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MORTIMER DELMAR.

CHAPTER I

Arnold. ———————— And shall I live on,
A burden to the eavsh, myself, and shame
Unto what brought me into life ?

THE DEFORMED TRANSFORMED,

Wirn a smoother, though still undaunted,
brow, Mortimer re-entered the parlour, where
his weeping sistcr sat alone,, ¢ I must request
you will go to his JLordshig, dearest Maria,”
he said, in a low, concentrated voice, ¢ this is
no place for you. Without you:r express desire
you should not have accompanied me; you
know T was utterly averse to it.”

““You were so,” said Mrs. Hamilton, scarcely
able to command her voice, “but I am satis-
fied now. Alas! how fully!” Tears prevented

e VOL. II. B



2 ’ MORTIMUER fDELMAR.

her farther utterance, and, as soon as she was
a little composed, Mortimer persuaded her to
return to the carriage, ““ Are not you going
with me?” she enquired, cagerly.

“No, I have yet a duty to fulfil. Tell my
father if I am not with him by nine o’clock,
not to expect me to-night. God bless you and
him!” He closed the carriage door hastily,
as she was about to interrogate him again;
and, decaf to her entreaties for delay, ordered
the servant to go to the Ini wherc they had
left Lord Fitz Eustace. As the carriage
seceded quickly from his view, he watched it
steadily, and a thrill of pain attested a mo-
mentary feeling that, perhaps, he had parted
from a sister he adored, for the last time; he
then turned and contemplated, with a bitter-
ness he had not yet had leisure to indulge, the
scene of his former agonizing emotions.

'Too much absorbed, in *he first moment of
his arrival, to be sensible of aught but the
cxciting causc ot his being there, he had not
felt the pain of his old wound; but now, as
he looked upon the dwelling where he had
spent so mauny happy hours, and where his
mental faculties had received their first great
shock ; and where, it appeared, he was now
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destined to act another scene in the drama of
life, to the probable destruction of his own
happiness, and that of friends he pgized, he
deeply bewailed his fate. “&h, why !” thought
he, ““must I, of all men, be sclected to sink
Ellen, my loved Ellen, into this abyss of
misery! I who would have saved her the r:wst
insignificant anxiety. Yet, for Maria, I ought
to do anything; she has all a sister’s claims
upon me, and, to avenge her, my heart must
turn to steel—my duty demands this sacrifice,
and, since I have embarked in this sad affair,
T will not shrink, but boldly go through with
it.” Five minutes he stood, in silent com-
munion with himself, before he entered the
cottage, and when he did so, Mr. Vernon was
in the parlour; the tear of grief slowly trickled
down his furrowed cheek, as he sat in his old
arm-chair, while his clasped hands, and closed
eyes, convinced Mortimer that he was dead to
outward events, and that his God occupied all
his thoughts. Shocked by kis patient suffer-
ing, perhaps more than if the old man had
been vehement in his sorrow, Mortimer stood
silently near him, until a heavy groan told
him that to interrupt the mental struggle
would be to confer a kindnessa ¢ Mr. Vernon,”
. B2
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he consequently said, in a soothing tone,
‘“ pardon my intrusion, but allow me to enquire
if Elley —” Hc had proceeded thus
far, when the lowd report of a pistol was
heard, a shrick instantly succeeded, and, for
the space of two or three seconds, the rector
and Delmar looked upon one another without
daring to enquire, or communicate, their
mutual fears. “ Good Heavens! Mr. Vernon,”
the latter then exclaimed, ‘ what can have
happened ?”’ '

T know not,” returned he, unable to move,
from terror, * and I fear to learn. Alas! alas!
that T should have lived to see this day!”

Seeing the rector was incapable of exertion,
the young man hastened to the spot whence
the sound procecded, and, with a trembling
hand, tried the door of the room where he had
left the unhappy Hamilton; it was fastened
inside, but a moan from within satisfied him
that some dreadful catastrophe had happened.
Mortinder rceled against the wall, almost over-
come by his torturing feelings, but now, being
joined by some of the servants, also attracted
by the noise, he quickly recovered himself, as
he felt to fail at such a-moment would be an
unpardonablé wrakness. By his directions the

4 .



MORTIMER DELMAR. 9

door was broken open, and he entered the room,
followed by the surgeon, who had Reen callel
in to see Ellen, and by Mr. Vernon, who had
partially rallied, during the period which the
operation of forcing the lock had necessarily
occupied. The sight which their first glance
disclused was suflicient to transfix both Delmar
and the good clergyman with horror; for
Hamilton was extended on the sofa, where he
had apparently fallen, weltering in his blood,
which still flowed from a wound in his left side.

The weapon, with which the fatal deed had
‘been committed, had dropt upon the floor,
while its fellow lay upon the table, together
with a sheet of paper, on which he had been
writing.

“ Mr. Vernon,” said Mortimer, as soon as
he was aware of the horrible reality, in a tone
of remonstrance, “ You are not equal to this;
can you not trust this gentleman to attend
proporly Bere, without subjecting yourself to
such a painful scene—you may comfort Ellen,
and I will stay here.”” Mr. Vernon spoke not,
but he suffered himself to be conducted by his
sympathising adviser to Ellen’s chamber door,
whence Mortimer returned, to where the sur-
geon was now terdering every assistance to the
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unfortunate Chailes. Life was discovered not
to be exti'uct, though the wound was of a very
serious nature, and, after some time skilfully
employed, animation was restored.

““Why,” said the wounded man, to his me-
dical attendant, with difficulty, as soon as he
could articulate, ‘“why have you been so
merciless as to recal me to life? I was in
hopes I should have ended my misery, and 1
feel that your mistaken care is ouly a prolong-
ation of my torment.—Delmar,” he continued
“I flattered myself we should never meet
again here—you drove me to attcmpt my life,
and I would to heaven I had done it completely,
to avoid your triumph!”

“My triumph, IHamilton! I trust I shall
never triumph in the distresses of another,
whosocver he may be—I pity, at the same
time I condemn, you—are.you in much
pain?”

“ Much, much,” 'I;eplied he, at the same time
uttering a groda of anguish, then closing his
eyes for some time, he continued silent. 'When
he again spoke, it was to call the surgeon to
his bedside. “ Brownlow,”’ he said, * tell me
the truth, is not my case hopeless? you need
not fear speaking,” he continued, seeing that
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functionary hesitated, “ your looks say what
your tongue refuses to confirm.”

““ My dear Sir,” replied Mr. Brownlow, “ I
will not disguise my fears Tor the consequences
of this rash act, but——"

‘ Enough, enough, Brownlow, I aunticipate
your false hopes, I know [ am a dead man—
therefore, I have only to request you will in-
form me¢ how long [ shall probably linger—I
have no wish for life, or I should not have
attempted its destruction—the plain truth,
Brownlow ?” flIc fixed his cyes upon the
doctor’s countenunce, with anxiety, who said,
“ Since such is your wish, Mr. Hargrave, I will
own that the removal of the bullet, I foresee,
would be extremely hazardous, but four-and-
twenty hours will most likely be the term of
your cxistence, if the operation be dispensed
with—I do not think recovery possible.”

“1 thank you for your candour, my guod
Sir, it i¢ invaluable to me. Delmar,” he
added, after a moment’s;p&use, “ I have known
but little of you, though I have heard much to
your advantage, I will not, therefore, hesitate
to cntreat you will not refuse to let me see
Mrs. Hamilton—Where is she?”

“With her father.” °
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‘“What!” returned Charles, in a hollow
voice, *“are all come to witness my disgrace ?
but, perhaps, I desqrve it—do you think Maria
will come to me? ”

-« T dare not promise, Hamilton, she knows
not your situation yet; I will, however, go to
her to-night, and if she be able to accompany
me, you shall see her early to-morrow.”

‘I would speak to you,” returned the dying
man, “but not now—you will come in the
morning?”’ :

““Most assurcdly.”

“Tell Maria I cannot die in peace, until I
have obtained her pardon, and that my hours
are limited. What is the time now, Brownlow ?
Oh, heavens! this pain.” On being told it
was eight o’clock, he said, ““ Well, well, put
the watch there, that I may sec it.—Now,
Delmar, leave us, but entreat, Mr. Vernon to
let me see him, if he can make up his mind to

- look upon me again.” -

« I will, Hamilton : can I do anything else
for you?”

*Only, if I die before the morning,” he re-
plied, in a low tone, ‘“do not let your rancour
follow me to the grave.”

Mortimer, who had advanced a step or two
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towards the door, again approached the bed,
and said, as a struggle of contending feeling
was apparent by the working of his features,
“The wrongs of my family are®grievous,
Hamilton, but he must indeed be bold, to per-
mit his indignation to invade the oblivion
of the tomb; my duty shall be followed, if
possible, yet, remember, I am mortal.”

The cheek of the invalid fushed, but he
made no reply, and Mortimer withdrew to seek
the old clergyman, whom he summoned from
Ellen’s room.

“ Mr. Vernon,” he said, “ I sent for you, be-
cause Mr. Hamilton is anxious to speak to
you, and also to apprise you that very little
hopes are entertained of his recovery; conse-
quently, by his desire, I must request you will
permit me to bring Mrs. Hamilton here in the
morning. We are not strangers, sir, and I
hope you will bglieve I am unwilling to distress
you unnecessarily. Heaven knows, for my
friends’ sakes, as well asmy own, I would I had
not been the instrument to %orkb all this misery!”

“I do believe you, Mr. Delmar,” returned
M:. Vernon, in a voice half choked by his
emotion. ““ I will not suppose any one would
voluntarily produce such nzisery; yet, I do not

BS
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blame your conduct, it is all that is honorable.
Come here when you like, but—,” and the old
man spoke with a spirit his companion had
not given ‘him credit for, “ Lord Fitz Eustace,
shall never come under my roof while I live.”

Mortimer’s heightened colour told the pang
this speech conveyed, but he hastened to ex-
plain his intention of returning to his family,
and concluded by enquiring, most kindly, after
the unfortunaté Ellen.

“Alas!” said the rector, in answer to this
interrogatory, “she is in the most distressing
state possible. Fit has succeeded fit, with
frightful rapidity and violence, and I fear the
blow will destroy her sense, if she regain her
health.” Mr. Vernon brushed away the drop
of agony which gathered in his eye as he spoke,
and Mortimer, as he stood gazing upon him,
felt that he would have given worlds for the
relief bestowed by that single tear. I will
see her to-morrow,” said he, ‘ but now I want
consolation myself and could not afford her
any. Tell her! however, from me, I love and
will protect her.” He wrung the hand Mr.
Vernodd gave him, in token of his confidence,
and, with a heart too full for further utterance,
he left the cottage, and hastily pursued his
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road to F——, where his friends waited his ar-
rival. Vain would it be to attempt to unravel
the state of his mind, as he passczd onward.
Anger, indignation, sorroy, pity, affcction, and
contempt, by turns gained possession of his
feelings, and almost drove him to distraction ;
but, as he neared the end of his walk, he
recognised the imperative necessity for calming
himself, before he joined his sister ; and, after a
few turns before the house which contained her,
be summoned resolution to enter.
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CHAPTER 1I.

% Would,"” thought he, ¢ as the picture grows.
I on.its stalk had left the rose !

(6] why' should man’s success remove

The very charms that wake his love !

As soon as Mr. Vernon was alone, he recalled
Hamilton’s message to his mind, but he could
not immediately answer it. Stunned as the
old man was, by this dreadful and unexpected
calamity,—borne down by age and previous
suffering — almost distracted by his beloved
Ellen’s alarming state ; it will easily be
imagined that it was not without the greatest
paig that he contemplated entering Chw
room. Anger and indignation had take: o
session of his mind, and -he feared he shoA#fd
not be able to exercise his usual self-command
in meeting the seducer of his adopted child;
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yet, when he recalled Mortimer’s intimation of
Hamilton’s danger, his natural benevolence
was awakened, and he determined to overcome
‘his reluctance to answer the unhapﬁy man’s
appeal. With a heavy heart, therefore, he
turned to enter the room, where he sat down
by the bed, without saying a word, and, for a
few minutes, no one spoke. The rector was
totally absorbed by his melancholy ideas,
while the invalid felt unwilling to commence
a conversation ‘which he knew must be painful
to both, and so peculiarly humiliating to
himself.

At length, after looking attentively and
sorrowfully at his aged «companion, for a
moment, he said, in a faltering voice, ¢ This
is kind, most kind of you, Mr. Vernon, to
come to me,—yet, I scarce dare hope you can
so far forget my crimes as to bear with me a
little longer.—I am dying, sir,—Delmar has,
probably, told you the cause, and I would
unburthcen my conscience to you. I am aware
how little I deserve your ¢lémency, but 1 now
fear to meet my end by slow degrees, as much
as 1 before courted it. Is there mercy in
heaven, for crimes like mine? ”

The person he addressed looked up in,
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surprise, the question was so startling, so
abrupt, that he did not instantly reply; and
Hamilton pursued, “ Can you not give me
hope? "Must I perish for ever?”

“ Heaven forbid you should think so,
Charles!” exclaimed the good man, as his
countenance brightened. “ My heavenly mas-
ter never turns a deaf ear to the voice of
repentance, and, most assuredly, you will be
heard.” ’

“You must pray for me, Mr. Vernon—I
dare not—cannot.”

““ Say not so,” replied the other, “ You know
not the mercy, the goodness, of the Almnighty!”

“You know not my wickedness, Mr. Vernon,
hear me, hefore you decide. Yet, tell me first
if the hapless being, who has furnished we
with all the happiness 1 have ever enjoyed,
be able to bless my eyes. Let me see my
Ellen, once more—only once.”

“ Never,” said the clergyman, in a voice,
trembling partly with anger, and*partly with
newly aroused emotion, at the name of the
unfortunate girl. “ Never! dare you hope
that such conduct as yours merits it? No!
merciless man, you cannot! besides, your
victim has been thrown almost into phrenzy
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by your cruel words—she now lies in the
greatest danger ; each moment may prove her
last, and, I shall, perhaps, be again left without
one tie in the world. Ohs!! Mr. Hamilton,
little did I think at the moment I received
the suffering traveller into my humble dwell-
ing, that I admitted a wolf in sheep’s cloth-
ing. You were ill—you were in want of as-
sistance, and I treated you as a friend, as a
son—you sought and obtained the affection of
my beloved Ellen ; but, when I yielded to your
solicitations for her hand, I never dreamed I
was receiving a viper into my bosom, which
was eventually to ruin my peace. Alas! that
I should witness the destruction of my only
comfort in this world of trial, by means of
one, in whom I too fondly—too blindly con-
fided.”” His voice failed, and the old man’s
agony was perceptible, by the convulsion of
his whole frame.

“ Your reproaches are -but too just,” said
Charles, “ I know I am a viljain of the deepest
die ; but if any excuse can paﬂiate my con-
duct, it is in my having been forced to marry
a woman I never loved. I entreat you, Mr.
Vernon, to hear me-—condemn me you must,
but hear and pity the wretch who has ruined
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himself, and all around him, by listening only
to his own gratification.”

“ Why should I-listen to your villany, Mr.
Hamilton? it camnot restore the fair fame, the
health, or happiness, you have destroyed; it
cannot make reparation for what you have
done. My poor girl will die, and your expla-
nation will only render me more miserable,
that, by my accordance, Ellen should have
been thus doomed to suffer.”

‘ Spare me, Mr. Vernon,” replicd Hamilton,
in a voice of agony, ‘I know I ought not to
expect mercy, but if you speak of her, of her
sufferings, you place me on the rack. Alas!
alas! to think that she, whom I so fervently
love....”

« Love!” repeated the old man, interrupting
him, “love! name it not—you never loved
her—you only made her gentle nature, her
beauty, serve your vile pleasures. Oh! no,
you never loved her!”

“I own my crimes, Mr. Veruon, I own that
selfishness his ruled my actions through life—
that I thought solely of myself in my visits
here, but still I have deeply, fondly loved,
nay, almost worshipped Ellen. May I find
that mercy from above which you refuse me
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now! My injured wife will be here in a few
hours, and to her I will confide the statement
1 would gladly have made to,a ministet of the
gospel, from whom I might have derived some
consolation in my last moments. Farewell,
sir! T feel you are too much injured by me
to be expected to relent. Still may Heaven
bless you, and my unfortunate Ellen!”

He stopped, and Mr. Vernon took his hand,
saying, with a. countenance whereon anger
contended with his better fcelings, the latter
of which obtained the mastery as he spoke,
“ Acutely as I must deplore your conduct,
Mr. Hamilton, far be it from me to refuse
what T can do for you at so awful a
period ; if therefore, you wish to receive the
comforts of religion, I will afford you in all
my power.”

Hamilton returped the rector’s pressure of
the hand, “I thank you, Mr. Vernon, you
will, then, hear my tale.”

Mr. Vernon motioned him fo paoceed, which,
after a short pause, he did, in the following
words, ‘I need scarcely tell you that, since
our acquaintance, my life has been a constant
course of deception and misery. Falsehood,
Jhe most dreadful and extensive, was neces-
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sary to conceal my crime, and, surely, if ever
a hell could be creatcd in mortal breast, it has
been sG in mine, I have always represented
myself to you as an orphan, but I unhappily
have two indulgent parents to mourn my
disgrace and death. It would not, however,
have suited my purpose to have had the
connection discovered, for, three years ago, 1
was persuaded, by my father, to marry that
lady you saw here to-day, a person of large
property, and Lord Fitz Eustace’s only
daughter.”

The rector groaned dceply, and Charles
hastily said, ‘“ Pardon me, Mr. Vernon, I
would say I thought so, then; to my cost I
now know the contrary. I never loved her,
but was dazzled by her eclat and fortune, and,
in a fatal moment, I consented to sell myself
for gold. [t matters little to you how we lived
in the world of pleasure ; but, as months rolled
away, every spark of affection for .my gay wife
vanished. 1 wa' disappointed, and repented
the step which I had taken, and, consequently,
sought dissipation to drown thought. In this
frame of mind the accident occurred which pro-
cured my introduction to you. I saw Ellen, I
saw her beauty ; I admired her; who, indced.
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could fail to do so! Yes.; Iadmired her: was
enamoured at first sight,and basely thought that
if I could not be master of such uneommon
charms, I would, at least, render them sub-
servient to my pleasures. The name by which
you always addressed me favoured my design,
for I foresaw that it would effectually prevent
me from detection. Under the cognomen of
Hargrave, I fancied I might securely play my
diabolical game,and the ruin of a pretty rustic
was only a trifle in my eyes.”

“ Stay, Mr. Hamilton; I command you,
stay,” interposed Iis auditor indignantly,“ I
dare not lend my ear to such a shameless
account. I will not stay to listen to such
designs against my child.” He rosc as he
spoke, but Hamilton continued: ¢ By all you
hold most sacred, sir, I request you will hear
the confession of a dying sinner. A few
minutes more, and I will trouble you no
farther.” Such an appeal was not likely to
be made in vain, the rector aAgaip seated him-
self, and Hamilton resumed : ¢ I delayed my
visit to my uncle from day to day, unable to
tear myself from Ellen, whose constant atten-
tion, added to her beauty, were attractions
»which T was too weak, too “selfish, to over-
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come. I soon found, however, that to one
so innocent, so chaste, as Ellen Vernon, 1
could «never expose my intention without
losing her and your esteem for ever; and
yet, I could not make up my mind to destroy
my happiness by giving up all thoughts of
making her mine. Yet, at that period, I still
struggled with my passions, I resolved to pro-
ceed on my journey, which you know, sir, I
did ; but I had not left you many hours before
I repented it, for the demon of love assailed
me, and I became almost wild. I, who had
never felt an affection for my wife, good and
kind as she has been to me, was entirely over-
come by an uncontroulable, an unlicensed,
attachment to the village beauty. More than
once I was tempted to retrace my steps before
I reached my uncle’s; but in this single
instance I restrained myself, and continued
during my absence in a state of torment:—
at its expiration, I voluntarily:-hastened to
cast myself juto‘the toils from which I might
then have escaped, had I been so inclined;
but I was completely blinded to every thing
but t}@t of my own selfish feelings. I will
not shock you by detailing my sensations,
when I discovered, by my reception, that my,
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beautiful Ellen was not indifferent to me ;—
suffice it to say that I passed the first few
days after my return in a kind of trance,
from which I was not arouged until*T had
pledged a faith,no longer at my disposal, to
the lovely Ellen. She referred me to you ;
and 1 then saw that a trifle must not daunt
me, if I would succeed in my object. I fa-
bricated a tale to serve my purpose, and suc-
cceded in deceiving you, by bringing forward
a person to back*my false assertions.”

“ And who then,” demanded the rector, in a
tone of horror, *“ was that miserable man who
dared, under the profession of sanctity, con-
ceal such villany ?”

‘“ Excuse me,” returned Hamilton, it is
immaterial now tg expose him ; it is sufficient
to tell you he was one who owed me much,
and that I made use of his gratitude to blind
you. Imustdo him the justice to say that he
never knew that I was already married, for we
had not met‘for years, and he only intended to
serve me at the time of my fathef’s obduracy.
Poor fellow ! he died sooh after, in happy
ignorance of his own or his friend’s errors.
Through his testimony I gained my object;
you agreed to my becoming, the husband of
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your grand-daughter ; but I have never for-
gotten my shame, my feelings of conscentious
remorse, as you placed the spotless hand of my
victim at my disyosal. Had you suspected my
veracity, you might easily have discovered
my confusion; but your extreme generosity
prevented it, and I became an accepted lover.
Often during the succeeding month, though at
times supremely happy, the conviction of my
cruelty and wickedness would come across my
mind. Iloked upon my prize with mixed fcel-
ings of pity and sclf-reproach, which not un-
frequently were near betraying me ; Ellen was
so contented, herself, that she could not account
for my dark frown, though, had she been aware
of the fire which raged in my heart, her sur-
prise would have been augmented, in conse-
quence of the few and slight indications of my
mental disease. I could not help condemning
myself, and brooding over tle dangerous game
in grhich I was embarking. Once, indeed, 1
thought of declal;;no' my falsehood, of reveal-
ing my real Situation ; but I only saw shame,
'—humllmtlon, and self-denial in such a measure H
while, by my silence, I should recei®on trea-
sure, which I might, by good manaﬁement
retain for ever undetected. Thus, I decided on
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the latter course; and, at the end of a month
of unutterable happiness, I married! Fatal
act! I have scarcely enjoyed a moment of ap-
parent tranquillity since, jn which the dread
of discovery has not riscn up before me like
a fiend. Every smile, every caress, from my
poor Ellen, has seemed a reproach to me.

< Your kindness, sir, has cut me to the heart ;
while the contemplation of my child, which
was introduced into a wicked world loaded
with its parewt’s sin, distracted me. I have
been tempted to forsake this place for ever, to
throw aside my fictitious appellation, and to
renounce my only hours of unstable felicity,
but I could not, Mr. Vernon ; I loved her too
well to resign her, at once, to distress the most
horrible, and I feared to add another to the
sum total of my crimes ; and thus have con-
tinued here, until the hour of retribution has
arrived, and I am taken in my own trap. For
my own fate, I carc little. I have tasted the
honey of my design ; tberefore, must not.&p
Ject to the correcting bitter. 4 shall die, and
escape ignominy ; but Ellen, how will she en-
dure it! Good heavens! what a wretch I am!
What can [ do? Mr. Vernon, tell me what 1
can do?”

. - >
A sigh so deep escaped from the good man
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ere he replied, that Hamilton started, and
gazed apxiously at him, fearing his feelings
had been tpo violently strained by the fore-
going narration ; but the rector succeeded in
smothering his em'})tion, and said, ‘* There is
but one thing that you can do now, Mr. Hamil-
ton, to blot out the past.”

*“ And what is that, dear sir? " eagerly inter-
rupted the other, I feel capable of anything
for' her benefit, even now. Ten thousand
pounds I have already settled unon her and the
child—what would you recommend farther?”

““That you should direct your thoughts to
heaven, and spend your firal hours in peni-
tence and prayer,” returned Mr. Vernon, stern-
ly. ‘Think not Ellen wants your bounty, her
wrongs are too serious to admit of remunera-
tion, and I must say, my surprise is excited by
your offer. I shall not, and I hope she will
not, consent, under any cn'cumstances, to derive
support from the author of her fall.”

“ Nay, Mr. Vernon,” returned Charles, ¢ be
not so insensible to worldly considerations—my
guilt should not influence your actions in re-
gard to her temporal advantage; therefore,
let me hope you will reconsider this subject.”

All Charles’s arguments proved unsuccess-
ful, to l?‘ake ‘his companion retract his declara-
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tion of refusing the settlement for Ellen, and
he at length desisted in despair; and after
having dictated a letter to his father, yhich he
entreated Mr. Vernon to pwt into the hands of
Mrs. Hamilton, or Mortimer Delmar, should
he not live to see them on the following morn-
ing, gave his attention to preparations for his
awful change. With characteristic piety, Mr.
Vernon administered every available consola-
tion afforded by the christian religion, and had
the satisfaction’ of seeing that his cfforts were
not thrown away; for by degrees, the unhappy
man became composed, and, after some time,
he expericnced a témporary relief to his suffer-
ings from an opiate. The clergyman then left
him, to return to his favorite Ellen, whose
faintings, though somewhat less death-like,
still continued, and the tear of agony was seen
to fall as he hung over the unconsclous girl,

whose life, ““ begmn in sin,” seemed fated to
end in shame; for he scarcely expected her to
be restored to him. Indefed. he was not sure
that he wished it, for how could he anticipate
any portion of happines§ being hers, with
“ hopes sapped—name blighted,” and, without
it, where were the value of existence ?

* VoL, II, ¢
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CHAPTER III,

The offspring of his wayward youth,
¢ When he betrayed Bianca's tguth.
BYRON,

Ir is now requisite, for the information of our
readers, to go back alittle in our narrative, and
explain the cause of Mortimer’s abrupt depar-
ture from the Metropolis, and also that of his
being so deeply affected by receiving Mr.
Hamilton’s address at the banker’s.

During his absence from England, he had
learnt, by means of his friend Sir Geerge
Heron’s letters from his family, that a person
named Hargrave had insinuated himself into
the favour of°Myr. Vernon ; but, as Lady Heron
had not visited the north, during the absence
of her son, this account was vague, and only
mentioned by Sir George by chance. Tt
served, nevertheless, to make an impression on
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Delmar’s mind, and to raise a fear for Ellen’s
happiness at the moment, which vanished, by
degrees, when he reflected on_ the tende# friend
she possessed in Mr. Vernon. ® He remembered,
also, that months might have intervened since
this pcrson had been at Claybrook, and the
danger, if indecd any existed, unavoidable. A
few months would find him again in England,
when he determined to go into Westmoreland'.

With this detcymination, he returned home,
where, as we have seen, his sister’'s situation
roused his immediate indignation. He bad
heard, from various quarters on the Continent,
no very satisfactory accounts of Charles, and
had more than once doubted if such a man,
as he was represented, were calculated to make
a good husband ; but, as no complaints from
home reached his ear, his generous nature
tempted him to discredit what he heard. Ou
discovering the neglect Maria endured, all
these talcs rose before him, and a dark and ill-
defined suspicion took posseéeton of his mind,
terminated, as we have shewn, by prompt
measures for elucidation.

His distress and alarm may therefore be con-
ceived, when his search was concluded by dis-
covering Mr. Hamiltori was td be written to "

c2
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under cover, to Mr. Hargrave, Claybrook,
Westmoreland !

“ Cotild Hamilton and Hargrave be the same
person ?” he asked himself. * Could Hargrave
have married Ellen? Could—" but he scarcely
dare reflect on the long train of crime which
his forebodings conjured up; and, half dis-
tracted, by anger and apprehension, he had
returned to Henley.

After having communicated the result of his
journey to his father and sister, with a portion
of his fears, he entreated the latter to let him
o to her husband, and ascertain thc whole
truth. Amidst all her distress, Mrs. Ilamilton
was still herself, and, although greatly indis-
posed, she resolved not to trust any one to
take up her cause alone. She foresaw that, if
the supposition of Charles’s inconstancy were
unhappily confirmed, her hopes of conjugal
comfort would be at once 'destroyed; yet she
could never have confidence in his conduct,
until the fact of his crime were disproved.
Some days were consumed in consideratipn,
when Mortimer declared that the welfare pf a
dear friend demanded his presence, and that,
since Maria would not avail herself of his as-
sistance, he should leave Henley. Thus find-
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ing thather delay availed little, Mrs. Hamilton
agreed to accompany him, while Lord Fits
Eustace, against his son's wish, detgrmined
to go also. .

They arrived in due time at F——, whence
they failed in learning anything concerning
Mer. IHargrave to satisfy them ; and the bewil-
dered Mrs. Hamilton insisted on going, in
person, immediately to Claybrook, where a fow
enquiries were cnough to satisfy them Mr, Har-
grave and Charles were, in reality, the same.
The consequences we have already rclated.

Mrs. Hamilton had passed the interval, be-
fore the return of her brother to F——, in the
greatest mental distress, scarcely daring to re-
flect upon his reuson for remaining at Clay-
brook, and alarmed, in the highest degree, for
its issue ; in which Lord Fitz Eustace partici-
pated, for they were cqually well acquainted
with Mortimer’s ififlexibility.

His lordship dceply sympathised in the
dreadful discovery which :their journey had
produced, for, though his fears for the affcction
of Charles and Maria bad for some time been
awakened, yet he had not allowed his suspi-
cions to range near the truth. Nor had he the
_least Edea IHamilton had peoved himself so
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utterly hase, until the return of his daughter
from Claybrook, whither he was prevented ac-
compapying his children by the representa-
tions of Mortimer, who dared not introduce
one so justly hated to the ill-fated Mr. Vernon.
Besides, up to this time, he had carefully
avoided informing his father of the existence
of Ellen, or of his knowledge of her birth and
Farentage ; correctly judging that such a dis-
closure could only tend to render him unecasy,
by a recurrence to former events, and also by
the conviction of being humiliated in the eyes
of an only son. In pursuance of this desire,
to spare Lord Fitz Eustace and himself morti-
fication, young Delmar had entrcated Maria
to maintain a rigid silence on their affinity to
Ellen, which his astonished and agitated sister
had readily promised. ¢ If, my dear Maria,”
he said, as he was about to conduct her to the
carriage, after having detedted her husband at
the rectory, ““if it must be known that this
unfortunate girl s his child, I am the one to
say so, thoﬁgh, I fervently hope I may be
spared the pain of so doing.”

This injunction she adhered implicitly to,
indeed it wag scarcely needed ; for, indepen-
dent of the delicacy of the subject from which
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she would naturally shrink, her thoughts
were wholly absorbed for the moment by
- Charles’s conduct, and her own eituation.
She knew it was entirely her own act to at-
tend her brother northward, notwithstanding
his remonstrances, and those of her father,
to the contrary. She was determined to as-
certain herself the truth or falsity of her
hushand’s estrangement ; yet, no sooner avas
she convinced, by occular demonstration, of
the fact, than her strength gave way, and
she yielded to her unfeigned sorrow with a
woman’s weakness. She mourned Charles’s
criminality, and her own desertion, with the
greatest poignancy, to which was added
anxicty for Mortiner, as the hours advanced,
and he came not. Eight, nine, and ten o’cloch
struck ; he had not arrived. She consulted
her father’s looks, and, reading in them a
corresponding ‘“uneasiness, was beginning to
express her apprchensions of his delay, when
his well-known voice froim below struck upon
her ear, and in a moment after he entered.

“You are later than we expected, Morti-
mer,” said Lord Fitz Eustace, as his son sat
down without speaking.

“I was unexpectedly detained, sir,” said
Mortimer calmly,
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“ And what have you done at this Clay-
brook ? Is the villain still at liberty ?”

“T have not taken any steps to arrest him,
my lord ; but he will remain at the rectory
to-night. I have ventured to say, Maria,” he
continued to his sister, ¢ that you will see him
to-morrow, since he desires to speak with you.
Was I wrong in so doing ?”

‘“Certainly not, my dearest brother, if my
father and you think it right I should do so.
But will Charles come here ?”’ rejoined Mrs.
Hamilton, with evident agitation.

“No, I scttled that you sbould go to him.”

““Was that kind, Mortimer?” she said re-
proachfully.

‘1t cannot be otherwise unfortunately,”
replied the brother, “or I should not have
permitted it.”

Maria looked at him earnestly, and then
rejoined composedly, * Mortimer, I am sure,
by the distress on your countenance, some-
thing important hes occurred ; tell me,” she
said with more urgency, as shc observed a
change upon his facc, *“ tell me, if you have
raised your hand against my husband.”

“ As I live,no, Maria!” replied he steadily,
“but Hamilfpn is°ill ; and I knew you too
well to refuse his demand.”
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She pressed his hand tenderly, as she said,

“ You did well ; but I trust he is not in dan-
.ger. What is the matter with him? Shall I
not go to-night?” -

“ He will be better after he has unburthencd
his mind to you, Maria. But do not ask me
more to-night; we have both gone through
encugh business for one day; and, if you please,
the carriage shall be at the door at ejght
o'clock in the morning. He does not expect
Uus now ; besigfes, it is late, and you, my swect
sister, will require rest, to prepare you for the
painful interview.."

“Alas!” said Maria weeping bitterly, « I
know not why, but 1 fear You are deceiving
me, Mortimer. T have always had implicit
confidence in your word ; but something tells
me that you know more than you dare com-
municate; do you fear me?”

“My dcar Maria,” said her father, < yon
distress your brother and yourself, also, hy
what you are saying. Cgn you not depend
on him?” *

“I can most firmly,” replied Mrs. Hamil-
ton, smiling faintly, as she looked affection-
ately in Mortimer’s face; “and T will prove it
to you.” .

cH
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Delmar endeavoured to return her smile,
but could not succeed ; he felt that her confi-
dence was almost betrayed, although he had
acted for the best j.and he was more comfort-
able when her father persuaded her to retire.
Mortimer then quickly informed his lordship
of the fact; and they agrecd it would be better
not to tell Maria the whole, until on her way
to Claybrook.

. “That will be quite soon cnough to inflict
another pang on her wounded lieart,” said his
father.

‘“ But did not Charles ask for me ? *

Mortimer shook his head.

“Nor any of his family ?”

‘“ No, sir.”

‘¢ Nevertheless, I will go with you.”

““There is no occasion for your being dis-
turbed so early, sir; and you will spare your-
self a severe trial by remaining here. I hope
we shall not be absent long.”

‘““ You are too consxderate for me, and itudy
my ease unnecéssamly I think Charleswould
not refuse to reccive my visit. Were he not
dying, I would go to see him placed in the
hands of justice, where he ought to be;—
now 1 intend to hear his infernal avowal.”
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* Most probably he will not sec you, sir;”
again pressed Mortimer, not a little alarmed
lest he should persist in his determination.—
“ Undcr his circumstancgs, his nafural feel-
ings will be to relate anything he may wish to
communicate to as few as possible.”

“You seem very unwilling I should accom-
pany you, Mortimer ; it is strange you should
place an obstacle before me at every turn: can
you not say at once why I am to do your
bidding? Ydung persons, now a-days, think
they know much better than their parents, I
believe.”

“My lord,” répliod Mortimer, firmly, but
respectfully, *T grieve much that my anxiety
for you should have cxcited your displeasure :
but I am under the necessity of repeating that
I hope you will not go with us. An obstacle
I would gladly avoid specitfying must prevent
it.”’

“You arc cnigmatical to-night; but 1 am
not to be silenced so easily as your sister; s0,
unless you give me a good redson, T shall not
alter my intention.”

Mortimer hesitated a moment, and then said,
“ Attribute not blame to me, my lord, if what
you force me to say should Jbe unwelcome to
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you for both our sakes, I shrink from it, though
I obey a father’s commands. Ilaye you no
recollection of the name of Vernon?”

Lord Fitz Eustage started violently as he
repeated “ Vernon! Yes; I do recollect it to
my shame ; what of it?”

“The rector of Claybrook is so called, my
lord; and this day forbad your entrance into
his house.”

o But the girl, Mortimer?” enquired his
father, eagerly, “ who is the girl? the child
of one Jane Vernon?”

Mortimer signed in the affirmative.

““ When and how did you learn this?”

“ Before I left the country, sir, from the
rector’s own lips.”

“ And why did you not tell me?”

“ Need you ask, my dear father?”

¢t Scarcely, indeed, Mortimer, I know your
affection and integrity ; yet, L would you had
been less solicitous to spare me, for I have
long deplored my crime, and sought, by cvery
means in my power, to discover poor Jane's
child, that T might, at lcast, do what I could

oJor her, to repair the wrong I did her mother,
whose dcath I long since ascertained. Who
is the person with whom she resides?”
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 Her mother’s father-in-law, sir.”

« Hah! he has, indeed, cause to close his
door against me,” replied bis Lordship, bit-
terly. “ But tell me how’ you learnt all
this?”

In a clear and succinct manner, Delmar
related his introduction at the cottage, care-
fully avoiding what he thought would inflict
most pain, as also the detail df his unfortu-
nate passion. As soon as he had concluded, °
the Baron said,. “ Good Heaven! Mortimer,
is Hamilton aware of the double crime he
has committed?”

“ He is, sir.”

“It is no wonder, then, that he has laid
violent hands on himself. A perjured villain !
It is hard my dcar Maria should thus suffer
for a parent’s crimes—would I could suffer
alone! but, since I cannot remove the cause of
all this wretchednéss, I must sce what can be
done to relieve it. You miust be my deputy,
my dear boy, in this sad affair. My honour
and happincss is safer in your hands than my
own, [ verily believe; therefore, make what
offer and terms you please with this unfortu-

nate girl, since I am unable to act for
myself.” ' .
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““ Your confidence is most gratifying, dear
father, and I assure you it shall not be mis-
placed, but, I fear no pecuniary considera-
tions will influente Mr. Vernon, to forget, or
forgive.”

“ It must be tried, Mortimer.” His son was
silent; and Lord Fitz Eustace added, ¢ Our
dear Maria will deeply feel this blow.”

< I fear so, indeed,” said the brother, “‘ but
she has more strength of mind at her com-
mand than the fragile Ellen—for her I tremble.
Heavens! what must be Hamilton’s feclings,
when he ponders on the wreck, the devastation
he has wrought in the hearts of two beings,
s0 good, so pure! Surely the reproaches of
his conscience must hc punishment enough.
I dare not think of his wickedness, it dis-
tracts me!”

““If you are thus moved,” said his father,
gloomily, ¢“ what must I éndure, who see, in
the whole event, the stroke of retribution!”

‘“ Pardon my complaints, my father; I
would not wound you,” replied Mortimer, as
Lord Fitz Eustace gave him his hand, “ but I
am deeply hurt.”

“ A night'’s repose will do us all good,”
rejoined his Lordship, as he rose from the



MORTIMER DELMAR. 89

seat he had occupied the last few minutes,
““ and the morning, I fancy, will again call for
all your energy.” .

‘It shall not be wanting,’ sir,” replicd the
young man, with a look of firm determination,
and the father and son separated for the
night. P

Lord Fitz Eustace, lelt alone, ruminated
long on his son’s communication, and keenty
did he feel the annihilation of his ambitious
projects. He had figured to himself the
radiant Mrs. IIamilton, transformed into the
brilliant Countess, sprrounded by rank, wealth,
and splendour; he had anticipated the parent’s
proud satisfaction, he knew that he had sacri-
ficed her happiness for aggrandizement, and
now he found that his hopes were all crushed
at once ; his name insulted and degraded by
means of his former folly. A crime, of many
years’ standing, ndw brought to light to over-
whelm him with shame. In an ill-fated hour
he had loved, or fancied de .]oved, Jane
Vernen, and, as already detailed, had over-
come her virtue. The first excess of admira-
tion, however, past, he had discarded her,
probably for novelty; and, with heartless
cruelty, had paid her passage to her native
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country, to rid himself of a troublesome bur-
then. Moncy he had offered, but, that the
fallen qreature had refused with indignation ;
and abject misfry and distress, closed by
disease and death, were the consequences.
True, it was, the Baron told his son, he had
endeavoured, on his return to England, to
repair his baseness, but, the lapse of years
had destroyed all trace of the mother, or her
child, and he spcedily relinquished the search,
thinking, most likely, both° were numbered
with the dead. This night had removed the
veil! From the lips of his only son, Lord
Fitz Eustace had heard that the child of the
wretched Mrs. Vernon yet lived—had lived to
be his curse! to be the innocent cause of his
degradation! He saw himself caught in a net
of his own weaving, and bitter indeed were
- his reflections! ‘ How,” he asked himself,
“could he again face the* world! the cold,
calculating world, after this aflair was known,
and, known it,must be, soon, in a society
where the misfortunes of others are ever a
grateful topic of discussion. Would not the
finger of pity and scorn be pointed at one,
heretofore sensible only of the eye of admira-
tion, or of envy? Could he endure that?
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No! He would leave the country, would quit
a society where he was so well known, and
endeavour, by the offer of gold—almogt any
sum within the bounds of*® moderation, to
silence the discovery of his affinity with the
unfortunate Ellen.” He had observed that
Mortimer had not appeared to enter zealously
into his views for compensating her for his
former conduct, and he resolved to communisy
cate his intentions himself, by letter, to Mr.
Vernon, being un;villing to explain his narrow
views to Mortimer, whom he knew to be all
gencrosity, and he had that fear of his son
which a great mind must ever unconsciously
exercisc over one of less vigour.

With his mind thus made up, on this point,
his Lordship’s thoughts again reverted to the
painful situation of Mrs. Hamilton. He
grieved over lu_ar, and his own expectations
for ever destroyed, %and, with just indignation,
he reviewed ITamilton’s conduct. Thus, the
night was far advanced ere he, sought repose,
and his last mental exclamation was,  Alas'
Jane Vernon, thou art amply avenged !”
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CHAPTER 1IV.

Sar. My gentle, wrong’d Zarina !
I am the very slave of circumstance
And impulse—borne away with every breath !

SARDANAPALUS,

ScANT was the measure of repose enjoyed
by the brother and sister ; each tormented by
thoughts of the past and coming days. Mrs.
Hamilton, broken down by illness and anxiety,
passed the greater part of the night in tears;
while Mortimer, after indulging his various
bitter and indignant feelings some hours, sunk
into an uneasy slumber, in which the harrass-
ing events, which had so recently taken place,
again passed before him, and he awoke with
a convulsive start to uneasy reality. Day
dawned at last, and he was called from his
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restless pillow; firmly he prepared to attend
Maria, and to apprise her of her husband’s
danger. For a few moments he gsaw his
father; and Lord Fitz Eustace then told him
his plan of writing to the rector, in which the
young man readily acquiesced.

Mrs. Hamilton entered the carriage calm
and collected, but with an air indicative of
such mental suffering that her affectionate
companion almost repented having deferred
his alarming intelligence, and half the dis-
tance they had to traverse was accomplished
before he could summon courage to inform her
of the appalling truth. Iaving, however,
broken it to her, a few minutes ere they reached
their destination, he was happy to find that
she heard it tranquilly, though a death-like
paleness covered her face. For an instant,
she appeared on the point of fainting ; but, by
an effort, she recbvered herself, and then said,
‘1 am not surprised, Mortimer ; your beha-
viour last night conveyed jpuch more than,
perhaps, you intended. I was  sure you had
something on yourmind beside what you chose
to communicate ; and I need scarcely say I
interpreted that silence unfavourably. Do not
fear me, my dearest brothers 1 am prepared
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to hear anything now. I trust I can meet
Charles as I ought; and that your kind con-
sideration for me will not have caused us
to be too late. An idea of having failed in
my last sad duty would embitter my life. Are
you satisfied we shall yet be in time? I fear
your delay was dangerous.”

