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HAROLD THE EXILE.

IN THREE VOLUMES,

In truth he was a strange and wayward wight,
Foud of each gentle and each dreadful scene.

In darkness and in storm he found delight :

Nor less than when on ocean wave serene

The southern sun diffused his dazzling shene.
Fiven sad vicissitude amused his soul :

And if a sigh wouldssometimes intervene,

And down his ch of pity roll,

A sigh, a tear g swee wished not to controul.
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HAROLD THE EXILE.

CHAP. XIIIL

'I'HE Earl of Marchmont was descended
from an ancient and noble family, whose
ancestors boasted their origin from a
mighty line of monarchs, alike cclebrated
for their skill in council and their exploits
in the field, at that peribd of English
history when the wisdom of an Alfred
framed a code of legislature, which has
served as a model to succeeding princes,
and revived the dying flame of learning
in a barbarous and unletiered age, by his
munificence and example.
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2 HAROLD THE EXILE.

But in illustrious families, as well as
in others, all the members are not alike
.destined to make a conspicuous figure on
the great theatre of life ; and the noble
earl in question, was not particularly
distinguished for the depth or brilliancy
of his intcllectual endowments. He
possessed, however, many estimable
qualities, was friendly, generous and
hospitable in his disposition, an affec-
tionate son, a considerate master, and a
devoted husband.

Sincerc in his attachments, and un-
bounded in his confidence to those he
loved, the Earl of Marchmont ‘would have
been happy and respected, had fortune
placed him in a private station, or his
destiny united him to a partncr more.
deserving of his worth ; but his elevated -
rank rendered those defects conspicuous
which had probably passed unnoticed in
a more cbscure situation, and she, whom
he had sclected for his companion through
the rough and checkered journey of life.
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was, unfortunately, not calculated to
smooth the thorny path, or sustain the
footsteps of her partner in a progress of
difficulty and danger.

Never, perhaps, had indulgent nature
more profusely lavished her most admired
“endowments on any being, than on Albina,
Countess of Marchmont ; and, matchless
as she was in personal attractions, she
was still more conspicuous for a fascina-
tion of manners alinost unparalleled ; of
manners which diffused a thousand name-
less charms over every look and action,
and; by a kind of sorcery, subdued all
hearts to herself. In her, ¢ defect became
perfection,” and in the language of the
poet—

She’s outwardly
All that bewitches sense, all that entices,
Nor is it in our virtue to uncharm it.

Bat nature when she so lavishly adorned
the casket, neglected to furnish it with a
mind as lovely. Albina lived only to

B 2



4 HAROLD THE EXILE.

vanity and pleasure. The desire of uni-
versal admiration, early infused into her
heart, had deadened its nobler feelings,
and her every action and sentiment was
only a refined and exquisite species of
coquetry, by which she secured her
empire over those she wished to conquer.
Raised by her beauty from a compara-
tively obscure situation, to the rank she
now held in society, the ties of gratitude
which should have bound her to the man
to whose misplaced affeciion she was in- ‘
debted for this elevation, had no power
over a mind so absorbed in selfish feel-
ingh, and she secretly regarded her hus-
band with the most sovereign contempt
Policy, however, forbade an open cx-
pression of this opinion ; Albina was, ing
appearance at least, the affectionate wife
and tender mother, and her beauty, her
endearments, her sweetness of manners,
gave her an unbounded influence over
the mind of the deluded Lord March-
mont, who, under the illusion of an habi-
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tual infatuation, believed her all per-
fection, and turned a deaf ear ti the
insinuations of those friends whose cooler
judgment had been able to discern some
few flaws in this prodigy of nature’s
workmanship.

The power possessed by Lady March-
mout over her idolizing husband, was
frequently exerted for the most baleful -
purposes. Her love of show, of dissipa-
tion, and of expence, led him into extra-
vagances equally incompatible with his
inclinations and his fortune, which, ample
as it was, would not support the demands
continually made upon it. His affairs
became involved, his credit injured, and
retrenchment, which offered the most
effectud] means of shunning the approach-
ing ruin, was strenuously opposed by
Lady Marchmont, whose vanity could not
brook the idea of making a less dis-
tinguished figure than she had formerly
done, and her too easy and infatuated
lord yielded to arguments which yet did
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not convince him. In pursuance of this
ruinous plan, every thing wore the same
aspect in the mansion of Lord March-
mont. The same entertainments were
given, the same coufse of thoughtless
dissipation pursued, and the same sums
squandered in the most puerile and ex-
" pensive follies.

But the evil hour though delayed for a
timne by varicus expedients, could not be
always evaded, and the stroke he had so
long foreseen, fell with accumulated vio-
lence on the head of the devoted earl,
who, with a comparatively scanty income
retired with his family to the continent,
to which he was principally induced by
the solicitations of Albina; who sickened
at the idea of continuing in a ‘country
where she must relinquish all her former
splendors for what she considered insig-
nificance and obscurity.

During her career of gaiety, the purity
of Lady - Marchmont’s fame had not
escaped unsullied by suspicion, and
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though it was suspicion only, it had been
so general as to produce a decided altera-
tion in the conduct of those whose nicety
of principle would not allow them to
tolerate vice becamnse it happened to be
graced with a coronet. This was another
inducement for her ladyship to desire a.
temporary removal from England ; for.
relying on the usual versatility of the
human mind, she flattcred herself that
her former imprudences would be for-
gotten daring her absence, more especially
as the suspicions attached to her conduet
were not sanctioned by the credence of
her lord, who imputed to calumny alone
every thing alledged against his adored
Albina.

Her residence, therefore, in Sicily, was
by no means disagrecable to the latter,
who contrived to embellish her seclusion
by the charms of society, as well as those
of nature. She was sti]l the gayest of
the gay when her purposcs did not re-
quire the assumption of a different cha-
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racter, and her beauty, her fascinations,
and her accomplishments drew around
her an admiring circle, of which she was
the presiding goddess. Most of the
English residents in Messina, were her
occasional visitors, and Berrington was
'no stranger to the residence of Lady
Marchmont at the Villa di Marino, when
he conducted Harold hither, though he
certainly was a little surprised at mecting
her so unexpectedly in the cemetery.

In the principal incident of the tale
which he related tohis friend, Berrington
had not deviated from the truth. Albina
Sidney was the object of his first affections,
at a period when his feelings were not
corrupted, and his mind was unconta-
minated by the influence of bad example.
Motives of an interested nature, and the
ascendancy of his friends, combined to
tear him from her, and they met no more
till Albina was become the wife of the
Earl of Marchmont. The meeting was
unfortunate for both parties ; Berrington
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was young and handsome, his manners in-
sinuating, his attachment ardent, and the
virtue of Albina, who was some years
older than himself, was not proof against
the vows of this mere boy, whom her
charms had captivated.

The reign of passion was long since
gone by, and the once tender adorer of
Albina would have discovered the proxi-
mity of her abode with great indifference,
had it not promised, from his intimate
knowledge of her character, to promote
his own views against the peacc and
honour of his unsuspecting friend ; or
should he ultimately fail of entangling
Harold in the syren’s chains, he still hoped
to put such a face upon the matter as
effectually to ruin him in the opinion of
Gabrielle, whose mind was but too well
prepared for the reception of such a tale
by his artful insinuations since his de-
parture from England, and the supposed
neglect and silence of Harold.

Lady Marchment was yet but little

RS



10 HAROLD THE EXILE.

more than thirty, her personal graces were
unimpaired, and her manners daily ac-
quiring new powers of attraction from a
more mature knowledge of, and inter-
course with the world. Harold . was
young, beautiful, of an ardent disposition
and a warmth of imagination, which
rendered him doubly liable to be seduced
into error. Berrington believed it was
scarcely possible that he should escape
the snare now spread for him, and with a
few hints to Lady Marchmont on the
general character of his friend, and a tale
calculated to interest the susceptible
feelings of Ilarold, he introduced the
parties to each other, and left to fortune
the event,

It would have been hardly pessible for
Berrington to have chosen a more able
and willing auxiliary, than her he had
thus selected. At their first interview,
Albina was deeply struck with the person
and magners of the young and elegant
Harold. Of bis promising and uncommon



AROLD THE EXILE, it

talents she had before heard, and her
pride and vanity would be equally grati-
fied by seeing him included in the list of
those who had worn her chains. The
difficulty of the conquest (for difficult she
was assured it would prove,) only aug-
mented the desire of triumph, and all the
sorcerics and allurements of one of the
most perfect and practised syrens of the
agc were preparing against the heart of
the inexperienced Harold, who, occupied
only with an image, which, under
every variation of feeling and cir-.
cumstance he still cherished with enthu-
siastic fondness, was unconscious of the

danger which awaited him.
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CHAP. XIV.

A FEw days after their first introduc-
tion at the Villa di Marino, our hero and
his friend received an invitation to an en-
tertaiment given by Lady Marchmont, in
honour of her lord’s birth-day. Not that
his birth-day, or that of all his race,would
have had the power of exciting any emo-
tion in her ladyship’s feclings ; but these
opportunities enabled her, under an ap-
pearance of delicate attention towards her
husband, to indulge -her own love of
amusement, certain of meeting no oppo-
siticn from him, who would consider him-
sclf flattered by such marks of her regard
and attention.

T'he present entertainment was intend-
ed to be unusually splendid—and all the
attractions of illuminated gardens, beauti-
ful women, and music that breathed the
very soul of love and harmony,were com-
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bined to charm the scnses, and soften the
heart of the spectator into a kind of in-
toxicating pleasure.

It was late before Harold and Berring-
ton arrived at the villa, and the elegant
suite of apartments, which had been fitted
up for the occasion, were almost desert-
ed by the company, who were dispersed
in various groups through the extcnsive
gardens, dancing, or walking, as was
most congenial to their inclinations.

In the principal saloon a few stragglers
had formed themselves into parties for
cassino, among whom they found the
earl, who welcomed them with his accus-
tomed cordiality ; and their inquiry after
Lady Marchmont was prevented by the
entrance of her ladyship from the gardens,
accompanied by scveral of her fair guests,
and presenting, in her own person; such
a dazzling display of beauty, as abso-
lutely startled ITarold ; who, lovely as he
had thought her at their first interview,
was not prepared to behold so brilliant an
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assemblage of charms, as those he now
witnessed with an emotion not com-
pounded purely of admiration. Her lady-
ship’s dress, which consisted of a robe of
blond lace over white satin, perfectly dis-
played the exquisite proportions of her
faultless form ; and her bosom, white as
the pearls that adorned it, was only
shaded by a bouquet of flowers, corre-
sponding with those which enwreathed
the ringlets of her luxuriant hair.

Harold, so long accustomed to gaze
with chastened delight on the delicately-
veiled form of the lovely Gabrielle, be~
held, with a confused and shrinking
glance, the lavish display of beauty in
the figure before him; but, when the
silvery tones of the syren’s voice stole
upon his ear, as she expressed her plea-
sure at again beholding them at the Villa
di Marino, the momentary sensation of
disgust vanished, and was imputed :to
English prejudices, not yet reconciled to
the manners and habits of a foreign clime.
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He did not then remember, that Ga-
brielle, a native of this very clime, was
herself an example of the most undeviat-
ing and delicate modesty in her attire.
But this was no time for reflection—Ha-
rold was called upon to join her ladyship’s
party in the gardens; and Berrington
having offered his arm to a lady who ac-
companied Albina, the latter was left to
the cscort of our hero. In the gardens,
whither they now proceeded, every thing
wore an air of enchantment. 'T’he moon,
mingling its soft and mellow light with
the lustre of the varicgated lamps—the
fragrance diffused at every step, from in-
numcrable flowers—the delicious warmth
of the air, tempered at intervals by
breezes, which had stolen the perfumes
of the orange and myrtle groves, over
which they passed—the gay groupes that
paraded the gardens, and the strains of
music, sometimes dying upon the ear
with languishing cadence, at others,
awakening the most animated feelings of
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pleasure by their exhilarating harmony ;
all was calculated to lull every sense in
sweet delirium. But the spirits of Lord
Harold were not in their highest tone,
and the raillery of Lady Marchmont, de-
licate as it was, did not serve to enliven
them.

An invitation from the latter to join a
group of waltzers, who were pursuing
their favorite amusement beneath the
shade of some acacias, recalled his before
absorbed facultics ; and, after a momen-
tary hesitation, he followed the example of
Berrington, who, on the first intimation
of her ladyship’s wishes, immediatcly led
his fair companion to a set which had just
formed.

Harold danced with that easy and un-
affccted clegance, which is less the result
of culture than an innate perception of
propricty and beauty, and his natural and
acquired graces had never appeared to
greater advantage than as he now led hie
lovely partner through the intricate mazes
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of this national dance, in which, notwith-
standing his plea of ignorance, in excuse
of any deficiency on the present occasion,
he acquitted himself to admiration.
Albina’s dancing was the perfection of
the art ; and, conscious of her own supe-
riority, she felt piqued and mortified_ that
the united powers of her beauty and at.
tractions should fail in their intended
effect upon Harold, whose reserve, almost
approaching to timidity, it was the aim
of the enchantress to overcome.—Is
this man ice, or an ideot,” she mentally
exclaimed, as breathless, and fatigucd she
declared to her companion that she could
dance no more. ¢ Truly, indeed, was 1
informed, that Lord Harold would prove
a conquest of no trifling difficulty. But
he shall yet be subdued:” and, with a
smile, which might have graced an angel,
she requested him to accompany her to
the house. Harold complied—and, hav-
ing seen her ladyship seatell at cassino,
at her carnest solicitations, returned to
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the gardens, where he soon met several
persons who had been introduced to him
at Messina, by whom he was again per-
suaded to join in ‘the mazy dance, but his
spirits were not in unison with the scene
of gaiety, and he took the first opportu-
nity of returning to the party in the sa-
loon, when, as he approached the table
<where she sat, Lady Marchmont exclaim-
ed, laughingly, “ How, my lord, a truant
0 soon ?”

“T de not feel disposed for dancing
to-night,” replied Harold, in a tone of
voice expressive of his secret sadness.

“ What say you, then, to a game of
cassino? If you are disposed to play, 1
can fijnd you a partner ; or, if you prefer
staying till this hand is out, I may, per-
haps, have thef pleasure myself.”

“ [ will wait, by all means,” replied
Harold, bowing ; and he amused him-
sclf with sauntering about the room, and
surveying théiifferent groups of players,
till he was summoned by Lady March-



HAROLD THE EXILE. 19

mont to join her party, where she con-
trived to detain him, till the company
separated, which they did not do till a
late hour.

The following day, Harold, whose
mind was in that state of listlessness
which is alike adverse to amusement or
occupation, rode out alone, and, almost
unconsciously, directed his course to the
Villa di Marino. On arriving at the en-
trance of the park, he really felt surprised
at finding himself there, but since he was
so near, politeness, Lie thought, demand-
ed an inquiry after the health of its inha-
bitants, and he proceeded forward to the
house.

Lord Marchmont, who was walking on
the lawn, which extended in {ront of the
villa, was the first to perceive his ap-
proach, and hastened to meet him, while
he exclaimed, as he shook- his hand—
¢ Now, this is really kind of you, my lord.
thus to pay us a visit, without the cere-
mony of a formal invitation. You are
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come very opportunely, I assure you ; for
Lady Marchmont has a little scheme in
agitation to-day, which your assistance
will improve vastly.”

" Harold replied, that he should be very
happy to promote her ladyship’s amuse-
ment by the, best exertion of his abilities,
and a servant having bebn called to take
his horse, he was conducted by the
earl to his lady. They found her in her
boudoir, accompanied by two of her chil-
dren, and busily employed in forming
into wreaths a profusion of flowers which
strewed the rich carpet of the apartment.

¢ Albina, my love,” said Lord March-
mont, as he entered, “ I have brought
you a visitor, who will prove, I am sure,
a welcome acquisition to our evening
party. I dare say you can find some
employment for his lordship’s thste, in
helping you to arrange these pretty gew-
gaws ; and, in the mean time, I will go
and give gpiﬁ“e directions concerning the

vessel.”
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“ We are to have a sailing, party, this
cvening, my lord,” said Lady March-
mont to Harold, after the earl had quitted
the room, “as a long promised indul-
gence to these youngsters, pointing to the
lovely boys that stood beside her, “ and
your presence will be no slight addition
to our expected pleasure.”

“ Your ladyship is too condescendmg,
replied Harold, gracefully bowing his
thanks for the implied compliment.

“ Not in the least,” answered Lady
Marchmont, laughing, ¢ for I assure you,
the motive is very sclfish on my part. I
mean to make you useful, and, as a proof
of it, request your assistance in s¢lecting
the flowers for my garlands.”

“ And to what pugpose will your lady-
ship apply these beautiful ornaments ?”
asked Harold, taking up one of the
wreaths Lady Marchmont had fin ished.

“ Oh, you shall know thut hereafter.
At present, ycur business is to help Al-
bert to pick up those scattered roses.—



22 #AROLD THE EXILE.

Albert, my dear, make room for Lord
Harold to sit beside you.”

“ What, upon the carpet, mamma >’
inquired the lovely boy.

“To be sure,” exclaimed Harold,
laughing, and flinging himself down be-
tween the children, whae, delighted with
their new companion, pursued their sweet
and simple task with fresh alacrity under
his directions ; while her ladyship, as she
entwined the flowers, presented to her by
Harold, alternately conversed, or mur-
mured a song, in tones whose sweetness
declared the perfection of her vocal
powers.

The wreaths were, at length, finished,
and the children dispatched with them to
Lewson, Lady Marchmont’s woman, who
had already received her ladyship’s dirce-
tions for their disposal. ¢ These boys,”
she exclaimed, after they had quitted the
room, ‘“are. half wild at the thought of
their expected pleasure. It is a birth-
day treat of their father’s, and for the last
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ten days the house has been scarcely able
to contain them.”

« Happy age!” exclaimed Harold,
involuntarily, ‘“ when every trifle may be
converted into a pleasure.”

“ And does Lord Harold,” gently de-
manded Lady Marchmont, ¢ already la~
ment the joys of childhood, at a period
when youth offers all its attractions tohis
acceptance ?”

Harold was silent—but his heightened
colour, and the sigh that accompanied it,
revealed to the penetrating Lady March-
mont his secret feelings. * Yes,” she
mentally ejaculated, *‘ the heart of this
foolish hoy is no stranger to love; and,
ere I can hope to inthrall him in new
chains, I must unloose those by which he
is now held.”

The entrance of Lord Mamhmont with
some visitors, who had been invited to
join the party, from Messina; here inter-
rupted the conversation ; and the car-
riages being announced, they set out on
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their intended excursion. On arriving
at the beach, which was distant about
half a league from the villa, they found
boats waiting to convey them to the ves-
sel, which had been fitted up in the most
elegant style for the occasion. An awn-
ing of green silk shaded the seats prepared
for the reception of the party, festooned
with the flowers her ladyship had entwin-
ed, which shed a delicious fragrance
around. Wines, ices, fruits, and every
species of refreshment, had been” brought
on board, and in a distant part of the ves-
sel were stationed some of the earl's
servants, with musical instruments, to
enhance, by the power of harmony, the
pleasures of the scene. Lady March-~
mont herself, as she reclined beneath the
waving canopy, with her two lovely boys
on each side, seemed almost to realize

the description of the poet—
¢ She lay, and leaned her check upon her hand,
And cast a look so languishingly sweet,
As if secure of all beholders® hearts,
Neglecting she could take them.”
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 But if she smiled,
A darting glory seemed to blaze abroad,
That men's admiring eyes were never wearied,
But hung upon the object.— Al for Love.

The delightful serenity of the evening,
the eool and fragrant breeze, which sighed
among the sails of the vessel, and the
glories of the setting sun, streaming in
golden radiance along the waves, and
tinging the clouds above them with a
roseate hue, conspired to diffuse a corre-
sponding emotion over the spirits of the
party on board. Even the sprightly boys
had foregone their prattle—Harold, too,
gradually dropped an animated discus-
sion he had been engaged in with their
mother, and leaned pensively over the
vessel's side ; while the general silence
was unbroken, save by the low-breathed
and plaintive strains of the musicians,
which added charms to stillness, and fre-
quently elicited a half-suppressed sigh
from the over-powered feelings of the
hearers. The soft obscurity of twilight

VOL. 11 ¢
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was at léngth illumined by the moon
rising in silvery splendor over the waves
of the Mediterrancan ; and, as Harold
watched her progress through the fleccy
clouds that floated in the pure azure of
the starry vault above them, he softly ex-
claimed, “ How calm, how lovely is this
scene!”

* Lovely indeed !” murmured a voice
beside him. 1t was Lady Marchmont,
who added, laughingly,

“ Tn such a night as this,
When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees,
And they did make no noise —in such a night,
T'roilus, methinks, mounted the Trojan walls,
And sighed his soul toward the Grecian camp,
Where Cressid lay that night.”

“To what region of the world, my
Lord Harold, have your thoughts been
wandering this laxt hour ?”

* [ intreat your ladyship’s pardon for
my absence,” replied Iarold, with some
dezree of confusion; “ but, in the lan~

\
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guage of the bard you have just quoted,

“1'm never merry when I hear sweet music.”

“ What effect, then, my lord, would
your spirits cxperience from an Italian
love song in an hour and scene like the
present.”

“] should be most happy,” answered
tHarold, in an insinuating accent, *“if
Lady Marchmont would put them te the
trial, by fuvouring me with a display of
thosc vocal powers of which 1 had so
charming a specimen to day,”

¢« Certainly,” returned her ladyship,
carclessly, <if it will be any amusement.”
And ordering one of the servants to bring
her a lute, she seated herseif at a little
distance from Harold, aud, with an air of
apparent negligence, began {o.play.

From the simplicity of the instrument,
she had chosen, the latter was led to ex-
peet no very brilliant display of musical
talent in Lady Marchmont; but in this

c2
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selection Albina was influenced by a con-
sciousness of the unrivalled powers of her
own voice, which, assisted only by a
simple staccato accompaniment, now
poured its rich tide of harmony on the
ear of the attentive Harold, who, though
reluctantly, was compelled to acknow-
ledge its magical effect by the cmotions
it produced.

Gabrielle Montgomery sang with all
the perfection of natural talent, improved
by the highest degree of scientific skill.
Lady Marchmont, like a syren, whosc
every tone thrilled on the senses of her
hearers with a witchery scarcely lexs
dangerous than her lip’s soft smile, or the
spell which lurked in every glance of her
blue and expressive eye, and while Harold
silently listened to the enchantress, his
imagination involuntarily drew a compa-
rison between the being, who, like the
fabled Armida, held the senses of those
ardund her in enforced captivity, and she
who, with the voice of a seraph, and the
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expression of a St. Cecilia, had, in the
hermitage of Llanivar so often charmed
his fancy and elevated his soul by strains
worthy of the pure and pious breast of
her by whom they had been awakened.

Absorbed in the reflections to which
this remembrance had given rise, Harold
gradually became inattentive to sur-
rounding objects. The song of Albina
no longer vibrated on his car, and hé-was
only rouzed from his reverie by the latter
abruptly telling him that the party were
preparing to return to shore.
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CHAP. XV.

ON quitting the vessel an accident oc-
curred which threatcned to ehange the
recent scene of gaiety into one of the
deepest affliction ; for as the eldest son
of Lord Marchmont, regardless of his
father’s admonitions, was hurrying pre-
cipately down the ladder into the boat,
his foot slipped, and before any one was
aware of the danger, he was plunged into
the foaming waves. A piercing shrick
from Lady Marchmont first announced
his perilous situation, and she was only
withheld from springing after him by the
firm grasp of Harold, who had just
taken her hand to assist herinto the boat.
'Without speaking, he hastily consigned
her to the care of the first person that
approached,. and flinging off his coat,
plunged gnto the water, and at the immi-
nent hazard of being drawn by the force
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of the current under the vessel, succeeded
in rescuing the drowning boy (who had
twice sunk) before the dismayed and
horror-struck spectators had time to re-
cover from their panie.

Lady Marchmont had fainted in the
arms of her husband, who as Harold ap-
proached with his rescued child, grasped
the hand of his generous preserver, ex-
claiming in broken accents— Harold,
my noble, gallant fellow! how shall 1
ever repay the inestimable service you
have rendered us ?”

“It is alrcady repaid, my lord,” re-
plied Harold, pointing to the little Albert,
who, recovering from his temporary in-
sensibility, looked up smilingly in the
face of his preserver. The cares of those
abont her had by this time recalled Lady
Marchmont to herself, who was soon
made acquainted with what had
passed, and alternately clasped her
darling to her breast, regardless of his
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dripping condition, and bathed the hand
of Harold with tears of genwuine sensi-
bility.

As our hero, as well as their son, was
completely drenched through, the Earl
and Countess were apprehensive of the
consequences which might arise to them
from remaining so long in their wet
clothes, and as soon as they landed, the
former was compelled to enter the first
carriage, which drew up, accompanicd
by Albert and Lady Marchmout, who
refused to quit her son.  Scarcely a word
was spoken during their rapid drive ; for
the latter still trembled at the danger
which had menaced her favourite child.
and Harold, languid from the effect of
his recent cxertions, did not feel disposed
to interrupt the silence. On arriving at
the Villa, Albert was consigned to the
charge of his nurse, and his preserver
having changed his dress, repaired to the
supper room, where the rest of the party
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had now assembled. 'The late accident,
and the heroic conduct of Harold,furnish-
cd conversation for the remainder of the
cvening; and the encomiums lavished
opon him almost disconcerted our hero,
who saw nothing in the action but an
cxertion of common humanity, which did
not appear deserving of such reiterated
applause.

Harold passed the following day with
his noble friends, who seemed at a loss
sufficiently to testify their gratitude for
his rccent services, and on his quitting
them to return to Messina, intreated him
ever to consider the Villa di Marino as
his home while he continued in Sicilly.

In consequence of this invitation, he
hecame a frequent guest at the Villa,
where he was always welcomed with
smiles, and parted from with cxpressions
of regret ; and where the attractions of
beauty, elegance, and chearful society
were united to render his visits delight-
ful. In Lord Marchmont, notwithstand-



34 HAROLD THE EXILE.

ing Berrington’s insinuations, he daily
discovered new traits of a kind and
generous disposition; and his frank and
unassuming manners rendered him a truly
pleasing companion. The children too,
with whom he was becoming a great
favourite, gained almost imperceptibly
on his affections, and Albina herself
appeared to him as one of the most charm-
ing and amiable of women.

Female society was in a manner
necessary to the comfort of Harold, who
felt all his cares disperse while gazing
on the countenance of woman dressed in
smiles, or listening to the soothing ac-
cents of her voice. From her obsecrva-
tions of his character and sentiments,
Lady Marchmont had learnt caution, and
her conduct was marked by the most
delicate sense of propriety, accompanied
by those proofs of atlention and piitialit; ,
which flatter without alarming “the sus-
ceptible heart.

Every hour he passed in her society
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augmented the admiration of Harold.
His vanity was gratified by flatleries
whiech would have charmed even ¢ the
cold dull ear” of a stoic, and the-sadness
which frequently lowered upon his brow,
vielded to the magic of her witching
voice. Albina perccived the influence
she had obtained, and finally drew from
him a full confession of every circum-
stance connected with his attachment to
Miss Montgomery. The tale really in~
terested her feelings, and had her vanity
only been concerned, Lady Marchmont
would now, perhaps, have relinquished
her projected conquest; but, like the
silly moth, she had fluttered near the
flame till it had scorched her. A senti-
ment stronger than vanity impelled her
on, and to its indulgence she meditated a
sacrifice of every thing estimable in
woman.

The attachment which Harold had
avowed, cxcited but slight uneasiness in
her mind ; for though a stranger to the
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deep laid plans of Berrington, she believed
the woman by whom Harold was so un-
worthily treated, could feel for him no
great degree of affection, and her own
views were, she thbué'ht, likely to be
promoted by the knowledge this confi-
dence had given her of g heart, whose
governing propensity‘certainly was not
insensibility. ‘

'To a delicate mind, the being to whon
it unbosoms its secret feelings, always
bécomes in some degree an object of
tenderness ; and the society of Lady
Marchmont was more eagerly courted by
Harold, after he had made her the con-
fidant of those sorrows which she so well
knew how to sooth. With her he con-
versed without restraintof his disappointed
hopes and affections, and while her azure
cye swam in tears, and her soft voice
murmured in broken tones, her surprise
that a woman thus supremely favoured,
should cast away the blessing, Harold
alimost forgot his sorrows while thus.
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listening to consolation so sweetly be-
stowed.

Such was the dangerous situation of
our hero at this period, and Berrington,
who was informed of every proceeding
of his deluded friend, secretly congta-
tulated himself on the success of his
nefarious designs, not doubting but he
would eventually become a victim to the
allurements of the enchantress into whose
power he had been betrayed.

One morning as Harold was preparing
for his usual ride to the Villa, Berrington
hastily entcred the apartment, cxclaim-
ing, “Ha! I am jtst in time, I see; I
was fearful I should be too late to see
you before you set out.”

“ What then have you to communi-
cate ?” inquired Harold ; whowsaw intel-
ligence written in every feature of his
friend.

“ Oh, nothing,” replied the latter,
‘“except to ask if you have any com~
mands for England ?



38 HAROLD THE EXILE.

“ By whom?”

« Myself. I have been appointed the
bearer of important dispatches, and shall
sail to-morrow if the wind is fair. I
suppose Harold, you will not feel disposed
to accompany me ?”

“ I am not prepared,” answered his
lordship, ¢ for so sudden a departure ;
neither” added he, in an accent of bitter-
ness,  have I any motive to desire it.”

“True; but you have probably some
commissions which I can take charge of ?”

‘] shall write to my mother, certainly.”
¢ And to Miss Montgomery, I suppose?”

Harold was silent. Love and pride
struggled for the ascendancy in his
bosom ; but the former at length pre-
vailed, and he answered in a melancholy
tone, “I scarcely know:for what purpose
I should address one who apparently con-
siders me unworthy of a reply. I will
write, however, since you seem to desire
it, and I conjure you by the friencihip
existing between us, to see Gabrielle
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yourself. Oh, Berrington! plead the
cause of your unhappy friend with the
woman he adores. Yes, spite of myself,
I adore her, and my future happiness
or misery must depend upon her will.
I know she esteems you highly; exert then
your influence in my behalf, and let
Harold be indebted for his felicity to hls
friend.”

Berrington promised every thing which
he required, and while Harold prepared
his letters, he rode over to take leave of
the family at the Villa di Marino. .

‘When he announced the purport of his
visit, the ill disguised emotion of Lady
Marchmont, who supposed Harold was
to be the companion of his journey, re-
vealed to the penetrating Berrington the
impression which had been made by the
latter, but he soon relieved her alarm by
saying, ‘“ that he should consignhis friend,
Lord Harold, to the guidance of her lady-
ship till he returned to Sicily, which
would probably be in the course of a
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month or six weeks.” The countenance
of Lady Marchmont brightened at these
words, and Berrington, after receiv-
ing repeated assurances of attention to
his injunctions, departed from the Villa,
satisfied that all things would succeed as
he desired.

