ub allowed the artist, whom
he employed, to complete the structure on his own plan.
It was without seat, table, or ornament of any kind,

This was the templeof his Deity. Twice in twenty-four
hours he repaired hither, unaccompanied by any human
being. Nothing but physical inability to move was allowed
to obstruct or postpone this visit.  He did not exaet from
his fiumily compliance with his example. Fewmen,equally
sincerc in their fuith, were as sparing in their censures and
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restriotions, with re&pm to the conduet ¢ as my
father. The character of my mother was no less devout';
but her education had habituated her to a different mode
of worship. The loueiluass of their dwelling Wmtqiilmr

from joining any established con; t’mn but she wos
punctual in the offices of prayer, and in th& p#.rﬁ:ermm
af hymns tc-her aviour, after the manner of the éhaam les
inzendorf. M:.r father refused to interfere in her
arrangementa His own system was embraced not, aceu-
rately speaking, because it was the best, but because it
had been expressly preseribed to him.  Other mﬂﬂm 1f'
practised by other persons, might be equally aetzes
His deportment to others was full of nhsrl mﬂ&-
ness. A sadness perpetually overepread lns features,
but was unmingled with eternness or discontent, The tones
of his voice, his gestures, his steps, were all in tranquil
uniform. His conduet was characterized by & certain

forbearance and humility, which secured the esteem of

thoge to whom his tenets were most obnoxious. They
might eall him a fanatic and a dreamer, but' they could
not deny their veneration to his invineible candour and
invariable integrity. Ilis own belief of rectitude was
the foundation of his happiness. This, however, was
destined to find an end.

Suddenly the sadness that constantly attended him was
deepened. Sighs, and even tears, sometimes escaped him.
To the, expostulations of his wife he seldom answered
any thing. When he designed to be communicative, ha
hinted that his peace of mind was flown, in consequence
of ‘deviation from his duty. A command had besn laid
upion him, which he had delayed to perform. He felt a8
if a certain period of hesitation and reluctance had been
allowed him, but that this period was passed. He was
no longer {lltllliil.tt&d to obey. The <lut} assigned to Eu.m
was transferred, in consequence of his disebedience, t
another, and-all let remgined was to endure the penai

He did not deseribe this penalty. It &
nothing more for some time than a spyso T h‘lﬂr
was suiliciently acute, and was aggravated b tha belief
that his offence wus incapable of expidtion. No one could
contemplate the agenies which he geemed to suffer with-
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out the deepest compassion. Thue, instead of lightenin
the hurden,p;‘ arcd to add toit. At length he hm
to his wife that his end was near. His imagination did
not prefigure the mode or the time of his deccase, but was
fraught with an incurable persuasion that his death was
at hand. e was likowise haunted by the belief that the
kind of death that awaited him was strange and terrible.
“His anticipations weroe thus far vague and indefinite; but
they sufficed to poison every moment of his being and
devote him to ccaseless anguish.
3

Jie

a the




CIIAPTER IL

EARsy in the morning of a sultry day in Angust he
left Mettingen to go to the city. [Ile ha se]dum
a day from home since hig veturn from the shores of the
Ohio. Bome urgent engngements at this time oxisted,
which would not admit of further delay., He returned in
the evening, but appeared to be preatly oppressed with
fatigue. fElm silence and dejection were Iﬁ:emsa in'm
more than ordinary degree conspicmous. My mother's
brother, whose profeasion was that of a surgeon, chaneed
to spend this muht at our house; It was'from him that
I have {'n.qucnt! y received an exact account of the
mournful eatastrophe that followed.

As the evening advanced, my father’s inguietudes in-
creased. He sat with his: f.':.m;lly as:usual, but took no
part in their conversation, He npi)em-cd fu]lj’ engrossed
by his own reflections. Qecasionally his countenznce ex-
hibited tokens of alarm; he gazed steadhsﬂjr and wildly
at the ceiling ; and the exertions of his companions were
searcely suflicient to interrupt his rever ie. On recover-
ing from these fits, he expressed no surprise, but, press-
ing his hand to his head, complained; in a f:remuioua and
terrvified tone, that his brsun was scorched to cinders. He
would then betray marks of insupportable anxiety,

My uncle perceived by his pulse that he was indisposed,
but o no alarming degree, and aseribed appearances
chiefly to the workings of his mind, He exhorted him
to recollection and composure, but in 'vain. At the haurf
of repose he readily retired to his chamber. At the p
suagion of m{v mother he even undressed and went to
Nothing could abate his restlessness; lHe ‘cheeked ]m;-i
tender expostulations with some sternness. *Bo silent,”

HE
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said he; “for that which I feel there is but one cure,
and that will shortly come. You can help me nothing,
Look to your own condition, and pray to God to
strengthen you under the calamities that await you.”
“ What am I to fear?” she answered. “What terrible
disaster is it that you think of ?*  “ Peace!—as yet I
know it not myself, but come it will, and shortly.” She
repeated her inquiries and doubts; but he suddenly put
an end to the discourse, by a stern command to be silent.

She had never before known him in this mood. Hither-

to all was benign in his deportment. Her heart was
wrced with sorrow at the contemplation of this change.
he was utterly unable to account for it, or to figure to
herself the species of dizaster that was menaced.

Contrary to custom, the lamp, instead of being placed
on the hearth, was left upon the table. Over ity against
the wall, there hung @ small clock, so contrived a3 to
~strike a very hard stroke at the end of every sixth hour.
That which was now approaching was the signal for re-
tiring to the fane at which he addressed his devotions,
Long habit had oceasioned him to be always awake at
this hour, and the toll was instantly obeyed.

Now frequent and anxious glances were cast at the
clock. Not a single movement of the index appeared to
escape his notice.  As the hour verged towards twelve,
his anxiety visibly sugmented. The trepidations of my
‘mother kept paee with those of her husband; but she
was intimidated into silence. All that was left to her
was to watch every change of his features and give vent
to hor sympathy in tears.

At length the hour was spent, and the clock tolled.
The sound appeared to communicate a shock to every
part of my father's frame. He rose immediately, and
‘threw over himself a loose gown. FEven this office was
E"ﬂrmed with difficulty, for his joints trembled and

iig teeth chattered with dismay. At this hour his duty
‘ealleéd him to the rock, and my mother naturally con-
‘cluded that it was thither he intended to repair. Yet
thiése incidents were 80 uncommon a3 to fill her with
astoriishment and foreboding. She saw him leave tho
room, and heard his steps as they hastily descended the
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was going to a plige }'i'nrﬁitﬁﬂi'_;il_;{w# on earth could
induee him to suffor an attendant.

The window of her chamber loocked towards the rock.
Tho atmasphere was clear and calm, but the edifice could
not be diseovered at that distance through the dusk. My
mother’s anxiety would not allow her to remain where
ahe wag. Bho roso, and seated herself st the window.
Bhe strained her sight to get a view of the dome, and
of the path that led to it. The first painted itself with
suflicient distinctness on her faney, but was undistin-
guishable by the eye from the rocky mass on which it
was erected. The second could be imperfoctly seen; buk
her hushand had already passed, or had taken a different
direstion.

What was it that she feared ¥ Some disaster impended
over her hushand or<herself. He had predicted evils,
but professed himself ignorant of what nature they were.
When were they to come? Was this night, or this hour,
to witness the accomplishment? She was: tortured with
impatience and uncertainty. All her fears were at pre-
sent linked to his person, and she gazed at the elock,
with nearly as much eagerness as my father had done,
in expeetation of the next hour,

A half hour passed away in this state of suspense.
Her eyes were fixed upon the rock ; suddenly it was illu-
minated. A light proeeeding from the edifice made
every part of the scene visible. A gleam diffused itself
over the intermediate space, and instantly a loud report,
like the explosion of o mine, followed. She uttered an
involuntary shriek, but the new sounds that greeted hor
ear quickly conguered her surprise, They weré piercing
shrieks, and uttered without intermission. The gleams,
which had diffused themselves far and wide, were in a
moment withdrawn s but the intérior of the edifice was
filled with rays. i '

The fivst suggestion was: that o pistol was discharged,
and that the structure was on fire. She did not allow
herself time to meditate a second thought, but rushed
into the entry and knocked loudly at the door of her
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brother’s chamber. My uncle had been previously roused
by the noise, and instantly flew to the window, He also
imagined what he saw to be fire. The loud and vehe-
ment shrieks which suceeeded the first explosion seemed
to bo an invoeation of guttour. The incident was inexs
plicable; but he could not fuil to perceive the propriety
of hastening to the spot. Me wns unbolting the door,
when his sistor's voice was heard on the outside conjuring
him to come forth.

He obeyed the summens with all the speed in his

ower, ﬁe stopped not to question her, but hurried
wn-stairs and across the meadow which lay between
the house and the rock. The shricks were no longer to
be heard; but a blazing light was clearly discernible bie-
tween the columns of the temple. Irregular steps, hewn
in the stone, 1éd him to the summit. On three sides this
edifice touched the very verge of the ¢lif. On the fourth
side, which might be regarded as the front, there was an
area of small extent, to which the rude gtairease eon-
ducted you. My unclo speedily gained this spet. His
strength was for & moment exhansted by kis haste. 1le
paused to rest himself. Meanwhile he bent the raost
vigilunt attention towards the objeet before him.

Within the columns he beheld what he could no hetter
deseribe than by sa;,*inlg that it resembled a cloud im-
pregnated with light. 1t had the brightness of Hame, but
was without its upward motion. It did not oceupy the
whole area, and rose but a few feet above the floor.” No
portof the building was on fire. This appearance wag
astonishing. He approached the temple.  As he went
forward the light retired, and, when he put his feet
within the apartment, utterly vanished: The sudden-
niess of this transition increased the dacrkness that
succeeded in a tenfold degree. Fear and wonder ren-
dered him powerless. An oceurrence like this, in a
place assigned to devotion, was adapted to intimidate the
stoutest heart,

His w'n.micriri% thoughts were recalled by the groans of
one near him. Ilis sight gradually recovored its power,
and he was able to discern my father stretched on the
floor. At that moment my mother and servants arrived,
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with a lantern, and enabled iy uncle to examine more
¢losely this scene. My Father; when he left the house,
besides a loose upper vest and slippers, wore a shirt and
drawers. Now he was naked; his skin throughout the
greater purt of his body was scorched and bruised. His.
right arm exhibited marks: as-of having been struck-
by some heavy body. His clothes had been removed,
and it was not immediately perceived that they were
reduced to ashes. His slippers and his hair were un-
tonched.

He was removed to his chamber, and the requisite
attention paid to his wounds, which gradually became.
more painful. A mortifieation speedily showed itsolf in
the arm, which had been most hurt. Soon after, the
other wounded parts exhibited the like appearance.

Immediately subsequent to this disaster, my father
seemed nearly in a state of insensibility. He was passive
under every operation. e scarcely opened his eyes, and
was with diffieulty prevailed upon to answer the questions
that were put to him. By his imperfeet account, it ap-
Fﬁarml, that while engaged in silent orisons, with thoughts
ull of confusion and anxiety, a famt gleam suddenly
shot ‘athwart the apartment. His fancy Immedistely
pictured to itself a person bearing a lamp. It seemed
to come from behind. e was in the act of turning to
examine the visitant, when his right arm received a blow
from a heavy club. At the same instant, a very bright
spark was seen to light upon his clothes.  In 4 noment,
the whole was reduced to ashes, This was' the sum of
the information which ho chose to give. There whas
somewhat in his manner that indicated an imperfect tale.
My uncle was inclined to believe that half the truth had
been suppressed.

Meanwhile, the disease: thus wonderfully penerated
betrayed more terrible ptoms. Fever .anﬁaliﬁum
terminated in lethargic mgnher, which, in the course of
two hours, gawe place to death; yet not till mmﬁqwree
able exhalations and crawling putrefietion had driven
from his chamber and the house every one whom their
duty did not detain, : _ .

ugh was the end of my father. Nane, surely, was
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ever more mysterious. When we recolleet his gloomy
anticipations and unconquerable anxicty, the security
from human malice which his character, the place, and
the condition of the times might be supposed to confer,
the purity and cloudiessness of the atmosphere, which
rendered it impossible that lightning was the cause, what
ave the conclusions that we must form?

The prelusive gleam, the blow upon his arm, the fatal
spoark, the éxplosion heard so far, the fiery clond thut
environed him, without detriment to the structure, though
composed of combustible materials, the sudden vanishing
of this cloud at my uncle’s approach:—what is the in-
ference to be drawn from these facts? 'Their truth
cannot be doubted. My uncle's testimony is peeuliarly
worthy of credit, because no man's temper is more
keptical, and his belief is unalterably attached to natural
causes. ™

I was at this time a child of six years of age. The
impressions that were then made upon me can never be
cffaced. I was ill qualified to judge respeeting what was
then passing; but, as I advanced in age and became more
fully acquainted with these facts, they oftener became the
sulject of my thoughts. Their resemblance to reeent
events revived them with new foree in my memory, and
made me more anxious to explain them. Was this the
penalty of disobedience I—this the stroke of a vindictive
and invisible band? Is it a fresh proof that the Divine
Ruler interferes in human affairs, meditates an end, selects
and eommissions his agents; and enforces, by unequivoeal
sanctions, submission to his will? Or was it mercly the
irregular expansion of the fluid that imparts warmth to
ou:fﬁ:lmrt- and our blood, caused by the fatigue of the
preceding day, or flowing, by established laws, frow the
condition of hig thoughta.

* A cusd in fta aymptonis exnctly parallol to this i pablished in one
of the Journnls of Fleremee. Bee, likewiao, similar casea réported by
Mussen. Merritle and Muraiee, in the = Journal de Medicine” Tor Febiru-
ary ol May, 1783, The researehios of Mool and Fontans have throwa
yome light upon this subject.




CHAPTER IIL

Tre shock which this disastrous occurrence occasioned
tomy mother was the foundation of a disensewhich carried
her, in a few months, to the grave. My brother and my-
self were children at this time, and were now reduced to
the condition of orphans. The pm]i::-rty which our parents
left was by no means inconsidarable. It was intrusted
to faithful hands till we should arrive at a suitable age.
Meanwhile our education was assigned to a maiden aunt
who resided in the eity, and whose tenderness made usin
u short time cease to regret that we had lest a mother.

The years that succeeded were tranquil and happy.
Qur lives were molested by few of those cares that are
incident to childhood. By accident more than design,
the indulgence and yielding temper of our amnt was
mingled with resolution and steadfastness. Bhe seldom
deviated into either oxtreme of rigour or lemity. Our
social pleasures were subject to no unreasonable restraints.
We were instructed in mrost branches of useful knowledge,
and were saved from . the corruption and tyrannyof
colleges and boarding-schools. ol

Our companions were chiefly sclected from the children
of our neighbours. Between oneof these and my brother
there quickly grew the most affectionate intimacy. Her
nawe was Catharine Pleyel.  She was rich, beautiful, and
contrived to blend the most bewitehing softness with the
most exuberant vivaeity. The tie by which my brother
and she were united seemed to add foree to the love which
I bore her, and which was nm}?l'y--retumﬁﬁ. Between her
and myself there was every cireumstance tending to pro-
duee and foster friendship.  Qur sex and age were the
same. Wo lived within sight of each other's abode.

40
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Our tempers were remarkably congenial, and the super.
intendents of our educgtion not on ]y preseribed to us the
same pursuits, but allowed us to cultivate them I@Lf:t-.her.

Every day added streneth to the triple bonds that
united wa.  We gradually withdrew ourselves from the
snciety of others, and found every moment irksome that
was net devoted to each other, My brother’s advanee in
pge made no change in our sitwation. It was dotermined
that his profession should be agriculture. This fortune
exempted him from the neeessity of personal labour.
The task to be performed hir lim was nothing more thun
‘superintendence. The skill that was demanded by this
was merely theoretical, and was furnished by casual in-
gpeetion, or by closet study. The attention that was

aid to this subjeet did not seclude him for any long time

romn ug, on whom time had no other effcet than to ang-
ment our impatience: in the absence of each other and of
him. Our tasks, our walks, our music, were seldom per-
formed but in each other's company.

It was easy to see that Catharine and my brother were
born for cach other. The passion which they mutually
entertained quiekly broke these bounds which extrems
‘youth had set to it; confessions were made or extorted,
~und their union was postponed only till my brother had

pussed his minority. The previous lapse of two years
wa# constantly and usefully employed.

Oh, my brother! But thoe task I have set myself let
~me perform with steadiness. The felieity of that period
“was marred by no gloomy anticipations. The future, like

the present, was sovene,  Time was supposed to have only
‘new delights in store. 1 mean not to dwell on previous
~ incidents longer than is necessary to illustrate or explain
‘the great events that have since happened.  The nuptial
day at length arrived. My brother took posscssion of
the house in which ke was born, and here the long-pro-

tracted marriage was solemnize
My father's property was equally divided between us.

A neat dwelling, situated on the bank of the river, thrce-

guarters of a mile from my brother's, was now oceupied
M by me.  These domains were enlled, from the mume of
the fivst possessor, Mettingen. I can seareely aeccount
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for my refusing to take up my abode with him, unless it

were from o digposition to be an economist of pleasure.
Self-denial, seasonably exercised, is one means of en-
hancing our gratifications. I wag, besides, desirous of
administering o fund and ﬁﬂating-m household of ny
own, The short distance allowed us to exchange visits
as often as we pleased. The walk from one mansion to
the other was no undelightful prelude to our interviews.
I was sometimes their visitant, and they as frequently
Wwere my guecsts.

Our edocation had been modelled by no religious
standard. We were left to the guidance of our own un-
derstanding and the casual impressions which society
might make upon uwa. My friends’ temper, as well as
my ¢wn, exempted us from much anxiety on this account.
Tt must not be supposed that we were without veligion;
but with us it was the produet of lively feelings, excited
by reflection on our‘own happiness, and by the grandeur
of external nature. We sought not a basis for our
faith in the weighing of proofs and the dissection of
creeds. Our devotion was a mixed and casual sentis
ment, seldom verbally expressed, or solicitoualy sought,
or carefully retained. In the midst of present enjoy-
ment, no thought was bestowed on the future. As a
consolation in calamity, re]i(f;ion is dear.. DBut ealamity
was yet at a distance; and Hs only tendency was to
heighten enjoyments which needed not this addition to
satisfy every craving.

My brother's situation was somewhat different. His
deportment was grave, considerate, and thoughtful, T
will not say whether he was indebted to sublimer views
for this dispogition. Iluman life, in his opinion, was
made up of changeable elements, and 'the principles of
duty were not easily unfolded. The future, either as
anterior or subsequent to denth, was a scene that required
some preparation and provision to be made for it. These
positions we could not deny; but what distingnished him
was & propensity to ruminate on these truths, The images
that visited us were blithesome and gay, but those with
which he was most familiar were of an o&cpéﬂate bue.

They did not generate afliiction and fear, but they dif-
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fused over his behaviour a éertain air of forethought and
sobriety. The principal effect of this temper was visiblo
Jin bis featurcs and tones, These, in geéncral, bespoke a
sort of thrilling melancholy. I scarcely éver knew him
1o laugh. Ile never accompanied tho lawless mirth of
his companions with more than a smile, but his conduct
was the same as ours,

He partook of our occupations and amusements with
& zeal not less than ours, but of a different kind. The
diversity in our temper was never the ¥urﬂn: of discord,
and wae searcely a topie of regret. The scene was va-
riegated but not tarnished or disordered by it. It hin-
dered the-element in which we moved from stagnating.
Some agitation and coneussion is requisite to the due ex-
ercise of human wnderstanding. In his studies; he pur-
sued an austerer and more arduous path. He was much
conyersant with the history of rcligious opinions, and
took pains to ascertain their validity., He deemed it in-
dispensable to examine the ground of his belief, to settle
the relation between motives and aetions, the criterion
of merit, and the kinds and proporties of evidence.

Phere was an obvious resemblance between him and
my father in their conceptions of the importance of cer-
tain topics, and in the light in which the viciesitudes of
human life were accustomed to be viewed. Their cha-
racters were similar; but the mind of the son wns en-
riched by science and embellished with literature.

The temple was no longer assigned to its ancient use.
From an Italian adventurer, who erroneously imagined
that lie could find employment for his skill and sale for
his seulptures in Awmerica, my brother hadegurchumd a
bust of Cicero. e professed to have copied this picee
from an antique dug up with his own hands in the cnvi-
rons of Modens. Of the truth of his assertions we were
not qualificd to judge; but the marble was pure and
polished, and we were contented to admire the perform-
ance, withont waiting for the sanction of connoisscurs.
We hired the same artist to hew a suitable pedestal from

@ na&iﬁ;houring quorry. This was placed in the temple,
- and the bust rested upon it.  Opposite to this was a harp-
sichord, sheltered by w temporary roof from the weather,



This was the place of resort in the evenings of summer.
Here we sung, and talked, and read, m:ﬁa aoeasionally
bangueted. Every joyous and tender scene most dear to
my memory is connccted with this edifice. Here the
performances of our musical and poetical ancestors were.
rehearsed. Here my brother’s children received the rudi-
ments of their education; here a thousand conversations,
regnant with delight and improvement, fook place; and
iere the social affections were aceustomed to expand; and
the tear of delicions sympathy to be shad. '

My brother was an indefatigable student. The authora
whom he read were numerous; but the chief object of
his veneration was Cieere. He was never tired of con-
ning and rehearsing his productions. To understand
them was not sufficient. Ie was anxious to discover the
gestures and cadences with which they onght to be de-
livered. He was very scrupulous in selecting o frue
acheme of pronunciation for the Latin' tongue, and in
adapting it to the words of his darling writer. His fa-
vourite occupation eonsisted in embellishing his rhetorig
with all the proprieties of gestioulation and utternnce.

Not contented with thisﬁm was diligent in settling and
restoring the purity of the text. Forthis end; he collected
all the editions and commentaries that ceuld be pro-
cured, and employed months of severe study in exploring
and comparing them. He never betrayed more satisfue~
tion than when he made's discovery of this kind.

It was not till the addition of Ilenry Pleyel, my
friend's only brother, to our society, that his passion for
Roman eloquence was countenaticed and fostered by a
sympathy of tastes. This young man had been some
years in Europe.. We:had separated at & very carly ags,
and he was now returned to spend the remamder 'fﬂﬁl
days among ns.

Qur circle wns greatly enlivened by the aceession of a
new member.,  His conversation abounded with novelty.
His gayety was almost beisterous, but was capable of
yielding to o grave deportment when the occasion re-
fuired 1. His discornment was acute; but he was prone
to view every ohject meroly as supplying materials for
mirth, IIis coneceptions were ardent '%ut ludigrous, and.
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‘his mewmory, aided, as he honestly acknowledged, by his
‘invention, was an inexhaustible fund of entertainment.

* His residence was at the same distance below the city
as ours was above, but there seldom a day with-
‘out our being favourcd with & visit. My brother and ho
were endowed with the same attachment to the Latin
writers ; and Pleyel was not behind his friend in his
knowledge of the history and metaphysies of religion.
Their ereeds, however, were in many respecta opposite.
Where one discovered only confirmations of his faith,
the other eould find nothing but reasons for doubt. Moral
necessity and Calvinistic inspiration were the pmi}s on
‘which my brother thought proper to repose. Pleyel was
‘the champion of intellectual liberty, and rejected all
guidance but that of his reason. Their discussions were
* wtpmt, but, being managed with candour as well as

with skill, they were always listened to by us with avidity
and benefit, i

Pleyel, like his new friends, was fond of music and
rgebrj' Henceforth our concerts consisted of two vio-
ling, a harpsichord, and three voices. We were frequently
~ reminded how much happiness depends upon society.

This new friend, though before bis arrival we were sen-
sible of no vaeuity, could not now be spared. His de-
_ would occasion a void which nothing could fll,
and which would ﬁrmluce insupportable regret. Even
‘my brother, though Lis opinions were hourly assailed,
and gven the divinity of Cicero contested, was captivated
‘with his friend, and laid aside gome part of his ancient
gravity st Pleyel's approach.



CHAPTER 1V.

81X years of uninterrupted happiness had rolled away
singe my brother’s marriage. The sound of war had
been heard, but it was at such a distance as to enhance
our enjoyment by affording objects of comparisen. The
Indians were repulsed on the one side, and Canada was
conquered on the other. Revolutions and battles, how-
ever calamitous to those who occupied the scene, contri-
buted in some sort to our happiness, by agitating our
minds with curipsity and furnishing eauses of patriotie
exultation. Four children, three of whom were of an age
to compensate, by their personal and mental progress,
the cares of whieh they had been, at a more helpless age,
the objects, exercised my brother's tenderness, ’iq:ﬂ
fourth was a charming babe that promised to display the
image of her mother, and enjoyed perfect health.  To
these were added a sweet girl fourteen years old, who was
loved by all of us with an affection more than parental.

Her mother’s story was a mournful one.  8he had come
hither from England when this-child was an infant, alone,
without friends, and without money. She appeared to
have embarked in a hasty and clandestine manner. She
passed three years of solitude and anguish under my
aunt’s protection, and died a martyr to woe the souree of
which she could by no importunities be prevailed upon to
unfold. Her education and manners bespoke her to be
of no mean birth. THer last moments were rendered
serene by the nssurances sho received from my nunt that
her daughter should experience the same protection that
had been extended to herself. = o+

On my brother's marriage it was agrecd that she
shonld make a part of his family. T cannot do justice

6
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to the attractions of this girl. Perhaps the tenderness
she excited might partly originate in ber personal re-
semblance to her mother, whose character and misfortenes
were still fresh in onr remembrance.  She was habitually
pensive, and thiz cireumstance tended to remind the
B.Pecmmr of her fricndless eondition; and yet that epi-
thet was surely misap{:liml in this case. This being was
cherished with unspeakable fondness by those with whom
she now resided. Every exertion was made to enlarge
-anil improve her mind.  Tler safety was the object of
golicitude that almost exceeded the bounds of dizeretion.
Qur affection, indeed, could scarcely transcond her merita.
Bhe never met my eye or ceeurred to my reflections
~without exciting & kind of enthusinsm. Her softness,
‘her intelligence, her equanimity, never shall T seo sur-
passed. I have often shed tears of pleasure at her
‘approach and pressed her to my bosom in an agomy of
fondness.

While every day was adding to the charms of her person
‘and the stores of ﬁer mind, there occurred an event which
‘threatened to deprive us of her. An officer of some
rank, who had been disabled by a wound at Quebee, had
employed himself, since the ratification of peace, in travel-
llns ough the eolonies. He remained a considerable
period at Philadelphia, but was at last preparing for his
_j_sj:partum. No one bad been more frequently honoured
- with his visits than Mrs. Baynton, a worthy lady with
whom our family were intimate. He went to her house
with a view to perform a farewell visit, and was on the
point of taking his leave when I and my young friend
entered the apartment. It i3 impossible to describe
the emotions of the stranger when he fixed his eyes
upon my eompanion. Ile was motionless with surprise.
He was unable to conceal his feclings, but sat silent]
gazing at the spectacle before him. At length le turn
to Mrs. Baynton, and, more by his looks and gestures
than by words; besonght her for an explanation of the
scene.  He seized the hand of the girl, who, in her turn,
sras surprised by his behaviour, and, drawing her forward,
anid, in an eager and faltering tone, “Whoisshe? whenco
does she come? what is her name¥” '
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The answers that were given only increased the ¢on-
fusion of his thoughts, He was successively told thatshe’
was the daughter of one whose name was Louisa Conway,
who arrived among us at such a time, who sedulously con-
cealed her parentage and the motives of her flight, whose
incurable griefs had finally destroyed her, and who had lefs
this child under the protection of her friends. Having
heard the tale, he melted into tears, eagerly clasped the
{i:}ung Indy in his arms, and ealled himself her father.
When the tumults excited in his breast by this unlooked-
for ‘meeting were somewhat subsided, he gratified our
euriosity Izly relating the following incidents;—

“Miss Conway was the only danghter of a banker in
London, who discharged towards her every duty of an
affectionate father. He had chanced to fall info her
campang, had been subdued by her attractions, had
tendered her his hand, and been joyfully accepted both
by parent and child. His wife Jhad given him every
proof of ‘the fondest attachment. Her father, whw
gessed immense wealth, treated him with distinguished
respect, liberally supplied his wants, and had made one
condition of his consent to their wnion a reselution to.
take up their abode with him.

“They had passed three {ears of conjugal felicity,
which had been augmented by the birth of this child,
when his professional duty ealled him into Germany. It

Uwas not without an arduous struggle that she was %frc
suaded to relinquish the design of accompanying him
through all the toils and perils of war. No parti
was ever more distressful.  They strove to alleviate, b
frequent letters, the evils of their lot. Those of his
wife breathed nothing but anxiety for his safety and im-
patience of his absence. At length & new arrangement
was made, and he was obliged to reg:ii.r from Westphalia~
to Canada. One advantage attended this change: it
afforded him an oppertunity of meeting his family. His'
wife anticipated this interview with no less rapture than
himself. He hurried to London, and, the moment he
alighted from the stage-coach, van with all speed to
Mr. Conway's house,

It was o house of mourning. Iis father was over-
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whelmed with grief and ineapable of answering his in-
~ guiries. The servants, sorrowful and mute, were equally
refractory.  He cxplored the house, and called on the
Rames '-:i?his wife and daughter; but his summons were
fruitless. At length this new disaster was explained.
wo days before his arrival, his wife's chamber was found
 empty. No search, however diligent and anxiouy, could
Arnoe her steps.  No cause could be assigned for her dis-
appearance. Themother andchild had fled away together.
- “Npw exertions were made; her chamberand eabinets
‘were ransacked; but no vestige was found serving to
inform them as to the motives of her flight, whether it had
‘been voluntary or otherwise, and in what corner of the
kingdom or of the world she was concealed. Who shall
‘describe the sorrow and amazement of the husband,—his
restlessness, his vicissitudes of hope and fear, and his
 mitimate despair? His duty ealled him to America. He
 had been in this eity, and bad frequently passed the door
of the house in which his wife at that moment resided.
Her father had not remitted his exertions to elueidate this
inful mystery; but they had failed. This disappoint-
thastened his death ; in eonsequence of which Louisa’s
er beeame possessor of his immense property.”
This tale was a copious theme of speculation. A
onsand queatims._ were started and diseussed in our
estic ecircle respecting the motives that influenced
Stuart to abandon her country. It did not appear
her proceeding was involuntary, We recalled and
- reviewed every particular that had fallen under our own
‘observation. By none of these were we furnished with
. aslue, Her conduct, nfter the most rigorous serutiny,
1l remained an impenetrable secret. n(.ﬁ anearer view,
ajor Stuart proved himself a man of most amiable
acter. His attnchment to Louisa appeared hourly
increase. She was no straneer to the sentiments suit-
to her new character, Bhe could not but readily
brace the scheme which was proposed to her,—to re-
with her father to England.  This scheme his regard
for her induced him, however, to postpone. Some time
a8 necessary to prepare her for so great achange and
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enable her to think without agony of her separation
from us. e T e

T was not without hopes of prevailing on her father
entirely to relinquish this unwelcome design. meh;h
he pursued his travels through the southern colonies, and
his daughter continued with ns.  Louisa and my brother
frequently received letters from him which indicated a
mind of no common order. They were filled with amusing
details and profound reflections. While here, he often
partook of our evening conversations at the temple; and
sinee his departure hig correspondence had frequently
supplied ns with topies of discourse. ”

({,ne afternoon in May, the blandness of the air and
brightness of the verdure induced us to assemble earlier
than usual in the temple. We fernales were busy af the
needle, while my brother and Pleyel were bandying
quotations and syllogisms. The point discussed was the
merit of the oration for Cluentins, as deseriptive, first,
of the genius of the speaker, and, secondly, of the man~
ners of the times, Pleyel laboured to extenuate: hoth
these species of merit, and tasked bis ingennity to show
that the orator had embraced & bad cause, or, at least, &
donbtful one. Ile uried that to rely on the exagrerations
of an advocate, or to make the pieture of ‘a s‘ring?ﬂ family
o model from which to sketeh ‘the condition of & nation,
was absurd, The controversy was suddenly diverted inte
n new channel, by a misquotation. Pleyel necused his
companion of saying *pollicintur” when he should have
said “polliceretur.’” Nothing would decide: the contest
but an appeal to the volume. I\I{ brother was returning
to the house for this purpose, when a servant met him
with a letter from Major Stuart. He immediately re-
turned to read it i our company- "

Besides affectionate compliments to us and paternal
benedietions on Louisa, lis letter contained n deseription
of & waterfall on the Monongahela/ A sudden gast of rain
falling, we were compelled to remove to the house. The
storm passed away, and u radiant moonlight sugceeded,
There was no motion to resume our seats in the temple.
We therefore remained where we wore, and engaged in
sprightly conversation. The letter lately recoived natu-
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lys tod the topic. A parallel was drawn between
ﬁm{um there :lei;gfibad I::id one which Pleyel hud
disgovered among the Alps of Glaras. In the state of
the former, some particular was méntioned tho truth of
which was questionable. To settle. the dispute which
thenee arose, it was proposed to have recourse to the
lutter. My brother searched for it in his pocket. It was
nowhere to be found. At length Le remembered to have
loft it in the temple, and bLe determined to go in search
for it. s wife, Pleyel, Louisa, and myself, remained
where we were,

In a fow minutes he returned. T was somewhat inte-
rested in the dispute, and was therefore impatient for his
return ; yet, ag I heard him ascending the stairs, 1 ¢ould
Snot but remark that he bad exeented his intention with
yemarkable despateh. My eyes were fixed upon him on
(lds entrance. Methought he imu ht with him looks con-
Igiderably different from those with which he departed.
- Wonder and a slight portion of anxiety were mingled in
them. His eyes seemed to be in search of somo ohjeet.
(They d quickly from one person to another, till they
rested on his wife. She was seated in o careless attitude
Jon the sofs, in the same spot as before. She bad the
-game muslin in her hand by which her attention was
ehiefly engrossed.

The moment he saw her, his perplexity visibly in-
cereased. He guictly seated himself, and, fixing his eyes
won the floor, appeared to be absorbed in meditation.
These singulavities suspended the inquiry whieh I was
preparing to make respecting the letter. 1n a short time,
“the Eﬂmpmg relinquished the subject which Ianqagc.d
them, and directed their attention to Wicland., They
~thought that he only waited for & pausein the discourse
to produce the letter. The pause was uninterrupted by
liim. At length Pleyel said, “Well, I suppose you have
found the letter ™

#No,” snid he, without any sbatement of his gravity,
and lookin s‘tmuii‘ut]y at his wife; “I did not mount t-gn
hill."'—¢ %]:}* not ""—¢ Catharine, have you not moved
from that spot since 1 left the room ¥"—8he was affected
with the solemnity of his manner, and, laying down her
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work, answered, in o tone of surprise, “No. Why do
otk tha iaton -1l eyt mor again xed Spo
the floor, and he did not immediately answer. At length
he‘-snid&ibﬂki;l “round upon us, “1Is it true that Catha-
rine did not follow me to the hill 2—that she did not just’
now enter the room ¥ We assured him, with one veice;
that she had not been abgent for a moment, snd ingui
into the motive of his gquestions, .

“ Your assurances,” said he; “are sclemn and unani-
mous; and yet I must deny eredit to your assertions; or
disbelieve the testimony of my senses, which informed
me, when I was half-way up the hill, that Catharine waa
at the hottom.™

We were confounded at this declaration. Pleyel ral-
lied him with great levity on his behaviour. He listened
to his friend with calmness, but without any relaxation
of features. .

“ (One thing,” sald he; with emphagis, “is true: either
I heard my wife's voice at the bottom of the hill, or 1 do,
not hear your voice at present.”

“Truly,” returned Pleyel, “it is a sad dilerama to
which you have reduced yourself. Certain it is, if our
eyes can give us eertainty, that your wife has been sitting
in that spot during every moment of your absence. You.
have heard her voice, you say, upon the hill. In geéneral,
her voice, like her temper, is all softness.  To be heard
across the room; she is'obliged to exert herself.  While
you were gone, if I mistake not, she did not utter a
word. Clara and T Liad all the talk to onrselves. Still,
it mpy be that she held a whispering conferonce with you
on the hill; but tell us the particulars.” '

#The conference,” said e, *“was shert, and far from
being carried on in awhisper. Yon know with what in-
tention I left the house. Half-way to the roek, the moon
was for & moment hidden from uws by a clond. I never
koew the air to be more bland and more calm. In this
interval I glanced at the temple, and thought 1 saw a

limmering between the columng. It was so faint that
it would not perhaps have been visible if the meon had
not been shirouded. 1 looked agnin, but saw nothing, I
never visit this building alone, or at niglit, without being
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reminded of the fate of my father, There was nothing
“wonderful in this-appesrance; yet it suggested something
nore than mere-solitwde and darkness in the same place
‘would have done.
# I kept on my way. The images that haunted me
~were solemn; and I entertained an imperfeet curiosity,
‘but no fear, as to the natare of this object. I had as.
~cended the hill little more than half way, when a voico
~ealledd me from behind, The aceents were clear, distinet,
powerful, and were uttered, as I fully believed, by my
wife. Ier voice is not commonly soloud. Bhe lins seldom
~ oceasion to exert it; but, nevertheless, T have sometimes
‘heard her call with force and eagerness. If my ear was
‘niot deeeived, it was her voice which I heard :—
“#4Btop! go no farther. There is danger in your path.’
The suddenness and unexpectedness of this warning, the
“tone of alarm with which 1t was given, and, above all, the
E"B’U&ﬂlm} that it was my wife who spoke, were enough
1o disconcert and make me pause. I turned, and listened
to assure myself that 1 was not mistaken. The deepest
‘silence suceceded. At length I spoke in mdy turn :—
S Whoealls 7 Ts it you, Catharine ¥’ I stopped, and pre-
‘sently received an answer:—*Yes, it is 1; go not up;
return instantly; you are wanted at the house.” Still
tho voice was Catharine’s, and still it proceeded from the
foot of the stairs.
 “What could I do? The warning was mysterious. To
" beauttered by Catharine at a place and on an ceeasion like
(this-enbanced the mystery. I could do nething but uhcly.
~Aceordingly, I trod back my steps, expecting that she
waited for me at the bottom of the hill. When I reached
“the bottom, no ene wes visible. The moonlight was once
_more universal and brilliant, and yet, as far as I eould
. &oe, no human or moving figure was discernible.  If she
had returned to the house, she must have used wondrous
expedition to bave passed alveady beyond the reach of
my eye. I exerted my voice, but in vain. To my re-
peated exclamations no answer was returned.
~ “Ruminating on these ineidents, I returned hither.
There was no rcom to doubt that T bad heard my wife's
voies ; attending incidents were not easily explained; but



r

“to that method of solution,

54 IWIELAND O,

.m.m'w;-mm-me.M'mﬁi ! extraording ‘has ha
pened to urge my rﬁtm,ai:i w;g.x .
~moved from her seat.’”

that my wife has not
Such was my brother's narrative. . It was heard by us
with different emotions. Ployel did not seruple to regard
the whale as » deception of the senses. Perbaps a voiee
had been heard ; but Wicland’s imagination hnd misled
him in supposing a resemblance to that of his wife and
giving such a signification to the sounds. According to
his custom, he spoke what he thought. Sometimes he
made it the theme of grave discussion, but more fre-
quently treated it with ridicule. He did not believe that
sober reasoning would convinee his friend; and ga '_et{,,-
he thought, was useful to take away the guiemnit—i'as.wiié Dy
in a mind like Wieland’s, an accident of this kind wag
ealeulated to produce. :
Pleyel proposed to go in search of the letter, }e
went, and speedilyreturned, bearing it in his hand. He
had found it epen on the pedestal ; and neither voice nor
visage had risen to impede his design. -
Catharine was endowed with an uncommon portion of
good sense; but her mind was accessible; on this quarter;
to wonder and panie. That her voice should be thns
inexplicably and unwarrantably sssumned was a source
of no small disquietude. She admitted the plausibility
of the arguments by which Pleyel endeavoured to prove
that this was no more than an auricular deception; but
this convietion was sure to be shaken when she turned her
oyes upon her husband and perceived that Pleyel's logic
was far from having produced the same effeet upon him.
As to myself, my attention was engaged by this oe-
currence. L could not fail to peresive a shadowy resom-
blance between it and my father's death. On tge:'l&ttgr_;
event I had frequently reflected; my reflections never
conducted me to certainty, but the doubts that existed
were not of a tormenting kind, I counld not deny that
the event was miraculous, and ﬁi{tst._.I was invincibly averse
Ty wonder was excited by
the inserutableness of the cause, but my wonder was
unmixed with sorrow or fear. It bogat in me a thrilling
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aund not unpleasing solemnity.  Similar to these were
the sensations produced by the recent adventure,

But its effect upon my brother's imagination was of
chief moment, All that was desirable waa that it should
be regarded by him with indifference. The worst effect
that conld flow was not indeed very formidable. Yet T
‘conld not bear to think that his senses should be the
victima of such delusion. It areved a discased condi-
tion of hig frame, which might show itself hercafter in
wore dangerous symptoms, The will is the tool of the
umlm;m:zﬁing, which must fashion its conelusions on the
motices of sense. If the senses be depraved, it is im-
possible to ealenlate the evils that may flow from the
consequent deductions of the understanding.

I said, This man is of an ardent and melancholy cha-
racter. Those ideas which, in others, are casual or
obscure, which are entertained in moments of abstraction
and solitude and easily escape when the seene is chan%cd-,
have obtained an immovable hold uwpon his mind. The
conclusions which long labit have rendered familiar and,
in some sort, palpable to his intellect, are drawn from
Ahe decpest sources. All his actions and practical senti-
‘ments are linked with long and abstruse deductions from
the system of divine government and the laws of our
antellectual constitution. He is in some respects an
-enthuziast, but is fortified in his belief by innumerable
arguments and subtletics.

His father's death was always regarded by him as
flowing from a direct and supernatural deeree, 1t visited
his meditations oftener than it did mine. The traces
which it left were more gloomy and permanent. This
new incident had a visible cge:rst in ‘augmenting his
gravity., Hoe was less disposed than formerly to con-
¥erso and reading.  When we sifted his thonghts, they
were generally fonnd to have a relation more or less
dirget with this incident. It was difficult to ascertain
the exnet spocies of impression which it made upen him.
He never introduced the subjeet into: conversation, and
ligtened with a silent and halt-serious smile to the satiri-
(eal effusions of Pleyel.

One evening we chanced to be alone together in tho



“you have never told me in iy you con
the late extraordinary incident.” ‘There is .
terminate way in which the subject can be viewed.
is an effect; but the cause is utterly inscruta
suppose » deception will not do. Such is possib
there are twenty other S'u};tozégiﬁﬁni more pr
T%must- all be set aside before we reach
“Whit are these twenty suppositions?”’  *Ifis n
to mention them. They are only less improbable thi

PLeiyo 's. Time may convert one of them into certainty.
Till then, it is useless to expatiate on them.,” 10



CHAPTER V.

Boue time had elapsed when there happened another
‘oocurrenes; still more remarkable. = Pleyel, on hig return
from Europe, brought information of considerable im-
Ert:mm 16 my brother. My ancestors were noble:
Baxons, and possessed large domains in Lusatia. The
Prossian wars had destroyed those persons: whose right
to these estates precluded my brother's. Fleyel had
‘been exact in his inquiries, and had discovered that, by
‘the law of male-primogenitare, my brother's claims were
:-gypg;ri_ar to thoso of ani other person now living. No-
thing was wanting but his presence in that country, and
~ a legal application, to establish this elaim.

~ Pleyel strenuonsly recommended this measure. Tho
adyantages he thought attending it were numerons, and
it would argue the utmost folly to negleet them. Con-
trary to his expectation, he found my brother averse to
the scheme, g!ight efforts, he at first thought, would
#ubdue his reluctance; but he found this aversion by no
‘means slight. The interest that he took in the happi-

ness of his friend and his sister, and his own partiality to

the Suxon soil, from which he had likewise sprung, and
where he had spent several years of his youth, made him

redouble bhis exertions to win Wicland's consent. For
(this end he empl-:ﬁcﬁ every argument that his invention

‘could sugpost. 1l painted, in attractive eolours, the

‘gtate of manners and povernment in that country, the

~security of civil rights, and the freedom of religious senti-

‘ments.  He dwelt on the privileges of wealth and rank;

and drew from the servile condition of one class an argu-
57
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mignt in favour of his acheme, since the revenne and,
jpower annexed-4o'a German principality afford so Jarge
a field for .,'.?mevolemisi;, The evil flowing: ﬁamg?;ﬂ
power, in malignant hands, was proportioned to the good
E?:t would a,_nsse- from: the __'-,-'hrh}’ir;qm use of it. Henee,
Wicland, in forbenring to-claim his own, withteld all the
positive felicity that would acorue to his vassals from his
success, and hazarded all the misery that would redound
from a loss onlightened proprietor, 3
It was: ensy for my brother to repel these ;gnmtmisl;
and to show that mo spot on the globe enjoyed equal
security and liberty to that which he at present in-
habited :—that; if the Saxons had nothing to fear from
wmisgovernment, the external causes of havee and alarm
were numerous and manifest. The recent devastations
cammitted by the Prussians furnished a specimen of
these. The horrors of war would alwa{a impend over
them, till Germany, were scized and divided by Austrian
and Prussian tyrants; an event which he strongly sus-
pected was at no great distance. But, setting these eon-
siderations aside, was it laudable to grasp at wealth and
power even when they were within our reach? Were!
not these the two great sources of depravity? What
geenrity had he that in this change of place and ton-
ditien i‘{e should not degenerate into a tyrant and volap-
tuary ! Power and riches were chiefly to be dreaded on
account of their tendency to deprave the possessor.  Ie
Ireld them m abhorrence, not enly as instroments of
misery to. others; but to him on w{om they were eon
fv.-rrei Besides, riches were comparative; and was he
not rich already? He lived at present in the bosom of
security and luxury. All the instruments of pleasure
on whicl his reason or imagination set any value wore
within his reach. It these he must forego, for the sake
of advantages which, whatever were their value, were ag
{et uncertain.  In pursuit of an imaginary addition to
is wealth, he must reduce himself to poverty; he must
exchange present certainties for what was distant and
contingent; for who knows not that the law i3 8 system
of expense, delay, and wneertaingy ¥ If he should em-
brace this sehiome, it would lay him under the neeessity
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of making a voyage to Europe, and remaining for »
cortain period separate from bis family. e must
andergo the perils and discomforts of the ecean; he
‘must divest himzelf of all dowestie plensures; he must.
deprive his wifo of her companion, and his children of a
father and instructor: and all for what? For the am-
biguons sdvantages which overgrown wealth and flagi-
tions tyranny have to bestow? For a ;;meuriaua pos-
session in a land of turbulence and war? Advantages
which will not eertainly be gained, and of which the ae-
quisition, if it were sure, is necessarily distant.

~ Pleyel was enamoured of his scheme on account of its
intrinsic benefits, but likewise for other reasons. Iis
abode at Licipsic made that country appear to him like
home. ‘Ie was connected with this place by many social
tics.  While there, he had not eseaped the amorous con-
tagion. But the lady, though her heart was impressed
in his favour; was compelled to bestow her hand upon
another. Death had removed this impediment, and he
waz now invited by the lady herself to return. This he
‘was'of eourse determined to do, but was anxious to obtain
the company of Wieland: he could not bear to think of
#n eternal separation from his present associates. Their
interest, hie thought, would be no less promoted by the
change than his own, Hence he was importunate and
indefatizable in his argnments and solicitations.

He knew that he could not hope for mine or his sister’s
ready concarrence in this scheme.  Should the subject
e mentioned to us, we should league our efforts against
him and strengthen that reluctance in Wieland which
already was sufficiently difficult to conquer. He there-
fore anxiously coneealed from us his purpose.  1f Wieland
were previously enlisted in his canse, he wounld find ita
dess difficult task to overcome our aversion. My brother
was silent on this subjeet, bocause he believed himself in
mo danger of changing his opinion, and he was willing to
saye us from any unepsiness.  The mere mention of sueh
- acheme, and the possibility of his embracing it, he
knew, would considerably impair our teanguillity.

. One day, about three weeks subsequent to the myste-
“riows eall, it was agreed that the family should be my
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‘gerenoenjoyment. Pleyel had p mmdwghm Y5
but we did not see him till the sun had nearly declined.

He brought with him a countenance that betokened dis-
appointment and vexation. He did not wait for our in-
quiries, but immediately explained the cause. Twodays
before & packet had arvived from Hamburg, twal:ueh he
had flattered himself with the expectation of receiving
letters; but no letters had arrived. I mever saw him
so much subdued by an untoward event. His thoughts
were employed in a¢eounting for the silence of his friends.
He wagseized with the torments of jealousy, and suspeeted
nothing less than the infidelity of her to whom he had
devoted his heart. The silence must have been con-
certed.  Her sickness, or absence, or'death, would have
inereased the certainty of some one’s having written,
No supposition could he formed but that his mistress had
grown indifferent, or that she had transferred her aficetions
to another. The miscarringe of a lettor wag hardly
within the reach of possibility. From Leipsic to Ham-
burg, and from Hamburg hither, the conveyance was
e:&?csud to no hazard.