“Nay, Maria, banish that thought. lmme-
diate dissolution was deemed improbable, or
I would have counselled your visit last night.”
She pressed his hand convulsively in her’s in
silence ; and in a short time they werc at the
cottage. Delmar led the frembling Mrs. Ha-
milton into the sitting-room, saying * You
will stay here, Maria, will you not, until I
have bcen to [{amilton? ”

“No, no; I must see him directly. Do not
leave me, Mortimer. 1 cannot stay alone here.”

“ It is impossible, my poor Maria,” replied
he tenderly, endeavouring at the same time to
free himself from her grasp; ‘ he must be
prepared for the interview. Where is Mr.
Vernon?” he continued to the servant.

“ In Mr. Hamilton’s room, sir; but he knows
of your arrival, and wishes you to go to him.”

¢ And my husband ?” enquired Maria wild-
ly, shuddering as she spoke ; ““ how is he?”
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‘ More easy, ma'am, than in the fore part of
the night ; since Mr. Brownlow gave him some-
thing to sleep him.” .

““ There, Maria, you can ntake any enquiries
while I go to the rector; fear not, I will fetch
you soon.”

Mrs. Hamilton yielded, and, seating herself
passively, said “I am satisfied, Mortimer, he
is still alive. I must submit.” .

Thus frced, Mortimer entered the chamber
of death, wher¢ he found Ilamilton still un-
der the influence of the opiate; but a very
short interval had passed belore he opened
his eyes, and, seeing Delmar, made an eflort to
address him ; but, at first, was unable from the
stupefaction of his senscs. Mortimer, seeing
his attempt, said immediately, *“ Do not distress
yourself, Mr. Hamilton, I will wait as long as
you please,”

« Maria?” said Charles in a tone of interro-
gation. “Is here,” returned Delmar; “ and
only waits your summons tg attend you.”

“Bless her! I have not delerved it;” he
said mournfully ; and, after a momentary pause,
pursued, as he fixed his cyes on Mortimer’s
gloquent countenance, * Can she forgive me?”
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“That question she shall answer for herself,
Ifamilton. Shall I fetch her?”

“Not. yet, not yet. I must have time to
think. IfI thou8ht she would forgive me, 1
would not hesitate, but—"

¢ Fear not, Maria, said the brother; « I will
answer for her generosity.” Ie made an ad-
vance towards the door, as he spoke, and,
meeting with no opposition from the invalid,
he soon found himself again with his sister.

Mrs. Hamilton trembled violently as he led
her to the room, but she did not speak ;—her
strong pressurc of his arm assured him she
was much agitated. On opening the door, she
quitted her brother’s side, who followed her,
and, advancing unsupported to the sick bed,
took the passive hand of her husband as it lay
on the cover-lid in both of her’s, and said in the
soft tones of kindness, * Dear Charles, do you
feel better?” ‘

Hamilton looked anxiously at Mortimer,
who, immediately comprehending his glance
ofenquiry, replied * She knows all, Hamilton.”

He looked his thanks, and, returning Maria's
pressure, said “ Then I need not deceive you
with false hopes, Maria ; neither is there any
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occasion for me to tell you how I have been
reduced to this state. I know that in a few
hours I shall be past all pain, and, therefore, T
am truly grateful for your prempt arrival. Tt
is kind, very kind, to come to me.”

““ Could you doubt my doing so, Charles,
when I heard of your dreadful situation !”’—
The tears rolled down her face as she spoke:
‘“ How could I fail doing so after what has.
passed ?”

“ How could I flatter myself my injured
wife would condescend to enter the precincts
of my criminality ? Even now I dare not look
at you. Alas! how you must despise and
hate me!” His voice failed, and for an in-
stant he gasped for breath.

« I pity you,” said Mrs. Hamilton ; “ [ have
come to do all I can for you; so tell me,
Charles, why you sent for me.”

“ To own my wickedness, to sue for pardon,
and to bless one whom I curse myself for hav-
ing so foully treated,” returned be with an
ineflectual effort at composur:s, for his voice
shook, and his lip quivered, as he said the last
words. )

Mrs. Hamilton made no reply, for her emo-
tion choked her words; but ghe pressed the
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hand she still held to her lips, and in so doing
bedewed it with tears of grief.

“Maria, my wife!” pursued he, “ compose
yourself; my time is short, and I have caused
you too much sorrow, already, not to grieve
for this additional pang I have given you. I
entreat you to be calm, for 1 do not merit the
tears of virtue, Mr. Vernon, Maria, has been
.the depository of my repentance and my tale;
from him you will learn all that has occurred
in this dclusive spot; but ‘there are circum-
stances which have taken place elsewhe.e,
regarding yourself alone, still undisclosed, and
to acknowledge which I have required to see
you. Much as I fear your displeasure may be -
augmented, I caunot refrain from owning my
villany, since your forgiveness will be incom-
plete without you know the extent of my
faults. Delmar, are we alone?”

“Maria and myself are your only com-
panions,” replied Mortimer.

“It is well ; give me that cordial, before I
begin.” -

Mrs. IIamilton immediately did so, and,
after a slight hesitation, from the intensity of )
his pain, and a deep drawn sigh, he said, g ’gf
“ Mortimer Delmar, let me avail myself of
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this opportunity of thanking you for procuring
me the satisfaction of secing your sister once
more. T scarcely merit such indulgence,
though I dared to crave it, and your kindness
will not be unrewarded.”

‘“ e could not do less than fulfil your wish,
Ch..rles,” replied Mrs. Hamilton, *“in con-
sideration of my comfort, as well as yours, for
I should have been deeply hurt that anything
in my power had been neglected to make you
easy.”

Mortimer joined his sister in this declara-
tion ; and Charles gaid, ° You are both kind—
too kind—much more so than I deserve, or
anticipated ; which, I think, makes me more
rcluctant to lay myself open to you, and I
feel how much happines§ I have wantonly
thrown away. I bhelieve the utmost felicity
was at my disposal, on my marriage, since I
am conviuced, from what I know of your
ex~ellence, Maria, that you would have been
an affectionate wife to me, salthough, at the
period of our union, I do net believe love had
any lodgement in our hearts. Nay, do not
interrupt me,” he continued, seeing her about
to speak, “I know what you would say, but
it will be in vdin to try to persuade me that

VOL. 1L D
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aught but policy consummated the alliance.
We were never attached to each other in a
degree ngcessary to warrant domestic comfort,
and those who iifipelled the marriage have
much to answer for; but, with the errors of
others I have littlc to do, and will not stop
to point them out; God knows, I have a
sufficiency of individual sin to occupy my
thoughts ! You are too sensible of the neglect
I manifested towards you, in the succceding
months, to require any rccapitillation. T feel
the blame was all on'my side, for I sought to
please myself alone, plunging wildly on, in
proportion as.I began to condemn my conduct.

““In the sccond year of our marriage, I first
saw Ellen Vernon: I was on my way to Lord
Glenartney’s, wheri my carriage was over-
turned, and I procured an asylum here. I
cannot enter into particulars of my visit, but
its consequences were, that”I permitted my
passion to triumph over my reason and virtue,
by marrying her.. Accustomed to see every
thing subservient to my will, I could not
controul my desires, though I feared I was
making a dangerous experiment for the attain-
ment of happiness, which justly, | however
fatally, has been-realized. Every attention,
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every look, from you, Maria, since that time,
has seemed a reproach to me, and T have
many times tormented mys.e]f with vhe idea
that your manncr expressed distrust, fancying
you must have discovered all. These senti-
ments, howcver, refer more particularly to a
later period, for at first my delusion rendered
me dcad to every thing but pleasure, which,
on my rcturn to you, I pursued with redoubléd
vigour. I devoted all the time I could spare,
consistent with my necessary concealment, to
my new duties, and flattered mysclf I should
not be detected. Iwill distress you no longer
unnecessarily by a dectail of all my subter-
fuges.

“ Your constant round of amusement, your
universal success in pleasing, first made me
indulge an idea, at which [ now tremble.
Hating myself for my crimes, yet unable to
extricate myself from my fatal imprudence,
I saw you courted by the young—the gay—the
fashionable. I saw you tremding a path of
excitement—I saw too that you had no cause
to love me, and I dared to hope — Yes! 1
dared to hope that you might bhe so far worked
upon by admiration, and my neglect, as to

,commit some indiscretion, By which I might
D2
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divest myself of a tie, which I felt I had
disgraced.”

Mrs. fHamiltonh started at this declaration,
while Mortimer’s check glowed with indigna-
tion; he forbore, however, to interrupt the
tale, and Hamilton continued.

“ When first the thought insinuated itself
into my mind, I was alarmed, and dismissed it
i haste; but it is astonishing with what
rapidity the mind becomes accustomed, by
contemplation, to circumstances from which
we may turn with horror in the first instance.
By degrees, I was reconciled to this vile con-
sideration, and looked forward to its consum-
mation with secrct pleasure. Your conduct,
however, was so consistent that I saw no
chance of my wish being fulfilled, and I
shunned you more and more as I felt the
increase of my own baseness. This was the
state of my feeling in the early part of the
last season, which, like the two others, since
our unhappy, unton, was dedicated to a whirl
of pleasure.” He paused, as if unable, or
unwilling, to proceed, and, for a minute, a
perfect silence rcigned in the apartment;a
.suppressed sob from his wife roused him, and,
sceing that Mortimer laid his hand tenderly
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upon her arm, as if to lead her from the room,
he said, ““ Maria, do not leave me, in pity stay
to pardon me! I will go on as soonsas pos-
sible. Oh! this pain! Good heavens! what
would T not give for case.”

“Do not fear, Hamilton, we will not go
away from you,” said Delmar, seeing that his
sister was too much agitated to reply at the
moment. “I am sure Maria is solicitous
do all she deems her duty.”

‘“What a reproach that speech conveys!”
rejoined Charles, in a mournful tone: ¢ but
I know it is just; principle alone can guide
her conduct towards such as I am. Would it
were otherwise ; but, regret is vain now, there-
fore I will procecd at once to the point. At
the time I was making up my mind to propose
for your hand, you may remcmber that
Frederic Sinclair was introduced to you.”
‘Mrs. Hamilton’s ‘cheek, at the name of the
young dragoon, was like crimson, her whole
frame trembled, and she gaspe(.i for breath,
but the chamber was too much darkened for
Charles to observe her agitation, and her
brother, who watched her attentively, attri-
buted it to some distressing circumstance with
, Which he was unacquainted. Her husband
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went on: “ Various circumstances made me
then think that you favoured him, conse-
quently, I both feared and hated him, as a
rival ; but, after & time, he left Nottingham.
T obtained your hand, and quickly forgot all
idea of your preference for him. When we
again met last spring, times had altered, I had
no longer anything to dislike him for, and,
finding him a pleasant fcllow, received him at
my hLouse, as a friend. Do not tremble so,
my poor Maria, I am not going to blamc you
in touching on this subject, but, to tell you
how utterly unworthy I have been of your
steady virtue. I threw you together by every
means in my power, cncouraged his visits at
all times and scasons, and, I perceived that
both you and Captain Sinclair were again on
terms of the closest friendship. I learnt that
you were frequently in society together, and,
strange to say, that, far fron being displeased,
I rejoiced at it, for I then dared to foresee the
realization of my project, abhorrent to the
feelings of husbands in general, I own, but to
me a satisfaction in the cxpectation of finding
you as frail as myself.”

“You cannot breathe a word against my
sister,” said Mertimer, in a low tone of
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concentrated indignation, ¢ You dare not, vil-
lain as you are !”

“ No, Delmar, she is unimpeachable—would
to heaven I could say thessame! I alone am
guilty—but let me conclude my humiliating
detail. My breath and courage begin to fail
me. I took care to treat you with augmented
harshness, whenever I had an opportunity of
being with you, though, in general, I left you
entirely to yourself, hoping to give more fa-
cility for your’ being entrapped in my net.
However, as day after day passed and produced
no result, and you continued to treat me with
your customary deference, I became more an-
xious, more impatient, for the change I antici-
pated. T thoughtmy plantardy,and I worried
myself, until I began to fear I should not suc-
cecd, which prompted me to watch my victims
more narrowly, to ascertain the real fact. I
frequently was at parties, unseen by ycu, when
I had not engaged to attend you, at which
times your conduct was sych as to convince
me of the fallacy of my anticipated triumph.
Prudence ever guided you, as well as Sin-
clair, and I quickly saw, that, however much
I deserved to be hated and despised, or
any other man to be loved or admired, you
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were far too upright, too strong-minded, to
be betrayed into evil. Sinclair’s character,
also, was one of such perfect integrity that I
felt convinced my wicked projects must fall to
the ground. I do not hesitate in declaring
that 1 believe he entertained that tender regard
for you, which a good man would feel for a
young woman placed in your situation; perhaps
even he, unconsciously felt sentiments border-
ing on love, but it was an aflection which was
too true to wish for gratification at the risk of
the happiness of its object ; which opinion was
confirmed, by his removal to Ireland, as soon
as his duty called him, doubtless with feelings
of warmth and friendship, for his pretended
friend’s wife ; but, with a disposition of mind,
too noble—too generous—to harbour an idea
which might prove dangerous to one like you,
—an idea he would scorn to indulge.

‘“ He left you bright and guiitless as he found
you—purified and refined by your trial, hut me—
your guilty, disappointed husband, a prey to
every horrible icflection. I wasracked with the
thought of having committed this enormous
crime,in vain, since you had neither succumbed
to my demoniacal temptation ; while Ifound
myself sunk decperinto the abyss, into which I



MORTIMER DELMAR. o7

had intended to have plunged you. The whole
sum of my evil doings, of my dangers, of my
misery, seemed to passin frightful revieyvbefore
my mind’s eye, and almost dverwhelm me, and
Ibanished thought, as much as possible, during
the rest of our stay in town. I endeavoured to
make up my mind to see the unhappy girl I had
betrayed no more, but to devote my valueless
life to you ; and by thus adding another crime
to the fearful list, to conceal all from the world.
From that time, T loathed myself—I hated lifc,
forI have almost feared that hell must be
stamped upon my forehead, so fiery has it felt!

I have sometimes thought of terminating an
existence so insupportable to me ; but I dared
not then consummate my eternal perdition by
that foul dced, and, for a bricf space, I conti-
nued apparently more comfortable with you at
Henley. Never, notwithstanding, had I becn
so wretched—I knew I was expected at Clay-
brook ; and, though I succeeded, for a little
while, in restraining my inclination to be there,
a letter, last September, announc’ing the birth
of a branded child, put all imy resolutions to
flight. T could not resist thé appeal made by
the mother of my infant. F left you, Maria,
being unequal to the struggle;vand I have since
* D5
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feared to return. Dark remorse, and awful
forcbodings, have been my portion, until, at
last, a heavy retribution has overtaken me,
which is on the point of bearing me to an
early grave! Hope, for the future, is almost
extinguished in my breast, while that of the
prescnt is dependant on the forgiveness of
those I have wronged.—Maria, will you not
enable me to resign my cursed existence with
less bitterness?”’ -

The distressed Mrs. IIamilton endeavoured
to rise from her chair, and to speak those
words of comfort which her duty and kindness
of heart prompted; but, though her pale lips
moved for a moment, no sound was heard.
She looked with a countenance indicative of
deep grief for a moment upon her husband,
who gazed anxiously in her pallid face, and,
in the act of stretching out her hand, she sunk
back almost insensible. The delicacy of her
health, the alarm she had undergone, united to
the tension of her feelings, conspired to over-
come her, and, though she contended with the
weakness she condemned, she almost found
herself overpowered. With a ready hand,
Mortimer gave her some cordial, and, in a low
tone, entreated her to leave the room, but she
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silently expressed her disinclination; and, in
a few minutes, hearing Charles carnestly
demand “whether she thought his conduct un-
pardonable,” she recovered herself, *and took
his hand, saying, ¢ Charles, my hus’iand, do
not judge so of me. I will—I do forgive you—
may God, in his infinite goodness, accept your
repentance!”

“Do I hear aright?” rejoined the dying
man, as a momentary ray of pleasure gleamed
in his eye. ‘ Pronounce those blessed words
again. Oh! that I could hecar them repeated
until I am no more! Speak to me, Maria.”

Mrs. Hamilton’s tears now flowed fast, and,
as she bent over the bed, she imprinted a kiss
on his pallid brow, saying, as she did so, ““ If
the repetition of what I have said can afford
you any comfort, it shall be done. I will for-
give, and endeavour to forget, my wrongs.
We are all sinness, Charles,—all we do is evil
continually, and how can we hope for mercy
in heavcn, unless we extend our forgiveness
to those who require it here?” *

Hamilton’s lip quivered.for a moment, but
he turned to Mortimer, saying, ‘“ You, Delmar,
have already promnised me oblivion of the

past, will you confirm it?” Mortimer hesitated,
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and he added, “You cannot,—I see you can-
not,—leave me, then. I shall not long be a
curse to humanity. But, as a dying injunction,
lct me ifitreat you,to guard poor Ellen.”

“ Dearest Mortimer,” interposed Maria,
‘“may I not plead for Charles? give him the
gratification he sues for—you will not surely
be so relentless ?”

The dark frown, which had marked the young
man’s countenance, was slightly removed as
she spoke; and he answered, as he looked at
her affectionately, ‘ Of what strange materi-
als is not woman’s heart composed, thus to
turn anger and wounded fecling into tender-
ness and compassion. I own, my indignation
is extreme, nevertheless, Hamilton,” he con-
tinued, addressing him, at the same time hold-
ing out his band, “nevertheless, I would not
deny what you request, for many rcasons—here
is my hand, if that will satisfy you, and, for
Maria’ sake, I bid you take the indulgence it
pledges—I must not —” .

“ Do not express more,” interrupted Charles,
grasping the proferred token of amity ; then
adding, in an interrogatory tone, ¢ you will
not forget Ellen?”

“ Forget her!” repeated Delmar, in a tone
#*
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of deep feeling, ‘ heaven knows therc is but
little fear of that. The claims of consangui-
nity are combined with too many agonising
reminiscences for me ever toforget.”—Bitterly
he spoke, as the vision of his former dream
flitted across his mind ; but quickly resuming
his usual manner, he pursued, ‘“ No, Hamilton,
fear not for her, since her individual claims
alone will sccure a brother's care. My dear
sister,” he said, to Maria, ‘“permit me to ad-
vise you to retire, until you have, in some
degrec, composed your spirits, you can then
return here if you wish it.” g

“No, Mortimer,” replied Mrs. Hamilton,
decidedly “no; I will not leave him until—"
she hesitated, and her pale cheek was for a
moment overspread by a more dcadly hue,
as she looked the words she dreaded to
pronounce.

“« Until all is qver, you would say, Maria,”
said Charles, who had overhecard the half-
finished sentence, and completed it. “ 1know
the truth ; do not be afraid of spcaking. May
heaven bless you for your kindness! Oh!
had I but known how to estimate you!"”—he
could say no more: but, covering his eyes with
his hand, sobbed audibly for a while, notwith-
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standing his wife’s kind consolations, and
Mortimer’s remonstrances.

After having again ineflectually entreated
Mr. Vetnon to allow him an interview with
Ellen, the .wretched Hamilton permitted his
thoughts again to be led back to prepa-
ration for his speedy change; and, during
the three succeeding hours, every mitigation
to his sufferings was afforded him by the care-
ful hand of Maria. She alone administered the
draught which was to lull his pain; she alane
wiped away the dews of death which hung
upon his brow, and smoothed his thorny pil-
low ; in fact, she did more than many would
have done; and, as a virtuous woman, did
what she considered her duty. Charles had
ever been the cold indifferent husband ; ‘he
had committed many offences, both openly
and secretly, against her; he had insulted, he
had degraded, her; and, at'first, she had felt
inclined to be influenced by anger and wound-
ed pride: but she saw him abased, repentant,
suﬂ'eriﬁg, dying—and all the wrong was for the
moment forgotten; and, with the tender pity
of a woman, for crime and misery, she watchcd
by his bed-side.

The good rector; although almost stupified
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by the calamity, still administered every com-
fort in his power; while Mortimer, unable to
have an interview with Ellen from her con-
tinued illness, as he had intgended, afer hav-
ing relieved Hamilton’s mind in the manner
we have just shewn, left the room, and, taking
up his hat, walked slowly into the garden.
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CHAPTER V.

Yet I'llook up.
My fault is past : but, oh! what form of prayer
Can serve my turn ?
T BIAKSFEARE.

DELMAR continued for some time to peram-
hulate the different paths surrounding the
rcetory, his mind racked by the bitter thoughts
created by the late events, of which the avowal
of Hamilton’s frustrated crime was not a slight
cause of reflection. His hecart glowed with
pride and admiration, as he recalled the un-
qualified testimony of rectitude given to his
beloved sister, by her husband, throughout the
period of his ill conduct; and he deeply
lamented his father’s fatal ambition in es-
pousifig her to a man for whom she had little
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or no affection. * Alas! my poor sister,” he
said mentally, * how terrible must have been
your struggle! How doubly exemplary your
conduct if, as I now suspect,®your heart was
in the possession of another—one, perhaps,
capable of appreciating your worth, though he
may be too poor and too proud to offer his
hand to the daughter of the wealthy Baron
Fitz Eustace.” Ellen, too, occupied hiy
thoughts for awhile, and thence they turned
to Heron Castle, to sir George; and last,
though not least, to the frigid Beatrice. He
looked earnestly towards this point of the
compass, in which the home of his bosom
friend lay, and her for whom he had felt
-a first, a real, and still tender, affection.
Though miles distant, he fancied, as he
stood and gazed, that the Castle, with its
antique towers, was before him, and that he
could see Beatrice’;‘ not, indeed, as he had
first bcheld her,—with a countenance where-
on innocence and content werg depicted, but
pale and sad as she had appeared the last
part of his visit, nearly four years before ; and
something told him that he was the cause of
the change, for, during his companionship with
her brother, many little cireumstances had



66 MORTIMER DELMAR.

warranted the belief that he had misconstrued
her former conduct, and induced him to yield
to the‘hope that she loved him ; and had he not
felt it incumbent upon him to settle this affair
with Hamilton, he would, long ere this, have
hastened to assurc himself of the truth. e
was conscious sir George had penetrated the
sccret of his heart ; but, with a delicate for-
bearance, had never referred, in the remotest
degree, to the subject ; though when they had
parted on their landing, he had intimated his
hopes of soon again seecing him at his house.
This Mortimer had promjsed to do, but which
subsequent events had prevented, and he
ncither could nor would sce the Herons under
present cireumstances. He imagined the
family were still in London, where his friend
had expected to meet his cherished relations ;
consequently he recalled Heron Castle to his
mind, and enjoyed a satisfuction in its vicinity,
only from a recollection of her whom he had
last seen therg. Deeply he sighed as the
vision faded away, and he turned to re-com-
mence his locomotion. The sight of the rectory
recalled him to the stern reality—the sad situ-
ation of its imates, and for another half hour
he continued in‘unmolested solitude.
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He was thinking of rcturning to rejoin
Maria in Hamilton’s chamber, when he saw
Mr. Vernon’s old scrvant, Margaret, with a
face expressive of her meAdtal distréss, ad-
vancing hurriedly up the garden towards the
spot where he stood.

“You are wanted within, sir,” she said be-
fore she reached him. My mastcr desired
me to beg you would come to Mr. Ilar—
Hamilton, I mean, sir.”

“ I{as any change taken place?” enquired
Mortimer,

““Yes, sir; Doctor Brownlow fears he will
not live long ; and the lady, sir, looks very
pale and alarmed.” .

“T will come instantly, Margaret ; but tell
me first what you think of your mistress. 1s
she better 7

The old woman shook her head, saying, as
the tears started afresh into her eyes—“ Ah!
Mr. Delmar, it seems to me she will never be
better in this world. She bhs received her
death blow, poor dear! this shock, I know,
will kill her. Indeed, indeed, sir, it almost
breaks my old heart to see her sit motionless
with her beautiful eyes fixed on the child.”

‘“Have the fits, then, left her? that is
favourahle.”
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“They have, indeed, left her, sir, but she
has not spoken since, neither does she seem to
undersfand any thing that is said to her. I
wish, sir, you wduld talk to her; perhaps, as
you used to be fond of her, she might pay
attention to what you said, and rouse hersell.”

‘““Do you really think, Margaret, I could do
her any good 7"’

., “Yes, indeed, Mr. Delmar, I do; hut if you
could get her out of this melancholy way, it
would give me hope.” ‘

““ It shall be tried, my good woman, it shall
be tried,” answered Mortimer, thoughtfully.
«As soon as possible, I will come to her.
Watch her carefully,” he continued, as he
paused for an instant, at the house door,
‘“ watch her carefully ; for, as you say, I love
her, and no being on earth grieves more than
myselfl at the desolation I have unhappily
been the means of crcatin:g‘ here.”

I will, T will, sir, for her own sake, let
alone every thipg else,” replied the faithful
creaturc, wiping her eyes with the corner of
her apron, as Mortimer turned towarrg,ﬁs
Hamilton’s room. w508

On entering, he found his sister, with a
forced composure, supporting Charles’s head ;
Mr. Vernon beside her; while Mr. Brownlow
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stood on the other side of the bed, holding in
his hand a glass, which he was raising to the
parched lips of his paticnt. Hamilton scarce
tasted the beverage, but, tuming to Mortimer,
said, in a feeble voice, “ Delmar, come near.”
1le did so, and he continued in the same tone,
which was so low, that it was with difficulty
his attentive listcner could catch the words,
“ In my will, I have provided for Ellen and
the child—will you see that they enjoy the
stipend? Mr. Vernon has refused to let them
be benefitted by me, hut, if you will, you can
make him take it as a gift from yourself.
Promise me this, to soothe my last pang.”
Mortimer, at the first moment, felt inclined
to refuse, for he looked upon this proposition
as emanating from an intention of remune-
rating the unhappy girl for the evil Charles
had done her—evil which he felt, in unison
with the clergyman,’ to be irreparable, and his
indignant spirit scorned, like him, the price
Hamilton would willingly hayé paid for his
selfish gratification. The idea of Eflen’s owing
independence to the loss of her fair fame
could not, for an instant, find an advocate in
him; but, on sccond thoughts, he determined
go sct the dying man’s mind at'rest, though he
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would not exactly give him the promise he
required; he replied, therefore, * Fear not,
Hamilgon, I will sce that nothing is wanting
to render her as comfortable as her best friends
can expect her to be now——""

A faint colour mounted into ITamilton’s face
as Mortimer pronounced the last word, per-
haps, with rather more bitter emphasis than
he intended. His look told that he kcenly felt
the hint; and, heaving a deep sigh, he closed
his eyes, and, for a quartcr of an hour, no
sound was heard in the room, but the laboured
breathing of the penitent, His attendants con-
templated the rapid approaches of the arch
enemy in mournful silence; the trembling
Maria crept closer and closer to her brother,
who, placing his arm round her agitated frame,
pressed her aflectionately to him, just as
Charles, who had alread ¥ within the last two
or thrce hours, complaitied of cold, now re-
quested additional covering ; this being done,
he’ said, with difliculty, ““ I am going, Maria;
my limbs are dead. Oh! how cold I am—
put more upon me—give me something to
drink.” These demands being complied with in
silence, he continued, at intervals, ‘ Do not
tell Ellen of my wickedness, Mr. Vernon,—
spare her—spare her.”
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“ I will, I will,” said he, sorrowfully, * be

assured, I will; she shall never hear it from
me.” , ,

A ray of satisfaction passed over his coun-
tenaﬁce; and, in a few minutes, he again
spoke, ¢ Pray for me, Mr. Vernon, I have
been very wicked! Maria! Delmar! pray
for me!”

The three individuals, thus addressed, did’
not require a second entreaty; each knelt by
the bed, and the rector, in a voice which now
and then shook slightly, from his emotion,
offered up a fervent prayer for the repentant
sinner. ITamilton’s lips moved in supplication,
and a smile of hope played round his mouth
for an instant, as they rose. ““I am much
happier now,” he said. ‘May Ileaven bless
you all! Give me your hand, Maria—I am
going—kiss me, my ivjured wife. Mr. Vernon,
—Delmar, forgive. 'Oh God! forgive me!
Ellen—bless—" Y

His voice sunk, though his Iips.yet moved,
he gasped for breath, fixed his last earthly
look upon the grey-haired old man he had so
foully deceived, and, after a momentary strug-
gle, the erring spirit of the misguided Charles
Wamilton deserted its frail tencment! The
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soul mountcd to the regions above, and the
body, the prison-house of the nobler part of
man’stexistence, Jay still in death !

Mrs. Hamilton, having acted almost mechani-
cally as her husband had desired, hung over
him in undisguised alarm; she heard his last
word —she struggled to repress her feelings,
but, as his soul took its acrial flight, she reeled,
*and would have fallen to the ground had not
Mortimer received her in hjs arms, and borne
her from the room.

It would require a far abler pen than that
which has attempted to write this tale, to
pourtray the state in which the subscquent
hours were spent at the rectory. The violent
decath of any individual must, at all times, be
a most painful circumstance; but it is doubly
s0 when the unhappy being is one with whom
we have been on terms ()f‘ intimacy, and when
impelled, by crime, to attempt the destruction
of a life givep I r some wise purpose by an
all-mercifu} Crtator.
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CHAPTER VL

The happiness of human Lind

Consists in rectitude of mind,

A will siibdued to reason’s sway,

And passions practis’d to ohey;

An open and a generous heart,

Refin’d from sclfishness and art.
WILKIK.

I~ the cursory life of Charles Hamilton, we sec
the evil effects of selfishness, and the danger
of the first crime; since it invariably lcads to
the commission of innumerable others, of by
far greater magnitud®. The gratification of
his vanity, alone, had induced him to yield to
his father’s wishes, in regard to-jus marriage ;
he had never felt any thing more than regard
for Maria, but his friends had constantl y point-
ed out her excellence—her rank, her wealth,
was desirable. He had found, even Dbefore
he was aware of it, that he was expected to
= voL. 11. E
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make her an offer of his hand; he heard on
every side congratulations on his good fortune,
and, t]}gugh little disposed to sacrifice his liberty
at the altar of Hymen, was caught, unconsci-
ously, by the dazzle of such an alliance, and
when he thought of escape, it was-too late.—
Every one considered the thing as settled, and
he was drawn into the belief that he was a
most enviable person. Ile was gratified at
being envied, at being the successful rival of
so many suitors for the hand of Maria, and he
marriced, under a mistaken idea that he ““loved,
and was beloved again.” A few months had
dispelled that phantom—his error was soon
apparent; but he could have becn happy
enough in the self-indulgence he constantly
pursued, had he not seen Ellen Vernon; he
might have continued upright, in fact, had he
not met with temptation.

Who would not plead' tne same excuse, were
such admissible? But little would be our
merit in doing.right, had we no evil to combat,
no trials to undergo. Temptation is placed in
our path that we may deserve reward or pun-
ishment, according to our deeds—that we may
rise superior to the struggle, #hd come forth
from the ordeal purified and refined.
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Charles Hamilton was tried, and allowed
himself to be vanquished, almost without a
struggle. He had never denied himself®any-
thing—he had made all subservient to his will,
and, therefore, when he loved—dcsperately
loved, for the first time, he could not restrain
his scli-indulgence. Had he been virtuously
inclined, he would have combated his growing
attachment for a beautiful and innocent girl,
when he knew, however unfortunately for his
happiness, that he was married, and that, both
for her and himself, it was dangerous to be
together. He knew, from the first instant he
saw her, that he could not in honor make her
his wife, and, if he could not resist temptation,
he should have fled from it. He felt every day
more tender regard for his lovely nurse, and
he knew that he was tampering with her, yet,
sclfish, heartless monstes, he could deliberately
contemplate the destruction of one of nature’s
fairest works! Shame and fear dgterred him
from this open villany, however, s though
nothing else could ; and, terrified at his own
thoughts, for one short moment, virtue pre-
vailed, and he left her!

But why recapitulate his wavering career?
Waeaekness, sell-gratification, folly and cruelty,

E2
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marked it throughout, until he married his
victim. Let us then ask, was he content?
Did"e procure the felicity he sought? Did
he enjoy that peace of mind which he coveted?
No, he was fifty times more wretched than he
had ever been before. It is true, he passed
some transient hours of exquisite delight, but
even these were corroded Dby the reflection of
his guilt. Ile was obliged to walk hand-in-
hand with falsehood, in order to screen his
villany, while fear closely trod in his steps,
embittering his existence. Mental anxiety,
and self-reproach, combined to render him
miserablc—and dear, indecd, was the price he
paid for his conduct.

We little think, in the hour of temptation, of
the consequences entailed by a first fault;
invariably, a second is necessary to avert a
discovery of it; and, like Hamilton, we are led
on to our destruction, through the labyrinth of
sin. ITad he withstood love’s earliest attacks,
‘he wou!d lave escaped from an act which
" conducted him, by a tissue of consequent faults
and sorrows, to a sudden and dreadful death—
death by his own hand! That fearful cgime,
by which every law, both human and divine,
is outraged—at which nature trembles, anZ for
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which, heaven’s wrath must surely light upon
the head of the wretched being who thus rids
himself of an existence he hits no right to
terminate !

And what does the suicide hope to gain by
the act? Exemption from dangers and diffi-
culties he has neither virtue, nor courage to
support. But can he suppose that his case is
rendered less terrible by self-destruction? By
these means he certainly resigns all earthly
carcs, he deprives himself of every hope of
aloncment by prayer, supplication, or pos-
sible amendment—he xushes unprepared into
cternity, and stands before his offended Maker
loaded with all his unrepented sins, madly
expecting to find, in death, the oblivion his
errors forbid in life ! i

Surely this is far more fearful ; and had the
weak, the wicked Hamilton, considered for an
instant what he was about to do, he would
have recoiled with horror from adding to the
black catalogue of his misdeeds » |

The unfortunate Charlcs’s letter to his father
was immediately despatched, with another
from Mortimer, by express, to Merton [Hall,
briefly detailing the distressing circumstances
which had occurred, and requésting Mr. Ha-
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milton cither to set out without loss of time
for the house of mourning, to take the manage-
meant of the funcral of his son ; or, in the event
of hi$ being ynable or unwilling to comply,
to dclegate some one to act in his stead. In
the mean time, he assured the sorrowing parent
that he would take care every necessary duty
should be performed. Assoon as possible after
this was concluded, he removed his widowed
sister to her carriage, with the intention of
accompanying her back to F , whence
lord Fitz Eustace, he doubted not, would now
be anxious to depart ; for he felt that it must
" be both painful and unpleasaut to his father
to remain in the vicinity of Ellen’s abode, since
the circumstances, past as well as present,
which wvere connected with her, were most
hamiliating.

By Mr. Vernon’s dcsire, Delmar undertook
every arrangement rei’éling to the dcccased;
and promised that he would return to the
rectory that iight, as the old man was unequal
at the moment, from infirmity and sorrow, to
any exertion ; and to have left him and his
adopted daughter entircly to the care of ser-
vants, however trust-worthy they might be,
Mortimer thought would be most unkind.
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Mrs. Hamilton also wished him to stay in
the house, at least, until the arrival of her
father-in-law, and, thereforg, willinggy con-
sented to his leaving her with lord Fitz Eus-
tace. Accordingly, the ~brotier and sister
rcached F—— towards seven o’clock in the
evening ; whence, after some deliberation, it
was determined that his lordship, with Mrs.
Ilamiltion, should set off for Merton on tht
following morning, whence they could pro-
ceed to the Continent or Ireland, as might be
judged most desirable; for lord Fitz Eustace
had resolved to remove, for a time at least,
from a country where his pride and ambition
had reccived so scevere a shock, and where also
he was conscious of having acted an unge-
nerous part, in respect to the child of the
ill-fated Jane Vernon.

A few years' absence would deaden the
world’s recollection%f"5 the _affair, should it
transpire ; and then might again mingle
with the host of acquaintande, the unthink-
ing portion of mankind. He hoped, however,
that his letter to Mr. Vernon, in which he had
offered to provide most liberally for Ellen,
would completely silence the promulgation of

= her relationship to him; indeced, in his own
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mind, he had very little doubt of it, for he was
oue of those who think that, to the poor, moncy
is an infallible cyre for every wound. At first,
he strongly opposed his scn’s iutention of
remaining in that pa¥t of the country ; but, find-
ing Mortimer determined, and Maria urgent
in this particular, he yielded the point; and
Delmar, after a hasty dinner, again retiaced
his road to Claybrook.

It was late when he arrived, and he only
saw the rector for a few moments, who advised
him to defer seeing Ellen until the morning, in
which he perfectly coincided, as allowing more
time to prepare for a meeting which would
necessarily be a trying one to both. She had
not been informed of Hamilton’s dcath, the
rector told him, as he had feared a return of
the fits: she had continued entirely tranquil
e;x}me hours, and he trustgil, after another night

#&he would be hetter. Diortimer expressed hi
great solicitudn for her welfare, and his deter-
mination to act towards her as an affectionate
relation. As he spoke, the good clergyman’s
cyes filled with tears, and he said, as he pressed
the young man’s hand between both his, ¢ Let
me thank you, my dear Mr. Delmar, for myself,
at the time that I do the same for my poor’
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child, who is incapable of acting for herself at
this moment. On our former acquaintance,
I little knew the kind friend I spurned from
me, or the value of your affection for ipy poor
girl. I weakly judged that every one connected
with the author of my wrongs must have a heart
as callous as his own ; but you have proved
the contrary, and I thank you for the lesson:
may hcaven bless you!” »

Mortimer would have offcred some words of
comfort to his companion; but Mr. Vernon
turned away suddenly, and desired the servant
to bring some refreshment for Mr. Delmar.—
This being declined by Mortimer, he con-
ducted him to his room, and retired for the
night.
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CHAPTER VIL

Fond maid, the sorrow of her soul was such,
Ev’n reason sunk blighted bene:th its touch.

MOORK.

OuR hero’s mind was far too much cxcited
to allow him to sleep for some hours, indeed
he could not even persuade himseclf, at first,
to lic down. Thoughts of his present position
came thick and fast; often, as he paced the
floor in the course of the next hour, his coun-
tenancc betrayed the cast of his reflections.
The activity of the mind will often deprive the
body of that repoee so J ecessary to its health
and comfort, am.‘ Mort mer, though weary with
the constant’ worry oi the day, was unable to
compose himself, until he had revolved the
path he had to pursue in his mind’s cye: when
he finally did seek rest, it was of that hcavy,
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deep character, which betokens severe bodily
as well as mental fatigue ; so calm, indecd, and
devoid of dreams, that, when he awoke, it
scemed to him but as an hour since he had
closed his eyes, though he felt convinced, by
the broad daylight, and the appearance of out-
ward objects, that it could not be early. He
was sensible of a feeling of renovated tran-
quillity ; and, springing from the bed, he soon
ascertained by his watch that the clock had
long passed the hour of eight.

Young Delmar was not one of those who
require the obsequious attendance of the highly
accomplished vales$ ; he had never been accus-
tomed to the elogant refinements of an exquisite
toilct table, nor courted the luxuries of furred
slippers,and expensive dressing-gowns, which,
by the by, arc most esteemed when they are
the ugliest things possible. He could, as we
have said, dispense with all the.se, consequently,
it was not long befdye he made his way down
to the breakfast-pargur, wh(.ere he found Mr.
Vernon had precededim,

The latter looked Mhuch dejected, and, as
Mortimer advanced, to offer his morning’s
salutation, he placed a letter in his hand, at
the same time, saying, “I hope, Mr. Delmar,
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for your own sake, you are not privy to the
proposal in this paper, which was put into my
hand last night—1 say I hope not, for, il you
are, I must tell you, however reluctantly,
that I have been deceived in you, and that we
meet no more.”

Mortimer instantly recognised his father’s
hand-writing, and, though he had not scen the
contents, he easily guessed the import of the
coonmunication. Glancing his eye rapidly
over the pages, hesaw that Lard Fitz Eustace,
after having mentioned his numerous unsuc-
cessful attempts, some years previous, to
discover the abode of the unfortunate Jane
Vernon’s daughter, begged to enclose an order
for three hundred pounds, which sum, he
engaged to allow annually for her support;
adding, however, as a saving clause, that be
should not expect to hear any more of Ellen’s
connection with his family, But, should such
a relationship be promulgated, he hinted that
the forfeiture of the apluity would be the
consequence. ,

The colour rushed “nto Mortimer’s face, as
he read this intimation, and he instantly com-
prehended the occasion of the old man’s irri-
tated appearance. Mr. Vernon watched the
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change of his countenance, and his own
assumed a brighter expression, when he saw
Delmar’s altered look. ‘1 see you are sur-
prised,” he said, as the young.man finished the
perusal; “I am glad you are so, for you will
then enter into my feelings—your behaviour to
me, Mr. Delmar, has not proved that you
thought me likcly to take gold in exchange
for my son’s life.” -

“ My conduct, sir,” replied Mortimer, ‘“ha$
not belied my sentiments ; and, I am sure, you
will credit the assertion of my sorrow at this
letter, of which, until now, I knew nothing.
My attachment to Ellen is the offspring of
regard, and 1 will, as I before told you, act
towards her as a brother, but you must excuse
my offering any opinion on the subject here
treated of—Lord Fitz Eustace, Mr. Vernon, is
my father,” he added, with marked emphasis.

“True, true,” retyrged the rector, “1 under-
stand you, and I appregiate your motive—your
answer is such as I anti§ipated,put you cannot
fail to acknowledge tha\insgft has now been
added to my misfortunes.V The offer of this
money, Mr. Delinar, plainly shews that Lerd
Fitz Eustace owns his daughter, and yet he
ventures to threaten the loss ¢f his bounty, if
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his relationship be known. The Almighty
knows ! we have little wish to annoy his Lord-
ship in that way, for his connection has only
brougkt grief with it; but we are not to be
bribed to silence—neither shall Ellen be sup-
ported by one who, being ashamed of his
conduct, would now disclaim its consequences.
As your father’s representative, you must take
charge of this order, since we will not accept
1t on such terms.”

“Permit me to ask, sir, if such be Ellen’s
own determination?”

“ No,” returned Mr. Vernon, ‘ she is much
too ill, this morning, for me to speak on such a
subject—but I am sure she would coincide
with me.”

““ Her voice is, nevertheless, absolutely neces-
sary, sir, before I can consent to act in this
business for his Lordship. She is the person
most concerncd, and I pust therefore request
she may be consulted.”