" The adieus of our hero, and his trea-
cherous confidant werec marked on the
onc side by the expression of the most
sinccre regard and friendship, and on the
other by an appearance of the most pro-
found dissimulation, which was assumed
to hide his real feelings. Buoyant with
hope, and sanguine in expectation, Ber-
rington commenced his voyage, while
Harold, melancholy and desponding, rc-
turned to the solitude of his lonely dwel-

ling, and to the dangerous socicty of the
Villa di Marino.
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CHAP. XVIL.

For some time aficr Berrington's de-
parture, Harold continued to sustain his
spirits by the hopes awakened by their
last conversation ; day after day, however,
passed on, without bringing any intelli-
gence from his friends, and, as his safe
arrival in England had been formally
notified to the commanding officer, by
whom he had been charged with dis-
patches for that country, his silence must
consequently have its source in some other
cause. His mother, too, seemed to have
forgotten him ; and Harold, in, the bitter-
ness of his feelings, accused his friends of
having entirely effaced his image from
their minds. Al his conjectures were at
length terminated by the arrival of =
packet from Miss Montgomery, contain-
ing, to his inexpressible surprise, all his
presents, and the letters formerly ad-
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dressed to her, accompanied by the fol-
lowing epistle :— ...
¢ My Lord, .

At the time when you honored me
with the inclosed, I considered myself
authorized in receiving them, by the ap-
probation of our mutual friends, no less
than from the nature of your lordslip’s
avowed sentiments. Circumstances have
since convinced me how much I was de-
ceived in the estimate I then formed of
felicity ; and, in returning these cvidences
of a mistaken attachment, 1 voluitarily
release your lordship from every engage-
ment which has existed between us, and
which can now be only a subject of in-
difference, if not of regret. My present
conduct is the result of long and mature
deliberation, and a full conviction, that -
the union we once anticipated would
not be productive of happmess to either
party.

I will not deny but thls resolution has
cost me a severe struggle, and has only
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been maintained by a principle of recti-
tude which no selfishfeelings can shake.
With my present: sentiments, I never can
become your wife;, but your lordship will
always have my best wishes for your
happiness; and oh, Harold! I conjure
you, by the memory of past days of love
and innocence, seriously to reflect whe-
ther it is to be found in the course you
are now pursuing.—May you yet pause,
before it is too late, and at some future
period, enjoy with a dcserving object,
that felicity you would never have tasted
with ) G. MonrcoMERY.”

A mist swam before the eyes of Harold
as he perused this epistle, which, amidst
its apparent ambiguity, conveyed to his
appalled imagination the terrible convic-
tion, that Gabrielle had relinquished him
for ever. Again, and again he read it
over, and each fresh perusal more strongly
confirmed the agonizing fact.

The silent interpreters of his senti-
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ments, which lay before him, the splendid
testimonies of his- tenderncss, thus re-
turned by the being okwhom they had
been lavished, all spoke tortures to his
bleeding heart; and, hastily removing
them from his gight, he ordered his horse,
and rode over to the Villa di Marino.

He found Lady#archmont alonewho
ou beholding his perturbed and agitated
appearance, as he entered, involuntarily
exclaimed,

“ Gracious heaven! Harold, what has
befallen you?” But he was at that mo-
ment unable to reply, and she repeated
her question with increased alarm.

“Read this! Lady Marchmont,” he
at length said,in a frantic accent, present-
ing Gabrielle's letter to her ladyship,
while he sunk into a chair beside her.
She perused it in silence, and as she re-
turned it to him, ¢ You see,” he resumed,
“ she has for ever abandoned me, without
the plea 6f misconduct on my part, to jus-
tifv so cruel a desertion. Oh! Lady
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Marchmont, kind and sympathizing
{riend, do not deny me your pity, how-
ever you may condemn my weak attach-
ment to this ungrateful woman.”

“I do pity you, deeply, tenderly pity
your unmerited wretchedness,” answered
Albina, in one of thogg syren tones, which
she so well knew how to assume, and
which operated as if by magic on the
hearer’s heart. Harold felt its influence,
in calming the stormy passions which now
agitated his bosom, and unconscious that
the friendship professed by his wily con-
fidant, was alloyed by any sentiment less
pure and disinterested than his own, he
earnestly implored her advice, to direct
his conduct, under the painful,and diffi-
cult circumstances in whiclp he was now
placed. A

**Can you,” said Albina, hesitatingly,
“ resolve to rclinquish the object of this
unfortunate attachment ?”

“ Never! never!” exclaimed Harold,
with vehemence,  while life remains!
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All my earthly happiness is centered in
Gabrielle Montgomery, and nothing but
her mamage with another, will ever
make mé relinquish the hope that our
destinies may be one day united.”

Lady Marchmont was startled at an
energy of language-and manner, which
afforded undeniable evidence of the
strength and fervency of Harold’s affec-
tion for the lovely Gabrielle ; and she
could, with difficulty, restrain the ex-
pression of those feclings which this con-
viction excited ; but it was not yet time
to throw aside the mask of resefve and
delicacy, which had hitherto veiled her
guilty secret; and she accordingly con-
fined her present aim to Harold’s deten-
tion in Sicily; for which purpose she
employcd all the arts of rhetoric and per-'
suasion, which appeared most calculated
to effect her design. How far she would
have succeeded is uncertain, had not our
hero, ingthe course of a few days received
a letter from his mother, in which she
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conjured him, if he regarded his own
happiness, to lose no time in returning to
England, where his speedy arrival might
yet prevent a threatencd evil, which she
could not then explain. _
- No. mention was rmade, by her lady-
ship, cither of Berrington or Miss Mont-
gomery, and an indefinable suspicion of
something wrong in that quarter, flashed,
like lightning, across Harold’s brain.—
Could it be possible that Berrington had
been acting a trcacherous part towards
the man for whom he had professed so
warm a friendship ? It scemed scarcely
credible—and yct, his silence created
alarm and suspicions, which he, in vain,
endeavoured to repel ; and, in a state of
pitiable agitation, he deteymined on an
immediate departure from Messina.
There was nol, at this time, jn the har-
bour any vessel bound for England ; but,
after diligent inquiry, Harold received
intelligence that a sloop of war was to
sail in a few days from a sea-port about
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twenty leagues distant ; and, having dis-
patched his servant with his baggage,
and erders to seoure a passage on board
of her, he proceeded to pay his farewell
visit at the Villa.

The iitelligence that Harold was ab-
solutely resolved upon returning to Eng-
land was like a stroke of thunder to the
dismayed Albina, and her ill-concealed”
agitation, her pallid cheek, and quivering
lips, would have excited surprise and
suspicion in any one less easy and con-
fiding than the earl, or less vain of his
own attractions than Harold, who, ab-
sorbed in the melancholy anticipation of
impending evil, did not observe her emo-
tion. '

“ And when must you leave us, Ha-

rold,” inquired Lord Marchmont, address-
ing himself to our hero.
. “‘To-morrow, my lord, certainly. The
vessel is under sailing orders, and only
waits a fair-wind to procced on her voy-
age.”
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* I am sorry,” replied the earl, « that
you depart so soon,. for we Had many
pleasant schemes in contemplation,which
your company would have improved.
You must, however, stay atthe Villa till
to-morrow, and I will accompany you
the first stage of your journey.”

To this proposal Harold, at length,
consented ; and, with a promise of being
back by the usual dinner hour, remounted
his horse, and returned to Messina, to
pay a few farewell visits previous to his
departure on the morrow. During his
absence, Albina had time to recover from
the surprize and vexation into which she
had been thrown by the first intelligence
of aa event which threatened. to frustrate
all the schemes she had so long been
planning for the subjugation of hLer in~
tended victim. She now, unexpectedly,
beheld him on the eve of beilg einanci-
pated from her power, withahtt .even re-
taining o hope of having. made any imi~
pression upen a heart she believed frozen

YOL. 11 D
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and invulnerable as the snows of his own
Cambrian mountains, except to one, who,
by a strange fatality, was, apparently, as
insensible to the passion she had inspired.

Worlds, had she possessed them,would
Lady Marchmont have given for any plea
which would have enabled her to prevent
this dreaded journey, but no such subter-
fuge could be found ; and tears, excited
by disappointed passion and mortificd
vanity, were still streaming from her eyes,
when Harold entered the room. On be-
holding the situation of Albina, he hastily
advanced, and, in an accent of surprise
and tenderness, inquired the occasion of
her apparent disorder.

For a moment Albina hesitated to re-
ply; but she dared not, at this time,
hazard the effect which an unreserved
disclosure of her secret sentiments might
produce upon Iarold : and, with a well-"
assumed cenfusion, hastily withdrew the
band he had taken, which she placed be-
fore her eyes, as if to conceal from
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observation her emotion and.her tears ;
and, breaking from Harold, who attempt-
ed, in vain, to detain.her, Lady March-
mont rushed preclplta-tely - from-.the
apartment.

Pale, and motionless, Harold rema.med
fixed to the spot where Albina had left
him." A dreadful suspicion, for the -first
time, thrilled his breast ; but he hastily
repelled the unwelcome intruder, and
hoped that some domestic vexation had
alone occasioned the emotion recently
evinced by Albina; and this hopeiwas
strengthened, on their again meeting at
table, when her ladyship exhibited no
traces of her late agitationy; Her coun-
tenance, though pale, was cljearful ; and,
though her voice, when she addressed
Harold, occasionally faltered, its tremu-
lous tones were only of mongentary dura-
tion. 3
. In the evening, when they were acci-
dentally alone, the conversation turning
upon the subject of 2his approaching de-

D
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parture, Lady Marchmont exclaimed—
“You léave us then, Harold, perhaps
never to meet again ; and, in the society
_of this too-fascinating Gabrielle, you will
probably soon fose all recallection of your
Sicilian friends.”

“ Nogon my soul, Lady Marchmont !”
he fervently replicd ; * never shall I for-
get your kind and friendly attentions, or
the many pleasant hours your acquaint-
ance has procured me ; and sincerely do
T hope that we may mcet again, under
happier and more chearful circum-
stances.” ‘

‘ Heaven grant we may—but, forgive
mc, my valued friend, if I cannot look for-
ward, with any degree of pleasure, to the
idea of your union with Miss Montgo-
mery. Oh believe me, Harold, a woman
who loves, would not thus coldly calcu-
late the chances of happiness with an
adcrﬁ'object. ‘We are, alas ! but too wil-
ling to credit every thing, where our
affections are interestéd !”
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“Would to.Heaven, my dear Lady
Marchmont, that Gabrielle possessed a
heart as tender.and sensible as your
own.”

 Wherefore should you wish it, Ha-
rold ; since she is far happier in. her
insensibility. Oh, trust me, it is some-
times a curse to feel too keenly.”; .And,
as she spoke, the eyes of the fair deceiver
sought the ground, and the hand he had
unconsciously taken, was hastily with-
drawn from Harold,*whose- heart again
throbbed with painful apprehension;.and
he mentally exclaimed in the bitterness
of his secret feelings—* To what destiny
am [ still reserved? . Is it not enough to
be the slave of an attachment to a capri-
cious and ungrateful wornan ; but I must
be fated likewise, unintentiopally, to dis-
turb the peace of ore, for yghose happi-
ness I would willingly sacrifice my own ?
Oh, no, I cannot, dare noty indulge so
agonizing a supposltlon 1”

The bare idca,showever, deeply dis-
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tressed him, and, combined with his other
eauses of alarm and disquietude, effcc-
tually to banish sleep from the pillow of
Harold ; who arose in the morning, fe-
verish, Janguid, and anrcfreshed : and, as
soon as breakfast was over, prepared for
his defigarture from the Villa di Marino.
The phlldren , to whom he had endeared
him self by numberless acts of kindness,
wept, as he bade’ “them farewell ; and,

unable any longer to support the cxpres-
sion of their artle§s sorrow, he again
kissgd them aflectionately, and, pressing
the'hand of Albina to his lips, precipi-
tately retreated from the house, followed
by the earl, who ﬁérusted in his design
of accompanying him the first stage of
his journey.
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' CHAP. XVIL

ArTER escorting Harold a few leagues,
Lord Marchmont took a cordial farewell
of his young friend, who decli ed his
lordship’s offer of a t‘erv.mt to atte hl¥n
and, anxious to reach the place of em-
barkation, pushed forward with all possi-
ble expedition ; an expedition, ‘however,
which had nearly proved fatal in its con-
sequenccs, to his Life. The rapldnty with
which he had travelled a considerablé dfSs
tance, during the meridian heat of a very
sultry day, mcuaacd t&e feverish symp-
toms prodnced by unca‘smess and want
of rest ; and, on arriving at Msmall ham-
let, about five leagues from the destined
port, he found lumse}f too ilk to attempt
proceeding any further that night, and
was, therefore, constrained to-put up with
the miserable accommodations of a little

gvillage inn, in the hope that a few hours
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repose would restore him, or, at least
enable him to pursue his jou ey.

In this expectatmn ‘he was however,
decewed for the short sleep which he ob-
tained was uneasy andunr efreshing ; and
in the morning he awoke with every symp-
tom of an approaching fever.  These
cunt;nu%d to incrcase during the day;
and Harold after senamg for the ncarest
medical assistance to be procurcd, and
giving a few directlons to the people
about lnm, in case of the worst, revnoned
b%lf qmetly to his_fate, of whnch he
soon lost all consciousness in delirium.

Nothing, perhaps, could be more deso-
late and uncomfortable than our hero’s
situation at thxs moment A stranger,
at the mercy of strangers, in a foreign
land. r removed from every being
who was mterest«.d in his cxxstence, and
surrounded by people, as fiide and uncul-
tivated as ‘the place they inhabited, and
Whose'fegiings were not likely to be pre-
judiced in hi§ favour, by knowing he was,
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an Englishman and a heretic. But, in
every climate which has been tracked by
the footsteps of man, the bountiful Crea-
tor has shed some portion of h - own
benignant spirit upon those that bear his
image ; and the siavage, who, from the
untaught impulse of compassion, shares
with the fainting traveller his gscanty
meal, no less fulfils his w.l than he
whose enlightcned mmd extends to count-
less numbers the inflaence of it¢ bounty.
The person who had been called in to
attend Lord Harold, was a brother of a
neighbouring convent of Franc;q@n‘
friars. The carly part of Ienrico’s life’
bad been passed in the bustle of the
world, where affliction had taught him
humanity. The stings of disappointment
had driven him to monastic seclusion,
where the study of nature, and the prac-
tice of piety had liberalized his senti-
ments, and softened his heart The
situation of his patient excited the ‘in-
terest and cou.passion of the good fa-
Db
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ther, who, though a catholic, belicved it
possible for virtne to exist beyond thc
pale of his own church; and, notwith-
standing Harold was a heretic, he at-
téﬁded him with the faost sedulous carc,
and, by his assiduity, ensured that of the
people with whom he was. His exertions
were ci"(')wned_with success, and, in about
ten days, our hero was able to leave his
bed, and inhale the fresh breeze, as he
sat by the narrow casement of his apart-
ment, conv crsmcr “with father Henrico,
who con rratu]ated him on his recovery,
in & manner which left no doubt of the
pleasure it afforded him. .

The society and conversation of this
excellent man pleasantly beguiled the
time which Harold was still compelled to
remain in bis present abode. His man-
ners, from a long intercourse with society,
were polished ; hns dlsQurse intelligent
and scientific; and it was with regret
Harold parted from a man, whose short
acquaintance might be compared to a
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lovely prospect—that charms and re-
freshes the eye of the weary traveller, but
the rememprance of which soon vanishes
from his mind. ,

On arriving at the port of -, he
found his servant” under the greatest
alarm and uneasiness at his protracted
stay ; and what was still more mortify-
ing to ITarold, the vessel in which their
passage had been taken had long since
sailed. It was nearly a month before
another ship could be heard of; and al-
most fretted, by the irritation of suspense,
into a relapse of his late illness, Lord
Harold, at length, embarked for England,
after an absence of fourteen months, with
a mind oppressed by various causes, and
heulth considerably impaired by anxiety
and the effects of his recent disorder.—
The passage was long and -bgisterous ;
and to the imagination of our hero, whose
impatience wished. even to outstrip the
winds, appeared as if it would be end-
less.
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The vessel, at- length, dropped anchor
in Falmouth harbour ; and Harold, who
knew his mother would be out of town,
immediately on landing, threw himself
into a chaise and four, and sct off for
Wales. ~ :

It was evening when he arrived ; and
the recollection of his last visit to Llani-
var, with all the circumstances it recalled
to his memory, did not serve to tranquil-
lize his already agitated feelings. His
emotions continucd to increase as he ap-
proached the castle; and, when he
alighted from the chaise, he could, with
difficdlty, falter out an almost inarticu-
late inquiry after his mother—and, with-
out waiting to be announced, procecded
to the apartment where she was sitting.—
For a moment, surprise and agitation de-
prived Lady Harold of the power of
speech and metion, but the sound of his
voice recalled her~ﬂeeﬁ%g senses, and
rushing into the. extended arms. of her
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son, she gave a free indulgence to her
maternal feelings.

When the first emotions were a little
subsided, Harold remarked, with alarm,
that his mother appecared unusually pale
and dejected ; and, his fears immediately
recurring to the object who engrossed his
cvery thought, produced a hurried in-
quiry after, Gabrielle Montgomery. How,
then, was this alarm increased, when
Lady Harold, without replying, burst
into a flood of tears !

“Good God! my mother!” he ex-
claimed, “ What means this agitation ?”

“ Have you not, then, reccived my
last letier?” enquired her ladyship, en-
deavouring to suppress her tears.

“ The one in which you requested my
immcdiate retarn to England ?”

¢ No-—a later ; which 1 wiote about a
month since. “Oh, Harold '; I sce by
your surpnse xt.%hs never reached you—
and you are still ignorant that Gabrielle
8’ —
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“ What ?” exclaimed Harold, with
desperate eagerness. “ You weep, and
arc silent. Oh, my mother | torture me
not thus, but, at once, confirm my worst
apprehensions, by telling me that Ga-
brielle is dead !”

Lady Harold shook her head. *“ Would
I could say =he was—since it would pro-
bably pain yeu less than to know thut she
is married !” -

“ Married !” repeated Hareld— Mar-
ried ! and fell senseless on the floor.

On recovering his recollection, he found
himsclf extended on a sofa, with his mo-
ther weeping beside him; and, as he
started up, and gazed around, with a wild
and vacant air—“ Where am I!” he
faintly articulated.—Is this Llanivar ?—
Is this my mother ?/—JFave I been in some
horrid dream, or did you not tcll me that
Gabriclle Montgemery wgs married ?”

Lady Harold replicd only by her tears,

- Axm,” he continued, after a long
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silence, “is he, for whom 1 have been
thus abandoned ?”

¢ Ere 1 tell you that, Harold, you must
promise me to be calm.”

¢ Ha !—my suspicions ‘are then just.—
Speak, quickly, my mother; and con-
vince me that, from henceforth, there is
neither faith nor honour in man.”

“ Well, indeed, may you in future
doubt them, Harold; when you shall
hear that Glabrielle is the wife of your
perfidious friend Berrington !”

¢« lixecrable, treacherous villain!” ex-
claimed Harold, starting from his seat,
and traversing the room with - disordered
steps. ““ But 1 will yet be revenged,
though I pursue the monster through the
world.” . "

Lady Harold endeavoured %o soothe—
to convince hiin that the being, by whom
he had been so%pnworthily ‘theated, was
beneath his vengeance. ¢ Consider, too,”
she added, “ he is now herhusband—.
and, though your hand may deprive Ber-
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rington of life, Gabrielle is no less lost to
you.”

¢ Lost, indeed!” sighed Harold, and
the long-suppressed tears of agony fell
unconsciously from his eyes, but he
scornfully dashed them away ; and, with
an assumed ¢almness, requested his mo-
ther to relate to him such particulars of
Miss Montgomery’s marriage as had come
to her knowledge.

“ It is but little I can tell you, Ha-
rold,” she replied, “ and that little will
not much elucidate an event which, to
me at least, wears an appearance of mys-
tery, no less extraordinary than the con-
duct of Gabrielle herself. Of her, whom
we both thought the most guileless and
ingenuous of human beings. - Forgive,
dearest Augustus, a remark which dis-
tresses you, as I too plamly pcrcclve it
does by your tears.”

“ Tears!” repeated Harold contemp-
tuously— Oh, no; she deserves not a
tear from me ;” "and he leaned his head
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against the arm of the sofa where he sat,
to conceal the countenance which too
eloquently betrayed his secret feelings.

From the brief narrative of his mother
it appeared, that, sodn afler the depar-
ture of Harold from England, Gabrielle
had falleu into a state of languor and de-
pression, which excited the. serious alarm
of her idolizing uncle, who, imputing it
to the ctlects of her close attendance upon
him during his recent indisposition, hur-
vied her precipitately to Weymonth, —
From that time Lady Harold saw no
more of her young friend, whose letters
wore an air of constraint, and cven re-
serve, very different from her, former af-
fectionate frankness.

The arrival of Berrington ip England,
and the reports which. reached her of his
being generaily considered as, a smtor of
the Sieilian heiress (as Miss Montgomery
was commonly called) ﬁljs,t; awakened
suspicions in the mind of Lady Llarold,
which were confirmed by a letier from
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Gabriclle herself, much to the same pur~
posexas that : received by our hero, in
which she frankly avowed her reluctance
to the union projected between them, and
appealed to the generosity of Harold and
his friends te:release her from-an engage-
ment, which circumstances, well known
to the former; and a minute examination
of her own heart, convinced her would
not be productive: of permanecut bappiness
to either party. '
The contents of this epnstle convinced
l.ady Harold that some. plan was con-
certing on the part of Berrisgton which
thrcatened destruction to the felicity of
ier darling son, and in a :vague hope
vt preventing the blow. aimed against his
peace, she immediately wrote to intreut
his retwm 4o England, without entering
into -¢xplanations, - the .eonsequences of
which she drveaded, should any unforeseen
mecling take. plage between Harold and
his perfidious friend, while the former
was under the influence of his irst re-
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scntment.  She was animated also by a
hope that his speedy retwrn might stif}
uwaken a sentiment of expiring tender-
ness in the bosom of Gabrielle Montgo-
mery for the mm to whom she had pledg-
ed her virgin vows of tenderness and
fidelity ; but Harold neither came nor
wrote, and the maternal anxicty of his
afiectionate parent began to take alarm,
whea the intelligence of Gabrielle’s mar-
riage with Berrington gave a death blow
to her remaining hopes, and annihilated
all the prospects she had so long and
fondly cherished. All was now at an
end; and anxious to prevent any possi-
bility of a mecting taking place, at least
fsr some time, Lady Harold, in the letter
she wrote to him containing -the fatal in-
formation, earnestly recommended . her
son to continue in Sicily till ‘he had in
some degree recovered the shock which
it must occasion him. She wrote also to
Gabrielle in a stile of severity which was
little consistent with her usual mildness
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and moderation ; but the. feelings of a
mother mourning in bitterness over the
blasted happmess of a darling child were
not quahﬁed at that moment to inspire
her with forbearance. Dngm"thp course
of ber recital, Harold énquired of his
mother, whotber Gabriclle had ever men-
txoued receiving any letters from him
af'tser his departure ? to which she replied
in the negative, adding, that for some time
previous to her leaving London, she had
constantly evaded all conversation which
had any refcrence to their avowed en-
gagement, nor ever voluntarily mentioned
his name. . o

¢« And where "'n'ow;’,’ asked Harold, who
had prescrved a gloomy silence during
the latter part of his mother’s narrative,
““is Grabrielle ?”—-and her husband—he
would have added, but the words dled
away upon his hps ‘

“ [ do not exactly know,” answered her
ladyship; ¢ they left town on their mar-
tiage, accompanied by Colonel Leslie,
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for a tour, and are not, I belleve, re-
turned.” '

Lord Harold made no further enquiries,
and the appearance of supper here inter-
rupted the conversation, which was not
again renewed. With an effort of forti-
tude, assumed to lull the fond anxiety of
an affectionate mother, Harold did not
refuse the refreshments placed before him,
and even attempted to talk on indifferent
subjects; but he was unequal to the
cflort, and, complaining of fafigue, %oon
withdrew, to give, in the solitude of his
own apartment, a free indulgende to the
feelings which oppressed his sodl.
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CHAP. XVIII

Tue keen eye of maternal fondness was
not to be deceived by the illusive sere-
nity Harold had assumed, and often dur-
ing the course of this tedions and slcep-
less night, did Lady Harold steal with
noiseless steps to the door of her son's
apartment, listening with agonized anxi-
ety to every svund withing “She beard
Jhim traverse the room with a hurried and
unequal pace, while his deep and stifled
sighs betrayed his mental anguish. At
other times he appeared alternately agi-
tated by indignation and despair, and ex.
ctrations against his perfidious friend
were mingled with the lamentation®he™
uttered for the loss of the lovely but in-
constapt/Gabrielle.

"Thus passed the heavy hours till morn-
ing, and Lady Harold, when she came
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down to breakfast, was alarmed to hear
her son was too unwell to be able to rise.
In fact, the fever which had been lurking,
in his veins ever since he left Sicily, re-
turncd with augmented violence on a:
frame considerably weakened by the
united effects of fatigne and agitation,
and for many days threatened an hourly
termination of Harold’s sorrows. Un-
ceasing were the prayers of his distracted
mother for the preservation of her darling
son, as she hung hour after hour over his
pillow, while uncongcious of her presence
or her tears, he wandered, -in .fancy,
through an imaginary world, where the
forms of Gabrielle, Berrington, and Lady
Marchmont, altcrnately presented them-
selves to his disordered immagination.
Youth, however, and an unimpaired coi-
stitution, enabled him to struggic through
his disorder, and he'ivas at length re-
stored to health, though happmess was
fled beyond recal.

Harold’s attachment for Grabnelle \Ioni'
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gomery had been of no common stamp.
It was founded on- the only firm basis of
enduring affection, a congeniality of
tastes, of temper, and of sentiments.
From long habit it had, as it were, iden-
tified. itself with every feehno‘ and was
entwined so strongly round each fibre of
his heart, that the latter seemed to break
with the stroke which had so rudely torn
Ahem asunder. His friendship for Ber-
rington had been proportionably ardent,

and that two beings. so tenderly beloed,

so fondly trusted, ghou‘ld apparently have
combined together to deceive and render
him, miserable, was a_ blow which might
hayg stunned a less qusceptlble mind than
that. of the young, the qrgent, and scnsi-
tiye, Harold.

Prlde, mdee,d, ) t!mt hu;mlmtmo
emotion, whu;hl ina hlo'h sg;m naturaﬂy
accompanies "'gwtlon of havmg been
imposed on whm its confidence was un-
bounded, induced him to conceal lns
mental anguish, and fiom the moment of
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his recovery, the names of Berrington and
Gabriclle were never heard to pass Ha-
“rold’s lips ; but the bitterness of his dis-
appointment was evident, from the effects
it produced on his own character, which
scemed in many respeets to undergo a
material change.

It has been said by a cclebrated writer
that ¢ Misanthropy is often nothing else
but an abused sensibility;” and in this
insiance al least, the assertion would have
heen correct. ‘The warm and generous feel-
ings of Harold had been chilled by a dis-
appointment of all others the most pain-
tul to youth and sensibility. His heart,
stung by deceit and ingratitude, from a
quarter where he had looked alone ‘?r ten-
derness and truth; and, in thé language
of Othello, he might have said—

¢ Had it pleaged Heaven
To try me with affliction ; had it rained
All kinds of sores and shames on my bare head,
Steep'd me in poverty up to the very lips;
Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes,
VOL. 1L E
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1 should have found in some part of my soul

A drop of patience :

But there, where 1 have garnered up my heart,
Where either I roust live or know no life,

The fountain from the which my current runs
Or else dries up. To be discarded hence !

turn thy complexion there,
Patience, thou yonng and rose-lipp'd cherubim,
Aye there look grim as Hell "

The whole world appeared now to
Harold to be composed ouly of beings as
faithless as Gabrielle, as perfidious as
Berrington ; and, under the influence of
disappointed feeling, he fancied that he
cordially hated all mankind ; but it was
only fancy; his heart was still alive to
the power of nature and of humanity ; but
be loved to vent its bitterness in invec-
tives foreign to his genuine sentiments,
and spoke the language of misanthropy,
while his conduct disowned its influence.
Other consequences, however, followed
the event which had so cruelly blasted
Harold’s hopes and prospects, that wcre
more serious in their effects. The na-
turally pensive turn of his mind was
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deepencd into an habitual melancholy by
reflections on the happiness he had lost,
and the impossibility of its ever again
being recovercd. That brilliant imagina-
tion, which had coloured every object
with its own delightful hues, now indulg-
ed only in portraitures as gloomy as his
fate. His manners were tinctured, in
some degree, by the tone of his mind, and
the latter, restless and unsettled, could no
longer relish those calm delights which
arc the usual attendants on a tranguil
state of feeling. 'The effect of excessive
arief is very different on different minds :
for, while it softens some almost to weak-
ness, it creates in others of a superior cast
a stern grandeur of sentiment, a proud and
solitary spirit of endurance, that scorns
complaint, and broods in silent, unpartici~
pated anguish over irremediable woes.
Such was the present state of Harold’s
mind.

The declightful beam which bad il-
lumined his path and pointed his way

€2
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to happiness was now for ever extin-
guished, and blighted affection had left a
drear vacuity of heart, a cheerless apathy
of feeling, which rendered existence a
scene of visionary and insipid joys. His
present situation, by continually reviving
the recollection of happier days, served to
impress the contrast more forcibly upon
his mind.  Every object around him,
every scene with which the lavish hand
of Nature had decorated his paternal
abode, spoke and breathed of Gabrielle.
But it was Gabrielle perjured, and losing
in the arms of another all rcmembrance
of him, and tortured memory shrunk in
agony from the recollections by which it
was every where pursued. Wearied of
himself, and of all around, Harold would
have fled from the spot so painful' to every
feeling, could he have summoned reso-
lution for the effort, or determined whi-
ther to direct his course; but there was
no motive sufficiently strong to influence
his choice, and he still continued in a
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state of indecision, when a letter from
Lord Marchmont roused him from his
torpor, and fixed his wandering. reso-
lution.

