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INTRODUSTJON.

Tue tale here preserted to th)-public
is the one I began at Coligny, when’-
Frankenstein was planned, and ghen
« noble author “having determingfl to’

escend from his lofty range, gav€ up a
few hours to a tale of terror, and wrote {
the fragment published at th'g id of’
Mazeppa.* Though I cannot bost of’

* The tale which lately appeara,‘. foin X
his lordship’s name was wrongfully atfished,
founded upon the ground-work upon whith t
fragment was to have been continucd. &o-
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the horrible imagination of the one, or
the elegant classical style of the latter,
s hope the reader will not throw mine

‘-:'riends were to t avel from England into Greece;
. while there, one /,f them should die, but before his
death, should ¢/ tain from his friend an oath of se-
crecy with reg rd to his decease. Some short time
after, the ¥, " ining traveller rcturning to his na-
tive country; should be startled at perceiving his
former cow’anion moving about in socicty, and
should }.: horrified at finding that he made
love to his former friend’s sistzr.  Upon this
foundation I built the Vampyre, at the requoest
of a,lady, who denied the possibility of such
a grdnd-work forming the otline of a tale which
should, bear the slightest appearance of probability.
In th:\oursc of three mornings, I produced that
tale, and left it with her. From thence it ap
pears to have-fan into the hands of some person,
who scf it fo the Editor in such a way, as to lecave
it so d¢ ibtful from his words, whether it was his
lordshi ’s or not, that I found some difficulty in vin-
dicaty 7 it to myself. These circumstances were
state/ “in a letter sent to the Morning Chronicle
threp dapers’<i the publication of the taje, butin
%:que ~2 of the publishers representing to me

at they were compromised as well as myself, and
thay immcdiately they were certain it was mine,
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away, because it is not equal, to these.
Whether the use I have made of super-
natural agency, and the colouring, I have
given to the mind of Ernestus Berchtold,
are original or not, I leaveto the more
‘erudite in novels and romnaifges to declare.
I am not conscious of havhg seen any
where a prototype of either;{yet I fear
that whatever is original, is W0} always
pleasing. Nor is tkis my ofly appre-
hension. A tale that rests uNgn im-
probabilities, must gener a]ly disgust a ra-
tional mind; I am therefore afraid that,
t‘nough I have thrgwn the superlor agéncv
into the back ground as much as ws in
rly power, still, that many readers will
think the same moral, and the same co®
louring, might have been givendo gharac-
ters acting under the ordinary aggncies

b

that they themselves would wish t3" inake!, the
amende honorable to the public, I alibwed ¢t

to recall the letter which had lain some da)sat?h
paper’s office.
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of life ; I believe it, but I had agreed to

write a. supematulal tale, and that does

not allow of a completely every-day nar-
rative.

THE AUTHOR.



—— '.——‘

PART FIRST.

Urox the left side of the lake of Thun
lItes the small village of ‘Beatenberg,
which, under the care of a simple pastor
contains no individual above the radk of
a peasant: it was in this village that I was
born. Misfortune seemed to be anxious
at my very birth to stamp me for it own.
— Just at the termination of the sshort
war between Austria and Prussia, c&'.the
year 1778, my mother arriv€@u this village
in company with a gentleman ‘severel

wounded, as he said, in the slight skir®

B



2 ERNESTUS BERCHTOLD.

mishes, which had alone formed the mi-
litary display of this campaign. There
was ‘a mystery about them, which they
seemed to wish should not be unravelled.
The worthy pastor, therefore, whom I
have since called father, did not make
any inquiri.s of his guests, though it ap-
peared to him very singular, that the
most difficult and steep roads should have
been preierred for the route of an invalid
towaljt’é; his home. The tender care of
my mother towards this gentleman was
exemplary ; it seemed as if that courage
and firmness, which vas wanting in his
breist, had taken refuge in her’s. They
were not Swiss, for the language they
'spoke was unknown to Berchtold the

parish priest. They apparently under-
stooall German and French ; but they said
so very little, and that with such evident
embarragsment, that mnothing could be
learnt from their conversation. ‘There
foeing no inn at the solitary Beatenberg,
t¥e pastor, with his usual kindness, on
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hearing of the arfiyhl of str;ngers at the
close of the evening, had ammedxately
waited on them to offer his services .and
house. They were to have heen his
guests, only for the night ; but the. fa.
tigue of the journey ag'aig forced open
the wound in the gentleman’s side;
determined, however, to proceed .he
attempted to walk to the litter prepared
for him; the exertion proved too great, he
fell into my mother’s arms, and, almost
instantly expiréd.

My mother was distracted ; already far
advanced in pregnancy, she fell upon the
bedy, no longer capable of that firmopes
and resolution, which she had shown,
when her companion’s safety depemded
upon it. She listened to no one; put fran-
tic, she sat by the dead body, alternately
shedding tears, and bursting into a loud
laugh. Berchtold urged those soothing
doctrines of which he was minister, but
in vain; he spoke in vain of angther,
world, of future hope ; none could like

B 2



4 *ERNESTUS BERCHTOLD.

him, soothe the pillow, of the dying pea-
sant, but hére were miseries no hope
couldassuage. She at last fell exhausted
upon the ground she was conveyed to
bed, and in a few hours I and a sister
saw the lighty “But this did not allay het
grief, she sélk.into a silence that no-
thing could induce her to break; her
eyes were fixed, and she at last died with-
out a strpggle. She was buried by him,
whom Berchtold imagined, in spite of
the disparity of his yearsy to have been
ber husband ; and over their grave were
placed those simple grosses, which yéu
must have seen in the neighbourifg
church-yards. The pastor could not
place any inscription upon their tomb,
for he had been so engaged in attendance
upon my mother, that he had not noticed
the departure of her only servant, who
tosk with him every thing of value be-
longing to his former mistress. He knew
not what to do, there was no clue in his
hands by which he could restore us to
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our family ; for thebe was nothing to be
found, except some linen and a locket,
with my mother’s portrait.

Berchtold was a man whose humble en-
deavours had always been engaged in the
attempt to fulfill those dutiewhis profession
imposed upon him. In thesgimountainous .
districts, the office of a parish priest is
extremely arduous; he is often called up
in the middle of the night, while the snow
is falling, to go many miles over-the fro-
zen glaciers, to administer to the dying
peasant the sacraments of the church.
Berchtold never aJlowed the, most distant
Ramlet to want religious comfort; he was
old, yet often has he crossed to the foot
of the Holgaut, merely to help the unfor-
tunate in their attempt at resignation,
under domestic calamity. He was not,
therefore, likely to cast us from him ; he
immediately had us conveyed to the <ot-
tage of a maweied sister, and caused us to
be brought up as luxuriously as an Alpine

village allowed.
‘ B 8 .
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I remepber little o\“ my early years, it
seems, that I have vague visions of an
age, when were spent whole days in
gathering flowers, to adorn my sister’s
héad and breast, from the precipitous
bank that descends to the lake, when, at
night, I was*ulled half trembling, to sleep
by the tales of my foster-mother concern-
g ogres and spirits from the dead.
But alt this is indistinct. When about
six yeprs of age, T was removed to the
house of Berchtold. He called me son,
and if the tenderest care and the greatest
sacrifices could entitle 4im to the name
of father, which I gave him, it was Jot
wrangfully bestowed. One of the first
circumstances which I can remember, is
that oneday, while sitting with him upon
a bank, near the church-yard, gazing on
the scene around, and watching the white
saifs whichgleamed upon the lake be-
neath our feet; I threw my-arms around
his neck, and asked him, ¢« Why they
called me orphan?” He told me that my
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father and mother -"ere dead. Retleatmg
from him, [ started, and tremblmg, asked
him if he were then dead? He did not at
first understand me; but upon my call-
mg him by the name of father, he re-:
membered that I had never heard the his-
tory of mybirth, He took meto his breast,
and weeping, told me, that I wasindeed an
orphan, that I was not his child. He then
took me to the church-yard, and pointing
to theraisedsod, hetold memy parents Were
there. I did not clearly understand him.

had then no idea of death; my mother, for
80 I called his sister, had told me tales of
the dead, but these terrified without
being understood. All the graves, sive
those of my parents, were adorned - with
flowers; upon my remarking, this to
him, he told me that they having died
strangers there, none were bound to love
them. I was hurt to see those flowers,
which thoughPrTed; showed the atten-
tion of some living being, refused o my
mother’s tomb ; it sunk deeply on my

B 4
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mind. And for yeh‘rs after, 1 felt a
vague pleasure in strewing their graves
with the fresh flowers that formerly were
employed in adorning my sister’s head.
Often have I laid myself down looking
upon their grassy covering, as if I ex-
pected that fome of those tales of my
mother would be realised with regard to
myself, .and that I should see them
rising from their grave, My sister soon
joined ,me in  these meditations, and
:}lmo.v,t‘the first infantile cdmmunications
which passed between us, rested upon
another world. She would sit by me,
and often the worthy pastor surprisedus,
after the sun had set, calling to our
memory those tales we had heard when
with-our foster mother.

We did not mingle with the other
children of the village, for we delighted
too ‘much in_each_other’s company ; we
spent hours together ifi~vwking about
what had in a most unaccountable man-
ner taken possession of our minds, or
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else we gamboled}round Berchtold. He,
debarred by his religion from the enjoy-
ment of a domestic circle of his own
children, had formed so strong an at-
_tachment to us, that his greatest delight
was, when not engaged in his parochial
duties, to join us in qur games and in-
fantile occupations. With all the sim-
plicity of old age, he would lie down and
allow us to play with his white locks, or
tell us stories, which, though of a different
nature from °those of his sister, dld not
mterest us the less. He was a good
Classical scholars and was well versed in
“the history of his own country. From
these sources he drew his tales, and at
an early age he inspired me with an
ardent love for independence and liberty,
.at.the same time that he instilled into my
-heart, a burning thirst for the means of
~asserting a superiority over my equals.
.The .ane of Themistocles, Alci-
biades and others, upon whom the fates
of their country had.depended, rested
BS
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on my mind. Berchtt‘)}d‘ described to me
the fallen glories of Rome, of that nation
which once held sway over the known
world. In shqrt there was a material
defect in my education, which is not
uncommon, my imagination was stimu-
lated, while my judgment was not called
forth, and I was taught to admire public
instead of private virtues. I rested upon
those situations which one in the million
attains, and ip which the passions of
others are to be guided, while I was not
shown how to conduet myself, when my
own inclinations and feelings might at-
tempt to lead me astray in the commion
occurrences of life. With a strongly
susceptible mind I imbibed deeply these
first- impressions, and throughout life
this defect in my education has followed
me. As I advanced in age, I gradually
becime acquajpted with the Latin and
Greck historians. Bercmvedd  rashly,
though innocently, took advantage of my’
thist for relations of battles and deeds
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of renown, to ‘inéuce me to learn, I
consequently had Plutarch and Livy in
my hands, long before I read any book
tending to give man the,power of regu-
Jating his passions.

T joined the wvillaners only in those
weilitary exercises, whieh are constantly
perfoimed after the day’ labour in every
hamlet. Sometimes I would go with the
chamois hunters, and reaching the higher
ridges of the Alps, whose snowy summits
were visible Yrom the lake, I forced
myself to follow him in his venturous
parsuit. But it fer a long time required
a strong exertion of my mind to induce
me to venture amidst the vast solitudes
of eternal snows. I always felt an in.
ward shuddering and awe at thes sight of
my native wildnesses. Eyen now I can-
-not bear to listen to those, who, amongst
our magnificent scenes, hich man Ras
not yet overcﬂﬁ'eﬁ?:? which mock his
power, can talk of pleasure, and dwell
upon the beauty of the scenery. I cannot

B 6
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feel this. I seem ulways to crouch
beneath some invisible being whose
power is infinite, and which I am con-
scious I cannof resist. It seems that I
hear him laughing audibly at our vain
attempts to encroach upon his dominion.
It appears to me as if the avalanche were
but the weapon of his impatience, while
he insidiously steals upon those habita-
tions he has covered with his snows, by
the silent, gradual approach of the gla-
ciers. Let mankind labour for ages
upon these ribs of the world, and their
work shall mot be seen. The pyramids
might rise unnoticed upon the rocks
before my view, undistinguished from the
fragment that falls unperceived with the
passing *torrent. 1 cannot bear that
human strength should be unable to
stamp its hand upon these towering
_mémorials nvulsions we could not
influence, .;f:fc%—n;t\mpnto controul.
This« morbid feeling may have been
excited by my foster, mother constantly
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pointing to the Jungfrau, whose white
peak forms so prominent a featurg in'the
view from her house, while she related
the peasant’s tale of thpse mischievous
spirits who dance upon its glittering
icy coat, decked by the moon’s ray. I
gained, however, health and vigour from
these excursions, and I became at last
one of the most noted for activity in all
the canton. . :

I rapidly asrived at my twentieth year.
My kind friend the pastor could not be
,induced to part with me. .I was the only
,prop of his old age, I latterly, always
accompanied him in his visits amongst
the mountains, often joined him in his
prayer over the dying, and frequently
have I supported him at the brink of that
grave, over which he was calling down
the mercy of God, and which was soon
to be hw;ﬁ@gg%, » My sist®r in-
creased eauty, and each day added
some new charm to her person, and some
addjtional accomplishment to hier mind.
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I often represented }o‘my father that I
was of an age when I should begin to
do something, and attempt to take the
burthen of myself and my sister off' his
hands. He would agree with me in my
arguments, but when the moment came,
he was always, so,overpowered with sor-
row, that 1 could net induce myself to
leave him for the few remaining days he
had to live. .

I seldom visited Thun ox Interlaken ;
I did not feel pleasure in the society of
men. I there found them engaged in all,
the petty interests, avhich pervade,
human breasts in the narrow sphere of 3
miserable provincial town. I found they
could not sympathise with one whom
they looked upon as a wild romantic
meountaineer. About thistime the French
revolution began to exalt my imagination
even “more thaggthe history of nations
gone by, and I burnt with™ the~desire of
viewing. nearer those actions, which in

our solitary village, echoing only a
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softened sound of iheir hc;rrors, seemed
to wear a certain air of grandeur and
glory. I ardently wished to join those
soldiers who had driven back the foreign
invaders from their native plains. I little
thought then how soon I was to be
engaged in resisting these very men,
amidst my own native mountains.

When the discussions between Berne
and the French concerning the Pays de
Vaud arrested the attention of all,
anxious tobe #mongst men in action, and
tlred of my total want of employment, I
arram begged my Jfriend to lgt me depart
t0 the capital; but still, at his prayer,
I remained with him. Ilaid myself down
upon the snow, shining as it then was in
the first rays of spring, and abandoned
myself to visions of battle and renown.
My spirits gradually left me, there was a

craving for exertion about me, which I
found it Mﬁ%ﬁ overcome. -1
seized my gun, and going amidst the
eternal glaciers and rocks, 1 sought by
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forcing myselt to exert my body, to lose
this feelmo' of vacuity. But I often lost
sight of the chamois, engaged in the
thought of my country, and bounded
from rock to rock, no longer occupied
with what I imagined was before me.
My sister would endeavour to sooth me
by her caresses. I told her of my visions
with regard to my country’s cause, and
at moments excited even in her breast
the sparks of enthusiasm. But she gene-
rally echoed Berchtold’s sentiments with
regard to the indecision and mcapacxty
of the government.

Tired one evening of listening ‘to
‘Berchtold, who attempted to repress my
ardour, by representing to me that the
country .was betrayed, and that, in con-
sequence of the tardiness and imbecility
.of the rulers of Switzerland, in spite of
the courage and daring of its peasantry,
it was doommm easy prey
‘to France, I left him, determined again
‘to seek refuge in the chase, 1 according-

‘ 7
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ly set out the next morning, intgnding. to
remain several days amongst the moun-
tains; but I grew listless, and at the-
close of the second day, Lstill found my-
self upon the Wengern Alp. I issued
forth from the chalet where 1 had taken
some refreshment, and soon lost myself
in reflection. I now looked with pleasure
upon the Jungfrau’s white head, .glisten-
ing on the blue canopy of heaven. All
the horrors of the Grindewald at my
feet, the high summit of the Schrechorn,
with the echoing thunders of the nume-
rous avalanches, mo longer appalled me.
It seemed as if they now put on their
terrors against a presumptuous foe, in
defence of their children. There was no
cloud upon the dark blue skys — there
was no mist upon the rocks; and though
the snow still covered the whole surface

of the mountains ar n still there Was
a genial \mﬁfﬁ? splendour in the
sun’s reflected ray, that vivified and
strengthened. There was no sound; save
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that of the distant cataract, and falling
avalanche. T stood a long time leaning
apon my musket, to look upon this scene.
How could avarice hope to find a resting
place in the minds of those nursed
amidst such objects? How could slavery
expect to find its votaries resident amidst
such fortresses? The tyrant could not
dare to add these horrors of nature to
those already revelling in his breast. A
stave who shrinks before the frown of a
despot, could not stand’ erect amidst
these awful monuments of a power that
mocks at human prowess. Upon this
occasion, it seemed as if the sun threw
its proudest ray upon these rocks; ‘they
had seen, might hope to see, men wor-
thy of gazing upon that nature which,
lifting unappalled its head amidst the
thundering clouds, had snatched their
wedpon from Mr;g&mlad thrown
it at its feet, while, with Trs~snowy head,
it struck in defiance the arching canopy
of heaven. I was thus engaged in thought,
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which but served to increase my indigna-
tion at the conduct of men, who sacri
ficed to personal interest the safety of
their country, when I was suddenly
struck with the sound of a voice, which
I'shall never, never forget. In unison with
my feelings at that moment, the notes
sometimes broke out into the wildest
tones of defiance; at others, syddenly
sinking, they seemed uncertain and
soothing. I dqred not logk around; I
felt as if entrinced, and I imagined I
heard the voice of these mountains,
mockmg the invaders, then smkmo into
despondence. Gradually the voice ap-
proached, — I could distinguish words. —
I heard footsteps. ‘I suddenly turned
round, and beheld a figure; I cannot
describe it to you. Arrayed in a dress
foreign to these mountains, her white
drapery, breathed on bz__n the wanten
g
breeze, now yed the delicate form
of her limbs, — now hid them from my
sight. Her dark eye seemed exultingly to -
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gaze upon my native rocks, while the
wild notes of defiance played upon her
lips. She suddenly saw me, and was si-
lent. She looked around, as if for some
one; and I then perceived, at a little dis-
tance, a man worn down more by grief
than by age. I approached, and re-as-
sured her. She blushed, and in that lan-
guage which, in its very sound, breathes
love, told me that she did not understand
me. I could not answer; but, gazing on
her, I seemed to be fascinated by her
words. The old man approached, and

we soon entered intQ conversation. I
spoke Italian fluently; her surprize and
pleasure cannot be painted, when she
heard me address her father in her native
language. I walked by her side, and I
was often so lost in thought, that I was
obliged to answer, by an unmeaning yes
or no, the questions of the old man.
Our convers;"tl.o.rn'f"ﬂsb.turned upon
Switzerland; he seemed to be perfectly
conversant with its situation. She entered
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with enthusiasm into its cause, and asked
me, why I was idling amidst these valleys,
when my country’ called me to thé post
of danger. These simple words from her
lips caused an emotion in My breast that
drew the blood to my cheeks. She
thought of me. I at once promised to
join my countrymen to-morrow. She then
told me, that orders had arrived at the
neighbouring towns for an instant levy
to join the army of D’Erlach, which it
was expected. would be immediately
brought into action.

*I was yet walking by her side, when
we arrived at Lauter-brunnen. At the
gate of a small cottage, after having
asked me to take some refreshment,
which I declined, they bade me.f"arewell,
There was a carriage waiting at the door,
The thought rushed upon my mind that
I might never see her again. I know got
by what impuleos—uiic; ignorant of the
forms of the world, I summoned gggragé,
at the moment of parting, to ask of her
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a ribbond with which she was playing;
that, as ‘I said, 1 might wear it in re-
membrance of her who had made me de-
cide upon joining the patriots. Blushing,
she looked at her father, who smiled con-
sent, and she bound round my arm the
scarf which she had worn during the
morning. I have often heard that song
again; I have often seen that form; and
many are the years I have worn that
scarf : — they have been years of misery
and grief. Memory has no moment to
look back to between the present and
that happy'day Yet, for such anothey

moment of enthusiasm I would undergo
all my miseries afresh. I revert to 1t as
the Arab, in the midst of the rising
sands, turns to his visions of the green
speck upon the deseri’s sandy ocean;
amidst dangers, that is his hope; in an-
guish, that is his refuge. That momert
seemed to bestow up happiness
which my fancy had so long pictured in
the future. But every moment since has



ERNESTUS BERCHTOLD. ° 23
/ .

only served to weave closer round me
the meshes of that net, which has shut
me out from joy. I then, howevef*, felt
as if time no longer weighed upon me;
and I was grieved, when a.rriving at my
father’s door, I found that the joys of
hours had passed as thosg of a minute.

. Ifound my sister in tears; Berchtold,
with his grey locks hiding the hands co-
vering his face. Heaging my footsteps,
my aged f'ather. rose, and .taking me in
his arms, with tears in his eyes, he told
me, that he could no longer take upon
‘mself to hinder ,me from joining my
colintrymen in the sacred cause of inde-
pendence. He bade me take leave of my
sister, and, while my courage remained, to
surmount the pangof biddingher farewell,
He told me, that he had caused my sister
to prepare every thing for a parting,
which he feared was to be our last. He
embraced mg,—srli”Tashed out of the
house. My sister’s eyes, wet with tears,
new turned upon me, anxious to show
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the same resolution as my father had dis-
played, she hastened my departure. She
gave me my gun and powder flask, ~-
bound round my waist more than half
the savings of Berchtold; and kissing me,
bade me farewell. Bewildered by the ra-
- pidity of my different emotions, I hurried
to the side of the lake, looked once more
up the steep mountain, on the ascent of
which Beatenberg raised its white cot-
tages, and, turning the point of land which
encroached upon the lake, I was soon
.wafted, in company with many others,
towards the town of Thun. 1 did ;?
heed the white sails hurrying along <he
blue rippling waves. 1 could not“gaze
upon the rich cultivated scenery of the
lake. My mind was straying midst those
wild glaciers, that once had been my
horror, — which to-day had shewn me the
unknown. Why does fate cause the ap-
proaches of  misery~te-he_decked with
all the show of promised happiness?
From this moment begins my eventful
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history ; till now I had only been in the
hands of the foul fiends that h.a.ve, tor-
nrented me, as plastic clay, which they
tormed in that manner, best fitted to con-
tain the miseries they were preparing to
pour upon it. You may think I have
rested too much upon my early years,
which passed without action; but. those
years saw deposited in my breast the
' seeds which have brought me to the state
df apathy and misery you wjtness. Taat
vision has provetl to me the harbinger of
more woes than it promised pleasures,
agd that scarf, which you see is yet
bodnd round my heart, has felt it beat
moreviolently through anguish, than it did
even through h’f)pe, at the moment it first
encircled my arm. My life till new had
passed in dreams. I had not known the
rude blast of worldly interests; I had
been unconscious of the activity of th&
bad passions, «nd had only viewed
man in the shape of my foster-father,
breaking by his presence the shackles of
VOL. I. c ’
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grief that restrained the energies of his
children, as the sun destroys the icy
bonds that bind the vital powers of the
spring. In the cause of charity and vir-
tue, I had seen employed those powers
and that activity which, exerted in a léss
degree, have often excited the admir-
ation of the multitude, and concealed
follies, nay, crimes, from even the philo-
sopher in that halo of fame they bring
around them. The earliest impression$,
I received, were those from my foster-
mother’s tales, and they have not left
me even at present ; how much less, when
but entering on manhood. I had sooften
gazed upon my mother’s picture, which
my sister wore round her"neck from her
earliest infancy, that, while sitting by
her tomb, it seemed as if her image had
haunted me in my sleep, for I frequently
found myself arguing as if I had kad
actual proof of the~existence of beings
supgrior to ourselves.

The evening had closed before I arrived
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at Thun. The town was crowded with
the peasantry of the neighbouring«moun-
Yains; there were fires throughout the
streets, around which stood the aged
and the boy, the mother and the virgin.
lhey were all come to offer their arms
in defence of their country. I approached
the town-house ; the door was crowded
with petitioners, who were attempting to
induce the sentinel to give them pre-
cedence in the.enrolment of their names.
I stood for sonie time watching the ear-
nestness with which the aged laid hold of
thelr very weakness and uselessness, as a
reason why they should be preferred in
the cause of death; while the young,
clatc with the hopes of youth, showing
their sinewy limbs, appealed to their ex-
pectations of victory from their strength,
as a reason why they should first be put
upon the lists for battle. Their arnis
were more various than their ages; an
iron wedge, sharpened and fastened to
the end of a stick, served. some as the
c 2
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substitute for a hatchet ; burnt stakes and
the chagmois hunter’s rifle mingled with
the scythe rounded into a sabre, and the:
sickle straightened to a sword. While
thus silently gazing upon the scene, a
magistrate, a friend of Berchtold, going
to his post, recognized me, and-approach-
ing, led me through a private entrance
into the, council chamber. My proftered
serviees were immediately accepted, and
I was directly ordered to put myself at
the head of those villagers, who could
be found in the town belonging to Berch-
told’s parish, avoiding, owever, as much
as possible the burthening myself with gife
infirm and women. I received orders to
reach Berne in the shortest possible time,
and to depart with the earliest dawn. 1
went out into the streets, a great part
of the peasants had retired under the
artades which are on each side of the
streets of Thun ; they there formed one
promiscuous mass, in which it was im-
possible to distinguish between man and
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woman.- All was silent, save, the dead
sound of- heavy footsteps and thes hoarse
*voice of individuals like myself, tread-
ing amidst these sleepers,sand calling out
the name of that place, whose inhabitants
.they sought. The night was damp and
dark, there was no ligh¢ in the heavens,
and often as I went, I stumbled over the
body of some unseen person, whe, utter-
ing a note of impatrence, again turned
himsclf to sleep. Imitating the example
of the others,” I called out the name of
Beatenberg at every step, and soonmuster-
ed almost the whale population of Berch-
told’s parish. I had a painful task, the-old
pointed to their children, and with tears
in their aged eyes, asked me if 1 intended
to hinder them from setting the%example
to their children, of dying for their native
soil. The women, "pointing to their
lovers, would take no refusal ; they seemed
determined to witness their conduct on
the day of battle, and see if they ‘were
worthy of the love they claimed. I spoke
c3
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separately to the young men, and advised
them to steal from their companions and
meet me at a certain hour about a mile
from the town.