Mr. Vernop againfdendeavoured to induce
Mortimer to (':han%; his decision, but to no
purpose ; he was rfsolute in his intention of
doing justice to all, but promised that if, when
able to attend to the question, Ellen should
decide on rejecting the stipend, hc would
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coavey that conclusion to the Baron. The
rector, finally won over by his arguments,
procecded to acquaint him with his great
alarm on Ellen’s account, she havir®y been
scized with a great augmentation of fever since
the evening before ; in consequence. of which,
he had sent to ask hisold friend, Mrs. Greville,
to come to her; with which dgmand the good
lady failed not to comply in the course of a
few hours, )

The unfortunate Ellen being so situated,
Mortimer declined sceing her, from the appre-
hension of increasing her indisposition ; and
the next day a meeting was rendered useless,
by her being under the influence of strong
delirium. I{er child was obliged to be kept
entircly away from her, notwithstanding her
frantic expostulations, and Mr. Vernon, being
fond of the infant, frequently lavished part of
his affection for its yigortunate mother upon it,
much to the annoyandg of poor Delmar; who,
independent of the avégsion ysung men often
feel for the tender littleNpeings, whose deeds,
in after years, may be so vArious and so cxten-
sive, looked upon the little girl with pain, as
the offspring of a man whose crimes and
character he justly hated, and despised.




88 MORTIMER DELMAR.

Consequently, its presence vexed him, and he
generally avoided the room as much as possi-
ble during its temporary visits. Mr. Vernon
was not insensible to his feelings, and took
care not to intrude too much upon his forhear-
ance ; though, as he himself regarded the child
only as that of his dear and unfortunate Ellen,
he could do no less than cherish it like herself.
. Delmar’s ‘messenger returned, in as short a
time as possible, from Merton Hall, bringing
with him, from Mr. Hamilton, together with
expressions of the most heart-felt gricf, a re-
quest that Mortimer would undertake every
duty for him at Claybrook, until the removal
of his beloved son to Merton, which he desired
might be cflccted as soon as consonant with
propricty. Being thus delegated to act in the
business, we trust, our readers know enough
of our friend Mortimer’s character to feel
convinced he did his dr:ity in every respect;
and it was on the sixtly day, from the date of
the distressing event, fAat he prepared to

his father and siste’ at Mr. Hamilton¥
order to be ready t5 attend the funeral, whlch
was appointed to take place on the third day
after.

Ellen’s diso-der had hitherto baflied the
o .
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utmost skill of her usual medical attendant,
as well as that of the physician Mortimer had
insisted upon consulting. The latter had not
yet seen her, preferring to wait the turn of her
disease; but, now that he found it was neces-
sary for him to quit the house, where he had
undergone a mitigated anxiety, because he
knew he had it constantly in his ppwer to visit
her at any moment,—when, we say, he found he
must depart, he tpld Mr. Vernon he must take
leave of her, cven should she not recognise
him. ¢ Heaven only knows,” he said, in a
sorrowful tone, ¢ when, and where, w¢ may
meet again,” This desire could not be opposed,
and he was immediately ushcred to the sick
chamber, by Mrs. Greville. Mortimer stole
cautiously to the bed-side, and gazed, with a
mixture of sorrow and alarm, at the once
beautiful Ellen Vcrgqn, as she lay, motionless,
with her eyes half clcyed. “Could that pale,
emaciated being,” he t\ought, <be her he had
loved—her he had befor\known—go radiant—
s0 innocently gay—so delXghtful 7’ Too pain-
fully he felt it was indeed the same—but alas!
how changed! She looked scarcely animate,
and Mortimer dropped an unconscious tear,
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as he took her passive hand, and, bending
down, imprinted a long kiss of grief and
affection upon it. “She knows me not,” he
said, in a low tone, to Mrs. Greville. That
lady shook her head ; and again all was still
as death, for a moment, until Dclmar moved
to go away. From what cause it was difficult
to determine, but something seemecd to rouse
the invalid, for she moved slightly, and fixed
her eyes upon Delmar’s receding figure. Ie
stopped, and, secing that she noted his pre-
scnce, returned, in the hope of being recog-
nized. Again he pressed her hand, but it was
withdrawn.’

“ Hargrave?” she said, faintly.

“ Is better,” returncd Mortimer, who, though
his hcart smote him for the falschood he gave
utterance to, and the fallacious hopes he was
creating, yet could not resolve to crush all
hope in the sufferer’s br Ls{- for he drcaded the
extinction of that eola(., might totally destroy
all chance of hier rec ery

“ You did not, th¢/, kill him ?”’ she rejoined,
in a tremulous voice.

““ Me! no, by Heavens!” returncd the
astonished Mortimer, quickly.
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“ Yet—" resumed Ellen, pressing her hand
over her eyes, ‘“yet—1I heard —1 heard a
pistol.”

‘“You have been ill, my dear,” ifitcrposed
Mrs. Greville, gently, ‘“and must not talk.
Mr. Delmar cannot stay if you do.”

“ Delmar!” repeated Ellen: * Delmar—I
thought it was Charles, Oh! no,” she con-
tinued, after a pause, ‘I had forgot—Charles
is dead—dead, poor fellow! and Mr. Delmar
killed him.” *

Mortimer started, and turned pale. ‘I can-
not stand this,” he said, to the good lady,
“she will drive me mad—I must go.” She
signed for him to do so, but he had only taken
two steps, when he heard Ellen say, in pitcous
accents, ‘¢Hargrave, stay with me—do not
go.”

Mortimer, however, could not remain longer,
her idca that heehad been the murderer of
Hamilton had comjfletely overcome him, and
he did not answer, iiut tur.lred to leave the
apartment. As he dif\so, she®again called
upon Hargrave, and, fil\ing her appeal un-
answered, when Mortimer closed the door, she

burst into tears.
*“ Thank "God!” said he,’» as he listencd a



92 MORTIMER DELMAR.

moment to her sobs, “thank God! this grate-
ful display of feeling may be the means of
saving her life!”

Half dn hour from that time, Delmar was
on his way to Merton Hall, with a lightened
heart. Earthly hope, which seemed to have
entircly forsaken the rector’s breast, was still
Mortimer’s companion ; for, although Ellen’s
life was considered in the most imminent dan-
ger, he argued more favourably of her state,
since she had found vent for her gricf in tears.

Mr. Vernon had exacted a promise of his
return to the cottage, as soon as his various
duties to his family would allow of his doing
s0, for the old man had derived both pleasure
and comfort from the socicty of the young
man. He felt that each was interested in the
same object, that each had reccived a similar
blow; and companionship in sorrow ever forms
a stroffger bond than the/communion of hap-
piness. Partners in th{ same troubles are
bound closer tégether /ry the indiffercnce ot

Fsurroundmg obJects, oc the want of sympath)’ H
those alone who are acquamted with misfor-
tune can appreciate it in others, while all are
willing to partake of happiness. Pleasure
L#&F"everywhere, and at all times, conse-
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quently, it is calculated to produce those
feelings of interest which are invariably
generated by sorrow. ’
Mortimer was especially formed to attract
the affection of those with whom he was on
habits of constant intercourse; his high and
generous mind was united to a disposition of
benevolence and kindness, which cver won
him the esteem of those connected with him;
and, though mych of the heat and impetuosity
peculiar to the sons of Erin was natural to
him, it was so tempered by his mother’s occi-
dental softness, and his own good sense, that
it scarcely appeared a fault in his character.
Notwithstanding the painful discovery, and
consequent abrupt separation between him and
the rector formerly, he had made so lively an
impression on the good clergyman’s heart,
during their short acquaintance, that he had
never ceased to reinember him with a mixed
sensation of pleaSt re and pain; and now,
although his visit hat been follpwed, or rather
attended, by the mosl&adful consequences,
Mr. Vernon could not Yail to admire, nay,
almost to love, him. His tender solicitude for
him and Ellen had been so great, his sympathy
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and consolation so judicious, that the dis-
tressed rector felt, in parting with Delmar,
that he had sustained a heavy loss. He now
had not any one to speak to, for Mrs. Greville
rarely quitted the sick chamber; and, having
nothing to distract his painful thoughts, he
would indulge in sorrowful forcbodings, by
the hour together.
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CHAPTER VIIL

"Tis I that am alone to blame,
I, that am guilty of lovc's treason ;
Since your sweet breast is still the same,
Caprice must be my only reason.
BYRON.

MgegANTIME our hero proceeded to Merton,
where he had the satisfaction of finding Mrs.
ITamilton more tranquil than he could have
expected. Of the following week we shall,
however, not spcak farther than by saying
that Maria was aryoung widow ; rendered
such by a most appailing circumstance, and
that she felt her situation liec;ﬂy, though she
had strength of mind to sgpport tie trial. At
the end of that time, Lord Witz Eustace deter-
mined to return with her to Ireland, as she
expresscd a decided aversion to the continent
at the present juncture. ’
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Mortimer having heard, from Mr. Vernon,
that Ellen was a trifle better, since his depar-
ture, was enabled, with less mental uneasiness,
to accbmpany his father and sister to London,
whence, in a short time, he saw them set off
by sea, for Ii'_eland. He had resisted every
persuasion to go with thém, but promised to
follow within a short period. It will be
(quickly divined that his intention was to return
to the North, and-such was really thc case;
for, though intelligence from that quarter was
more favourable, he could perceive that Mr.
Vernon was a prey to the greatest despon-
dency, and he suspected more, perhaps, than
the truth, but certainly, more than he knew.
He accordmvly despatched all his sister’s
urgent business as speedily as possible, and
started by coach again for F—.

While in the Metropolis, his thoughts not
unfrequently turned to Sic George Heron, and
Beatrice; he longedsto see them, but he could
not conquer Lis repugnance even to write to
bis friend,' under the then existing circum-
stances. He forez.w that any visit, or letters,
on his part, must entail explanations, ap;pt
least, a most painful recurrence to past events,
from which, iu the yet early stage of his
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irritated and wounded mind, he shrunk, with
natural timidity. Harrassed by his multifa-
rious employments, he, perhaps, permitted
himself to be unduly depressed by hi§ sister’s
hereavement, and to feel deeply the humiliat-
ing notoriety his family would gam in the ever
busy world.

Thus, although he passed within a  very
short distance of the Hall, he avoided pausing
there, for the reason we have mentioned, and
in due time reathed the rectory. How often
are those plans, which we have arranged
according to our own ideas of comfort, frus-
trated most unexpectedly, and yet, not unfre-
quently most fortunately, as it afterwards
appears, by events we have little calculated
upon !

Our friend Mortimer had purposely kept
aloof from the Herons, apd yet, it so hap-
pened, the very first person he saw in the
Parsonage garden, was: his friend, Sir
George! , '

¢ Delmar, my dear fellow,” he #aid, without
noticing, and perhaps githout observing,
Mortimer’s surprise, ‘“ how glad I am to see
you again amongst us; not for myself only,
but for the sake of our good friends here, whe

vOL. II. F
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have sadly {{it your loss. But come, do not
look so gloomy, Elleu is better.”

“Thank you, George, for that news. You
no doulit, know now why I am anxious about
her, and will not wonder to sece me here,
though T confess 1 was not prepared for the
pleasure of meeting you. When did you lcave
Hertfordshire?”

“We have been a fortnight at the castle,”
returncd the Baronet, * and lcarning, on our
arrival, that Mr. Vernon expected you to
return soon, T forhore troubling you with an
epistle. I trust yofl left your family in toler-
able health ?7”

“ As well as I could anticipate,” said Mor-
timer, with a sigh ; ““ but I think my father was
more aflected than would have been supposed :
—but tell me, George,” he continucd, quickly
changing the subject, “ what has brought you
here at this advanced scason ?”

“Oh! it was an arrangement betweenimy
mother and sotne Scotch cousins; but we will
cxplain thav another time, for Ellen and Mr.
Vernon are anxioud to see you.”

By this' time they had entered the cottage,
and wege met by the rector, and led by him
into the parlou., where the first object that
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met the eye of Mortimer, was Beatrice Heron,
She was speaking to Mrs. Greville, and her
lhicad, half turned aside, prevented his obgerving
the expression of her countenance at the
moment of his entrance. He started, for he
did not expect to be ushered into her presence,
and a paler shade for an instant overspread
his cheek, but he quickly recovered himself,
and advanced towards her with unhesitating®
hindness. His rcception was courteous and
unembarrassed, and a moment after she turned
to Mr. Vernon, saying, as she rose, “I am
now going again to,Ellen, sir, but will not
stay long, though she is certainly begtter
to-day.” .
“T am glad to hear you say so, my dear
Miss Heron, for I myself fancied her stronger.”
She quitted the room, and Mr. Vernon, turn-
ing to Mortimer, continued, “ Miss Heron has
been so kind as to come here several times to
sit an hour with my poor gixl, who is much
pleased with her kind attentio?n.”. He then
proceeded to answer Mortimer’s anxious en-
quiries, by informing him %\at he dated the
amendment in the invalid from the period of
his last interview with her. ‘ Seeing you, my
.dear Mr, Declmar,” he said, ¢ seemed to recal
F2
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her scattered senses; for, although she has
wept almost continually since, all disease has
gradually disappeared, and we hope, in a few
days, to see her down stairs. But you must
judge for yourself.”

“Me!” said Mortimer, *“she will not see
me!”

“Do you doubt it, Mr. Delmar? [t was
‘only a few hours ago that she desired me to
let her know the moment you arrived, as she
had much to communicate to you.”

“Indeed! she must have been undeceived
with regard to her opinion of me then--has
she spoken at all, sir, of what has occurred ?”

““ Never,” replied the rector, *“ and we feared
to introduce the subject.”

““ That is well—the wound will sooner heal
if unmolested.”

Beatrice soon returned, and, on Mortimér's
enquiring her opinion of 'Ellen, she told him
that the invalid had commissioned her to
request Mr. ‘Delmar would come to her:
directly. ‘ IHowcrer,” she continued, I told
her you were at*present engaged, for I think
she is too tired to see you now.”

Mortimer thought her voice seemed more
soft, when speaking of Ellen, her manner.~
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more kind, and he felt vexed when, after a
quarter of an hour’s conversation, she left the
cottage with her brother, who exacted a pro-
mise from his friend that he would wsit the
castle in a day or two.

That evening Mr. Vernon succeeded in
persuading Ellen to forego the projected meet-
ing with Mortimer, since she was fatigued,
and it would necessarily be an agitating one
for her ; but they found that, in consequeuce of
her unsatisfied abxiety, she slept little, and
was not so well in the morning. However, as
soon as she was up she sent for him, and
Mortimer instantly’ obeyed the summons,
though, it must Le confessed, not without a
tincture of fear that the interview would he
i painful one. On entering’the room, he was
immediately struck by her emaciated appear-
ance—she was reposing on a couch, beside
which stood the bercelette of her little girl,
wherein the latter was lying asleep. Thin,
pale, and weak, the first glancetold her visiter
how deep, how sure, grief had made her its
prey; but he had sufficient,command over his
countenance to conceal his stidden alarm, and
he took her extended hand with the most
affectionate kindness. For some moments-she
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was greatly agitated, and, motioning him to
the chair beside her, continued to press his
hand in hers, and sob painfully, notwithstand-
ing hi¢ tender remonstrances. At length she
partially recovered her composure, though her
voice yet trembled, as she said, ‘“ Alas! how
severely does the sad cause of this meeting,
my kind friend, recal the abruptness of our
first separation. Our acquaintance is doomed
to be marked by sorrow, soothed only by your
disinterested kindness. Most deeply do I feel,
and most warmly acknowledge, your brotherly
conduct.”

Again her tears threatened to overcome her
calmness, and Mortimer replied, ¢ My painful
duty, dcar Ellen, has obliged me, in more than
one instance, to wound the beart of one
whom I would have screened from: every ill;
and I have acutely felt the unavoidable agony
I have inflicted. It therefore gives me the
greatest satisfaction to know that my actions
have not beer misconstrued. Any and every
exertion, i my power, for your advantage, is
at your command,’

“You are litlffe aware, Mr. Delinar, how
mugh—"’ "

¢ Mr. Delmar, Ellen,” he said, reproackfully,

i1
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“ 1 have not called you by so cold a name.
Am I not your brother?”

“I have no name now,” rcjoined she, sor-
rowfully, * but, that I reccived at tie font—
there you could not mistahe—but look not so
sad, my brother Mortimer, I will not offend
again, for the sweet privilege of owning my
relationship will not be lightly valued. But
I was going to say that you are little aware
how much I am about to impose upon you
There arc manythings, Mortimer, which have
happened lately, T would have explained—
many questions 1 belicve you alone can solve,
and I have waited'your return, that | might
bave the mystery unravelled, 1 feel 1 am
making a great demand upon your kindness,
in asking for a repetition of what has probed
us all so deeply, but——" and here again her
courage failed, and she wept bitterly.

“Why distress, yourself thus, my poor
Ellen,” said Mortimer, ‘““why harp on this
subject, at least until you are.strfmgcr; believe
me, in many cases, ignorance is*bhliss. A de-
tail of the past is only calculated to arouse
our grief, without any ust. Let me entreat
you to retract your request.”

“1 cannot, Mortimer, indoed ; I would have
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applied to dear Mr. Vernon, but I wished to
spare him one pang if possible, for I am sure
he has been far from well, since you went
away. "Vill you not in pity to him do as I
ask? I look to you as my comfort.”

« And such T will endeavour to prove, Ellen,
not in the hazardous manner you propose, but
by surer means.”

“ My only wish, Mortimer, is to hear all—I
know,” she continued, as her manner assumed
the wildness, and her eye ‘tne brilliancy, of
delirium, “I know indeed, too well, that poor
Hargrave is dead, though you told me the
contrary — I know,” and she pointed to the
bercelette, “ that little innocent, like her
wretched mother, is an outcast—I know—"

‘ Nay, Ellen,” said Delmar, rising, not a
little alarmed by her gestures, “ I must leave
you if you talk thus, neither dare I come again
unless you are more tranquil ; this, however, I
will promise you, I will tell you all you desire
to know in a f~w days, when you arc better.
Do not weep<~come, shew me your baby.” 4

““ Why should you ask to see it, Mortimﬁ;ﬁ
It can prove but £n eye-sore to one of notile
birth like you, Alas! poor infant!” she pgr-
sued,-as she took it in her arms, and covered
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it with kisses, “would that it had pleascd thy
Maker to remove thee at thy birth from a
world of sin anda misery! See, Mortimer, she
smiles, she already knows you are gbod, and
kind to me.’

Delmar made no answer, for her words cut
him to the heart; but he did not repulse the
child, whom its mother placed upon his knee,
and, for the first time in his life, he caressed
the infant. '

¢« You will have her taken care of, Mortimer,
when T am gone,” said Ellen, inquiringly, as
she stroked its tender check, ¢ you will dis-
charge that duty yo.urself?”

] hope, dear Ellen,” returned her compa-
nion, afler an instantaneous pause of surprise
at this sudden request, ““ you will be more ca-
pable of resuming your duties every day now.’

«“ 8o they tell we, Mortimer,” she replied
with a sigh, which told him no such hope
existed in her breast. He was not willing to
fathom the meaning of this spwch, and there-
fore hailed the entrance of Mrs Qreville, with
plecasure, and availed hlmae!}of it to terminate
his visit. To all Mr. Vernot¥s interrogations,
he replied in such a manner as not to reveal
the forcible impression the interview had made

Fb
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upon him. Ie could not give any pleasing
account ; he was unwilling to communicate his
fears and forebodings, and wisely resolved
to be silent, at least, until he had more
opportunity of secing Ellen.

Men invariably become alarmed in cases of
illness, both for themselves and others, much
sooner than the softer sex, whose habits na-
turally lead them more frequently into the
atmosphere of a sick room; and Mortimer,
unaccustomed to contemplaté severe indispo-
sition, was influenced by Ellen’s gricf and
despondency, The fact was, that he had heen
prepared, or rather had flattered himsc:f, with
the hope of finding the invalid better than he
really did. Her appearance at first shocked
him, and, although she looked better after a
little whilé, he could not divest himsel( of the
idea of her early death, and was conscquently
sensible of a depression on- his spirits.

Sir George 1leron rode over in the afternoon
to the cottage, and spent an hour with his
friend. Ife was the bearer of an invitation,
backed most cordially by his mother, that
Mortimer would ¢bme up to the castle on the
following day ; which, at first, he declined,
wishing to devose his time to Ellen and Mr.
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Vernon. The latter, however, expressed his
wish for him not to consider them so c¢ntirely,
and he agrecd to accept a dinner agd a bed,
accordingly, at the castle.

“Iwill send a horse for you Delmar, about
mid-day,” said the baronet, as he shook his
hand at parting.

“ By no means, my dear George, 1 thank
vou,” returned he, [ should much prefer
trusting to my own limbs for making my way
to you. 1 know the road by the ficlds well.”
A slight sigh escaped him, and Georze, ob-
serv...g it, pressed him no farther on the sub-
Jject, but took his leave, saying, he should
expect him early.

Now it may secm strange that the Honour-
able Mortimer Delmar, who certainly was,
and had loig ago been, aflected by a strong
partiality, as the reader will doubtless remem-
ber, for his friend’s sister, and had determined
that, as soon as possible, he,would repair his
error, and renew his suit; ifmay seem strange
we say, that he should have appcared back-
ward in availing himself (§ the earlicst oppor-
tunity of approaching her. But true love is a
most modest passion, and,,feeling neither his
spirits nor his self-confidence at their best,
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Delmar had shrunk from a return to the haunt
of his first and purest affection, when the occa~
sion he had looked for presented itself. Per-
suasion, however, had overcome the sensa-
tions, and he then thought with satisfaction
of his re-admission to the baronet’s family
circle. He passed great part of the evening
with the invalid, who signified her inten-
tioh of leaving her room on the following
day.

“You have already done me so much good,
dear Mortimer,” said she, laying her little thin
hand upon his, “ that I think, if I am always
with you, I shall soon be able to bear the
painful disclosure.”

Upon this, he recommended her to defer this
purpose another day or two, particularly as he
had engaged himself to Sir George on the
morrow, not supposing she would so soon be
able to give him the pleasure of seeing her in
the parlour. To,this she assented, for it ap-
peared as if ker affection for Mortimer was
compounded of so much deference and esteem,..,
as well as tender l#ve, that a very trifle was
sufficient to bias her, and he left her certainly
more tranquil thanon his arrival.

Towards one o’clock, after having desired
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that a boy might be sent with his bag in the
course of an hour, he sauntered across the
fields, which scparated the village fyom the
castle, thinking deeply of numberless ;things,
which we have neither the time nor the incli-
nation to analize. As he reached that spot,
where he and bis friend had becn overtaken by
the storm, an unaccountable impulse made
him stop ; and, turning round fora few minutes,
he remained stationary, until the voice of Sir
George, in tones of raillery, was hcard close
to him. IIe turned quickly, and, taking the
baronet’s arm, they Walked onwards.

George could not forbecar noticing his com-
panion’s gloom, though he would not openly
remark it; but, after having detailed the state
of the inmates of the rectory, Mortimer him-
self euntered upon the momentous subject,
saying, ¢ You, perhaps, may have felt, Heron,
that I have betrayed a want of friendship—of
confidence towards you, in al), that rclates to
Ellen ; for, now that you knotv hew we stand
connected, you doubtless can account for my
abrupt departure from England ; but I assure
you such was not the case, since T have never
doubted thc strength of your attachment. You
must, however, acknowledge that I could not
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commit the discovery I had made, even to your
keeping, without bringing forward my father’s
name te your notice, in a manner at once un-
pleasant and painful ; therefore, I restrained
my wish for your advice and sympathy. 1
think Mr. Vernon has told you all that has
occurred, and thus spared me the mortification
of an explanation?”

¢ ¢« He has, Dclmar. You have heard that
my father was a very old and dcar friend of
his; consequently, I believe he has permitted
a portion of that esteem he felt for him, to
devolve upon his son. He, therefore, as soon
as I paid him a visit after arriving here,
informed me of the distressing circumstances
which had again called you to this part of the
country: and I can assure you, my dear fel-
low, if it were possible to have raised my
admiration of your worth in a higher degree,
his unequivocal testimony of your noble ge-
nerosity would.have eflected it. I can well
understand «nd appreciate your reserve on
this head, and I am sure you will credit my
sincere sorrow fof the distress you must have
suffered throughout the affair.”

I do, indeed,«George ; and I must say I am
glad you are no longer to be kept in the dark
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on the subject, for 1 am convinced that mental
anxicty is increased two-fold, by being con-
fined within the narrow compass of a man’s
breast. Sympathy from a friend £ like a
composing draught; it soothes and comforts
the frame, though it may not eradicate the
disease.”

¢« Still a moraliser, Mortimer,” said his
companion, smiling. “ Come, let us step on
towards the Castle, for our composing draught
seems to have acted so potently that we have
been almost standing still the last quarter of
an hour.” .

They now proceeded without hesitation,
conversing in a more lively vein, and soon
found themselves in Heron Park, where every
ohject, almost every tree, seemed familiar to
the returncd Mortimer; who became more
silent as he and his companion neared the
mansion, .

“ My sister is not far off, I presume,” said
sir George, as Beatrice’s favqarite greyhound
came bounding towards them. “‘Bedos rarely
quits her side.”

The little animal, after hﬁ\ing leaped fawn-
ingly upon its master, ran quickly up to Del-
mar; and, with inquisitive tagerness, stood
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upon his hind legs to smell his hands, and then
looked in his face with carnest enquiry.
‘““Poor Bedos!” said our hero, attracted by
his actidns, and bending, as he spoke, to pat
the dog’s head, ‘I really think you have not
forgotten me.” '

“No, that I am sure he has not,” rejoined
the Baronet, as Bedos testified, by every dumb
cxpression, his delight at hearving his old
friend’s voice. The dog still occupied their
attention, when they reached’ the lawn, where
they were met by lady Heron and her daughter.
Mortimer found a kind welcome from each,
and, in a short time, was as much at home as
if he had been therc but yesterday.

Beatrice, ever gentle and kind, seemed even
more so to him now that his feelings yet
smarted from recent sorrow, and the aug-
mented pensiveness which he detected in her
manncr, since they parted, contributed, from its
congeniality, to tighten the silken cord which
already bound *him to her. With a mind
entirely pre-Hisposed to be pleased with his
fair companion, and feeling he had before
mistaken and resfsted the promptings of his
better genius, it will not be a matter of surprise
to any, that Mdrtimer found the hours . fly
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rapidly in the socicty of Beatrice Ileron.—
More than once he caught himself silently
contemplating her with a soothing satisfaction
—a tender admiration, as she sat w'qh half
averted face, speaking to her mother, or
George. Her behaviour to him was casy
and unaffected; and he already indulged a
hope that she might yet be his. Among the
many females he had seen, Beatrice alone had
made that lasting impression which neither
time nor distance could eflace; and, after
having travelled for years throughout almost
every country of southcrn Europe, and mixed
in the pleasures of the world with the ardent
1talian, the soft, the lovely Greek, or tlie gay
and lively French, he returned with pleasure
to the companionship, of the unsophisticated
child of retirement. For such Beatrice might
truly be designated, never having, for more
than a few wceks at a time, quitted the strict
seclusion her mother had observed since the
decease of Sir Thomas Heron. In the course
of the evening, Mortimer enq!ure,d after lady
Dinely, of whom he had heard but little since
her marriage ; for, knowing‘ that his friend
had been considerably aflected by that event,
he had kindly refrained from making those
enquiries which he might otherwise have done,
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Sir George, however, had left the room, and
lady Heron said gravely, I believe, Mr. Del-
mar, you will have the opportunity of secing
lady Dincly here in a few days; for George,
contrary to my wish, has invited her to spend
a week with us. Your long and intimatce
acquaintance with my son will enable you to
comprehend the motive which actuates him
in this proceeding.”

* ¢ It is not difficult,indced, my dear madam,”
returned Mortimer. ‘ But I flatter myself that
you need not have any dread of her visit ; for,
I think, nay, can almost say, I am sure, he has
entirely overcome the attachment I thought he
once entertained for his cousin.”

“ Such is, also, my opinion,” returned her
ladyship; ¢ butlady Dinely must command a
dangerous pity from him, since, I fear, she has
decided unfortunatcly with regard to her mar-
riage. You may have heard from George how
reluctantly her friends consented to her unjon
with sir Harry, and, unhappily, they have not
been deceived, with respect to the sacrifice she
made, in marrying such a man as he has since
proved himself.’, The tears started into the
good lady’s eyes as she said this, and Morti-
mer, unwilling to give pain, quickly turned
the conversation into another channel.
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CHAPTER IX.

And shall presumptuous mortuls heaven arraign,
And, madly, godlike providence accuse ?

Ah'! no, far fly from me attempts so vain,
I'll ne’er submission to my God refuse.

BYRON,

THE next day being wet, Delmar was pre-
vented, as he had intended, from rcturning
early to the cottage; and, after watching the
weather an hour, in the vain hope that the
atmosphere would. clear, -lady Ileron pro-
posed that they should all go over to Clay-
brook in the carriage in the aféernoon: ¢ You
will then be able to see yo.ur Young friend,
my dear,”’—she said to Beatrice.

To this all readily consentad, and, to employ
the time until one o’clock, Sir George conducted
his fricnd to the billiard roon), which had been
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fitted up within the last few months, by his
orders, as a means of furnishing pleasing
amusement, when others, out of doors, were
precludéd. Having always been accustome:d
to participate in the pleasures of this pastime,
in Hertfordshire, where it had for years con-

stituted her father’s chief resource, Beatrice
played well, and Mortimer, himself an adept,
was delighted to find so skilful an antagonist.
' Many an intoxicaling, many a gratifying

hour, was spent by our fricnd Delmar from
this period, in perambulations round that table,
where, while seemingly intent upon the game,
his pleased fancy warmed over the future, and
he contemplated the time when he should

think himself justified by circumstances, in

demanding a return of that affection which
he already began to feel was re-awakened for
his fair companion. With the reader’s permis-
sion, we will now creep intn the barouche, with
our hero, and take advantage of thatconvey-
ance to transpert ourselves to the parlourof
the good clérgyman. To the surprise of -
the party they found Ellen there, ready to
receive them; sbe met Mortimer with every

symptom of affection, and her countenance
was betrayed into the first faint attempt at a
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smile which he had seen, so faint indeed was
it that, no sooner had he noted its creation,
than, like the existence of the infant, whose
birth, life, and death, are comprehendéd in one
brief instant, it came and vanished ! nipped in
the bud ! and again the features of the invalid
resumed their former melancholy.

“You see, dear Mortimer,” she said, after
having acknowledged the salutation of the
Herons, “ you see I have not implicitly obeyed
vour injunctions, for I felt so much better this
morning, that I have left my room to welcome
and surprise you. I mean soon to be well
again—do I not already look better ?*’ she con-
tinued, appealing to Beatrice, who answered
evasively, though in a manner calculated to
tranquilisc and satisfy her. The excitement,
however, of seeing so many, added to the great
exertion of stifling her grief, and assuming a
false composure, sdon exhausted the delicate
girl, and produced faintness, which induced
the inmates of the Castle fo hasten their
departure, not, however, without having en-
treated Delmar to consider the castle as his
home, whenever he felt dispdsed to make it so,
and affording Mr. Vernon every comfort and
consolation, in the power 'of those noble,
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generous minds to hestow, which have known
hours of trial.

Though fatigued, from over exertion, Ellen
would rbt return to her room, professing to
derive much more advantage from Mortimer’s
socicty than the companionship of a hateful
sulitude, corroded by bitter reflection. Delmar
easily saw through the motive of this resolution
to rouse herself; he saw she was endeavouring
to seem stronger daily, in order that she might:
the sooner claim his promised explanation,
and he feared she would defeat her own pur-
pose. Nevertheless, as he saw her surpass his
cxpectations, day alter day, and become more
active, his apprehensions wore off, and, at the
expiration of a fortnight, he was surprised to
observe how vast a change, for the better, had
been wrought apparently in her strength, since
his return. She was now able to move aeross
the room unassisted, though he still supported
her up and down stairs; her eye no longer
testified the inflicnce of languor and dejection,
but looked almost as bright as was its wont.
It is true, her sighs were at times appalling,
she spoke scldom# though oftener than befM
and her emaciation still continued, notwﬂh-ﬁ
standing the improvement in her appetite. “Tn
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considering these changes for the better,
Mortimer felt contented with her progress, and
in thinking over the other symptoms of indis-
position, which yet required amendnii}nt, he
consoled himself by recollecting all could not
be done at once: ““ Rome was not built in a day,”
and another week might work wonders.

But our hero was less prone now to seck out
evil!—In the short time which succeeded his
arrival in the North, he had learned once more
to look at the brighter side of lite’s opening
picture. His eye was less jaundiced to the future
—he had gathered frgsh hope from his renewed
acquaintance with Beatrice, of being happy with
her; and his time had been pleasingly divided
between the castle and the parsonage, though
the latter, engrossed by far the greatest portion
of it. Ellen, indeed, never secmed easy unless
he was with her, and the conviction of afford-
ing her so much gratification, added to the
great attraction of Beatrice's society, furnished
little inducement to quit a spof'whero he felt
he equally received and conferred benefits.
He heard of his father’s and' sister’s safc land-
ing in Ireland,—hc heard both*were better, and
anxiously desired him to join them. What
could be more satisfactory ! What else could
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he anticipate? He promised both them, and
himself, that in an another month he would be
with them. Then, he thought, he should be
able t0 carry consolation to the Baronial
mansion of Fitz Eustace. Ellen, he flattered
himself, would be nearly well—his business
in London, which might occupy a fortnight,
would be completed, and, perhaps——Beatric'e
amight know, and have accepted, the offer of
his affection. The radiant smile which hovered
round her outh, and the delicate blush
upon her cheek, at his approach, whispered
encouragement to his marked attergions ; and
had he not still felt the humiliation of the late
events, he would have ascertained the state of
ber mind without farther delay. In the time
he had determmed yet to remain at the cottage,
hefelt opportumty would not be wanting for the
avowal, and he resolved to postpone it until
after Lady Dinely’s visit. ‘“We shall know
each other still better then,” thought he, ““and
now I am_s6, happy that T almost dread a
change in any way.”

Mortimer arranged these ideas in his mind,
as he returned {o the parsonage, on the after-
noon fixed for the arrival of Sir Harry and
Lady Dinely, whom he wisely avoided meeting,

v
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on the first day of their domiciliation at the
castle. He had not slept at Mr. Vernon’s the
two previous nights, although he had not failed
in his accustomed daily visits ; consgquently,
when he entcred the parlour, and announced
his intention of staying with Ellen the whole
evening, she cxl‘),ressed much pleasure at the
prospect, particularly as Mr. Vernon had becn
obliged to go to F——, and would not return
until the following morning. < ¥Xou-will now
fulfil your promise, Mortimer,” she said, * for
we shall never find auother opportunity half
S0 propitious, and, you must allow that I have
waited paticntly, and deserve to be indulged.”

A cold shiver ran through Mortimer, as he
heard this demand, it was-a task he would
gladly have shunned, equally for her sake and
his own; but he knew not how to avoid it.
She had fixed upon him as the fittest person
to make the disclosure—in his heart he had
acknowledged the wisdom of theselection, and
he had promiscd to execute the duty. IIe had
put off the evil moment, and had seen her
anxiously struggling to prepa a herself for the
hour of trial ; and, now—when that time had ar-
rived, and he saw she had nerved herself for the
occasion, he was reluctantly obliged to comply.

VOL II. . G
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“This evening, dear Ellen!” he exclaimed
after a moment’s hesitation: if you are,
indeed, resolute in your determination, I will
do so ; but I hope you will still spare yourself.”

She placed her hand gently, but firmly, upon
his arm, and, looking stcadily in his face, sai !,
with a solemnity which startled him; ¢ Mor-
timer, I would uot have required this from
you, were it possible for me to be injured by it.
For your sake, I would not, coutribute to my
illness, but—tear not, my more than brother—
the deed is alrcady done—the blow is struck—-
ere many weeks the blighted hopes, the ruined
name, the irreparable injuries of the nameless
Ellen, will descend with her body to the ground
whence it was taken.”

“ Dear Ellcn, why speak in this frightful
manner?  Your health improves every day;
and, T tl:llst, you will yet continue to be a
blessing to yourself and others, Think of
your child.” |

“1 do, Mortimer, but without anxiety. If
she live, He who clothes the lilies of the field
will take care of her; if not, I cannot
her better pro’x’ridcd for. Do not 100332
alarmed, dearest Mortimer; I thought yau, at
least, were not deceived by false hopes of my

_Xecovery.”
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¢ Until this moment I never doubted it,
Ellen. You are out of spirits this evening.
Come, let us change the subject: where is
Mr. Vernon gone ?” -

*“ Ah! Mortimer, it makes me unhappy to
think of him. What will become of him when
I am gone? Nay, do not interrupt me—1
would confide in you. To your car alone I
would commit my decided opinion of the
approach of death.—To outward appearance
I may be better, bat it is the heart which feels
the wound : mine is broken:—I fecl that, by
slow degrees, I sha]l sink, and ere long the
lamp of my existence will be extinguished.
Mr. Brownlow knows my situation, and I have
cautioned him against making it known to any
one, having resolved, at present, only to tell
you my conviction, which I have done now,
hecause I wish you to understand how safely
you may commence' your explanation this
evening. You will not betray my confidence,
dear Mortimer?” .

« No, dear Ellen,” replied he, as something
very much like a tear swam in his eye, pro-
duced by the new light in which he now looked
upon her case, and the sudden annihilation of
his fondest hope of Ler recovety. “ No; but

G 2
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L cannot believe what you announce; it is
s0 unlooked for—so sudden. I must see
Brownlow.”

“ You shall do so to-morrow,” returned
Ellen ; ““but do not grieve for me, Mortimer :
I am young to dic, it is true; but [ have been
too much the object of fortune’s frowns to
value life on my own account. Even in this
seclusion, I have known sin and grief enough
to make me wish to pass from this world to an-
other, where the wicked ceasc from troubling,
and the weary are at rest. Death has no
terrors for me, but, on the contrary, 1 shall
receive it as a boon, and wy ouly pain will he
for the two or three dear fiiends I leave behind,
Among them, my noble brother ranks high;
unlike others, you have not disdained to treat
me with affection : you have made me feel that
affection and gcenerosity are not unknown in
that rank in society from which I have cruelly
been excluded by Dbirth; and T own 1 have
considered yoy,as my sole parent. Your love
will comfort my last hours, and God will bless
you for it!”

"Tears rolled “apidly down her cheeks as she
said the last words, and she gently pressed his
hand.
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Mortimer, who had not listened to the calm
intimation of her own dissolution without con-
siderable emotion, now rose and kissed her
tenderly, as she reclined in her easy Chair —
then quitted the room in that haste which the
concealment of his agitation demanded. His
bed-room was over the parlour, and, for a
quarter of an hour, Ellen heard him traverse
the chamber with disordered steps. Shortly
before tea time, he rejoined her, and, during
that social meal, they conversed withoat the
slightest allusion to the previous conversation.
Mortimer was a shade more thoughtful, while
his companion, ¢:: the contrary, strove to divest
her mind of its ordinary gloom, for his sake.
Being again scated by the cheerful fire, a pause
succeeded, Ellen almost feared to press for the
disclosure of her untold misfortunes ;—while
Mortimer was cqually reluctant to commence
a parration of such harrowing importance
unsolicited.

Both looked up at the samesmogent ; their
eycs met, and cach comprehended the thoughts
of the other.

“ Mortimer,” said Ellen quiétly, “T am pre-
pared ; I cannot close my eyes,in peace, until
I know and can forgive the unhappy Charles’s
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errors. Tell me all now. See, I am quite
calm.”

_ Thi§ was, indced, true, for she looked as
pale and immovable as marble, and, as Morti-
mer pressed her hand, its icy coldness * thrilled
to the bone.”

‘ Ellen,” he said, “T will obey you, painful
as may be the office, I should be jealous of
dnother holding it, for your dependance gra-
tifies me. You willi not require me to enter
into your early history, which I heard from
Mr. Vernon?”

She shook her head, and he procccded to
give her the account of Hamilton’s marriage,
and his subsequent conduct. When he reach-
ed that point which treated of his northern
journey, and the discovery of Ilamilton’s
villany, his ill-fated auditress covered her face
with her thin hands, and groaned aloud. He
paused, in silent pity, I;ntil, finding he had
ccased, she lopked up, and said, in tones of
agony, ‘“ My clLild, my innocent child ! Oh !'—
Hargrave, how could you doom her also to
shame! That i is the bitterest drop in my cup
oflife! Yet, go on, Mortimer ;”—she a lded .
more quietly, ‘I must bear it.” ¥

Delmar passed rapidly over the rash act
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of the detected Hamilton, fur she now wept
bitterly ; and he went on to say how heartily
he thought the misguided man had »repented
his crimes, and had sued for pardon.®

‘“Did you stay with him to the-last, Morti-
mer?” she enquired with a voice almost inau-
dible, from her convulsive sobs.

“I did, Ellen ; and 1 believe the greatest
remorse he felt was for the wreck he had mgqde
of your happiness. The whole of the sum he
could call his own he has willed to you as a
reparation, I suppose.” His lip curled high
as he spoke, and,Ellen rejoined, with more
asperity than he bad witnessed in her before ;
“ Did he think [ would reccive a price for my
ruin? . Did he cousider me so incan, Morti-
mer ? Your looks tell me you do not believe it.”

“ No, Ellen, 1 could not; I dared not.”

“You are right. Never, never would I touch
it! OhGod!” sht added, clasping her hands
wildly, ““ forgive his injustice ! forgive him all,
and teach me to do the same }* llcr head sank
on her bosom, and a deep silence ensued, which
was at length broken by Ellen, who, address-
ing her companion, whosé® eyes were fixed
upon the fire, said, Fortunately there are no
wants in the grave, thcrelore 1 shall not need
his bounty—would hc had not offered it—1T
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should have thought lcss severely of him.”

“1 hope it was done rather with a wish to
serve, than to insult, you, Ellen—I wish you to
look upbLn the offer of future provision less
harshly ; not only in charity to the deceased,
but for the sake of one who must ever com-
mand my duty and respect—I mean my father,
who has written to Mr. Vernon, offering you a
settlement for life.”

For a few moments she did not answer, but
then she replied, steadily, ¢ Mortimer, moncey
cannot heal my wounds—the obscure Ellen
will not accept anything but the pitiful gift
of a wyretched, bitter life, from the hands of
Fitz Fustace—name it not again, or I must
think you too despisc me.”

“Heaven forbid! I felt confident of your
answer before I spoke, and did so ouly in obe-
dience to my duty. From the first moiucnt the
proposal was made, Mr. Vernon peremptorily
refused it for you ; hut, although I knew, as well
as he, what would be your determination, I
thought you ‘ought to he allowed the oppors
tanity of declaring it yourself.”

« I thank you, r.ost deeply, for all your kind-
ness, dear Mortimer,” she answered, as he said
tnc last wo;as, “1 can never cxpress half the
[ﬁatltudo 1 feel—-But I am still the daughter of
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Fitz Eustace, and I will not depend upon a
parent who wronged my mother, and neglected
nme, until I am, unwillingly, made the instru-
ment, in the hands of heaven, to recal bjs former
cruclty most bitterly to his mind. Now he
doubtless would hcap benefits upon me, to
silence his own conscience, and my just com-
plaints—but he nced not be under any appre-
hension, Mortimer, the grave reveals no secrets,
and aflection for you shall close my lips—Y du
shall never have*to blush on my account, and
the tomb shall be the depository of my sorrows!
We have been strangely thrown together,
Mortimer, most stringety—doubtless for some
wisc end, and He who guides our destinies
will recompense your virtues—Yes, your re-
ward is in hcaven, whither I am journeying
so quickly !