It was dated from London, and con-
tained the intelligence of his return to
England, in conscquence of a change of
ministry, by which he had been nomi-
nated to a lucrative post under Govern-
ment, which would again enable him to
resume his former style of living in his
native country. *‘ From the hurry of his
departure,” he added, ‘ he had been com-
pelled to leave Lady Marchmont and her
children in Sicily, whom he expected
would arrive at Falmouth in the ensuing
week; and, as he could nét possibly
leave town at this time, hix present mo-
tive in addressing Harold was, to request
the favor of him, if* it did not interfere
with any other cngagement, th mect her
ladyship at that place, and escort her to
his scat in shire, about fifty miles
from Llanivar, where he - would jein
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them as soon as possible, and wheee
Harold, he hoped, would consent to be-
come their guest for some time.” His
Lordship concluded, with many apolegies
for the liberty he had taken, to which he
was impelled by a knowledge of his
(Harold’s) kind and friendly disposition.
and the desire he felt of communicating
to him, the unexpected change which had
taken place in his own fortunes, since
they parted.

Two months before, this letter would
have excited great uneasiness in Harold,
who would have becn embarrassed what
conduct to pursue, but in the present
state of his feelings, Lady Marchmont,
or even an angcl in woman’s form, would
be equally indifferent, and to refuse a
compliance with the request of her lord,
would, he thought,” be little consistent
with the gratitude he owed the March-
mont family, for the attentions he had re-
ceived from them during his residence at
Messine, “ No!” exclaimed he, ¢ 1 will
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never, myself, be willingly guilty of the
base crime of ingratitude, from the effects
of which I now so severely suffer. To
me it is immaterial where 1 am, and that
scenc of action will be always most ac-
ceptable, which affords the most frequent
opportunities of being serviceable to
uthers.”

A very misanthropic sentiment,
truly, the reader will. exclaim. Alas!
poor Harold! he was still ignorant of his
own heart, and believing it cased with
adamant, rushed fearlessly into a danger;
against which he had none but an illusory
dcfence.

On his communicating to her the con-
tents of the Earl of Marchmont’s letter,
Lady Harold eagerly asked he# son if he
intended to comply w1th his ‘lordship’s
request ?

¢« Certainly 1 must,” answered Harold,
“if I would avoid being descrvedly
branded by the imputation of ingra-
titude.”
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*“ 1 amsorry for it then,” she replied.

“And why so, my mother, if you
please 77

“ 1 will be candid with you, Harold,”
said her ladyship, after a moment’s si-
lence, ““1 dread your renewed intimacy
with Lady Marchmont.”

« For what rcason? Do you suspect
we 6f any dishonorable designs against
ber ladyship ?”

** Ileaven forbid, dearest IHarold, 1
should have cause to do so; but I trem-
ble at the possible effect of her allure-
ments.” :

“ There is no necessity for apprehen-
aipn,” replicd Lord Harold, with -a con-

temnptuous smile.  ** Lady Marchmont,

1 grant you, is a woman, and may, there-
fore, prove deceitfal ; but as she ¢ a wo-
mnan, 1 an equally prepared agajinst her
deceptions, and as insensible to her allure-
ments, as you are pleased to tcrm them ;
thouzh 1 regard it as justice to declare,
I never saw in Ladv Marchmont any
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other allurements than those of beauty,
swecetness, and delicacy of manners.”

¢ I'hen, believe me, Harold,” answered
his mother, ““ you have already been de-
ceived ; for, if report belies her not, the
Countess of Marchmont is no perfect
paragon of spotless virtue, whatever she
may be of beauty.”

“ All calumny! you may rely upon it,
mother,” exclaimed Harold, warmly.
“ Albina is too lovely, too fascinating, not
to inspire envy ; and envy loves to obscure
that lustre it cannot wholly efface. But
I thought Lady Harold had more candour
and liberality in her nature, than to judge
thus harshly of another, on bare surmises
only ?”

“ My dear son,” replied het ladyship,
“l am, [ trust, fio rigid, and inexorable-
censoréf the conduct of other s, however
I may disapprove of that species of
liberality which exalts candour at the ex~
pence of principle, and mollifies ‘and ex-
cuses. criminal actions till all sense of
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right and wrong is confounded. The
world has talked very largely of Lady
Marchmont on more occasions than one,
and there is, I think, a degrce of indeco-
rum in the presefit proceeding, which
must strike any unpréjudiced person.”

“ What ifnpropriety,” asked Harold,
‘ can possibly exist in what her own hus-
band has proposed ?”

“ You do not appear sensible, Harold,
of the unbounded influence she has ob-
tained over this husband, who is a mere
machine, to be actuated at her will, or,
rather, you are resolved to hear nothing
to the disadvantage of one, whose charms,
and fascinations, have blinded your eycs
to her defects.  You believe yourself in-
vulnerable to feminine arts, and attrac-
tions, and the ingratitudeimd incopstancy
you have met with from one. Woman,
makes you imagine, no other will ever be
able to deceive you. Oh! Harold, I know
you better than you do yourself, and that
heart which you now think so frigid and
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inscnsible. Beware then, and remember
your mother has warned you of a danger
you are determined not to perceive.”
Harold smiled incredulously, and
parted from his mother, half angry that
she should so pertinaciously adhere to,
what he considered, her prejudices
against Lady Marchmont, while, with
the self-confidence of inexperienced youth,
the doubts she seemed to entertain of
his firmness, and liability to seduction,
confirmed his resolution of braving a
danger, which, he affected to believe,
existed o-ly in her own imagination.
Harold, accordingly, wrote to the earl
a letter of congratulation, in which he
testified his rcady acceptance of the oflice
with which his lordship had hgnored him,
and promised to be at Falmouth at the
time ;&ppointed, in order to accormpany
Lady Marchmont and her children to
Lime Grove. 'This letter dispatched, he
prepare.} for his own journey, which was
tinally arranged for the following Monday.
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as he was anxious to be at Falmouth &
day or two, if possible, before the vessel
arrived which was to bring over the
countess and her family.

From the moxpent Lady Harold found
her son resolvéd. his departure, she
ceased to urge him o’ a subject which,
she conjcctured, would uot be well re-
ceived ; but she had heard too much of
the character of Albina, not to tremble
at a danger she was unable to avert, and
many an uneasy day, and sleepless night,
bore witness of her anxiety on the occa-
sion. Her spirits became more dejected
as the moment of separatmn approached,
and on the morning of his de&;rture,
while the hefes were putting to the
chaise, she approached the window
where Harold stood and, tak his
hand . affectlonately, cxe aimed . Be
not offended, my beloyed son, i 1f in bid-
ding you adieu I again recalto your re-
membrance my founer caution. I do not
doubt your honor, Harold, and am con-
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vinced you will never be the seducer of
Lady Marchmont, but T dread she should
become yours, and darken with remorse
and infamy a hitherto blameless life.
Forgive me,” she added, while tears of
tenderness tremibled in her eyes, “my
maternal anxiety, and excuse it Harold,
by the remembrance that vou are the only
hope of your mother, whose peace and
happiness can never cxist independent of
your own,”  °

In the heart of Harold, affection pos-
sessed a greater influence than pride, and
though be secretly laughed at his mother’s
apprehensions, he could not be offended
with the tenderness that¢inspired them.
Again he repeated his assurances that all
would be well; and every thing being
ready for his 6§3izartllre; he tenderly kissed
the good lady, who shed tears as she bade
him farewell, and flung himself into the
chaise, which soon ¢onveyed him out of
sight of the gray turrets of the castle of
Llanivar. -
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CHAP. XIX.

On his arrival at Falmouth, Lord
Harold had the satisfactiliifiof finding the
Arethusa. frigate was not yet come into
harbour, and the two days in which he
awaited her arrival, was passed in solitary
rambles about the town and its environs,
where, the objects he {‘;‘eheld, would, at
any other time, have awakened the live-
liest interest in his mind. ~But when
viewed by thd eye of melancholy or
despair, nature no longer appears to wear
her wonted aspect, the ““ wan hue-of sick *
fancy,” pervades every feature, and the
desponding heart absorbed in its own
bitterness, is insensible to external ob-
jects, or beholding them only threugh the
medium of & gloomy imagination, can see
no beauty in them. Teo Harold, life and
nature now presented only a dreary blank,
and with the effervescence of youthful feel-
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ing, still smarting from the effects of re-
cent disappointment, he believed it im-
possible that any thing in cither, should
ever have power to interest him again.
The idea of receiving Lady Marchmont,
which a short tige since had greatly agi-
tated him, did not now excite the faintest
emotion, and he went to meet her lady-
ship, on her arrival, with as much indif-
ference as if they had been perfect
strangers to ecach other. Far different,
however, were the feelings of the impas-
sioned Albina, when [larold thus unex-
pectedly appeared before her, and though
they experienced a sudden damp, when
he disclosed, in a few worgs, the cccasion
of his journey to IFalmouth, she still
felt flattered by his ready compliance
with the request of her lord, and de-
lighted -at again beholding ane, whose
image, since they parted, had never been
absent from her mind.
The alteration, produced bv ll health,

ou his attenuated form, and faded coun-
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tenance, w lt%l the decp melancholv which
tinctured his conversation and manners,
did not fail of exciting the observation
and curiosity of Lady Marchmont ; and,
in the course of their evening walk round
the town, she graduallwggw from Harold
a full disclosure of the events which had
occurred since his return to England, and
their consequent effect upon his mind.

Though secretly elated at the removal
of so formidable a rival as Gabrielle
Montgomery, the wily Albina assuned a
language adapted to the oeccasion, the
sweet and soothing language of regret
and commiseration, while she softly mur-
muréég‘:; Harqld her hopes that he would
yet taste of felicity. '

“ From love, Lady Marchmont?” he
replied, "¢ Never! Henceforth, I for-
swear it, though it wooed me, even in an
angel’s form.”

‘ But, at leaat Harold, friendship hus
also its pleasures, which are not unworthy
of a mind Jike yours.”
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“ It has already deceived me,” an-
swered Harold, with bitterness; ¢ and
never will I trust it more. I do not be-
licve there is a human being who is ca-
pable of the sentiment.”

“ What, notdise, Harold!” cxclaimed
Alliina; while she fixed her eyes re-
proachfully upon him; and Harold,
ashamed of testifying so unamiable a dis-
position as mistnthropy in the presence
of one fromm whom he had received so
much kind and fricndly attention, endea-
vourcd to @kcuse the sentiments-he had
just uttered, "by again reverting to the
deceptfon which had so* “cruelly blasted
his happiness, and infused susplclons
into his mind very foreign to its naturally
candid and confiding nature. ¢

The apology was readily admitted by
Lady Marchmont, and her gdileful pity.
her flattery, her soothing expressions of
regard and sorrow, failed notto produce
the desired effect upon the feclm«s of
Harold, who sccretly acknowledged that
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Albina, atedeMst, deserved not to be in-
cluded in the general condemnation he
had passed upon her sex.

The following morning, Lady March-
mont and her party proceeded on their
Jjourney to Lime Groves* which was per-
formed by casy stages, on account of the
children, who were not yet entirely re-
covered from the fatigues of their late
voyage. Faithful to thecharge he had
undertaken, Harold was unremitting in
his attention to their comfort and accom-
modation, and in the-evening of the third
day, he had the pleasure of congratulat-
ing g ladyship on their safe arrival at
the Grove, wherc they found a maiden
aunt of the earl, who, at the request of
her nephew, had purposely come from
J.ondon to receive his wife and family in
his absence. Anticipating the restraint
her presence would occasion, Lady
Marchmont could have well dispensed
with th;;‘i,ht of her venerable relative ;
but it v Ygeessary to preserve an out-
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ward appearance of decmmﬁ:,at least, to
that world, whose gogd opinion she was
desirous to regain ; and, disguising her
secret discontent, she regeived with smiles
the stately welcome of Lady Diana, whose
frigid manners did. not convey a very
favourable impression to the mind of
Harold; and though, from a different
motive, he wished her absence as heartily
as Albina herself. - ,

On entering- the drawing-room, the
latter playfully congratulated him on his
release from @ very troublesome charge.
“ And now, my lord,” she added, with a.
look and accent expressive of the degpest
sensibility, “allow me to “request your
participation in the joy of this moment,
which again confers on.Albina the power
of welcoming her friends to a rbansion of
which she is not merely the nondinal pos-
sessor. Welcome then, my lord, to Lime
Grove, and may you find it sufficiently
attractive to induce you longgfo remain
the guest of its grateful owhﬁ:&”



92 HAROLD THE EXILE.

Harold was affected, as well by the
manner of Lady Marchmont, as by the
ever ready tears which trembled in her
lovely %yes, and he rephied, with some
portion of his adcustomed vivacity :

“Most fervently do I ‘coligratnlate
vour ladyship on an event, which will,
I trust, be productive of all the happiness
you can desire. Lonyg, 'long, may the
venerabic shades of Limeé Grove continue
to shelter their fair amdl noble mistress,
and may no unforeseen circumstance cver
again banish the deities of domestic hap-
piness from their peaéeful and sequester-
edapede !” =« =

To this seifténce Lady Diana ¢jaculated
an earnest amen, and a long exordium on
prudence, &c. was interrupted by the en-
trance of the children, of whoin the good
lady was extrcmely fond, whose presence,
and the remarks they occasioned, pre-
vented any renewal of a subject which
would have bggen‘ very painful to our hero,
who beghsidliffec] some degree of uncasi-
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ness at the conversation introduced so

mad apropos by her ladyship.

The weck which elapsed, afteryher re-
turn to Lime Grove, beforo the arrival of
the carl, was passed by Albina in secret
repinings at the restraint which the pre-
sence of her .aunt threw over those
moments in which she had anticipated
an uninterrupted enjoyment of Harold’s
socicty ; while the latter, whose spirits
were evidently amended since his remo-
val from Llanivar, felt no uneasiness at a
circumstance which. .occasioned so much
inquietude to his fair hostess, and hi ime
was alternately divided betmsen the at-
tentions which were due to her ladyship,
and those pursuits, which, undér the first
pressure of affliction had became taste-
less, but to which he now turned as his
best means of pleasure and consolation.

There are few sorrows (exgept such
as have their source in guilt) for which
a beneficent Providence ha;;gof provided
an antidote in the mind of the sufferer,
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which enables him to extract the sweets
of comfort from the bitter root of sgrief
and disappointment. *Memory supplies
to us, in some measure, the friends we
deplore, the joys-we have lost, and to the
mind of sensibility at once feeds and
soothes its sorrows. There is'a luxury
of grief as well as of pleasure, which he
who has felt will acknmowledge to be
fraught with consolation, and it was the
indulgence of this luxury, and the faculty
imparted by genius of giving a lasting
existence to the glowing but transitory
language of the heart, which now led
back Harold:t4 solitude and the : «“ Muse's
long neglected shrine.” ‘

His present situation was favourable to
these pursuits ; for there was no company
at Lime Grove but himself, and the sura
rounding scenery was picturesque and
beautiful in the highest degree, affording
equel attractions to the painter, the poet,
ang the lover, of nature. The house, an
extepsive ‘and elegant building in the
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modern style of architecture, was placed
atithe extremity of a gentle eminence
finely wooded, and commanding from the
summit a diversified prospect of a rich
and cuitivgted valley, aderned with softly
swellin.; hiils, and terminated by the blue
and brokén line of the Hatterel mountains,
sometimes half veiled in mist, and at
others, glowing with all the radiancy of
aérial hues. A double row of lime-trees,
whose sweeping branches descended to
the ground, darkened by their-over-hang-
ing shade, formed an avenue to the house,
beyond which commenced an extensive
range of plantations, whosé sombre gloom
gave a fine relief to the white pile of
building beneath them, and composed the
back ground of the picture. Several fine
pieces of water adorned the pagi: which
was large, and well laid out; and in the
grounds contiguous to the hause, the
rustic aleove, the rude seat, and the clas-
sic temple, presented themsgelyes where-
ever an opening view claimed admiration,
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or a more than common appearance of
retirement, seemed to invite repose. :

In these scenes of sweet seclusion and
unostentatious  elegance, the love of na-
ture and of poetry, as well as the relish
of social pleasure, again revived in the
bosom of Lord Harold. Happy, indeed,
he was not ; for the trusting and deluded
heart cannot so soon forget the bitterness
of deccption and disappointment; but
remorse had not yet mingled her poisons
in his cup of grief, and no affliction he-
comes insupportable tillit is accompanied
by the tortures of self-rcproach.

The wound~which Gabrielle’s incon-
stancy had inflicted was assuaged by the
conviction that it was undeserved ; and
though her image still clung pertina-
ciously round his heart, it was attended
with less agonizing' recollections than
those which had accompanied it at Llani-
var. 'Though unknown to himself, this
wa; perhaps, one reason for Harold's par-
tiglity to Lime Grove, where he could in-
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dulge his regrets with a kind of melan-
choly pleasure, which he would have
sought in vain at the other p‘l:pe, and he
devoted every moment, in which polite-
ness permitfed him to absent himself from
Lady Marcbmont and her vengrable rela-
tive, to solitary reveries, - wh;ch while
they soothed his sorrows, sea:ved to lull
his spirits into a soft and melancholy
tranquillity.

Thus passed the first week of Harold’
residence at Lime Grove.  Happy would
it have been for him if each succeeding
one had been able to aflord him equal
pleasure in the retrospection, .-, ‘

VOL. I1.
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CHAP. XX.-

Lord Marchmont at length arrived,
accompanied by a large party of friends,
who tiad - assembled to congratulate his
lordship on his return to the mansion of
his forefathers, and*Lime Grove again
became a scene of pleasure, wherc Al-
bina, the gayest of the gay, the loveliest
of the lovely, shone the idol of attraction,
to whom all paid a cheerful and sponta-
neous homage. * Harold bcheld her
courted and admired by those of her own
rank, who, dazzled by her beauty, and
fascinated by her manners, looked not
beyond the exterior. 'He heard on every
side the praises of her inferiors, for a be-
nevolence and affability which it cost her
nothing to practise, and his vanity. no
less than his, sensibility, was gratificd by
the. evﬁnt parhahtv of a woman so ge-
nerall%(‘lmlred so apparently beloved as
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1.ady Marchmont, a partiality so artfully
arrayed in the semblance of pure, though
fervent friendship, that it did not alarmx
even the sensitive feelings of Harold.

It was by no means the intention of
Albina, to permit the intended victim of
her delusive arts, to escape the snares so
assiduously laid for him, from the first
moment they had met ; but to effect this
purpose, it was necessary to lull those sus-
picions, which the increased reserve of
Harold, led her to believe, had stolen into
his mind, and, in pursuance of her pre-
sent mode of attack, she assumed an air
of such perfect nonchalance, her manners
were so easy and unembarrassed, so en-
tirely void of every thing which denoted
a secret consciousncss of any seatiment
she would have hesitated to reveal, that
Harold was ready to accuse himself of a
ridiculous vanity, in suffering such absurd
chimeras to enter his imagination. His
distrust thus vanquishe(], the transition
to security and confidence was attended

r2
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-with little dlﬂicu]ty,, for in spite “of his
Jpresent assumed “misanthropy, Albina’s
jpenetration: discovered, that the heart of
Harold was still alive to every softer feel-
ing, that it se¢retly mourned-the chill and
dreary veidsoccasioned by disappointed
tendeme§s and sighed for some Dbeing to
partieipate its sortows, and its joys. To
supply this void, by the most delicate and
flattering : testimonies of ° regard, and
friendship ; to share the confidence of a
heart which erroncously believed her feel-
ings and sentiments congenial to s own,
these were the points towards which the
aims of Lady Marchmont were now di-
rected, and every succeeding*day aug-
mented the influence tHits obtaiifed, over
the mind of the unsuspecting 1larold;
who, beholding every thing through
the medium of an’ enthusiastic imagina-
tion, invésted the ébject of his mistaken
admiration with ideal perfections, nor
dreamt, that these assumed virtnes were
only well contrived manceuvres, in that
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scheme of art and deception, which was
directed against his peace, his honor, and
his fame, by this dangerous and design-
ing woran.

All the suspicions of her sex’s truth
and sincerity, which the conduct of Ga-
briclle had generated in his mind, werce
forgotten' or disregarded, and he. would
have considered it ahnost a crime 10 have
doubted the veracity of Lady Marchmont.
So wavering in principle, so inconsistent
in action is man. .

Thus secure, as she hoped, of her de-
voted captive, Albina now sought to en-
twine his fetters with flowers, and a con-
stant snccession. of amusements, which
art and expence united to vary, were put
in requisition to detain him for a longer
period at Lime Grove, where, lile Armida
in her encuaanted palace, she held him by
a spell, of whose influence he was himscl{
unconscious.

Possessed of the most splendid talents,
whose sole aim was captivation, Lady
Marchmont, by the irresistiblec powers of
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her voice, hel?”ponversation, and her taste,
succeeded in banishing dullness and
ennui from the circle, by whom she was
generally surrounded; for Albina lived
only in, a_erowd, and every fresh arrival
of fashlonable guests at Lime Grove was
regarded \as a gew, call for the display of
her attractions, and urged as'a plea for
new scenes of pleasure and dlsslpatlon
.A large party, among whom were se-
veral personages of high rank, had re-
cently been invited to spend a short time
with the earl, and anxious to shew her
taste and liberality to such distinguished
visitors, Albina was desirous of cclebrat-
ing thenr arrjval by a ma%erade, which
promised’ to afford ample “scope for the
display of both. Lord Marchmont, who
dreaded the expences attendant on such
an entertainment, seriously remonstrated
against ber intengion; but Albina was
not to be diverted from her design, and all *
he;@rts of persuasion were put in requisi-
tion to obtain his acquicscence. Unable
to resist the united power of her argument
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und her caresses, his oppégition? ‘became
every moment less deéided. Lady Maxrch-
mont perceived the advantage she had
obtained, and half gerious, half sportively,
swept into her ]ap the gold ‘¢he'had been
soliciting, and with" the tighisport and
avidity of a child flew' to givethe neces-
sary directions for the projected fite.

1t was the desire of Albina that it should
be attended with all possible splendot and
cclat, and “with this idea she expressed
great anxiety that a large portion of her
cxpected guests should appear in cha-
racter. To her intreaties that he would
comply with her wishes on ‘the’ "point,
IIarold at fir rsta péared extremely averse;
for the natural’ g%‘eserVe of his dlsposmon
made him dislike every" thing which
looked Iike display; but hér ladyship’s
reiterated requests at length overcame
his reluctance, and Ke promié‘ed a com-
pliance, on condition that she would her-
self chuse a character “for him.
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“ Let us sce !” exclaimed Albina, after
a moment’s reflection. “ What think you
of the Grecian costume? 1 have heard
some of our friends distingnish you by
the appellation of the modern Alcibiades.
Suppose you assume the character of the
young Athenian ?” '

“ It would not, I am afraid, be very
appropriate,” replied ITareld, gaily ; « Al-
cibiades was a hero ; but, alas ! no laurels
have ever entwined my immortal hrow.”

“ Pshaw! Harold! Apollo has his
laurcl as well as Mars, and if your young
Athenian was the bravest, he was likcwise
the handsomest, aud most accomiplished
man of hisage, ihe admiration of our sex,
and the envy of his own. Positively you
must have no other character, it will suit
you a merveille, so no more_objections,
but prepare to sustain it to-morrow even-
mng.

Harold assured Albina, he would en-
deavour to comply with her wishes, and
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at, the time appointed, prescnted himselt
before her, habited according to her de-
sire, and Jooking indeed the very character
L had assumed.

Never had the matchless forms  of
Grecce in their highest perfection of
beauty, heen more worthy of the pic-
turesque and graceful costume in which
classic taste had arrayed them, than his
by whom it was now adopted, and the
finc proportions of one of the finest
fizures nature ever formed, lost none of
their eflfect by being contrasted with a
countenance on which the emanations of
intellcct and the attractions of manly
beauty were alike impressed.

Ount of compliment to Harold, Lady
Marchmont  appeared as a Grecian
nymph, and the character was well
adapted for the display of those charmsn
anid graces she so eminently possessed.
‘The rest of the party were habited as
shepherds and shephcrdeGSc.s, flower-girls,
&c..as fancy prompted, and thius equipped.

¥ &



106 NMAROLD THE EXILE.

the gay group repaired to the scene of
pleasure, where all the beauty and fashion
of the county were that night assembled.

The rooms were spacious, and splendidly
decorated, and as art loves to borrow
from nature a feeble resemblance of those
rural objects and simple pleasures, the
reality of which her votaries affect to
despise, the principal apartment in the
suite was converted into a grove of
natural trees, intermingled with exotics,
and wreathes of flowers, and clusters of
coloured lamps were alternately disposed
among the boughs. The floor was painted
in imitation of turf, enamelled with
flowers, and a canopy of pale blue silk
composed: the sky, into which the skill of
the artist had introduced the silver
‘crescent of the * pale eyed Dian,” as the
orb whose influence is most congenial to
‘the cold and inconstant votaries of fashion
and follyy, This apartment served for
the grand promenade of the company,
and the attention of Harold was soon
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entirely engrossed by the grotesque and
motley groups, which every where met
his gaze:

To those who are conversant with
such scenes, it will be sufficient to ob-
serve, that this differed in no material
respect from others of the same descrip-
tion. There was the sange heterogeneous
mixture of characters badly selected and
ill sustained, which are to be seen else-
where. Sultanas without dignity, and
nuns without devotion, Apollos that did
not resemble him of Belvedere, and Cory-
dons, whose flocks must have been sought
for in the vicinity of St. James's. Here
some fashionable demi-rip, already past
her prime, glided under the resemblance
of a Sylph. There “ a most potent grave
and reverend Senator,” sported a sa har-
lequin, and in another pait, a friar’s cowl
enveloped the curled and scented locks
of a profligate sprig of nobility. All the
characters of classic fable - and gothic
romance were put in requisition for the
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occasion, and the dejties of Homer, and
the heros of Walter Scott, might here
be seen in propria personu, while the
intcrmediate space was filled up with a
motley erowd of flower-girls, fruit-women,
Savoyards, and natives of all countries
under Heaven.

Some of the characters, however, were
well adapted, and supported with spirit,
among which might be included those of
two gentlemen of sporting eelebrity, in
the dress of stage coachmen, who spoke,
and moved, and lcoked the very beings
they appeared;” but as these amateurs
were well known frequeritly to adopt the
same manneis and costume -on other
oceasions, it was considered as a_matter
of doubt vwhether the present was to be
regardéd as o real or an assumed cha-
racter. ” :
~ Amongst the varied “#nd numerous
‘resefmblances whick fadicy or fashion had
adopted; “that ‘of ord Ilarold was not
the least appfgpriate, ner the worst sus-

&
W
-4

B
%



HAROLD THR EXILE. 109

tained, and in the character with which
the caprice of Lady Marchmont had in+:
vested him,he became an object of universal
admiration. . The natural vanityof youth,
and the consciousness of his’ own powers;
had determined him sinece he eould not
escape the ordeal she had enjained, to go
through it in.the best manner he could,

and assisted by a just conception of the
character he had assumed, and directed
by a classical and refined taste, his ex-
ertions were completely .successful, nor
had the gay, the versatile, the -clegant
Athenian ever found a mare correct and:
fascinating prototype than ,was now be-
held in Harold.  Albina. herself was not
less perfect in the .part she had under-
taken. The elegant and sensient Greek
breathed in every tone, tindilanguished in
cvery movenient, and many ar admiring
eye hung enraptured on her graceful

form, many am ear listened entranced.
to the melting accents of her cochanting
¥aice. -
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As the evening advanced, Harold’s
attention was exclusively engrossed by a
group of masks, advancing from one of
the apartments adjoining the grand pro-
menade ; which the "artist employed on
the present occasion had converted into
bowers and grottos, furnished with every
necessary requisite for rest and refresh-
ment. The group in question consisted
of six persons, who had assumed their
characters from the play of 'The
Tempest,” as it originally stands in the
pages of our immortal bard, unmutilated
by modern interpolations and distortions.
Prospero, and his Miranda, Ferdinand,
Atiel; and two attending spirits, were all
habited in their appropriate costume ; but
ene form only in this picturesque group
fixed all the wandering glances of Harold,
till every faculty -was absorbed in that of
sight ; ‘a form so sylphid, ‘so etherial, it
< seemed to have been produced by magic,
and looked as if a sigh only might dissolve
the fairy vision into its kindred element,
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uor did the brightest creation a poet’s
fancy ever formed arise more lovely on
the imagination of him who embodied
and gave to—

« Airy nothing,
A local habitation and a-name,”

Aﬂan was the representative of Ariel ; who
‘how, like a spirit of light, appeared to the
: dazzled eyes of the admiring spectators.
The gauzy texture of her glittering robes,
the plumage of many coloured dyes which
graced her shoulders ; the long and silver
wand she bore in her hand, all conspired
to complete the deception, and as she
moved slowly on, leamng upon the arm of
the mighty maglcla.n, ? the ear of
"Harold caught the sound Pf her voice, as
in suppressed, yet seraphic tones, she
murmured ‘¢ Where the bee sucks, &
Though evidently dlsguped, it was a.
voice whose accents were familiar to him,
and an undefinable emotion thrilled his
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heart, which determined him not to lose
sight of Aricland her companions.  After
taking a few turns about the room, he
saw them enter one adjoining, where he
soon discovered the rest of the group
among some masks, who were * tripping
on the light fantastic toe,” beneath the
umbrage of an artificial bower; but
neither Ariel nor Prospero were there,
and after an incffectual search, he was
returning to the apartment he had quitted,
when as he paused for a moment in an
avenue formed of orange and myrtle
trees, with a lingering hope of still dis-
covering the objects of his pursuit, he
felt something lightly touch his shoulder,
and hastily turning round, beheld Ariel
alone. Sarprise deprived him for an in-
stant of the power of speech, and ere he
had time to recover himself, the same
entrancmg voncc he had before heard;
‘sang the follawmg, adapted to Mooze’s
beautiful melody.
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SONG.
Fiy, oh, fly! the fatal hower,
Where poisons lurk in every fiower,
Where syren looks and words beguiling,
Deadly fair, and falsely smiling, "
Lure thy steps to stray.
Surrow's tears the rose-buds stain,
And memory’s thorns alone remain,
"I'hén wherefore longar stay ?

Fly, oh, fly ! while yet &n. time, ¢
T'he rose may wither in its prime, -
And brighte:t eyes their tears bestowing,
Ne'or ogain shall see it blowing,
Thrown despised away,
Allits hlasted sweets forgot.
Oh, think that such may be thy lot,
And make no more delay.

The voice ceased : but QEHa.rold still
listened, and when his astomshment a
little abateﬁ he looked around in search
of the unknewn harmomst she was
gonc; nor did he again - behold her,
during the rmainder of the evening,
which he passed in vain conjectures
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on the original of the lovely, fascmatmg
Ariel.

One being, only was likely to have thus
addressed him, and improbable as it
seemed, he secretly indulged a fond and
lingering belief, that this being was in-
deed the object, who, in the character of
Prospero’s ministering spirit, had excited
80 much curiosity and admiration ; while
he bitterly deploged that the sudden emo-
tion excited by this incident, had, from
its depriving him of his usual self-pos-
session, prevented his endeavouring to
obtain the elucidation he desired.