They retired to rest, and Ilaid myself
down in the street to sleep ; I was soon
lost to all external objects, and I again
saw hovering at my side, her, who had
seemed in the morning but a vision. She
smiled upon me, again urged me by those
words ; — but. suddenly it seemed as if
the earth parted between ‘us, and ahuge
'chasm opened at my feet ; we seemed to
stretch our hands towards each other; I
threw myself into the gulph, and awpke.
Iinding it but a dream, I again attempted
to compose myself to sleep, but in vain ; her
image still stood before me, and the mo-
ment I rested uponit, theidea of myorphan
state and her apparent affluence startled
w, Ihadnot asked her name. I knew no-
thing of her ; her form, her face, her voice,
and her words already began to appear to
my memory as the recollections of an un-
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substantial, supernatural vision; but at this
moment my hand fell upon the, scarf,
which I had now bound round my chest.
The touch roused me from my painful
reveries, and hope pervaded my breast.
I started from the ground convinced that
she did exist, I fell upom my knees, and
uttered aloud a prayer to the Divinity to
make me worthy of her. Hardly had
the words passed my lips, when a loud
hoarse laugh seunded on my ear. It was
but a drunkard laughing at some wild
ipagination of his own; but it made me
shudder. I left #he town ; a heavy thick
rain was falling, there was no wind,
nothing seemed stirring, the shape of the
distant mountains could be perceived by
the white mass they presented on the
dark canopy of night; every thing else
was of one dead hue. I leant myself
against the trunk of an old tree, and the
dawn had, unperceived by me, risen in the
east, when I found myself roused By the
salutations of many of my comrades.
c 4
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I had in vain attempted to dissuade
the old and the women from joining us;
they were all with us at the appointed
hour. 1 again as fruitlessly endeavoured
to show them the embarrassment they
would prove to our march; they would
not listen, and I gave orders for the men
to proceed. In consequence of the ex-
crcise the peasants had been accustomed
to in their native villages, I found no dif-
ficulty in forming them into something
iike a regular body. Towards night, as I
had purposely pressed the march through-
out the day, I was glad to perceive
that the number of the old and infirm
had much diminished. Next morning I
again proceeded ; it was with great diffi-
culty thav I could restrain myself and
comrades from stopping to assist the wo-
men and old men who fell by the road-
side through actual weakness and fatigue.-
Their cries imploring assistance from
loversy from sons, were heart-rending. I
shut my ears and dared not listen. The
nearer 1 approached Berne, the more
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deserted I found the country, all had
flocked to the town or to the posts gf dan-
ger. Atlast, with a body of two hundred
men, not even yet entirely deserted by the
women, I entered the capital. I read
dismay and horror upon every face, even
the peasantry, which here, as at Thun,
crowded the streets, were silent ; there
were no signs of enthusiasm, bnt the
glance of suspicion fgll from every eye.
Just as we were approaching the great
place, we metea party of soldiers with
their bayonets wet with blood. They
s€cmed with hasty steps to be hurrying
frém a spot that brought something hor-
rible to their mind. They did not speak,
but we soon learnt that they were the
murderers of Stetter and Ryhinere They-
washed the blood of their countrymen’
from their weapons in the blood of their
invaders, and” at last bathed them with
their own. DPosterity may then spare.
their names the brand of infamy, for a
momentary fit of rage against those they
imagined traitors to their country.
' cS5
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We were ordered ifnmediately upoti
our artivdl to reinforce the army at Ira-
uenbrunnen, and were joined upon our
departure by other militias, and by the
venerable Steiguer, who had just thrown
up the insignia of civil office in the deter:
mination of dying for his country. We
arrived at a critical moment, the French
having an advantage in cavalry and artil-
lery, which the Swiss could not resist,
were upon thg¢ point of surrounding the
small army, the only impediment in their
road to Berne. Stciguer immediately per-
ceived the danger ; ordering us to follo:t,
he rushed forwards, and attacked the
troops which, having already passed the
right flank of General d’Erlach, were
upon the point of gaining the road on
his rear. The combat was obstinate, our
chief attack was upon the artillery, with
which the enemy was attempting to cross
the road. Our women did not shrink,
they .rushed forward, threw themselves
upon the wheels of the guns, and allowed
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themselves to be hewn to pieces ere they
would quit their hold. *

+ The army under D’Erlach had in the
meantime began its retreat to Grauholtz.
We found ourselves surrounded and en-
‘gaged amidst the very carriages of our
enemy’s guns, which w¢ had taken. By
great exertions at last we formed ourselves
again into a compact body, and syddenly,
as if by one impulse, fa]ling upon ourknees,
weofferedaprayer tothe God of battle. The
enemy thinkintg we were about to throw
down our arms, checked themselves for a
moment ; we arqse; the officers placed
then selves at the head of the column,
whichset up aloudshout, ran uponthefoe,
andbearingall opposition down,soonreach-
ed Urteren, where we made a mementary
stand, and then reached Grauholtz.

The troops were immediately em-
ployed ‘in raising’ an abbatis- in front.
While the men were thus engaged,
Erlach and Steiguer met; at the instiga-
tion of \the latter, the general came

cb °
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forward, and thanked my troop for the
intrepidity it had shown during the whole
combat. I was particularly noticed by
them, and received from the aged general
a medal he wore round bhis neck, as a
token of his country’s gratitude. « 1
have seen,” he said, ¢ the sun rise to-day
upon freemen; I shall not see it set upon
my countrymen. QOur country is lost;
it cannot thank its sons; let me, there-
fore, who have directed its last efforts for
freedom, acknowledze the few hours’
respite you have obtained to its fate, by
presenting you with thig mark of honou',
which I obtained from a free nations’
The loud roar of cannon burst upon our
cars ; he left me. I stood for a moment
still ; inone hand I held the medal, with
the other I pressed the scarf of my un-
known friend closer to my heart. Again
wa fought, but again -their numbers en-
abled them to turn our flank, and, in
spite of the strengti of our position, we
were obliged to retreat. One more
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struggle at the gates of Berne, and all
was lost. The slaughter was 'homble

Determined to sell my life as dear as I
could, I rushed into the thickest of the
fight ; but my peasants followed me ; they
Snatched me from danger, and bore me
struggling through the town. I re-
proached them with having deprived me
of an honourable death ; one approached
with aged steps; looking me in the face,
he merely mentioned the name of Berch-
told. I understood him ; ; and, leaving
Berne, we turned our steps towards
Thun.

. Unfontunately, the slaughter by the,
cnemy’s sword was not the only horror
that attended the dispersion of our troops.
"The peasants and soldiers never,, in their
legendary tales, having heard of a defeat
" accompanied by a retreat, on their native
soil, imputed the whole to the treachery
of their officers. The French had from
the very beginning spread papers tp this
purport amongst them. As we pro-
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ceeded, we therefore found the bodies of
many of* their officers hacked to pieces
by the infuriate stragglers. Upon our
arrival at Musingen, we found General
@’Erlach in the hands of some of these
men, who had determined to convey him
to Berne. With him was his wife, who
had accompanied Lim in his flight, and
a young officer, whom I had remarked
earnestly engaged in looking at my scarf,
at the moment I was receiving the genc-
ral’s thanks at Grauholtz. *I remonstrated
with the soldiers, but in vain. I gradu-
ally, however, contrived to approach the
general, and, when I thought myself six-
ficiently near to shield him, drawing my
sword, I called upon the Beatenbergers
to assistme, and instantly attacked them.
The young officer, possessing himself in
the struggle of a sword, was soon by my
side. The peasants joined us; we drove
the soldiers through the viilage ; but in
the meanwhile some stragglers issued
trom the houses; and striking the defence-
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less old man with’their hatchets left him
for dead in-the arms of his wifes When
1 returned, I found him apparently reviv-
ing through her care; it was only for
a moment, he could not speak; it ap-
peared, however, as if he recognised
me, for he pressed my hand, and turned
his closing eyes, first on his wife,
then towards me. Thinking he recom-
mended her to my care, I promised
that I would protect her to the utmost
of my power p his eye glistened, and he
explred

* At this momgnt I again heard the
Cties of the soldiers. As there was an
unfrequented path over the mountains
from this place towards Hoestetten,
whence the young officer migpt easily
get to Lucerne, I advised him to pursue
it, and get immediately out of the: canton
of Berne. We parted. Gathering my
peasants together, 1 directly set off
with Madame Erlach in the cart towards
Thun. She did not shriek or weep, she
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sccmed stupified by the greatness of her
loss, and, when arrived at the city, she
without difficulty allowed herself to be
taken from the body, and to be conveyed
in a boat to Berchtold’s, whence she
retired in a short time to complete
solitude, where she saw no one, and soon
after died.

I cannot paint to you the joy of Berch-
told when he once more held me within
his arms. My sister’s tears flowed now
as profusely as at our parting, but from
a different cause. I had only been away
a few days, yet the crowded events that
took place in that short period made &
appear as many weeks. The first spot
I sought with my sister was my mother’s
grave. There I sat with her silently
engaged in thought; after some time
we began to converse, and as I had no-
thing bidden from her, I soon told the
whole of my history from the morning
of that day on which I had seen -the
unknown. .She seemed disturbed, and
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upon my pressing her to explain.to me
what passed in her breast, she® aglyised
me to beware, for that it was probably
one of the spirits of the Jungfrau’s
eternal frosts that had accosted me. I
laughed at what I deemed her folly;
but I soon perceived that there was
something more on her mind than she
was willing to confess. In vain I be-
sought her to disclose ,it to me; she told
me she durst pot, and asked me as a
favour not to Speak to her any more on
this subject. Alarmed, I knew not why,
I*looked at her with earnest attention.
SHte could no longer bear it, but throw-
ing herself into my arms, informed me
that while 1 was away she had seen our
mother, who had appeared to ker, ar-
rayed in mourning, announcing, that
I was in the greatest danger, and that
she must guard me, but that unless she
wished to share my peril, she must con-
ceal it from me. ¢ Ernestus,” my sister
said, « I cannot obey, let your fate be
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mine, and 1 am content.”” Saying this,

she again pressed me to her besom, and

wept. [ was moved, I sat down by ber .
side; bound in each other’s arms, we

gazed upon the green sod in silence, un-

willing to disturb those thoughts which

we know must be the same in the

breasts of both.

Anxious to learn some tidings concern-
ing the fate of my native country, I went
every day to Thun. My indignation
was excited by the recital®of the cruelties
and extertions of the French, and, when
they dared to attempt ™ disarming the
inhabitants, determined not to submit$o
30 base an insult, I was proscribed, and
sought refuge amongst those mountains
which kad been the scenes of my prowess
mn the chase. I went and sat whole
days by the rocks in the Wengern Alp,
where I first saw that form which has
since engrossed the whole of my thoughts.
I made enquiries at Lauterbrunnen con-
cerning the two strangers, but ineffec-
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tually; they had merely been there as
other travellers, to view the '.sublimé
scenery of the mountains, and had not
been heard of since. I remained a whole
month amidst these rocks, only going to
Beatenberg at night, when Berchtold and
my sister would receive me, and supply-
ing me with provisions for the ensuing
days, tell me of all the insults that added
" to the shame of Switzerland. But at last
they showed me the proclamation of
Schwarenberg wgainst the six eastern
cantons. I immediately announced my
determination to jpin them. Berchtold
saill nothing ; my sister followed me out
of the liouse, and begged to be permitted
to accompany me. I refused, and upon
her reminding me of her dream, teld her,
that, as it promised she should share my
peril, it would prove impossible for me to
go into any real danger without her, that
therefore she need not follow me, or, if
the fates decreed it, we should mept at
that moment without any endeavours on
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our part to assist their fiat. I painted to
her the’horrors of the exterminating war-
fare that was carried on, and assertéd
that it was most likely not the peril of
the sword in which she was to partake.
In short, T forced her to promise me not
to follow, by, representing to her the
misery Berchtold would undergo, if' at
once deprived of both of his adopted
children. 1 led her back to the door,
and left her in his arms. |,

It is useless for me fo give you an
account of this campaign. It is recorded
in history with even-all the unsuccessful
struggles for liberty, as one of thdse
gleamings of that noble spirit in men,
which, though generally hidden under the
pressure of vice and corruption, at times
bursts forth like the volcano’s fire.. I was
taken prisoner, and could find no means
obescaping, till the French, towards the
end of June, after the restoration of
Rapipat, became more lenient in their -
treatment of their prisoners, and less care-
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tul in their watch’ over them. 1 once
more joined the Underwalders, and was
again witness to the defeat of my couhtry-
men. I met the young officer I had
saved from slaughter at Musingen. His
n#me was Olivieri. We had no time for
intercourse, always in actlon or on the
march, we only saw one another in the
field, where we often joined and tried to
*vie with each other in acts of daring and
courage. We became' at last noted in
the army, and thourrh only volunteers,
we each soon found ourselves at the head
of Wbout ninety men, who always were
ready to obey our commands.

In the midst of our struggles in the
Underwald, intelligence reached us of an
insurrection having taken place jn the
upper Valais; it was deemed necessary
by the leaders of our army to send them
assistance, and thus cause a diversion i
our favour. They proposed that one
hundred men should be given to each of
us, ‘and that with this force we should be



40 EENESTUS BERCIITOLD.

sent to aid the Valisians in their attempt.
It was @ hazardous undertaking, we had
to cross upon the flanks of the enemy, amd
should be obliged, it was supposed, to pass
through the Grimsel, which was in the
possession of the French. When it was
proposed, no ope was found to volunteer;
no Underwalder would leave his home in
the hour of danger. 1 had however re-
marked a number of Schweitzers, who
had joined us singly, having left their
dwellings, though not countenanced by
their countrymen who were ranged on
the other side, to parfake in the dangers
of the patriotic Underwalders. To thkse
men we applied, and in a short time, two
bundred men were selected. We kept
almost s1ipon the summit of the high ridge
that joins the Furca from the Lake of
Lucerne, and crossing the glaciers by
rocks, that even in the chase of the
chamois would have startled me, we ar-
rived at Realp, and soon crossed into the
Valais. At Obergesteln we learnt that
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some French troops had that very night
crossed from the Grimsel, while the
whole body of peasants were engaged in
the lower part of the valley, amidst the
fastnesses attempting to stop that force
which was advancing by the bridge of
Hochflue, They had committed great
outrages, and had caused those, who were
able, to fly behind the glaciers of the
" Rhone. .

Our undertaking now seemed despe-
rate. The number of the French in the
rear of our allies was greater than ours,
and the end of thes Valais through which
we® were to advance was flat and open,
without any shelter, surrounded by
steep mountains, Olivieri was however
before me, we had each one htndred
chosen men, and he seemed resolved on
advancing. Not knowing how to pro-
cure intelligence of the enemy, I imme-
diately offered to advance by myself and
reconnoitre, As I well knew every part
of this valley, I was certainly the fittest
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person in our body for such an under-
taking ;¢ but my companion would not
hear of ceding the post of danger to mes;
we were obliged to draw lots, and it fell
upon him, and he departed.

.In the mean time the women, hearing
of our arrival, came from their fastnesses,
and joined us. They seized upon every
thing  which offered the semblance of a
weapon, and resolved to follow us. As
my companion did not return as soon as
I expected, fearful of a:surprise, I de-
-termined to advance, and, if possible, gain
some of the passes Jbefore the enemy
knew. of our arrival. I, however, pgvi-
ously sent forward a young woman, to see
if she could obtain any intelligence of:
Olivieni. I then ordered the men to fol.
‘low in silenee, and marching all the even.
mg, we at last, towards night, reached
the village of Blizingen, where the valley
straightens, and becomes more in¢losed
and.rocky. The river here runs thrqugh
a deeply-cut channel, more resembling.
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a ravine, than a common bed. As-I
knew there was but one path, and that
very steep and dangerous, I ordered my
men to rest upon their arms, while I went
algng the river’s channel to learn some-
thing concerning the enemy, who I
thought could not have 2dvanced much
farther. At last, being arrived opposite
_the village of Vietsch, I heard a ‘great
noise, and saw many lights ; making no
doubt but that these proceeded from the
point where the enemy was stationed, I re-
turped. I found my men asleep ; arousing
them I ascended at*their head' the steep
sides of the mountain, and making them
march parallel with the path, but much
higher, I brought them above the village,
and hid them in a wood of pines that
stretches along the steep. I now no
longer feared the superior numbers of the,
enemy, the ascent.was so precipitous that
we could not be attacked, except to great
disadvantage, while we could either join
D
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the Valisians, or fall upon the foe witls
every»prospect of victory.

I determined once more to go and dis-
cover their exact position, giving the word
that if I thought it a fit moment for an
attack, I would fire my gun, and then
sound my hunttng horn, so that no mis-
take could occur from the firing of any
drunken soldiers or guard. Wrapt upin
my mantle I descended from the wood,
and found the men lying securely asleep
in the road betwcen the houses.  They
were certainly all there ; anxious to knpw
something ‘concerning my companion, I
resolved, in spite of the risk, to awakel
some straggler, and learn from him if any
prisoner was amongst them. I accord-
ingly applo'whed one who, stretched along
the edge of a precipice over the river, was
sunk in a sleep that scemed that of the in-
nocent. Putting my pistol to his breast,
I awoke him. Alarmed, he was upon the
poi'nt of calling out, when I threatencd
him with instant death. To my inquiries
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he answered, that a person had bgen sur-
prized by some stragglers in the coutse of
the day, and he added that he was then
lying bound in a cottage in the very cen-
tre of the village, destined to be in the
morning a but for their muskets. It did
not appear that his having been found
armed had excited suspicion, as he was
-taken for a common peasant. Deter-
mined to save Olivieri, I knew not what to
do with this sleéper, to shoot him would
alarm the enemy, they might immediate-
ly edispatch my friend, and yet I could
notelcave this man to raise his comrades.
I pushed him down the precipice, and
directly cntered the village. All were
asleep, 1 found the cottage, there,was a
light in the window. I stole close to it,
wrapping myself up in my mantle. I
looked in; you may imagine my alarms
when I saw two soldiers awake in conver-
sation, while my friend, upon his back,
was bound to a bench fastened to the
Joor.  There were several sdldiers at my
: D 2
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feet, with their arms by their sides, =
sudden thought struck me, I seized one
of their guns and firing it, I instantly re-
treated to the other side of the cottage,
where I had remarked a window close to
the fatal bench. As I expected, the two
soldiers went out to inquire about the re-
port which they had heard ; 1 took advan.
tage of the few moments, leapt into the
room by the window, roused Olivieri, who
gazed upon me expecting death; I made
a sign for silence, cut his bonds, and was
again out of the cottage with my com.-
panion, when I heard the door open to.ad-
mit the two soldiers. We hastened wp the
ascent, and when, amidst the rocks I fired
my own fowling piece, and blew a national
air upon my horn. Before the enemy,
alarmed by the two soldiers, who missed
¢heir prisoner, could form, we were
amongst them, and morn had hardly
dawned before we had cut to pieces the
whole of this detachment. I could have
induced the inen to give quarter, but the
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women were outrageous, they followed
our soldiers, and dispatched thé wound-
ed, whom their more merciful com-
panions had spared, while they excited the
Schweitzers to slaughter even those who
threw up their arms; none were saved.
The Valisians who wete making head
against this body, hearing the report of so
many guns, did not know what to believe ;
they however approached, and when they
heard the Swis§ war cry of liberty, they
immediately joined us. Their joy cannot
be expressed by words ; Olivieri and mya
self had in the nfean time met, and his
thanks were profuse; but what was my
sorrow to find that the young woman
bad been seized and bayoneted in cold
blood, because she would not acknow-
ledge the right of the French to a supe-
riority over her nation ; she had pretend-
ed not to know my companion, and thus
avoided betraying us, by not bemg con-
fronted with him,

We bad gained a victory, but it only

D3
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served to delay the subjection of this
noble peasantry ; they were obliged to
come at last to a capitulation. We could
not be included in it; the French assert-
ed that the Schweitzers were deserters.
We therefore determined to attempt once
more a passage over the most untre-
quented Alps. Toavoidthe Grimsel, where
the I'rench might pass to interrupt our
passage, we crossed at once into the val.
ley of Formazza. Hidden in the day
amidst the woods, gr upon the tops of
precipices, my few companions, for our
numbers had been .gieatly diminished,
journeyed in the night by a circuifous
route into the Vadi Bedretto, and thence
over the St. Gothard by the path we had
come, towards the valley of Stantz. We
had there expected to find our former
companions yet struggling for life, if not
for victory. We entered the valley, there
was no living creature to be found, there
was 2 silence unbroken by any sdund of
human Jabour, the hoarse ravens fluttered
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above us, as if they thought we also came
to spread their banquet. We dould find
‘1o one to guide us, no one even to tell us
of our misfortune. Our imaginations pic-
tured suflicient. The villages were burnt,
the cattle lay slaughtered on the field, it
seemed as if death, witl onc sweep of his
scythe, had cut off the life of-all. Creep-
ing along the sides of the mountains, we
approached Stantz, we expected to find
the destroyers there; dut when we
were in sight, there was no town appear-
ipg. We found but sixteen straggling
houses yet standing, all the rest were
b:l!‘llt; these also bore the Frenchmen’s
mark, they were billetted. We looked
at one another in silence. The birds of
prey were not disturbed by our presence,
they continued feeding on the dead.
While walking amidst - these ruins, I at
last heard the sound of a voice, it was the
cry of sorrow. A mother had 'found
words to call on heaven' for strength to
bear her individual grief, heedless of her -
D 4
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country’s death. I saw her amidst these
ruins, .her hands were tearing up the soil
“to give the last refuge her country could
afford to her child, —a grave. She did
not at first perceive me, when she did,
her hand worked doubly quick, while,
with her eyes fixed upon the corpse, her
harried lips uttered, ¢ hold your hand,
hold your hand for a moment, I shall
soon be ready to follow.” I dug her
son’s grave, and left her striking the sod
as if she repented of having resigned the
body to the earth.

We assembled our féw remaining com-
panions, Olivieri and myself addressed
them, we advised them to separate and
seek singly a refuge in their homes.
While yet speaking one of them brought
before us a man, who seemed to have
risen from the grave. His grey locks,
thinly scattered on his head, were entang.-
led, his eyes were sunk so deep within
their sockets, that their lustre seemed the
last glimmering of life before it sinks.
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He had sought death from the foes, and
they, in mockery, had bade him live.
‘They had fastened him to a table in the
open air, with several days’ provision
within his reach, and had placed before
his sight the corpses of his aged -wife,
his children, and grandchildren, all mark-
ed with the wanton infliction of their bar-
barous cruelty, not even excelled-by the
voracity of the vulture or beasts of prey.
This wretched being told us that the
Schweitzers had troops placed the whole
length of the other side of the lake, to
hinder the fugitives from. this valley
escaping. Upon this intelligence our
men became dejected ; the thoughts of
dying ingloriously by the hands of their
treacherous countrymen, weighéd upon
their mind. They spoke some time
amongst themselves, and then begged of
us not to desert them, assuring us that if
we enabled them to reach the upper part
of Schweitz unbroken, they. then tould
disperse to their families wjthout danger.
D5
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We could not refuse them. We ordered
them fo’'go along the shore, and see if
they could find any boats ; they soon got
together more than enough to convey
+us over. But they had been observed
by an individual, who had immediately
put off in his skiff, and crossed to the
other side. This rendered greater caution
necessary, as he would undoubtedly in-
form the enemy of our neighbourhood.
We offered to.take the old man with us;
he refused ; determined, 1ot even in ruin,
40 desert those spots which had seen his
birth, and igfancy, and. manhood, he re-
turned to the bodies of his childgén,
threw himself upon them, apparently
resolved to breathe his last sigh in de-
fending these mangled remnants from
further insult: all that we could do was
to lay a fresh stock of provisions by his
side. . :
Hoping to find the enemy unprepared,
. upon some point or other, we immediately
entered. our boats.  They however watch-
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ed ams, and at the moment of our landjng,
appeared before us in a body 8o0.nume-
‘rous, that it seemed impossible to escape.
We formed our men in the very water
into a wedge, and taking a gun and-
bayonet ourselves, we led them against
the foes, determined either to cut our
way through, or to fall upon the field of
battle. After repeated charges we at last
succeeded, but our numbers were reduced
to fifty, and several were wounded. We
mustered upon the very spot where the
liperty of Switzerland had been sworn to
by the three pattiots ; it was the valley
of Brunnen. Fortunately the Schweit-
zers did not pursue us. - Travelling
night and day, we at last gained the
higher parts of the canton, whénce my
companions came. We separated, and
it was a proud moment when they brought
their wives and children to thank us as
the preservers of their husbands and fa-
thers. Olivieri and myself were now &lene
amongst the mountains, asareward wasset
p 6
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upen our heads, and as we here depended
entirely ipon the fidelity of many who
had shunned our cause, we determined
to depart and seek some other refuge.
My friend knew not where to go, being
ignorant, as he said, where his family was';
he having left i# privately, while travel-
ling, to join the Swiss. He however
determined to go into the Austrian do-
minions, and there seek for information.
We parted with mutual protestations of
friendship, and a promise from him of
letting me know by means of Berchtold,
when he had found safety. We had had
little communication ; I therefore scarce-,
ly knew more than that Olivieri was not
his family name, and that he was an
Italian. I had often remarked his eyes
to be fixed upon my scarf, but his delica-
cy preventing him from speaking upon a
subject, he perceived I was not willing to
converse on, was the cause of our parting
without further communication. He was
indeed the brother of that object, which
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had never deserted my thoughts, whijch,
sleeping and waking, my lips had often
called upon. No night passed, though
dangers surrounded me on every side,
without her image rising to cheer for a.
moment my wearied heart ; but the dreams
always ended unhappilys It seemed as if
the fates were determined to embitter
even those moments, in which I was en-
gaged in a noble cause, thus to prepare
my mind for those pangs. which follow
guilt. You may think I rest too much
upon these instants of my life; but I
‘dread to narrate my miseries.; the recall-
ing to memory anguish and grief racks
my heart; but I have begun, and you
shall hear the whole.

Knowing the country well, arfd being
acquainted with every pass, I found no
difficulty in reaching the neighbourhood
of Beatenberg, and I was soon locked in
my sister’s arms. Berchtold and Julia’s
anxiety about me had been great,’ they
had heard by report of my being in
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action, and had seen in the papers the
immense reward offered for my petson.
Seeing me safe they could not contain
their joy ; but morning came, and I was
obliged to depart into the mountains, for
who could be trusted? Treachery and
avarice had proved at last the master
passions in many breasts, though they
had at-first worn the mask of the noblest
virtues. Promising to be back at night,
1 flew to the Wengern Alp, and there
again visited the spot, which now began
to appear sacred to my mind. At night
I returned to the pastos’s cottage ; I only
found my sister there, he was gone‘ to
Thun. Leaving the house, Julia led me
to our mother’s grave, and again begged
of me to be cautious, for constantly while
[ had been absent the same admonition
had been given. It did not seem to her
t0 relate to a personal danger ; it was a
vague threat, that seemed the more ter-
rific, because it could not be decidedly
represented to the mind. She then beg-
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ged of me to relate the dangers I had yn-
dergone ; I gave her a minute account of
the whole.

Amongst other things which she men-
tioned to me, was the arrival of a stranger,
who had taken up his abode at Interlaken,
and who excited the worvler of his neigh-
bours by the account his servants gave of
his riches, and by their intimation of his
having communication with an evil spirit.
The source of .his riches was unknown.
Many were thé tales related concerning
him, and if but half were true, she said,
he must certainly be possessed of a won-
defful power. He was old and apparently
wretched. His only daughter accompa-
nied him, her beauty was as much the
subject of conversation, as the riehes of
her father. These were the only rumours
my sister had heard, for they had only
arrived a few days before. I wish that 1
had never known more, I did not laugh
at the idea of the supernatural part of the
report. We were both too strongly
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imbued with the tales of our foster-mo-
ther not to attach some credit to them.
My sister’s dreams, in which our mother
visited her, my own which always por-
tended misfortune, had enforced upon
our minds the belief of the interference
of superior beings.

For severalnights Ireturned, but Berch-
told was yet as we imagined, at Thun.
My sister and myself left entirely to our-
selves, again talked over the feats of
Olivieri, and she cften asked me to re-
peat them, seeming with pleasure to rest
upon every circumstance regarding him.
Foolishly, I also took a pleasure in rela.
ting them, for though we had been con-
stantly rivals, there was a frankness, a
heedless daring about him, that excited
admiration, at the same time, that the
warmth of his expressions called forth a
rec1proca1 feeling of love. I knew mnot
then how to discover the sting protrud-
ing ‘from the rich scales of the snake.
We conversed upon our mother, and my
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enquiries were numerous about her per-
son, her voice. I cannot explain i, .but I
wished even from Julia’s dreams to aid the
representation 1 had formed from her por-
trait of a being, who seemed even after
life, to feel an interest in my fate. In
the locket, there was a inelancholy look
about her dark blue eyes, that was ren-
dered heavenly, by the soft smile playing
upon her open lip. I had gazed upon it
so often, that I had her image before me,
even when far from home, but it was only
digtinct in the face, which appeared to be
gazing on heaven,*with the censciousness
of havmg obtained a prayer for me. Since
my sister’s dreams, it seemed as if I knew
a mother’s care, and I often sighed, to
think, that though thus thoughtful of me
even in heaven, she did not think me wor-
thy of enjoying her smile.

One morning I left my sister, and re-
tired to the wild borders of the Brientz
lake. The sun rose, and with its glitter-
ing ray painted on the water, the reflect.’
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e images of the wild rocks upon the other
side., There is a point which juts into
the lake, and on it are the ruins of an oid
church ; I did not feel inclined to exert
myself to reach a more distant spot, but
I'laid myself' down by an arching gateway,
round which the ivy clustered, as if’ by
its tenacious grasp, it would hold together
themonumentsof anotherage, upon which
the breath of time was acting with a de-
structive power, unheeded by man. I
seemed to feel this breath of time acting
upon me as upon these works of man, the
wild joys of youth secmed sunk into the,
melancholy uniform feeling attendant
upon age, when all joy is passed, all' hope
extinguished by the consciousness of the
presence of death. I gazed upon the
mists as they rolled slowly along the hills,
veiling successively the various beauties
of the banks, and watched the cloud’s
shadow, depriving tlie lake of its glitter-
ing-sheen, I rested upon their passing
powers, butdidnot notice, that the glow of
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of the bright sun invariably returned upon
the spots, before darkened by a 8hadow.
pd'he peasants’ barge, and the .light skiff,
passed rapidly before me, but unheeded
they passed in silence, for it appeared, as
if, even they sympathized in my grief.
It was mid-day, T rose te shelter myself
from the sun’s ray, and sought that side
of the point towards Interlaken. 'There
was a small light skiffupon the water, and
in it was a female figure. It wasat some
distance, it gra‘dually approached ; my
heart flutttered, my breathing became dif-
ficult, my eyes were fixed upon a form
I seemed to recognise. Her face wasnot
lit up, as I had seen it, by all the fire of
her indignant eye; carried along by her
small latin sail, she approached. Her eye
was gazing upon the rippling wave, cut
by her prow, it seemed as if joy did not
dwell there, her eye-lash veiled it$ splen-
dour, while her black locks curling on
the breeze, floated playfully around. Her
breast at times would heave as if the sov- .
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row in her bosom was loath to grieve her,
but she seemed unwilling it should go,
for she rested upon it. I stood intently
gazing, it seemed as if my least motion
would have at once destroyed an ii'nsion.
‘The current brought her hee:s. = close
to the shore, and the boat striick the
bank ; she looked around and saw u:e. It
was plain she recognised me, for her eyes
fixed upon her scarf. To paint to you,
the varying expressions bf that eye, and
the varied colour of that cheek, is impos-
sible. 'With slow hesitating steps she ap-
proached, vur eyes ditl not dare to meet,
and I stood by her for some momgnts in
silence; at last with a trembling voice, she
asked me if my name were not Ernestus
Berchtold ? « If you own that name, fly
instantly, you have been betrayed, and the
plood-suckers are already, at Interlaken
upon their way to Berchtold, do noi go
there to-night.” I could hardly acknow-
ledge my name, I was so moved by her
voice ; she offered to convey me to the
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other side of the lake, if I thought myse}f
safer there. Unconscious of what' L was
doing, I entered her boat, and taking the
oars, tried by. violent exertions to rouse
myself ; we did.not speak; when upon the
other side, I landed. Farewell fell from
her lips, and it seemed as if the echoes
mocking me, repeated farewell. I stood
still, watching her as entering the current
of the Aar, she was gradually borne
down towards Imterlaken; even when she
had passed the b;idge, I gazed, and seenr-
ed.to see a white speck, that I imagined
was her. * .

