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THE VORTEX.

LETTER LV,

Sir Francis Darrell to Lord Magiton.

MY LORD,

i aTHER than give occasion to altercation
and disturbance at 1 ord Mount-Veraon’s
last might, I put your card in my pocket:
1 here return it, and shall take no farther
notice of *. You will now act as you
think proper.

[ am your humble servant,

. F. DARReLL.
May- Fair, Friday.
VOL. IV. B



[:]

S8IR FRANCIS DARRELL.

LETTER LVI

Sir Francis Darrell to M. Vernon.

MY DEAR VERNON,

I’ sueeose you will be ii. beq all day. —
I bave been in bed all nighi, and am up,
and have breakfasted upwards of an hour.
You will receive this on opening your
eyes, for I have desired Morris to tell
your man to give it to you as soon as you
ring your bell. I shall be at home all
day, and beg you will come to me.
What ‘an hour of, I thivk I may say,
bliss did' 1 enjoy. agsyour brother’s last
uight! Your sister i¥an angel — For the
last seven or eight years of my life, my
existence gives me some idea of a hell ;

and, if it.is ot profane, I would say that
the first hour at Lady Mount-Vernon’s last
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night was comparatively a heaven to me.
Her sweet manners, her kindness, her ino-
tives, went to my heart. — And then the
way in which she put me into the hands
of the "angel whom you have dared to
call my Augusta ; who little thought, who
little thirks, how completely she absorbed
my attentiou — my whole soul. T out-
wardly was but commonly attentive to
her, though, till I finished the dances with
her, T was in mind alive to nothing else.
[ knew, however, that the eyes of the
whole room weald be upon us; and 1 re-
resolved at the conclusion of those to
cease my attentions.

From that moment I seemed to bé
pursued by a demon in the form of Bram-
blehear’s wife: — I could not escape
from her:— she ret me at "every
turn; — [ was obliged to go from the
house to avoi¢ her. She knows I have
no heart for I zr : — she says she knows it
—nay, that if I had my own free 1
never would wretchedly compound it
with that of a2 married voman. I must
fall upon a plan to prevent this persecu-

B 2
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tion:— I fear that Miss Saville saw some-
thing of it last night, and perhaps im-
puted the folly to me.. Heaven forbid!
By-the-bye, Lady Betty was not, by some
score, the only one of the Vortex at your
brother’s last night. How the foolish
.pretty things swam about! You may say
what you will of the pleasant gentleness
of the whirl, and of its being no Cha-
rybdis ; but it is evident to me that it ends
in perdition. — A few intoxicated rounds
of pleasure, and down they go.— Lady
Betty is gone.— I do not thirk she
will ever be seen again at T.ady Mount.
Vernon’s ; and the other twenty will drop
off one by one. What an immense dif-
ference between such ephemeral butter-
flies and spmts, and beauties like Lady
Mount;Vernon’s, Mrs. Godfrey’s, Miss
Saville’s! Oh! wherc have I been all my
life! Quit it, Vernon, qmt the Vortex
-entirely, before the cunenr is 80 strong
" as to admit of no escape — 'and beware,
beware, I besecch you, of the rock I
pointed, ou to you the other night — per-
haps a little too war mly—but you will

7
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forgive’it, and ascribe it 'to the sincere
aﬂ'ectnon I feel for you.

Come to me ,xmmedlately — I 'have
got into a scrape’with Lord Manton I
am giad it was not Jast year, for 1 fear
I should have bad no scruple.in cutting
his threat. Fortunately” for him, and
for me tod, I have come a little to my
senses, and I will have no duel. — It is
cqually fecolish and criminal. He was
rude last night, but it was not my in-
tention to :notice his rudencss. Whe-
ther” he imputed my indifference to a
deficiency of courage, or was insti-
gated by disappointment, he tcok 1t -
into his head to come by my side and,
after cycing me, to say if 1 did not
like his standing between the young

-lady and me, I.might have his card.
— It was in his hand, and he held it
up. I ‘lorked at him, and, took. it
without r aking a syllable of reply. The
worst of not fighting a duel is, that
it enicourages fops and bullies to talk
big ; -~ but this is no reason,’and there.
can be no reason which should induce

" B3



6 SIR FRANCIS DARRELL.

one man to‘'kill another, but. self-de-
fence. I want to talk to you on the
subject, and I shall expect you this
afternoon. ” '

Ever yours,

F. D2RRELL.
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LETTER LVII.

Mr. Vernon to Mr. Godfrey,.

Speenham-Land, Saturday

MY DEAR GODFREY,

I was three times in your house to-day
before, I left town, without being able
to catch any of you at home; and I am
thus far on my way with Aspell to
Bath, where he and 1 have an engage-
ment for a week or ten days. 1 am
vexed that I was compelled to set out
without seeing some of you, to tell you
the facts which took place this moining
at Arthur’s, and which I have ro doubt
will take a ~hundred different forms
before they"reach you, for Darrell will
not tell them. We sleep here to-night,
and I will make use of our halt to give
you the account.

Yesterday before I was out of bed,

B 4
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I received 2 note from Darrell, request-
ing me 'to come to him. [ did not get
.up 'till very late ; and it was dinner time
before I saw him. 1 know his appear-
ance on Thursday mfrht at Mount-Ver-
non’s created a geneml surprisey and a
thousand enquiries were made and causes
" ascribed respecting the phenomenon,
which had been rendered the more ex-
traordinary by his opening the ball with
my sister. Miss Saville’s being in the
-same room and dancing with lum rouscd
the recollections of the eveuts in France
last year: — and then the familitr man-
ner of Lady Betty, which absolutely
.drove him out of the house, altogether
made hiin the incessant object of obs erv-
ation and talk, but in general with a
pleasing kind of interest. There were,
howeer, a few of our young men who
did net well relish his reception, and
among those was Lord Mariton. I ob-
‘served him, smarting undyr the disap-
pointment he had met with, with a
countenance on which I perused jea-
lousy and’ eavy, eyeing Darrell ; and |
was more .than once afraid his passions
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would get the better of his prudence ; —
and it seems in fact that they did,
though I knew nothing of it till I heard
from Darrell yesterday. I went to May-
Fair the moment [ was dressed. - -

« Well,” said be, ¢ what think you
of Mariton’s giving me his card ?”’

¢« That he is a fool : — how did you
offend him ?”

“1 cannot conceive how, except it
was by peaceably bearing some rudeness
he treated me with, in standing between
my partner #nd me. I quitted the field,
and was eXtremely surprised when he
came up to me, and said, that if I was_
not satistied, 1 should have his card,
which he held up at the same time.”

¢ This is very provoking. — What have
you done? or what do you .mean to
do?” -

¢« 1 have this morning sent 'nim back
his card in.a cover containing two lines,
telling him that I did not mean’ to no-
tice at.” ‘ )

« T wish you had allowed me to takg
it to him: I would have prevented any
faxther folly.” ‘

' B&
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« No, that would have given him an
idea that 1 was begging my life ; —and,
though I have resolved to fight no duel,
I do not intend to leav- him to imagine
that I act through fear.”

« What’s to be done to preveit his
talking ?**-

".¢« There, there lies the secret of duel-
ling. — Cowardice is thought 'to be the
sign of a base nature; and a generous
spirit, rather than incur the imputation
of it, will die, and die, in the act of =
crime. In this sensc it seepis a pardon-
able weakness, perhaps a roble one, if
weakness can be noble. It ariscs from

“the ‘desire of being thought well of, an
“undoubted good motive, if well under-
stood — if the good opinion desired be
that of the virtuous and sensible. But

I beliéve that all duels are fought either
to gratliy passion, or to preserve the
opmmn of that portion of the world which
is considered as the fashionatle part of
‘society. In short, a man must cease to
*be a man of fashion If he refuses to
‘aght a duel. That there are .good and
sensible men in fashionable society, 1



SIR FRANCIS DARRELL. 11

shall nqt, with my present feelings, take
upon me to denyy but they who deserve
that character must condemn duelling
on principle, however they* tolerate it
on a supposed necessity. The custom
is not kept up on°their opinion :—it
owes its duration to the testy, the self-
sufficient, the jealous, beings with which
the Vortex swarms:—and must every
man be at the call of those wasps, to
kill, or be killed ?”’ *

I agreed with Darrell, yet 1 am so
tinctured wish the fashionable doctrine
of a mode Jf preserving good manners
in soc1ety, that I owned I did not think
it could in all cases be avoided. -

«« With respect to society,” said he ; « 1
have not had much satisfaction in what I
have experlenced in it: it would be no
privation to me to give it up eptnrely.
With my present mind,. I have no doubt
that I may ,i'md some of the most valu-
able characters in life to associate with ;
and what care I for the Vortex 7’

I must here inform you that; this is a
cant word between him and me, to de-
siggate the thoughtless and the profli.

B 6 ‘
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gate, forming .that part of the fashioii-
able world, who, having no fixt ideas of
nght and wrong, exist in imitation, and
fall. . unmeafnmgly inté the current of
pleasure. I kpow you will be pleased
with this conversation, and therefore I
will not ctirtail it, though my pen itches
to come to the conclusion. —.

“ I am speaking,” continued Darrell,
« from sentiments "which must present
themselves to everyrational, sober-minded
rhan, let his religious persuasions be what
they may : —it is too early fof me to argue
from religion; but I will-say to you,

‘that, after an impartial comparison of

the “two characters, those of jealous
honour and yielding meekness, I think
the former noble, but the latter loveli-
ness itself; and I have persuaded my -
self that they are rot mcompatlble in
person&of good sense and good hearts.
I have. more than once walluded to a
man, -whom I knew in the carly part of
my life, whose total absence of resent-
ments, whaose resignation and forgive-
ness, heaped, unintended by him, coals
of fire on ‘the head of one who had
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injured him. I meant to speak more of
him to you, but it must be at a less
worldly momept: —the remembrance
of that man — ! Verpon; what. has
pride fo do in this piece of moulded
transient clay 2>  *

Darrell was here much, affetted ; and
I am confident that in his reﬂectmns
he touched the string that has vibrated
the misery of his life, —

« But a truce to moratity,” continued
he, *“and a truce to memory : — I will
tell you whae I propose to do. It is out
of my pow®r to avoid Mariton; if I
could, I would ; — but, that not bein
the case, he must be made immediately”
to know that I do not mean to avoid’
+ him. Will you accompany me to-mor-
row to Arthur’ 5 which he dally fre-
quents, and leave the result to ¢ircum-
stances and to pr 0v1dence ?”

« He w,;ﬁ insult you.” .

« T think not ; ; but, if he means it, it is
better that it should not be delayed.”

Knowing Darrell’s command of tem,
per, his presence of mind, and the dlg-
nity with which be an deliver his sen-
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timents, I had a hope that Mariton
would bé' swayed by the firmness he
would find in him. I consented, though
I was to have left town ‘in the morning,
and .we speijt the evening together.
This is the reasor we contented our-
selves with sending to enquire for the
ladies after the ball : — we should other.
wise have come in person.

He took me up at one o’clock, and
we drove to 05t. James’s .street: — we
made no enquiry for kord Mariton in
going into the house ; but we were soon
convinced of his havmg been there by
finding Darrell’s note open on the large
table. It being early, there were but
‘few gentlemen in the room : — there
were two officers to whom Darrell’s per-
son was known, though they were not
acquainted with himj two gentlemen sat
in an anether part of the room; and
there was a young man of the name of
Ajax, whom I had sometimes ‘seen with
Mariton ; he gave me a nod of recagni-
tion and looked at Darrell, with whose
‘person he was not at'all acquainied.
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“ So,” said he, ¢ the renowned Sir
Francis Darrell is not fond ‘of fighting ?”

I saw it was all over, and now thought
it impossible that Darrell could do other:
wisc than meet Lord Mariton.

« Why do you say,so, Sir?”* said 1.

« There it is,” replied he, ¢ under his
own hand.” . .

Darrell ook up the note, and, having
cast his eyc upon it, put it into his
pocket. The youth, survgying him from
head to foot, observed that that note
belonged to Lord Mariton, who had left
it upon thg table.  Darrell, without
making an immediate reply, took a chair
near the table where the officers were
sitting, and on which was a small dress-
sword belonging to one of them. After
» short pause, finding the eyes of the
remarker still upom him, .

¢ [ rather think, Sir,” said he,’ ¢ that
this note b?longs to “Sir Franc1s Dar-
rell.”

« It is directed to Lord Mariton.”

« [t was written by Sir Francis.”

« You know the contents’of it ?”*

« Perfectly.” -
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« In leaving it here, it was Lord
Mariton’s inténtion to expose- the writer
of it '

¢ For what ?”’ C

* For cowardice.”

¢ Sir Franeis Darrell is not a coward ;
but may, I ask with whom I have the
‘honour of conversing ?”

"« My name, Sir, is Ajax; and yours?”
¢ Is Francis Darrell.”

Mr. Ajax was a little surprised, but,
giving more credit to the written note
than to the oral assertion, he foolishly
said :

«Oh! I don’t wonder now that you
have pocketed the note ;”’ and he wink-
ed knowingly towards the officers, to
whom the business was now become
interesting: the offer two gentlemcn
also gave their attention.

“ I could retort that speech, with acri-
mony,” said Darrell, « but that would
not prove my courage ; and I own I wish
to avoid a duel.”

‘I know you do.”

. “Do «you also know upon what
grounds ?” '

8
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*“ The usual one, I suppese.”

“ Mr. Ajax,” said Darrell,  you have
now gone far euough you had better
stop. You see ‘what pairs 1 take fo
avoid a quarrel. -—You have insulted
me, but you may go”’

¢« Sir!” said Ajax, w1th a tremendous
voice and a frown.

« Still you may go,” said Darrell, thh
the greatest composure.

¢ Sir, I shall expect,””rroared Ajax.

« Stop a moment, Mr. Ajax, and. 1
will gndeavenr to convince you that you
are wrong %n imputing cowardice to a
man who does not like fighting.” This
remark, and the firmness of Dasrell’s
tone, cvidently had some effect on Ajax’s
nerves.

« 1 don’t see,” said he, ¢ what one
has to do with a'man who wol’t-defend
himself.”? ’

« There"you come to the pomt,” said
Darrell . ¢ I will defend myself,” Ajax
retrgated  three steps ; — the officers
smiled. — ¢« And what’s ,more, I will
chastise “insult_ if I cannot 'manage ids
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bear it. ‘There is no want of swords
and horse-whips even in this room.”

_ As he said this, he looked at the
sword on <he table, ‘which the owner
with a little rattan pushed forward. It
was evident that °Mr. Ajax’s conduct
bad made him no friends in the com-
‘pany present. One of the other gentle-
men, who had been riding, tossed his
whip upon the large table. By this time
Mr. Ajax had®receded half-way to the
door of the coffee-room.

« Well I’ cried he, ¢ it is Mariton’s
business, not mine: if he ciaooses to let
you keep the note, with all my heart,””—
and vut he walked. — There was a gene.
ral laugh.

¢« Gentlemen,” said Darrell, «“ I am
very awkwardly situated, and I fear I
shall hiave to entertaini you unpleasantly
still longer.”

¢« He, I think,” said on& of the offi-
cers, *“will molest you no more; but
Lord Mariton has fought, and, above all
things, piques himself upon his adroxtness
at the sword.” ‘

« 1 am sorry for 1t,” said Darrel) :
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. *here is my friend, Mr. Vernon; here
are you, gentlemen, lately returned from
lavishing your blood and exposing your
lives; and everycoxcomb assumes a right;
if he does not like your face, to call upon
you to fight him, — It is absurd.”

The officers gently shrugged their
shoulders, as much as to say « What’s to-
be done?” *

« I am not conscious of having given
cause of offence to Lord Mariton : — he
put his card into,my hand at a ball, and
I retumed it to him, as you have seen
by my note., 1 have lately made it a
. principle, not to be engaged in a preme-

ditated duel; but I will convince Lord
Mariton and such men, that it is not
from want of courage. If he is deter-
 miined to kill me or be killed himself, one
of the alternatives will probab}y take
place ; but, if I have the misfortune to
put him to d.ath, it will not be, volun-
tarily —it will be in defence of my own
life.”

Several gentlemen now came m. one
or two of whom- knew Darrell, and shook 2
hands with him. " Soon after. came Lord
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Mariton with Mr. Ajax, who, it.was clear,
had been giving him an account of what
_had passed, for he brought a sword with
“him. Hecame bust‘ung in.
¢ Where’s: my note ?” said he, « I’ll
have it.”* ,&nger‘ and an assumed con-
tempt appeared in his face, as he looked
- at Darrell.
«« May I, Sir,” said Darrellina whisper
“to the officer, ¢¢ beg the favour of being
allowed to hold this in sy hand a little
- while.”
¢« By all means, Sl!‘,” replied the officer,
pushing his sword forward. — Darrell
took it into his hand — nobody seemed:
diSposed to interfere.
s Where is my note, Sir?” repeated
Mariton, addressing him.
“ Do not be too hasty, my Lord — why
do you seck my life?”’
« 1 don’t want your life, .Sir; I want
‘my note, and I will have 1t.”
« I am very sorry for it : I cannot give
it you, for I consider it as mine; but I
will put it.in your reach, and_you may
take it.”

- He took the mote out of his pocket,

7f"
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and, drawing the sword he had in his
hand, placed the paper on it, drawn
up to the hilt. His antagonist’s sword
was instantly unsheathed.

« Lord Mariton, still think, I beg of
you,” cried Darrell ; — ¢ yoiy hesitate —
I beseech you to reflect — it is not too
late.” . .

Mariton’s resolution was evidently
suspended for a few moments, but, seeing
every body’s eye upon him, he flung his
scabbard away, 2and mustering all his
art, he attacked Darrell, who parried his
thrusts with the greatest skill, when, sud-
denly, without having made a single
lunge, he caught the hilt of Mariton’s
sword upon the hilt of his own, and
wrenched it out of his hand.

« Bravo, bravo!” resounded from every
mouth in the room. ’

« Lord Mariton,” said Dariell, pre-
senting him his sword, ¢ I do npt wish
to make a triumph of my success: +~ there
is your sword : — I desire no apo,i;gy for
the misrepresentation of my courgge.”

He is an unfeeling puppy, or he would

wruld have seized the opportunity to
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manifest, someé admiration atdeast at such
noble conduct. ‘

-« >Pon my soul,” said-he, ¢ this is too
much,” and walked away. His want of
feeling was compengated by the feelings
of all pregent; and I am confident that
there was not a man there who would not
be proud to call Darrell friend.

"I cannot conclude without observing
that Ajax’s character is not a singular
one ; we have Ajaxes, | whose reputation
for courage is gained in no, better a way
than by bullying on the safe side. * The
indignation of the few who had witnessed
-his heroism was shown as he followed his

friend Mariton out of the room. The
name of Ajax was echoed to his ears with
an allusion to the less honourable instru+
ment of punishment —sbut he turned his
deaf ear: )

When Darrell thanked the officer for
his sword, the latter assured him that he
should value it particularly for the honour
which had been done it. You need not

«be told, my dear Godférey, that we return-
ed home highly gratified with the result
of the adventure. I could not have slegt
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if 1 had nqt discharged my mind of the
feelings it gave me, and which I could not
find any of you to share with me. I shall
certainly be back in‘town at tke end of
next week or beginning of the following,
to go to the masquerade. My kind re-
gards to Mr. Saville and the ladies.

*Ever faithfully yours,
L. Ver~on.
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LETTER LVIIL

Angelica to Augusta.

Signa, March.

MY DEAREST AUGUSTA,

"Wirn what delight do I now take up
my pen, as it is to give you so mu-h plea-
sure. — First, I am coming to you almost
directly : —in the next place, we have
got fast hold of Mr. Dartford, and with-
out & wife. We have absolutely, as you
desired, caged him at Signa; and we never
let him go to Florpnce, or out of the
house, without a chain about him. You
will readily imagine, my dear Gusta,
what heart-felt satisfaction I experience
in communicating these tidings to you.