Te had been so long detained in America chiefly in
consequence of Wieland's aversion to the scheme which
he proposed. He now became more impatient. than ever
to return to Europe. When he reflected that. hy his
delays he had probably forfeited the affections of his
mistress, his sensations amounted to agony. It only re-
mained by his speody departure to repair, if possible, or
prevent, so intolerable an evil. Already he had half
resolved to embark in this very ships which, he was in-
formed, would set out in a few weeks on hor return,

Meanwhile he determined to make a new attempt to
shake the resolution of Wieland. The evening was some-
what advanced when he invited the latter to walk abroad
with him. The invitation was accepted, and they loft
Catharine, Louiga, and me, to amuse curselves by the
best means in our power. During this walk, Pleyel re-
newed the subject that was nearest his heart. e ve-
urged nll lis former arguments and placed thew in more.
foreible lights. ST
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-promised to return shortly; but hour after hour
passed, and they made not their appearance. Engaged
in sprightly conversation, it was not till the clock struck
twelve that we wore reminded of the lnpse of time. The
abisenes of our friends excited some uneasy apprehensions.
We were expressing our fears, and comparing our con-

etures as to. what might be the cause, whon they entered
;ii:;zﬂ;jar. There were indications in their éountenances
that struck me mute, These were unnoticed by Catha-
rine;, who was eager to express her surprise and cariosit
at the length of their waﬁ:- As they listened to her,
remarked that their surprise was not less than ours.
They gazed in silence on each other and on her. I
watehed their looks, but could not understand the emo-
tiong that were written in them.
- These appearances diverted Catharine's inquiries into a
pew channel. What did they mean, she asked, by their
silende, and by their thus gazing wildly at cach other
and at her?  Pleyel profited by this hint, and, assaming
- an air of indifference, framed some trifling excuse, at the
game time darting significant glances at Wieland, as if to
eaution him against disclosing the truth. My brother said
nothing, but delivered himself up to meditation. I like-
wise was gilent, but burned with impatience to fathom this
mystery. Presently my brother, and his wife, and Louisa,
returned home.  Pleyel proposed, of his own aecord, to
be my Fﬁ_ﬂast. for the night. This cirenmstance, in addi-
tion to those which proceded, gave now edge to my wonder.

As soon as we were deft along; Pleyel's: countenance
assumod an air of scricusness, and even consternation,
which I had never before boheld in him. The steps with
which he measured the floor betokened the trouble of his
thoughts. My inquiries were snspended by the hope that
he wouldl give me the information that I wanted without
the importunity of questions. I waited some time, but
the eonfusion of his thoughts appeared in no degreo to
abate, At length 1 mentioned the apprehensions which
their nnusual absence bad oceasioned, and which were
increased by their behaviour singe their return, and
solicited an explunation. He stopped when I began to
speak, and looked steadfastly at me.  When 1 h‘ame,
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he said to me, in » tone which faltored through.
mence of his emotions, * How were you employe:
our absence?” I furning over the Della Crusen die
tionary and talking on different sulbjects; but just bhe-
fore your cntrance we' were tormenting ourselves with
omens and prognostics relative to your absence.” “Catha~
rine wag with you the whole time?” #Yes.” “But are
}'ﬁm-mre 17« Mostsure. She wasnot absent a moment.”
1ostood, for atime, asif toassure himself of mysincerity.
Then, -'ci'cnching his hands and wildly lifting them above
his head, * Lo,"" eried he, *“I have news totell you. The
Baroness de Stolberg is dead!” '

This waes her whom he loved. T was not surprised at
the agitation which he betrayed. ‘But how was the
information procured? How was the truth of this news
connected with the circumstance of Catharine's remnin-
ing in our company ! He was for some time inattentive:
to my questions.  When he spoke, it seemed merely a
continuation of thereverie intowhich he had been plunged.

“And yet it might be a mere deception. But conld
hoth of us in that case have been deceived? A rarve and
prodigious coincidence! Barely not impossible. And
yet, if the accent be oracular, Theresa is d]:md. No, no!"
continued he, covering his face with his hands, and ina tone
half broken into sobs, I cannot believe it.  She has not
written ; but, if she were dead, the faithful Bertrand would
have given me the earliest information. And yet, if he
Imew%:ia master, he must have casily guessed at the effect
of such tidings. In pity to me he was silent.

¢ Clara, forgive me; toyou this behaviour ismysterions,
I will explain as well as fam able. But say not s word
to Catharine. IHer strength of mind is inferior to yours.
Bhe will, besides, have more reason to be startled. She
is Wigland's angel.” .

Pleyel proceeded to inform me, for the frst tinie; of the
scheme which he had pressed with so much earnestnesy
on my brother. He enumerated the objections which
bhad been made, and the industry with which he had
endeavoured to confute them. Ile mentioned the effoct
upon his resolutions produced by the failure of o letter.
“During our late walk,” continued he, “I introduced
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‘the subject that was nearcst my heart. I reurged all
‘my former arguments, and placed them in more foreible
lights.  Wieland was still refractory. He expatiated on
‘the perils of wealth and power, on the sacrednoss of con-
jnzal and parental daties, and the happiness of mediocrity.
“No wonder that the time passed unperceived away.
Qur whole souls were engaged in this cause.  Several
times we eame to the foot of the rock: as soon: as we
_pereeived it we ehanged our eourse, but never failed to
terminate our cireuitous and devions ramble at this spot.
At length your brother observed, ‘We seem to be led
‘hither by a kind of fatality. Since we are so near, lot
us ascend and rest ourselves a while. If you are not
weary of this argument we will resume it there.’
 “] tacitly consentod. We mounted the stairs, and,
“drawing the sofu in front of the river, we seated ourselves
upon it. I took up the thread of cur discourse where we
‘had dropped it. fri-_lim]erl his dread of the sea, and
‘his attachment to home. I kept on in this strain, so con-
~genial with my disposition; for some time, nninterrupted
E; him. At length lie said to me, “Suppose, now, that
I, whom argument has not convinced, should yield to ridie
eule, and should agree that your schome is eligible: what
will yon have gained? Nothing. You have other ene-
‘mies besides myself to éncounter. When you have van-
_(tniahad me, your toil has scurecly begun. There are my
-gister and wife, with whom it will remain for you to main-
tain the contest, And, trust me, they are adversarics
whom all your foree and stratagem will never subdug.”
I insinunted that they would model themselves by his
will; that Cutharine would think obedience her uty.
He answered, with come quickness, ¢ You mistake. Their
coneurrence i indispensable. 1t'is not my eustom to
exaot saerifices of this kind. I live to be their protector
and friend, and not: their tyrant and foe. If my wile
ghall deem her happiness and that of her children most
ceonsulted by remaining where she is, here she-shall re-
main.”  *But," said I, ‘when she knows vour pleasure,
will she not conform to it " Before my friend had time
to answer this question, a negative was clearly and dis-

tinetly uttered from another yuarter. It did not eome



Whenee then did it come? By whose orguns was it
P S

“If any uncertainty had existed with regard to these
particulars, it would have been removed by a deliberate
and equally-distinet repetition of the same monosyllable,
fNo." The voiee was my sister's. It appeared to come
from the'roof. I started from my seat. *Catharineg,’
exclaimed I, ‘where are you?' No answer was returned.
I searched the room and the area before it, but in vain.
Your brother was motionless:in his seat. I returned to
him, and placed myself again by his-side. My astonish-
ment was not less than his. _

“¢Well," said he at length, ‘what think you of this ¥
This is the selfsame voiee which I formerly heard: you
are now convineed that my ears were well mformed.’

“¢Yes," said I, ‘this, it is plain, is no fietion of the
fancy.” We again sunk into mutual and thoughtful
gilence. A recollection of the hour; and of the length of
our absence, made we at last propose to return. We rosé
up for this purpose. In doing this, my mind reverted to
the contemplation of my own econdition. *¥Yes,” said I,
alond, but without partieularly addressing myself to Wie-
land, ©my resolution is taken. I cannot hope to prevail
with my friends to accompany me. They may doze away
their days on the banks of Schuylkill; but, as to me {
go in the next vessel; I will fly to her presence and de-
mand the reason of this extraordinary silence.’

#1 had searcely finished the sentence, when the same
mysterious voice exclaimed, ¢ You shall not go. The seal
of death is on her lips. Her silence is the silence of the
tomb." Think of the effeets which accents like these
must have had upon me. 1 shuddered as I listened. As
soon as I recovered from my first amazement; * Who iz it
that speaks? said I; ‘whenee did you procure these
dismal tidings?" I did not wait long for an answer,
¢ I'rom a source that cannot fail. Bosatisfied. Sheis
dead.”  You may justly be surprised that, in the cireum-
stances in which I heard the tidings, and notwithstand-
ing the mystery which environed him by whom they were
imparted, I could give an undivided attention to the facts
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which were the subject of our dialogue. 1 eagerly in-
quired, When and where did she die? What was the
cause of her death?  Was hor death sheolutcly eortain?
An answer was returned only to the last of these gues-
tions  “Yes," was pronounced by the same voice; but it
now mﬁi from a greater distance, and the deepest
gilence was all the return made to my subsequent inter-
rogatories.

_ ““It was my sister’s voice; but it could not be uttered
by her; and yet, if not by her, by whom was it uttered?
\Ehcn we returned hither and discovered you together,
the doubt that had previously existed was removed. It
wag manifest that the intimation came not from her,
Yet, if not from her, from whom could it come? Are
the circumstances attending the imparting of this news
proof that the tidings are true? God forbid that they
should be true!"

Here Ployel sunk into anxious silence, and gave me
Jeisure to ruminate on this inexplicable event. Iamata
losa to describe the sensations that affected me. Iam not
fearful of shadows. The tales of apparitions and enchant-
ments did not possess that power over my belief which
eould even render them intereating, I saw nothing in
them but ignorance and folly, and was a stranger even to
‘that terror which is pleasing. But this incident was dif-
forent from any that 1 ever bofore known, IHere
were proofs of a sensible and intelligent existence; which
could not be denied. Here was information obtained and
img‘med by means unquestionably superhuman.

hat there are conscious beings besides oursclves in
existence, whose modes of activity and information sur-
pass our own, can searcely be dented. Is therea %]im
afforded us into a world of theso superior beings ! Kf;
heart was scareely large enough to give admittance to so
swelling a thought. ?\u awe, the sweetest and most go- .
lomm that imagination can conceive, pervaded my whole
frame, It forsook me not when I parted from Playel and
retired to my chamber. An impulse was given to my
Spirits utterly incompatible with sleep. I passed the night
wakeful ond full of meditation. I was impressed with
the Lielicf of mysterious but not of malignant agency.

b



66 WIELAND; OF;

‘Hitherto nothing had oceurred to persuade me that this
airy minister was busy to evil rather than to good pur-
poses;  On the contrary, the idea af‘.an‘pmiar-nrtnﬁimf
always been associated in my mind with that of superior
power. The warnings that had thus been heard appeared
to have been prompted by beneficent intentions. My
brother had been hindered by this voice from ascending
the hill. He was told that danger lurked in his path,
and his obedience to the intimation had perhaps saved
him from a destiny eimilar to that of my {ather,

Pleyel had been rescued from tormenting uneertainty,
and from the hazards and fatigues of a fruitless vﬁjnﬁf,_,.
gy the same interposition. It had assured him of the

eath of his Theresa.

This woman was, then, dead. A confirmition of the
tidings, if true, would speedily arvive. Was this con-
firmation to be deprecated or desired? By her death, the
tie that attached him to Furope was taken away., Hence-
forward every motive would combine to vetain him in his
native country, and we were reseued from the deep re-
rrets that would accompany his hopeless absenco fromus.
i"l"ﬂ}‘.lihiﬁllﬂ was ‘the spirit that imparted these tidings.
Propitious he would perhaps have been, if he had been
instrumental in producing as well as in communicsting:
the tidings of her death.  Propitious to us, the friends
of Pleyel, to whom has thereby been seenred the enjd‘f-
ment of his society; and not unpropitiouns to himself;
for, though this object of his love be snatched away, is
there not another who is able and willing to console him
for her loss?

Twenty days after this, another vessel arrived from the:
same port. In this intervpl, Pleyel for the most part
estranged himself from his old companions. He was be-
come the prey of a gloomy and unsociable grief. His
walks were limited to the Eﬁnk of the Delaware. This
bank is an artificial one. Reeils and the river are on
ong side, and a watery marsh on the other, in that part:
which bounded his lands, and which extended from the:
mouth of Hollander's Oreek to that of Sehuylkill, No
gcene ¢an be imaginﬂd less entieing to a lnwsr-::uf';ihﬂ%:]?h‘-i
turesque than this. The shore is deformed with mud
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‘and cneumbered with a forest of reeds. The fields, in
Tost seasond, are mire; but, when they afford a firm foot-
ing, the ditches by which they are bounded and inter-
“sected are mantled with stagnating green, and emit the
‘most noxious exbalations. Health 1s'no less a stranger
‘to those seats than pleasure. Spring and autumn are
siire to be accompanied with agues and bilious remittents.
The scenes which envivoned our dwellings at Mettingen
‘eonstituted the reverse of this. Schuylkill was here a
ﬁa snd translucid current broken into wild and cease-
less music by recky points, murmuring on a sandy mar-
gin, and mifacting on its surface banks of all varieties
of height and degrees of declivity. These banks were
-¢heckered by patches of " dark verdure and shapeless
masses of white marble, and erowned by copses of eedar,
or by the regular magnificence of orchards, which, at
this season, were in blossom, and were prodigal of odours,
The ground which receded from the river was scooped
‘into valleys and dales. Its beauties were enhanced b
the horticultural skill of my brother, who bedecked this
_exquisite assemblage of slopes and risings with every
nﬁzmes of vegetable ornament, from the giant arms of
the oak to the clustering tendrils of the honeysuckle.
~ To screen him from the unwholesome airs of his own
‘residence, it had been proposed to Pleyel to n]pend the
‘months of spring with us. He bad apparcuntly acqgui-
“esced in this proposal; but the late event induced him
‘to change his purpose. e was only to be scen by visit-
ing him in his retirements, His gayety had flown, and
Jevery passion was absorbed in eagerness to proeure tid-
- ings from Saxony. I have mentioned the arrival of an-
“other vessel from the Elbe. - He deseried her early one
morning as he was passing along the-skirt of the river.
She was casily recognised, being the ship in which he
had performed his first voyage to Germany. He im-
-medistely went on board, but found no letters directed to
‘him. This emission was in some degree compensated by *
meeting with an old acquaintance among the CHEOTE,
‘wha liad till lately been a resident in Liipsic. This person
Eut an cnd to all suspense respecting the fate of Theresa,
by relating the particulars of her death and funeral.
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indeed been damped; but even in this resi;m he was.
a more acceptable companion than formerly, since his
seriousness was neither incommunicative nor sullen.
These incidents for a time cecupied all our thoughts.
In me they produced a sentiment not unallied to pleasure,
and more speedily than in the case of my friends werein-
termixed with other topics. My brother was particularly
affected by them. It was easy to peregive that most of his
meditations were tinctured from thiz source. To this was:
to be ascribed a design in which his pen was at this period.
engaged, of collecting and investigating the facts whichre-
late to that mysterious personage, the Daemon of Socratm-f
My brother’s skill in Greek and Roman learning was
exceeded by that of few, and no doubt the world would
have accepted a treatise upon this subject from his hand
with avidity; but, alas! this and every other scheme of
felicity and honour were doomed to sudden blast and
hopeless extermination.



CHAPTER VL

I xow come to the mention of a person with whose
name the most turbulent sensations are connected, If is
with a shuddering reluctance that I enter on the provinee
of deseribing him. Now it is that I begin to percecive
the difficulty of the task which I have undertaken; but
it would be weakness to shrink from it. My blood is
congealed and my fingers are palsied when I call up his
image. Shame upon my cowardly and infirm heart!
HitEm‘-to I have proceeded with some degree of com-
posure; but now Rmu‘atr pause. I mean not that dire
remembrance shall subdue my courage or bafile my
‘design; but this weakness cannot be immediately con-
guered. I must desist for a little while.
I have taken a few turns in my chamber, and have
gathered strength enough to proceed. Yet have I not
projected a task boyond my power to executo? If thus,
on the very threshold of the scene, my knees falter and
I sink, how shall I support myself when I rush into the
midst of horrors such as no heart has hitherto conceived
nor tongue related? I sicken and recoil at the prospeet;
‘and yet my irresolution is momentary. I have not formed
thiagem gn upon slight grounds ; and, though T may at times
pause and hositate, 1 will not be finally diverted from it.
And thow, O most fatal and potent of mankind, in what
terms shall I describe theo? Iﬁ'hat words are adequate
to the just delineation of thy character? Iow shall I
detail the means which rendered the socrecy of thy pur-
poses unfathomable?  But Twill not anticipate. Let me
recover, if possible, a sober strain.  Let me keep down
the flood of passion that would render me precipitate or
‘powerless. ﬁi me stille the agonics that are awakened
i Lt
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by thy name. Tet me for & time regard thee as a being
O i cerviblo WAL, Tk vao tout WSl BRI sot
templation of the evils of which it is but too certain that
thou wast the author, and limit my view to those harmless
‘appearances which attended thy entrance on the stage.-

One sunny afternoon 1 was standing in the door of my
house, when I marked & person passing close to the edge
of the bank that was in front. His pace was a careless.
and lingéring one, and had none of that gracefulness and
ease which distinguish a person with certain advantages
of education from a clown. His gait was rustic and
awkward. His formn was ungainly and disproportioned.
Shoulders broad and square, breast sunken, his head
drogping, his bedy of uniform breadth, supported by
long and lank legs, were the ingredients of ]?is‘ frame.
His garb was not ill adapied to sach a figure, A slouchied
hat, tarnished by the weather, a coat of thick gray cloth,
cut and wrought, as it seemed, by 2 country tailer, blue
worsted stockings, and shoes fastened by thongs and
deeply discoloured by dust, which brush had wever dis-
turbid, constituted his dress.

There was. nothing - remarkable: in these appearances:
they were frequently to be met with on the road-and in
the harvest-field. I eannot tell why I gazed upon them,
on this occasion, with more than ordinary attention,
unless it were that such figures were seldom seen by
me except on the road or field. This lawn was only
traversed by men whose views were directed to the plea-
sures of the walk or the grandenr of the scenery.

He passed slowly along, frequently pausing, as if to.
examine the prospeet more deliberately, but never turning.
his eye towards the house, 8o as to allow me a view of his
countenance. Presently he entered a eopse at a small
distance, and disappeared. My oye followed him while
he remained in sight. If his image remained for any
duration in my fancy after his departure, it was because
no other object oceurred sufficient to expel it. el

I continued in the same spot for half an hour, v Is
and by fits, contemplating the image of this wandever,
and drawing from eutward appearances those ipfercnces
with respeet to the intellectoal history of this person,
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which experience affords us. I reflected on the alliance
which commonly subsists between ignorance and the
practice of agriculture, and indulged myself in airy
epeculations as to the influence of progressive knowledgo
in dissolving this alliance and embodying the dreams of
the poets. I asked why the plough and the hoe might
not become the trade of every human being, and how
this trade might be made conducive to, or at least con-
sistent with, the acquisition of wisdom and eloguence.
Weary with these reflections, I returned to the kitchen

to perform gome household office. I had usually but one

servant, and she was a girl about my own age. I was

near the chimney, and she was employed near the

;_&hpt of the apartment, when some one knocked. The

‘door was opened by her, and she was immediately

“addressed with, ¥ Pr'ythee, good girl, canst thou supply
o thirsty man with a glass of buttermilk ¥ She answered

that there was none in the house. ““Ay, but there is

‘some in the dairy yonder. Thou knowest as well as I,

though Hermes never taught thee, that, though every
dairy be a house, every house is not a dairy.” To this

-gpeech, though she understood only a part of it, she re-

‘plied by repeating her assurances that she had none to

‘give. * Well, then,” rejoined the stranger, “for charity’s
‘sweet sake, hand me forth a cup of cold water.” The
ogirl said she would go to the spring and feteh it.  ““Nay,
- give me the cup, and suffer me to help myself. Neither
‘manacled nor lame, I should merit burial in the maw of
~garrion-crows if I laid this task upon thee,”” She gave
‘him the eup, and he turned to go to the spri

ng.
I listened to this dialogue in silence. %he words
uttered by the person without affected me as somewhat
singular; but what chiefly rendered them remarkable was
the tone that accompanied them. It was wholly new.

My brother's voice and Pleyel’s were musical and ener-
getie. I had fondly imagined that, in this respect, they

were surpassed by none, Now my mistake was detected.
I cannot pretend to communicate the impression that was

made upon we by these accents, or to depict the degree
I :

which force and sweetness were blended in them.
They were articulated with a distinetness that was un-
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exampled in my experience. But this was-notall. The
voice was not ouly mellifluent and clear, but the emphasis.
was 50 just, and the medulation so impassioned, that it
seemed as if a heart of stone could not fuil of being
moved by it. It imparted to me an emotion altogetheor
imvoluntary and incontrollable. When he uttered the
words, “for charity’s sweet sake,” I dropped the cloth
that I held in my hand; my heart overflowed with sym-
pathy and my eyes with unbidden tears. :

This deseription will appear to you trifling or ineredi-
ble. The importance of these cirenmstances will be ma-
nifested in the sequel. The manner inwhich Twas affected
on this oceasion was, to my own apprehension, o subject
of astonishment. The tones were mdeed such asT never
heard before; but that they shonld in an instant, as it
were, dissolve me in tears, will not easily be believed by
others, and can searcely be comprehended by myself.

It will be readily snpposed that I wes somewhat inqui-
gitive a3 to the person and demeanour of our visitant.
Aftor a moment's pause, I stepped to the door and looked
after him. Judge 11:jv,r surprise when I beheld the self-
same figure that had appeared a half-hour before upon
the bank. My fancy had conjured np a very different
image. A form a-m{ attitude and garb were. instantl
ereated- worthy to accompany such elocutionj but this
person was, in all visible respeets, the reverse of this
phantom. Strange as it may seem, I could not n?eed.il,y
reconcile myself to this disappointment. Instead of re-
turning to my employment, 1 threw myself in a chair
that was placed opposite the door, and sunk into & fit of
musing.

My attention was in a few minutes recalled by the
stranger, who returned with the empty cup in his hand.
I bad not thowght of the circnmstance, or should cer-
tainly have chosen a different seat., He no sooner showed
himself, than o confused sense of impropriety, added to
the suddenness of the interview, for which, not having
foreseen it, I had made no preparation, threw me into a
state of the most painful embarrassment. He brought
with him g placid brow; but o sooner had he cast his:
eyes upon me than bis face was as glowingly suffused as-
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“my own. He placed the cup upon the beneh, stammered
“out thanks, and retired.

It was some time before I could recover my wonted
composure. I had snatehed a view of the stranger's
counténance. The impression that it made was vivid
“and indelible. His cheeks were pallid and lank, his eyes
sunken, his forehead overshadowed by coarse stmgglmﬁ
hairs, bis teeth large and irregular, though sound an
brifliantly white, and hig chin discoloured by a tetter.
His skin was of coarse grain and sallow hue. Every
feature was wide of beauty, and the outline of his face
‘rominded you of an inverted cone.

And yot his forehead, so far as shaggy locks would
allow it to be secn, his eyes lustrously black, and pos-
mng, in: the midst of guggnrdnoaa, & radiance inex-
pressibly serene and potent, and something in the rest
-of his features which it would be in vain to deseribe, but
which zerved to betoken a mind of the highest order,
were essential ingredients in the portrait. This, in the
| effects which immediately flowed from it, I count among
‘the most oxtraordinary ineidents of my life. 'This face,
seen for a moment, continued for hours to oceupy m
fancy, to the exclusion of almest every other image. }
- had proposed to spend the evening with my brother; but
I could not rgnm the inelination of forming a sketch
- er of this memorable visage. Whether m
m m'uiiied' by any peculiar ins;rir%ttion, or I was dg-
‘eeived by my own fond conceptions, this portrait, though
Jastily executed, appeared unexdeptiouagcl: to my own
taste

I placed it at all distances and in all lights; my eyes
were riveted upon it.  Half tho night passed away in
- wakefulness and in contemplation of this picture. Bo
Mlexible, and yet so stubborn, iz the human mind! So
‘obedient to impulses the most transient and brief, and
yet so unalterably observant of the direction which is
given to it! How little did I then foresee the termina-
tion of that chain of which this may be regarded as the
first link ! '

) Next day arose in darkness and storm. Torrents of
rain fell during the whole day, attended with incessant
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thunder, which reverberated in stunning echoes from the

opposite delvity.  The inclementyof the aie woull ot
allow me to walk out. I had, indeed, no inclination to
leave my apartment, I betook myself to the contempla-
tion of this portrait, whose attractions time had rather
enhanced than diminished. I laid aside my usual cecu-
;an;tiuna, and, seating myzelf at a window, consumed the

y m alternately looking eut upen the storm and gazing
at the picture which lay upon a table before me.  You
will perhaps deem this conduet somewhat singular, and
aseribe it to certain peculisrities of temper. I am not
aware of any such peculiarities. I can account for my de-
votion to this image no otherwise than by supposing that
its:properties were rave and prodigious. Perhaps you will
suspect that such were the Jl"ﬁt inroads of a passion ingi-
dent to every female heart, and which frequently gains &
footing by means even more slight and more improbable
than these. I shall not controvert the reasonableness of'
the suspicion, but leave you at liberty to draw from my
narrative what conclusions you please. '

Night at length returned; and the storm ceased. The
air was once more clear and calm, and bore an affectin
contrast to that uproar of the elements by which it had
been preceded. I spent the darksome hours, as I spent
the day, contemplative and seated at the window. Wh
was my mind absorbed in thoughts ominous and dreary ¢
Why did my bosom heave with sighs and my eyes over-
flow with tears? Was the tempest that had just Fa&ﬂﬁd
a signal of the ruin which impended over me? My soul
fondly dwelt upon the images of my brother and his
children; yet they only increased the mournfulness of
my contemplations. The smiles of the charming babes:
were as bland as formerly., The same dignity sat on the'
brow of their father, and yet I thought of them with
anguish. Something whispered that the happiness we pt:
present enjoyed was set on mutable foundations. Death
must happen to all. Whether our felicity was to/be sub-
verted by it to-morrow, or whether it was ordained that
we should lay down our heads full of years and of honour,
was & question that no human being could solve. Atother:
timat»hm idens seldom mﬁmdﬁ ed. I either forebore to.
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reflect npon the desting that is reserved for all men, or
“the reflection was mixed up with xm‘;im that disrobed it
‘of terror; but now the uncertainty of life occurred to mo
‘without any of its usual and alleviating accompaniments.
I said to myself, We must dic. Sooner or later, we must
disappear forever from the face of the earth. Whatever
b the links that hold us to life, they must be broken, This
‘sceno of existence is, in all its parts, calamitous. The
\greater number i3 oppressed with immediate evils, and
“those the tide of whose fortunes is full, how small is their
- portion of enjoyment, since they know that it will terminatel
 For some time I indulged myself, without reluctanee,
‘in these gloomy thoughts; but at length the dejection
' which they produced beenme insupportably painful. I
?mdmwur«lp to dissipate it with music. I had all my
grandfather’s melody as well as poetry by rote. I now
lighted by chance on a ballad which commemorated the
fate of a German cavalier who fell at the siege of Nice
under Godfrey of Bonillon. My choice was untortunate;
for the scenes of violenee and carnage which were here
wildly but foreibly p{:-rtra;{]ed only suggested to my
thoughts a new topic in the horrors of war. _

1 sought refuge, but ineflectually, in sleep. My mind
hronged by vivid but confused images, and no effort
“that I made wag sufficient to drive them away. In this
situation I heard the clock, which hung in the room; give
‘the signal for twelve. It was the same instrument which
furmerls hung in my father’s chamber, and which, on ae-
-eount of its being his workmanship, was regarded by every
onc of our family with veneration. It had fallen to me
* in the division of his property, and was placed in this
“auylum, The sound awakened a series of reflections re-
ﬁtﬂfg his death. I was not allowed to pursue them;
for scarcely had the vibrations eeased, when my attention
‘wad attracted by o whisper, which, at first, appeared to
~proceed from lips that were laid close to:my ear.

Mo wonder that a circamstance like this startled me.
In the first impulse of my terror, I uttered a slight seream
_pnd shrunk to the oppesite side-of the bed.  Inamoment,
however, I-mvmf from my trepidation. I was habi-
tually indifferent to all the causes of fear by which the
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jority are sflicted. I entertained n@.apprdtmnn of
either ghosts or robbers. Our “had never been
molested by either, and I made use of no means to pre=
vent or counterwork thmtmc'hma.tmna My tranc
on this oceasion was quickly retrieved. The whi r:
e‘ndent! proceeded from one who was past-ad at
side. The first iden that suggested itself was tha
was uttered by the girl who lived with me as & servant,
Perhaps somewhat had alarmed her, or she was alek, ;mci
had come to request my assistance. By whispering in
my ear she intended to rouse without alarming me.

Full of this persuasion, I called, « Judith,” said I, “is
it you? What do yon want? Is there any thing the
matter with you?"” No answor wasreturnied. I repeated
my inguiry, but equally in vain. Clondy as was the
atmosphere, and curtained as my bed was, nothing was
visible. 1 withdrew the curtain, and, leaning my head
on my elbow, I listened with the deepeﬂt attention 10
catch some new sound. Meanwhile, I ran over in my
thoughts every circumstance that could assist Iy ot~
Jeetures,

My habitation was a wooden edifice, consisting of two
stories. In each story were bwo rooms, separated by an
entry, or middle passage, with which they communicated
by opposite doors. The passage on the Jl’rﬁ‘ifl.‘!l' story hnd
doors &t the two ends; and o staireaze. Windows answ
to the doors on the upper story. Annexed to this, on
the eastern side, were wings, divided in like manner into,
an upper and lower room; one of them comprised &
kitchen, and chamber abr.:na it for the servant, and com-
municated on both stories with the parlour adjoining it
below and the chamber adjoining it aﬁe'm The opposite:
wing is of smaller dimenstons, the rooms not being abova.
eight feot square. The lower of these was used a3 a de-

pository of Lousahoid implements; the upper was &

n whmh I deposited my books and papers. They
but one inlet, whwh was from the room adjoinin
was no window in the Tower one, and i m tﬂe up 11
aperture which communicated and air, but wo
seareely adimit the body. _T

was close to my bed-head, as
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when I myself was within. The avenucs below were
acenstomed to be closed and bolted at nights.

~ The maid was my only companion; and she could not
reach my chamber without previously pming through the
opposite chamber and the middle passage, of which, how-
ever, the doors were usually unfastened. If she had oe-
casioned this noise, she would have answered m%repe'sted
eslls. No other conclusion, therefore, was left me, but
that I had mistaken the sounds, and that my imagination

had transformed eome easual noise into the voice of a
human croature. Satisfied with this solution, I was pre-
paring to relinquish my listenin% attitude, when my ear
%}m again saluted with a new and yet louder whispering.
It appearcd, as before, to issue from lips that touched m
pitlow. A second effort of attention, however, clearly
showed me that the sounds issued from within the closet,
the door of which was not more than eight inches from
my fillorw.

- This second interruption oceasioned a shock less vehe-
ment than the former. I started, but gave no audible
token of alarm. I was so much mistress of my feelin
88 to continue listening to what should be said. The
whisper was distinet, hoarse, and uttered so as to show
that the speaker was desirous of being heard by some
‘gne near, but, at the same time, studious to avoid being
overheard by any other:—

“Stop! stop, I say, madman as you are! there are
better means than that. Curse upon your rashness!
There is no need to shoot.”

Such were the words uttered, in & tone of eagernessand
anger, within so small a distance of my pillow. What con-
struction could I put upon them? My heart hagan to pal-
‘pitate with ralma_fF of some unknown danger. Presently,
another voice, but equally near me, was heard whispering
in answer, “Why not? I will draw a trigger in this
business; but perdition be my lot if I do more!” To this
the first voice returned, in a tone which rage had heightened
in a small degree above a whisper,  Coward! stand aside,
and g6¢ me do it. I will grasp her throat; I willdo her
‘business in an instant; she shall not have time so much ag
Ao groan.”  What wonder that I was petrificd by sounds



fo draadfull. Murderers lurked inmy lost. They were:
planning the means of my destruction.  One resolved to
shoot, and the other menwced suffocation, Their means
being chosen, they would forthwith break thedoor. Flight
inﬁt.'a;ntlysuggieslied itself as most eligible inciroumstances
so perilous. I deliberated not amoment; b.ut,feﬂrndﬂﬁ,;
wings to my speed, I leaped out of bed, and, scantily robed
s 1 was, rushed out of the chamber, down-stairs, and into.
the-openair. 1 ean hardly recollect the process of turn-
ing keys and withdrawing bolts, My terrors urged me.
forward with almost a mechanical impulse. I stopped ot
till I reached my brother’s door. ? bad not gained the
threshold, when, exhaunsted by the violence of my emo-
tions and by my speed, I sunk down in a fit.
How long I remained in this situation I know not.
When I recovered, I found myself stretched on a bed,
surrounded by my sister and herfemale servants. 1 wag,
astonished at the seene before me, but gradually recovered.
the recollection of what had happened. I answered
their importunate inguiries as welf,'ﬂs I was able. My
brother and Pleyel, whom the storm of the preceding day
chanced to detain here, informing themselves of every
particular, proceeded with lights and weapons to my de-
serted habitation. They entered my chamber and my
closet, and found every thing in its proper place and
eustomary order. The door of the closet was loeked, and
appeatred not to have been opened in my absence. They
went to Judith’s apartment. They found her asleep and
in safety. Pleyel's caution induced him to forliear alarm-
ing the girl; and, finding her wholly ignorant of what
had passed, they directed her to return to her chamber.
They then fastened the doors and returned. :
My friends were disposed to regard this transaection as
2 dream. That persons should be actually immured in
this eloset, to which, in the circomstances of the time,
aceess from without or within was apparently impossible,
they could not seriously believe. That any humnan beings,
had intended murder, unless it were to cover a scheme of
i}}eili_agﬁ, was inicredible; but that no such design had been
ormed was evident from the security in which the furni-

ture of the honse and the closet remained.
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I revolved every incident and expression that had
‘oecurred. My senses assured me of the truth of them;
and yet their abruptaess and improbability made me, in
my turn, somewhat ineredulons. The adventure had
wele w deep impression on mg faney; and it was not till
after a week's abode at my brother's that I resolved to
resume the possession of my own dwelling.

~ There was another circumstance that enhaneed the
mysteriousness of this event, After my recovery, it was
obvious to inquire by what means the attention of the
family had heen drawn to my situation. I had fallen
before 1 had reached the threshold or was able to give any
gignal. My brother related that, while this was transaot.
ing inmy chamber, he himself was awake, in consequence
of some slight indisposition, and lay, according to his
eustom, musing on some favourite topic. Suddenly the
gilence, which was remarkably profound, was broken by
a voice of most piercing shrillness, that scemed to be
uttered by one in the hall below his chamber. “Awake!
arise!” it exclaimed; “hasten to succour one that is
dying at your door!”
 This summons wag effectual. Thero was uo one in the
house who was not roused by it. Pleyel was the first to
abey, and my brother overtook him before he reached
the hall. What was the general astonishment when your
friend was diseovered stretched upon the gross before the
door, pale, ghastly, and with every mark of death!
This was the third instance of a voice exerted for the
benefit of this little community. The agent was no less
inserutable in this than in the former case. When I
ruminated upon these ovents, my soul was suspended in
wonder and awe. Was I really deceived in imagmning that
I heard the closet conversation? I was no longer at
liberty to question the reality of those accents which had
formerly recalled my brother from the hill, which had
'im&a;:’tﬁ_sﬂ'ticdi o3 of thedeath of the German lady to Pleyel,
‘and which had lately summoned them to my assistance.
But how was I to regard this midnight conversation ?
Hoarse and manlike voices conferring on the means of
death, so near my bed, and at such an hour! Ilow had
my ancient gecurity vanished ! That dwelling which had






CITAPTER VIIL

I wiLL enumerate the various inguiries and conjece
tures which these incidents oceasioned. After all our
lefforts, we came no nearer to dispelling the mist in which
they were involved; and time, instead of facilitating a
|solution, only accumulated our doubts,

In the midst of thoughts excited by these events, I was
‘not unmindful of my interview with the stranger. I
“related the partioulars, and showed the portrait to my
friends. Pleyel recollected to have mef. with a figure
egembling my deseription in the city; but neither his
ce or garb made the same impression upen him that it
ade upon me, It wes a hint to rally me upon my pre-
essions, and to amuse us with a thousand ludicrous
eodotes which ke had eollected in his travels. Ile
e mo seruple to charge me with being in love; and
tened to inform the swain, when he met him, of
i fortune.
eyel's temper made him susceptible of no durable
ipressions, is conversation was occasionally visited
gleams of his ancient vivacity; but, though his im-
osity was sometimes inconvenient, there was nothing
dread from his malice. I had no fear that my cha-
cter or dignity would suffer in hig hands, and was not
sartily displeased when he declared his intention of
ofiting by Lis first meeting with the stranger to intro-
¢ him to our acquaintance.
~ Some weeks after this L had spent a toilsome day, and,

a8 the sun declined, found myself disposed to seek relief

wull. The river-bank 1s, at this part of it and for

e considerablo space upward, so rugged and steep as

ot to bo easily descended. In o recess of this declivity,
G gl
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‘near the southern -vmg&-af-:mpﬁ-;.iitﬂa—d&mm, mplﬂw&‘

freshness in the air, and & murmur, the moest delicions:

‘guckle which clustered among the lattices, rendered this

aslight building, with seats and lattices, From a erevice
of the roek to which this edifice was attached there bursy
forth a stream of the purest water, which, leaping from:
ledge to ledge for the space of sixty feet, produced a

and soothing imaginable. These, added to the odours
of the cedars which embowered it, and of the honey~

my favourite retreat in smnmer,
On this occasion I repaired hither, My spirits droop
through the fatigue of long attention, and I threw myself
upon a benel, in a state, both mentally and personally;
of the utmost supineness. The lulling sounds of the w
fall, the fragrance, and the dusk, combined to beeal
spirits, and, in a short time, to sink me into sleep. E
the uncasiness of my posture, or some shght indisposition,’
molested my repose with dreams of no cheerful hue. After
various incoherences had taken their turn to occupy my’
fancy, I at length imagined myself walking, in the evening
twilight, to my brother’s habitation. A pit, methought, had
been dug in the path T had taken, of which I was not aware.
As T carelessly pursued my walk, I thought I saw my
brother standing at some distance before me, bmkﬂg%ﬁ
and calling me to make haste, He stood on the opposite
edge of the gulf. Imended my pace, and one step more
would have plunged me into this abyss, had not some one
from behind canght suddenly my arm, and exclaimed, in
u voice of engerness and terror, ¢ Hold! hold!™
The sound broke my sleep, and I found myself, al
next moment, standing on my feet, and sarrounded by
deepest darkness. Images so terrific and foreible di
me for a time from distinguishing between sleep and
fulness, and withheld from me the knowledge of my acti
condition, My first panic was succeeded by the pertun
tions of surprise to find myself alone in the apen air a
immersed in so deep a gloom, I slowly recolle
incidents of the afternoon, and how I came hither,
not estimate the time, but saw the propriety of ret
with speed to the house, My facultios w 00
fased, snd the darkness too intenso, to alloy me

i
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hately to find my _\mly up the steep. T sat down, there-
fore, to recover myself, and to réfloet upon my situation.

This was uo sooner done, than a 'low voice was heard
from behind the lattiee, on tfm"sidﬂ where I sat. Between
the roek and the lattice was a chasm not wide enough to
almit & human body; yet in this chasm he that spoke

appeared to be stationed. “Attend! attend! but be
not terrified.”

I started, and exclaimed, “Good heavens! what is
that?  Who are you?" '

“A friend; one como not to injure but to save you:
fear nothing.”

This voiee was immediately recognised to be the same
with oneof those which I had heard inthe closet; it wos
the voice of him who had proposed to shoot rather than
to strangle his vietim. My terror made me at once mute
cand motionless. e continued, **I leagued to murder
~you. Irepent. Mark my bidding, and be safe. Avoid
this spot. The snares of death encompass it. Elsewhero
‘danger will be distant; but this spot, shun it as you
value your life. Mark me further: profit by this warn-
ingz, but divalge it not. If a syllable of what has pass
q‘mmﬁ you, your doom is sealed. Hemember your father,
and be faithful.”

Ilere the aecents ceased, and left me overwhelmed with
dismay. I was fraught with the persuasion that during
every moment I remained here my life was endangered ;

but I could not take a step without hazard of falling to

‘the bottom of the precipice. The path leading to the
(summit was short, but rugged and intricate. Even star-
liglit was excluded by the umbrage, and not the faintest
_ gleam wos afforded to guide my steps. What should Ide?
Lo dopart or remain was equully aud eminently perilous.
In this state of uncertainty, 1 perceived a ray flit
aeross the gloom and disappear. Another succeeded,
which was stronger, and remained for a passing moment.
It glittered on the shrubs that were seattered ut the
- entrance; and gleam continuved to succeed gleam for a
few seconds, till they finally give place to unintermitted
darkness '

The first visitings of this light called up a train of Lior-
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rors in my wmind ; da;tmmun-'m'j'ﬁ'ﬁ
tha\remewhehlhmdhtei ‘had warned me to re
tire, and had menaced me mth the fate ofmy’-fnt.ha; if I
refused. Iwas desirous, but unable to obey; these gleams
were such as preluded the stroke by which he fell ; fhm
hour, perhaps, was the same. I shuddered as if Ihmde
"I:-tz!.h«t’.-itf1 nded over me the exterminating sword.

I‘rmntru. new and stronger illumination burst throngk
the lattice on the right hand, and a voice from the o
of the precipice above c&]lc{i out my name. It was Pleyel.
Joyful?y dlg I recognise his accents; but such was' the
tumult of my thoughts that T had not- power to answer
him: till he had frequently repeated lis swmmons,
hurried at length from the fatal spot, and, directed by
the lantern which he bore, ascended the hill.

Pale and breathless, it was with difficulty I eould sup-
port myself. He rmxmusly inquired into the cause of
my affright and the motive of my unusual absence. e
hatl retarned: fiom my brother’s at-a late hour, and was
informed by Judith that I had walked ont before sunset
and had not yet rcturned. This intellizence was some-
what alarming. He waited some time; %ut my absence
gontinuing, he had set out in search of me, He had ex-
plored the neighbourhood with the utmost care, but, re-
ceiving no tidings of me, he was preparing to ac naint
my brother with this cumumstunce when he recollected
the summer-house on the bank, and conceived it oasxbla
that some accident had detained me there. He
inquired into the esuse of this detention, ani of
confusion and dismay which my looks testified.

I told him that I had strolled hither in the afternoon,
that sleep had overtaken me as I sat, and that I hed
awakened a féw minutes before his amm‘i I could t,all
him no more. In the present impetuosity of my thﬂruggt:::
I was almost dubious whether the pit into which my
ther had endeavoured to ontice me, and the voiee that
talked through the lattice, were not parts of the same
dream. I remembered, likewise, the charge of seerecy,
and the penalty denounced if I should rashly div
what I had heard. For these reasons I was: aﬂeni&?.r
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‘that subject, and, shutting myself in my chamber, do-
livered myself up to contemplation.

What I have related will, no doubt, appear to you a
fable. You will believe that calamity has subverted my
‘reason, and that T am amusing yon with the chimeras of
my brain instead of facts that have really happened. I
‘ghall not be surprised or offended if these be your sus-
picionis. I know not, indeed, how you can deny them
wdmission. For, if to me, the immediate witness, they
were fertile of perplexity and doubt, how must they affect
another to whom they aro recommended only my
teatimony ? It was only by subsequent events that I
was fully and incontestably assured of the veracity of
Y Senses.

Meanwhile, what was I to think? I had been assared
that a design had been formed against my life. The ruf-
fians had leagued to murder me. Whom had I offended ?
Who was there, with whom I had ever maintained inter-
course, w?hu was capable of harbouring such atrocious

_hiy temper was the reverse of eruel and imperions.
My heart was touched with sympathy for the children of
misfortune. But this sympathy was not a barren senti-
~ ment. My purse, scanty as it was, was ever open, and
& my hands ever active, to relicve distress. Many were
the wretches whom my personal exertions had extricated
from want and diseage, and who rewarded me with their
gratitude. There was no face which lowered at my ap-
Emﬂrcll, and no lips which uttered imprecations in my
hearing. On the contrary, there was none, over whoso
fate I had exerted any influence or to whom I was known
by reputation, who did not greet me with siniles and dis-
miss me with proofs of veneration: yet did not my senses
assure me that a plot was laid against my life ?

. T am not destitute of courage. I have shown myself
deliberative and calwm in the midst of peril. I have
hazarded my own life for the preservation of another;
but now was I confused and panicsstruck, I have not
lived 80 as to fear death ; yet to perish by an unseen and
&corot stroke, to be mangled by tﬁ kuife of an assassin,
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was & thought at which I shuddere
0 deserve to be made the victim of malignant passions ¥

But soft | was T not assured that miy life was safe in
all places but.one? And why was the treason limited to
take effect in thisspot? I was everywhere equally de-
fenceless. My house and chamber were at all times
agecssible.  Danger still impended over me; the bloody
purpose was still entertained, but the hand that was to
execute it was powerless in all places but one! A

Here I had remained for the last four or five hours,
without the means of resistance or defence; yet I had not
been attacked. A human being was st hand, who was
conscious of my presence, and warned me hereafter to
avoid this retreat. Iis voice was not absolutely new,
but had 1 never heard it but onee before? But why did
he prohibit me from relating this incident to others, and
what species of death will be-awarded if I disobey?

He talked of myfather. He intimated that disclosure
would pull upon my head the same destruction. Was
then the nlea.iﬂ ofmy father, portentous and mexplicalile
as it was, the consequence of human maehinations? It
ghonld seem that this being is apprized of the true na-
ture of this event, and is conscious of the means that Jed
to it.. Whether it shall likewise fall upon me depends
upon the observance of silence. Was it the infraction
nIE 4 similar command that brought so horrible & penalty
upon my father ?

Sueh were the reflections that haunted me during the
night, and which effectually deprived me of sleep. Next
morning, at breakfast, Pleyel related an event which my
disappearance had hindered him from mentioning the
night before. Earlﬂ the preceding morning, his oeep-
giens ealled him to the eity: he had stepped intoa coffee-
house to while away an hour; here he {Jl-ﬂ.{l met 4 person
whose appearance instantly bespoke him to be the same
whose hasty visit I have mentioned, and whose extraor-
dinary visage and tones had so powerfully affeeted me.
On an attentive survey, however, he proved, likewise, ta
be one with whom my friend had had seme intercourse in
Europe. This authorized the liberty of aceosting him;
and after some conversation, mindful, as Pleyel said, of
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the footing which this stranger had gained in my heart,
he liad ventured to invite lim to Mettingen.  The invi-
tation had beeu cheerfully accepted, and a visit promised
on the afternoon of the next day.

This information excited no sober emotions in my
breast. I was, of course, eager to be informed as to the
civcumstances of their ancient intercourse. When and
where had they met? What knew he of the life and
character of this man?

In answer to my inquiries, he informed me that, three
years before, he was o traveller in Spain. He had made
an exeursion from Valencia to Murviedro, with a view to
ingpect the remaing of Roman magnificence seattered in
the environs of that town. While traversing the site of
the theatre of old Saguntum, he alighted upen this man,
scated on a stone, and deeply engaged in pernsing the
work of the deacon Marti. A short conversation ensued,
‘which proved the stranger to be English. They returned
10 Valencia together.

His garb, aspect, and deportment were wholly Spanish.
A re&icﬁmce of three years in the country, indefatigable
attention to the language, and a studious conformity with
the customs of the people, had made him indistinguish-
able from & native when he chose to assume that charac-
ter. Pleyel found him to be connected, on the footing
of friendship and respeet, with many eminent merchants
in that city. He had embraced the Catholic religion,
‘and adopted a Spanish name instead of his own, :ﬁﬁeh
was Canwin, and devoted himself to the literature and
religion of his new country. He %:‘ursued no profession,
‘but subsisted on remittances from England.

While Pleyel remained in Valencia, Carwin betrayed
no aversion to intercourse, and the former found no small
~ attractions in the society of this new acquaintance. On
general topies he was highly intelligent and communica~
five. He hod visited every corner of Spain, and could
furnish the most accurate details respecting its ancient
‘and present state. On topics of religion and of his own
bistory, previons to his trangformation into-a S][mniurrl,
he was iuvariably silent.  You could merely gather from




acquaiuted with the neighbouring eonurics.
 His character excited considersble curiosity in the
observer. It was not casy to reconcile his conversion to'
the Romish fuith with those proofs of knowledge and

capacity that were exhibited by him on different osea~
sions. A suspicion was sometimes admitted that his be-

lief wns counterfeited for some political purpose.. The
most caroful observation, however, produced no diseovery,

His manners were at all times harmbess and dnartificial,
and his habits those of a lover of contempletion and
seclusion. He appeared to have contracted an affection
for Pleyel, who was not slow to return it. :

My friend, after a month’s residence in this city,
returned into France, and, since that period, had heard
nothing concerning Carwin till his appearance at Met-
tmgen.

On this occasion Carwin hed received Pleyel's greet-
ing with & certain distance and selemnity to which the
latter had not been aceustomed. He had waived no-
ticing the inquiries of Pleyel respecting his desertion of
Spain, in which he had formerly declared that it was his
purpose to spend his life. He had assiduously diverted
the attention of the latter to indilferent topies, but was.
still, on every theme, as eloquent and judicions as
formerly. Why he had sssumed the garb of a rustie,
Pleyel was unable to conjecture. Porhaps it might be
Eu'r'crty; perhaps he was swayed by motives which it was

13 nterest to conceal, but which were connected with
conseguences of the ntmost moment.