I turned away, and towards evening
found myself upon the same spot on which
1 had first seen her. Again, she had ap-
peared. At first, she had guided nfe into
the path of honour, this day she ensured
my safety. Was she then a vision? I
asked myself. Was it my guardian angel,’
who invested that form? 1did not think
of pursuing my route to any place of
greater safety, it seemed as if this spot
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where 1uy protector had appeared, was se-
cure,.I'laid me down beneath the rock,
that had witnessed her presence, and of-
fering np a prayer to heaven, 1 gave way
to all the visions my imagination offered.
She had recognised me, she knew my
name, my ranky and still felt an interest
in my safety. If you have cver known,
what +it is to be in love, you may judge
what my feclings were, if" not, my words
are useless, * I hardly slept the whole
night

Next day I roamed restless over the
Alpinc heights arounds I did not heed the
horrors or the beauties of these solxtgdes
The cataract fell by my side, and yet 1
heard it not, wherever the valley wound,
thither I followed ; but as evening threw
its stillness over nature, ere the light cano-
py of heaven was darkened, I found my-
self upon the covered bridge of Interla-
ken, 1 had forgotten my danger. The
open spaces between the beams support-
ing the roof, enabled me to see the dif-
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ferent houses which skirt the river’s side.
Mine eyes however gazed upon that «on,
in"which I had heard, the new inhabitants
of this neighbourhood had taken up their
abode. I had imagined my unknown
was the beautiful daughter I had heard of
from my sister ; and 1 hafl not long been
upon my station, when 1 saw her come
forth, supporting upon her arm the feeble
steps of the old man I had scen with her
upon the Wengern Alp.  Her eyes, fixed
upon his languid face, seecmed anxiously
to be watching the features of her invalid
father. "There was' a bush not far from
the door beneath the wide-spreading ca-
nopy of a lofty elm ; she placed him there,
and 1 saw reflected on her face, the smile
which beamed upon the old man’s, as he
gazed upon the setting sun. I watched
her slightest action, her every glance, it
seemed as if her words soothed the pains;
of sickness, and lightened the languor at-
tendant upon an invalid’s inactivity. Obh,
it that smile had fallen upon myself, as



72 ERNESTUS BERCHTOLD.
.

it.then fell upon her father, if I had only
felt its’ cheering influence without that
burning passion it has excited in this
breast ; but I must not anticipate my nar-
ration. The sun sunk behind the moun-
tains, she carefully shielded her sire from
the damp. I watched her retiring steps,
heard the door close after her, and at last
turned away.

Intending to depart again to some
retired spot, 1 was advancing, when I
perceived that there was some one at the
end of the bridge apparently watchipg
me, and then retiring as if to look up
the road. Alarmed, I seized my hunting
knife and approached him: seeing me
advance, he came towards me, it was
the setvant of Berchtold. He had seen
me from a neighbouring height, and an-
xious, as he said, for my safety, had im-
mediately followed me, and finding me ox
the bridge, had several times spoken to
me without my paying the least attention ;
perceiving at last how I was engaged in



ERNESTUS BERCHTOLD. 78

‘contemplating the beautiful object befdre
me, he had contented himself with gliard-
ing the entrance to the bridge. I en-
quired about the French soldiers, he
turned pale, but at that moment I hardly
noticed it ; he told me that they had been
watching Berchtold’s hodse during the
whole of the night, apparently aware of
my being in the habit of going there
every evening. He informed me that
there were only® two remaihing, whom
he had supplied so abundantly with
wine, that if I chose to venture towards
the cottage, he woulld inform Berchtold
and my sister where they could mect me,
while he engaged the attention of my
pursuers. How easily I was deceiyed ;
I have since known the value of men’s
professions ; then I was young and confi-
dent in virtue. Berchtold and my sister
met me, but there were other soldiers
in the neighbourhood ; those the servant
led to a pass by which 1 must descend on

my return. It was but another instance
E ;
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of that venal boasted honour which so
much stains the Swiss patriotic history.
In the mean time Ilearnt from Berch-
told that he had walked to Berne, hoping
to cause my sentence of outlawry to be
cancelled; that the French employers
had lulled himwith hope until he had been
rash enough to acknowledge my being
in this neighbourhood ; when they would
listen to him no longer, but sent the sol-
diers I have mentioned. Even Ochs, who
had formerly been his school-fellow, had
laughed when he reproached him for so
vile a breach of confitlence, I spoke ‘with
my sister apart, and informed her of my
discovery, she was surprised, and seemed
downcast ; but Berchtold, who had gone
to listen, and reported all silent, joining
us, we could not proceed in our conversa-
tion. 1 embraced them, and had begun to
descend the steep, when I heard myself
challenged ; having my gun with me, I
fired, and the challenger fell; but one
leapt upon my back, it was my own ser-
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vant, and I was surrounded. I stryck
upon every side, but it was in vaig: de-
termined, however, to be revenged, I
threw myself upon the ground with the
traitor ; as we turned, I succeeded in
getting him undermost, and plunged my
hunting-knife up to theshilt in his chest.
He groaned and died. I surrendered.

I was hurried to Interlaken, put-into a
boat, and before the dawn of day, was
locked in the prisons of Thun. I ex-
pected to be immediately taken out and
shot. I was not, however, disturbed till
night, when I was awakened from a
sound sleep, and, guarded by a company
of soldiers, was ordered to be conveyed
to the castle of Chillon, upon the lake
of Geneva. Entering into conversation
with the soldier who marched by my
side, I heard from him that Berchtold and
my sister had in vain applied for admis-
sion to my dungeon, upon hearing of my
misfortune ; that the reason I was re-
moved at this late hour arose from the
: E 2
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magistrate’s fearing a rescue by the peo<
ple, who once or twice in the day had
seemed, by their tumultuous meeting,
inclined to force the prison of him whom
they called their only remaining patriot.
From him I first learnt that my name was
in every mouth  that there were romantic
tales printed about me, and spread over
all the.country in spite of the police which
endeavoured so suppress them. Idid not
feel any vain exultation at this; I was too
near death; butI certainly experienced
some satisfaction in the thought, that for
Louisa, —that—that was her name. For
years locked up within my breast, it’has
not passed my lips. I haye not dased to
utter that name, not even whisper it to
my own ear; but it has been deeply en-
graven here. It is now a spell that con-
jures up horrid thoughts; once it did not.

But I must command myself. I had
not visited this part. of Switzerland yet,
though beautiful, and perhaps richer than
any I had seen, it passed unobserved
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before my eyes. The simple villagers,
hearing my name, came round tl' inns at
which we stopped, and looked upon me
in silence. Mothers brought their chil-
dren to me to kiss, as if my kiss could
call down a blessing, or inspire heroism.
I crossed the Dent de Jamanu, and soon
saw the castle once the prison of Bonni-
va, now destined to be my own. -

The draw-bridge was up, and the sen-
tinels were parading as if they esteemed
the castle of importance. Upon my name
being mentioned the bridge was lowered,
and I soon heard the clash of the chains
employed in raising it after me, It
seerned to besgaccompanied by a ‘voice
that bade hope to leave me. The rude
stare of the soldiers, and the blTstling
scene of the officers, running to and
fro, did not tend to relieve the sorrow that
weighed upon me. I had dared dan-
ger in the chase upon the Alps; death
in battle ; yet here the thoughts of leav-
ing all, oppressed me. I did not think of

ES
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the pain of parting with existence ; but
Berchtoid, my sister, the vision of the
Wengern Alp, all seemed to press upoun
my imagination with eyes, that, by their
look, seemed to denote a breaking heart.
My head fell upon my breast, while, with
tolded arms, I walked along the vaunlted
passage. 1 was scarched, all was taken
from ‘me, my knife, the little money
had. The rude jailor already had his
hand upon the scarf, retainining it with
a firm grasp, I looked at him, and see-
ing his daughter close by his side, — ¢ if
that child; 1 said, s$hould be far— far
from thee, and thou couldst not hope
to see her but in heaven, could® thou
part with the only relic of her memory ?”
He looked upon his child, and let go his
hold.

. I was taken into a room Jvhere several
officers were deliberating concerning me.
I had stood before them some time, when:
one asked me my name. ¢ Ernestus Berch-
told” was my answer. “Itis the traitor;”
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fell from the lips of one. I looked upon
him ; he could not stand my glagwg, but
sunk-into silence. They were considers
ing whether they should lead me to in.
stant execution, or whether I should be
confined till the pleasure of the govern.
ment at Berne should be known, as it
was thought that they might wish to make
a more public exhibition of the punish-
ment of him they so gratuitously called a
traitor. I was fespited by one voice, and
was instantly ordered to my dungeon.
To descend into the prison, which is
below the level of*the water, -it is neces-
sary to go down a narrow circular stair-
case. While descending it, we were stop-
ped by that child upon whom I had rest-
ed my appeal to the jailor; to pass her
we were obliged to go singly ; when I
came close to her, I felt something press-
ed into my hand, while at the same timé
she made a sign with her finger for silence.
I put her present into my breast and fol-
lowed her father, who was before me,
E %
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while the others were #t my back. £
entergeica long vault, its floor was the
solid rock, and its high roof was support*
cd by seven thick massy pillars. The
waves of the lake dashed sullenly against
the walls above my head, and the feeble
light that pierced the high windows only
showed me the damp black sides of this
prison. There were the steps of a priso-
ner marked during a long imprisonment
upon the very rock; Icstill heard the
noise of bolts, but did not heed it, till T
arrived at a narrow cell, partitioned off
from the greater dungeon, which I had
not perceived in the general obscurity.
Into. this narrow space I was forced to
enter. It was not sufficiently long for me
to lie ‘down at full length, and the barred
grating, which, far above my reach, was
intended in mockery to represent a win-
dow, received no reflected light from the
dark floor of Bonniva’s prison. 1 heard
the doors fastened one after another.
Beneath the slowly sounding wave k
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was cut off from humanity; the momo«
tonous dashing against the castlé’s base
alone broke the dread silence ; it seemed
like the loud note of the moments in
nature’s last hour. My spirits fled, and
Ileant against the stones to which I was
chained, with hands clasped, and my
eyes painfully straining, as if they sought
at least to see the real horrors of my
dwelling. Fatigued by my long journey
over the stcep *Jamanu, 1 sought to sit
and sleep, but the damp floor for a long
time kept my racking mind awake to all
the torments of tlonght, while it hoped
for a momentary oblivion of woe.

At last I sunk into repose, and it was
not until late the next morning that I
awoke, but I awoke refreshed ; ‘1 had
seen the constant attendant upon my
dreams, and I soon lost myself in thought
upon her various appearances. The
waves above me seemed silenced to.a
calm, and the sun’s powerful meridian
ray reflected upon the various sides of

. ES
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the greater vault, penetrated, though in
a feeble ‘glimmer, my solitary cell. Gra-
dually stealing upon my ear, 1 heard a
distant voice, which in melancholy notes
seemed to sympathize with my sorrows.
I listened; it approached; the mea-
sured strokes of an oar interrupted the
heavenly strain ; suddenly breaking into
livelier notes it sung of hepe ; the voice
was, they were Italian words, it was my
vision’s voice. It gradually sunk away
into indistinct sounds. I'seemed another
being, hope breathed upon my heayt,
and Louiser wore the $emblance of that
enchanter ; oh that I had died, that she
had left me to myself to die ! it was not
the will of heaven. Again I heard the
splashing sound of the oar, and again that
voice sounded on my ear; it was no lon-
ger the thrilling notes of an air, but in
slow recitative it bade me hope, it toid
me that a boat should be stationed at two-
or three stone throws distance from the
castle, ready at all times to receive me if
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1 could manage to get out, and that in,the
mean time endeavours were making at
Berne, to gain a repeal of the sentence
passed upon me. Again the song of hope
sounded in my cell, losing itself gradually
in the distance, it at last left me with no«
thing human within heaving.

I now remcmbered the child’s present ;
feeling in my breast, it proved to be a file
and a knife ; Tinstantly began to work at
the wall, dividing me from the great
dungcon; while thus busily employed I
heard the bolts of the vault withdrawn ;
my jailor enterdd, he spoke not, but
threw me my pittance of bread, and laid
down my pitcher of water. - Hardly was
he gone, when I resumed my work, the
dampness of my cell aided me.” The
mortar was soft, and the wall built of
small stones ; when therefore I had scrap-
ed the mortar away from the crevices, 1
did not find any difficulty in forcing them
out. One by one I tore away many, and
1 bhad already almost pierced the wall,

. E 6
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when, fearful of penetrating entirely
throughy lest the jailor might next day
detect my attempt, I managed to replace
most of the rubbish in its situation, and
to push the rest into a corner., I now be-
gan with my file to cut the chain that sur-
rounded my waist. The jailor came next
morning, and told me, that at the dawn of
the ensuing day I was to be conveyed to
Berne. This gave me additional strength,
the hopes of liberty, of seeing Louisa,
spurred me on, and in a few moments I
was free from my chains. With what
impatience I waited fcr the night. It
came; I forced a passage through the
wall, and I found myself in the g?eat
vault without a manacle. The moon’s
ray setmed with a smile to seek the
ground on which I trod, for its cold beams.
pierced the grated apertures above, and
illumined some dreary spots. I was not
yet free, the window was high above my
reach ; but I did not despair, taking the
whole length of the dungeon to give me:
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power, I leapt, and caught with my hands
at one of the bars. I raised myself, and
resting my knee upon the shelving sill, I
immediately began to employ my file, and
the rusty bars soon gave way to my arm.
* I paused a moment, the cool fresh air
of the night, no longer,poisoncd by the
noxious vapours of the subterranean dun-
geon, played amidst my hair ; I scemed to
inhale life. 'The moon’s ray, decked with
one glittering streak of light the whole
breadth of the*wide lake; it seemed the
p.ath of hope. Not far «listant was a
barge ; in three o four hours my murder=
er§ would be at my prison deor. The
ground was covered with snow even to
the water’s edge ; 1 leapt into the lake,
and being a good swimmer I reacled the
boat numbed by the cold, I had hardly
the strength to raise myself into it. There
was no one to be found ; there were some
coarse provisions, a peasant’s habit, and a
letter ; it had no direction, ¢ if safe,” it
said, ¢ proceed to Milan, you will hear:
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of us there. Your sister is well, Berchtold
ill, but do not go to him, he knows we are
attempting to save you, and heshall imme-
diately be informed of your escape. The
daughter of Olivieri’s father.”” It was now
that I learnt that Olivieri was the brother
of Louisa Doni. - It was now explained
why he so attentively examined my scarf.

I could not resolve on leaving Switzer-
land without seeing Berchtold, there was
a western breeze, 1 hoistetl the latin sail,
and in a few minutes I  was free from
immediate danger, and on my way tq-
wards Beatenberg. It Was necessary that
1 should keep amongst the mountadns,
and I only dared approach the most soli-
tary chalets. They were generally de-
serted, and it was with difficulty that I
procured sufficient to support nature du-
ring the three days I was upon my way.
Arriving at (Eschi, I took a boat from the
side of the lake, and crossing, was soon
at the foot of the steep, on which stands
Beatenberg. 'The stillness of the night
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was broken by the sound of voices chaunt-
ing, which, stealing down the nfountain,
sunk upon the wave. " Alarmed I knew
not why, I rushed up the path ; before the
church porch, around the great cross that
stood upon the green sward, knelt Berch-
told’s parishioners artayed in white.
Though the red glare of the pine torch
fell upon their faces, it did not allow
me to distinguish any one. Breathless I
stood incapablé of motion: The chaunt
ended, the minister of peace arose, it was
ot Berchtold; he’s dead, I cried, and
ru.shed forward ? alarmed, the peasants
rose, they recognized me and were silent ;
my sister took my hand and bade me pray
for him who had died. Incapable of any
longer bearing the anxiety attendant upon
my fate, I knew not what I did, I knelt, I
heard the solemn chaunt sing Berchtold’s
requiem, and could not join it. The earth
closed over him, and the minister led me
to my former home. '

I was inconsolable, they talked to mé

9
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of ensuring my safety ; I was deaf to their
remonstrances, and only listened to grief’;,
my sister was left alone with me. She
wept with me, and ere it was dawn, had
persuaded me to depart. She told me
that Louisa had been with her, had made
her promise to join her, in case of Berch-
told’s death, so that I need not be under
any anxiety on her account. She informed
me that Louisa had walked with her over
my hauuts, had enquired after every mi-
nutest circumstance about ine. My sister
said, she thought she loved me. I could.
listen to no more, embrating her, I issued
forth, visited my mother’s and Berchtolg’s.
grave, and soon lost sight of Beatenberg,

Louisa loved me! it was_too true, if
that love had fallen upon any one else it
would have proved a blessing. On me;
you see my withered lineaments, my sun-
ken eye, my feeble step, think you, a com-
mon curse could thus blast the bloom of
life? Berchtold was but the first victim,
to my love,” My love has left me, a scat.
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tered pine amidst this desolate scene, but
first it has destroyed all who'were hound
te me, my love has proved,—but I must
preserve my strength,—I have horrors to-
relate,—going through the Simplon, then
a Yoad only passable by mules or on foot,
I soon arrived at Milan. .

I was in safety, the city was in posses-
sion of the Austrians. I had hardly rest-
ed at the inn, at which I took up my abode
and was making enquiries,. in hopes of
discovering the Donis, when Olivieri en-
tered We flew into one another’s arms,.
he answered nonesof ‘my enquiries, but
leading me to his carriage, we arrived
through the corso at a palace close to the
gates. We got out, I knew not whither
he was leading me, the doors of the saloon
were thrown open, and I found myself in
the presence of his father, his sister. The
old man advanced, and taking my hand,
which hung by my side, he thanked me
for having twice saved the life of his son.
I knew not what tosay ; conscious I awed-
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my, life to Louisa’s interference, I could
not find‘words to thank her. The father
at last led me towards his daughter, and
bade her attempt to thank me. Her eyes
turned upon me, suffused with blushes she
had some words upon her lips, when I
forced myself tosstop her. ¢ Do not mock
me, what do I owe to you? my life is no-
thing,. when compared to that thirst of
honour, youinspired inmy breast.” Again,
she blushed and wassilent. At that mo-
ment, another carriage arrived, it was my
sister attended by two faithful domestiss
of my friend ; locked in my arms, she was
at last taken thence to be clasped in those
of my preserver.

After taking some refreshment, the fa-
ther led me into another room, he there
told me that Berchtold’s last request was,
that he should supply his place, and take
my sister and myself to him, as his cnil-
dren. As he spoke, he showed me at the
same time, the last lines which my foster-
father had written a few moments before<
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he died. They contained our history as
far as he was acquainted with it ; in I;he'm
he bade me trust always in God, and re-
commended me to bow under that dispen-
sation, which had made me an outcast on
my native soil, and not to murmur at the
will of him, who had deprived me of the .
feeble support a Swiss pastor could afford
against the pressure of events, singe he
had raised me up a protector, so much
more powerful i the father of him whose
life I had saved.” Doni took me by the
hand, and perceiving the tear trembling
in my-eye, he begged of me,to let him
supply the place of Berchtold. He called
me son ; Louisa’s father could not call me
soin vain, I fell upon his neck, but could
not speak. -
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PART SECOND.

You have visited our alpine scenes and
have undoubtedly been witness to the
approach of one of tkose dreadful visi-
tations of angry nature, which qometlmes
occur in the pent-up valleys. The black
speck gathers upon the mountain’s brow ;
amidst the silence and dead stillness of
the air, it seems as if all were resting, in
hopes of gaining strength to resist the
desolating fury of the powers let loose
against them. Onlythelowingofthe cattle,
which, with its hollow lengthened sound,
seems to give unheeded notice of the
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dread storm’s approach, echoes upon the
air, awed by the very stillness. Yet she sun
shines brilliantly on the scene, doubled
in the unrippled surface of the lake that
seems proudly to bear the beauteous
image, as if it were conscious how soon
that smiling scene would be changed.
— So passed the yeats, in which day suc-
ceeded day in unperceived succession,
in which I lived under the same roof,
partook innocently of the same joys and
sorrows as Louisa. [There was yet a
weight upon my heart I could not ex-
pldin; my dreamsealways terminated un-
happily, and sleep, that refuge common to
all misery, was to me like the waking
hours of others. Immediately after our
arrival, my sister was visited with a tifreat-
ening appeal from our mother, who bade
her depart with me once more’ to our
native wilds, and never return. We could
not understand the decrees of fate, lulled
by. the peace and apparent happiness
around us, we were unconscious of what
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was in future,~we remained,— and I am
what you see—a spectre amongst the
living.

Encouraged by Louisa, [again returned
to my studies. All the morning engaged
in the library of my benefactor, I followed
them under his direction, chiefly reading
the modern poets and historians, with
whom I had little acquaintance. Louisa
would often eome, and, sitting by my
side, read the same passages, and discuss
the merits of a particular image, often
directing my- taste, and pointing out
many beauties I had nat before perceived,
even in my favorite authors. You see those
volumes; they are those we read toge-
ther; they now form iy whole library,
but you cannot know the pleasure there
is contained in a single one of those pages.
I read them, and every word again
sounds upon my ear, as if she spoke it.-
I turn round and am undeceived, Louisa
is'not by my side, though her voice seems
speaking as-when we were innocent.
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In the evening we assembled in the
saloon of the palace. Doni wag distin-
guished from his countrymen by a state
of affluence, which was apparently bound-
less, but which was the more extraordinary
in this respect, that it did not excite the
envy of his neighbours, His riches in-
deed seemed less for his own use than for
that of his friends. He was of a noble
family, but being the offspring of a youn-
ger branch, hg had been early innured
to hardships. Disdaining the mean idle
life he was obliged to lead, in subservi-
ence to the willof a proud relation, he
had left Milan at an early age, and had
travelled into the East. He never, how-
ever, spoke of his journey, and always
seemed anxious to ‘direct the cozversa-
tion into another channel, whenever it
turned upon subjects in any manner con-
nected with it. He had returned rich, no
one knew whence ; but there were whis-
perings abroad, that he had not gained his
riches by commerce; though no ene could
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trace where his riches lay; yet as his gold
was poured forth with so liberal a hand,
his wealth was deemed almost infinite.
He had been strikingly handsome, and
was extremely intelligent ; but grief had
weighed down his energies, and sorrew
had broken his faculties. After his re-
turn he had married. Beauty was the
mere casket, the riches were within ;
his wife was described as having possessed
a mind, that without layipg aside all that
appealing delicacy and weakness, which
binds woman to man; had all those
powers and accomplishments, which uh-
fortunately in her sex have generally
been the panders to vice ; but whi¢h, with
her, were the handmaids to virtue. Her
presence was commanding, but her voice
was persuasive ; its tones struck the heart
and produced those emotions, which all
remember, none can express, the feeling,
as if we had been always virtuous, and
were worthy of listening to the voice of a
being superioy to ourselves, The poor
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followed her steps, not with their usial
boisterous cry for charity, but in Silence;
they seemed to watch the glance of her
eye, as if the sympathy which shone
there, had made them even forget their
ragged miseries. Louisa was her coun-
terpart, when I heard amy one describing
what her mother had been, it seemed
that I could read the whole upon her
daughter’s face, and methought I could
often perceive ‘the speaker reading on
the same page. Doni had loved her;
ngy more, had adored her, but she had
married him by the persuasion of her
parents, while her heart was engaged to
another far away ; he had returned, they
saw one another, and fled together ; Dom
pursued them, fired at the carriage which
was escaping and blood fell upon the road ;

— they did not stop. Doni then entirely
ost all command of himself; he fell in
the road, calling for mercy and relief
from that curse, which had already begun
to blast him. He had never recovered
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the shock; had retired from all those
gaieti’es' in which he had been once en-
gaged, and devoted himself to the edu-
cation of his children.- For their sake
he had, however, again entered into s0-
ciety, but in a very different style from
his former magtificence. These are the
¢ircumstances which I heard of his his-
tory, from those friends with whom I
spoke in the course of the two first years
of my stay at Milan ; besides this, I also
found the reports of his supernatural
powers to be believed: and whenever, I
enquired concerning them, the speaker
always looked round the room, beforevhe
ventured to speak, and would then only
answer in whispers.