Seeing that this long and painful conversa-
tion had greatly pverpowered the invalid,
Mortimer proposed that she should seek reposc.
to which she assented, and they parted, with a
decp sympathy for the récent®sufferings of the
other. Mortimer did not fail to mark the
bright hectic which, for the first time that
night, flushed her countenance, but which
visited her cheek often afterwards, when any-
thing agitated her. . (351



30 MORTIMER DVLMAR.

CIHHAPTER X.

Swect Maiden, dear my life must be,

Since it is worthy care from thee ;

Yet life I hold but idle breath,

‘When love, or honour's weigh’d with death,

SIR WALTER SCOTT.

AGAIN, next day, Mortimer was to dine at Sir
George’s, but, as it was not his intention to go
there until late in the day, he spent all the
forecnoon in amusing, or rather endeavouring
to amusc, Ellen, who seemed humbled, crushed,
and dejected, even more than she had been the
night before, on the first shock of the announce-
ment. Not that she sought relief in violent
grief—no !—that would not have cut the warl,ﬂ-’:ﬁ
hearted Delmar half so deep ; but she looked so-
supremely wretched, so calm, patient, and de-
spairing, that it seemed to wring his very soul
to look at her. Twenty times, in the course of
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the morning, did he reproach himsclf for giving
her the information she wished, but neither
mentioned the suvject. Mr. Vernon returned,
and Ellen resisted all Mortimer's wishes to
send an excusc to the castle. ’

“ Pray, pray, go Mortimer,” she said, “if
you are so solicitous about me, you will alarm
Mr. Vernon, which I would, of all things pre-
vent. I will go early to bed, and try to sleep,
for I scarcely closed my eyes last night, anQl
then you will inl me better on your return.”

Thus pressed, he hesitated no longer, but
soon sct off for his friend’s house. At the dis-
tance of a mile from the village, he encountered
Mr. Brownlow, and each immediately drew
rein, for the purpose of salutation. The worthy
mediciner enquired after his patient, whom he
was then, he said, going to visit. Mortimer
informed him of her increased indisposition,
her conviction of her own danger, aud his
desire to be told the plain truth.

“My dear sir,” answered ¥Mr. Brownlow,
kindly, “life is in the hands Of the Almighty,
and we must not give up all hope of our poor
friend’s recovery, though, I know, she hersell
entertains no ideca of such an event—As you
ask, however, for my candid opinion, and you

$
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are one who is deeply interested in my patient,
I will own that I consider her state a most
precarious one—She has never recovered the
first bloy, and her illness has left the most
dreadful traces of its ravages behind it.”

“I fear this cough, Brownlow,” rejoined
Mortimer, earnestly.

““So do 1, Mr. Delmar; it is an unplcasant
symptom.- Does it increase much ?”

" +“ To-day it has been more troublesome ; in-
deed I think she is altogethervery ill, so much
so that I do not like her to be alone—I have
thought that it might be adviseable to remove
her to a warmer climate? ”

‘“Change of scene might benefit her, Mr.
Delmar,—but even that is doubtful, and the
obstacles against a removal are so numerous
that T fear such a plan is not likely to be
cffected.”

“ But it shall be effected, Brownlow, if it be
within the range of possibility, and youdeem it
necessary. Do you think there is any reason
to believe that her feelings of danger are wﬂ',
founded, or are they only the offspring of low
spirits and debility ?

I think, as I before said, that her state is
most precarious,: but I also hope that the
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spring may restore her; at present it would, be
dangerous to remove her, we must 1ook to the
spring, sir, to do her good—we must not des-
pond—she is young, and time and medicine
may do much.”

‘“T hope to heaven they will!” said Morti-
mer, thoughtfully: ¢ but I own, I.,am very un-
easy—however, do not let me detain you. 1
sce you arc unwilling to destroy all hopes,
though your conscience forbids you to credit
false ones *

Upon thls they separated, the doctor to pur-
suc his Esculapian a:vocations, and Mortimer to
muse, as he rode slowly on, upon the thousand
harassing, as well as pleasing, subjects, upon
which his mind was ever bent.—He was ill
satisfied with his conversation with the doctor,
for he perceived that, with the characteristic
caution of his class, Mr. Brownlow had avoided
committing himself; and he would not speak
confidently of either result of Ellen’s illness.
“ Confourd his dissimulation !¢’ thought Del-
mar, “ howl hate all his tribe. it nfust, however,
be confessed they are useful nuisances some-
times ; and, if T do not feel sa{isficd, [ will per-
suade Ellen to sce a Physician before I leave
her.” Having thus determintd, he allowed his
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ideas to be engrossed by Beatrice, and his de-
lightful anticipations in that quarter, until the
gates of Heron Park rose to his view. He
was then suddenly aroused by the clatter of
approaching horsemen, and, in a minute, the
whole party drew up beside him. He looked
up in surprise, and instantly recognised his
fricnd the Baronct, and the ci-devant Mary
Beaumont, with a handsome stranger, appa-
rently some few years under thirty, whom he
conjectured was no other than her husbhand.

“ Mortimer,” said Sir George, “ I believe you
are already acquainted with my cousin ! Lady
Dinely, you have not forgotten Mr. Delmar.”

“ It would be difficult to do so ailer once
knowing him,” replied Lady Dinely, smiling,
as they mutually bowed, *“allow me to intro-
duce my hushand to you,” she continned,—
“ Mr. Delmar, Sir Harry Dinely; Sir Harry,
Mr. Delmar.”

“Though T have never had the pleasure of

seeing you Dbefore, Mr. Dclmar,” said Sir

Harry, “1 have often heard my fiiend, Mrs,

~

Hamilton, mention her brother in such terms .

as to make me anxious to cultivate his ac-
quaintance, and I hope this will not be our
only opportunity of mecting.”
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These preliminaries of an introduction being
concluded, Mortimer enquired after Lady
Heron and Beatrice, who Sir George informed
bim had accompanied the equestrian party in
the carriage during the ride, until they reached
the cottage, where they had expected to arrive
hefore Mortimer’s departure. Fiyding how-
ever, he had set off, his mother and sister had
remained a short time with Ellen, while he
with his visiters had hastened after Delmar.
The latter expresked his pleasure and obliga-
tion for Lady Heron’s kindness, and they con-
versed gaily until tb('y reached the mansion.

“{ think I shall ride back and meet Lady
Heron, George,” said Mortimer, suddenly
turning his horse in the direction they had
just come. ‘I supposc she will be again on
the road by this time.”

“Oh! itis scarcely worth while, Mortimer,
they will be here soen, and I want you to sce
Sir Harry Dincly’s famous horse, for I have
been telling him how knowimg you are in
horse-flesh.” -

‘Do you presume to think, George,” said his
cousin, archly, ¢ that Mr. Delnjar, who I know
is so gallant, will sacrifice the plcasure of
acting the gay cavalier, for tht sake of seeing
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that wretched animal Sir Harry prizes so
highly, and in which I am sure I could never
detect the smallest pretension to beauty?”

““ Thmt is because you do not understand it,
Mary,” replied her husband, in no way pleased
at her contempt of his favourite. I wish you
would confine your opinions to those things
which belong to yourself,” he added, as Mor-
timer galloped off, after saying, with a how to
'Lady Dinely, how much he felt flattered by her
opinion of him. She madé her hushand no
reply, but entercd the house with an air of
easy nonchalance, while hor spouse accompa-
nied George to the former’s favourite haunt,
the stables.

Mortimer, meanwhile, retrod the road to the
village, and about a mile and a half {rom the
park joined the ladies. As he rode beside the
carriage, which was an open one, they talked
of their visit, and Delmar derived no small
pleasure from the interest they expressed for
Ellen. The way from Claybrook was a. cross
road, and, thou«rh kept in tolerable repair, was
so narrow that, in passing any other ve«hwln,
the young horsgman was obliged to reling uish
his station, and fall to the rear, but a moment’s

hj{lterval found him again at his post. Half
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the distance had now been accomplished, when
the attention of all was called to the sound of
a carriage advancing towards them at a mos:
furious rate.

‘“ What, in the name of wonder, can that be
Mr. Delmar!” said Lady Heron, anxiously,
‘¢ something surely must have happtned—"

I fancy so indced,” replied he, ¢ I will just
ride forward if you please.” Thesc words
were scarcely utteyed when a turn in the road
enabled them to see the occasion of their
alarm, which was no way diminished by per-
ceiving a cart, in wllich were a man and two
children, coming with the speed of lightning
down the road. Ata glance, Delmar discovered
that the driver had lost all command over the
animal, and Beatrice’s danger instantly rushed
upon his mind. He cast one anxious look at
her, as he ordercd the couchman, for God’s
sake, to draw up as much as possible into tlhe
shallow ditch by the road-side, in hopes the
horse might, by some happy chancg, take ad-
vantage of the space thus afforded him, and
avoid coming in contact with the Britchska.

“ Where are you going, Mr.®elmar?” ex
claimed Lady Heron.

*“Oh! never mind me,’ rephed oy quickly,
as he watched the carriage being placed as he
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desired, ‘“ nearer the hedge, still ncarer,” he
continued to the coachman, ‘it will never
pass—there, that must do.”

“On'! pray, pray get somewhere safe, Mr.
Delmar, there, behind the carriage,” urge:d
Beatrice, surprised by the hazard of the mo-
ment intd more than wunusual expression of
her fecelings.

+ ¢ Fearnot for me, Miss Heron,” he said,with
a look which revealed his satisfaction at her
solicitude, *‘ I have more than one motive to
encourage self-preservation.”

“Indeed, Mr. Delmar, I am sure you will
get hurt, you frighten me so much by staying
so close here, that I hope, for my sake, if not
for your own, you will move.”

““ Where can I be safer, or happicr than by
you, Miss Heron,” he said, in a low tone:
‘“ however, for your sake, my life is sacred.”

At any other time, his looks and manncr
would have called the eloquent blood into the
cheek of B,ea‘énice, but at this moment all other
feeling was swallowed up in fear jﬁ'is
safety, and by a lock she testified her #ianks.
These hurried” sentences had passed in the
space of a few mmoments, and the cart was now
quite cloze to the spot.

. “ You had hetter stand by that gate, sir,” said
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the coachman. Mortimer turned to do so, but
he had delayed his retreat so long that the
danger was close at hand, and he only escaped
"destruction by leaping his horse over fhe gate
into a field; for the unwieldy vehicle, after
dashing past the Britchska, without doing any
farther mischief than startling the®horses, the
terrified animal made a sudden swecp, and
brought the cart in contact with the gate-post
and the consequepces may easily be imagined.
In a moment, its unfortunate occupauts were
thrown out, the hedge received one child,while
its companions wese ejected at either side.
The concussion effectually restraincd the ter-
rified horse, for the footman, leaping to the
ground, as soon as his mistress’s danger was
past, was enabled to prevent farther mischief
by seizing the unguarded byidle.

Beatrice, who had seen the imminent peril
of him she loved, and trembled in impotent
alarm, was pale and agltated when he, an
instant after, again stood by her. . Consigning
his steed to the coachman, who was now at his
horses’ heads, he said, “ Thank IHeaven! you
are safe, I scarcely anticipated so fortunate
a result.” ]

“ We must congratulate you on yput escape,



140 MORTIMER DELMAR.

Mr. Delmar,” said Lady Ieron, © at the same
time that we thank you for your attention to
us—but do let us out of the carriage, the poor
man, I Year, is hurt.”

This request was quickly complied with,
and, as Delmar handed Bcatrice down the
steps, their eyes met, and, though hers were
instantly cast down, he gathered enough from
that glance to encourage him to take advan-
tage of the moment—to warmly press the
delicatc band which rested upon his arm.
They all approached the place where the foot-
man was raising the sullerer, who seemed
perfectly insensible, and was bleeding pro-
fusely from a cut on the head.

““ Do you not call this an unfortunate result,
Mr. Delmar?” said Beatrice, as she gave him
her handkerchicf, with which he hegan to bind
up the wound.

“I was actuated by much more sclﬁsh con-
siderations, Miss Ileron, when I said those
words,” retu‘m‘t‘ad he. “ This accident is indeed
bad enough.”

Beatrice turned hastily to the child, who
appeared little irijured, although, after disen-
gaging itself from the hedge, it ran up to its
father, ‘trying Ipiteously; the other, Lady
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Heron and her daughter endeavoured in vain
to pacify. It screamed terribly, and they soon
discovered that its arm was broken. 'The
broken limb was placed in a sling, gnd, as
soon as it was ascertained that the man be-
longed to Claybrook, it was agreed that
assistance should be sent as soon gs the ladies
should arrive at the castle, for the cart was
too much injured to be of any use in convey-
ing the man home. Mortimer persisted i
remaining with tlic servant, at the disastrous
spot, in the benevolent intention of assisting
the man, who now gyve some tokens of return-
ing animation. The plan was on the eve of
being put in exccution, when another party
arrived, who, being inhabitants of the village,
and friends ot the countryman, readily under-
took to do all that was necessary in the aflair.
After seeing the suflerers placed in the con-
veyance belonging to the ncew comers, and
enjoining every care possible, Mortimer was
going to re-mount his horse toaccompany his
charge home, when Lady lieron said, ¢ Come,
Mr. Delmar, let Thomas ride your horse, while
you get into the carriage with us; you have
been in danger enough to-day to make me
keep you under my own eye. »You really were™
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too rash, besides the twilight is coming on,
and, since you professed to have come here
expressly to take care of us, you can attend
to your+duty better.”

It may be supposed he did not require
pressing, and he answered in terms of gallan-
try, as he.seated himself opposite Beatrice.
The accident furnished ample fund for dis-
cussion, as they rapidly approached the castle,
and both the ladies joined in commending
Mortimer’s conduct, at the same time that
they expressed their fear at the peril in which
he had been placed.

Obh! how delightful is it to one who loves,
to hear the object of his preference declare
an gnqualified. interest in his behalf! How
grateful is commendation from those sweet
lips! How penetrating the gentle smile of
kindness that attends it !

Mortimer’s heart bounded with love and
hope, as he listened to the thrilling tone: ‘
Beatrice’s voice. He felt assured of her a
tion, and for the satisfaction of that-moms¢
he felt he would willingly have risked® ten
timeggmore thpn he had done. ‘Arrived at
_bome, they werc met at the door by Sir George,
in considgrable alarm at their delay, but an
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explanation was soon afforded, and he united
in thanking his friend for taking his office for
bim, and fulfilling it so entirely to his wish.

“Well, Mr. Delmar,” said Lady dinely,
with an arch smile, as he handed her to thc
dining room. ‘I hear you are again a favourite
at Mr. Vernon’s.”

‘1 have, indeed, been much there, lately,”
replicd Mortimer, ‘“ but intend being off i'ox;
Ireland, soon.”

“ Now you do not mean me to give credit to
that declaration, T hope, or I shall absolutely
think you have heey saying sweet things to
some inconstant fair, and again been repulsed.
[ shall always think a hasty journey to
Ircland a suspicious manceuvre with you.
My memory is a good onc, ahd I recollect,
though some ycars have past since, that you
left us very suddenly, after a long attendance
at that same cottage.” ‘

Mortimer’s dark complexion but ill con-
cealed the colour which dycd®his cheek at
these words, for Beatrice followed close, and
would, most probably, overhear them. More
piqued and angry than hc was aware, he
rejoined, somewhat sharply, ‘I suppose you_
remember, Fady Dincly, that' Sir Gesrge was
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my conipar.ion in that trip—do you conceive
he was alike actuated ?”

She coloured highly, and Delmar was sorry
for his hasty reply, but she turned it off with
a laugh, saying, “Travelling has made you
brilliant, Mr. Delmar, I see you are a preux
chevalier, armod at all points.”

By this time they had reached the room, and
no more was said; indced from that time he
suffered no annoyance from her badinage, for
she found that he knew how to wield her own
weapons. oo T .

The evenmg was one of peculiar happiness
to our hero, he saw nothing but Beatrice,
though he Torbore to annoy ber, in the presence
of her friends, by any uncommon display of
his admiratior; or rather his tender regard.
So blind, indeed, was he to every thing around
him, excqpt 'her that he did not detcct the ill-
suppressed mdlgnatlon of Sir Harry Dinely,
at the flirtation of his wife with a young
Scotchman whu, with his sister, were on a
visit to Sir George.

Our{riegnd Mary, with her cha f name,
had not chafiged her disposition mq uetry,
on the contrary, it seemed to-. ‘have gained
strengtw time-and cxrcumstance. Her hus-
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band was, like many individuals, all smiles so
long as everything was subservient to his will,
but his overbearing temper would bear no
opposition. Then he became morose, and, as
love had little to do in his marriage, h¥s wife
o felt the whole force of his harshness,. if he
were displeased, which was but too often the
case. Ile demanded constant atteﬁtion, and
perfect submission on her part, which, in the
carly days of matrimony, when all was new,
she endeavoured to gratify him in; but she
was young and lively, and finding it was far
- easicr to please generally, than individually,
she still continued to*indulge the propensity
which had cost her the love of her cousin.
She soon discovered what a mistake she had
. made in her choice, but her hlghgpmt forbad
"her to repine at the consequences of her own

folly; and she wisely reconciled herself, as
much as possible, to her situation. She seldom
did any thing intentionally to displease Sir
Harry, but indifference ruled mpost of her
actions towards him, and soon became a com-
plete defence against his ill temper, which, was
not improv#by this conduct. Thus circum-
stanced, dissension ever reigned Detween them,

though, unless Mary’s flirting was very con- =

spicuous, Sir Harry never permittgdelsis anger
YOL, IJ. H
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to appear, in public. That was what he could
not tolerate, for he was aware of her disposi-
tion before marriage, but had suflered pecuniary
consigerations to supersede that, and every
thing else; consequently, felt more irritated,
because he had, he knew, wilfully subjected,
himself to this constant annbyance. Lady
Dinely’s .manners were naturally engaging,
and many were those she captivated for the
moment, who, like this north countrymarv,
knew nothing of her character.

It had been Lady Heron’s dread that, in
this visit, her son should be made uncasy,
but to her great joy She soon saw she was
mistaken, for Sir George, though kind, was
cool, and cvidently kept on his guard, parti-
cularly when lhc observed she played her
former game. Mortimer, too, knew her of old,
and was not to be deceived by her gaiety into
any attentions which might pain Beatrice;
indeed, as we have already said, his heart was
so entirely ¢levoted to the latter that, on the
evening in §uestion, he was dead to every
thing but her. About twelve o’clock alishad
retired, except the two friends,‘{%nd the)‘*pﬁére
standing with their candles lighted, ready to
sepagate, wken Sir George said, “ Well,
Delmar; wbat do you think of Lady Dinely7”
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“I would not be her husband, Heron, that
is all,” he replied, laconically.

“You are about right there,” answered
George, ‘ she secms just as gay as ever.”

“ It is fortunate Sir Harry does ndt mind
her badinage,” said Mortimer, smiling.

“Not mind it, Delmar, not mind it! why
where have your cyes and ears bEen the last
few hours? Ilc has been chafing terribly, and
1 darc say she is in for a famous curtain lece
ture to-night. I hearhe has an infernal temper,
did you not see how savage he looked at her,
as she laughed and talked with M¢ Arthur?”

¢“No, indecd, 1 tlrought he seemed a very
pleasant man, and only pitied him because I
thought him a fool to be so quict.”

The young men had again approached the
fire, and George drew a chair close to the
fender, and motioned his companion to do the
same, as he rejoined, “Ah! you do not know
him yet. I fancy if both were more quiet, they
would be happier. Beatrice says, from what
Mary has told her, they are an jll-assorted
pair, and my own observations induce me to
think they,ge on very uncomfortably. Ttisa
pity, for she is really a nice girjy if it were not
for that one failing. Not that I would have-
her now if I could,” he added, w!ﬂ‘f “ for

H2
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her persceverance in pursuing Me Arthur, has
quite disgusted me. I assure‘you, I congratu-
latc myself upon having had a lucky escape,
though I have not told any one so but your-
self; s'till,” he added, pensively, “I cannot
help pitying her, for I think she would have
been very different with a less mercenary man.
T suppose ficr money was all he'wanted,—how-
ever, I should certainly be better satisfied if
‘1e were more kind to her.”

When he paused, Mortimg¢r made no answer,
but sat absorbed in thought, and it was very
evident to George he had been spending his
breath in vain. A short sélence followed, when
the baronet resumed as he rose, “ You are not
in a talking humour I fancy, Mortimer, so, if
you please, as the fire is none of the brightest,
but, like your conversation, somewhat languid,
I will make my exit.”

“ I really beg your pardon, Heron, I own
my inattention extreme ; but, I was pondering
on a subject (‘)‘f vast importance to me, and, as
you are partizlly interested in the business,
perhaps I may as well take the present opporv
tunity of opening my mind to you.”

Again Sir ficorge took his place by the
<xpiring embers, and Mortimer continued, I
haye ﬁhﬁcmggorge, been sometime a constant
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visiter here, and have ever received the greatest
attentipn and kindest welcome from you, and
Lady Heron, which, believe me, I fullv appre-
ciate.” .

“ What, in the name of all that's miraculous,
Mortimer, do you mean by this solemn opening
to your confidential information, dor such I
take your communication to be, from the hour
you have chosen to make it—midnight is ay
eminous time.”

“We are not always able to controul our
actions, Ileron, or I might have selected a
fitter occasion for wy disclosure; however,
not to detain you long, I will be brief. Years
have elapsed since I first loved your sister, but
I was deterred from declaring myself then, by
a fancied coldness on her part. 1 believe I was
to blame—over hasty—for I have cvery rcason
to hope that she is willing to listen favourauly
to my proffered affection. In the last few
weeks, I have ascertained that, unless I can
obtain her hand, I cannot be hak)py ; and to you
as her nearest and dearest relation, I apply tor
permission to plead my cause to her. I need
not explain my prospécts, my "ntentions, far-
ther; our acquajntance is not the creation ofa
week or month.”

The baronet had purposely ﬂ'xded inter-
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rupting his companion during his statement ;
hut, as soon as he concluded, he replied, with a
glowing cheek and pleasure sparkling in his
eye, “IVhat you have just said does not sur-
prise me, my dear Mortimer. I know how ex-
cellent, how dclightful, Beatrice is, and I have
not been blind to the growing attachment of
my friend. That she is worthy of every sen-
{inent of love and esteem I am well aware,
and had I felt any alarm, or had I not thought
that he was a man calculated to make her as
happy as she deserves to be, I would long ago
have puta stop to an acqugintance which might
have destroyed her peace of mind. No, Delmar,
did I not feel perfectly convinced Beatrice’s
happiness would be safe in your keeping, you
had not found the welcome here you have
done. But I think you said she is still igno-
rant of your preference ?”’

“I did, George: as far as words are con-
cerned, she is. I desired to know your senti-
ments before T gxplained myself to her—"

‘“ For my sister T must not answer, though I
Lelieve I might safecly do so; but for myself, |
can truly say that the man who has been my

.degrest friend so long, T shall be most happy
to receiwa ag a brother. My good mother you
must speak t& yourself in the morning, for I
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shall leave you to work your own way, unless
you requirg my services, being convinced such
things are best managed by the party most
interested.” As he spoke, he offered hi's hand
to his friend, who said, as he grasped it
warmly, ‘“You have donec all I require,
George, and I thank you for it, you have made
me the happiest fellow in the world.?

“You forget that I awm only an inferior
potentate,” returned the baronet, laughing?
‘“ whose opinion yon have consulted. Do not
be too sanguine of success —woman is an
incomprehensible Dbeing.”

“Oh! Ihave very'litue fear—good night,
George,” answered our hero, again taking his
caudle, and then leaving the room.

“Well!”’ thought Sir George, as he stood
still a moment hefore he followed him, ¢ well !
I am glad both for Beatrice’s and his own sake,
that he has candidly avowed his attachment;
and I am sure, my dear mother will be gready
rejoiced at it, for Mortimer holgs no insigni-
ficant place in her estecm, aAd ker highest
pleasure is to make her children happy. Mary,
too, she would have saved from sorrow, if
possihble.”
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CHAPTER XIL

In the mild eyes that shope before him,
Beaming that blest assurance, worth
Al other transports known on earth,
That he was loved—well, warmly loved.—
- MOORE.

WE must pardon Mortimer, if, on the kind
accordance of Sir George, he for a space for-
got all the anxiety, all the trouble, he had
recently experienced, and gave himself up
entirely to the pleasing realization of his
hopes, which he foresaw the mnext day would
produce. Blessed with such sleep as is known
only in youthy the night was quickly spent,
and the lovur rése the following morning with
alacrity, to take another important stcp to-
wards the goal of felicity. Knowing Ladj
Heron to be ‘an early riser, and that she
“pass. sometime in her boudoir before the
Piegkfas howg, which was ten o’clock, he de-
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termined to see her before that meal, that his
fate might be decided without delay. ¢ Then,
if his suit prospercd, he should mect his
beloved Beatrice with two-fold delighf, while,
if, on the contrary—but, he could not think of
any failure—had not George given him every
encouragcment, every reason to .believe he
should not be rcjected ? and it was madness to
contemplate the dark side.”

Lady Heron's morning room was not a re-
ceptacle of luxury, or of selfish enjoyment,
which she kept entirely to herself. No! she
was by far too fond of seeing smiling faces
around her, to like ah apartument dedicated to
herself and solitude. It was a kind of study
where books, music, or work, were the amuse-
ments, and where all who liked such recrea-
tions were welcome. llcre, Mortimer had spent
many happy hours in the sgciety of Beatrice,
and had fed his growing love upon her smiles,
or, listened rapturously to her voice, as she
warbled the airs he selegted.

It was about half past nine,when he stood
at the door of this little sanctorum, irresolute
whether to enter at once, or to knock for ad-
mission, and he had just deternined upon the
latter, when it was opened, and Lady Jeeri”
appeared in the act of coming oyt “My dear
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madam,” he said, without any hesitation,
¢ you must pardon my early intrusion, but T
come to solicit a few .moments’ conversation
with yqu, previous to our meeting for the day.”
“1necd scarcely say your request js granted
with pleasure, Mr, Delmar,” she returned, and,
re-entering the apartment, whither he followed
her, ¢ though I hope,” she added, with an en-
qumng look, ‘ your unexpected visit is not
“occasioned by any alarming occurrence ? You
secm agitated !” ‘
 Dispel your fears then, dear Lady Heron,
nothing has happened to my knowledge to call
forth your anxiety. T am come to place my
future fate in your hands: to be sentenced by
one word from you, to bliss or misery—to de-
mand, in short, your consent to becoming the
possessor of your daughter’s hand. I have
loved her long, Lady Heron, she is all my
imagination has conceived most estimable,
most delightful in a wife—and I intreat you
will not destmoy my dreams of happiness. Let
me aspire 10 a place in your affection beside
my friend, and I promise you shall never have
to repent granting me the privilege of a son.
My every théught, every care, shall be for
Béausice, and all in the power of affection shall
be employedto form her felicity. T am not an
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adept at profcssions, but my actions shall tes-
tify my love for her, and my gratitude to you,
if you grant my petition.”

The good lady’s cyes were suffused with
tears, and an instant elapsed cre she rejoined,
“Your request, Mr. Delmar, is one of great
importance to a mother, pcrlmps more so to
me than many others, for, in my dear Beatrice,
I have found the kind friend and attentive
nurse, as well as the exemplary daughter—tt
resign her to amotber will, thercfore, be a
struggle, but all selfish considerations shall be
set aside for her good, if what you have ashed
will tend to such. 'Gcorgc, however, must he
consulted.”

“ I am not under any alarm on his account,
Lady Ilcron,” interrupted Delmar, “he has
already given me the strongest assurances of
his approbation of my suit. On yourself, and
Beatrice, only, depend my hopes and fears, my
pleasure, or pain, and [ trust you will not keep
me in a crucl suspense.”

‘“Beatrice’s choice, my denr Mr. Delmar,
ever has, and ever must be perfectly unbiassed
by me—she is quitc competent to judge for her-
self—and I may therefore say that you may
apply to her in all confidencg, for I know<hat
without her heart, you could neyer obtain her
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hand. If my voice be necessary to pave your
way, it will he heard only in the language of a
parent, anxious for her child’s well-being, and
I have no hesitation in saying that, were I to
select a partner for her, I know of no one I
could have preferred to the young friend who
now stands beside me—Nay, do not thank me
yet, Mr. Deimar,” she continued, with a smile,
as he began to pour forth his gratitude, “ do
not thank me yet, Beatriceis the principal per-
son to be gained; therefore ¢he most arduous
part of the business is still to be overcome.”
(Mortimer smiled.) ““ Your looks declare you
are fearless on that point.” Well! I will go to
Beatrice, and apprise her of the honour you
intend her; for I am sure you have not inti-
mated your sentiments to her, for she has no
secrets from me.”

“Your are right, dear madam,” replied the
happy Delmar, ‘I have not spoken to Miss
Heron, but, since I have obtained your concur-
rence, 1 beg you will ullow me to plead my own
cause—I believe Beatrice is already ‘miggsewn,
but permit me tq be the first to ascer%hat
point?” . Y

“You shall,”s returned Lady Heron, kindly,
“ F-ill not depriye you of so great a pleasure—
T will send fog her here.” So saying, she laid
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her hand on the bell, but was deterred from
sounding it by the entrance of her daughter,
who was instantly on the point of retreating,
when she saw Delmar. Lady Heron, hgwever,
said, “Beatrice, my dear, come in—we want
you in our counsels.”

“ I came to say, mama, that the preakfast is
ready, and that Mary and Sir Harry are both
down,” answered Beatrice, coming 1n.

«]1 will not keep them then,” replied hef
mother, “but wildl leave you to answer the
question Mr. Delmar came to ask me.”

The cheek of Beatrice flushed, as Lady Heron
quitted the room, am.i', for an instant, she ap-
peared undecided whether or not to follow her;
but our hero did not give her time to hcsitate
long, for the door had scarcely closcd upon
Lady lleron, when he said, “ I trust you are
not going to refuse the office your mother has
delegated you to perform, Miss [Ieron—1 hope
my question is not one calgulated to alarm you.”

She looked at him, with a faing smile, as he
took her hand, which trembled vielently, his
own he knew was hardly more steady, as he
pursued, ¢ You will'stay to hear me declare,
what indeed I believe you have known some
time, how much my happiness is jn your hands—
how long, how fondly, I have cogtemplated the
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hour, when I might consider myself authorised,
by your kindness, to throw myself on your
generosity, and ask the inestimable gift of this
little band—Let me flatter myself you have
seen my unceasing endeavours to win your
esteem, your love, Beatricc—my never failing
attempts tp; obtain that favour, which must
eventually ripen imtko aflection. But tremble
not so, I am the one to fecl alarmed, who sce
1he scal of my fate as yet undecided—Spcak to
me, Beatrice, in pity speak te me—Am I to call
you mine?” As he spoke the last words, he
led her gently to a chair, and, whilc she strug-
eled with her feclings, and strove to speak, he
again said, *‘ This silence gives me courage,
dear Beatrice, for 1 am sure you would never
deceive me by false hopes. Our acqugintance
is not new, you have known mec as the friend
of your brother, and I have loved you ardently
long, long before I had any reason to believe
you rcturned my affection.”

“ My mother,” said Beatrice, faintly, as her
tears begasn to ‘low in unrestrained freedom.

““ Your mother consents,” rejoined Mortimer,
“and if your hesitation proceeds from that un-
certainty, my¢doubt is solved, for, from her,
I'mold a kind declaration of her consent—give
me then, dearest, one little word to seal my
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possession of this coveted treasure—I could
offer you rank, and wealth, did I think such
would enhance the value of my love—but I
should scorn to owe, to such paltry mgans, a
hand I could not gain from love.”

He spoke warmly, perhaps morc haughtily
than he intended, and his compani.on cast her
swimming eyes up towards his face in some
surprisc; but she said, with toleruble compo-
sure, ““ I reciprocate that feeling, Mr. Delmar;
and were anything*to make e hesitate at this
moment, it would be the prospect of a coronet,
which, T believe, is not unfrequently a crown
of thorns.” )

“You shall not find it so, Beatrice : why not
consider it a wrcath of roses, the brilliancy
and sweet odour of which shall be cmblematical
of the soft smiles and breathings of love!—It
shall be my study to realisc this picture, when
heaven wills that I should snpport the dignity
of our house—May that day be at present far
removed! But you have not yes bid me hope,
though I dare not think of the’reverse—suffer
me once more to ask—that dear hand is——"

“Yours, Mr. Delmar,” interposed Beatrice,
firmly extending it towards him, and, at the
same time, placing the other oyer her bpruing
brow. ..
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We need not detail how many fervent kisses
Mortimer impressed upon that cherished hand,
or how his heart bonnded lightly in his breast,
as he h'gard her last words, neither do we deem
it necessary to relate the numberless vowsand
extravagances of a lover—a fortunate lover,
when he learns, for the first time, that he is in
turn beloved ; but will simply inform our readers
that an hour had elapsed ere Beatrice or Mor-
“imer recollected that breakfast was waiting,
or that love was not an aatidote to hunger.
Happy, however, as the former was, she could
not immediately join the party round the break-
fast table, she could not ‘encounter the nume-
rousenquiries on her unusually lateappearance,
and, therefore, on leaving the boudoir, she
sought her own room, while the joyous Delmar
repaired to the parlour. He skilfully parried
Lady Dinely’s jests upon his tardiness, and
Lady Heron was not long in discovering by his
lovks how his conference with her daughter
had terminated. She soon after learnt from
Beatrice, is wkat manner his proposals had
been received, and George united with her
in expressing entire approbation of the con-
nection. ¢

“Now, my dear fellow,” said the young
Baronet, aftgr he had heard Mortimer’s success,
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as he shook him by the hand, “now I may say

how long I have desired and hoped for this

event—how long I have seen that you and my

dear sister were fitted to each other, and how

perfectly I am satisfied with the ncw relation

she destines for me. That you will not repent
your choice I can safely promise, fog, although

a brother’s praises may not be strictly admis-

sible, I cannot help saying that she is alla_

man should look for in matrimony; and, if
happiness be not ydur portion, no pity will you

get from me, for I shall then look suspiciously

upon my friend.”

“That time will never come, dear George,”
said Beatrice, who had entered the room, and
heard the latter part of his speecch. * If Mor-
timer be as determined to follow the dictates of
duty and affection as I am, happiness must be
the consequence.”

““ Do you doubt it, Beatrice ?”” said her lover
with a smile, testifying at once his pleasure at
her answer, and confidence in her love. She
replied only by giving him her hantl, and, as
George turncd away, he said, with a laugh,
“Well, I am glad you are so confident in
each other ; but what think you bf a walk, or
ride, for I see Sir Harry going to his dasling



162 MORTIMER DELMAR.

haunt. You stay with us to-day, of course,
Delmar?”

““ Most willingly, George, but I balieve I
must write a few lines to Ellen, who expected
me home to-day.”

“ Why not go over to her?” said his friend,
““You can be back long beforc dinner. I am
sure Beatrice will allow the justice of your
going to the cottage.”

Delmar turned, enquiringly, to her, and she
said, “ I hope you do not think it necessary to
disappoint Ellen, on my account, Mr. Delnar;
I should be sorry to be the cause of giving
her pain, which your remaining here this
morning might effect. You had better go, but
need not stay long. Remember, I wish you
to do as you think best.” .

“Your wish is a command, Beatrice,” he
replied, “and I will obey.” Mortimer, ac-
cordingly, speedily gallopped to Claybrook,
where he was, as usual, most welcome.

The subscquent three or four days rolled
away in the gratifying duties required of Mor-
timer by Beatrice and the invalid. The former,
in avowing her love, had thrown aside all
that chilling reserve, all that distance, which
had equally pained and deceived her lover,
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and appeared in her real character of an affec-
tionatc girl, rcady to bestow her entire confi-
dence on the man she preferred, not for any
worldly considerations, but from esteem based
on the purest feelings.

Ellen continued much in the same state,
though she would not permit Mogtimer to
entertain hopes of her permanent amendment.
“My sand is not yet expended, dear Morti-
mer,” she said to him on one occasion, ‘“and
perhaps, indeed, soine time may clapse ere
1 am called away; but I cannot bear to see
you rest your expectatjpns upon so precarious
a foundation as the momentary pause in tny
complaint, before it takes its last stride to-
wards the great goal for which we all must
run. I am content with the prospect, there-
fore why these vain regrcts? Let me hear
them no more, but tell me rather about the
gentle friend you say has consented to become
your wife. She is so good, so amiable, that,
did I not know Mortimer Dclmae so well, I
should tremble, from experience, for er. Yet,”
she added, in a low, mournful tone, ¢ Ilar-
grave was all love, all affection to me—though
Hamilton has destroyed me.” s

Dclmar, anxious to withdraws her from so
sad a topic, complied with her request, and
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spoke of Beatrice, whom he told her he should
depute his substitute at Claybrook on his
departure, which could not now be long de-
layed. Beatrice, by her kindness, had won
the regard of the mourner, and her frequent
visits latterly, had afforded both comfort and
consolatinn to her; it was, therefore, with the
most sincere pleasure that she learnt Morti-
mer’s attachment, and the probability of her
assuming his office during the pcriod of his
unavoidable absence. It may, perhaps, be
decemed strange, nay, even imprudent, by the
over fastidious, for Beatrice to devote a portion
of her time to the benevolent employment of
soothing, or endeavouring to soothe the sor-
rows of the unhappy Ellen. 1t is true, she
had become the dupe of an artful villain, and
had unconsciously sullied her fair fame, and, in
the eyes of the world, she was unworthy of
notice, but, in the estimation of those who
knew her, she was only the mnocent the
suffering vm*lm Her thoughts, hér feelings,
were as plare ‘as ¢ver, and the Herons were far
too high minded to permit prejudice, or fastidi-
ousness, to overcome their kindness. They
saw Ellen «fflicted, both in mind and body,
and one and all strove to alleviate her sorrows.
Perhaps Beatrice’s growing partiality for
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Mortimer heightened her pleasure in comfort-
ing the mourner, since she observed how
kindly he took their disinterested attention.

The week which the young lover had fixed,
as the term of his farther stay, now whnted
but two days more of its completion, when he
set off with Beatrice in the pony phacton, to
pass the morning with Ellen. Half %n hour’s
drive brought them to their journey’s end,
where Delmar found letters requiring his
immediate presence in the Mctropolis. The
unwelcome summons had been delayed until
the last moment, in expectation of his daily
arrival, and, consequently, no time was to be
lost. A shade of vexation passed over Mor-
timer’s countenance, as he re-folded the ob-
noxious epistle, and stood in deep thought.

“ You are uneasy, Mortimer,” said Beatrice,
who was the first to notice his dissatisfaction.

“I am,” he replied, “ but scarcely ought to
be so, for this letter only calls me hence four-
and-twenty hours sooner than I had intended
to leave you; compelling my ;‘.%pi.\rture by
to-morrow’s early coach. Indeed, I fancy
I ought to go to-night—but do not look so
alarmed, dear Beatrice, I will certainly post-
pone my journey until the momi?g."

¢ Not for me, dear Mortimer, if you think
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it better to go sooner,” answered Beatrice, ““ I
would not have you consider me in the least;
I am too confident of your unwillingness to
pain us to think you would enforce an unnc-
cessaly measure.”

“You are right, dear friend,” answered
Ellen, pressing her hand, ¢ you do him justice,
but it is*diflicult to resign one whole day of
his loved socicty, on the brink of the grave.”

Her eyes filled with tears as she spoke, and
Beatrice said, in surprise, “ The grave, Ellen!
why alarm us at this moment with such an
idea?”

“ Mortimer is not .alarmed, Beatrice, he
knows the truth too well; but here comes Mr.
Vernon —not a word on this subject whilst
he is here.”

The good rector was soon informed of the
annoying contents of the letter, and joined in
the gencral disappointment. * But, my dear
young friends,” he said, “I trust we shall
some day mect again, under more favourable
auspices,‘,ax{’d happier times, when the gloom
of our recent trial shall have worn off, and
Ellen’s health will be fully re-established.”
The invalid smllcd sadly, and he continued,
as he lookcd kmd]y at Beatrice, “ I know that,
while we lay an embargo upon the movements
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of Miss Heron, we are sure to have the
pleasure of seeing you again, Mr. Delmar,
shortly.”

Beatrice blushed, and Mortimer replied,
““True, my dear sir, more than one fefter has
bound me here, and I hope long to be held a
willing captive in such light, but durable
chains.” Affection beamed in his &ye, and he
met an answering look from his companions,
who, after discussing his departure, which was
decided to take place on the morrow, con-
tinued, for some hours, to find that pleasure
in social converse which must cmanate from
the unrestrained cominunion of three minds so
pure, and yet so various in their textures and
ingredients. Alas! why should hours of hap-
piness speed on the wings of the wind, and
pass away almost before we can taste the
intoxicating draught!

Our fricnds found this truth forcibly, when
three o’clock arrived, and it was time to sepa-
rate. Beatrice had been muu'.c acquainted
with Ellen’s scerct, and she serrogved at one
and the same time for her poor friend and her
lover ; while Mortimer was affected in leaving
Ellen, over whom he had unwjllingly drawn
the curtain of grief, and, possibly of death;
but she, divining his forcbodings, murmured
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in a tone too low for Mr. Vernon to hear, as
he pressed the tribute of affection upon her
hectic cheek, ** Grieve not, my dcarest brother,
something tells me we do not part now for the
last time. Three months—and then tarry not
on your return.”

As he drove away he waved his hand, and,
after returiing the tender adieu, she rctired to
pour out her soul in prayers for his pre-

* servation. ¢

Greatly as Beatrice felf the approaching
loss of her loyer, she had instantly consented
to, nay, had urged, his absence, bccause she
had so little regard for *herself, when the ad-
vantage; or the duty, of one she loved was
implicated. She would not, by a single regret,
add to his pain in leaving her, or by repeated
injunctions of constant correspondence and
hasty rcturn, augur a doubt of his fidelity.
She rather strove to dissipate the temporary
sadness the near approach of his journey cast
over him. Mortimer saw her deslgn,,,\a.nd he
loved her the ketter for it. o

It was intended that our hero, after accom-
plishing Mrs. Hamilton’s business in town,
should procegd forthwith to secure Lord Fitz
Eustace’s approval to his marriage, for, up to
the present time, he had not made his family
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aware of his prospects, intending to wait until

he could personally confer with his noble

relations, upon so delicate and important a

subject. In the course of three mon.ths he

purposed - returning to claim the hand of
Beatrice, and then, as soon as circumstances

would permit, he was to be united to her.

'This had already been discussed ahd settled,

consequently, there was not anything to in-

terrupt the calm flow of their affection during*
the few short houss of their being together.

Many were the hopes and.fears Delmar ex-

pressed in regard to Eilén, in which his gentle

fricnd entircly sympathised, promising to see

her frequently, to convey every consolafion in

ker power, and rigidly to prcscrve’silence on

the subject of her fatal anticipations, from all,

except Lady Ileron.