About the time that your letter, and
that of.my dear Mr. Saville to iny father,
reached us, Mr. and. ‘Mrs. Dorrington
arrived at Florence. After you left us
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1t was always the Marchese’s intention to-
go to England as soon as the affair. in law
was terminated, not doubting the favour-
able conclusion of #t :+but, though favour.
ably terminated, my father’s presence i$
indispensable for some time longer, and
he would probably have kept.me.to ac-
company *him and my mdiher in the
autumn, had it not been for these letters,
and the acquaintance we have formed
with Mr. and Mrs. Dorringten, and their
daughter, a very fing gir! indeed, about
sixteen. The gpportunity being most
{avourable, the YMarchese's desire to com-
ply with your father's wish has prevailed ;
and I am now preparing every thing for
nmy journey. T

The Dorringtons propose to coast it
und® go to Nice, and thence through
France to Paris, whePe they hope to-be
before the end of this month, ~After a
short stay at Paris they will progeed: to
England ; their inteution being t§ reach -
home carly in April. Whatever;letters
you may have written 1 trust will arrive
before our departure; but, if not, they
will meet me in: Paris, whither they willl

* VOL. IVe c
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be immediately sent by the post : therc
I shall also expect a letter from you
direct, acl\nowlcdgmg the receipt of thrs,
and giving me farther details of the in-
teresting ‘characters and circumstances
with which your-letters have made mc
acquainted ; — but you must not now
expect me to notice at length all that
strikes me in your dear letters, because,
while I stay, I have much to do, and
many visits tb make; and on the jouruey
it will be still less in my power ; — but 1
shall think more and mnre of you as 1
approach nearer to you, and when we
meet I will impart to you all my thoughts
dhd all my feelings. Oh! what happi-
ness is in store for us! I already know
Grove-Park, Manor-House, the Priory,
Mount-Vernon. — Talk of me to the deat
inhabitants. ¢

Mrs. Dartford, dear lady, will be happy
to hear that her son is tu travel with us.
Mr. Dorrington is quite pleased with
nim, and is delighted with the thoughts
of his company ; and if he should fall in
love with Miss Dorrington-there will be
no harm, ‘and perhaps no objection on
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either side, I mean with their parents,

but one: — that would be a great one with

Mrs. Dartford : — she is a Protestant. —

In all other respects it would be' an ex-
cellent ,match : — she is handsome,: and
the only child of a gentleman of large
fortune ; and he is really a yery fine young
man. But you may assure Mrs. Dart:
ford, with my love, that T will not let

the chain go till I place it in her hands.

I have a long story to tell " you of Made-
moiselle Cornelie dnd Signorina Clemen:
tina, of their f)ullmo' caps, aswe say in

LEnglish, and® of the narrow escape of

their lover ; but I must reserve it till we
meet. We laugh at him, and I think om

laughing has had a good effect. He
wants to talk again to me about love, but
I laugh and keep him in order., .He has
solemnly promised to let me {keep his
heart till 1'gej him to England"l—he is
anxious to extend the plomns@ to life,
but I would take it for no longer i time
than till I could make it over to his

mother. *
I am writing in haste, for my mokher

_and aunt are waiting for me to go with
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them to the Contessa d’Olivastro’s. The
Count has been gone some time to Vienna,
and I suspect is now on his way to Eng-
land. I wish it were possible for me to
ke there before him. He shall not molest
you : — at least, I will help you to ward
off his barbarous perseverance, and te
bear the vexation. I will lelp you, too,
my dearest sister, in supporting o1 iu
conquering that attachment wlach is so
natural, but also so necessary to be
testrained. Adio! Gusta. Write to
Paris on receiving this, to the core of
Messrs. Penevaux. The Idarchese has
replied to your father’s letter : — he and
my mother will follow me in the summe:
ot autumn of this year, and you must
come back with us. ’

. Your most affectionate sister,
ANGELICA.

P.S. I have this day received two
letters from you written in Londen. —
How fortunate for me that they came

* together : —the anbnymous note which
you enclose ‘would have diminished the
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pleasure«l feel in preparing to come to
you; but your next letter restoted me at
once. I have no-doubt about the author
of the note. Your subsequent corvers-
ation with your cousin deserves consider-
ation. I will write alain, either here or
on the j Journey.
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LETTER LIX.
dugusta to dngelica.
Hanover-Square, March.

A THOUsAND, thousdfid thanks to my
dear Marchese —but you will not be
‘able to give them ; you will be much
nearer to me when you receive this. I
will write to your dear mother myself. —
Oh! how my heart throbbed when I read
your dear letter! It has given me more
joy than I can express ; more hope, more
dependence on the future than I have
had for some time., I had many fears
about myself, - the state of my heart, my
resolution. The prospect of*your being
soon with me has cleared away clouds
that seemed gathering over me. I shall
be strengthened to meet the diffculties
in my way by the assistance of my dear-
est Angelica,
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Yes, difficulties, my dear sister = diffi-
culties arising where I least expected
them, in the hearts of my beloved father
and cousins. Do rot, you cannot, spp-
pose them unkind : — it is in their excess
of kindness I find difficulties ; it is how

I shall withstand their wishes. * Heaven
bless them, they seem to me to have lost’
their reason on one point: — they have all
lost their hearts to your friend’s preserver,
which blinds them to facls, and makes
them’ see what has not happened. —~
new amd strong occurrence convinces me
of there being some grounds for the re-
port respecting him and Lady Betty
Bramblebear, which they treat as unitn- °
portant and discountenanced by him : —
here they shut their eyes. But they
open them to see that he has lost his
heart to me, though it is eviaent he
takes pains to show the eontrgy, nay,
has even declared it to George in the
letter enclosing that to me; for. what
else can he mean by saying, and that too
where I did not see much.ocgasion for
the remark, — ¢ Thiat he coyld never ©

C %k
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have any other pretension to me than that
of a friend.” Indeed, though kind, his
. whole conduct is calculated to show that
his regard for me is completely within
-the-limits of friendship. 1If 1 had tine I
could tell you a hundred instances which
prove tliis ; and yet I sce my dear fiiends
‘in: a manner setting their learts on
effecting an union between us. If there
is any unkindness, it is that they do not
sufficiently consider the tencts by which
"I hold myself bound beyond this life ; —
for, though Sir Francis has made « great,
a delightful, advance in his knowledge of
trath, he is by no means, and I think
never will be, persuaded that our faith is
the only well-founded one on earth. And
can I, my dear Angelica, suffer myselt.
even {o think of upiting myself to one
with whom I must so essentially differ ?
My frieads know this objection, but I am
sorry to find that they do not give it that
importance which it has with me ; — and
their wishes go so far as to anticipate 2
declaratipn, for which they are. anxious
to prepare me to gratify them. Though
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I am sure that that declaration will never
be made, I cannot dissemble my objec-
tion to it ; for the arguments of my dcar
friends tend to perwade me that therg is
nothing wrong in such a union; that it,
often takes place and proves happy. I
find myself unable to argue with them,
and I nisist principally on * the necessity.
of a wife being able and bound to submit
her opinions, or at least endeavour to
make her sentiments aclord with. her
husband’s. In this state I cannot. but
hope, as 1 belicve, that the declaration
they look for will not take place.

While I thus lay my mind open to you,
my dear sister, I am far from mteudmo To”
give you any idea that the interest [ take
s Sir Francis at all diminishes: it en-
creases : the very circumstance that has
again wakened my suspicion of his im.
})leect nature serves but to sgncrease
my anxiety, that he should in every act
be the great character his gemius and
his perseverance show him to be. equal
to:~—I will not detail it.. I-shall be
obliged to write.to you by snatches, we

cs
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are now sc much engaged; but a few
lines will make you know enough of it.
It should, however, be preceded by the
account of a very different occurrence.
I know mot how it is, but the one 1
allude to is later, and has so run in my
head that I lose sight of other things. 1
. will therefore be regular, though I must
be brief.

My last gave you an account of the
ball at Lady Mount-Vernon’s. — When
I wrote, I little imagined what was to
be the consequence of my dancing with
Sir Francis Darrell. That hasty, weak
being, Lord Mariton, thought proper
uot only to msult, but to challenge, him.
Will you ‘believe it in these days, that
Sir Francis had the resolution, and the
good sense to refuse fighting a duel ?
He “firmly and independently declared
that he, never would : — the consequence
was fresh insults, carried fo such a pitch,
that .Lord Mariton, priding himself on
his courage -and skill, attacked him in a
public coffee-room. How I shudder
even now to think of his danger! But
Sir Francis'. proved the better swords-
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man, and to the satisfactiont of these who
were by disarmed him. Mr. Vernon
has given a dehghtful account of the
different conduct+of the men; and as
I canyot do it justice, I shall send you
a copy of his letter*to George : — read
it before you proceed with this.

What a.pity it is that such a noble
spirit should have weaknesses which in-
volve its possessor in crimes!— Oh!
that Lady Betty haunts the so! — A few
days after the *rencontre with Lord
Mariton, Sir*Francis called ; and he ap-
peared to m& exalted by the conduct he
had pursued : — the family are more and
more charmed with him, and not unly
the family — every body is courting his*
acquaintance.  Several of ' George’s
friends have rcqyested an maroductlou
For this purpose he wished him to dine
with us to-day ; and in order,to secure
his acceptance of the invitstion he de-
termined to give it himself. we were
goidz out in the morning, the dlay before
yesterday, he asked us to.carry him te
Sir Francis’s door in May-I‘au' ~— when *
we set him down, he said” he should be

“c6
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but & few minutes, and that if’ we would
drive up the street and back again he
would by that time rejoin us. In return-
ing, the coachman °drove slowly and
stopped a few doors short on the oppo-
site side of the street. There was a
hackney-coach standing at a little dis-
tance from Sir Francis’s kouse. Hus
door opening, our coachman made a
move as if intending to draw up, and
our attention was attracted in expect-
dtion of George. — Guess our surprisc
on seeing a fine fair boy, fantastically
dressed, running out. FPe had on 2
scarlet hussar-jacket and pantaloons,
trimmed in front, in much the same
manner, with silver buttons and twisted
silver lace, with which the narrow shi*
cuffs of his jacket were also embroidei-
ed. He hagd light hair curling round
his faceyx under a feathered fancy-hat,
¢« Look, ﬂardine,” cried I — * What an
odd ——* “Good Heavens!” exclaimed
she, *-can it be?’’ — Vain was the at-
tempt to, hide the face: — Caroline’s
exclamation and look awakened a sus-
picion, and ouz, eyes told us that the
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vouth wag no other than the lady herself:
She was alone, and sprang into the
hackney-coach, which drove off: as she,
drew up the blinds. We were extremqu
shocked, and Carolme had not a word.
to say. In a few minutes George re-
wirned, ,but he had neither -Seen nor_
heard ot such a being: yet he;_stlll tena-
ciously supported his opinion, that these
appearances mightall beexplained; and he
resolved totake an opportunityof'speaking
of them to Sir Frarfeis himself, Alas! Si¢
Francs did not mean to give him the
opportunity. *hough he had accepted
the invitation, hce sent an excuse the
next day, with a letter to George, as-
suring him that he was under the neces-
ity o{ immediately leaving Ew'x for
Belmont, whence he would wrifg to- him
on the subject of his hasty departurc.
What can hg say, Angelma? ﬂhll such

will not. T would rather héi4
quite® silent than feign a cauge.. How
my heart bleeds for, him. a— ke knows
what is rwht.-—-he loves it:——but I’
fear the truth is, that l}ekhas hitherto



38 SIR FRANCIS DARRELL.

been so shiackled, that he camnot easily
withdraw himself from those, I must say,
dlsgraceful chains of a life without reli.
gion. But perhaps he is now acting
. wisely ; and his depariure from town may
be to avoid this lost woman. 1 will hope
_it, and I will pray daily for the suceess
“.of his virtuous resolutions: —1 will
not fmget to pray too for his farther
success in the knowledge of true reli-
gion.

I must now put down my pen. [ shall
told my letters, and put-them Ly as I
write them; and wher® you are ap-
proaching Paris I will dispatch them in
' time to meet you there. You must in-
troduce the Count de B. and Mr. Dor-
rington ; — and you must know Madame
l)arcy, and la jumille Vertot. You will
be dehghted with the French : they arc
remarked for liveliness, but you will find
them also sensible and affectionate; 1
mean -the ladies : — the men are (.lever
and polite, but they seem to haves their
heads turned with politics, even more
" than the’ English. * Their general man-
riers I think Very pleasing.
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I have this moment see}l Mrs. Dart-
ford. 1 wrote to her instantly on re-
ceiving your lette_r; and she came herselt’
.to thank me.® You have made her
happy. Pray remember me kindly to
Mr. Dartford. I think yow, after all,
must be the person to settle him.

Adieu! for the present.

Avugusra.
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LETTER LX.
Mr. Vernon 1o Sir F. Darvell.

Bath, March,
MY DEAR DARRELL,

Hey for the Vortex ! a debate at Mus.
Clatterfield’s card-party —Veramore and
Lady Standish assisting. -

“ Who has seen the papers to-day ?
IRLE PdRELE PR Ry

¢ What account of Mrs. Groven Gra-
ven’s rout ?”

« Exquisite!” was answered in a trio
—— treble, secoud, and base ; to which
the chorus added: ¢ Three hundred
fashionables; no moving.”

-« There* was to be a ball at Lady
Mount-Vernon’s this week.” )

« Hardly noticed, except for the ap-

pearance of Sir Francis Darrell, and the
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lady he *was said to ha\z}! run away
with.”

¢ Which lady?-ha! ha! ha'”

« Oh! not Lady Betty: the French
adventpre.” )

“ What! the héand-kissing young
lady ? :

« What’s.her name ?”

¢ Sybilla ; —a Greek from one of the
Ionian isles.”

“ She’s an Italian ; — her name is
not Sybilla, but=» Savilla: — her father
was an Engltshman, who went abroad
in consequen® of having fought a duel,
and liking Italy remained there, adding
an a to his name.” ~—

¢« That’s it, I believe. Who has seen
"her?”

6 [ e | “ L2 o« ‘She was at
Bath last Chuatmas. — I saw ,her twice
m the pump-1 -room.”

« Handsothe ?”

« Comme ¢a.”

«“ds she to be marred tg him?—
That hissing of the hand was sehtimental,
or- - )

A laugh.
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« It was' not quite the thing to be
sure, for a modest young lady ; — but
the situation was altogether romantic.”

Will you have any more, my dear
Darrell ? ¢« No—folly! 1 wonder you
‘can write such stuff:” — well ‘hen,
Darrell, -owning +hat it is stuff, I write
only to tell you that there is a large
group or the Vortex here, among some
of whom that little siuff conversation
certainly passed, and to tell yon also,
that I have conccived an idea of a plea-
sant kind of a dance in allusion {o the
Vortcr, which I am endez souring to get
up for the Masquerade next week a. the
-@pera-house. I have engaged the as:ist-
ance of a good dancer of my acquaint-
ance here, a fanciful fellow; and, what
with this and some other qmrks, we will
have sport.

“ 1 wrote an account of Mariton’s
dlscomﬁ,ture to Godtrey, for I was afraid
you would not teil it youxself. I shall not
be a day longer here than my engage-nent.
I hope to find you conquering your scru-
ples, and’ resolved to give way to the
genuine feelings of your heart. She is
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the loveliést of women, and ,_!vou may be
the happiest of men. Do not be so
weak, I beseech you, as to let her Catho-
ticism stand in your-way.

Adien!
Ever must'truly‘ yours,

L. Vernown.'
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LETTER LXI.

Sir Francis Darrcll to Mr. Pernon.

May-Fair, March

MY DEAR VERNON,

A »

Youn letter wonld be «nough to stop
the progress of my charitable improve-
. vmeot towards mankind, and to make me
again mark them with all the detestation
of my former feelings, had I not learped
to distinguish between the mass and the
dregs of the human species. I am glad
of one thmg ~— the spirit with which
your létter is written. I*see that your
good sense is turning that into ridicule,
which you have been in the habit of con-
sidering as a source of pleasure ; and I
conclude from it, that ‘I shall have the
happiness of finding that the expostula-
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tions of mys affection for you, 'have had
the effect I wish. Young as you are,
what a life of real.enjoyment may you
look forward to. Let me return the advice
you give me. Seek for a lovely and wir-
tuous woman, and be “the happiest of
men. I know a woman that would make
you so, but, alas ! though out ‘of my reach,
T have not virtue enough to wish her
yours, or to recommend your endeavour-
ing to gain her. The selfish feeling
makes me unhappy.~ I once did say #f
you werg worthy of her ; — but I can no
longer say it : yet I cannot be so distract-
. ed as to imagine, or desire, that she shall
pass her life single, that I may not be~
more wretched than I am.

*, have no scruples, my dear Vemon,
but one, and that is ingurmountable: glther
by her or by me. As for her mode of
worshipping the Deity, it proves sher at
least endowed ‘with a piety wln¢h be-
speaks amiable and virtuous aﬂecfhons,
and I could trust to her good sense to
discover errors which she owns in her
letter to me that she has not investiga-
ted. She does not say errors, but only
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that she W$§ led into the faith she pro-
fesses. - But why talk or think of a slight,
_ surmountable, objection, when there lies

in my way a frightful impossibility.
Yes, Vernan, impossibility. I have lately
more than once attempted to enter upon
this subject with you, since you came to
". town — but you have seen how the very
thought of it appalled me. The disclo-
sure of this secret, which has been prey-
ing upon my life, upon my soul, for
nearly ten years past. is an act exceeded
in agony only by the rerl circumstances
of it — but "

“T am settled, and bend up
Bach corporal agent to this terrible feat.”

Convinced of the unpossxbthty of my
obtaining this lovely woman’s hand, znd
determhined on not cffering myself to her,
I have examined my mind to see how [
could bear the idea of her becoming an-

‘other’s. The idea is torture to me —but
I have been accustomed to torture; and,
though I shall be able to find no antidote,
I have-imagined.a balm. It consists in
the resolution I have tome to, in respect
to the future years of my life. Happi-
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ness is out,of my reach, but I may recover
myself and die well.

“You know how impossible I have found
it to spend my fortune notwithstanding
the various channels through which T,
Jdisperse®it, and that I am overwhelmed
with wealth. — Funds upon funds have
been accumulating in my name. To the.
disposal of these, I have a full moral
right, not only now, but beyond my life.
I have a legal right to d¥pose of my
estates aiso; but I agree with the Scotch
gentleman, whe adduced the necessity
of laws as a proof of the roguery and
baseness of human nature: he is but a
-sorry reasoner if not a wicked man, who~
makes use of all the legal means he has
to_gratify his passions. I do not think
that any person has 2 moral right. to dis-
pose of hereditary property beyondhis life.
As soon as I have made the disclgsure of
my painful, painful secret, /I shall go
abroad, and spend the remainder of my
youth jn distant countries, mea;nng to
return when time shall have. had its in- -
fluence on ‘my passions, and endeavour
to spend the evening of life,i in true and
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tranquil frlendshlp In contemplation of
this resolve, I have made a will. I have
left .my landed estates to Mr. Edmund
Darrell, my second cousin, with whom,
(no wonder!) I have had but very little
connection, though I know hiin to be
a very gentleman-like, worthy man. 1T
"think he has'as much right to the suc-
cession as I to the possesswn of them.
He is not only the representative of the
family ; but he has to retrieve the ho-
nour of the title whjch I have sullied,
and T have no doubt he, will. Bat in
devising the estates to him, 1 conceive
that I have a moral right to burden
~them in a degree. Had I married, they
should still have been his after my life,
if 1 had had no children, but they
would have been chargeable with the
dower ‘of my wife} I have therefore
charged them to that amount, to be
paid to Miss Saville, detring her life,
whether she live single or marry the
whole of "my funded property J have
left at her entire disposal. The will is
written and execated in form.
Bus, there.is. Jittle-balm.in. this—.1
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may live fifty years longér. A penful
of ink has raised this castle in the air.: —
another penful may sweep it away. My
heart, though much lighter than it was,
is still heavy : — it is now heavy with lové
and a retrospect that cuts off hope. Could
sHE be.happy —Oh'! the inconsistency
of the heart " Her happiness with another,
I was going to say, would delight me : —
alas! it would torture me:— it would do
both ; but time would diminish the
agony and engreasc the delight. I will
therefére bring up my mind to endure
the thought. She cannot be mine, Ver.
non. If—1 cannot write it. Her fz -
ther’s fortune, though good, is involved,
and certainly not equal to such a ¥pirit
ag hers, which, content with little, is un-
bounded in its gractful charities’¥ — how
much better than I would she dispose of
the means in my hands. Insteagl of be-
queathing the funds as a legacyj I wish
and intend to make them over t¢ her by
a deed of gift. Were she married to my
friend, I would not -hate him: I will
never feel that horrid passion. I would
- entreat him to reside occasionally at Bel-
* vyoL. 1V. * D+
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mont during my life, and to make use
of two-thirds of its income in promoting
the happiness of ‘a being to whom I owe
so ‘much, and whom I love to distraction,
but must love in vain. The other third
is infinitely more than adequate to the
life I purpose to lead ; and, when age
has fully reduced love to fnendshnp,

would beg for an apartment to live and
die in their arns rationally and happy.

This blot — I wish not to conceal it,—
is made by a tear: -—Oh how my heart
swells | — it will break.

Think of what I have written, — I give
0 advice as to any particular woman: —
but such is my resolution, and my balm.

I shall not be in town when you return
from Bath. —1 set off to-morrow fur
Belmont. I have béen driven abruptly
from London, less by the feelings I have
been expressmg to you, than by a cir-
cumstance, which I cannot explain at
Godfrey’s, and after which it is impossi-
ble for me to see them while it is un-
explained.  Yesterday Godfrey called
to make a point of my dining with him
to-morrow, which I promised to do. A
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madness had seized Lady -Betty Bram-
blebear in the morning, and at the time
that Godfrey knooked "she was in the-
library, in the clothes of the boy she fan-
tastically calls her page. She seems to’
me not to be sensible even of the Spar-
tan virtue. 1 don’t know how she -
escaped the suspicion of the servants:

I think she did not. — I had gnven her a
very serious lecture, and was urging her
to go, when we heard Godfrey’s rap. She
had just time to avoid him, by going
through the oppos1te door. I have no
doubt that Morris knew her, from his
thinking it necessary to say to me that
Mrs. Godfrey and Miss Saville were in
(yodfrey s carriage, and saw that'lad go
out of the house. They must haveknown
her. Let me know® on your re!bm to
town. — You shall hear from me goon on
a much more serious subject : mego while
write to me.