I have mentioned our evening assembly
in the saloon of the palace; thither all dis-
tinguished by rank or science camé — all
visitors were alike welcome. There, no
ceremony, which is but the vain-pointing
of selfishness to its sacrifices, incommoded
those, who, invited by the society they
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found there, chose to take a chair in this
circle. Louisa’s father always Held the
reins of conversation in his own hands,
and instead of letting it fall upon the
common place subjects of fashion, he
turned the minds of his company to dis-
quisitions that gave to each an opportu-
nity of showing his information or judge-
ment. At times, the existence and pow.
ers of the Deity were canvassed, —at
times, the reality of beings intermediate
between God and man; their qualities, and
thg facts related concerning them, came
under consideration. Other evenings
heard discussions upon the nature of vir-
tue, whether it really were definite and
felt, as is beauty, in every breast, or
whether it were not merely an object of
policy and self-conveniencee The father
and son generally took opposite sides,
and under one ortheother, each individual
of the company enlisted himself, accord-
ingly as it happened that he were either
in a humour to be pleased with the ge.
F 2
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neral dispensation of providence through.
out thé day to himself, or was smarting
under what he conceived to be an unde-
served infliction of the evil spirit.
Olivieri madeit a pointtobewilderevery
one. He was a little older than myseif’;
his head, though not perfect, had much
beauty ; a fine forehead, black hair, a
dark, though small eye, united to a Gre-
cian contour, formed, if not a pleasing,
a striking physiognomy. 1 soon found
that he had read much. His body also
had been exercised ; though not graceful,
he was active, and hardly any excelled
him in a certain quickness of adap{ation,
both of mind and body, to any thing re-
quired. His opinions were paradoxical
and singular. In religion he outwardly
professed Catholicism, and strongly op-
posed those scribbling philosophers, who
by sarcasm, attempt to overturn the celi-
gion of ages, though at the same time he
allowed the absurdity and falsehood of the
prevailing doctrines. This did not appear
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to arisc from a spirit of opposition, but, if
the motives he gave were truey from a
¢hain of thought that did honour to his
heart, not head. Ile asserted that Ca-
tholicism was the only religion affording
t6 the poor and to the sick of heart, a
balm for their evils. Calwinism, deism and
atheism, were by him called the profes.-
sions of the northern nations, cold as
their native rocks. Professions to which
enthusiasm, anl the feeling of a certain
refuge, so heart-soothing in Catholicism,
were unknown. He maintained that it
was not for individuals, who. had the ad-
vantage of education and imagination,
to shelter them from the overwhelming
force of mental miseries, and unlooked
for mifortunes, to attempt under 3 real,
though vain pretence of thelove of truth,
to deprive the poor and uneducated mil-
lions forming the mass of mankind, of
the consolation always offered by this reli.
gion, which instead of shunning the poor,
gladly seeks their miserable hovel, in the
F 3
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hope of administering present comfort and
future Irope. Indeed he was inconsistent
in his principles. He had not mingled
much in general life, but while at Padua,
wherc he had been sent to study, he had
sought the acquaintance of all.  From
the knowledge ¢f man he had there ac-
quired, whether it were that he had con-
stantly met with mean and weak compa-
nions, or that conscious of his own bad
qualities, he had thence estimated the va-
lue of man’s professions, he always seem-
ed to view the human character in a darker
hue than was warranted by truth, and to
have formed his mind into a general con.
tempt for mankindas a mass, andadetermi-
nation, if ever an occasion offered, of rising
at their expence, considering them but as
tools to work with. His manners were
at first always engaging, and rather pleas-
ing, but this seemed irksome to him, and
he gave way to an imperious, assuming air
in conversation, which soon disgusted his
fiiends. His ideas of a life after death
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seemed strangely childish, he did not be-
lieve in an immortality, yet he had so
strong a love of fame, that there was no
reputation he did not covet. He sometimes
formed visions of a throne raised upon the
blood of his countrymen spilt in civil war;
at times, of the fame of a benefactor to
debtors and galley slaves. He sought at the
same time for the applause of the philoso-
phers and the drunkard, the divine, and
thelibertine. Things, of wltich, even atthe
moment of action he was ashamed, were
eften done by hun in the view of provmg
hipself capable of excelling even in vice.
It was hard to say, whether he owed a
certain frankness and easiness of attach-
ment, to his weakness, ar to seeds sown in
his breast by nature. But whether It were
from hisincapability of constantly actingup
to his system, or to the overpowering force
of nature, it was strange to hear him ex-
press himself a follower of a doctrine that
has proved the leech of human blood, and
‘at the same time refuse to tread upon’a
. CF 4
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worm. The evil was, his riches induced the
young te pander for him, the old to flatter
him, on account of his specious talents
aud handsonic appearance. He was a
student, a gamble‘r, and a libertine,

This man became my companion, his
father often pointed me out to him, as the
model for his conduct, and when he had
to reproach him for the losses at the Ri-
dotto, or when Olivieri sought an excuse
in the plea of youth, for the ruin his
libertinism had brought on many fa-
milies, he would speak of me as an
example of. strength, fesisting all the
temptations of vice. I was a reedgvhen
the storm came, Olivieri had watched me
at the meetings in the saloon, 1 was gene-
rally 4 mere listener, but my curiosity was
alive, though silent ; my mind had an in-
satiable thirst for knowledge. I was a
catholic, Berchtold had educated me in
doctrines, without teaching me the foun-
dation upon which they were built; he
thought it impiety to question them.
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The conversation to which I was now_pre-
sent, seemed to rest upon the erttire con-
‘viction, that all I believed was false. Yet
this was not satisfactory. I heard argu-
ments adduced in support of one assertion
which seemed irresistible ; ; but what was
my surprise, on another evening to hear
the same person adduce more than plau.
sibilities in favour of the contrary hypo-
thesis. 1 at last was bewildered, I was
unwilling to believe the htinan mind in-
capable of truth, the more I examined,
the more difliculty I found in the attain-
ment of it. [ heatd the deist and theatheist
contend ; following but one of the chains
of argument, I was convinced ; looking at
them together, 1 saw the lustre of truth
equally on both; 1 knew not which to
choose. I was a sceptic in fact, notin
name. Night after night upon my sleep-
less couch, I called upon the God, whose
existence I doubted, to visit me, as if
God heeded the belief of an individual, as

if the happiness of an infinite being like
F S
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him depended on a man’s faith in his
existence. Olivieri perceived the state of
my mind, I asked his assistance, he laugh-
ed at my attempt .at knowledge, and be-
wildered me still more ; I was restless, and
seemed at length to be deprived of all mo-
tive for action. No superior being to smile
upon our efforts, to whom we may show
our gratitude, and whose approbation we
may obtain ; no virtue, but artificial tram-
mels set up under its ame, to lure the
unwary into the toils of the wittiest knave.
I wished 1 had never left those mountaine,
amidst which, 1 had thought, I felt the
breath of a superior being, though h@was
clothed by my imagination in terrors.

'Nothmg above man, and that man the
sport of chance, of his own caprice. Yet
within my breast it seemed as if aspirings
dwelt whichseemed to have been born with
me. Were they but a mockery? I grew
melancholy, whole days confined to my
room, I meditated till my brain became a
wilderness of various thouglits so en«
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tangled I knew not how to extricate
myself.

" Mysister, fearing 1 wasill, would often
sit by me, would bring Louisa, and they
would together listen to my doubts. Julia
seemed to be as much affected by them as
mysclf, she listened with avidity, and
echoed my own ideas. Notso Louisa, she
talked of revelation, of a beneficent Deity,
who had for a while left man in ignorance,
to prove to him his own wéakness, but had
at last revealed himself, and announced a
Dbetter state. While she spoke, she seem-
ed like the first Vision of the W engern Alp
destined again to save me, and set me free
from these bewilderings, the first step to-
wards vice. She soothed my mind, her
lips quelled doubt into the peaceful cer-
tainty attendant upon Christianity. I no
more paid any attention to the conversa-
tion of the evening, but set myself down
by Louisa, and listened to her, while she
was engaged in some work, which, though
it employs the hands, leaves the mind at

. F 6 -
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liberty. I sat by her, asking for some
errand, ‘some office, in doing which I
might do her bidding ; she was evidently
gratified by my attentions, she would
blush at my approach and smile; she
would make room for me by her side. Of-
tentimes I gazed.in silence upon her, and
often our eyes met. Her breath at mo-
ments played upon my cheek, and some-
times her hand by accident touched mine.
She would bid me read poétry to her, and
often love was the subject of the poet’s
lay ; my voice trembled, I dared rotlook
upon her, for fear she should perceive the
emotion upon my face. 1loved hersbut
it was not a common léve. I did not rest
upon the hope of gaining her, she appear-
ed a being superior to myself, of whom I
was unworthy, yet it seemed, as if her
smile were necessary to induce me to
exert myself, and was a reward sufficient
for the greatest deeds. She would sing
to me, she would walk with me in the gar-
den; but you must imagine, I cannot



ERNESTUS BERCHTOLD. 109

paint the charm, the magic, in her con-
versation. [ have not describedsher per-
*son, for I could not, her mind was more
heavenly than her eye, its expressions
more delicately varying than the bloom
on her cheek ; there was meekness atten-
dant upon power, softness upon strength.

If she had not left me for a moment, I
might have been spared much guilt ; but
the sickness of a near relation was a call
she could not resist. [ had often followed
her, when masked, she attended upon
the sick in the hospitals. It is an Italian
custom: often“have 1, disguised in the
co.vering gown of the Misericordia, stood
by her, whom it was impossible not to re-
cognize. The dying called for her, though
they knew her not; they soon distin-
guished her powerful tones which pierced
through the bond of grief around the
most withered heart, and poured upon it
those precious consolations afforded by
her religion. Her manner, her voice, her
gestures, seemed at such moments to be
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those of a being who was conscious of the
truth of what it announced ; not from the
testimony of man, but from having wit-
nessed the presence of the very Deity.
The loud groan, the stifled sigh, were
silenced in her presence; pain seemed to
have no power ; conscience no sting. She
left me to visit her relation.

For.some days I felt lost; I knew not
to whom to apply; my sister seecmed al-
ways occupied ; she spoke with me; but
I was sorry to find she had imbibed
those doctrines so easily eradicated, as [
thought, fram my own rhind. I observed
Olivieri paid her particular attention,-and
often conversed with her. He at last
perceived how restless I was; he seized
the opportunity, determined to gain an
object, which I did not think him capable
of attempting. During my stay at Milan,
I had hardly ever been out in the even.
ing, for, as itis not customary for unmar-
ried females to go into society, I should
have lost the pleasure of sitting by
Louisa. Now I had no inducement, to
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remain at home. Olivieri persuaded me to
accompany him to the theatre of I®a Scala.
I was induced by the splendour of the sce-
nery, the beautiful dancers, the exquisite
singing, to return. I wasled into the boxes
of our friends, and behind the scenes, I
found my companion wasevery wherewell
received. The dancers and actresses
crowded around him : their conversation
was lively and various. Gradually, the
freedom in their discourse,* which had at
first disgusted me, grew indifferent ; then
pleasing by the wit sometimes shown even
upon such subjec‘ts. One of these women,
to whom Olivieri introduced me, wasamis- -
" tress in her art, and well understood the
artifices by which the young and unwary
are misled: she was beautiful,” and
though her eye was never free from a
certain look of confidence, the character-
istic of this class, she could soften its
expression, and cause it, in the presence
of him she intended to inveigle, to send
forth such glances as it was impossible to
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resist. By Olivieri’s desire she attached
herself to me, and I gradually took plea-
sure in her company ; I saw her neglect
the attentions of the first nobles in Milan
, to gain mine; in the midst of the raptu-
" rous applause of the whole theatre, she
would turn her-eye upon me to see if I
approved ; she seemed to sacrifice herself
for me. When the opera was over, she
would take my arm and lead me to the
saloon of the theatre, where all were en-
- gaged in gambling.  Sitting at a window,
she drew me into conversation, gradually
she approached the tdble; we at first
stood merely as spectators; at last she
tempted me to try my fortune: % con-
sented, laid down my stake, it was soon
incréased to an enormous amount, for I
was successful : I threw it into her lap,
and we parted. For several nights I
was equally fortunate; but at length I
lost. I was so profusely supplied with
money by the kind friend who called me
son, that I did not at first heed my losses.
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T had given all I gained to the syren, who
still urged me on: I lost every franc I
had. She then supplied me; I was
ashamed to take it of her, though it was
what I myself had gained; but I hoped
my luck would change; I lost the whole.
She then began to exert her more baneful
powers, she led me from folly to vice, in
search of what she assured me was an an-
tidote to memory; I joined the libertine
and the despefate. I was ashamed of
letting Doni know that he, whom he had
pointed out as.a model of virtue to his
son, had sunk into the lowest debauchery.

Louisa’s image often — often was before
me; but how dare I name her in con-
junction with my vices. She had thrice
been a ministering angel, guiding™my
steps, but then I was innocent. I dared
not now rest upon the thought ; and often
I threw myself deeper into the sinks of
vice, in hopes that such reflections would
not pursue me thither.

The syren, instigated by Olivieri, led-
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me into every excess; while he plied me-
again with insinuations against religion,

and sneers upon my credulous conscience

that pictured a future state. I was now

glad to scek refuge in unbelief; and I

strove to lose myself in those thoughts

which I had before fled, and from which I

had been saved by my protecting angel.

He =2lso excited me to gamble, lent me

money himself when I had none, and
gathered round me evéry incentive to

vice. He had been mortified at his

father’s holding me up =s a pattern .of
strength against temptation; he was re-
venged, he exposed my weakness. I

had hardly resisted the first appro®ches of
vice, and had, in a short time, sunk below

the' Towest frequenters of its haunts.

One night I was desperate, every thing
of value that I had was gone. Olivieri
himself had been unsuccessful ; and I
knew not where to seek for the money I
wanted to satisfy my creditors. I rushed
out from the house, and found myself in
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the Piazza del Duomo. My brain was hot,
my hair dishevelled ; 1 rushed along, not
knowing what I was about. I knew no!
where to apply. To destroy at onc

Doni’s opinion of my virtue by tellin_
hinl my situation, seemed worse than my
present feeling. I stood &till holding my
head with my hand; I lifted my eyes
from the ground on which they had.been
fixed. It was night, there was no light
save from' the glimmering stars and the
newly risen moon, upon the dark canopy
of heaven. e white fagade of the
Duomo raised its huge mass in contrast
with'the night; shining even upon its dark
veil, it seemed to awe the mind by its
indistinct mass, which, weighing on the
earth, forced itself upon the eye whefall
else was lost in the shading darkness.
All was still and sunk to rest; I alone
seemed waking midst sleep ; in anguish,
midst repose. I stood, 1 know not why,
for some time gazing upon the marble
statues and forms which gained a certain
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charm from the moon’s silvering light.
The ats, spread like a curtain before the
doors, being raised by the dying breeze,
struck with a measured impuilse the wall :
unconsciously I entered. Save where
the light of the moon fell upon the heavy
columns, vestirg them with the faint hues
of the coloured glass that adorned the
windows, it was all -darkness that seemed
sensible to the touch. I walked towards
the high altar. Thereisasubterrancan cha-
pel dedicated to St. Borromeo, which re-
ceives its light through the flooring of the
dome. The silver larips, hung over the
shrine, sent up a columnof light to thevery
roof. I descended the stairs, atd found
myself within the chapel. The lamps
weie almost failing, and the silver walls
darkened by the torch of the devotees
absorbed the little light they emitted. I
approached the shrine ; the dried corpse
of the saint, arrayed in his pontificals,
seemed, by its repose, to invite me to seek
peace where he possessed it. His eye,
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which once might also have known
anguish, was now sunk in the sockgt, and
presented but a mass of blackened mould
in the corner of its former throne. I
gazed upon it until I thought I saw it
mdve ; methought there was a smile upon
its lips, as if it mocked ,my thoughts of
peace. Irepose with him, a benefactor to
the poor, a saint! A laugh was almost play-
ing upon my lips, when the words, half
stified with emotion, * intercede my pa-
tron, intercede for Berchtold,” soundedon
my ear, —I turned; 4 female figure, [
had not obserté\c’t: was kneeling near the
wallin earnest prayer, I approached, “who
prays for Berchtold ? your prayer is mock-
ed.” Alarmed, she raised her head ; it was
—you know whom I would say — it-=vas
Louisa. She looked upon my face con-
vulsed with the violence of my emotions,
upon my dishevelled hair. — « Is it you ?
Ernestus,” she said, rising, ¢ are you
come to pray; heaven has then heard
even me, and has not left you. Bresk
not my heart.”” I could not utter more,
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She took my arm, we passed through the
long nave; I dared not look around,
methought some other form would burst
upon my eyes in spite of the circlfng
darkness, and blast me. A carriage was
waiting at a little distance ; she had left
the gay dance to pray for me. I had
handed her into her carriage, and was
going; « Berchtold, shesaid, will you leave
me?”’ She wished me, the wretch, to be
stillnear her.. Ijumped into the carriage,
and blessed the darkness that hid my
face; we spoke no more. Every one
had retired at Doni’. She took my
hand when leaving me, and pressing it in
her’s, whilst she gazed upon my fice;
she bade me think — she would have said
mdre; a tear fell from her unwilling eye,
and she hastily turned away.

I returned to my room, I had not en-
tered it for many days. Louisa knew my
guilt; sleep would not refresh me, my
thoughts revelled in a maddening breast.
Whither could I turn for refuge from their
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power? Religion I had cast from me, 3s
a foul fiend’s mock ; Louisa! rest‘upon
putity, I dared not; then my native moun-
tains rushed upon my sight, I seemed
boundingalongthe crags, Berchtold smiled
upon my innocence, I laughed aloud —in-
nocence ? it was but the want of tempta-
tion. I threw myself upon my bed, and
though not asleep, Ibecame so stupified by
the very excess of pain, that even the
“phantoms of constience no longer passed
with distinctness before me. The night
seemed to hang-“q‘gpended over my head,
as if in pity it would hide me-from the
day, s0 slow was its progress ; morning at
last returned, but with it were the same
thoughts as had visited me during the
night. -
It was hardly day before I heard some
one at my door, I opened it, it was Doni.
I turned away my head ashamed to look
upon him, he did not reproach me, telling
me that he knew my present way of life
needed a more abundant supply of money,
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than he had given ne, he bade me to ap-
ply. to him for any sum I wanted. I
could not speak, 1 had expected he would
have attempted to show me my vices in all
their native horror ; he pressed his offer
upon me ; ashamed to tell him the whole
amount of my £olly, I atlast named a sum
not half sufficient to satisfy my creditors,
butI thought it would stop the mouths of
the most clamorous, and that in the
mean time, by economizing my allow-
ance, I might clear the rest. He asked
me repeatedly, if it was,the entire sum I
owed ; Ianswered yés; he left me, and
in a few minutes returned, with gold to
the amountrequired ; “takeit” he said, ¢it
is no loss to me, but your wonted happiness
“f"see is fled, that grieves me. Believe
one who is older than yourself, Vice is
not the path of happiness.” I was silent.
I intended immediately to pay my debts
as far as I could, and at once to frée my-
gelf fram the life of a gambler, and a
libertine,
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My sister came to see me in my roam,
for I was ashamed of appearing *at the
veakfast table. I observed that the
colour in her cheeks was gone, that
she no longer was the open-hearted girl
1 remembered ; attributing this however
to the effect of my own follies upon
her mind, I said nothing. She remained
with me sometime, but I no longer felt that
pleasure I had always known in her com-
pany upon former occasions, * We seemed
both afiaid of touching upon any thing
relating to ourselves, and both evidently
with minds deeply occupied about other
important objects, talked of the most
trivial circumstances.

When night came, I issued forth, de.
termined to pay my debts, as far as was .
in my power; I entered the saloon of
the theatre; there were only the¢ banker
andthe punters arrived; they had arranged
evéry* thing for the faro table, and imme-
diately they saw me, they began talking
of the various successes of the last night.

a
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They told me how Olivieri had regained
every thing at the very close of the cve-
ning. One or two gradually stepped irr;
amongst them was my friend, he was in
high spirits; 1took him aside, and toldhim
that I was weary of this kind of life, and
was determined to pay every one as far as
Ihad itin my power. He would nnt let me
finish, he laughed at my intentions, and
told me, that as our good luck was now
returned, it ‘would be a folly to throw 1t
away, that as I acknowledged myself inca-
pable of paying the wholss it would be as
well to owe a greater as a lesser sum.
His companions soon perceived the sub-
ject of our conversation, and josned us.
They all ridiculed my intention, and
»1 was persuaded to venture once more.
I at first lost, but suddenly the rouleaus
poured upon me; one more stake, and
1 had regained even all my enormous
losses; it was soon too late to retire, I
almost lost all-:I had that morning re-
ceived from Doni. It was now quite use-
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less to think of retreating, I fell again into
my former life, with more than*®double
energy. I was at times surprised to find
that great sums were paid to several of
my creditors, 1 could not learn by whom;
11magined it was by Olivieri’s father; this
did not stop me. My vicissitudes were
great, but I could never entircly extricate
myself; so that I wasalwayseither lured by
hope or urged by despair.

I need not describe to you the progress
of my other vices; debauched women, men
of whom one i. "shamed, and wine, are ge-
nerally the attendants upon gambling. [
could not seek the house of Doni, nor of
virtue ; I threw myself into every haunt
of desperate characters like myself, angd.
learnt to boast alike of the smile of the
prostitute, or of the tear of the debauch-
ed virgin ; when losing, I stupified my
mind with wine, and was glad to fall from
my chair, provided memory failed with my
senses. Noted cheats, and men proseri-
bed from society for their low dissolute- .

. G 2
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ness, often seized upon my arm on the
Corso,4s if I were oncof their equals, and I
dared not repel their familiarity, for I was
in their power. Once Louisa saw me in
this situation, she never again rode out
on the Corso; I had the maddened im-
pudence to bow'to her. I at last became
mad, and once, was induced to aid in de-
priving a young novice of all his wealth, by
means of false dice. I could not however
stand by and see his horrible despair, he
had beggared a wife and two lovely babes.
I had just then been lucls,, 1 confessed
my participation to him, and gave hin} the
whole amount of his loss; it became
known, and 1 was laughed at; bmt for
once I could withstand ridicule.

At the Doni palace in the mean time,
the same outward appearance was pre-
served ; there were still the same evening
assemblies, but they were less frequented,
for Olivieri was almost always with me.
He was apparentlyafraid I should escape
him; he was constantlystifling allthoughts

5
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that arose in my breast, tending towards
a return to virtue. He never left ite but
when I was deeply engaged in play or
debauch; then he constantly went I
know not whither. I have since found it
out, and that discovery has not been the
least of those pangs my gui't has brought
upon me. I entered so little into society,
that I heard nothing of what was passing
there. I was, however, one day standing
on the Corso with Olivieri, speaking to
some ladies who had drawn up their car-
riage close to » =hop, when the conver-
sation turning upon the number of fo-
reigners, who were moving about in con-
sequence of the peace which had just
been concluded, a lady turning, askode=
me if I had seen the stranger who excited
so much the curiosity of all circles. Upon
my saying I had not, she began expatiat-
ing upon his singular character, rested
upon his powers of fascination, and told
me that all the ladies were in love with

him. I did not pay much attention to
G 3
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this, thinking it but the foolish prattle of
a young girl. She however continued ;
she wondered that I had not seen him, as
he was a constant attendant upon Louisa,
she having engrossed the whole of"his at-
tention, much to the mortification of all
Milan.

Now I was roused. Ilet go Olivieri’s
arm, and wandered about alone. I dared
not hope that Louisa could resist one-
whom all seemed to admire. The whole
weight of my guilt fell heav1ly upon my
recollection, and one -iter another all
my vices presented themselves, arrzyed
against me. I did not return that
day to any of my usual haunts. To-
wixds evening, I found myself, fatigued
with wandering, at the gate of the Doni
palace. I know not what inspired me,
it seemed as if I wished to gain the cer-
tainty of my fate. My steps, which till
now had been slow and measured, sud-
denly quickened. I found myself at the
entrance of the saloon; all was silent;
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the red purple glare of sunset pierced'the
windows. I stood for a moment stifl yasigh
burst upon my ear — I entered — Louisa
was sitting looking upon the setting sun.
It was her sigh. She did not turn: ¢ Is
it you, my father?”” I did not speak, she
turned her head, her face was pale, but
a blush mantled her cheek at the sight of
me ; her eyes were sunk and dim, but
they brighteneg at my presence. She
spoke my name, she rose, and with faul-
tering steps attempted to reach a door
leading to her ®nartments. I murmured
audibly, but with a stifled voice: ¢ She
flies me, she flies, she hates me!””> She
turned. ¢ Oh no: I do not, Ernestus,
do not believe it.” She fell upon &
floor; I approached, knelt by her side,
but dared not touch her. I attempted it,
my hand retreated; there seemed to be
pollution in my touch ; I dared not. The
cool air played upon her face, and the
chill of the marble floor gradually re-
covered her; she opened her eyes; I-
G 4
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was now near her; 1 could see the
marks of a suffering mind upon her face
her cheek now had no colour, save that re-
flected from the red light of the illumined
west. Her tresses were disordered and
neglected ; her eyes sunk deep in their
socket, how changed from the vision of
the Wengern Alp! Her subdued voice
could hardly articulate, when she again
assured me with earnestpess that she did
not hate me, that she forgave me. Tears
flowed down my cheeks, and I did not
try to stop them. She l%iked upon me:
¢ 1t is too late,” she said, smiling with
the smile of a broken heart; it is too
late, Berchtold ; I wish that I could weep,
byt my eyes are dried up.” The sounds
of approaching footsteps were heard ;
she rose with difficulty; trembling, I
offered my arm, she took it. I thought
she would have spurned it. I could
hardly support my own weight. I saw
her to her door, and threw myself upon
the staircase near it; but I soon heard,
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strange voices in the saloon; the thought
of its being his voice, who, I had*heard,
was my rival, at once made me start. I
rose, retired for a moment to my room,
and then entered.

The apartment was now lit up. The
company were in greater numbers than
I had ever seen before. My rival, I said
to myself, is then so attractive. No one
observed my entry; they all seemed en-
gaged around one man. It was my rival ;
I never saw so singular a figure. His
bust and head:wyere handsome, and bore
the signs of strength. His black hair
was in ringlets ; his face was pale with a
blueish tint that diminished even the
colour of a naturally pale eye. His
hands were joined with their palms turned
towards the ground; his eyelids al-
most covered his eyes, which turned
upon the floor, while his head erect, bore
in its general expression the marks of
contempt, He was speaking with ele-
gance upon the fallen glories of some
' G 9
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sunken nation; when he had ended, and
the coriversation had became more gene-
ral, he raised his eyes, and affecting
surprize, he seemed ashamed of having
attracted so much notice, though he did
not blush, for the hue of his features
seemed invariable. He retreated to a
corner of the room, left vacant by the
pressure of the company towards the spot
he had just occupied. He there bent
down his head, asif abstracted in thought;
but looking under his eye-brows, he was
evidently engaged in remg: sing the effect
he had made upon the company. ,6He
again gradually got a circle round him,
and again was apparently carried away
by the great powers of his mind, and held
forth upon some subject, and then once
more retreated. I was tired of watching
such acting, and looked round for my
sister. She was at that moment entering ;
she immediately addressed Doni, who
seemed alarmed, and went out. I ap-
proached——Louisa was ill and could not
appear. Julia looked upon me as if she
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knew it had been my presence which
had thus affected her friend ; 1 coald not
Bear that look : ¢ Do not reproach me,
I fecl all the shame of my crimes.” « I
reproach you!” she answered, ¢“ You
mock me, I! it is not for one like me to
doit.”” She turned away,I did not under-
stand her; I asked her why she rested
upon one like her. ¢ Oh! do not ask
me, my shame must not be spoken.”
The noble stranger approached, and
broke off our conversation by asking after
Louisa. I cé:!{ notstand by him, but
joined some of my former acquaintances 3
for though my heart was breaking, I dared
not leave the room, determined to watch
minutely every action of him I fancied
my rival. ,

I entered into conversation, and forced
myself’ to enquire about this stranger,
who thus engaged the attention of all.
There was a certain affectation of mys-
tery about him, which induced all to seek
him, in hopes of penetrating the veil he

¢ 6
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threw round his actions. I met with one
who had known him intimately in his own
country. Irom whom I learnt several
traits of his character; it appeared that
this German was much distinguished
amongst his countrymen for his talenf:s,
— that he was geénerally esteemed a hater
of all the vanities of the world, but that
" he passed many hours at his toilette ; that
he was deemed broken-hearted from hav-
ing been crossed in love; but that he
was incapable of feeling that passion,
being wrapt in selfishnes,; that made
him sacrifice every thing around him to
the whim of the moment: that he was
deemed irresistible, and that no woman
upon whom he fixed his eye could with-
stand the fascination of his tongue, but
that he had never dared to tempt any
woman, who was not of the most aban-
doned character; that even they were
never addressed with boldness, but were
always made to compromise themselves
by some folly with him in public, before
he would give them the least marked sign
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of attention ; that in fine he was a gon-
firmed coward with women. Inssqciety
he was playing off a strange coquetry
with the whole world, affecting to be
modest and diffident, whilst he protruded
himself into notice. He was, however,
rich, handsome, and nobie by birth, T was
an orphan dependant upon charity. He
was every where received with great at-
tention, no where with greater than in
Doni’s palace.

Perceiving that Louisa’s father dld
not return, Fbacame alarmed, and anxi-
ous to gain some information, I sought
for him. He was walking with hasty
steps before her door. Upon seeing me,
he was turning away, but moved by my
broken voice, he stopped, looked upon
me, and addressed me, ¢ You saved my
son, Berchtold, but my daughter, my
beloved daughter dies ; it is,however, use-
less to speak to you, leave me, go to your
room, Louisa’s better.”” Every thing
seemed confused to me, I could not be-
lieve that I was the cause of Louisa’s ill-
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ness, I could not believe that she could
love such an outcast as myself. I was
several times in the course of the night
by her door, listening for some sound
that should assure me of her existence.
I fell aslecp at last upon the sofa in my
room, and 1 saw her in my dream as
when she first appeared betore me, glow-
ing in’ health, buoyant with spirits ; sud-
denly I thought she ran towards me, but
cre she rcached me, she faded like a
flower, and fell to the ground. 1 awoke,
all was still, but my heartstcat violently.
It seemed as if this were the fulfilment of
my former dreams, my vices were the
evils, the warning voice of my mother
_commanded my sister to fly, for they
were doomed to be the death of all I
loved. o

Morning came, my first enquiries
were concerning Louisa; she was very
ill, and in a state of great weakness.
Doni was not yet risen, and was appa-
rently quite overcome. During the whole
day, I was not one moment at rest; I
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wandered from one room to anotker,
and sent cvery instant to enquife con-
éerning my protector’s daughter. I
stood by the door watching all who
came from her room, and begged them
to tell me every change they observed.
Towards evening a packet was put into
my hands; it contained receipts from
every onc of my creditors. Thefe was
no explanatory paper. Imagining it to
be the gift of Doni, I determined to thank
him ; I went to his room; I found him
lying upon his souch very much fatigued
and exhausted ; he was courting repose,
but it was in vain ; anxiety was painted
upon his face, and grief seemed to stamp
him with its chilling furrows. My first.
question was concerning his daughter.
I then showed him the packet, and had
begun to thank him, when he interrupt-
ed me. ¢ Young man, thank not one,
who wished that you should first have
paid the price of your vices before he
freed you from your embarrassments, I
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had resisted my daughter’s entreaties, till
last night, she offered to give up her al-
lowance, every thing, to free you; I
refused, but I could not long do so, toa
child 1 thought dying.” I was thunder-
struck, the packet fell from my hand; 1
thought I shouid have fallen through
shame ; but he spoke again, ¢ Would
that your apparent shame were the least
security against your follies, but I believe
you to be incurable.” He motioned me
away; 1 fell at his feet, and called Heaven
to witness that I would pcvlr again par-
take of vicivus pleasures. He raised me
from the ground, pressed me to his bosom,
and with a blessing told me, that if I
kept this promise, he might yet be happy ;
he bade me leave him to his hopes, again
embraced me, and I left him.