Buch was the smm of my friend’s information. T was
not sorry to be left alone during the greater part of thia
day. Xivery employment was irksome which did not
léave me at liberty to meditate. I had now a new sub-
ject on which to exercise my thoughts. Before evening
ishbu]d be ushered into his presence, and listen to those
tones whose magieal and thrilling pewer I had already
exporienced.  But with what new images would he then
be accompanied ¥ :

Carwin was an adherent to the Romish faith, yet was

an Englishman by birth, and, perhaps, a Protestant by

-
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‘education. 1e had adopted Spain for his conntry, and
‘had intimated a design to spend his days there, yet now
was an inhabitant of this- district, zmlly disguised by tho
habiliments of a clown! What coukl have obliterated
the impressions of his youth and made him abjure bis
religion and his eountry?  What subsequent events had
introduced so total a change in his plans ¥ In withdraw-
ing from Spain, had he reverted to the religion of his
ancestors 7 or was it true that his former conversion was
deecitful, and that his couduct had been swayed by
maotives which it was prudent to conceal
Hours were consumed in revolving these ideas. My
meditations were intense; and, when the series was
broken, I began to reflect with astonishment on my
situation. From the death of my parents till the com-
‘mencement of this year my life had been serene and
Blissful beyond the ordinary portion of humanity; but
now my bosom was eorroded by anxiety. I was visited
by dread of wnknown dangers, and the future was a scene
over which clouds rolled and thunders muttered. I com-
¢d the cause with the effect, and they seemed dispro-
portioned to ench other. All ungware, and in & manner
which I had no power to explain, I was pushed from my im-
movable and lofty station and cast upon a sea of troubles.
1 determined to be my brother’s visitant on this oven-
inﬁ; yot my resolves were not unattended with wavering
and reluctance. Pleyel's insinuations that I was in love
affected in no degree my belief; yet the consciousncss
that this was the opinion of one who would probably be
present at our introduction to each other would execite
all that confusion which the passion itself is apt to pre-
duce. This would confirm him in his error and call forth
- now railleries.  His mirth, when exerted upon this topic,
‘was the source of the bitterest vexation. Had he been
aware of its influence upon my happiness, his temper
‘would not have allowed him to persist; but this influenco
it was my chief endeavour to concenl. That the belief
of my having bestowed my heart upon another produced
in my friend none but ]mﬁu!‘ous sensations was the true
‘cause of my distress; but if this had been discovered b,
Thim my distross would have been unspeakably aggravated.



CHAPTER VIL

As soon as evening arrived, I performed my visit,
Carwin made one of the company into which I wus
ushered. Appearances were the sameé as when 1 before
beheld him. His garb was equally negligent and rustic.
I gazed upon his countenance with new curiosity, My
situation was such ag to enable me to bestow upon it a
deliberate examination. Viewed at more leisure, it lost
none of its wonderful propertics. I could not deny my
homage to the intelligence expressed in ity but was
whelly uncertain whether he were an object to be
dreaded or adored, and whether his powers had been
exerted to evil or to good. A

He was sparing in diseourse; but whatever, he said
waa pregnant with meaning, and nttered with rectitude
of a.rticflmion and force uFen‘rphmis of which T had en=
tertained no conception previously to my knowledge of
him. Notwithstanding the uncouthness of his garb; his
manners were not unpolished. All topies were handled
by him with skill, and without pedantry or affectation.
Ife uttered no sentiment cnlcnﬁtt&d to produce a dig-
advantageous impression; on the contrary, his observa-
tions denoted a mind alive to every generous and herpic
feeling. They were introduced without parade, and ac-
companied with that degree of earnestness which indi-
cates singerify.

He parted from us not till late, refusing an invitation
to spend the night here, but readily consented to repeat
his visit. His visits were frequently repeated. KEach
duy introduced us to a more intimate acquaintance with
his sentiments, but left ns wholly in the dark eoncerning
that nfégnt- which wg were most inquisitive. He s
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‘diously avoided all mention of his past or present situa-
tion. Even the plaee of hia abode in the city e con-
céaled from us,

Our spherc in this respeet being somewhat limited,
and the intellectual endowments of this man being indis-
‘putably great, his deportment was more diligently marked
and copiously commented on by us than you, perhaps,
‘will think the circumstanees warranted. ﬁ-:}t & gesture,
or glanee, or accent, that was not, in our private assem-
blies, discussed, and inferences deduced from it. It may
well be thought that he modelled his behaviour by an
uncommon standard, when, with all our opportunities and
aceuracy of obsorvation, we were able for a long time to
gather no satisfactory information. He afforded us mo
ground on which to build even a plansible conjecture.
~ There is a degree of familiarity which takes place be-
tween constant assoeiatcs, that justifies the negligeneo
of many rules of which, in an earlier period of their in-
tercourse, politeness roquires the exact observange. In-
quiries into our condition are allowable when they are
prompted by a disintérested concern for our welfare;
and this solicitude is not only pardonable, but may justly
be demanded from those who choose us for their com-
panions. This state of things was more slow to arrive
‘ab on this occasion than on most ethers, on account of
the gravity and loftiness of this man's behaviour.

Fﬁ;c_l, however, began at length to employ regular
means for this end. Ile oceasionally alluded to the cir-
eumstances in which they had formerly met, and re-
‘marked the incongruousness between the religion and
'habits of a Spaniard with those of a native of Britain,
Ilo expressed his astonishment st meeting our guest in
this corner of the globe, especinlly as, when they parted
“in Spain, he was taught to believe that Carwin should
‘mever leave that country. He insinuated that a change

B0 great must have been Jarumpl‘.&d by motives of a sin-
g‘ﬂlﬂazﬂ momentous kind.

~ No amswer, or an answer wide of the purpose, was
goncrally made to these insinuntions. ritons and
iards, he said, ave votaries of the same Deity, and

siqware their faith by the same precepts; their idess ave




ﬂmwn from the same’ ﬁmﬁwﬂ htémm, il they
‘speak dinleets of the same tongue; their gém:lmuht
and laws have more resemiblunces than dlﬁ‘erem, ‘they
-were formerly provinees of the same civil, a;n&, f
ately, of the same religious, empire.

A¥ to the motives which induce men to. - the:
place of their abode; these wust unavoidably be- eamlg
and mutable. If not bound to oue spot by conjugal er
patental ties, or by the nature of that employment to
which we sre indebted for subsistence, the inducements
to change are far more numerous snd powerful than
ﬂpﬁiorﬂtc “indugements. )

Ie spoke as if desirous of showing that he was not
aware ¢f the tendency of Pleyel’s remarks; yet certain
tokens were apparent that proved him by no means want-
ing in penetration. These tokens were to be read in his
countenance, and not in his words. When any thing was
said indicating curlosity in us, the gloom of his counte-
nance was dcepene& his eyes sunk to the ground, n.nd
his wonted air was not resumed without visible strugele,
Hence, it was obyious to infer that some incidents nf ]
life were reflected on by him with regret ; and that, since
these incidents were earefully concml&d and even that
regret which flowed from them lﬁhormusly stifled, they
had not been merely disastrons. The secrecy that was
observed appeared not designed to tﬂmwkc or haffle the
inquisitive, but was prompted by the shame or by the
prudence of guilt. )

These ideas, which were adopted by Pleyel and my
brother as well as myself, hindered us from ewploying
more direct means for accomplishing our wishes.  Quess
tions might have been put in such terms that no room
should bé left for the pretence of misapprehension 3 and;
if modesty merely had been the obstacle; such quaatwns
would net have been wanting; but we wnasdarﬁd that,
if the disclosure were productive of pain or d:sgmw,, it
was inhuman te extort it.

Amidst the various topies that were discussed in his
presence, allusions were, of course, made to the me&pli.-:
cable eventa that had lately happened. At those times

“the words and looks of this man were oljests of my par-
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ticular attention. The suliject was extracrdinary; and

any one whose experienee or reflections could throw any
ﬁ;‘ﬂt upon it was entitled to my gratitude. As this man
Wi i.*.:lﬁig‘ht&ned by m:uiin? and travel, I listened with
eagerness to the remarks which he should make.

At firat T entertained a kind of apprehension that the
tale would be heard by him with incredulity and seevet
ridicule. I had formerly heard stories that resembled this
insomeof their mysterions circumstances; but they were
commonly heard by me with contempt. I was doubtful
whether the same impression would not now be made on
the mind of our guest; but I was mistaken in my
fears.
fle heard them with seriousness, and withoutany marks
either of surprise or ineredulity. He pursued with visible:
pleasure that kind of disquisition which was naturally
suggestod by them. His faney was eminently vigorous
and prolific; and, if he did not persuade us tgnt- uman
beings are sometimes admitted to a sensible interccurse
with the Author of nature, he at least won over our in-
clination to the cause. He merely deduced, from his own
reasonings, that such intercourse was probable, but eon-
feased that, though he was acquainted with many instances
gomewhat similar to those which had been related by us,
none of them were perfectly exempted from the suspicion
of human agency.

* On being requested to relate these instances, he amused
us with many curious details, Iis narratives were con-
strueted with so much gkill, and rehearsed with so much
energy, that all the effects of a dramatic exhibition were
frequently produeed by them. Those that were most eo-
herent and most minute, and, of consequence, leastentitled
1o eredit, were yet rendered probable by the exquisite art
of this rhetorician. For every difficulty that was s

W & ready and plausible solution was furnished.
Mysterious voices had always a share in produeing the
eatastrophe; but they were always to be explained on
some known principles, either as reflected into s focus or
_communi through a tube. I could not but remark
ﬁiﬂ his narratives, however complex or marvellous, con-
Aained no instance sufliciently parallel to these that had
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to our own caso.

My brother was & much more sanguine rensoner than
our puest.  Even in some of the facts which were refated
by Carwin, he maintainéd the probability of celestil in-
terference, when the latter was disposed to deny it, and
liad found, ashe imagined, fooisteps of a huwman agent.
Pleyel was Ly nomeans equally eredolous. 1T serupled
not to deny faith to any testimony but that of hissenses,
and allowed the faets which had lately been sup?m'wd' 3
this testimony not to-mould his belief, but merely to give
birth to doubts. ' '

It was soon observed that Carwin adopted, in some des
gree, a similar distinetion. A tale of thi~ kind, related
by others, he would believe, provided it was explicable upon
known principles; but that such notices were actually
commmnica te‘F by beings of a higher order he would believe
only when his owneears were assailed in a manner which
eould not be otherwise aecounted for. Civility forbade
him to contradiet my brother or myself, but his unders
standing refused to acquiesee in our testimony. Begides,
ke was disposed to question whether the voices heard in
the temple, at the foot of the hill; and in my closet, were
not really uttered by human organs.  On this supposition
e was desired to explain how the effect was produced.

He answered that the power of mimiery was very com-
mon. Catharine’s voicé might easily be imitated by one
at the fooy of the hill, who would find no tliﬂien!-yi;‘j in
eluding by flight the search of Wicland. The tidings of
the death'of the Saxon lady were uttered by one near at
hand, who overheard the conversation, who conjectured
her death, and whose conjecture happened to accord with
the truth, That the volce appeared to come from the
ceiling was to be considered as an illusion of the faney.
The ery for help, heard in the hall on the night of my.
ndventure, was to be ascribed to 2 human ereature, who
actnally stood in the hall when he uttered it. It was of
no moment, he said, that we-eonld not explain by what
motives he that made the signal was led hither. IHow
imperfectly aequainted were we with the condition and,
designs of the beings that surrounded us! The city was.
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nicar nt hand, and thowsands might there exist whise
powers wnd purposes might ‘easily explain whatever was
mysterions in this transagtion.  As to the eloset dinlogue,
he was obliged to adopt one of two suppositions, and
affirm either that it was fashioned in my own faney, or that
it actuplly took place between two persons in the closet.

Such was Carwin's mode of explaining these appear-
ances. It is such, perhaps, as would eommend itself as
most plausible to tll:ﬂ most sagncious minds; but it was
insullicient to impart convietion to us. As to the treason
that was: meditated against me, it was doubtless just to
conchide that it was either real or imaginary; but that
it was real was attested by the mysterious warning in the
summer-houss, the secret of which I had hitherto locked
up in my own breast.

A month passed away in this kind of intercourse. As
to Carwin, our ignorance was in no degree enlightened re-
specting his genuine character and views, Appearances
were uniform.  No man possessed a larger store of know-
ledge, or a greater degree of skill in the commaunication of
it to others; hence he was regarded as an inestimable ad-
dition to our society. Considering the distance of my
brother's house from the city, he was frequently prevailed
upon to pass the night where he gpent the evening. Two
days seldom elapsed without a visit from him; hence he
was regarded as a kind of inmate of the house. Ie
entered and departed withollt ceremony. When he
arrived he received an unaffected welcome, and when he
chose to retire no importunities were used to induee him
to remain. :

The temple was the principal seene of our soeial enjoy-
ments; {@t the felicity that we tasted when assembled in
this asylum was but the gleam of a former sunshine.
Carwin never parted with his gravity. The inserutable-
ness of his character, and the uncertainty whether his
fellowship tended to good or to evil, were seldom absent
from our minds. This circumstance powerfully con-
tributed to sadden us.

My heart was the seat of growing disquietudes, This
change in one who had formerly been charncterized by all
the exuberances of soul could not fail to be remarked by



wy feionds. My brother vasalwaysa patternof solem
sho happened to be placed. There was but orie whose de-
‘portment remains o he described as being of import

likewise dismigse '

He was as whimsical and jestful as ever, but he was not
happy. The truth in this respect was of too much im-
portance to me not to make me a vigilant observer. His
mirth was easily perceived to be the fruit of tion.
When his: thoughts wandered from the company, an- air
of dissatisfaction and impatience stole across his foatures.
Even the punctuality and frequency of his vigits were some-
what lessened. It may be supposed that my own uneasi-
ness was heightened these tokens; but, strange as
it may seem, I found, in the present stato of my
mind, no relief but in the perswasion that Pleyel was
unhappy. )

That unhappiness, indeed, depended for its value in my
eves on the conse that produced it, It did not arise from
the death of the Baxon lady; it was not a contagious ema-
nation from the ecountenances of Wieland or Carwin.
There was but one other source whence it could flow, A
nameless ecstasy thrilled through my frame when any
new proof occurred that the ambiguousness of my be-
haviour was the cause. '




CHAPTER IX.

My brother had received a new book from Germany.
It was a tragedy, and the first attempt of a Baxon poet
of whom my brother had been tanght to entertain the high-
o8t expeetations. The exploits of Zisea, the Bohemian
hero, were woven into a» dramatie series and connection.
. According to Glerman custom, it was minute and diffuse,
and dictated by an adventurous and lawless faney. It
was & chain of audacious acts and unheard-of disasters.
" The moated fortress and the thicket, the ambush and the

‘Lattle, and the conflict of headlong passions, were
portrayed in wild numbers and with terrific energy. An
afternoon was set apart to reheavso this performance.
The language was familiar to all of us but Carwin, whose
_company, t%erefure, was tacitly dispensed with,

The morning ]irwious to this mtended rehearaal T
‘spent at home. My mind was ocenpied with reflections
‘relative to my own situation. The sentiment which lived
‘with echief encrgy in my heart was connceted with the
inage of Pleyel. In the midst of my anguish, T had not
destitute of consolation. [is late deportment had
ring to my hopes. 'Was not the hour at hand
“which should render me the happiest of human creatures ?
Te suspected that I looked with favourable cyes upon

rwin. Henee arose disquictudes which he struggled
vain to conceal. ile loved me, but was hopeless that
love would be compensated. Is it not time, said I,
rectify this error? But by what means is this to be ef-
ted? It can only be done by a change of deportment
me; but how must I demean myself %t:?r this purpose?
I must not speak. Neither eyes nor lips must impart
information. He must not be assured that my heart
his, previous to the tender of his:own; but he must

i %
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‘be convineed that it has not been given to another; he
must he supplied with space whereon to build a doubt as

0 the true state of my affections; he must be prompted
to ayow himself. The line of delicate propriety,—how
hard it it not to fall short, and not to overlenp it

This afternoon we shall meet at the temple. We shall
nut separate till late. It will be his provinee to accom-
pany we home. The airy expanse is withont a speck,
This breeze is usually stend-fﬂzt, and its promise of a
bland and cloudless evening may be trusted. The moon
will rise at eleven, and at %lmt our we shall wind along
this bank. Possibly that hour may decide my fate. If
suitable encouragement be given, {’leyel will reveal his
soul to me; and I, ere I reach this threshold, will be
made the happiest of beings. il

And is this good to be mine? Add wings'to thy
aEced, gweet evening; and thou, moon, I charge thee,
shroud thy beams at the moment when my Pleyel whis-
pers love. I would not for the world that the burning
blushes and the mounting raptures of that mement ahﬁﬂ
be visible,

But what encouragement is wanting? I must be re-
gardful of insurmeountable limits. Yet, when minda are:
imbued with a genuine sympathy, are not words and
looks superflious ! Are not motion and touch suflicient
to impart feelings such as mine? Has he not eyved me
at moments when the pressure of his hand has thrown
me into tumults, and was it impossible that he mistook
the impetuosities of love for the eloquence of indignation?

But the hastening evening will decide. Wonld it were
come! And yet I shudder at its near spproach. An
interview that must thus terminate is surely to he wished
for by me; and yet it is not without its terrors. Would
to heaven it were come and gone !

I feel no reluctance, my friends, to be thus explicit.
Time was, when these emotions would be hidden with
immeasurable solicitude from every buman eye.
these niry and flecting impulses of shame are gone.
serujiles were grépﬁstar,aus and criminal, They are b
in all hearts by a perverse and vicious education,
they would still have maintained their place in my he
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had not my portion been set in misery., My errors have
taught me thus much wisdom:—that those sentiments
which we ought not to disclose it is eriminal to harbour.

Tt was proposed to begin the rehearsal at four o’clock.
I counted the minutes as they passed ; their flight was at
onee too rapid and too slow: my sensations were of an
exeruciating kind ; I counld taste no food, nor apply to
any task, nor enjoy a moment’s repose; when the hour
arrived I hastened to my brother's.

Pleyel was not there. IHe had not yet eome. On
ordinary: oceasions he was eminent for punctuality. He
had testified t eagerness to share in the pleasures of
this mhmmf.malle was to divide the task with my bro-
ther, and in tasks like these he always engaged with pe-
euliar zeal.  His clocution was less sweet than sonorous,
and, therefore, better adapted than the melliffuences of
his friend to the outrageous vehemence of this drama.

What eould detain him § Perhaps he lin%ered through
forgetfulness. Yet this was incredible. Never had his
memory been known to fail upon even more trivial ocea-

. sions. Not less impossible was it that the scheme had

lost its attractions, and that be stayed beeause his coming
would afford him no gratifieation. But why should we
expect him to adhere to the minute ?

A balf-hour clapsed, but Pleyel was still at a distance,
Perhaps he had misunderstood the hour which had been
proposed. Perhaps he bad conceived that to-morrow,
‘and not to-day, had been selected for this Plnrpm; but
no. A review of preceding cirenmstances demonstrated
that such misapprehension was impossible; for he had
himself proposed this day, and this hour. This day his
attention would not otherwise be occupied ; but to-morrow
an indispensable engagement was foreseen, by which all
his time would be engrossed; his detention, therefore,
must be owing to some unforeseen and extraordinary
event, Our co::}nctures were vague, tumultuous, and
sometimes foarful. His sickness and lis death might
pussibly have detained him.

-~ Tortured with suspense, we sat gn:j::g at gach other,
and ot the path which led from the . Every horse
man that passed was, for a moment, imagined to be him,



at length disappesred. Every signal of 'his coming
proved faﬂﬁm%; ind _our hopes were at length dis-
missed, His absence affected my friends in no insup-
'Eﬁrta{-hie degree. They should be obliged, they said, to

efer this undertaking till the merrow; and perhaps
their impatient curiosity would compel ther to dispense
entively with his presence. No doubt some harmless
occurrence had diverted him from his purpose; and they
trusted that they should receive a satisfactory acconnt of
him in the morning. ' '

It may be st?pmod that this disappointment affected
me in a very different manner. I turned aside my head
to conceal my tears. I fled into solitude, to give vent to
my reproaches without interruption ‘or resiraint. My
heart was ready to burst with indignation and grief.
Pleyel was not the only object of my keen but unjust
upbraiding. Deeply did I execrate my own folly. Thus
fallen into ruins was the gay fabric which I had reared!
Thus had my golden vision melted into air! ,

How fondly did I dream that Pleyel was & lover! If
he were, would he have suffered any obstacle to hinder
his coming ' “ Blind and infatuated man 1" I exelaimed.
¢ Thou sportest with happiness. The good that is offered
thee thou bast the insolence and folly to refuse. Well,
I will henceforth intrust my felicity to no one's- keeping
but my own." '

The first agonies of this disappointment would not
allow me to be reasonable or just. Every d on
which 1 had built the persnasion that Pleyﬁi was not
unimpressed in my favour appeared to vanish. It seemed
a8 if 1 had been misled into this opinion by the mest
pa.ilpahbls illusions. _

made some trifling excuse, and returned, moch earlier
than I expected, to my own house. I retired early to
my chamber, without designing to sleep. 1 placed my-
self at » window, and gave the reins to reflection.

The hateful and degrading impulses which had lately
controlled wme were, in some degree, removed. New
dejection succeeded, but was nuw;;;admd by contem-
plating my late behaviour. Burely that passion is worthy
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to be abhorred which obsoures our understanding
and urges ws to the commission of injustice. What
right had I to expeet his attendanee? Tad I not de-
meaned myself like ene indifferent to his h&p];inma, and
as having bestowed my regards upon another ¥ His ab-
sence might be prompted by the love which 1 considered
his absence as a proof that he wanted. He came not
because the sight of me, the spectacle of my coldness or
aversion, contributed to his despair. Why should T pro-
long, by hypoerisy or silence, his misery as well as my
OWD | hy not deal with him explicitly, and assure
him of the truth?

You will hardly believe that, in obedience to this sug-

estion, I rose for the purpose of ordering a light, that
f might instantly make this confession in a letter. A
second thought showed me the rashness of this scheme,
and I wondered by what infirmity of mind I could be
betrayed into a wmomentary approbation of it. I saw
with the utmoest clearness that a confession like that
would be the most remediless and unpardonable outrage
upon the dignity of my sex, and utterly unworthy of
that passion which controlled me.

1 resumed my seat and my musing. To account for
the absence of Pleyel became once more the scope of my
conjectures. How many mnecidents might occur to raise
an insuperable impediment in his way! When I was a
child, o scheme of pleasure, in'which he and his sister
were parties, had been in like manner frustrated by his
absence ; but his absence, in that instanee, had been oeen-
sioned by his falling from a boat into the river, in conse-
guence of which he had run the most imminent hazard
of being drowned. Iere was a sccond disappointment
endured by the same persons, and produced {x‘y his fuil-
ure. Might it not originate in the same cause? Ilad
he not designed to cross the river that morning to make
some necessary purchases in New Jersey ¥ Ho had pre-
eoncerted to return to his own house to dinner; bug per-
haps seme disaster had befallen him. Experience had
taught me the insecurity of a cance, and that was the
only kind of boat which Pleyel used; I was, likewise,
actuated by an bereditary dread of water. These cir-
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‘cnmstances combined to bestow considerable ﬁmﬁﬁg
on this conjecture; but the consternation with which T
began to be seized was allayed bgr-ﬂﬁwbinﬁ that, if this
disaster had happened, my brother would have reeeived
the speediest information of it. The consolation which
this idea imparted was ravished from me by a new
thought. This disaster might have happened, and his
family not be apprized of it. The first intelligenco of
his fate may be communicated by the livid corpse which
the tide may ecast, many days hence, upon the shore.
Thus was I distressed by opposite conjectures; thus
was I tormented by phantoms of my own' creation. It
was not always thus. I can aseertain the date when my
mind became the victim of this imbecility; perhaps 1t
was coeval with the inroad of a fatal passion,—a passion
that will never rank me in the number of its eulogists;
it was alone sufficient to the extermination of my peace;
it was itself a plentéous source of calamity, and needed
not the concurrenee of other evils to take away the at-
tractions of existence and dig for me an untimely grave,
The state of my mind naturally introduced a train of
reflections upon tﬁe dangers and cares which inevitably
beset & human being. By no vielent transition was I led
to ponder on the turbulent life and mysterious end of
my father. I cherished with the utmost veneration the
- memory of this man, and every relic connected with
hiz fate was preserved with the wmost scrupulous care.
Among these was to be numbered a manuseript contaim-
ing memoirs of his own life. The narrative was by no
méans recommended by its cloquence; but neither did
all its value flow from my relationship to the author. Tts
style had an unaffected and picturesque simplicity. The
great variety and circumstantial display of Ez‘e‘: incidents,
together with their intrinsic importance as deseriptive
of human manners and pasgions, made it the most usefal
book in my eollection, It was late: but, being sensible
of no ineclination to sleep, I resolved to betake myself
to the pernsal of it. ' _ .
T'o do this, it was requisite to procure a light. Thefﬁlr
had long since retired to her chamber: it was therefore
proper to wait upon myself. A lamp, and the means of
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lighting it, were only to be found in the kitehen. Thither
I resolved forthwith to repair; but the light was of use
merely to cnable me to read the book. I knew the shelf
and the spot where it stood. Whether I took down the
book, or prepared the lamp in the first place, appeared
to be & matter of no moment. The latter was preferred,
and, leaving my seat, I approached the eloset in whieh,
a3 I mentioned formerly, my books and papers were
deposited.

uddenly the remembrance of what had lately passed
in this closet ocourred. Whether midnight was ap-
proaching, or had passed, I knew not. I was, as then,
alone defenceless, The wind was in that direction
in which, aided by the deathlike repose of nature, it
bronght to me the murmur of the waterfall. This was
mingled with that solemn and enchanting sound which a
breeze produces among the leaves of pines. The words
of that mysterious dialogue, their fearful import, and the
wild excess to which I was transported by my terror
filled my imagination anew. Ms' steps faltered, and
‘stood a mement to recover myself.

I prevailed on myself at length to move towards the
eloset. 1 touched the lock, but my fingers were power-
less; I was visited afresh by unconquerable apprehen-
gions. A sort of belief darted into my mind that some
being was coneealsd within whose pur werp evil. I
began to contend with those fears, wﬁun it aceurred to
me that I might, without impropriety, go for a lamp pre-
viously to opening the closet. I receded a fow steps;
‘but before I reached the chamber deor my thoughts took
-anew direetion. Motion seemed to produce a mechanieal
influcnee upon me. I was ashamed of my weakmness.
Besides, what aid could be afforded me by & lamp?

My fears had pictured to themselves no preeise object.
1t would be difficult to depiet in words the ingredients
and hues of that phantom which haunted me. A hand
‘nvisible and of preternatural strength, lifted by human
passions, and selecting my life for its aim, were parts of
this terrific image. .ﬁll places were alike nccessible to
this foe; or, if his empire were restricted by local
bounds, those bounds were utterly inscrutable by me,
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Bat bad L not been told, by some one in loaguo vith tis
‘cnemy, that every place but the recess in the bank was

mmﬁtfm:&hjiﬁu? - il
I returned to the closet, and once more put-my hand
upon the lock. Oh, may my ears lose thew sensibility
ere they be again-assailed by a shriek so terrible! Not
merely my understanding was subdued by the sound ; it
acted on my nerves like an edge of .stmi It ﬂ:‘fm
to cut asunder the fibres of my brain and rack every
Jjoint with agony. i

The ery, lou.dy and piercing as it was, was nevertheless
human. No articulation was ever more distinet. The
breath which accompanied it did not fan my hair, yet
did every cireumstance combine to persuade me that the
lips which uttered it touched my very shoulder.

“Hold! hold!™ were the words of this tremendous
prohibition, in whose tone the whole soul seemed to be
wrapped up, and every energy converted into eagerncss
and terror.

Shuddering, I dashed myself against the wall, and,
by the same involuntary impulse, turned my face back-
ward to examine the mysterious monitor. The moon-
light streamed into each window, and every corner of the
room was conspicuous, and yet I beheld nothing ! '

The interval was too brief to be artificially measured,
between the utterance of these words and my serutiny
dirceted to the quarter whence they came. Yet, if
human heinF had been there, could he fail to have been
visible? Which of my senses was the prey of a fatal
illusion !  The shock which the sound produced was sl
felt in every parvt of my frame. The sound, therefore,
could not but be a genuine commotion. But that 1
had heard it was not more true than that the being who
uttered it was stationed at my right ear; yet my attend-
ant was inyisible. .

I connot describe the state of my thoughts at that
moment. Surprise had mastered my faculties. M
frame shook, and the vital emrrent was congealed. I
was conscious only to the vehemence of my sensations.
This condition could not be lasting. Like a tide; which
suddenly mounts to an overwhelming height and thet
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gradually subsides, my confusion slowly gave place to
order, and my m&lt—artn-n- calm. I w:r{ Eb‘lu tg delibe-
rate and move. I resumed my feet, and advanced into
the midst of the room, Upward, and behind, and on
each side, I threw penctrating glances: I was not satis-
fied with one examination. He that hitherto refused
to be seen might change his purpose, and on the next
survey be clearly distinguishable.

Bolitude imposes least restraint upon the fancy. Dark
is less fertile of images than the foeble lustre of the
moon. I was alone, and ‘the walls wero checkered b
shadowy forms. As the moon passed behind a clow
and emerged, these shadows scemed to be endowed with
life; and to move. The apartment was open to the
breeze, and the curtain was oceasionally blown from its
ordinary position. This motion was not unaccompanied
with seund. I failed not to snateh a look and to listen
when this motion and this sound occurred. My belief
that any monitor was posted near was strong, and in-
stantly converted these appearances to tokens of his

nee; and yet I could diseern nothing.

When my thoughts were at length permitted to revert
to-the past, the first idea that oecurved was the resem-
blance between the words of the voice which I had just
heard and those which had terminated my drewm in the
summer-house. There are means by which we are able
te distinguish a substance from a shadow, a reality from
the phantom of a dream. The pit, my brother beckon-
-m%. me forward, the seizure of arm, and the voice
behind, were surcly imaginary. That these incidents
were fashioned in my sleep is supported by the ssme
indubitable evidence that compels mo to believe myself
awake at present; yet the wordsand the voice were the
same. Then, by some inexplicable contrivance, I was
aware of the danger, while my actions and sensations
awvere those of one wholly unacguainted with it. Now,
was it not equally true that my actions and persunsions
were at war? Had not the gelief that evil lurked in
the closet gained admittance, and had not my actions
betokened an unwarrantable security? To obviate the
effects of my infataation, the same means had been used.
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In my drcam, he that tomptod me to my destruction

was my brother, Deach was ambushed n my path.
From -ghﬁ. evil was I now reseued ! What -mﬁ?{m‘_ mﬂ
‘implement of ill was shut up in this recess? Who wag
it whose suffoeating grasp 1 was to feel should 1 dave
to enter it? What monstrous conception is this? My
brother ? T

No; protection, and not injury, is his province.
Strange and terrible chimera ! T-!et it would not be-sud-
denly dismissed. It was surely no vulgar agency that

ve this form te my fears. He to w!?:m a’.ﬁenparta::ei’g
time are equally present, whom no contingency ap-
proaches, was the author of that spell which now seized
upon me. Life was dear to me. No consideration was
present that enjoined me to relinquish it. Sacred duty
combined with every spontaneous sentiment to endear to
me my being. Should I not shudder when my being
was endangered? " But what emotion should posscss me
when the arm lifted against me was Wicland's 1

Ideas exist in our minds that can he acconnted for by
no established laws,  Why did 1 dream that my brother
was my foe? Why but beeause an omen of my fate was
ordained to be communicated? Yet what salutary end
did it serve ' Did it arm me with caution to elude or
fortitude to bear the evils to which I was veserved? My
present thoughts were, no doubt, indebted for their hue
to the similitude existing between these incidents and
those of my dream. Surely it was frenzy that dictated
my deed. That a ruflian was hidden in the closet was
an idea the genuine tendency of which was to urge me
to flight. Such had been the effect formerly produced.
Had my mind been simply occupied with this thought at
present, no doubt the same impulse would have been ex-
pericnced ; but now it was my brother whom 1 was irres

e

sistihl;,r porsuaded to regard as the contriver of that ﬂl
of which I had been forewarned. This persunsion did
not extenuate my fears ormy danger. Why then
again approach the closet and withdraw the bolt? My
resolution was instantly coneeived, and exeeuted withou
faltering. . =y .
The goor was formed of light materials. The lock,
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simple structuve, easily forewent its hold. Tt opened into
the room, and commonly moved upon its hinges, after
being unfastened, without any cffort of mine. This-effort,
Yiowever, was bestowed u the present oecasion. It
wag my purpose to open it with quickness; but the ex-
ertion which I made was ineffectual. It refused to open.
At another time, this circumstance would not have
Tooked with a faee of mystery. I should have supposed
some casual obstruction and repeated my efforts to sur-
mount it. But now my mind was accessible to no con-
jecture but one. The deor was hindered from opening
by human force. Surely, here was a new cause for
affright. This was eonfirmation proper to decide my
conduet. Now was all ground of hesitation taken away.
What could be supposed but that I deserted the chamber
and the house? that I at least endeavoured no longer
to withdraw the door?

Have T net said that my actions were dictated by
frenzy? My reason had forborne, for o time, to suggest

to sway my resolves. I reiterated my endeavours, I
ted all my force to overcome the obstacle, but in
. The strength that was exerted to keep it shut was
superjor to mine, '

A 'casual observer might, perhaps, appland the auda-
ciowsness of this conduct. lience, but from a habitual
dafiance of danger, could my perseverance arise? 1 have
alrendy assigned, as distinetly as I am able, the cause of
it. 'The frantic conception that my brother was within,
that the resistance made to my design was exerted by

him, had rooted itself in my mind. You will compre-
~ hend the height of this infatuation, when I tell you tﬁnt
finding all my exertions vain, I betook myself to excla-
mations. Surely I was utterly bereft of understanding.
. Now'I had arrived at the crisis'of my fate. ¢ ﬁ,
hinder not' the door to open,” 1 exclaimed, in a tone
that had less of fear than of grief init.  “I know you
well. Come forth, but harm me not. I beseech you,
i el fﬁ_rtb'-“
had taken my hand from the lock and removed to a
1l distance from the door. I had scarcely uttered

words, when the door swung upon its hinges and

e e



displayed to ngrwawthn- interior of the closet.

ever was a8 shrondod in darkness. A
seconds pﬁssed mthm:t mﬁermpdmn of the a&}em
knew not what to expect or to fear. My
not stray from the recess. I“'ram tly, &« asgh wag.
heard. "The guarter from which it came hetght&n&ﬂ the.
engerness of my gaze. Some one approached from the
farther end. I quiekly perceived the outlines of a b
figure. Its steps were irresolute and slow. I reco
as it adyanced,

By coming at length within the verge of the Toom,
form was clearly distinguishable. I had prefigured
myself a very different personage. Tho face that ps
scnted itself was the last that I should desire to meet at’
an hour and in a place like this. My wonder was stifled
lw‘ my fears. Asszassing had Jurked in this recess. Bome.
divine voice warned me of danger that at this moment
awaited me, I had spurned the intimation, and echal-
lenged my adversary.

reaa’red the mysterions countenance and dubious
character of Carwin.,  What motive but strocious ones
.could guide his steps hithier? I was alone. My habit
suited the hour, and the place, and the warmth of the
season. All succour was remote. He had placed him-
self between me and the door, My frame shook with
the vehemence of my apprebensions.

Yet 1 was not wholly lost to myself; I ang
marked his demeancur. Hiz logks were ravia?ﬁnz
without perturbation. What species of anmemda it bes
trayed the light was not strong enough to enable me to)
discover. Ile stood still ; ‘but his eves wandered frem
one ohject to another. W hen these powerful organs were :
fixed upon me, I shrunk into myself. At length he broke
gilence. Earnestness, and not embarrassment, was in hig
tone, He advanced close to me while he spoke:— =

“ What voice was that which lately n.ddmsﬁeﬂ ¥

He paused for an answer; but, observing my tr
tion, he resumed, with andiminished solemnity, * Be
terrified, W hw:es' he was, he has do o
ant service. I need not ask you if it were the ¥
a companion, That sound was boyond th
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‘human organs.  The knowledge that enabled him to tell
you who was in tho closet was obtained by incompre-
‘hensible means.

~ “You knew that Carwin was there. Were you not
f;':‘{eprim of his intents? The same }:ower could impart
‘the one as well as the other. Yet, knowing these, you
}Eersiacéd. Andacious girl ! But perhaps you confided in
his guardianship. Your confidence was just. With suc-
pour like this at hand you may safely defy me.

“*He is my cternal foe; the ba‘ﬂyl-er of my best-con-
certed schemes,  Twice have you been saved by his ag-
cursed interposition.  But for him I should long ere now
‘haye borne away the epoils of your honouar.”

. He looked at mo with greater steadfastness than before.

1 became every moment more anxious for my safety. It
was with difficulty I stammered out an entreaty that he
would instantly depart, or suffer me to doso. He paid
0o regard to my request, but proceeded in a more impas-
soned manner ;—

“What is it you fear? Have I not told you you are
safc? Has not one in whom you more reasonably place
trust assured you of it? Even if I execute my purpose,
what injury is done? Your prejudices will call it by that
name, but it merits it not.
~ “Iwas impelled by a sentiment that does you honour;
a sentiment that would sanctify my deed; but, whatever
it be, you are safe. Be this chimera still worahln'sped i3
will do nothing to pollute it.” There he stopped.
~ The accents and gestures of this man left me drained
of all courage. Surely, on no other occasion should I
have been thus pusillanimous. My state I regarded as
a hopeless one. 1 was wholly at tho merey of this being,
Whichever way I turned my eyes, I saw no avenue by
which 1 might escape. The resources of my personal
strength, my ingenuity, and my eloquence, I estimated
at nothing. The dignity of virtae and the force of truth
1 had been accustomed to celebrate, and had fr uently
vaunted of the conquests which I should make with their
‘sasigtanee,

T used to sappose that certain evils could never befall
# being in possession of & sound mind; that trae virtue
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‘supplics us with enc

it was always in o

the designs of an enemy

How was it that o sentiment like despair had
vaded me, and that I trusted to the protection of
or to the pity of my persecutor ?

His worda i eﬁe some notion of the injury wlm&h
he had meditated. He talked of obstacles that had risen
in his way. He had relinquished his design. These
sources supplied me with slender consolation, There
was no seeurity but in hiz sbsence. When I looked at
myself, when I'reflected on the hour and the place, I wals
overpowered by borror and dejection.

He was silent, muscful, and inattentive to my situa-
tion; yet made no motion to depart. I was silent in my
turn.  What could I say? I was confident that reason
in this contest would he impotent. I must owe my safety
to his own suggestions. Whatever purpose breught him,
hither, he lmt% changed it. Why then did he remain?
IHis resolutions mi{;ht fluctuate, and the pause of a few
minutes restore to lim his first resolutions. _

Yot was not this the man whom we had treated with
unwearied kindness? whose society was endeared to us
by his intellectual elevation and accomplishments ¥ who
had a thousand times expatinted on the usefulness and
beauty of virtue? Why should such a one be dreaded 2
If I could have forgotten the circumstances in which our
interview had taken place, I might have treated his
words as jests. Presently, e resumed :—

¢ Fear me not: the space that severs us is amall, and
all visible succour is distant. You believe yuurse]i' com-
pletely in my power; that you stand upon the brink of
ruin.  Such are your groundless fears. I cannot lift &’
finger to hurt you, Basier would it be to stop the moon

in her course than to injure: you. The power that pro
teats you would erumble my sinews and reduce me to s
beap of ashes in a moment, if I were to harbour a tbonghtli
hostile to your safety.

“Thus are appearances at length solved. Little
I expect that the ey originated hence. What & portion
assigned to you! Seanned by the eyes of this in
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genee, your path will be without pits to swallow or
gm_mta'gagl@- ou. Environed by the arms of this
proteetion, all artifices will be frustrated and all malice
repelled.”™

Here succeeded a new pause. I was still observant
of every gesture and look. The tranquil solomnity that
had lately possessed his countenance gave way to a new
expression.  All now was trepidation and anxiety.

“J must be gone,” said he, in a faltering accent.
“Why do I linger here 7 I will not ask your forgiveness.
I sec that your terrors are invincible. Your pardon will
be extorted by fear, and not dictated by compassion. I
wmust fly from you forever. e that could plot against
your honour must expect from you and your friends
_persecution and death. I must doom myself to end-

exile.”
~ Buying this, he hastily left the room. I listened while
he descended the stairs, and, unbolting the outer door,
went forth. 1 did not follow him with my eyes, as the
moonlight would have enabled me to do. Relieved by
his absence, and oxhausted by the conflict of my fears,
I threw myself on a chair, and resigned myself to those
bewildering ideas which incidents like these could not
fail to pr nee.
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CHAPTER X.

 OmpER could not readily be introduced into my
thoughts. The voice still rung in my cars. Every
aceent that was uttered by Carwin was fresh in my re~
membrance, Ilis unwelcome approach, the recognition
of his person, his hasty departure, prmiuaed & complex
impression on my mind which no words can delineate.
I strove to give & slower motion to my thoughts, and to
regulate & confusion which became painful; but my
efforts were nugatory. I covered my eyes with my
hand, and sat, I Know not how long, without power to
. arrange or utter my conceptions.

I had remained for hours, as I believed, in absolute
solitude. No thought of personal danger had molested
my tranquillity. Iﬁn‘.d made no preparation for defence,
What was it that suggested the design of perusing my
father's manuscript ? If, instead of this, I had retired
to bed and to sleep, to what fate might I not have bien
reserved. The ruffian, who must almost have aupp:eqaog
his breathings to screen himself from diccovery, wouls
liave noticed this signal, and I should have awakened
only to perish with afftight, and to abhor myself. Could
I have remained unconscious of my danger? Could I
bave tranguilly slept in the midst of so deadly 4 sna

And who was he that threatened to destroy me ! gy
what means could he hide himself in this closet ' Surely
he i3 gifted with supernatural power. Such is the exemy’
of whose atmmpts& was forewarned. Daily I had seen
him and conversed with him. Nothing could be dis-
cerned through the impenetrable veil o% his duplicity,
When busied in conjectures ag to the author of the e
that was thre&teuec{', my mind did not light for a

foyd 1 B
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“ment upon his image. Yet has he not avowed himself
iy m&mg! Why should he be here if ke had not medi-
tated evil 7 .
 He confesses that this has been his second attempt. .
‘What was the scene of his former conspiracy? Was it
‘not he whose whispers betrayed him?  Am I deceived ?
“or wua there not o fauint resemblance between the veice
~of this man and that which talked of grasping my throat
-and extinguishing my life in a moment?  Then he had
‘& colleague in his crime; now he is alone.  Then death
‘was the scope of his thoughts; now an injury unspeak-
“ably more dreadful. Ilow thankful should 1 be to the
‘power that has interposed to save me !
- That power is invisible. It is subject to the cog-
‘mizance of one of my senses. What are the means that
awill inform me of what nature it is? He has set him-
gelf to counterwork the machinations of this man, who
‘had menneed destruction to all that is dear to me, and
~ whose coming had surmounted every human impediment.
There was none to rescue me from his grasp. My rash-
‘ness even hastened the completion of his scheme, and
- precluded him from the benefits of deliberation. I had
‘robbed him of the power to repent and forbear. Had I
‘been apprized of the danger, I should have regarded my
gonduct a8 the means of rendering my eseape from it
impossible. Sueh, likewise; seemn to have been the fears
 of my invisible protector. Else why that startling en-
treaty to refrain from opening the closet? By what
Anexplieable infatuation was I compelled to proceed ?
- Yet my conduct was wise, Cnrwin, unable to compre-
‘hend my folly, ascribed my behaviour to my knowledge.
- He conceived himself previously detected, and, such de-
- ion being ible to flow only from my heavenly
ud and Az enemy, his fears acquired additional
~ He is apprized of the nature and intentions of this
. Perhaps be is a human agent. Yet on that
_HfEOEi_tiun his achievements are incredible. Why should
1 be sel as the object of his care? or, if a mere
rtal, should I not rﬂo:gnise- gome one whom benefita
parted and received had prompted to love me? What



province ! Are human fuculties adequate to receive
stronger proofs of the existence of unfettered and bene-
ficent intelligences than I have received !

But who was this man's coadjutor? The vaice
acknowledged an allisnce in treachery. with Ca
warned me to avoid the summer-house, He assured
that there only my safety was endangered. Iis
suranee, as it now appears, was fallacions. Was'{
not deceit in his admonition? Was his com: really
annulled ¥ Bome purpose was, perhaps, to be accom-

lished by preventing my future visits to that spot.
Eﬂ:y was I enjoined silence to others on the subjeet of
this admonition, unless it were for some unauthorized
and guilty purpose ? ; ohi

No one but myself was accustomed to visit it. Back-
ward it was hidden from distant view by the roek, and
in front it was sereened from all examination by ereeping

lants and the branches of cedars. What reeess%
Be more propitious to seerecy ! The spirit which haunted -
it formerly was pure and rapturous. It was a fane sacred
to the memory of infantile days; and to blissful imagi-"
nations of the future! What a gloomy reverse had sues
ceeded since the ominous arrival of this stranger! Now,
Fe‘rhnpa, it is the scene of his meditations. Purpeses
raught with horror, that shun the light and contemplate
the pollution of innocence, are here engendered, and
fostered, and reared to maturity.

Buch were the ideas that, during the night, were tumuls"
tuously revolved by me. I reviewed every conversation
in which Carwin had borne a part. 1 studied todi
the true inferences deducible from his deportment
words with regard to his former adventures and ae
views. I pondered on the comments which he made
the relation’ which I had given of the closet diale
No new ideas suggested themselves in the course of
review. My expectation had, from the first, been
appointed on the small daﬂea of surprise whit
narrative excited in him. 1le never explicitl

bis opinion as to the nature of those voices, o1
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whether they were real or visionary, e recommended
no measures of caution or prevention.
But what mensures were now to be taken? Was the
danger which threatened me at an end? Had I nothing
more to fear? T was lonely, and withont means of de-
fence. I eonld not galeulate the motives and regulate the
footsteps of this person.  What certainty was there thut
lie wonld not reasswing his purposes and swiftly return to
the execution of them?

_This ilea covered me onee more with dismay. How
deeply did I regret the solitude in which I was ?ia.ced,
and how ardently did I desire the return of day! Bus

‘meither ‘of these inconveniences were susceptible of
~remedy. At first it occurred to me to summon my sers
“vantand make her spend the night in.my chamber; bug
the ineflicacy of this expedient to enhance my safety was
easily seen.  Once I resolved to leave the house and re-
(tire to my brother's, but was deterred by reflecting on
the unseasonablencss of the heur, on the alarm which
~my arrivel and the account which I shonld be obliged to
_ give might occasion, and on the danger to which I might
expose myself in the way thither. I began, likowise, to
eonsider Carwin's return to molest me as exceedingly
Cimprobable. He had relinquished, of his own accord,
“his design, and departed without compulsion,

“Burely,” said I, “there is omnipotence in the canse
that changed the views of a man like Carwin. The
‘ divinity that shielded me from his attempts will take
suitable care of my future safety. Thus to yield to my
fears is to deserve that they shonld be real.”

Beareely had I uttered these words, when my attention
w4 ed by the sound of footsteps. They denoted
. some one stepping into the piazza in front of my house.
My new-born confidence was cxtingnished in a moment.
~ Carwin, I thonght, had repented his departure; and was
hastily returning. The possibility that his return was
prompted by intentions consistent with my safety found
no place in my mind. Tmages of violation and murder
assailed me anew, and the terrors which suceeeded almnost

neapacitated me from taking any measares for my defence.

‘was an impulse of whiah&.![ was scarcely conscious that
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T door. aving done this, I threw my -:_mimuamt;_ i
for I tremhiad--?:g:dagma whwhdmnhleﬁvﬁfrom stand-
ing, and my soul was so perfectly absorbed in the act of
listening, that almost the vital motions were stopped.
The door below creaked on its hinges. It was not again
thrust to, but appeared to remain open. Footsteps entered,
traversed the entry, and began to mount the stairs. How
1 detested the folly of not pursuing the man when he with-
drew, and bolting after him the cuter door! Might he not
conceive this omission to be a proof that my angel had
deserted me, and be thereby fortified in guilt? -
Every step on the stairs which brought him nearer to
my chamber added vigour to my desperation. The evil
with whieh 1 was menaced was to be at any rate eladed.
How little did I preconceive the conduct which, in an
exigence like this, I should be prone to adopt! You will
suppose that deliberation and despair would have sug-
geated the same course of aetion, and that T should have
unhiesitatingly resorted to the best means of personal de-
fenee within my power. A penknife lay Open upon my
table. I remembered that it was there, and scized it
For what purpose yon will scarcely inquire. It will ba
immedialaelg supposed that I meant it for lu{ last refuge,
and that, if all other meang should fail, I should plunge
it into the heart of my ravisher. -
I have lost all faith in the steadfastness of human re-
golves. It was thug that in periods of ealm I had de-
termined to act. No cowardice had been held by me in.
eater abhorrence than that which prompted an injured
emale to destroy, not her injurer ere the injury was:
erpetrated, but herself when it was without remedy.
];'at now this penknife appeared to me of no other u
than to bafille my assailant and prevent the erime
destroying myself. To deliberate at such a time
impossible; but, among the tumultuous suggestio
the moment, I de not recollect that it once occurred to
to use it ns an instrument of direct defence.
The steps had now reached the second floor.
footfall accelerated the completion without ax
the certainty of evil. The conseiousness th
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was fast, now that nothing but that was interposed
‘between me and danger, was o source of some consolation.
T east my eye towards the windew. This, likewise, was
& new suggestion.  If the door should give way, it was
‘my sndden resolution to throw myself from the window.
Its height from the ground, which was covered beneath
by a brick pavement, would insure my destruction; but
I thought not of that.
_ When opposite to my door the footsteps ceased. Was
he listening whether my fears were allayed and my caution
were asleep?  Did hc{:c—pa to take me by surprise? Yet,
if =0, why did he allow so many noisy signals to betray
his approach? Presently the steps were again heard to
appronch the door. A hand was laid upon the lock, and
the latch pulled baek.  Did he imagine it gosxibla that I
should fail to seeure the door? A slight eflort was made
to push it open, as if, all bolts being withdrawn, a slight
effort only was required.