Ever yours,
F.'DasRELL.
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LETTER LXII.

My, Veruon to Sir Francis Darrell.

London.  March. b

MY DEAR DARRELL,
L}

1 xEvER was more affected in my life
than on perusing your lagt letter. Good
God ! how you cast away happihess! I
beseech you to make use of your reason,
-and of your religion too, to recall you to
a just sense of your situation in life, and
to a resolution very diflerent from that
which you have taken. ¢ Impossibility!”’
There* is nothing ot earth you can tell,
or even imagine, that will convince me
of such an impossibilitys I have not
pressed you on the painful subject—1I
would not do it —Dbut I have ipagined
much mor¢ than you can have to com-
municate; and I- maintain,” whatever it
be, that nething but a morbid sensibi-
lity can gctuate such feelings and resos
‘4 ¢
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‘lutions. *That there is very.serious cause
for your sorrow I am convinced ; but 1
cannot help thinking that its importance.
is magnitied a hundred-fold, by the know-
ledge of it being confined to your ‘own:
breast : the best advice, therefore, which
I can give, is at once to ynburden your.
mind — I am willing to sustain the
weight with you ; or, as it seems to be
of a nature which peculiarly interferes
with your affection for Miss Saville, what
think you of revealing your difficulty in
a letter.to her 7 Make use of me in any
way, but do 1uot longer delay opening
your heart, whatever exertion it costs
you:— It is less intolerable, it is less
dangerous to the mind than concealment,
that worm in the bud.

Your will, and your sentiments wpon it,
and the disposal of your fortune in your
life-time, do pot in the least surprise
me. I know you so well, that I can rea-
dily imagine that the comfort of your
life would be comparatively ensured by
such a step — but I trgst that these ideas
will all prove but the eflervescence of
melancho]y thoughts, for Wthh a lovely

D §
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physician shall find the antidote. The
manner in which you think of me, and
allude to me, binds me to you if possible
more than ever ; but think not, Darrell,
that T would place myself in such a situ-
ation for ten times your fortune. Your
Augusta, yes 1 will repeat it, has no
heart for me ; and, between us, I will also
repeat, that she has no heart for any man
on earth but yous and you are bound to
overcome your zmposszbvlztg/, be it what it
may.

Do not be uneasy abdut the eircum-
stance relative to Lady Betty : — I have
completely removed the pain it had
given to your friends in Hanover-Square,
by showing that part of your letter to
Godfrey. She was recognised by Mzs.
Godfrey. — If my information is good
she will not molest you again. It was
her final effort upon your hgeart, and, find-
ing it shut against her, she has chosen
a more gallant cortgjo, in the person of
Signor Rivers.

Your {etter, my dear Darrell, has al.
most unfitted me for the masquerade;
bue T will do what I generally do when I,
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"~ can~— hepe. 'There is a most excellent
understanding between that pleasing
passion and my nerves: — these help
to foster hope ; and. in return, hope forti-
fies them. I certainly have a most buoy-
ant set of nerves. I would to heaven
yours were as serviceable to you. If
the masquerade producés any thing,
which I think will enliven a half hour for
you, I will let you have it. I think
it will; for I picked up Rufus at
Bath, where I found him transfusing
sanctity and lcve, — downright terrestrial
love. Of all .affectation, that of reli-
gion is the most detestable, because of
all subjects it is that which demands the
greatest sincerity. 1 am, it must be con.
fessed, far in arrear; but I would rather
continue an ignorant sinner all my life,
than make religion the medium of sin.
Rufus, I fear, has some notign of a
necessity for ‘cause preceding effect, tor
sinning preceding {forgiveness; which doc-
trine I hear he has been preaching with
some success at Bath, where he has also
ruined the virtuous principles of one or two
young men who had been only brought
D 4 ;
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up with the common ideas of gight and
wrong. I hate no compunction in get-
ting. a laugh out of such a hypocrite;
and I intend to raise ¢ne, if I can, at the
masquerade, for which I have brought
Bim purposely to London, afterhe had
preached against the wickedness of it,
before me, for half an hour to the pretty
little wife of an Evangelical attorney, who
had come to Batli, a martyr to the gout.
I wish you were in spirits, and with me.
There is a young, Italian nobleman,
one of Mr. Saville’s fiiendg, just arrived.
I think you have heard him mention
him. His name is Olivastro. — Saville
has made him over to me, requesting I
would show him the town. Adieu! for
“the present. You shall hear from me
again m a few days.
“Ever yours,
L. Vernon,
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LETTER LXIII.
My Ver:non to Str Frandis Darrell.

Piccadilly, March.
<4

I po not wonder that our preachers and
monitors set their “faces and their pens
against masquerades Who is it that
says, a masquerade gives confidence to the
timorous, and kindles ardour in the cold ;
eludes the vigilance of jealousy, and re-
moves the restraint of bashfulness ; demo-
lithes the outworks of chastity, and
breaks the silence of virgin frfodesty ?
Though I enjoyed it much last night, I
must, after al, say it is a silly ehtertain-
ment as to the generality of the masks
that make the crowd, and, when we de-
duct the views of the Vog‘tex, insipid.
There was.an immense number of masks
of all kinds of dimepsions, distortions,
z:nd dresses, from all countries real and
. D&
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imaginary ; — fairies, genii, devxls, as
well as Circassians, Turkish sultanas,
'and Algerines. The good company, that
go merely to look at this folly, must surely
‘be soon tired of it. They talk 'of wit;
but do we often meet with it at a
"masquerade ? There is but one* way of
giving relish to it ; and that is to prepare
your amusement hefore hand, and to get
acquainted with the disguises of your
acquaintance. If I can strike out a few
ridiculous scenes, I enjoy it ; otherwise I
would rather speak to a pretty woman’s
face than talk to a mask which may hide
ugliness.

I have generally managed to have sport
at a masquerade ; and last night I had two
or three good scenes. An extraordinary
humour took one of the masks, disguised
as a monk, to attach himself to our party
almost the whole of the ‘night. 1 am
confident it was a person who knows us
very well ; but I cannot account fsr the
singularity of the unvaried object of his
amusement. Wheh he. quitted .me, he
assailed Mrs. Godfrey, and MissSaville, —
always with the greatest humility. From
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them he returned to me.” I think he
knew us all, cxcept Miss Saville; yet he
secemed the most attracted by her, and,
not knowing her to be a Catholic,
his pretended aim was to make her his
proselyte. He told me in mock confi-
dence, that he had a special commission
irom the Pope to convert the whole of
the united kingdom, and that he had
very nearly succeeded in his object, for
which he was to sbe rewarded with a
hat, .

s« Have youdound it difficult ?*” said I.

¢ I find more difficulty with the ladies
than with the gentlemen,” replied he.

« How comes that? I should have
thought the reverse.”

¢ It’s a sign you are not well ‘agquaint-
cd with the Inglish character,” said he:
« Very few of the women, comparatively
speaking, wan? absolution : — all the men
do. Think, my good Sir, what an ad-
vantage this is. You would only have to
come to me to-morrow morning, to re-
pair all the breaches of to-night — think
of that.” ’

b §
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““You are the most eloquent of monks,”
said I, ¢ and now pray tell me where you
live, that I may come to you in the
morning.”

¢ That’s a secret,”’replied he: * no-
body knows where I live ; — I am a high
character incog. — I'll come to you: —
where do you live 7’

« Do you,” said I, ¢ know such a place
as Cold-Bath-fields ?”

¢« I shall find my way,” replied he.

“ You will see a large building within
walls, something like a mopastery ; knock
there and ask for one Mr. Aris; and
tell him to keep you there till 1
come.”

« By your looks,” said he, ¢ I shan’t
have long to wait for you.” — ¢ Do you
know,””" continued he, ¢ that young laly
I have been talking to ?”

«¢ Yes, I know something of her.”

« Can’t you manage to bring her.glong
with you ? She is the most obstinase he-
retic I ever met with.”

I could not help laughing. -

. 4+% Why doyou laugh ?”* said he.
.*To think that you should find so
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much more difficulty with an inexpe-
rienced girl than with an old sinner.like
me.”’

¢ That’s precisely the reason : — she is
inexperienced and does not know what is
good for her ; but you do.” ~

* Hew do you manage ¢o convert such
obstinate girls ?”’

“ Why, I never should, without the
assistance of such pure converts as
you »

¢ That’s not bad » cried T; ¢“which you
know is the g genteel come-oﬂ when wit
stops tor want of an answer.’

¢ Mind then that you are good, and
bring the damsel with you to Cold-Bath-
fields.”

* « How shall I induce her to come?”’

¢ Why, you experienced sinfier! not
know how to induce a damsel! Tell her
we reverencé marriage more: than you
English people do.”

« (all you that a good inducement?
Shall I say that, once marrigd, _there’s no
divorce?”*- - .

¢ That’s a doubtful argument —it
Juust not be '1dvanced but ¢n due con-
sideration.” .
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« Shall I siy, she may be a cardinal’s
lady?” . _

« Pooh! sinner! -Cdrdinals do not
marry — nevertheless, it is an atgument
not to be rejected without due consider-
ation also : —if you use it you may hint
that I am to be a cardinal by-ahd-bye,
that is, when the United Kingdom be-
gins again to pay DPeter-Pence, which
can be at no great distance of time ; for
as soon as the Catholics are called to
parliament — you understand me.”’

“I do:— You cardinals will all have
English ladies.”

¢« Mum !” said he, putting his finger
to the immense nose of his ruddy mask,
on which grew two large pimples —
“ Mum {”

And he went off to “beset Miss Saville
again. ,

Having prepared myself with different
dresses so as to be recognised at times by
Rufus and some others, and to be tom-
pletely disgumsed when I pleased, I put
my machinery intq play,” and brought
forward my dance,*in which Rufus took
a part. It was condugted in afine style bys

Harry Lytey, my young acquamtance
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at Bath, whom I mentioned to you in
my letter from thence.  The idea was to
represent a picturcol the Vortex in em-
blematical action. — Lumley, as leadé:,.
took the usual garb of folly, a Joseph’s

coat, the cap and bells, with folly’s
sceptre, an mufre of itself, la marotte,”
in his hand.” He led the way, followed
by a line of’ male and fghale masks danc-

ing to light airy music. Making room
he took his position in the middle —his
compapy arranging themselves in a large
circle at a distgnce round him. He then
beckoned them with his marotte, when

a bustling scramble for partners took
place, and waltzers were seen, as they
turned themselves, moving in a spiral
line nearer and nearer to him, till they
came close; continuing then to waltz
on the same spot till there was a press at
the centre, wifen the dancers appearing
confused, he shook his marotte at them,
and made his way through the crowd.

Another scramble ensued for partners ;
and the men all took different women,
and began a new spiral waltzing round
Rolly, the centre of, attraction. The
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men were all dandies, and their partners
all nudes. They swam off very sweetly
and lovingly at first, but scuffled and
parted as they got towards the engulph-
ing centre. Observe, that this was in con-
formity with an opinion lately expressed
-by you ; for Harry Lumley was for grace-
fully sloping the waltzersthrough the spiral
line, so as to begin again on the same
spot, which he says could have been done;
but I confess the grace of the cross-slop-
ing to the top seemed to me as difficult
as returning from the centre to the
circumference of the Vortex ; and, as I
am regenerating under your auspices, I
think that the confusion, break up, and
taking one another’s ladies, marked the
analogy better. It was repeated a good
many tumes, and attracted the attention
of all the company.

But the scene that diverted me most
was the success of a plan I had laid
with Harry Lumley, Aspell, Crawley,
and Foster for a laugh at Rufus. We
dined together.  Talking of the pleasure
to come, I observed, asif casually, that
we met with a dull repetition of the
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same kindy of characters at all the mas-
querades. -

“ This is the very first I have been
at,” said Rufus ; ¢ it will be all new to
me.”’

« The dance we have,” said Lumley,
“is new.”

“ Yes?’ said I, ¢ but it won’t last
long.”

¢ But it will be new,”-said Rufus.

“ Yes, it will be new,” replied I, * but
we want something else for the night ;
who wi{l start some idea; come, Rufus
— come Aspell,”

¢ ] can’t think,”’ said Rufus, ¢ unless
we could dress ourselves up like little
school-girls, and dance allemands.”  ~

¢« A good thought,” cried Lumley ;
« but it is not new.”

« I beg your pardon, Mr. Lumley,”
said Rufus; ¢ it’s quite new to me.”

« You may improve upon the'idea,”
replied Lumley ; ¢ I have never heard
of a sucking child at a masquerade.”

¢ Admirable I’ cried I. * I’ll go in
that character, and Palmer shall be my
nurse.” .
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“ Oh! oh!” roared Rufus, bursting
out laughing; <« I go to suckle you!
Oh! oh !’

« Upon sccond thoughts,” said I, « 1
can’t undertake the character, for I have
" some engagements in the course of the
night, with which it would interfere.”

¢ I’d ratlfer be.the child ‘than the
nurse,” said Rufus,

¢ Well, so be it,” said I, « and As-
pell will be °the nurse. What say you,
Aspell?” .

« With all my heart, wnd I will give
Palmer custards and jellies out of a
pap-boat.”

« It will be very laughable,” said 1;
¢ you will be the best characters of the
night, and will be eelebrated next morn-
ing in all the newspapers.”

« Can’t we get a cradle big enough
for my dear child 7 said Aspell.

«“ Oh! oh! Mr. Aspeli!” exclaimed
Rufus, laughing,  a cradle blg enougﬁ”
for me !”’

¢ Why nnt ?” said I; « I’ll engage to
have one ready by twelve o’clock, and
we shan’t "want it before.” Rufus
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laughed at the thought, and so did we.
It was settled, that the matter should be
eatirely left to the management of Lum-
ley and myself. +A&cordingly, when we
had sufficiently amused ourselves with
the Vortex dance, we repaired to our’
dressing-room, where T had taken care to
have every thing ready. -

 Lord have meicy on my soul I’ ex-
claimed Rufus, on seging a cradle six
foot five by two and a half. * « Who ever
could think of making such a thing as
that 2",

« Oh! it’s vgry easily done,” said I.

He examined it, and finding it nothing
but a deal frame, with a little pasteboard,
which readily took the form that was to
be given it, he expressed his amazement
at the ingenious simplicity of the con-
trivance, and vowed he could have done
it himself. But he was nevertheless at
a loss to know® how it was to be carried
with him in it.

« PMike a sedan,” said Aspell, « here
are the poles, which will be drawn out
when it’s iri the roonf; and when there
you must only whimper, aml sowmetimes
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pretend to cryp but you must not speak.
Remember you are a child.”

s Nor show my teeth ?’ said Rufus.

“ By no means show-your teeth,” cried
Aspell, « or I won’t suckle you.”
© « What not laugh ?”

« Can’t you laugh like a child? Be-

. sides your mask will hide your teeth.”

During this preamble, we put a
baby’s cap and irock on Rufus, and As-
pell dressed “himself as a nurse, with a
very large false bosem, a high cap, and
very high-heeled shocs, 6o that he was
gigantic. Rufus laughed at the figure
immoderately, and let us undress him
without much notice, till finding himself
almost naked, ¢« Why! what the deuce
are you at?”’ cried he, continuing his
laugh; onwhich Aspell, playing the nurse,
went dand coaxed and hushed him, till
we had fairly undressed him for bed ;
when, without giving himtimeto consider,
he lifted him up like a child, with our
assistance, put him into the machine, and,
tucking the, clothes well about him to
preserve decency, ihe poles were run in,
and Rufus hurried away, laughing ready
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to kill himself. Having set-him down in
a convenient spot, the poles were taken
away, and Aspell, trawing a stool to the
head of the cradle, began hushing and
rocking,, midst a roar of laughter from’
the gathering crowd — ¢ Lullaby! lul-
laby I”” — Rufus, mindful of the charac- -
ter he had to support, spoke not a
word, but occasionally- whimpered to
keep up the farce. Aspell patted and pre-
tended to suckle him, when Rufus, un-
able to bear the constant rocking, pulled
him cldse, and whispered ; ¢ For the
Lord’s sake, my friend, don’t rock any
more, I am sick at the stomach.”

« Hush! By, baby, by !’ said Aspell,
and, pretending to sit down, slipped
away. Our dresses being altered, we
got close to the cradle to observe. Every
one passing gave him a kush and a lullaby ;
some stood toslook. Aspell, having got
the sccret of his stomach, put his foot
on thg rocking-step, and gave it a gentle
see-saw. After whining and crying like
a child, Rufus -was unable to testrain a
manlier kind of groan,. « Oh 1 of which
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no notice being taken, he bawled out,
« Zounds! ‘1 shall be sick.”

The gentle rocking continuing, and
no nurse coming to him, he clapped a
‘hand on each side of the cradle, and,
thrusting out his head, first on one side
- and then on.the other, in search of his
nurse, he roared, ¢ I tell you, Aspell, by
the Lord, I shall be sick.”

He looked. in viin for Aspell; for,
though he saw his foot on the rocker,
he knew not to whom the foot be-
longed. g

« You, Sir,” said he, ¢ who belong
to that foot, I beg that it may take you
away.”

Aspell removed his foot, upon which
1 rocked on the opposite side. His head
was ou: there instantly. Heated beyond
bearing by his agitation and the crowd,
he tore off his mask, and exhibited a per-
spiring visage.

“ 1 insist, Sir, you take your foot
away ; this is not your cradle.” There

was a burst of laughter. « Lord! the
child can speak ! who would have thought



SIR FRANCIS DARRELL. 71

it?” We gave him a little respite from
rocking while he sat up, looking round
with his laced cap and frock.

* What a pretty child,” says one; I
wonder how old he is. Lord! it has got
its teeth ; what a shame to be in a cradle!
— Let’s tpss him out !’

Poor Rufus, conscious how unpre-
pared he was for such a toss, cried out,
¢ Now, you would not do such a thing,
would you? Fie for shame! Sir, this
is Mr. Vernon’s cradle. We are in joke;
take care, Sir, take care you don’t toss
the cradle over.”

« By no means,” said the mask ; ¢ I
did not know Mr. Vernon had such a
fine child.”

¢ Puff and nonsense,”” cried Rufus ;
«“ go about your business.” He now
began to be very impatient. Seeing me
looking on, he beckoned me with his
finger.

« My worthy Sir,” said he, in a low
voice, * do you know Mr. Vernon ?”’

¢« Intimately.”

« It makes me extremely happy to
hea‘r you say so. I am his particular

»
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friend. Do me the favour to go and
bring him here.”
« I will,”” said I'ina feigned voice ;
« but will you first satisfy my curiosity ?
Did your papa come over to this country
with Captain Gulliver? Are all children
in your country as big as you when born ?
And are ye all born with teeth ?”
¢ None of your tricks upon travellers,”
quoth Rufuc, «'l know all that nonsense
is fair at a masquerade ; but will you be
kind enough now to go and fetch your
friend Vernon here.”
« I never saw such a child in all my
life. Why nurse, you should whip this
" child.”
¢ Oh dear me! dear me!” cried As-
pell, now returned as the nurse, ¢ since
I have been away, some fairy has changed
my boy. La! what a different nose !”’
¢« T say, I say, Aspelld’ said Rufus, in
a gentle Vowe, « come here, I want to
speak to you.’
¢« Thee art not my child. T1l not
come near thee. .Oh! what.a pretty babe
was mine.’. )
Do, my dear Sir,” said Rufus to a
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stander—by, ¢ pull that big woman close
to me.’

« What, an’t you done suckmg yet.?”
said the mask ; ¢.for shame !”

¢ Let me but catch hold of her,” said
Rufus, % and you shall see. I’ll give her”
leave to get out of my clutches again, if
she can.? :

¢ Oh! what a naughty chlld' fie ! fie!
Go to sleep.” Some one rocked the
cradle. e

¢« No more of that,” roared he. ¢ I
say, Aspell do_tell me where Vernon is
gone ; 'I am sure he would not have left
me so long if He knew all, —some una-
voidable assignation I am sure; but I
say, my dear Aspell, 1 want tg tell you
something, I do indeed.”

*Here his eye caught the goddess Diana
comifg towards the cradle. This*female
divinity was no other than the muscular
Miss Belcher. « *

« Hah!” continued he, * here isa
friendy; this must be Vernon’s cousin. I
say, Lady Diana!” The mask went up
to the cradle. - - "

VOL. IV, R 3
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¢« My dear, good Lady Barbars,”
said he, —
.« Idon’t know you," said the mask. —
¢« Not know me ! ' I-shall never forget
your salve, and great kindness. You
'kuow Mr. Palmer, Mr. Rufus <Palmer,
don’t you? Down with you last Christ-
mas. This is all play. Pray bring you:
cousin to me.’ -

« Where are’'my nymphs?”’ said Di-
ana. * Bring me a rod, a birch rod; —
this is not the first little boy I have
chastised.” .