From the moment in which Harold was
convinced that Ariel and her party were
gone, the scene of gaiety inavhich he was
engaged became wearisome and insipid,
and after silently sustaining,.for an hour
or two, the railleries of Lagdy Marchmont,
on the ehange which had taken place in
his spirits, he gladly availed himself .of
the first opportunity of stealing from the
sprightly throng, and, fatigued and de-

AL R s
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Jjected, retired to his own apartment.
which he entered just as the grand lumi-
nary of day had gilt with his rising beams
the venerable shades of Lime Grove.
Wild and romantic as the supposition
appearcd, Harold was not mistaken in
the conjecture he had formed. It was
indeed Gabrielle, who, under the sem-
blance of a celestial visitant, had, dazzled
the eyes of the admirimg spectators, at
the Countess of Marchmont’s , .masque-
rade, where curiosity had in vain busied
itself in surmises upon the subject of the
fair unknown, of whom no authentic in-
formation could be obtained, except, that
she came in the.party of a ladv, whose
residence Wis only a few miles from Lime
Grove. To account for the appearance,
of Gabriélle, at an:entertainment where
'Albina was.the presiding -goddess, it is
sufficient to state, thiat thie former was
at that timé upon a visit to a family’:
which was included in the .list of her
ladyship’s invitations, on the present oc-



116 HAROLD THE EXILE.

casion. It was, of coyrse, accepted, for
though generally suspected of impropricty
of conduct, Lady Marchmont was still
visited and caressed by the many, to
whom' wealth and titles are never-failing
passports, and an unwillingness tc offend
her hospitable hosts, joined to a latent
wish of again seeing Harold, who, she
heard, was then a visitor at Limc Grove,
induced Gabriclle to accompany the party
in uestion to the masquerade, where the
intreatics of her fricnds prevailed upon
her to make one in the group of. charac-
ters beiore mentioned.  The sight of
Harold, apparently devoted to the fasci-
nating Albina ; his appearance, and man-
ners, so indicative of gaieté de ceeur, dis-
mayed and agonized the feclings of
Gabrielle, and she returned from the
festive scene in a state of mind the most
pitiable and distressing, after breathing
-that warning strain, which made so
Jively an impression on Harold’s mind.
Happy, peshaps, would it have been for
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him, had that impression retained a
longer influence, Lut succeeding scenes
of pleasure gradually effaced the remem-
brance, and he only thought of it as of
an illusive dream, which beguiles the
awakened fancy with a semblance of
reality.
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CHAP. XXL

SomE time elapsed after the adventure
of the masquerade, without producmg
any particular incident at Lime Grove,
when the usual cheerfulness of Lady
Morchnfént suddenly gave way to an ap-
pearanée of dejection and réserve, su
artfully expressed, as to attract Ais ob-
servation only for whose notice it was
alone designed, and who;+wwith the
warmth and freedom of unsuspecting
friendship, interrogated her ladyship on
the occasion of an altgration so sud-
den and so distressing; but Albina,
in conformity to her present plan, con-
stantly evaded his enquiries, while her
langnage and manners were all so admir-
ably contrived, as to impress upon his
mind a belicf, of this secret unhappiness’
being, in some degree, connccted with
himself. 'I'o one who was so complete a
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mistress of art, this was not difficult, and
the affected blash, the pretended confu-
sion, the studied intonation of her voice
when she addressed him, a glance, a sigh,
a song, were, by an exquisite species of
deception, converted by the dissembler
into an expression of sentiments, which
she dared not otherwise convey.

Again Harold’s heart beat with fearful
apprehension ; but, a secret dread of the
raillery of Lady Marchmont, should his
suspicions prove erroneous, and the ridi-
culous light in which he must conse-
quently have appeared, restrained him
from seeking an clucidation to the doubts
thus infused into his mind; but the evi-
dent uneasiness produced by such a pain-
ful supposition betrayed to:the penetrat-
ing Albina that her arts had had the de-
sired effect, and determined her future
conduct.

A few guests only were now left of the
crowd of visitors that had recently been
successively staying at Lime Grove, and
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their amusements, and style of living,
began to assume a more domestic aspect.
Riding, and walking, to which,. a fine
season and beautiful country afforded
additional inducements, varicd by occa-
sional visits, and such scanty pleasures
as the neighbouring towns presented,
supplicd the place of fetes and festivities,
and Harold, whose mind and spirits were
fatigued, and encrvated, by such a con-
tinnal scenc of dissipation, gladly hailed
areturn to more tranquil and congcmal
joys.

But this tranquillity was not of long
duration, and the demons oi’ passion and
remorse were secretly impending, to con-
vert the comparative serenity of a guilt-
less mind into a chaos of error and
wretchedness. _

'The usual dinner party, at Lime Grove,
was augmented, one day, by the presence
of a famjly from the neighbourhodd, the
daughters of which were highly accom-
pli&hnﬁd,. particularly in music, of which
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Harold was passionately fond* and on
rising from table, he gladly -joinéd the
fair coterie, whom the extreme hcat of
the evening had drawn into the pleasure
grounds; where, seated beheath the um-
brageous foliage, on the margin of a lake,
whose elear watees imparted a delicious -
coolness around, they ¢ woke the soul to
harmony,” in a concert, where
Th* angelieal soft trembling voices made
To th’ instruments divine respondence meet ;
The silver-sounding instruments il meet
With the De murmur of the water's full:
The water's fall, with difference diserget,
" Now soft—now loud—unto the wiuﬂ,.cli-l call:
The g‘entlé,‘%mrbling wind, low answéred to olf.”
Conspicnous among " thé intely group,
which env¥Woncd her, sat Lady March-
mont, pensively leaning again$t her hagp,
apparently buried in a profound” reverie,
from which she*was aroused by one of
the party requesting her ladyship to oblige
her with her favorite song, at thc shffic
time handing it to Albina, who, oﬂ’“']mr-
VOL. 1I. G
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"cewmg'ﬁarold affected to hesitate, as
she replied, ©“ Indeed, my dear Miss, you
would sing it much better yourself.”
“That is impossible!” exclaimed the
fair stranger, and she pressed her entreaty
with so much earneétness, that politeness
would not suffer Albifa ‘any longer to
refuse a compliance with her request.
It was that admired cantatg of Metas-
tasio, so well known to the lovers of Ita-
lian poetry, ¢ Placido Zefferetto,” and
the voice of Lady Marchmont dwelt on
the concluding lines of cach stanza, with
a_pathos and expression, which was de-
sngned to .aftract the observation of
Harold, nor did it fail of the effect in-
"tended.. All the suspicions so long che-
rished, so often combated, again rushed
upon his mind. The present seemed the
moment to confirm, or refute them, and
as Albina I:epeated
' L M'l qor:ge dir qual clgho,
"Creacer ti fe cosi,”

he Stea 1stly fixed his eyes upon Heér face,
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with a scrutmlzmg glance, which seemed
as if it would read what was pn;g ing in
her soul. Her blne orbs fell beneath his
earnest gaze, a deeper tint of vermilion
suffused her cheek, and hastily rising from
the instrument, she affected to hide her
confusion by placking some of the flow-
ers, which grew in luxuriant profusion
around.

o ch,,g Harold mentally exclaimed,
it is, indeed, as I feared. Heaven
Lknows, vanity does not suggest the ideu ;
for T w ould give worlds, did I possess.
them, to find mysclf deceived. O, dear
and amiable Lady Marchmont, would we
had never met, if your frlendshlp for the
unfortunate Harold has been%mstrumental
in disturbing your repose !”

On reflecting, in the solitudé” of his
own apartment, upon the events of the.
evening, the predominant emotion of his
mind was regret, mingled with a latent
cmgqtion of g'ratlﬁed vanity, at the attach-
ment cvinced for him by one whom he

G2
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beheld aﬁ"&hject of universal admiration ;
but of. this sentiment he was himself un-
conscious, and the secret suggestions of
prudence to fly, without delay, from the
scene of danger, were scofiifully rejected
by headstrong and ‘inexperienced youth,
trusting in its own strength, and disdain-
ing to seck safety, where it is most fre-
quently found, in timely retrea.

We will not follow the devoted Harold,
step by step, in his progress towards that
precipice where all his hopes of happiness
were fated to be wrecked for cver. The
path into which he wandered had
been strewed over with flowers, which
concealed from his sight the abyss which
yawned beneath him. Confident in his
own st‘rcngth, and heedléss of danger, he
ventured on ; and each step, while it
augmented the peril; diminished likcwise
the powers of resistance. Lady March-
mont was well versed in the study of the
humanffneart . she had also minately
scrujigized the character of Harold in all
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its various bearings—its wepkness, its
natural propensities, its aequired habits,
were all observed and noted ; and she
knew that ‘

¢ Allive to every thrill of love and joy,
Fan cy, thy wnyward child was ever found
To tread the ﬂowery maze of Passxon s fairy ground.’

Here, then, was the foundation on which
she placed her hopes of conguest, and the
charms and-sorceries of a being, whose
powers of fascination were almost unpa-
ralleled, failed not to be atiended with
fatal consequences to her devoted victim
Every allurement whicli could ensnare
the senses—every delusion which could
soften and (ieaive the Heart, werc plant-
ed in formidable array agaigst him ; and
the result was such as hisTown reason,
had he listcned to its suggestions, mlght
have led him to foresce.

“ There are,” says a celebrated writer,
¢ s ome unhappy moments, in which the
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most v:rm&s are the most feeble.” And,
in one of those 1mrmhrded moments,when
his bettafi angel slept, Ha.rold fell from
that honour hc had hitherto preserved un-
sullied—violated the ties ¥ hospitality
and friendship, and opened for himself a.
source of misery, which was destined to
overshadow the” brlghtest honzon of hix
future years.

Transient, however, was thé‘dream of
guilty passion ; and, as the delirium of
the moment subsided, the cnorimity of his
crime appeared in all its horrors to the
dismayed and shrinking imagination of
the unhappy Harold. Tortured by re-
morse, for the supposed seduction of a
woman, to whose real char&cter he was
still a stranger—phrsued bfthe reproaches
of his own for thc base retu
had made t?t?lg: kindness and conﬂé?ﬁf:
of his unsuspecting friend ; and agbmzed
by the tears and upbrmdmgs of :the art-
ful Albina, Harold fled from® ‘he scene of

_guilt and madness, in a state of mind
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which language would prove inadequate
to pourtray.—All nature was serene and
smiling around himm—the flowers rey ived,
by dropping dews, breathed fragrance on
the fresheneg, breeze, and twilight's
‘ beaming star,” sparkled with bright
reflection in the clear and unrufiled waters
of the lake ; but’to the gloomy fancy of
Harold, darkness and horror scemed te
rest on exe object, and, as he traversed
its margin’ with hurried steps, he felt as
ithe almos&@cxpected the thunders of ao
avenging Deity would fall and crush him.
“ Wretch, that [ am,” he exclaimed,
as, cxhausted by extreme agitation, he
threw himself bereath the waving foliage,
and pressed his burming furehead to the
cold and glisteping dews which spangled
the verdant turf, © mto vvf t an abyss
of guilt and misery have 1 now plunged ?
How shall I again venture to face the in-
jured, unsuspecting Marchmont ?  How
mect the tegrs and reproaches of the un-
happy woman, of whose fatal attachment



128 HAROLD THE EXILE.

I have en such a_base advantagef?

Oh, I cannot support iﬁe maddening re-

membyggice I”  And, oyerwhelmed alike

by the idea of the past, and of the future,

Harold seemed, for some moments, to

I:se the recollection of his present situa-
tion in a kind of torpor—the effect of

emotions wrought up almost to frenzy by

their intense violence.

His first impulse, when reflection had
resurued its wonted influence, would have
led him immediately from Lime Grove,
but ‘the dread of exciting suspicions,
which might involve the honour and re-
putation of Lady Marchmont prevented
this tutention, and still detained him in a
spet where every succeeding moment in-
flicted a [resh pang upon his tortured
heart, whnh, ]ll\e,the first murderer, who
bore upon his biow the legible impression
oi' his c¢rime, Ifarold read his accusation
in every eye. ‘

It was now that he indegi§gelt himself
truly miserable ; nor had he the power.
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as in former circumstances, of deriving
support and copsolation frdm the re-
sources of his own mind. There, all was
anarchy and wretchedness —i¥e pride of
talent, the conscious possession of unble-
mished integrity, were humbled and
destroyed ; and he, who had looked
down upon the bulk of mankind with an
innate fecling ofsuperioﬁt_v, now shrank,
abashed, at the presence of the man he
had wronged, and whom he had hitherto
regarded as a being of inferior order,
whose weakness and deficicncies merited
commiseration, and called for indul-
genee.

With an emotion of perfect unconcern,
Lady Marchmont beheld the secret re-
worse and anguish of the deluded and
nnhappy young man, whom ber criminal
passion and wdv arts had'plunged in
guili and isery, which she guilefully

-

angimented by her pretended sorrow ; ac-

companied by all the irresistible elo-

quence of 3@% and tears, exclusive ten-
G 5.
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derness and devoted attention, which
were designed as so magy silent appeals
to the feelings of a tdo susceptible heart,
which rfiight confirm higp; stlll her cap-
tive.

From a situation so painful and humi-
liating, Harold was, at length, released,
by a letter from his mother ; who, after
expressing her surprise and anxiety at
his long silence, continued—

- “Though you have, I presume, been
too much immersed in pleasure to find
leisure to think of your mother, I have
heard of you, Harold, in a manner which
has given inexpressible pain to my heart.
Oh, wherefore have I lived to blush at a
name which, till now, I never heard but
with a thrill of delight? or- rather, why
did you ‘so obstinately rejcct the warn-
ings and admonStions of your mother,
who has but too well foreseen the conse-
quences of your Sicilian connections ?—
The world, Harold, talks largely of Lady
Marchmont and yourself; and, whether
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guilty or not, your honour and reputation
are endancrered‘by _your lotiger continu-
ance at Lime Grove.” Of your lgpocence in
this affair 1 3fe scarcely enfertain o
hope, when I cousider the dangerous and
artful woman to whose allurements you
have been expoa.ed Your late neglect,
too, so different from your usual tender-
ness, convinces me you are much and
greatly changed ; and I predict -utter
ruin hoth to your fame and principles, if
you continue an inmate of your present
abode. Formerly I used to repinc at the
niggardness of nature, in only bestowing
on me one child. Alas! 1 now tremble,
lest that one should be sufficient to bring
down my grey hairs with shaime and sor-
row Lo the grave.” ¥

After proceeding some lepgth in the
same style, » Harold c})dudcd by

requesting his Tmmediate refurn to Lla-
nivar, where she was then suffering from
the effects; of a scvere indisposition ;

which she assurcd him his presence would
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be more eﬂ‘icaclous in dispelling than all
the prescnptlons of r’bhymans
Harold’s heart srite him ashe perused
this epiatle, and he more Bitly execrated
the fatal infatuation which had thus be-
-trayed him into a wilful neglect of the
sacred claims af nature and affection.—
*“ A short tmm(ﬁnce,” he exclaimed, as
in an agony of vkation and self-reproach
he conisignetl the paper to his pocket,
“ and T should have met these insinuas
tions with the contefnptnous scorn of in-
sulted innocence. My conseience now
tells me they are dcserved and [ must
appear before my beloved and venerated
mother, With the dreadful dfid degrading
‘confession, that her darling and highly-
estimate@son has proved hifnself a vil-
lain.®>
" To set out instantfegisyever, was his
fixed teterminatioh ; nd;" with the open
'lotter in his hand, h# .repaired to- the
‘boudoir of Lady Marchment, to whom
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he abruptly communicated his intention
of immediaely ‘!‘et?nmg to Elanivar.

“ To- Llaniyari7 . exclmmed Albina.
turning pab“ and for what rcésm ?”

“ My mother is very ill,” he replied ;
‘“ and has expressed an”earnest desire to
see me.”

" [ady Marchmont, ;who suspected his
mother’s illness might* only be a pretext
for his absence on the part of Harold, ha
vecourse {o tears and supplications.
hopes of diverting him from his design ;
out the latter was firm in his resolvc ;
and, as he wished not to .offend or di--
tress a woman, who had, he believed,
sacrificed Berself to her attachment for
him, he endeavoured to reeoncile her to
his departure, by represéhiiig to her
ladyship that his long stayg#Lime Grove
had, he found, already created remarks
and inuendoes, whith could only be ob-
~iated by his abkence.”

# And* you do not intend, Harold.’
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exclaimed the weeping Albina, “ that

we shoiitd éver me in ?”
"« As friends, j F Marchmont,” he

firmly. ahswered; T trast, we hereafter
may. In any other hght never: and, ere
we now part, let me con_]ure you to ba-
nish from your mmd the dreadful recol-
lection of3 the to think only of Ha-
rold as of one dares not aspire to,
but would yet deserve your friendship.”

" Lady Marchmont was startled at a
fervency of address and language, which
convinced her Harold wads really serious
in what he had been saying ; but, confid-
ing in the power of her own attractions,
she repressed the ewessionﬁ‘? of resent-
ment which were rising to her lips, and
assumed a part adapted for the occasion,
rightly judging that the captive who ap-
peared so eager to shake off the fetters
she had imposed: mpon him, was not
likely to be influenced by violence to re-
sume them ?gain. Her tears, her sglf-
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reproaches, her affected humility, mingled
with artful professions of tenderness and
o Nre

sorrow, wrung the of Harold with
new pangs of r&wl‘ﬂ’e and agony. Hastily
he tore himsélf away; and, after taking
leave of the earl, whose every expression
of regret and kindness conveyed a tacit
veproof, gladly quitted 3. lace whose re-
collectlon was fraught y with bitter-
ness—where the a.llurements of a syren
had betrayed him into guilt, sullied his
fair fame, and blighted, by their infec-
tious influence, the opening blossoms of
genius and virtue in a noble mind.
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Athe who has been for some time ex-
posed to the effects of a noisome and
pestilential atmosphere, turns with pecu-
liar dellght to t.he influence of a pure and
wholegone aix; ;ﬁ:ﬂ)e historian of 11arold,
whom trutg;fcompelk.d to trace his wan-
dering footsteps through the thorny mazes
of delusion and error, now prepares, with
;gna"ated power to follow him back to
scenes of.youthful innocence and virtuous
affection, where lgve entw med its roses,
unstained by tears of bittggnéss and re-
worse, and wheze® the der, though
faded colourings of a .guiltless memory
still imparted their radiance to that hori-
zon from whence the glowing hues of
lové and fancy had fled for ever.

Harold seemcd¥to breathe more freely
in proportion to the distance he removed
from Lime.Grove and its enchantress.
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whose magical spells appeared,to lose
their influence, v&é}*she“‘that created

them was no longe’ﬁg\i:}%sent; bigt, as the
turbulence -gf his Teelings subsided, the
cnormity of the past presented itself in a
more hideons form, and every retrospec-
tion increased the bitterness of remem-
brance, atterided w:ﬁ&hneholy antici-
pations of the future consequences which
might ensue from his criminal entangle-
ment with a woman, whose supposed
dishonour weighed heavy on his ligart,
and whose apparent wretchedness added
two-fold pangs to hig, remorse and self-
accusations;

"These oppressive ‘feelmtrs were not re-
lieved by the re(,ollectlons his approach te
Llanivar recalled. The days of inno-
cence and carly love arose to his
imagination like phliantoms; which*he

sickened to review ; afid the form of Ga-
brielle Montgomery, adorned with all the
graces of beauty, simplicity, and tender-
ness, haunted every grove, and reposed
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Leneath every bower, in thagspot where
she had’so offen mt(kxs gaze.

He found his maofyee efen worse than
he expected, and the gh her Q%ction
prompted her to conceal the fact, Harold
was but too well convinced that anxiety
on his account had been the principal

canse of heﬁpreg;éqﬁﬁ indisposition. She,
however, testificd the ntmost joy at his
arMwal, and not a single reproach, not a
word, which had any tendency to recall
the past, escaped ber lips—a trait of de-
licacy and kindness which aflected ITavold
more forcibly thap any remonstrances
wouid have done, and stxmlﬁgtéﬂ Lis. en-
deavours to effaeefby his present tender-
ness and attention, the memory of his
former neglect.

Unremitting in his exertions to amuse
the heavy hours of a slow convalescence,
he devoted his whole time to this object.
He read to her while she worked—at-
tended her in her walks and rides; and
couversed on every subject but one,which,
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by a mutualf though tacit agreement,
cach party seemedyéguidly #isposed to
avoid. It was, indéag the only. subject
which weuldhave bgen likely to occasion
any disagreement in their opinions ; for
Lady kHarold, who detested Albina, could
not have mentioned her, but in terms of
acrimony and reproael®: and Harold,
who was well aware of his mother’s sens
timents, would not venture to hear suth
terms applied to a woman who, he be-
lieved, had never, but in one instance,
deviated from virtue, and whom he still
piticd, though to esteem her was mno
longer in*higgpower.

"This circumstance; ’flﬂowevar, threw «
restraint over their social hours which
was felt by both, but in a more particular
manner by Harold, whosc tortured heart -
sighed to repose its anguish on the bosom
of sympathizing affection. This he could
not do, without entering into details
which would only augment his m@M’s
detestation of Lady Marchmont—dgtails
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which honogr and gencrosity alike for-
bade ; and thus shigh; out from all partici-
pation in his feclingsgHarold confined to
his own boso the cares which consumed
him, while he sought, by affected cheer-
fulness, to delude the fond eye of mater-
nal tenderpess.

He wald' isﬁﬁgojntﬁd in this aim, for,
with revovated health; the natural acute-
ness of her perceptions returned ; and
Lady Harvcld, with her usual pencetration,
saw that ber son was il at ease, and ten-
dcrly wguired if he was wawell ?

Ilaiold answered in the negative;
though his faded cheek, and’ t‘he general
languor of his appearance, seemed to con-
tradict the assertion.

“ What then,” continued Lady Ha-
rold; ¢ is the canse which thus oppresses
sour spirits. if your health (as you would
lead e te believe) is uninjured 27

. Thefe are several,” hc replied;
*“which cannot tail to affect me, in the
rccbllgms they are calculated to excite ;
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and, shall I4idd, thet a long period must
elapse before a- tesidance at thix place
will cease to depresszmv SPIrits in a very
sensiple-degrec.” . L

“ And is it possible,” inquired Lady
Harold, in a tone of swrprise, ¢ that any
recollections attached to Llanivar, shounld
now be capable of gn’mg vo& ‘Pain.”

¢« Oh, my mother!” cxclaimed Harold,
with emotion % and can yon indeed he
scrious in asking me this question? Do
you really think that a few short months
of folly have obliterated from my mind an
image which will never ccase to retain
its empire *there ? An image, fraught
with every thing whfeh is sweet, and in-
nocent, and love]y. Oh, leam to judg:
more worthily of the feelings and prinei-
ples of your misguided, but not abandoned
son.”

* Wherefore,” exclaimed Lady Harnld,
much affected by his manner, ¢ did you
not tell e this before ? With an inex-
pressible sorrow, I have obséed von
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pining away in despondeney, while you
thus withheld from/sme a knowledge of
the remedy which might eflect your cure.
What to me is place or residence, when
put in competition with your peace? Let
ps immediately remove fror Llanivar,
and never, 1 bescech you, return hither
again, till you ean do so withont a pang.”

The goodness of biggmother aflected
Lord Harold almost to-fegs ; who, find-
ing her firmly resolved on" her departure,
but faintly opposed a measure which was
seconded by his own wishes ; for Llanivar
of all places was the one he magt desired
to fly from at this time.

It was accordingly settled, afier a short
deliberation, that they should remove to
an estate Harold possessed near the coast,
which had not beeun visited by any of the
family for a number of years, though the
situation ‘was romantic. and beautiful,
and the surrounding country fine aud well
inhabited ; but the Castle of Llanivar had
been the favourite residence of the de-
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ceased Lord Harold; There he lived and
died ; and, attachedto the place where his
remains were deposited, Lady Harold
had never felt any inclination to leave her
present abode.  Delvellyn had conse-
quently béen much neglected, and oyr
hero anticipated amusement both to his
mother and himself in restoring the latter
place to its former state.

A few days completed the necessary
preparations for their departure, and I1a-
rold and his indulgent parent bade adieu
to Llanivar for an indefinite period, with
sensatiogs not unmingled with regret,
which they mutually sought to conceal ;

" the former lest it might be construed by
her son into reluctance to quit a place
which was become painful do his feel-
ings ; and the latter, from a fear that any
one should: suspect him of a weakness
.which he blushed to acknowledge to him-
self ; for though the idea of Gabrielle, by
continually obtruding itself upan his re-
collection, embittered every moment he
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passed at Llanivar, he sighed at bidding
perhaps a last farewell to the spot she had
so much loved, and where he had spent
with her those hours which were destined
he believed to be the only happy ones in
his existence,
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CHAP. XXIII

DorLveLLyN Park, whither we nre now
conducting Harold and his companion,
was situated in Glamorganshire, conti-
gnous to the sea shore, and commauding
a view of the noble bays of Swansca and
Cacrmarthen. A fine range of rocky
scenery, interspersed with wood, extend-
ed to some distance beyond the house,
which, though rather small and much out
of repair, was clegant in its design and
construction, dnd capable of being easily
converted into a handsome marine villa.

The grounds were extensive and finely
disposed, but neglect and desolation were
every where visible, and all things, both
within and without the mansion, called
for the hand of improvement-and cultiva-
tion. The scene was new to Harold,
who had never been at Dolvellyn before,
and the occupation it now afiorded to his

VOL. IL H
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time and taste in embellishing his new
residence, at once served to interest his
mind and banish the recollection of more
painful subjects..
» This object, and the pleasure he de-
rived from a sailing vessel, which he had
purchased for the purpose .of marine ex-
cursions, seemed to leave him no wish
for any other amusement or society, and
those of Lady Harold were all gratified in
beholding his cheek again resume its
faded roses, and the dark clouds of dis-
tress and anxiety vanish from his manly
brow. The pursuits which interested
him became her own. Her dread of the
sea gave way to her desire of accompany-
ing Harold_ in his little voyages, and she
entered with spirit and alacrity into all
his plans of improvement, regardless of
the fatigue she sometimes experienced,
and only anxious

«To steal from memory’s wound affliction’s rankling

thorn.”

Nothing of this was lost upon the ob-
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Ject of her fond attentions, and it was
repaid on the part of Harold by all those
continual, though unobtrusive expressions
of tenderness, which the heart of affec-
tion so well knows how to estimate. In
the decorations or improvement of Dol-
vellyn, if any little difference happened
to arise in their tastes or opinions, it was
his mother’s wishes that were his guide.
‘When the companion of his excursions
his mother’s inclinations always divected
their course. 'The books he ordered, the
music he practised, were chosen with a
reference to her amusement, and Lady
Harold, with tears of gratitude, blessed
Heaven for these days of happiness, which
its bounty had permitted her to enjoy;
but a felicity so pure was not destined to
last for ever. /
The season for aquatic excursions was
now nearly over; the alterations and
improvements at Dolvellyn were likewise
almost completed; and Harold, whose
ardour for these pursuits was much abated,
H2
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scught a diversity of amusement in riding,
generally alone ;, for it was an exercise
his mother had long resigned, and she
took advantage of his absence to visit the
cottages on her demesne, and inquire
into the sitnation of their inmates, whose
wants were supplied by her benevolence,
and their lot ameliorated by her residence
among them.

One evening Harold returned not from
his ride at the usual hour, and his mo-
ther, who- always waited tea till he came
home, began to feel uneasy ; but this in-’
quietude changed to alarm when another
hour had elapsed without bringing his
return, and she would have dispatched
every” servant in the House in search of
his lordship, could she have conjectured
which way the latter had directed his
course. -
 The clack struck ten, yet he came not ;
and the ‘apprebensions of Lady Harold
were fast approaching to terror, when
they were relieved by the trampling of
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horses on the road leading to the house,
and the next moment she heard the voice
of Harold addressirig his servant as he
dismounted. Her fears for his safety
were now at an end ; but great was her
surprise and consternation when she saw
him enter the apartment pale, trembling,
and apparently sinking under the weight
of his emotions, while flinging himself
into the first seat that offered, he re-
maincd for some moments unable to an-
swer her interrogatories as to the cause of
his present situation.

“ Oh my mother!” he at length articu-
lated, 1 have aguin scen her! again
held her to this desolate heart, ,where she
still reigns in defiance of reason and. of
perfidy.”

*“ Whom have you seen P agked Lady
Harold, falteringly, her whole soul sick-
ening at the idea of her son’s bhaviag by
some accidental circumstance mgain .en-
countered Lady Marchmont. .

“QGabrielle!” he replied, with still
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greater agitation, ‘ the lovely, inconstant
Gabrielle, who, unknown, and unsus-
pected by us, has been'¥esiding for the
last three months scarcely five miles from
the spot which we inhabit.”

It was now Lady Harold’s turn to be agi-
tated ; for her presageful heart anticipated
the most direful consequences, should
an interview have taken“place between
her son and the husband of Gabrielle,
and she could with difficulty enquire of
the former— How and where he had
met Mrs. Berrington?” when she learnt
the following particulars from his hroken
and incoherent narrative :— )

Lord Harold had that evening pursued
his ride to -an unusual distance through
the vale of Neath, along a river, whose
high and woody banks were partly broken
into naked cliffs, and as he slowly de-
scended an eminence, his attention was
caught by the little village of Britton
Ferry, with its rustic church and pic-
'tm'esque cemetery ; wheré, in conformity
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to the lovely and affecting custom preva-
lent throughout the principality, the
sorrowing hand ~of surviving tenderness
had strewed the ¢ narrow house” of death
with flowers, worthy, by their beauty and
fragility, to servc as emblems of mortal
existence. Beyond the church-yard ex-
tended a dark mass of wood, behind
which arose the turrets of an ancient
baronial mausion, and llarold, who was
desirous of a nearer inspection dismount-
ed from his horse, and ordering the groom
to await his return at the village Inn,
took a foot-path across the fields. After
proceeding about a mile, he found himself
in a green and shady lane, terminating
in a plantation, where the vacancies be-
tweep the trees were adorned with lilacs,
liburnums, and other flowering shrubs,
and at intervals a break in the boughs
formed a vista which disclosed a view of
the mansion Harold had beforé observed.