I nosooner perecived this than I moved swiftly towards
the window, Carwin's frame might be said to be all
muscle,  His strength and activity bad appeared, in vari-
ous instances, to be pr-:uli%Eou.s. A alight exertion of his
foree would demolish the door.  Would not that exertion
‘bemade? Toosurely it would; but, at the same moment

hat this obstacle should yield and he should enter the
apartment, my determination was formed to leap from
the window. My senses were still bound to this object.
I gazed at the door in momentary expectation that the

~ assault would be made. The pause continued. 'The
 person without was irresolute and motionless,

Suddenly it occurred to me that Carwin might conceive
e to have fled.  That T had not betaken myself to flight
‘was, indeed, the least probable of all tonelusions.  In this
‘persuasion ho must have been confirmed on finding the
Nower door unfastened and the chamber door locked. Was
- it not wise to foster this persunasion? Should I maintain
“decp silence, this, in addition to other circums might
rcourage the belief, and he would once more depart.
ery new refleetion added plausibility to this reasoning.
It was prosently move strongly enforeed when I noticed

Mootsteps withdrawing from: the door.  The blead onee



‘site chumber, apnaee? it, and, having
‘him with & violeneo that shook the ha e
How was 1 to interpret this circumstance? For whist
end eould he have entered this chamber? Did the
lence with which he closed the door testify the
Lis vexation? This room was usually occupied by
Was Carwin aware of his absence on this night

he be suspected of a design so sordid as pillage? Ii’ tilm'—“
were his view, there were no means in my power to fris-

trate it. It behooved me to seize the first opportunity: tih

escape; but, if my escape were supposed by my anemyl
to have been already effected, no asyvlun was more séeure
than the present. Ilow could wy passage from the house:

be accomplished withont noises that might incite him to

pursue me?

Utterly at a loss to account for'his going into Pleyel’s
chamber, I waited in instant expectation cﬁ' hearing him
come forth. All, however, was profoundly still. T lis-
tened in vain for a considerable period to catch the sound
of the door when it should again be opened. There"
was no other avenue by which he could escape, but &
door which led into the girl's chamber. Would any ovil
from this quarter befall the girl?

Hence arose & new train of o prehensions. They? ~
merely added to the turbulence andpag-:} { of my reflee~
tions. Whatever evil impended over her; 1 had ne
power to avert it. Seclusion and silence were the only
means of saving myself from the perils of this fi
night. What solemn vows did I put up, that, if I sh
onee more behold the light of day, I would never ti
myself again within the threshold of this dwelling

Minute lingered after minute, but no wken wﬁ'«
that Carwin had returned to the ge.  What,
again asked, conld detain him in %im! room ¥ W»ﬁ;
possible that he had returned, and glided »
away? I was speedily aware of thl.‘»dl
tendod an enterpnm ike tl:trs, and yet,
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‘means I were capable of gaining any information on
that head, T cast anxions looks from the window.

_The object that first attracted my attention was &
hwnan figure standing on the edge of the bank. Per-
hops. my penetration was assisted by my hopes. Be
that as it will, the figure of Carwin was clearly distin-
~guishable. From the obscurity of my station, it was
ampossible that I should be diseerned by him; and yet he
seareely suffered me to cateh o glimpse of him. He
turned and went down the steep, which in this part was
‘not, difficult to be sealed.

My conjecture, then, had been right. Carwin has
“goftly opencd the daor, deseended the etairs, and issued
forth, That I should not have overheard his steps was
only less ineredible than that my eyes had deceived me.
But what was now to be done? The house was at
Jength delivered from this detested inmate, By one
svenue might he again re-enter. Was it not wise to
‘bar the lower door ! Perhaps he had gone out by the
kitchen door. For this end, he must have passed
through Judith's chamber. These entrances being elosed
and bolted, as great security was gained as was com-
patible with my lonely condition. :

 The propriety of thiese measures was too manifest not
~toanake moe strugele successfully with my fears. Yet I
opencd my own door with the utmoest caution, and de-
sgeended as if I were afraid that Carwin had been still
mamured in Pleyel's chamber.  The outer door was ajar,
I shut it with trembling eagerness, and drew every bolt
that appended to it. 1 then passed with light and less
eautious steps through the parlour, but was surprised teo
discover that the kitchen door was secure. [ wos com-

elled to acquiesce in the first conjeeture that Ciarwin
had escaped through the entry.

My heart was now somewhat eased of the load of ap-
prehension. 1 returned once more to my chamber, the
door of which I was careful to Joek. It was no time to
think of repose. The moonlight began already to fade
before the light of the day. The approach of morning
wis betokened by the usual signals. I mused upon the
eveits of this night, amd determined to take np my
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mnwyfer which T could notmwnt,m :
death., I pamhed to myself his W .
lows, and his last appearance. I imagined

midnight w:mderer on the shore, and to have ﬁtnm’-hisﬂ
on his corpse, which the tide had cast up. These dre
images affec ected me even to tears. 1 endeavoured not
restrain them. They imparted a relief which 1 had net
anticipated. The more copiously they flowed, the more
did my general sensations appear to subside into ﬁa.lma
and a certain restlessness give way to re_){hm

Perhaps, relieved by this effusion, the slumber se
much wanted might have stolen on my semses, had thm
been no new cause of slarm.




CHAPTER XI.

I wag aronsed from this stupor h;: sounds that evi-
dently arose in the next chamber. Was it possible that
I had been mistaken in the figure which I had seen on
the bank ? or had Carwin, by some inscrutable means,

etrated once more into this chamber ? The opposite
door opened; footsteps came forth, and the person,
advancing to mine, knocked.

Bo unexpécted an incident robbed me of all presence
“of mind, and, starting up, I involuntarily exclaimed,
“Who is there!” An answer was immediately given,
The wvoice, to my incxpressible astonishment, was
Pleyel's.

“Jtis I. Have you risen ? If you have not, make
haste; I want three minutes' conversation with you in
the parlour. I will wait for you there.,”” Saying this,
be retired from the door.

_ Should I confide in the testimony of my ears? If
that were true, it was Pleyel that had been hitherto
immured in the opimsita chamber; he whem my rueful
fancy had depieted in so many ruinous and ghast]
hhages; he whose footsteps had been listened to wit
‘guch inquictude! What 13 man, that knowledge is so
. gparingly conferred upon him ! that his heart should be
~ wrung with distress, and his frame be exanimated with

fear, though his safety be encompassed with im re%nu,b':e
walls ! at are the bounds of human imbecility! He
that warned me of the presence of my foe refused the
intimation by which so many racking fears would have
been precluded.

Yet who would have imagined the arrival of Pleyel at
such an hour 7 His tone was desponding and anxious.
Why this unseasonable swnmons? sud why this hasty
121
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departure? Spme tidings he, perhaps, bears of myste-
Smssslemdmnsingie. .

My impatience would not allow me to consume much
time in deliberation; I hastened down. Pleyel I found
standing at a window, with eyes cast down as in medi-
tation, and arms folded on his breast. Evez;]i‘na?mhm
countenance was pregnant with sorrow. To this was
added a certain wanness and air of fatigue. The last
time I had seen him appearances had been the reverse
of these. I was ata';rt?eﬂ at the change, The first im-
pulse was to question him as to the cause.  This impulse
was supplanted by some degree of confusion, flowing
from a conseiousness that love had too large, and, as it
might prove, a perceptible, share in creating this im-
pulse. T was silent, -

Presently he raised his eyes and fixed them upon me,
I read in them an anguish altogether ineffable. Never
had T witnessed a like demeanour in Pleyel, Newer,
indeed, had I observed a human countenance in which
%rief was more legibly inseribed.  He seemed struggling

or utterance; but, his struggles being fruitless, he shoole
his head and turned away from me.

My impatience would not allow me to be longer
gilent, **What,” said I, * for heaven’s sake, my friend,
—what is the matter I i

He started at the sound of my voice. Tis looks,. for
a moment, became convulsed with an emotion very dif-
ferent from grief. Ilis accents were broken with rage:—

“The matter! O wreteh ! —thus exquisitely fashioned,
—on whom nature seemed to have exhausted all her

races; Wwith charms so awful and so pure! how art
thou fallen! ¥From what height fallen! A ruin go com-
plete,—so unheard-of !’ _ y
1lis words were again choked by emotion. Grief and
pity were again mingled in his feutures. He resumed,
in a tone half suffocated by sobs:— -

“But why should I upbraid thee? Could I restore to
thee what thou hast lost, efface this cursed stain, spatch
thee from the jaws of this fiend, I would do
what will avail my efforts ! 1 have not arms
1o contend with so eonsummnate, so frightful a



THE TRANSFORMATION, 123

% Evidence less than this wounld only have excited
resentment and seorn. The wretch who should have
breathed a suspicion injurions to thy honour would have
been regarded without anger: not hatred or envy could
have prompted him; it would merely be an argament of
madness.  That my eyes, that my ears, should bear wit-
ness to thy fall! By no other way could detestable con-
vietion be im];arted.

% Why do I summon thee to this conference? Why
expose myself to thy derision? Here admonition and
entreaty are vain, Thou knowest him already for a
murderer and thief. I had thought to have been the
first to disclose to thee his infamy; to have warned thee
of the pit to which thon art hastening; but thy eyesare
open in vain, Oh, foul and insupportable disgrace !

“There is but one path. I know you will disappear
together. In thy ruin, how will the felicity and honour
of multitudes be involved! But it must come. This
scene shall not be blotted by his presence. No doubt
thou wilt shortly sce thy detested paramour. This scene
will be n.gain polluted by a midnight.a&signatium Inform
him of his dangers ; tell him that his erimes are known;
let him fly far snd instantly from this spot, if he desires
to avoid the fate which menaced him in Ireland.

“ And wilt thou not stay behind? But shame upon
my weakness! I know not what I would say, I have
done what I purposed. To stay longer, to expostulate,
to beseech, to ecnumernte the consequences of thy act,—
what end can it serve but to blazon thy infumy and em-
bitter our woes? And yet, oh, think—think ere it be
too late—on the distresses which thy flight will entail
upon us; on the base, grovelling, and atrocicus character
of the wretch to whom' thou hast sold thy honour. But
what is this? Is not thy effrontery impenctrable and
thy heart thoroughly cankered? Ob, most specious and
most profligate of women !"

Saying this; he rushed out of the house. I saw him
ina l{;? moments burrying along the path which led to
my brother’s. 1 had no power to prevent his going, or
to reeall or to follow him. The nceents T had heard
were caleulated to confound snd bewilder. I looked




moved, that T might banish the doubt that 1 wos awake.

Such enormous imputations from the mouth of Pleyel !
To b’e"ﬁt&ig:nﬁtiﬁéd with the names of wanton and ?'mﬂl—
gate! To be charged with the sacrifice of honour! with
midnight meetings with a wreteh known to be a murderer
and thief! with an intention to fly in his company!
What I had heard was surely the dictate of fremzy,
or it was built wpon some fatal, some incomprehensible
mistake.  After the horrors of the night, after unders
going perils so imminent from this man, to be summonéd
to an interview like this ! —to find Pleyel fraught with:a.
belief that, instead of having chosen death asa refuge
from: the violence of this man, I had hugged his base-
ness to my heart, had sacrificed for him my purity, my
spotless name, my friendships, and my fortuno! That
even madness conld eugender accusations like these was
not to be believed. i
What evidence could possibly suggest conceptions so
wild? After the unlooked-for interview with Carwin in
my chamber, he retired. Could Pleyel have observed
his exit? It was not long after that Pleyel himself
entered. Did he build on %his incident his odious con-
clusions? Could the long sericd of my actions and senti-
ments grant me no exemption from suspicions so foul
Was it not more rational fo infer that Carwin's designs.
had been illicit? that my life had been endangered by
the fury of one whom, by some means, he had discovererd
to be an assassin and robber? that my hononr had boen
assailed, not by blandishments, but by viclence ¥
He has jndged me without hearing. e has drawn
from dubious appearances conelusions the most improba-
ble and unjust. He has loaded me with all outrageons
epithets. Il'lc hag ranked me with prostitutes and thieves,
I cannot pardon thee, Pleyel, for this injustice. Thy
uuderstam?ing must be hurt. If it be not,—if thy eon-
duct was sober and deliberate,—1I can never forgive an
outrage so unmanly and so gross. _
These thoughts gradually gave place to others. Pleyel
wayg possessed by some momentary frenzy; appearanees.
had I:.g:i him into palpable errors. “"Eﬁﬂ-{v&"'ﬂﬂﬂ]ﬂ his
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“sagacity have contracted this blindness? Was it not
love? Previously assured of my affection for Carwin,
distracted with prief and jealousy, and impelled hither
at that late hour by some unknown instigation, his
imagination transformed shadows into monsters, and
plunged him into these deplorable errors.

This ides was not unattended with consolation. My
soul was divided between indignation at his injustice and
delight on account of the source from which I conceived
it to spring, For a long time they would allow ndmis-
-sion to no other thoughts, Surprise is an emotion that
enfecbles, not invigorates.  All my meditations were ac-
companied with wonder. 1 rambled with vagueness, or
clung to one image with an obstinacy which sufficiently
testified the mudﬁcning influence of late transactions.

Gradually I proceeded to reflect upon the consequences
of Pleyel's mistake, and on the measures I should take
to guard myself against future injury from Carwin,
‘Should I suffer this mistake to be detected by time?
When his passion should subgide, would lie not perceive
‘the flagrancy of his injustice and hasten to atone for it?
Did it not become my character to testify resentment for
language and treatment so opprobrious? Wrapt up in
the consciousness of innocence, and confiding in the
influence of time and reflection to confute so groundless
a charge, it was my province to be ive and silent.

As to the violenees meditated Carwin, and the
means of eluding them, the path to g'e taken by me was
-obvious. I resolved to tell the tale to my brother and
regulate mysclf by his advice. For this end, when the
morning was somewhat advanced, I took the way to his
house. My sister was engaged in her customary oecupa-
tions. As soon as I appeared, she remarked a change
in my looks. I was not willing to alarm her by the in-
formution which I had to communicate. Her health was
in that condition which rendered a disastrous tale par-
ticularly unsuitable. 1 forbore a direct answer to her
inguiries, and inguired, in my turn, for Wieland.

“Why,"” said she, “I suspect something mysterious
and wnpleasant has happened this morning. Searcely
bad we risen when Pleyel dropped among us.  What



“eould have prompted him to make us so early and so un-
seasonable n visit I cannot tell. To judge from the dis-
‘order of his dress, and his countenance, something of an
extraordinary nature has oceurred. He permitted me-
merely to know that he had slept none, nor even un-
dressed, during the post night. He took your brother
towalk with him. Somo tapic must have decply engaged
them, for Wieland did niot return till the brealfust<honr
was passed, and returned alone. Ilis distarbance was.
excessive; but he would not listen to my importunities,
or tell me what had happened. I gathered, from hints
which he let fall, that your situation was in some way
the cause ; yet he azsured me that you were at your own
house, alive, in good health, and in perfect safety. He
scarcely ate a morsel, and immediately after breakfast
went out again. He would not inform me whither he
was going, but mentioned that he probably might not
return before night."’

I was eqnaligmzwtonished and alarmed by this informa-
tion. Pleyel had told his tale to my brother, and had,
by & plausible and exaggerated picture, instilled mto him
anfavourable thoughts of me. Yet would not the more
correct judgment of Wieland perceive and expose the
fallacy of his conclusions? Perhaps his uneasiness might
arise from some insight into the charaeter of Carwin,
and from u}i;}mhcnaimm for my safety. The appearances
by which Pleyel had been misled might induce him like-
wise to beliove that I entertained an indisereet though
not dishonourable affection for Carwin. Such were't
conjectures rapidly formed. I was inexpreseibly anxious
to change them into certainty. For this end an inters
view with my brother was desirable. He was gone no
one knew whither, and was not expected speedily to
return. I had no clue by whieh to trace his footsteps.

My anxieties could not be concealed from my sisters
They heightened her solicitade to be sequainted with the
cause. ‘There were many rveasons persuading me to:
silence ; at least, till I had seen my brother, it would bs
an net of inexcusable temerity to unfold what had lately
passed.  No other expedient for eluding her importuni
ties occurred to me but that of returning to my own
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house. I recollected my determination to become a
tenant of this reof. I mentioned it to her. Bhe joy-
fully aceedod to this proposal, and suffered me with less
reluctance to depart when I told her that it was with a
view to eolleet and send to my new dwelling what arti-
eles would be immediately useful to me.

Onee more I returned to the house which had been the

gcene of so much turbulence and dunger. I was at no
great distariee from it when I observed my brother coming
“out.  On seeing me he stopped, and, after ascertaining,
ag it seemed, which wa 1Pwna going, he returned into
the hounse before me. 1 sincerely rejoiced at this event,
‘and I hastened to set things, if possible, on their right
fuoting,

His brow was by nio means expressive of those vehement
emotions with which Pleyel l.m-.{1 been agitated. Idrewa
favourable omen from this circumstance. Without delay
1 began the conversation.

%1 haye been 1o look for you,” said I, “but was told
by Catharine that Pleyel had engaged you on some im-
portant and disagrecable affair. Before his interview
with you he spent a few minutes with me.  These minutes
hﬁiem};]lcz{ed in upbraiding me for erimes and intentions
with which I am by no means chargeable. I believe him to
‘have taken up his opinions on very insufficient grounds,
His behaviour was in the highest degree precipitate and
unjust, snd, until T receive some atonement, I shall treat
him, in my turn, with that contempt which he justly
‘merits; meanwhile, I am fearful that he has prejudiced
- er against me. That is an evil whneh T most
anxiously deprecate, and which I shall indeed exert my-
gelf to remove. Has he made me the subject of this
marning’s conversation ¥

My brother’s countenance testified no surprise at my
nddress. The benignity of his looks was nowise dimi-
nished. :

‘It is true,” said he, “your conduct was the subject of
Jour discourse. 1 am your friend as well as your brother.
There is ne human being whom I love with more tenderness
-and whese welfare is nearer my heart, Judge, then,
‘with what emotions I listened to Pleyel'sstory. 1 expeoct
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(and desire you to vindieate from: aspersions so
foul, if vindication be possible.” e iy
he tone with which he uttered the last words affected

‘me deeply. “If vindication be possible!” repeated I.
“ From w t.au know, do you deem-a formal :ﬁfi@ﬁm
ne-:'ﬁ,esaii;_n{j; ? Can you harbour for & moment the belief of
my gailt?”

ylliuahouk his head with an air of acute anguish. “I
have struggled,” said he, “to dismiss that belief. You
gpeak before o judge who will profit by any pretence to
gequit yon; who is rea{lyto question his own senses when
they plead againat you."”

These words incited a new set of thoughts in my mind.
I began to suspect that Pleyel had built his accusations
on some foundation unknown to me, *“Imay be astranger
to the grounds of your belief. Pleyel loaded me with
indecent and virulent invectives, but he withheld from
me the facts that gencrated his suspicions. Events took
place last night of which some of the circumstances were
of an ambiguous nature. I conceived that these might
poasibly have fallen under his cognizance, and that, viewed
through the mists of prejudice and passion, they supplied
a pretence for his conduet, but believed that your more
unbiassed judgment would estimate them at their just
value. Perhaps his tale has been different from what I
guspect it to be. Listen, then, to my narrative. If
there be any thing in his story inconsistent with mine, hig
atory is false.” '

I then proceeded to a circumstantial relation of the meis
dents of the last night. Wieland listened with deep atten-
tion. Having finished, *“ This,” continued I, *is the truth.
You see in what cireumstanees an interview took place
between Carwin and me. He remained for hours in
cloaet, and for some minutes in my chamber. He departed
without haste or interruption. If Pleyel marked him ag
he left the house, (and it is not impossible that he did,) in-
ferences injurious to my character might suggest | :
selves to him.  In admitting them, he gave proofsof le
discernment and less candour than [ oneeaseribed

“Ilis proofs,” said Wieland, after a considerable
“are different.  That e should be deccived is 1
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ble. That he himself is not the deceiver could not be
believed, if his testimony were not inconsistent with yours;
but the doubts 'i'rhiﬁ]t§ entertained are now removed.
Your tale, some parts of it, is marvellons; the voice which
exclaimed againat your rashnoss in approaching the closet,

our persisting, notwithstanding that prohibition, your
gelief that T was the ruflian, and your subsequent conduet,
are believed by me, because 1 have known you from child-
hood, because a thousand instances have attested your
‘veracity, and because nothing less than my own hearing
and vision would convince me, in opposition to her own
'ﬁrtiuna,— that my sister had fallen into wickedness like
this.”

1 threw my arms around him and bathed his cheek
withmy tears. *That,” said I, “ is spoken like my brother.
But what are the proofs?”

Ho replied, “Pleyel informed me that, in going to your
house, his attention was attracted by two voives. Thoe

ns speaking sat beneath the bank, out of sight.

s Eersnns, judging b{ their voices, were Carwin and
- you. I will not repeat the dinlogne. If my sister was
 the female, Pleyel was justified in concluding you to be

indeed one of -t{e most profligate of women. fY{nncc his

- wecusations of you, and his efforts to obtain my concur-
rence to a plan by which an eternal separation shounld be
brought about between my sister and this man.”

I made Wieland repeat this recital. Here indeed was
a tale to fill me with terrible foreboding. I had vainly
thought that my safety could be sufficiently secured by
~ doors and bars, but thisis a foe from whose no power
of divinity con save me! His artifices will over lay my
- fame and happiness at his merey. How shall T connter-
work his plots or detect his coadjutor? He has twgh’tg
some vile and abandoned female to mimic my voice.
Pleyel’s cars were the witnesses of my dishonour. This
is the midnight assignation to which he alluded.. Thus
i3 the silence he maintained when attempting to open the
door of my chamber, acconnted for. He supposed me
absent, and meant, perhaps, had my apartment been
* meecssible, to leave in it some deensing memorial.
Pleyel was no longer equally culpable. The sineerity

&
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with some tendencies to gratitude. Yet was he not pre-
cipitate? Was the conjecture that my fm was played
by some mimic so utterly untenable? Instances of this
faculty ore common., The wickedness of Carwin muss,
in his opinion, have been adequate to such contrivances;
and yet tho suppesition of my guilt was adopted in pre-
ferenee to that. \ : g

But how was this error to be unveiled? What but my.
own assertion had I to throw in the balance against:it?
Would this be permitted to outweigh the testimony of his
senses? I had no witnesses to prove my existenee in ans.
other place. The real events of that night are marvellous,
Few to whom they should be related would seruple to dis-
credit them. Pleyel is skeptical in a transcendent degree.
I cannot summon Carwin to my bar, and make him the
attester of my innocence and the accuser of himself.

My brother saw and comprehended my distress. He:
was unaequainted, however, with the full extent of it. He
knew not by how many motives I was incited to retrieve
the good opinion of Pleyel. Ie endeavoured to console
me. Some new event, he said, would ocenr to disentangle
the maze. He did not question the influence of my elo-
quence, if I thought proper to exert it. 'Why not seek
an interview with Pleyel, and exact from him a minute
relation, in which something may be met with serving to
destroy the probability of ia whole?

I caught with eagerness at this hope; but my alacrity
was damped by new reflections.  Bhould 1, perfeet in this:
respect, and unblemished as I was, thrust myself uncalled
into his presence, and make my felicity depend upon his.
arbitrary verdiet? ' A

“If you choose toseck an interview,” continued Wie-
land, “you must make haste; for Pleyel informed me
his intention to set out this evening or to-morrow on's
long journey." ’ .

No intelligence was less expected or less welcome:
this. I'had thrown myself mn a window-seat; butn
starting on my feet, I exclaimed, “Good heavens! w
is it you say? A journey? Whither? whent”

“]1 cannot say whither. It is a sudden resclution, I
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believe. 1 did not Lear of it till this morning. e pro-
mises to write to me as soon as he is settled.’

I neoded ne further information as to the cause and
issue of this jowrney. The scheme of ha]ij’pineas to which
he had devoted his thoughts was blasted by the discovery
of last night. My preference of another, and my un-
worthiness to be any longer the objeet of his adoration,
were evineed by the same act and in the same moment.
The thought uf? utter desertion, a desertion oviginating
in such a cause, was the prelude to distraction. That
Pleyel should abandon me forever, because I was blind
to his excellence, because I coveted pollution and wedded
infamy, when, on the contrary, my heart was the shrine
of all purity, and beat only for his sake, was n destiny
which, as long as my life was in my own hands, I would
by ne means consent to endure.

I remembered that this evil was still preventable; that
this fatal journey it was still in my power to procrasti-
nate, or, perhaps, to occasion it to be laid aside. There
‘were no imgedimams to.a visit; I only dreaded lest the
interview ghould be too long delayed. My brother be-
friended my impaticnee, and readily consented to furnish
me with a chaise and servant to attend me. My purpose
was to po immediately to Pleyel's farm, where his en-
gagements usually detained him during the day.



CHAPTER XII

My way lay through the city. Ihad scarcely entored
it when I was seized with a ‘%ensm}. senaation of sickness.
Every object grew dim and swam before my sight. It
was with difficulty I prevented myself from sinking to
the bottom of the carriage. I ordered myself to be car-
ried to Mrs. Baynton's, in hope that an interval of repose
would invigorate and refresh me. My distracted thoughts
would allow me but little rest. Growing somewhat better
in the afternoon, I resumed my journey. :

My contemplations were limited to a fow objects. I
regarded my success in the purpose which I had in view
a8 considerably doubiful. 1 depended, in some degree,
on the sugeestions of the moment, and on the materials
which Pleyel himself should furnish me. When I re-
flected on the nature of the aceusation, I burned with
disdain. Would not truth, and the consciousness-of in-
nocence, render me triumphant? Should I not cast from:
me, with irresistible force, such atrocious imputations

hat an entire and mournful change has been effected
in a few hours! The gulf that separates man from in-
sects is not wider than that which severs the polluted
from the chaste among women. Yesterday and to-day I
am the same. There is a degree of depravity to which
it is impossible for me to sink; yet, in tge apprehension
of another, my ancient and intimate associate, the per-
Eetmml witness of my actions and partaker of my thoughts,
had ceased to be the same. My integrity was tarnished
and withered in his eyes. I was the colleague of a mur-
derer and the paramonr of a thief! e

His opinion was not destitute of cvidence; yet what

peoofs could reasonally avail o esablish an opnion I
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this? If the sentiments corresponded not with the voice
that was heard, the evidence was deficient; but this want
of correspondence would have been supposed by me if I
had béen the aunditor and Pleyel the eriminal. But
mimiery might still more plavsibly have been employed
to explain the scene. Alas! it is the fate of Clara
Wicland to full into the hands of a precipitate and in-
‘exorable judge.

But what, O man of mischief, is the tendency of thy
thoughts ¥ Frustrated in thy first design, thou wilt not
forego the immolation of thy victim, To exterminate
‘my reputation was all that remained to thee; and this
my guardian has permitted. To dispossess Pleyel of
this prejudice may be impossible ; but, if that be-effected,
it cannot be supposed that thy wiles are exhausted ; thy
cunning will discover innumerable avenues to the accom-
plishment of thfr malignant purpese.

Why should 1 enter the lists against thee? Would to
heaven 1 could disarm thy vengeance by my deprecations!

When T think of all the resources wii which nature
and edueation have supplied thee,—that thy form is a
eombination of steely fibres and organs of exquisite due-
tility and boundless compass, actuated by an intelligenco
gifted with infinite endowments and comprehending all

nowledge,—1 perceive that my doom is fived. What
obstacle will be able to divert thy zeal or repel thy
efforta? That being who has hitherto protected me has
borne testimony to the formidableness of thy attempts,
ginco nothing less than supernatural interference could
check thy earecr.

Musing on these thoughts, I arrived, towards the ¢lose
of the day, at Pleyel’s house. A month before, I bhad
traversed the snme path; bat how different were my
sensations! Now I was secking the presence of one who
regarded me as the most degenerate of human kind. 1
was to plead the cause of my innocence against witnesses
the most explicit and unerring of those which suppert
the fabric of human knowledge. The near_erwf ap-
%mmhcfl the erisis, the more did my confidence decay.

hen the chaise stopped at the door, my strength re-
fused to support me, and 1 threw myself into the anng
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of an ancient female domestie. T had not ¢

quire whether her master was at home. Iwas tormented
with fears that the projected journcy was already under-
taken, These fears were removed by her &{! 2 ma
whether she should call her young master, who ha?lg'jmtt-

ne into his own room. was somewhat revived by
th'm intelligence, and resolved immediately to seek him
there. !

In my confusion of mind, T neglected to knock at the
deor, but entered his apartment without previous notice.
This abruptness was altogether involuntary. Absorbed
in reflections of such unspeakable moment, I had no
leisure to heed the niceties of punctilio. I discovered
him standing with his back towards the entranmee. A
gmall trunk, with its lid raised, was before him, in which
it seemed as if he had been busy in packing his clothes.
The moment of my entrance, he was employed in gazing
at something which he held in his hand,

1 imnfncd that I fully comprehended the scene. The
image which he held before him, and by which his atten-
tion was so deeply engaged, I doubted not to be my own.
These preparations for his journey, the cause to which it
was to be imputed, the hopelessness of su¢cess in the un-
dertaking on which I had entered, rushed at once upon
my feelings, and dizssolved me into a flood of tears.

Startled by this sound, he drapped the lid of the trank
and turned. The solemn sadness that previously over-
spread his countenance gave sudden way to an attitude
and look of the most vehement astonishment. Perceiv-
ing me unable to uphold wmyself, he stepped towards me
without speaking, and supported me by his arm. The
kindness of this action called forth a new effusion from
my cyes. Weeping was asolace to which, at that time,
I had not grown familigr, and which, therefore, was
peculiarly delicious. Indignation was no longer to be
read in the features of my friend. They were precnant
with & mixture of wonder and pity, Their expression
was easily interpreted. This visit, and these tears, wers
tokens of my penitence.  The wretch whom he had stig-
matized as incurably and obdurately wicked now showed
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Iﬁdi;dflameptihle of remorse, and had come to confess
or guilt, ; . '

is persuasion had no tendency to comfort me, Tt
only showed me, with new evidence, the difliculty of the
task which I had assigned myself. We were mutually
gilent. I had less power and less inelination than ever
to speak. I extricated myself from his hold, and threw
myself on asofa. He placed himself by my side, and
appeared to wait with impationce and anxiety for some
beginning of the conversation. What could I'say? If
my mind had suggested any thing suitable to the ocea-
gion, my utterance was suffoeated by tears,

Frequently be attempted to speak, but seemed de-
terred by some degree of uncertainty as to the true
nature of the scene. At length, in faltering acconts,
he spoke :—

“My friend! would to heaven I were still permitted
to eall you by that name! The image that I once adored
existed only in my faney; but, though 1 cannot hiope to
see it realized, you may not be 1::-tnﬁy insensible to the
horrors of that gulf into which you are about to plunge,
What heart is forever exempt from the goadings of com-
punction and the influx of l!;udahia propensities ?

“I thought you accomplished and wise beyond the
rest of women.  Not a sentiment you uttered, not a look
you assumed, that were not, in my apprehiension, franght
with the sublimities of rectitude and the illuminations of
geniug, Deceit has some bounds, Your education ¢ould
not be without influence. A vigorous understanding
cannot be utterly devoid of virtoe; but you could net
counterfeit the powers of invention and reasoning.
was rash in my wnveetives. I will not but with life rélin-
quish all hopes of you. T will shut out every proof that
would tell me that your heart is incurably diseased.

* You come to restore me once more to happiness; to
convinee me that you hove torn her mask from vice, and
feel nothing but abhorrence for the part you have hitherto

At these words my equanimity forsook me. For a mo-
ment I forgot the evidenee from which Pleyel's opinions
were derived, the benevolence of his remonstrances; and
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the grief which his accents bespoke; I was flled with
indignation and horror at charges so black; T shrunk
‘baek and darted at himoa look of disdain and anger.

My %ﬂﬁﬂiﬂl‘: supplied me with words :—
“What detestable infatuation was it that led me
hither! Why do I patiently endure these horrible in-

gults? My offences exist only in your own diste

imagination ; you are leagued with the traitor who as-

sailed my life; you have vowed the destruction of my

pence and honour. I deserve infamy for listening to
calumnies so base ! i

These words were heard by Pleyel without visible
resentment.  1lis countenance relapsed into its former
gloom; but he did not even look ot me. The ideas
which had given place to my angry cmotions returned,
and once more melted we into tears. “OhD I ex-
claimed, in a voice broken by sobs, “what a task ia
mine! Compelled to hearken to charges which I feel to
be false, but which I know to be beligved by hinv that
utters them ; believed, too, not without evidence, which,
though fallacious, is not unplausible,

“] came hither not to confess, but to vindieate. 1T
know the source of your opinions. Wicland has informed
me on what your suspicions are built. These suspivions
are fostered by you as certainties: the tenor of my life,
of all my eonversations and letters, affords me no seeu-
rity; every sentiment that my tongue and my pen have
uttered bear testimony to the reetitude of my mind; but
this testimony is rejected. T am econdemned as brutally
pt_*uﬂi ate; I am classed with the stupidly and sordidly
WICK . 3

* And where are the proofs that must justify so foul
and so improbable an accusation? You have overheard
a midnight conference. Voices have saluted your ear,
in which you imagine yourself to have recognised mine
and that of a detected villain. The sentiments expressed
were not allowed to outweigh the casual or concerted
resemblance of voice,—sentiments the roverse of all those
whose influenee my former life had attested, denoting a
mind polluted by grovelling vices and entering into com-
The nature
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of these sentiments did not emable you to deteet the
cheat, did not suggest to you the possibility thut my voico
had been eou‘nte%eimd by another. '

“You were precipitate and prone to condemn. Instead
of rushing on the impostors and comparing the evidence
of sight with that of hearing, you stood aloof, or you
fled, My innocence would not now have stood in need
of vindication if this conduct had been pursued. That
you did not pursue it, your present thoughts incontestably
prove. Yet this conduct might aum%y have been ex-
pected from Pleyel. That he would not hastily impute
the blackest of crimes, that he would not couple my
name with infamy and cover me with ruin for inadequate
or slight reasons, might reasonably have been expected.”
The sobs which convulsed my besom would not suffer me.
to procced,

leyel was for a moment affected.  He looked at me

with some expression of doubt; but this quickly gave

lace to o mournful solemnity, Ile fixed his eyes on tho
oor as in reverie, and spoke :—

“Two hours hence I am gone. Shall I carry away
with me the sorrow that is now my guest? or ghall that
sorrow be aceumulated tenfold ! What is she that is now
before me? Shall everg hour supply me with new proofs
of a wickedness beyond example?  Already I deem her
the most abandoned and detestable of human creatures.
Her coming and her tears imparted a gleam of hope;
but that gleam has vanished.”

He now fixed his eyes upon me, and every musele in
his face trembled. His tone was hollow and terrible :—
“Thou knowest that I was a witness of your interview,
yet thou comest hither to upbraid me for injustice! Thou
eanst look me in the face and m{l that 1 am deceived !
An inserutable Providence has fashioned thee for some
end, Thou wilt live, no doubt, to fulfil the purposes
of thy Maker, if he repent not of his workmanship and
send not his vengeance to exterminate thee eve the mea-
sure of thy days be full. Burely nothing in the shape
of man can vie with thee!

“But I thonght I had stified this fury, I am not eon-
stituted thy julfé-:&._ My office is to pity snd amend, and
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all tempestuous passions. I had slmoest persuaded my-

gelf to weep over thy fall; but I am frail as dust and
mutable as water: 1 am calm, T am compassionate, onl;

in thy absence. Make this honse, this room, thy abode.
na long as thou wilt, but forgive me if I prefer solitude
for the short time during wﬁich I shall stay.” Saying
this, he motioned as if to leave the apartment. : '

The stormy passions of this-man affected me by sym-

athy. T ceased to weep. I was motionless and speech-
with agony. I sat with my hands clasped, mutely
Eazin after him as he withdrew. I desired to detam
im, but was unable to make any effort for that purpose
till he had passed out of the room. I then uttmgﬁ-'
mvoluntary and piercing ery:—“Pleyel! Art thou
gone? Gone forever?”

At this summons he hastily returned. He beheld me
wild, pale, gasping for breath, and my head already sink-
ing on my bosom. A painful dizziness seized me, and I
fainted away. ;

When I recovered, I found myself stretched on a bed
in the onter apartment, and Pleyel, with two female ser-
vants, standing beside it. Al the fury and scorn which
the countenance of the former lately expressed had now
disappeared, and was succeeded by the most tender
anxiety. As soon as he perceived that my senses were
retarned to me, he clasped his hands, and exclaimed
“God be thanked! you are once more alive. 1 bar:i
almost despaired of your recovery. I fear I have been
precipitate and unjust. My senses must have been the
victims of some inexplicable and momentary frensy.
F'Dr%iﬂ! me, I bescech you; forgive my reproaches. |
would purchase convietion of your purity at the price of
niy existence here and hereafter.” .

He once more, in a tone of the most fervent tender-
ness, besought me-to be composed, and then left me to
the eare of the women.




CHAPTER XIIIL

HErE was wrought a surprising change in my friend.
What was it that %\ad shaken conviction so firm? Had
any thing occurred during my fit, adequate to produce so
total an alteration? My attendants informed me that
he had not left my apartment ; that the unusual duration
(of my fit, and the failure for a time of all the means
wsed for my recovery, had filled bim with grief and dis-
may. Did he regard the effect which his reproaches had
produced as & proof of my sincerity?
In this state of mind, I little regarded my languors of
body. Iroseand requested an interview with him before
‘my departure, on which I was resolved, notwithatanding
his earnest solicitation to spend the night at his house.
He complied with my request. The tenderness whieh he
had lately betrayed had now disappeared, and he once
more relapsed into a chilling solemnity.
I told him that I was preparing to return to my bro-
ther's; that I had come hither to vindicate my innocence
from the foul aspersions which he had cast uponit. My
pride had not taken refuge in silence or distance. I had
pot relied upon time, or the snggestions of his eceler
'~ thoughts, to confute his charges. Conscious as I was
that I was perfeetly guiltless, and entertaining some
value for his good opinion, I could not prevail upon my-
geif to belicve that my efforts to make my innocence
manifest would be fruitless. Adverse appenrances might
be numerous and specions, but they were un uestionably
false. I was willing to believe him sineere, that he made
no charges which he himself did not believe; but these
charges were destitute of truth. The grounds of his
opinion were fallacious; and I desired an oppertunity of
139



detecting their fallacy. T entreated him to be explicit,
and to give me a detail of what he had heard and what
At these words my companion’s countenance grew
darker. He appeared to be struggling with his rage.
He opened his lips to speak, but his accents died away
ore they were formed. This conflict lasted for somie:
minutes, but his fortitnde was finally successful. He
spoke as follows :— -
“T wonld fain put an end to this hateful scene; what
I shall say will be breath idly and unprofitably com-
gumed. The clearest narrative will add nothing to your
present knowledge. You are acquainted with the
grounds of wmy opinion, and yet you avow yourself
nnocent; why then should I rehearse these grounds?
You are apprized of the character of Carwin; why
then should I enumerate the discoveries which I have
made respecting him? Yet, since it is yoor request,—
gince, considering the limitedness of human faculties,
gotae error may possibly lurk in these appearances which
I have witnessed,—I will briefly relate what I know.
#Need I dwell upon the impressions which yeur con-
versation and deportment originally made upon me? We:
parted in childhood; but our intercourse by letter was
copious and uninterrupted. How fondly did T antiei-
pate s meeting with one whom her letters had previously.
taught me to consider as the first of women, and hew
fully realized were the expectations that I had formed!: .
¢ Here," said I, *is & being after whom sages m
model their transcendent intellizence and painters their
ideal beauty. Here is exemplified that union between
intellect and form which has hitherto existed only in the
copeeptions of the peet. I have watched your ey
my attention has hang upon your lips. I have qu
tioned whether the enchantments of your voice were
more econspicaous in the intricacies of melody or 4
emphasis of rhetoric. I have marked the transitio
your discourse, the felicities of your expressio

refined ‘argumentation and ﬁ'ljﬁ.Wi imagery, an
forced to acknowledge that all delights we T
contemptible, compared with those ¢
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audience and sight of you. I have contemplated your
prineiples, and been astonished at the solidity of their
foundation and the perfection of their strueture. I have
traced you to your home. I have viewed you in relation
to your servants, to your family, to your neighbours,
and to the world, I have seen by what skilful arrange-
ments you facilitate the performance of the most arduous
and complicated duties; what daiig accessions of strength
your judicious discipline bestowed upon your memory ;
what correctness and abundance of knowledge was daily
experienced b{ your unwearied application to books and
to writing. * If she that possesses so much in the bloom
of youth will go on accumulating her stores, whmg’ said
I, ‘iz the picture she will display at & mature age?

“You know not the accurncy of my observation. I
was desirous that others should profit by an example so
rare. I therefore noted down in writing every particular
of your conduct. I was anxious to benefit by an oppor-
tunity so seldom afforded us. I laboured not to omit the
slightest shade or the most petty line in your portrait.
Here there was no other task incumbent on me but to
copy; there was no need to exaggerate or overlook in

er to produce & more unexeceptionable pattern. Here
was a combination of harmonies and graces incapable of
diminution or accession without injury to its completencss.

“T found no end and no bounds to my task. No dis-
gluy of a-scene like this could be chargeable with redun-

ancy or superfluity. Even the colour of a shoe, the
knot of a ribben, or your attitude in plucking a rose,
were of moment to be recorded. Even the arrangements:
of your breakfast-table and your toilet have been amply
displayed.

“T know that mankind are more easily enticed to
virtue by example than by preeept. I know that the
absoluteness of a model; when supplied by invention,
diminishes its salutary influence, since it is useless, we
think, to strive after that which we know to be beyond our
reach, Dut the picture which I drew was not a phantom:
as a model, it was devoid of imperfection; and to aspire.
to that height which had been really attained was by no
nieans unreasonable. I had another and more inte-



resting object in view. One existed who claimed all my
tenderness, Here, in all its parts, was a model worthy
of ussiduons study nd indofotigabl mitaton. T caled
upon her, ns she wished to sccurc and enhance my
estecm, to mould her thoughts, her words, her counte-
nance, her actions, by this pattern, _
“The task was oxuberant of pleasure; and T was
deeply engaged in it, when an imp of mischief was let.
loose in the form of Carwin. I admired his powers and
accomplishments. 1 did not wonder that they were
admired by you, On the rectitude of your judgzment,
however, 1 relied to keep this admiration within disereet
and serupulous bounds. I assured myself that the
strangeness of his deportment and the obscurity of his
life would teach you caution. Of all errors, my know-
ledeo of {nur character informed me that this was least
likely to befall you. '
“Yon were powerfully affected by his first a.pge_n_.r-
anee; you were bewitched by his countenance and his:
tones. Your deseription was ardent and pathetic; I'
listened to you with some emotions of surprise. The por-
trait you drew in his absence, and the intensity with:
which you mused upon it, were new and unexpected inei-
dents. They bespoke a sensibility somewhat too vivid,
but from which, while subjected to the gnidance of an
understanding like yours, there was nothing to dread.
<A more direct intercourse took place between you,
I need not apologize for the solicitude which I enter-
tained for your safety. He that pifted me with
tion of excellence compelled me to love it. In th'amm.
of danger and pain, my eontemplations have ever been
cheered by your image. Every objeet in competition
with you was worthless and trivial. No price was too
reat by which your safety could be purchased. Fer
that end; the sacrifice of ease, of health, and even of
life, wounld cheerfully haye been made by me. What
wonder, then, that I serutinized the sentiments and de-
portment of this man with ceaseless vigilance, that I
- watehed your words and your looks whan-!_ﬁ'_e-_m;».p' sent
% J??'i;_n_-i that I extracted cause for the deepest ing

e R
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from every token which you gave of having put your
happiness into this man’'s kecping .
1 was cautious in deciding. I recalled the various
conversations in which the topies of love and marriage
had been diseussed. As a woman, young, beautiful, and
independent, it behooved you to have fortified your mind
with just principles on this subject. Your prineiples were
eminently just. Had not their rectitude and their firm-
ness been attested by your treatment of that specious
seducer Dashwood? These principles, I was prone to
believe, exempted you from danger in this new state of
things. I was not the last to pay my homage to the
unrivalled capacity, insinwation, and eloquence of this
man. I have disguised, but could never stifle, the con-
viction that his eyes and voice had & witeheraft in them
which rendered him truly formidable; but I reflected on
the nmbiguous expression of his countenanece,—an ambi-
guity which you were the first to remark,—on the cloud
which chseured his character, and on the sugpicious nature
of that concealment which he studied, and concluded you
to be safe. I denied the obvious construetion toa
ances. I referred your conduct to some principle which
had not been hitherto disclosed, but which was recon-
eilable with those already-known.
- %I wus not suffered to remain long in this suspense.
Orie evening, you may recollect, I came to your house,
where it was my purpose, s usual, to lodge, somewhat
earlier than ordinary. I spied a light in your chamber
a8 I approached from the outside, and, on inguiring of
Judith, was informed that you were writing. As your
kinsman and friend and fellow-lodger, I thought I had
a right to be familiar. You were in your chamber; but
your employment and the time were such as to make it
no infraction of decorum to follow you thither. The
spirit of mischievous gayety posseased me. I proceeded
on tiptoe. You did not perceive my entramee; and I
advanced softly till I was able to overlook your shoulder.
“T had gone thus far in error, and had no power to re-
cede,  How eautiously should we fud against the first
inroads of temptation! 1 knew that to pry into your
papers was criminal; but I reflected that no sentiment
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of yoiirs iss-of ‘& native which made it yous Tnteros

onceal it.  You wrote much more than you permitted
cour friends to peruse. My curiosity was strong, and I
ad ‘only to throw a glance upon thie paper to seeure its
gratification. I should never have deliberately committed
an act liko this, The slightest obstacle would have re-
pelled me; but mly eye glanged almost spontancously
upon the paper. 1 eaught only parts of sentences; but
my eyes comprehended more at a g?lnnce, because the

characters were short-hand. I lighted on the words
summer-house, midnight, and made out o passagoe which
spoke of the propriety and of the effects to be expected
from another interview. All this d in less than'a
moment: I then checked myself, and made myself known
to you by a tap upon your shoulder.

“T could parden and account for some trifling alarm;
but your trepidation and blushes were exeessive. You
hurried the paper out of sight, and seemed too anxious to
diseover whether I knew the contents to allow yourself
to make any inquiries. I wondered at these appearances.
of consternation, but did not réason on them until I had
retired. When alone, these incidents suggested them-
solves to my reflections anew.

“To what scene, or what interview, I agked, did you
allude? Your disappearance on a former evening, my
tracing you to the recess in the bank, your silence on my
first and second call, your vague answers and invineible
embarrassment when you at I:icn;_‘;;rfh ascended the hill, T
recollected with new surprise.  Could this be the sunimer=
house alluded to? A certaln timidity and consciousness
bad generally attended you, when this incident and this
recess had been the subjects of conversation. Nay, T
imagined that the lagt time that adveuture was mentioned,
which happened in the presence of Carwin, the countes
nance of the latter betrayed gome emotion. Could thie:
interview have been with him? —

“This was an ides caleulated to rouse every fma:lg
to contemplation. An interview at that hour, in this:
darksome retreat; with a man of his mysterious but:
formidable character !—u clandestine interview, and one.
which you afterwards endeavoured with so mueh soli :
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to concesd! It was a fearful and portentous occurrence.
I could not measure his power or fathom his designs.
Had he rifled from you the sccret of your love, and
reconciled you to concealment and nocturnal meetings ?
I scarecly ever spent a night of more inquietude.

“1 knew not how to uet. The ascertainment of this
man's character and views secmed te be, in the first place,
necessary. Had he openly preferred his suit to you, we
should have heen empowered to make divect inquiries;
but, since he had chosen this obseure path, it scemed
reasonable to infor that his character was exceptionable.
It at least subjected us to the necessity of resorting to
other means of information. Yet the improbability %ha‘t
you shonld commit a deed of such rashness made me re-
flect mnew upon the insufliciency of those grounds on
which my suspicions had been built, and almost to con-
demn myself for harbouring them.

*Though it wes mere conjecture that the interview
spoken &5 had taken place with Coarwin, yet two ideas
oceurred to involve me in the most painful donbts. This
man's reasenings might be 8o specious, and his artifices
s0_profound, that, atded by the passion which you had
conceived for him, he had finally succeeded; or his sitna-
tion might be such as to justify the seerecy which you
maintained. In neither case did my wildest reveries
‘suggest to me that your honour had been forfeited,

“Jeould not talk with you on this subject. If the
imputation was false, its ntrociousness would have justly
drawn upon me ryour resentment, and I must have ex-
plained by what facts it had boen suggested. If it were
‘true, no {cneﬁt would follow from' the mention of it
You had chosen to concen] it for some reasons; and,
whether these reasons were true or false, it was proper
to discover and remove them in the first place. F?na ¥y
I scquiesced in the least painful supposition, trammelled
as it was with perplexitios,—that Carwin was upright, and
that, if the reasons of your silence were known, they
would be found to be just. '

10



CHAPTER XIV.