“ Lord have mercy op me! You may
go about your business, Mrs. Diana.”

« He is not so ugly neither,”” cried
Diana. * Come, I won’t whip it this
time ! kiss and make friends. Coo, doo.”

« Go, go, — get along with you, you
Jezebel !’ roared Rufus.

“ Get along!’ said Diana, ¢ you
dirty, puny, little thing ; Let along? ch!
Take that.” As she spoke, the goddess
gave him a slap upon the cheek, that
echoed at a,considerable distance.

« You, li&-woman’’ bawled he : ¢ catch
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me againt at a place where they dress
up Mendozas and Belchers for female
goddesses! Catch _me at a masquerade
again.” : .

The twinging of the slap was, still,
operatiffg on his choler, when a smart
boy ran -up, saying, ¢ Which is Mr.
Palmer," pray ?” ) '

¢ D— Mr. Palmer,” said Lumley;
¢ I know no more of ,Mr. Palmer than
that child in the cradle fhere. Little
one, is your name Falmer ?”’

< You be cursed,” cried Rufis.

« ] have a letter for him,” said the
boy.

Rufus, between the shame of being
recognised in his distress, and desire to
have the letter, called to him, ¢ I say,
wy lad, come here;” the boy went
forward. <« Is the letter from Mr.
Vernon ?*

« No, Master,” replied the boy ; 4it’s
from a lady.”

¢ é3ive it me directly,” cmed Rufus.

¢« No, no, Master,” said the boy;
« you’ll tear it to bits. Where’s your
nurse ?’

E 3
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« Stuft! I know Mr. Palmer; and I'll
take care hé shall have it.” Here he
snatched it out of the no-unwilling hand
of the boy, and opened ‘it.

. ¢ Look, look!” cried a mask, ¢ that
child can read already.” |

Rufus, intent upon the ideas which the

‘note excited, ‘paid no attention” to this
remark. It was written by Lumley, in a
female hand ; the words were :

“ Where is Palmer? Whgre is he?
Him my eyes have sought in vain; —
Let him come to yonder tree, °
And a kiss he there may gain,
Sriviat

« 1 have seen this hand-writing be-
fore,”” said Rufus in soliloquy; then,
calling the boy, ¢« My lad,” said he,
« Iam Mr. Palmer. Isuppose you know
this is all play. I have lost Mr. Vernon,
and want to get out.”

¢ Shall I help you?” ‘said ‘the boy,
making an effort to pull off the bed-
clothes. ’

¢« Hoh! hoh! hoh!” roared out
Rufus, seizing the boy’s liands; « Zooks,
child! you must not do that : — 'l tell
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you what though you may-do— By the
Lord that’s a good thought. I'll give
you five shillings, ‘if you will go outside
and bring in two chairmen to take the
cradle qut of this infernal place.”” - °

¢« I will, Sir,” replied the young mask,
¢ I really teel for you.” . :

“ That’s a good lad.”” The mask
moving away, Rufus called after him;
« Mind, five shillings— five and six-
pence.” As he got a little farther, he
called him back; ¢ Boy! Lad! I say,
hollo!* Mrs. Silvia’s boy ! the men must
bring their pol®s, remember that; here,
look, here are places for them.”

“ Yes, yes,”” said the mask, looking
back, ¢« I’ll take care of that;” and
went off.

For some minutes the Monk had been
at my side, looking on; and, though my
dress was changed, he knew me, by what
means, Heaven knows, for his Cold-Bath-
fields proselyte.

¢ Sinner !” said he, ¢ you will be true
to your appointment 2’

¢ As you to yours,” was my reply.

. ¢ What a hardened young creature is
E S )
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that damsel of your acquaintance !’ said

he. ¢ She has been brought up a heretic

from her cradle —even there the seeds
of heresy are sown.”

* ¢ Suppose,” said I, ¢ you try your

hand to destroy them before they take

root in the cradle before you.”

¢ It is the time,”” said he, ‘¢ to prepare
the soil for receiving the grain.’”” He
advanced ; Rufus’s eye caught the figure
of the Monk as he approached.

¢ The Lord have mercy on my sinful
soul !’ ejaculated he; ¢ What have we
here? By all that’s good, a pioneer of
the scarlet woman. Avaunt! Beelzebub!
avaunt !’

« Benedicite,” said the monk in a mild
voice ; and, moving his hand as if’ bless-
ing him ; * Benedicite, Infans!”

¢ Infans I cried Rufus; ¢ Infans,
patruelis, et heres. There, you see, 1
can talk Latin as well as you. Now go
about your business, do, for the very
sight of You makes me perspire.”

~ The Monk calmly drew the stool to
the gde of, the cradle, and sat dowu
facing his prey.
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« Get up,” cried Rufus;_ ¢ that’s my
stool — but you may take it away with
you to your master, for never more will
I sit upon a stool which you have brim-
stoned all over. — Come, let me see you.
fly away with it.”

« My, child,” said the Monk coolly, .
“ it would be as easy for me to fly away
with the cradle and you in it.”

¢ Lord! Lord!” exclajmed Rutus;
« Heaven protect me! You, Sir! Iknow
all this is fun ; but 1')1ay go along ; 1 hate
the devil even’in fun.”

« You don’t*know me, my dear chxld.”

¢« Yes, I do; and I'll be cursed if you
shall make me any child of yours. — You
are one of Babylon’s pioncers; a prime
ohe too ; — you smell of brimstone — go
along — you shan’t open your mipe upon
me. 1 say, Beelzebub, if' you will go
away, I will Jell you a secret that will
please yon.”

“ I know it already,” said the Monk.

s "Chere,” cried Rufus,  didn’t I know
you were -the devil? Come, now, let’s

hear; what is ite” °
E %

e

!
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¢ That you have received a billet-
doux.”

“ You are a cunning devil, that’s the
truth ; but how is that to please you?
Come.” N

¢ Not as a devil, which I am not, but
as a friend.”

Rufus looked him full in the ﬁwe, and
made mouths at him.

¢« As a frignd,”’ continued the Monk
mildly ; ¢ and you will say so if you will
listen. I never in my life heard a child
of your age talk so much.”

¢ Truly, Mr. Pioneer, nor at all, 1
take it ; but none of your friendship for
me — so go, go.”’

« Not if it concerns that billet-doux ?*

«“ Eh!” cried Rufus.

¢ I know the mistress of the boy that
brought it.”

¢« Arz you sure? Come, I see the
devil may be good for something. Are
you sure you know her? What’s her
name ?”’

¢ Oh . said the Monk, ¢ it would be
easy for e to deceive you. . But I am
above deceit.”
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Rufus made a mouth at him.

¢ Deceit is no part of my character.”

Rufus again made mouths.

¢ This is some part of your found-
about mining, I suppose; but you shan’t
blow me up, Mr. Babylon ; so you may
save yourself the trouble of digging any
more.”

“ You forget Silvia,” said the Monk.

“If it is she I suspect,” said Rufus,
“ she is the most “beautiful creature you
ever saw.”

« It is slte herself;,” replied the
Monk.

« Can you,” cried Rufus, ¢ with all
your cunning, tell me how I shall make
my way from this cradle to that tree?
I’m here in swaddling-clothes.”” »

¢« Nothing casier,”” said the Monk;
¢ 11l lend you, my frock.” :

« Your frock! Heaven preserve me!
You want to wrap me up, and fly away
with me. Your frock! Rufus Palmer
in the black hock of the scarlet wo-
man !

Here the Monk rephed in verse :—
) ED
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% Who is Silvia? What is she
That all our swain: .commend her?
Lovely, fair, and plump is she ;”

«No, nét plump,” cried Rufys.
The Monk went on :—

“ The Heavens such grace did lend her,
That she admired might be.”

I tell you, what,” said Rufus, I feel
e kind of delight; there is great sweet-
ness in those verses of yours. I see you
are a poet, whatever else you are; and
if you’ll manage 16 transport me, pr opg:rl y
dressed, to the feet of Silvia, I will listent
to you.”

¢ That I can do, but will not as long
as you think me a devil.” '

¢ Lerd !”” replied Rufus, familiarized
to the soft voicc and manner of.the Monk,
¢ I way only in joke ; — if’s all fun here,
isn’t it ?”

“ Do you,” said the Monk, ¢ believe
in purgatory ?°’;

« How well you time your questions!”
said Rufas; ¢ I must ‘be hard of belief
with a vengéance, if I don’t believe in
that : ~— why, my' worthy black frock'!

.
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I have been in purgatory these two
hours.”

« Will you infuture follow my counsel
if I relieve you from it ?”’

« A'nd take me dressed to Silvia ?”

«« Well! I’ll throw that into the bar-
gain.”” ) '

¢ Agreed.”

« Agreed. You are no longer afraid
of me ?”’ *

¢ Not at all.” »

« I am no pionecr of Babylon ?”

« No, but g friend in need.”

#¢ And the scarlet lady you think
s — 77

« Now, come, don't press too hard
ypon me all at once.’

« Well, well! we will talk of her an-

other time : — and now se(,, here come

chairmen with Silvia’s page.”

Rufus ruBbed his hands with joy-.
«¢ Here, my men, here are the cranks for
the poles,” cried he to two masks in large
chairmen’s coats with proper straps and
poles, which the masks soon fixed, and
began to move. A shout followed him,
+ <« Shout , away, shout away! -1 don’t care

. E.§ .
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that for any of you,” cried Rufus, snap-
ping his finger and thumb ; * I shall soon
be away from ycur nonsense, and catch
me at a masquerade again, that’s all!
You are a good boy,” added he, speak-
ing to the mask who had brought the
supposed chairmen, ¢ I won’t forget the
five shillings — was it five and sixpence ?”’

Turning into another apartment, fol-
lowed by a crowd, the chairmen, pre-
tending to be overcome by the weight,
rested. No sooner was the cradle lodged
on the floor than it began rvocking. Rufus
in vain darted his head from one side to
the other to find his tormentors; away
he rolled like a light over-masted ship in
a heavy swell. He begged Silvia’s boy
to make the chairmen beat off the mob.
This they did to his great relief.

¢ Master,” said one of the chairmen,
¢ this is warm work ; I hope your honour

will order us a pot. »’

¢« There’s no porter to be got here,
man ; you shall have two pots' when you
get outside of this volcano.”

« Thank your honour ; Grady’s not
vuthout hi share of conscience ; your
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honour can’t do more than"you can do.
Come Phelim, take up.”

<« His honour,” said Phelim, ¢ wrll be
kind enough to settle with us here ; ‘its
the custom, your honour, on crowded’

.nights, to munerate we your honour’s
servants more than usual.’®

“ Very well, very well, go on.”

¢ Your honour’s a stfanger to we, and
we hopes no offence in demanding the
fare and muncration before we carry you
any farther.” «

¢ The Lord iave mercy on me !’ sigh-
ed“Rufus ; ¢ I shall never get out. — I'll
pay you when you have set me down.”

«« We haves no doubt of your honour’s
bonour «at all,”’ said Phelim; ¢ but o’
masquerade nights there be some of* you
gentlemen that bilk we all for fln. We
must beg to be paid, your honour.”

“ You may beg long enough’ and be
hanged to you; 1 have not got on my —
my 2~ pockets.”

¢ Sure your honour beant at a loss for
a friend to lend yowten or twelve shil-
lings.” .
¢ ¢« Ten or twelve dgvﬂs,” cried Rutus.
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* As to -that, you may do as you
please ; but our fare we will have before
we stir, and that’s five shillings all but
sixpence. You can’t be any gentleman,

" or you would not stand for the munera-
tion with a couple of poor fellows, carry-
ing such a heavy big boy as you.”

Rufus, confounded, knew not what
to do. ‘

s« Shall I go for a police officer ?** said
Silvia’s lad.

«« What for ? To make a noise here? 1
have had enough of that ; pay them, and
have done with them.”

“« Who, 1? Sir! I have no silver about
me; shall I go to my lady for some ?”

“ Are you mad, boy? Not tor the
world; I have plenty in my purse it" 1
had it “here. — Where's Beelzebub? le
will lend me a few shillings, to be sure.”

The monk had vanished® the chaimen
were not to be {found. Rufus’s patience
was now completely cxhausted, amd, in-
deed, I now thought it time to release
him, and’ bustled - forward in my first
dress, with my mask in my hand,
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*“ Where, where have they carried it ?”
cried I, in seemmg. agitation and dis-
pleasure.

« Here, here, Vernon, this way,. my.
friend Vernon, my dear friend Vernon,”
called Rufus —

« What folly is this?” said I; * wh y
have you been playing the fool so long
in this silly machine, when_ I know you
are expected elsewhere ?”

¢« My dear friend;”” replied he, « how
could you serve me so ?”’

¢ Serve you ow ?’ said [ —

«“ To leave wme to the mercy of the
merciless, of such a crew !”’

“ You surely could not think I should
stay all night by vour side — where’s
Foster, and Lumley, and Aspell?)

« Don’t ask me, don’t ask me, don’t
— that’s a gopd fellow — the thought
of them s cnolgh to turn my stomach
again.”

« Again ? why, have you been sick ?”

« Sick !-—but get me interthe dressing-
room first, and i;hcre Tl tell you all.”

« | take it extremely ill of them,” said
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I, ¢ and I shall tell them so — but with-
out them how am L to get you away.”

¢« Make that young chap find out the
chairmen, and settle with them what
you please,”

«“ [ see one of them,” said. the boy,
and running off; returned with the sup-
posed chairmen, who were personated
by Crawley and Foster.

¢« Come along,” said I, ¢ in with your
poles and follow me.”

¢ Bless Mr. Vernon’s honour,”” said
one of them — ¢ Grady knows Mr. Ver-
non’s honour, and would make nothing
of following him all the world over,
even beyond the sea-side towards Water-
ford.”

“ You have been making too free with
the bottle, my friend,” said 1, ¢ take
care how you carry this gentleman.”

. Never fear, your honour,” said
Grady, ¢ we’ll no more spill him, nor
we would the champagne we have been
drinking, for want of porter.” bt

They fixed the poles, and having taken
up the cradle, began to reel about as
having ggunk too much,

M
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« Steady”” cried I, walking by the side
of' Palmer.

« Steady I echeed he, adding: « by
the Lord, Vernon, they are drunk.”

They ,tossed him about unmercifully-
through the crowd, and we made our
exit amjdst shouts of applause; at the
dressing-room I discharged the pretend-
ed chairmen, and as sopn as he slipped
on a dressing gown he beggn to recount
his misfortunes to me, being persuaded
that I would not have left him without
an indispensabl® engagement. When he
came to the note he had received from
Silvia; ¢ do you think,” said he, ¢ that
it’s real ?”’

¢ 1 have known such confessions at a
masquerade,” replied I, « but I know
nothing of Sylvia.”” —

¢ That,”” said he, ¢ must be her anony-
mous name: I guess, but I would not
tell even you.”

¢« If that’s the case,”’ said I, «Ishould
certalnly hear her confession ; — there’s
no blushing under masks, you kpow.”

Harry Lumley. had engaged a friend
of his with whom Rufuis’ was unacquaint-
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ed to personate Silvia, and having dress-
ed the lover in a fine yellow satin jacket,
I helped him to find his way to the
appointed tree, which was a large shrub
-in a-corner of the concert-room. Before
I parted with him, I told him it was
probable that I should change, my dis-
guise, in which case we might make
ourselves known to each other by a sign
and a bye-word.' It was agreed that the
word should be cough, and the sign a
gentle pinch on thé arm, which was to
be answered by a cough.

Pointing out the trec, and the lady
sitting on a bench that could hold two
persons, I left him, and in a moment
slipped on a domino, which was ready
for me. Rufus, approaching the bench,
bowed, and bowed, without the slightest
return of notice ; at length he went up
close., I was not near enough to hear
his reception, but I saw Silvia inviting
him to sit. The bench was on a swivel,
and was safe enough to look at, and also
when the supported side had a sufficient
.weight upon it to' balance the other side

“A¥hich had wo support under it. I saw
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Rufus take the seat, and after a few
minutes Silvia rose, when the seat turn-
ing on its hinge, down dropped the lover
roaring as he fell, and Silvia ran off. He
was, however, up in a moment and after
her, saying :

‘« I’ll know who you are, though.” He
followed, sometimes running, sometimes
creeping, and Lumley’s friend kept him
full half an hour at bo-begp. Passing
several persons whom he suspected to
be me, he dealt abolt his pinch and his
cough, and wa$ laughed at, and some-
times assailed ard abused. At last Silvia
suffered herself to be caught.

““ Now, do tell me truly,”” said he,
¢ are you a woman, or not ?”

A crowd gathering, ¢ Don’t be rude,
Sir,” cried Silvia, in an affected voice ; —
« [ won’t be followed in this manner.
You have already cost me more tears
than you are worth.”

« Upon my soul "’ — said Rufus.

« A pretty fellow,” cried one of the
crowd ¢ to make a woman cfy.”,

« Upon my soul "’ repeated Rufus.

_* Soul and body both, gentlemen,” said
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Silvia, weeping, — ¢ he is a betrayer, a
deceiver.”

¢ Shame! shame!”’ was echoed to his
ear : — * he deserves to be ducked.”

The idea appalled Rufus, and he ad-
dressed the crowd in his defence : — “ I
give you my word,” said he, ¢ I never
meant to hurt the lady ; — she wrote
me a note, which I have not got about
me.”

¢ Shame !’ cried one, * to boast of
receiving letters from ladies.”

“Lord have mercy,” cried Rufus, “you
don’t understand me.”” ©

« Let’s hustle him,” says one.

« If you do,” says Rufus, holding up
his doubled fist, ¢ I’ll knock the ﬁrst
man down that touches me.”

¢« Pray do, do,” said Silvia, ¢ he de-
serves it : — I’ll begin first.”” The mask
elbowed him, and he was sea- sawed by
the erowd.

** Madam !” said he, turning to, Snlvxa,
whose mask was now off and- disclosed
a hard-featured face, with a thick beard,
whiskers, and long black eye-brows.

" Madamr! by the Lord !’ cried he,
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struck with the figure, ¢ 1 was going to
call her Jezebel, but she is nothing better
than a2 Holofernes.”.

“ Cruel, cruel "Rifus !’ wlnmpered
Silvia.

« Cruel Rufus,” was chorussed by the
by-standers.

«“] see how it is,” said he, ¢ this is
what you call the humours of a masque-
rade ; — catch me at a masqugrade again,
that’s all,”” — and off he strode ; but be-
fore he had got ten steps, he heard him-
self called:— h& stopped and looked
towards the quamer whence the sound
issued, and waited for a repetition
of it.

¢ Rufus!” this came from an-oppo-
site direction. He started round, when
his name was repeated in .a different
place, where he immediately direct.
ed his eyes, after a little longer wait-
ing.

" Hah! curse ye! it’s all a sham ; —
all a masquelade from first to last:” —
and he went on in hopes of findiug me,
pinching and coughing ‘as he sought his
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way out of the house. So much for
.Rufus.
With the exception of the Monk, who

interested me much, 1 met with nothing
that you may not meet with at every
masquerade. A large assortment of the
Vortex were, as usual, the chief support-
ers of the evening. They promenaded,
waltzed, courted, made assignations, sup-
ped and went away.

Lady Standish, very slightly clad, per-
sonated a Psyché, and that fop Veramore
was en Cupidon, neither of them ashamed
to show their faces. I occasionally de-
tected Lady Betty neaf the box where
Miss Savilles. at with the Godfreys ; but
she was so annoyed by the Monk, that
she could hardly get an opportunity to
speak to her. Rivers was: her principal
attendant, and 1 fancy the next elope-
ment. in the Vortex will be graced with
their names. Mariton and Ajax were
both harlequins, and took pleasure in
showing their agility all night, princi-
pally in -playing leap-frog over each
other’s heads. -
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I grew' tired at last, and went off
about four in the morning. = Mrs. God-
frey and her cousin, retired before sup-
per. It is an Ambsement the God-
freys do not frequent, and their going
last niglit was to show their Italian
cousin an English masquerade. They
sat all night in one of the lower boxes,
so that I could speak with them at
times. T

Soon after they went, I missed my

monk, whom I inteitded to pursue at .

and after supper, in order to discover
him, but he escaped me. He hnew me,
I am certain, from several equivocal allu-
sions he made use of. One speech he
made, particularly struck me. In our
last,rencontre I said to him,

« Remember absolution is the ward.”