For the first time during the last
many weary months, I felt something
like repose in my mind. It seemed as if
the vow I had made to heaven might be
relied on, and as if I again might know
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the consolation of a conscience at rest.
That night I slept quietly and soundly,
for Louisa was announced to be much
better, and my heart felt a little repose.
It was but to give me strength to bear
worse than I had yet endured.

Next morning Louisa saw me, she
was upon the bed of sickness, but she
had partly recovered the shock my abrupt
entry had caused her. I shall never for-
get the moment I entered. I had ex-
pected she would have received me with
marks of hor‘rrbr; she smiled ; oh, no!
she did not hate me. 1 sate by her, she
allowed me to take her thin cold hand
within my own ; it chilled my heart with
its touch., There was a clcar whitenes
that overspread her face, where it was
not tinged by the hectic flush, her eye
shone with a glassy brilliancy that seem-
ed not mortal, it was the glance of death
mocking my senses through a beauteous
vizor, for there were the seeds of death
sown deep in her broken heart. She
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spoke but little, what she did utter, how-
every were words of kindness, and they
were all her weakness allowed her to say.
She often turned her brilliant cyes upon
me, and the soft smile upon her lip, I
thought was excited by the gentle whis-
perings of hope, that I was snatched for
cver from vice. The latter part of the
morning was passed near her in a silence
that was not mute, for there is a lap-
guage which, though not addressed to
the ear, still speaks the thought within.
Her physician came and advised me to
retire. I bade her farewell; an anxious
look accompanied the words, whege are
you going? but when I intimated my
_,determination of staying at home, I can-
not describe to you the joy expressed
upon her face as she repeated my fare-
well.

I had been so little at home, thac F
knew nothing of what had lately hap-
pened. I was, therefore, much surprised,
when, upon desiring a servant, towards
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night, to see if Doni was in his apa¥t-
ment, he refused, saying he had" not
courage. Upon making enquirics, I
found that their master’s supernatural
powers had been much talkeS of lately
amongst the servants; for during the
latter days, unusual noises had been
heard in his room, and every morning,
all his things had been found in a strange
cenfusion while ke was apparently so ex-
hausted, that it was evident he had had
no rest during the night. Thinking all
this very explicable from the state of anx-
iety :n which he had been kept, I tried
to convince the servant, but he appeared
firm in his belief, and refused to carry my
message. 4
Louisa seemed rapidly to recover
strength. As we were in the very
middle of summer it was thought pro.
per by her physicians that she should
be removed to a cooler situation than
the neighbourhood of a great city. We
_aceordingly retired to the banks of
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the Lago Maggiore. The palace close
to the lake was refreshed by the cocl-
mg brecze that passed over the water’s
vast expanse, and the playful foun-
tains that sported with their noisy
showers in the apartments towards the
land, promised to shield the invalid from
the noxious effects of an Italian sun;
while the maguificent scenery of the
varying basin before cur view, seeme
ed to promise relaxation to the mind.
We arrived late at night, and immedi-
ately retired to our beds. I arose be-
times, and issuing forth ascended the
numerous terraces, which, one wabove
another, seemed like the work of some
- enchanter. When viewed from the wa-
ter’s edge, garden seemed to be hang-
ing above garden, as if man had ac-
quired the power of piling nature’s gifts
even into the air. 1 did not heed this,
for my native mountains were in. sight ;
1 did not gaze upon the rich islands,
which seemed like fairy dwellings spring-
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ing from the lake; I gazed upon Monte
Rosa, which, high above the neighbeuring
hills, asserted the glory of'its alpine birth.
Though all around seemed burnt by
the sun’s ray, it mocked his power and
bote its unvarying white vest, in de-
fiance of his frown, upor its aged limbs.
While yet engaged looking upon its-high
summit, with all the crowded images of
infancy offered by my memory, my
sister passed mé. She seemed lately to
have lost all her spirits, she did not ap-
pear to be attracted by the beautiful
scene near us, or the sublimity of the
alpine ridge beyond. She was gazing
upon the ground, I joined her, she started,
and with a trembling voice asked me,
«Why I was come?” I answered her;
at that moment 1 saw Olivieri turn the
corner of the alley and approach; but
immediately he saw me he retired, and I
at the same time perceived that my sister
was violently agitated. I looked at her,
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and begged of her to tell me what I was
toimagine; she hastily replied, «Nothing,
nothling ;>> and her colour, which had de-
serted her at the sight of Olivieri, returned
with greater rapidity than it had fled the
moment before. I insisted upon an ‘ex-
plamation ; she said she was unwell, weak,
and made other excuses of the same
nature. Inow remembered her agitation
a few evenings before, when we were in-
interrupted by the Count Wilhelm. -I
threatened, if' she would not satisfy me,
* to seek an explanation frop~ Olivieri. She
fell upon her knees before me, begged
me not, assured me that it concerned a
third person. I was moved, I Rad the
weakness to promise shat I would seek
no farther. ’

I had not seen my friend till this
moment, since the payment of my debts;
he had never been home, and 1 had not
sought him. He had not accompanied
us, and I had not been aware that he was
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expected. Ire-entered the house, hoping
to find him ; but no one had seen him, and
he did not appear at breakfast.

Louisa made her appearance at that
meal. You may imagine my pleasure at
agai;l seeing her out of her sick chamber,
She made room for me by her side. 1
accompanied her into the orange-walk
near the house, and I sat near her for
two hours while she enjoyed the beauty
of the scenc. She looked at the Alps,
then at me, it seemed as if the recollec-
tion of our first meeting passed through
the minds of both. Involuntarily I open-
ed the bosom of my vest and showed her
the scarf, which I had constantly worn
since that day. 8he smiled. «I did not
think of this at that time,” she said, « 1L
did not know your name, but when the
fame of Berchtold, Ernestus Berchtold,
was echoed by the wild rocks to the voice
of every peasant, I sighed and wished he
might” be the chamois hunter of the
Wengern Alps. It was I sent the
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saviour of my brother’s life to battle, .L
sent the hero to aid in the rescue of his
couﬁtry; it was in vain, yet I was con-
scious of a feeling of pride whenever 1
thought of it.”” She spoke of my former
life, and passed in silence over that prt,
when every moment had been spent in
shame. I cannot describe my sensations
to you. The feeling of how little I de-
served such praise, mingling with the
pleasure of hearing it from Louisa’s lips,
embittered what else would have been
the proudest moment of my life. Her
father joined us, and seemed pleased at
seeing us together; he seated himself
upon the other side of his daughter” and
we spent the whole marning together in
conversation, till the sun becoming too
powerful, Louisa was obliged to retire for
shelter and repose, and we separated.
Day passed after day, and Louisa’s
health seemed rapidly to recover; but
my sister evidently became more and
more restless. She generally avoided,
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and very seldom sought our society.. I
knew not what tounderstand; detefmined
however to force her to an explanation,
I one evening, finding her alone, induced
her to walk out with me. We wandered,
without perceiving it, into the garden.
She seemed determined upon silence.
Wrapt in thought, the sun’s red disk fast
sinking in the west, the birds’ evening
carol, the varied light of the heavens re-
flected from the soft silky clouds over
the purpling surface of the lake, the cool-
ing breeze whith played upon her feverish
cheek, were all unnoticed. Yet she was
wont, in all that feeling of nature’s charms
which ‘accompanies youth, to gaze upon
that orb, and figuring it as the image of
that Providence she adored, think the
birds sang hymns of thanks to him for all
he gave. But now she passed, and all
was unheeded. There was a seat upon -
the river’s side, which, shaded by the
plants that crept entangled round the
branches of a noble chesnut, formed a
H
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bower, whence all the beauties of the
richt Tature round could be viewed. I
attempted in vain to enter upon the
subject of what was causing this apparent
.misery in her breast ; she was abstracted,
and answered merely by monosyllables.
-I at last ceased"to press her, and we both
sank into silence.

The- spreading clematis of the bower
hid us completely from the path near us,
while its open leaves allowed us to see dis-
tinctly all that passed in the avenue.
There was a wall of cypress which ran
along one side of the gravel walk, fully
exposed at this moment to the sun’s
rays. I saw at last approaching Prom the
bottom, the Count our protector; he
‘seemed in earnest conversation with some
-one, but I could perceive’' no one near
‘him; yet his lips and hands certainly
moved as if he spoke. As he gradually
‘approached, I could even distinguish
‘sounids. .I motioned Julia to observe
him; she did so and soon pointed to the

1
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hedge. I could not at first see to what
she directed my attention; but atdast I
perceived the outline of a figure, threugh
the shape of whose body the very leaves
were visible ; something in the man-
ner that I have seen in the summer, a
current of heated air, acturately defined
by the wavering outline of the things
between which and our sight it stdnds,
only that this was even more sensible to
vision. I could not distinguish its voice,
but I at last caught some of the words of
Doni. I had %hardly time to make these
observations, when the Count seemed -to
start, and the figured vapour went.

We did not move; we for some time
seemed rooted to our seats; at last Doni
disappeated amidst the trees, and we
looked at each other, It was then true
what we heard at the lake of Thun, eur
protector had communication with &
spirit. My sister seized the subject of
conversation with avidity. We related
to one another several slight circum-

H 2
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stances, which had come to our know-
ledge; many incidents which we could
not explain. The reluctance of the ser-
vants to approach the chambers of the
Count all pressed upon our minds. The
immense wealth, which seemed inexhaust-
ible, must, it appeared to us, be connected
with this untenanting spirit. We re-
solved not to mention the circumstance
we had just witnessed to any one. But it
wasnot effaced from our own memory. We
returned to the house and saw our pro-
tector there as usual, but kis face was, or
I imagined it to be, pale ; his eyes wan-
dered, and then seemed to fix their'angry
glance at times upon us ; but whether this
were imagination or reality, I could not
decide. I went tobed,but not to sleep, the
thoughts of having seen an unembodied
being, the tales of my foster-mother, of
power, of wealth, arising from the com-
munication with beings of another world,
arose before me. Obtaining such a power,
it seemed as if' I might learn the things
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fidden in the earth’s deepest recesses,
the ocean’s depth; 1 even thouglits that
by such a power, I might tear away the
veil which the first Cause has thrown over
itself. Nor did these visions disappear
with the morning’s light, they were as
distinct in the sun’s brightness, as in the
night’s obscurity. I arose determined to
speak on the subject with the Count.
He met me with au affectionate embrace;
I took his hand, had the words upon my
lips, when, meeting his eye, I saw ex-
pressed thereln such anxious fear, such
meaning, that the words fell into inarticu-
late sounds; instantly his eye was as
usual ; nothing but brilliancy was there.
We went together to fetch Louisa from
her apartment, and descended to the
breakfast table. '

Louisa seemed to take a great pleasure
in my society, and sought in every way
to bring me near her; she seemed afraid
of trusting me to myself in my first steps
towards retracing the paths of virtue,

H 3
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She again resumed the subject which
had formed the topic of conversation,
before her fatal departure to visit her sick
telation, She painted to me the charms of
a religion, which taught us to look wp to
the infinite power above us, not as to an
object of terror and fear, but of love and
hope.  Her mind, without losing the
least of that delicacy which is the magic
charm that spreads its influence round
the footsteps of woman, was energetic
and clear. Her simplicity was not mis-
led by the winding, intricate sophisms of
the deist and unbeliever; her belief, was
built upon persuasion, which, thgugh it
had at first depended upon faith, had not
scorned the bulwarks of reason. The
carnestness with which she spoke, did
not make her appear bold or presuming ;
for the mild look of her dark eye seemed
lookihg to heaven to beg for inspiration
from him, whose cause her lips Were
pleading. She wouldoften lead metowards
the cha[iel, and without affectation, would
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kneel down by my side motioning me to

imitate her, and bending devoutly before

hér maker, would pray for me. I'did not
think of myself; but gazing upon that
veiled eye, which did not seem to think-
itself worthy of looking towards the
throne of God, while -petitioning for
strength against mortal weakness, a
prayer would involuntarily rise fronr my
heart for her. I did not feel the time
long when near her, though it was even
spent in prayer ; to have communication
with the Almightyein union with her,

seemed to be an additional bond amongst
those numberless ties which bound me to
her. From the first moment that I had
seen her, she seemed-to visit this earth as
my protecting angel ; now it appeared as
if such a being had led me to the throne
of him of whose commands she was the
bearer. I did not notice the lapse of
months ; and autumn had already vested
the scene around with its checquered
hues, ere this happiness was interrupt-

H 4
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ed; 1 had even forgotten all my imagina-
tions, «concerning the being attendant
upon- Doni. It seemed as if misfortune
could no longer visit me; such is human
foresight. .

I have already mentioned to you the
singularity of my sister’s conduct; it
grew more and more remarkable. She
never came down in the morning, but,
confined to her room, she spent the
hours in solitude : when she did appear,
it was but to retire to a corner, where,
enveloping herself in her snawl, she ap-
parently brooded over some thoughts that
destroyed her peace. Her appearance
was completely changed; her auburn
hair, which once floated in ringlets of
soft varying light upon her shoulders,
was now entangled and neglected ; her
cheeks, on which was wont to play a hue
more delicate than that of the white rose,
were pale and sickly ; her eyes no longe
shone withsparkling lustre, they were naw
heavy and inflamed from the want of
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sleep. I often saw the silent tears fall
from her eye; but it was in vain to.ques-
tion her; she wept bitterly at every en
quiry I made, and seemed agitated to the
most violent excess whenever Olivieri’s
name was mentioned. I was bewildered
by the enquiries of Doni and Louisa, who
constantly expressed their anxiety con-
cerning her. .

We were assembled together at the
breakfast table as usual one morning, and
were conversing about Julia, who had
made her appearance the evening before
at the supper table, which she had not
done for a long time, when a servant
came to tell us that her maid had applied
several times in the. course of the last
hour for admission to her room, but that
she could obtain no answer. Louisa
offered to see if she could obtain admis-
sion ; in vain, we went together ; all, all
was silent. We burst open the door,
there was no one, every thing seemed in

HJ
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disqrder, the bed had not been slept in
the last night; upon the floor there
were many pieces of paper torn into frag-
ments ; and upon the table there was a
note addressed to myself. I took it trem-
bling, I was afraid she had committed
some desperate act. I could not open it,
but gave it into Doni’s hand ; he read it :

« My shame can be no longer hiddén ;
I fly then to hide myself; curse not your
sister, my own feelings are sufficiently
bitter to satisfy even the injured honour
of Berchtold. — Your degraded Julia.”

I sunk upon thebed; Olivieri immedi-
ately presented himself to my ming as the
seducer of my sister. I could not speak,
and my friends were silent, they looked
upon me with pity. I dared not inform
them of my suspicions, they would bring
the old man’s grey hairs to their grave,
and would cut off the feeble thread of life
in Louisa.  She bore up against the
shock ; and while the tear trembled in her
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eye, she sat down by me, and strove to
sooth, not console me, for that sho knew
was impossible.

Servants were sent in every direction.
I searched all the neighbourhood. I de-
termined instantly to go to Milan, and
make enquiries directly from Olivieri,
concerning the fate of my sister. [ made
a plausible excuse for my departure; and
soon reached the Corso, Doni’s palace.
The servants had not seen him for some
time. I forced myself to seek him in the
places which*had been my former resort.
My late companions hailed my approach ;
but I turned from them in disgust. Olivieri
had no where been heard of lately. Dis-
tracted by my suspicions, which now
seemed to wear the semblance of cer-
tainty, after several days spent in the vain
search, I returned to the Lake.

We soon fixed ourselves again at
Milan. It was now impossible to keep
his son’s absence a secret from Doni. He
learnt it, but did not seem to imagine

: H 6
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any connection between the flight of my
sister,znd his son’s conduct. Perceiving
this, I did not intimate to him my horri-
ble doubts, but left him in entire igno-
rance. In the mean time I made the
most minute enquiries concerning both ;
but could learn r.othing.

Louisa’s health in thie mean time gradu-
allyrecovered; but she never lost the hec-
tic flush upon her cheek; she gained
strength, but the seeds of death were hid-
den, not destroyed. During her gradual
recovery, Iwas alwayswith her; and if you
can picture the happy hours of one sitting
by a being he loves — adores, At “the
same time, that his imagination pamts her
to him as a spirit of heaven, you may ima-
gine my happiness, when sittingby Louisa,
whose smile, whose glance told me she
loved. Shehad gainedmefame; had saved
my life, my honour; had restored tc me
the hapes of a future state, thebelief in a
kind God. T know not your belief, your
principles; you may sneer at the feeling
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which dictates my ranking the two . last
with the former ; but, young man! dielicve
one who has experienced the whole of
fate’s wantoninflictions ;—he whocan still
rest upon futurity, confident in the good-
ness of his maker, may find a refuge in
the greatest misery ;. he who cannot,
may indeed despair, he has but the pre-
sent, and that may indeed be dreadful.
Louisa’s image was always with me. I
loved her, but so did every one ; I could
not for that reason hope to gain her. I
was an orphmn, how often has the thought
of that sunk my buoyant hope, which still
would revive. I had no rank. Count
Wilhelm had again renewed his addresses.
It seemed dishonourable in me to conti-
nue any longer near her, endeavouring to
gain her affections; it seemed as if the
debt of gratitude I owed to Doni forbade
my attempting to gain his daughter. The
count had rank and wealth. I could not
hopethather fathershould preferme,degra-
ded by vice, my birth perhaps tainted with_
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dishonour, to one whose name was a spell
upon ail Europe. I had determined to
leave Milan, and to plead the necessity of’
further enquiries for my sister. Doni ap-
proved of my intentions, and in a few
days I was to set off. I had been prepar-
ing for my departure, and had been talk-
ing to the servant about the trifles neces-
sary for a solitary journey ; it was not yet
the hour for the company to assemble,
and lost in sorrow I was slowly approach-
ing the saloon, when those notes which
had sung hope to me in prison, sounded
on the air. They were falling upon the
breeze broken, and in a melancholy tohe;
‘though the air was lively, it seemed as if -
Louisa sought to- sing of hope, while her
heart could not echo back the strain, I
had not heard the song since I sunk into
vice. The sound was silenced, I enter-
ed; Louisa was leaning upon her harp,
her head was fallen upon her hand.
There was no light, and the lowering
clouds hid the little daylight that might
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have been afforded by the setting sun.
I could just distinguish her form, glmost
bost in the obscurity ; suddenly she moved,
struck her harp in wild notes, and sung
the words of a broken heart. I could
not hear more ; Louisa’s name fell from
my lips; “Sing not se, Louisa; if you
have not happineds, who shall possess
it? She sunk upon a chair, and-I ap-
proached. ¢ You leave me to morrow,”
she said, ¢¢ I shall no longer have any one
to cheer me, any one, whom I can” —
She stopped and hesitated. I stood
breathless by her side. ¢1I shall, I will
return.”” «You will find me a corpse, I feel
no power of life within me, it seems as if
my soul still clung.to life that it might
converse with you, when you are gone.”
I took her hand ; I bade her, if she loved
me, not to speak in words that pierced
my heart. ¢ Love you,” she answered,
« you cannot know what I feel towards
you, I am myself ashamed that any can
divide my heart with God, but you —*’
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I fe]l upon my knees. I will not go, I
cannots Louisa has confessed her love,
she loves the orphan Berchtold, if that
words could express the least part of
what I feel, T would speak. I love you,
let my silence speak the rest.” I felt her
feeble hand press mine, she had fainted,
her weak health haa not given her
strength to listen. We had not heard the
storm which had burst over our heads, I
had not seen the flashes of'heaven’s anger,
which had unobserved spread its lurid
light around us. T lifted her in my arms,
carried her to her chamber, and delivered
her to her maid. She recovered.

I was alone ; the thunders echoed still
in the distance, and the horizon was
lit by the forked lightning. But in my
breast the convulsions were not subsiding.
At the first moment it seemed as if hap-
piness indeed were mine; but Doni’s
image came quickly across my mind, and
all I owed him seemed to be imaged as so
many reproaches for my having stolen
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the affections of my benefactor’s daugh-
ter. The company assembled, fut I
could not join them. The tumult in my
breast- was too powerful to allow me to
participate in the light frivolity of a draw-
ing room. I retired to my chamber, and
was soon lost in meditation upon that fa-
tality, which made the very circumstance
on which I had rested as the bourne of
all my hopes, a cause of anguish and re-
proach. I determined to see the Count
immediately after the company had
retired. No"malefactor, who is listening
in expectation of hearing the lengthened
toll, warning him of the executioner’s
approach, ever counted the moments
with greater anxiety than mine. The
clock struck, and each brazen sound
seemed to vibrate through my body, as if
it bore grief upon its sound. At last the
carriages began to depart, and I entered
the apartment of my friend. 1 had never
dared to call him father, it seemed to my
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mird too sacred a title to be profaned by
'me ; he was Louisa’s father.

I had been some time in his apartment
before he entered. He came, his face
was full of anxiety. ¢ My daughter,”” he
said, «I fear is going to relapse, some-
thing has agitated her strongly, and she
will not tell even her father what it is.
Berchtold,”” he continued, *you have
never before seen a father in the agony
that I endure, my daughtel s life sinks
visibly before me, and I cannot discover
the cause.. You have theréfore no con-
ception of the pain it brings.”” I knew
not what to say. ¢ Olivieri too ig I know
not where, perchance in the haunt of the
lowest vice, perhaps zcting again the hero,
as when with you. Youarenot mychild, yet
you now form my only comfort, my only
hope.” I could not hear more;—he praise
me! who had, like the snake stinging the
child enchanted by the beauty of its
scales, robbed him of his treasure, insidi-
ously won his daughter’s love; 1 inter-
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rupted him. <1 am a wretch, not worthy
of your affection, your daughter loves me,
I have dared to tell her she was my only
hope ; spurn me from you, I expect it;
but do not blame her.” I fell upon my
knees, “ Do not blame her for loving such
a wretch as me, she pitied<ne and my da-
ring devotion changed pity intolove.” My
head was hid within my hands, 1 expect-
ed to be cursed by him I looked uptoasa
father. He raised me from the ground.
¢ Ernestus, this is nobly spoken, I will
not reproach’you with your former vices,
Louisa shall be security to me, that you
will always prove what you now show
yourself.” I was amazed; 1 embraced
him, but could not°speak. Louisa w3s
to be mine,—my guide, my wife. At that
moment happiness seemed to be descend.-
ing from heaven to be our handmaid,
while in fact despair and ‘hotror were pre-
paring their flight from the lowest abyss
to wait upon out nuptials.

Next morning I was admitted to
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Louisa’s chamber ; Itold her that her fa-
ther.had consented to our union. A
gleam of joy crossed her pale face,. she
said she was happy, but those words were
in a broken and weak voice. I heeded it
not, so great was my joy, I sat with her,
she listened to my plans of happiness, and
smiled ; it seemedas if she were conscious
of tltere being but to be imagined. I was
at last called away by my own servant,
who putting a letter in my hand, told me
that he had found it thrown in at the door.
1t was my sister’s hand writing; fearful of
agitating Louisa, I hastily put it into my
bosom, and making an excuse leﬁ her.
When in my chamber, I opened the note.
The lines were few :

“ A mother appeals for her child to your
charity, she has buta short time to live, but
her child has not a broken heart. Julia,”

Berchtold had been written, but « tear
had effaced the characters. There was
the name of an obscure street in the most
retired part of Milan,
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I immediately repaired thither, and
soon found myself in an abode of mlsery
I:cannot describe. It was upon the high-
est story, the roof in several parts let in
the hot ray of the sun, and the window
was not glazed, but stuffed with dirty
rags. It could not be called a shelter, for
the floor bore on its*black soft texture the
marks of every cloud that had passed
over it. In one corner there was a bed-
scead, over which was spread a blanket,
that seemed not to have been removed
for many years, it was so black and thick
with dirt. A broken dish and rags,
which I but too well recognized as the
remnants of my sister’s dress, were the
only things upon the floor. I hearda
difficult breathing, which proceeded from
the bed. I approached, and found my
sister. She was pale and squalid, her
hair, entangled and loose, covered her
face and bosom, and her clasped hands
hung irom the bed. She was apparently
asleep, and her child was grasping her



166 ERNESTUS BERCHTOLD:-

breast with its little hand, trying in vain
to obtain sustenance from its fevered
mother. I stood for some time gazing
upon her; finding she slept soundly, I
descended the creaking stairs, and send-
ing some person of the house for clothes
and food, I waited till they returned
and carried them up with me. The
noise I made awakened her, she shrunk
from me; ¢1I did not call you for myself,
but this child’s cry pierced my heart, —
do," do not therefore curse me, if I have
even brought you to witness your sister’s
infamy. I could not die and leave my
child sinking unaided upon my,_ putrid

corpse.” I spoke kindly to her, she look-
ed upon me, aud said, ¢ Ernestus,” with
an incredulous voice, and burst into tears.
I soothed her, spoke to her of her child,
induced her to take a little nourishment,
and saw her feed her little babe. She
looked at its eager eye and face while
feeding, at moments hugged it to her bo-
som, while a stifled laugh escaped her;
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she “did not seem to notice me, and I
spoke not. At last she fell exhgusted
upon the bed. I gave her the clothes I
had brought, she did not heed me.

I hastened to Doni, related what I had
seen ; he ordered every thing to be got
ready at the palace, and procuring a litter
he accompanied me to the abode of my
wretched Julia. At sight of him, she hid
her face, and would not speak. I had her
conveyed to the itter with her child, and
we arrived at the palace. The physician
of the family being sent for, announced to
us, that from the state of exhaustion, into
which she had fallen, there were but a
few hours remaining of her life. I watch-
ed by her all night, shedid not speak ; 1
took Louisa for my model, and spoke to
her of those hopes which had seemed on
her lips to have the power of soothing
sickness, and to still the fears of death.
She was moved by what I §aid, for her cold
hand pressed mine. I put questions to her
with regacd-to her seducer; she was silent;
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but a convulsive motion seemed to seize
her whole features. I urged her no more.
She seemed Lo revive a little in the morn-
ing; auguringwell fromit, I begantospeak
to her of her child, talked to her of its
health, said it should be named Ernesius,
and promised that I would be its father.
She raised her fallen head, and looking
with teais in her eyes, blessed me, but
hardly had the words fallen from her lips,
when shuddering, she said, ¢“my blessiny !
that, that’s a curse.”” I took her to my
breast, she shrunk from me, ¢ you know
not whom you embrace. * It is my sis-
ter, whom I hold in my arms,” I cried,
she burst into loud sobs, and fell’ again,
upon her pillow. ¢ You shall hear, she
replied,what a sister "’ She prepared to re.
late to me the whole of her late history ;
I advised her to repose awhile first. «Well,
well, I shall have the less time to fee! the
blush of shame, ’and to hear your reproach-
es, ’tis betterso.”” She fell asleep after ut-
tering these words, but she was restless,
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her face was convulsed, and the twitching
of her arms began to give the signs of the
r2pid approach of death. ’

I seized this moment of apparent rest
to enquire for Louisa. She was much
better; we had kept our discovery of
Julia a secret, fearful of agitating her
too much ; I determined therefore to see
her, lest, making some enquiry concerning
me, she might hear how I was engaged.
I 2ntered her room, and staid with her for
some time ; she spoke of her love, and
added, that all that she thought want-
ing was the presence of her. brother and
Julia.. I could not answer, but rose, and
again went to my unconscious sister. She
was disturbed in her sleep, and was calling
upon Louisa’s name; she seemed to re-
proach her for not seeing her; but then
she appeared tomeditate and said ; “true,
true, I am an outcast.”” She awoke, looked
wildly around, met my eye. She was lost
some time in thought! and then addressed
me; “1 know what you are waiting for

1
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but ere I unfold the whole of my shame,
give me your solemn promise that you
will grant your sister her last dying re-
quest.” I gave it her. “You will then never
mention to either of my former friends
what I narrate, and you will let me tie,
certain that youavill never injure him that.
ruined me, for still, still I love him.” T as-
sured her, that I would leave it to hcaven
to punish him, for I was conscious it was
Olivieri, Louisa’s brother. It was him, the
account that I had given of his bravery
in the Swiss war, the description I had
made of his daring feats had gained an
entire possession of her imagination.
When, therefore, she met him at‘Milan,
his beauty, his specious manner and ap-
parent knowledge had completed her fas-
cination. I myself, when bewildered by
doubts, had sapped the foundation of her
religious principles ; and Olivieri, who was
not blind to her partiality, had fanned the
spark of scepticism, till he had destroyed
all belief in virtue and a future state. I
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fost myself at the gambling table; and my
conduct was but an additional proofin her
mind, that the present was all that belong-
ed to man. Before we left Milan, the se-
ducer accomplished his criminal purpose.
Thoughhowever, shehadbecome a convert
to his thcories, she could not divest her-
self’ of all fecling &f shame, much less
could she entirely drive from her Heart
those doctrines which Berchtold had in-
stilled at that age when the first impres-
sions become part of our very nature;
they hung around her, and haunted her
day and night; she had sought for courage
to apply to Louisa or myself in her diffi-
cultics, but had not dared.