“ With her dearest Meortimer,” she said,
fondly, as he leant over the back of the sofa
on which she was sitting somewhat apart
from the rest of the party, who were crowded
round some valuable prints, just asrived from
the continent, ‘* with her T have no conceal-
ments, and her more potent care, 1 know, will
instantly be united to mine in thjs matter.”

“That I leave to your discrgtion, Beatrice ;
you have heard why Ellen wishes ghe circum-

YOL. IL, !
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stance unknown at present, and I fearlessly
confide in your promise to summon me here on
her account, il alarming symptoms should
arise. I saw Brownlow yesterday, who still
hopes' a favourable chaage, though I can per-
ceive he is less sanguine than he was. T hardly
know if it be kind to wish her to recover, for
1 find such a fearful wreck of happiucess in her
heart, whenever I have venturcd to touch
upon the past, that it quite surprises me how
she can cover her deep wonnds with so placid
a deportment,”

“ 1 believe it is for your suke, Yorctimer; for
her old nurse Margardt told me, a few days
since; that she wished you never left the
cottage, for her poor young lady did nothing
but fret then.”

““ Hab, indced! what a violence she must do
her feelings for me, then!”

“ What cannot love do, Mortimer?” Bea-
trice enquired, affectionately.

“It canngt always overcome sclfish man,
Beatrice,’» he# replied, sadly, ¢ as Ellen has
discovered, to her cost.”

“True, I had forgotten that, ,but I meant
virtuous lovg ; not passion.”

« I velieve love is omnipotent, whether for
good or ill, Beatrice, but the affcction of men
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and women is widely different, although,
perhaps, equally powerful. I fear our sex has
rarely manifested the devotion of yours, and
il Ellen have acted as you say, it is another
proof of her superiority. Poor thing! would
to heaven I had been able to shield her from
her present misery!”’

‘“ Do you know, Mortimer, when first you
became acquainted with this village blossom,
I was tempted to fecar and dislike her.” -

“Ah! you did not know her, then—you
knew not her worth.”

¢ Say rather, I did not know you, Mortimer.
1 did not know how thuch I wronged the love
I coveted, and which I yet repulsed. Although
I was angry with myself for appcaring unkind,
I could got change while I thought she was
preferred to me. The mystery was never ex-
plained, until your sudden return.”

¢« And then, perhaps, you piticd me,” said
he, smiling. “I can welcome the sentiment in
that instance, because we are tol.d it is ‘akin
to love.” But come,” he conttmued, ‘“let us
see these prints, upon the merits of which
George is descanting so scientifically.”

No farther conversation pagsed between
them, as they joined in the evgning’s amuse-
ments, and the hours flew by on time’s ever

12

»
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revolving wheel. The coach, by which Delmar
intended to travel, passed the Park gates at
nine o’clock, therefore scanty time was happily
available for lcave-taking, that most painful
gratification, which is ever dreaded, yct ever
sought!

Words were few—neither were given to pro-
fessions, and the soft language of the eye
conveyed more meaning than the greatest
“eloquence. They separated with looks of con-
fidence, which did not belie the feelings which
rested in the heart of each, and the “ first kiss
of love” impressed by Mortimer on the cheek
of Beatrice, appcared ‘the seal of his truth.
Sir George accompanied his friend across the
park, and he commenced his journcy, laden
with the best wishes of the Herons, for his
safc and speedy return.
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CHAPTER XIL

Then with a father's frown at last
He eternly gdisapproved.
MALLET.

Busintss detained Mortimer fully as long in
the Mctropolis as he had anticipated, and it
was not until the end of six weeks, from his
quitting the castle, that he reached Ireland.
He found*Mrs. Hamilton so much depressed
in spirits that Lord Fitz Eustace was anxious
to remove her to the continent, a plan she had
hitherto strongly opposed, preferring strict
scclusion for the present, at least. His Lord-
ship, however, seemed bent upoun sctting ofl in
the course of a short time ; for, ohi the very
first evening of his son’s arrival, he exposed
his whole intentions, and endeavoured to per-
suade Mortimer to accompany thém. This, of
course, was declined, and when Delmar saw
that his refusal excited his fathrer’s surpri~e,
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he candidly owned he was under the necessity
of returning to England in a month at farthest.
‘“But for what purpose,” he said, ‘ he must
beg t¢ defer mentioning until the following
morning, when it was his intention to request
a few minutes’ private conversation with his
lordship.”

An audience was readily granted, and, con-
sequently, Mortimer followed his father from
the breakfast-table to the library. “Well
Mortimer,” commenced thé latter, as the door
closed upon them, why have you made this de-
mand? Not to ‘trouble, me any more, T hope,
with that confounded Claybrook business, for,
as I have granted the annuity, 1 consider my-
self exempt from farther taxation ofany kind.”

T am sorry, my Lord,” began his son, when
he interrupted him hastily—

“ Nay, I thought as much, I would have told
you my suspicions last night, Mortimer, had 1
not feared to distress your sister, bym‘ercnce
to thatsulyedc——l will have nothing Yiore to do
with it, and, I must say, I am not a little as-
tonished at your taking so much interest in a
person, who has involved your family partly,
in her own d{sgrace.”

““ You mistdke, my lord, in supposing I came
to make demands upon your generosity, or, to
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displeasc you by an unnecessary recurrence o
past eveuts. I know, from experience, the
painful nature of the subject too well to recal
it. No, my Lord, [ wish to discharge my duty
conscientiously to all, and jherefore deliver
this paper as I received it, without a single
comment.”  As he spoke, he laid,a letter on
the table, and continued, “On my own aflairs.
principally, I would speak.” .

Lord Fitz Eustace immediately opened the
letter, notwithstanding his asserted desire to
be spared farther annoyance from Claybrook;
and Mortimer, perceiving bis design, instantly
pauscd. An cuclosure dropped on the table,
which hislordshipdisregarded, while he perused
the fcw words traced in the envelope.  “ Mor-
timer,” he then said, sternly, ““you know the
contents of this?”

“Pardon me, sir, I only guessed, That
letter was committed to my charge at the
moment of my departure.”

“By whom?”’

¢ Ellen, herself, sir.”

“ And do you believg she wrote that of her
own accord? Read it—" He put the paper
into his son’s hand, and, while sthe latter cast
his eye over the lines, the baron raised the
order for the sum of money, whichs he had sevt
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to Mr. Vernon, and, after looking over it, de-
liberatcly committed it to the flames. The
note ran as follows :—

“My Lomrp,

Permit me to enclose you the paper bearing your sig-
nature, and written in my favour. Your munificence, my
Lord, is as uleless as itis unwelcome; the first, because
I have a provision in Leaven, of which I shall soon take
possession ; and the sccond, on account of the cr»ntempti-

“vle light in which you must hold me. Yet, think'not, in
refusing your bribe,.I intend further to importune or die-
arace you, as you seem to fear. No! my Lord—all the
ill T have ever known has been derived from you and
yours, consequently, I ean have little inducement to foree
myself into the notice of a Nubleman who has wronged,
and now despises, me. But you have still another, even a
surer guarantee of my silence, in the affeetion I feel for
vonr son, whose excellenee I venernte—Never shall he
have the cause to blush on account of my counection with
him, although to dare to call him a brother—would have
been my proudest prerogative.

I am, my Lord,

The dying ELLrn.”

When Mommer looked up, his father re-
peated the * questlon, and the former replied in
the affirmative. -

““ And is she indeed one so much above the
common herd as to spurn wealth ? Then I have
been mistakerr in supposing that low minds
were ever found in low stations.”
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‘¢ She has the high spirit of a Fitz Eustacg,
my Lord.”

“ Aye! and the worm will turn if trodden
on,” returncd Lord Fitz hubtace, thouwhtfully
¢ But she is ill it seems.”

 And no hopes of arecover, I believe, sir.”

“ IIah! removed so soon!—DBut cuough of
ber for the present, we can discusy her case
another time,” he said hastily. “What does
your own business relate to ?

*“No less impostant an event than my
marriage, sir.”

“ Your marriage !” repeated his father, in
utter surprise, ‘“ yourmarriage, Mortimer ! '

“Yocs, indeed sir, and T flatter myself, oune
you will entirely approve—Miss Heron is
calculated, in every way, to make me happy,
and to gratify you in the quality of a
danghter-in-law.”

“The lady, whose name you mention, is the
sister I presume of your friend Sir George,”
said the Baron, coldly.

Mortimer merely bent his hea&,’in,answcr to
this partial interrogatory ; and procceded to
give an undisguiscd ecxposition of his senti-
ments and prospects, during wluch Lord Fitz
Eustace did not attempt td mterrupt him, but
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wllen he concluded, the former said, ‘* And you
expect my sanction to this match?”

I hope you see no objection to it, sir?”

His father thought a moment, and then re-
plied! “I would yourmatrimonial search had
been somewhat more lofty, Mortimer, for I
cannot say the daughter of a baronet is the
partner I Gesire for my heir—Perhaps the family
is ancient?”

“1 know not my lord,” answered the young
lover, with a flushed cheek, it is one of un-
questionable respectability, and that is quite
sullicient {or me.”

“1T cannot say that is all I look for in your
union, Mortimer. I have always expressed
my wishes for you to seek a noble alliance.”

* You have, my lord, though my sentiments,
on this point, have never been similar to yours.
But had I becn so inclined, my sister’s fate
would have deterred me from scparatigg my
hand {rom my aflections.”

“"'rue,” returned his father, speaking slow-
ly, at the, same time walking to and fro, in
evident uncasiness. “You have certaicly
cause to take wasning from her, neverthcless,
Mortimer, a wife is not so capable of acting
erroncously, and the experiment in your case

< would not be so dangerous.”
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“ Excuse me, my dear father, if I differ from
you ; I would not distress you, but I have had
100 sure a proof of the necessity of choosing a
wife for the qualitics of her mind, rather than
those of lcss valuable possessions, eVer to
court rank or beauty for theméelves only.”

“You would instance Jane Vernon, I sup-
posc, Mortimer,” he rejoincd, gloothily, “and
perhaps you are right, though I cannot ap-
prove your choice at all.” Seeing his sons.
look »f alarm, he added, ¢ However, be that as
it may, 1 must have time to think over this
aflzir, which has come upon me rather unex-
pectedly.  You shall* have my opinion in a
few days.”

I will abide your own time, Sir, but I bey
you to remember your single voice will make
or mar our happiness, and that no other woman
but Miss Ileron shall ever call me husband.”

Lord Fitz Eustace made no reply, but sat
down to his writing-table, and Mortimer lcft
him to dispatch some business with his bailiff,
for whom he had sent. o .

Therc was a marked coldness in the manner
of the baron, which alarmed our hero, for he
felt assured, unlcss he could obtain his free
consent, Beatrice never would‘ﬁlink of giviag
him her hand; and his father’s indomitable
pride of rank made him tremble for the result
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of his demand. To his sister he immediately
imparted his hopes and anxiety, for in her he
was sure of finding the kindest sympathy. To
her he fondly descanted on the merits of her he
loved, 4nd derived no inconsiderable pleasure in
making her as nfich acquainted with Beatrice's
character as possible, by description; and
many were- the smiles elicited from Mrs. Ha-
milton, as he dwelt with rapture on her supe-
.rior merits. Again, and again, he expressed
his apprehensions of the ,obduracy of Lord
Fitz LEustace, and demanded her opinion on
the subject, for, as no farther notice was taken
of his declaration Ly his' father that day, he
had ample time to torment both himself and
Ler by his uncasiness. 1le would have repeated
his application, but was detcrred by Maria,
who advised him to exert his paticnce still a
little longer. ¢ By urging his lordship for an
immediate answer, Mortimer,” she said, one
day, as hc was complaining of the length of
time he had to wait, ““you may irritate him,
and conscqgcn‘tl-y, provoke a harsh sentence.
I cannot say I anticipate so much evil from his
silence as you do, for I am sure he has suffered
too much from the conscquences of his former
scheme, to opgfose your views.”
‘““Then why k'cep me in this torturing sus-
pense, Maria? I cannot endure it, for I dare
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not write again to my poor Beatrice, until 1
can communicate somcthing of importance.
She is aware of my safe arrival here, and 1
promised my next letter should contain my
father’s answer. Indeed, Maria, I think it is
impossible for me to wait in (his cruel uncer-
tainty any longer. TFive days have clapscd
since I told him, and he looks sd sternly at
times at me that I am almost convinced Le
will refuse his cousent. By Ifcavens! if hee
do, the Polcs will gain a soldier—and he lose
a son!”

‘“ Dearest Mortimer,” answered his sister,
affectionately, “ wait ‘yet another day quictly,
I am as anxious as yourself to sec your mind
set at rest, but I know how severe will be the
struggle between the wish for your happiness
and our father's desire for your more exalted
marriage; as it was not many days before
your arrival, that he was speaking to mie of
his expecctations for you, and I can assure
you,” she added, smiling, ““in hjs opinion, no
hand is worthy your solicitatidn, wuless it be
accompanied by a coronet.”

*T know it, I know it, Maria, and most sin-
cerely do I grieve such is the case; but, I will
do as you advise with respcct, to my father,
though I must say it is very proyoking, as 1
want to write to the castlc.”
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CIHHAPTER XIIL

I have a father's heart: come, join your hands,
Stull keep thy vows

.
CHAFPMAN.

DuriNg the time that Lord Fitz Eustace suf-
fered to elapse, before he resumed the subject
so anxiously looked for by his son, he mixed
little with his family, and scemed much en-
gaged with the improvements he was making
on his extensive estates; and this hurt Mor-
timer the more, because he thought this in-
significant cmployment had superseded the
consideration of his claims. Having said be
would abide his father’s pleasure, he was un-
willing to break his word, and had thercfore
more rcadily yiclded to his sister’s representa-
tions, but beyond that day he was resolved not
to extend his rilence.

Mrs. Hamilten had retired to the drawing-
roowm that day after dinner, when her brother
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hastily entered, and with a countenance becam-
ing with delight, rapturously cmbraced her.
‘““Thank you most kindly, dearest Maria,” he
said, ¢ for my father’s concession—he has told
me how much the consent, which he flas just
accorded to my marriage, il owing to your
entrcaties. You have counferred an incalcu-
lable benclit upon me, for T am sfre I should
never have induced him to concede the point
without your gencrous interposition—I cannct?
express my gratitnde.”

“ Nay, Mortimer, you rate my service far
higher than it deserves. T flatter myself he
would have yiclded *even without my solici-
tation, though 1 suppose I did influence him
somewhat in'your favour, which, believe me,
gratiticd me not a llttle. But I was not sure 1
had succecded in my obJect to my entire satle-
faction, for my father made me no promise.”

“ T will tell you all about our conversation
then, Maria,” said the delighted brother, plac
ing himself beside her on the sofa. “1 left
his lordship aslecp over the ﬁre, therefore, we
shall not be interrupted yet. IIe began by
asking me several questions with regard to
the Heron family, which I answered most
readily, you may be sure, sinte 1 was very
happy to hear bim revert to the business, and
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after he had listened to whatI had to re-urge,
I fancied very coldly, he said, ¢ Mortimer, you
may have been surprised at my delaying so
long to‘give you any answer about your mar-
riage, but you know how solicitous I have
ever been for yod‘r advantage, and 1 was un-
able to make up my mind to speak to you
again, becatise my wishes and yours I knew to
b2 quite at variance.” I began to be quite
wiarined, Maria, at so solemn a tone, and
attempted to answer, but he, preventad me by
going on to say, that he had at last deiermined
to refuse on the score of incquality of station.
Upon this I rose hastily, ind doubtless I looked
both hurt and angry. I am sure I felt so—"'

“ Well I said Mrs. Hamilton, ‘ what did
you say?”

“Simply, nothing, Maria,” for I was con-
founded—another minate would have found
his lordship alone, as I was rushing {rom the
room, half wild with disappointmcnt, when my
futher’s hand lpid on my arm, with more aflec-
tionate kindnes$ than I think I ever experi-
eaced before, stopped me. He told me with a
smile to hear all he had to say, and not to be
so hasty. Thgugh much irritated, I strove to
be calm, and his looks encouraged me to hope
for a better conclusion to his speech, therefore
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I paused, and when also he mentioned your
interest in my behalf I was almost breathless
with anxicty. But after a little circumlocution,
my kind sister, he informed me that, owing
cntirely to your arguments and expostulatmns,
he had revoked his resolutich, and that he
would, for the sake of your happiness and my
suciety —mind that, Maria, my socicty—agree
to my proposal. Oh! how relieved I felt, how
thankful to you for standing up for me, though
T had rather you had not repeated my declara-
tlon of loavmg the country, if my views were
thwarted.” .

« Perhaps, dear Mortimer, a selfish feeling
induced me to take advantage of those un-
guarded words, for I could not bear to part
with you just now.”

“ Whatever the motive, I am sure it was a
kind one, Maria, and as such esteem it. My
father then spoke a little of my future plans,
but appeared very though.ful ; =0, as soon as I
had declared my grateful sensc of his conces-
sion, I hastened to thank you, ahd make you a
participator in my joy. How I wish it were
not too late to write to Beatrice to day! Dear
girl, how happy she will be.”

“ Never mind, Mortimer, you ;\'}ll have more
time for all you have to tell her. Did my
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father appear quite reconciled to the match?”

“ 1 fear not quite, though I am convinced, if
he were to see Beatrice, all his lingering ob-
jectiops would be dissipated.”

Mrs. Ilamilton smiled, as she said, “ You
would not be a’fond lover, Mortimer, if you
did not thi.nk so : however, from what you have
told me of her, I must agrec with you, and
doubtless all will now go on according to your

'“most sanguine wishes.”

“But if you go to the Continent so soon,
Maria, I shall be deprived of the satisfaction
of your and my father’s presence at my wed-
ding. He still scems resolute to wo.”

‘“ Do not vex yourself on that account, my
dear brother, should my father really insist
upon my changing the scenc, I will go over to
Merton Hall, and so keep him ncar you at pre-
sent.  For mysell,” and as she spoke, her eyes
filled with tears, “ T am no fit attendant- for
such a festival, though my most fervent wishes
for your happiness, you well know, will be
yours.” ¢ ‘

Delmar pressed her hand, but perceiving
that the subject was onc which recalled her
own unhappy union to her mind, he turncd
the conversation into another channel. By the
following post, he informed Beatrice of the
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successful issue of his journey, promising also,
as soon as he could leave Ireland with pro-
priety, he would return to the North. During
his absence he had heard constantly both from
her and Ellen, and from their letters he learnt
the passing occurrences in CRaybrook and its
vicinity. The communications of cach breathed
the greatest affection for him, though the plea-
sure Mortimer derived from their receipt was
alloyed by the accounts they frequently gave
of Ellen’s failing sttength. The gentle Beatrice
informed him that she obscerved a gradual
change for the worse to take place in the poor
invalid from the date of his departure, and she
was sure Ellen was as alive to it as those
around her, though, for Mr. Vernon’s sake, she
still combatied her depression and increasing
illness in his presence. Ellen’s letters also to
Mortimer were couched in a way to ease his
mind, though, at times, the unsteadiness of the
characters, and an ungunarded expression con-
vinced him she was far more indisposed than
she represcnted herscelf to be. SOmetimes, when
she declared her temporary improvement, and
wrote in a chcerful manncr, Mortimer was
tempted to think Beatrice’s fears had magnified
the danger, but, at other moments, he fancied
the contrary was the case. Thus, every letter
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had tormented, at the same time it consoled and
gratified, him. He heard also that Lady Dinely
and her husband had returncd home shortly
after l‘l‘e left the castle, where they still re-
mained ; but, great uneasiness was entertained
for them by %he family, as they heard
from various quarters of the disorder of
Sir Harry's affairs. Certain it was that his
estate in the country was on sale, and Lady

**Dinely had spoken even during her visit of a
plan of going abroad. ¢ 'Fhese things,” wrote
the baronet, “ make us fancy all is not as it
should be, and, added to Mary’s confession to
my mother, of her being ‘far from happy with
Dinely, grieves us much. She owned her child
is her sole blessing from her union.”

This child, Mortimer recollected to have
beard his friend say, Lady Iicron had wished
should accompany its parents on their visit,
but was disappointed in consequence of Sir
Harry’s refusing to travel with so wroshlcsome
a companion, it being scarcely nine ‘months’
old. Suchewete the details Delmar had re-
ceived up to the period of his obtaining his
father’s somewhat unwilling assent to his’
marriage ; dcgails which had given him pain,
although he was quite prepared for them.
Ellen’s state he felt to be almost hopeless,



MOUTIMER DELMAR. 189

though the accounts of her did not alarm him
sufliciently, at present, to make him change his
intention of staying a month in Ireland.

Each succceding letter, however, from the
time of his joyful dispatch to Beatrice, con-
veyed more fearful intelligencefand while Mor-
timer contributed in the highest degree to the
gradually renovating spirits of Mrs."llamilton,
and, with Lord itz Eustace, arranged his future
plans, he was distressed by hearing of .he*
rapid decline of the unfortunate Ellen. The
sccret of her danger could no longer he con-
cealed from Mr. Vernon, and the old man had
almost sunk under the blow. The consolations
of the Herons, and even those of the invalid
irerself, were ineflectual to calm his grief, and
Delmar’s fair correspondent described the
cottage as being the scene of much distress.
Prom various motives, he had refrained from
communicating his great anxiety rcspecting
her to his father, after the tirsc moment of his
arrival, for he was aware the sybject was mo
plcasant one to that noble pers8nage ; but, in
the present crisis he decemed it advisable to de-
clare the truth, as he could no longer restrain
his impatience to return to Ileron Castle, from
which he had now been’ absent werging on ten
weeks,
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Mrs. Hamilton, according to her promise,
had already prevailed upon her father to re-
nounce his intention of going to France for the
prescut, in favour of a visit to England, where
she proposed they should remain until Mor-
tiner’s marriagts, which all his friends united
ia wishing should take place at Sir George
iHeron’s estate in Hertfordshire. This, having
previously determined, Mortimer lost no time

"*in informing Lord Fitz-Eustace of the urgency
for his departure earlicr than he had originally
intended ; which plan, as he had feared, met
with considerable opposition, his father having
resolved in his own mind to retain his son
until everything was completed for his own
journey.

The fact was that the baron had becn infi-
nitely more aflected by the recent events than
those around him had any idea of, he felt that
retribution had overtaken him by wounding
him where he was most vulnerable. Remorse
also, in his treatment of Mr. Vernon, agitated
bim, which was not slightly aggravated by the
entire rejection of his bounty by the injured
Ellen, while he saw his son, before whom ke
felt humiliated, cordially received and regarded
as a friend at .the cottage. By prevailing on
Mortimer to prolong his absence, he hoped to
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bring about the marriage, which, of itself, was
a source of vexation to him, without Mortimer’s
return to lleron Castle, and thus loosen the
interest which drew him to that quarter.

Two or three days were thus consuméd, be-
fore our hero could succeed ingreconciling his
lordship to his embarkation, and when be hal
obtained un unwilling acquiescence? contrary
winds prevented the vessel in which he had
taken his passage from sailing. This dclay «
was pceculiarly destressing, when at the end of
a weck from the receipt of the letter, which had
caused his uncasiness, another arrived, con-
taining still more disaStrous information. He
was on the point of sailing, when it rcached
him from Sir George Heron, stating that Mr.
Vernon had been scized with apoplexy, without
any previous increase of indisposition, which
had terminated his life in a few hours after.
“If possible, my dcar Delmar,” urged the
baronet, ‘“ comc to us dircctly, as Ellen feels
the shock dreadfully,’ and my .mother and
Beatrice fear she cannot last lomg.” ,

Had Mortimer not already been determined
in his intentions, this would have sufliced to
consolidate them; scarcely anything now
could have stopped him, thereforg; putting the
letter silently into his father’s hand, Exe watched
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bis countenance narrowly during the perusal.
He knew all idea of his presence not being re-
quisite, as the baron had argucd, must now be
remoyed, and his object was to procure an
unqualified consent to his journey.

Lord Fitz Eustace, having in a moment
gathered the import of the hasty lines, turned
to his son, saying with an ab:iubtness totally
unexpected hy the latter, ¢ Mortimer, you look
for my sympathy perhaps, but I do not feel
any, since the -circumstance which pains you
will be the means of enabling me to make my
peace with myself—I will now see Ellen.”

“You! my lord?” enquired Mortimer, in
‘no staall astonishment.

“ Yes,”. rcjoined he, firmly. ¢ Ihave carnesly
wished to visit Claybrook sometime, but did
not know how to accomplish it while the old
man lived.”

« But you will not leave my sister herc, my
lord?”

¢ Certainly not, but I think she will readily

_agree to woofipany me to Merton Hall, where
*she can remain while I follow you to tiieNorth.
I am resolved to set ofl as soon as every thihg
can be .arr’agliged, for your friend seems to an-
ticipate ingfhediate danger ; but do not think I
will detain you, Mortimer, as your presence
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secms of so much consequence. Had I be-
haved through life as I ought to have done, 1
should not now be thus punished.” As he
spoke, his countenance exhibited much con-
cern, but he prevented an immediate rgply from
Delmar, by adding hastily, ‘‘ by taking this
journey, I shall be introduced to your future
wife, which is an additional réason for .ny
taking it.” .

Mortimer would rather Beatrice and Hi$
father should have met any where but at Heron
Castle, or its neighbourhood, but he found
argument useless ; indeed, he did not like to
oppose the plan fruch, on account of the
awkwardness of the subject, and, consequently,
it was soon settled that Mrs. Hamilton and the
Baron should proceed in a few days to London,
whence they were tqQ dispatch intelligence to
Mortimer respecting their farther movements.

VOL. II.
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CITAPTER XIV.

shie fuded, and so calm and week,
So softly worn, so sweetly weak,
So tealess, yet so tender—hind,
And grieved for those ~he left bebind -
And not a word of murmur—not
A groan o'er her untimely lot.
BYRON.

OCUR hero landed at Holyhead, atter a favour-
able passage, and rapidly posted across the
country, in the dircction of Claybrook. Various
reasons led him first to the castle, among
which, his desire to see his beloved Beatrice
was undoubtedly the strongest, though, he
also was influenced by his fear of alarmjng
Ellen by his sudden arrival, as well as by his
incertitude as to her state. I
It was yet carly when he rcached the end c}
his journey, ai.d on alighting, he was informed
by the scrvants,‘that Sir George was out riding,
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while the ladies had not yet returned from Mrs.
Greville’s. By a few farther enquiries, he
learnt that Ellen had been removed, immeili-
atcly on Mr. Vernon’s death, to that lady's
residence, which was not more than two miles’
distant from the castle; tadc carriage had,
however, cune to bring them home, and they
were momentarily expected. This being the
casc, Dclmar resolved to await their arrival
patiently ; and, entering the drawing room, £t
some time paced the floor, or saunfered from
window to window, occasionally whistling a
melancholy or a lively strain, as bis thoughts
wandered from FEller to Beatrice. The room
being situated on the opposite side of the housc
from that of the drive, he was not aware of the
approach of the carriage until Beatrice herself
opened the door, and,, with delight beaming ou
her countenance, gave him that hurried, yet
tender, reception, which told him at once how
fondly he was welcome. *“ liow traly happy
Tam to find you here, Mortimer,” she szid,
*“ the duty you commissioned ifle to discharg:
was becoming almost too responsible.”

‘“Yes, indeed, our poor young fricnd is in a
most anxious state,” said Lady Heron, “and
although we bhave done our best for her with
pleasure, our trust is willingly restored to you,

K2
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for we are awarc how much more grateful your
kind attentions arc to her.”

‘I feel myself under the greatest obligations
both to you and Beatrice, my dear Lady Heron,”
replied Delmar, “for your fulfilment of my
office during my ahsence, a kindness I can only
repay by my future conduct, and indeed—"

“Well, well, dear Mortimer,” said Beatrice,
smiling, “T am sure my mother will excuse

‘the cxpression of your obligation, if such you
call it, though, for my part I can say, you
rather conferred one by making me of use to
you ; therefore let me tc]l you about our dear
invalid.”

¢ Beatrice says rightly, Mortimer,” answered
Lady 1leron, ¢ we have all feltas much, or more,
gratification in our duties than is suflicient to
canccel your feeling of gratitude, consequently
all that is settled—But where is George, have
you not seen him?”

“No, I believe he is not come : home yet.”

Sir George was not long, however, before he
joined the part§, and the evening was devoted
to social converse, during which, each re-
counted in detail the events which had occurred.
Beatrice dwelt with admiration on the calm
resignation and religious hope of their patient,
but described her anxiety to see Mortimer
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again as being her only wish. Mrs. Greville's
almost maternal affection was declared to he
unbounded ; and, in short, our hero was con-
vinced, by what he heard, that everys carthly
comfort in the power of friends to confer was
at her command. Ie rcla‘ted, in turn, his
father’s strange and sudden inteption, which
was immediately met by the Baronct with the
offer of welcome at the castle, should Logd,
Fitz Eustace intend staying in the vicinity.

By the precautionary advice of Lady Heron,
herself and Beatrice preceded Mortimer, some
time, on the ensuing morning, at Mrs. Gre-
ville’s, in order to prepare Ellen for the first
interview with him ; and, although he arrived
in less than an hour after them, she was ex-
hausted by the worry of expectation. Tou
weak now to stand or walk, she was carried
from her bed into the adjoining chamber, where
she occupied a couch, having more the ap-
pearance of death than an animate body.
Every originally perfect featyte .presented a
painful sharpness, her once rounded form was
shrunk to a skeleton ; and the hands so plump,
so delicate, some few short months before,
were now literally nothing but poue.

Beatrice only sat beside her as Mortimer
entered, and it was beautiful to scc with what
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confidence, with what pleasure, the former saw
the being against whom her jealous fears had
formerly been raised fondly pressed in the
arms of her lover. After having conversed
some time on thcdnelancholy event which had
re-called Mortimer, from which, far from ap-
pearing to tvish to divert her thoughts, Ellen
turned, with a sad pleasure, she said, as she
lpoked tenderly in his face, *“ Oh! how thank-
ful I am for the blessing of your return; I
can now follow my dear Mr. Vernon with joy,
since you, my only acknowledged relation,
will close my eyes.” o

‘“ Dearest Ellen,” answered Mortimer,  call
me not your only relation; in a day or two
I believe—I hope, you will be able to call my
father, youre also.”

“ Father l—my father—what do you mean,
Mortimer?” she cnquired, ecagerly, while the
bright hectic glowed on her check.

“I mean, Ellen, that Lord Fitz Eustacc
intends to Paj .a visit at the castle, shortly,
und if you be well enough, 1 hope you will
see him,”

‘ Me sce him, Mortimer!” she rcpeated,
shuddering slightly, “ Oh no! not now, I can-
rot. Both for his and my own sake, it must
not be—I have no kind protector now, to sparc
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me this useless pang, so do not take advantage
of my forlorn situation. You must feel it is
wmuch the wisest way for him, his family and
myself, that the curtain of decath should be
permitted quictly to fall without re-awakening
those leclings which have en:bittered his life
and destroyed mine.” ’

‘“ Unless such an interview would gratify
you, Ellen, doubtless, it shall be avoid.e(.l.
I considered it would be a source of comfort
to you.” :

‘' The only comforts I desire now, Mortimer,
are derived fromeyou and Beatrice. A few
days, and I shall burthen my kind friends no
longer—that a tcar may not drop for my early
fate, T will not do them the injustice to be-
lieve; but we shall soon mcetagain—never
more to part.” She extended a Lhand to each
of her companions, and her eyes filled with
tears, when she saw how deeply both were
aflected ; and she continued, ‘“ Now leave me,
my kind friends, I am greatly’ fatizued.”

“You have exerted yourself too much,”
said Beatrice, as she rose to obey the request,
1 must not allow Mortimer to stay so long
to-morrow. I am sure Mrs. G&reville will say
you are very, very tired.”

‘1 shall sec you again in an hour or twu,
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Mortimer ?” said the invalid, enquiringly, as
he pressed her hand.

““If you wish it, Ellen, though perhaps I had

ctter nof come until to-morrow.” '

“Ah! you must agree with dear Beatrice, I
suppose you think*-still I hope you will come
in the evening, I am always better then, and 1
shall be very jealous of every moment you
pass away from me now.”

" Delmar readily promised to do as she de-
sired, in order to terminate the present visit,
for it was apparent to him and Beatrice, by
Ellen’s countenance, that she was much dis-
tressed and exhausted. The former was silent
and abstracted the remainder of the day, for he
saw with pain the frightful change which had

,taken place in the appearance of the interest-
ing sufferer; and he felt that, as she said, a
very short period would terminate her trials.
Beatrice participated in his sentiments, for,
independent of the sympathy which is said
ever to exist botween hearts that love, she»
had become &eep‘iy interested in the invalid,
whose tantalizing illness she had now watched
for so many weeks. Delmar visited Mrs.
Greville’s again that day, but Ellen was much
too unwell to be disturbed, and she had been
persuaded by her attendants to postpone his
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visit until the morrow. During the following
weekhe continued his constant attendance, and,
with Lady Heron and Beatrice, he sought, by
the greatest kindness, to alleviate the suffering
of the interesting victim of hcartless cruelty.
Quickly she sunk, for #the death of her
beloved Mr. Vernou appearcd to have com-
pletely destroyed the little strength, or wish,
she had left to struggle against disease;
she resigned herself to her approaching fate,
and cheerfully spoke of the coming change.
The day on which Mortimer first saw her after
his return was the last she left her room,
though, up to the perlod of her dissolution,
she continued to exchange the wearisomeness ot
her bed for that of the couch, where, each day,
she received her kind friends, who were fre-
quently decply affected by her heart-rending
allusions to her sorrows, or her grateful
acknowledgements for their care. As often as
she could bear it, Mortimer, or Beatrice, read
such parts of Scripture as she selected, wherc-
upon her comments edified and cbnvinced hcr
companions that she was fully prepared to
quit a world of sin, for an everlasting resting-
place. Her child, which she .had kept con-
stantly with her at first, was now unable to

stay in the room many minutes gt a time, for
K 5
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her weakness ; and its striking likeness to its
unhappy father induced Mortimer to order it
not to he brought into her chamber unneces-
sarily, since it aflected her deeply, for the
tenderness of friendship was ever on the watch
to avert her from sbrrow. The common interest
Fllen’s illness had, for some time, created in
the mind of each, and the constancy of their
1ttem’lancc at the side of her couch, had drawn
the knot of love still closer between Mortimer
and Beatrice. They lived but for ecach other,
though the care of their mutual friend had,
for the m®ment, banished all thought of their
futare happiness. The most affectionate iu-
timacy and unbounded confidence subsisted
betwcen them; and as, day after day, they
sought the mourner to unite in the work of
smoothing the path of premature decay, and
witnessed the piety and holy hope of their
dying friend, their warm hearts unconsciously
glowed with feelings of that deep affection
which, unseen,cbecomes a part of self, and
which nothing can destroy save the loss of life
in one, or both! A fabric based on the régk of
esteem! Happy would it be for thousands, if
their temple of, happiness could boast so firm
a foundation! Rank, wealth, or beauty, too
oftcn superscde humble merit in the'search of
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felicity, and its victims find, to their cost, that
the dazzling bauble is far less valuable than
they had anticipated !

One afternoon that the lovers were geturning
from Mrs. Greville's, an unusually long silence
prevailed ; and Mortimer, dh detecting it, said,
as he pressed the hand of hig companion,
which rested on his arm, “ Why so sad,
dearcst? I fear our poor Ellen’s harassi.ng
situation preys upon your spirits. I shall not
let you go with 1he again, for a smile on those
dear lips is a pleasure I cannot forego.”

“ Nay, Mortimgr, do not think ¥am made
low by assisting you in your work of love.
The conviction of having imparted comfort to
the bruised spirit conveys a pleasing, although
a melancholy, fecling, for which I must crave
indulgence, since I am certain you arc imbued
with a similar sentiment. Decar Ellen’s con-
versation is so beautifyl that [ am sure we
ought to feel the contentmient she expresses at
the approach of Ler dissolufmn, which I fear
is not far off.” *

“TI helieve you arc right, Beatrice, and 1
almost think my father’s journey will be an
useless one, independent of hgr partial refusal
to see him, should she be able.”
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“Do you really think his Lordship will
accept my brother's invitation ?”

“Yes, indeed ; when I left him he was fully
dctermingd to see Ellen, and, doubtless, the
additional incitement of coming to the castle
will hasten his arrital.”

¢ Perhaps, , Mortimer, you may fancy me
unkind, but I cannot help entertaining con-
siderable alarm at the idea of meeting him.
I fear he will not like me as a daughter-in-law.
From all, I hear your sister so highly spoken
of, that, judging from her example, he may
think me #nworthy of his son.”

“These arc idle fancics, my own love,”
returned Mortimer, fondly, ‘“my father can
appreciate worth; and, though be has, unfortu-
nately, appeared to you in an unfavourable
light, I trust, for my sake, you will overcome
any unpleasant recollections, and regard him
without prejudice. *wﬂl not, cannot, be
dissatisfied.” :

1 hope, Mon‘lmcr, you do not think m
capable of féelmg ill-disposed towards any
member of your family? I shall see Lord
Fitz Eustace only as your father, and as such
he must be honoured by me.”

“ Those words are like yourself, dearest
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Beatrice, ever kind, and generous. Belicve
me, you will find him far more estimable than
some circumstances may have led you to con-
ceive; and, as to Maria, I need only,say that
you will soon discover in her every noble
quality that a brother maybe proud of in a
beloved sister. Indeed I flatter, myself that
you will be exactly suited to each other, and
quickly become attached, for Maria already
knows you by reputation, and is disposed ‘to
love you warmly.”’

““ Ah, Mortimer, I fear you have Dbeen
speaking of mec in, much higher terms than I
deserve, but I will do my best to repay her
kindness.”

«“T know that, Beatrice, and am, conse-
quently, under no apprehensions for the result.
All you do is sure to please others, as well as
myself.”
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CHATTER XV,

Could tears retard the tyraut in his course;
Could =ighs avert his dart’s relentless foree s
Could youth and virtue claim a‘short delay,
Or beauty charm the spectre from his prey—-
Thou still hadst Lived.

BYRON,

IN due time Lord Fitz Eustace announced his
arrival with his daughter at Mr. Ilamilton’s,
whence he intended immediately to start for
the north, and thus follow his Ietter within a
few hours.

On the day Mortu rceeived this informa-
tion, he found Ellen much enfechied, too ill
indeed to talk,cl‘mt still desirous% he and
Beatrice shoiild remain with her. fThey com-
plied, and, after sitting beside her a little while
~she appeared to doze, and they continued
motionless, fearing, by the slightest sound, to
arouse her. Sorrowfully did Mortimer con-
template her wasted form, as he listened to her
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irrcgular breathing. The exquisitely beautiful
linc of feature still marked her countenance,
but in nothing else was she likc the being he
bad so ardently admired; and a growd of
unavailing regrets occupied his mind, as he
sat with his arm resting ond table beside him,
his hand shading his cyes, into which the tears
started, as he almost {fancied death had even
now made her his own, so much did she look
changed. Beatrice laid her hand gently on
his, in token of Rer participation in his feel-
ings, which he fondly pressed, but did not
speak, and his thepghts were almost instantly
dispelled by Ellen’s soft smile, as she awoke
and saw them still with her.

“ How good you are,” she said, * to watch
over me. I am better now, and can talk a
little, so I am very glad to find you still here.
When I was so ill last night, Mortimer, I
regretted I had nott ou yesterday that,
if you wish it, T will Lorua Fitz Eustace.
{s he come yet 7" .

“ No, dearest Ellen, but I &xpect overy
hour to hear of his arrival. Do you think you
can bear the mecting ?”’

“I would confer all the comfort and plea-
surc I can, Mortimer, durihg the moment
I yet stay with you. Perhaps,,too, 1 should
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like to see my father, since he is yours
also.”

“You shall he gratified, Ellen, I will bring
him her¢ mysclf.”

‘¢ Let it then be soon, very soon, for I feel I
have not many héurs to live—to-morrow even
may be dark to me—What, Beatrice, do you
weep for me? Nay, love, I need not these
tears—I am going to be happy.”

" '« Do not talk so, Ellen,” said Beatrice, bend-
ing over her, “you pain us' all, and distress
yourselt.”

‘I did not intend to grieve you, dear Bea-
trice, but you know, as well as I do, my sand
is nearly spent—Ah! Mortimer, do not diaw
down that blind.”

¢“But the sun shines so strongly upon the
room, I thought it would disturb you, Ellen.”

“ Ah! no, perhaps I may not see it again—
still let me look at itg bright light.” She then
turned to Mrs. Greville, and asked her to fetch
her child, which she had not seen that day.
When it was brought, she said, ‘“ Give her to
me—I know she is too heavy for me to hold
long, but, for the last time, I must kiss her dear
little face. Ah! my poor child! I am going
to leave you—but not totally unprotected, I am
sure, though the good friend who had promised
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to watch over you, as he did over your unfor-
tunate mother—is gone before her—May your
fate be more happy than mine! It cannot
casily be worse—Dear Mrs. Greville, you
answered for this innocent at the font—will
you?—but I cannot ask it, ¥ have received so_
many favours.”

“My dearest friend,” answered the good
lady, taking the infant in her arms. I will
promise what you wish, though you will n8t*
ask it. Your babe shall eat of my bread, and
drink of my cup, as long as she requires it.
Surely, Ellen, you did not doubt my carcin this
respect?”’ )

“Never, but I know that more than one in
this room might wish to perform this act of
charity, and I would not have my child looked
upon with scorn. Ah! Mortimer, I see you
understand me—I am convinced you would
take theresponsibility on yourself, for my sake,
but I have too much regard for you to harbour
the wish—no uneasiness, no awoidable stain,
shall result to you from my cofinection—never-
theless, I gratefully thank you.”

“But Mrs. Greville may want a coadjutor,
Ellen, may I not hold that s1tuat10n 7

‘“No, my dear, dear Mortmrer, let all your
care cease when I am in the graye—I will not
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say Forget me, for that would be impossible
after your noble conduct, and to a mind like
yours—but forget Ilcave a pledge of misplaced
aflcctiop, and let your thoughts of me tend
to enhance the happiness you deserve—rest
satisfied that, tHrough you, and your good
friends, my, last days have been comforted—
Your individual affection has been to me
what a beautiful rainbow is to the world, after
"a frightful thunder storm. It re-assures and
comforts the face of nature, the bright sun again
breaks out, and night closes, like my existence,
with a chastened smile of, gratitude and love
for the mercies of heaven. 1 trustl have duly
felt the blessings of God, and acknowledged
them, but so frail are we that our best endea-
vours are often vain !'—-Beatrice, give me your
haund, T have one request to make you; Mor-
timer, too must reply to it.”” Both had knelt
down beside her, and, locking their hands in
hers, she continued, “Ilove you both—1T know
you love eacheother, and I own I have felt a
foolish wish to live to see these dear hands
unitcd—My heavenly Father, however, wills
it otherwise, and I submit to his all-wisc dis-
spensations! But let me entreat that my death
may not retard your marriage beyond one
.month from ¢his—Will you promise, my dear
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brother, my kind Beatrice 7—1 would not have
you grieve for me—1I shall be happy then—May
God bless you!” Her voice faltecred with her
emotion, and her auditors rould only press her
hand in silence, for the tears streamed down
Beatrice’s checks, while meéve than one large
drop fell from Delmar’s eyes, on the thin hand
of the sufferer, as hc imprinted a long RKiss
upon it.