Impclled by an irresistible curiosity,
he pursued histway through the planta-
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tion, and at the farther extremity per-
ceived a sort of hermitage; surrounded on
every side by a thick wilderness of shade,
while a strcam, clear as crystal, crept
through the long grass, and was formed
into a cascade a little below the building.
Harold hesitated whether he should pro-
ceed, whien a soft strain of music stole upon
his car, which sccmed to come {from the
hermitage, accompaunied by the accents of
aveice which thrilled his heart from its
resemblance to one whese tones that heart
could never cease to vibrate. Hastily he
approached an ivy-mantled window that
as thrown open to admit the air, and
beheld, pensively leaning against u harp,
on whose glittering chords her hands still
rested, the lovely wife of the treacherous
Berrmgt;on

For a moment the heart of Harold
ceased to beat, and he sank powerless
and exhausted against a tree beneath the
bulldm but transient was the relief
theis ‘afforded to his agonized feelings.
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Recollection too soon returned with a
its bitterness, when again “approaching
the window, he remained for some time
in carnest contemplation of the form.
before him. Never bad Gabrielle ap-
peared more lovely in the eves of Harold
than at this moment, when both her
posture and her employment conspired to
invest her with additional charms, and
had he not been too fatally convinced of
the contrary fact, he might have, perhaps,
been inclined to regard her as some fairy
genius of the place rather than a mere
mortal woman.

Her strain had crased ; but she still
sat bending over the harp, while her up-
lifted guze seemed to pursue:the bright
orb whose seiting beam tremiled on the.’
apposite woods, and “was reflected in
the dark and lucid eyes of sGahnelle,
» hich,

¢ Like the dewy star
« Of evening shoue in tears.”

¥ ub
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She had evidently been weeping, and
few pearly drops still hung upon the
cheek from whence the glowing roses of
youth and health had disappeared.
There was an appearance of megligence
in her dress that indicated a disregard of
oxternal circumstances inconsistent with
the self-attention natural to a young and
lovely woman; and her apparent sad-
ness, her mournful and interesting pale-
ness, softened the heart of Harold into
tenderness and grief. His resentment at
her perfidy was forgotten in anguish for
her loss and sorrow at the belief of her
being as miserable as himself.

«“QOh, well! well did I know!” he
mentally exclaimed, ¢ that he for whom
"Gabrielle sacrificed me, could never con-
fer upon her the happiness she would
have tasted with the unfortunate Harold.”

At that moment Gabrielle again struck
the chords ofher harp,while she murmured
in a low asd plaintive tone, the exquisite
lines of Burns, .
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s Fare thee weel thou first and fuirest,
Fare thee weel thou best and dearest,” &e.

Her voice was broken by tears ; yet
its sweetness was not diminished, and
the sounds so long cherished with fond
enthusiasm by the ear of love, now re-
vived every recollection, which was cal-
culated to madden the senses of the un-
happy Harold.

His brain swam ; a sensation of suffo-
cation scemed to oppress his heart ; and
regardless of every suggestion of reason,
every prudential consideration, he rushed
forward, and presented himself before
the astonished Gabriclle.

With a faint shriek. she sprang from
her seat, and attempted to pass him as
he entered ; but her situation prevented
her moving with rapidity, for-he now.re-
marked that she was far advanced in
that state which promised; shortly to
add the name of mother to thm¢ of wife,
and she again sank motionless, though .
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not -insensible, upon the ecouch she had
quitted, while Harold, unable to speﬂ"}
stood gazing upon her for some moments
with the fixed countenance of despair.

His silence afforded Gabrielle time to
recover from the confusion this unex-
pected incident had excited, and though
in a voice tremulous with emotion, she
demanded his motive in secking the pre-
sent interview,

Almost maddened by the cool in-
difference her manner indjcated, Harold
lost all command over his feelings, and
grasping her eold and trembling hands
in his, he exclaimed, in a voice hoarse
from contending passions, “cruel! in-
sensible woman ! can you ask that question
of the man whom yom' perfidy has un-
done 41

* Sayj rather my lord,” answered Mrs.
Berringtdn, shrinking in terror from his
grasp; ‘“whose fatal errors have windone
himself s

‘“ And*were there none.” exclaimed
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Harold, still more vehemently, ¢ who
céuld be found to retribute those errors,
but'she whom 1loved, she whose aﬁectmnb
had been pledged my own by vows more
strong than language has ability tlo
supply. For this cause, no doubt, Miss
Montgomery became the wife of a villain,
who treacherously broke through every
tie of honor and friendship to call her his ;
bt who shall not yet tiiwmph over his
victim unrevenged, for fatal to one of
us must be the moment we again meet.”
And what, does Lord Harold propose
to himself by such a design ?” asked Ga-
brielle, with an aftected calmness; “Can
he hope to' regain the good opinion of o
woman whose esteem he has professed to
value by the murder of her husband ?”
“Youn love him, then?” exclaimed
tlarold, in a tone of agonized feeling. *
“Jt"is my duty,” answered Mrs. Ber-
rington, evasively, ‘“and the:game duty
imperiously commands me to *termmate
an interview which malice or imper-
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tinence might construe in a manné’g'g
equally injurious to yourself and" mgq.*
Suffer me then to depart, my lord, ere
the eye of intrusive curiosity beholds-us
here ; for in that casc the consequences
might be dreadful to wvs both.” And
while she spoke, the expressive looks of
Gabrielle convinced Harold her fears
were not assumed for the purpose of cx-
citing his own.

¢ Gto, then, Madam,” he haughtily re-
plied, I wishnot to detain you; yet,
-sm@y, even the scrupulous delicacy of
Mrs. Berrington might vouchsafe some
concession in behalf of the man she once
deigned to honour with her regard.”

« For what purpose, my lord, would
you desire me to stay ?”

¢ To_ demand an explanatlon of your
cgpﬂuef‘ and to attempt' at least an
exténuation of my own.’ .

“ I'havesno right,” replied Gabrielle,
« to requife a vm‘dlcatxon of-any conduct
your lordship’ might think proper to
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pyrsue ; nor is any explanation requisite
fog,mine. Retrospection of the past is
now unavailing : yet, oh, Harold! if 1
could still believe that a request of mine
would influence your actions, I would
cenjure you to suffer the remembrance to
serve as a beacon to your futufe steps.
I would induce you to spare some fond
confiding heart the pangs”—which have
wrung mine, she would have added, but
she paused, fearful she had said too
much ; aad Harold, much affected, re-
pliecd—

“Too well I see, Gabriclle, that I have
for ever forfcited your esteem, by those
errors which have, indeed, met a dreadful
retribution ; yet, surely, it was sufficient
for you to reject the misguided Harold
without depriving him of every comfort,
by your union with his rival. Oh, that
way madness lies,” he added, grasping
the hand he had unconscioug!‘f taken in
his own. o

“ Then tempt it not, Harold?’ replicd
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Gabrielle, in a hurried voice, * since i&
would now be useless.” ,

“ Answer me then one question. Are
vou happy ?” . S

“ Happy!” rcpeated Gabrielle, in a
melancholy accent, “ happy !” and tears
fell unheeded from her Jovely eyes.

Harold started. “ Good God !” ke ex-
clairied, ¢ what means this inexplicable
conduct! Can the youngand lovely Mrs.
Berrington, the wife of the man she pre-
ferred, she on whom nature and fortune
hai?%wishé’d all their gifts and graces,
can she have cause for sorrow ?”

“ Harold !” exclaimed Gabrielle, hastily
rising, ¢ farewell! If you regard my
peacge or your own, makeé mo farther in-
quiries, and snifer me now to leave you.”

‘As Mrs. Berrington ceased speaking,
she a&#oached the door, when as:she
slé%ly passed the threshold, #arold, who
had continged to gazé after her in silence,
spran'g l&ﬁly forward, and caught her
hand, exclaiming, “ You go then, Ga-
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brielle, without one expression of friend-
ship—one token of pity or remembrance,
to soften the miseries of an cternal fare-
well?” .

Gabrielle hesitated, but her eyc beam-
ing tenderness and compassion, embold-
ened the unhappy Harold to clasp her to
a heart whose convulsive throbs betrayed
its anguished feelings. Pale, and trem-
bling, she remained for a moment almost
insensible in his arms; when, restored
to a sense of her situation, she Lastily
disengaged herself {rom the fervent pres-
sure of Harold, and precipitately quitted
the hermitage.

For some moments after Gabrielle's
dcparture, he remained rooted to the gpot
where she had left him, with hig eyes in-
tently fixed on her receding figugg: but
when the waving of her white robe, as she
slowly disappeared .among the trees, no
longer caught his view, he haﬁ?y rushed
from the place, where they had so unex-
pectedly met, and in a state of direful
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agitation returned home, where, the tale:
he told, and the emotions he exhibited,
excited no slight degree of alarm a.nd
anxiety in the breast of his symgg.th]zmg
and affectionate mother.

The comparative tlanqullhtv which
had been felt by Harold, since his resi-
dence, gt Dolvellyn, was completely de-
stroyed by an event, which had again
revived in all its force, an-attachment
that had been suppressed, but not sub-
dued, by time ; and which now acquired
additional strength, from the dear, and
dangerous suggestion, that Gabrielle still
mourned his loss—still cherished his re-
membrance : a suggestion awakened by
a retrospection of their last meeting,
when, notwithstanding the veil, which
delicagy and lingerjng resentment had
endeavoured to throw over them, her
heart’s soft* feelings had trembled on her
lips, and #eamed from her expressive eye,
and though respect for the pure virtue of
Mrs. Berrington, and a tender regard for
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her fame, prevented Harold from seeking
another interview, he found- it impossible
to detach himselfeptirely from’the spot
which cnshrined the idol of his hopeless
fondness. Combe Priory, unfortunately,
was within an hour’s 'ride of Dolvellyn,
and thither, unl\nown, and unsuspected
except by his mother, who concealed to
herself the knowledge she had acciden-
tally obtained of his proceedings, Harold
often repaired, when the dim shade of
evening had invested every object. Fa-
vored by its fricndly obscurity, he would
remain for hours, gazing on the dwelling
of Gabrielle, well recompensed if he
could obtain a transicnt view of her love-
ly form, as she passed before the windows
of her apartment, or glided in the soft
moonlight, along:the garden, lealting on
the arm of the youngest Miss Berrington,
a beautiful and amiable girl, to whom
Gabriélle, since her arrival at the Priory,
had become much attached.

The' solitary visits of Harold were
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at lergth no longer repaid by the sight of
her'who prompted them, and on enquiry,
ke learnt, that Mrs. Berrington had be-
come the mcther of a babe, who only sur-
vived a few days. That her own health
was in & very precarious state, and as
change of air was considered absolutely
necessary for its restoration, thc whole
family were going to a seat of Colonel
Leslie’s, in - Devonshire, as soon as she
was sufficiently rccovered to undertake
the journey. He heard, too, that not-
withstanding the delicate situation of his
wife, Berrington, since his return, had
been engaged in a low intrigue, which
had become the general theme of dis-
course, in the neighbourhood of the Pri-
ory, and had rcached the ears of Sir God-
frey, between whom and his son, a violent
quarrel had consequently ensued, whicl:
the imprudéfice of those about her had
communiéated to Gabrielle. ¢ And it is
thought, mj Lort,” added his informer,
‘“that the alarm it occasioned the pocr
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Laty, was the cause of her peing taken
ill perfore her time, as well as of the
death of her chilt.”

Harold sighed in bitterness over the
hapless lot of the ill-fated Gabrielle,
while he felt, that in quitting the Priory,
she would take from him his only source
of consolation, since, though demied her
society, it was some satisfaction to be near
the place she inhabited. The idca of
her departing, without his being once
more able to behold her, was mtolerable,
particularly, as in the present state of her
health, many circumstances might inger-
vene to forbid their ever again mceting ;
and for some days, his mind was occupied
in devising means to obtain a glance of
her, however transient, before, she de-
parted. Chance, which sometimes favors
an apparently hopeless cause, produced
that, which the best laid plags, would,
perhajs, have _fruitlessly laboured to
effect.

Some business, rchuo‘ to the cstate
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of Dolvellyn, compelled Lord Harold to
ride over to Neath, and on returning,
through the village of Britton Ferry, an
involuntary impulse led him to strike out
of the turnpike, into a bye road, which
led much nearer to the Priory, and on
reaching the church-yard he dismounted,
and fastening his horse to a tree, entered
the rustic cemetry. The soft serenity of
an autumnal afternoon, conspired with
the seclusion and stillness of the sur-
rounding scene, to diffuse a pensive tran-
quillity over the mind of Harold, who
pursued his way through this lonely man-
sion of the dead, absorbed in contcmpla-
tion, when his attention was suddenly
excited by the appearance of a grassy
mound,, beneath the shade of an over-
hanging lime, which bore on a small tab-
let this inseription :—* Sacred to the me-
mory g Edward, the infant son of Ed-
ward and Gabrielle Berrington, who was
born the 2nd of September, 18—, and
died on the 8th of the same month.”
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A few faded flowers strewed the ver-
dant turf, and Harold was still bending
over the last earthly bed of the little inno=
cent, his whole soul absorbed in the idea
of her to whom it owed existence, when
the sound of distant voices caught his
ear, and he beheld two ladies approach-
ing through the avenue which led from
the church-yard to the Priory, in one of
whom he immediately recognized Mrs.
Berrington ; her feeble frame supported
by her young and lovely companion, and
looking, herself, like a faded rose which
an untimely blight had withered.

A projecting buttress enabled Harold
to watch her motions without being him-
self observed, when he saw her approach
the grave of her departed child, and tak-
ing from a little basket which hung on the
arm of her companion, the Jast sweet
flowers that Autumn twines ardund his
hoary brows, she scattered them on the
fairy mound, and kneeling beside it, shed
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over the fragrant blossoms the tender
tears of maternal affection.

Haroid feared to breathe, lest he should
lvse an accent of that voice which he
languished to hear, when in answer to
some attempt at consolation, from Miss
Berrington, Gabriclle replied :—

“ Condemn me not, Charlotte, 1 be-
seéch vyou, for indulging an unwarrant-
able sorrow, T know it is my duty to sub-
mit to the will of Heaven, but I should
have loved him so tenderly! he would
have been such a comfort to me!”—and
her voice lost in tears, Gabrielle drooped
- her lovely head over the lowly memorial
which modest aficction had erected to her
deceased darling.

Unutterably aftected, Harold continued
to gaze silently upon her, when Charlotte
Berrington took the hand of the fair
mourner, saying, * My dearest sister, let
me intreat you to return home. The sun
is alrcady set, and 1 tremble for the con-
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seqnences to your delicate health should
vou remain exposed to the night air.”

“ Ope moment more ! exclaimed Ga-
brielle, ¢ and I will accompany you,” and,
clasping her white emaciated hands toge-
ther, she remained for a short time as if
absorhed in silent supplication; then, sud-
denly rising, she placed her arm in that
of her companion, and slowly turned
away from the grave of the infant Ed-
ward, with a long and lingering glance
which scemed silently to say,—would to
heaven, my child, 1 slept beside thee!

The heart of Lord Harold :compre-
hended the full meaning of that cexpres-
sive glance, and with an involuntary
burst of feeling, he extended his arms
towards her as she qmtt,ed the church-
yard. In a few moments, her recedmg
ﬁgure disappcared from his view, when
ewerging from h'is place of cencealment,
he again sought the grave shehad just
left, and hastily snatching from -t a sprig
of ravrtle, still wet with the precious tears

NI A I
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which Gabrielle had been shedding, he
placed the relic next his heart, and mount-
ing his horse, pensively retraced back the
way to Dolvellyn.
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CHAP. XXIV.. . .

Srow-and heavily, to Harold, moved
the dreary hours, after the departure of
Gabrielle from Glamorganshire, and his
only pleasure was, in frequently visiting
the place she had quitted—in lingering
amid thosc shades which had se often
sheltered the object of his loncly rtedita-
tions, and iu talking of her to.the neigh-
bouring rustics, by whom she was liter-
ally adored for her benevolence, her
beauty, and her sweetness of manners.

The sum of what he gathored from
their artless and unvarnished - details,
convinced Harold, that' in becoming the
wife of -Berrington, Gabriefle had not
secured her own felicity ; as his present
pursuits and inclinations were all calcu-
lated to shock and distress the woman so
pure in principle, 5o delicate in feeling, as
the lovely neglected wife of this votary of

12
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Jow hcentnousness, by whom she was
treated with an indifference frequently
approaching to brutality, and it was the
general opinion of those, whose situation
near her person gave them the best op-
portunities for observation, that she was
literally dying of a broken heart, the effect
of ill-treatment and sorrow.

That of Lord Hargld bled with ‘an-
guish, while listening to these details, but
it was to Gabrielle they related, and in
lamenting over her destiny, he seemed to
lose, in some mcasure, the sense of his
own. Melancholy, however, as was this
gratification, he was soon compelled to
forego it. Winter set in, with its con-
comitant inconvenicnces of bad roads,
and bad weather, and confined almost
intirely at Dolvellyn, with his mother,
whose health was far from good, brood-
ing over the past, and hopeless of thc fu-
ture, he again sunk into a moody and
apahetic melancholy, which was nou-
rished by soﬁtude, and threatened the
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most serious consequences to him who
cherished it. Again had Lady Harold
the grief of beholding him pining under

the pressure of a despondency which gra-

dually communicated itself to her own

spirits, and, unable at length, to endure

any longer the cheerless solitude of her

present situation, carly in the month of
Fcbruary she preposed to Harold their

immediate removal to town.

Indifferent as to his place of abode, the
latter readily consented to this proposal,
and in the course of a few days the) were
again settled in their manuou in Port-
man Square, where, anxious "to escape
from hlmself Harold enter ed with avidity
into every species of g g,mety, was seen at
every place of public amusemeut and was
admired, caressed, and courted by that
fashionable circle whose pursuits he de-
spised, and whose manners he had
adopted. Many a youtbful heart beat
with a quickened pulsation when Harold
vppeared. Many a maternal eye watched
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with fond anxiety Harold's approach.
But the atiractions of the young, and the
skilful manceuvres of the elder indies were
alike lost ¢n him, who might with pro-
pricty have exelaimed, in the pathetic
fangnage of our modern bard,

“«Oh1pardon, if in crowds awhile
) waste one thought 1 o -to thee,
And self-condemn’d, appeat ko smile.
Unfithiul t6 thy mewory.”

The lovely image of Gabrielle, as he
had Jast beheld her, drooping in faded
beauty over the grave of her child, for
ever haunted his lmawmawm and served
as a talisman to keep off all other impres-
sions. ‘I'he hour of loneliness was to
him the hour of sad and tender remem-
brance, when the scenes of frivolity and
dissipation, in which he was plunged,
gave place to the recollections of better
things, of days, and of a being whose loss
he now mourned over in bitterness of

#pirit.
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Of Gabrielle he;had known nothing

since his arrival in town; when, one
morning, as he was slowly sauntering
down Bond-street, he heard a sudden
exclamation on his name—and, turning
hastily round, was accosted by Colonel
Leslie. 'The coolness that had existed
between Lady Harold and Gabrielle,
since the marriag’i’é of the latter, had con-
spired, with cxisting circumstances, to
prevent any intercourse between the two
families ; Harold had, consequently, never
seen the colonel since his return from
Sicily, and, as he entertained the bighest
esteem and veneration for his character,
he was not sorry; for this accidental en-
counter, and readily accepted an invitation
to join him in a walk. 'They s{ccordingly
directed their course to the Park—and,
after some desultory conversation, Harold
ventured, though in faltering accents,
an inquiry after Mrs. Berrington.

« ] left her,” replied the coloncl, “ in
Devonshire, being obliged to come up on
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parliamentary business, %ut shortly ex-
pect her in town.”

¢ Her health, I hope, is amended.”

Colonel Leslie shook his head. < She
would willingly persuade us so; but,
either she deceives herself, or seeks to
lull the apprehensions of her friends, by
deceiving them. For myself I tremble
at her situation.”

¢ Much, I trust,” exclaimed Harold,
endeavouring to suppress his feelings,
“ may yet be done for her recovery.”

I might think se, my lord,” answered
the colonel, « were I less acquainted with
the cause ; but grief, thougha slow, is a
sure poison ; and from this source, I
fear, we must trace the present indispo-"
sition of Gabrielle.”

Harold was unable to reply; and Co-
lonel Leslie continued— I do not hesi-
tate in expressing my sentiments to you,
because I believe you feel an interest in
the welfare of my beloved girl, not much
inferior to my own ;” and the penetrating
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glance of his eye, wlule he spoke, called
a blush to the pale cheek of Lord Harold,
which silently confirmed the supposition.
"The colonel resumed—“1 am sorry to
say, that the husband of Gabrielle is an
unprincipled villain, whose conduct proves
him every way unworthy of her mistaken
preference.” o

Harold fervently acquiesced in Ber-
rington’s claim to this opprobrious ap-
pellation ; but he checked himself in his
desirc of entering upon a detail, which
would. have proved still, more strongly
the Justness ofthe title, while the colonel
again proceeded—“ Though «my own
wishes, and I thought (Jabrlelles like-
wise, had long pointed another way, I
believed Mr. Berrington to be a young
man of unblemished honour, and good
principles—his family and connections
were ‘unobjectionable ; and, when my
consent was asked, to what I considered
a sudden and precipitate marriage, 1 had
1o reasonable plea for withholding it. 1

15
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was assured by Gabrielle herself that her
happiness depended on an immediate
union ; and theugh there was, I thought,
an apparent inconsistency in her condact,
on this occasion, with her usual delicate
sense of propricty, and her natural timi-
dity and rcserve, 1 forebere making any
temarks.—They were married ; and [
hiave reason for believing that the real
character of Berrington was soon disclos-
ed to his dismayed and deluded wife, but
I long remained in ignorance of the fact ;
for, as it is my opinion that young people
in their circumstances afe best left to
themselves, after sceing them settled in
their own mansion, I went to my estate
in Devonshire, where 1 soon became im-
mersed in politics; and endeavourcd to
weaken, in the interest they excited, some
of the melancholy recollections attached
to my former life.”

The involuntary sigh with which Co-
lonel Leslic concluded these words, was
echoed by Harold, whose expressive
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CHAP. XXV.

In returning through the park, a car-
ringe filled with ladies drove rapidly by
Harold, one of whom kissed her hand to
bimas it passed, and on a second glance
he perceived it to be Lady Marchmont.
'The events which had taken place since
they parted had, in a great measure,
cfianced the enchantress Albina from the
mind of her deluded vietim, and as the
most painful and humiliating reflections
were attached to every remembrance of
Lime Grove, he endeavoured as much as
possible to banish the recollection of that
unhappy period.  The uncxpected sight
of Lady Marchmont again revived it with
redoubled force, and Harold’s heart
throbbed with a painful aunticipation of
impending ill, which he struggled in vain
to overcome.

"The possihility of his again mecting
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Albina in London had not before occurred ;
but 1"cﬂec.t.ion now suggested that in those
fashionable circles, of which both were
such distinguished members, many
chances might conspire to throw them
together, and even if an extraordinary
combination of circumstances should
prevent their meeting in public, what
would his friends, what must Lord
Marchmont himself think of his discon-
tinuing his intimacy with a family from
whom he bhad received so many polite
and friendly attentions, without alleging
some satisfactory reason for such appa-
rent ingratitude and ill-breeding? It
could not be; and shrinking from the
prospect of fresh scenes of distress and
danger, Harold delayed from day to day
a visit which he dreaded, and which he
felt convinced he would long since have
been expected (o pay, when one evening,
while at the Opera, he beheld Lord
Marchmont enter an adjoining box, who,
on perceiving our hero, immediately mo-
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tioned for him to join his party.  Ilarold
complied with the invitation of the earl,
whose friendly expressions of pleasure at
this unexpected meecting, again revived
in his bosom all the humiliating and
compunctious feelings he had endured
when at Lime Grove, while, in reply to
his gentle reproaches for neglect and
absence, he stammered out something
about indispensable engagements, the re-
gret he had felt, the pleasure he should
have had, &c. which was all taken in
good part by his lordship.

In answer to his enquiries after Lady
Marchmont, llarold was informed that
she was much indisposed ; * But I shall
tell her,” added the earl, “that you wiil
favour her with a personal enquiry to-
morrow. It will be very charitable in
you; for I never remember Albina’s
spirits to have been so much depressed
from indisposition before.”

Harold sighed at an account which
seemed to confirm his worst apprehen-
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sions, and as it was impossible o refuse a
compliance, he repaired, with trembling
reluctance, the following merning to St.
Jame.ssbq\mre, m‘nere he was received
by Lady Marchmonit with the most touch-
ing expressiors of pleasire ; and her lan-
guid appearance, her evident dejection,
awakened the most poignant emotions of
remorse and commiseration in a heart
with whose susceptibilities she was but
too weli acquainted. To work upon these
feelings was her present aim, and the
wish she expressed for his society was so
artfully shadowed by an appearance of
humility and friendship, the unhallowed
flame of a criminal passion seemed so
entirely extinguished i in tears of repent-
ant sorrow, that Haroltf was completely
deceived, and, influenced by a mistaken
_sentiment of compassion, s led almost
insensibly to breal#through the resolution
he had formed of--avoiding, as much as
possible, the enchantress who had undone
him. -
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His visits in St. James’s Square be-
came every day more frequent, and in her
private parties, as well as at every public
place of amusement, Lord Harold was to
be seen by the side of the admired and
fascinating Countess of Marchmont, who,
gratified in beholding his attentions ex-
clusively devoted to herself, did- not at
present venture to throw aside the dis-
guise of sentiment and decorum which
she had now assumed, while she setretly
studied to assemble in her mansion every
amusement, every pursuit, which could
ensnare and fuscinate the young and in-
considerate- votary of fashionhble dissi-
pation. The society which he met in
St. James’s Square was more gonspicuous
for elevated rank than propriety of con-
duct, combined, however, with wit and
talent,.which-%endered it still more dan-
gerous and attractivé fo a young man of
Harold's peculiar genius; whose admira-.
tion was too frequently excited at the
cxpence of his better feelings ; and those
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fine talents and superior intellectual en-
dowments, which had heen bestowed for
far nobler purposes, wefe now, by « fatal
perversion, rendered subservien® to folly,
or wasted in i_‘riv"cﬁous pursuits and un-
satisfying pleasures. Gaming and con-
viviality were the order of the day iy
St. Jamcﬁ’s"Sqliare, and without beiné‘
addicted to either, Harold was often led
into excesses, which menaced scrious
consequenccs to his fortune and constitu-
tion, should he persistin their continuance.
In vain he wished to detach himself from
an intimacy which was attended with so
many dangers ; the fatal iflusice of Lady
Marchmont still led him back to the scenc
of dissipation and peril, and with the best
natural inclinations, tHe highest admira-
tion of cvery noble and virtuous quality,
Harold was unconsciously losing ground
in the opinion of those who deeply la-
mented that such rare and exquisite cn-
dowments should be thus overshadowed.
The real and exaggerated reports of
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her son’s conduct, which were communi-
cated to her by some of those officious
persons who have no inducement for
thus distressing the feelings of others
but the pleasure of being the first relaters
of something which every one knows but
the party concerned, deeply afflicted Lady
Harold, and her own remarks upon the
subject of her disquietude did not serve
to allay it. She saw beneath the veil of
thoughtless gaiety he had lately assumed,
the sccret pangs of a perturbed and dis-
contented spirit; and when the moment
of revelry was gone by, his faded cheek,
his languid and despondms manners,
silently indicated that the « canker worm”

of care and sorrow was secretly preying
upon his heart. With tears ¢f maternal
anxiety Lady Harold mildly remonstrated
‘on the ill effects which late hours and
dissipation had evidently produced upon
him, and ventured to hint her disappro-
bation of his frequent visits m St. James’s
Square.
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Harold, faintly smiling, affected to
treat his mother’s anxiety very lightly;
but finding it could not be thus easily
dispelled, he endeavoured to soothe her
by repeated assurances, ‘that she had
no cause for apprehension, that his pre-
sent intimacy in St. James’s Square was
not the result of inclination but necessity
and to save appearances, which he should
relinquish the moment he could do it
withput endangering his future welfare.”

“But I dread, Harold,” she replied,
“ the allurements of Lady Marchmont. [
dread still more the injury your reputa-
tion must sustain from your being secn so
constantly in her society.”

¢ On the first point, my dear mother,
you may be perfectly easy. Lady March-
mont and myself will never be any thing
more than friends, and if the world con-
demn me, let me at least not find ‘a rigid
censer in you.”

Convinced that expo stulax.lon was use-
less, Lady Harold did not again revert to
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the subject in question, and while she
secretly mourned over the change which
had taken place in her darling son, she
publicly affected to disbelieve the reports
which were circulated eoncerning him,
while her pious. and affectionate heart
sought for support and consolation, in
imploriug from the fountain of ‘all good-
ness the restoration of his peace, and the
conviction of his errors.

Some time elapsed witl%out producing
any material incident in the life of Harold,
whose situation became every day more
critical and dangerous. It was not
enough for Lady Marchmont to cngross
exclusively his time and his attentions to
herself, to behold him daily .more and
more estranged fggm those friends who
it was impossible should ever be included
in the number of her own: Even the
destruétion of his pcace, the rnin of his
fame were inferior considerations when
pu.” n comparison with her present views,
which aimed at nothing less than the
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entirc immolation of her devoted victim.
Confiding in her knowledge of his gene-
rous and romantic principles, she secretly
flattered herself, that if once relcased from
her present ties by legal authority, Harold
would consider himself under an obliga-
tion to bestow his hand upon the woinan,
who had (as he supposcd) sacrificed her
honour and the world’s opinion to an
attachment for him.

With this view, Albina sceretly endea-
voured to give as much nctoricty as pos-
sible to Haroid’s intimacy in. St, James’s'
Square; eagerly caught at every pre-
text for inducing him to appear with her
in public, where, by artfylly appropriating
his whole attention to herscll, she suc-
cecded in directing that of every other
person toward him. In private her man-
ners assumed a very diifereni aspect ;
there all was an aflectation of sentiment
and sorrow, a dread of public ce..sure
and a conduct the most guarded anses
parently correct, while tremnl, y
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some unforeseen attachment on the part
of Harold should annihilate her present
hopes and projects, she watched his every
look and action with a jealous and scru-
timizing cye, and artfully sought, by the
power of her charms and fascinations, to
cntangle him in new chains.

But to renew again the guilt and
misery of Lime Grove was repugnant to
every fecling of a heart, which, though
erring, was not abandoned, and the spells
of the enchantress had hitherto been es-
sayed in vain; whether they would have
continued equally powerless during &
longer period was a point which still
remained to be dccided, when an unex-
pected incident gave a new turn to his
fate and feelings. ’

One morning, 1larold accompanied
Lady Marchmont and her party to an
cexhibition of paintings in Pall-Mall, and
after lounging about the rooms for an
hour or two, they proposed returning
home, when, as he was preparing to

VOL. 1L K
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follow the rest of the party, who were
already seated in the carriage, a barouche
suddenly drove up, with three ladies, in
one of whom he immediately recognized
Mrs. Berrington, who, on perceiving him,
drew down her veil, and turned her head
toward the other side from that where he
stood intently gazing upon her. 1lc had
not, however, much time for observation ;
for the voice of Lady Marchmont calling
on him to enter the carriage restored him
to a sense of his situation; but he had
scarcely complied when, by some unskil-
ful manceuvre of the earl’s coachman, as
they passed, the two carxiages got en-
tangled together, and Berrington’s horses
being young and mettled, began kicking
and plunging in a frightful manrer. The
situation of Gabrielle (who on the first
alarm had sunk fainting to the bottom of
the barouche) absorbed every gther idea
in thesmind of Harold, and heedless of
“the shrieks of Lady Marchmont, he sprang
from the carriage, and hastening through
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the crowd whom the accident had drawn
about them, approached the barouche on
the opposite side, at the same time calling
on some of the bye-standers to follow him,
and at the imminent danger of his life at
length succeeded in cutting away the
traces.