“Turee days have elapsed since this ocourrence. I
have been haunted by perpetual inquictude. To bring
myself to regard Carwin without terror, and to sequiesce
in the belief of your safety, was impossible. Yet to put
an end to my doubts seemed to be impracticable. If some
light could be reflected on the actual situstion of this
man, a direct path would present itself. If he were,
conteary to the tenor of his conversation, cunning and
malignant, to apprize you of this would be to place you
insepurity, If hewere merelﬁv unfortunate and innocent,
most readily would I espouse his cause; and if his inten-
tions were upright with regard to you, most eagerly would
I sanctify your choice by my approbation,

“ Tt would be vain to eall upon Carwin for an avowal
of his deeds. It was better to know nothing, than to be
deceived by an artful tale. What he was unwilling to
communicate (and this unwillingness had been repeatedly
manifested) could never be extorted from him. Im-

ortunity might be appeased or imposture effected by
allacious representations. To the rest of the world ho
was unknown. I had often made him the subject of dis+
course; but a glimpse of his figure in the street was the
sum of their knowledge who knew most. None had ever
geen him before, -and all received as new the information
which my intercourse with him in Valencia, and my pre-
sent, intercourse, enabled me to give. ' .

“Wieland was Eour brotlier, If he had really made
you the object of his courtship, was not a brother author-
zed to interfere and demand from him the confessio
his views? Yet what were the grounds on which I had
rearcd this supposition? Would they justify & measure
like this? Surely not.

145
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“In the course of my restless meditations, it oceurred
to me at length that my duty required me to speak to
you, to confess the indecoruin of which I hiad been guilty
and to state the reflections to which'it had led me. I
was prompted by no mean or selfish views. The heart
within my breast was not more precious than g'cmr safoty:
most cheerfully would I have interposed my life between
you and danger. Would yon cherish resentment at my
conduet?  When acquainted with the motive which pro-
dueed it, it would not only exempt me from censure, but
entitle me to gratitude.

¢ Yesterday had been selected for the rehearsal of the
newly-imported tragedy. I promised to be present. The
state of my thoughts but httle qualified me for a per-
former or auditor in such a scene; but I reflected that
after it was finished I should return home with you, and
. should then enjoy an opportunity of discoursing with you
fully on this topie. My resolution was not formed with-
out a remnant of doubt as to its propriety. When I
left this house to perform the visit 1 had promised, my
mind was full of apprehension and despondency. The
dubiousness of the event of our conversation, fear that
- my interference was too late to secure your peace, and
the uncertainty to which hope gave birth, whether I had
not erred in believing you devoted to this man, or, at
least, in imagining that be had obtained your consent
to midnight conferences, distracted me with contradictory
opinions and repugnant emotions,

“I ean assign no reason for calling at Mrs. Baynton's.
I had seen her in the morning, and ﬁnew her to be well.
- The concerted hour had nearly arrived, and yet I turned
- up the sireet which leads to her house and dismounted at
her door. I entered the parlour and threw myself in o
chair. 1 sawand inquirceﬁnr noone, My whole frame
was overpowered by droary and comfortless sensations.
One idea posseased me wholly: the inexpressible import-
anee of unveiling the designe and choracter of Carwin,
. and theutter improbability that this ever would be effected.
- Bome instinet induced me to lay my hand upon & news-
g paper. I had perused all the general intelligence it




act was rather mechanieal

rct was rathe | than yoluntary.
“T threw a languid glance at the first column that pre-
sented itself. The first words which I read began with
‘the offer of a reward of three hundred gunineas for the
apprehension of a convict under sentence of death, who
had eseaped from Newgate prison in Dablin. Good
heaven! how every fibre of my framo tingled when I
rogeeded to read that the name of the criminal was
Praneis Carwin ! '
“The descriptions of his person and address were
winute. His stature, hair, complexion, the extraordi-
nary position and arrangement of his features his
awkward and disproportionate form, his gesture and
gait, corresponded perfectly with those of our myste-
rious visitant. He End been found guilty in two indiet~
ments,—one for the murder of the Lady Jane Conway,
and the other for a robbery committed on the person of
the Honourable Mr. Ludloe. )
1 repeatedly perused this passage. The ideas which
flowed in upon my mind affected me like an instant
transition from death to life. The purpose dearest to
my heart was thus effected, at a time ang by means the
least of all others within the scope of my foresight.
But what purpose? Carwin was detected, Aects of the
blackest and most sordid guilt had been committed by
hirn. Here was evidence which imparted to my under-
standing the most luminous certainty. The name, visage,
and deportment were the same. Between the time
his escape and his appearance among us there was a
sufficient agreement. Such was the man with whom I
suspected you to maintain a clandestine correspondence.
Bhould I not haste to snatch you from the talons of this
vulture 7 Bhould I see you rushing to the ve
dizzy precipice, and not stretch forth a hand to pull
back? I had no need to deliberate. I thrust the
in my pocket, and resolved to obtain an immediate
ference with: you. For a time, no other i made
way to my understanding. At length it oeccurred to
me, that though the information I possessed was; in'
sense, sufficient, yet, ift more could be ebtaiued, more:
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desirable. This passage was copied from a British paper;
part of it enly, perhaps, was transeribed. The printer
‘was in possession of the original,

“'Powards his house 1 immediately turned my horse’s
head. He produced the paper, but I found nothing more
than had already been soen. While busy in perusing it,
‘the printer stood by my side. He noticed the objeet of
which I was in search. “Ay,' suid he, “that is a strange
affair. I should never have met with it had not M.
Hallet sent to me the paper, with s particular request
to republish that advertisement.’

”P?I-r. Hallet! What reasons eould he have for making
this request ? Had the paper sent to him been accom-

anied by any information respecting the conviet ! Had

¢ personal o extraordinary reasons for desiring its re-
F.lh ication? This was to be known only in one way.

speeded to his house. In apswer to my interrogations,
he told me that Ludloe had formerly been in America,
and that during his residence in this eity considerable
intercourse had taken place between them. Hence a
confidence arose, which g:].a since been kept alive by ec-
easional letters. He had lately received a letter from
‘him, euclﬁsin‘ig the newspaper from which this extract
hod been made. He put it into my hands, and pointed
out the es which related to Carwin.

“Ludloe eonfirms the facts of his convietion and
ezcape; and adds that he had reason to believe him to
have embarked for America. He deseribes him in gene-
ral terms, as the most incomprehensible and formidable
_am;:g- men; as engaged in schemes reasonably sus-
pected to be in the highest degree criminal; but such as
no human intelligence is able to unravel; that his ends
aro pursued by means which Jeave it in doubt whether
he be not in leagne with some infernal spirit; that his
¢rimes have hitherto been perpetrated with tho aid of
some unknown but desperate accomplices ; that he wages
a phrgu;tu:_sl war against the happiness of mankind, and
Bets his ongines of destruction at work against every
object that presents itself. '

“This is the substance of the letter. Hallet expressed
some surprise at the cariosity which was manifested Ly

:
:



e HIBLANE 08,

me on this occasion. I was too much absorbed by the
idea-s::sqg?mmd;hy- this letter to pay attention to his re-
marks. I shuddered with the apprehension of the evil
to which -our indisereet familinrity with this man had
probably exposed ws. I burned with impatience to see
you, and to do what in me lay to avert the ealamity
which threatened ws. It was already five o'clock.
Night was hastening, and there was no time to be lost.
On leaving Mr. Hallet's house, who should meet me in
the street but Bertrand, the servant whom I lef in Ger-
many ! His appearance and aocoutrements beapoke him to
have just alighted from a toilsome and long journey, I
Wwas not whullir without expectation of sceing him about this
time, but no one was then more distant from my thoughts,
You know what reasons 1 have for anxiety respecting
scenes with which this man was conversant. Carwin
was for a moment forgotten. In answer to my vehe-
ment inguiries, Bertrand produced a copious packet. I
ghall not at present mention its contents, nor the mea-
sures which they obliged me to adept. 1 bestowed a
brief perusal on these papers, and, having given some
directions to Bertrand, resumed my purpose with regard
to you, My horse I was obliged to resign to my ser-
vant, he being charged with a commission that required
gpeed. The clock had struck ten, and Mettingen was
five miles distant. I was to djourne}? thither on foot.
These circumstances only added to my expedition. _
“As I passed swiftly along, I reviewed all the inei-
dents accompanying the appearance and deportment of
that man among us. Late events have been mexplicable
and mysterious beyond any of which I have either read
or heard. These events were coeval with Carwin's in«
troduction. I am unable to explain their origin and
mutusl dependence; but I do not, on that account, he-
lieve them to have s supernatural originul. -Isnot this
man the agent? Some of them secem to be propitions;
but what should I think of those threats of assassination
with which you were lately alarmed? Bloodshed is the
trade and horror is the element of this man, The pro-
cess by which the sympathies of nature are extingui
in our hearts, by which evil is made our good, an
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which we are made suseeptible of no activity but in the
infliction and no joy but in the spectacle of woes, is
an obvious progess.  As to alliance with evil genii; the
power and the malice of demons have been a thousand
times exemplified in human beings. There are no devils
but those which are begotten upon selfishness and reared
by cunning.

“Now, mdeed, the scene was changed. It was not
lis sceret poniard that I dreaded. It was only the sue-
¢ess of his efforts to make you a confederate in your
own destruction, to make your will the instrument by
which he might bereave you of liberty and honour,

%] took, as usual, the path through your brother’s
E‘rnund. I ranged with eelerity and silence along the

ank. I approached the fence which divides Wieland's
estate from yours. The recess in the bank being near
thig line, it being necessary for me to pase near it, my
mind being tainted with inveterate suspicions concernin
you, suspicions which were indebted for their strengt
to incidents eonnected with this spot, what wonder that
it seized upon my thoughts ?

“I leaped ou the fence; but before I descended on
the opposite side I paunsed to survey the scene. TLeaves
dropping with dew and glistening in the moon's rays,
witf no moving object to melest the deep repose, filled
me with security and hope. I left the station at length,
and tended forward. You were probably at rest. Ilow
should I eommunicate, without alarming you, the intelli-
-gence of my arrival?  An immedizte interview was to

procured. I eould not bear to think that a minute
should be lost by remissness or hesitation. Should I
knock at the door ? or should I stand under your cham-
ber windows, which I perecived to be open, and awaken
you by wmy calls?

“These reflections employed me as I passed opposite
to the summer-house, fhnd searcely gone by, when
my ear ¢aught a sound unusual at this time and place.
It was almost too faint and too transient to allow me a
distinet perception of it. I stopped to listen; presently
it was heard ngain, and now it was somewhat in o louder
key. Tt was laughter; and unquestionably produced
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by a female voico. That voice was familiar tomy sonses.
e ice s y sonses

*Whence it came I was at first at a loss to conjecture;
but this uncertainty vanished when it was heard the third
time. I threw back my eyes towards the recess. Every
other organ and limb was useless to me. I did not rea-
son on the subject. I did not, in o direct manner, draw
conglusions from the hour, the place, the hilarity
which  this sound betokened, and the eircmmstance o
having a companion, which it no less incontestably
proved. In an instant, as it were, my heart was invaded
with eold, and the pulses of life at a stand. ;

“Why should I go farther? Why should T return?
Should I not hurry to a distance from a sonnd which,
though formerly so sweot and delectable, was now more
hidecus than the shrieks of owls?

“I had no time to yield to this impulse. The thought
of approaching and listening occurred to me. I had no
doubt of which I was conscious. Yet my certainty was
capable of inercage. I was likewise stimulated by a
gentiment that partook of rage. I was governed by s
half-formed and tempestuous resolution to break in upon
your interview and strike you dead with my upbraiding.

“1 approached with the utmost caution. When
reached the edge of the bank immediately above the
summer-house, I thought I heard voices from below, as
busy in conversation. The steps in the rock are clear
of bushy impediments. They allowed me to descend
into a cavity beside the building without being detected.
Thus to lie in wait could only be justified by the mo~
mentonsness of the cceasion.”™ _

Here Pleyel pansed in his-narrative and fixed hiz-eyes
upon me. Situated as I was, my horror and astonish-
ment at this tale gave way to compassion for the anguish
which the countenance of my friend betrayed. I re-
flected on his foree of understanding. I reflected on the,
powers of my ecnemy. I could easily divine the sub-
stance of the conversation that was overheard. Carwin
had constructed his plot in a manner suited t6 the cha-
racters of those whom he had selected for his vietims,
I saw that the convictions of Pleyel were immuatable. T
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fnrhmtustmg irgle against the storm, beeause I saw that
all struggles woul aﬁl_ﬁ-uiﬁuqa. I was calm; but my
calmness was the torpor of despair, and not the tran-
quillity of fortitude. It was calmness invineible by any
:ﬁxing that his grief and his fury could suggest to P{eynl.
He resumed :—

“Woman! wilt thou hear me further? Shall I go on
to repeat the conversation ? Is it shawme that makes thee
tongue-tied? Shall I go on? or art thou satisfied with
what has been already said 7

I bowed my head. “Go on,” said I. “T make not
this request in the hope of undeceiving you. I shall no
Jonger contend with my own weakness. The storm is
3%:;, and I shall peaceably submit to be driven by
its fury. But go on. This conference will end only
with affording me a clearer foresight of my destiny; but
that will be some satisfaction, and I will not part with-
out it.”

Why, on hearing these words, did Pleyel hesitate ?
Did some unlooked-for doubt insinuate itself into his
mind? Was his belief suddenly shaken by my locks, or
my words, or by some newly-recollected ecircumstance ?
\ﬁ:ancﬂsuevﬂr it arose, it could not endure the test of
deliberation. In a few minates the flame of resentment
was again lighted up in his bosom. He procecded with
his acoustomed vehemence :—

«T hate myself for this folly. I can find no apolo,
for this tale. Yet I am irresistibly impelled to relate it.
She that hears me is apprized of every partioular. I
bave only to repeat to her her own words. She will
listen with & tranquil air, and the spectacle of her ob-
duraey will drive me to some desperato act, Why then
should I persist? egm persist I must.”
~ Again Em paused. “No!" said he; it is impossible
to repeat your avowals of love, your appeals to former
confessions of your tenderncss, to former deeds of dis-
honour, to the circumstances of the first interview that
took place between you. It was on that night when I
t you to this recess. Thither had he enticed you,
and there had you ratified an unhallowed compact by
admitting him
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“Great God! thou witnessedst the agonies that tore
my hosom at that moment! thou witnessetst my cfforts
to repel the testimony of my ears! It was in vain that
you dwelt upon the confusion which my unloocked-for
pummons excited in you; the tardiness with which a
suitable excuse occurred to ggu;- your resentment that
my impertinent intrusion had put an end to that charm-
ing interview; a disappointment for which you endea-
voured to compensate yourself by the frequency and
duration of subsequent meetings.

“In vain you dwelt upon incidents of which you only
could be conseious; ineidents that occurred on oceasions
on which none besides your own family were witnesses,
In vain was your discourse characterized by peculiavities
inimitable of sentiment and language. My conviction
was effected only by an sccumulation of the same tokens;
I yielded not but to evidence which took away the power
to withhold my faith.

# My sight was of no vse to me. Bencath so thick an
umbrape the darkness was intense. Hearing was the
only avenue to information which the eircumstances
allowed to be open. I was conched within three feet of
you. Why sheuld I approach nearer? I could not eons
tend with your betrayer. What could be the purpose of
a contest? You stood in no need of a protector. What
could I do but retire from the spot overwhelmed with
confusion and dismay? T sought my chamber, and en-
deavoured to regain my composure. The door of the
house, which I found open, your subsequent entrance,
closing, and fastening it, and going into your chamber,
which had been thus long deserted, were only eonfirma-
tions of the truth.

“Why should I paint the tempestuous fluctuation of
my thonghts between grief and revemge, between rage
and despair? Why should I repeat my vows of eternal
implacability and persecution, and the speedy recantation
of these vows? ' '

%1 have said enough. You have dismissed me from a
place in your esteem. What I think and what T feel is
of no importance in your eyes: May the duty whieh I
owe myself enable me to forget your existence! Ina




few minutes I go hence. Be the maker of your fortune;
and may adversity instruet you in that wisdom which
education was unable to impart to you!”

Those were the last wuﬂl]: which Pleyel uttered. He
left the room, and my new emotions enabled me to wit-
ness his departure without any apparent loss of compo-
sure. As I sat alone, I ruminated on these ineidents.
Nothing was more cvident than that I had taken an
eternal leave of happiness. Life was a worthless thing,
separate from that good which had now been wrested
from me; yet the sentiment that now possessed me had
no témlenc{ to palsy my exertions and overbear m
strength. noticed that the light was declining, an
perceived the propriety of leaving this house. aced
myself agnin m the chaise, and returned slowly towards.
the city.



CHAPTER XV.

Berore I reached the city it was dusk. It was my
purpose to spend the night at Mettingen. I was not
solicitous, as long as I was sttended by a faithful ser~
vant, to be there at an early hour. My exhausted
strength required me to take some refreshment.
this view, and in order to pay respect to one whose affec-
tion for me was truly maternal, I stopped at Mrs. Bayn-
ton’s. She was abscnt from home; but I had searcely
entered the house, when one of her domestics presented
me a letter. I opened, and read as follows :—

To Crana WrBLAND.
What shall 1 say to extenuate the misconduct of last
night # It is my duty to repair it to the utmost of my
power; but the only way in which it can be repaired
you will not, I fear, be prevailed on to adopt. It s by
granting me an interview, at your own house, at eleven
o'clock this night. I have no means of removing any
fears that you may entertain of my d-.a:i&na, but my
gimple and sclemn declarations.  These, after what has
sed between us, you may deem unworthy of con-
dence. I cannot heﬂ: it. My folly and rashness have
left me no other resouree. I will {l} at your door by
that hour. If you choose to admit me to a conference,
provided that conference has no witnesses, I will disclose
to you particulars the knowledge of which is of the

utmost importance to your happiness. Farewell,
CARWIN.

~ What a letter wae this! A man known to be
and robber, one capable of plotting against
L %
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my fame, detected lorking in my chamber and avowing
designs the most flagitions and dreadful, now solicits
me to grant him a midnight interview!—to admit him
alone into my presence! Could ke make this reguest
with the expeetation of my compliance? What had he
seen in me that could justify him in admitting so wild a
belief? Yot this request iz’ preferred with ﬁm utmost
gravity. It is not accompunied by an appearance of
uncommon earnestness, Had the misconduct to which
he alludes been a slight hmivilitj', and the interview res
quested to take place in the midst of my friends, there
would ‘have been no extravagance in the tenor of this
letter;; but, as it was, the writer had surely been bereft
of his reason,

I perused this epistle frequently. The request it con-
tained might be called andacious or stuEid, if’ it had been
made by a different person; but from Carwin, who could
not be unaware of the effect which it must naturally pro- .
duoee, and of the manner in which it would unavoidably
be treated, it was perfeotly inexplicable. He must have
counted on the suecess of some plot, in order to extort
my assent. None of those motives by which I am usually
governed would ever have persaaded me to meet any one
of his sex at the time and place which he had preseribed.
Much less would I consent to a meeting with a man
tainted with the most detestable erimes, and by whose
arts my own safety had been so imminently endangered
and my happiness irretrievably destroyed. I shuddered
at the idea that such o meeting was possible. 1 felt some
reluctance to approach a spot which he still visited and
haunted.

Buch were the ideaz which first suzgested themselves
on'the perusal of the letter. Meanwhile, I resumed my
journey. My thoughts still dwelt upon the enme topic.
‘Gradually, from ruminating on this epistle; I reverted
to my interview with Pleyel. I recalled the particulurs
of the dizlogue to which he had been an auditor. My
heart sunk ancw on viewing the inextricable complexity of
this deception, and the inauspicious concurrence of events
which tended to eonfirm him in his error. When he a
proached my chamber door, my terror kept me mute. I;?;



erhaps, to the erevice, but it canglit the
sound of nothing human, Had I called, or made any
ken that denoted some one to be within, words would

have ensued; and, as omnipresence was impossible, this.
discovery, and the artless narrative of what had just
passed, wonld have saved me from his murderous invee-
tives. Hewent into his chiamber, and, after some interval,
Istole across the entry and down the stairs with inaudible
steps. Having socured the outer doors, I retwrned with
lesa circumspection.  He heard me not when I descended ;
but my returning steps were easily distinguished. Now,
he thought, was the guilty interview at an end. In what
other way wag it possible {}:u- him to construe these signals?

How fullacions and precipitate was my deeigion! ~ Car-
win's plot owed its success to a eoincidence of events
searcely credible. The balanes was swayed from its
equipoise by a hair. Had I even begun the conversation
with an account of ‘what befell me in my chamber, my
previous interview with Wieland would have taught him
to suspect me of imposture; yet, if I were digeoursing
with this ruffian when Pleyel touched the lock of my
chamber door, and when he shut his own door with so
much violence, how, e might ask, should I be able to
relate these incidents? DPerhaps he had withheld the
knowledge of these eircumstunces from my brother, from
whom, therefore, I could not obtain it, so that my inno-
eence would have thus been irresistibly demonstrated.

The first impulze which flowed from these ideas was to:
return upon my steps and demand once more an inter-
view. But he was gone; his parting declarations were
remembered.

“Pleyel,” I exclaimed, *thou art gone forever! Are,
thy mistakes beyond the reach of detection? Am I
helpless in the midst of this snare? The plotter is at,
hand. IHe even speaks in the style of penitence. He
solicits an interview which he promises shall end in the
disclosure of something momentous to my happiness.
What ¢an he say which will avail to turn aside this evil?
But why should his remerse be feigned? I have done
him no injury. His wickedness is fortile only of despair;
and the billows of remorse will some time overbear him.
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Why may not this event have already taken place?
'Why sh_ugld I refuse to see him " "

ig ides was present, ns it were, for & moment. I
suddenly receiled from it, confounded at that frenzy which
could give even momentary harbour to such a scheme;
yet presently it returned. At length I even conceived
it to deserve deliberation. I guestioned whether it was
not proper to admit, at a ]omgy apot, in a sacred hour,
this man of tremendous and inscrutable attributes, this
performer of horrid deeds, and whose presence was pre-
dieted to eall down unheard-of and unutterable horrors.

What was it that ewayed me? I felt myself divested
of the power to will contrary to the motives that deé-
termined me to scek his presence. My mind seemed to
be split into separate parts, and these parts to have
entered into furious muFimp‘ta.cane. contention. These
tumults gradually eubsided. The reasons why I should
confide in that interposition which had hitherto defended
me, in those tokens of compunction which this letter
contained, in the efficacy of this interview to restors ita
spotlessness to my character and banish all illusions from

e mind of my friend, continually acquired now evi-
dence and new strength.

What should I fear in his presence? This was unlike
an artifice intended to betray mo into his hands. If it
were an artifice, what purpose would it serve? The
freedom of my mind was untouched, and that freedom
would defy the assaults of blandishments or magie.
Force I was not able to repel. On the former oecasion
my gourage, it is true, had failed at the imminent-approach
of danger; but then I had not enjoyed opportunities of
deliberation; I had foreseen nothing; I was sunk into
imbeeility by my previous thoughts; I had been the
vietim ng recent disappointments and anticipated ills.
Witness my infatuation in opening the closct in oppo-
gition to divine injunetions.

Now, perhaps, my courage was the offspring of a no
less ayring principle. Pleyel was forever logt to me.
I strove in vain to assume his person and suppress my
resentment; 1 strove in vain to believe in the assuagin
influenee of time, to look forward to the birthday o_%




new hopos, and the re-vxallation of hat |
whose effulrencics T had so 1%::‘1‘3’91 .

What had I to suffer worse t --m?alrnnﬂ,é:mﬂiawiﬂ

Was not Carwin my foe? I owed my untimely fate
to his treason. Instead of flying from his. presence,
ought I not to devote all my faculties to the gnin.ihﬁ:ﬁf
an interview, and compel him to repair the ills of which
e has been the author? Why should I suppose him
impregnable to argument? Have I not reason on my
side, and the power of imparting conviction? Cannot
he be made to sce the justice of unravelling the mazé in
which Pleyel is bewildered 4

He may, at least, be necessible to fear., Has he
nothing to fear from the rage of an injored woman?¥
But suppose him inaccessible to such inducements; sup-
pose him to persist in all his flagitious purposes: are ned
the means of defence and resistanee in my power?

In the progress of such thonghts was the resolution at
last formed. I hoped that the interview was sought hs
him for a lnudablaend; but, be that as it would, I tra:
that, by energy of reasoning or of action, I should render
it ‘auspicious, or at least harmless.

Such a determination must nnavoidably fluctuate.
The poet's chaos was no unapt emblem of the state of my
mind. A torment was awakened in my bosom, whieh I
foresaw would ond only when thiz interview was
and its consequences fully experienced. Hence my im-
patience for the arrival of the hour which had been pre-
geribed by Carwin, :

Meanwhile, my meditations were tumultuously active.
New impediments to the execution of the scheme wera
speedily suggested. T had apprized Catharine of my
intention to spend this and many future nights with her.
Her husband was informed of this arrangement; and
had zealously approved it. Eleven o'clock exeeeded
their hour ofy retiving.  What excuse should I form for
changing my plan? ~Should I show this letter to Wie-
land fmﬁ submit myself to his direction? But I knew
in what way he would decide. He would fervently dis

rom going. Nay, would he not do more?

suaide me . | 1
He was apprized of the offences of Carwin, and of the
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reward offered for his apprehension.  Would be not seize
this oppartunity of executing justice on a eriminal 7
This idea was new. I was plunged once more into
doubt. Did not equity enjoin me thus to facilitate his
arrest ! No. Idisdained the office of betrayer. Carwin
was unapprized of his danger, and his intentions were
ossibly beneficent.  Should I station guards about the
Eouse, and make an act intended perhaps for my benefit
instremental to hizs pwn destruction? Wicland might
be justified in thus employing the knowledge which
I should impart; but I, by maparting it, should pollute
mysell with more hateful erimes than those undeservedly
imputed to me. This scheme, therefore, I unhesitatingly
rejected. The views with which I should return to m
own house it would thercfore be necessary to eonceal.
Yet some pretext must be invented. I had never been
- initiated into the trade of lying. Yet what but false-
~ hood was o deliberate suppression of the truth? To
deceive by gilence or by words is the same.

Yet what would a lie avail me? What pretext would
justify this change in my plan? Would it not tend to
confirm the imputations of Pleyel? That I should
voluntarily return to a house in which honour and life
had so hte]g been endangered could be explained in no
way favoursble to my integrity.

hese reflections, if they did not change, at least sus-
- pended, my decision. In this state of uncertainty I
~ alighted at'the hut. We gave this name to the house
* tenanted by the farmer fmﬁ his servants, and which was
situated on the verge of my brother's ground, and at a
considerable distance from the mansion. The path to
~ the mansion was planted by a double row of walnuts.
Along this path I pwcemiej alone. I entered the par-
lour, in which was a light just expiring in the socket.
There was no one in the room. I perceived by the clock
that stood against the wall that it was pear eleven. The
lateness of the hour startled me. What had become of
the family ¥ They were usually retired an hour before
this; but the unextinguished taper and the unbarred
door were indications that they had not retived. I
1t
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‘again returned to the hall, and passed from one room to.
another, but still encountered not a human being.

I imagined that perhaps the lapse of a few minutes
would explain these appearances, Meanwhile, T re-
flected that the preconcerted hour had arrived, Carwin
was perhaps waiting my approach, Should I imme-
dLmtg retire to my own house, no one would be ap-
prized of my proceeding. Nay, the interview might
139, and I be enabled to return in half aux hour.
Ience no necessity wonld arise for dissimulation.

I was so far inflaenced by these views that I rose to

execute this design; but again the unusual condition of
the house occurred to me, and some vague solicitude as
to the condition of the family. 1 was nearly certain
that my brother had not retired ; but by what motives
he could be induced to desert his house thus unseascnably
I could by ne means divine. Louisa Conway, at least,
was at home, and had probably retired to her chamber:
perhaps she wag able to impart the information 1 wanted,
I went to her chamber, and found her asleép. She
was delighted and surprised at my arrival, and told we
with how much impatience and anxiety my brother and
hiz wife had awaited my coming. They were fearful
that some mishap had betallen me, and had remained up
longer than the usual period. Notwithetanding the late
ness of the hour, Catharine would not resign the ho
of seeing me. Lounisa eaid she had left them both in
the parlour, and she knew of no canse for their absence.
As yet I was not without solicitude on account of their
personal safety. I was far from being perfecily at ease
on that head, but entertained no distinct conception of
the danger that impended over them. Perhaps, to be-
guile the moments of my long-protracted stay, th hﬂa
%Olm to walk upon the bank. The atmosphere, rk
illuminated only by the starlight, was remarkably sercne.
Meanwhile, the desirableness of an interview with Car-
win sgain returned, and I ﬁnal_z‘y resolved to seek
I passed with doubting and hasty steps along
gnt-]:s. My dwelling, seen at a distance, was gloomy
esolate, It had no inhabitant; for my servant, in
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ﬂ.-qmnmafm new ement, had gone to Mettin-
Thetamuritoftmuttau:;f antoahmr
g:ll in more vivid colours to my understanding.
ever has pointed steel is mot without srms; yet what- '
must have been the state of my mind when I could medi-
tate, without shuddering, on the use of a murderous
weapon, and believe myself secure mercly becanse I was
capable of being made so by the death of another! Yet
this was not my state. 1 felt as if I was rushing into
deadly toils without the power of pausing or raee‘ﬁng



CHAPTER XVL

As soon as I arrived in sight of the front of the
house, m¥ attention was excited by a light from the
window of my own chamber. No appearance could be
less explicable. A meeting was expected with Carwing
but that he preoccupied my chamber, and had supplied
himself with light, was not to be believed. What motive
could influence him to adopt this comduct? Could I
proceed until this was explained ?  Perhaps, if I should
proceed to a distance in front, some one would be visible:
A gidelong but feeble beam from the window fell npon
the piny copse which skirted the bank. As I eyed it, it
suddenly became mutable, and, after flitting to an
for o short time, it vanished. I turned my eye again
towards the window, and perceived that the light was
still there; but the change which I had noticed wag
occasioned by-a change in the position of the lamp or
candle within. Hence, that some person was there was
an nnavoidable inference.

I paused to deliberate on the propriety of advan
Might I not advance cautionsly, and, therefore, with
danger ?  Might I not knock at the door, or cal
be :.:T rized of the nature of my visitant before
ter ?p I approached and listened at the door, but ep
hear nothing. I knocked at firat timidly, but afte
with londness. My signals were unnoticed.
back and looked, but the light was no longer di
Was it suddenly extinguished by a human agen
purpose but concealment was intended? W
ilumination produced, to be thus suddenly brough
end? And why, since some one was there, had
been observed ?

Theso were questions the solution of whi

164
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readily supposed to be entangled with danger. Would
not this danger, when measured by a woman's fears,
cxpand into gigantic dimensions? Menaces of death;
the gtunning exertions of a warning voice; the known
and unknown attributes of Carwin; our recent interview
in this chamber; the preappointment of a meeting at
this place and hour,—all thronged into my memory.
What was to be done ?
Courage is no definite or steadfast principle. Let
- that man who shall purpose to assign motives to the
 actions of another blush at his folly and forbear. Not
- more presumptuous would it be to attempt the classifica-
tion of all nature and the scanuing of Supreme intelli-
genge. I gazed for a minute at the window, and fixed
my oyes, for a second minute, on the ground. I drow
forth from my pocket, and opened, a penknife. “This,"”
said I, “be my safeguard and avenger. The assailant
shall perish, or myself shall fall.”
I had locked up the house in the morning, but had the
key of the kitehen door in my pocket. I therefore de-
termined to gain acvess behmd. Thither T hastened,
.~ unlocked, and enteved. All was lonely, darksome, and
waste. Familiar as I was with every part of my dwell-
ing, I easily found my way to a c{osct.,. drew forth a
taper, a flint, tinder, and steel, and in & moment, as it
were, gave myself the guidance and protection of light.
., What purpose did I meditate? Should 1 explore m
way to my chmmber, and confront the being who ha
_dared to intrude into this recess and had laboured for
“ concealment ! By putting out the light did he seek to
hide himself, or mean only to circumvent my incautious
steps? Yot was it not more probable that he desired
my ebsence by thus encouraging the supposition that the
house was unoecupicd? 1 would sec this man in spite
of all im];'udimcnt&; ere I died, I would see his face, and
summon him to penitence and retribution ; no matter at
what cost an interview was purchased. Heputation and
life might be wrested from me by another, but my ree-
tit;do and honour were in my own keeping, and wero
safe.
1 proceeded to the foot of the stairs. At such a crisis




iy }mgg e suppose
: etmgﬁmmg rushed into
_;F mterposition which had bm exy -. s
night. My case at present was not dissimilar ; tmd,tff
my angel were not weary of fruitless exertions to save,
might not 4 new warning be expeeted ! Who could sa;
whether his silence were aseribable to' the absence e?
danger, or to his own abseree?
In this state of mind, no wonder that a shivering cold
-:rc t thrmx;;h my veins; that my pause was prolonged;
that a tearful ga lance was thrown backwaerd. -
Alaa I my heart droops, and my fingers are-enervateds
my ideas are vivid, but my language is faint: now knmr
I what it is to entertain incommunicable sentiments.
The chain of subsequent incidents is drawn through my
mind, and, being linked with those which fnrewent, by
furns rouso up agonies and sink me into hopelessness. -
Yet I will persist to the end. My narrative way be
invaded by inaceuracy and confusion; but, if I live no
longer, I will; at least, live to complcte it. What but
ambiguities, a,brupmmsea, and dark transitions, can be
expected from the historian who is, at the same time, the
gufferer of these disastera? '
I have said that I cast a look behind. Some object
was expected to be seen, or why should I have gazed in
that direction ?  Two senses were at once assailed. The
game piercing exclamation of “Hold! keld "' was uttered
within the same distance of my ear. This it was that T =
heard. The airy undulation, and the shock given to my
nerves, were real, Whethar the spectacle which T be-
held existed in my faney or without might he doubte
I had not elased the door of the apartment I had just
left. The staircase, at the foot of which I stood, was
eight or ten feet from the door, and attached to the wall
through which the door led. My view, therefore, was
sidelong, and took in no part of the room.
Through this aperture was a head thrust and ¢
back w:th a0 muech swiftness that the immediste con
tion was, that thus much of a form ordinaril
had been unshrouded. The face was turned towar
Every muscle was tense; the forchead and bro
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drawn into vehement expression ; the lips were stretched
as in the act of shricking, and the cyes emitted sparks,”
whieh, no doubt, if I had been unattended by a light,
would have illuminated like the coruseations of a meteor,
The sound and the vision were present, and departed to-
gether at the same instant; but the cry was blown into
my ear, while the face was many paces distant.

This face was well suited to a being whose perform-
ances excocded the standard of humanity; and yet its
features were akin to those I had before seen. The
image of Carwin was blended in a thousand ways with
the stream of my thoughts. This visage was, perhaps,
portrayed by my fancy. If so, it will excite no surprise
that some of his lineaments were now disgovered. Yet
affinities. were few and unconspicuous, and were lost
amiilst the blaze of opposite qualities.

What conelusion could I form? DBe the face human
or not, the intimation was imparted from above. Expe-
rience had evinced the benignity of that being who gave
it.. Once he had interposed to shield me E‘om harm,
snd subsequent events demonstrated the usefulness: of
that interposition. Now was 1 again warned to forbear.
I was hurrying to the verge of the same gulf, and the
same power was exerted to recall my steps. Was it
possible for me not to obey? Was I capable of holdin
on in the same perilous career? Yes. Even of this
was capable !

The intimation was imperfect; it gave no form to my
danger and preseribed no limits to my cantion. I had
formerly negleeted it, and yet escaped. Might I not
triast to the same isswe? This idea might possess,
thongh imperceptibly, some infiuence. I persisted ; but
it was not werely on this account. I cannot delineate
the motives that led me on. I now speak as if no rem-
nant of doubt existed in my mind a8 to the sipernatural
origin of these sounds; but this is owing to the imper-
fection of my language, for I only mean that the belief
was more permanent and visited more frequently my
-gober meditations than ite opposite. The immediate
effeets served only to undermine the foundations of my
Jjudgment and precipitate my resolutions.
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T must cither advance or return. I chose the former,
0o second interruption. My chamber door was closed,
but unloeked, and, aided :;iy vehement efforts of my
conrage, I opened and looked in. i

No hideous or uncommon object was discernible. The
danger, indeed, might aasi}y have lurked out of sight,
have sprung upon me as 1 entered, and have rent me
with his iron talons; but I was blind to this fate, and
advanced, though cautiously, into the room. 'l

Btill, every t%ing wore its accustomed aspect. Neither
lamp nor eandle was to be found. Now, for the first
time, suspicions wore suggested as to the nature of the
light which I had seen. Was it possible to have been
the companion of that supernatural visage; n meteorons
refulgence producible at the will of him to whom that
visage belonged, and partaking of the nature of that
which accompanied my father’s death ?

The closet was near, and I remembered the complic
cated horrors of which it had been produective. 1ere,
perhaps, was enclosed the source of my peril and the
gratification of my curiosity. Should I adventure onee
more to explore its recesses? This was a resolution
not ensily formed. I was suspended in thought, when,
glancing my eye on a table, I perceived a written paper.
Carwin's hand was instantly recognised, and, snatching
up the paper, I read as follows:— ,

““There was folly in expeoting your compliance with
my invitation. Judge how I was disappointed in find-
ing another in gour place. T have waited, but to wait
any longer would be perilous. I shall still seek an inter-
view, but it must be at a different time and place ; mean-
while, I will write this—How will you bear—how inex-
plicable will be this transaction!—An event so unéx-
peeted,—a sight go horrible !”

Such was this abrupt and unsatisfactory seript. The
ink was yet moist; the hand was that of Carwin. Hence
it was to be inferred that he had this moment left the
apartment, or was still in it. 1 looked back, on the
sudden expeetation of seeing him behind me.

What other did he mean? What transaction had
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taken place adverse to gex tations?  What sight
was about to be exhibited? I looked around me once
more, but saw nothing which indicated strangeness.
Again T remembered !t:'he closet, and was resolved to
seek in that the solution of these mysteries. llere, per-
hups, was enclosed the scene destined to awaken my
horrors and baflle my foresight.

I have already said that the entranee into this closct
was beside my bed, which, on two sides, was closely
shronded by curtains, On that side nearest the closet
the curtain wog raised. As I passed along I cast my eye
thither. I started, and looked again. I bore a light in
ny hand, and brought it nearer my eyes, in order to
digpel any illusive mists that might have hovered before
them. Onee more I fixed my cyes upon the bed, in
hops that this more steadfast seratiny would anuihilate
the objeet which before scemed to be there,

This, then, was the sight which Curwin had predieted!
This was the event whigin my understanding was to find
inexplicable! This was the fate which had been re-
served for me, but whieh, by some untoward chance,
had befallen another !

I had not been terrified by empty menaces. Viola-
tion:and death awaited my entrance into this chamber.
Bome inserutable chance had led ker hither before me,
and the merciless fangs of which I was designed to be
the prey had mistaken their vietim, and had fixed them-
selves in Aer heart. Dut where was my safety? Was
the mischief exhausted or flown? The steps of the
assassin had just been here; they could not be far off;
in o moment he would rush into my presence, and I
should perish under the same polluting and suffocating

1
Eri?; frame shook, and my knces were unable to gup-
port me. I gazed alternately at the closet door and at
the door of my room. At one of these avenues would
enter the exterminator of my honour and my life. 1
was prepared for defence; but, now that danger was
imwinent, my means of defence and my power to use
them were gone, I was not qualified by edueation and
expericnce to encounter perils like these; or porhaps I
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-md.ﬁd not fortified my mind by foresight abﬁrﬁpmuh
reflection against-s secne likethis.

Fears for my own safety again yielded place to refloes
tions on the scene before me. I fixed my eyes upon her
countenance. My sister's well-known and beloved fea-
tures could not be concealed by eonvulsion or lividness.
What diveful illusion led thee bither? Bereft of thee,
what hold on happiness remains to thy offspring and thy
spouse? To lose thee by a common fate would have
been sufficiently hard ; but thus suddenly to perish,—to
become the prey of this ghastly death! Iow will &
spectacle like this be endured by Wieland? To die be-
neath his ghraap would not satisfy th{' enemy. This was
merey to the evils which he previously made thee suffer!
After these evils death was a beon which thou besoughtest
him to grant. He entertained no enmity against thea;
I was the object of his treason; but by some tremendous
mistake his fury was misplaced. But how comest thou
hither ¥ and where was “ﬁulanﬂ in thy hour of distress?

I approached the corpse; I lifted the still flexible
hand, and kissed the lips which were breathless. Her
flowing drapery was discomposed. I restored it to order,
and, seating myself on the bed, again fixed steadfust
eyes upon her countenance. I cannot distinetly recol-
lect the ruminations of that moment. I saw confusedly,
but foreibly, that every hope was extingnished with the
life of Catharine. All happinessand dignity must henee-
forth be banished from the house and name of Wieland ;
all that remained was to linger out in agonies a shorf
existence and leave to the world a monument of blasted
hopes and chnngiu:}hle fortune. Pleyel was alveady lost
to me; yet, while Catharine lived, life was not-a detest-
able possession. But now, severed from the companion
of my infancy, the partaker of all my thoughts, my
cares, and my wishes, T was like one set afloat upon &
stormy sea and hanging his safety upon a plank ; night
was closing upon him, and an unexpocted surge had torn
him from ﬁ:a I:lold and overwhelmed him forever.

A




CIHAPTER XVII.

I 1AD no inclination nor power to move from this spot.
For more than an hour my faculties and limbs seemed to
be deprived of all activity. The door below creaked on
its hinges, and steps ascended the stairs. My wandering
and confused thoughts were instantly recalled by these
sounds, and, dropping the curtain of the bed, I moved to
a part of the room where any one who entered should be
visible ; such are the vibrations of sentiment, that, not-
withstanding the seeming fulfilment of my fears and in-
erease of my danger, I was conscious, on this occasion,
to no turbulence but that of curiosity.

At Jength he entered the apartment, and I recognised
my brother. It was the same Wieland whom I ha.(gi over
seen. Yot his features were pervaded by a new expres-
gion. I supposed him unacquainted with the fate of his
wife, and his appearance confirmed this persuasion. A
brow cxpanding into exultation I had hitherto never
seen in him; yet such a brow did he now wear. Not
only was he unapprized of the disaster that had h
pened, but some joyous oceurrenco had betided. What
a reverse wag preparing to annihilate his transitory bliss!
No hugband ever doated more fondly, for ne wife cver
claimed so boundless a devotion. I was not uncertain as
to the effects to flow from the diseovery of her fate. I
confided not at all in the efforts of his reason or his
piety. There were few evils which his modes of think-
g would not disarm of their sting; but here all opiates
to grief and all compellers of patience were vain, This
gpectacle would be unaveidably followed by the cutrages
of desperation and a rushing to death.

For the present, 1 neglected to ask myself what mo-

i
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tive brought him hither. T was onlyfearful of the effects
to flow from the sight of the dead, Yet mulﬂ]lﬁa!&ng
concealed from him?  Sometime, and specdily, he would
obtain this knowledge. No stratagems could considerably
or ugefully prolong his ignorance. All that could be
sought was to take away the abruptness of the change,
and shut out the confusion of despair and the inroads of
madness ; but T knew my brother, and knew that all ex-
ertions to console him would be fruitless. | '
~ What could I say? I was mute, and poured forth
those tears on his account which my own unhappiness
had been unable to extort. In the midst of my tears, I
was not unobservant of his motions. These were of a
nature to rouse gome other sentiment than prief, or, at
least, to mix with it a portion of astonishment, '

His countenance suddenly became troubled, His
hands were clasped with & force that left the print of his
nails in his flesh. His eyes were fixed on my feet. His
brain seemed to swell beyond its continent.  He did not
eease to breathe, but his breath was stifled into groans.
I had never witnessed the hurricane of human passions.
My element had, till lately, been all sunshine and calm.
I was unconversant with the altitudes and energies of
gentiment, and was transfixed with inexplicable horror
by the symptoms which I now beheld.

After a silence and a conflict which I eould not inter-
pret, he lifted his eyes to heaven, and in broken accents
exclaimed, *This is too much! any vietim but this, and
thy will be done. Have I not sufficiently attested my
faith and my obedience? She that is gone, they that
have perished, were linked with my soul by ties which
only thy command would have broken; but hers is'
sanctity and excellence surpassing human. This work-
manship is thine, and it cannot be thy will to heap it
into ruins,"” .

Here, suddenly unclasping his hands, he struck one of
them against ‘his forchead, and continued :—* Wreteh !
who made thee quicksighted in the councils of thy
Maker? Deliverance from mortal fetters is awarded to
this being, and thou art the minister of this deeree.”

So saying, Wicland advanced towards me. Hie words
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and his motions were without meaning, except on one
s_npggaiti@n. The death of Catharine was already known
to him, and that knowledge, as might have been sus-
eeted, had destroyed hig resson. 1 had feared nothi

}:ms; but, now that I beheld the extinetion of a min
the most luminous and penctrating that ever dignified
the hwman form, my sensations were fraught with new
and insupportable anguish.

I had not time to reflect in what way my own safety
weonld be effected by this revolution, or wgat I had to
dread from the wild conceptions of 4 madman. e ad-
vanved towards me. Some hollow noises were wafted
by the breeze. Confused clamours were succeeded by
many feet traversing the grass and then crowding into
thﬁf[‘iﬁma& da ded th urpose, and h

iese sounds suspended my brother's and he
stood to listen. Tht]:c;ig;mﬂs uj:truitiplied mfd gre::} louder;
perceiving this, he turned from me, and burried out of
my sight. All about me was pregnant with metives to
astonishment. My sister’s corpee, Wicland's frantie de-
meznour, and; at length, this crowd of visitants, so little
aecorded with my foresight, that my mental progress
was stopped. The impulse had ceased which was accus-
tomed to give motion and order to my thoughts.

Footsteps throné;cd upon the stairs, and presently
many faces showed themselves within the door of m
apartment. These looks were full of alarm and wat
fulness. They pried into corners as if in search of
some fugitive; next their gaze was fixed upon me, and
betokened all the vehemence of terror and pitg-. For a
time I questioned whether these were not shapes and
faces like that which I had seen at the bottom of the
stairs,—creatures of my fancy or airy existences.

M{' eye wandered from one to another, till at length
it fell on a countenance which I well knew. It wae that
of Mr. Hallet. This man was a distant kinsman of my
mother, venerable for his age, his uprightness and sa-
gacity.  lle had long discharged the functions of s
magistrate and good eitizen.  If any terrors remsined,
his presence was suflicient to dispel them.

He approached, took my hond with a compassionate
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air, and said, in a low voice, “ Where, my dear Clara,
ate your brother and ns?;c‘g? i : mn&ﬁn!ﬁ' _answer, but

pointed to the bed. His attendants drew aside the eur-

tain, and, while their eyes glared with horror st the

spectacle which they beheld, those of Mr. Hallet over-
Howed with tears, :
After considerable pause, he once more turned to me:

— My dear girl, this sight is not for you. Can {vnn
£iE

confide in my care and that of Mrs, Baynton's?
will zee all performed that circumstances require.”

I made strenuons opposition to this request. I insisted
on remaining near her till she was interred. His re-
monstrances, however, and my own feelings, showed me
the propriety of a temporary dereliction. Louisa stood
in need of a comforter, and my brother’s children of a
nurse. My unhappy brother was himself an objeet of
golicitude and care. At length I consented to relmguish
the corpse, and go to my brother’s, whose house, I said,
would need a mistress, and his children a parent.

During this discourse, my venerable friend struggled
with his tears, but my last mtimation called them %ﬂrt‘h
with fresh viclenece. Meanwhile, his attendants stood
round in mournful silence, gazing on me and at each
other. I repeated my resolution, and rose to éxecate it;
but he took my hand to detain me. His countenance
betrayed irresolution and reluctance. I requested him
to state the reason of his opposition to this measure, [
entreated him to be explicit. I told him that my bro-
ther had just been there, and that I knew his condition.
This misfortune had driven him to madness, and his off-
spring must want a protector. If he chose, I would
resign Wieland to his care; but his innocent and help-
less habes stood in instant need of nurse and mother,
and these offices I would by no means allow another to
perform while I had life. . _

Every word that I uttered seemed to angment his per-
glex_itj' and distress. At last he said, “ 1 think, Clara,

 have entitled myself to some regard from you, Yom

have professed your willingness to oblige me. Now I
call upon you to confer upon me the highest obligation

in your power. Permit Mrs. Baynton to have the ma-
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nagement of {'our brother’s house for two or three days;
then it shall be yours to act in it as you please, No
matter what are my motives in making this request;
perhaps I think your age, your sex, or the distress which
this 1£:nater must oceasion, incapacitates you for the
office, Buarcly you have no doubt of Mrs. Baynton's
tenderness or diseretion.”

New ideas now rushed into my mind. I fixed my eyes
stendfastly on Mr. Hallet., “Are they well ¥ gaid L
“Is Louisa well?! Are Benjamin, and William, and
Constantine, and little Clara, are they safe? Tell me
truly, I besecch you!”

“They are well,” he replied; “they are perfectly
safe.”

“ Fear no effeminate weakness in me; I ean bear to
hear the truth. Tell me truly, are they well ¥

He again assured me that they were well,

“What, then,"” resumed I, ““do you fear? Is it pos-
gible for any calamity to disqualify me for performing
my dut:lrlto these helpless innocents? I am willing to
divide the eare of them with  Mre. Baynton; I shall be
grateful for her sympathy and aid ; but what should I be
to desert them at an hour like this 7"

I 'will cut short this distressful dialogue. I still per-
gisted in my purpose, and ho still persisted in his oppo-
gition. This exeited my suspicions anew; but these
were removed by solemn declarations of their safety, I
could not explain this conduet in my friend, but at
length consented to go to the city, provided I should see
them for a few minutes at present, and should return on
the morrow.