Her mind being in.this state, she de-
scribed the cffect upon it, at sight of that
being ulmost lost amidst the ambient air in
coversation with Doni, as wonderful. Her
mind had unmediately recovered its elas-
ticity, tor she hoped, if she could obtain
commun:cation with such a being, to be
able to find some certainty amidst the hor-
- 12
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rid daubts that revelled in her mind,
and to procure the means of hiding her
shame, or daring to face the day, by
means of its power. Determined to
learn the spell which could raise a trans-
parent, all-pervading being, she 're-
solved to watch, without remission, the
conduct of the Count ; she learnt nothing
for some time. He apparently differed in
no habit from the others around. DBut
the impression in her mind was notetfaced:
at last it appeared to her that upon cer-
tain days, the Count nevesr touched ani-
mal food, and she found by observation
that this happened on every combination
of seven in the days of the month. Upon
enquiry amongst the servants, she found
that upon the morning of those days, the
room of Doni was always in the greatest
confusion, and she herself remarked, tpat
upon the evening preceding, he seemed
always more anxious, and the day after
‘more fatigued than usual. -
Juliaresolved towatchthe Countuponthe
4 .
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next seventh night ; she found that it was
possible to look into his room through the
wainscot of" a closet for wood that open-
ed into the passage leading to his apart-
ment. The night came, meat had been
avoided, all were gone to their rooms, only
the fodtsteps of the domestics arranging
every thing for rest, sounded on her ear;
she described herself, as having listen-
ed apparently for hours, though only mi-
nutes elapsed, while these sounds con-
tinued. At last, all was silent ; she said,
that not even the vine leaves overspread-
ing her casement were heard to rustle; for
every breeze was hushed, all was so quiet,
that the ear seemed to feel as it were the
silence. She was awed, her heart beat
quick, she held her breath; at that moment
she thought a slow step sounded along
the corridor ; alarmed she knew not why,
she seized her lamp, and was upon the
point of rushing out, when the door slow-
ly opened, and a figure clad in a white
robe entered ; its dark black eye was fiked ;
18
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its grey locks seemed as if no breath of
air cotld move their weight ; no sign of
life, save the moving feet belonged to it,
tor the face was pale, the lips blucish. It
approached with an unvarying step; it was
Doni ! its hand took her’s within its cold
grasp, its eye shone, as if a tear had
passed over it, its lips quivered as if it
wishdd to speak, or thought it spoke. She
stood still, motionless ; while it approach-
ed, it seemed as if she had strength for
any thing, but when it turned to go, the
lamp fell from her hand, ana she fell upon
the floor. It was morn, ere her wildered
senses returned, it was too late. «Dont
never noticed in any way the event of that
night. She was bewildered, she knew not
what to think, it seemed from his un-
ehanged conduct towards her, that he was
unconscious of the event. Yet she as-
serted that she could not have mistaken
the features of him who had visited her
in that awful manner; her imagination
laboured, her judgment laid down the ba-
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lance and became as dead. Her phanta-
sy painted to her mind pictures of $plen-
dour and of power, more brilliant than
those of the Arab tale-teller, or God crea-
ting Bramin. But more than all, it repre-
presented to her the means of ensuring
Olivieri’s love, which she could no longer
Hatter herself’ she };ossessed ; he had not
scen her, but for a moment, since she had
left Milan dishonoured, and then it was
but to laugh at her fears, which she was
but too conscious were not in vain.

Day followed day towards the seventh.
At times she caught Doni’s eye fixed
upon her, as if it sought to read her
mind ; but she thought this might be
imagination, yet it Seemed to her as if
her intentions were divined, and that
from some cause or other, they could
not be opposed, else why this silence?
The fatal night came. Julia, determin-
ed to brave every thing, went down
that evening, which she had not lately
done, to supper. Her agitation was great,

14
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but’ she forced herself to conceal it. She
was conscious the Count’s eyes were fixed
uponher’s, yet shedared not to look up and
meet his. She rose to depart, he came to
her to say good night, his voice failed ivim,
his hand shook. She retired to her room ;
she determined, frightened by the awful
silence of her protector, to give up her
intention. She threw herself upon her
bed, but sleep abandoned her, or if it
for a moment came, it presented such
brilliant visions to her eye, that nothing
mortal was to be compared tc it. She
seemed to have spirits instead of pagcs to
attend her, genii instead of servanfs. It
seemed as if at their bidding the very
earth would heave and show within its
entrails, all its richest treasures. Olivieri
appeared joined with her in this state of
power. She roused herself. The clack
with its solemn peal seemed trem-
bling to intrude upon the solemn night.
One might have thought nature were
dead, for not even the owl shrieked, and
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the darkness and nocturnal sleep that
weighed on the earth, seemed no longer
the type of the eternal rest of the world,
but its fulfilment, all appeared sunk into
sueit undisturbed repose.  Julia alone
seemed living, she looked in the creation
like the Arab in the sandy plain, animate
amidst inanimation, organized amidst un-
organized matter. Even she must have
appearcd as if she were some spirit of
another more restless sphere, for her
hurrying glance, the fearful resolution
breathing.in her face, must have made
her bear the stamp of something more
than mortality. She seized her lamp,
started, then advanced, and laughed with
that laugh which plays upon the lips,when
the heart ceases tobeat through violenee
of feeling. '

At last she reached the gallery of her
protector’s room ; she openied with a trem-
bling hand, the  door of the adjoining
closet, and entered. The dread silence
still continued, it was only broken by thé

15
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loud breathing of her heaving bosom. She
sat down upon the pile of wood in the
corner of the closet. She could not find
courage to pursue her undertaking; at
last a deep groan made her start ; terrifigd
she leant against the wall ; as she gradu-
ally recovered herself, she raised her
eyes, and looked through a crevice that
openéd to her sight the Count’s room.
1 could not learn what she saw, she how-
ever informed me that she discovered the
means of raising a superior being; but
that startled at his appearance. she had
sunk to the ground. She found herself,
when recovered, upon her bed, bt no
one was near her. She determined to
put her power into effect the ensuing
night. She would not join the family at
breakfast, but remained in her room all
day. She did attempt to raise a spirit,
but what was her horror, when the walls
of her apartment echoed but scoffs and
mockings, they seemed to say that she
- necded not a greater price than the grati-
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ficationof herpassions, and that they would
not give her more ; that she was theirs al-
ready, and that to command them could
only be obtained by one not already
domned.  Unappalled she repeated her
call, but it was in vain, all sunk to quiet.
Desperate, for her shame could no longer
be hidden, she formed at once the reso-
lution of leaving the house and seeking
her seducer. She got out, and entering
a boat, managed by skulking along the
banks of the lake throughout the day, to
arrive in the night at Sesto Calende ; she
theiice easily obtained a conveyance, and
reached Milan.

She had sought refuge at a small inn,
and sending to Olivieri, he came to her,
but it was only to make fully known to
her the horrors of her situation. It ap-
pears he trcated her “with brutality,
though she did not say so. He staid
with her but a few minutes, and left
her for ever. He offered her no assist-
ance, seemed even to have implied that

16
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» if unwilling to return to her brother,
she might live by exposing her shame to
all, and boldly seeking whom she might
inveigle. He left her with only the small
sum remaining from what she had tdaken
with her, and immediately left Milan to go
she knew not where. She had thence re-
tired to the room where I had found her,
and had there managed to support life, and
was delivered of her child. Her money
however failed her, and, at last, her
poor neighbours, tired of assisting her
who could no longer pay them, having re-
fused to aid her any more, she-had
struggled with the pains of hunger for two
days in solitude, hoping for relief from
death. But her milk had, failed, and
her child’s voice had pierced its mother’s
heart; she could not resist such an
appeal ; she arose, wrote the few lines to
me, and staggering, in the morning while
all were at rest, to the gate of the palace,
had thrown them under the gate. From
thence she had hardly found strength suf-
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ficient to reach her miserable couch, when
fatigued, she sunk into a kind of stupor
from which my approach had roused her.

This is the substance of what my sis-
ter told me.  Her narration was broken,
and ipany were the pauscs she was forced
to make to recoverstrength. Her feeble
breath hardly seemed sufficient to pllow
her to end her tale. Night came, and
she was delirious. She screamed for
Olivieri, called on him to come and see her
die. She held my hands, and looking on
me asked.me my name, denied it could be
me, for I could not be more kind than
Olivieri ; but why rest upon such a scene ?
She died in the morning without a return
of reason, but still calling, in the last
moment, upon her lover.

My- sister was dead. Her tale had
unfolded to me the causes whence her
misconduct arose. 1 was the source of
all, my colouring of Olivieri’s good quali-
ties, my exposing to her the sources of
doubt in thosedoctrines oursainted foster-
* father had taught us, my example in the
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carcer of vice were the causes of ler
fault — her death. It was yet but the
second victim to my fate ; there were two
others wanting; I sat by the dead body
reflecting upon the horrible fatality chat
had cansed my virtues and my vices to
prove alike mortal to the two beings
who for mauny years had been the only
companions I possessed in nature, the
only sympathizers in my joys and
sorrows. If the' pangs of conscience
could be depicted, I would, for your
sake, young man, paint in its truest
colours, the horror [ then felt, the pengs
I now feel ; but the attempt wodtd be
vain. I had loved my sister with all
that affection two isolated beings natu-
rally feel towards each other. She had
been to me as the weaker part of myself,
which always needed protection and de-
fence. To meshe had been the holder of
all my secrets, the partaker of'all my sor-
rows ; when an outcast, she had received
me ; when a wretch, she had not spurned
me. ‘
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No one was with me when she died.
‘The scrvant of Louisa found me ‘many
hours after her decease, extended upon
her corpse. She came {rom her mistress
to s2ek me. I rose; I knew not how to
conceal the anguish of my mind.  Louisa
soon discovered it, ‘aml obtained from me
the knowledge of my sister’s illness and
death.  She did not enquire further ; she
perccived I was not willing she should
know the rest, and was silent. I was
astonished to sce how firmly she bore the
shock, she éxerted herself to find some
means of allaying iy grief, but she did
not know that it was conscience that
worked within. I left her, and her pre-
tended strength was gone. She had
forced herself to assume an apparent calin
to assuagé my gricf, but could not com-
mand her own.

My sister was interred privately. Doni
and myself, were the only mourncrs, and
a tablet, with merely the name of Julia
Berchtold, marked the spot where my,
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sister lay. Her child was put to nurse.
I gave him his mother’s and my own
name, that T might still have a bond
between us. Every day I went to see the
little orphan, and taking him from the'fzar-
ful nurse, I gazed upon his infantile face,
while a bitter tear fell from the eye of him
who had been the cause of his birth being
loaded with infamy and shame. While [
looked upon him he would smile, but
that smile brought to my mind my
sister’s ; it was a melanchc'y playing of
the lips, that seemed to mcck at the
pleasure that excited it; the eye was not
lit up with the same feeling, but still
appeared absorbed in its continued grief.
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PART THIRD.

P

I 1ap already undergone more than falls
to the lot .of most men in this valley of
miseries ; but I was not allowed repose ;
from this moment my heart was torn
piece-meal, by fiends each more horrible
than the other. Not many days had
elapsed since Julia’sdeath, when Olivieri’s
father received an anonymous warning to
prepare himself for the worst news. The
letter was dated Strasburgh. Next day
he read in another letter, that his son,
under an assumed name, had been taken
with several others of a band of robbers,
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«ho had for a long time infested thc
bankd of the Rhine.  Doni had now
become aged and infirni, he was not
capable of undergoing the fatigues of a
tong journey, yet it was hardly posgible
to hinder him from setting off; to attempt
saving  his only son, He blessed me
when I insisted upon periorming that
office. « You have twice saved his life in
the field of honour, may you be as suc-
cessful in snatching him from the death
ot infamy.” He gave me unlimited
power, and rushed into his daughter’s
apartment to seek there for the comfort
all else seemed to deny him. *

I departed, travelled night and day,
I saw Switzerland again, but did not even
notice it, my mind was anxious, was
alarmed ; it seemed as it heaven wished
by repcated inflictions of its bitterest
curses, to humble to the dust the family
circle of my protector. I was so rash,
that for a moment I dared to question
Providence. So weak is all mortal know-
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ledge ; misery is but the fruit of vjce,
virtue never feels the world’s infimy
tnere is a heavenly beam of certainty in
the mercitul justice ot their God that
enables the just to look upon all the in-
tlictions of this life, but as the most
lenient atonement due to a tender, though
offended father, f8r thosc weaknesses
belonging even to our nature. -

I arrived at Strasburgh; its fretted
spire, rising high above the houses, upon
the far extended plain, for a long time
marked the Bourne to which I was tend-
ing, while' the winding road that forms
the approach, secmed to mock my en-
deavours to reach it. Justice had been
summary, there had not evem been a
regular trial, but a court martial had been
summoned, and instantly had condemned
the prisoners to death. A respite had
however been granted for a few days, in
oonscquence of the hopes entertained of
induciug some individual to betray the
secret retreats of’ their comrades. T im-
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mediately proceeded to the prison and
asked: admission.  Application being
made to the governor, and it being evi-
dent that I was not one of the gang, I
obtained it. I entered; bolt after bolt
slowly sounded as they were forced from
their rusty clasps; and I found myself in
a low gallery, the damp was slowly falling
in measured drops from the arched vault
above, and the coldness of the chilly air
made me shiver. The jailor bore a torch
before me ; its red light at last rested
upon the strong fastenings to a narrow
door. I gave him money, and seizing
the torch, entered.

Upon a little straw, covering a few
loose stones in a corner, lay a form, which
seemed reckless of all. The light of
the torch did not cause it to move, its
hands were upon its face, clenched; its
whole posture was strained, as if’ by the
convulsive stiffening of its limbs it would
harden itself against the inflictions of the
mind. I could not speak; thrice I strove
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to utter the name of Olivieri, and thrice it
stuck in my throat. ¢ Speak, I canlisten
{omy fate,” Olivieri at lastsaidin a hurried
voice, * Death they say silences all voices,
if it can silence that which echoes through
the chambers of my breast, scaring obli-
vion.and repose, I shell be content to
die, though on the wheel, waiting, when all
my limbs arc crushed, for that repose the
iron bar may give.,” He did not move,
but scemed to mutter this, addressing
himself as much as me. ¢ Olivieri,” at last
fell trembling from my lips. He with
one exertion stood erect; his eyeballs
straining in their sockets, seemed to seek
the horrid certainty they knew would
blast them. Berchtold appeared before
bim. He threw himself upon the straw,
and with.a hand clenching with furious
grasp his long black hair, he secmed to
force his head upon the ground, fearing
his eyes should again turn upon me. I sate
upon .he stones at his side, laid my hand
upon him, bade him be comfosted. He
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shrunk as if my touch froze him. I told
him cof my hopes of obtaining his release,
of the weaith I could employ in bribing
his judges. He looked up ;¢ You talk to
me of mercy ; Julia was seduced by me.”
« I know it,” Ireplied, «itis your fatker,
who acts by me, T am but my benefactor’s
agent. Ior him I an, to attempt to save
his-son.” ¢ His son?” he cchoed in a
faultcring voice, “true, I was his son.”
1 in vain asked him for information cn
which to proceed; he would give me
none. I left him. N

I applied to the court which had passed
his sentence. 1 saw the membegs who
had composed it in private. They gave
me an account of the desperate gang to
which he had belonged, and painted in
horrid colours the devastations they had
committed in the French territory. It ap-
peared that Olivieri had put himself at the
head of these outlaws, and had with the
most daring rashness and carelessaess of
lite, always eluded the numbers that
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otten seemed to surround him. I made
those who appeared favourable to, my
pleading great presents, under the pre-
tence of enabling them to aid the further-
ance of my objects. Amongst the others,
the governor seemed to have the most
influegce. I gave him, imimense sums,
which he promiseds to expend for the
prisoner’s advantage. The next day was
appointed for the execution. 1 had not
seen Olivieri again, I was anxious not to
encourage too much his hopes of life,
while all scgmed wuncertain. I called
carly in the morning, upon the go-
vernbr; Isaw him. He raised my expec-
tations very high, he said, that if I could
but find the slightest pretence for a res-
pite, that it was detcrmined to grant it.
«If I were to judge by your riches, he and
yourself inust be of higher rank than'you
pretend.”” Thad concealedbothournames.
“ Now, it you can but show that some
one of influence is interested in his fate,
we will admit of an appeal.” Rashly I
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was induced to utter the names of Olivieri
anj, and Ernestus Berchtold. I was
surprised at sceing the. man before me
tyrn of a most deadly pale. His limbs
secmed to fail him, but he in an instant
recovered himself; his voice alone be-
trayed an emotign I couldnot understand.
He assured me that he would instantly
occupy himself’ about it, and I left him.
An hour afterwards I received a note
from him saying, that I should prepare a
a carriage and post horses upon the
bridge, and as the clock struck the first
hour of the morning, that I should pre-
sent myself at the prison door, where I
should mcet my friend. That this had
been thought the best means of allowing
his escape. Passports were enclosed,
which would allow us to pass the bridge,
and we should then be in safety. I im-
mediately prepared every thing, anxious
for the arrival of the moment when I was
again to save the brother of Louisa.
Towards evening, restless, I issued out.
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I wandered up and down that part of the
main street, which, covered by arctdes,
brought to my recollection the towns of
my native country. Memory was rapidly
crowded with the images of infancy,
while the evening tints, and the stillness
of nature soon enabled tme to abstract
myself entirely froirf the surrounding ob-
jects. I at last found myself in the ¢Ca-
thedral. There was no one there, even
devotion seemed for a while to have laid
aside its pomp to enjoy the balmy fresh-
ness of an April evening. I had at last
advanced ifto the most obscure part of
the aisle; when turning round, a light fi-
gure dressed in the singular vestment of
the neighbouring peasantry, caught my
eye. Her step was hurried, and her head
moved anxiously as if seeming -to shun
observation. Thinking that my presence
might be painful, I was retiring, when
she beckoned to me. I stood still, and
she was immediately by my side. She
hastily addressed me. ¢ You are a
K
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friegnd of Olivieri Doni’s, you perceive
from: my knowing his name, that I am in
his confidence. He once professed love
to me, he has probably done so to many
more, who are now like me ashamed of
their name; but even if I told it you, it
would be uselzss, Hoping to be of
service, and anxious to hear of him
who still possesses my affection, though
he has broken the peace of her, who
loves him; but I deserve it, for I
am guilty, he cannot love guilt; I am
so lowered, that I was not ashamed to
gain my object, by seeking one of the pri-
son guard. I have just left him intoxi-
cated. From him I learnt, while he was
blabbing all, that he was called upon to
perform a service this night in the course
of his duty, that he disliked. I gained
from him that he was to belong to a
party, who were to lurk in one of the
streets and seize, my lover’ and. yourself,
-at the moment you thought yourselves
secure of freedom, for that the police
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were anxious to take you, who, they sus-
pected belonged to the same gang; and
tnerefore had resolved to arrest you,
while engaged in aiding the escape of
yoar friend, which alone will ensure your
condemnation.” I was astonished, could
I then be so shamefully betrayed? Iim.
mediately remembered the sudden emo-
tion of him, who had promised so miich,
when he heard our names, and it flashed
upon my mind, that I had a faint recol-
lection of his name as being that of an
officer in the ¥rench troops opposed to us
in the Undérwald, who having been placed
in a post of importance, had been surpri-
zed by Olivieri and myself, aud had been,
in consequence of his precipitate flight,
broken and disgraced. It was now nearly
dark, Icould not think of deserting Olivieri
without still attempting his rescue. The
girl’s information might be false. I spoke
with her, she appeared sincere ; I offered
her mouey, she refused it; my case was
desperate, I determined to confide in her,
kK 2
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1 got her to lead me to the neighbour-
hood-of the prison, and show me all the
turnings and secret cuts through the dif-
ferent streets. I soon gained a perfect
idea of the plan of this part of the town,
and I began to hope in consequence “of
the intricacy and number of turnirgs in
this neighbourhood that I might elude’
the ambush, if I could at any point
break through the guards. I did not en-
tirely open my plan to my guide, but
asked her if she knew of any certain place
of refuge, whither I could rétreat in case
of need. ‘She led me and showed me her
apartment, it was miserable, but there
was an air of neatness about it that
seemed, in contradiction with the poverty,
visible in every article. < If you can ar-
rive here w1thout being observed, you
are safe.”

To avoid suspicion, I immediately left
her and returned to my hotel, which was
close to the river. The hour approached,
1 armed myself with a sabre and a pair of
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pistols, and hiding under my large Itdlian
cloak another sword and pair of fire’arms,
I sauntered negligently out of the inn
door, and calling my servant, I told him
in = loud voice to take care the horses
were ready, as I intended to set off the
moment I had fised on. This I did to
blind any one, who might be watching my
motions. Then turning down some of the
rp'ost abrupt windings, I first went whither
I had learnt the different parties were
to be placed. By means of keeping close
to a shaded part of the walls of the streets,
which being lit by a single reverberatmg
lamp suspended in the middle between
the houses, were rather dark, I could ap-
proach very near them without being
perceived. I discovered one point which
I thought weaker than the rest, for the
number of the men seemed smaller, the
silence being greater. I then returned,
éntered the main street leading to the
prison, and soon found myself at its
gate, without meeting any one. The
K 8
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high parrow windowed walls, were sud-
denly illuminated by the moon bursting
in all its splendour from behind a cloud,
and "high above my reach I perceived
some one watching me, he retreated and
I heard the gates open. I could not
perceive who was there, for the hollow
opening was in the dark shadow thrown
over it by a salient buttress. My heart
beat violently. It might not be Olivieri,
a person was pushed out, I heard the
words, ¢ I am free,”” spoken in a voice
that denotgd the despair within. 1 ap-
proached, it was Olivieri. Throwmg off
iny mantle, I stood before Rim; he
did not notice me, though the moon’s
ray was full upon us. 1 roused him,
thrust the -sword and pistols into his
_hand, and bade him follow me. « We
are not safe, we must baffle the traitors
yet,” said I, ¢ be firm, we have escaped
greater perils than these, follow me.’
His broken voice, merely answered « Ta
death.”
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I hastened towards the point I tlgo.ught
the weakest. A shrill whistle sounded
at our back, and we found ourselves sur-
rounded. The first who approached,
were dead at our feet. They retreated
before us, we had broken their circle and
were already free towards the street down
which it was necessary to turn. ¢.Now
to the right,” I cried to my companion. A
shot struck him and he fell ; I rushed to
the spot hoping that he might rise. I
struck on gvery side determined not to
leave him in their hands, their numbers
increased, but at the same time I heard a
trampling of feet at my back ; desperate,
I rushed forward ; a female shriek struck
my ear, and at the same time I found my-.
self joined by about twenty men. Their
blows told, we caused the town-guard to-
retreat I could not again find Olivieri’s
body. Irushed along the streets, and was
soon at the young woman’s door. I heard
voices j-alarmed, I listened, they were évi-
dently from their conversation trying to

K 4
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console some one. I knocked, a female'
voice immediately exclaimed, **Tis he,”
and the door was opened. I entered,
Olivieri was extended upon a couch, at-
tempting to write a few lines ; he had
just finished. Around him were many
‘men in a strange uncouth garb. They
were his former companions, who having
received the same intelligence from the
girl as myself, had resolved to attempt 2
rescue,and had stolen singlyinto thetown.
Olivieri gave me what he had written, it
was to his father ; his pale face was turned
towards me, his feeble arm could hartlly
support its own weight. ¢ Berchtold, I
have not deserved the risking yourself
for me ; can, can you forgive me dying.”
« I do,” was my answer, and I held his
extended hand. He threw himself upon
his bed, and in astifled voice, * Thereis
another, whose forgiveness I do not ask,
but tell, oh! tell her, it was her shame
that has damned me, that made me des-
perate, damned me.” ¢ She’s dead, she
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too would have forgiven you ; she, died
speaking of you, but not cursing )‘fou.”
His limbs were instantly relaxed, and
moved no more.

We were now aroused by the entry of
another robber, the sqldiers were ap-
proaching, I begged of them not to leave
the body of my Louisa’s brother to their
insults ; they lifted it from the couch, and
placed it in a recess so artfully contrived,
that it bid defiance to the most accurate
search, and they promised me they would
return and, bury it. We took, the young
woran with us, and separating, we singly
hastened to a spot by the river’s side,
where we hoped to find boats. Ten only
reached it, we entered a small wherry.
The town was in such confusion that the
necessary orders had not been sent to the
different boundaries. We let the boat
float down the stream, and soon found
r;urselv.es beyond the fortifications. We
landed on the German side, and presently
reached one of the dwellings of the free-

K J
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booters. I now learnt that it was this
same girl, who had written the anony-
mous letter to her lover’s father. I of-
fered her a considerable sum of money,
again offered to secure her an indepeni-
ence, she refused it all, and insisted upon
. remaining with those men amongst whom
she had first known Olivieri. I remained
with them a considerable time, anxious
to see the body of my former friend se-
cure against any insult, and before I left
them, aided by the daring of these men,
who managed to enter the<town and
take the body from its secret hiding ptace,
I had the satisfaction of consigning him
to the earth. I gave them all the loose
money remaining with me, secure up-
on my letters of credit of having more
than enough to convey me whither I
liked.

I reached Inspruck, not deeming my-
self safe in any part of the French terri-
tory, I determined to remain here, and I
wrote to Doni merely mentioning that I
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had been. unsuccessful, and telling” him
where I had stopped. I thought it best
not to tell him more for fear of my letter
being intercepted, and hoping that when
I saw him 1 should be able to break the
fatal news to him. My last hope was vain,
for all the papers and public prints con-
tained afull account of the daring attempt
I had made to save a robber from the ig-
nominious sentence of the law. Our real
names were also mentioned, and at the
same time that many rested upon the cou-
rage, they pretended had been shown in
thic attempt, many took advantage of the
connection of our names with a gang of
robbers to throw discredit upon our for-
mer conduct in the cause of Switzerland.
It was soon known through my banker, at
Inspruck,’ that I was the notdrious Ernes-
tus Berchtold, and I was surrounded by
people, who were glad to seek some re-
fuge from their ennui, in gazing upon
one, whose name seemed to have some-
thing like romance attached to it..
: K 0
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Coynt Doni arrived, ~ Loumisa too,
though weak and feeble, still in better
health than when I had last seen her,
accompanied him. She had been forced
to exert herself to support her father un-
der his anxiety for his son, and then un-
der the severe blow of seeing his own
name in all the prints, known to all as
the father of Olivieri, ‘a captain of ban-
ditti.” The spring had given her the re-
quisite strength, and I was glad, after so
long amrabsence, to see her once more
sitting by my side with renovated life.
I could not take my eyes from her, and
I rested upon her face so long, that I
gradually forced myself to hope that her
hectic flush was but her natural colour.
We were constantly together, and tried
in each other’s presence to forget the
griefs that weighed upon us both. I had
given the last lines of my former friend
to his father. He had read them in his
own room, and though when we next met
I remarked that his eye turned upon me
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wet with tears, as he evidently did ndt in-
timate the least inclination to expose to
me what his son had written, I did not
seek to learn the substance of Olivieri’s
note ; though I was anxious to learn
whether he had disclosed his conduct to-
wards-Julia. We never after mentioned
his name, and we tried to keep the
thoughts of his melancholy fate out of
our minds, by resting upon our hopes
of Louisa’s welfare.

Count W.ilhelm, whom I have before
mentioned, found us on his_way to his
native country; hearing of our being
at the same hotel, he sent in his name
to my friend. Day after day he remained
at Inspruck. The ‘whole of the evening
was spent with us in our apartment, and
he seeméd to seek more and more the
means of showing attentions to- Louisa.
At first I was not disturbed by them, but
*at last I became fretful and irritable, for
it appeared as if Louisa took a pleasure
in his conversation. I had heard so much
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of his power of attaching women, that it
seeméd impossible for her to resist him.
Livery thing he did, though the most
simple action, was perverted in my mind,
to a covert sneer at my paverty anc jn-
significance. I often answered him ab-
ruptly, and even’insu];cd him. Louisa’s
mcek cye turned upon me, but it seemed
to have lost its influence. I one night
fouyd him by her side, he seemed to be
earﬁestly pleading, he had hold of her
hand, and she smiled. Stung to the
quick by so slight a circumstance, I
turned furiously away and retreated to
my chamber. Had Berchtold taught me
to command my passions, had *he but
shown me as models for my conduct,
men, in the privacy of life, I might have
escaped much. It is vain to rest uponit.
I had thought that Louisa’s influence
over my mind, would have hindered me
ever again losing myself, hurried away by
any passiom But here Louisa’s form
arose in all the hideousness of jealousy’s
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distorting mirror! I was mad., My
clenched fist struck the table, 1 could not
command myself. I remained some time
in this state, when turning my eyes to-
watfds my bureau; I perceived an alma-
nack ; Iseized it in mockery ; I counted
up the days sineg she had told me she
loved me. I wassuddenly struck, it was
the 28th day of the month, it was a
combination of seven. It seemed gs if
by one exertion I might free myself from
doubt, and be at once lost in the horrible
certainty, or be for ever blest in the
knowledge of Louisa’s heart.