¢« Sinner "’ said he, ¢ thou shalt be
absolved, but it must be upon the.usual
conditions ! °

« Ho, ho!” said 1, ¢ there are ~condi-
tions ™

s« Attend,” crned he, ¢« I "am. called
away, and shall see theé no ‘more; either
here or in Cold-Bath-fields; *but I will
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leave my counsel with thee: meditate
upon it, and profit. Absolution 1s the
word ; — it is the wuniversal doctrine of
human nature, and confined to no modes
of worship ; but nature herself hath es-
tablished the conditions for obtaining it.
If thy crimes sting thee "not, there is no
hope for thee. If thou hast robbed the
orphan, slandered the innocent, deceived
thy friend, planted a dagger in the heart
of a parent, wilt thou have absolution
gratis ? If, even imr thought, thou hast
proposed the seduction~of the ignorant
maiden, or the virtuous wife, wilt thou
have absolution gratis ? Thou mayst laugh
awhile, but nature’s penance will over-
take thee, perhaps too lite — REMORSE :
—~it is fire in the heart’s core, .yet
sometimes inadequate to guilt — then —
no more — beware young man, be-
ware.” $
As he said this very impressively, -he
left me ; 1 followed, but could not en-
gage him to stay longer : — he miidly put
me away with his hand, in_the action of
blessing, saying at the same time, ¢ Be-
nedicite!”
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Adieu'! my dear Darrel] : —1I hope I
have banished the Blues, but I am tired
myself. '

Ever yours,

L. VErnonw. ‘

VOL. 1V,
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LETTER LXIV.

Augusta to Angelica.

Hanover Sq:lare. March.

Wisre s my dear Angelica now ? Many
hundred miles ncarer to her sister, who
is travelling with her in imagination and
on maps. I have embarked with you,
Angelica, at Genoa, and landed at Frejus;
I stopped with you a couple of days at
Avignon, supposing the very sound of
Vaucluse worth at least eight-and-forty;
hours; and I am at present with you at
Lyous. You will soon now be at Paris; and
I shall make up my packet to be dispatch-
ed immediately, lest you should arrive and
not find a letter from me, expressing.he
joy which yours has given me. T tgust
that you will be with me in the first wiek
of April. Your arrival is’ of importance
in a peint you little think of. ‘There. will
be a reécegg of -the parliament . George
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and Caroline spend it at Woodlee : my
father wishes to .go and stay at Grove
Park. If you are here we will accompauy
him :*if not I shall go with them.

Though we shall be obliged sometimes
to pat with my cousins; yet we shall be
a great deal together, for the distances
of our residences are uot very great. By
leaving Grove Park early, we may dine in
town. Woodlee ts much nearer still to
L.ondon. Manor-House is the farthest
asunder, but that is little more than-a day’s
journey from town. These thoughts
come into my mind from the feeling that
brings you ncarer to mc every day, and
L 2o in imagination with you to every
place where you will have a horge.

T will now return to the subjects which
have so much interested my ‘dear An-
gelict. — ‘The letter, to which I shall
annex this under one cover, contains
an atcount, which has proved so erro-
neous, that I ought perhapdtodestroy it :
but, writing, as 1 do"to you, occurrences
and sentiments as théy aride, T will con-
teut myself with rentoving the impres.
sion it mig‘ht .make, rather than not let

. F2
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you see every-'thing in my mind as it
passes. The pleasure too, my dear An-
gelica, isgreat, I own : — I have involun-
tarily wronged Sir Francis Darrell, and
it is a real gratification to do him justice.
All the appearances respecting Lady
Betty Bramblebear have been cleared
up. Mr. Vernon read to George part
of a letter from 3ir Francis, who had
learned from his servants that we had
seen her come out of the house. He
owned that the shock he felt was the
cause of his leaving town, and exp]amed
the pains he had taken to convince her
of the folly- of her conduct. This you
may be sure gave us all pleasure; but to
complete it, a circumstance occurred
which I must tell you as it happened.

1 believe I mentioned in one of my
former ]etters, that there was to be a
masquerade at the Opera-Huuse, to which
I was going with George and Caroline,
merely as spectators, for they take no

pleasure in it.as an entertainment, and it
was punc1pally thaffl~mlght have an op-
portunity of gomparing it with our Ita-
lian carnivals. - I have something to sa;-
to you -of this mpasquerade, kut I must
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first sﬁrprise you with the unravelling of
mysteries which gave me so much pain.
On the morning- after the masquerade,
before Ileft my dtessing-room, Madelena
told me that a young lady,whose name was
Craven, was below, and wished to speak
to me alone. Well remembering the
name of the winking man and his sis-
ter, to whom I was introduced at Lady
Mount-Vernon’s ball, I made no scruple
of admitting Miss Craven, though I could
not imagine the tause of her visit at that
time of the’day. 1 had seen little of
her at the ball ; her being chaperoned by
Lady Betty kept us at a distance from
each other. What notice I.did take of
her was in her favour. Hér dress and
* demeanour were modest. F remember
making in my mind a comparisqn between
her and some other ladies present, to her
advantage ;, and I shoyld have wondered
at her coming to the ball under Lady
Betty’s protection, had the reason not
been explained to me: Her father had
been a respectable manufhictyrer at Peter-
borough, who had' made a large fortune,
and brought up his'f;mil'y in affluence,—~—
P . .
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.

He was dead, but her brother was still
at the head of the manufactory, which
continues a thriving coucern. For some
years there had been ‘an_intimacy be-
tween the Cravens and Mr.’ Bramblebear,
who had found it convenient to borrow
money of the late Mr. Craven. In pro-
portion as the depbt augmented, the.inti-
macy encreased ; and the young ladies
were much at Bramblebcar Hall, where
they saw sometking'of, fashionable life :
and this winter Mrs. Craven, who was
still alive though advanced in years,
consented to let her elder daughter see
more of that life in a town ‘view, under
the care of Lady Betty. Poor woman !
she little knew to whom she was trusting
her child.

As Miss Craven entered my room I
rose to receive her. — She was in 2a very
elegant morning-dress, and looked very
handsome, 'but serious. Madelena hav-
ing given her a chair, and left the room,
I said I was glad to sec her: ¢

« Though I fear,”” continued I, * from
the early hour of your visit, and your
asking for me, that you have some un-
pleasant communicatign to make.”
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I am not much acquainted,” replied
she, ¢ with the rules of fashionable life in
town, but I know you will excuse my
mistakes for the sake of my motive. I
may be doing wrong, but I do not mean
it if itis so, yet something tells me that 1
have no right to suppose you so interested
about” any man, as to exXcuse the liberty
of speaking to you on the occasion which
has induced me to corne here.”

As this young lady was living in the
house with Lady $3etty, this introduction
gave me an itlca that she was her conti-
dante, and was about to speak of Sir
Francis Darrell. I had a momentary he-
sitation whether I should allow her to go
on or not, till she said :

 But as you are yourself .concerned,
vou will, I am sure, not be displeased
with me.”

«If 1T arg concerned, my dear Miss
Craven,” said I, « I shall consider myself
ungler an obligation to you for any inform-
ation which it may be necessary for me
to know. Had it concer ned others only.
I should have 1equ¢sted to remain igno-

. rant of it.,”
- F 4
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« 1 beg you,” said she, “to believe
that I do not mean to attribute to you
any thing but friertdship, when I tell
you I am purposely come to clear from
blame the conduct of a gentlempan, of
whom you cannot but wish to think well.”

* Who is it ?”’ said L. .

She replied, ¢ Sir Francis Darrell.”

I expected the name, but my pride
would not 2allow me to suffer her to
imagine that his conduct was of that
importance to me which her visit im-
plied. — I said ¢ that my gratitude to Sir
Francis would always induce me to wish
him well, but that I had no concern
in his conduct.”

«« Except,” said she, ¢ as impertinent
people will make it so, as you mubt
have seen by the anonymous note you
received.”

I was not much astonished at hearing
this from Miss Craven’s mouth — yet it
shocked me to find her acquainted, with
the cnrcumstance, and I prepared to re-
ceive her- full communication. 3

# My dear Misg Craven,” said I, « 1



SIR FRANCIS DARRELL. 105

must observe that your knowledge of
such thmgs 18 not »

¢ Stay, Miss Saville,” criéd she, inter-
rupting me, “ and hear before you blame
mc: — it is disgrdceful to Lady Betty, but
not to me:— I am at this moment in a_
situation you little think of ; and I fear
that my character will be 1mphca.ted in
her shocking conduct.” She here burst
into tears.

«“ Good Heaven!” cried I, surprised,
¢« what is the matter ?”’

"¢ Lady Betty has not returned since
the masquerade last night,” replied she.
¢« Gracious Heaven !” said I, ¢« Ido not
wonder at your agitation — but compose
yourself, 1 hope you are not implicated.”

« Oh! no, no, no,” —cried she with
cr.creased agitation; ¢ I have seen too
much, but I knew nothmg of her intend-
ing to act in this manner.”

“The dear girl could not restrain her
tears for some time. I asked if she
would allow me to call Mrs. Godfrey.

« Presently,” replied she, “ but not
y t »
I took her hand, and begged her not to
FJ
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be uneasy as to herself. — As she recover-
ed, I asked if she was at the masquerade.

¢ No,” replied she, “1 was to have
gone, and wished .it at first, never
having been at one’; but Lady Betty’s
conversations with me, and her nanner
of acting for ten days or a fortnight past,
determined me not to go,-—-mdeed I
wrote to my mother, to say that I should
return home sooner than was intended.
The whole of,yesterday and the day be-
fore, Lady Betty hardly spoke to me, for
adhering to my 1esolut10n not to go to
the masquerade.”

I told her she had acted wisely, and,
seeing her composed, I requested she
would allow me to introduce her to my
cousin.

s« I am sure,” said I, « she will be hap-
py to show you every attention on this
occasion, as well as on your being our
neighbour in the country.”»

She bowed, and I went for Caroline,
whorn I prepared to see her hy informing
her of whaghad passed. She shook hands
with her, gid, telling her that I had men-%
tioned the circumstances, added, that
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there was a room in the house at her ser-
vice. She made her acknowledgment, very
warmly, and sajd she would accept of it
for a day or two, by which time herbro-
ther would be ready to take her into the
country. Having quite recovered her-
self, slfe detailed to us a very sad account
of her protectress, excusing the inform-
ation she gave, by observing that she
thought it no breach of th® rules of hos-
pitality or of confidence, to speak of a
person who had so completely betrayed
herself. She gaid she had long thought
Lady Betty rather free in her manners,
bk supposed it was the effect of inno-
cence, as she was so young a woman.
She recollected thinking her too familiar
fast year with Sir Francis Darrell, before
he went abroad, but had no idea’that she
was a guilty woman. After his return
from France, ®she had met him' at Bram-
b ar Hall, once or twice, at whlch times

"ady Betty’ appeared mgre angry than
pleased with him. Some nbticg, too, had
been taken by her brother of her atten-
tion to Mr. Veramore, butshe was 3y yrong
in that particular, for she had shéwn ber

¥ +(*
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resentment at his jmpertinence. Sheand
Mr, Bramblebear haq always made them-
selves agreeable to her family, and when
they left the country at the end of the
dutumn, they had engaged Mrs. Craven,
to let her come to them in London, after
Christmas ; that, upon their arrival from
Bath, her brother had brought her up to
town, and, having staid to go to Lady
Mount-Vernbn s ball, had returned to
Peterborough.

“I was delighted,” continued Miss
Craven, * with my receptlon in Seymour-
Street, where Mr, Bramblebear had taken
a house for four months : nothing could
be kinder; and the idea of the enjoy-
ment I imagined in the novelty of Lon-
don gave me great spirits. 1 was not
long, however, with Lady Betty, before
she began to give me marks of her con-
fidence' that made me unteasy. It is a
painful thing to have folly or vice in trus,
yet treachery in itself appecared to mé‘&
odious, that I should certainly have kept
my opinién of Lady Betty;and thecireum-
stances she cqnfided to me, to myself, had
she thought proper, to keep any measures
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with the world; at present, I consider
myself as released Jdrom every obligation
of thekind. She made me her confidante,
and would, had I been willing, have
made fne her associate. The first thing
she told me was, that she never would go
to live in Yorkshire with Mr. Bramble-
bear. Her great object for some months
past has been to attach Sir Francis Dar-
rell to her. — She failed i} this at Bram-
blebear Hall. She then purposely threw
herself in hiseway at Malvern, and was
again disappginted. In town she has
written him letters though he did not re-
ply to them. She then was convinced in
her own mind, that his conduct was ow-
Jng to an attachment to you, Miss Saville;
and -she resolved to injure him in your
opinion. The note which yon ‘received,
signed ¢ Preserver,”” she wrote, and
would have *had me copy, but* I refused,
and from that day her regard for me
‘codbled. Lady Mount-Vernon: had previ-
ously included me in her invitation to
her ball, or I imagine I should not have
been invited. There yop could not but
? observe her conduct: — she jpursued him



110 SIR FRANCIS DARRELL.

to every part of ithe rooms, and I am
persuaded was £ cause of his retiring
so early.” S

_Here Caroline asked her if it was
Lady Betty who pinned the noté to ny
shawl.

<] was not tlten in her confidence,” said
Miss Craven, ¢ but there can be no doubt
of it. She has Tgtely, by some means,
forced Sir Francis to leave town, which,
I believe, convinced lier that all attempts
to attach him would be frisitless, and <she
has been more successful in attaching a
young man of large fortune of the name
of Rivers, whom I have met at Brambhle-
bear hall.””

Miss Craven’s open and simple manné:
in relatipg her connection with Lady
Betty and the results of it impressed both
Caroline and me with feelings in her fa- .
vour ; and we lamented that she should
have been so exposed to the seductjong,
of an unprincipled woman, with whom it
was very clear that she was not congenial,
Shey had so?complc_ztely lost her confi-
dence, thai‘:'zle knew nothing of the lady’s,,
last ‘mangeyVre in her page’s fantastical
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clothes ; and, when it was meationed to
her, she said that she must have taken
the clothes out and dressed at another
house. L. :

How painful if it,'my dear Angelica, to
reflect, that there are women, on who<e
conduct the happiness or misery of their
families, depends, so lost to every better
tceling! Miss Craven having accepted
the room Caroline offered her, accom-
panied us to breakfast, -durjng which my
tather and George were made acquainted
with the cause of her visit. You will be-
lieve that they were not much astonish-
ed; but T fear’they were not very sorry
either. 'They are so fascinated with Sir
Francis Darrell, that every thing that
tengls to establish or to magnify his cha-
racter delights them. They are not
glad that the lady has misconducsed her-
self, but that shke has done-what Ze
could not do -s- exposed her migjoonduct,
as the exposure has so completely re-
moved every ground of suspiczon on a
subject that for months past had been
~onsidered with. pain, .

Miss Craven’s maid was sent for, and



112 SIR FRANCIS DARRELL.
[)

her things brought to Hanover-Square,
where she remained but two days, for in
consequence of her letter to her mother,
before she had the Yeast idea of Lady
Betty’s ecloping so soon, Mr. Craven
acrived in town to escort her home. Her
modesty and good sense endeared her to
us, and my cousins pressed her to stay
some time longer ; but she said that she
could not; and we were sensible that,
with her deligate and just sentiments, she
could not have gone into company with-
out great pain, nof, indeed, without
some loss of that considleration which
she had gained in our minds. She car-
ried with her our esteem and good
wishes, and a certainty that we should
be happy to see her another time. This
. >
young lady’s disclosure, my dear Ange.
lica, hag given me very great pleasure : it
has raised Sir Francis to that high place
in my ,esteem which he Meserves, a
which, with my grateful feelings towar§
him, it was very painful to me to withho
—but alas! I foresee that it leads to
reasonings on a subject respecting which
my fa?er and cousins think me unrea-



SIR FRANCIS DARRELL. 113

sonable. They must, howeyer, stay at
least till I am addressed upon it, before
they can repeat their feasonings and théir
wishes. That will never be :— he whom
it concerns has said it will never be; and.
I will not agitate myself with making re-
solutions which may never be called for,
but I will repeat to my dear Angelica,
that I never can be persuaded to unite
myself with one whose opinigns and mine
on the most important topics of life are
at variance.

To counterbalance the pleasing sub-
ject I have beeh dwelling upon, I have
to -tell you that Count Olivastro is in
London. He arrived last week : George
has received him with great civility ; my -
father with kindness; and I with a de-
gree of inward 4orror that I canpot ac-
count for. Whatever I felt, however, I
had resolution £nough to concea}; and I
made sincerely the kindest enquiries for
all his family individually. I:do not
think him ‘altered in any thmg except
that his ‘brows are now constantly
contracted. Mr. Vefpon, whose atten-
tfons to him my father requested, tells us
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that he expresses pleasure in seeing Lon-
don; but rather by words than looks. 1
hope ‘he will not stay long — yet I fear
be -means to renew his addresses person-
ally, though my father; in reply to one
-of his letters, assured him that he could
not receive him in England, but upon
condition of his relinquishing such a
fruitless pursuit. I will see him occa-
sionally, but not always when he calls.
At all events you will soon be with me
now to assist me in conducting mysclt
properly in this point os well as others.
His arrival occasioned a remarkable thing
which I must not omit to tell you: —
When I mentioned to Madelena that
he was in London, she ‘turned pale
and nearly fainted away. I thought it
very ‘extraordinary, but it might be
owing to the suddenness of my manner
in speaking of it. She is very well and
speaks English astonishingly for the'ting
she has been here. ., .
In the beginning of my letter, 1 ;Qﬁ
you I had something to say of.the masque-
rade I was- at the ’other night. It is not
my intention, my dear Angelica, to give
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a detailed account of the entertainment.
In this country it is an amusement en.
tirely confined to the rich : —the lower
classes of the people haVe no idea of it:
you never see masks in the street as dur- -
g the cagnivals abroad — The fancy
dresses bere are magnificent, and often
elegant. — Every character and profession
afford subjects, and the rooms were
crowded: — but in general there was little
support of character : the tompany were
divided in dancing or thg promenade.
sat in a box so situafed, that we could see ;
and our friends, by stepping on a bench,
might speak with ds. I saw Mr.Vernon
very busy in amusing himself at the ex-
pence of the young may who, I told you,
wanted to convert me at Bath; butwhat
induces me to speak particularly o}' the
masquerade is the cbuversation of g man
who personated a mank. I observed him
pass several times,;’ and he always jpdked
at the box. He now and then stopped,
raised hi% hands and said: . ‘

« Benedicite.”

At length he stepped\ upon a bpnch,
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and placing himself at a column, next to
which I sat :

s Ave, Filia, gratid plena,” said he,

. particularly addressihg himself to me.
« Ave Pater,” replied I, * but you
are mistaken in me; you would not call
me daughter, nor think me full of grace,
if you knéw me.”
““I am sorry to find you alittle he-
retic,” sald he, ¢ and 1 must have some
talk with you, I have a commission
from the Pope to catechise and convert
all you wild English damsels, and I have
found it a very easy commission. — You
are the last I have to convince.”
¢« Father,” said I, “you will only
lose your timé with me. Iam not now to
be convinced : — you had better go about
your business.”
“1 have now no business but with
you,” replied he, ¢ and, if you arq olsti-
nate, you shall at last be a nun. 1 gl at
present give you only two les s to
_learn: the first is— You are t0 acciisc
yourself to me of all your sins, both those

which you remember and those which you
dp not remembeér. The second is — You
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are to believe that none of your friends,
be they ever so good, will escape ever.
lasting punishment, - {f ‘they do not
think as I do. Benedicite—1I shall
leave you to reflect on these points, and
I expect on my return to find you ready
to confess,-and to believe in, a punish-
ment so just and merciful together ~—
Benedicite.” .

H¢ went down as he waid this, and
walked about at no great distance from
the box, seldom addressing any one, but
often looking our way: — at times he
went into anothef room. I thought it
extraordinary that he should have pitched
upon me to convert; and of course I
would not give him an idea of my own
sentiments, particularly as I saw his ob-
ject was quite the- reverse of what he
pretended. Caroline was also struck
with the singularity of the cirdumstance.
After some time he returned to his foymer
station at the column.

« Are you ready to confess?™ said
he. .
¢« I am, father,” repliad I
. #“&ou shall be no nux, thén,” cried
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-he: ¢ you are the speediest of all my
heretics. — Now Yor your sins.”

I have sinned,” said I, ¢ in listening
to you on a subject so out ef its place,
and I deserve a severe penance.”

« Let me see,” said he, — «a severe
penance! Let it be this; to think seri-
ously at home,” — he laid a stress on the
words at<home, — *¢ on the points I have
proposgd to you; should you find
them difficult to be sybscribed to, I will
absolve you for continuing a heretic.
But,” continued he, altermg his voice,
which he lowered at the same time,
¢ your remark is just; the subject is
not onc to be played with, nor was it
my _”

He here broke off, and resuming his
former tone of voice, addressed Caso-
line; and said, ¢

¢ Your sister is wiser than a monk : —
she has brought him to a confession : —
pray make ‘interest with her to absolve
him.””