Even this arrangement was objected to. At length he
told me they were removed to the city. Why were they
removed, I asked, and whither ? My ymportunities would
not now be eluded. My suspicions were roused, and no
evasion or artifice was sufficient to allay them. Many of
the audience began to give vent to their emotions in
tears. Mr, Hgl%et. himself seemed as if the conflict
were too hard to be longer sustained.  Something whis-
pered to my heart that havoe had been wider than I now
witnessed. I suspected this concealment to arise from



apprehensions of the effects which o knowledge of the
truth would produce in me. I once more entreated

to inform me truly of their state. To enforee my
troatics, I put on an air of insensibility. I can gue
said I, “what Las happened : they are indeed boyond
the reach of injury, for they are dead? Is it not sof”
My voice faliered in epite of my courageous efforts.

“Yes,” said he, **they are dead! Dead by the same
fate, and by the same hand, with their mother !""

“Dead I" replied I; “what! all?”

“All!” rephed he; “he gpared not ome!"

Allow me, my friends, to close my eyes upon the after-
scene.  Why should I protract a tale which I already
begin to feel is too long ¥ Ower this seone; at least, let
me pass lightly. Iere, indeed, my narrative would be:
imperfeet.  All was tempestuous commaotion in my heart
and in my brain. 1 have no memory for anght: but un-
congcigus transitions and rueful sights. 1 was ingenipus,
and indefatigable in the invention of terments. %wmﬁ&'
not dispense with any spectacle adapted to exasperate
my grief. Each pale and mnnglled form I erushed to my
bosom. Louisa, whom I loved with so ineffable & pas-
gion, was denied to me at first, but my obstinaey con-

uered their reluctance.

They led the way into & darkened hall. A lamp
pendant from the ceiling was uncovered, and they
pointed to o table. The assassin had defranded me of
my last and migerable consolation. I .sought net in her
visage for the tinge of the morning and the lustre of
heaven. These had vanished with life; but I hoped for
liberty to print a last kiss upon her lips. This was de-
nied me; for such had been the merciless blow that
destroyed her, that not o lineament remained !

I was carried hence to the city. Mrs. Hallet was my
eompanion and my nurse. Why should I dwell upon
the rage of fever and the cffusions of deliviom? Carwin
was the phantom that pursued my dreams, the giant a&

"

ressor under whose arm I was forever on the )
Eél'ng erushed. Strennous muselos were required tol
Linder my flight, and Learts of steel to withstand the
cloquence of my fears, In vain I called upon them to:

l
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look upward, to mark his sparkling rage and scowling
contempt. All T songht was to {ly from the stroke that
wis lifted. Then 1 ien:.pe«l upon my guards the most
vehement reproaches, or betoo my&c?? to wailings on
the helplessness of my condition,
This malady at length declined, and my weepin
friends began to look for my restoration. Slowly, an
with intermitted beams, memory revisited me.  The
scenes that I had witnessed were revived, beeame the
theme of deliberation and deduction, and called forth the
effusgions of more rational serrow.
iz



CHAPTER XVIIL

I map imperfectly recovered my strength, when I was
informed of the arrival of my mother’s brother, Thomas
Cambridge. Ten years since, he went to Europe, and
was a surgeon in the British forces in Germany during
the whole of the late war. After its conclusion, some
connection that he had formed with an Irish officer made
him retire into Ireland. Intercourse had been punctu-
ally maintained by-letters with his sister's children, and
hopes were given that he would shortly retwrn to his
native country and pass his old age in our society. Ile
was new in an evil hour arrived. '

I desired an interview with him for numerous and
urgent reasons. With the first returns of my under-
standing I had anxiously sought information of the fate
of my brother. During the course of my disease I had
never seen him; and vague and unsatisfactory answers
were returned to all my inquiries. I had vehemently
interrogated Mrs. Hallet and her husband, and solicited
an interview with this unfortunate man; but they mys~
teriously insinuated that his reason was still unsettled,
and that his circumstances rendered an interview impos-
sible. Their reserve on the particulars of this destrue~
tion and the author of it was equally invineible. _

For some time, finding all my efforts fruitless, I had
desisted from direct inquirics and solicitations, deter~
mined, as soon a8 my strength was sufficiently renewed,
to pursue other means of dispelling my uncertainty
this state of things, my uncle's arrival and intent
visit me wore announeced. I almost shuddered
the face of this man. When I reflected on the
that had befallen us, I was half unwilling to wit

173
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dejection and grief which would be disclosed in his coun-
‘tenance.  But I believed that all transactions had been
thoroughly disclosed to him, snd confided in my impor-
tunity toextort from him the knowledpe that 1 Bﬁu‘gm.r

I had no doubt as to the person of our enemy; but
the motives that urged him to perpetrate these horrors,
the means that he used, and lis present condition, were
totally unknown. It was reasonable to expect some in-
formation on this head from my unele. I therefore
waited hiz coming with impaticnce. At length, in' the
dugk of the evening, and in my solitary chamber, this
meeting took place. '

This man was onr nearest relation, and had ever
treated us with the affection of a parent. Our mecting,
therefore, could not be without overflowing tenderness
and gloomy joy. He rather encouraged than restrained
the tears that I poured out in his arms, and took upon
himself the task of comforter. Allusions to recent dis-
asters could not be long omitted. One topie facilitated
the admission of another. At length I mentioned and
deplored the ignorance in which lg had been kept re-
gpecting my brother’s destiny and the circomstances of
our misfortunes. I entreated him to tell me what was
Wieland's condition, and what progress had been made
in deteeting or punishing the author of this unheard-of
~devastation,

“The author I" said he; *“do you know the anthor "

“Alas I'" I answered, I am too well acquainted with
him. The story of the grounds of my suspicions would
be painful and too long. I am not apprized of the ex-
tent of your present knowledge. There are none but
Wicland, Pleyel, and myself, who are able to relate cor-
tain facts.”

“Spare yourself the pain,” said he. “All that Wie-
land and Pleyel can communicate I know already. If
any thing of moment has fallen within your own exclu-
give knowledge, and the relation be not too arduons for
your present strength, I confess T am desirous of hear-
g it. Perhaps you allude to one by the name of Car-
win. I will anticipate your curiosity by saying that



His agency is, therefore, & mystery still unsolved.”

I readily complied with his request, and related as
distinetly as I could, thongh in general terms, the events
‘transacted in the summer-house and my chamber. He
listened without apparent purprise to the tale of Pleycl's
orrors and suspicions, and with augmenteid seriousncss
to my narrative of the warnings and inexplicable vision,
and the letter found upon the table. 1 waited for his
comments.

“You gather from thig,” said he, ““that Carwin is the
author of all this misery?” !

“Is it not,”" answered I, *“an unavoidable inference?
But what know yon reapacting it? Was it possible to
execute this mischief without witness or coadjutor? I
beseech you to relate to me when and why My. Hallet
was summoned to the scene, and by whom this disaster
was first suspeeted or discovered. Burely, suspicion
must have fallen upon some one, and pursuit was
made.”

My uncle rose from his seat, and traversed the floor
with hasty steps. Ilis eyes were fixed upon the ground,
and he secemed buried in perplexity. At length he
paused, and said, with an emphatic tone, “It is true;
the imstrument is known. OCarwin may have plotted,
but the execution was another’s. That other is found,
and his deed is ascertained.”

“Good heaven ! I exclaimed ; “what say you? Was
not Carwin the assassin? Could any hand but his have
carried into act this dreadful purpose I

“Have I not eaid,” returned he, “that the perform-
ance was another's ; Carwin, perhaps, or heaven, or
insanity, prompted the murderer; but Carwin is un-
known. The actusl peérformer has long since been
called to judgment and convieted, and is, at this mo-
ment, at t;]m bottom of a dungeon loaded with chains."

I lifted my hands and eyes. *Who then is this as-
sasein ! By what means and whither was he tmdt
What is the testimony of his guilt " -

“His own, corroborated with that of a servant-maid
who spied the muarder of the children from ¢ closet where
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she was concenled, The magistrate returned from your
dwelling to your brother’s. He was employed in henr-
ing muyf recording the testimony of the only witness,
when the eriminal himself, unexpected, unsolicited, un-
gonght, entered the hall, acknowledged his- guilt; and
rendered himself up to justice.

“He has since been summoned to the bar. The
sudience was composed of thousands whom rumours of
this wonderful event had attracted from the greatest
distance. A long and impartial examination was made,
and the prisoner was called upon for his defence. In
compliance with this call, he delivered an ample relation
of his motives and actions.” There he stopped.

I besought him to say who this criminal was, and
what the instigations that compelled him, My uncle
was gilent. I urged this inquiry with new force. I re-
verted to my own knowledge, and sought in this some
basis to conjecture. I ran over the seanty catalogue of
the men whom I knew; I lighted on no one who waa
qualified for ministering to malice like this, Apgain I
resorted to importunity. Had I ever seen the eriminal?
Was it sheer eruelty or diabolical revenge that produced
this overthrow ?

He surveyed me for a considerable time, and listened
to my interrogations in silence. At length he spoke :—
“Clara, I have known thee by report, and in some de-
gree by observation. Thou art a being of no vulgar
sort. Thy friends have hitherto treated thee as a chikl.
They meant well, but perhaps they were unacquainted
with thy strength. I assure myself that nothing will
‘surpass thy fortitude.

“Thou art anxious to know the destroyer of thy
family, his actions, and his motives. Shall 1 call him
to thy presence, and permit him to confess before thee ?
Shal]yfj make him the narrator of his own tale ?”

1 started on my feet, and looked round me with fear-
ful glances, as if the murderer was close at hand.
“What do you mean ?”" said I. “Put an end, I bescech
you, to this suspense.”

“Be not alarmed; you will never more behold the
face of this criminal, unless he be gifted with super-



s ) my '
'aunﬂmty refused me & moment’s &eiay.
‘papers, and read as follows.




CHAPTER XIX.

“Turonore WIELAND, the prisoner at the bar, was
now called upon for his defence, He looked arcund
him for some time in silence, and with a mild counte-
nance. At length be spoke:—

“It is strange: Iam known to my judges and my
anditors. Who is there present a stranger to the cha-
racter of Wieland ? who knows him not as a husband,—
as a father,—as a friend ! yet here am I arraigned as a
eriminal. 1 am charged with diabolical malice; I am
acensed of the murder of my wife and my children !

‘It is true, they were slain by me: they all perished
by my hand, The task of vindication is ignoble. What
is it t{wt I am called to vindieate ¥ and before whom ¥

“You know that they arc dead, and that they were
killed by me. What more would you have? Would
you extort from me o statement of my motives? Have
you failed to discover them already? You charge me
with malice ; but your eyes are not shut; your resson i
still vigorous ; your memory has not forsaken you. You
know whom it is that you thus charge. The habits of
his life are known to you; his treatment of his wife and
his offspring is known to you; the soundness of his in-
tegrity, and the unchangeablenoss of his principles, are
familiar to Yyour afpruhcnsian; yet you persist in this
charge! You lead me hither manacled as a felon; you
deem me worthy of a vile and termenting death !

“Who are they whom I have devoted to death? My
wife—the little ones, that drew their being from me—
that creature who, as she surpassed thewn in excellence,
elaimed a larger affoction than these whom natural affini-
tivs bound to my heart. Think ye that malice could
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have urged me to this deed? Hide your audacious
fronts from the scrutiny of heaven. Take refuge in
some cavern unvisited by human eyes. Ye muy deplore
your wickedness or folly, but ye cannot e:tgi_qtr&-ft.

“Thii;_k.-'not-th'nt'f'sﬁgéa.l: for your sakes. Hug to
your hearts this detestable infatuation. Deem me still
o murderer, and drag me to untimely death. I make

not an effort to dispel your illusion; I utter not a word
to cure you of your sanguinary folly; but there are pro-
bably some in this assembly who have come from far;
for their sakes, whose distance has disabled them from
knowing me, I will tell what I have done, and why,

“It 13 needless to say that God is the object of my
supreme passion. I have cherished in his presence a
single and upright heart. I have thirsted for the know-
ledge of his will. 1 have burnt with ardour to approve
my faith and my obedience.

“My days have been spent in searchng for the reve-
lation of that will ; but my days have been mournfal,
beeause my search failed. solicited direction; I
turned on every side where glimmerings of light could
be discovered. I have not been wholly uninformed; but
my knowledge has always stopped short of certainty.
Dissatisfaction has insinuated itself into all my thoughts.
My purposes have been pure, my wishes iudef:tti;ﬁih;
but not till lately were these purposes thoronghly aecom-
plished and these wishea fully gratified.

“I thank thee, my Father, for thy bounty; that thou
didst not ask a less sacrifice than this; that thou
placedat me in a condition to testify my submission to
thy will! What have I withheld which it was thy plea-
sure to exact? Now may I, with dauntless and erect
eye, claim my reward, sinee I have given thee the trea-
sure of my soul, )

“T was at my own house; it was late in the evening;
my sister had gone to the city, but proposed to return.
It was in expectation of her return that my wife and I
delayed Faing to bed beyond the usual hour ; the rest of
the family, however, were retired. iy

“My mind was contemplative and calm,—not wholly
devoid of apprehension on account of my sister's safety.
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Recent events, not easily explained, had suggested the
existence of some danger; but this danger was without
a digtinet form in our imagination, and scarcely ruffled
gur tranquillity.

“Time passed, and my sister did not arrive. Her
house is at some distance from mine, and, though her
arrangements had been made with a view to residing
with us, it was possible that, through forgetfulness, or
the occurrence of unforeseen emergencies, she had
returned to her own dwelling.

“Hence it was conceived proper that I should ascer-
tain the truth by going thither. I went. On my way
my mind was full of those ideas which related to my
intellectual condition. In the torrent of fervid eoncep-
tions, I lost sight of my purpose. Sometimes I stood
still ; sometimes I wandered from my path, and expe-
rienced some difficulty, on recovering from my fit of
musing, to regain it.

%The series of my thoughts is easily traced. At first
every vein beat with raptures known only to the man
whose parental and conjugal love is without limits, and
the cup of whose desires, immense as it is, overflows
with gratification, I know not why emotions that were
perpetual visitants should now have reeurred with wn-
usual energy. The transition was not new from sensa-
tions of joy to a consciousness of gratitude. The Au-
thor of my being was likewise the dispenszer of every
gift with which that being was emnbellished. The service
to which a benefactor like this was entitled could not be
cirenmseribed. My social sentiments were indebted to
their alliance with devotion for all their value. AN
passions are base, all g'{)}‘a. fechle, all energies malignant,
which are not drawn from this seurce,

*For a timg my contemplations soared above earth
and its inhabitants. I stretched forth my hands; I
lifted my eyes, and exclaimed, “Oh that I might be
admitted to thy presence! that mine were the supreme
delight of knowing thfy will, and of performing it !—
the %:_lis_sful privilege of direct communication wi%h thee,.
and of listening to the audible enunciation of thy plea-
suro !



< What task would I not undertake, what privation
‘would I not cheerfully endure, to testify my love of thee?
Alns! thou hidest thyzell from my view; glimpses only
of thy excellenee and beauty are afforded me.  Woull
that a momentary emanation from thy glory would visit
me! that some unambiguous token eﬁ‘ y presence
would salute my senseal > i

“In this mood I entered the house of my sister. Tt
was vacant, Scarcely had I regained recolleetion of the
purpose that bronght me hither. Thoughts of a different
tendency had such absolute possession of my mind, that
the relations of time and space were almost obliterated
from my uwnderstanding. These wanderings, however,
were restrained, and I ascended to her chamber.

“I had no light, and might have known by extornal
ohservation that the house was without any inhabitant.
With this, however, I was not satisfied. 1 entered the
room, and, the object of my search not appearing, I
prepared to return.

“The darkness required some e¢aution in descending
the stair. I stretched my hand to seize the balustrade by
which I might regulate my steps. How shall I deseribe
the lustre which at that moment burst upon my vision ?

“T was dazzled. My organs were bereaved of their
activity, My eyelids were half-closed, and my hands
withdrawn from the balastrade. A nameless fear chilled
my veins, and I stood motionless. This irradiation did
not retire or lessen. It seemed as if some powerful
effulrence covered me like a mantle. :

«f opened my eyes and found all about me luminons
and giowi::?. t was the element of heaven that flowed
around. Nothing but a fiery stream was at first visiblo;
but, anon, & shrill voice from behind ealled upon me to
attend.

o] turned. It is forbidden to deseribe what I gaws
words, indecd, would be wanting to the task. The linea-
ments of that being whose veil was now lifted and whose
visage beamed upon my sight, no huea of peneil or of
language can portray. _ _ =

As it spoke, the nceents thrilled to may heart :—*Thy
prayers: are heard. In proof of thy faith, render me
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thy wife. This is the victim I choose. Call her hither,
and here let her full.’  The sound, and visage, and light
vanished at once. - .

#What demand was this? The blood of Catharine
was to be shed! My wife was to perish by my hand !
I sought ai:-pﬂrtuniiiv to attest my virtue. Little did 1
expect that a proof like this would have been demanded.

My wife ' I exclaimed; ‘O (Grod ! substitute some
other victim. - Make me. not the butcher of my wife.
My own blood is cheap. This will I pour out before
thee with a willing heart; but spare, T beseech thee, this
precious life, or commission some other than her husband
to perform the bloody deed.’

“In vain. The conditions were prescribed; the de-
cree had gone forth, and nothing remained but to exe-
cute it. 1 rushed out of the house and across the inter-
mediate fields, and stopped not till I entered my own
parlout, ;

“ My wife had remained here during my absence, in
snxiouns expectation of my return with some tidings of"
her sister. I had none to communicate. For a time I
was breathless with my speed. This, and the tremors
that shook my ‘frame, and the wildness of my looks,
alarmed her. She immediately suspected some disaster
to have happened to her friend, and her own speech was
a8 much overpowered by emotion as mine,

“She was silent, hat her looks manifested her impa-
tierice to hear what T had to communicate. ILapoke, but
with so much precipitation as scarcely to be understood;
catching her, at the samoe time, by the arm, and forcibly
pulling ser from her seat.

“iCome along with me; fly; waste not o moment;
time will be lost, and the deed will be omitted. Tarry
not; question not; but fly with me!’

“This deportment added afresh to her alarms. Her
eyes pursu mine,; and she said, ¢ What is the matter T
For God's sake, what is the matter? Where would you
have me go?'

“My eyes were fixed upon her countenance while she
spoke. thought upon her virtues ; I viewed her ss the
mother of my babes; as my wife. I recalled the purpose
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for which 1 thus urged her attendance. My

faltered, and I saw that I must rouse to this -
my faculties. The danger of the least deluy was im-
minent, 5

“I looked away from her, and, again exerting my
force, drew her e Bt must gﬂgmbi
me; indeed you must.’ ' L

“In her fright she half resisted my efforts, and again
exclaimed, *Good heaven! what is it you mean? Where
go? What has happened? Have you found Clara?
_ “*Follow me, and you will see,” I answered, still urging
her reluetant steps forward.

¢ What frenzy has seized you? Something must needs
have happened. s she sick?  Have vou found her ¥’

“t Come and see. Follow me, and know for yourself."

“3till she expostulated, and besought me to explain
this mysterious behaviour. I conid not trust myself
to angwer her, to look at her ; but, graspingher arm, I drew
her after me. She hesitated, rather through confusion
of mind than from unwillingness to accompany me. This
confusion gradually abated, and she moved forward, but
with irresolute footsteps: and continual exclamations of
wonder and terror. ﬁcr interrogations of ‘what was
the matter !" and ‘whither was I going?" were ceaseless
and vehement.

* It was the scope of my efforts not to think; to keep
up & conflict and uproar in my mind in which all order
and distinctness should be lost ; to eseape from the sensa-
tions produced by her voice. I was thercfore silent. T
strove to abridge this interval by my haste, and fo waste
all my attention in furious gesticulations,

“In this state of mind we reached my sister’s door.
Bhe looked at the windows and saw that all was desolate.
“Why come we here? There is nobody here. I will not

o in.
& Still I was dumb; but, opening the door, I drew her
into the entry. This was the allotted seene ; here she'was
to fall. 1let go her hand, and, pressing my paling against
my forchead, made one mighty aﬂ'm.m'wm?k- up my soul
to the deed. o : -

“In vain; it would not be; my courage was appalled,
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my armsnerveless. I muttered prayers that my strength
might be aided from above. They availed nothing.

“Horror diffused itself over me. This conviction of
my cowardice, my rebellion, fastened upon me, and I
stood rigid and ecold as marble. From this state I was
somewhat relieved by my wife's voice, who rencwed her
supplieations to be told why we came hither and what
was the fate of my sister.

“What could I answer? My words were broken and
inarticulate. Her fears naturally acquired force from
the observation of these symptoms; but these fears were
misplaced. The only inference she deduced from my
conduct was that some terrible mizshap had befallen Clara.

“8he wrung her hands, and exclaimed, in an agony,
$Oh, tell me, where is she? What has become of her?
Is she sick? Deoad? Is she in her chamber? O, let
me go thither and know the worst !’

“This proposal set my thoughts once more in motion.
Perhaps what my rcbellious heart refused to perform
here, I might obtain strength enough to exeeute elsewhere,

&4 Come, then,” eaid I; *let us go.’

“<T will, but not in the dark. We must first procure
a light.'

#:Fly, then, and procure it; but, I charge you, linger
not. I will await for your return.’

“ While she was gone, I strode along the entry. The
fellness of a gloomy hurricane but faintly resembled the
discord that reigned in my mind. To omit this sacrifice
must not be; yet my sinews had refused to perform it.
No alternative was offered. To rebel against the man-
date was impossible; but obedience would render me tho
excoutioner of my wife. My will was strong, but my
limbs refused their office.

“She returned with a light. Iled the way to the
chamber: she looked reund her; she lifted the curtain
of the bed; she saw nothing.. _

“At length she fixed inquiring eyes upon me. The
light now enabled her to discover in my visage what dark-
ness had hitherto conceanled.  Her cares were now trans-
ferred from my sister to myself, and she said, in a trema-



lous voica, “Wieland, you are not well: what ails you?
o Y . &th_:fg;_x, ol

“That aevents looks so winning should disarm
me of my resolution, was to be expected. My thoughts:
were thrown anew into anarchy. I spread my hand
before my eyes thet L might net see her, and answered
only by groans. She tmﬁ'my other hand between hors,
and, pressing it to her heart, spoke with that veice which
had ever swayea my will and wafted away sorrow:—

%My friend ! my soul's friend! tell me thy eaunse of
grief. Do I not merit to partake with thee in thy cares?’
Am I not thy wife?

“This was too much. I broke from her embrace, and
retired to a corner of the room. In this pause, courage
was onee more infused into me. I resolved to execufe
my duty. She followed me, and renewed her passionate
entreaties to know the cause of my distress.

“T raised my head and regarded her with steadfast
looks. I muttered something about death, and the in-
junetions of may duty. At these words she shrunk baek,
and looked at me with a new expression of angunish.
After o pause, she clasped her hands, and exelaimed,—

“e0h, Wieland! Wieland! God grant that I am mis-
taken! but something surely is wrong, I see it; itis
too plaing thon art undone,—lost to me and to thyself.”
At the same time she gazed on my features with intensest
anxiety, in hope that different symptoms would take
place. I replied to her with vehemence,—

“«TUndone! No; my duty is known, and I thank my
God that my cowardice is now vanquished, and I have
power to fulfil it. Catharine, T pity the weakness of
thy nature; I pity thee, but must not spare. Thy life
is claimed from my hands; thou must die!’ T

“ Fear was now added to her g;lei‘. “What mean you'?
Why talk you of death? Bethink yourself, Wieland;
bethink yourself, and this fit will pass. O, why came I
hither?  Why did you drag me hither?

<] brought thee hither to fulfil & divine command,
I am appointed thy destroyer, and destroy thee I must.’
Saying this, I seized her wrists. Bhe shrieked &M




THE TRANSEORMATION. Ig1

and endeavoured to free herself from my grasp; but her
efforts were vain.

¢ Surely, surcly, Wieland, thou dost not mean it.
Am I not thy wife? and wouldst thou kill me? Thou
wilt not; and yet—I see—thou art Wieland no longer!
A fury resistless and horrible possesses thee:—spare me
—spare—help—help—'

“'Pill her breath was stopped she shrieked for help,~
for merey. When she could speak no longer, her gestures,
her looks, appealed fo my compassion. My aceursed
hand was irresolute and tremulous. I meant thy death
to be sudden, thy struggles to be brief, Alas! my heart
was infirm, my resolves mutable. Thrice I slackened
my grasp, and kfe kept its hold, though in the midst of
pangs. Her eyeballs started from their sockets. Grim-
ness and distortion took place of all that nsed to bewitch
me into transport and subdue me into reverence.

“T was commissioned to kill thee, but not to torment
thee with the foresight of thy death; not to multiply
thy fears and prolong thy agonies. Haggard, and pale,
End lifeless, at length thou ceasedst to contend with thy

eatiny.

“This was a moment of triumph. Thus had I success-
fully subdued the stubbornness of human passions: the
vietim which had been demanded was given; the deed
was done past recall. .

“I lifted the corpse in my arms and Iaid it on the
bed, I gazed upon it with delight. Such was the ela-
tion of my thonghts, that I even broke into laughter. I
clapped my hands and exclaimed, Tt is done! My saered
duty is fulfilled! To that 1 have sacrificed, O my God!
thy last and best gift, my wife!’

““For a while I thus sonred above frailty. I imagined
I had set myself forever beyond the reach of selfishness;
but my imaginations were false. This rapture quickl
subsided. I locked again at my wife. My joyous:-ebul-
litions vapished, and I asked myself who it wag whom
Isaw. Methought it could not be Catharine. It conld
not be the woman who had lodged for years in my heart;
who had ulept nightly in my besom; who had borne
in her womb, who had fostered at her breast, the beings



who ealled me futher; whom Thad watched with delight,
and cherished with u fondness ever new and perpetuslly
growing: it could not bo the same, |

“Where was her bloom? These deadly and blood-
euffused orbs but ill resemble the azure and cestatic ten-
derness of her eyes, The lueid stream that meandered
over that bosom, the glow of love that was wont to sit
upon that cheek, are much unlike these livid staing and
this hideous deformity. Alas! these were the traces of
agony; the gripe of the assassin had been here!

“1 will not dwell upon my lapse into desperate and
outrageous sorrow. The breath of heaven that sus.
tained me was withdrawn, and I sunk into mere man.
Ileaped from the floor; I dashed my head against the
wall ; I uttered sereams of horror; f anted after tor-
ment and pain. Eternal fire, and the bickerings of
hell, compared with what I felt, were music and a bed
of roses, '

“I thank my God that this degeneracy was transient,
~—that he deigned once more to raise me aloft. I
thought upon what I had done as a sacrifice to dutyy.
and was calm. My wife was dead ; but I reflected that
though this source of human consolation was: elosed, yet
others were still o;mn. If the transports of a husband
were no more, the feelings of a father had still scope for
exercise. When remembrance of their mother Ei;:g}n_l_-:_l'
excite too keen a pang, I would loock upen them and e
comforted.

“ While I revolved these ideas, new warmth flowed in
upon my heart—I was wrong. These feelings were the

rowth of selfishness, Of this I was not aware, and, to.
ispel the mist that obacured my perceptions, a new efful-
gence and a new mandate were necessary. B

“From these thoughts I was reca_]leﬁ ¥ & ray that:
was shot into the room. A voice spake like that which'
I had before heard :—* Thou hast done well. But all is
not done—the sacrifice is incomplete—thy children must
be offered —they must perish with their mother l— **




CHAPTER XX.

WiLL you wonder that I read no further? Will you
not rather be astonished that I read thus far? What
ower supported mo through such a task I know not.
Yerhaps the doubt from which I could not disengage my
mind—that the scene here depicted was a dream—oon-
tributed to my perseverance, In vain the solemn intro-
duction of my unele, his appeals to my fortitude, and
allusions to something monstrous in the events ho was
abont to disclose,—in vain the distressful perplexity, the
mysterious silence and ambiguous answers, of my attend-
ants, especially when the condition of my brother was
the theme of my inquiries,—were remembered. I re-
called the interview with Wieland in my chamber, his
preternatural tranquillity suceeeded by bursts of passion
and menacing actions. All these coincided with the
tenor of this paﬁer.

Catharine snd her children, and Louisa, were dead.
The act that destroyed them was in the highest degreo
inhuman. It was worthy of savages trained to murder
and exulting in agonies.

Who was the performer of the deed? Wieland! My
brother! The husband and the father! That man of
gentle virtues and invineible benignity! placable and
‘mild,—an idolater of peace! * Surely,” said I, it ig
a dream. For many days have 1 been vexed with
frenzy. Its dominion is still felt; but new forms are
called up to diversify and augment my torments.”

The paper dropped from my hand, and my eyes fol-
lowed it. I shrank back, as if to avoid some petrifying
influence that approached me. My tongue was mute;
all the fumetions of nature were atastand, and I sunk
upon the floor lifeless.

13 193
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The noise of my fall, as T afterwards

ifterwards heard, alormed

¥ uncle, who was in @ lower apartment, and whose
~apprehensions had detained him. e hastened to my
cﬁImbﬂ, and administered the assistance which my ¢on-
dition required. When T opened my eyeés I beheld him
before me. 1lis skill a8 a reasoner as well as & physician
was exerted to obviate the injurious effects otP his dis-
clognre; but he had wrongly estimated the strength of
my body or of my mind. 'J.}his new shoek brought me
once more to the brink of the grave, and my malady
was much more difficult to subdue than at first.

I will not dwell npon the long train of dreary senga-
tions, and the hideous confusion of my understanding.
Time slowly restored its customary firmness to my frame:
and order to my thoughts. The images impressed upon
my mind by this fatal paper were somewhat offaced by
my malady. They were obscure and disjointed, like the
parts of a dream. I was desirons of freeing my imagi-
nation from this chass. TFor this end I questioned my
uncle, who was my constant companion. He was in-
timidated by the issue of his first experiment, and took
pains te elude or discourage my inquiry. My mmpe-
tuosity sometimes compelled him to have resort to mis-
representations and untruths. ;

Time offected that end, perhaps, in & more beneficial
manner. In the course of my meditations the recollee-
tions of the past gradually became more distinet. T
revolved them, however, in silence, and, being no longer
accompanied with surprse, they did not exereise a death-
dealing power. I had discontinued the perusal of the
paper in the midst of the narrative; but what I read,
combined with information elsewhere obtained, threw,
perhaps, a sufficient light upon these detestable trans.
actions; yet my curiosity was not inactive. 1 desired to
peruse the remainder.

My engerness to know the particulars of this tale was
ming{ed and abated by my antipathy to the scene which
would be disclosed. Hence I employed no mes
effect my purpose. I desired knowledge, and, a
‘game time, shrunk back from receiving the boon.

* One morning, being left alone, I rose f‘mmmyiiﬁ

' 4
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and went to a drawer where my finer clothing used to be
kept. I opened it, and this fatal paper saluted my sight.
I snatehed it involuntarily, and withdrew to a chair. I
debated, for & few minutes, whether T should open and
read, Now that my fortitude was put to trial, it fuiled,
I felt myself incapable of deliberately surveying a scene
of so much horror. I was prompted to retwn it to its
place; but this resolutien gave way, and I determined
to peruse some part of -it. I turned over the leaves till
I eame near the conclusion. The narrative of the eri-
minal was finished, the verdiet of guilty reluctantly pro-
nounced by the jury, and the accused interrogated why
sentence of death should not pass. The answer was
brief, solemn, and emphatical.

“No. I have nothing to say. My tale has been
told. My motives have been truly stated. If my judges
ar¢ unable to discern the purity of my intentions, or to
eredit the statement of them which I have just made;
if they see not that my deed was enjoined by heaven,
that obedience was the test of perfect virtue, and the
extinction of selfishness and error, they must pronounce
me a murderer. .

“They refuse to eredit my tale; they impute my acts
to the influence of demons; they account me an ex-
ample of the highest wickedness of which human nature
is capable; they doom me to death and infamy. IHave
I power to eseape this evil? If I have, be sure I will
exert it. I will not accept evil at their hand, when I am
entitled to good ; 1 will suffer only when I eannot elude
suffering.

“You say that I am guilty. Tmnpious and rish | thus
to usurp the prerogatives of your Maker! to set up your
bounded views and halting reason as the measure of
truth !

% Thou, Omnipotent and Hely! Thou knowest that
my actions were conformable to thy will, I know not
what is crime; what actions are evil in their ultimate
sid comprehensivo tendency, or what are . Thy
knowledge, as thy power; 18 unlimited. 1 have taken
thee for my guide, and cannot err.  To the arms-of thy
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; tion I intrust my safety. In the awards of thy
Justice 1 confide for my recompense. _ ¥
“Come death when it will, I am safe. Let ealumny
and abhorrence pursue me among men; Ishall not be
defrauded of my dues. The peace of virtue, and the
g-lﬂ]? of obedience, will be my portion hereafter.”
ere ended the speaker. I withdvew my eyes from
the page; but, before [ had time to reflect on what I
lLiad read, Mr. Cambridge entered the room. He quiekly
pereeived how T had been employed, and betrayed some
solicitude respeeting the condition of my mind.

His fears, however, wero superfluous. What I had read
threw me into a state not ensily deseribed. Anguish and
fury, however, had no part in it.. My faculties were
chained up in wonder and awe. Just then, I was unable
to speak. I looked at my friend with an air of inguisi-
tiveness, and pointed at the roll. He comprehended my
inquiry, and answered me with looks of gloomy acqui-
escence, After some time, my thoughts found their way
to my lips.

Such, then, were the acts of my brother. Such were
his words. For this he was condemmed to die; to die
upon the gallows! A fate eruel and unmerited! “And
is it 80?" continned I, struggling for utterance, which
this pew idea made difficult; **1s he—dead ?”

“No. He is alive. There could be no donbt as to
the cause of these excesses. They originated in sudden
madness; but that madness continues, and he is ¢ondemnied
to pe?metua] imprisonment.”’

 Madness, say you? Are yousure? Were not these
gights and these sounds really seen and heard " _

My uncle was surprised at my question. He looked
at me with apparent inquietu . Can you doubt,"
gaid he, “that these were illugipns? Does heaven, think:
you, interfere for such ends ¥

#Oh, no; I think itnot. Ileaven cannot stimulate:
E:- su::hl unheard-of outrage. The agent was: not good;

ut-evil.” _ 1

“Nay, my dear girl,” said my friend, “lay aside theso
2’&1“:'53“‘- ' N’Yaithe-r angel nor devil bad any part inthis.

air.” ' : ;
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“You misunderstand me,” I answered; “I believe
the agency to be external and real, but not super-
natural.”

“Indecd!” said he, in an accent of surprise. “ Whom
do you then suppose to be the agent 2"

“] know not. All is wildering conjeeture. I cannot
forget Carwin. L cannot banish the suspicion that he
was the setter of these smares. But how can we suppose
it to be madness? Did insanity ever before assume this
form 1

“Frequently. The illusion, in this case, was more
dreadful in its consequences than any that has come to my
knowledge; but I repeat that similar illusions are not
rare. Did you never hear of an instance which ocenrred
in your mother's family "'

“No. I bescech you, relate it. My grandfather’s
death T have understood to have been extraordinary, but
I know not in what respect. A brother, to whom he
was much attached, died in his youth; and this, as I have
heard, influenced, in some remarkable way, the fate of
;ny grandfather; but I am unacquainted with particu-
ars.

“(On the death of that brother,” resumed my friend,
“my father was seized with dejection, which was found to
flow from two sources. Ile not only grieved for the loss
of a friend, but entertained the belief that his own death
would be inevitably consequent on that of his brother.
He waited from day to day in expectation of the stroke
which he predicted was speedily to fall upon him.  Grada-
ally, however, he recovered his cheerfulness and confidence.
He married, and performed his part in the world with
spirit and activity. At the end of twenty-one years it
happened that he spent the summer with his family at a
house which he possessed on the sea-coast in Cornwall,
It was at no great distauce from a ehif which overbung
the ocean amFruse into the air to a great height. The
sumimit was level and secure, and casily ascended on the
land side. The company frequently repaived hither in
clear weather, invited by its pure airs and extensive
prospects,  Ome evening in June my father, with his wifo
and some friends, chanced to be on this spot. Every
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one vs happy, and my father's jmagination seomed
particularly alive to the grandeur of the scenery.

~ “Suddenly, however, hus limbs trembled and his features

betrayed alarm. e threw himself into the attitude of
ong listening,  Ho gazed carnestly ina divection in which
nothing was visible to his friends. This lasted for a
minute ; then, turning to his companions, he told them
that his brother had just delivered to him a summons,
which must be instantly obeyed. Ile then took a hasty
and solemn leave of each perzon, and, before their aur-
prise would allow them to understand the seene, he rushed
to the edge of the cliff, threw himself headlong, and wag
geen no more. ]

“In the course of my practice in the German army,
many cases equally remarkable have ocenrred.  Ungues-
tionably the Eilllusions were maniaeal, though the valgar
thought otherwise. They are all redugible toone class,®
and are not more difficult of explication and cure than
most affections of our frame.”

This opinion my unele endesvoured, by various means,
to impross upon me. I listened to his reasonings and.
illastrations. with silent respeet. My astonishment was
great on finding proofs of an influence of whieh I had
supposed there were no examples; but I was far from
accounting for appearances in my wncle’s manner. Ideas
thronged into my mind which I was unable to digjoin or
to regulate. [ reflected that this madness; if madness
it were, had affected Pleyel and myself as well as Wieland.
Pleyel had heard a mysterious voice. Ihadseenand heard.
A form had showed itself to me as well as to Wieland.
The disclosave had been made in the same spot. The
appearance was equally complete and equally prodigious.
in both instances. Whatever supposition I should adopt,
had I not equal réason to tremble? What was my secu-
rity against influences equally terrific and equally irre-
e . AR

It would be viin to sttempt to deseribe the state of
mind which this idea produced. I wondered at the change

* Munia matabilis., Sec Darwins “Wﬂ:\'ﬂ‘ﬁa M],

whiete similar' sases are stated.
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which & moment had effected in my brother’s condition.
Now was I stupefied with tenfold wonder in contemplatin
myself. Was I not likewise transformed from rationa
and human into a creature of nameless and fonrful attri-
butes? Was I not transported to the brink of the same
abyss? Ere a new day should come, my hands might be
imbrued in blood, and my remaining life be consigned to
a dungeon and chains.

With moral sensibility like mine, no wonder that this
new dread was more insupportable than the anguish I
had lately endured.  Griel carries its own antidote alon
with it. {When thought becomes merely a vehicle o%
pain, its progress must be ato;gmﬂ. Death is a cure
which nature or ourselves must administer. To this cure
I now looked forward with gloomy satisfaction,

My silence could not eonceal from my uncle the state
of my thoughts. Ie made wnwearied efforts to divert
my attention from views so pregnant with danger. His
efforts;, aided by time, were in some measure sucecssful,
Confidenee in the strength of my vesolution and in the
healthful state of my facultics was once more revived.
I was able to devote my thoughts to my brother’s state
and the causes of this disastrons procesding.

My opinions were the sport of eternal change. Some-
times I conceived the apparition to be more than human,
I had no grounds on which to build & dishelief. T could
not deny faith to the evidence of my religion; the testi-
mony of men was loud and unanimous: both these con-
eurred to persuade me that evil spirits existed, and that
theilrdenergy was frequently exerted in the system of the
World,

These ideas connected themselves with the image of
Carwin. ““Where is the proof,” said 1, “that demons may
not be subjected to the control of men? This truth may
be distorted and debased in the minds of the ignorant.
The dogmas of the valgar with regared to this subject are

laringly absurd; but, though these may justly be neg-
g.!ctmi by the wise, we are scarcely justified i totally
rejecting the possibility that men may obtain super-
natural aid.

“The dreams of superstition are worthy of contempt.



Witchoraft, its instruments and miracles; the compa
ratified by a bloody signature, the apparatus of sulphur-
cons smells and thundering explosions, are monstrons
‘and chimerical. These have no part in the scene over
which the genius of Carwin presides. That conseious
heings, dissimilar from human, but moral and vﬁIﬁg}f{?
agents a4 we are, somewhere exist, can scarcely be denjed.
That their aid may be cmplféyed to benign or malignant
purposes eannot be disproved. i '

“Darkness rests upon the designs of this man. The
extent of his power is unknown: but is there not evi-
dence that it has been now exerted "' :

I recurred to my own experience. Here Carwin had
netually appeared upon the stage; but this was in a
human charaeter. A voice and a form were discovered ;
but one was apparently exerted, and the other disclosed,
not to befriend, but to counteract, Carwin’s designs.
There were tokens of hostility, and not of alliance
between them. Carwin was the miscreant whose pro-
jects were resisted by a minister of heaven. IHow ean
this be reconciled to the stratagem which: ruined my
brother? There the agency was at once preternatural
and malignant,

The recollection of this faet led my thoughts into a
new channel. The malignity of that influence which

verned my brother had hitherto been no subject of

oubt. His wife and children were destroyed; they
had expired in agony and fear: yet was it indisputably
certain that their murderer was criminal? He was ac-
quitted at the tribunal of his own conseience; his be-
haviour at his trial, and since, was faithfully reported to
me ; appearances were uniform; not for a moment did
he lay aside the majesty of virtue; he repelled all invee-
tives by appealing to the Deity and to the tenor of his

st life. Surely there was truth in this appeal: none
Eﬁt » command from heaven could have swayed his will;
and nothing but unerring proof of divine approbation
could sustain his mind in its present elevation.




CHAPTER XXIL

Suen, for gome time, was the course of my medita
tions. My weakness, and my aversion to be pointed out
as an ohject of surprise or compassion, prevented me
from going into public. I studiously avoiled the visits
of those who catne to express their sympathy or gratify
their curiosity. My uncle was my principal companion.
Nothing more powerfully tended to console me than bis
conversation. .

With regard to Pleyel, my feelings seemed to have
undergone a total revolution. It often happens that one

ion supplunts another. Late disasters had rent my

eart, and, now that the wound was in some degree

closed, the love which I had eherished for this man
seemed likewise to have vanished.

Ilitherto, indeed, T had had no cause for despair. I
‘was innocent of that offence which had estranged him
from my presence. I might reasonably expeet that my
innocence would at some timo be irresistibly demon-
strated, and his affection’ for me be revived with his
csteem.  Now my aversion to be thought culpalle by
him continued, but was unattended with the same impa-
tienee. I desired the removal of his suspicions, not for
the sake of regaining his love, but because I delighted
in the vencration of so cxcellent a man; and because ho
himself would derive pleasure from convietion of my
integrity. “

Iﬁgy uncle had early informed me that Pleyel and le
had seen each other since the return of the latter from
Europe.  Amidst the topics of their eonversation, I dis-
covercd that Pleyel had carefully omitted the mention
of those events which had drawn upon me so much ab-

2L
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‘horrenco. T could ot account for his slence on this
ubject. Perhaps time or some new discovery had
altered or shaken his opinion. Perhaps he was unwil-
ling, though I were guilty, to injure me in the opinion
‘of my venersble kinsman. I understood that he had
frequently visited me during my disease, had watched
many sueeessive nights hy my bedside, and manifested
the utmost anxiety on my aceount. _

The jonrney which he was preparing to take, at the
termination of our last interview, the catastrophe of the
ensuing night induced him to delay. The motives of
this journey Ihad till now totally mistaken. They were
explained to me by my uncle, whose tale excited E}y
astonishment without awakening my regret. In a dif-
ferent state of mind, it would have added unspeakably
to my distress, but now it was mere a source of pleasura
than pain. This, perhaps, is not the least extraordinary
of the facts contained in this nareative. It will excite
less wonder when I add that my indifference was tempo-
rary, and that the lapse of a few days showed me that
my feelings were deadened for a time, rather than finally
extinguished. -

Theresn de Stolberg was alive. She had conceived
the resolution of seeking her lover in America. To con-
ceal her flight, she had caused the report of her death
to be propagated. She put herself under the conduct
of Bertrand, the faithful servant of Pleyel. The packet
which the latter received from the hands of his servant
contained the tidings of her safe arvival at Boston, and
to meet her there was the purpose of his journey.

This diseovery had set this man's character in a new
light. I had mistaken the heroism of friendship for the
frenzy of love. IHe who had grined my affections may
be supposed to have previously entitled himsell to my
reverence; but the levity which had formerly charac-
terized the behaviour of this man tended to obscure the
greatness of his sentiments, I did not fail to remark
that, sinee this lady was still alive, the voice in
‘temple which asscrted her death must either have
intended to deceive, or have been itself deceived. 1
latter supposition was inconsistent with the notion o
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spiritual, and the former with that of a benovolent,

being.

‘Rﬁwn my disease abated, Pleyel had forborne his
visits, and had lately set out upon this journey. This
amounted to n proof that my guilt was still belicved
by him. I was grieved for his ervors, but trusted that
my vindication would, sooner or later, be made.

Meanwhile, tumultuous thoughts were again set afloat
by a proposal made to me by my uncle. IHe imagined
that new airs would restore my languishing constitution,
and a varied sucecssion of objects tend to repair the
shoek which my mind had received. For this end, he
pr i:-z;ful to me to take up my abode with him in Franee
or Ltaly.

At :a.rmore prosperous period, this scheme would have
pleased for its own sake. Now my heart sickened at
the prospect of nature. The world of man was shrouded
in misery and blood, and constituted a loathsome spee-
tacle. L willingly closed my eyos in sleep, and regretted
that the respite 1t afforded me was so short. I marked
with satisfuction tho progress of decay in my frame,
and eonsented to live, mercly in the hope that the course
of nature would speedily relieve me from the burden.

Vovertheless, as he persisted in his scheme, I conecurred
in it merely because he was entitled to my gratitude,
and because my refusal gave him pain.

No sooner was he informed of my consent, than he
told me I must make immediate preparation to embark,
as the ship in which he had engaged a passage would be
ready to depart in three days.” This expedition was
unexpeeted.  There wuas an impatience in his' manner,
when he urged the necessity of despatch, that exeited
my surprise. When I riuestionmi him as to the cause
of this haste, he generally stated reasons which, at that
time, I could not deny to be plausible, but which, on the
review, appeared insufficient. I suspected that the true
motives were concealed; and believed that tliese motives
had some connection with my brother's destiny.

I now recolleeted that the information vespecting
Wieland which had from time to tune been imparted to
me was always accompanied with airs of reserve and



ysteviousness. What had appeared sufficiently ex-
Ef:;t t the time it was nttered, I now rmembn?ﬁf-m

ve been faltering and ambiguous. I was resolved to
remove my doubts by visiting the unfortunate man in
hig dungeon. Heretofore the idea of this visit had oe-
eurred to me; but the horrors of his dwelling-place, his
wild yet placid physiognomy, his neglected locks, the
fetters which constrained his limbs, terrible as they were
in deseription, how could I endure to behold?

Now, however, that I was preparing to take an ever-
lasting farewell of my country, now that an ocean was
henceforth to separate me from him, how could I part
without an interview? I would examine his situation
with my own eyes. I would know whether the repre-
gentations which had been made to me were trune.  Per-
haps the sight of the sister whom he was wont to love
with a passion more than fraternal might have an auspi-
cions influence on his malady.

Having formed this resolution, I waited to communi-
cate it to Mr. Cambridge. I was aware that without his
concurrence I could not hope to carry it into execution,
and could discover nd objection to which it was liable.
If I had not been deceived as to his condition, no incon-
venience could arise from this proceeding. His consent,
therefore, would be the test of his sincerity.

I scized this opportunity to state my wishes on this
head. My suspicions were confirmed by the manner in
which my request affected him. After some pause, in
which his countenance betrayed every mark of per
%Eexity, he said to me, “Why would you pay this visit?

'hat useful purpose can it serve 1" _ _

**We are preparing,” said I, **to leave the country
forever. What kind of being should I be to leave he-
hind me a brother in calamity without even & parting
interview? Indulge me for three minutes: in the sight
of him. My heart will be mueh easior after I have
looked at him and shed a few tears in his presence.” -

“I believe otherwise, The sight of him would onl
augment your distress, without contributing, in any
degree, to his benefit,” d

“I know not that,” retwrned L “Surely the gyms

oLl
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pathy of his sister; proofs that her tenderness is as lively
us ever, must be o source of satisfaction to him., A4
present he must regard all mankind as his enemies: and
calumniators. His sister he, probably, conceives to par-
take in the general infatuation, and to join in the ery of
abliorrence that is raised agsinst him. To be unde-
ceived in this respeet, to be assured that, however I may
impute lis conduet to delusion; I still retain all my
former affection for his person and veneration for the
urity of his motives, cannot but afford him pleasure.
?’fhen he hears that I have left the country without even
the ceremonious attention of a visit, what will he think
of me? Iis magnanimity may hinder bim from re-
pining, but he will surely consider my behaviour as
savage and unfeeling, Indeed, dear sir, I must pay this
visit. To embark with yon without paying it will be
impossible. It may be of no service to him, but will
enable me to acquit myself of what I cannot but csteemn
@ duty. Besides,"" continued I, “if it be a mere fit of
insanity that has seized him, may not my presence
chance to have a salutary influence ¥ The mere sight of
me, it is not impossible, may rectify his perceptions.”

“Ay,"” said my uncle, with some engerness; *it is by
no means impossible that your interview may have that
effect; and fl;?:hut reason, beyond all others, would I
dissuade you from it."”