The exertions of those around had
by this time secured the infuriated ani-
mals, whose plunging had broken the
front part of the vehicle to atoms, when
trembling with apprehension, Harold ap-
proached Gabrielle, who stiik laid in-
sensible in the carriage, and bore her in
his arms to an adjoining shop, followed by
another gentleman, with the Miss Ber-
ringtons, who had been her cmnpamone
in thls adventure. -

Happily, Mrs. Berrington had sus-
tained no injury but that of terror, which
her delicate frame and weak nerves had
been unable to support, and an applica-
tion of the usual remedics soon restored

K2
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her to recollection ; but, on beholding
Harold, who was bending over her with
looks of acute anxiety, her eyes again
closed, and she sank once more into
the supporting arms of Charlotte Berring-
ton.

The latter, who imagined the emotion
of her sister was occasioned by the re-
membrance of recent danger, endeavoured
to compose her fluttered spirits by as-
surances of safety, mingled with warm
eulogiums on the young nobleman, (for
such she understood Harold to be,) to
whose courage and presence of mind,
they were, she had been assured, chiefly
indebted for their preservation. Gabrielle
at length raised her head from the bosom
of the lovely Charlotte, and after thanking
[Tarold for the services he had rendered
them, in a manner which convinced him
she could ‘have wished to dispense with
the obligation it imposed, added,  that
she would give "his lordship no farther
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trouble, except to order one of her
servants to call a coach, as she was de-
sirous of immediately returning home.”
Inexpressibly hurt by her manner,
Harold complied in silence ; and as he
returned to inform her the, coach was
waiting, the gentleman who had ac-
companicd him into the house, and who
had been to examine the extent of the
damage which ‘was done to Mrs. Ber-
rington’s carriage, again entered; in
whom the latter immediately srecognized
an old friend of her uncle, and with
many expressions of pleasure at the
unexpected rencontre, requested he would
accompany them home. Her servant
now appeared, when Gabrielle coldly
wishing Lord Harold good morning,
offered her hand to the stranger to conduct
her to the coach. Stupified with con-
tending feelings, Harold remained rooted
to the spot where he was standing, till
the soft accents of Charlotte Berrington
recalled his scattered senses, as she again



198 HAROLD THE EXILE.

thanked him for his attentions, and polite-
ness compelled him to escort them to the
ccach, where he beheld Gabrielle leaning
pensively back, her face covered with a
handkerchief, which she did not remove
as Harold approached ; who having seen
her companions safely seated, silently
bowed to the party as he closed the door,
and mechanically took the way back to
Portman-square.

In the present-state of his feclings, it
was a relief to Harold that his mother
was this day engaged to dine out, as it
obviated the necessity for any explanation
of his too apparent disordergand in the
solitary hours that ensued, he had ample
leisure to reflect upon the events of the
morning, which did, indeed, supply—

* Room for meditation even to madness.”

That the distant and ahnost disdainful
~anners of (Fabrielle had been occasioned
by seeing*him in the party of Lady
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Marchmont, he had no doubt, and though
conscious that he had by his reprehen-
sible conduct deservedly rendered himself
amenable to censure, yet to mect a rigid
judge in her, who had, in some measure,
been its primary cause, in her whose
image still retained all its ascendancy over
his heart, inflicted upon that heart a pang
such as it had never before known.

In reflections like these, Harold passed
the dreary hours, till thie sound of the clock
striking ten, reminded him of an appoint-
ment he had made to join an evening
party in St..James’s square, and though
little disposed for company, some apology
he considered was due to Lady March-
mont for his sudden and certainly un-
polite desertion in the’ morning, and he
therefore, though reluctantly, hastened to
fulfil his engagement.

On entering the drawing-room, Harold
remarked an unusual flush upon Albina’s
check, and resentment sparkled in her
eyes, while in reply to his apologies for
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quitting her so abruptly; ‘she sarcastically
exclaimed, “ Oh, my lord, no exciises are
necessary for yieldifig fo the power of ‘an
attraction which it was not in human
nature to have withstood.”

“No doubt, but beauty in distress
possesses irresistible attractions,” replied
Harold ; who, knowing Lady March-
mont was unacquainted with the person
of M¥s. Berrington, flattered himself she
had not discovered for whom he had
deserted her, but in this hope he was
mistaken. The extreme emotion he had
evinced at the first commencement of
the accident, produced an inquiry from
Albina to whom the carriage belonged,
and his desperate exertions for her pre-
servation, the almost agonized anxiety he
testified concerning her, convinced her
ladyship that in the fair stranger she
beheld his long idolized and lamented
Gabrielle. Of the influence still pos-
scssed by this hated and formidable
rival, over the heart and feelings of
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Harold, his present conduct afforded un-
deniable evidence, and burning with
jealousy and resentment, Lady March-
mont was now only. withheld fronf openly
expressing them by the presence of those
around her.

Though secretly provoked at these tacit
indications of a displeasure whose source
he easily divined, Harold sought by every
possible expression of attention to sooth
the indignant feelings of the ineensed
Albina, but they were received with an
appearance of sullen sentiment, and
finding she was not at this moment ac-
cessible to any other resentment, he soon
stole away from the party, and wearied
and desponding retwrned home.

K5
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CHAP. XXVL

Axxious to know if Gabrielle had ex-
perienced any ill effects from the accident
of the preceding day, Harold called the
following morning on Colonel Leslie,
whom he had not seen for some time, and
by whom he was now received with his
dccustomed appearance of cordiality,
while he prevented the intended inquiries
of his young friend, by saying—

“ I have to thank you, my lord, I find,
for the safety, if not the life, of my beloved
niece, whom you rescued yesterday from a
most perilous situation.”

“Mrs, Berrington, I hope,” replied
Harold, “is no worse for the alarm she
then sustained ?”

] trust not;” answered the colonel,
“ though there certainly was much cause
for terror, and I am almost as angry with
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Gabriclle as is her lovely sister Char-

lotte.”
“ KFor what reason, colonel ?” anxiously

asked Lord Harold.

“ For treating you in so ungracious a
manner, as from Charlotte’s account, she
appears to have done. It was unlike
Gabrielle,” continued the colonel more
seriously, ““and I-can only offer one
excuse in her behalf; the conduct of her
husband renders every precaution re-
quisite on her part to avoid even the
suspicion of impropriety, and ihe atten-
tions of a young man of Lord Harold’s
confessed gallantry, might give rise to
dangerous and unjust surmises.”

While the colonel spoke, Harold’s heart
swelled to unbosom its sorrows and its
faults to this incstimable friend, but
honor and delicacy forbade; and as it
was a theme too painful to be dwelt
upon, he affected to laugh it off, and
changed the conversation by inquiring,
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“If the sisters of Berrington were in-
formed who he was ?”

“ Certainly not;” replied the ,ﬁbloncl,
nor shall any precaution be omitted to
keep this knowledge from them. My
own information was rceeived from Ga-
brielle herself.”

“ And has Berrmgton testnﬁed no
curiosity on the subject ?” asked Harold.

“ None; he coolly remarked, that it
was a devilish bold felloy who would
risk his neck in such an adventure. His
chief coneern seems to have been about
the carriage, and, on my soul, I believe
the preservation of his lovely wife was
only a secondary consideration.”

Harold replied by a sigh, and at that
moment a gentleman who had appointed
to see the colonel on business being an-
nounced, he was rising to take his leave,
when the latter prevented him, saying,
] shall only be dctained a few minutes,
and if you will step into the next room
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you will find books or a pen, should you
fecl an inclination to woo the tuneful
Nine.?

“I will wait your leisure, colonel,”
replied Harold, entering the library, when
the first object he beheld was Mrs. Ber-
rington, reading by a table at the further
extremity of the apartment, who, on rais-
ing her eyes at the opening of the door,
recognized him with an half suppressed
exclamation of astonishment. To retreat
was impossible, and Harold, as he ap-
proached her, apologized to Gabrielle for
his intrusion, by abruptly stating the
real cause. Long habituated to self-
command, Mrs. Berrington soon re-
covered from her momentary confusion,
and motioned him to take a seat ; when
the interval of silence which ensued was
passed in a mutual and mournful con-
templation of the ravages produced in the
appearance of each, from the combined
cffects of corporcal and mental suffer-

ing.
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In their hurried interview of the pre-
ceding day, Harold had only an oppor-
tunity for a transicnt obscrvation of Ga-
briclle, and that at a tiine when she was
still overcome by terror and recent in-
disposition ; but he now hcheld in her
atiennated form, in the hectic glow upon
her check, and in her slight, but incessant
cough, sufficient cause to authorize the
apprehensions of her friends; yet still
she was beautiful almost beyond huma-
nity, and while gazing upon her, every
sentiment of Harold’s heart was absorbed
in pity and tcnderness.

To his earnest and respectful inquiries
of “ Whether she had experienced any
ill effects from her yesterday’s alarm ?2”
Gabrielle answered in the negative;
adding, after a moment’s silence, “ I am
told, my. lord, my manners on this oc-
casion were not thought consistent with
the due sense of the obligation your
serviég'has conferred. It probably might
be 80, for I was under the influence of
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many painful and contending emotions.
which are apt to prevent a clear discrimi-
nation of what mode of conduct propriety
cnjoins.  If therefore, my lord, I then ap-
peared to yo'u ungrateful or insensible,
forgive me now. I would not willingly
offend or distress the feelings of one who
has my good wishes for his welfare.”
And, as she spoke, Gabriclle extended
her white emaciated hand to Harold,who,
unable to reply, pressed it to his lips,
while a few drops, wrung by intense feel-
ing from his oppressed heart, fell silently
upon it. .

A long silence succeeded, in which the .
mind of Gabrielle seemed to revelve some
subject of peculiar interest; and, she at
length said, in a low voice and with
downcast eyes, “ There is a , circum-
stance, my lord, on which I have long
been desirous to address you; and I
gladly avail myself of the opportunity
which our present unexpected meeting
affords for this purpose. Iam shortly,”
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she added, ‘ going to leave this country
for Sicily.”

« Sicily !I” groaned Harold, in bitter-
ness of spirit, and unable at this moment
to endure the recollections which the
mention of it awakened.

“Jt is my native air,” resumed Mrs.
Berrington ; “and, in the present indif-
ferent state of my health, my friends are
inclined to believe that I should find its
effects instrumental in its restoration.
They are, perhaps, deceived—but, as I
regard it as a duty to make a trial of
every possible means of recovery, I have
yielded to their wishes, and shall quit
England as soon as Colonel Leslie can
accompany me.”

“ Oh, may the event be propitious !”
exclaimed Harold, fervently. ¢ May
every favouring power attend the hope-
inspired voyage, and crown the expecta-
tions of your anxious friends.”

¢ I thank your lordship, for these good
wishes,” replied Mrs. Berrington, in a
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resume the subject I began: It will,
probably, be a long period ere we meet
again, if indeed we cver méte should do
s0; and I would, therefore, take this op-
portunity of requesting of Lord Harold
the restoration of a portrait, which acci-
dent formerly placed in his possession,
and which, from succeeding events, must
long since have lost its value.”

“ And what motive can prompt so
crucl a request ?” exclaimed Harold, with
much emotion.

** A sense of duty, my lord, which sug-
gests the impropriety of Mr. Berrington’s
wife permitting any other person to pos-
sesseher resemblance. Every sentiment
of honour and delicacy demand its resto-
ration ; nor do I see why your lordship
should desire to retain a memento of feel-
ings and incidents, long since consigned
to oblivion.” :

“ I confess it to be a weakness,” re-
pliecd Harold, in a melancholy accent,
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“ to desire its detention ; yet, how shall
[ summon sufficient resolution to resign
my sole treasure and consolation. Oh,
Gabrielle ! (for 1 cannot address you by
the detested name of Berrington,) did
you but know how dear it is to me—how
many hours of solitary wretchedness [
have beguiled, while gazing on thy swect
rescimblance, you would not thus seek to
deprive me of this feeble image—this all
of Jove and happiness that is now left
me.”

 Forbear, my lord,” exclaimed Ga-
brielle, rcproachfully; ¢ you forget that
you are¢ not now addressing the beaute-
ous and deceitful violator of every thing
sacred and honourable in woman ; but,
one who has a title to your respect.—
Changed as you are, Harold, I would not
willingly suppose you capable of insult-
ing me.” .

Stung by an accusation which he so
little merited, Harold was half inclined
to leave her in this erroneous opinion ;
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but the altered appearance of Gabrielle—
the idea" that they might never more
meet, softened his heart, and he hastily
replied, ¢ Isee, too well, Gabrielle, that
vou distrust my intentions—that you be-
lieve mny pripciplés totally depraved. Yet,
low as he is sunk in your opinion, Harold
is not cuite the villain you suspect. The
form of her who awoke his first sigh is
not to be approached with an unhallowed
thought ; and, in those solitary moments,
when her dear resemblance has been his
only comfort, he has gazed on it, as the
trembling and despairing wretch would
aaze on the cclestial vision, which is sent
to speak peace to his departing spirit.
Oh, then, no more reproach me with
what is past. Lven angels are suscepti=
ble of pity, and did you know all, my
Gabrielle, you would pardon and com-
passionate»thc unhappy Harold.”

« Most sincerely, my lord,” replied
Mrs. Berrington, “ do I pardon every
effect of your crrors, which raay have ex-
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tended to me ; and, from my soul, do |
lament that an infatuation so fatal and
destructive should have thus misled a
noble nature. Yet, oh, Harold, why not
renounce it? Why persist in the error
which has undone you?”

Harold was silent—for the language
and manners of Gabrielle convinced him
that she believed him entirely devoted to
a criminal attachment for Lady March-
mont.

One word would have been sufficient
to cxonerate him from this charge, but
his soul disdained the meanness of ac-
cusing the woman, who he believed,
but for him, had never deviated from the
path of virtue; aid the sentence that
hovered on his lips was lost in the sigh
which accompanied its suppression. It
was almost. involuntarily echoed by Ga-
brielle, who fixed her eyes up@ﬁ him with
a glance so sad, so expressive of heart-
felt regret, that, completely subdued by
its touching influence, Harold could
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have knelt to hf:r, as to some being of a
higher splere, nourning over the (railties
and suflerings of humanity. A momen-
tary silence succeeded—when, as if se-
cretly distrusting her own fortitude,
Gabriclle, in a hurried manner and tre-
mulous voice, again repeated her former
request to Harold, who, for an instant,
scemed to hesitate in his reply. Then,
hastily approaching her, he exclaimed,
with extreme emotion— Gabrielle, you
are obeyed. Here is the portrait—and
never, oh, never may you experience the
pang which now rends it, as I thus tear
your cherished resemblance from my
heart !” L

As he ceased speaking, Lord Harold
drew out the miriature, which was sus-
pended to a black ribbon round hisneck,
and, afler gazing upon it for a few mi-
nutes, with an expression of mingled
tenderness and despair, he placed it in
the trembling L:and of Gabrielle, exclaim-
ing, ‘“ Thou sweet and precious pledge
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of love and innocence, farewell! In all
his wanderings, in ali his sufferings, thou
hast never been relinquished; and, in
resigning thee now, larold no longer re-
tains even a vestige of the happiness he
has lost."”

At this moment approaching footsteps
were heard ; and Mrs. Berringten had
scarcely time to cousign the portrait to
her bosom, when Colonel Leslie entered,
who apolagized to Harold for detaining
him so long. “ But I perceive,” he
added, “ you have not been destitute of
a companion.”

“1 found Mrs. Berrington here,” re-
plied Harold, making a violent effort to
appear composed, ‘¢ who ims kindly fa-
voured me with her company while 1
wailed your return.”

“ To confess the truth, my dear uncle,”
said Gabyiclie, ¢ I came with an intention
of having a long tete-d-iéte with you this
morning ; but my time is now expired,
for I am engaged to go with Amelia and
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Charlotte to the Panorama, and T know
not wvhese beside.  In the evening, how-
ever, I siall be at home.”

“ At seven, then, I will be with you,”
answered the colonel.  And now, my
lord, will you accompany me in a ride ?”

Iarold consented ; and Mrs. Berring-
ton’s carriage being announced, politeness

“obliged him to attend her to it. Not a
word was spoken in crossing the hall ;
but, as Harold assisted her in, he fer-
vently pressed the hand he held, and, in a
low voice, pronounced—¢ Farewell I

Gabrielle replied not, but she put her
handkerchicf to her face; and, as she
threw herself upon the seat, a stifled sob
caught the ear of Flarold, who, impressed
with the idca of a final adicu, continued
for some moments to gaze on the receding
carringe with the most poignant emotions,
till a suddén turn remcved it from his
view, when he went back, slowly and de-
jectedly, to fulfil his engagement with
Colonel Leslic.
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The horses were not yet arrived ; and,
while they stocd at a window waiting
for them, the colonel asked Harold “ whe-
ther his niece had made lamende hono-
rable, for her ungracious manners, the
preceding day ?” ’

* Mrs. Berrington,” he replied, ¢ dis-
tressed me by some apologies, which
were totally unnecessary ; but our con-
versation turned principally on her in-
tended voyage to Sicily, in which you, I
hear, colonel, are to be her companion.”

“ Great hopes are entertained of its
proving efficacious in her recovery,” said
Colonel Leslic ; ¢ and I could not bear
to be separated from her under such cir-
cumstances.”

¢« Mr. Berrington, of course, accompa-
nies her ?”

“ No :—he did not absolutely decline
going, but he started so many difficulties
when the subject was mentioned, that 1
would net urge him farther ; particularly
as Gabrielle expressed no desire for his
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attendance. Myself and Charlotte are to
be her companions, and Amelia will take
charge of her brother’s house during her
absence.”

The horses being now announced, the
gentlemen proceeded on their intended
ride, which lasted for several hours ; dur-
ing which timc the conversation turned
on other subjects, and they parted, witha
mutual promise of again meeting, before
Colonel Lieslie quitted town.

VO, 1L
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CHAP."XXVIL

: JFor some days dfter his unexpected
intéerview with Gabrielle, -Harold conti-
nued to absent himsclf from St.James's
Square; and, burning “with™ rage and
jealousy for a desertion, which she im-
puted to the influenee of her unconscious
rival, Lady Marcbzmont eagerly waited
an opportunity of venting these malig-
nant passions upon ,Harold *whose in-
-creasing coolness and indifference to her
attraetions had, for some time past, cx-
cited her secret displeasure.

. This opportunity soon occurred ; and
t.he storm, which, upon his entrance, he
perceived lowering on her ‘brow, burst
forth in a torrent of tears and reproaches,
to which Harold listened with mute
astonishment ; and, when an interval of
silence occurred, he gently ventured to
remind her ladyship, ¢ that the visits, of
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whose discontinuance she now complain-
ed, were entircly veluntary. That his
friends had lately accused him of devoting
to her his time and attentions, to the
negloct of his other connexions ; ‘and that
various in@'&pensable engagements had
been the occaswn of his late absence from
St. James's Square

“ No doubt, my lord,” replied the in-
censed Albina, “ you have been much
and pleasantly cnguged since last we
met—but, do you really think, Harold, I
am to bs thus easily deceived’as to the
motives of your present conduct ? No :
we must look for the cause of this sudden
change, not in the representati$irs of your
friends, not in the hurry of mﬁspcnmule
engagements, but in the natdral incon-
stancy of man, which makes you despise
and neglect the woman, whoj ia sacri-
ficing: herself to her affection, bas added
another to the long list of t@*"s&tms of
seduction and perfidy.”

. Indignation flashed in the dark and

L2
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eloquent eyes of Harold, while Albina
thus addressed him; but, he repressed
the reproaches which were rising to his
lips, and listened, in silent resentment,
to her upbraidings of a conduct of which
she had herself been the instigator. The
natural violence of her disposition, which
a practised softness of manners had
hitherto concealed from his observation,
now displayed itself to Harold in the
most bitter and unjust reproaches; and
he sighed at the idea of having, by one
fatal transgression, subjected himself to
the temper of a- woman, ‘whose resent-
ment he believed would be no less ardent
than her attachments.

Conscious, however, of the high de-
gree of criminality to be imputed to his
past conduct, and touched with commi-
seration for those feelings of slighted
tenderness, which he sighed to perceive
had a considerable share in exciting the
present angry emotions of Lady March-
wmont, Harold heard her with patient for-
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bearance ; and, when a momentary pause
gave him an opportuiity of speaking, he
replied, in an accent of gentleness—* I
am well aware, Lady Marchmont, of
the original cause of this ill-judged and
unjust resentment, which I had hoped
would, ere this, have been totally forgot-
ten. I again declare, that nothing could
be farther from my thoughts than any
intention of oﬂ'endmg or slighting you,
by a conduct which humanity would have
dictated to the rudest and most uncivi-
lized of mankind. I knew you ere in
no danger, while that of the other party
was apparent and extreme ; and, had it
becn the merest stranger in the world—
had it been cven an enemy, in such cir-
cumstances, I should have acted as I then
did. Of your right to assume a control
over my actions, 1 will not enter into any
discusision, but I candidly confess it is:
an aathority to which 1 am by no means
disposed to submit. Alas ! I have alicady
suffered too severely for once yielding my



293 HAROLD THE EXILE.

feason and conduct to the influence of
another.”

Gentle as was this reproach, it served
still further to cxasperate Albina; and,
shocked and disgusted at aquio!ence and
acrimony of temper, of whi#h, till now,
he had never suspected the cxistence,
Harold took up his bat, and coolly wish-
ing her ladyship a good morning, -hastily
retreated from the house. On arriving
at home, he was nidt by Colonel Leslie,
who was to leave town the following day,
and, in the long conversation which en-
stied between them, Harold gathered
enough to convince him that it really was
Gabrielle herself, who, at the masquerade
at Lime Gtove, had breathed the warn-
ing strain which still seemed to vibrate
in his ears, and which, had he attended
to its:friendly admonitions, might have
saved hith from the subsequent guilt and
misery in which he was involved. Décply
affected by this unéquivocal proof of the

‘intétest she atill felt in‘his fate, he could
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with diflicalty conceal his emotions from
the observation of the colonel ; and, as
mewory retraced the tearful eye, the sup-
pressed tenderness of Gabrielle’s man-
ner, at their last interview, his desolate
and desponding heart expanded to the
soothing idea, that he was not totally
despised—not quite disregarded Dy this
secret idol of is affections.

At parting, Colonel Leslic promised
Harold a frequent and minute account of
his proceedings ; and, as he quitted the
room, cordially wrung his hand, saying,
‘“ Heaven bless you, my dear fellow—and
don’t be offended at the farevg'cll advice
of a friend—to go as little as you can to
St. James’s Square. You ate not the
first, to my knowledge, who thave been
deluded by this syren in angel’s form H
and your youth and inexperience lcd wou
easily into her spares—but delay not, as
soon s possible, to detach yourself'from
an intimacy which your best frlen&s con-
demn, and which cannot fail to_injure
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you in the eyes of the world. Once more
adieu, a.nd excuse what I have now been
saying.”

Harold, unable to reply, pressed the
hand of the colonel, in token of forgive-
ness, and farewell ; and as the latter dis-
appeared from his view, he felt as if he
had parted from Gabrielle again.

The expression which his friend had
dropped respecting Lady Marchmont
dwelt much upon his mind; and the more
he reflected upon the character of Colonel
Leslie, his strict and undeviating veracity,
and his well known candour and for-
bearance to others, the more fully was he
convinced of something having occurred
in the conduct of Albina which justified
the assertion. His mother in the account
she formerly gave him-might have been
influenged by prejudice, but no such sus-
picion ¢ould ‘be attached to the colonel;
and as the drownmg wretch will grasp at
straws,so Haroldeagerlycaughtat the hope
of his having been deceived in the cha-
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racter of Lady Marchmont, that the load
of guilt which now weighed so heavily
upon his heart, was not darkened to a
deeper dye by her actual seduction.
Worlds would he have considered as
well exchanged for such a conviction,
and under“the imipression which the
colonel’s language had produced, he de-
termined to watch Albina with the most
scrutinizing attention.

The latter, who was scriously alarmed,
lest the late display of her violent and
uncontrolable passions should have the
effect of entirely driving Harold from her,
unfeignedly regretted a conduct which
menaced the total destruction of all her
deep laid plans ; and when he again made
his appearance in St. James’s Square, our
hero was received by Lady Marchmont
with the most graceful and flattering
testimonies of pleasure, and nothing was
omitted which might efface the impression
of a conduct which she artfully imputed

LS
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to an excess of sensibility and tender-
ness. R
. But the veil which had hitherto ob-
scured Harold’s sight, was now removed.
In the review of past events, which the
suggestions of Colonel Leslie had induced
him to take, many things occurred to his
recollection, which wore an appearance of
design and premeditation on the part of
Albina ; and no longer blinded by infa-
tuation and the spells of an enchantress,
he began to feel distrustful of the motives
which now influenced her, and though
he affected to be convinced and satisfied
by her present excuses and arguments, it
was only with a view of removing any
restraint which the suspicion of his being
undeceived might have forced her to lay
upon her future conduct, which must
entirely frustrate the scrutmv ke now pro-
Posed:

In pursuangg.of this dcs1gn, Harold
now begagycare ully to study the real cha-
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racter of one whom he had as yet only
beheld through the duzzling veil which her
charms and fascinations had thrown
around her : and no longer misled by their
bewitching influence, those dark traits
in her disposition and temper, which had
hitherto eluded his ‘notice, now presented
themselves in their real colours to his
dismayed and astonished observation.
An assumed character, however artfully
maintained, will, at times, betray itself
through every disguise ; and, notwith-
standing the attempts of Albina to appear
gnarded and consistent in all hér actions,
he saw much levity, much indiscretion
in her geneml behaviour, but nothing
could be discerned on whu,h to found
any accusation of particular miseonduct—
and Harold still doubted and trembled.
In confornity, however, with the advice
of his revered friend, he gradually became
less frequent in his visf§ in St. James's
Square, and avoided, as much as:pos-
sible, appearing in public in the party of
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Lady Marchmont;, who, fearful of alienat-
ing still further the object of a daily in-
creasing passion, smothered the expres-
sion of her resentment, and with a heart
burning with jealousy and anger, affected
the utmost indifference and unconcern.
Time in the mean while proceeded with

sure, though lingering pace, and letters
were received from Colonel Leslie, ‘con-
taining the intelligence of their safe ar-
rival in Sicily, and- of their being finally
settled in the vicinity of the Villa di
Maring, in a cottage which Harold well
remembered to. have frequently admired
for its beauty aud picturcsque situation.
““Gabrielle,” added the colonel, ¢ testi-
fied an, wnconquerable repugn;nce to
visiting the Villa, and had uniformly de-
clived going thither, though -she had
several times been as far as the cemetery
where ‘the remains of her parents lay
interred. We. &fbn,” continued Colonel
Leslie, in another part of his letter, ¢ hear
of Lord Harold in this neighbourhood,
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where his benevolencé and affability have
left indelible traces upon the minds of
those that knew him, and L’I/{ustrissimo
Signore Inglese is never mentioned but
imterms of gratitude and respect.”

The account given'in‘this epistle of the
health of Gabrielle was not calculated to
a]la}; the fears of her anxious friends,
sincethey candidly acknowledged that the
symptoms of her disorder had not as yet
undergone any material alteration ; “ but
I still,” continued the colonel, ¢ anticipate
much bencfit from a delicious, climate
and salubrious air, as well as from the
youth and maturally goed constitution of
Gabrielle, who suffers with the ‘patience
of. a smartyr.-and the resignation of a
saifit.” - !

Harold ‘sighed over an account which
depressed even his sanguine hopes; yet
still he tenaciously clung to the belief of
her final resteration ; fafithough an un-
fortunate combination of circumstances
had torn two hearts asunder, which were
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formed by nature for eachother, he could
not support with calmness the idea of
Gabrielle being thus prematurely lost to
a world, which her charms and virtues
were alike calculated to embellish and
improve.

The summer had now attained its
meridian, and Harold, who perceived
his mother secretly pining for the country,
proposed their removal to Llanivar, alleg-
ing, as his motive for this choice, the
present residence of Berrington near
Dolvellyvn, and the reluctance he felt to
incur any chance of meeting him under
the influence of his existing feelings.

Fondly attached to the belovcd abode
of so many happy ycars, Lady Harold
gladly acquiesced in the wishes of hex
son to revisit Wales, and, after several
ineffectual attempts “had been made on
the part of ‘Lady Marchmont to detain
him in town, tf)ey bade a-willing adieu
to the smoke and dyst of the metropohs
for the invigorating breezes and pure
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atmosphere of ¢ Cambria’s mountains
wild.” Ilere removed from the engulph-
ing vortex of dissipation, and the conta-
gious influence of example and fashion,
the versatile and sensitive Harold became
again what Nature bad originally formed
him—the child of genius and of sentiment,
whose vivid imagination was alive to
cvery thing grand and beautiful in crea-
tion, or in fancy, and whose heart re-
sponded only to the sweetest and most
ennobling sensations. Restored to soli-
tude and to himself, he looked back to the
last few months as to the recollection of
a feverish and distressing dréam, from
which he was but recemtly ajvakened,
and he experienced a species otiwmder
at the remembrance of his own delusion.
The sweet tranquillity of nature, and the
quiet seclusion of his present situation,
seemed to communicate a corresponding
tone to his mind, and hig cxhausted feel-
ings sank into a calm Which might be
termed comparative happiness to "him
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whose existence had lately been passed-
only in storms. But one was now im-
pending which fell more heavily upon
Harold than any he had yet encountered.