I did not reflect ; the hour struck; I
seized my lamp, and rushing out was al-
ready close to the apartment of Doni,
when wavering on the wick the flame
suddenly sunk and expired. Yet nothing
around was dark, it seemed as if 1 was
surrounded by a mist formed by a dazz-
lmg light, too dazzling to allow me to
view the objects round. I wasa moment
startled, but undismayed I strove to rush
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forward, my feet were bound to the floor.
[ strove but in vain to move. Gradually
the light cleared, and gradually the fea-
tures of that face, which I had so often
gazed upon in my imagination, my me-
ther’s, appeared distinctly before me.
Her form was majestic, but in her eye
there was a softness, which was not even
destroyed by the severity of her feeling.
« Ernestus,” were her words, ¢ heaven
has decreed at my prayer, that this crime
shall be spared to you, you shall not
act ungratefully.”” — She seemed to va-
nish with an expression of sorrow ugon
her face, as if she were not allowed to
continue, and felt the horror that burst
npon me in consequence of the igno-
rance in which I was left. My senses
forsook me, and the dawn of day had al-
ready pierced the thick clouds before
I recovered.

I did not return to my room, I went
into the open air, my thoughts were
hurried ; baffled, I was not subdued ; jea-
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lousy still was not banished, I digl"not
rest upon my mother’s apparitioh, S0
strongly had the idea of Louisa’s infide-
lity taken hold of me. While walking
awitlst the intricate windings of a public
garden, I heard V01ces near me. One
was count Wilhelm, I heard him boasting
of the favours of some lady, whom another
thought loved him, and he suddenly
presented himself before me; I grossly
insulted him. He took a pleasure in tor-
turing me with his pretended concern at
my mxstrcsss kindness to another. ‘I
struck him, we fought and he fell severe-
ly wounded. I stood by him and he was
amply revenged. He told me that he had
seen me entering thé preceding evening,
that being at that moment engaged in
speaking about me, and Louisa having
‘expressed her wish that I might be re-
ceived into the Austrian service, he was
offering his interest to forward my views,
and that knowing how easily I was irrita-
ted, he had purposely taken her hand.
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He advised me to fly, I was obliged to do
so for I was no longer safe where I was.

Louisa was then innocent. I cursed
that fate which seemed to hang about me,
always shielding me from death. T had
fought in battle, but never yet had re-
ceived the slightest wound: Ihad escaped
from prison while the axec was falling.
My rashness seemed to be incapable of
hurting me; for there was a shield around
me, that snatched me from peril. I was
preserved from worse than death. Even
this last act could not divide me from
Louisa. She loved me indeed. Alagmed
at seeing my antagonist brought in
wounded, she did not shriek ; she did not
give herself up to loud and weak lamen-
tations ; but conscious, that probably my
life depended upon the event of his
wound, she sacrificed herself entirely to
the care of the invalid. With unremit-
ting attention she watched by his bed-
side. But when he was declared free
from danger, then the cold hand of
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strengthened disease made itself felt.
She was obliged again to return to her
sick chamber. But first she begged her
father to inform me of the favourable
regylt. I returned. Doni met me on
the stairs, — embraced me but no joy
was visible on his, face. * He announced
to me the dangerous state in which
Louisa lay, but did not reproach me;
she had forbiddenit. I was introduced
into her room. Consumption was ruining
her system ; she was faint and weak ; her
continued cough and the marked colour
on ber cheek, but ‘too well denoted the
power it had acquired. I could not even
ask her how she felt; but the tears fell
down my cheek on ‘the moist hand that
held mine. She allowed me to stay-with
her. Talked to me of that pdwer, whose
‘pleasure it was to strengthen the weak
and console the wretched, she said that
he had soothed the. agony of death’s vi-
sible approach and until she saw me,
that she had found relief in the thought
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of ¢he short time we should be separated.
But'now she saw my grief, she was sorry
I should be left alone, even for those few
moments, without a being, to whom I was
attached ; that she again wished for life,
if amidst all its miseries she could buthope
for the power of consolmg me thlough
these inflictions. In fine, she did not
speak of herself, but of me—of the wretch
who had gradually broken the weak
threads which bound her pure soul to
life. Count Wilhelm perfectly recovered,
left us. 1 had seen him, and as the only
atonement in my power, had ackaow-
ledged my folly, and had begged he
would pardon it, though it had been so
severely felt by him. He returned a
vague answer, and I saw him no more.
Doni’s interest was great ; ‘his wealth
insured him friends, active in bringing
back to their neighbourhood one whose
riches fell in beneficent showers upon all.
By their influence, he soon obtained a
pardon for my resistance to the civil au-
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thorities in behalf of Olivieri, and 1 was
granted permission to return to any art
of the French territory. As the cold
Alpine air seemed to hasten the rapid
steps of his daughter’s decline, he deter-
mined upon having her conveyed again
to the borders of the kago Maggiore,
which had seemed’ Mst year to have pos-
sessed such renovating powers. We de-
parted, and soon found ourselves fixed in
our abode. Nature wore the same aspect
as the year before. Palanza, with its
white walls and glittering columns shone
as brilliantfy in the sun’s ray y the smile
of heaven seemed to play upon the fairy
islets of the Boromei, and the rich
woods of Belgirato reflected in the blue
surface of the water, seemed to put the
beauty of this in competition yith the sub-
Jimity of the wild rocks of the upper part
of thislong lake. But Louisa’s health had
faded. She could hardly hope, if the dis-
ease continued its hasty steps to see these
scenes again. But still that fairy enchan-
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ter, hope, acted upon me, and-as each
daty(. she gained some slight addition to
her strength, I pictured to myself years
of happiness united with her I had long
so ardently loved. She would not un-
deceive me, but left me the illusion.
She was again able to enjoy the fresh-
ness of the air, and ¢t walk out, amidst
the varying scenery around. I supported
her, and felt the light pressure of her
feeble form resting upon my arm. She
would stop, and draw some reflections
on the bounty of God, even while in
pain, from the various pictases before
her; always attempting to turn my
mind towards those thoughts, which
she well knew could alone give mec
consolation, and a resting place in this
vale of miseries. But still she seemed to
recover strength. I entreated her to hope,
and not to give way to such ‘desponding
thoughts. Her father, who was deceived
as well as myself, begged of her to console
herself; talked to her when alone of me,
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and spoke of his hopes of seeing us
united, of her forming the only prgf; to
his old age, and that I, how could he say
it? was alone worthy in his estimation of
receiving from a father’s hand so great a
treasure.

Unwilling to grieve jher father, she
yielded to my impartunities, promised to
be mine, if upon a certain day her ac-
quired strength had not given signs of
decay. You may imagine with what
anxiety, with what hopes I watched each
intervening moment. Every cold breeze
made me-shudder; every «loud that
veiltd the sun’s ray caused me pain. I
counted her breathings: whenever she
moved, watched the, firmness of her step.
The day arrived. She was not weaker,
but had seemed to find renewed energy
_in the thought of being mine. She was
mine. I cannot paint to you the deliri-
ous state of mind, in which the next
months passed over my head. I had a
right to protect. J was something to that
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being; but I will not rest upon these
feverish moments, you may imagine
them ; Louisa was mine — Louisa mine!
But heaven had not smiled upon our
union —no, no. It was but the anger
of a God veiled under the brightest
hues. Louisa was my,—but I must re-
late the whole. Her health, as the
winter approached declined again, and
we returned to Milan. We lived with
her father. ‘

To engage my wife’s attention, I re-
solved upon fitting up a part.of the palace
anew for qur private use. Every thing
was ordered, when it occurred to her that
the best ornament we could add would
be the portrait of her father. I had re-
covered from my sister our mother’s
locket, and shewing it to Louisa, we de-
termined upon having it copied and hung
" opposite the Count’s. To give Doni, as
as we thought an agreeable surprize, we
determined upon having them privately
executed, and placed in their situation
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without his cognizance. I sought for a:
painter, and spent whole mornings #with'
him at his eazel, directing him how to
paint my mother. I described to' him,
as well as I could, her appearance to me
at Inspruck, and pretending that I had
seen ber in a dream, I ipsisted upon his
representing her i such a situation: He
executed it, and by the magic effect of
his pencil, excited a most extraordinary:
impressionof awe in my breast, whenever I
turned my eyes upon the picture. She
seemed starting from the canvass; the
outline of her figure was lost irr the blaze:
of light, and her face, meek amidst splen-
dour, severe, though with features natu-
rally mild, seemed speaking those words I
had heard. I took Louisa to see it ; she felt
the same awe as myself; thougl she could
not assign a reason for it, but she conti-
nued gazing, till I perceived her eyes-
wef with tears.

The pictures were privately introduced
into the house. We had succeeded in

L
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keeping them secret-from Doni. In =
few tays was Louisa’s birth day, we re-
solved therefore to make him our guest
_upon that occasion in our new apartment.
We invited several of our most intimate
friends. Every thing passed in gaiety. *At
last, all the company were gone, and ‘e re-
mained alone. We then, taking him each
by one hand, led him into what we in-
tended should be our private sitting
room, telling him he should then see our
best friends, the one in heaven, the other
on earth. The-door wasvopened; di-
rectly befere him was his own portrait ;
he seemed surprized and pleased; he
turned round; I had hardly annbunced
to him that the one he then saw was my
mother’s, when he fell. Alarmed we raised
him. ¢ Your mother! did you say, your
mother?” He threw himself upon the
floor, and called upon God to free him
from the consciousness of horror like
to his. We knelt by him close together ;

he saw us, raised his aged hands, and
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with a fluttering voice bade us, if we
dreaded heaven’s most dreadful curse, to
separate. But again he fell to the ground,
crying, “It is too late, too late, the
crime is consummated.” We raised him,
he turned hastily away, for he was oppo-
site the portrait, ande bescught us to
take him thence.! * We led him to his
chamber ;- he motioned us to leave him.
We retired in silence, we knew not
what to understand ; was it merely the
greater cffect of that portrait’s power
which had been'exerted over us. We
could not ‘hope it, we were fost in con-
jectures. Louisa’s health was so much
broken that I was alarmed for the effects
it might have upon-her, and, therefore,
strove to turn her mind from the subject ;
but in vain. She did not sleep the whole
.night, the anxiety concerning her father
would not allow her to seek forgetfulness
even for a moment. The effect may be
imagired upon so weak a constitution.
Her father refused to see us for several
L 2
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days, and each day I saw the mind acting
ypon'.my wife’s health with alarming
rapidity. When this reached the ears of
her father, he, could no longer resist our
, importunities, he saw us; but the sight of

his haggard and wild countenance did riot
restore Louisa. &g had evidently been
engaged in writing. We pressed him to
explain his conduct. He replied, I knew
not what I wished ta learn. < It will blast
you, as it has done your friend. You
must learn it, but it shall be when I am
in the grave, and before him who has
thus punished my crime; then, then, I
may. intercede for youw, if' I myself am
sufficiently purified by suffering. He may
hear a father’s, though it be a criminal’s,
prayer.” His words seemed almost inco-
herent, he at times called me son, but
then with hurried impatience he corrected
himself; he asked me whence I got that
portrait, I put the locket into his hands.
« *Twas mine, I gave it,”” he burried,
pressed it. to his breast, and bade us
leave him. We did ; he saw us daily, but
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in silence; he seemed absorbed in« one
thought, and to that he could not give
utterance. He took little, too little, nou-
rishment.; but always occupied in writ-
ings he seemed but to find strength for
that ; when we saw him, he was hardly
capable of motion. His task was at last
finished. We had been with him as usual,
when we were suddenly recalled. He
was dying; he bade us kneel down by
his side, he blessed us. He took the
papers from his table, and putting thewm
into my hands, he bade me read them
when he was in the grave,” and know
the horrors that awaited me; he com-
manded us to trust in God’s mercy,
and he sunk, blessing us, upon his couch,
breathed no more.

{ boree my Louisa from this scene,
she was from this moment confined to
her bed. I saw the Count laid in the
‘vault of his ancestors, and then returmed
to my wife’s chamber, whence I never
issued til I had no longer a wife, It

L8



222 ERNESTUS BERCHTOLD.

was .evident that all art was unavailing.
It was the undermining of a constitu-
tion, not by a common bodily disease,
but by the griefs of a heart that had
never lately found a moment’s resvite
from the most bitter inflictions. Yet,
even.-at this motent, she seemed to
forget herself, in her’ attempts to con-
sole me. She alone broke the silence
around ; I sat in mute despair; I saw
Louisa before me, and I was to be left
isolated, scathed by divine anger, without
consolation. She held my hand, spoke
to me of ahother world; for a moment
her words would even subdue my grief,
and let me feel as if' that hope were
enough. At last, seeing the silent sor-
row that was preying confined within
my breast, -she sought to rouse me,
bade me read those papers; I did in a
luckless moment ; only hinted at the hor-
rible mystery unfolded there, and saw
the last convulsive throe I was déstined
to witness in any bound to me by love. I
cannot tell you more ; read that damning
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tale, and then you may know what 1
dare, nay, dare not rest upon. My his-
tory is quickly ended. I was dragged
from the now lifeless Louisa ; but I stole
_frop my guards in the night, gained an
entrance into the room, where death
showed, as if boastifg his beauteous
vigtim, dressed " In pomp.. The wax
tapers seemed to burn dimly, as if in
unison with the solemn scene; the black
walls, the felted ground, the corpse
stretclfed out, arrayed in white, the still-
ness visiblé upon that beauteous face,
stilled even the tumult in® my breast.
She did not seem dead but asleep, I had
held her in my arms, upon my breast,
looking as she then'looked, I gazed upon
her for moments, it seemed as if I believed
the still sappearance wronged my senses.
I was about to press her to my heart, my
lips were approaching hers, but I started ;
sthere were two flies already revelling on
those dips, and she could not chase them.
I hurried away, I could not remain any
L 4
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longer there. 1 followed her bier also,
and ¥ saw my dearest, my last bond to
this earth deposited there, where pecace
seemed to invite me too. Religion,
Louisa’s words, however, had not lost
all influence, I resisted that will, which
would have led ‘me to immolate myself
a victim to. the manes of those my love
had slain. The hepes of a futurity, of
Louisa in heaven, upheld me.

I retired first to Beatenberg, there in
the former house of Berchtold, *T spent
some time: it was too near the first
scenes of memory. I left them and crme
hither ; here, amidst these rocks, bound to
me by no memory of the past,-I spend the
few hours allotted me by heaven, in pe-
mance ; here each day, my prayer is offered
up, that in mercy I might be taken to
Louisa. My life has been a life of an-
guish, of vice, of crime; but still amidst
these there have been moments, there
has been & being, which, if life could be
crenewed, would -cause me to dare all
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again, once more to go through, thdse
few moments. Often in my dréams I
see that form, but now, if when in this
mortal life her beauty could not be de-
scribed, how can I now, that her form,
her face, are decked with the smile of
him, who glories in thé glory of his chil-
dren. When she now appears in my
dreams, there is no longer that hideous
chasm opening between us ; she is always
decked as if' for another bridal day, and I
awake confident in that day’s approach
without wmlt

But leave me, depart to-morrow upon
your intended journey, if that you stay,
who knows bat the curse.which has
attended me through life may yet be
acting, and may fall upon you as well as
all others whom I have loved. These
papers will explain to you what I have
withheld, the life of Doni. If that you
‘return this way, you may find me dead.
Dropnot a tear over my grave, I shall
be with Louisa. Farewell, but depart

LS
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knowmg that there exists a consolation,
whicl man cannot take from you, which
misfortune cannot destroy, the beliefin 4
future state, in the mercy of a redeéeming
God. 1Itis there I find refuge. .

THE LIFE OF COUNT .FILIBERTO DONL

The family to which I belong is one
of the most noble in Lombardy ; but I,
being the son of the younger branch, did
not enjoy many of those advartages which
belong to high rank. I wassert at avery
early age to a college of Jesuits, ind
soon distinguished myself so muchy that
all the allureinents the society was in the
habit of holding out to young men of
promise, were employed to attaph me to
this community. I bad, however, been
educated amongst the mountains; and
having been nursed by an old retainer of
the family, I had conceived so high an
idea of the importance and consequence
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attached to nobility, that I could not
resolve upon putting on a dress, .which
vound me to forego all those advantages
and ‘pleasures, the early associations
excited by my nurse, had taught me to
believe, belonged to the entry of a noble-
matl into that very wond, my venerable’
master endeavouted, in vain, to persuade
me, was s¢very thing horrible. In the
mountains, a son of even the lateral de-
scendants from the Lord, is always looked
up to with so much respect and veneration
by the poor¢inhabitants of these districts,
that it is no wonder if I was deceived.
When the religious began to flatter and
-distinguish me above my companions,
as I was*not conscious of any exertion in
the acquisition of that mental superiority
about which they talked, I attributed
their attentions to the respect they felt
for one of such exalted rank, as I ima-
sgined myself born to, having been left
also fer the whole of the time with the
men, without having paid a single visit
L 6



228 ERNESTUS BERCHTOLD.

to my family, the distant memory of
what T had seen at home, appeared to me
in contrast with the plain life of my su-
periors, as something magnificent and
passing comparison. My parents, hearing
of the talents of their son, were anxious
for his entry into an order, whosé in-
fluence they well knew"could be profitable
in the greatest degree, not only to the in-
dividual, but to the whole of his family.
When, therefore, they found that their
son was determined not to bind himself
by any bond which should "hinder him
from enjoyiig, what his imagination had
pictured ; they thought the best plan in
such a case was to allow me to view near-
er, that misery which attends’ nobility
devoid of riches. I was accordingly sent
for home.

I arrived —1 was astonished at not
being led to one of those numerous va-
laces I met on my way to my father’s, in
the streets of Milan. My guide and
myself came at last into the Corso ; I be-
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gan to reconcile myself, seeing the end
of the city before me nothing but palaces
'on both sides ; when suddenly, we turned
down-a narrow street, and I came to the
gate of an obscure house. I did not
Speak, but my feelings were hurt. I as-
cended a narrow staircase, and [ found
myself in the presence of my mother.
She was Jdying on a couch covered with
leather, dressed in all the dirty tawdry
bf one who glories in the past ; she was
playing with a dog with one hand, while
the other Was stretched over an earthen-
ware braZier. A dirty servant, slip shod,
with hair which had apparently never been
touched by a comb, led me into the room,
and anrfounced me: My mother did not
even'move, she was too busily engaged by
her puppy to notice me. At last, tired of
-seeing only the same jumps, turning
round in the act of stretching her weary
olimbs, she saw my figure; imagining it
to besthat of her son, she addressed her-
self to me. ¢ Ah, Filiberto, so you are
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really come home to load your pa'rents
with 'your expences, when you might
have become a jesuit with every pros-
pect of power. Well, we shall see how
your father will bear it. For my part 1
will not sacrifice any more first repre-
sentations for younfollies. I haa already
engaged a box at the Scala, with the
money I had spared from our very food ;
when your father, hearing of it, went and
sold the tickets because you were ex-
pected.” These were the first words, I
remember, my mother spoke’to me. I
cannot describe to you the various feel-
ings they excited in my breast. 1 could
not believe this to be my mother. ¥ did
not answer her ; buf engaged in thought,
I sat down, and soon lost sight of the
white cold walls and brick floor, in the
bitterness of my imaginations. My father
entered, throwing off his huge great coat,
which, placed upon his shoulders, covered
both his body and the clay vessel coatain-
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ing the heated charcoal ; he embraced me,
and seemed really pleased to see me.

I spent a miserable day, for it was the
very One on which a new opera was to be
brought out, and all the usual companions
of’ my mother, having, by intrigue and
what not, secured places, she was left
alone without even her cavalier servente,
in the company of her husband and son :
this was insupportable, and she did no-
thing the whole evening but vent her bad
temper upon me, sneering at my foolish
ideas of rank. My father, who seemed
accustoméd to these scenes,~quietly took
his seat in a retired part of the room,
and with his great coat confining the
warm ail arising from his scaldino around
his body, soon fell asleep. The servant
came in ,after the Caff¢, angd spinniqg at
mymother’s side, for atime diverted herat-
tention from me, by joining with the com-
«plete appearance of an equal in all that
meane criticism of their neighbours,
which is estcemed the more witty ac-
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cording to its ill-nature. I was at last
glad io go to bed. You may imagine
what was the bed room of the son, when
the receiving room of the Padrona was
such as I have described.

As I passed by a door upon the stair~
case, I saw two lteads put out to look at
me ; they were my sisters; I cannot de-
scribe to you the sensation I feit, when I
found no one had thought it necessary to
bring them to see their brother, or even
to mention them to him. I found them
dressed in the most coarse clothes, and I
had hardly been there a few minutes, be-
fore they began recounting to me the
hardships and prlvatlons they had lately
undergone in consequence of the anxiety
of my mother to secure a box at the
opera for this night. It is useless to
paint more scenes of this nature; my
mother was vain, and spent even what
should have been given to feeding her
children, in the most distant imitation of
the rich, to whom she had the honour of
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being allied, and who condescended to
laugh at her for her pains. My father
toved quiet above all things ; his income
was shall, very incompetent to supply
the, foolish vanity of my mother, he was
therefore always in debt, and even oblig-
ed to be a mean harger on upon the
elder branch of tie family.

Next day I went with my father to visit
the head of our family, and I there saw
what myimaginationhadrepresentedtome.
The numerous servants seemed bustling
about, as if* their wills were too rapid for
their limbs. The rich liveries, which
were almost reflected in the burnished
floors of' marble and precious woods, the
porphyry columns, the fresco paintings,
and the silken coverings to even the foot-
stools astonished me. I followed in si-
lence the officious servant, who seemed
amazed at my astonishment at that splen-

*dour, in which he had always bustled,
though but the son of a cowherd. We
were conducted into the boudoir of
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our ,relation. _He was at his toilette,
every. thing breathed cffeminacy, all was
Jduxurious, the delicately coloured cur-
tains let in the enfecbled light of" the
noon day. When I entered I could
hardly distinguish the objects arourd,
for coming from rooms illumimated
by all the powers of the sun, my eyes
could not feel the weaker impressions
of this veiled obscurity. My relation
struck with the astonishment I dis.
played at such magnificence, amused
himself with calling forth sigrs of wonder
from me. I was invited to stay with him,
and I accordingly went from my mother’s,
who was glad to get rid of the infonve-
nience arising from the addition'I caused
to be made to the daily expences, at the
same time that she was proud qf having
to talk about the notice I had excited at
the Palazzo Doni. My.relation conduct-
ed me every where. I was introduced by
him to the casino of the nobles, ard was
always in his box at the theatre of.La
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Scala. He advised me to attach myself
to an old countess, whose cavalies ser-
vente was just dead. 1 did so, and soon
had the honour of carrying her shawl, and
whispering in her ear even to the exclu-
stdn of her superannuated husband, at all
the places of public resart.

I was now initfated into all the magic
enjoyments of wealth and splendour.
Without any riches or merit of my own,
Ienjoyed-all the luxuries, which were not
a little heightened by the visits I paid my
father’s house, where I saw poverty in its
most . apphlling state, accompanied by
pretentions to rank. I was intoxicated.
The Countess had several daughters,
these I 8eldom saw, though they were
approaching rapidly to womanhood. It
however happened, that soon after I had
.obtained a footing in her house, that a
birth-day of her eldest child occurred.
She resolved upon celebrating it by a
little ball, chiefly composed of the im-
mediate connections of the family. I was
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admitted by virtue of my office. I had
nevel before been in a ball-room. The
splendid chandeliers, the gay dresses, and
the beautiful women, suuoundmn‘ me on
every side, raised a scene before mg,
which even my most vivid fancy had
never imagined. * ’

I could not dance,’ I was therefore a
mere spectator ; but I was not idle, I had
never been accustomed to see unmarried
females, for they are not admitted into
the society to which I belonged. There
appeared a charm about them T could not
define ; they fixed my attention, and as
each moved in the light dance, wjth all
the agility and grace attendant upon
yoath, while their retreating looks seemed
to denote a fear that they excited obser-
vation ; I attempted in vain tc discover
what fascinated me. My heart beat’
violently, it seemed as if I had never
before witnessed beauty. Towards the
end of the evening, a party of foréigners
entered ; they had come to reside in
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Milan ; with them was a young lady.
She entered into the dances. Sheg’had
nnt the light airy step of her companions,
she had not the same brilliancy of eye,
but there was something so powerful in
hep theek glance, in her measured grace-
ful step, that enchained ghe senses. From
that moment I ceuld gaze upon no one
else. She,alone secemed to be moving,
she alone seemed to be the object worthy
ofiattention. I was yet gazing upon her,
when the Countess called me to join her
party at tre sette. I accompanied her,
butét was-in vain for me to. attempt
fixilg.my mind upon the cards before me.
1 saw nothing but that figure which had
been thas moment .before my sight, I
made blunders that called forth impatient
exclamations from my partners, and.I
was at last allowed to rise upon the plea
of a head-ache. I instantly entered the
other room, but she was gone.

She had however left her image in my
breast. For several days I.did not- see:

4
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her.again, but at last she began to appear
in public, for being a foreigner, her pa-
rents did not confine her as is customary
amongst Italians. I often left the
Countess in the Theatre, and placing
myself in the pit, near the box in" which
she was, watched her slightest motion.
There was a melancholy look about her
that seemed to indicate an acquaintance
with grief, that was extraordinary in so
young a person. Her dark blue eye was
seldom unveiled ; her,long modest eye-
lashes generally hid their spiendour, and
her silence; and her uninterested glance,
added a charm to her figure I cannot
describe. Her goodness and charity were
spoken of by all, Ler beauty was not
envied or denied by her own, while
her gentle manriers and winning smile,
seemed to gain the heart of all the other
sex. 1 accompanied the Countess to her
house. I sat by her, but could not speal-
with her. It seemed as if the emotion
in my breast, stified the words I was
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about to utter. She however notjced
me, and her parents in repeating.their
compliments to the lady I accompanied,
included me in a general invitation to
the house.

**As it was not the custom for ladies of
rank* to rise until a late hour, I had a
great part’of the day upon my own hands.
I used generally to lounge about, and
sometimes go to the Ambrosian Library,
in quest of something to engage my at-
tention. One morning I was there as
usual, and I found the Ernachs there.
Matilda was with them, they were just
then occupied in viewing the manuscript -
of Virgil, with Petrarch’s annotations.
When tlite Cicerones pointed out the last
note of this latter poet, in which he
speaks of his love to Laura, I could not
. help remarking, a momentary emotion
which passed across the face of Matilda.
.Her mother also observed it, and imme-
diately taking her arm, accompanied her
into the room containing pictures of
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several of the greatest masters. I followed
therr"r,‘ and entered into conversation by
pointing out the heads of the Milanese
Raphael, which one cannot examine
without feeling a stillness come over our
senses foreign to our nature. There ‘s
so much beauty and heavenly quiet about
them, that they indeed resemble repre-
sentations of a poet’s dream. PBefore we
parted, I was accepted as the guide to
the curiosities, which they had not ye:
seen, and my office was to begin the
next day. .

It is useless to describe tc you the
gradual steps of love. I at last neglected
the attentions due to the Countess, While
sitting by the side of Matilda. At last,
no longer capable of enduring the feel-
ings within my bosom, I confessed my
love to the object I adored. She was not
angry, nor did she seemed surprised ; but
-in a voice that betrayed inward agitation,
she begged of me to lay aside all hopes
of gaining her hand, and conjured me not
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to mention it to her father. I was gon-
tused ‘and abashed. 1 retired and re-
turned to the palace, where I confined
myself*to my chamber. Not having ap-
peared for several days in society, and
enduirics being made concerning me, I
was soon sought for by my kind relation.
He secmed so dnxious about the ill
health, whach he imagined was the cause
of my absence from those gaietics in
which I always scemed to delight, that 1
was induced to lay open to him the whole
of my heartt He tried to administer
consplation,” but could not sueceed ; my
vanity was mortified, and reflecting upon
my poverfy, I had imagined that I was
despised Yor some ‘richer rival. He
seemed to know Matilda better, told me
he could pot believe it, but,I dwelt so
rauch upon the subject, that he saw it
was uscless to oppose my opinion any
longer. He attempted to induce me to
accompany him into society, but I re-
M
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fused, and for some days remained alonc
in my chamber.