I expressed my surprise at this declaration. #Is it
not to be desired that an error so fata]l as this should be
rectified 1"’

“] wonder at your question. Reflect on the conse-
quences of this error. Has he not destroyed the wife
whom he loved, the children whom he idolized? What:
is it that enables him to bear the remembrance but the
belief that he acted as his duty enjoined?  Would you
rashly bereave him of this belief? Would you restore
him to himself, and eonvinee him that he was instigated
to this dreadful outraﬁ:- by & perversion of his organs,
or & delusion from hiel :

“Now his visions are joyous and elate. He conceives
himself to have 1'na_ched a loftier degree of virtue than
any other hwman being. The merit of his sacrifice 1s
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only enhonced, in the: af*ﬁwpmﬁr'.' - bei
"dﬁtgsmﬁm that u-mmm here, and the suf
whieh he ig-condemned. The belief that even his sister
has deserted him, and-gone over to his enemies; adds to
his sublimity of feelings, and his confidenco 1n divine
-approbation and future recompense.

~ “Let him be undeceived n this respect, and what
floolds of despair and of horror will overwhelm hin !
Instead of gl'owing approbation and serene hope, will e
not hate and torture himself ¥ Self-violence, or a frenay
far more savage and destiuctive than this, may be ex-
pected to succeed. I beseech you, thercfore, to relin-
quish this scheme. If you calnly reflect upon if, you
;ﬂi!] discover that your duty lies in carefully shunning

i

Mr. Cambridge’s reasonings suggested views to my
understanding that had not hitherto occurred. I could
not but admit their validitys but they showed in a new
light the depth of that misfortune in which my brother
Wis pIungmf. I was silent and irresolute,

Presently I considered that whether Wicland was a
maniae, a faithful servant of his Ged, the vietim of
hellish illusions, or the dupe of human imposture, was by
no means ocertain.  In thia state of my mind, it became
me to be silent during the visit that 1y projected. This
visit should be brief; I should be satisfied merely to
snatch & look at him. Admitting that s change in his
opinions were not to be desired, there was no danger,
from the conduet which I should pursue, that this change
should be wrought.

But I could not conguer my unele’s aversion to this
scheme. Yet I persisted; and he found that, to make
me voluntarily relinquish it, it was necessary to be more
explicit than he had hitherto been. He took both my
hands, and, anziously examining my eountenance as
spoke, “Clara,” said he, *“this visit must not be
We must hasten with the utmest expedition from
shore.  Ttois folly te conceal the trath from you
g::ﬂa it immir y disclosin tb:eﬁ;:mth. that yo
¢ prevailed upon to lay amde this project; the
mﬁ b told. pon ) f project,
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“QOh, my dear girl!" continued he, with increasin,
energy in his speent, * your hrother's frenzy is; indeed,
stupendons and frightful.  The soul that formerly actu-
ated his frame hins tﬁ'ﬁmppcnmd‘ The same form remaing ;
but tho wise and benevolent Wieland is no more. A
fury that is rapacious of blood, that lifts his strength
almost above that of mortals, that bends all his energics
to the destrucetion of whatever was onee deor to him,
pessesses him wholly.

“You must not enter his dungeon; his eyes will no
gooner be fixed upen you than an exertion of his foree
will be made. He will shake off’ his fetters in & moment
and rush upon you, No interposition will then be strong
or quick enough to save you.

“The phantom that has urged him to the murder of
Catharine and her children is not yet appeased. Your
life, and that of Pleyel, are exaeted from him by this
ima;;inm;,r being. He is eager to comply with this de-
mand, Twice he has escaped from his prison. The first
time, he no soomer found himself at liberty than he
hasted to Pleyel's house. It being midnight, the latter
was in bed. Wicland pmmtmteﬁ unohserved to his
chamber, and opened lus curtain.  Happily, Pleyel
awoke at the ertical moment, and eseaped the fury of
his kinsman by leaping from his ehamber-window into
the court. Ilappily ﬁo reached the ground without
imjury. Alarms were given, and, after diligent search,
your brother was found in a chamber of your house,
whither, no doubt, he had sought you.

““Ilis chaing, and the watchfulness of his gnards, were
redoubled ; but again, by some miracle, he restored him-
self to liberty. He 'was now incautiously apprized of
the place of your abode; and, bad not information of
his escape been instantly given, your death would lave
been added to the nunber of his atrocious acts. .

“You now see the danger of your project. You must
not only forbear to visit him, but, if you would save him
from the erime of imbruing his hands in your blood, yon
must leave the country. There is ne hope that his
malady will end but with his life, and no precaution will



insure your sofety but that of placing the ocean botweer

“I confess I came over with an intention to reside
~among you; but these disastors have changed my views.
Your own safety and my happiness require that you
‘should sccompany me in my return, and I entreat you
to give your cheerful coneurrence to this measure.”

After these reprosentations from my uncle, it was
impossible to retain my purpose. I readily consented
to seclude myself from Wicland’s presence. I likewise
acquiesced in the proposal to go to Europe; not that I
ever expected to arrive there, but because, since my
principles forbade me to assail my own life, ch;t.uger-ha%
some tendency to make supportable the fow days which
disease should epare to me.

What a tale had thus been unfolded! T was hunted
to death, not by one whom my misconduct had exaspe-
rated, who was conscions of illieit motives, and who
sought his end by circumvention and swprise; but by
one who deemed himself commissioned for this aet by
heaven; who regarded this carveer of horroi as the last
refinement of virtue; whose implacability was propor-
tionied to the reverence and love which g& felt for me,
and who was inacoessible to the fear of punishment._'ané
ignominy.

In vain shonld I endeaveur to stay his hand by wrging -
the elaims of a sister or friend: these were {;ia- only
reagons for pursaing my destruction. Had I been &
stranger to his blood ; had I been the most worthless of
human kind; my safety had not been endangered.

“Burely,” said I, “my fate is without example. The
frenz{ which is charged upon my brother must hélong'm
myself. My foe is manmﬁed and guarded ; but I derive
no security from these restraints. I live not in o com-
munity of savages; get,'whet]wr.f sit-or walk, go into
crowds or hide myself in solitude, my life is marked for
a prey to inhwman violence; I .am in perpetunl danger
o i)_m'shing; of perishing under the grasp of a brother.”

recollected the omens of this destiny; I remembere
the gulf to which my brother’s invitation had conducte
wme; I remembered that, when on the brink of danger,
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the author of my peril was depicted by my fears in his
form. Thus reawlized were the erveatures of prophetic
sleep and of wakeful tervor!

These tunages were unavoidably connected with that
of {Eatrwimﬂm?n this paroxysm of distress, my atiention
fustened on him as the grand deeeiver; the author of
this black conspiracy; the intelligence that governed in
this sterm.

Some relief is afforded in the midst of suffering, when
its author is diseovered or imagined, and an object found
on which we may pour out our indignation an(g our ven-
geance. I ran over the events that had teken place
since fhe origin of our intercourse with him, and re-
flected on tho temor of that description which was
reeeived from Ludlos! Mixed up with notions of super-
natural agency were the vechement suspicions whic?: I
entertained, that Carwin was the enemy whose machina-
tions had destroyed us.

I thirsted for knowledge and for vengeance. I re-
garded my hasty departure with reluctance, since it
would remove me from the means by which this know-
ledge might he obtuined and this vengeance gratified.
This departure was to take place in two days. At the
end of two days I was to bid an cternal adien to my
native country. Should I not pay a parting visit to the
scene of these disasters? Bhould I not bedew with my
tears the i;mm of my sister and her children? Should
I not explore their desolate habitation, and gather from
the sight of its walls and furniture food for my ecternal
meclancholy ¥

This suggestion was succeeded by a seeret shuddering,
Some disastrous influence appeared to overhang the
scene.  How many memorials should I meet with serv-
in;itc- recall the images of those T had lost!

was tempted to relingquish my design, when it oc-
curred to me that T had left among my papers & journal
of transactions in short-hand. I was omployed in this
manuseript on that night when Pleyel’s incautious en-
riosity tempted him to look over my shoulder. I wis
then recording m[f' adventure in the recess, an imperfect:
sight of which led him into such fatal errovs.

14






CHAPTER XXII.

Tug inhabitants of the mur received me with a mix-
ture of joy and surprise. Their homely weleome, and
their artfoss aﬁmpn.thy., were grateful to my feelings, In
the midst of their inquiries as to my health, they avoided
sll allusions to the source of my malady. They were
honest creatures, and I loved them well. T participated
in the tears which they shed when I mentioned to them
my speedy departure for Europe, and ilsumised to ac-
quaint them with my welfare during my long absenece.

They expressed great surprise when I informed them
of my intention to visit my cottage. Alarm and fore-
boding overspread their features, and they attempted to
dissuade me from visiting a house which they firmly be-
lieved to be haunted by a thousand ghostly apparitions.

These apprehensions, however; had no pewer over my
conduct. 1 took an irregular path which led me to my
own heuse. All was vacant and forlorn. .\ small en-
closure near which the path led was the burying-ground
belonging to the family. This I was obliged to pass.
Once I had intended to enter it, and ponder on the em-
blems and inscriptions which my uncle had cansed to be
made on the tombs of Catharine and her children; but
now my heart faltered as I approached, and I hastened
forward that distance might conceal it from my view.

When I approached the recess, my heart again sunk.
I averted my cyes, and left it behind me ns quickly as
possible. Silence reigned through my habitation, and
a darkness which closed doors and shutters produced.
Every object was connected with mine or my brother's
history. I passed the entry, mounted the stair, and un-
locked the door of my chamber. It was with difficulty

211
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that I curbed my fancy and smothered my fears. Slight
‘movements and’ casual sounds were transformed into
beckoning shadows and calling shapes

1 pmmadpd to the closet. apemd and looked round
it with fearfulness, All things were in their
order. I songht and found the manuseript where I was
used to deposit it. This being sccured, there was no-
thing to detain me; yet 1 stood and contemplated a
while the furniture and walls of my chamber. 1 reraem-
bered haw long this apartment had been a sweet and
tranquil asylum; I compared its former state with its
present ﬂra&nneas, and reflected that I now beheld it for
the last time.

Here it was that the incomprehensible hehaviour of
Carwin was witnessed; this the stage on which that
enemy of man showed himself for a moment unmasked.
Here the menaces of murder were wafted to my ear;
and here these menaces were executed.

These thoughts had a tendency to take from me my
gelf-command, My feeble limbs refused to support me,
and I'sink upon a chair. Incohercnt and half-articulate
exclamations escoped my lips, The name of Carwin
was uttered, and eternal woes—woes like that which Lis
malice had entailed upon us—were hﬁaﬁned upon him. I
invoked all-secing heaven to drag to light and punish
this betrayer, and sccused its pmv:dem:e for having thus
long ddn}red the retribution that was due to so'enormons

uilt.

have said that the window-shutters were closed. ‘A
feeble light, however, found entranee through the ere-
vices. i gmall window illuminated the closet, and, the
door being closed, a dim ray streamed through the keys
hole. imd of tw:l:ght was thus ereated, sufficient for
the purpeses of vision, but, at the same time; mva}mg
al] minuter-objects in chseuntjr ;

This darkness suited the colour of my t'hcvught& I
sickened at-the remembrance of the past.  The
of the future excited m ]yimthmg | muttered, in
voice, “* Wiy should I live longer? Why ’ﬂhﬂ'ﬁ-ld
a miserable bem ? Al for whﬂm Io ht to live
perished. Am T'not myself hunted to death 7
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At that mement my despair suddenly beonme vigorons.
My nerves were no longer unstrung, My powers, that
had long been deadened, werc revived, My bosom
swolled with a sudden energy, and the conviction darted
throngh my mind, that to end my torments was, at once,
praeticable and wise.

I knew how to find way to the recesses of life. I
could nse a lancet with some skill, and could distinguish
between vein and artery. By piercing deep into the
latter, I should shun the evils which the future had in
store for me, and take refuge from my woes in quiet
death.

I started on my feet, for my fecblencss was gone, and
hasted to the closet. A lancet and ether small instru-
ments were preserved in a case which I had deposited
here. Inattentive as I was to foreign considerations,
my ears were still open to any sound of mysterious
import that should occcur. I thought I heard a step in
the entry. My purpose was suspended, and I east an
eager glance at my chamber door, which was open. No
one appeared, unless the shadow which I diseerned upon
the floor was the outline of a man. If it were, I was
authorized to snspect that some one was posted close
to the entrance, who possibly had overheard my excla-
matiomns.

My teeth chattered, and a wild confusion took the
place of my momentary calm. Thus it was when o ter-
rific visage had diselosed itself on a former night. Thus.
it wag when the evil destiny of Wicland assamed the
lineaments of smnethinf human. What horrid appari-
tion was preparing to blast my sight ?

Btill I Listened and gazed.  Not long, for the shadow
moved ; a foot, unshapely and huge, was thrust forward;
a form advanced from its .cnnoeaﬁnem., and stalked into
the room. It was Carwin !

While I had breath, I shrieked. ‘While I had power
over my museles, I motioned with my hand that he
should vanish. My exertions could not last long: T
sunk into a fit,

Oh that this grateful oblivion had lasted forever!
Too quickly I recovered wy senses. The power of dis-



‘tinet vision was no sooner restored to me; than this
mﬁdnﬂ form again presented itself, and I once wmore
. A.\Eﬁmﬂud- time, untowsrd nature recalled me from the
sleep of death, I found myself stretehed upon the bed.
When I had power to look up, I remembered only that
I had cause to fear. My distempered fancy fashioned
to itself no distinguishable image. I threw a languid
lance round me: once more my eyes lighted upon
BTWID: .
He was seated on the floor, his back rested against
the wall; his knees were drawn up, and his face was
buried in his hands. That his station was at some dis-
tance, that his attitude was not menacing, that his omi-
nons visage was eoncealed; may account for my now
escaping a shock violent as those which were past.
withdrew my eoyes, but was not again deserted by my
senses,

On perceiving that I had recovered my sensibility, ha
lifted his head. This motion a;t.trmmg my attention.
His countenance was mild, but sorrow and astonishment
sat upon his features. I averted my eves and feehly
exclaimed, “Oh, fly!—fly far and forever |—I cannot
behold you and livel”

He did not rise upon his feet, but clasped his hands,
and said, in'a tone of depreecation, “T will fly. I am
become a fiend, the sight of whom destroys. Yet tell
me wy offence! You have linked curses with my name;

ou aseribe to me a malice monstrous and infernal. 1
ook around: all is loneliness and desert! This honse
and your brother's are solitary and dismantled! You
die away at the sight of me! "My fear whispers thut
some deed of horror has been perpetrated; that I am
the undesigning cause.”

What language was this? Had he not avowed him-
gelf @ ravisher? Had not this chamber witnessed his
atrocious purposes? I besought him with new vehe-
menee 1o go: "

He lifted his eyes:—*Great heaven! what have: .
done? I think T know the extent of my offences. I
bave acted, but my actions have possibly effected m
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than T designed. This fear has brought me back from
my retreat. I come to repair the evil of which my rash-
ness was the cause, and to prevent mare evil, T como
to confess my errors.”

“Wreteh ! I eried, when my suffocating: emaotions
would permit me to speak, “the ghosts of my sister and
her cluldren,—do they not rise to sceuse thee? Whe
was it that blasted the intellect of Wieland? Wheo
was it that urged him to fury and guided him to wur-
der? Who, but thou and the devil, with whom thew art -
confederated "'

At these words & new spirit pervaded his conntenance,
His eyes once more appealed to heaven. *1f I have
memory—if I have being—I am innocent. I intended
no ill; but my folly, indireetly and remotely, may have
caused it. Tiut what words are these? Your brother
lunatic! His ehildren dead!” _

What should I infer from this deportment? Was the
ignorance which these words implied real or pretended ?

et how eould I imagine & mere human agency in these
events? But, if the influence was preternatural or ma-
nincal in my brother’s ease, they must be equally so in
my own. 'Then I remembered that the voice exerted
was to save me from Carwin's attempts. These ideas
tended to abate my abhorrence of this man, and to de-
teet the sbsurdity of my accusations.

“ Alas!” gaid I, “I have no one to acense. Leave
me to my fate, FI‘y from a scene stained with cruelty,
devoted to despair.’
 Carwin stood for a time musing and mournful. At
length he said, *What has hu{)pemd? I cnme to ex-
}siaw my erimes: let me know them in their full extent.

have horrible forebodings! What has happened ¥

I was silent ; bat, recollecting the intimation given by
this man when he was detected in my closet, which im-
plied some knowledge of that power which interfered in
my favour, I eagerly inquired, “What was that voice
which eallad upon me mqhol:l when I attempted to open
the closet? What face was that which I saw at the
bottom of the stairs 7 Answer me truly.”

“l came to confess the trath. Your allusions are
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horrible and strange. Perhaps I bave but faint concep--
tions of the evils which my infatuation has produced;
but what remains I will perform. It was my voice that
you heard! It was my face that yowsaw !

For a moment I doubted whether my remembrance
of events were not confused. How could he beat once
stationed at my shonlder and shut up in my closet?
Ilow could he stand near me and yet be mvisible?
Bat if Carwin's were the thrilling voice and the fiery
image which I had heard and seen, then was he the
prompter of my brother, and the author of these dismal,

outrages.
Once more I averted my eyes and struggled for
gpeech:—* Begone! thon man of mischief! Morses-

legs and implacable miscreant, begone !

“T will obey,” said he, in a disconsolate voics; *yet,
wretch as I am, am I unworthy to repair the evils that
I have committed? I came as a repentant criminal.
It is you whom I have injured, and at your bar am I
willing to appear and confess and expiate my crimes.
I have deceived you; I have sported with your terrors;
I have plotted to destroy your reputation. I come now
to remove yourterrors; to set you beyond the reach of
gimilar fears; to rebuild your fame as far as I am able.

“This is the amount of my guily, and this the fruit
of my remorse. Will you not hear me? Listen to my
confession, and then denounce punishment. All 1 ask
is a patient audience.” '

“ What!" I replied; “was not thine the voice that
commanded my brother to imbrue his hands in the bicod
of his children >—to strangle that angel of sweetness,
his wife? Has he not vowed my death, and the death
of Pleyel, at thy bidding? Iast thou not made him the
butcher of his family f—echanged him who was the glory
of his species into worse than brutef—robbed hﬂnﬁ
reason ;md congigned the rest of his days to fettors and
stripea ¥ " :

arwin's eyes glared and his limbs were potrified at:
this mteihgen{t:.a E‘N@ words were requisite to prove him
guiltless of these cnormities: at-the time, however, Lwas.
nearly insensible to these exculpatory tokens. Ilewalked
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to the farther end of the room, and, having recovered
some degree of composure, he spoke :—

#“Iam not this villain, I have glain no one; I have
Rmmpm:l none to slay; Ihave handled n tool of wonder-

I efficacy without malizpant intentions, but without
eaution. Ample will be the punishment of my temerity,
if my eonduet has contributed to this evil.” He pansed.

I likewise was silent. I struggled to command miy-
gelf so far as 1o listen to the tale which he should tell.
Obgerving this, be continued : —

“You are not apprized of the existence of a power
which I possess, 1 know not by what name to call it.*
It enables me to mimic exactly the voice of another,
and to modify the sound so that it shall appear to come
from what quarter and be uttered at what distance I
pleage. '

“T know not that every one possesses this power.
Perhaps, though a casual position of my organs in my
youth showed me that I possessed it, it is an art which
may be taught to all. Would to God I had died un-
kunowing of the seeret! It has produced nothing hut
degradation and ecalamity.

“For a time the pessession of so potent and stupendous

* Bieguivm, or ventriloontlon, Sonnd 33 varied secording to the
wariations of direotion and distance. - The art of the veutriloqaist cou-
sigty in modifying his wdice ageording to all these variations, withoub
changing hiy plaze, Sen the work of the Abbéd deo la Chappalls, in
which are aconrately recordiol the poformianess of ome of thows
artists, and somo ingenions though unsatisfactory spocnlations are

iven on the moans by which the offects are uced.  This power
is, perhaps, given by natuve, bat i4 doubtless improvable, if not s~
quirable, by art. Tk miy, possibly, consist in an wnusesl Baxibilicy
or exténsion of the bottom of the tongne and the ayala.  That speceh
i prodicible by these alomo: must be granted, sinee anatornisty men-
tion two instanoss of persons spoaking without n tongue. In one
oaso the organ was orlginally wablitg, bat ite place was supplied by
soomgll tubiorele, and tho wvala was perféct.  To the other the tongue
wae deatroyed by disense, bat probmbly a small part of it remnimed.

This pator is difienlt to” explain, but the fct fs undeninble, Hix-
periehoe shows that the human voice can imitate the voioe of all man
and of all nferior ‘antmala, The sonnd of mosieal instruments, sl
aven nolses from the eontact of insnimate substancos; have besn
neonrstely initated.  The mimiery of anfmals 18 notorioos ; and Dr,
Durney (' Mugieal Travdls") muntions ono who lmitated a Sute and
violin, su a5 to deceive cvon his oars,



218 WIELAND OR,

an endowment clated me with pride.  Unfortified by
principle, subjected to .poﬁrvagttig?,-t-'ﬂtimﬁhﬁtﬁ- by headlong
passions, I made this powerful engine subservient to the
mpp‘l? of my wants and the gratification of my vanity.
I shall not mention how diligently I cultivated tﬁi&gl!{,
which seemed ecapable of unlimited improversent; nor
detail the various ocensions on which it was. succossfully
exerted tolead superstition, conquer avarice, or excite
awe.

] left Ameriea, which is my native soil, in my youth..
I have been engaged in varions scenes of life, 1 which
my peculiar talent has been exorcised with more or less
success. I was finally betrayed, by one who called him-
self my friend, into acts which cannot be justified, though
they are susceptible of apology.

“The perfidy of this man compelled me to withdraw
from Europe. Ireturned to my native country, uncertain
whether silence and obseurity would save me from his
malice. I resided in the purlieus of theeity. I puton
the garh and assumed the mamnmers of a clown.

“My chief reereation was walking. My prineipal
haunts were the lawns and gardens of Mettingen. In.
this delightful region the luxuriances of nature had been.
chastened by judicious art, and each successive con-
templation unfolded new enchantments.

&I was studious of seclusion; I was satiated with the.
intercourse of mankind, and diseretion required me to
shun their intercourse.  For these reasons I long avoided
the observation of your family, and ‘chiefty visited these
precinets at night. : .

“1 was never wenry of admiring the position and
ornaments of the temple. Many a night have I passed
under its roof, revolving no pleasing meditations. g"heg’,
in my frequent rambles, I perceived this apartment was
oceupied, I gave a different direction to my steps. One-
evening, when a shower had just passed, judsing by the
gilence that no one was within, I aseended to I.hm’ﬁiﬂ_%iﬁgg
(Hancing carelessly round, I perceived an epen letter on
the padestal. To read it was doubtless an offonice against
politeness. Of this offence, however, I was-guilty.

“Searcely had T gone half through when I was.
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by the approach of your brother. To gerambly down
tl‘:ye cliff on the opposite gide was impracticable. T was
unprepared to meeta stranger. Besides the awkward-
ness attending such an interview in these eircumstances,
concealment was necessary to my safety. A thousand
times had I vowed never again to employ the dangerous
talent which I possessed; but such was the foree of habit
and the influeneeof present convenience, that I used this
method of arresting his progress and leading him back
to the house, with his errand, whatever it was, un-
erformed. I had often eaught parts, from my station
{ucluw, of your ‘epuversation in this: place,-and was well
acquainted with the veice of your sister.

“Zome weeks after this I was again quietly seated in
this-recess.  The latencss of the hour secured me, as I
thought, from all interruption. In this, however, I was
mistaken; for Wieland and Pleycl, as I judged by their
voices; earnest in dispute, aseended the il

“I] was not sensible that any inconvenience ecould

ossibly have flowed from my former exertion; yet it was
ollowed with compunction, because it was a deviation
from a path which I had assigned to myself. Now my
aversion to this means of escape was enforced by an un-
authorized curiosity, and by the knowledge of a bush
hollow on the edge of the hill, where 1 should be safe
from discovery. Into this hollow I thrust myself.

“The propriety of removal to Europe was the guestion
cagerly discussed. Fleyel intimated that his anxicty to
.El? was augmented by the silence of Theresa de Stolberg.

he temptation to interfere in this dispute was irresist-
ible. In wain I comtended with inveterate habits, I
disguised to myself the impropricty of my conduet, l:;r
recolloeting the benefits which it might produce. Pleyel's
proposal was unwise, yet it was enforced with plausible
arguments and indefatigable zeal. Your brother might
be puzzled and wearied, but conld not be convineed. I
coneeived that to terminate the controversy in favour of
the latter was conferring s benefit on all parties. For
this end I profited by an opening in the conversation,
and mumf them of Catharme's irreconcilable aversion
to the scheme, and of the death of the SBaxon baroness.
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The latter event was merely sm}a@m but rendered
extremely probable b Pieya!a ‘representations. My
pu::f;‘ga, you nE;{l not be to]%ﬂ‘q‘;ws effeeted.. y

assion for myster a species of imposture,
which ;[Pdaamaﬂ hnrﬁemfﬂwaa thug awakened afresh,
This second lapse into error made my reeovery mere
difficult. I cannot: convey to you an adequate wea of
the kind of gratification which'I derived from these ex-
ploits; yet Tmeditated nothing. My views were bounded
to-the passing moment, and commonly suggested l:]' the
momentary exigence.

¢ T must not conceal any thing. Your principles teach
you to abhor a voluptuons temper; but, with whatever
reluctance, 1 I acknowledge this temper to be mine. ¥You
imagine your servant Judith to be innoeent as well as
beautiful; but you took her from a family where hypo
erisy, as well as licentiousness, was wronght into a system.
My attention was captivated by her charms, and her
principles were easily seen to be flexible.

“Deem me not capable of the iniquity of seduetion.
Your servant is not destitute of feminine and virtuous
qualities; but she was tanght that the best use of her
charms consists in the sale of them. My nocturnal visits
to Mettingen were now prompted by a double view, and
my correspondence with your servant gave me, at all
times, aceess to your house,

“The «econd night after our interview, so brief and so
little foreseen by either of us, some demon of mischief
seized me. According to my companion's report, your

erfections were little less than divine. Her uncouth
ut copious narratives converted you into an object of
worship. Bho chiefly dwelt upon your courage, heeause
she herself was deficient in that quality. “You held
apparitions and goblins in ¢ontempt. You took mo pre-
cautions uiamst robbers. You were just as tranguail and
secure in this Jonely dwelling as if' you were in the midst
of a ﬁrnwd ol i

* Henee a e project ocenrred to me to ]
courage to thv:g;.uest? iw&mm capable of reaopl‘{:ntwn
in dmger, of wm-duﬁ off grmmdlm ‘panics, of discern-
ing the true mode eding and profiting by ‘her
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best resonrces, is & prodigy. 1 was desirous of ascertain-
ing whether you were such a one.

“My expedient was obvious and simple. I was to
connterfeit & murderous dialogue; but this was to be so
conducted that another, and not yourself, shonll appear
to be the objeet. 1 was not aware of the possibility that
you should appropriate these menaces to yourself.  Had
you been still and listened, you would have heard the
struggles and prayers of the vietim, who would likewise
have appeared to be shut up in the cleset, and whose
voice would have been Judith's. This scene would have
been an appeal to your compassion; and the proef of
cowardice or courage which I expected from you would
have been your remaining inactive in your bed, or your
entering the closet with a view to assiet the sufferer.
Some instances which Judith related of your fearlessness
and promptitude made me adopt the latter supposition
with some degree of confidence.

“By the girl's dircetion I found a ladder, and mounted
to your closet window, This is searcely large encugh
to admit the head, but it answered my purpose too wrﬁ].

“1 cannot express my confusion and surprise at your
abrupt and precipitate flight, I hastily removed the
ladder; and, after some pause, curiosity and doubts of
your safety induced me to follow you. I found you
strotehed on the turf before your brother's door without
sense or motion, I feltthe deepest regret at this unlooked-
for consequence of my scheme. I knew not what to do
to procure you relief.  The idea of awikening the famil
naturally presented itself. This emergency was m‘itien.{
and there was mo time to deliberste. It was a sudden
thought that occurred. I put my lips to the keyhole,
and sounded an alarm which cffectually roused the
glecpers. My organs were naturally forcible, and had
beon improved by long and assiduous exercise.

“ Long and hitterliv] did I repent of my scheme. I was
somewhat consoled by refleeting that my purpoese had
not been evil, and renewed my fruitless vows never to
attempt such dangerous experiments. For some time I
adhered, with 1uuﬁuhle forbearance, fo this reselutinn.

“My life has been a life of hardship and exposure.



In the summer I profer to make my bed of the smooth
turf, or, at most, the shelter of n summer-house suffices.
In all my rambles I never found a spot in which so
many picturesque beauties and rural delights were as-
sembled as at Mettingen, No corner of your little do-
mdain unites fragrance and secreey in 8o perfect a degres
a8 the recess in the bank, The odour of its leaves, the
coolness of its shade, and the music of its waterfull, had
early attracted my attention. Here my sadness was
converted into peaceful melancholy; here my shunbers
were sound, an(f my pleasures enhanced,

“ As most free from interruption, I chose this as the
scenc of my midnight interviews with Judith. One
evening, as the sun declined, I was seated here, when I
was alarmed by your approach. It was with diflienlty
that I effeeted my escape unnoticed by you.

“At the customary hour I returned to your habita~
tion, and was made acgquainted by Judith with your un-
ususl absence. I half suspected the true eause, and felt
uneasiness at the danger there wag that 1 should be de-
prived of my retreat, or, at least, interrupted in the
possesgion of it. The girl likewise informed me that,
among your other singularities, it was not uncommon for
you to leave your bed and walk forth for the sake of
night-airs and starlight contemplations.

“1 desired to prevent this inconvenience. I found you
easily swayed by fear. I was influenced in my choice
of means by the facility and certainty of that to which I
had been accustomed. Al that I foresaw was; that, in
future, this spot would be eautiously shunned by you.

“I entered the recess with the utmost caution, and
discovered, by your breathings, in what condition you
were. The unexpected interpretation which you placed
upon my former proceeding suggested m{ conduet on
the present oceasion. The mode in which heaven is said
by the poet to interfere for the prevention of erimes* was
somewhat analogous to my province, and never failed to
oceur to me at seasons like this. It was requisite to

W Pueps throueh the blanket of the dark, and cries
old | hald 1™ i BHARSPEARR.
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break your slumbers; and for this end I uttered the
péwerful'menusevllahlc, ‘Hold! hold!" My purpose was
not prescribed by duty, yet surely it was fur from being
atrocious and inexpiable. To effect it, 1 uttered what
was fulse; but it was well suited to my purpose. No-
thing less was intended than to injure you. Nay, the
evil resulting from my former act was partly removed
by assuring you that in all places but this you were safe,



CHAPTER XXIIL

“My morals will appear to you far from rigid, yet my
eonduct will fall short of your suspicions. I am neow to
confess actions less excusable; and yet surely they will
not entitle me to the nmame of a flesperate or sordid
criminal.

“Your house was rendered, by your fréquent and
long absences, easily accessible to my curipsity. My
meeting with Pleyel was the )ga-elude to direct intercourse
with you. I had seen much of the world; but your
character exhibited a specimen of human powers that
was wholly new to me. My interconrse with your ser-
vant furnished me with curious details of your domestic
management. I was of a different sex; I was not your
hushand; I was noteven your friend; yet my knowledge
of you was of that kind which conjugal intimacics esn
give, and, in some respeets, more accurate. The obser-
vation of your domestic was guided by me.

“You will not be surprised that I should sometimes
profit by your absence, and adventure to examine with
my own eyes the interior of your chamber. Upright
and sincere, you used no watehfulness, and praetized no
preeautions. I serutinized every thing and pried every-
where,  Your closet was usually locked; but it was onee
my fortune to find the key on & bureau. I opened and
found new seope for my curiosity in. your books. Une
of these was manuseript, and written in characters
which essentially agreed with a short-hand system which
I had learned from a Jesnit missionary. N

“I cannot justify my conduct; yet my only crime
was curiosity. I perused this volume with ee:ggn
The intellect which it unveiled was brighter than my

224 i
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limited and feeble organs could bear. I was naturally
inréuiaithfe as to your ideas respecting my depertment
and the mysteries that had lately ocourred.

“You know what you have written. You know that
in this volume the key to your inmost sonl was contained.
If I had been a profound and malignant impostor, what
plentcous materials were thus furnished me of stratagems
and plots !

“The coincidence of your deeam in the summer-house
with my exelamation was truly wonderful. The voice
which warned you to forbear was, doubtless, mine, hut
mixed, by a common process of the faney, with the
train of visionary incidents, '

“J paw in a stronger light than ever the danyerous-
nese of that instrument which I employed, and renewed
my resolutions to abstain from the use of it in future;
but 1 was destined perpetually to violate my resolutions.
Bg some perverse fate, I was led into cirenmstances in
which the exertion of my powers was the sole or the best
means of escape.

“On that memorable night on which our last inter-
view took place, I came as ususl to Mettingen. I was
ag];rized o !uur engagement at your brother’s, from
which you did not expect to return till late. Some inci-
dent suggested the design of visiting your chamber.
Among your books which I had not examined might be
something tending to illustrate your eharacter or the
history of your family. Bome intimation had been
dropped by you in discourse, respeeting a performance
of your father, in which sowe important transsction in
his-life was recorded.

“Y wag desirous of seeing this book; and such was
my habitual attachment to mystery, that I preferred the
clandestine perusal of it. Such were the motives that
induced me to make this attempt. Judith had disap-
peared, and, finding the house unoccupied, I sapplied
myself with a light and proceeded to your chamber,

“1 found it casy, on experiment, to loek and unlock

aur closet door without the aid of o key. I shut myself
in this recess, and was busily exploring your shelves,
when I heard some one enter the room below. I was at

15
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a loss who it could be,—whether you or your servant.
Doubtful, however, as T was, I conceived it aprudeni to
extinguish the light. Secarcely was this done, when
some one entered the chamber. The footsteps were
easily distinguished to be yours. _ |

¢ My situation was now full of danger and per{aleﬁt}. !
For some time I cherished the hope that you would leayve
the room go long as to afford me an opportunity of
escaping. As the hours passed, this hope ually
dgsﬁrte me. It was plain that you had retired for the
naghi.

%‘I knew not how soon you might find oceasion to
enter the closet. I was alive to a-llgthe horrors of deteec-
tion, and ruminated without ceaging on the behaviour
which it wonld be proper, in case of deteetion, to adopt.
I was unable to discover any comsistent method of ae-
counting for my being thus immured.

“It occurred to me that I might withdraw you from
your chamber for a few minutes by counterfeiting a
voice from without. Some message from your brother
might be delivered, requiring gour presence at his house,
I was deterred from this scheme by reflecting on the
resolution I had formed, and on the possible evils that.
might result from it. Besides, it was not improbable
that you would speedily retire to bed, and then, by the
exercise of sufficient caution, I might hope to escape
unobserved. -

“Meanwhile I listened with the deepest anxiety to
every motion from withont. I dEcovemg nothing Wimh
beto{eued preparation for sleep. Instead of this, T
heard deep-drawn sighs, and occasionally a half-ex-
pressed and mournfn% ejaculation. Ience I inferred
that you were unbappy. The true state of your mind
with regard to Pleyel your own pen had disclosed; but
1 supposed you to be framed of such materials, that,
though a momentary sadness might affect you, you were
imprc%nﬂhla to-any permanent and heartfelt grief. Ins
quietnde for my own safety was for a moment suspended
by sympathy with your distress. - il

“To the former consideration I was quickly recalled
by & motion of yours which indicated I knew not what.
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I fostered the persuasion that you would now retire to
bed; but presently you apr-r_oadwﬁl the cleset, and detee-
tion seemed to be inevitable. You put your hand upon
the lock. I had formed no plan to extricate myself
from the dilemma in which the opening of the door would
involve me. I felt an irreconcilable aversion to detec-
tion. Thus situated, I involuntarily seized the deor,
with a resolution to resist your efforts to open it.

#Buddenly you receded from the door. 'This deport-
ment was inexplicable ; but the relief it afforded me was
quickly gone. You returned, and I once more was thrown
into perplexity. The expedient that suggested itself was
precipitate and inartifictal. I exerted my organs and
called upen you to Aold.

“That you should persist in spite of this admonition
was a subject of astonishment. I again resisted your
efforts; for, the first expedient having failed, I knew
not what other to resort to. In this state, how was
my astonishment increased when I hesrd your execla-
mations !

“It was now plain that you knew me to be within,
Further resistance was unavailing and useless. The
door opened, and I shrunk backward. BSeldom have I
felt deeper mortification and more painful perplexity. I
did not consider that the truth would be less injurious
than any lie which I could hastily frame. Conscious as
I was on a cortain degree of guilt, I conceived that you
would form the most odious suspicions. The truth would
be imperfect, unless I were likewise to explain the mys-
terions admonition which had been given; but that ex-
planation was of too great moment, and involved too
extensive consequences, to make me suddenly resolve to

ive it
8 “7 wag aware that this discovery would associate itself
in your mind with the dialogue formerly heard in this
closet. Thence would your suspicions be' aggravated,
and to escape from these suspicions would be impossible.
But the mere truth wonld be sofficiently opprobrious, and
deprive me forever of your good opinion, .

“Thus was I rendered desperate, and my mind rapidly
pasged to the contemplation of the use that might be
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made of previous events. Some good genius would ap-
pgar-todym_w haye interposed to save you ﬁmmil}rj’
ntended by me. ¢Why,' I said, ‘since I must sink in
her opinion, should I not cherish this belief? Why not
_Feraém-w an enemy, and pretend that celestial inter-
erence has frostrated my schemes? I must fly; but let
me leave wonder and fear behind me. Elucidation of
the mystery will -alwaly".s be practicable, I shall do no
injury, but merely talk of evil that was designed, but is
now past.’ : ;

“Thus I extenuated my conduct to myself; but I
searcely expeet that this will be te you a sufficient expli-
cation of the scene that followed. Those habits which
I have imbibed, the rooted passion which possesses me:
for scattering around me amazement and fear, you enjoy
no opportunities of knowing. That s man should wan-
tonly impute to himself the most flagitions designs will
hardly be credited, even though you reflect that my
reputation was already, by my own folly, irretrievably
ruined ; and that it was always in my power to commu-
nicate the truth and rectify the mistake.

“I left yon to ponder on this scene. My mind was
full of rapid and incongruous ideas. Compunetion, self-
upbraiding, hopelessness, satisfaction at the view of those
effects likely to flow from my new scheme, misgivings as
to the beneficial result of this scheme, took possession of
my mind, and seemed to struggle for the mastery. .

“I had gone too far to recede. I had.pninmdy myself
0 you a8 an assassin and ravisher, withheld from gnilt
only by a voice from heaven. I had thus reverted into
the path of error, and now, having gone thus far, m§
progress seemed fo be irrevoeable. .[g said to myself, ¢
must leave these precinets forever. My acts have blasted
my fame in the eyes of the Wielands. For the sake of
creating a mysterious dread, I have made myself a vil-
lain, %I may ‘complete this mysterieus plan by seme.
new impostare, but I cannot aggravate my supposed

ilt.’ - 3
gu My resolution was f‘ formed, and I was h::‘iﬂly T
nating on the means for exeeuting it, when Pleyel ap-

m’g-dect!’_-'mymndmh M

peared in sight. This incident dee
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was plain that Pleyel was a devoted lover, but he was,
at the same time, a man of cold resolves and exquisite
sagacity. To deeetve him would be the sweetest triumph
I liad ever enjoyed. The deception would be momentary,
but it would likewise be complete. That his delusion
wonld so soon be rectificd was a rocommendation to my
scheme; for I esteemed him too much to desire to entail
upon him lasting agonies.

“T had no time to reflect further, for he procecded,
with a quick step, towards the house, 1 was hurried
onward involuntarily and by a mechanical impulse. I
followed him as he passed the reeess in the bank, and,
shrouding myself in that spot, I counterfeited sounds
which I knew would arrest his steps.

¢ He stopped, turned, listeneil, approached, and over-
heard a dialogue whose purpose was to vanquish his
belief in & pont where hig belief was most difficult to
vanquish. exerted all my powers to imitate your
voiee, your general sentiments, and your language.
Being mastc-r,nl:{ means of your journal, of your per-
gonal history and moest secret’ thoughts, my efforts were
the more successful. When I review the tenor of this
dialogue, I cannot believe but that Pleyel was deluded.
When I think of your character, and of the inferences
which this dialogue was intended to suggest, it scems
ineredible that this delusion should be produced.

“I spared mot myself. I called myself murderer,
thief, guilty of innumerable perjuries and misdeods. That
you had debased yourself to the level of such a one; no
evidence, methought, would suffice to convince him whe
knew you so thoroughly as Pleyel; and yet the impos-
ture amounted to proof which the most jealous serutiny
wauld find to be unexceptionable.

“He left his station precipitately and resumed his
way to the house. I saw that the detection of his error
would be instantaneous, since, not having. gone to bed,
an inmediate interview would take place between you,
At first this circumstance was considered with regrot;
bat, as time opened my eyes to the pessible consequences
of this scene, I regarded it with pleasure. '

“In a short timo the infatuatien which had led me
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reasonings and transactions was renewed. How often 1
had repented this kind of exertion; how many evils
wore prodnced by it which I had not foreseen; what,
occusions for the bitterest remorse it had administered,
now passed through my mind. The black catalogue of
gtratagems was now increased. T had inspired you with
the most vehement terrors; I had filled your mind with
faith in shadows and confidence in dreams; I had de-
praved the imagination of Pleyel; I had exhibited youn
to his understanding as devoted to brutal gratifications
and consummate in hypocrisy. The evidence which
accompanied thiz deluzion would be irresistible to one
whose passion had perverted his judgment, whose jea-
lousy with regard to me had already been exeited, and
who, therefore, wonld not fail to overrate the force of
this evidence. What fatal act of despair or of vengeanee
might not this error produce? i

“With regard to myself, T had acted with a frenzy
that surpassed belief. I had warred against my peace
and my fame; I had banished myself from the feilow-
ship of vigorons and pure minds; I was self-expelled
from ‘a scenc which the munificonce of nature had
adorned with unrivalled beauties; and from haunts in
which all the muses and humanities had taken refuge.

“1 was thus torn by conflicting fears and tumultuons
regrets. The night passed away in this state of con-
fusion ; and the next morning, in the gazette left at my
ohseure lodging, T read a deseription and an offer of
reward for the apprehension of my person. I was said
to have eseaped from an Irish prizon, in which I was
confined as an offender convicted of enormous and com-
plicated crimes.

“This was the work of an enemy, who, by falschood
and stratagem, had prooured my condemnation. I was,
indeed, a prisoner, but escaped, by the exertion of my
powers, the fate to which I was doomed, but which I did
not deserve. I had hoped that the malice of my foe was
exhausted ; but I now perceived that my precautions hiad
been wise, for that the intervention of an ocean
sufficient for my security, : N
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“ Lot me not dwell on the sensations which this dis-
covery produced. I need mot tell by what steps I was
induced to seck an interview with you, for the purmuﬁ
of disclosing the truth, and repairing, as far as pessible,
the effects of my misconduct. It was unavoidable that
this gazotte would fall into your hands, and that it would
tend to confirm every crroneous impression.

“Having gained this interview, 1 purposed to seek
some retreat in the wilderness, inaceessible to your in-
quiry and to the malice of my foe, where I might hence-
forth employ myself in composing a faithful narrative
of my actions. { designed it as my vindication from the
sspersions that had rested on my character, and as a
lesson to mankind on the evils of credulity on the one
hand, and of imposture on the other, :

“I wrote you a billet, which was left at the house of
your friend, and which I knew would, by some means,
speedily come to your hands. I entertained a faing
hope that my invitation would be complied with. I knew
not what use you would make of the opportunity which
this proposal afforded you of procuring the seizure of m

erson ; but this fute I was determined to avoid, and{

il no doubt but due eircumspection, and the exercise
of the faculty which I possessed, would enable me to
ayoid it.

“I lurked through the day in the neighbourhood of
Mettingen; I approached your habitation at the ap-
pointed hour : ].Pentered it in silen¢e, by a trap-door
which led into the cellar. This had formerly been
bolted on the inside, but Judith had, at an early pe-
riod in our intercourse, removed this impediment. I
ascended to the first floor; but met with no one, nor
any thing that indicated the presence of s human
betngr.
“'i crept softly up-stairs, and at length pereeived your
chamber door to be opened and o light to be within, It
was-of moment to discover by whom this light was
accompanied. I was sensible of the inconvenienees to
which my being discovered at your chamber door by
any one within would subject me; I therefore ealled out
in my own voice, but so modified that it should appear



to ascend from the court below, *Who is in the cham-
ber? Is it Miss Wicland 2"

“No answor was returned to this summons. I listened
but no motion could be heard. After a panse I repe
my call, but no less ineffectually,

“I now approached nearer to the door, and adventured
to look in. A light stood on the table, but nothing
human was discernible. I entered cautiously, but u;'ﬁ
was solitude and stillness.

“I knew not what to conclude. IF the house were
inhabited, my call would have been noticed; yet some
suspicion insinuated itself that silence was studmusly
kept by persons who intended to surprise me. My ap-
preach had been wary, and the silence that ensued mj-
call had likewise preceded ity a cirommatance that tended
to dissipate my foars.

“ At length it occurred to me that Judith might pos-
sibly be in her own room., I turned my steps thither:
but she was not to be found. I passed into other rooms,
and was soon convineed that the house was mtally de-
serted. I returned to your chamber, agitated by vain
surmises and opposite conjectures, The app mnteg
lmd assed, and I dismissed the hope of an mterv:ew.

n this state of things I detormined to leave & fow
]ines on your toilet, and prosecute my journey to the
mountains. Secarcely had I taken the pen when I laid
it aside, uncertain in what manner to address you.
rose from the table and walked moross the foor. A
glance thrown upon the bed acquainted me with a spee-
tacle to which my conceptions of horror had not yet
reacheid,

“In the midst of shuddering and trepidation, the sig-
nal of your presence in the court below reenlled me to
myself. The deed was newly done; I only was in the
house; what had lately ha pened justified any suspi-
cions, however enormous. t. was plain that thls cutas-
trophe was unknown to you; I thnu‘fht nicm the wild
eommotion which the discovery would awaken in your
brensa I found the. mnfuswn of my own thoughts un-

qhera'ble, and percmmﬂ that the end for whmh* Ii
t an interview was not now to be accomplished.
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“Tn this state of things, it was likewise expedient to
eonceal my being within. I put out the light and hur-
ried down the stairs. To my unspeakable surprise, not-
withstunding every motive to fear, you lighted a candle
and proceeded to your chamber.

“1 retired to that room below from which a door
leads into the cellsr. This door concealed me from
your view as you passed. I thought upon the speetaclo
which was about to present itself. In an exigence so
abrupt and so little forescen, I was again subjected to
the empire of mechanical and habitual impulses.
dreaded the effects which this shoeking exhibition,
bursting on your unprepared senses, might produce.

“Thue actuated, I stepped swiftly to the door, and,
thrusting my head forwarg, once more prounounced the
mysterious mnterdiction. At that moment, by some un-
toward fate, your eyes were cast back, and you saw mo
in the very act of utterance. I fled through the dark-
some avenue at which I entered, covered with the shame
of this detection.

“With diligence, stimulated by a thousand ineffable
emotions, 1 pursued my intended journey. 1 have a
brother whose farm is situated in the bosom of a fertile
desert, near the sources of the Lehigh; and thither I
now repaired.



CHAPTER XXIV.

“DeerLy did I ruminate on the oceurrences that had
just passed. Nothing exeited my wonder so much as
the means by which you discovered my being in the
closet. This discovery appeared to be made at the mo-
ment when you attempted to open it. How could you
have otherwise remained so leng in the chamber appa-
rently fearless and tranqguil? And yet, having made
this discovery, how could you persist in dragging me
forth *—persist in defiance of an interdiction so em-
phatical and solemn?

“But your sister's death was an event detestable and
ominous. She had been the vietim of the most dreadful
gcciea of assassination. How, in a state like yours;

e murderous intention could be generated, was wholly
ineonceivable.

“I did not relinquish my design of confessing to you
the part which I had sustained in your family; but I
was willing to defer it till the task which I hag Bet my-
self was finished. That being done, I resumed the re-
solution. The motives to incite me to this continually
acquired force. The more I revolved the events hap-
pening at Mettingen, the more insapportable and omi-
nous my terrors became. My waking hours and m
sleep were vexed by dismal presages and frightful int-
mationg. : _ _

* Catharine was dead by violence. Surely my malig-
nant stars had not made me the sause of her death; yet
had I not rashly set in motion & machine over whose
progress I had no control, and which experience haul
ghown me was infinite in power? Every day might add
to the catalogue of horrors of which this was the source,

@
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and a seasonable diselosure of the truth might prevent
numbierless ills.

“Fraught with this conception, I have turned my
steps hither. I find your brother's house desolate; the
furniture removed, apd the walls stained with damps.
Your own is in tho sume situation. Your chamber is
dismantled and dark, and yon exhibit an image of in-
curable grief and of rapid decay.

1 have uttered the truth. This is the extent of my
offences. Yon tell meo a horrid tale of Wieland being
led to the destruetion of his wife and children by some
mysterious agent.  You charge me with the guilt of this
agency ; but [ repeat that the amount of my guilt has
been truly stated. The perpetrator of Catharine's
death was unknown to me till now; nay, it iz still an-
known to me."