“Tf that assurance will give you any satls-
faction, dearcst,” he said, after a momentary
pause, “I will say, for myself, your wish shall
be remembered; apd, I know, Beatrice will
confirm it, though it isnot likely, under any
circumstances, that the event you mention
should take place so early.”

Bceatrice only bent her head in reply, but the
movement was understood. ““I thank you
both, and feel quite satisfied,” returned the in-
valid with a faintsmile, “my work is completed,
and I have only to wait my summons from on
high, which T feel is close at hand——Pmy for
me, my dear friends, and, behevc me, my last
supplications shall be for you.” She sunk
back, as she pronounced thesc words, over-
powered by the exertion of so long a conver-
sation, during which, her *cough had fre-
quently greatly inconvenienced ker.
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Mrs. Greville, who had retired with the infant
as soon as she was able, in order to leave her
dying friend more at liberty during the inter-
view with Mortimer, was hastily recalled, and
to her care Ellen was consigned, while the
lovers, after a little delay to ascertain her
partial recovery, retraced the road to the castle.

Our hero was immediately apprised on reach-
ing home that Lord Fitz Eustace had arrived
“about half an hour previously, and he conse-
quently hastened to meet nis father; while
Beatrice, anxious to avoid so sudden an intro-
duction to a person for whom she entertained
no small portion of fear, slipped away to her
room. He found his lordship with Sir George
and Lady Heron, whose rcception, Mortimer
instantly perceived, had highly gratified him,
for he saluted his son with more than ordinary
suavity ; and, for some time, the conversation
flowed on with that ease which is so natural
to those accustomed to mix in good society.
The Baron was-a person whose manners de-
noted the fiished gentleman, and the Ierons
were cqually pleased witn the first impression
made by their visiter. No reference was made
to the object of his journey, for Mortimer
avoided even mentlomng the customary bulletin
of Ellen’s state that afternoon, being desirous
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not to dispel the pleasing disposition of his
father, hefore he saw Beatrice, by awakening
so painful a reflection.

A few minutes before the bcll sounded for
dinner, Miss Heron made her appearaﬁce, and,
on being presented to her future father-in-law,
was completely re-assured’ by his kindness.
“You must permit me, my dear "Miss Heron,
to enjoy the privilege of the new duty which
my son intends to impose upon me,” he sa#d,
as he took her hand, and just touched her
flushed cheek with his lips. I know Morti-
mer will not take it ill that I, for once, taste a
plcasure he will sBortly make his own.” Bea-
trice looked timidly at her lover, but the smile
of satisfaction which played round bis mouth
called one into her own countenance, and in a
moment the drcaded awkwardness of the meet-
ing was over. She found Lord Fitz Eustace
less haughty than she had expected, and there-
fore quickly recovered her composure ; though
Mortimer observed that she could not entirely
shake off the gloom which sthe esituation of
Ellen had occasionecy

Before returning to the drawing-room after
dinner, his father drew Mortimer aside, and
enquired, with apparent anxjety, after the in-
valid, whom he desired should be informed of
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his wish to see her in the morning. To this
however, the latter objected, and bricfly ex-
plained the uncertainty of her existence for a
day. The Baron was evidently much surprised,
as well &3 chagrined, by so uncxpected a dis-
closure, and became even more urgent, in con-
sequence, to avoid delay. At length it was
proposed by'Lady Heron, to whom Mortimer
referred the question, that a servant should he
ammediately dispatched to the village, to ap-
prise Mrs. Greville of Lord Fitz Eustace’s
being at the castle, requesting her, at the same
time, to disclose that fact to Ellen, according
as she was able to bear it This was unani-
mously agteed to, and in the course of an hour
the messenger rcturned, with a note from
Ellen’s kind friend, written in considerable
agitation, to say that she would comply as soofr
as possible with the desire cxpressed by
Delmar, but at present such a communication
was useless, as her dear young friend had been
much worse the previous hour or two, so ll NS
indeed, that she kad not been able to attend &6
anything. She concluded by entreating Mor-
timer to come early on the following morning,
as both herself and Mr. Brownlow apprchended
that Ellen had¢yot many hours to live. Pre-
pared as Mortimer was for this intelligence, -
he was staggered by its official announcement”



1]
MORTIMER DELMAR. 215

for such he conceived the doctor’s opinion to
be. He felt for his father, who had so recently
heen made aware of her danger, and who, if he
really were anxious to have the satisfaction of
sceing her, he feared might meet witl? a dis-
appointment; for, if death were so near, he
foresaw the probability that die might ere their
visit bc no morc. 1In the state Ellaon was, how-
cver, it ‘was unavailing to attempt an imme-
diatc adjournment to the village, for they could
not be admitted to see her; and to witness her
sad sufferings would only inflict pangs and im-
potent regret, which he felt certain were al-
rcady busy in the wind of Lord Fitz Eustace,
or the proud noble would never have go far
-allowed his error as to conceive the idea of
partially repairing it.

These thoughts passed quickly through
Mortimer’s mind, as he held the billet in his
hand an instant, before he spoke. The dmuge
which was visible in his couutenangg, an-
nounced to his companions that something in
the note disturbed bim, and;easﬁ, gs their fears
dictated, augured its contents. Lord Fitz
Eustace attributed itto a positive refusal on
Ellen’s part to admit him, while the Herons
approached nearer the truth, in ssupposing in-
creased illness was the cause. Their suspense
did not last long, for, on handing the little
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epistle to his father, he turned to his expect-
ing friends-and told them its contents, All
were distressed, but concurred in his determi-
nation of waiting the next day before intruding
upon Mrs. Greville again, since no advantage
could be gained by any precipitate mecasure ;

"and, after canvassing the sorrowful subject a

short time,' the party separated early, each
feeling unequal to sustain a cheerfulness they
did not feel.

Beatrice’s urgent wish, to accompany her
lover in the morning to Mrs. Greville’s, he
strongly opposed, for he knew how deeply she
would be affected ; and, after some hesitation,
she consented to give up#he satisfaction of
seeing her friend again, unless she should be
demanded by the sufferer. ¢ In that casec,
Mortimer,” she said, as he was about to pre-
cede Lord Fitz Eustace by half an hour, in
order to prepare for his reception, ‘‘in that
case, I depend upon your sending to me.
not hesitate—I will not allow myself toxpb:
overcome,” . ¢ x

“ Rely "upon me, dearest,” replied Delmar,
*I well know your firmness, and deeply thank
you for all you have already shewn.” Having
received Beatrce’s compliance with his wish,
he Jostna time in mounting his horse, which
s@ bore him on his way.
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CITAPTER XVI

Some moments, ay, one treacherous hour,
e still might douht the tyrant's power ;
So fair, so cnlm, 50 softly seal'd,
The first, last look by death reveal’d.
BYRON.

.o ,
How lov'd, how honour'd onee, avails thee not,
To whom related, or by whom begot 3
A heap of dust alone remains of thee,
"Tis all thou art, and ull the proud shall be !
POIE.

As our hero approached Mrs. Greville’s, his
eyes were fearfully raised fo the windows, in
expectation of seeing them closed. Tt was not
pleasure, exactly, which pcrvaded his breast
as he perceived his fears had ‘ovefstepped the
reality, for he was convinced that, for Ellen’s
own sake, it would have been happy if life had
ceased ; neither was it sorrow, Jor he wished
once more to see the being hes Bad so fondly
loved, before animation had fled for ever!
VOL. 1I. ‘ L
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But it was a fecling between the two, which
knew what was best, and yet could not entirely
divest itself of the wish to retain the object of
its affection. He hoped his father’s wish might
yet be gratified, and consequently he hastened
to assure himself of that probability.

Mrs. Greville told him that, in the course of
the night, Ellen had been extremely restless,
and had mentioned his name, as also that of

" ber little girl; but now for some time she had
slept, or appeared to sleeps and at intervals
was so perfectly quiescent that her atten-
dants almost fancied her sorrows were at an
end. Lord Fitz Eustacé’s coming was there-
fore unnecessary and uscless; nevertheless,
Mortimer could not now prevent it, and, after
having stood awhile beside the dying woman,
who took no notice of his presence, he returned
towards the castle, with the intentign of ad-
vising his father to relinquish his purpose.
This he could not accomplish, for*his lordship
was perfectly eesolute, and the father and son
entered thé house together. The baron was
strongly, though silently, affected on being in-
troduced, according to his desire, into Ellen’s
chamber ; the sight of the being who recalled so
many subjects of remorse and hufiiliation

geemed to shake his very soul, but he struggled
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for composure, and, for sometime, he and Mor-
timer anxiously waited in e).pectatlon of a
lucid interval, in vain.

At length, her eyes were unclosed, and,”
breathing heavily, she looked earnestly upon
her visiters. )

‘““ My father, Ellen,” said Mortimer, in a low
tone, “ your father is come to you'.”

Lord Fitz Eustace took her cold hand, and,
with a look of dcep concern, repeated, ¢ Your
contrite father, Ellen :” her glassy eye instantly
lichted up, and a gentle smile brightened her
features, as her fingers, already rigid with the
near approach of dehth, strove to return the
pressure. Her pale lips moved in the attempt
to express her feelings, but articulation failed
her; and, after gazing earnestly on the parent
she now saw for the first and last time, she
fixed her eyes upon her beloved Mortimer,
and then raised them to Heaven as if in the
act of prayer. Again she made an iueflectual
effort to speak, smiled faintly as jer lids closed,
and then, with a sigh so soft thht tBose nearest
could scarcely hear it, she resigned her spirit
intes the hands of ITim who gave it.

K was not until the expiration of a short
time, that her friends could belfeve that she
had departed, for she looked so calm, so happy,
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that it appeared as if she had merely sunk into

a refreshing sleep. Mortimer listened in

breathless eagerncss for a repetition of that
“sigh, but in vain—it came not—all was still!

“ It once was Ellen that he looked upon,”
but now she had passed away for cver!

Without a word, the young man turned, and
drew his apparently uncgnscious father from
the bed of death. The events of the following

“weck require no detail, they were such as ne-
cessarily succeed the circumstance above nar-
rated, and with which all are too intimately
acquainted not to desire silence on that head.

The now beatificd Ellen was wept and la-
mented as a friend, and as the victim of crime;
but all who loved her felt that it was sclfish
to deplore her loss, for, being fully prepared to
meet her Maker, she was most likely in the
cnjoyment of that happiness which she had
not found upon earth !

Lord Fitz Eustace, with Mortimer, and §‘;h'
George ITeron, followed her remains to her.
final restin§g-place in the church-yard of Cla§
Irook, where the tears and the regrets of the
affectionate villagers were called forth, in like
manner as their blessings had been two short
years before,/when, arrayed in all the loveliness
of youth and beauty, she had sold herself to
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trecachery. Many an aged peasant, stumbling
on the borders of eternity, who had looked
forward to his last moments being eased by
her kind attention, mourned over hersuntimely
fate, while the youthful deplored her as the
model of their lives, and a# fclt bercaved of a
common friend. »

The old and faithful Margaret, who had
fostered the childhood of her beloved younge
mistress, and participated in the joys and
sorrows of her short life, perhaps felt the blow
of her death more keenly than any one; for,
having lived so leng in Mr. Vernon’s family,
every tic had been forgotten, and she felt as it
she had lost her only friend—ber only attraction
upon earth ! It is true, Ellen’s child was a call
upon her shattered love, and, for a time, she
watched over it with a mother’s care, but she
never again held up her head, and, ere long,
she was laid ncar the being she loved even
unto death!

Almost all the inhabitantg®of the hamlet
were present at the solemn ccremony which
was to close the earthly scene of the young,
and unhappy Ellen; for each desired to see
the last of their kind benefactregs ; and the re-
spectful silence, the deep drawn sigh, or sup-
pressed sob, told how truly her®memory was
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cherished. Delmar saw that the village flower
would long live in the hearts of those who, like
herself, were simple-minded, and uncontami-
nated by a communion with the world.

Happy ! thrice happy, she who leaves the

lasting impression® of her worth on the minds
of the purex portion of the little society in
which her course has run!
« JAfter the sad solemnity, Mortimer again re-
paired to Mrs. Greville’s, to take his leave of
her and her young charge, who was amply
provided for by Hamilton'’s will; for, as he had
declared, all his own property had been be-
queathed to its ill-fated mother, in reversion to
her child, and the will being found, upon inspec-
tion, perfectly orthodox, no difliculty was to be
anticipated in her future support. That visit
was his last, as, on the succeceding morning, he
was to set ofl with his father for Merton Hall,
whence, accompanied by Mrs. Ilamilton, they
were to proceed, at the end of a month, to join
the Herons jn"l.lertfordshire, where preparu-
tions were immediately to he made for his
nuptials. Having thus fulfilled every duty
incumbent upon him, he returncd to the castle
to devote the transitory period of his stay to
his beloved Beatrice.



MORTIMER DELMAR. 223

CIHAPTER XVIL

O happy they ! the happiest of their kind !
Whom gentler stars unite, und in one fate

Their hearts, their fortunes, and their beings blend.
"T'is not the coarser tic of human laws,

Unnatural oft and fergign to the mind,

That hinds their peace, but harmony itsclf,
Attuning all their passions into love:

Where friendship full exerts her softest power,
Perfect esteem, enliven’d hy desire

Ineffable, and sympathy of soul.
THOMSON,

BEATRICE’S gentle, unaflected manners, sweet-
ness of temper, and marked attention to
himself, had made a complete convert of
Lord Fitz Eustace, whose feelin'gs‘ still smart-
ing fromp the rccent shock of wounded pride,
were fortunately more accessible to sterling
worth. He owned to himself that Mortimer
had chosen well, though that, opinion was
still unacknowledged to those around him ;
and he now vainly wished Maria’s feelings had
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been similarly consulted. In short, remorse
had been silently undermining the monument
of his pride many weeks, and the reflec-
tions crqated by the past week’s events had
completed its overthrow; and Beatrice and
Delmar felt that ¢his behaviour proclaimed
his prejudicgs against her, if such cver ex-
isted, were now no more, which was con-
Jfirmed that evening, by his lordship’s open
avowal of satisfaction at the prospect of
Beatrice’s becoming a part of his family. The
circumstance which called forth this declara-
tion was a trifling chance, but how often do
we not sce the greatest results derived from
the most insignificant occurrences !

The evening was one of great beauty, for the
day had been warm, and the mild air of carly
May wafted a perfume from every adjacent
field and garden; and, notwithstanding the
sun had sunk below the horizon, a bright glow
still remained on all around. Beatrice that

day had not qmttod the house, and Mo
left the dining-Toom directly she aud%
Heron had retired, in hopes of persuading her
to take a walk. A quarter of an hour passed,
and, as he did not return, on Sir George being
called away 6 wapeak to some person on agri-
cultural business, Lord Fitz Eustace walked
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out upon the terrace, whence the windows
of Lady Heron’s boudoir were visible. The
terrace was partly shaded by trees on the side
ncarest the mansion, which prevented his
being casily seen, and, as the barofl walked
slowly along between the spreading branches,
he could perceive that a“happy group was
stationed at the open sash, apbarently en-
gaged in conversation. He stopped, and,
himself unobserved for a few minutes, cen-*
templated their, happy countenances with
inward satisfaction.

The tall, elegant Mortimer was partly sit-
ting, partly leaning ‘on the window sill, while
his head was bent towards Beatrice, who was
standing beside bhim. IIer shoulder almost
touched his, her hand placed upon his arm
was half held in his ; and, though Lord Fitz
Lusltace was not near cnough to note their
absolute looks, the light which fell upon their
faces was sufficient to convince him that
bright smiles reigned on cach.lip, that affec-
tion flashed in each eye, and that their con-
versation was of that tender stamp which is
the consequence, the delight, of true love.

Lady Heron also seemed to participate in
their pleasure, for she stood by her daughter
with her face turned towards the lovers.

‘LS
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“ And T have wished to forbid such happi-
ness as those two young creatures arc now
partaking !” thought Lord Fitz Eustace.
I have been tempted by the desire of seeing
my boy ‘united to onc of the highest in the
land, to crush his warmm and noble heart, for
T believe his upright principles would have
prevented His marrying against my will,
Thank heaven! my children are dutiful,
‘thtugh T would 1 were able to trace their
conduct to love, rather than to propriety. My
poor Maria has already fallen a victim to
her implicit obedience, and I will not add
another name to the list ol ¢vils T have brought
about. No! Mortimer shall have my unqua-
lificd approbation in this aflair, for 1 must sce
my son, at least, happy.”

The baron remained stationary until the
party receded from the window, which they
did almost immediately, when Sir Gceorge
Heron joined him, saying, as he did so, “ I
find my mother,and sister are not inclined to
come out to-night, my lord, hut, if you please,-
that need not prevent our taking advantage'
of the lovely weather.”

Accordingly, they strolled for an hour
through the slergbbery, but the young baronet
found his companion thoughtful and taciturn,
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and, consequently, was not sorry when their
walk was concluded. On entering the draw-
ing-room, they found Lady Ileron presiding
at the tea-table, while Mortimer and Beatrice
were standing in the veranda. Iford Fitz
Eustace stepped out also, but so earnest was
their conversation that fi¢ was unnoticed,
until, placing one hand on his sén’s shoulder,
at the same timc holding out the other to
Beatrice, he said, “ I am almost unwilling to
interrupt the hgppiness you enjoy in each
other’s socicty, my dear children, by carrying
Mortimer away to-morrow. _ Say, may I hope,
Beatrice, that yod will forgive me for being
so unkind ?”

¢ Most willingly, my lord,” replied she
smiling, ¢ indeed no apology or regret is due
from you, since I am sure Mortimer feels the
pain of a temporary separation cancelled by
the pleasure of affording you any gratifica-
tion.”

« Doubtless your own scntiments are con-
veyed in that opinion?” said ﬁc,.in an interro-
gatory tome, °“ and I thank you for them.”

“ That I am sure they are, my dear father.
Beatrice’s ideas are far superior to mine in
every thing, for where 1 pight repine she
always submits with cheerfulness, and endea-
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vours to convert me; but I fear I am very
much more selfish than her:elf.”

“ Oh! indeed, Mortimer, you do yourself
injustice, you never think of your own hap-
pincss when that of another is concerned.
Will not your lordship agree with me?”

“1 will agree *with you both, my dcar
Beatrice, in Believing that each is worthy of
the other, and that each is fondly loved.
Ah4 do not let me call that rehellious blush
into your check, but let me say that it is
my firm persuasion that, in conferring this
hand on Mortimer, you will convey an
almost equally precious ‘gift on myself, for
I feel well assured I shall gain a kind and
affectionatec daughter. 1Indeced, I am con-
vinced Mortimer has chosen equally for his
own, and for bis friends’, happiness.”

Tord Fitz Eustace placed her hand in that
of his son while he spoke, and Delmar said,
“T1 cannot express my gratitude, my, dear
father, for this ayowal ; believe me, we-qg&both
sensible of its vilue, for you have Namoved
the only cloud which overshadowed ‘us, by
your generous approval.”

“ My end is then answered, my son, I wished
to contribute my mite towards your felicity.
I have so long heard and seen nothing but the
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grief I have occasioned, that it is quite a
relief to find myself furnishing pleasure to
any of those I love.” )

The eyes of Beatricc swam in tcars, but the
baron obhviated any reply by rc-entdring the
room, whither the happy lovers followed him,
and the evening wore awa® in incrcased en-
joyment. »

The next morning Mortimer and his father
left the scene of so much joy and sorrow ; ard,e
after a few wegks, accompanied by Mrs.
Hamilton, reached Hertfordshire. The latter
soon became an universal favourite at the
hall, her disposition assimilated perfectly with
that of Beatrice, and, during her visit, her
health and spirits rapidly improved. The
happiness of her brother was a balm to her
wounded heart, and, in the two months which
preceded his nuptials, cheerfulness was again
restored to her mind.

That period was fully occupied by our hero
in various nccessary arrangements, sometimes
in London, and somectimes inghe juore delight-
ful socic‘ty of her he loved, at the Hall. 'The
day at length approached that he was to call
Beatrice his own, and those few fricnds who
were to be present at the cergmony arrived.
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Among these were Sir Harry and Lady Dinely,
then on the point of leaving the country, in
conscquence of their altered fortunes not allow-
ing them longer to remain where the former
was unable to curb his taste for the turf. His
debis were still numcrous, although the re-
mains of his fundtd property, as well as his
estate, had fcen sacrificed. The interest of
his wife’s fortune was all they had to depend
‘upun, since, most fortunately, the principal
had been settled on herself and children. The
necessity of banishment from England, and
his favourite pursuits, together with the numer-
ous vexations and privativns his extravagance
had entailed on himself and family, visibly
increased the moroscness of Sir Harry, and
the unhappy Mary cast many an unavailing
regret over the past. Though her high spirits
had nét forsaken her, her late troubles had not
failed to make their impression on her sensi-
tive mind, and her friends detected melagcholy
symptoms of’ ll}rkiug sorrow, at ti her
manner. She de:ply lamented her h#sband’s
obstinate determination of leaving her chil-
dren (for they had now two) under the care of
his mother, since they constituted her greatest
pleasure. Ife,had a great aversion to such
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young companions, and, having always enter-
tained a horror of a family, was constantly
irritated when he saw them.

“ If I could only persuade Sir ITarry to take
George,” said Lady Dinely to her #unt, one
day, as they were discussing the subject, < and
leave haby with you, I thiffk then 1 should be
happy. But to give up both t¢ bis mother,
who I rcally cannot bear, is too hard. Then,
if we were going only to France, I would wot
care so much, but America is so very far—and
he talks of staying there for years. Alas! my
dearest aunt, how often I have thought of my
behaviour to my kind cousin, since 1 acted
s0 contrary to your advice. But it is useless
to think about that now,” she¢ continued, with
a forced laugh, ““or to trouble you with my
complaints. I must make the best of my
bargain. Perhaps Harry will change again,
when this cloud has blown over.”

Though the young wife aflected indifference
on the anticipated departure of herself and
husband, Lady Heron felteshec,was greatly
chagrined at it; and, in consequence, taking
advantage of a favourable opportunity, she
expressed to Sir Harry her hope that he would
gratify his wife, by permitting their eldest boy
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to accompany them to the new world. After
several attempts to rcfute her arguments, he
yielded an unwilling assent, but his hisplea-
sure was pereeptible by the uncourteous man-
ner in which he announced this change of
purposc to Mary. Her gratitude to her aunt,
notwithstanding, ¥as extreme, and the good
Lady Heron¢ flattered herself that, at least,
she had softened Mary’s cares, though she
<orvld not remove them; and she parted from
her, a few days after, with less pain than she
would have donc had she known her niece was
going to a far distant Jand without a single
consolation. -

On the appointed morning, the sixth of July,
the enraptured Delmar rececived his blushing
bride from Sir George Hcron, who, with all
the affection of a brother, and a sincere friend,
bestowed the valuable gift of the hand of
Beatrice upon one who, he was aware, had
long possessed her love.

The young couple returncd to the Hallgh
an hour, in erder that Beatrice might chafig
her dress ; when, having taken lecave of their
beloved relatives, Mortimer almost lifted his
sobbing wife into the carriage, and, hastily
following her,owaved his hand to his father

5
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and Sir George, who stood upon the steps of
the house, drew down the blinds, and set ofl
at full gallop towards London.

“Well, George,” said Lady Dinely (who,
with the rest of the party, had watc {ed the
departare from the \\indow)b as her cousin re-
entered, ‘“they are gone in excglleut style.
I love a dash! By the bye, when do you in-
tend to give us the pleasure of tasting your
wedding cake? As Sir Harry means positively
to embark next wéek, T fear there is no chance
of my coming in for a share. However, I will
drink your health, wherever I am, if you let
me know when there is to he a young Lady
Heron!”

““ All in good time, Mary, I have no wish to
dispossess my good mother of her scat at the
head of my table, for I have never yet found a
lady fit to supersede her, or worthy of being
her daughter.”

*“That is as bad a compliment to our sex in
general, George, as it may be gtatlfymg to my
aunt. The young ladies arc grdatly obliged
to you.”

““ So they ought to be,” returned the baronet,
laughing ; ¢ for my indulging the hope of
succeeding in meeting with het &qual.”

I assure you, Lady Dinely,” said Lady
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Heron, “I shall be as anxious to resign my
post as you are for the consequent festivity,
when George thinks his happiness will be
augmengted by matrimony.”

“ When my mother is reflected, then, Mary,
remember, Guntey shall have orders to forward
a cake to America, cxpressly for you, with
plenty of white ribbon.”

‘““ Nay, then, T think the sooner such a
génerous promise is {ulfilled the better. 1
shall expect the first accounts will report pro-
gress, now both Beatrice and your friend arc
off your hands.” e

The departure of some of the party relieved
Sir George from her badinage; and, in the
course of a few weeks, many a weary mile of
water rolled between two people who might
have known much happiness together,- had
they not rejected its cultivation.
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CITAPTER XVIIL

Thev name thee hefore me,
A knell to mine car
A shuddér comes o'er me—
Why wert thou so dear?
They know not T knew thee
Who knewethee too well : —
Long, long shall T rue thee,
Too deeply to tell.
BYRON,

It was during the Carnival of 182-, and some
months subscquent to the events recorded in
the last chapter, that Lord Fitz Eustace and
Mrs. Hamilton entered Naples, where they
were in a short time to be rejoined by Mr. and
Mrs. Delmar, who were making an excursion
into the north of Italy, whife tidir relatives
pursued the road to thc south, for the benefit
of his Lordship’s hcalth, which had hecn in a
precarious statc some tim(z. A severc fall
while out hunting before he left Ircland, and
of which little notice had been taken, was the
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original cause of his indisposition, to which
the circumstances of the last twelvemonths bad
not failed to contribute much. IHe was not,
however, considered by his friends in any
dangcr,'and was attended by his children with
tender solicitude, from place to place, as his
fancy dictated. In Mrs. Hamilton he had a
valuable co‘mpanion, for she possessed cvery
quality to soothe and comfort his mind, at the
same time that she administered to the wants
of his body. With the numerous noble quali-
ties of his son he was already acquainted, for
he had felt more affection—or rather, perhaps,
more pride, for him than any onc else, but
Beatrice daily made advances in his favour,
and cndeared hersclf to every one.

Whilst alone with her father, Mrs, Hamilton
scarcely left his side, and, as he did not join at
all in the amusements of the season, she was
seldom in public. With her brother, indeecd,
she was sometimes scen abroad, but §ihen she
first reached Naples he was absent, and, con-
sequently, she was secluded. A few friends
visited the Baron, who knew of his arrival, but
he did not court society, for his malady being
partly on the nerves, much company annoyed
him. o

On the second day of their sojourn, after
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having taken a walk with Lord Fitz Eustace,
Mrs. Ilamilton was startled, on cntering the
1lotel, by seeing Mrs. Sinclair, who, with an-
other lady and gentleman, were on the stairs.
Tor an instant, she felt inclined to avoid her,
for the past was most vividly and painfully
recalled to her mind; but fsingle glance told
her that retrcat was impossible,”as she was
alrcady recognised, and, with cager warmth,
her friend came forward to wect her. .

“To what fortunate circumstance am 1 to
attribute the pleasure of seeing you here, my
dear Mrs. Sinclair 1 she said, after the first
salutations were over, and she had introduced
her father. ‘1 can scarcely believe my own
eyes!”

The good lady answered with a smile.
““ Health has been our principal object in this
long journey, for the humidity of Ireland
was very deleterious to Frederic, as well as
myself, and we were advised to change the
scene. A southern climate was rccommended,
and, though Frederic was quite averse to move
at first, he would not hear of my giving up the
plan of our medical friend. You know, my
dear Mrs. Hamilton, if he have a fault in my
eyes, it is that of being too fond of his mother ;
and, therefore, he went upon half pay on pur-
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pose, as he kindly says, to devote his time to
me. Ah! how delighted he will be to see you! ™

Maria felt that the blood forsook her cheek,
as the partial parent spoke of her son; and,
anxious to conceal the trepidation she was
under, she hastily informed Mrs. Sinclair that
Lord Fitz Eustact was living at that hotcl, and
that, if she« were disengaged, she should be
happy to conduct her to their apartments.
Mrs. Sinclair, however, excused herself on the
ground of not being able tq lecave her friends,
with whom she was lionising. “1I will, how-
cver, avail mysclf of your kind invitation to-
morrow,” she said, ‘“and,’ T doubt not, Fred-
eric will be as desirous as myself to enjoy a
chat with you. Apropos, have you heard that
he is now a major?”

Maria replied in the negative, and her friend
rejoined, ‘“Ah! well, we shall have much to
say to-morrow morning, for I intend to bg mith
you quite carly, so adicu, for the present?

During the rest of the day, Mrs. Hamilton
was unusua],l,y“dcpressed in spirits, for her in-
terview with Mrs. Sinclair had raised up many
thoughts, and re-opened many wounds, time
and reason had soothed, and she dreaded lest
Frederic shou)d, yield to his mother’s solicita-
tions, tg attend her on her projected visit.
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More than once in the course of the cvening,
Lord Fitz Eustace noticed her abstraction, and
enquiring if she were unwell, proposed sending
for advice. She assured him his fears were
entircly groundless, and, to prove tosim he
was mistaken, sat down to their usual game of
Fcarté. But still she couldnot fix her mind
to it, she lost every thing, and st Iength her
father, tired of combatting so insignificant an
adversary, gave up the unequal contest, re-
marking, more kindly than she expected, ““that
as she did not secem disposed for cards, and he
was tired with his walk, they would give up
their customary amuscment.”

Although so greatly discomposed, before the
time {for Mrs. Sinclair’s visit, Maria had pre-
pared her mind to mcet the only man she had
cver loved, should he present himself before
her; and to sustain that firmness, in word and
deed, which had always so strongly character-
ised her. She had no occasion to be under any
apprchension, for Sinclair was equally, if not
more, fearful of the re-introdsiétign than her-
self, and would not willingly have subjected
citber to the awkwardness his visit might pro-
duce. His mother knew nothing of his former
attachment, and, supposing Fr‘eQeric had ever
looked upon Maria with the pure eye of friend-
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ship, as she did herself, he no sooner returncd
home that evening than she accosted him by
saying, “Well, my dear Frederic, who do you
think I have seen to-day? A great favourite
of youn:, 1 can assure you.”

The young man mentioned the. names of
several persons, w'ich, like all so called upon,
were the mest unlikely to be right, and Mrs.
Sinclair silently dissented. *“No, no, Fredcric,
it.was a lady, and you have guessed only
men. Moreover, I have half engaged for you
to go and call upon her with me to-morrow.”

“A lady ! " repeated the major, “and onc
of course I know well, as you have made this
engagement. No foreigner, T hope, for I hate
their levees.”

“J know you do, and therefore wonld not
impose such a trial upon you, Fred,” returned
his mother, smiling.  Come, I fancy I must
tell you~It was Mrs. Hamilton.”

“Maria!” said Sinclair, quickly, wﬁile a
bright glow was visible on his cheek, * then it
must really ha¥e,been her I saw yesterday.”

“ Likely enough, my dear, but you did not
mention having done so.”

“T was not sure, Mother, I only passed at
some distance, and observed a person like her
walking with an clderly man,”
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“ Lord Fitz Eustace, to be surey rejoined
his mother, ““why did you not speak to her?”

“Oh! I was anxious to get home to you,
besides I hardly knew if I were right, she is so
changed.” MHe sighed, as he turndl to the
window, and Mrs. Sinclair said,

¢ She does look ill, but I¥ound her as kiud
as ever, lus lordship also quite pweasant; but,
you must go and discover all this for youraell
I am sure she will be happy tv see you.” =

‘1 cannot, mother,” he replied, abruptly,
“J am engaged.”

“J] can go any time in the course of the
morning, Fredericy that you like, and will
wait for you.”

“ [t is uscless, mother, T shall not be home
until dinner time—but, tell me,” he continued,
after a short pause “ how poor Maria
seems ?”

Mrs. Sinclair detailed the substance of their
short interview, togcther with the account of
Mrs. Hamilton’s appearance, tu which her son
listencd with deep attention,s pro,vm-r the in-
terest he felt. No persuasions, however, were
powerful enough to induce him to go with her
in the morning, for our gallant soldier knew
that he yet loved though he dyred ndt think
how hopeless his affection was, after all that

voL. 1I. ’ M
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had happgaed. The possibility of encountering
her had been one of his reasons for wishing
to stay in his native country, for he feared
himself, should fate again throw them together.
But his tiother’s indisposition gave him much
uneasiness, and determined him on sacrificing
his own feelings etltirely for her sake.  How
I should cordemn myself,” thought he, « if, by
listening to my own fancies, I should entail
pain, or perhaps death on my best friend,—my
mother! whose every hope and wish has been
for me! Surely she demands this concession,
and undoubtedly she shall have it !”” In conse-
quence, he accompanied her on her tour, con-
gratulating himself from time to time on his
good fortune in still keeping clear of any part
of Lord Fitz Eustace’s family. On several
occasions he had heard the name he almost
dreaded, for in many places the Delmars had
preceded him, but it was not until he reached
Naples that he knew positively that ﬁcy in-
habited the same town.

Mrs. Smc.‘alrnxpressed much astoms‘hment
at his refusal to attend her to Mrs. Hamilton’s,
but, as he pleaded business in extenuation of
his conduct, she consented to dispense with his
company, and, entered Mrs. Hamilton’s room
alone, certainly somewhat to the satisfaction
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of that lady, notwithstanding her redolution to
receive Frederic without formality. The two
ladies spent a long morning together in the
enjoyment of friendly conversation, so gra-
tifying to those who have long been separated.
Mrs. Hamilton, indeed, hai‘ever felt more at-
tachment for Mrs. Sinclair than was demanded
by acquaintanceship alone, and it may be sup-
posed with what pleasure, though at the same
time what pain, she spoke to her of the blow
she had received.. She did not enter into any
particulars, for she was neither able nor willing
to narrate the humiliating tale, and her friend
knowing, from exp.er.ience, the bitter pang of
losing a husband in the full vigour of youth
and health, rather endeavourcd to draw her
from herself, leading her to ‘speak of her
journey, her father, or, in short, any less dis-
tressing subject; for Mrs. Sinclair had heard
enough of the aflair, although it had carefully
been hushed up, to make sure it was better for
Mrs. Hamilton, as well as all her friends, that
it should sink into oblivion as’soof} as possible.
Maria learnt that the Sinclairs had taken lodg-
ings in a neighbouring street for some time,
not many minutes walk from the hotel she
occupied ; and, consequently, Slfe must make
up her mind to see Frederic cogstantly, since
M2



244 MORTIMER DELMAR.

it was improbable, during his mother’s frequent
visits, that they could long avoid collision.

Hlness and circunstances had made her
more nervous, for time had been when Mrs.
Hamiltos would have been able instantly to
shake ofl the feelings she now experienced,
and which it requircd some exertion to repel.
The fact alonc of Frederic’s having been se-
lectcd by her cruel husband, to work her ruin,
‘was enough to agitate her in the anticipated
mecting, without recollecting also that she had
partly fallen into the snare, and that Sinclair
with herself had heard his supposed conduct
openly declared. The fear of coming in contact
with him would have confincd her to the house,
had not her father required her company in his
walks, during one of which, two or three days
after, they met the object of her avoidance with
his ‘mother. Both were distant, and perhaps
both felt uneasy, but the ceremony of intro-
ducing the major to l.ord Fitz Eustace, which
Mrs. Sinclair was cager to perform, made a
diversion ir their favour, allowing them  time
for collecting their forces, as our soldler.,’ig ht
have said.

This momentary respite was a welcomne
one, for the l‘a;(;n, uncouscious of the pain he
inflicted, "proposed that they should continuc
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their ramble together, to which neither Maria
nor Sinclair thought it possible to offer any
ohjection, as Mrs. Sinclair willingly consented,
not supposing her son or Mrs. Hamjilton could
have any objection to cach other’s society. She
remarked, indeed, their cogl behaviour, bat not
comprehending it, she to«?k no r’mtice, and ac-
cepting Lord Fitz Euastace’s proffered arm, left
her son to escort Maria. . .

The major was not one likely to increase
Mrs, Hamilton’s pain, he was endowel with
sclf-command, and accustomed to mix too
much in general socicty, besides his wish to
relieve her from discomiort, not to conceal his
uncasiness. Assuminyz, therefore, the office
assigned him without the slightest hesitation,
he frecly entered into conversation on the numn-
berless attractive objects around. As he spoke,
Maria felt grateful for the noble maunner in
which he had conducted himself ; for the easy
and graceful, yétlofty tonc he maintained, en-
tircly removed every trace ofs her discompo-
sure. The hour they remaincd®together wus
anything but irksome, though it had not been
one of unrestraint, and Mrs. Ilamilton heard
her father express his hopc,.to Major Sinclair,
of soon becoming better acqaainted with him,
with less displcasure than she might have done
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a few days before, for she was willing to believe
that Sinclair had seen the error he had formerly
committed, and indced she was tempted to
judge hnn less harshly, since the avowal of
the mlswulded Hamilton. Still her conduct was
guarded, and cven cold, when they met, which
was frequently the cuse in the following month,
as Lord Fitz ‘Eustace took a great fancy to
Frederic, and in the absence of Mortimer,
constantly invited him to walk, to drive, or to
partake some amusement, with them. Often
did Sinclair endeavour to escape his intended
kindness, for he thought his presence distressed
.Maria, but occasionally without success, as
his mother generally marred his excuses, and
he feared her penctration, if his desire of
shunning the family was too much marked.

Mrs. Sinclair had several times asked the
cause of his altered manmer towards their
friend, but without eflect, for he skilfully
evaded the question, though it always drove
himn to accept Lerd Fitz Eustace’s next favour,
for fear of infportunity.
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CHAPTER XIX.

For thee I panted, thee T priz'd,
For thec d gladly sacrific’d
‘Whate'er I lov'd hefore
And shall T see thee start away,
And, helpless, hopeless, hear thee say—
Farewell! Wwe mect no more!
COWPER.

Mgr. and Mrs. Declmar at length arrived,
bringing with them an increase of happiness
to their beloved relatives. Mortimer was sorry
to find that the climate had not matcrially
1mp10ved his father’s health, though he ap-
peared perfectly pleased with the situation he
was in. .

« T find several people I know, here, Mor-
timer,” said his lordship, ‘‘ more indeed, who
are disposed to be attentive than I care to
encourage, for I soon get, tired of them, and
myself also. I have, howovkr, become ac-
quainted with a very pleasapt young man,
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who, T am sure, you will like. IIis mother,
too, has long becn a friend of Maria’s, I find,
so that we see a great deal of them. Their
name is SmcLur, but I do not yet know
whether thcy be related to the Caithness
family.”

« Sinclair,” repea‘ied Delmar, thrown off his
guard by suriirise, and suddenly looking at his
sister, who changed colour.

* “Yes, do you know anything of him? Is
he a friend of yours?” .

“ Oh! no, my Lord,” he said, recollecting
himself' ; “ I have no acquaintance with any
onc of that name, but 1 am glad you have met
with agreeable people, as 1 feared you had
remained much alone, from your letters. I
intend to resume my office of guide immedi-
ately, and show you all the wonders of this
gay city, as I have had the advauntage of
exploring them all before.”

To this proposal all were willing to agree,
but Mortimer found, on enquiry, that Major
Sinclair had glready attended his father and
sister, to many of the most celebrated spots in
the ncighbourhood.

“ You will see the major to-morrow, Morti-
mer,” said his father, ‘“for he and his mother
are going with us to Pompeii.”
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This information did not appear to please
our hero, who felt completely puzzled by so
extraordinary a coincidence as that of his
lordship’s high commendation ofga person,
he himself had fauncied any thing but agrec-
able. Ile recollected, ]u"wcvcr, that Sinclair
was not an uncommon namc,g,and that this
gentleman might have no affinity with Ilamil-
ton’s dupe. 1lle could not supposc thad his
sister would even see that man upon sufferance,
yet, her countenauce impressed him with the
belief that he was the same. Perplexed, and
ill at ease, he watched for an opportunity of
speaking to Maria alone, and of settling his
doubts. This he found no opportunity of doing
that evening ; but the following day, before the
party asscmbled to go to the ruins, he ascer-
tained from herself that his suspicions were
corrcct, though he could not persuade her to
allow him to inform Lord Fitz Eustace of the
unconscious penalty he was imposing upon
her. That day’s excursion, ght declared, could
not be avoided ; besides, both Frederic and hus
mother were to dine with them, and, conse-
quently, they must mect. She was unwilling,
also, that her father should know anything of
the affair; as any reference to Hamilton dis-
turbed him grefxtly. .

M S
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While she made thesc objections to his
wishes, Mortimer thought he detected a slight
degree of anxiety in her manner, which raised
a suspiciop in his mind of her partiality for
one, who had disputed with her late husband
for her possession, w}-en yet she had a hand to
give.  As her father had arranged her mar-
riage without consulting her,” thought Delmar,
,might she not have loved this man before ?”
It certainly was not improbable, and he re-
solved not to recur to the sdbject until he
had been with her long enough to judge of
her sentiments. -

The day accordingly was spent at Pompeii,
and the brother observed, with surprise, the
distance and reserve maintained by both
Maria and the major. If they conversed, it
was with studied coldness, if Sinclair offered
her any attention, it was rather with an ap-
pearance of respect than pleasure; and yet
Mortimer saw him frequently fix his eyes upon
her, as he thougHt,, unobscrved, and thelﬁﬂ
denly remove them, as if angry at hg
permitted them to rest upon her. Sometlmes
the idea crossed the brother’s mind that she
had rejected hxs affection when a girl, but in
that case, why sfiould Charles have considered
him fit foxghis purpose? Unable thus to come
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to any positive conclusion, he let some days
slip by in silence, during which he constantly
met Sinclair at his father’s, and elsewhere.
All he saw of him he liked, for h.e found him
pleasant and gentlemanly ; and he recollected
the high testimony of  his worth given by
Hamilton in his last m ments. Ilc soon felt
persuaded that some unexplained circum-
stances between Maria and Sinclair lmd'occ?-
sioned their extraordinary conduct, for which
he hoped an Spportunity would shortly ofler
itself of removing.

In consequenge of these observations, Del-
mar acknowledged to Lord Fitz Eustace, when
the question was put, that he was not sur-
prised at the opinion formed by his Lordship,
of his new acquaintance, since he was rcally
a person likely to please everywhere. When
upon the subject, Mortimer ventured to hint
at Maria’s apparent aversion to him, and
Lord Fitz Eustace declared, with some sur-
prise, his entire lgnorancc *of such being the
case. On the contrary, he toldl Lis son he had
been led to belicve that Sinclair had an in-
creasing interest in Maria, which, he flattered
himself he was fostering by throwing them
togcther. T

¢« But if you think, Mortimer,” he continued,
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“that 1 have been mistaken, and that Maria
is annoyed by Sinclair, I will break ofl thc
acquaintance, for I will never put her in the
way of any man she does not like, again.”
ile spoke ‘in a tone of bitter feeling, and
Mortimer, unwilling, to mention the whole
affair, without his a(.stcr’s permission, said,
“ Perhaps if you were to speak to her, my
Lord, she migint disclose the reason of the
restraint they cach maintain.”