« Sinxnp mo/e,” said I, “-and yqu are
absoived.”
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¢ Remember your words,” cried he,

“ Sin no more, and you are absolved.”
After this, he®spoke gccasionally. both.
to Caroline and me, but never touched
again upon‘the topic of conversion. I have
mentioned this little occurrence as it af-
fects me pethaps more than it sheuld; for,
though it may not be the case, I cannot
help seeing in it the wishes of my family ;
and I sometimes suspect George to have
been the mounk, for he was away Yrom us
a great part of the time; and when he
joined us in his domino the monk did not
appear; when he lowered his voice too,
I thought I recognized it. Both he and
Caroline have been extremely delicate on
this peint, but I know their minds, and
it is probable Georse thought it weuld
not be deviating from delicacy, to make
a trial under a mask. If it is'so h¢ has.
not acknowledged it. As for the point
he put respecting the self-accusation of
sins remembered or not remembergd, I
sce no-difficulty : trivial events majy: slip
the memory, and these mwy be such as
“shoul@-have been repented ; but I con«
fess to you, Angelica, that his other
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point has disturbed me.a good deal : —~ it
vkept me awake the night of the masque-
rade for a considerable time after I was
in bed ; and it every now and then occurs
- to me always with great pain. It is a
point on which I cannot reason, and I
will try to banish it for the present from *
my thoughts, as my dear Caroline tells
me she is uneasy at catching me frequently
in a reverig,
I made another observation at the
"masquerade, which gave me some uneasi-
ness. I noticed a mask‘in a’black domino,
who, far the greater part of the night,
paraded the floor backwards and for-
wards, for ten or twelve paces on each
side of our box, generally with his arms
folded, sometimes farther off, sometimes
neater, He came close, when any per-
son got upon the bench to speak to us,
particularly the monk, I thought him a
madman. We were soon tired of the
confused scene, and constant motlon be-
fore our eyes, and we came away very
early.. I°will now dispatch my packet :«
it will be in Payis before you. You will,
probably, e there long enough-to regeive
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another letter from me. I will write the

moment I hear from you. Adieu! my

dearest sister,  * '
Your most affectionate

AUGUSTA.

P.S. .I hope you have .Mr. Dartford
safe : if so, remember me to him, — but I
do not mean to try to supplant you. Re-
member all the family {o htm. George
and Caroline send remembrancges also to
Mr. and Mrs. Dorrington and Miss Dor-
rington.

VOL. 1IV.
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LETTER<LXV.
Str Francis Darrell to Mr. Veraon.

. Eelmont.
MY DEAR VERNON,

1 &~ow your estimate of friendship, and
I do not scruple saying, come to me on
receiving this; postpone your pleasures,
and hasten to partake-of the agony of
your frighd, who, in spite of his better
resolutions, in spite of his trust in Provi.
dence, is sinking beneath the weight of
reflections which embrace the past, the
present, and the future. When I, left
London to avoid that unhappy woman,
who, 1 find, has now completed her dis-
grace, I resolved to brmg my fever to a
crisis, and abide the issue. I mixed a
determination never to think of marriage,
with a delirious hope that 1 might be
tranquil, after exposing my unclosed
wounds to be prlpbed by her, who alone
has powereto administer the balm_that
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may tranquillize. Ihave,mdeed brought
it to a crisis, but I shall perish under
it. .

Determined upon the execution of the
design which I mentioned to you, I or-
dered thé deed of gift to be drawn up
by my solicitor ; and I waited till I could
complete® the execution of”it before I
ventured on the act I meditated in the
disclosure of my heart. Iinpatient at the.
delay, I hurried to town last ‘week, and,
having to wait till the next day for the
deed, I went to she masquerade. I was
your friend the mgnk — but keep this to
yourself. On my return, the day after, to
Belmont with the deed of gift properly
executed, a fit of irresolution overtook
me. , For a whole day I made fruitless
cflorts to recover m.yself, and your lgtter
arrived to postpone the dreaded act for
another day. At first, in the state I was
in, 1 could not refd it ; but, persevermg,
it engaged my attention, and, though I
did nof' enjoy it as I should have done
at another time; it postponed ‘the, crisis
another day. At Iength* it is done. All
yeste‘;day and to-day my hearts has been

¢c2 °



124 SIR FRANCIS DARRELL.

convulsed, and I suspect the malady will
reach my brain.

You have sometimes seen the urn in
the bower at Grovg Park, and then it
passed with you as a fancy, and no more.
I afterwards mentioned it to you at an
agitated moment, when [ related my un-
expected interview with Miss Saville in
that bower, and you will recollect the
circumstanges sufficiently to know that
it was connected with the harrors of my
life. Ihad not courage enough at the
time to tear my wounds open before you.
Love hay emboldened my heart, but the
act has recoiled upon .it; and all the
little hope fancy has been fighting for
against the occasional attacks of memory
i3 gone ; my nerves are unstrung, and I
knov not what is to hecome of me. In
addition to what you already know, I
must tell you that I had consigned my
wretched story to a small chest inserted-
m the pedestal to the urn. I have, at
times, to heighten my remorse, visited
this chest and viewed its contents, but
have never dared to read the memorial of
it, which'[ wrote soon after the evegts it
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recounts. The memorial has never been
seen by any eye, but gine, on this globe;
the events too are,unknown, but they are
recorded in Heaven. I hope it is also
recordedchow they have shaken my soul
on earth. Yesterday morning 1 went
over to &Grove Park ; I opened the pe-
destal, and brought the chest away with
me. I prayed for strength, and received
it. I unlocked the chest, aifd drew my
manuscript from its case. I spent the
day in meditating upon it, in humbling
myself, in tears, ip prayers. Lslept little
during the night: —to-day I have written
some reflectionis upon it, and my inten-
tion is to send the manuscript with these
reflections to Mr. Godfrey, to be commu-
nicated to Miss Saville, to whom T mean
also to write a cdndid statement 3f my
mind, assuring her of my determination
never to marryg and imploring her to
assist me in soothing: my repentance by
accepting the gift I have made.” The
exertions of my mind have, shook my
frame: I wish you with me for a day,
and to make you the bearer of my packet
- to ‘Godfrey. Come, then, and, see the
. G 3 - .
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wounds of your friend open, and say if
they can ever be closed : — say if it be
not a horrible presumption in me to dare
to love such a woman; say if there lie
not between us a frightful chasm, impos-
sible to be passed ; say — if it were even
as you insist, that she loves mie — oh'!
what a thought!— say whether 1 ought
not, even then, and the more, to fly her
for ever. Come soon, my dear Vernon.
Would I could slcep — think not I am
going to say for cver; that impiety is
over, thapk God ! no,but—till you come,
for thoupht is torture.

Your affectionate friend,

F. Darrfvrr.
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LETTER LXVL

Sir Francis Darrell to Mr. Godfrey.

Belmont. Marck.

MY DEAR MR. GODFREY, .

Ovux friend Veimon is the Barer of a
packet which I have addressed to you,
but it is equally meant for Mr. Saville,
who, I hope will also consider this letter
in "the same light. 1 beg you both to
forgive me for the pain I am about to
give you, and for whatever, may strike
you as presumptuous or unmecessary in
the enclosed to Miss Saville, which 1
leavee open for your consideration. I
have no right to make her uphappy, and
I shall acquiesce in your determination
if you shall judge it weong to disturb her
o . o g

mind with my afflictions. I"beg you too

e 4 )
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to remember that I have been induced
to the disclosure of those afflictions, and
of the sentiments of my heart, by the
unparalleled kindness and friendship
which you have all bestowed upon me,
and the unspeakable advantages I have
derived from them.

Vernon will tell you .the sad state of
my mind ; how I am combating with my
feelings, and how resolved 1 am to con-
quer them. Till I do succeed, I cannot
again see Miss Saville. Be assured I will
not willingly give her a moment’s pain.
You kndw her value, and you will not
be surprised that I have been able to
estimate it.~ Did not my wretched story
render me conscious how unworthy I am
of her, how inadmissible as the suitor of
her hznd, I should not:have thought of
such requests as I have made to her in
my letter. "Had my heart bgen untaint-
ed, its sentiments should have been pour-
ed out in a different language, and I
should bave besought her acceptad’ge of
it.with the utmost ardour. This I know
to be out of the qugstion, and so will you
when you have read my manuscript. he
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wretchedness I endured from reflection
has been doubled since 1 have discovered
that there exists on ®arth a happiness to
which I dare noteaspire; a happiness like
yours, my dear friend ; a happiness which
must bée his with whom Miss Saville con-
sents to be united. It cannot be mine;
but she is good, she is kind ; and if Mr.
Saville does not oppose it, whlch I trust
he will not, I hope she will not refuse me
the only earthly comfort I can now enjoy
—that of her accepting the gift which Mr.
Vernon brings. ®Pray let no false delicacy
deprive me of such comfort.%gThere is
but one argument which may be used
against me, and that I will de away. It
may be said that the gift of a lover may
boeviewed with jealousy, bt my love
shall be like thelgve of beings in another
sphere. T will absent myself; and what-
cver may be attributed to me, to her can
only be ascr ibed friendship and goodness.
Persugde her to the agceptance I beseech
you ; it will soften my hours of expiation,
when I reflect upon the mind that will
have the disposal wof thgse means which
(el
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exceed my wants, and even my power
of attending to the wants of others.
Now, my friends, read my story — first
by yourselves. My wish is, that Miss
Saville may know it; -—1I own it is the
chief motive of my sending it. If it
is communicated to her, let her read it
before the letter I have addressed to her.
‘When she knows all, let her judge me:
1 hope she will pity — I fear she will ab-
hor me : but, in any case, I cannot bear
to live unknown. I will not have her
esteem, while I suspect she would think
abhorrence my due. Conceive what I
am suffering when you read this, and
pity
Your attached friend,

F. DARreLL.
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[ Tke following Pragment is a Copy of the
Mapuscript sent by Mr. Vernon.]

“THE THREE DAYS.

A Fragment.

+ » » » « 3 Hg was one of
those beings whom Nature secms to cur-
tail of gall. With hardly enqugh of that
bitter juice to perform the fﬁfctions of
his animal frame, none of it was ever
carried in the course of his blood
tq his heart. It was a heart of great
feeling — it partook of joy and of sor-
row in no comMon degree ; it “impell-
ed him to acts of kindness. Revenge,
even resentment, suspicion, malignity of
every kind were unknown to it. For.
givehess in him wds not the dictate of
duty ; it was an inherent quality of his
mind. He repelled wrong, if there were
tige to prevent it, and admonished the

¢ 6
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wrong-doer ; yet enmity, even to an in-
jurer, he felt not. But of injury he sel-
dom had to compluin; inoffensive, and
standing in no man’s way, even detrac-
tion spared him. Iis predominant pas-
sions, perhaps his only ones, were love,
joy, and sorrow. The had twice
suffered to an excess, whx * bad nearly
sent him to the grave.” The first time
was on the unmerited cooling, and with-
drawing of affection by a man whom he
tenderly loved. Wiien he perceived his
friend’s neglect, Harvey examined his
heart to discover what he had done, or
omitted, to produce this estrangement.
«If 1 have done wrong,”” thought he,
¢ I will repair it — friendship cannot
suddenly cool in its affection without a
cause. My friend must not be lost, he
must and shall love me still,as I love him.”
He searched his heart in vain for his
fault ; he looked not for it'in his friend’s.
s¢ Well, then,’” said he to himself,”’ I will
regain him by encrease of kindness'.and
asgiduity.” - The unsuspicious Harvey
had pitched upon the very worst expe-

dient for the attainment of his obje~t.
. ~ 6
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His kindness and assxdulty were now irk-
some ; for his friend, in consequence of
a very unexpected’ event which had
altered his feelmgs and his views, was
become absorbed in pursuits and gratifi-
cations, which he knew the plain sense
of Harvey wocutq condemn. The sensi-
tive heart &f the latter béat irregularly
and heavily for some time; but, after a
while, it was comfortegd by the affection
of a worthy and amiable Wtfe, who con-
vinced him of the f8lly of sorrowing for
a loss which he had neither caused nor
merited. . “ i

His sccond great sorrow was the loss
of that wife, who died while yet in the
prime of life, leaving him the father of
a ¢hild, whose resemblance to her mother
served at first {o heightén his  grief,
though in time it encreased his resign-
ation. Other misfortunes, however great,
are simple-evil$': — the loss of a woman, °
whose good sense helps to support allother
evils, and whose affection softens their
rigour and consoles the heart, is a com-
pound evil of such magnitude, thatthe man
whe persuades himself that he had found -
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such a one, sinks under it. Where now
was she who taught him thata false friend
was never a friend worth preserving?
Who dressed and who healed the wound
that false friend had made? Who
now shall "dress and heal the® wound
which death has inflited? Who shall
comfort, who'shall console poor” Harvey
for the loss of such a wife? Who tell
him how to beat the evil? Who soften
it by bearing it with him? Sorrow found
his heart without defence, without ally ;
it took possession and tenthroned itself
there. Harvey grew sick and listless,
and would have died, had not the forlorn
state of his young Matilda awakened the
feelings of a father, and called upon him
not to desert her. .
Matilda was yet a child : she had not
attained her fourteenth year. Handsome
and innocent, and sadly attentive to the
duties of' a daughter, she could not, she
did not, fail to engage the notice of her
afflicted father; that notice was-
means of retalling him to life from which
he was perceptibly sliding. He noticed
the silent, affectionate assiduities of his
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daughter. The chord was struck by
nature ; it vibrated to his heart : — sor-
row, though not soon banished, was
shaken from its throne, and paternal love
took possession of it.

Matilda was indeed handsome and in-
nocent, but kne# not that she was either
the one or the other. She’partook much
of her father’s character, and had been
more trained to virtug, thgn warned of
vice, by her mother : — her innocence was
ignorance, combined with a natural-dis-
position to goddness. Like her father,
she meant no harm, and she.suspected
none. Like her mother, she attended
to domestic duties, and did all in her
power to comfort her father.

*They lived at the skirt of a small town.
Harvey had recgived a gtmd edycation,
and, in point of fortune, had seen better
days; but,- much reduced in circum-
stances, he was obliged to have recourse
to some profitable exertion. Having
sufficient skill in the art of drawing, he
had established himself as a.drawing-
master, and had obtained practice enough
tomaintain him and his dawghter with a
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degree of ease; yet they kept but one
servant. Matilda, affecting no pretension
to a condition superior to that which her
father appeared in, dressed simply but
neatly, and assisted in the lighter parts
of the carée and service required in a
family. Though young, she was com-
petent to the ‘management, having been
trained to it by her mother from her in-
fancy. Her father had taught her to
draw ; but, her situation requiring it, her
needle was more hatdled than her pencil.
She had few associates, but she was re-
marked by those who knew her for a
singleness of heart dnd candour, that
gained affection : all the little attentions
and endearments of life were unstudied
and natural to her. Harvey’s relish of
his earthly existence was restored by the
repeated sounds that reached his ears of
« What an amiable child is your Ma.-
tilda!?”’ Joy shared the throne of love in
his heart. He recovered his health; he
pursued his avocation unremittingly, with
a view of amiassing a little dowry for her
by the time she became marriageable.
The town:.in which they lived vias -
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pleasantly situated on a fine river : —their
house was small, but. it had the advan-
tage of standing,insulated in a pretty
garden that ran down to the bank of the
river, from which was seen at a short
distance up the stream an ancient magni-
ficent castle on the opposite bank. On
the same side with their house stood a
fine Gothic building devoted to the uses
of a public school. Harve’s premises
originally consisted of a couple of cot-
tages on a piege of neglected ground,
which he had observed to be capable of
great improvement. He obtained it on
lease at a small rent, and his taste soon
gave it a beautiful appearance which at-
tragted admiration, The tenement con-
taining more apartments than were ne-
cessary for him *and Matilda, hé& had
agreed to reccive one of the tutors of the
college, who, he knew was paying his
addresses to a young lady, whose family
resid&l near the town.

Under the care of this gentleman there
was a boy, soft by nature, wjth a capacity
formed for learning, and a%ire to take
advantage of it. He was hey to a large
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fortune ; his mother was then alive, and, ‘
by the advice of thedrustees of his father’s
will, she consented, though not very
willingly, to give him a public education
under thefsuperintendance of a private
tutor. This gentleman was himself but
young ; yet ' his learning and character
had just obtained him the situation of an
under-master a% the college. His views
were a scholastic establishment auxxhary
to the college, aud promotion in the
church : but means wexe wanting to the
immediate commencement of his plan ;
nor was the fortune of the lady he courted
likely to supply them : time and patience
were, therefore, requisite to the attain-
ment of his wishes., . Being acquainted
with Harvey, he kiew that he could
spare him room, and he also prevailed
upon him to board himself and his pupil.
Agreeably situated, he épent his time in
discharging his duty at the college, in
assisting the boy in studying thé tasks
which were set him at the school, and in
attentions to the lady who had gained his
affections. _
His pupoﬁ had been tenderly reared
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and carefully defended from the conta-
gion of corruption ;-he was still but a
child, in the commencing years of boy-
hood ; he was fifteen; he had never been
to school, but now, from theprivacy of
innocence, he was about to be plunged at
once hap-hazard into the broad and tur-
bulent stream of public education. The
eye of a prlvate tutor ga‘ve a hope, that
the more injurious effects of f promiscuous
intercourse with confpanions of various
natures, and more wordly knowledge,
might be averted or counteracted : nor
was advice wanting. Delmont, this was
the name of the boy, was much longer pre-
served than most others by the strength
which his nature had acquu'ed and by
the friendly admonitions sof his tutor.
He passed the gréater portion of his first
year uncontaminated ; it was as happy as
it was unsullie¥: he was a devourer of
learning ; languages, and their stores of’
knowledge, were the charm of his youth-
ful existence, and he learned-much more
rapidly than he could be taught. When
he Pad done his tasks for the school, and
- had listened to his tutor, he explained
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his lessons to Matilda, and versified for
her in English what he had been set to
compose in Latin.* The boys of the
school wondered at his turn, but admired,
and let him go on in his own way. Nor
was he at a loss for a play-mate. Matilda
trundled a hvop as well as he, ‘used the
skipping-rope gs gracefially, though not
so actively, ran'as swiftly, and struck the
shuttlecock'as unerringly. Till towards
the end of the first year, cricket, and
quoits, and fives, had net the attractions
of his milder sports. He felt for Matilda
the affection of a play-mate, he treated
her as such, and sometimes told her he
wished she were a boy, that they might
ride together— an exercise which he tnok
with his tutor, and of which he was very
fond. Matilda had a similar childish
affection for Delmont, which she showed
by all the little endearments that mark
the love of a sister for a brother. She
attended to the keeping of his clothes in
order, to the arrangement of the room in
which he studied, to all the little no-
things whigh neither he nor his utor
.would probably ‘think of, but which ne-
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vertheless enter into'the ldea of com-
fort.

One day, as he was returning from the
school, a big boy.playfully seized him by
the collar, saying:

« Come, come along with me and
play cricket; —don’t be such a mol-
coddle.” .

Delmont, w&th a jigk, liberated his
collar from the gripe of the stripling,
and ran home. The jirk, if freeing him
had cost him the buttons on the collar
of his shirt, which the hand of his school-
mate had grasped together with his
waistcoat. He found Matilda, as usual,
alone in the parlour.

“ See, Matty,” said he, ¢ what Ruﬁ-
head has done,” and he showed her the
dismantled state_ of his collar. ¢ Now,
I am obliged fo go and change my
shirt.”

.« No,” said® Matilda, * you need not
do tbat— I have a paper of buttons, and
will Sew one or two on in a minute.”

While she was doing so, she asked
him how it happened.

% He wanted me to go and play crick-
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et, and seized me before 1 was aware,”
replied Delmont, ¢ calling me a mol-cod-
dle.” ,

« How foolish,”” said Matilda; ¢« pray
don’t mind what any of the school-boys
say :— they arc harum.scarum creatures,
and want to make you as wild as them-
sclves. There«— now the buttons-are on.”

«« Thank you_Matilda,”” said Delmont,
¢ I believe 1 odfht to kiss you for being
so kind.?

< Pooh !I”” cried the, ¢ it is not worth
lt »

« I will though ” replxed he, ¢« if you
will let me.

They kissed : — the kiss was mutual,
and sweet, and as innocent as sweet, and
the sweetness and the innocence of it
long remained untaimtgd : neither of them
thougnt it a favour; neither of them
thought of repeating it.

Some time after, —alns! it was to-,

wards the conclusion of that portion of
life, whep the union of happiness with
unspotted honour was to be dissolved, —
the samé big boy again threw himself in
his way and said — “
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¢ Stop a moment, Delmont, I am not
“going to hold you — I give you credit for
your studying ; we all see that you fag
at your books, and, without flattery,
your themes are allowed in general to be
the very*best in the school ; —but don’t
tell me that a boy of your talents, with
the knoWwledge he gets from Ovid, and
Virgil, and Horace, and Homer, and
no doubt you read Suetéhius and Ana-
creon too, to say nothilg of downright
English, can pass his Whole time in read-
ing and composing. Don’t I know there’s
a pretty girl always at your elbow ?”

Delmont awokc as if from a sleep :
a new train of ideas poured in upon
him : — he looked confused, and said
siie,was a very good girl, without exactly
knowing what he meant by goodness.

« You be hanged,” cried Ruffhead;
¢t who said she was not good? She is all
the better in mY¥ opinion.”

Delmont, still confused, declared that
he did' not understand what he meant
by ¢ being all the better.”