At that moment, the closing of a door in the kitchen
was distinetly heard by us.  Carwin started and paused.
“There is some one coming, I must not be found here
by my enemies, and need not, since my purpose is
answered."

I had drunk in, with the most vehement attention,
every word that he had uttered. I had no breath to
interrupt his tale by interrogations or comments. The
power that he spoke of was hitherto unknown te me;
its existence was imeredible; it was suseeptible of no
direet proof.

He owns that his were the voice and faee which I heard
and saw. He attempts to give a human explanation of
these %hantnsms ; but it is enough that he owns himself
to be the agent: his tale is a lie, and his nature deviligh.
As he deceived me, he likewise deceived my brother, and
now do I behold the author of all our ealamities!

Such were m iy thoughts when his pause allowed me to
think. I should have bade him begone if the silence
had not been interrupted; but now I feared no more for
myself; and the milkiness of my nature was eurdled into
hatred and rancour.  Some one was near, and this enemy
of God and man might possibly be brought to justice
I reflected not that the preternatural power which he
had hitherto excrted would avail to rescue him from any



Wikj; in:-:,gii&h his feet ?}gﬁt'«rh ntangled.  Meanwhile,
looks, and not words, of mensee and abhorrence, wers
o1l 1At T coulil bestows e

He did not depart. e seemed dubious whether by

ing out:of the house, or by remaining somewhat
onger where he was, he should maost endanger hissafety.
His confusion increased when steps of one barefoot were
heard upon the stairs. He threw anxious glances some--
times at the closet, sometimes at the window, and some-
times at the chamber door; yet he was detained by some
inexplicable fascination. He stood as if rooted to the
spot.

As to me, my soul was bursting with detestation and
revenge. I had no reom for purmises and fears respest-
ing him that approached. It was doubtless a human
being, and would befriend me 80 far a3 to aid me in
arresting this offender.

The stranger quickly entered the room. My eyes
and the eyes of Carwin were at the same moment darted
upon him. A second glance was not needed to inform
us who he was. His locks were tangled, and fell con-
fusedly over his forchead and ears. His shirt was of
coarse stuff, and open at the neck and breast. His coat
was pnce of bright and fine texture, but now tern and
tarnished with dust. His feet, his legs, and his arms,
were bare, Hie features were the geat of a wild and
tranqguil solemnity, but his eyes bespoke inquictude and
curiosity.

He advanced with a firm step, and looking as in search
of some one. He saw me and stopped. He bent his
sight on the floor, and, clenching his bhands, appeared
suddenly absorbed in meditation. Buch were the figure
and deportment of Wieland! Such, in his fallen state;
were the aspeet and guise of my brother! o

Carwin did not faal to recognise the visitant. Care
for his own safety was apparently swallowed up in the
amazement which this spectscle produced. His station
was eonspionous, and he could not have escaped the roving
glances of Wieland; yet the latter seemad totally un=
gonscious of his presence. . - -+ §

Grrief at this scene of ruin and blast was at first the
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only sentiment of which I was conscions. A fearful
stillness ensued. At length Wieland, lifting his hands,
which were locked in eéach other, to his breast, exclaimed,

“Father! I thank thee. Thisis thy guidance. Mither
thou hast led me, that T might perform thy will. Yet
Iet me not erry let me hear again thy messenger "

. He stood for a minute as if listening: but, recovering
from his attitude, he continued, It is not needed. Das-
tardly wretch! thus eternally questioning the behests of
thy Maker! weak in resolution, wayward in faith!"

e advanced to me, and, after another paunse, re-
sumed :—“Poor girl! a dismal fate has set its mark upon
thee. Thy life is demanded as a sacrifice. Pre
thee to dio. Make not my office difficult by fruitless
opposition. Thy prayers might subdue stones; but none
but he who enjemned my purpose can shake it.”

These words were a sufficient explication of the scene,
The natare of his frenzy, as described by my uncle, was
remembered. I, who had songht death, was now thrilled
with horror because it was near. Death in this form,
death from the hand of a brother, was thought upon with
indeseribable repugnance.

In a state thus verging upon madness, my eye glanced
upon Carwin. His astonishment appeared to have struck
him motionless and dumb. My life was in danger, and
my brother's hand was about to be imbrued in my blood.
I firmly believed that Carwin's was the instigation. I
could rescue myself from this abhorred fate; 1 could dis-
sipate this tremendous illusion; I could save my brother
from the perpetration of new horrors, by pointing ont
the devil who seduced him. To hesitate a moment was
to tiaeris'zuh. These thoughts gave strength to my limbs
an energy to my accents; I started on my feet:—
“Oh, brother | spareme! spare thyself! Thereis thy
betrayer. He counterfeited the voice and face of an
angel, for the purpose of destroying thee and me. He
has this moment eonfessed it.  He is able to epeak where
he is not.  He is leagued with hell, but will not avow it;
yet he confesses that the agency was his.”

My brother turned slowly his eyes, and fixed them
upon Carwin. Every joint in the frame of the latter
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trembled,  Tlis complexion was Eum er than a ghost's,
1lis cye dared not meet that of Wielund, but wandered
with anair of distraction from one space to snother.

““Man,” said my brother, in a voice totally unlike that
‘which he had usedy to-me, “what art thou? The charge
has been made. Amnswerit. The visage—the voice—at
the bottom of these stairs—at the hour of eleven—to
whom did they belong? To thee?”

Twice did Carwin attempt to speak, but his words died
away upon his lips. My %i’u&h&r resumed, in & tone of
greater vehemence:— _

“Thou falterest. Faltering is ominous. Say yes or
no; one word will suffice; but beware of falsehood.
Was it a stratagem of hell to overthrow my family?
Wast thou the agent?” ‘

I now saw that the wrath which had been prepured
for me was to be heaped upon another.  The ta,ll,e that I
heard from him, and llylia present trepidations, were abun-
dant testimonies of his guilt. DBut what if Wieland
should be undeceived! What if he shall find his act to
have proceeded not from a heavenly prompter, but from
human treachery! Will not his rage mount into whirl-
wind? Will not he tear limb from limb this devoted
wretch ?

Tnstinctively I recoiled from this image; but it gave
place to another. Carwin may be innocent, but the
impetuosity of hig judge may miseonstrue his answers
into a confesgion of guilt. Wieland knows not that
mysterioug voices and appearances were likewise witnessed
by me. Carwin may be ilinomnt of those which misled
my brother. Thus may his answers unwarily betray
himself to ruin.

Such might be the consequences of my frantic pre-
cipitation, and these it was necessary, if possible, to pre-
vent. I attempted to speak; but Wiecland, turning
suddenly upon me, commanded silence; in a tone furious
and terrible. My lips closed, and my tongue refused its
office.

“What art thou?" he resumed, addressing himself to.
Carwin.  “Answer me: whose form—whose voiee,—was
it thy contrivanee? Answer me.”
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The answer was now given, but confusedly and searcel
articulated. *“I meant nothing—1I inténded no ill—if
understand—if I do not mistake yon—it is too true—I
did appear—in the entry—did speak. The contrivance
was mine, but i

These words were no seoner uttered, than my brother
ceased to wear the same aspect. His eyes were down-
east; he was motionless; his respiration became hosrse,
like' that of % man in the agonies of death. Carwin
seemed unable to say more. He might have easily
escaped; but the thought which oceupicd him related to
what was horrid and unintelligible in this scene, and not
to his own danger.

Presently the facultics of Wieland, which, for a time,
were chained up, were seized with restlessness an
trembling. He broke silence. 'The stoutest heart would
have been appalled by the tone in which he spoke. He
addressed himself to Carwin:— _

“Why art thon here? Who detains thee? Go and
learn better. I will meet thee, but it must be at the bar
of th;;r Muker. There shall I bear witness against
thee.

Perceiving that Carwin did not obey, he continned,
“Dost thon wish me to complete the catalogue by thy
death? Thy life is a worthless thing., Tempt me nc
more. 1 am but a man, and thy presence mgly awaken
a fury which may spurn my mntroq. Begone !

Carwin, irresolute, striving in vain for utterance, his
complexion pallid as death, his knecs beating one against
another, slowly obeyed the wandate and withdrew.




CHAPTER XXV,

A ¥EW woras more and I lay aside the pen forever.
Yet why should I not relinquish it now? All that I
have said is £I‘Epurnb0ry to this scene, and my fingers,
tremulous and cold as my heart, refuse any further ex-
ertion, This must not be. Let my last energies sup-

ort me in the finishing of this task. Then will T la
down my head in the lap of death. Iushed will be all
my murmurs in the slecp of the grave. _

Every sentiment has perished in my bosom. Even
friends%p is extingt. Your love for me lhias prompted
nte to this task ; but I would not have complied if it had
not been a luxury thus to feast upon my woes. I have
justly caleulated upon my remnant of strength. When

lay down the pen the taper of life will expire; my
existence will terminate with my tale,

Now that I was left alone with Wieland, the dparﬂs of
my situation presented themselves to my mind. That
this paroxysm should terminate in havoe and rage it
was reasonable to prediet. The first suggestion of my
fears had been disproved by my experience, Carwin
had acknowledged Fl)z'm offences, and yet had escap
The vengeance which I had harboured had not been
admitted by Wicland ; and yet the evile which T had en-
dured, compared with those inflicted on my brother, were
as nothing. I thirsted for his blood, and was tormented
with an insatiable appetite for his destruction; but my
brother was unmoves, and had dismissed him in safety.
Surely thou wast more than man, while I am sunk below
the beasts. . e o
~ Did I place a right construction on the conduct of
Wieland ¥ Was the error that misled him =0 casily ree-

240
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tified ? Were views so vivid and faith so strenuous
thus liable to fading and to change? Was there not
reason to doubt the accuracy of my perceptions? With
images like these was my mind thronged, till the deport-
ment of my brother called away my attention.

I saw his lips move and his eyea east up to heaven.
Then would he listen and look back, as if in expeetation
of some one's appearance. Thrice he repeated these
gestieulations and this inaudible prayer. Each time
the mist of confusion and doubt seemed to grow darker
and to settle on his understanding, I guessed at the
meaning of these tokens. The words of Carwin had
shaken his belicf, and he was employed in summoning
the messenger who had formerly eommuned with him, to
attest the value of those new doubts. In vain the sum-
mons was repeated, for his eye met nothing but vacancy,
and not a sonnd saluted his ear.

He walked to the bed, gazed with eagerness at the
pillow which had sustained the head of the breathless
Catharine; and then returned to the place where I sat.
I had no power to lift my eyes to his faee: I was du-
bious of his purpose; this purpose might aim at my life.

Alas! nothing but subjection to danger and exposure
to temptation can show us what we ave. By this test
was I now tried, and found to be cowardly and rash.
Men ean deliberately untie the thread of life, and of this
I had deemed mysclf capable. Tt was now that I stood
upon the brink of fate, that the knife of the saerificer
was aimed at my heart, I shuddered, and betook myself
to any means of eseape, however monstrous,

Can I bear to think—can I endure to relste the out.
rage which my heart meditated ? Where were my means
of safety? MHesistance was vain. Not even the energ
of despair could set me on a level with that strengt
which his terrific prompter had bestowed upon Wieland.
Terror enables us to perform incredible feats; but terror
was not then the state of my mind: where then were
my hopes of reseue?

Methinks it is too much. I stand aside; as it were,
from myself; I estimate my own deservings; a hatred,
immortal and inexorable, is my due. I listen to my own

1



plens, and find them empty and fuse: yes, T acknow-
ledge that my gme-au@?:ées that of '_Iiign'kizﬂ: I con-
fess that the curses of a world and the frowns of a
Deity ave inadequate to my demerits. Is there a thing
in the world worthy of infinite abhorrence? Itis1.

What shall L say? I was menaced, as I theught, with
death, and, to elude this evil, my hand was veady to
inflict death upon the menacer. li visiting my lionse, I
had made provision against the machinations of  Carwin.
In a fold of my dress an open penknife was doncealed.
This I now seized and drew forth. It lurked out of
view; but I now see that my state of mind would have
rendered the deed inevitable if my brother had lifted his
hand., This instrument of my preservation would have
been plunged into his heart. '

O insupportable remembranée! hide thee from my
view for a time; hide it from me that my heart was
black enough to meditate the stabbing of & brother!
o brother ﬁmﬂ supreme in misery; thus towering in
virtue |

He was probably unconseions of my design, but pre-
sently dréw back. This interval was suflicient to restore
me to myself, The madness, the Iniguity, of that aet
which 1 had purposed rushed upon my apprehension.
For a moment I was breathless with agony. At the
next moment I recovered my strength, and threw ihe
knife with vielence on the floor.

The sound awoke my brother from his reverie. He
gazed alternately at me and at the weapon. With &
movement equally solemn he stooped and took it up.
He placed the blade in different positions, serutinizing it
accurately, and maintaining; at the same time, & pro-
found silence. : l

Again he looked at me; but all that vehemence and
loftiness of spirit which had so lately characterized his
features were flown. Fallen muscles, a forehoad con-
tracted into folds, eyes dim with unbidden drops, and &
ruefulness of nepoct which no words can deseribe, wera
now visible, _ : <<

Iis Jooks tonched into energy the same sympathies in
me, and I poured forth a flood of toars. passion
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was quickly checked by fear, which had now no lon
my own but his safety for their object. I watched his
deportment in silence. At length he spoke :—

“Bister,” said he; in an aecent mouwrnful and mild,
“[ have acted poorly my part in this world, What
thinkest thou? Shn]([ not do better in the next 7"

I eonld make no answer, 'The mildness of his tone
astonished and encouraged me. I continued to regard
him with wistful and anxions looks.

1 think," resumed he, “1 will try. My wifp and my
babes have gone before. appy wretches! T have sent.
you to repose, and ought not to linger behind.”

These words had a meaning sufficiently intelligible. I
Iooked at the open knife in his hand and shuddered, but
knew not how to prevent the deed which I dreaded.
He quickly noticed my fears, and eomprehended them,
Stretching towardeme his land, with an air of increas-
ing mildness, “Take it," said he; «fear not for thy own
sake, nor for mine. The cup is gone by, and its tran-
gient inebriation iy sueceeded by the soberness of truth.

“Thou angel whom I was wont to worship! fearest
thou, my sister, for thy life ! Onee it was the scope of
my labours to destroy thee, but I was prompted to the
decd by heaven ; such, at least, was my belief. Think-
est thon that thy death was sought to gratify malevo-
lenee? No. I am pure from all stain. 1 believed that
my God wos my mover |

“ Neither thee nor myself have I canse to injure. I
have done my duty; and surely there is merit in having
snerificed to that all that is dear to the heart of man.
If & devil has deceived me, he came in the habit of an
apgel. If I erred, it was mot my judgment that de-
ceived me, but my senses. In thy sight, Being of beings!
I nm still pure.  Still will I look for my reward in E:_.]r

Jjustice !" _

D4d my cars truly report these sounds? If I did not
err, my brother was rostored to just perceptions. e
knew himself to have been betrayed to the murder of
his wife and children, to have been the vietim of infernal
artifice; yet he found consolation in the rectitude of
his motives. He was not devoid of sorrow, for this was



so wubliti, Rt g

Perbiaps this was merely a transition of his former
‘madness into n new shape. Perhaps he had not yet
awakened to the memory of the horrors which he gﬁd
perpetrated. Infatuated wretch that I was! To set
myself up as a model by which to judge of my heroie
brother! g reason taught me that his conclusions
were right; but, conscious of the impotence of reason
over my own conduct, conscious of my cowardly rash-
ness and my eriminal despair, I doubted whether any
one could be steadfast and wise, ;

Buch was my weakness, that even in the midst of
these thoughts my mind glided into abhorrence of Car-
win, and I uttered, in a low voice, “0 Carwin! Carwin!
what hast thou to answer fort?”

My brother immediately noticed the involuntary ex-
clamation. “Claral!” said he, “be thyself, KEquity
used to be & theme for thy eloguence. Reduee its Jes-
sons to practice, and be just to that unfortunate man.
The instrument has done its work, and T am satisfied.

“I thank thee, my God, for this last illumination!
My enemy is thine also. I decmed him to be man,—
the man with whom I have often communed ; but now
thy goodness has unveiled to me his true nature. As
the performer of thy behests, he is my friend.”

My heart began now to misgive me. His mournful
aspect had gradually yielded place to a serene brow. A
new soul appeared to actuate his frame, and his eyes to
beam with preternatural lustre. These symptoms did
not abate, and he eontinued :—

“(Clara, I must not leave thee in doubt. I know not
what brought about th%interviuw with the being whom
thou callest Carwin. For a time I was guilty of -tl:(f
errer, and dedueed from his incoherent confessions that |
Liad been made the vietim of human malice. Ile left us
at my bidding; and I put up & prayer that my doubts
should be removed. Thy eyes were shut and thy ears
sealed to the vision that answered my praver. (|

I was indeed decaived. Tie form thou hast seen was
the incarnation of a demon. The visage and voico




THE TRANSFORMATION. 245

which urged me to the sacrifice of my family were his.
Now he personates a huwman form; then he was envi-
roned with the lustre of heaven.

“ Clara,'" he continued, advancing closer to me, “thy
death must: come.  This minister 18 ovil, but he from
whom his commission was received is-God. Submit then
with all thy wonted resignation to a decree that cannat
be reversed or resisted. Mark the clock. Three
minutes are allowed to thee, in which to call up thy
fortitude and prepare thee for thy doom.” “There he
Stnﬂpmi.

dven now, when this seene exists only in memory,
when life and all its functions have sunk into torpor, my
pulse throbs, and my hairs uprise; my brows are knit,
a8 then, and I gaze around me in distraction. I was
unconquerably averse to death; but death, imminent
and full of agony as that which was threatened, was
t1:|v:n+thinf;,. This was not the only or chief inspirer of my
oars.

For him, not for myself, was my soul tormented. 1
might die, and no erime, surpassing the reach of merey,
would pursue me to the presence of my Judge; but my
assassin would survive to contemplate his deed, and that
assussin was Wieland !

Wings to bear me beyond his reach I had not. I conld
not vanish with a thought. The door was open, but my
murderer was interposed between that and me,  Of self-
defence I wag ineapable. The frenzy that lately prompted
me to blood was gone: my state was desperate; my
reseue was impossible.

The weight of these accumulated thoughts could not
be borne. My sight became econfused; my limbs weve
seized with convulsion; I spoke, but my words were
half formed :—

#Bpare meé, my brother! Look down, righteous
Judge! snateh me from this fate! take awny this fury
from him, or turn it elsewhere "'

Buch was the agony of my thoughts that I noticed
not-steps entering my apartment.  Supplicating eyes
were east upward ; but when my prayer was breathed I
onee more wildly gazed at the door. A form met my
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sight; I shuddered as if the God whom I invoked were
prosent. It was Carwin that again intruded, and who,
stood before me, ereet in attitude and steadfast in Jook !
The sight of him awakened new and rapid thowghts.
s recent tale was remembered; his magical transitions
and mysterious energy of voice. Whether he were in-
fernal or miraculous or human, there was no power and
no need to decide, Whether the contriver or notof this
spell, he was able to unbind it, and to check the fury of
my brother. He had ascribed to himself intentions not
malignant, Ilere now was afforded a test of his tyuth.
Let him interposc, as fromi above; revoke the savage
deeree which the madness of Wicland has assigned to
heaven, and extinguish forever this passion for blood!
My mind detected at & glance this avenue to safety.
The recommendations it possessed thronged as it were
together, and made but one impression on my intelleet.
Remoter effeets and collateral dangers I saw not, Per-
haps the pause of an instant had sufficed to call them
up. The improbability that the influence which
verned Wieland was external or human; the tendene:
of this stratagem to sanction so fatal an error or substis
tute a more destructive rage in place of this; the insufli-
ciency of Corwin's mere muscular forees to: counteract
the efforts and restrain the fury of Wiecland, might, at a
second glanee, have been discovered; but no second
glance was allowed. My first thought hurried me to
action, and, fixing my eyes upon Carwin, I exclaimed,—
# O wretech | once more hast thou come? Let it be to
abjure thy maliee; to counterwork this hellish atrata.
F&m‘. to turn frem me and from my brother this deso-
ating rage ! -
“Testify thy innocence or thy remorse; exert the
powers which pertain to thee, whatever they be, to turn
aside this ruin. Thou art the author of these horrors !
What have I done to deserve thus to die? How have I
merited this unrelenting persecution ! I adjure thee, by
that God whose voice thou hast dared to counterfeit, to
save my life!
“Wilt thou then go?—leave me! Succonrless!”
Corwin listonss] to iny cntreudion: wnmdved, aud;iHrael
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from me. e seemed to hesitate a moment,—then
glided through the door. Rage and despair stifled my
utterance. 'The interval of respite was past; the pangs
reserved for we by Wieland were not to be endured; my
thoughts rushed again into anarchy. Having received
the knife frem his hand, I held it loosely and without
regarid; but now it seized again my attention, and 1
gmslpud it with foree.

He seemed to notice not the entrance or exit of Car-
win, My gesture and the murderous weapon appeared
to have escaped his netice.  IHis silence was unbroken;
his eye, ﬁer upon the clock for a time, was now with-
drawn; fury kindled in every feature; all that was
buman in kis face gave way to an expression supornatural
and tremendous, I felt my left arm within his grasp.

Even now I hesitated to strike. I shrunk from his
asaault, but in vain.

Here let me desist.  Why should T rescue this event
from oblivion? Why should I paint this detestable con-
fliet? Why not terminate at onee this series of horrora?
—IHurry to the verge of the precipice, and cast myself
forever beyond remembrance and beyond hope ?

Btill I live; with this load upon my breast; with this

hantom to pursue my steps; with adders lodged in my
anom, and stinging me to madness; still I consent to live !

Yes! 1 will rise above the sphere of mortal passions;
I will spurn at the cowardly romorse thut bids me seek
impunity in silence; or comfort in forgetfulness. My
nerves shall be new-strung to the task. Tlave I not re-
solved 7' I will die. The gulf before me is inevitable
and mear. I will die, but then enly when my tale i= at
an end.



CHAPTER XXVI

My right hand, grasping the unseen knife, was still
disengaged. It was lifted to strike, All my strength
was exbausted but what was sufficient to the performance
of this deed. Already was the enerpy awakened and
the impulse given that should bear the Ennl steel to his
heart, when Wicland shrunk back; his hand swas
withdrawn. Breathless with affright and desperation, 1
stood, freed from his grasp; unassailed; untouehed.

Thus leng bad the power which controlled the scene
forborne to interfere: but now his-might was irresistible;
and Wieland in o moment was disarmed of all his pur-
poses. A yoice, louder than human organs eould pro-
duce, shriller than language can depict, burst from the
ceiling and commanded him—ie hold !

Trouble and dismay succeeded to the steadfastness
that had lately been displayed in the looks of Wieland.
His eyes roved from one guarter to another, with an ex-

ression of doubt. He'seemed to wait for a further
intimation.

Carwin's ‘agency was here easily recognised. I had
hesonght him to interpose in my defénce. He had
flown. I had imagined him deaf to my prayer, and
resolute to see me perish; yet he disappeared merely to
devise and exeente the means of my relief.

Why did he not forbear when this end was necom-
plished? Why did his misjudging zeal and accursed
precipitation overpass that ]jmitﬁ Or meant he thus to
crown the secne, and conduct his inserutable plots to
thig _ﬁﬂnagmmﬁon? _ !

uch ideas were the fruit of subsequent contemplation.
This moment was pregnant withhfztaa; I had no power
248
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to reason. In the career of my tempestuons thoughts,
rent into pieces as my mind was by aceumulating horrorg,
Carwin was unseen and unsuspected. I partook of
Wicland’s credulity, shook with his amazement, and
panted with his awe.

Bilence took place for a moment: so much as allowed
the attention to recover its post. Then new sounds
were uttered from above:—

“Man of errers! ecase to cherigsh thy delusion; not
heaven or hell, but thy senses, have misled thee to com-
mit these acts. Shake off thy frenzy, and ascend into
rational and buman. Be lunatic no longer."”

My brother opened his lips to speak. His tone wasg
terrific and faint. e muttered an appeal to heaven,
It was difficult to comprehend the theme of his inquiries.
They implicd doubt as to the nature of the impulse that
hitherto had guided him, and questioned whether he had
acted in consequence of insane perceplions.

To these interrogatories the voice, which now seemed
to hover at his shoulder, loudly answered in the affirma-
tive, Then uninterrapted silence ensued.

Fallen from his lofty and heroic station; now finally
restored to the perception of truth; weighed to earth by
the recollection of his own deeds; consn%ed no longer by
& conseionsness of rectitude for the loss of offspring and
wife,—a loss for which he was indebted to his own mis-
guided hand,—Wieland was transformed at onece into the
man of sorrows!

He reflected not that eredit should be as reasonably
denied to the last as to any former intimation; that one
might as justly be ascribed to erring or diseasod sonses
as the other. e saw not that this discovery in no de-
gree affected the integrity of his conduct; that his
motives had lost none of their elaims to the homage of
mankind; that the preference of supreme good, and the
boundless energy of duty, were undiminished in his
bosom.

It is not for me to pursue him through the ghastly
changes of his countenance. Words he had none. Now
he sat upon the floor, metionless in all his fimbs, with his
eyes glazed and fixed, a monument of woe. .
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Anon a spirit of tempestuons but undesigning activity
s&imeﬂ-shim.ﬁ?h.— rm:-g' rom his place um-i;m&réﬁea«mﬂﬁ
the floor, tottering and at randoin,  Ilis eyeswere with-
out moisture, and gleamed with the fire that consumed
his vitals, The muscles of his face were agitated by
convulgions. His lips moved, but no saunﬁl eseaped
him.

That nature should long sustain this conflict was not
to be believed. My state was little diffevent from that
of my brother. I entered, as it were, into his thoughts.
My heart was visited and rent by his panges.  “Oh that
thy frenzy had never been cured! that thy madness,
with its blissful visions, would return! ory if that must
not be, that thy scene would hasten to a closel—that
death wonld cover thee with his oblivien!

“What can I wish for thee? Thou who hast vied
with the great Preacher of thy faith in sanetity of motives,
and in elevation above sensual and selfish!  Thou whom
thy fate has changed into Farricide and suva;_:;e! Can L
wish for the continuance of thy being? No.”

For a time his movements seemed destitute of purpose.
If he walked; if he turned; if his fingers were entwined
with each other; if his hands were pressed against oppo-
gite sides of his head with a force sufficient to crush it
into pieces; it was to tear his mind from self-contempla-
tion; to waste his thoughts on external oljecta.

S‘iaecdily this train was broken. A beam appeared to
be darted into his mind which gave a purpose to his
afforts.  An-avenue to escape ‘prescntcd itselt; and now
heeagerly gazed about him. When my thoughts beeame:
engaged i:y his demeanour, my fingers were stretched as
by a mechanical force, and the knife; no longer heeded
or of use, eseaped from my grasp and fell unperecived
on the floor. His eye now lighted upon it; he seized it
with the quickness of thought. _

1 shrieked aloud, but it was too late. He .,plungod::i*ﬁ}j
to the hilt in his neck; and his life instantly escaped
with the stream that gushed from the wound. He was
stretched at my feet; and my hands were sprinkled with
his blood as he fell, T X .

Such was thy last deed, my brother! For a spectazle
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like this was it my fate to be reserved! Thy eyes were
closed—thy face ghastly with death—thy arme, and the
spot where thou lyedst, floated in thy life’s blood!  These
images have not for a moment forsaken me. Till I s
breathless and eold, they must continue to hover in my
gight. .
E|;cn'l"i'\ri.n, a8 I said, had left the room; but ho still
lingered in the house. My voice summoned him to my
aid; but I searcely noticed his re-entrance, and now
faintly recolleet his terrified looks, his breken exclama-
tions, his vehoment avowals of innocence, the efusions
of ‘his pity for me, and his offers of assistance.

I dig not listen—I answered him not—I censed to
upbraid or agense. Ilis guilt was a point to which I was
indifferent.  Ruffian or devil, black as hell.or bright as
angels, thenceforth he was nothing to me. I was in-
capable of sparing a leok or a thought from the ruin that
was spread at my foet. :

When he left me, I was searcely conscious of any
variation in the scene. ITe informed the inhabitants of
the hut of what had passed, and they flew to tho spot.
Carcloss of his own safety, he hasted to the city to in-
form my friends of my condition,

My uncle speedily arrived at the house. Tlie body of
Wicland was removed from my presence, and they sup-
posed that I would follow it; but no, my home is ascer-
tained; here I have taken up my rest, and never will I
go hence, till, like Wicland, I am borne to my grave.

Importunity was tried in vain. They threatencd to
remove me by violence,—nay, violence was used; but
my soul prizes too dearly this little roof to endure to be
berpaved of it. ° Foree should not prevail when the
hoary locks and supplicating tears of my uncle were
ineffectual. My repugnance to move gave birth to fero-
ciousness and frenzy when force was cmployed, and they
were obliged to consent to my return.

They besought me—they remonstrated—they appealed
to every duty that conneeted me with Iim that made me
and with my fellow-men—in vain, While T live T will
not go hence.  Have I not falfilled my destiny ?

hy will ye torment me with your reasonings and
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reproofs? Can ye restore to me the hope of my botter

days? Can egﬂe me back Catharine and her babes?
Can ye recall to life him who died at my fect? :

I will eat—I will drink—1I will lie down and rise up—
ot your bidding; all T ask is the choice of my abode.
What is there unréasomable in this demand? Shortly
will I bie ot peace. This is the spot which I have chosen
in which to breathe my last sigh. Deny me not, I be
seech you, se slight a boon.

Talk not to me, O my reverend friend! of Carwin.
He has told thee his tale, and thon exeulpatest him from
all direct concern in the fate of Wicland, This seene of
havoe was produced by an illusion of the senses. Beit
go; I care not from what source these disasters have
flowed; it suffices that they have swallowed up our hopes
and our existence.

What his agency began, his agency conducted to a
close. He intended, by the final effort of his power, to
rescue me and to banish his illusions from my brother.
Such is hig tale, concerning the truth of which I care
not. Henceforth I foster but ome wish: I ask only
quick deliverance from life and all the ills that attend it.

Go, wretch ! torment me not with thy presence and
thy prayers.—Forgive thee ? Will that avail thee when
thy fateful hour shall arrive? Be thou acquitted at
thy own tribunal, and thou needest not fear the verdics
of others. If thy guilt be capable of blacker hues, if
hitherto thy conseience be without stain, thy erime will
be made more flagrant by thus violating my retreat.
Take thyself away from my sight if thou wouldst not
bebold my death !

Thou art gone ! murmuring and reluctant! And now
my repoge is coming—my work is done!




CHAPTER XXVII.
[Written three years after the foregeing, and dated at Montpellier,]

I racrvep that I had forever laid aside the pen;
and that I should take up my abode in this part of the
world was of all events the least probable. flﬂy destiny
I believed to be accomplished, and I looked forward to
E speedy termination of my life with the fullest confi-

ence.

Surely I had reason to be weary of existence, to be
impatient of every tie which held me from the grave.
I experienced this impatience in its fullest extent. I
was not only enamoured of death, but conceived, from
the condition of my frame, that to shun it was impossi-
ble, even though 1 an ardently desired it; yet here am I,
a thousand leagues from my native soil,in full possession
of life and of&iea;lth, and not destitute of happiness.

Buch is man. Time will obliterate the deepest im-
pressions. Grief the most vehement and hopeless will
g—mdunlly decay and wear itself out, Arguments may

¢ employed in vain; every moral preseription may be
ineffectually tried; remonstrances, however cogent or
E::thetia, shall have no power over the attention, or shall
repelled with disdain; yety as day follows day, the
turbulence of our emotions shall subside, and our flue-
tuations be finally sueceeded by a calm.

Perhaps, however, the conquest of despair was chiefly
owing to an accident which rendered my continuance in
my own house impossible. At the conclusion of my long,
and, as I then supposed, my lust, letter to you, f uien-
tioned my resolution to wait for death in the very spot
which had been the principal scene of my misfortunes.

255
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From this resolution my friends exerted themselves with
the utmost zeal and perseverance to make me depart.
They jusily imagined that to be thus surrounded by me-
morials of 'thﬁt& of my family would tend to foster
my disease. A swift, suctession of new objeets; and the
exclusion of every thing ealeulated to remind me of iy
loss, was the only method of cure.

I refused to listen to their exhortations. Great as my
calamity was, to be torn from this asylum was regarded
by me as an oppgravation of it. By a perverse consti-
tution of mind, he was considered as my greatest enemy
who sought to withdraw me from a scene which supplied
eternal food to my melancholy, and kept my despair
from languishing. _

In relating t%ne history of these disasters I derived a
similar species of gratification. My uncle carnestly dis-
suaded me from this. task ; but his remonstrances were:
s fruitless on this head as-they had been on others.
They would have withheld from me the implements of
writing ; but they guickly perceived that to withstand
would be more injurious than to comply with my wishes.
Having finished my tale, it seemed ag if the seene were
closing. A fever lurked in my veins, and my sﬁran;dlj_l
was gone. Any exertion, however slight, was attended
with :Efﬁcu]‘t:,‘, and, at length, I refused to rise from
my bed.

J} now see the infatuation and injustice of my conduct
inits true colours. I reflect upon the sensations and
reasonings of that period with wonder and humiliation.
That I should be insensible to the claims and tears of
my friends; that T should overlook the suggestions of
duty, and fly from that post in which only I ¢ould be
instrumental to the benefit of others; that the exercise
of the social and beneficent affections, the contemplation
of nature, and the sequisition of wisdom, should not be
seen to be means of happiness still within my reaeh, is,
at this time, searcely credible. ' I

It is true that I am now changed; but T have not the
consolation to reflect that my change was owing to my
fortitude or to my copacity for mstruction. Beiter

thoughts grew up in my mind imperceptibly. T cannot
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but eongratulate myself on the change, though, perhaps,
it m-;-relgfzrguea o ficklencss of temper and s I.F:feet of
sensibility.

After my narrative was ended, I betook myself to my
bed, in the full belief that my career in this world was
on the point of finishing. My uncle took up his abode
with me, and porformed for me every office of nurse,
Iﬁ!y-siciu-n, and friend. One nizht, after some hours of
restlossness and pain, I sunk into deep sleep.  Its tran-
quillity, however, was of no long duration. My fancy
became suddenly distempered, and my brain was turned
into a theatre of uproar and confusion. It would not be
casy to deseribe the wild and fantastical incongruitics
that pestered me. My uncle, Wieland, Pleyel, and Car-
win were suecessively and momoently discerned amidst
the storm. Sometimes I was swallowed up by whirl-

ools, or eaught up in the air by half-seen and gigantic
orms; and thrown npon pointed rocks or east among the
billows. Sometimes gleams of light were shot into a
dark abyss, on the t'-.:rﬁe of which I was standing, and
enabled me to discover, for a moment, its enormous depth
and hideous precipices. Anon, [ was transported to
some ridge QFEmn-, and made a terrified spectator of
itg fiery torrents and its pillars of smoke.

However strange it may seem, I was conscious, even
during my dream, of my real situation. I knew myself
to be asleep, and struggled to break the spell by mus-
cular exertiens. These did not avail, and I continued
to suffer these abortive ercations till a loud voice at my
bedside, and some one shaking me with violence, put an
end to my reverie. My eycs were unsealed, and I started
from my pillow.

My chamber was filled with smoke, which, though in
some degree luminous, wonld permit me to see nothing,
and by which I was ncarly suffocated. The erackling
of flames, and the deafening clamour of voices withont,
burst upon my ears. Stunned as I was by this hubbub,
seorched with heat, and nearly choked by the accumu-
lating vapours, I was unable to think or act for my own

reservation; I was ineapable, indeed, of comprehend-
ing my danger.
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I was caught up, in an instant, by o pair of sinewy
arms, hb‘ma:j%: thg{;winﬂdﬁ;..alnﬂ m«aﬂ '.l':faﬁn.'ﬁh. ladder
which had been placed there. My uncle stood at the
bottom and received me. I was not fully aware of my
situation till 1 found myself sheltered in the hut and
surrounded by its inhabitants. :

By negleet of the servant, some unextinguished em-
bers had been placed in a barrel in the cellar of the
building. The barrel had eanght fire; this was commau-
nieated to the beams-of the lower floor, and thenee to
the upper part of the structure. It was first discovered
by some persons at a distance, who hastened to the spot
and alarmed my uncle and the servants. The flames
had already made considerable progress, and my condi-
tion was overlooked till my escape was rendored nearly

i:ngbesibie. _
Iy danger being known, and a ladder quickly pro-
cured, one of the spectators ascended to my c]_mnEer,
imd leﬂbcmd my deliverance in the manner before re-
ated.

Thig incident, disastrous as it may at first scem, had,
in reality, a beneficial effect upon my feelings. I was,
in some degree, roused from the stupor which had seized
my faculties. The monotonous and gloomy series of
my thoughts was broken. My habitation was levelled
with the ground, and I was obliged to seck a new one.
A new train of images, disconnected with the fate of
my family, forced itself on my attention; and u belief
insensibly sprung up that tranquillity, if not happi-
ness, was still within my reach. Notwithstanding the
shocks which my frame had endured, the anguish of
?iylt"!mughts no sooner abated than I recovered my
ienlth.

I new willingly listened to my uncle’s solicitations te
be the companion of his voyage. Preparations were
casily made, and, after a tedions passage, we set our feet
on the shore of the ancient world. The memory of the
past did not forsake me; but the melancholy which it
generated, and the tears with which it filled my uay.ﬂ?
were not unprofitable. My curiosity was revived, and I
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contemplated with ardour the spectacle of living man:
‘mers and the monuments of past sges.

In pm'pnrtiuu as wmy heoart was reinstated in the pos-
-gession of its ancient tranqguillity, the sentiment which I
hal cherished with regard to Pleyel returned. 1In
short: time he was united to the SBaxon woman, and
made his residence in the neighbourhood of Boston. 1
was glad that circumstances would not permit an inter-
view to take place between us. I could not desive their
misery; but I reaped no pleasure from reflecting on
their happiness. Time, and the exertions of my forti-
tade, cured me, in some degree, of this folly. 1 con-
tinued to love him, but my passion was disguised to
_mfyaelf ; I considered it werely as a more tender species
of friendship, and cherished it without compunetion.

Through my unele's exertions, a meeting was hrought
about between Carwin and Pleyel, and explanations
took place which restored me at once to the good opi-
nion of the latter. Though separated so widely, our
correspondence was punctual and frequent, and paved
the way for that union which can only end witiatlie
death of one of uvs.

In my letters to him I made no seeret of my former
sentiments. This was a theme on which I could talk
without painful though not without delicate emotions,
That knowledge which I should never have imparted
to a lover, I felt little seruple to communicate to a
friend.

A year and a half elapsed when Theresa was snatched
from him by death, in the hour in which she gave him
the first pledge of their mutual affection. This event
was borne hﬁ' him with his customary fortitude. It in-
duced him, however, to make » change in his plans.
He disposed of his property in America, and joined my
uncle and me, who had terminated the wanderines of
two years at Montpellier, which will henceforth, I be-
lieve, be our permanent abode:

If you reflcct upon that entire confidence which had
subsisted from our infancy between Pleyel and myself,
on the passion that I had contracted, and which was
merely smothered for a time, and on the estoem which

17



| 2 oF our intoreonrse shoald.give Lirth to that
wnion ‘which at present subamta “When thq pexigﬂ_-
elapsed necessary to weaken the remembrance ¢f he-
resa, to whom he had been bound by ties more of honour
than of love, he tendered his affoctions to me. 1 need
not add that the tender wis cagerly sﬂcemd

Perhaps you are somewhat mterested in the fate of
Carwin. He saw, when too late, the danger of im
ture. 8o much affeeted was he by the catastrophe to
which he was a witness, that he laid aside all regard to
his own safety. He sought my uncle, and confided to
him the tale which he %nd just related to me. Ile
found s miore impartial and indulgent auditor in Mr.
Cambridge, who imputed to maniacal illusion the eon-
duet of Wieland, though he conceived the previous and
unseen agency of Carwin to have indirectly but power~
fully preﬁlsposeﬂ to this deplorable perversion of mind,

It was easy for Curwin te elude the persecutions of
Ludlee. It was merely requisite to hide himself in &
remote district of Pennsylvania. This, when he perted
from us, he determined to do. He is now probalily cn-
gaged in the harmless: pursuits of agriculture, and may
come to think, without insupportable remarse, on the
ovils to which his fatal talents have given birth. The
innocence and usefulness of his future life may, in some
degree, atone for the miseries so rashly or so: t.hought—
lﬁss inflicted.

ore urgent considerations hindered me from men-

tmmnrr in the course of m{ former mournful recital,
any p,utlculs,rs respecting the unfortunate father of
Louisa Conway. That man surely was reserved to hﬂ-a
monument of capricious fortune. IHis sonthern journe
being finished, he returned to Philadelphia. Before h
rwcﬁﬂd the mt.;r he left the hi way, and alighted -hts
my brother’s door. Contrary to his expectation, no one
came forth to weleome him or hail his np‘i)roac . He
attempted to enter the house; but bolted doors, Mtaﬂ
windows, and a silence brolen only by unanswered calls,
showed him that the mansion was deg
He proceeded thence to my hahltatmn, which hﬁ
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found, in like manner, gloomy and tenaniless, His
surprise may be ewxsily conceived. The rosties who se-
cupied the hut told him an imperfect and incredible tale.
He hasted to the eity, and extorted from Mrs. Baynton
a full disclosurc of lite disasters.

He was inured to adversity, and recovered, after no
long time, from the shoeks produced by the ﬂimrpﬂiub—
ment of his darling scheme. Our intercourse did not
terminate with ‘his departure from Americs. We have
ginee met with him in France, and light has at length
been thrown upon the motives which oceasioned the dis-
appearanee of his wife in the manner which I formerly
related to you.

I have dwelt upon the ardour of their conjugal attach-
ment, and mentioned that no suspicion had ever glanced
upon her purity. This, though the belief was long
cherished, recent discoveries have shown to be guestion-
able. No doubt her integrity would have survived to
the present moment if an extraordinary fate had not
befu]gnn her. i

Major Stuart had been engaged, while in Germany,
it & contest of honour with an aide-de-¢amp of the Mar-
quis of Granby. His adversary had propagated a ru.
mour injurious to his chavaeter. A challenge was sent;
a meeting ¢nsued ; and Stuart wounded and disarmed
the calumniator. The offence was atoned for, and his
life seeured by suitable concessions.

Maxwell (that was his name) shortly after, in conge-
quence of succeeding to o rich inheritance, sold his
commisgion und returned to London. His fortune was
speedily augmented by an opulent marringe. Interest
was his sole indecement to this narriage, though the
lady haid been swayed by aocredulous affuction. The
truo state of his henrt was quickly discovered; und a
separation, by mutnal consent, took place. The lud
withdrow to an estate in a distant county, and Maxwell
eontinued to consume his time and fortune in the dissi-
pation of tlie capital.

Maxwell, though deceitful and sensual, possessed
great foree of mind and spectons acevmplishments,  Tle
contrived to mislead the generous mind of Stuart, aud



to rogain the csteem which his misconduct for & time

had forfeited. ITe was recommended by her husband to
the confidance of Mrs. Stnart.  Maxwell was stimulated
by revenge, and by a lawless pussion, to convert this
confidence mto o source of guile, o,

The education and capacity of this woman, the worth
of her hushand, the pledge of their alliance which time
had produced, her maturity in age and knowledge of the.
world,—ull combined to render this attempt bopeless.
Maxwell, however, was not easily discowraged. The
most perfeet being, he believed, must owe his exemption
from vice to the absence of temptation. The impulses
of love ave so subtle, and the influence of false reason-
ing, when enforeed by eloquence and passion, go un-

-~ hounded, that no buman virtue is secure from degene-
racy. All arts being tried, every temptation being
snmmoned to his aid, dissimulation being carried to its
utmost bound, Maxwell, at length, nearly accomplished
his: purpose. The lady's- affections were withdrawn
from her hushand and transferred to him. She eould
not, as yet, be reconciled to dishonour. Al efforts to
induce her to elope with him were ineffectual. She per-
mitted herself to love, and to-evew her love; but at this
limit she stopped, and was immovable,

Hence this revolution in her sentiments was produc-
tive only of despair. Her rectitude of principle pre-
gerved her from actual guilt, but conld not restore to her
her ancient affection, or save her from being the prely
of remorseful and impracticable wishes. Iler hushand’s
absence produced a stato of suspense, This, however,
approached to a period, and she received tidings of his:
intended return, Maxwell, being likewise apprized of
this event, and having made a Jast and unsuccessful
cffort to eonguer her reluctance to scoompany him in a
journey to Italy, whither he pretended an invineible
necessity of going, left her to pursue the measures which

despair might snggest. At the same time she received
a letter from the wife of Maxwell, unveiling the true
character of this man, and revealing facts which the
artifices of her sedueer had hitherto concealed from her.
Mrs. Maxwell had been prompted to this disclosure by &

: l



THE TRANSFORMATION, 267

knowledge of her husband’s practices, with which his
own impetaosity had made her scquainted.

This discovery, joined to the delicaey of her scruples
and the anguish of remorse, induced her to abseond.
This scheme was adopted in haste, but effected with
consuminate prudence.  She fled, on the eve of her hus-
band’s arrival, in the disguise of a boy, and embarked
at Falmouth in a packet bound for America.

The history of her disastrous intercourse with Max-
well, the motives inducing her to forsake her country,
and the measures she had taken to efféct her design,
were related to Mrs, Maxwell, in reply to her communi-
cation. Between these women an aneient intimacy and
congiderable similitade of charaeter subsisted. This
disclosure was accompanied with solemn injunctions of
seercey, and these injunctions were, for a' long time,
faithfully observed. '

Mrs. Maxwell's abode was situated on the banks of
the Wey, Stuart was her kinsman; their youth had
been spent together ; and Maxwell was in some degree
indebted to the man whom he betrayed for his alliance
with this unfortunate lady. Her estecm for the character
of Stuart had never been diminished. A meeting be-
tween them was occasioned by a tour which the latter
had undertaken, in the year after his return from Ame-
rica, to Wales and the western counties.  This interview
produced pleasure and regret in each. Their own trans-
actions naturally became the topics of their conversation;
and the untimely fate of his wife and daugliter were
related by the gpuest.

Mrs, Ll:tchﬁ'a regard for her friend, as well as for
the safety of her husband, persuaded her to coneeal-
ment; but, the former being dead and the latter being
out of the kiugidi::m, she ventured to produce Mrs. Stu-
art’s letter, and to communicate her own knowledge of
ihe treachery of Maxwell. She had previously extorted
from her guest & promise not to pursue any scheme of
vengeance; but this promise was made while ignorant
of the full extent of Maxwell's depravity, and his pne-
sion refused to adhere to it.

At this time my uncle and T resided at Avignon,
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Among the English resident there, and with whom we
waintamed a social intercourse, was Maxwell. This
man's talents and address vendered him a favonrite hoth
with my uncle and myself. He hod even tendeved me
his hand in mmritﬁa; ‘but, this being refused, he had
sought and obtain riission to continue with us the
intercourse of friendship. Since a legal marriage was
impossible, no doubt his views were flagitions. Whether
he had relinquished these views I was unable to judge.

Ie was one in a large circle at a villa in the environs,
to which I had likewise been invited, when Stuart ab-
ruptly entered the apartment. He was recognised with
genumne satisfaction by me, and with seoming pleasure
by Maxwell. In a short time, some affair of moment
being pleaded, which required an immediate and exclu-
sive interview, Maxwell and he withdrow together.
Stuart and my uncle bad been known to each other in
the Grerman army; and the purpose contemplated by the
former in this long and hasty journey was confided to his.
old friend.

A defiance was given and received, and the banks of
a rivulet, about a league from the city, was selected a3
the seene of this contest. My unecle, having exerted
himself in vain to prevent a hostile meeting, consented
to attend them as a surgeon, Next morning, at sunrise,
was the time chosen.

I returned early in the evening to my lodgings. Pre-
liminaries being settled between the combatants, Stuart
had consented to spend the evening with us, and did not
retire till late. On the way to his hotel he was exposed
to no molestation; but just as he stepped within the

ortico, a swarthy and malignant figure started from
{:chind a column and plunged a stiletto into his body.

The author of this treason could not certainly be dis-
covered; but the details ‘communicated by Stuart re-
specting the history of Maxwell naturally pointed him
out as an object of suspicion. No one expressed more
concern on aecount of this disaster than he; and he pre-
tended an ardent zeal to vindicate his ebaracter
the aspersions that were cast upon it. Thenceforth,
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however, I denied myself to his visits; and shortly after
ke disappearcd from this scene.

Few possessed more cstimable gualities, and a better
title to Lappiness and the tranguil honours of long life,
than the mother and the father of Louisa Conway; yet
they were cut off in the bloom of their duys, and their
destiny was thus accomplished by the same hand. Max-
well was the instrument of their destruetion, though the
instrument was: applied to this end in so dilferent a
manner.

I leave you to moralize on this tale. That virtue
should become the victim of treachery is, no doubt, &
mournful consideration; but it will not escape your
notice, that the evils of which Carwin and Maxwell
were the authors owed their existence to the errora of
the sufferera.  All efforts would have been ineffectual to
subvert the happiness or shorten the existence of the
Stuarts, if their own frailty had not seconded these
cfforts, If the lady had erushed her disastrous passion
in the bud, and driven the seducer from her presence
when the tendency of his artifices was seen; if Stuart
had not admitted the spirit of absurd revenge, we should
not have had to deplore this catastrophe. If Wieland
had framed juster notions of moral duty and of the
divine attributes, or if I had been gifted with ordinary,
equanimity or ;‘ureaig}lt, the duubfe'mngued deceiver
would have been baflled and repelled.
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