“I will do so, Mortimer, bt I own I am
very sorry she dislihes our new friend, for I
have rarcly met any one 1 have found more
pleasant.” o

Accordingly, the baron interrogated Mrs.
Hamilton on the subjcct, and desired her, with
the kindest solicitude, to tell him if she bad
any rcason to be displeased with the, socicty
of Sinclair. ““ Your brother, my dear Maria,”
he said, “ who is ever so jealous of your hap-
piness, fancies you arc uneasy, and if such be
the truth, you hawe only to inform me, and I
will instantly do"all You wish.”

The colour went and came in her cheek, as
she replied, ‘I owe you many thanks, my dear
father, for your kindn.ess, but you must excuse
my entering intosthe detail of the reason of
my behaviour to major Sinclair; it has re-
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ference to circumstances I am quite uncqual
to re-consider. Mortimer, however, being ac-
quainted with the principal one, is quite as
capable as mysell of giving you t.he infor-
mation you require, and I give him perfect
liberty to do so. I will also request him to
act as you and he think ﬂdvisa})lc. If, my
lord, you should feel any surprisc at not
having carlier known the facts he will relate, |
you must attribute my silence to the wish of
sparing you pain®”

Having failed to extract any clucidation
from his daughter, Lord Fitz Kustace returned
to Mortimer, who now, with Mrs. Hamilton's
sanction, related that part of Hamiltou’s
confession which regarded his project against
Frederic, not omitting to mention his complete
exculpation by the dying man. [ sece Maria
cannot overcome the shock her feelings have
sustained,” added Mortimer, “ and 1 hope,
my dear father, you will remove quickly to
another part of the country fomhcr suke.”

“ Indeed, I will,” returned “his lordship,
“ and had I been aware of all this before, she
should never have been subjected to this dis-
tress. Not that I think her quite justified
in being so severe, but theré i no account-
ing for feelings, and since shg is so deeply
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hurt, we will make preparations for depar-
ture.” The bavon continucd to converse for
some time upon the subject, bitterly lament-
ing his own conduct throughout, and grieving
for Mrs. Hamilton, who, Delmar concurred
with him in belieying, had been the object
of Sinclair’s, aﬁ'ec{.ion before her marriage.
“ Alas!” thought her self-accusing parent,
,hag 1 not becn blinded by a foolish search
for the attainment of consideration, she
might now be the happy wife of an estimable
man, who I can now admire. But why do I
look back? I cannot reca] the deeds I have
committed, the past is all a dream, the
future uncertainty, while the present alone
is in our power! I will endeavour to employ
it in contributing to the happiness of my
children.” "

It was speedily arranged that Mrs Ha-
milton, with her father, should proceed, the
next morning but omne, on their road to
Sicily, and tha% Mortimer and Beatrice, after
having remamed in Naples sufficient time to-
satisfy their curiosity, should rejoin them at
Palermo.

When Maria was appnsed of this plan,
she consentedf without hesitation, though her
brother obseryed she appeared considerably
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agitated. Ile therefore again pressed her to
say if she had the slightest objcction to the
course about to be adopted, to which she
replied in the ncgative; and, as shg secmed
anxious to escape farther discussion, little
more was said. Lord Fitv, Eustace, desirous
of sparing her any unnccessaryedisquietude.
now he was scnsible of her uncomfortable
position, himself called upon Major Sinchkair
in the morning, in order that, by announcing
his departure, Maria might not have any
chance of seeing him again. Hec thought, by
taking leave of Iwederic at his own apart-
ments, cvery excuse for Sinclair to visit him
again would be obviated.

‘onsiderable surprise was manifested by
Mrs. Sinclair at so sudden a resolution, and
she would immediately have gonce to her
friend, had not a look from her son stopped
her. He was at no loss to account for the
removal, he only wondered at its not having
taken place long Dbefore; .a‘nq he plainly

‘comprehended that Mortimer had been the '

instigator of this journey. That it was the
best thing which could be adopted for .all

parties he was convinced, thqugh he endured

a thrill of intense agony when Lord Fitz
Eustace mentioned the purport of his visit,
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During the short time his Lordship remained,
the major preserved his usual composure, but
the door had scarccly closed after the baron,
when hg started up, and walked quickly to
and fro.

In vain his mother spoke to him, inquiring
why she wgs not to go to Mrs. Hamilton; in
vain she cntreated him to tell her what ailed
him, for every trace of colour had left his
cheek ; he appeared equally deal' and blind,
as he passcd her unnoticed.

¢ My dearest Frederic,” she said, affection-
ately taking hold of his arm, ¢ pray tell me
what is the matter?”

He seemed in a degrec to recover himselfl
when he felt her hand, and, after looking at
her a moment, ¢ Mother,” he replied, < do
not ask. I cannot tell you now. Perhaps
some other time you may know how hard I
have struggled to do my duty.” After a
moment’s thought, he resumed: ¢ You must
not go to Mia Hamilton, she is leqWil
Naples to avoid me.” Llis bitter tone -‘ﬁ
prised and grieved his fond parent, who,
though she could not exactly comprehend its
cause, now for the first time began to percecive
that some mfstery hung over Frederic and
Maria. from which had originated the con-
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duct she had so often, yet so uselessly, sought
to penetrate. Iler eyes filled with tears as
she quitted her hold, saying, “ You know
Frederic, I have every confidence iyyyou, and
since you request this, it shall be dene with-
out a comment; but can I not, at least, write
to Maria? I may never see her pgain.”

Sinclair sighed heavily, and, without re-
plying, leaned against the window in deep,
abstraction. Seeing him in so incomprehen-
sible a state, Mrs. Sinclair forcbore farther
importunity, and for some moments anxiously
watched his changing countenance. At length
he appeared more calm, and, obscrving she
was looking distressed, he said, as he kissed
her, ¢ I shall go out, mother, for I am sure I
am neither doing you nor myself any good
here. 1 dare say I shall be home by dinner
time, but if not, do not wait.” He took his
hat, and departed without opposition, for Mrs.
Sinclair was unwilling to add to his discom-
posure by any farther questiohs; but, as the
weary hours crept on, her maternal fears aug-
mented for his safety, and numberless were
the conjectures she formed, and the reasgns
she assigned for his agitation, erc her idolised
son returned. e
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CHAPTER XX.

His words arc bonds, his oaths are oracles,

His love sincere, his thoughts immaculate,

His tears, pure messengers from his heart,

His heart as far from fraud as heaven from earth.

SITAKSPEARE,

AvrHouGH our {ricnd Frederic had so keenly
felt the reserve of Mrs. Hamilton, during the
period of his forced visits; and although he
had endeavoured by every means in his power
to avoid temptation, he felt the most alarming
regret on hearing it was the intention of Lord
Fitz Eustace to proceed on his journey. At
that moment, ¢ became conscious of the
secrct plcasure he had unwittingly received
from being with her, although hc had con-
stantly been reminded, by her manner, of
the harsh opinior she had every reason to
entertain of kim., He was.absolutely terri-
fied at his semsations, and most bitterly did
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he repent his false security. He discovered
that he had overrated his strength, in sup-
posing he could so constantly see unmoved,
one he had so fervently loved; for,‘notwith-
standing her conduct, and his own assumed
indifference, he found that his affection had
tatally increased. To pax‘t frony her was a
severer pang than he had. anticipated, but
that was a trifle, in comparison to the jgea
of her quitting the city, in consequence of
the false impresSion she had imbibed, and
the misconstruction of his actions. 1f he
could only convincg her, by the most complete
and candid explanation, of the erroneous
judgment she had formed of him, he believed
he should be happy, or at least contented;
and without which he felt he never could
be so. These were the tumultuous thoughts
which occupicd his mind on the departure
of Lord Fitz Eustace, thpughts which made
him insensible to the voice of parental ten-
derness, and which racked hls soul to its
very centre. Ile could not endure to wit-
nesg his mother’s uneasiness, and yet be
constrained to hide the cause from lgt-r,
though, as her participation was useless, he
was averse to give her pain’ Y the commu-
nication. Therefore he left her as we have
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already said, and during the solitary walk he
indulged for several hours after, he succeeded
in recovering the “composure necessary for
putting ‘in practicc the resolution he then
formed.

With feelings of rcnewed hope, in conse-
quence of his reflections, he traced his way
towards the hotel where Lord Fitz Eustace
resided, and, entering unobserved, or at least
unquestioned, for he was a well known visiter
of the English Nobleman,’ he mounted the
stairs for the first time, with uncontrolled
plcasure. A smile of bitter, stern, determina-
tion, crossed his countenance, as he approached
the Baron’s room door, which he gently opened.
Mrs. Hamilton was the sole occupant of the
apartment, and, for an instant, a slight change
was visible in her look, when she recognised
the intruder.

Frederic had expected, and intended, to see
Lord itz Eustace, or his son, tht;relolesh elt
somewhat stax‘ded on finding himsel lonc
with Maria ; ‘but his resolution was unmedl-
ately formed, and he determined to take advan-
tage of the propitious moment, by making her
the depository of ,the explanation he had in-
tended for thesears of her father or brother.

‘ Pardon this intrusion, Mrs. llamilton,”
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he said, advancing towards her. “I came
with the hope of finding his Lordship at home.”

““ My father has becn gone out a few minutes
only, Major Sinclair,” she replied, in her usual
manncer, “and I am sorry I cannot iygform you
when he is likely to rcturn.”

‘““May 1 then hope—may Irequest, Mrs Ham-
ilton, you will allow me to make the application
to yourself, which I had intended to make
through his lordship? ” «

Maria turned alittle pale, and for aninstant
hesitated, when he continued, ¢ Youleave
Naples to-morrow, I believe,—and we part for
cver! Would, indced, we had ncver met, for
both our sakes—hut fate has ordered it other-
wisc! We have long been acquainted, and
anfortunate circamstances have conspired to
give you an evil opinion of me, as unjust as
it is unfounded—I know appearances have
becn against me—I know I have at times been
imprudent, but [ have not merited the scorn
and hatred you have manifested lately. I
would live in your mcmory, “'ityout reproach,
and I come, as a suppliant, to request you will
listen to an explanation of my apparently
guilty conduct.” .

‘“No, no, Major Sinelair,” interrupted
Maria, quickly, half rising adshe spoke, “ I
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cannot hear all this—Indeed you are ungene-
rous to require me to revert to the past.”

‘“ Let me entreat you, Mrs. Hamilton,” he

replied, in & tone of remonstrance, * as you
value the happiness of a fellow creature, to
hear me—you cannot refuse, I see you will
not.” He gently lgid his hand upon her arm
to detain her; when'she said, “ You will not
oblige me to remain, Major Sinclair?”
« “No, by heavens!” he returned, drawing
back, and colouring highly. ‘ Yet, be not so
obdurate, Maria, you once were kind—be so
again, and I will promise, if you desire it, nay,
I will swear, never to annoy you again by my
presence.” Ilis tone was so earnest, yet so
sad, that Mrs. ITamilton found it impossible to
resist, and her determination of frigidity was
half vanquished, when he pronounced her
name in his expostulation.

In a tremulous voice she said, as she rcseated
herself, “If I can give you any satisfactign by
according your demand, I am ready ¢o"d¥ so,
but——"’ L 4

“Ah! Mrs. Hamilton, spare me any more
objections, and permit me to avail myself of
your generosity—Y our manner the last month
has convinced mg ‘that you have neither for-
given, nor forgdtten, the occurrence which took
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place some time ago, and conduct of mine,
which was certainly liable to censure, however
much it was intended for the best—I am about
to speak of thoughts and feelings you are to
consider as long since dead, therefore, let not
their expression distress you, for to%estify my
innocence is my only object.”

Maria trembled violentlyd but, not attempting
to interrupt him, he continued, % You believe
me base enough to have sought to alienate your
affection from your husband—I heard the foul
calumny breathéd in your presence, by whom
I know not; and though, at that moment, I
could have refuted it, as conscientiously as I
do now, I was so stunned at the charge, so
fearful of giving you unnecessary pain, that 1
resolved sooner to be considered a heartless, a
detected villain, than inflict one pang on—on
theheart of—of my friand—I may have felt
sincere pleasure in your society,—I may have
enjoyed too much of your friendship, but heaven
is my witness how little I thought of injuring
you, or I would long hefors have sacrificed
every wish, every hope, as fndedd, T had done,
to my duty. When first I knew you, Mrs.
Hamilton, I was blindly led by my feelings to
take a dangerous delight, ih your kindficss,
from which I was not aroused #ntil duty called
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me away—Then I acknowledged my weakness
to myself, for I felt I—I loved—Nay, do not let
me distress you,” he said, seeing the painful
flush which spread itself over her face.
“ Receive my confession, as that of a dying
man, whose feelings, whether-good or evil, will
soon be buried with him.”

Maria startgd, thet colour fled from her cheek,
“Sinclair,” she said, hurriedly, “ why speak
of the grave,! Alas! what do you meditate?”
R My duty, returned the major, firmly:
““but let me proceed—I said I'loved—it is truc
—I could have sacrificed every earthly consi-
deration to have called you mine—but I was
poor‘—I was untitled !—I could not—would not,
ask you to seck poverty and obscurity for me —
1 heard Lord Fitz Eustace sought noble al-
liances for his family, ai.d I could not venturc
to probe your sentiments, only to-tell you I must
quit you for ever—for my love was hopeless !—
I tore myself away from Merton, Mrs. Hamil-
ton, withoutrevealing thefirethat consumed me.;
for your sake, leaving the field open to my_r%
—I consented ‘to bé condemned and upbraided
in silence, rather than place you in the state
of despair in which 1 found myself—You may
despise nfy folly, Maria, you wmay wonder at
my presumptign--but the heart is an unruly
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steed, and is not to be managed without a
watchful eye, and a severe bit. I had relaxed
both these over mine, and I paid the penalty.
Do you credit this declaration? Can you excul-
pate me, in this instance, from wilful (‘ceit?”

“ I must not doubt your word, your honour,
Major Sinclair,” returned Mrp. Hamilton, with
an cffort, for an instant raising her eyes from
the floor, where they were firmly direc.ted. Shg,
indeed, had more the appearance of a criminal
than he who addressed her, for she dared not
look at Frederic, for fear of betraying the
emotions which struggled in her bosom. Every
word shc was constrained to utter, she feared”
would force with it the surcharged tear, which

#ylready stood in her eye; while her colour
came, and went, w1th a rapidity denoting her
suffering. .

Sinclair, on the contrary, sat nearly opposite
to her, calm and undaunted, though, now and
then, as he marked her increasing agitation, a
shade of augmented sadness passed over his
features. * I thank you,” he ankwertd, coldly.
“ My word may then, perhaps, suffice to con.
vince you that my honour was outraged by
being supposed the betrayer of the wife of my
friend; at least, a friend in the' general accep-
tation of the word—the cruel dew;ncr of the

VoL 1I. N
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woman I once loved—and for whom I had
sacrificed my happiness on earth.”

Hore his overpowered auditress, unable
longer to repress her feelings, covered her face
with Her handkerchief, to conceal the tears
which flowed copiously, and Sinclair continued
more earn?stly : 4« Oh ! Mrs. Hamilton, believe
me imprudent—believe me arrogant of my
IPental powers—believe me selfish—but acquit
me of the wish to injure you—to supersede
your late husband in your affection. That
fatal, that base, declaration, which warned you
of your supposed danger from me, has never
ceased to vibrate in my ear, and to tell me
that, though not guilty of the criminal inten-
tion it denounced, at least, I had entailed
mortification on you, and hatred and disgust
on myself. Willingly would I have refuted the
accusation before I went to T reland, but how
could I clear myself from the imputed crime,
without owning the ardent, the imprudent, love
I .had once ¢ntertained for you—without com-
mitting tht vety fault of which I was accused,
by declaring how deep, how unchangeable had
been my affection for Miss Delmar? a declara-
“ion which was forbidden to the ear of Mrs.
Hamilton., ¥ saw I should only appear more
despicable in your eyes, and I was silent.
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Judge my feelings since the time I left you—
my conduct unexplained, my character, with
you, blighted—judge the agony I endured in
determining to quit you, knowing I must be
considered all—and perhaps much mor®—than
I had heard myself proclaimed! But I over-
came it, to spare you the pajn of declarations
I knew might not gain belief, fof I had no
means of proving my innocence. When we
met here, Mrs. Hamilton, Lord Fitz Eustace,
to our mutual aversion, invited me to his
table, and I have in vain endeavoured to shun
his kindness for your, and my own, sake;
I have felt your severity far deeper than I dare
express; and, when I heard to-day you were
going to fly my hated vicinity, I determined to
inform your father of the truth. You know
the rest, Mrs. Hamilton; I found you alone,
I have told you all—will you acquit—will you
believe, me?” '

Maria would have spoken, but her chest
heaved convulsively, her breath came thick
and short, while the large tears®rolled over her
pale checks. Sinclair took her offered hand,
and, gazing earnestly upon her, continued,
“Will you forgive the avowal of my loves
Maria, and believe the purity of that alone

N2
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was a sufficient barrier to any evil designs
against you?”

s T will—I do, indeed, Frederic,” at length
she articulated, with difficulty ; ¢ I believe you
have Been calumniated, and that honour has
guided your conduct throughout. Perhaps,
indeed, I have mot thought so ill of you as
you have 'supposed.”

“Then, why Maria, treat me so contemptu-
ously—why leave Naples on my account?”

The blood rushed in tforrents into Mrs.
Hamilton’s face, the tears again started to her
eyes; hut, before she could answer, Frederic
resumed, with less distance, than he had be-
fore maintained, ‘“ Have I been mistaken, and
do you go against your will?”

‘Lord Fitz Eustace’s health——"" she fal-
tered.

“Ah! true, I had forgotten.” One instant
he paused; his countenance assumed a darker
expression, then rising, abruptly, he took her
hand, saying, < May every earthly good attend
you, Mrs.-Haniilton! I deeply thank you for
the patience, the indulgence, with which you
have listenod to me; and your kind exculpa-
«tion has restored me, if not to happiness, at
least to the.prospect of content, Pity and
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forget the ill-fated Frederic Sinclair.” He
relinquished her hand, and turned to the door,
but, ere he reached it, the unfortunate Maria,
as she faintly uttered his name, had sunk
senseless on the floor.

In one second, Sinclair was again at her
side, in no -small alarm; wx’h dangerous ten-
derness he raised and bore her to a®sofa ; and,
having essayed in vain te restore her suspended
animation, by freely admitting the air into tle
apartment, and calling her by every endearing
name, he was about to summon some one to
Maria's assistance, when the room door opened,
and Lord Fitz Eustate, with Mr. and Mrs.
Delmar, entered.

“ Thank Heaven!” exclaimed the major,
with an earnestness which amply testified his
previous anxiety, ¢ thank Heaven! you are
returned, my lord, in time to save her.”

“ Save who ?” said the baron, eagerly, as he
advanced to the couch. “ Maria! Sinclair!
what does all this mean?”

“ Mrs. Hamilton has been’taken ill, my
lord,” returned Frederic, impatiently, while
Beatrice hastened up to the couch, and began
to attempt Maria’s renovation. .

¢ And are you the cause of herindisposition,
sir?” enquired her father, in no gehtle tone.
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 Unhappily, I am my lord. I had taken my
leave of Mrs. Hamilton, when she was seized
in the manner you see.”

“You were going to leave her, then ?” said
Mortimé&r, looking quickly at his father.

«1 was, Mr. Delmar—to leave her for ever!”
After pronouncirg these words, with bitter
emphasis, fie turned, with his companions, to
the invalid, who appeared now to be recover-
ing. Her eyes, as they unclosed, wandered
anxiously from one aflectionate face to another
of those friends who surrounded her, until
they rested on that of Sinclair, when her check
crimsoned, and, bursting into tears, she for
somc time sobbed hysterically. That single
look, however, had bcen enough for Frederic.
How often is not the language of the eye more
eloquent than words! That singie look be-
spoke feelings which he had not ventured fpr
one moment to harbour ; feelings he had come
to renounce—to resign for ever!- It told him
of a love urtil now unknown, and against
which he hid sé vehemently struggled. .Pale
and motionless he stood—the sudden revﬁn
from despair to hope, created by this glafice,
afmost transfixed him—he looked fearfully
upon Maria, searcely believing the evidence of
his'senses, so unexpected had been the ray of
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comfort which now pierced through the cloud
of deepest gloom, which had overshadowed
him so long.

He forgot every prudential measure, he for-
got his want of title—he forgot he w#s in the
presence of any save her he had so hopelessly
loved, and, taking her hand,in his trembling
grasp, he silently, but fervently,®pressed it.
The thrill of delight which ran through his
frame, as he recognised her timid return, rt-
called him to himself, when he saw that his
friends had left him alone with Mrs. Hamilton.

The kind Mortimer, in fact, divining the
cause of his beloved Sister’s indisposition, no
sooner saw that she had partially recovered
than he gently drew his wife and father from
the room; and, as he closed the door, his
affectionate heart glowed with the anticipated
pleasure of sceing Maria at length restored to
happiness, by becoming the cherished wife of
the only man she had ever,loved.

Having modestly, and considegately, accom-
panied Delmar in his retreat, we must plead
ignorance of the conversation which succeeded
between Frederic and Maria. We believe,
however, our readers are sufficiently acquainted
with the dispositions of each &o fathom the
result. Mutually attached, thou}h restrained
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from evincing or acknowledging their real
feelings, by their high sense of honour, they
only required a few minutes of renewed confi-
dence to remove the veil which had so long
hung asound the actions of each. Sinclair’s
undisguised explanation had paved the way
to the subsequent, geclaratlon of his unbounded
love. Necu we say how sincerely, though
timidly, it was returned, or how rapturously
Frederic received the promise of the hand he
had despaired of obtaining. No! all those
who have followed him in his upright path
can imagine his feelings, and will believe, al-
though Mrs. Hamilton required in her conces-
sion, that the eighteenth month of her widow-
hood should have expired, ere she became his—
he thought himself supremely blessed—and
most joyfully accepted the conditions. Lord
Fitz Eustace ncither could nor would object to
the contemplated union—he had imbibed too
strong a desire of repairing the errors he had
committed in grranging Maria’s former marri-
age, not to-acqmesce most cordially in this
second alliance of hen,pwn choice.

It was on the following morning, to that on
wkick the major had expected for ever to be
separated from her whose image had so long
been enshrin(d in his heart, that he obtained
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the entire approval of his lordship to the con-
nection.

T have received too. severe a lesson, Sin-
clair,” said he, “not to listen with a willing
car to the appeal of affection, for Isfecl per-
suaded yoa had Maria’s love long before I
unfortunately exerted my power ; and, although
she was the exemplary wife of Ramilton, her
hcart could never be called his. She is a gem
of rare value, my young friend,” he continfied,
as he conducted our enraptured soldier into
the adjoining room, where Mrs. Hamilton was
scated with her brother and Beatrice. The
former blushed deebly, and her cyes were suf-
fused with tears, not those of grief, bowever,

as her father, placing her hand in that of

Frederic, said to the latter, in rcference to his
last words,  Take and appreciate her, for she
is fitted to adorn the state of the man she loves :
may you both be as happy as you deserve to be,
as a reward for your trials and unshrinking
virtue.—1 trust experience hag taught me to
look for surer hopes of feligity, in that of my
children, than in the attainment of empty
names and dazzling splendour, which arc, atbest,
but unstable foundations for real happiness.
To dwell amidst the four beiftigs I love most on
earth, and to contemplate your dmiling coun-
* Nb
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tenances,” he pursued, looking affectionately
at his companions, ‘““will be a comfort to me,
after all the evil that I have brought upon
myself and others.”

This wndisguised avowal of a change of
sentiment amply testified how keenly Lord
Fitz Eustace had (elt the late events, thus to
have crushed all his darling schemes, all his
former cherished hopes ; and, by degrees, to
make him regard the love of his children with
more solicitude than their. aggrandizement.
But so it was, he had been brought by disap-
pointment, illness, and consequent reflection,
to acknowledge his faults ; and, though this was
the first time he had openly declared his feel-
ings, his son and daughter had some time before
perceived, with pleasure, that he was becoming
a convert to the superiority of mental, over
external, qualifications.

I trust, my lord,” replied Sinclair, ‘neither
Maria, nor you, will ever have to rcpent the
generous kindness that is now conferred upon
me. That Iomay prove myself worthy of it,
believe me, shall be my constant endeavour,”

¢« T doubt it not, Frederic,” answered his lord-
ship, smiling ; * and if ever looks were a true
index of the migd, Maria’s declare her perfect
confidence—Ifam now only solicitous that you
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"all should be happy, and love each other, which
I am persuaded such conduct as yours cannot
fail permanently to secure.”

All united in thanking the Baron for his
gratifying expressions of satisfactign in their
favour, assuring him, at the same time, of their
constant desire to afford him every comfort in
their power—a promise thgy failed not to fulfil :
and the once haughty Baron, for some months,
tasted a purer draught of happiness i thee
society of his amjiable children, though neither
had consulted his former ambitious views, than
he had ever enjoyed, when in the full contem-
plation of his lofty flights.

In Beatrice, and Frederic, he gained a new
son and daughter, who vied with his own in
soothing the pillow of disease; and, when, a
few months after seeing Maria and Sinclair
indissolubly united, he sank into the grave, his
last breath was employed in returning thanks
to heaven for warning him of his dangerous
course; and giving him time. for repentance,
and the due appreciation ofthe different mem-
bers of his family.
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CHAPTER XXI.

*« Now let us thank th’ Eternal Power ; convine'd
That Ileaven but tries our virtue by afHiction :
That oft the cloud which wraps the present hour
Serves but to brighten all our future days.”
ANONYMOUS.

SIR George Heron, and his kind mother alter-
nated between the Metropolis and the estates
of the former, during the absence of their
friends from England, in whose joys and sor-
rows they failed not to sympathise, though the
accounts they received from America diverted
their thoughts for some time. Sir George,
indeed, was more anxious about Lady Dinely
than might h#ve Leen expected, after all that
had passed ; but the baronet still felt an un-
changeable interest in his cousin, an ardcnd
wish fox her happiness, increased, perhaps, by
the conviction that she had taken a doubtful
means for procering it.
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T A very short time confirmed the sad fore-
bodings he had formed, in his several oppor-
tunitics of judging of Mary’s prospects, for
all her letters from the Western world breathed
a spirit of grief and despondency, whieh dceply
affected her friends. Sir Harry continued to
dissipate his remaining pro?erty by gambling,
regardless of the interests of hfs wife and
children, until he became again involved to a
frightful amount. The interest of Mary’s pro-
perty alone preserved them from distress, and
furnished the means for a constant change of
abode, by which they eluded his importunate
creditors. *

After this intelligence, a long interval suc-
ceeded without any farther tidings of her, and
her friends began to entertain the greatcst un-
easiness, when their minds were diverted by
the announcement of Lord Fitz Eustace’s de-
cease at Milan, and the intention of his family
to repair to their native country. But, ere this
joylul proposal could be aécomplishcd, letters
from New York arrived, conveying the dis-
tressing news of the death of Sir Harry Dinely,
who had fallen in a duel, leaving his family in
great difliculties. The friend, who comanuai-
cated this intelligence, expréssed the greatest
uneasiness with regard to the widow, who was
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completely overcome by the dreadful shock,
and serious apprehensions were entertained for
her life. These accounts were speedily fol-
lowed by others in confirmation of their worst
fears. Every thing had been done to restore
Lady Dinely, but in vain. She had cexpired a
few weeks after her husband of a fever, leav-
ing a letter| the last she had written, which
she desired might be delivered with her child
into the hands of her aunt.

“In consequence of this .request,” ran the
words of the letter from her friend, ¢ I will
send the boy to England as soon as I reccive
funds for that purpose, until which time, I,
myself will be his guardian.” Upon this
cvery measure was adopted by the Herons to
further the intentions of the benevolent friend
of the ill-fated Mary ; and in anxious sus-
pense they waited for the answers to the letters
they had immediately despatched.

Nearly two years had elapsed, since the vil-
lage bells of Bgrnersford had pealed merrily in
celebration ¢f the marriage of the honmxe
Mortimer Delmar, when the Hall again b e
the theatre of rejoicing from the anticipated
arrivzl of the travellers, who had promised to
dedicate some wéeks to Sir George and Lady
Heron, uponftheir return to England, prior to
- their installation in their own residences.
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The day on which they were expected was
one of nervous agitation to the good Lady
Heron; she had every thing in preparation
many hours before there was any possibility
of their accomplishing the journey ; amd, inca-
pable of settling herself to her usual avoca-
tions, she wandered from room to room in
impatient restlessness. 4

Sir George also, notwithstanding his vaunted
stoicism, loitered round the house, or spent his
time in watching ,the various objects through
his telescope, as they passed along the high
road at-some distance. Sometimes he threw
bimself on the velvet lawn, and endeavoured
to read, but in vain! the book was soon hurled
to a distance; and he again rcturned to his
mother to discuss the probable time of their
friends’ arrival. Five o’clock came, and
George’s patience was on the wane, when he
rushed into the room where Lady Heron was
sitting, to apprise her of their approach.

The baronet received his belgved sister on
the same spot they had parted, amd, for some
moments, every feeling was absorbed in the joy
of the re-union. All were warmly welcomed,
but the reception George gave his friend was
expressive of the strong bYotherly affection
which had sprung from the pare seeds of
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friendship, that for so many years had bound
them together. In boyhood they had learnt to
appreciate the character of each other, and
they mutually rejoiced in the prospect of the
constant, communion afforded by their reta-
tionship.

The lovely mfant that Beatrice had presented
to her fond lmsband a few months before, came
in for a duec share of admiration, and tended
by‘its presence to enhance the delight of the
travellers’ return. .

Major and Mrs. Sinclair were equally satis-
fied with the attention lavished upon them, and
uninterrupted happiness and comfort reigned
throughout the mansion. The whole party in-
deed appeared like one large family, so well
did they assimilate, and Lady Heron partici-
pated most fully in the blessings around her.

The untimely fate of her niece alone acted
as a corrective to the unbounded satisfaction
she received from the approximation of all she
loved ; but wlzen, after some time, the little
child arrived.in England, and, according to the
wishes of its mother, become the ward of Sir
George Heron, she felt more resigned to. hel’
loys, fyom an idea that, in cherishing the y
scion of the house of Dinely, she had ot
wholly been ¢eprived of the power of shewing
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her maternal affection for her niece. From the
unhappy Mary’s letter, her friends learnt with
pain the misery she had brought upon herself,
through her folly. Happiness had fled from
her since her marriage, for her huspand had
treated her with the utmost harshness, partly
merited, she allowed, for indifference, and
thoughtless levity had mérked dher conduct.
Most severcly, however, was she punished, for
she considered herself as the sole cause ofeSir
Harry’s decath, as the duel originated from a
dispute caused by her flirtation.

Thus had this foible been her bane, for, by
it she had lost the love of her cousin, the
esteem of her friends, and the life of her hus-
band, besides innumerable hours of distress
to herself.

She concluded her letter by the strongest ex-
pressions of repentance, and sincere hopes of
pardon for her trangressions, in which the
Herons most fervently united.

Years have rolled away, sinc. the events
above detailed. Smiling famylies bave crowned
the unions of the Sinclairs and Fitz Eustaces,
augmenting the happiness of all.

Sir George Heron is still single, ang, for the
present, appcars determined to preserve his
libgrty. His house, where his vengrable mother
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continues to preside as formerly, is the con-
stant resort and rendezvous of his family and
friends, among whom, Frederic Sinclair and
his doting parent hold no inconsiderable place.
Our friend, Mortimer Delmar, now Lord Fitz
Eustace, has placed a tablet, in Claybrook
church, to the memory of Ellen, of whose ex-
istence no otker trabe now remains, save that,
her virtues and sorrows have left in the minds
of those who loved her; for her child who
might have demanded their attention, fell a
victimn to the hooping-cough, when about two
years old. Yet, although the same motive does
not exist for Lord Fitz Eustace’s return to a
spot rendered so painful by circumstances, as
if it had lived, he has frequently been secn
during his temporary visits to Heron Castle,
attended by his beloved Beatrice, beside the
humble grave of the Village Flower, and tears
of pity have moistened the turf beneath which
innocence and virtue repose— *

“ In vain the dews of IHcaven descend above, ','""h
The bleliding fiower, and blasted fruit of love.”

Having thus assembled all our surviving
friegds,. and made them pass in review before
us, we draw a cyrtain over the future; hoping
that those whgumay have leisure, or inclination

v
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to follow the steps of the Baron’s family will
acknowledge the danger of committing a first
fault, and the cvils attendant upon pride and
sclfishuess, in opposition to the permanent ad-
vantages derivable from a strict adlerence to
generosity and uprightness.

Let every one beware of the first fault, since
it is impossible to tell into that # labyrinth of
crime they may be drawn, ere they have power
to extricate themselves, and at length ®are
overtaken in their guilty course by a just,
though perhaps a heavy, punishment.

THE ENBR.
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HIGHFIELD "TOWER.

CHAPTER I

Sighing, as threugh the shadowy past,
Like & tomb-searcher, memory rin,
Lifting cach shroud that time had cast
O’cr buried hopes, he thus began : —

It was a beautiful summer evening, the sun
was just sinking into a radiant bank of
clouds, which veiled the western horizon,
and the bright fleecy vapours that emanated
from his rcceding glory, hovering round his
retreat, like gay and dazzling ®ourtiers in the
suite of Majesty, spreading fhemselves in long
trains over the clear blue vault of heaven;
each tint increasing in brilliancy as the orb
of day declined. The air, yet ifpregnated
with the noontide heat, slighfly agitated the
lcaves and smaller branches.bdf the noble
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timber trees, which stood in picturesque
groups over a wide extent of park land;
bearing on its balmy breath the sweet song
of many a tiny vocalist, mingled with the soft
tinkle of the sheep-bell, and the low hum of
the neighbouring village, which lay without
 the verge of the domain. Upon a slight ele-
vation towards the centre of the estate, the
site of an ancient fortress, stood an extensive
square building of red brick, which was par-
tially concealed by a clump of luxuriant
cedars, though sufficient was visible to dc-
note the form and scale of the edifice. It was
flanked on one side only by a solitary wing,
which would have imparted an air of irregu-
larity to the whole, had not the conservatory,
the work of modern days, stood on the other
side, and partly compensated for this appa-
rent error in the structure. The velvet lawn,
separated by an invisible fence from- the
park, sloped away on the left to a fineghect
of water, whicli, from a small though rapid
stream in the higher part of the valley, here
assumed the character of a lake, studded with
gvoody islets.
™ X hhndsume stone bridge of a single arch

and simple architecture, was thrown across
. ¢ ;
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+#he narrowest part, over which ran the road
from the entrance-gate to the mansion.

Upon the parapet leaned a stout, healthy
man of about fifty years of age, whose ap-
pearance bespoke him an upper , Servant
attached to the propcriy. For some minutes
his eyes wandercd with visible pride and
satisfaction over the pleasgng sgene around
him ; he scemed to contemplate every thing
with inward pride, until the lake became the
object of his observation, when a shade of
melancholy crossed his brow, and he quickly
turned to another part of the park, the con-
teniplation of which appeared more gratifying.
The approach of a young man, his junior by
five-and-twenty summers, in a similar rank of
lifc to his own, roused him, and he turned
with a smile, saying, *“ Well, Plowden, how
is your father to-night?”

¢ Thank you, Mr. Prior, he is something
better,” replicd he, *‘ and we have yet hopes
of seeing him about again.””;

“ That is well, Ralph} bl@t 'Wh‘clt. brings you
here this evening?”

¢ Oh! nothing particular, sir, only I thought
I would just take a stroll through }E‘Z;Ra".k’
as the new Earl comes down to-morrow. |

VOL. I1I. ’ * -
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suppose we shall not be allowed to shew ouns
faces here any longer?”

¢ There cannot be such frec range over the
place, of course;’’ returned the other, ¢ but T
hope we shall not find a harder master than
my late Yord ; he was all kindness and muni-
ficence, certainly ; but, from what I have secn
of the present Eayl, I think we shall not have
any cause of complaint, he appears anxious
al should be satisfied.”

“I am glad you think so, Mr. Prior; pray
do you know auy thing of the family?” in-
quired the young man,

“ Very little, Ralph, for General Stracy
passed his early life i India, and, since his
return to this country, bas lived wholly in
Devonshire. HMe was the only brother of
my late lord, and has several children. I saw
Lord Stracy, the cldest, when I was in Lon-
don some months since, and a fine young
man he is, about three or four-and-twenty, I
should think.”

“ Well! it awill be quite a novelty to me
for Highﬁeid Tower to he inhabited ; for you
know it has been quite deserted ever since my
father has rented the Barron Farm, and that
will“De fen years come Michaelmas.”
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T« Yes, Plowden,” rejoined Mr. Prior with a
deep sigh and a shake of the head; “itis a
matter of fifteen years since the decath of the
countess, and her husband never returned
here after that. I know he could net bew:
even to think of the pluce. Poor gentleman !
he lost his all in losing her.” Again Mr.
Prior bent over the bridge, aha gaked on the
quict laudscape, with mixel pleasure and
pain. Ralph, however, was not inclined %o
let him indulge hig thoughtful mood, for he
quickly said,

“ I wonder he did not dispose of the pro-
perty, as he had such’an aversion to it.”

“« Doubtless he would have done so0,” an-
swered his companion, “ had not his lady re-
quested him to kcep the place, for her sake.”

“ Oh! indeed, T never heard that.”

““Come then,” replied the fanctionary kindly,
“ let us go down to the village, for I must see
Simpson to-night; and we will share a mug
of ale, while I tell you about theg event which
deprived us of our lord’s presence.* -

This proposition was willingly acceded to
by Plowden, and a quarter of an hour’s walk
brought the companions to the litthﬁk’cﬁhl'
cottages forming the village of Highfield.

Notwithstanding it did not nymber more
*02°
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than one-hundred-and-fifty inhabitants, ';t
could boast its church, and tidy alehouse,
hoth cqually indebted for their erection to
the late noble proprietor of Highfield Tower:
and it cottages, scattered over an area of a
quarter of a mile in extent, were all neatly
white-washed, and bore an air of comfort and
cleanliness.whick. could not fail to convey an
impression of the happiness and contentment
o1 fheir inmates.

Mr. Prior proceeded immediately to discuss
his business with the jolly host of the Trefoil
Arms; after which he called for the ale, and
sat down with Ralph, on the rustic bench
which encircled the old tree before the door
of the little inn.

“ You must have heard, Plowden,” he said,
in a few minutes, ““ that 1 have been many
years at Highfield, indeced, it is turned twenty-
five since I was engaged by my late master to
superintend this estate. He was then in the
habit of spending much of the summer here
with the Countess, who was so greatly attached
to the place, that it was not without difficulty
he persuaded her to leave it for the gaieties of
Lapd.~, and the fashionable watering-places
in their seasens. She was much younger than
my lord, who did not marry till rather late in
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life; and she was altogether one of the most
beautiful and sweetest ladies ever seen. So
free and kind to all—so seusible, and willing to
be the fricnd of those who required her as-
gistance. She it was who built the dbttages
of our poor, and procured land to be allotted
to cach. She established the school, and
awarded prizes to the most ‘deserfing in the
village. It is not therefore wonderful if_slm
were almost adored; and the young Lord
Stracy—for at thatime she had a noble boy—
was almost as much a favourite as hersclf.
I remember, as if it.\v?re but yesterday, how
merrily he used to dance round me, as I went
about my business in various parts of the
estate, enquiring the meaning and use of all
the agricultural proceedings. Then he would
tell me what he would do when he became a
man, and how he would have me for a
bailiff! Poor fellow! I little thought, at
those happy moments, how soon his gay
voice would be hushed, and his light laugh no
longer heard in his favourfte fillds.” The
good man paused an instant; and his com-
panion said :—

“ Ah! how old was my yo.ung"'ﬂ’iﬂ""lﬁm,
Mr. Prior? I scarcely ever heArd you men-
tion him.” ) .



201 HIGHIFIELD TOWER.
l d

¢ Jt is a sore subject with me,” rejoined the
bailiff, sadly, “I loved him nearly as well as
my own children, and it was some timc after
his death beforc I could bear to hear his name,
with cémposure. He was, I think, about eight
or nine, then; a fine, daring boy, though, I
must say, a sp‘)ilod one. Well, he had a
private tut%)r, until he was thirteen, when my
lord.dctermined to send him to Westminster
school that he might learn, as he himself told
me, that there were others in the world to be
thought of besides himself; which, I must say,
was very just and necessary, for Lord Stracy
knew not the meaning of the word opposition.
This plan was strongly combatted by my lady,
who, having lost all her other children quite
young, was doubly averse to giving up this
only treasuie; but the Earl said so much, and
appcared so bent upon the measure, that she
at length consented, on condition.tiag they
should reside cntirely in London, Qd‘* & near
the child. Itowas a sad change to us-all, down
here, T assure fou, when they left ; but some
of Lord Stracecy’s holidays were spent at
Highfield ; and we expected the return of the
fam; o' Soon as his education was concluded
at Wostminster. Thus passed two years, when
the midsuxumer vacation brought down the

i
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Earl, with a large party of friends, and, for
the last time, we were gay. Lord Stracy was
so grown and improved we scarcely knew him,
though he still continucd the same Kkind,
amiable, creature he had cver been,'and all
went on happily for several weeks. Now,
during the time my young‘lord )w.d beca at
school, he had become very fond of hoating;
and, being an excellent hand at the oarpanigny
was the morning he spent in rowing about the
luke in the park,‘though my lady, having a
great aversion to the water, used often to
cndeavour to prevent his indulging in  his
favourite amusement. Unbappily, her worst
fears were too fatally realised! Never shall I
forget that sad day! and when you found me
to-night, Ralph, on the bridge, the pleasurce
I experienced in secing the estate I have so
long superintended look so nice and flourish-
ing, previous to the arrival of my new lord,
was so mixed up with the pain rccalled by thre
scene of Lord Stracy’s death %that 1 cannot
tell which preponderated ; and I really was
quite glad when you joined me.’

“I can easily comprehend your 1eehngs

-y e

Mr. Prior, but I will not mte,rrupt you.

«Jt was a beautiful morning in August,”
proceeded the other, “ and I wagin one of the
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new plantations, about a mile from the house,
when Lord Stracy came to me; and, after
asking several questions about the business
T was upon, said, as he went away, ‘My
father i$ coming down here this morning,
Prior, on his way to Barron Farm ; there-
fore, be so good (s to tell him I shall meet
him there.” These were the very last words
he spete to any one, Plowden !”

‘ Poor young gentleman,” said his attentive
listener, “ then it was the véry farm my father
now holds he appointed to go to. But pray
go on, Mr. Prior: how did the accident
happen ?”