Sick with all the splendour around,
which seemed to mock me, I .deter-
mined in spite of the expected reproaches
of my mother, to return to my fathes’s
house, where by Jong confinement I fell
ill. My kind relation: hearing of this
came to me, and tried to represent to me
the folly of my conduct; but disap-
pointed love and mortified vanity, did net
allow me to listen. Seeing me thus
haunted by the idea of riches, he gene-
rously offered to advance me a consider-
able sum, and to give me letters to a
friend at Alexandria, where I might he
thought employ my capital to the greatest
advantage in commercial speculations. I
thanked him, and accepted his kind offer.
1 soon left Milan, determined never to
‘return till those riches were mine, which
should enable me to assert a rank equal
to any in my native city. I arrived at
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Alexandria, and was soon engaged in
mercantile speculations, with an ®ages-
ness that caused all my transactions to
appear’ more like the ventures of a dcs-
perate gambler than the secure projects
of*a merchant. I found several Euro-
peans established in this city, chiefly
cngaged in the contmerce of grain,
Amongst the rest, there was one who
seemed to form a particular attachment
to'me; he was several years older than
myself, and was noted amongst us for a
certain avoidince of pleasure which did
not gppear natural to his years. He was
always engaged, when not occupied in
bis business, either in reading or in a so-
litary ramble through the burnt neigh-
bourhood of this ruined town. I was the
only person he sought; he scemed to
place his confidence in me, and made
many enquiries, atfirst vaguely, concerning
those I had known at Milan. Happen-
ing to ndme the Ernachs, his face imme-
diately became anxious, and his questions
M 2
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evidently bore a stamp of interest they
had net before shown. This excited my
attention and caused me to make more
particular  enquiries concerning= him.
Little was known ; he was a German, and
it was thought he had been disappointet
in love. He perceived the attention I be-
gan to show him, and.«cene evening when
we were alone, he told me that he had at
first been induced to seck my society,
from a letter he hadreccivedfrom Matilda,
¢ You must have perceived the interest,
with which I listened to your account of
the family ef the Ernachs; krtow that I
love Matilda, that I have reason to be-
lieve my aflection is returned, buf that
owing to my poverty, I have néver dared
to confess even to her the feelings of love I
bear within my breast. We were together
trom earliest infancy, all our pleasures
- were in common, and though, when I grew
to manhood, I no longer dared to use the
familiarity of my earlier years with her,
who began to vest the charms of woman,
6
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0l we partook in the pleasures of reach
other’s occupations. Many thingds we
studied together. I read the lighter au-
thors bf literaturc to her while she was
engaged in those occupations attendant,
inour country, upon every female member
of a family. I at last®opened Petrarch,
and read those sortnets in which love ‘is
so delicately pourtrayed. You cannot
conceive my emotions, when I perceived
that she felt them as I did mysclf; and
that she often raised her modest eyes,
while a blush mantled her cheek, to gaze
upgn me, while my trembling voice
scemed not to be reading the sentiments
of another, but speaking the feelings of
my own breast. We seemed, indeed, not
to want to comment upon what we were
both sensible expressed only those truths
-which echoed in the breasts of both,
When, however, I retired, I always up-
dbraided myselt for thus exposing, though
indircetly, that love, of which I had no
reason to think her parents would ap-
M3,
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provg, for I had no profession, and
was not horn to riches.  When, however,
{ saw her, and she again asked for
the author whose delicate pencil only
traced the most fading hues of love, I
again read. We were thus engaged, when
we were interrupted by her mother,
who had stood unperccived sbme time
watching the emotions but too.visible 'in
our countenances. She did not then
speak, but taking another opportunity,
when I was alone with her, she gently
intimated, that I had neot acted honour-
ably in thus engaging theattention of Ma-
tilda to such poetry, as was but too pO\i’er-
ful a seducer of the mind. I was bul too
conscious of it. I acknowledged'myerror,
and promised totakeno further occasionof
thus acting npon her daughter’s suscept-
ible heart. She placed entire confidence in.
“me, and was not deceived. I applied to
my father, who, at my desire, sent me
hither to push my fortune, and I have
sueceeded as well as I expected.”



ERNESTUS BERCHTOLD. . 2477

How shall I convey to you an ijea of
what passed in my mind? Befote me
Stood the unconscious cause of my being
rejected by Matilda. He had told me,
Jhe Joved her, that she loved him. I was
sifent when he ended, I could not rouse
myself to speak to him § he, thinking that
hi. narration had tired me, made an apo-
logy, to Which I could only answer by
monosyllables; he retired and left me to
my own thoughts. It was evident Matilda
preferred another. My feelings may be
imagined, — cannot be described. It
seemed as if some demon actiiated me, I
fell upon my knees, and dared even to
call God to witness my vow of obtdining
the object of my aﬁ'e'ctions, in spite of all
obstacles. It seemed as if I felt more at
peace after having thus resolved upon
not yielding even to him she loved, the
possession I ambitioned. -

* I sought Huldebrand, for so was my
rival cdlled, determined to worm into.
his confidence, and gain the whole of his

M 4
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seeret. I told him not to impute m¢
abstraction on the former evening to any
thing but my mind being engaged in
thought upon a circumstance, which [
noticed at Milan, and which was now
fully explained. T then mentioned to him
the emotion I had noticed in Matidda’s
countenance, while listéning to the me-
morial of Petrarch with regard to the
duration of his love. This immediately
secured his attention, and I soon learnt
many circumstances with regard to their
early years; and I became convinced, that
there was really no engagement between
them.

In-the mecan time my speculations,
which had been begun rashly, had for the
greater part turned out badly, and I found
myself with a capital considerably dimi-
nished. Huldebrand who could not re.
“main ignorant of my losses proposed to
me, as I seemed ignorant of the best
means of securing a profitable commerce,
tojoin him. Ididso; but growing tired
of the slow advantages to be obtained by
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the regular channels, I at last induced
him to join me in a speculatiorr that
seemed to promise a certain and at the
same time immense profit. We ventured,
and lost all we risked. My loss did not
grteve me much, for it had reduced my
Matilda’s favoured lower to the same
want as myself. * Hle was not however
dismayed,* nor did he reproach me, but
immediately exerting himself to recover
ail that remained of our property, he pro-
posed, that we should join some Armeni-
ans, who wete about to leave Alexandria
and. peuetrate into the interibr of Asia,
m hopes of finding some opportunity of
bettering our small fortunes. I consented,
and we accompanied them.

We entered Persia, and travelled even
into Indig. We soon found.our capitals
rapidly increasing, for, imitating the Ar-
menians, we bought upon several occa."
sions precious stones, which we resold
almost immediately greatly to our advan-
tage, It is, in no way necessary for me to

>~

M O
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. gwe an account of these countries, to-

ward} the understanding the fatality that
attended my life. I travelled through
them careless about the scenery or, inha-
bitants; the whole of my attention was
engaged in my endeavours to acquire
wealth. Matilda stood constantly before
me as the bride of Hyldebrand, and my
[ather’s house always appeared in cou-
trast with the palace of the head of our
family. I soon entered into the spirit of
the traffic I was engaged in, and restrained
as I was by Huldebrand’s steadiness, we
rapidly indeed accumulated sn immense
sum, which we carried always with us in
precious stones.

I had been particularly struck by the
venerable appearance of one of our com-
panions, he was aged, his head was white
with the numbcred years that had passed
since his birth. This was the more remark-
able from the contrast it offered with the
jet black hair and beards of hig coun-
trymen.  He was never engaged in
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their occupations, hc never seemed to
be concerned in any mercantile.. trans-
action, yet he seemed to be careless of
his maoney, which he gave profusely
to all. He seemed to delight in the
"society of strangers, and therefore
sought ours ; but ITuldebrand not speak-
ing his ldnguage did not gain the same
hold of his affections as myself; he
indeed treated me completely as his son,
and often directed me in the conduct
of our concerns; his advice was always
advantageous.

This stranger seemed to look upon e
as his pupil, and he gradually turned my
mind to the objects around me. DBut he
did not improve m'y heart by the open-
ing of my mind. He was himself ex-
tremely rich; when therefore he held
forth upon the happiness of contented
poverty, I thought he was but a meré&
visionary, imagining the Arabian delights
of a sandy desert, while shaded by the
eanopying foliage of a grove, and sur-
rounded by all the riches of .. cultivated

M O
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country. Tlooked around, and I saw the
genius and the ideot both equally subser-
vient to the will of the wealthy. I saw.
virtue trodden under foot, and vicw, that
monster in rags in the cottage, adored
as a goddess in the temples of the gaudy
palace.  Wherever I went, it seemcd
as if gold, in the bustling of thé whole of
life, had the same effect as a faw aspers
thrown amidst the obstreperous crowd
that immediately leaves off its hideous
vell in haste to scramble for the miserable
gain. Riches were a thirst upon me. 1
could not believe that Matilda ‘or Ernach,
her father, could resist the splcndomj of
wealth. DBut Huldebrand was with‘me,
half our common property was his. He
loved, ~was beloved. Whenever I looked
upon him, iny heart did not beat quicker;
it seemed for a monient to pause, as if.
“nis sight blasted its vital action, but it
beat again with redoubled violence,
when Matilda’s image rose upen my
mind, and my former vow was again
repeated.
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‘Though my appetite for riches was not
sated, it was gratified; ombpeculatlms had
heen constantly doubling our capital, and
we, hatl alrcady left the banks of the Eu-
Jphrates, turning our steps towards Europe,
When we gradually entered the vast desert
thate spreads its subt!c sands from the Red
Sea, almosf to the Mediterranean. Having
all our weulth about us in jewels and gold,
we were anxious about our safety. Lvely
tfight the cry of the watchful sentinel bid -
ding us be upon the alert, while it cal-
led to the roaming Arab to depart, sound-
ed on my Waking ears, and often I arose
in painful anxicty, to gaze upon the far
spread horizon, lost sometimes in the
misty light of the brfight moon. I envied
the sound sleep of the poor camel-driver,
who lay extended by the anigal entrusted

- to his care, as heedless of my wealth, as
the brute about the fate of his burdeir
<At last the ground scemed to acquire
firmness to the foot, and the camel already
began to browze upon the solitary stunted
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plants that here and there spread théir
parched growth to the no longer benefi-
cent ray of an castern sun. I thought
myself secure, night came, and [ was
standing by my open tent, for I could not
rest ; I was gazing upon along line whieh’
bounded the horizon, with a thin dark
streak, indicating the palm boundary to
our toilsome pilgrimages; there were slight
clouds flitting before the moon, and as
their shadows fled over the vast expanse,
my heart beat quicker, for each, as it ap-
proached from the horizon, seemed to my
hurried imagination, as the ddrk ﬂladow
formed by an Arab troop; one followed
the other, always bearing deceit with it.

At last from the long line of ‘palms, a
black speck seemed to move with great
rapidity ; I could trace no cloud upon the
heavens, which could throw its dark sha-.
“dow upon this track ; I breathless called a
sentinel, the alarm was given, but we were
surrounded ; I went about like a madman,
encouraged the men to fight, — fought.
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he circle was gradually straightened -
round us ; the men fell by the distant ar-
rows at first, but the work of death was
notslower, when the sword clashed against
.sword, and the robber’s foot trod upon his
"apthgonist’s. I struggled, my riches were
lost,; while yet struggling amidst our very
tents, I heard the oll Armenian cry for
help, he was combating with a young Ara-
bian, who had thrown him to the ground. I
sushed forward, bade the robber defend
himself’; we fought, I succeeded in dis-
arming him, and was upon the point of
thrusting »my sword through his body,
wlicn he begged of me to spare his life,
promising that both the Armenian and
myself should be safe. 1 saw all resistance
was at an end, I gave him back his wea-
pon, and approached the old man who
_ was wounded. He took my band, thank-
ed me for my attempt to save him, bu
. he thought his wound was mortal; he bade
me af; the same time console myself' for
the loss of my accumulated wealth, saying
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-~ that he would, erc he died, make me amyfie
amends.
Our lives, at the intercession of the Arabe
I had spared, who proved to be aman of
rank amongst the robbers, were (rranted
us. He couveyed the Armenian to Mig’
own tent, and I anxiously placed myself
by the old man’s side, watching, with the
agitation of a desperate gamblerseveryva-
rious expression of his countenance; it was
my last stake. Huldebrand I knew was
not killed, but had been given, as part of
the booty, to one of the robbers, in hopes
of his ransoming himself; but he was
ruined like myself, had lost every th‘i;lg‘;
I was however, if not deceived, to obtain
riches as abundantly as before. ' Matilda
might then be mine; I'made no thrther
enquiries abput him who had partaken
the vicissitudes of commerce and of life
-“with me, who had been almost beggared
by my rashness, and whose steadiness had.
enabled me to recover every thing, and to
gain wealth. Isat by the old man ; every
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sodnd that fell from his lips, secmeg the
announcement of his bequest, but he was
silent on that subject.

Live duys‘ clapsed, at last the sixth was
pasging, and his strength was evidently
rapidly failing, his breath became hur-
ricd; and his eycs began to take that
lustre, which seeis to be the last exertion
of the departing soul; he then spoke, ¢« I
wished,” he said, ¢ that my life had been
spared but a short time longer, I could
then have bestowed wealth upon you,
withoutthe conditions that may nowstartle
yoy. Knéw, but how dare I*tell it? you
may look upon me with horror, and while
I am wishing to bless you, may turn away
from me. 1havea f)(.)wer that is supposed
to bring the curse of the Almighty upon
it ; I can, — I have the power of raising a

~ spirit from the vast abyss, and make him
lay at my feet, the infinite wealth encld’
sed within the earth’s recesses. But if you
wouldelisten to one aged, who has borne
this blasting power from early youth, you
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would refuse the dangerous gift. For tiferc
is a condition necessarily bound to that
power, which will undoubtedly quell your
ardent longing even for riches.” It'wasin
vain that he addressed me thus, M'xtilda'
and wealth connected rose to my mmn-
nation. I pressed<him to explain hinsself.
He did. He told mesthat eiflier I could
only call for a certain sum at atime, and
thatat each time, some human domestic in-
fliction, worse than the preceding, woukd
fall upon me, or that, I at once, could
_gain unlimited power, and constant do-
mestic prosparity, on the cdndition of
giving myself' up for ever to the will
of'a malignant being. He had chosen the
first, had called but once for the exertion
of the demon’s power, but his happiness
had been withered by that once. T did
not hesitate, I laughed in my own mind
=2t domestic happiness, I had lived only in
Italy, and in the East, I begged of him to.
disclose his secret ; he did. I bound my-
self to the first condition.
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Nimpatiently rose, I left the old man
upon his dying cough, and retreated 30 my
own tent. I raised the spirit, -his hideous
form might have appalled a stronger heart
than mine. I trembled, but his mocking
leugh sibdued my fears, and bending my
knees I acknowlcedged hjim as my superior
tln‘éugh lits. I cannot describe the scene,
Lcould notewithout recording some part of
the spells by which I raised this monster,
and he has but too fully proved his power
for me to be willing to put the least clue
into the hands of any one which might
bring the eurse I have fejteupon him.
Bestdes riches, I gained other powers, but
these are not connected with yours and
my Louia’s fate, } shall not speak of
them. )

I returned to the sick man’s ten, the
Armenian was dead. 1 did not feel sorry,
how could I at that moment ; I was exulte
ant, my wealth was so enormous, I did not
ree a possibility of spending it. ‘T'he next
day the robbers buried my benefactor in
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the burning sands. I proposed a ranfom
tor m.yself to the Arab, he insisted upon
my accepting my freedom. I did, aml
we eat together; no longer fearing trea-
chery, Imadeliim a prescuttoan enorr.noufx
amount. He was surprized, but did ndt
make even the smallest enquiry. ¢
I roamed about thesencampinent, f@l |
was desirous of .seeing these «robbers in
their native barren-plain.  While wander-
ing about their black tents, I heard*a
voice of pain issuing from one of the
most miserable. It was Huldebrand, he
was calling in the delirium of'a fever, tor
a drop of water to allay his thirst. The
well was close tome. The tent was open,
no one was near, he’was extended upon
the sandy floor, with hardly any clothes
to defend him from its hot touch. I, even
I, could not resist this appeal, I seized a
~vessel lying by hisside, and drew it from
the well full. 1 was turning towards him
when suddenly his tones altered, he seem-
ed to press his breast, while in the softest
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wolds he addressed some one. I, ap-
proached, he was imagining M atildastood
by him. The words sounded on my ear,
—1 know, Matilda, that you love me.”
The pitcher fell upon the sand, and the
watér was drank up by the burning dust,
and . turned away with a raging heart,
from the dying Huldebrand.

I instantly determined upon leaving the
spot. The noble Arab escorted me to
the utmost boundary of the desert, and I
was safe from danger. I hired camels
and horses, and proceeded to Aleppo,
apreadmg every where that,ls was a mer-
chant, who had been ver y successful in
my speculations. This was easy to me,
tor I codld refer té people with whom
I had had transactions, and my name was
known. I hastened to Italy, and soon
reached Milan, I entered with all the
pomp of riches; I will not describe my
gntry, it was foolishly splendid, nor will I
attempt to paint to you the daily display I
made of some new folly ; they were pro-
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duced by the intoxication of a madufan.,
Matilda, for she held no less a powerful
influence over me than my avarice, wds
the object of the whole. I foufid her
health much decayed, she had not hgald
of Huldebrand for more than two yeafs.
Yet there was perhaps a greater charfy in
that pale cheek and languid eye, than I
had found inthe delicate colouring of the
one, or the splendour of the other. If I
could gain her love now, it would, indeed,
be an ample compensation for her former
rejection. I'began byspreading the report
of her lover’s death, though®I was pot
certain of the fact, yet I thought, atany
rate, that he could not re-appear so soon
as not to allow me time to accomplish
myend. I then went to her father’s, and
in the course of the conversation an-
nounced it.
* = Matilda was inconsolable, but she took
pleasure in my society, for I could talk«
to her of Huldebrand, I related imdiffer-
ent particulars concerning him, the eager-
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nesy with which she listened reached my
heart ; I determined, however, to endure
even these pangs, rather than lose the
opportynities afforded me of sitting by
her *side. As in the course of narra-
tlog,* I mtroduced the relation of actions
in which I had been his benefactor, she
blessed me.for if. I felt like a baffled
demon. I, gradually began to talk of
myself. I sounded the father and mo-
ther with regard to a marriage ; obtained
their full consent and approbation. They
gradually broke it to their daughter.
She wondesed at my seeking for a
wid8wed heart ; insisted u‘ﬁon my tak-
ing some months to consider of it,
while she herself fulfilled the term of
mourning she thought>due to her lover’s
memory. [ was anxious, and fearful of
Huldebrafd’s appearance. I'pressed my
suit with earnestness ; my relations, her_
father, her mother, used all the arts of
persuasion to induce her to anticipate the
day. She did, and we were married.
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It now seemed as if I could dare (iie
world. I had Matilda, had wealth, the
onlyobjects mymindhad ever rested upon
were mine. I had two children, Louisa
and Olivieri. You cannot imagine the
splendour in which I'lived. Where could
the mortal be found who had greater
supposed sources of happiness than mine?
yet I was miserable; Matilda was mine,

my wife, but her affections still rested
upon the image of my rival. I doated
upon her; it seemed as if the price of
.guilt T had paid bound her the more to
me, as if she were to form the only hap-
piness I was “to know, and she did not
love me. She differed entirely fronl my
countrywomen ; she enjoyed her'domestic

‘circle, she was modest ; and while she
stood amongst the abandoned wantons,
who formed the only society aroung her,
she stood erect, as if she were sent by
Heaven to show deluded men the beau-
ties of the virtues they despised.

I bad not enjoyed the seciety of my
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wXe more than three years, whep my .
momentary happiness was blasted,” Ma-
tilda came home one day, as I imagined,
frgm- the Corso, flurried and violently
_ gltated She threw herself’ upon the
%Sofa, andlost in thought,. she did not per-
ceive that I was negr her. She drew
npm her*Breasteasnote : I could see over
her shoulder; it struck me that it was
Huldebrand’s hand-writing. She seemed
to look upon it as if she could not believe
her eyes. She viewed it, her hands fell,
and the movement of'the eyelids over the
fixed eyes® seemed to denota the belief in
a deceit of the senses. Her breath was
still, her cheek pale, she did not move.
I unavdidably distovered myself; she,
turned, looked at°me, and the tears
bmstmg from her eyes, xolled down her
cheeks, as she rushed out of the room.
I dared net follow her. Huldebrard-
might be stalkingin my very house, might
be close to me, his words of reproach
might be already in-the air, prepared
N
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.to damn me with their sound. I shotld
be preved in the world’s face, a liar, a
wretch without a spark of generosity, of
gratitude, in Matilda’s face — I hid my-
self in my chamber, for the conscious-
ness of my guilt caused me at first <0
wish for concealment.. But the thought
of my rival roused me; ‘was it not pas-
sible to remove him ? I rushed out of my
room,” and was upon the point of going
through the great gate, when I perceived
a figure descending the staircase, wrapt
‘closely in a large mantle. It was a woman
— it was Matilda. Her hurried step and
anxious glances thrown around causeg me
to watch her. She went out into the street,
1 followed her; there was an  obstacle
near the theatre, she cleared it, but I
lost her in the crowd of carriages. In
vain I tried every opening leading to
the theatre, I could not recover a
trace of her. At last I was obliged to.
lean exhausted against the wall, and
Ernach, her father, coming from the
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tl%atre, discovered me. Perceiving my
agitation at sight of him, he insistad upon
«cscorting me home. He attempted to
legd *me to explain to him the cause
. of my trembling limbs, which weighed
“wpon his arm. He did not know that he
sought to know my,shame; I insisted
upon hls1éavmg me, and I at last fell ex-
hausted wpon ‘a chair in my saloon. *
I know not how long I had remained
m this situation by myself; I at last
heard Matilda’s light step ascending the
staircase, I did not move, my eyes re-
mained stfll gazing on’ the.gn ound when
she entered, At sight of me she started,
but she commanded herself — approached
me with’a faulteridg step. I attempted
to clasp her to my bdsom, as if — I know
not what passed in my mind. She re.
. treated.” ¢ You have a ught to know
where I have been in this clandestiwe -
omanner.” "I hid my face with my hands,
I was conscious she had been to see
Huldebrands She had been with him,
N 2



268  ERNESTUS BERCHTOLD.

she would say no more. Ithrew myselfét
her f'eet, she turned away. I can no
longer even esteem you,” were the last-
words she said, when she left me. .
She went out several times in the
course of next day; once I attempted #o"
follow her. She merceived me at the
door : ¢ Filiberto,” sheszid, ¢ seek not $o
pursue my steps, I am but active in the
cause of virtue. -Retire and leave me.
You must be aware of what hangs ovet
your head. Would that heaven may
grant I could avert it from my husband,
my childrends father.” I wa$ left in a
state of mind that bordered upon phregzy.
I rushed out of the house, and turning my
steps another way, I1°did not return to-
wards myhome till night. When I did re-
turn, I founq every thing in the  greatest
confusion. There was a carriage with post- «
“lrorses at the gate. The moment I ap-
proached, my valet came to me to tell.
me of my shame. Matilda had been
-seen leaving Milan, with a gentleman in
1
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hér company. I jumped into the .car-’
riage, and followed upon the rdad they
' were reported to have taken.

«1did not speak during the whole time ;
I did not listen, though my-servant, hav-
thg entered with me, was telling me more
of the cjrcumstancest Night and day I
travelled in pursuit. I seemed to be
gaining” on them. I at last overtook
them just as I was entering a village in
"Savoy. They were 4ipon- the point of
leaving it. Isprung out of my carriage,
and with the speed of a demoniac I ran
after them. In my furip'm; haste, I fell.
I did not attempt to rise, but instantly
fired ; py wife’s shriek was heard : they,
however, drove on, When my cafriage
with fresh horses overtook me, my servant
tried tp raise me, I had .dislocated my
ancle. Blopd, my servant told me,
could be,traced upon the road, as if it
had fallen from my wife’s carriage. I
could but look upon myself as Matilda’s
murderer, ' the shriek was her’s. My

N3
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"emoticns and feelings were so violent and
various it would be impossible to por-
tray them. The demon’s power was
upon me, and his curse proved a bitter
one. * ,
I was conveyed home, where I was for
a long time delirious; I became,calm but
not less miserable. My attendants then
gave me a letter, which had béen found
upon my wife’s dressing table, after my
departure in chase of her. She was inno-
,-cent, she had not fled with Huldebrand,
but with her father. Huldebrand had
upon that condftion agreed to conceal my
crime, my shame. She had left her Rlome,
her children ; had sacrificed her pwn to
shield my name from infamy. I did not
at this intelligence relapse into the violent
ravings I had undergone. I sunk into a
state of apathy, whence ncthing could
rouse me. I refused even to see my
children, and hardly ever leaving my
chamber, I spent the night and day with
short intervals to self-reproach in combat-
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thg inflictions of the mind more dveadful
than any corporeal penance of the holy
anchorite,
. 1\.{Iany years had thus passed, I had not
once.seen my children, not even heard of -
them, for I would speak with no one. I at
Jast saw,them by alcident. You know
“Olivieri’s violent character. He had con-
stantly enquired after me, always baffled
, by the servants in his wish of seeing me ;
he at last seized his opportunity, but
Louisa had watched him, and they both
appeared in my sight strugglmg with one
enother ; for she was trying to hinder his
disturbing me. If Matilda herself had
stood before me ghe could not have affect-
ed, me more; for Louisa, though her fea.
tures are different, her eye dark, has the
expregsion that gave such power to her
mother’s laoks, playing upon her face.
She at last, no longer capable of resisting
her brother, threw herself at my feet, and
carfiestly begged me not to be offended
with her dear Olivieri. I took her to my
N 4
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arms. * From that moment 1 was aroused.
I could not leave my daughter, but gave
up all my time to the education of my
children; but I brought another curfe
upon my head; ‘for I neglected Olivier: :
except in his literary studies T did not
assist him,. his mind was allow'd to bk
biassed by any one who chose to trouble
themselves with acting upon him. Louisa
on the contrary was my constant com-
panion, she rewarded’ my care. You
I'now her, if ever a wretch like me might
have hope, it.must be in the prayvers such
a being can- offer up for me to the throne
of heaven. S
After some time I prrposed journeying
through the different countries of Eu-
rope, to show my children the different
peculiarities of mations. We had already
entered Switzerland when .ny son left
me. I bad been accustomed to his often
quitting me for days together, and hard-
ly noticed his departure. Louisa and
myself proceeded to the different spots
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rdmarkable for their keauty or sutﬂimity.'
On the Wengern Alp we saw you. We
“soon aftex heard daily of the feats of
nestus Berchtold and Olivieri. I don’t
know why, but the thougHt of the cha-
m01s hunter we had seen being this Er-
uestus, Just st1 uck fay Jgughter, and I
Soon Jomed in tHe belief. letter from
Olivieri ‘appointed Interlaken as the
.place of meeting ; we went there: Events
in which you were concerned brought us
again to Milan. -
The immense riches I had obtamed
from the s spiritundermy (x)mmand though
mg.ch dimipished, were yet more than suf-
ficient #o maintaig us in sufficient splen-
doyr, not to fear any thing like a compe-
tition. But Olivieri and yourself were
gamblgrs. Louisa forced me again to risk
an inflicfloNequally severe as the labt, for
yoursake, I could not resist her prayers
for you. I again called the spirit from his
immdrtal haunts, and Olivieri’s infamy
" was the consequence. Your debts had
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'proved so enormous, that in my attempt
at savirig him from an ignominious death,
I was again obliged, though I knew the '
horrible powers of the demon, to call upan
him. I did wo. He announced to me
that I had exhausted my spells, and that
after this infliction, *as nothing round e
would remain, on which®he could breath®
his p‘estilehtial breath, he would no
longer obey my summons. I called upon
him to take back his gold, he laughed and
_left me. I had no suspicion of Oli-
yxerl s seduction of your s1ste1 5 when
therefore his* ],ettet was put into my
hands, you may imagine how your naeble
conduct affected me. I did not Qpeak of
it, for what could a fg.ther say? Mugt I
even acknowledge it to you, I sometimes
rested upon it with a feeling of gonsola-

* tion, for I hoped, that crimg of,my son’s

‘might be the infliction upon Llls father,
meant by the demon as passing all others.
Louisa I thought might then be spared,

and you two might at least bé happy.
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-But you married ; ¥ dreamt of'j)appi-
ness, on Louisa’s birth-day accompanied
you o your room, and the demon’s threat
I Tound had indeed been fulfilled. Your
mdther’s portrait was Matilda’s. Olivieri
had seduced, you mar ried a daughter of
thllda,uot Matllda s husband, apd I
was the urderer of her fathey.

TIIE END.

Drintdit -'by Straban and Spottiswoode,
Printers-Street, London.
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