« Go along,” cried he, « you are a
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hypocrite : — will‘ you tell me that you .
never kissed her ?”

For the first time'in his life, — some say
it was also the last,—Delmont blushed.

« A confession,”” cried Ruﬁ'head “a
clear confession !”

s« I don’t know what you mean,” said
Deluiont, and walked away.

He proceeded but slowly: the business
of the school, the theme, was forgotten ;
his head was ful® of other thoughts, but
they were confused, and he knew not
how to arrange them. e had not blush-
ed when he kissed Matilda two months
before. When asked the question, he
could not deny it ; —but why was the
question asked ? Why did he feel averse
at the confession of it ? Why blush tken?
The causes were in the look and in the
manner of his questioner, of his new in-
structor, but he was not then sufficiently
experienced to trace &hem there. He
prolonged his walk, —he was almost afraid
to go into the house. If Rufthead’s
question sapposed something wrong, he
had no“such consciousness ; — yet as he
had blushed now, it was a proof that he
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had done unknowingly what ought to
be blushed for. He had neither done
nor thought wrong in respect to Matilda :
if he had, would not her father and his
tutor notice it, and tell him of it? It
was true he had kissed her ; but he would
have dome the same to a sister, or any
child who had done him a kindness;
and where in itself was,/the harm of a
kiss ; what could possibly Be in Ruft
head’s imagination ?”’# ""hese were the
thoughts that passed *r D¢'mont’s head ;
and they agitatec s heart.

'The endeavouring to trace Ruffhead’s
imagination kept the figure of Matilda
alive in his own, which unfortunately
rcpgated to him the long-forgotten kiss.
Ie felt his heart beat a* the image ; the
pulsation informed Ium that there was
more than he understood, and he gues-
sed that there fhight be some connec-
tion unknown to him between a Kiss and,
femalc*honour. He took a very uncom-
mon resolution, — that of consulting his
tutor on the subject. He did — but with-
out the slightest allusion to %htilda. —

VOL. IV, H * .
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His tutor laughed kindly, and putanab-
rupt conclusion to the enquiry.

« My dear boy,” said he, ¢ stick to
your Greek and Latin : —it is not yet
time for you to be making enquiries of
this nature. As you grow into manhood
you will be settling yourself in lifc ; till
then I advise you to think only of your
studies ; but meanwhile I see no reason
to make the supposition which has come
into your head. — By-the-bye, how came
it into your head 7>

Delmont, who was aware of the acade-
mic crime of inculpating a big boy, evad-
ed the question, by repeating some line
from Ovid, which he had becn reading
since the tutoring of Ruffhead. The
infusion of the knowledge that his tutor
advised him to delay was alrcady begun,
by the charge which had called forth -his
first blush; wasillustrated daily by thes
new intelligence with which he read his
classics ; and was completed by his inter-
course with his enlightened school-fellow.
When he first saw Matilda, after parting
with Ruffhead, it was not with his,usual
ease that he spoke to her, but her frank-
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ness restored it. On the other hand his
frankness had received a check which she
observed ; and she often asked the cause
of his not speaking as much and as freely
as usual.

Delmont was now himself grown a
big boy* — this but made "him the more
agreeable to .the unsuspicious Harvey
his understanding was* ripening, and
his knowledge extendmg, and he was
pleased with his taste for drawing, of
which he took dessons from him. He
saw no danger tohis child, from this good
and sensible boy. He pursued his busi-
ness for the greater part of the day
abroad, and at home nothing appeared
that could give him pain, or raise appre-

" hension ; on the cgntrary, happiness and
innocence adorned his cottage : — Del-
mont’s tutor thought so too, and he con.
tinued to mdulge with the chosen of his
heart those visions, which he had ad-
monished his pupil to postpone.

It is unnecessary to trace further the
steps of corruption. With Ruffhead Del-
montmade other friends: their socxety
became daily more pleasant to hxm :

[ ] H 2 e L]
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they werc lively and acute, and antici-
pated knowledge of every kind. His
heart however was never open to them.
There was one indeed with whom he felt
considerable congeniality of taste. They
were in the same class, and took pleasure
in each other’s compositions and repeti-
tions. Their chief association however
was at the school, or in going to or from
it. They seldom met at their apartments.
When Delmont resolved to mix with the
scholars more than he kad done, he felt
ita misfortune that theoply one, for whom
he had a preference, was about to leave
the school, for their congeniality was
ripening into friendship. Seized with a
military rage in contemplating the.ex-
ploits of the British troops in the Penin-
sula, that friend’s ardour for the classics
only fomented his desire of serving under
the great captain, whom chance was driv-
ing on to the pacification of the world

and his relations indulged him “in h1s
wish. The others, by whom Delmont
was now attracted, were lads growing
into men, who plqued themseves on~com-
prehending the 'abstruse reasoning of the
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modern philosophical works, which they
privately studied, and by which they
were convinced that every thing existing
was the effect of chance, that existence
terminated with life, and that the laws
which regulated the social world were
arbitragy and unnatural. . However re-
pugnant at first the heart of Delmont to
these opinions, after studying them, he
began to take a pride in the power of his
understanding to defeat arguments, which
he attributed to the weak impulses of
wishing, and of a fond attachment to pro-
tracted existerfce, against the laws of
nature.

With these philosophical principles,
Delmont was initiated into a full knowa
ledge of all that his tutor was desirous to
have had reserved till the maturity of his
mind and person should render the know-
ledge agreeablato nature,and noway dan-
gerous. He did not, however, satisfy his
mind ; he was puzzled by his reflections ;
and he could not, as he,was taught,
consider Matilda as his natural prey.
He scrupled not, however, to find some
occasion of repeating his kigs, which she

. H3 . .
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returned as before, unaffected, and cor- «
dially. She knew n» difference between
this and the former .one— Oh! what a
difference did ke feel. It was he, not
the poor Matilda, who had eaten of the
tree of knowledge; it was he who had
listened to the devil ; but it was the who
was to be sacrificed for the unresisting,
weak, unthinking, prostration of the man
~— the boy. ‘She vzas still a child, an inno-
cent child, and loved, purely loved, the
being whose new-raised passions soon be-
came irresistible, and in an evil hour
bore down his better afféctions. Tutored
as he was, he knew he had done wrong.
She too knew she had done wrong, but
was little aware of the extent of her folly.

¢ We have done wrong, Delmont,”
said she to him, « but'we may rctrieve
ourselves :=— I will tell my father, and you
shall marry me.” ‘

He convinced her that he would not be
allowed to marry, and that secrey for
the present was their only hope.

Timc rolled on ; and, with caution, the
inebriation of the impassioned boyang the .
qimple-mindfed Matilda passed unnoticed.
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At length a circumstance, took place,
which produced a great alteration in the
comprehension, and, in the happiness of
the unfortunate “Matilda, There was a
young man, a friend of Delmont’s tutor,
who frequently came to the house. — He
saw, he Jiked, at last he loved this pretty,
open-hearted, attentive, engaging girl.
He had good prospects in the church,
and his present income, though small,
was adequate to com‘l%rt. He told his
friend his opinion of Harvey’s daugh-
ter, and that he wished to win her af-
fection : — his friend consulted Harvey,
and the equally simple-minded father pro-
posed the lover to his daughter for a hus-
band. She was now turned sixteen,
grown handsomer, and possessed an
indescribable engaging manner from her
attentions to others being not acquired
by imitation, bat a quality of her nature.
Poor Matilda! the sounds of lover and
husband from her father’s lips gave an
unexpected shock to her heart, and awak-
ened reflection not natural to her. She
had never been taught to reflect : —all
her actions, all her se.ntim;nts, all her
o 4 ) '
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endearing manner, were the result ofigp
impulses,— the impulses of a good and
amiable nature. She always meant to
act right, and therefore did not conceive
that she could act wrong. She did not
reason on her conduct: she saw that
she pleased, and, collecting from that that
she was right, she was happy ; but reflec-
tion now came to convince her that im-
pulse was not the,proper source of virtue,
or of love, and corsequently not that of
happiness. The mention of a husband
opened her eyes, and she saw that she
was lost. '

Sorrow was her first emotion : shame
she knew not yet; that was to come.
Equally unacquainted with the nature
of the human frame as with the oper-
ations of the mind, she was at a loss to
account for some sensations and symp-
toms, which she had neva- before experi-
enced; yet she was not so completely
ignorant as not to have some woefin sus-
picion that she was in a state that could
not long be concealed. The first secret
workings of shame began to operate
upon her mind :. she knew that if such
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was the case, it was’one which all the
®virtuous were agreul in stamping with
disgrace.

The anxiety to bbtain some precise
knowledge of this suggested the first
artful expedient that had ever entered
her too unsuspicious, too innocent mind,
and, as” has been said of *her seducer’s
blush, it was the last. A poor woman
had lately been dclivered in a neighbour-
ing cottage: Matllgaf who had before
sent her some assistance, resolved to go
and talk with ber. She took her some
refreshment  herself, and stated her
doubts, and made her enquiries so art-
fully, that in spite of the beating of her
heart as she proceeded, and her torture-
bent-brows, she obtained the complete
certainty of the dreaded truth, vuthout
betraying that she was personally con-
cerned. Not content with ascertaining
this sufficiently®oppressive fact, she sifted
the poor woman’s thoughts upon the
moral heinousness and disgrace of it,
All she heard tended to give shame its
most horrid aspect, and to drive her to
desperation,

HS®
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On returning home, she was going
into her own ‘room for privacy, but Del4
mont, who was alohe in the house, on
hearing her come in, ran down to meet
her. She turned into the parlour. He
flew towards her to embrace her. Before
he approached near enough to touch her,
he suddenly stopped and gazed® at her
with terror. She had done nothing,
said nothmg to arrest his purposed em-
brace; but ‘not L step more could he
advance his fect were rivetted to the
floor, as if by enchantment. She stood
before him erect, motionless, and firm :
her arms were folded over her breast ; —
her eyes glared on him ; — her lips quiv-
ered as if whispering ; her brows were
raised in agony of despair, not bent.in
anger : —it was a look of desperation and
of madness.

« Matilda !’ cried he, hopmg to bring
her to herself. —

¢« Well !>’ said she, in a loftier tone
than was usual on her voice.

“ My dear Matilda,” said he, * I was
coming to kiss you.”

« And wh?t prevents you P*?
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Delmont advanced a step : — Matilda,
- unchanging in every other respect, sud-
denly sunk the uplifted brow of despair,
and bent it info two deeply lowering
arches ; her eye-balls still glaring on him,
her lips still quivering as if" she whisper-
ed. Ile was terrificd : — he ran for a glass
of water, and, falling on hi$ knees, begged
her to take it. At that moment she
fetched a deep sigh; her features sud-
denly fell as it werpinto their natural
position, and she put out her hand for
the water. With the change of counte-
nance, she lost the firmness of her pos-
ture ; and her hand trembled in receiving
the glass: — he assisted in raising it to
herlips. The irritable part of her frame
nad undergone a violent struggle, and a

convulsion-fit would probably have been
the immediate result, had not Delmont’s
terrified appearance, and his momentary
absence brought her to herself. The
agitgtion had been caused by the sight
of him so soon after the confirmation
which she had acquired of her forlorn
state, and while she was contemplating

its «eonsequences. .
H 6
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She was standing near a chair: she
sat down after drinking the water. Sce-
ing her now more tomposed, Delmont
would have pursued 'his purpose of em-
bracing her. He offered to take her
hand. She repelled his mildly — still
without speaking.

¢ My dear-Matilda,” said Delmont,
in a supplicating tone, ¢ I beseech you
to recover yourself —what is the mat-
ter? what has happened ?”

She answered not, but her eyes were
fixt upon his face; yet they bespoke no
attention to their apparent object : their
outward vision was suspended ; — it was
occupied internally. Again he called
upon her name: — she heard him not:
— he seized her hand now unresisting —
it was inanimate. The fit was coming
on agam ; — he shook her, he knelt, he
kissed her hand, he besought her to re-
lieve him. The motion ‘which he gave
to her frame again recalled her to her
senses, and she said in a low under-
voice:

¢ PrayJet me go to my room.”

She pow \allowed him to assist Jer.

“ e 4
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He raised her from the chair : the agita-
*tion had left her feeble, - She slowly
tottered across the room, he supporting
her by the arm. .He opened the door;
they reached the staircase ; she raised her
foot and placed it on the ﬁrst step : in the
attempt to draw up the other foot, her
exertion failed, the suspended fit return-
ed, and she fell in strong convulsions
upon the floor of the pagsage.

The conscience-struzk Delmont view-
ed the horror with uouble emotion, for
her and for himgself. There was at that
early period of his life a tenderness in
his nature, which would make him writhe
at the sufferings of others ; — and here
the sufferer was Matilda, the charmer of’
Liis boy-hood : — what did he not feel
for her? What did he not feel tor him-
self? He was thé cause of her suffering,
the destroyer of her innocence, perhaps
her murderer ! ®All his better feelings re-
vwed in his heart, but with them enter-
ed that worst of fiends, that bitterest foe
of peace, that cancer of the heart, Re-
morse. He cursed himself, he cursed
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his friend, he cursed the world, he
cursed — no, he denied a God. '

There is another-passion, which in the
female breast rivals remorse, exceeds it
in agony, and defies even death. That
passion had suddenly, without the slight-
est warning, darted like a vulture on
the tender, undefended, truth-dismayed
heart of the lost Matilda. Shame had
grasped it with both its talons, the
piercing pomnts ‘af which met in the
core. She could niot endure the sight
of her father, whom she.doved most ten-
derly, nor that of the man who had
thought her worthy of being made his
wife ; above all, she could not endure
the sight of Delmont.

When Harvey, as usual, returned cto
dinner, he learned from the servant
what had happened. He found his
daughter in bed, and apparently as¥eep.
At the beginning of the’ convulsion-fit,
the maid bad run for the apothegary,
while Delmont exerted himself as well as
he could to prevent her hurting herself.
After the fit bad spent itself, she was
conveyed to her room, and the mwaid
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directed to see that she was kept quiet.
Harvey looked at her with tears in his
eyes, but spoke not to her : — he eagerly
required of the matd some account of
the cause of the disorder. She had no
account to give : — she had run on hear-
ing her fall, to see what was the matter,
and found her in convulsicns in the pas-
sage. Ilarvey sat down on a chair at
his daughter’s bed-side : the maid left the
room to attend to her"l,msine§s. Silence,
a dead silence prevailed, while the anxi-
ous father watched for the first indica-
tion of his child’s waking, that he might
comfort her, tell her how be loved her,
and bid her be well. He watched in
vain: her closed eye was secaled by a
tyrant more powerful than sle¢p, as des-
potic as dcath. Harvey received the
summons to dinner, but moved not: —
he was bound to his scat by a chain
stronger than #amant. The protound,
unbroken silence continued, and the day
ended, and night darkened the room,
and Harvey watched, and Matilda’s eyes
remained closed. :

Paring those solemn, qwful hours,
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Delmont was alone : — it happened that
his tutor went early into the country to
fulfil an engagemert. Poignant feelings,
but of a different nature, tortured his
breast : — his dinner was carried away
untouched. The servant begged him to
eat.

¢« How cant I eat?”’ he said, ‘<< while
Matilda is in danger ?”’

¢ Do you love her so well then ?”” said
the maid. =«

He was at first' startled by the ques-
tion, but, perceiving no covered meaning,
he answered,

““ How can I but love a person with
whom I have lived like a brother for
more than two years.”

He passed the rest of the day, some-
times in his little study sitting at his table,
his head supported by his arm, some-
times in the parlour walking to and fro,
sometimes at the foot o: the staircase,
listening. At that time Delmont was
not the abandoned wretch he afterwards
became. In spite of his new associates,
he had never brought himself to think
that Matilda was the frail and foslish
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girl. who might be duped for amusement,
and deserted without, injury, which was
the general principle laid down among
them in their dppreciation of female
honour; and he had so much still of his
own honour left, that as he strolled about
the room, or listened at the staircase, he
meditated the only reparatlon that could,

if any could, be made. But that repa-
ration he knew he was 'restyained from
making by the laws of"his country. He
resolved, however, if she rccovered, or if
she would see him again, to make it the
subject of comfert to her, by a solemn
promise of effecting it the moment it
was in his power. These may be called
virtuous emotions, but they were foolish
and impotent, and like all other virtue,
imaginary. . .

In the evening, the apothecary return-
ed to see his pagient. He had been able
to obtain but. little information from
Matlida respecting her ailment: — he
saw no danger from the convulsions, and
did not seek any uncommon cause for
them : — he quieted Harvey by assuring
him that it was very ¢ommon for girls
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to be attacked by them ; —the only
fear was that of their becoming habitual,
against which care must be taken:—
quiet, exercise, and c¢heerfulness, were
the best antidotes. Harvey, though he
could not break away from his daughter’s
bed-side for a meal, was in the parlour
in a moment when he heard there was
a person there who could speak deci-
dedly on her state. Delmont was there
too, but not so casily quieted, for he
traced Matilda’s disorder beyond the
limits of the medical art; but to know
that she was not in nnmedlate danger
was some relief to him., ,

Though Harvey’s mind was made
comparatively easy by the doctor, he
could not account for her long sleep ;
but this his comforter attributed partly
to exhaustion, and partly to the medicine
he had administered. 'The feelings of
the father were thus reduced to a state
of calm. :

Not so Matilda’s : she too was more in
the. secret of her malady, than he who
undertook to cure it. She heard him
announced-;‘\she knew she must see him.
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During her apparent ! toxpox, she had
been forming resclutigns, aud fortifying
her mind to look even at her father,
whose fate his silént wuiching at her
bed-side fully foreboded. Her tears had
been slowly and silently flowing during
those hours. She took the opportumty
of his absence to raise herself, and give
way to them. She dried her eyes, and
tor her father’s sake resolved, to appear
better. The comforted Harvey, though
from the shade of the room he could
not wcll see her, heard her speak and
was happy. A message from her in the
morning, assuring him she was better
and should rise in the course of the
fo-enoon, gave him spirits, and he went
out to his ordinar y avocation.

Delmont’s self-restraint couid hold out
no longer. He desired the maid to beg
her to let him seg her but for a moment.

¢ Sir,”” said the servant, ¢ yeu don’t
know®what you ask.”

He had evidently forgotten himself,
yet could hardly forbear urging the re-
-quest,

« ‘Tell her then,” said he, ¢ what |
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have said, and it will show that I think
of her.”

The maid comphed and brought him
for answer, that she should be extremely
hurt if he attempted to see her up stairs ;
but, if he went as usual to his class, he
should see her on his return in the pat-
lour. This appeased the violence of his
impatience, and he submitted.

Matilda. had risen. She had even
walked out. Delmont found her sitting
in the parlour. She looked well ; but as
he entered, she put her hand to hcr fore-
head, and pressed her temples to abate
the pulse of those : a;:terles the hand
served, at the same txme, as a screen be-
tween her eycs and Delmont. As he
went forward with a. smxle, she said,

s Pray, softly —

He recollected his former horrar, and
stood still.

« Sit, I beg you,” added she ; «’I-will
speak to you presently.” '

« My dear Matilda!” cried he; she
waved her hand, and repeated :

I will speak to you presently.”
ﬁoor Matilda had more in her mind
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than it could well hol'd, and little did
Delmont imagine its cbntents. She was
endeavouring to arrange the disclosure
of them when he came in: his entering
confused her. She found it difficult to
reduce her thoughts to method ; and, in-
deed, a-slight degree of nsanity had
already taken place in her brain. She
could not speak till a fresh shower of
tears came to her relief. H¢ seized her
hand ; — she allowed him to hold it, and,
looking at him through her tears, she
said, without using his name :

« Will you answer me truly a question
which 1 shall put‘to you, whether it be
for or against you ?”’ )

*¢, Most truly,” said Delinont.

« Tell me then, and mind that it be
most truly, for mdre depends upoinn the
truth of your reply than you are aware
of — Were you,*er were you not pre-
viously conscious of the shame to which
T should be brought ?”

Confounded at the question, and again
alarmed for her senses, Delmont hesi-
‘tated,

s¢ Speak !” cried she.**



166 SIR FRANCIS DARRELL.

¢ Matilda,” said he, and again hesi-
tated.

¢« Speak,” said she, in a more decided
tone.

The horror-struck boy dropped ler
hand ; and, clasping his own hands to-
gether, gazed at her, but spoke not.

“ You have said enough,” ‘eried she.

« I have not spoken,” exclaimed he.

¢ Yes, and most truly too ; — but this
sinking. 1 shall again sink ; — my medi-
cine, my medicine.”

«« Where is it > cried he.

She pointed to the chimney-piece, and
said, ¢ Pour it into that cup.”