“We never knew, exactly,” returned the
zood bailiff, “ but I will tell you all we found
out. The Earl arrived about mid-day, and,
after hearing his son’s message, continued his
walk. I thought no more ﬂﬁl::: the matter
until four o’clock in the afte’#$on, when one
of the servants came, and asked me if I could
tell him whepe' Lord Stracy was? at the same
time saying that the Earl had not seen him at
Barron Farm; consequently, both he and my
lady were very uncasy. I knew nothing of
him, but I immediately accompanied the man
to the lake ; for my young master had so often
.been found fiere, that it was the first place I
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thought of. The boat was not to be seen, but
I felt sure of finding my lord somewhere near,
and went on to that part, where the wood
hangs so much over the water. On turning
the corner beyond the bridge, the fast thing
that met my sight was a floating oar, and,
I hardly knew why, I felt a cold shudder ran
through me; while a vaglﬂ: sengation of fear
oppressed me. I loudly called my young
master, and, receiving no answer, Lurriel on
until the boat appcared, turned bottom up-
wards. This completely did for me, Plowden ;
in onc moment the horrible truth flashed on
my mind, and I became almost unable to act
or think, when Lord Stracy’s hat was found
under the boat; and little doubt could be
entertained of the dreadful accident we had to
deplore. No time, however, was to be lost; I
quickly procuredassistance ; but, almdst before
we had recovered from our first horror, sufli-
ciently to take the necessary measures in such
a case, the wretched news haying spread like
wildfire, the distracted Eerl #nd Countess
joined us; and, notwithstanding the most
earnest entreatics to the contrary, they per-
sisted in remaining to witness edevs: piccogs of
dragging that part of the falee. Never shall
I forget the frantic scream of mar lady, as our

09
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labours terminated in the recovery of the dear
hoy’s body, or the agony of my master, as he
endeavoured to tear the Countess from her
son’s corpse. It was a sight, Ralph, to have
moved a ‘neart of stone, and is as vivid now,
to my mind’s eye, as at the moufent of its
occurrence. But I dare not think of the scene
which followed, it is enough to say that all
our eyfrtlous failed to restore Lord Stracy;
and, from that hour, his mother never held up
her head! 1ler reason forsvok her for many
weeks, and when, by degrees, that was partially
recovered, her health gradually declined. The
Earl watched her with the most anxious care,
but he could not persuade her to leave High-
field, when change of air and scene was re-
commended ; for she loved it, for the sake of
her former happincss; and here she died, after
many months of patient suffering.”

‘“That was indeed melancholy,” -said young
Plowden, when Mr. Prior paused, and applied
to thee foaming: jug by his side, “ No wonder
the Earl left the piace.”

“ No, indeed, Ralph, hc was heart-broken ;
and has literally been dying by inches ever
sinm"" 12y, .

““ But, did yolu not discover the cause of this
drcadful business, Mr. Prior?”
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““ Never! there was not any clue to lead us
to the fact ; and, indeed, what desirable object
was to be obtained by such a discovery? the
misfortune was irremediable; and all felt it
oo deeply to care to open their lips upon so
harrowing a subjcct. Thus, as soon as the last
duties had been paid to the countess, Lord
Treloil set off for France,hnd never again sct
his foot on this part of his property.”

‘1 am not surprised at that,” returnel thes
young farmer, ‘‘no doubt he hated the place,
after having lost all he valued most in the
world here.”

“1n truth, I believe s9, Ralph, but, as I said
hefore, my lady having an affection for the
spot, he would not part with it.”” After a
momentary pausc, he continued, ‘Do you
know, I really think, I shall not like to have
Highfield re-occupied by strangers at first,
though I am sure I shall ecndeavour to reconcile
myself to them. The earl is in very bad health
T understand, so we shall notgee much of him,
and that will be very strawge td me.”

““ Well, Mr. Prior, I hope all will go on as
well as since you have been almost master
here, and then, I have no dowes; ul: hig lord-
ship’s tenants will be satisfied. But T must be
going homewards now,” he ai]l'led, rising as he
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spoke, “and I thank you much for your
tale.”

“You are quite welcome, Ralph, but do not
go without ancther glass of ale. Let us finish
the jog. [Mere is to the health and happiness
of Highfield, under its new master.” 'The young
friend of the bailiff made no objection to the
toast, or the proflerdd refreshment, and, a few
minutes’ after, having pledged each other, they
separaféu and rcturned home.

All was anxiety among the simple-minded
villagers on the following day, for the arrival
of the strangers, and numerous were the specu-
lations on the probable advantages, or disad-
vantages, to be anticipated from the re-occupa-
tion ol ITighficld Tower. The young fancied
the gaiety which would follow; the more ad-
vanced in life recalled, with satiigg‘ction, the
Kindness ef the late Earl and Cougidéss ; while
the aged hoped they might not find any change
for the worse from the eéxpected arrival.

'The curiosity gf the whole village, however,
was cxcited ; ard, tawards six o’clock, almost
the whole of its inhabitants had assembled at
the paé' gates, for the purpose of welcoming
the negg lord..~Fvery inequality of ground,—
cvery gate was takeh possession of, as a look-
out point; and,ﬁfor somec time, every ear and
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eye was on the stretch to catch the carliest
sound, or the first glimpse of the approaching
carriage. An hour passed, and signs of impa-
tience began to appear, some even talked of
going home, but were laughed out of 4t by their
less hasty companions; and others, weary of
the elevated positions they had taken up, de-
scended, and thrcw themselves ‘on the grass,
while the children began to give venttg their
long suppressed merriment, and to defy every
attempt of their Seniors for the preservation of
silencc and order. The evening, in short, was be-
ginning to close, ¢rea light britska turned the
corner of the road within sight, startling all by
its sudden appearance without any notice ; but
which was ecasily accounted for by the con-
tinucd and boisterous mirth of the younger
portion of the party. .

No time was lost by the peasants, upon the
cry of ‘ They arc coming,” in ranging them-
selves by the road side, notwithstanding the
violent collision of several in tlf gcncral haste;
and they stood uncovered, to do honour to
their lord. The carriage rapidly advanced;
and when its speed was for a moment arrested,
by passing the park gate, ,the men simlilta-
neously gave a cheer of congratulation, the
women curtsied, and the eyes «f all were di-
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rected towards an old gentleman, who, far from
returning the salutation, shrank into the corner
of the carriage, as if anxious to escape their
notice ; wavmo' his hand impatiently at the
same tlme, in token of disapproval.

This ungracious reception of their spontane-
ous civility, however, was partly compensatcd
for, by the proceeding of a young man, occu-

. Pying#k.2 rumble, who, without the least hesi-
tation, removed his hat, and with a gay smile
joincd them in their hurrah.

As the humble party adjourned to the Trefoil
Arus, and loitered for a few ninutes around the
favourite tree in its vicinity ; many were the
remarks hazarded upon the conduct and ap-
pearance of the newly arrived.

Some wondered who the youth was who had
so opportuncly scconded their expressions of
pleasure, while others spoke in terms of disap-
pointment of the bearing of the Earl ,a'or re-
gretted they had been induced- to leave their
homes at all, fur so short-lived a gratification
as that of seemw the earl enterhisown domains ; ;
which gratification they thought ill compen-
sated the trouble of watching three hours.

R;rph l;l‘(”fwden ,2however, was among the few
whe’ ‘appeared wﬂhng to he satisfied; for he
argued the repqrted illness of the Earl, as an
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excuse for his apparent want of courtesy, at
the same time that he declared he was sure
Lord Stracy, whom he recognised, from Mr.
Prior’s description of the young man on the
carriage, would soon be a grcat fdvourite in
the village.

He could not, however succee] in gaining
over many of his companions, thouwh he quitted
them with a firm adberence to his ownyopinion,
strenethened, as it was, by the information of
his friend, the worthy bailifl.
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CHAPTER II

On his gay visage middle age
Had not yet pressed its sighet sage,
Yet had not quench’d the open truth,
And fiery vehemence of youth ;
Forward and frolic gle2 was there,
The will to do, the soul to dare,
The sparkling glance, soon blown to fire
Of hasty love, or headlong ire.
SCOTT.

“WHERE is Stracy, HHorace?” said the Earl
of Trefoil", on the following morning, as he took
his seat at the breakfast-table, and held out
his plate for a slice of the ham, over which the
other was presiding. ¢ Not up yet, eh?”

« Surely, my lord,” returned the young man
s0 addressed, and who appeared scarcely to
have attained his fifth lustre, *you do not sus-
pect Tis lordShip of indulging in so idle a pro-
pensity on such a morning as this, when therc
is so Jarge a¢scope for his exploring taste.
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He was in iny room an hour or two since, but,
finding I was not inclined to join him in his
ramble, he left the house alone.”

“1 think he might have waited until he
could have accompanied me,” comtinued the
arl, “ but he is so thoughtless. Clara,” he
continued to a young lady about twenty, who
was seated on his righ{ “ fou must lend
me your arm in my walk this mmng_g, as
your brother has deserted his post.”

“ With the °*greatest pleasure, sir; but
doubtless, Stracy will return soon, for he is
well acquainted with your habits : perhaps he
has been unexpectedly detained.”

“ Oh! my little Clara,” rejoined her father,
placing his hand affectionately wupon hers,
¢ I know you are never at a loss for an excuse
for your friends; but Egerton is a.,.lmost too
bad sometimes.”

“ He is, indeed, my dear father; but you
know his dereliction from your orders of strict
regularity is more the cffect of his ardent
spirits, which cany him afway, than from any
intentional error.”

“I hope and believe you are right, my
dear; but still T am ingli®d to fedr his
exuberance will lead him beyond his depth in
the whirlpool of excitement.” o



306 -« HIGHFIELD TOWER.

‘“ Nay, nay,” he continued with a smile,
at the same time looking round the table,
at which were secated, besides those already
mentioned, his lady and younger children.
'Fhe formdr his junior by thirty years; and
the latter, a youth of about fiftcen, and two
little girls of tender age. ¢ Nay, nay, I sce
I must not 'say a‘nything against him, as
‘there‘ﬁrp so wmwany about to take up his
cause. One to six are fearful odds, so 1
must beat a rctreat, and retite in good order
before a supcrior force. Irudence is always
the better part of courage.’,

“ IHere hce comes, at last,” exclaimed Al-
gernon, as he observed his absent brother
at a bound clear the invisible fence, which
separated the lawn from the park; ‘ herc
he comes at last, looking as hot as if he
had been walking through the hot winds for
a week. Why, Stracy,” he pursued, as he
approached the window, throdgh which
the stray one fiow entered, ‘ where have
you hcen all this” time? wc have almost
done breakfast.”

‘ That is unfortunate, for I have yet to
comnfence mine, Algernon,” said the other
gaily ; “ however, I see you have not cleared
the l;gdrd.”
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Then,: coming to the table, he saluted the
Earl and Countess with an air of casy non-
chalance, nodding familiarly to the others.

“ You are late, sir,” was all his father said,
as Stracy drew a chair forward® and took
possession of it.

“ Am I, indced 7" he respouded, in a tone
of assumed snrprise, Yherefn a spice of
affectation might be detected ; whilsg he toolf
out his watch. ¢ Half-past ten, by Jupiter!
I had no idea ¥ had so far excceded my time.
1 beg you ten thousand pardons, my dear sir,
for my breach of duty ; but I was beguiled by
a petticoat so far that 1 lost my way.”

“ A fair excuse, 1 suppose you think, my
hoy,” returned the earl; “but, I assure you,
1 had rather you had offered me a less dan-
gerous one. Have a care w hult. you are
about.”

‘“ Nay, sir, youn take the matter too se-
riously. I spoke quite literally, for I never
saw the face of the object of my pursuit.  But
this change of air ha® made me devilish
hungry. 1 will trouble you for a wing of that
chicken, Horaee, and do let me have some
tca, Clara, in the name of allTfat is mefcitul.”

“Well ! but Stracy,” saif Algernon, “do

tell me where you have beenly
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‘“ Patience, hoy,” returned the brother, good
humouredly, ‘“ do you not see our father is
ready to go out, and I have not yet finished
my breakfast?”

“ Yes, but he has enlisted Clara in his
service, so you may stay a little longer.”

“ There is no occasion to hurry, Egerton,”
said his fathef, whé was gratified by his
anxietl to repair the unintentional error of
the morning. “ I can give you half an hour
to rest yourself, before I require your at-
tendance.”

JWith these words he left the room, where,
notwithstanding the renewed solicitations of
Algernon, Lord Stracy dispatched his meal,
before he permitted a word to escape him
relating to his early adventure.

Lady Trefoil and his sister, having then
retired td prepare for their walk, he said
gaily to the ladies Helen and Charlotte who
were playing about the room, ¢ Come, make
yourselves scarce, little people, or you will
not be ready to'go ot.t.”

“ Do you think we may go with you Stracy ?”
said the former, * papa did not"sayeso.”

“ Oh! I willtake you under my wing, as I
am Prime Ministér.”

H% .then too‘k. Horace Tulk, who was his



[
HIGHFIELD TOWER. . 309

brother’s tutor, by the arm, and led him to
the lawn ; when, turning to Algernon, he said
in a tone half angry, half playful, as he gave
him a box on the right ear, which almost
made the boy’s eyes flash fire,

“ I’ll teach you, you young dog, to question
me upon my proceedings, in presence of the
Earl and Countess. I sthought you knew
better than that. When, pray, did you detect
me at the confessional?” -

For an instant the boy staggered with the
blow, and Horace took up his cause.

“ You arc too severe, Stracy,” he said, in a
deprecating tone, *¢ ungenerous. Algernon
would not cxcite your father’s anger inten-
tionally.” )

‘““ No, that I would not, Egerton; and I
assure you that your gentle hint shall suflice
for my future instruction on the subject ; such
hints are too forcible to require frequcnt
repetition.” Ilc laughed as he spoke, and *
Stracy replied, as he laid his hand on his
brotlrer’s shoulder,  Yop are*a good fellow,
Algernon, and, as this grave and reverend
signior says, I believe I was over hasty, for
after all, you did not do awy mischief, as it
happened ; so I will tell ydu svhat I saw in my
ramble.”
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The recounciliation bcing thus effected, and
all the three seated on the grass, Lord Stracy
coatinued, ‘“ You must know that when I left
you, Horace, I struck right across the park
towards the village; for you know it was too
dark to se¢’ it as we came in last night, and I
wanted to know whether there were any good
houses about; so I strolled along the ficlds,
on the other side of thc high road, and at
lengthocane in sight of a long, low-roofed
mansion ; standing in what T suppose they
designate ““ a park,” and I ‘vas making my
remarks upon this new object, when T saw
something white fluttering hetween the trees,
which flanked the house on the left. Now I
don’t know why, or whercfore, but something
raised my curiosity to find out what was mo-
ving in this retired spot so early: doubtless,
it was idlencss, which they tell us is the root
of all evil. '

However, 1 followed a path acr - the
field, leading directly to a little gate J\‘.he
shrubbery; but,‘before I reached it, I *disco-
vered that a young lady was walking alone.
The demon of curiosity and mischief possessed
me, 80, when I reached the gate, which I
did very softly, you may be sure, finding
she had passed, T crept along the hedge to
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et sight of ier, for I had alveady discovere:d
she had the prettiest foot and ancle in the
world ; a perfect bijou of a foot. T am sure
you would have admired it, fastidious though
you be.”

“ Very possibly,” answered Itis friend
quietly,” but pray let us hear how far your
infinite prudence and disc;ction' led you, in
pursuit of your fair incognita.”

¢ Spare your irony, Mr. Tulk,® i% you
please ;”’ replied the young lord, with aflected
displeasure, “ my discretion must not be
questioned.”

« Because it cannot bear the ordeal, ch,
Stracy? but go on.”

« Well ; but where was 1?7 Oh! creeping
under the hedge. She was walking with
a book in her hand, which, together with
her straw bonnet, completely concegled her
face, which of course was beautiful ; for
unless | had placed myself directly hefore her,
] had no chance of a peep; why she se-
lected such an inconvenient *hgad gear, I
cannot imagine, unless sfle be unfit to be
looked at.”

“ Why did you not scale the enclosure, and
takc her by storm, Egerton?” asked his
brother, laughing heartily at his distress.
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** Because I was too prudent,” he replied, ,,
at the same time glancing at Horace: I did
indeed venture to leap the fence, when my
paticnce was exhausted, but, by Jove, I was
too much frightened to hold my vantage
ground ; for a most farious and terrific beast
of a dog, which T had not observed beforc in
her train, fley tonards me with such a yell
that I was fain to return whence I came, some-

- what=jufcker, too, than 1 advanced.

““The dog, not being able to follow, remained
velping furiously, whilst I, like a culprit, stood
immoveable behind a tree. It was vain I acted
the statue, however, the ‘animal continued to
bark, in spite of the calls of his mistress ; who
was evidently alarmed, though she did not
retrcat immediately.”

“Xam convinced I did not betray myself, yet,
I suppose she thought retreat the most prudent
course to adopt, for, in a few minutes, I heard
her receding footsteps, and all my hopes of
seeing her lovel y features vanisheg. Vexed at
my dlsappomtment, I hurled a $stone at the
yelping cur, which sent him howling after his
lady, whom I watched into the house, and then
set off home ; but it cost me some trouble to
retrace my way, and that is the reason I was

so late. But I am determined to find out who
«
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this young lady is, that I may scrape acquaint

ance with her 4 in the solitude of the country,
it will be an excellent pastime to fall in love:
ah! T think I am touched already,” laying his
hand on his heart, and sighing deeply with
affected distress.

“You are much to be pitied, truly,” said
Horace, laughing, “I kaow you are suscepti-
ble, Stracy, but I did not think a pretty foot
could lead you into a breach of politeness,
for such your invasion certainly was.”

¢ Oh! but you are such a cool fellow,” re-
turned the other. Why, personal appearance,
in your eyes, Is ‘valueless. You only look
for that monster, called perfection?”

“ Nay, you must not accuse me of coolness,
for the description of your adventure con-
vinces me you are far my superior in that
qualification.” :

¢ Come, come, Horace, do not put on such a_
face of morality; I will be a good boy for the
future,” he said, with mock spbmission. “ But
here comes my father, 50 a* truce to this
nonsense.”

They all rose quickly to meet his lordship,
and his son continued, as he offered him the
support of his youthful arhn,«‘“ You have been
munificent, my dear sir, in the allowance of

yoL. II. o P
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time for my breakfast; I must have been a
Dalgetty, indeed, to have required so much; I
hope you have not inconvenienced yourself?”

““ The steward and bailiff detained me longer
than I intended, but I told the latter to mecet
me at the south plantation an hour hence, after
[ have had my walk.” So saying, with his lady
on the other sidy, and attended by the rest of
the party, the Earl proceeded to play the part
of a guide in the meditated ramble.
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CHAPTER III.
[ 4

Going you say ; and what intends the leal—
To seek his fortune ? Fortune! Is he mad?
Has he thg knowledge ? Ts he duly taught ?
I think we know how fortune should be sought.
Perhaps he takes his chance to sink or swim.
Perhaps, he dreams of fortune seeking Lim.

¢t CRABBE.

It was many years since the Earl had visited
Highfield, the spot of his nativity ; for, at six-
teen, the Honourable Algernon Stracy, the
youngest of the two sons of his parents, had
left England for the East, as an ensign. In
the thirty succeeding years that he continued «
an exile, he successively trod the three next
rounds in the ladder of prom8tjon; he became
the happy husband—th& tender father—and
the disconsolate widower of a lady, to whom
he was most fondly attached, and who fully
merited his affection ; and.wl.len, by her death,
he was left sole protector of his two infant
(N4 P2



1)
316 HIGHEIELD CASTLE.

children, he resolved to accompany them home
as soon as their age demanded the change;
and his own affairs being arranged, his intention
was put into exccution about two years after.
He found his brother in the enjoyment of
the family honours, their father having died
suddenly within a few weeks of his son’s re-
turn ; and an ugfortupate difference of opinion
during the first year of their re-union com-
pletely*tstiranged the brothers the rest of their
lives. Colonel Stracy retired into the country,
where he devoted himselfl entirely to the cul-
ture of a small estate he had purchased, and
the care of his children, as far as the infirm
state of his health permitted. But he decply
felt the want of a companion, and saw that his
girl and boy required the eye of a mother to
watch their steps in carly life, with that care a
father is wnequal to; and it therefore created
little surprise among his friends when he again
" entered the blessed state of matmnony, by
uniting himself to the danghter of an old mili-
tary friend ; a younw woman of domestic virtue,
who had fulfilled the arduous duties of her
situation in the most exemplary manner, as
the harmony in which the two families had
constantly resideql could fully prove.
Colonel Stracy had not been married many
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' months, when the distressing death of his bro-
ther’s only son paved the way for his own
exaltation to the Pecrage ; and although, upon
this occasion, he so far broke through the
estrangement that subsisted betwesn them, as
to write to the Earl expressive of his sym-
pathy, the Colonel, being an ambitious cha-
racter, he felt secretly graifiedsat the prospect
of his own boy eventually becoming_the head
of an ancient and noble house. ' *

Where indeed, must we look for the parent,
insensible to the elevation of his offspring,
however careless he may be of his own !

His son, although most probably destined to
adorn, or be adorned by, a title, besides being
the only scion of the family, was early sent
from home in the prosccution of his studies.
Naturally of a delicate constitution, but fiery
spirit, young Stracy had many and gteat diffi-
culties to surmount, in his initiation in school
discipline, as well as much to endure before he
had established his charactersamong his com-
panions, who bitterly taumted him for his im-
potence to combat with others of his own age.

Perhaps, if Colonel Stracy bhad not lately

"become the father of anot!ne? son, and found
his time fully taken up by his Second matrimo-
nial duties, hé might have be?t; more anxious
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in trusting his boy, a perfect exotic, from under
his own eye; but, however it might have been
under other circumstances, true it was hc
seemed to have forgotten his child was almost
unequal tocompete with a large school.

Fortunately for Egerton, on his first intro-
duction to the young gentlemen, by the prin-
cipal of the estiblish'nent, he was placed under
.the prgtection of one of the pupils, about two
vears his senior. This boy, who was no other
than the Horace Tulk already mentioned, had
been several years in the school, where he was
a general favourite, at once became the cham-
pion of the stranger, and soon won his kindest
regards.

The parents of each lived but a few miles
apart, and thus the attachment suffered no
pang of feparation at the vacation, for many

days never elapsed in the following few years,.

without their seeing each other. Mutual civi-
lities were exchanged by the families of the
Colonel and ]}h. Tulk, in consequence, and
Horace was often the guest of his friend for
the week together. -

Thus passed the time, until Egepton was
twelve years of age, when Horace Wwas sud-
denly removed from school under very painful
circumstances, to explain which, we must give
a brief sketch of his family.

3
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His father had been a clerk in a lawyer’s
office, until his union with a young lady, pos-
sessing a good fortune, entirely at her own
disposal. She was an orphan, and acted in
direct opposition to the advice gof her best
friends, throughout the affair, for Mr. Tulk was
a wild young man of five-and-twenty, in the
receipt only of a few huadreds per annum, de-
rived from his profession. He relinquished his
business shortly after his marriage, removifig
into Devonshiyre, where he settled near Exeter.
He was devoted to his wife, and no couple
could be happier than they were ; her friends
became reconciled to the match, and for some
years cvery thing around the Tulks wore the
most promising appcarance. His children, of
whom Horace was the favourite and youngest,
were well, though expensively, cducated—his
establishment was conducted in food style,
and himself and his lady received into the best
society in the neighbourhood. )

It was a surprise to some, how he supported
the expense attendant wpon slich a course, but
of what consequence was it to their acquaint-
ance in what manner thcir entertainments
were furnished, provided ti®y were benefitted?
Still, it was not an uncx’peeted event, when it
began to be rumoured throug}x the neighbour-

]
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hood, that pecuniary considerations obliged
Mr. Tulk to curtail his expenditure ; or when,
a few months after, financial embarrassments
caused the disposal of all his property; the
proceeds of “which were found very inadequate
to satisfy the demands of his creditors.

Then came the tardy, warning voice of those
who had been thg, most constant in partaking
his hospitality, with reproaches for his extra-
vagance. They had long foreseen where all
his gay doings would end—they had always
heard he knew better how to spend his money
than to earn it ;—who could wonder at such a
finale, when he had been vying with the great
ones of the county? Did they not all know
what he had with his wife, and that could not
last for ever ?—certainly, she had enjoyed it, for
he appeared to have listened to all her wishes.

Of all these kind and friendly strictures,
however, Mr. Tulk was unconscious, for he
tied to France, when he found his insolvency
must be discovered, leaving his wife to stand
the brunt of thé¢ impending storm ; g?q;!bad
not Colonel Stracy come to her assistangd, she
would have been ill able to weather it.

Through his meaas, everything was arranged
as well as circumssances would allow, and her-
self and daughter sent to the Continent, to join

v
[}
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Mr. Tulk, whose lasting gratitude was com-
manded by his friend's generous kindness to
himself and family. On Horace’s account, the
Colonel bade the father have no fears for the
present, as he would educate him wAth his own
son, to whom Horace had evinced so much
attachment.

The two other young *rulkf were each al-
ready provided for, in the army and navy;
therefore, their father might deem himself for-
tunate, at the winding up of his affairs, to find
that he had only to provide for so limited a
portion of those who might naturally look to
him for support.

Through the~kéndness of his wife’s relations,
he procured a maintenance abroad, but did not
long enjoy a temporary respite from the con-
sequence of his imprudence; as the shock
operated so forcibly on Mrs. Tulk that she
gradually declined, and in a few months was
no more.

Affection for his lady, ill-jutiged affection,
had been the principal occasion of Mr. Tulk’s
folly; for he could not deny her anything,
therefore her death completely lmmanned him ;
for weeks he lay on the bed of §ickness, which
he only left to become the inmate of a private

mad-house, where he died a year,or two after.
PO
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Colenel Stracy, finding Horace thus com-
pletely thrown on him for support, determined
to act towards the boy in every respect as a
parent, if, he merited such kindness ; for which
reason he ‘had removed him from school, as
soon as Egerton, and engaged a private tutor
to prepare them both for college. He did not
at first contemplate ‘mcurrmg so great an ex-
pense, but-Horace evinced se much talent, and
guined so considerably upon the kindness of’
his benefactor, that the General—for he had
attained that rank—thought it but justice to
give him every opportunity for improvement.
Perhaps we might add also, as another reason
for this procceding, that his f.iend wished to
be considered unsparing in his liberality.

Thus it was, however, that young Tulk’s col-
lege expgnses were defrayed ; and, after taking
honours, he returned to his patrons, and be-
came the preccptor of Algernon, the General’s
only son by his second lady. In this situation,
he continued #d enjoy the smiles of prosperity,
while his friend KEgerton rambled over the
Continent, whence he had returned but d-short
time before hig family’s adjournment to High-
field, whither he had accompanied them, ¢ Be-
cause,” he said, while he surveyed himself
complacently.in a large pier glass, “ the air
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of London in July was only fit for such unfor-
tunate mortals as possessed neither liver, nor
complexions to be injured by the extreme
heat;” forgetting, as he spoke, that, in the
class then under his contemptuoug censure, he
must include his father, whose eye, as it met
that of his son, instantly recalled him to a
sense of their improprifty. #

Let it not, however, be inferred, from this
sample, that Lord Stracy was a selfish, br
heartless character. No; his faults arose
from his extreme volatility, for he possessed
as noble and warm a heart as could be
conceived. Larly indulgence had fostered
many weceds, gvhich ought to have been era-
dicated ; and parental severity, exerted too
late in life, only tended to aggravate the
errors of an impetuous, thoughtless youth,
whose heart was keenly alive to gdod and evil
impress. Egcrton’s was a spirit on which
coercion could eflect only evil, while kind-
ness was ever powerful in weaning him from
his follies. More of hiw character we will not
develop, as we judge it infinitely more amu-
sing to unravel a mystery by degrees, than to
be told the ungarnished tfuth.

Horace Tulk, on the cdntrary, was of a
grave, silent disposition ; studious by habit
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and education, yet able to comprehend and
participate in the gaiety of his friend, with
whom he was deservedly a favourite. Not one,
however, blind to his faults, for he frequently
reproved hix), and, by pointing out their
commission, induced Lord Stracy to forego,
remodel, or palliate his conduct; while in his
pupil, Algernon, Le ha€¢ the pleasure of sceing
a type of his own disposition, enlivened by
thé gaiety natural to a boy of fifteen.

We must now rejoin our pedestrian party,
which reached the south plantation, where
they were joined by Mr. Prior, according to
the Earl's desire. Lady Trefoil, and Lady
Clara, having announced their intention of
returning to the house with the little girls,
Horace proposed to accompany them; lea-
ving the Earl, with his sons, to fathom the
mysteries of the farming establishment.

For some time Lord Stracy paid little atten-
tlon to his father’s conversation, while he
reclined on a bench, listening to Algernon’s
merry remarks ; but wken he heard Mr. Prior
begin to detail the condition of the neigh-
bourhood, and to give the names of the
owners of the differefit estates in the vicinity, he
drew near his father, and while he slowly paced
to and fro, with his brother on his arm, he
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greedily listened to the account; now and
then smiling significantly at Algernon, as any
thing particularly amused him.

‘“ And pray, Prior,” said the Earl,  does
Lord Augustus Conway visit muclphere ?2”

“Oh! yes my lord; he is the lite of the
country, and goes everywhere; he is a great
favourite round here, for #c is happy to
receive every one at his house, Aand never
refuscs to dine with any one.’

“ Lord Augustus to a T,” said Stracy in a
low tone to his brother. ‘ Good feeding
here, I suppose, or he would not be so
condcscending.”.

“1 am giad to hear he is so popular,”
said the Earl; “ I knew him when in Devon-
shire ; >’ then, turning to his son, he conti-
nued, ‘‘ we must pay his lordslup a visit in
a few days, Stracy.”

‘“ With a dinner invitation in your pocket,,
sir, T hope,” returned he, laughing.

“ I wish you would learrs to be more dis-
creet, Egerton,” said ti® Earl with a frown ;
then, resuming his interrogatives, he said,
“ Have any of the estates here lately
changed owners? Who has the Retreat?”

“ Not within two or three years, my lord.
The Retreat belongs to a widow lady, named
Brown ; and that old place ﬁeyond the vil-
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lage, ° Brookside,” was bought five years ago
by a Captain Beresford, my lord.”

¢ HHah! e¢jaculated the Earl: Beresford ;
what, Beresford, of the Adamant?”’

‘I neveny heard what vessel he served in,
my lord ; but I believe the Captain has been
much in the East. He has a deep scar down
his face, my lord,” adled the servant, anxious
to assist hi§ master in proving the identity of
the person he spoke of.

“ The same, without a doubt,” replied the
Earl; “ pray, has he a family ?”

‘““ One son only, my lord; but his sister’s

two daughters are with him. The eldest,
Miss Murray, is considered very b-autiful ; but,
as the young ladies scldom go out, except to
church, or to visit the sick cottagers, very
little is known of them. 1T have heard it said
their unclt is extremely jealous of their
leaving him, as they have no mother.”
"« By Jove, Algernon,” said Stracy, ¢ Miss
Murray must be tie ¢ Unknown.” I am deter-
mined,” said hé, in © low tone, “ t0" ascer-
tain it.”

¢ Pray, is not the place you call Brookside,”
inquired he, addressing Mr. Prior, in his most
affected tone, ‘“ that handsome place on the
hill, about a mile from the park gate?”

. e
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“ It is, my lord. Has your lordship secn
it?”

‘1 just caught sight of it this morning, the
timber in the park is fine.”

‘“ Not any thing like what vje have here,
my lord ; though the plantations are kept in
excellent order.”

¢ The Captain is paicular, then?”

“ Very, my lord; but Miss Mugray interests
herself very much in the embellishment®of
the gardens,.and is often out very early in
the morning, with ber favourite dog.”

“ Indeed!” answered the young nobleman,
carelessly wlustlmg as he drew his brother
away to thw lignch again, leaving his father
to finish the discussion he had interrupted,
at his leisure. ‘I knew I could draw the
badger, Algernon,” he continued, with a
laugh, as soon as they were out’of ear-shot
of the Earl, who was rather deaf; ‘1 thought
I could throw my father off the scent, by
discoursing on the timber. .l{a, ha, it is really
quite delightful to finds a nunnex'y here. Miss
Murray, pretty, too! well I am satisfied with
my morning’s work. The devil is in it, or I
will find means to subdu® the Cerberus that
attends her. I wonder where Horace is all
this time?”

“ With my mother and’&lara, to be sure,
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Egerton, I am sure he cannot have had time to
go to the house, and back yet.”

“You know nothing about it, let me tell
you,” replied the other, “I could have done
the distance {n half the time. I would lay my
life, he has come across some worm-eaten
volume, and is poring over it with Clara. 1
believe he has more {pve for rotten leather,
and mouldy parchment, than any thing else in
the world. Come, let us join the Earl, for 1 see
he is dismissing his man of rentg and acres.”

“1 am quite tired with .the hcat, boys;”
said the Earl, rising at their approach, ¢ and
shall go home, but will not drag you with me,
so go, both of you, down the park thore, after
Prior, he will show you the farms, if you
like.”

‘“ What! and leave you alone, sir?” said
Stracy. .

¢“ Oh! you will dcem it a great hardship to
follow me.”

By no means, ear sir,” echoed both his
sons, “we have plenty of time to explore the

N

place.”
“Well! I will not take both, so say which

of you is ready,” swid his lordship, and, ad-

vancing a step or two,"
‘“ Go you, Stracy,” whispered his brother,

¢ but where shall v-¢ meet?”
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Y “Down by the bridge,” replicd the other,
quickly, ““we then shall be on our way to
the village.”

“ Come,” said their father, who, not having
caught their words, thought they, could not
agree, ‘“ Come, Algernon, I am sure I may
claim your attendance. Let Stracy go his
own way.” i i

‘I am at your service, sir,” said‘his eldest
son, starting to his side. '

Lord Trefoil gaid, * No, no, Egerton, follow
your own amusement, 1 will take Algernon
with me.”

“Oh! very wéll,’ my lord,” replied Stracy,
with assuiseg, carclessness, as he made way
for the favourite to take his father’s arm. ‘It
is as you please, certainly. I will be where
you appointed, Algernon,” he added, to his
brother, who merely nodded assent, as he and
his father walked away.

“ It is fortunate 1 have a younger brother,” )
murmured Stracy, ironically, as he watched
his retreating parent ah instant, before he
struck into an opposite avenue. “So I am to
amuse myself; that suggestion shall not be
disregarded :” and away he went, singing, “I
care for nobody, no, not’l, *if nobody cares
for me.”

4
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CHAPTER 1V.

‘ A merrier man,

Within the limit of becoming mirth,

1 never spent an hour’s talk svithal,

His eye begets oceasion for his wit 5

For every object that the one doth catch

The other turns to a mirlh-lm(wing jost.
SHAKSPEARE.

e
»
e e

Lorp STrACY had, unfortunately, imbibed an
idea, engendered by his father’s severity to-
wards his follies, of a preference for h's
younger ron. An idea perhaps not unfounded,
for Algernon was a younger child, in the ex-
treme acceptation of the term ; and, had it not
been for the invqriable kindness, and judicious
care, of the Cduntesg, the harmony of the two
families might not have been so strictly
preserved.

Algernon hademever bcen from home, and
had wound himself round his father’s heart
by a blind submission to a will ever despotic;
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™ while Stracy, feeling, after his return from
continental scenes, his father still less willing
to overlook his faults, attributed it to a grow-
ing partiality to his brother, and allowed
jealousy to crecp into his heart. ‘Such, how-
cver, was the generosity of his nature that,
unless some extraordinary expression of the
Earl’s fecling arrested hys attgntion, he never
dwelt upon the subject; prcferrins rather to
drive away care by gaiety, than to increase his
difficulties by fancy. Towards Algernon, also,
he entertained, in common with the rest of the
family, that affection which so highly gratified
the excellent Countess; and which was a con-
stant che®weunnp any scrious disagreement
between the brothers.

In restored good humour, within five minutes
after his transient vexation, he reached the
now almost deserted dog-kennel, » wherz he
stopped to notc the various canine accommo-
dations, as he had several favourite animals’
which, for the present, werg domwiciliated in
Devonshifq, until therq was time to learn the
capability of their being received at Highfield.
Here he found the principal gamekeeper; and
a full hour had elapsed, i® the discussion of
onc of his favourite topics, tre he recollected
his promise to Algernon. When he did so,
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however, he quickly took leave of Dickson; ’
though not without an assurance of future
return, and then hastened towards the ap-
pointed rendezvous. But Egerton was one of
those who {requently are a long time before
reaching the point for which they set out, and,
in the present instance, cre he had accom-
plished half the distance, his attention was
attracted by a beautiful white marble column,
placed beneath the shadow of a large cedar of
Lebanon. It was close to the bank of the
lake, and stood upon a gentle slope, so em-
bosomed in verdure that it was entirely con-
cealed, until he was within a few paces.

“ What use could such an ohject-,” thought
Egerton, ““in so isolated, so secluded, a situa-
tion ; and healmostunconsciouslylooked arouud
to discover whether any bird’s eye view of the
mansion eould be obtained, but no! it was
completcly shut in by trees, except on oncside,
‘where the lake expanded into a broad shect of
sparkling lustre.  Again he looked at the un-
expected objcct', and «opening a litile gate in
the light ornamental fence, which enclosed the
sacred spot, he stood upon the short velvet
turf, whence the ¢blumn rose by a few steps.
Roses and wood‘bin‘e twined around its base,
or pedestal, and, on the side next the water,



HIGHFIELD CA?’I‘LE. 333
]

appeared an inscription, which Lord Stracy
immcdiately applied himsell to decipher. 1t
ran as follows :—

TO THE MEVORY
o¥
REGINALD, LORD STRAC'E,
‘Who was accidentally drowncd near this
pot, on the 16th of August 17—, this monument
is erected by his sorrowing parents.
In life he was justly b(.!)ved, ind in death
sincercly lumented.

Sole Scion from the parent stem ;
To thee the lot was given

To bud alone, below on earth,
Before thy flight to heaven.

For those fd short, though blissful, days,
Which God by thee conferred,

Thy ¥reweecabicnds here join in praise,
And humbly thank the Lord.

In youth cut off by sudden death ;
And suminoned to the skies,

May we not hope, in fuith and love.
That thou with saints will rise ?

O yes, we’ll trust, that when the trump—
The awful trump, shall sound ;

In company with spirits pure,® o

Thu wilt with Christ b found !

»

“So it was here,” said Egerton, mentally,
as he turned and gazed upongthe lake, after an
instant’s pause; whercin «an jndefinable sen-
sation of mingled surprise and pity actuated

. 4
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him, “‘that my poor cousin met with his sad end !
—what a distracted theatre has not this little
area formed! when my unfortunate aunt and
uncle have bent in agony over the little tri-
bute they tpemselves raised, in evidence of
their pure, unsulliecd affection for a favouritc
son !”

Again he turngd, ajgl thoughtfully plucked a
rose, wlnch blossomed there “unseen,” unable
1 account for the feeling which had dashed
his high flow of spirits.

¢ Why, Stracy,” exclaimed the cheerful voice
of his brother, who ran hastily up to him,
“ what arc you doing here? <A pretty fellow
you are to kecp an appomtment there have I
been kicking my heels dowh yonde. a full
hour, while you are——"

“ Doing the sentimental, you would say, boy,”
answered Stracy, as his countenance resumed
_its wonted animation,—*'and perhaps you arc
right. I quite forgot you, when I unexpectedly
came upon this object. See here, Horace,” he
continued, to hi$ frieng, who followes! Algernon
at a more sober pace, ‘‘ here is the very thing
to please you—pretty idea, is it not?”

< An aflectionasz one, also,” returned Tulk,
after having read the inscription. “ Poor boy !
bis vital thread was early snapped. Is your
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gther aware of the cxistence of this stone,
Stracy?”

I fancy not, for he has not pointed it out
as a moral cpisode to the erroncous inheritor
of that title, which would undoubtedly have
been the case. Upon my word, [ fink it a
very elegant affair, but wish it bad been in a
more advantageous situatign.”

¢ It appears to me most appropriately situ-
ated,” answered Ilorace. “Neithcr"ame, nor
worldly fecling of any kind, prompted this
memento of affecfion, and the flower, nipped in

.the bud, is as sincercly mourned by the silent
tear, as by the loud wail of despair.”

“Well ! ,ug:::wc, you and I never agree ; so
if you please, w¢ will leave ‘The Stracys’
iadder of promotion’ to its intendeéd solitude.”

““You will have some trouble in turning that
monumental stone to that account, Kgerten,”
suid his brother, lauguing.

“ Not so difficult as you suppose, seeing I
am half way up already, while )ou are still at
the bottom, grerny.”

““Where, 1 hope, I bhall always remain,
Stracy, or I must make you my stepping-stone.”

““h'Tank you for that, boy,e-but look at our
tutor’s grave countenance, he disapproves our
nonsensce. Come, Iorace, banish that frown,
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you should let my words rcbound from your
tympanum, like a ball from off a wall.”

‘“In general I do, Stracy, but I hate to hear
you encouraging Algernon to be as apparently
indiscreet as yourself.”

“It is {rery wrong, to be sure,” said the
young lord, with feigned contrition, at the
same time placing his arm within that of Tulk,
‘“ but you know, Tuf-k, what poor, weak mortals
we are—and how our best endeavours have,
somctimes, the most contrary effect; now, I
intended to point out the instability of worldly
greatness to your pupil, as exemplified by that
column ; but it seems you kcep all Mentorian
privileges to yourself; and, in the name of all
the saints, I wish you joywes=y! Sur office. By
the way, I think you had always an inkling
for reclaiming the erroneous, for when we were
at schoo}, if T recollect right, you once read
the dominie a severe lecture on the cruelty of
infantine flagcllations, when you were under
condemnation yourself, for giving one of your
companions aBlack eye.” .

His friend listenéd to the moralizing com-
mencement of this spocech with surprise, but
when he observed the lurking smile on Stracy’s
countenance as he.proceeded, his own features
gradually relaxed ; and he said with a laugh,
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3¢ Egerton, you are incorrigible; but I suppose
you will say T have provoked your satire
now, as I did my punishment then—"

“ The man that is truly wise, indced,
Can gather honey from a weed,” )
sang the merry Lord Stracy.  “ But let us

-wend our way to the village, Tulk. Re-
member, Algernen, you Jmust not play any
tricks to-day, since it is our first @ppearance,
among the natives, and favourable impressions
are cvery thing ¢ so no larking, if you please.”

** No, no, Stracy,” replied his brother; ““ [
will leave all that sort of thing alone, until
you think proper to ‘shew me the way I should
v W ith ybu @ my guide, I know what 1
may expect.”

*“ Bewarc of the hint I gave you this morn-
ing,”” answered the other. .

*  Although he felt his brother was in jest,
Algernon edged away, as if by instinct, and
the party pursued the road to Highfield, where
they [)assc%a pleasant hour, ihxawbling over
ground unknown to them?

Why, alas! should the ardour and zest of
youth be extinguished by the calculations of
age? Must we ever resign the delightful
ceffervescence of existence, in proportion as we

VoL, 11,

.
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journey on through the vale of years? Such,
indeed, has been the natural change since the
world began, and such it will be to the end of
time; and we therefore must believe that
‘ whatever i¢, is right.’

END OF VOL. 11.
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