Its approach was foretold by a letter
from Colonel .Leslie, written under the
cvident pressure of the most afflicting
feelings, containing the dreadful informa-
tion of all hope of Gabrielle’s recovery
being annihilated. She was in the laststage
of a decline, to which neither medicine
nor climate could afford any relief, and
whose progress had been so gradual that
those about her were only recently con-
vinced of what she had herself been long
sensible, the inutility of all human skill to
prolong her existence., ““Her medical
attendants,” continued the colonel, “are
of opinion that a return to England wbuld
only ‘accelctate her fite, and she has her-
self expressed a wish to continue where
she now is during the period that may
still remain of her sojourn in this world.
To my proposal of ‘#ending for her hus-
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band, she objected, saying, ¢that his
presence could not impart any additional
comfort to the last hours of her existence,
and he would, probably, but little relish a
scene which was not calculated for one
of his gay and volatile turn. I have,’ she
added, ‘written a letter to be given to
him after my decease, which will answer
every purpose of farewell and admonition,
and which may have greater Wweight,
perhaps, from its being presented under
such circumstances.’—Since this declara-
tion of her sentiments,” resumed the
colonel, “I have ceased to urgea subject
which evidently distresses her; for I am
unwilling to disturb for & moment the
heavenly tranquillity of Gabriclle’s mind,
so forcibly contrasting with the restless
and agonized feclings, of her despairing
friends.” '

From the moment he had jperused this
letter, Harold's resolution was taken, and
hastily repairing to his motler’s apart-
ment, he presented her with the open
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paper, exclaiming, “Gabrielle is dying!
and I must set off without delay. —Do
1ot attempt t oppose me,” he added,
perceiving Lady Iarold about to speak :
“I will see her again, though all the
powers of Heaven and earth were com-
bined against my design! Again hold
hier to my heart, though the next moment
saw me laid breathless at her feet! You
weep, *my mother’—he continued, on
beholding the tears of Lady ilarold fall
tast on the epistle she was reading, “I
am now convinced yoy pity me—that you
will not oppose my wishes.” :
“Far be it from me, Augustus,” she
replied, “to deprive you of even the
smallest consolation under your present
affliction. Irom my soul 1 do pity you,
and lament the uhtimcly fate of this sweet
young crealure, against whom [ con-
ceived a‘has,‘ty, perhaps an unjust resent-
ment for an”error she has cxpiated with
herlife. Oh! Harold, assure her of my
perfect reconciliation, of my regret,
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my—" tears impeded her utterance, and
Harold, whose feelings were wrought up
tb a degree of intenseness that forbade
such an indulgence, gazed with envy on
the drops which seemed to. relieve her
oppressed heart. When she had again
recovered the faculty of speech, Lady
Harold conjured him to be carcful of his
health, and to moderate a sensibility
which could not benefit Gabrielle, and
might be attended with fatal conse-
quences to himself.  Harold assured his
mother of an adherence to her injunctiens,
and cxtorted from her a promiée not to
reveal to any person the occasion or des-
tination of his journey, which ilis impa-
tience would not Buffer him to delay a
moment longer than was .reguired to
make a few necessary preparatigns.
An-hour or two sufficed for this pur-
pose; and after a tender and%rrowful
farewell of his affectionate and sympa-
thizing parent, Harold commenced his
melancholy journey, without any attend-
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ant, as he was determined to leave no
clue which might lead to a discovery of
his present intentions. Trembling lest
the hand of death should snatch his victim
ere he could again behold her, Harold
scarcely allowed bimself an interval of
rest or refreshment till he reached Fal-
mouth, where, happily for his impatience,
he found a vessel under orders for the
Mediterranean, which was to sail the
following day, when, having secured a
passago, extreme exhaustion compelled
him to seek a short rcpose to recruit his
wearied frame, and procure a temporary
relief to his harassed spirits. At an early
hour he was summoned to go on hoard
the vesgel, which .was_shortly afterwards
under weigh, and before noon, the white
cliffs of Britain once more disappeared
from his yiew T

The recollections which revived in his
mind of a similar departure, under cir-
cumstances of a very different nature’
from the present, did not tend to exhili-
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rate the already depressed spirits of Lord
Harold, and the farther he advanced on
his voyage, the- more oppressive his sen-
sations became; but when the vessel
entered the port of Messina, the remem-
brances which were recalled by the scene
itself, and by a view of the surrounding
objects, quite overcame his fortitude, and
hastily retreating ihto the cabin, he suf-
fered the tears of long suppressed feeling
to drop unheeded into the waves below,
as he leant pensively from the narrow
window, absorbed in the painfal reflec-
tions to which these remembrances had
given birth.

After staying a, few hours3 only at
Messina, Harold proceeded forward to
the Villa di Marino, where, having taken
up his quditers at the village inn, by
whose inmates he was immediately re--
cognized with surprise and pleasure, he
dispatched a boy to the cottage where
Gabrielle resided, with a message to Co-
lonel Leslie, informing him that a gentle-
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man froin England r'efitiested to scc him
on business of 1mportance, and was then
waltmg at the inn.

* The lad, who had received a strict in-
Junctlon not te say from whom he came,
was faithful to the orders which were
given him, and, equally surprised ‘and
alarmed, the colonel fepaired to the place
appointed, where his emoticns were not
‘much decreased by the sight of Hergld,
whose dppeatance was but too indicative
of mental disorder—and an involuntary
exclamation of “Good Cod! my lord,
what "brings vou hither ?” escaped bis
Tips as he eatered—“i:re I answer that
{uestion, my dear "éolonel,” fultered Ha-
fold, “iell' me if Gubrneﬂé‘ stﬂl lives ? —
i ﬁm‘e is dy Hope®“Axi | expreision of
the deepest anguféh Werspﬂ'ad' the fea-
tures of the colonel, =~

¥t She still "ﬁ’ves," L sw"éred T hut
a few gveeks, perhaps a fow days, s, must
terminate, thus premsturely, an existence
%o precious-to those” that Yove hker—an
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existence which has so'long been the sole
blessing of mine.”

An involuntary burst of sorrow con-
cluded these words, and it was some
time beforc he could repeat to Harold his
former question of “ What had brought
him to Sicily ?”

“] came,” he replied, after a moment-~
ary silence, and with the desperate calm-
ness of despair, “to catch the last sigh
of her I love-wof her, whose image,
amidst all its wanderings, has never been
absent from my heart.”

““ What inean you, my lord ?” &ked the
colonel, his countenance assuming an air
of severity—:‘ What constructiog§ mustI
give to language so unworthy of yourself,
so derogatory. to the now almos§ sainted
being you.profess to value ?”

“ Condemn me not unheard, 1sbeseech
you, colonel,” exclaimed Mazold, implor-
ingly—*There is a.long andmelaneholy
tale, if you. will-vouehsafe me. yqu}!atten—
tion, .which must copvipce. you. bow
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greatly I have: been wronged—wronged
by the man I trusted—by the woman
who had pledged to me her virgin vows
of tenderness and truth. - The past can-
not riow bé¢ recalled ; but when you know
all, you will, I hope, be inclined to ex-
. onérate me from your present suspi-
ciops.” =~ .

The ocolonel signified to Harold his
readiness to hear any explanation he de-
sired ; and the latter accordingly entered
-upoi-a brief but comprehensive detail of
those events irrhis past life connected with
his attachment to-Gabrielle, from its first
commencement to the present hour.  Of
Lady Msrchmont; he said no more - than
'was neetgsary to jastify himeelf from a
charge - of deliberate weduetion ; and to
Colonel Leslie, who was well acquainted
with -Albina’s character from the report
of one, who; like Harold, had heen the

im of her sorceries, the little he said
was mdpe’ than sufficient to canvince him
that bis young friend was not the most
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culpable person in this affair. The
simple “and unvarnished tale” of the
latter affected him greatly, and when he
had ceased speaking, the colonel extended
his hand, saying, ¢ Forgive my hastiness,
dear Harold, and believe me when I
assure you that I sincerely sympathize
in a fate which was apparently so little
deserved. © Yet surely some art must
have been resorted to—some .treachery
employed to produce a conduct o incon-
sistent with the character of. Gabnelle
Montgomery.”

] have sometimes been mchnej tothink
so myself, and though now unawpiling, as
far as my happiness is concerned}tt would
afford me a melancholy satlsfmtmm
know I was not sacrificed to oaince and
inconstancy." :

“You shall be satnsﬁed then,«»my
lord,” replied Colonel Leslie; . for well
am I convineed, that Gahrielle does -not
deserve condemnation. She was)'] fear,

YoL. I . . M. - g .
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herself decelved by the vnllam who im-
posed on you.”

““Shall I, then,” exclaimed Harold,
“be permitted to behold her again ?”

 Assuredly, my lord.  Sanctioned by
my presence no impropriety can exist,
and woe to that man who shall venture to
sport with the fame of my angel.”

“ But may not Miss Berrington—"" said
Harold, hesitatingly.

“Do not be uneasy about Charlotte,”
replied the colonel : “She is next to my
Gabrielle the best of human beings, and
too tenderly attached to her sister to jus-
tify your apprehensions.  Did you know
her as well as I do, you would grieve to
have entertained any.”

Harold, with tears of gratitude, thanked
the colonel for his kindness, and the lat-
ter shortly afterwards departed with a
promise of informing his friend as suon
as he had prepared Gabmelle for an inter-
view. - : e 3
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CHAP. XXVIIL.

Earry the following evening Harold
received a note from Colonel Leslie in
these words :—

“T have acquainted Gabrielle, my dear
Harold, with your arrival, who appeared
I thought gratified by the intelligence, and
as she declares herself quite equal to the
eflort we shall expect your return with the
bearer of this. Ihave only to intreat you
will exert your fortitude in the approach-
ing interview, and endeavour te control”
those feelmgs you cafinot entirely¥epress.
Alas! it is the daily and hourly tdsk of -

Your sincere frtend,
. besLg.”

Accompamed by his - little cosductor,

.a peasant girl, whoresided in the vicinity
of the cottage, Harold immediately set
out for th® rustic abode of Gabrielle,”
which was situated at an equal distance

M2
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between the Villa di Marino and the
village inn.  During their short walk, he
endeavoured to collect sufficient fortitude
for the trial that awaited him ; but every
step which bore him nearer Gabrielle
served to increase his agitation, and when

"he reached the gate leading from the
road to a smalllawn in front of the house,
he was compelled to lean against it for
support.

Colonel Leslie, who had observed his
approach, came out to meet him, and
remarking his pallid looks, and the uni-
versal tremor of his frame, offered him
his arm, and as they procceded towards
the cottage, he agafn earncstly conjured
him not to suffer his fortitude "to desert
him in a moment when it was so much
required.

" "Hérold promised to be composed ; but,
as they entered the little vestibule, the
. pulsatlon of his heart became so violent
as almost to impede resplratm#', and the
colonel, who dreaded the effect his ap-
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pearance might-have upon Gabriclle, in
his present state of agitation, insisted on
his sitting down for a few moments,while
he hastened to procure him some restora-
tive. Harold complied, for he was over-
come as much by exhaustion as from ex-
cess of feeling, having scarcely taken any
refreshment for the last four and twenty
hours. The wine he was now obliged,
by Colonel Leslie, to swallow, proved
efficacious in reviving his corporeal and
mental powers; when the latter, as soon
as he saw him somewhat restored silently
motioned him to approach, an’d on his
softly unclosing a door at the other side
of the vcmbule, Harold beheld Gabrielle
reclining on a sofa at the extre ity of a
small but clegant apartment, her ywhole
attention apparently absorbed & m a book
she was reading.

Noue of the usual i msngma of swkness
or of dcath surrounded their lovely and
devoted.victim. A profusion of living
flowers decorated the room,. in which
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(not far from the couch where she lay,)
.stood her harp, as if she had but recently
awakencd its melodious sounds; nor
were her favourite authors banished from
her boudoir, where every object wore an
~ air of cheerfulness, very different from
the gloom and melancholy that usually
distinguigh the apartment of an invalid.

Not less pleasing and touchmg was
the appearance of Gabriclle herself, whose
dress, though destitute of ornament, was
arranged with her accustomed simple
elegance, and there was in the tout en-
semble of her person a kind of unearthly
beauty, the natural consequence of her
peculiar disease, which those who have
witnessed can alone imagine.

Harold approached, unable to speak ;
and, .sinking on one knee beside her,
clasped to his heart the hand she extend-
ed towards him, as he. entered and
bathed it with tears; \yhen, apparently
distiwed by his emotion, Gabrielle gently
demgpnded the cause.
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¥¢ Oh, wherefore can you ask me,” he
replicd, ¢ when I behold you thus, like
some celestial being, hovering &h the
confines only of that world, from which
you are preparing to take a final flight.”

“ And why, Harold,” exclaimed Ga-
brielle, a celestial smile irradiating her
pale, yet charming features, * should
that affect you thus? 'We are not wont

“to commiserate the wayfaring and wea-
ried traveller at the moment when he is
approaching the haven of refreshment
and repose. I am that worn and wearied
wanderer through a cheerless‘and toil-
some journey, yet you would cruelly

"desire to detain mé€ from a home of per-
manent and everlasting rest.”

“ I know,” answered Harold, endea-
vouring to speak composedly, ¢ that itis
for ourselves only we must lament—but
then, so young, so lovely a vietim—"

His voice again failed him ; and Ga-
brielle seeing how much he was affected,
endeavoured to divert his attention to a
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less painful subject; while she pointed
out to his observation the lovely prospect
from the windows of the apartment,which
descending to the floor, and breathing
fragrance from the flowers that entwined
them, commanded an extensive view of
the intervening valley, and the blue and
distant waters of the Mediterranean sea.

¢« This apartment,” continued Ga.
brielle, ¢ has always been my favourite,
since I first came hither, and, with an
adjoining bed-chamber, was fitted up
for my reception. Here Ilive, surrounded
by my friends, my books, my flowers—
continually gratified by a view of nature,
in her loveliest forms, and anticipating
still brighter scenes awaiting me in those
regions whither I am now. - hastening.
Thus ‘circumstanced, I had one thing
only ‘to implore of heaven. My wish is
accomplished;” and the glance of her
dark and eloquent eye tacitly revealed to
Harold what that wish had been.

« Oh, Gubrielle,” he involuntarily ex-
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claimed, “ and couldst thou, almost a
spirit in bliss, deign to vouchsafe a wish,
of which the erring and miserable Harold
was the object ?  Oh, say but that-again,
and I will for ever bless you.”

A momentary agitation disturbed the
calm serenity of Gabrielle’s featuxes,while
he thus addressed her, and the hectic of
an instant crossed her cheek, but it was
quickly gone, and she replied, in a firm
accent, and with an air which seemed
impressed with more than mortal dignity
—¢ Harold, this is not a time for dissi-
mulation. Human ties extend not be-
yond the grave, and to me, they must
shortly be for ever dissolved: but there
is a happier world, where those &hat love
may hope to be reynited ; and .it. would
sweeten my last moments counld ,l indulge
the fond belief of mecting Harold there.”

She paused—but he was unable to re-
ply; and, after a moment’s silence, Ga-
brielle again resumed.  “ I repeat, that I
have wished for, have earnestly suppli-

Mo
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cated to behold you once more, in the
fond, perhaps the vain hope of being still
able to detach you from a criminal incli-
nation, which has finally separated us in
this world, and may, I fear, for ever di-
vide us in another. Oh, Harold, let me
not implore in vain. Itisthe dying voice
of her you once loved with a pure and
virtuous passion. Of her, whose: heart
her love for you has hroken ; which con~
jures you not to be your own destroyer—
to fly from the fatal, fatal mcature who
has undone us both.” ,

“ Alinighty Powers !” exclaimed Ha-
rold, in a tone of inexpressible anguish,
“ what docs this language mean ¢ What
criminal inclination separated us ? What
lingering affection for the rejected Ha-
reld had power to touch the heart of the
willing wife of Mr. Berriggton ?”

“ Never had Gabriclle,”. she replied,
““ become that miscrable wife, if a guilty
and dishonourable .connection had not,

"7
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nied them to the opera on the evening in
question, and afterwards supped at their
house, where a moment of purposely con-
trived inebriety placed ¢kem in their true
light, and shame, aided by his sinister
representations, prevented any explanation
of a circumstance which probably laid the
first foundation for the success of his in-
famous designs. But, pardon me, dearest
Gabrielle, for thus interrupting your
recital, and let me beseech you to pro-
ceed.” '

We are already informed of the events
which took place previous to Harold’s
departure from England, and it only now
remains to account for those which oc-
curred during his absence from that
country. After mtroducmg his deluded
and unsuspecting friend, to ene of the
most seducing mangerous of her sex,
Berrington became his first accuser.
The well knewn character of Lady March-
mont, Harold’s supposed silence and ne-
glect, and the reports of some Sicilian
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correspondents to whom Berrington had
pretended to confide the secret of his
own invention, all tended to confirm Ga-
brielle in her fatal error.

The return of the latter to England
unaccompanied by his friend, without one
token of remembrance or regret from
Harold, (for it is scarcely neccssary to
say his letfer to Gabrielle was never
delivered,) was the finishing mancuvre
in this well executed scheme of art and
deception, and its result was the two
epistles which it will be remembered were
addressed by Miss Montgomery to Lord
Harold and his mother, and which has-
tened the departure of the former from
Sicily.

Berrington, in the mean time, was a
constant visitor in Harley Street, where
he always met with the ‘most friendly and
flattering reception. The society of one
who so greatly possessed her confidence,
soon became necessary to the comfort of
Gabrielle, yhose desolate heart sighed
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for support and-consolation. Berrington
saw the advantage he had obtained, and
gradually assumed a more impassioned
language. It did not scem to offend, and
he was emboldened to speak in still
plainer terms, and to plead a long che-
rished and long concealed affection,
which nothing but existing circumstances,
he said, should ever have induced him to
reveal, and which, il she desired it,
should be still confined to his own breast,
however destructive it might eventually
prove to his happiness, and pedlaps to
his existence.

The suit thus artfully urgeﬂ, was
neither entirely encouraged nor actually
rejected by the deluded Gabrielle. The
peace of a man who had testified such a
lively interest in her welfare, could not
be totally indifferent, and the anguish she
had herself endured from disappointed
affection, rendered her more reluctant to
inflict those pangs upon another.

While in this state of fluctuating
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emotions, a repoit reached her of Harold’s
expected return, accompanied (as she
was informed, ) by Lord and Lady March-
mont ; distrustful of her own resolution,
should she again behold him apparently
contrite, and seeking her forgiveness for
the past, yet dreading still more the eflfects
which a contrary conduct would produce
upon her mind ; actuated alike by wounded
pride and disappointed tenderness, and
indignant at his supposed neglect, the
heart of Gabrielle became a chaos of con-
tending passions, of which the wily Ber-
rington failed not to take advantage, art-
fully urging his own fervent and disin-
terested affection, at the same time that
he represented the conduct of Harold in
the most odious and degrading light.
The effect of his arguments was but
too successful. Assailed at once by pity
and resentment, the wavering resolution
of Gribrielle could not sustain the conflict,
and Berrington availed himself of a pro-
pitious moment of mingled softness and
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indignation, to wring {rom her a reluctant
consent to a precxpntatc and inauspicious
union.

When (xabrlelle L proceeded thus
far in her narratlvc, she was obliged
to pause, overcome by the various.emo-
tions which pressed upon her recol-
lection, and tears excited by sad and
unavailing remembrance, chased each
other down her cheeks; hastily she
wiped them away, and resumed, as fol-
lows—

“It was not long after my unfortunate
marriage, before Berrington threw aside
the mask of virtue and tenderness, which
he had assmued, and his real character
stood displayed in its true colours to my
dismayed and shuddering imagination.
Oh, Harold, could you but know the mi-
sery of hat bitter moment, you would con-
fess that it amply revenged yau for all your
wrongs. In relinquishing, from a sense
of principle, the only man I ever loved, 1
had resigned my best hopes of happiness,
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but I still anticipated a tender fricnd and
endearing companion in the husband of
my choice. What then were my sensa-
tions, when I discovered that husband
to be a libertine, whose chief motive for
marrying me had been the fortune which
I brought him, and in whom I was daily
shocked by some new instance of profli-
gacy and neglect, which convinced me
that however culpable he might have
been whom I had relinquished, the man to
whom I was now united was not more
deserving.

“ My reproaches for his duplicity, and
my remonstrances at his conduct werc
langhed at, or treated with contempt by
Berrmgton, who coolly observed, that
in love and war, all stratagcms were
lawful,” and had the ungenerous cruelty
to reproach me with my aflection for
Lord 'Harold, ‘to whose indiscretions,’
‘he added, ‘I should, doubtless, have been
disposed to show a greater degrce of
lenity.” I will not dwell upon a period of
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my life which affords me no other satis-
faction in the remembrance but what
arises from a conviction of having scru-
pulously discharged my duty, and neglect-
ing no possible means to eflect a re-
formation in the principles and conduct
of my deluded and infatuated husband.
The sorrow of beholding my eflorts for
this purpose unavailing, my constant and
ineffectual struggles to eradicate an
affection which I now regarded it as
criminal to cherish, and my regret and
anxiety for one who was, I ' feared,
pursuing a course which must eventually
lead to destruction, combined with other
causes to reduce me to my pre_sei:t situ-
ation. *

“I have long been sensible of the in-
efficacy of all human aid, and weaned by
affliction from a world which has in
general so many attractions for the
young and happy, I look forward tb the
final close of my short and unfortunate
life, not only without reluctance, but
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with pleasure. 'What I have just heard
will reconcile me still more to the ap-
proaching event ; for to have lived now,
with the torturing conviction of having
wilfully become the victim of treachery
and deceit, would be a species of misery to
which, I confess, my fortitude is unequal.
For you, Harold, many ycars of happiness
are still, I trust, reserved. For you the
past presents no changeless and irre-
vocable doom, and you may yet taste
with some being deserving of your vir-
tues, all the joys of social and domestic
life ; but sometimes when j'ou are thus
blest, remember (what she may now dare
to tell you,) that no one can ever love
Harold like the lost and ill-fated Ga-
brielle.”

Completely exhausted, Mrs. Berring-
ton, as she ceased speaking, sank into the
arms of Lord Harold, who unutterably
affected; could only silently strain her to
his heart, and mingle his tears with
these which bedewed the pale, yet
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heavenly countenance of Gabrielle, whose
respiration alone testified her existence,
so motionless and death-like was her
aspect.

It was a moment of blissful anguish,
which conveyed to the agonized and
adoring Harold the assurance that he was
still dear to the idol of his affections, at-
tended with a sad conviction of being
soon separated from her for ever. An
approaching footstep crossing the ves- -
tibule awoke him from this indulgence of
tenderness and sorrow, and hastily placing
Gabrielle (who was incapable of moving)
on the sofa, he walked to a window, and
affected to- be engrossed by the prospect
on which the pale moon now shoné with
asoft and silvery lustre. The intruder
was Colonel Leslie, who, with a delicacy
which was not lost upon Harold, had
forborne by his presence to lay any rc-
straint upon an interview so interesting
to his young friend; but whose anxiety
for the effect it might produce on the weak
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frame of Gabrielle, now led him to hasten
its termination.

The appearance of Mrs. Berrington
convinced him his apprehensions were
not unfounded, and having rung for her
attendants, he conducted Harold to an-
other apartment, where the latter, as soon
as he had a little recovercd from his
emotion, detailed every particular of the
late conversaticn to the attentive colonel,
" who was not ashamed to shed the tears of
honest sympathy over the fate of two
beings, whom an unfortunate combination
of villainy and error had plunged so deep
in wretchedness.

Their discourse was interrupted by the
entrance of a lovely girl, in whom Harold
immediately recognized .the fair com-
panion of Gabrielle in the church-yard
of Britton Ferry, and who was now in-
troduced by Colonel Leslie as Charlotte
Berrington. Notwithstanding her near
affinity to the man who had so basely
treated him, Harold could not but ac-
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knowledge that the countenance of the
gentle Charlotte bore the stamp of every
kind and amiable disposition, and the
looks of regret and sympathy, with which
she regarded him, convinced the un-
happy lover of the dying Gabrielle, that
she knew and pitied his fate.

Supper was now announced, of which
Lfarold declined staying to partake, and
accordingly took leave of the colonel
and his fair companion, with & promise
of breakfasting the following morning at
the cottage. N

VOL II. N
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CHAP. XXIX.

EarLy as was the hour of his appoint-
ed visit, Lord Harold was surprised to
hear the clock of a neighbouring monas-
tery chiming five as he approached the
Cottage di Fioré, the appellation given by
Gabrielle to her present residence. None
of its inmates, except the domestics, were
yet risen, and he accordingly proceeded
to the garden, where he continued for
some time to pace with slow and noiseless
step beneath thc windows of Mrs. Ber-
rington’s apartment, on which the rays
of the rising sun were partially reflected
through the luxuriant foliage that em-
bowered the garden.

“The morn (to use the beautiful lan-
guage of the poet) was in its prime,” and
under any other circumstances, its balmy
fragrance, its reviving freshness, would
have communicated sensatiens of corre-
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sponding f)leasure to the bosom of one
who was wont to hail ‘her rising sweet”
with those delicious emotions which are
the genuine offspring of nature and of
genius ; but absorbed only in the idea of
Gabrielle—of Gabrielle, thus prematurely
sacrificed to the machinations of a villain,
the objects around him were unable to
cheer the oppressed heart of Harold, who,
lost in melancholy reflections, pursued
his walk, regardless of the lapse of time,
till he was roused from his reverie by the
appearance of Charlotte Berrington at the
glass door, "which conducted 'from the
little vestibule into the garden, gustaining
upon her friendly arm the feebl; frame of
the fair invalid.

Hastily he advanced to meet them, and
a pang of acute anguish thrilled his breast
as he silently contrasted the lovely sister
of Berrington, blooming in health, and
animated with the sprightly graces of
youth and cheerfulness, to the®drooping

N2
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form of Gabrielle, who looked alrcady
like the being of another sphere : like
one of the fair departed spirits so
often and so touchingly described by that
poet of the heart, the tender and pathetic
Ossian. A soft smile played round her
pale lip as she returned the salutation of
Harold, and as she took his offered arm,
““ You see, my lord,” she exclaimed, 1
am still an early riser, and in fact it is
only in the cool hour of jporn or evening
that I am now capable of ahy exertion.
I generally walk at these seasons for a
short time, and I feel at present particu-
larly disposed for a ramble.”

The spirits -of Iarold were too deeply
affected to permit him to answer her, and
afler taking a few turns along the lawn,
Gabrielle complained of fatigue, and the
party re-entered the house, when the
latter vetired-to her own apartment, and
Harold and Chatlotte joined the colonel
al the breakfast table.  As soon as the
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repast was finished they again returned
to Mrs. Berrington, who always passed a
few hours with her friends every morning
in her boudoir in reading or conversation
till the increasing heat of the day com-
pelled her to lie down. It was Colonel
Leslie’s turn this morning to select an
author for his niece’s amusemcnt, and
while he read aloud the poetic effusions
of the antique, but beautiful muse of
Spencer, in his exquisite ““ Farie Queen,”
Gabrielle amused herself with netting,
and Harold was challenged by Charlotic
to a game of chess, from whicl¥' his atten-
tion often wandered to contemplate the
form before him, or listen to rémarks in-
dicative of thoge superior intellectual
powers which had experienced no sensi-
ble diminution from sickness and suf-
fering. .

The canto was at length . concluded,
and Colonel Leslie retired to write some
letters'in an adjoining apartment. Char-
loite soon after his departure protested
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she was tired with the game, and quitted
the room, under pretence of secking for
something she had lost ; when Harold, no
longer misled .by a fastidious and mis-
taken' principle of honour, and whose
heart sighed to vindicate himself in the
opinion of the being he so much venerated,
so tenderly adored, again resumed the
conversation which had been interrupted
by their mutual emotions the preceding
evening, and entered into a recital of
those events comnected with' hjs inauspi-
cious intimacy with Lady Marchmont,
with which we are already acquainted,
and which, without any formal accusa-
tion of art and seduction against Albina,
was sufficiently explicit to exculpate the
young and inexperienced victim of - her
wiles from much- of the eriminality at-
tached to his past conduct. Tears of
mingled pain and pleasurc chased each
other down the pale cheeks of Gabrielle
while listening to this recital, and when
he had concluded, Oh. Harold !” she
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mournfully exclaimed, “I have indeed
greatly wronged you—but did you know
the many miserable moments occasioned
me by this error, you would, I think, for-
give wmy involuntary injustice. Had my
lot been, in reality, as felicitous asit was,
alas! the reverse, the idea of that course I
believed you were pursuing would have
been sufficient to embitter all my bliss,
and the report gave to every sorrow a
keener pang. 'The aggravated details
of Mr. Berriggton, who seemed to take
a cruel and malignant pleasure in con-
versing on the subject of your errors,
incessantly tortured my feclings by the
conviction they were calculated tp awaken
of your still persisting in the fatg] infatua-
tion which had undone you. I need not
now recal to your remembrance our unex-~
pected interviews in Glamorganshire and
London, when your appearance and man-
ners convinced me your mind was a prey
to grief whose cause I dared not seek to
penctrate; but I endeavoured to hope



212 HAROLD THE EXILE.

that some share of this too evident dejec-
tion might be imputed to the influence
of remorse upon a noble, though mis-
guided nature, a hope which was appa-
rently confirmed by the language you
then used. Had you been more explicit,
Harold, T should not new have to up-
braid nyself for having,by my reproaches,
inflicted another pang on an already ach-
ing heart.”

“ On myself only, dearest Gabriclle,”
replied Harold, fervently,  should your
condemnation rest ; and on that romantic
and mistaken principle of honour, which
shrunk from a vindication of my own
conduct at the expence of her who had
been my destruction. But we will drop
a subject so painful to us both; and
never, if you regard my repose, let the
name of Lady Ma.rchmont be again cx-
changed between us.’

“ "Then, ere we relmqmsh for ever the
d:stre%smg theme, promise me, Harold,
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to comply with the last request I shall
now make you.” . ‘

¢ Oh, name it, my angel friend,” ex-
‘claimed Harold, with much cmotion;
““and though it were existence itself
whicltyou demanded, be assured of my
compliance.”

“ Promise me, then, Harold, by our
past tenderness and ‘mutual suflerings, to
fly from the seducing blandishments of
the too-fascivating Albina. Promise mc,
if you again mect, to resist her fatal en-
chantments.” *

 Oh, do not doubt my resolution on
this point,” replied Harold, involuntarily
sinking on one knee by the couch where
Gabrielle was sitting. * 'T'he spell which
once boungd me to the enchantress has
been long since dissolved. And here I
call on every thing most sacred to witness
my solemn promise never more to beconre
subject to her power. Oh, believe me,
Gabrielle, I have already drank too deeply

Nb
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of the bitter cup of remorse, to tewpt
again the noxious and revolting dranght.”

< It is enough, Harold,” replied Ga-
brielle; “I am satisfied. Almighty
God,” she added, clasping her hands to-
gether, as she spoke, and raising her-tear-
fraught beautiful eyes to that Heaven
whose succour she implored, ‘ hear him,
I beseech Thee, and strengthen him to
fulfil the resolution now taken in thy
sacred presence !’

She paused—exhausted by the energy
with which she had spoKen, and a paler
hue stole o’er her sunken cheek. Harold,
alarmed, was flying for assistance, but
was withheld, by a motion from Ga-
brielle not to leave her ;' and, sustaining
her languid frame in his armsjffie watch-
ed, with acute anxiety, her changing
countenance, in momentary expectation
of her fainting. She soon, however, re-
vived, bpt appeared too much exhausted
for any farther conversation : and, on her
expressing a desire to be alone, Harold
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retired, with an intreaty, that she would
endeavour to obtain a short repose ; and,
in the solitude of his own apartment, he
gave a free indulgence to those feelings
and reflections, which this morning’s in-
cidents had awakened in his mind.

We will not dwell minutely on the me-
lancholy hours which were passed by
Lord Harold in watching the gradual
close of an existence a thousand times
more precious to him than this own ; but
never had the lovely and highly-gifted
Gabriclle Montgomery, in the full bloom
of beauty and of talent, so strongly e :-
cited his admiration and tenderness, as
the patient interesting being, whose last
hours now presented a scene which cven
angels pagght have viewed with approba-
tion.

It was not-one of Gabrielle’s opinions,
that a cold and superstitious observanee,
at stated periods, of certain outward and
ceremonious forms, was the only requi-
site preparation for that awful moment,
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which is alike inevitable to all. A life of
uniformn piety and virtue, which had been
spent with a constant reference to that
important moment, diffused in the recol-
lections it imparted, a peaceful serenity
to its closing scene ; and, with due allow-
ances for the listlessness and languor at-
tendant upon a daily increasing malady,
the same innocent pursuits, the same ra-
tional amuscments which had charmed
and occupied her in the days of health
and activity, still continued to entertain
and engage Mrs. Berrington at thig pe-
riod of ber existence. She was still able
to derive f)leasure from the society of
those she loved—from the beauties of na-
ture, that noble and never-failing source
of enjoyment to (he well-regul mind ;
and exempted, by a beneficent Provi-
dence, from acute and continual suffer-
ing, her heart expanded in gratitude to
that Power who had shed so many com-
forts over the last hours of her life, while
she looked forward to its final scene, not.
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merely as a termination of existence, bnt
as the commencement of a new state of
being, in which she should still experi-
ence a continuance of the same bountiful
goodnexss and protecting care.

But, while Gabrielle was thus tenderly
solicitous, by her own fortitude and sub-
mission to the will of Heaven, to soften
the pangs sustained by her lamenting
friends, the eye of affection beheld with
teclings conceivable alone by thc;se whose
lot has subjected them to a similar sor-
row, the gradual gpproaches of the grim
tyrant towards his lovely unresigting vic-
tim. With sccret anguish Harold ob-
served the short walk become evéry day
still shorter, the harp remained untouched,
the book wiigpened, and even the récipro-
cal interchange of sentiments and fecl-
ings be productive of fatigue, too great
to be long encountered. His heart bled
at the agonizing conviction ; nor could all
the pious arguments, all the affecting
motives for consolation, which were ad-
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duced by Gabrielle, reconcile him to the
dreadful idea of her impending fate.

'Though not destitute of religious princi-
ples, Harold possessed only a small share of
that lively and firmly-rooted belief, which,
alike influencing the heart and conduct,
teaches the sufferer to behold the hand of
fatherly correction inflicting the chastise-
ment he shrinks from, and, with the an-
guished feelings of hopeless and impatient
despair, he struggled against the destiny
he was unable to avert. Even the con-
viction that Gabrielle,bby her marriage
with Ber#ington, was for ever lost to him
in this world, was unable to mitigate the
pangs excited by the prospect of an eter-

- nal separation.
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CHAP. XXX,

Nearry a month had elapsed since
Harold’s arrival in Sicily; when one
evening, Gabrielle expressed a desire for
a walk, which the beauty of the weather
premised to render more than usually in-
viting. The colonel and Charlotte Ber-
rington had rode over to Messina, at an
early hour in the afternoon ; and, accom-
panied only by Harold, whose arm sus-
tained the feeble steps of the drooping
invalid, she set out on her projected ram-
ble.—After proceeding a short distance
down “a winding alley green,” they
found thagpselves at the entranee of the
rustic cemetery of the Villa di Marino,
already mentioned in a former part of this
history, and, hastily turning to her com-
panion, Gabrielle requcsted him to ac-
company her into this sacred repository
of the dead.



280 ITAROLD THE EXILE.

Harold complied, in silence ; for the re-
collections this spot awakened, pressed
with a painful emotion upon his heart,
as he entered the place where he first
beheld that being whose fatal spells
had scattered poisons over the fair flowers
of hope and happiness which had once
strewed his path of life, now blasted and
withered under their destructive influence.
Gabrielle, who read in his eloquent coun-
" tenance the ideas which passed rapidly
through his mind, endeavoured to lead
his attention from a theme of such dis-
tressing remembrance, and motioned him
to a seat beside her, on the base of the
monument erected to her deceased pa-
rents, on which she now turned her dewy
eyes, with an expression whichsspoke vo-
Jumes to the full heart of Harold ; as it ta«
citly told him she was mentally anticipat-
ing the approach of that moment when she
too should share their lowly resting place.

After remaining some time in silent
contemdlation of this intcresting object,
and strewing over the marble a few



HAROLD THE EXILE. 281

flowers she had purposely gathered, Ga-
briclle, as if suddenly awakening from
her apparent reverie, hastily addressed
IIarold, while she directed his observa-
tion to the prospect, which extended in
rich luxuriance around them, now illumed
by the soft radiance of the setting sun,
whose rays, breaking through a dark and
stormy cloud, glistened on the tall limes
that waved above their heads.

“How many dclightful recollections,”
exclaim¢d Gabrielle, ‘“does this scene
recal to my memory! Under those aca-
cias, whose peusile foliage obscures our
prospect of the Villa di Marino, my mo-
ther was wont to sit in the fine eyenings
of summegy while I danced befor? her to
the sound of my tambarine. Yonder meca-
dows have often witnessed my childish
pastimes ; nor is there a bower or a glade
which is not fraught with some sweet and
endearing recollection. Oh, my God !”
she continued, raising her expressive eyes
to Heaven, “how much reason have I to
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thank thee for remembered blessings !
how much reason to confide to thy good-
ness the destimy that awaits me in that
state to which ] am hastening !”

AsNGabrielle ceased speaking she
arose, and approaching the ruined chapel
which stood at the other extremity of the
cemetery, Harold soon lost sight of her
graceful figure among the broken and
picturesque arches of the dilapidated
building. After waiting a few minutes
in expectation of her return, he begamrto
feel uneasy, and hastily advanced toward
the spot where she had disappeared,
when, on reaching the ivy-mantled en-
trance, an emotion of reverential awe
induced him to pause, while his eager
gaze was fixed upon the form of Gabri-
clle, whom he beheld in an attitude of de-
votion before the ruined altar, her hands
folded together, and her eyes earnestly
bent upon the moss-covered and broken
cross which it supported.

Start not, gentle reader! Gabrielle was
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no Papist, but she entertained a due re-
spect for the sacred symbol of the Protes-
tant as well as of the Catholic faith, nor
did she believe  the prayer would be less
acoeptable to Heaven, because it was
offered up at the shrine which had wit-
nessed the pious orisons of the sincere
though mistaken votary of a less sub-
limated faith..

Deeply impressed by the image of piety
and loveliness before him, Harold softly
approached, and reverently bent ‘beside
her, while his heart fervently responded
the petitions silently aspirated by this
idol of its affections. In afew moments
she arose, and on beholding Iarold,
whose expressive countenance confessed
hi¢ secret feelings, a smile of soft ‘com-
placency stole over her beauteous ‘face,
and extending her hand to him, she re-
peated, in a low voice, those memorable
words—

« Nos ceeurs vepondent encore.”
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Harold could not speak; but he pressed
the hand he had taken to his heart, and
wuth eyes swimming in tears followed
her from the guined building.

On re-entering the cemetery, they be-
held the colonel and Miss Berrington,
who had come to meet them on returning
from their ride ; and the party were slowly
proceeding home, when a vivid flash of
lightning, immediately followed by a tre-
mendous peal of thunder, gave the signal
of an approaching storm, which had been
lowering for some time in the westerp
horizon.

At every period of her life a similar
convulsion of Nature had been too much
for Gabrielle’s nerves, and, shuddering
and pale, she now clung to Colonel Leslie,
who, assisted by Harold, supported, or
rather carried her to the Villa di Marino,
as the nearest place of shelter. It was at
present uninhabited, exccpt by an old
woman well known to Mrs. Berrington,
who had been left in charge of the build-



HAROLD THE EXILE, 285

ing, who readily gave them admittance :
and it was resolved they should.there wait
the termination of the tempest, which
now commences with terrifig violence.

Seated by the windows of an apart-
ment, formerly used as a library by the
inhabitants of the Villa, our little party
continued to watch its progress over the
distant sca, whose dark waves were illu-
mined by the vivid lightning, which
sometimes seemed <o involve its whole
surface in a sheet of fire, and at others
ran along the curled and foaming billows
in lines of forked flame, while at evéry
dazzling flash the face of Gabrielle was
shrouded in her uncle’s-bosom, who: sup-
ported her trembling frame in his arms.
" The evening closed in gloom and tem-
pest, and the feelings of the group as-
sembled in the library were in umison
with the surrounding scene, as they sat
silent and sad, each one apparently ab-
sorbed in their own reflettions.

'Those of Harold acquired additional
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bitterness from his present situation ; and
every survey of Gabriclle, in whom he
fancied he could discern a very striking
alteration since they quitted the cottage,
served to augment the oppression of his
spirits. 'The alteration remarked by Ha-
rold was, in fact, not merely imaginary,
the violent change produced by the tem-
pest in the atmosphere had been attended
by sudden and fatal effects on the languid
frame of Gabrielle, who appeared so
completely exhausted, that the colonel at
length proposed, if they could obtain any
accommodations, to remain all night at
the Villa, from whence they might on the
morrow return tothe Cottage at as early
an hour as they thought proper.

To this plan no objection was made
by Gabrielle, and the old woman was
accordingly summoned, who readily ac-
quiesced in the proposal of the colonel
to furnish them with beds, and, at his
request, immediately spread a table with
such frugal but wholesome fare as the
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house aﬁ'orded, to which she added a
bottle of excellent wine and a profusion of
fruit, with which the garden of the Villa
was amply supplied. After a slight
repast, the ladies withdrew to the cham-
ber prepared for them, and about mid-
night, when the storm abated, Colonel
Leslie likewise retired ; but Harold, who
was not disposed to sleep, continued in
the library, and lost in reflection, listened
to the receding thunder as it rolled aw-
fully away, till all was hushed in silence,
when flinging himself upon a sofa he
gradually sunk into a slumber.

His sleep, however, was of that broken
and unquiet kind in which realities and
chimeras are confounded together; and
the crude disjointed images which oc-
cupy the imagination take their colouring
from recent events or actual objects, that
operate upon the senses without dissipat-
ing repose. The scenes of the preceding
day again passed before Harold, attended
with all those incongruous and inconsis-
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tent circumstances, which frequently ac-
company the dreams of uneasy slumber.

Suddenly, the visionary objects of his
slecping fancy assumed & more regular
and decided form, and supposing himself
in the situation in which he actunally then
was, he fancied the door which led from
the library into the gardens, was gently
opened, and a figure clad in white and
flowing robes, resembling Gabrielle, en-
tered the apartmerit; who, on beholding
him, seemed to start with surprise ; then
softly approaching the'sofa where he lay,
remained for some time in an attitude of
fixed and earnest contemplation.

He attempted 8 rise and address her,
but the powers of speech and motion
seemed suspended; and he continued,
he thought, silently to survey the form of
Gabrielle, for such he was now convinced
it was ; when, after gazing upon him for
an interval, whose continuance he was
unable to interrupt by any perceptible
in: rk of_ recognition, he beheld her kneel
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beside the couch, while with folded hands
she appeared to murmur a prayer, of
which he could not perfectly distinguish
the purport; then suddenly rising, she
bent over him as he lay, and he distinctly
felt the soft pressure of her lip upon his
own. The touch awoke him, and start-
ing up, he perceived by the dim light of
an half extinguished lamp which was
burning in the chimney, the form of his
visionary slumbers standing a few paces
from the sofa; but ere recovered recol-
lection enabled him to frame a mode of
address it had disappeared ; and, but for
the sound of the closing door, and the
waving of a white robe as it passed ra-
pidly along, he would have believed him-
self still under the influence of his suppesed
drcam.

For some moments after the departure
of his mysterious visitant, a thrilling
sensation of superstitious awe deprived
Harold of all power of exertion; but
rcason soon dispelled the transitory

VOL. IL o
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emotion, and snatching up the expir-
ing lamp he hastened in pursuit of the
figure, of whose actual appcarance he no
longer entertained a doubt. In crossing
the hall, he again caught a glimpse of it
ascending the stairs, and with quickened
step proceeded forward; but erc he
reached the top, his light was extin-
guished, and he hesitated whether or not
to relinquish his design: an emotion
compounded of something mere than
mere curiosity compelled him to proceed ;
and guided by the glimmering light which
was partially admitted through its high
arched windows, he entered one of those
long corridors common in Italian man-
sions, where various passages branching
off in different directions are calculated
to embarrass and mislead a stranger, as
Harold might with propriety be termed ;
since, though he had been so frequent a
guest during the residence of the March-
mont family at the villa, he knew nothing
of the building, which was extensive,
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beyond that portion of it appropriated
to visitors in gencral. He now stood
uncertain which way to pursue, when
the sound of a closing door caught his
ear, and hastening forward in the di-
rection from whence it seemed to come,
he proceeded down a long and winding
passage, at the termination of which was
a door, which he found fastened, ap-
parently b¥ a spring within.

Every cffort to open it was ineffectual ;
and relinquishing his adventure in des-
pair, Harold slowly turned away, and
attempted to regain the stair-case, with
an intention of again proceeding to the
library. But unacquainted with the
intricacies of the diflerent passages, he
soon became completely bewildered ; and
having at length, by groping along the
walls, discovered an entrance into a large
apartment, he flang himsclf upon a seat,
determined to remain there till the in-
creasing light should enable him to
retrace back the way he had come.

02
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More than an hour had been passed by
Harold in this situation, when the moon
breaking through the dark clouds which
had hitherto obscured its lustre, shone full
into the apartment, and by discovering
to him a door opposite the spot where he
was sitting, again revived the hope of
being extricated from his present un-
pleasant dilemma.

Hastily unclosing it, he found himself
in an oratory, and as he snatched a
transient glance within, every other
consideration was absorbed, when, ex-
tended upon the floor, her head resting
upon the step of the altar, and habited in
the same dress as that in which he had
recently fancied he beheld her, the form
of Gabrielle met his astonished gaze.
A book of devotion remained open on
the altar, near which a taper was still
burning, and the moon beams fell strongly
upon her countenance, as, with arms
folded on her bosom, she lay apparently
in a profound sleep ; and, but for the dra-
pery, which enveloped her figure, and the
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dark luxuriant ringlets which had es-
caped fromn the confinement of her head
dress, she might have been taken for a
statue, so perfcct was the delusion her
appearance created, the silvery rays
which gleamed upon her face and hands,
giving them an exact resemblance to the
purest Parian marble.

Petrified with surprise, Harold sur-
veyed her for some moments, when, fear-
ful of the consequences which might
ensue to Gabrielle in her present delicate
statc of health, from a longer continuance
in her present situation, he endeavoured
by a movement which occasioned a slight
degree of noise, to awaken her from her
dangerous slumber. Alarmed at finding
the attempt ineffectual, he then ventured
to address her ; but Gabrielle still con-
tinued motionless, and believing she had
fainted, Harold hastily approached and
took her hand. Its cold and death-like
touch scemed to congeal the tide which
circulated in his veins, and seized with a
sudden and involuntary terror, he called
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aloud for assistance, while he remained
rooted to the spot where he stood, as
immoveable, though not as void of per-
ception, as the form before him.

His cries soon awakened the colonel,
and Miss Berrington, who rushed half
dressed into the apartment, followed by
Nannetta and her daughter, whose repose
they had likewise dispelled. A few words
from IHarold explained the scene before
.them ; and on conveying the inanimatc
form of Gabrielle to the next room, it
was too soon perceptible that the pure
spirit which it bad once enshrined, was
fled for ever. The anguished exclama-
tions of those around first conveyed te
Harold an idea of the evént, and an
enquiry of ¢ Is she dead ?” burst from
his trembling lips, as Colonel Leslie again
entered the oratory, where delicacy had
retained the former while the usual re-
medies were applying to effect the re-
covery of Gabrielle. Colonel Leslie was
unable to reply, but he mournfully
shook his head, in token that all was over.
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*¢ She is not dead ! she cannot be dead !™
frantically exclaimed Harold ; and break-
ing from the hold of the colonel, who
ineffectually sought to detain him, he
rushed from the oratory into the adjoin-
ing apartment, where the remains of
the lovely Gabrielle had been placed upon
a bed, with Charlotte and Nannetta
seated weeping beside them.

"Convinced beyond the possibility of a
doubt, that she was indeed gone for ever,
Harold gave way to an agony of despair,
succeeded by a stupor, in which he
suffered them, without resistancg; to re-
move him from the bed, (on which he
had thrown himself in the first pa-
roxysms of his grief by the lifeless form
of his soul’s idol,) and conduct him
to another chamber; where, under the
effects of a powerful opiate administered
by direction of the tender and con-
siderate colonel, he lost in a temporary
oblivion the sense of his present wretch-
edness.
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CHAP. XXXI.

ABsorBED as he was in sorrow for hig
own irreparable loss, Colonel Leslie for-
got not the situation of his unhappy
young friend, and repaired to his apart-
ment as soon as he had heard that he
had risen. He found him, though deeply
dejected, more composed than he had
been when they last met ; but he would
uot now comply with the earnest request
of Harold to accompany him to Gabrielle’s
chamber. ‘ At present, my lord,” he
said, “ you are not sufficiently recovered
from the shock we have mutually sus-
tained, to encounter such a trial to your
feelings. In the cvening, if you desire it,
I will promise you my compliance. No
opposition, Harold,” he continued, per-
ceiving him about to speak; “1 cannot,
I think, so well testify my affection for
my departed angel, as by my anxious
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concern for one she so tenderly regarded.
By the memory of Gabrielle then, I
conjure you to comply with my request.”

At that name, Harold submitted him-
sclf to the directions of his friend, and a
long interval of silence was interrupted
by the former enquiring of the colonel,
“ When they were to leave the Villa di
Marino 27

“ Not till after the last sacred duties
are paid to the remains of my darling,”
answered he, in an accent of assumed
calmness. ¢ The owner of this mansion
was an Intimate friend of her mother’s,
to whomn [ have written on the subject,
and a few days will supersede the neces-
sity of our longer stay. [ say owrs, as
vou will not, I trust, think of quitting

»

us.
Harold readily promised he would not ;

and the conversation now recurring to the

melancholy event of the preceding night,

he related in a more particular manner

to the attentive colonel, the extraordinary
0
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circumstance which had led to the dis-
covery of Gabrielle in the oratory where
she had expired.

Superstition would probably have been
inclined to attach something supernatural
to the visionary, or waking dream which
had visited him, but the minds of both
the colonel and Lord Harold were too
enlightened to be subjected to the in-
fluence of imaginary terrors, and they
mutually agreed in believing that the
distirber of his reposc was Gabrielle her-
self; who; oppressed by the heat of the
night, had probably risen from her couch
to inhale the fresh air of the garden, and
being well acquainted from her long re-
sidence at the Villa with every part of
the building, had returned to her apart-
ment through the library, where the un-
expected sight of Harold had produced
the scene which had appeared as a drcam
only to his hall awakened faculties, still
influenced by the effects of a perturbed
snd broken slumber.
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That she should wish to avoid a dis-
covery under such circumstances, was
not surprising to those who were so well
acynainted with her nice and delicate
sense of propriety, and this at once ac-
counted for her hasty and precipitate
flight ; but her dress, which was different
from the one she had worn the preceding
day, and was in fact only a robe de cham-
bre, as well as the impression of footsteps
in the walk beneath the windows of the
library, clearly demonstrated that she had
actually been there.

Over the rest the hand of death had
now thrown an impenctrable vedd ; but
from the evident change which had taken
place after her return to the Villa, it was
probable that Gabrielle was aware. of her
approaching dissolution, and her innate
pity might have prompted a wish of
breathing out her innocent soul in sup-
plication to that Being whom in life she
had reverenced, and in death confided in.
From the confusion incident to such a
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scene, the account which had been given
by Harold to those whom his calls for as-
sistance had attracted to the oratory was
but little attended to, and it was mu-
tually resolved that no further notice
should be taken of the subject, which the
surviving friends of Gabrielle did not
wish should excite the conjecture or
discussion of the curious and idle, of
which in every place there is a proportion
to be found.

In the evening Colonel Leslie, as he
had promised, accompanied Harold to
take another view of that being whose
image since the moment they had first
met had never been banished from his
heart, where, amidst all its wanderings,
it had still retained the supremacy.

With trembling steps he now ap-
proached the spot where the beauteous
form of Gabrielle was deposited in its
last receptacle, arrayed in spotless white,
and decorated, according to the national
custom, with.a profusion of flowers—fit
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emblems of her they ornamented. No
lowering tempest now obscured the pure
azure of the Heavens, irradiated Ly the
mild splendors of the setting sun, whose
rays, gleaming through the stained win-
dows of the adjoining oratory, the door
of which was thrown open, gilded the
pale yet seraphic features of Gabrielle,
to whom might justly have been applied
the beautiful description given of his
Medora by our inimitable bard : —

I life itself she was so still and fair,

That death with gentler aspect withered there ;
And the cold flowers her colder hand contained,
In that last grasp as tenderly were strained

As if she scarcely felt, but feigned a sleep,
And made it almost mockery yet to weep :

The long dark lashes fringed her lids of snow,
And veiled—thought shrinks from all that lurk'd below~
Oh! o'er the eyc death most exerts his might,
And hurls the spirit from the throne of light!
Sinks those dark orbs in that long last eclipse ;
But spares as yet the charm around her lips—
Yet, yet they seem as they forbor'e to smile
And wished repose—Dbut only for a while.”

With the fixed and tearless caze of
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agonized despair Harold beunt over the
lifeless form in which all his hopes of
earthly happiness had once been cen-
tered. ‘

“Yet, wherefore,” he mentally ex-
claimed, ¢ should I wish to recal thee?
T'o me thou wert for cver lost ; and, if as
we are taught to hope, there is a reward
for the righteous, thou art now enjoying
a recompence for thy past sufferings, in a
world far better suited to thy pure exalted
virtucs, than that from whence thou art
now gonce for ever. Oh, Gabriclle! be-
loved Gabrielle! why am 1 doomed to
survive ?”—And the first tears he had
shed since the moment of her death, now
burst from the cyes of Harold, and be-
dewed the pale cheek of the unconscious
slumberer. 'Those of Colonel Leslie
flowed profusely, and taking the arm of
his unhappy young friend, he attempted
to lead him away.

“Once moment more!” he exclaimed,
““and 1 will obey you :” and after remain-
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ing a short interval intently gazing upon
the countenance of the lovely, ill-fated
Gabrielle, while his own silently confessed
those feelings which language would have
proved inadequate to pourtray, he im-
printed a fervent and lingering kiss upon
her icy lips, and, like the despairing lover
of Medora, the fond, unhappy Courad,

“He dried them to depart
In helpless— hopeless brokenness of heart;”

nor could the soothings of friendship, or
the suggestions of reason on the inefli-
cacy of his grief, assnage those pangs
for which Nature has provided only one
effectual balm—the sublime truths and
cheering consolations of religion.

The rigid tenets of that faith which
denominated Gabriclle an heretic, would
have denied the last sacred dutics to her
remains, enjoined alike by nature and
decency; but the chaplain of an English
regiment, then at Messina, who was
known to Colonel Leslie. and had beer
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an occasional visitor at the Cottage di
Fiore, offered to perform the funeral
cercmony, which, to avoid interruption,
was conducted with the utmost privacy ;
and at the Jone hour of midnight the all
that now remained of the young and
lovely Gabrielle was consigned to its
kindred earth. attended only by the sor-
rowing friecnds who had been the sad
spectators of her lingering and carly fate,
and the few domestics who accompanied
themn from England. No studied display
of pomp marked her obscquies, nor sub-
stituted the ostentatious parade of grief
for its affecting reality.

The faint and misty light of a waning
moon, and the glare of the torches borne
by some soldiers of his regiment, who
had attended Mr. G. from Messina, be-
trayed the tears which bedewed the pale
countenances of the surrounding ‘group,
and the solemn, universal stillness which
reigned was only broken by the voice of
the chaplain, as he impressively read the
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xublime and affecting service, appointed
by our church for its departed members,
interrupted at intervals by the audible
sobs of the spectators, or the sudden
blast sweeping over the dark limes
which waved above the monument, now
destined to close over the last of the
Montgomeries.

Supported by his sympathizing and
considerate friend, Lord Harold was col-
lected, and apparently calm, during the
perforimance of the solemn ccremony ;
but, at the moment when the yawning
grave received the lifeless form of her
who had been decarest to him on earth,
his fortitude at once forsook him, and he
sunk to the ground without sense or mo-
tion. With recovered perception he
found himsclf in bed in the apartment he
usually occupied at the eottage di Fiore ;
and, from the state of extreme debility to
which successive faintings had reduced
him, it was some days before he was able
to leave it, and many morc elapsed, erc
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he could again jein the colonel and Char-
lotte in that domestic circle which was
now bereaved of her who had constituted
its chie( delight and crnament.

With a noble forgctfulness of self, they
mutually sought to console and enliven
the unhappy Harold, whose first violence
of grief had given place to a kind of tor-
pid dejection, which did not vent itself in
outward expressions, and appeared inac-
cessible to the usual sources of consola-
tion. T'he soriow of Colunel Leslic and
Charlotte found relief—the one in con-
versing of, the other in weeping for, the
lost object of their tenderness.  That of
Harold was silent, and seemed to seck
concealment. 'I'he name of Gabrielle
scarcely ever escaped his lips, but, like
the miser o’er his hoarded gold, his soul
clung to her dear remembrance, and he
loved to indulge in secret that luxury of
woe, which would be ill exchanged to the
heart of sorrowing sensibility, for all the
gaudy and unsubstantial pleasures, in
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which aflliction too oficn seeks an anti-
dote 1o its sullerings.

T'o remain in a place where every ob-
ject could not fail of reviving the most
distressing remembrances, was extremely
painful to the feelings of Colonel Leslie ;
and, on the arrival of a letter trom Ber-
rington, in answer (o the one in which he
had becn informed of Gabriclle’s decease,
expressive of a grealer degree of regret
and compunction than the colonel had
expected, the latter proposed to Harold
their immediatc return to England.—
Though his own wishes might probably
have induced him still to continue in
Sicily, he yielded to the arguments of his
friend, which forcibly represented the
claims his mother had upon his duty and
attention; and the necessary arrangements
completed, it was finally resolved, that
Harold should accompany the colonel and
his fair charge as far as Falmouth, from
whence they were to set ofl immediately
for town, while he proceeded himself into
Wales.
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Dejected, as he alrcady was, the me-
lancholy which oppressed him scemed to
acquire a still darker shade, as the mo-
ment approached, which was to tear Ha-
rold from the spot which enshrined all
that was now left of his beloved and la-
mented Gabrielle ; and Colonel Leslie,
though anxious to quit a scene fraught
with so many painful recollcctions, felt
his affections no less forcibly attracted
towards the land which contained her
ashes. But he felt that life had claims
and duties beyond those of merce selfish
suffering and gratification. The coun-
try, in whose service he had acquired
honour and fortune, possessed a just title
to his private, as well as public exertion.
His presence was necessary for the wel-
fare of many who depended upon his pa-
tronage and benevolence for support and
comfort. Some claims of friendship and
gratitude remained to be fulfilled, which a
life passed in vain and selfish lamenta-
tions over the tomb of her, whom Heaven
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had mercifully removed from a scene of
wretchedness, would not enable him to
discharge. 'Though a soldicr of fortune,
whose days bhad, till lately, been passed
in situations and circumstances not much
calculated to promote the growth of seri-
ous impressions, the principles of religion,
carefully implanted in early life, had ne-
ver been eradicated from the mind of
Colonel Leslie, where they had gradually
sprang up into that rational and manly
piety, which consoles without enervating
the heart. It had sustained him under
the direful blow which had torn away, at
onc stroke, his domestic happiness. It
now assisted him to support a loss, as
afflictive, though less severe ; and, in-
fluenced by this silent monitor, he endeca-
voured to combat his grief, and discharge
the duties still incumbent upon him.
But, religion, though she checks their
excess, forbids not the sacred feelings of
nature, and it was the indulgence of thesc
feelings which, on the day preceding that
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appointed for his departure, again led
Colonel Leslie to review the spot where
Gabrriclle reposed.

His unwillingness to excite observa-
tion induced him to defer his purposed
visit till the dim season, alike dear to
Jove and sorrow, had enveloped every ob-
ject in its dusky glooms: and, as he
entered the rustic cemetery of the Villa di
Marino, he heard the bell of a neighbour-
ing convent tolling in slow and measured
tones the hour of twelve. The moon, just
risen above a clump of cypress, which
stood opposite the monument, darted its
silvery rays through the boughs of the
limes by which it was overshadowed, and
discovered to the colonel a dark figure re-
clining against its base: when, softly
approaching, and concealing himself
among the trces, he heard the midnight
visitant pour forth the anguish of an op-
pressed heart, in a voice which announ-
ced him to be Harold ; who, since the
period of her decease, had been nightly
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wont to repair to the tomb of Gabrielle
at that hour—

*¢ When the rons of Cave and Pleasure sleep—
When only Sorrow wakes, and wakes to weep'™—

to give an unrestrained ivdulgence to
those expressions of grief which none but
Heaven might witness.  Colonel Leslie
had himself loved, and the innate delicacy
of his mind taught him to respect the
sorrow in which he so deeply sympa-
thized.

Unscen by Harold, he continued -for
some time to watch his motions, as, alter-
nately influenced by tenderncss and des-
pair, he gave audible uttcrance to his
feelings—then, suddenly rising, he saw
him press his lips upon the tablet, on
which was inscribed her name, at the
same time exclaiming—¢ ObL, Gabrielle,
farewell! Never shall 1 behold thee
more ! Never, perhaps, again behold the
spot where thou art laid ; but thine image
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will not cease to warm my heart, till it
fpecomes cold and insensible as thou art.”

. He paused—and imprinting another
kiss" upon the inanimate marble, turned
+ way, and quitted the cemetery with lin-
gering pace, and with his handkerchicf
raised to his eyes.

When his receding figurc was no
longer visible, Colonel Leslie advanced
from his place of concealment to the last
earthly bed of what had once been youth,
and loveliness, and virtue; and, after
shedding over it the sacred drops of piety
and nature, he tore himself from the bal-
lowed spot, and slowly retraced his steps
to the Cottage di Fioré.
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