It was a beautiful china bregkfast-cup,
which he himself had made her a prerent
of : — the medicine stoed by it. In haste
to prevent the sivking that threatened
her, he noticed not the cup, but, pd‘urmov
the contents of the botcle into it pre-
sented it to her lip.-

s I thank you, I thank you,” sald she :
« I shall now soon be well.” -

A pause ensued: — he replaced the
empty cup on the chimney-piece.: She
gazed at. him as ‘he went, and as he re-
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turned. He stood beford her; —he caught
lier eye; an unusual electric fire seemed to
dart from it; an unnatural smile rested
on her cheek. ‘

* Had you unknowingly brought me
to shame,” said she, * I would have
pitied, I.would have spared you. I was
with a woman yesterday, who told me
the story of a man who murdered the
girl he had seduced, in order to spare her
shame and his own. He was a kind, a
generous seducer.— Would you be less
generous? Would you have me meet
shamc, that is worse than death ?”’

¢ Matilda,” cried Delmont, ¢ Iam
10 seducer I was myself seduced by my
passions. ¥ beseech you not to talk of
death. You are innocent, and if Iam
not, [ may, I will, *in time, make the re.
paration due to your innocence: a few
years hence it will be in my power : —
when I am of age, my hand and fortune
shall Be yours.” ‘

Delmont, whose nature, it has been
seen, was originally tender and good,
anow felt keenly, as he witnessed the
.agony of heart which the knowledge of
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her state producec’i in the woman he had
injured, and whose innocent character,
not vice, had occasioned her delusion.
He looked at the ruin he had caused, and
he was sincere in the inténtion he ex-
pressed. This proof of penitence softened
the growing harshness of her. feelings
towards his acknowledged crime.

¢« Poor boy I"” said she, ¢ your virtues
are your own ; your vices are contracted.
I wish I had spared you this last wound,
that must rankle in yoyr heart while yon
live —but, no; I recall my wish., Suf-
fering will heal it ; yod must suffer.”

Delmont now thought her wild; he
besought her to be composed, and to talk
more kindly, and more intelligibly.

¢ I will,”” said Matilda. ¢ Sit down
and hear me.” ‘

She then, with some degree of order,
gave him a detailed aceount of her feel-
ings ou the proposal of a husband to her,
of her suspicions respecting her own
state, of the means by which she had
convinced herself, of the conversation
with the poor woman on the loss of inne-
cence and the shame attending it, of its.
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effect upon her, part of which he too well
knew, of. her situatiop in the room with
her father at her bed-sxde, whom she had
not dared to look -at, ¢ and whom,” said
she, as she-concluded her detail, ¢ I ne-
ver more will face.”

Delmqnt listened, appalled, to a suc-
cession of horrors arising out of an action,
which, however grey-beards and profes-
sional preachers might denominate vice,
had been settled with his new friends, to
be the natural and general practice
throughout the *world. He now saw
the injury in another point of view, as to
the effect it had in preventing her mar.
riage, as to the still more dreadful effect
of making her a mother out of wedlock.
Thus far he saw how greatly he had been
her enemy : he saw not yet that he was
her — murderer ! — and, therefore, when
she said she woyld never see her father’s
face again, he once more assured her
that she should be his wife, and urged
her in the mean time to adopt some mode
of concealment of her situation.

Matilda, the child Matilda, awakened

VYOL. 1V. I
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to the full sense bf shame, had resolved
on death, which was less intolerable to
her thoughts. Her resolution being taken,
she determined to awe the guilty boy, in
a manner which he alone should know.
His sorrow, his agitation, his offering all
the reparation in his power, had shaken
her resolution ; and, though she could
not recall the act, she meant to soften it,
by the omission of the severe blow she
had determined to strike ; but when the
thought of his suftering being the best
means of atoning for his guilt, and for
recovering peace of mind occurred to
her, she resumed her first determination
of leaving a regenerating awe impressed
upon his heart. She fixed her eyes
upon him. *

¢« PDelmont,” said.«she, ¢ the man
whom that poor woman talked of was a
geoerous lover: — yoy, 1 thank you,
Delmont, are not less so.”

« Oh! talk not in this frenzied* man-
per,” cried he, ¢ I beseech you.”

« Listen. — He brought his mistress
to shame, bit he saved her the horrid



SIR PRANCIS DARRELL. 171

feeling.” Matilda gbntly .drew herself
up into an attitude of horror, as she add-
ed, — * he murdered her.”’

¢ Great God !’ cried Delmont,  you
have lost your senses.”

¢ No,” said she, ¢ I am not out of my
senses. . I know what I am.saying ; you,
‘Delmont, have been an equally generous
lover.”

As she uttered this, she*carried her
eyes to the cup, which he had handed to
her: his followed, and were fixed upon
it by hers : — he trembled, — he antici-
pated, — he alréady knew what was to
follow.

¢ Generous boy !’ continued she, ¢ you
have wiped away my shame. I shall not
feel it.—Yes—you are right, — that cup,
your first gift, conttained your last.>

If individual suffering could atone for
guilt, Delmont’s was already half atoned,
as he heard these words. He gazed at
the speaker ; — he fell upon his knees, —
he clasped his hands.

¢ Oh!’ cried he, as he wrung them ;
¢ recall those words; say they were
meant to terrify, to punish me, but say,

- 12 .
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say they are not trhe ; — the terror, the
punishment, is moré than I can bear.”

She was atfected by his agitation —she
felt for him : he had*been more guilty
than she had hoped to find him, but his
suffering at the moment, and that which
she foresaw would embitter his life, ex-
cited her compassion, and she forgave
him from the bottom of her heart.

¢« Rise, ynhappy boy,” said she, ¢ rise
and come hither.”

¢ Say then that the ingredients of the
cup _”

« Come hither, and hear what I have
to say.”

She put out her hand: he rose and
took it into his, which she pressed as she
wept.

« I forgive you, Delmont,” said she,
¢ with all my heart.”

¢« But unsay those words,” cried he,
unable and unwilling to believe them.

She moved her hand to withdriw it
from his, but he detained it: — a look
disengaged it.

« Be comforted,” said Matnlda, “ and.
take care that your agitation does not
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betray you. Be conr"orted, if the post-
ponement of my death can comfort
you —’ .

« Oh!” cried he, ¢« Ilive, I live, 1
live,”

He sprang unexpectedly forward,
pressed. her to his heart, and exclaimed
that she should be his wife. Matilda
wept.

“ No,” said she, ¢ I’ cannot be your
wife ; and my resolution is fixt : 1 cannot,

will not live.””

« You shall, you shall ; I will this day
ask your fathers leave to consider you
as mine.”

Poor Matilda! even the pang of shame
was not more acute than was this woe-
timed kindness. She continued weep-
in .

g“ I know not what God will do with
me ; but I knogv that there is no peace
on earth for me. I hope he will forgive
me, Yor he is good.”

¢« Good !’ muttered Delmont, whose
mind was at that time opening to the
secrets and miseries of philosophical ne-

cessity. .
18
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“ And I will pray,” continued she,
¢ with my last breath, that he may for-
give you, the only person I have to for-
give on earth; for every body has been
kind to me, and 1 have injured nobody,
except my poor father, who does not
know it.”> \

Matilda bit her lip, as if in pain, and
rose ; the poison she had swallowed had
begun its 'vork; she resolved to spare
Delmont the horror of seeing her die, and,
if possible, to conceal the cause of her
death. She told him that the medicine
she had taken was to ccmpose her ; that
she was going to lie down, and hoped it
would have the effect.

¢ Don’t be alarmed at present,”” said
she. ¢ If you wish me well, your agita-
tion will not make mzso. 1 have one
favour to ask of you: I cannot bear the
thought of seeing my father to-day ; will
you assist me in preventing it ?”’

¢ Tell me how.” . :

« By watching for his return, and
making it a request from me that I should
be left quiet. this afternoon.”

« He will thirk that extraordinary,”
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“ I cannot, and wilj not .see him to-
day ; it must be prevehted. I will write
a note, giving him some reasons as an
excuse — will you*deliver it 7

« T will.”

¢« Thank you, thank you.”

The note was already written; it was
such a one as Delmont might read with.
out alarm ; the excuses were common
and unsatlsfactory ; but,” to please her,
he undertook her commission without
making an objection. He saw not, as
he looked over while she read the note,
the index at the bottom of it, directing
attention to the next page. She folded
it, and put it into his hand. Again she
bit her lip—again she looked at him
through her tears : — her heart was full ;
she had but an hour to live : — with all
that heart she forgave him : — its tender-
ness, its originalsenderness towards him
revived. The taking leave of him was a
trial Which had nearly betrayed her.

s« Poor boy !”” said she, holding out her
hand to him, — ¢ Do you remember our
first kiss 7>’

L Y’es, Matilda.”

B
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“ The remembyance of that kiss is
sweet,” said she. "« Forget the rest, and
in the hope that Gad will forgive them ;
‘take another like the first.”

She drew him towards her; she kissed
him.” The kiss was as innocent, but not
as sweet : — this was given in sorrow —
that in gladness of heart.

She pressed his hand once more, and
said, ¢ Good bye !’

He walked with her to the foot of
the stairs where she had fallen the day
before.

« Shall I see you again,” said he, as
she went up,

She answered, ¢ I hope so.”

He meant on earth : Matilda meant in
heaven. She looked at him for the last
time, and went into hér room.

"I T T TR NPV I

Ye rulers  of destiny! ye angels of
heaven! where were ye when Matilda
died? Powers and dominions! where
were ye? Unbounded source, Universa!
Dispenser of good! where wast thou
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_ when Matilda diedr Ye subordinate

ministers of good! could ye not be on
earth and in heaver at the same time?
Tell me not of Such crampt, such unac-
complished deities. I’ll have none of
you.

* * * * *

Delmont, relying on the composing
virtue of the medicine which Matilda
had taken, and still more on the equivocal
hope of seeing her again, passed the hours
that intervened till the return of Harvey,
with considerable calm. Not that he was
casy ; he foresaw wretchedness enough
frqm the new light in which the unhappy
child viewed their intercourse; but his
feelings had beert tost from life to death,
from death to life, in a tempest of pas-
sions, which had subsided, and his fears
were allayed.

Harvey arrived, received his daughter’s
note, and, to the amazement of Delmont,
flew to her chamber. Nearly an hour
elapqed before he was heard or seen
again, except when the servant, going

) 15 .
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up to remind -him of time, saw him lean-
ing over the bed, and did not disturb
him. Delmont’s tutor, actuated by a
Kind apprehension, tapped gently at the
door. Recelvmg no answer, he opened
it, and went in. Harvey was still bend-
ing over the lifeless body of his daughter.
Delmont, who had followed his tutor,
stood at the door.

« Harvey!” said the tutor, in a low
voice. Harvey spoke not. Delmont’s
prepared fears took alarm — he rather
flew than ran for the apothecary. His
tutor conceived it best to retire. Igno-
rant of the fact, he left Harvey exploring
death in the features of his child. Del-
mont, no longer sufficiently master_of
himself to attend to the cool dictates of’
propriety, allowed the apothecary no
halt, and almost dragged him up to Ma-
tilda’s chamber. As he entered with
him, he observed Harvey hastily quit the
bed-side, and seize upon a letter which he
put into his pocket ; he then turned to -
Delmont, and said,

¢¢ Sir, this is no place for you.”

Delmont withdrew ; but as he shut
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the door, distinctly, heard him say,
« Doctor, my child Has just expired in
convulsions.”

*% * » * * * *

The heart of man beats slow or quick,
as driven more or less powerfully by
the passions of his horrid nature; but
time moves on with even pace. Matilda’s
remnains were deposited in the church4
yard. The doctor was convinced, or
seemed to be so, that the death of Har-
vey’s daughter was natural ; and he con-
vinced all enquirers that it was so; and
though there was afterwards some talk
of the suddenness of it, none went so far
as to think of a violent death. There
were but two persens in life to whom the
truth was known ; and of' these two one
was aware that ¥ was known to the other,
and one believed that the knowledge of
it was confined to himself. The death-
struck Harvey was the former, the
wretched Delmont the latter. The feel-
.ings manifested on the occasion by a
father were easily accounted for, but the
I 6_ Y ¢

- .
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extreme violence qf those of an uncon-
nected school-boy was thought surprising.
Some gave him credit for exquisite sen-
sibility ; others, less charitable, attributed
it to an unwarrantable passion — but,
whatever was the cause, his tutor was
seriously alarmed. At the time of the
funeral Delmont was confined to his bed,
and talked so wildly, that he was thought
delirious. "

He was nearly a fortnight before he
came down stairs, and then his studies
were neglected ; he ate little, spoke lit-
tle, never smiled, never joined the other
boys. But his behaviour to Harvey was
the most unaccountable circumstance.
He had not seen him since he had heard
him utter those dreadful words: ¢ My
child has just expired in convulsions.”
He no sooner cast his eye upon hin? than
he saw the double murder he had'com.
mitted. Harvey’s countenance was
changed ; it was completely fallen; the
march of death was visible in every fea-
ture. His eye, in spite of its mournful
resignation, darted envenomed stings.
into the heart of"Delmont, who, when it
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was turned upon him, instantly averted
his own. He could not endure to meet
it. And he could .hardly look at him
without meeting’it, for Harvey’s eye in-
cessantly surveyed him. ¢ Does he
know me? Does he know the fact?”
would Delmont sometimes say to him-
self. < If he does, would he have spared
me so long? Would he sit at. the same
table —be in the same réom with me ? He
cannot know it — yet why keep his eye
eternally fixed upon me? Does not the
look speak the word, murderer? No,
the few words he says to me are mild : —
it is my own consciousness, and that is
even worse than the certainty of' his
knpwing it. Would I were dead! Life
is hell, and death is peace.” ,
His tutor expostulated with him on his
conduct, awakened him to a sense of the
posthumous injury he might de Matilda’s
reputation, and reminded him that the
time approached when he should remove
to prosecute his ‘studies in one of the
universities. All was in vain, — Matilda’s
grave, Matilda shrouded, haunted him in
his dreams nightly : —her father’s eye



182 SIR FRANCIS DARRELL.

pierced his heart daikr : — he had no peace
by day, no rest by night. His tutor de -
termined to -remove.him; he had been
long enough excused’ attending the
school, and it was necessary to rouse
him. ¢ To make the removal you wish,”
thought Delmpnt, ¢ you must teach me
how to leave reflection and feeling be-
hind.”

The removal was at all events deter-
mined upon. The day betfore it was to
take place Delmont’s wretched feelings
were wrought to an encreased excess of
agony by the too intelligible eye of Har-
vey. It was never off him : — it never
ceased saying ¢ Matilda! Give me my
Matilda ! .

1n the afternoon Delmont’s tutor was
gone out ; Harvey remained at home : —
he had not followed his employment since
the death of Matilda. clmont was in
the garden. Tired of' his existence, he
was meditating on the example wliich
had been set him by a girl of his own.
age, when he saw Harvey coming to-
wards him. The wretched father could
not have looked .more like death itself
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had he come from his grave. As he
came near, Delmont perceived a ghastly
smile upon his face: He put out his
hand. Delmont wished the earth would
open and swallow him:— what was to
follow ?

¢« Let s shake hands, Mr. Delmont,”’
said he.

Delmont took the offered hand : — it
was already a cold, hard, and iuanimate
substance, which the rest of his body was
soon to be. He, involuntarily dropped
it, conceiving at the motent that it was
a premeditated réproach.

« What,” cried he, ¢ do you mean,
Sir ?”?

« Let us shake hands, Mr. Delmont,”
replied Harvey. ¢ We are going to
part : I am not véry well this afternoon,
and am going tobed ; I shall not sec you
to-morrow. — I»merely wish to shake
_hands, and to say, that I hope you will
“do well and that you shall have my
prayers.”

“ Oh! God! God! this is too much !’
-exclaimed the agonized Delmont : *what
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is it you mean? what is it you know?
and what do you charge me with ?”’

] mean a charitable farewell : I know
more than I wish to speak ; and I charge
you with nothing.”

« Harvey,” said Delmont, looking at
him with dread, remorse, and pity, «“you
are ill.”

s Sir,” said Harvey, “ I am dying.”

« This 18 too much,’’ cried the frenzied
Delmont : ¢« I will die first; I deserve
death, not you. ‘There,” added he,
drawing a pistol from his pocket, and
offering it, ¢ There, take it, and take
the vengeance due. —1 destroyed your
daughter — I murdered her — I murder

you.”
« ] have no vengeance to take,” said

Harvey, mildly. !

“No!” cried Delmont: ¢ then I’ll
take it for you.” @

He turned the pistol to his head and
fired it; and he would now have been at
rest, instead of partaking the horrors of
his paltry race, but for the malignant
charity, the barbarian forgiveness, of the
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meek and humble-minded Harvey, whose
dying hand had life enough remaining to
strike aside the instrument of death, and
of peace.
¢ Rash, rash young man,” cried Har-
very; “is this the way to atone for any
fault you have committed.? Live, and
I forgive you: it is on condition that you
live that Matilda forgives you. Idid not
mean to tell you what T know, but you
have yourself disclosed it; promise me
not to attempt your life, and I will en-
deavour to lighten the burden that op-
presses you.” °
Delmont threw himself in desperation
on his knees at the feet of Harvey, and
hung upon him.
« Live, repent, and you will be for-
given,” said Harvey: « God is good.”
«“ Good!” exclaimed the wretched
boy, starting up, « Where is there any
good ? Where is there any God? Why
repentance? Why forgiveness? What
goodness is there in wretchedness? Why
create a nature of crime and misery ? 1f
. there is such a place as heaven, will Ma.
tilda find there any angel purer than her-
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self? Why then shame, and agony, and
death ?”

« I am sorry for yoy,” said Harvey:
¢ this error is worse, i3 more fatal than
your first; but I have not strength to
argue with you : — would to God I could
set you an example more powerful than
words ! I die resigned — I die with hope.
I am exhausted,” continued he, *and must
leave you. Ilere are some papers I meant
to give you when —a few days hence —
but you are going, and I shall see you
no more. — Take them, therefore, now,
and may the impression they make be
favourable to your peace on earth, and
to your salvation hereafter.”

Delmont, amazed and stupefied, re-
ceived the papers. ‘

« Farewell!” said Ilarvey: <« it is
indeed incomprehensible ; but, rely upon
it, it will be explained hereafter.”

Delmont was dumb: he stared at theob.
ject before him asin a dream, in which he
imagined he saw the spectre of Matilda’s
father gliding away, after having summon-
ed him to the gates of Death. Harvey
stopped not till he reached the chamber
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in which he had slept since the funeral of
Matilda. In her chamber and in her bed
had he passed his miserable nights, some-
times in broken sleep, and oftener in
watching — and there he died.

* * * * * * * *

Behold, ye pious sinners, ye clingers
to miserable existence, ye fond hopers of
life patched to life, ye adorers of mys-
tery ! behold your scheme of benevolent
creation, of lovely nature, of wisdom
unspeakable! wisdom and benevolence,
that sent Matilda to her grave to punish
a boy; that wasted her father to a
spectre, and kept him dying piece-meal
a month, for what? to punish a boy. —
Brilliant scheme! that packs in the same
case genius and folly, virtue and vice,
good and bad, joy and sorrrow, hope
and despair, love and hate, upder the

=tmre of MAN —what an amusing auto-
maton for the celestials !
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The papers which Hagvey gave to
Delmont, consisted of the note he had
himself delivered, , and a letter from
Matilda to her father, accompanied by
one from himself addressed to Delmont.
The note, as already observed, consisted
of unsatisfactory excuses, and was a mere
cover to the request added on the follow-
ing page, that on his return, he would,
alone and without notice to any one,
come to her chamber, and, if he found
her not awake, look in the drawer of
her table for a letter, which she begged
he would open quite alone.
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THE LETTER.

MY DEAR FATHER,

Ox your presence of mind I rely for
your granting the favour I am going to
request. Resolve hefore you read any
farther, for my sake, for your own sake,
and I will add, for God’s and our Sa.
viour’s sake, to have patience to read to
the gnd of my letter pefore you speak or
go out of the room. I am going to tell
you the nature of my illness, and I write
it, because I should never be able to
speak it to you. o notcome to the bed to
-i-’Bf?!{.. to me till you finish reading this
etter. »

Oh! my dear father, my illness is a
dreadful one, and one that I cannot bear,
nor can you; and this is the worst of it
to me. 1 can hardly bring myself to



190 SIR FRANCIS DARRELL.

tell it. What shall I say? Perhaps you
already guess it. 1 lost my dear mo-
ther too soon, and I never was suffi-
ciently warned of the danger of igno-
rance, or instructed in the consequences
of neglecting a holy ceremony, which is
of such importance to virtue and to reli-
gion. My catechism I learned by rote,
and the sermons 1 heard preached I un-
derstood still less. I never felt an inclin-
ation to do wrong: and I relied upon
that for all that | imagined was virtuous.
When I had listened to the wishes of one
for whorh I had a great affection, some-
thing told me I had done wrong, but
little did I think I had brought myself
and my father to utter shame. It was
not till you proposed- a husband to me
that I suspected I haa committed a crime
of the most shocking nature, one that
rendered a woman incapable of being a
virtuous wife. .

Thinking again and again upon your
proposal, a new thought came into my
mind, which made me suspect that I was
in a situation forbidden by the Almighty
to unmarried women, and impossible to.
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be concealed. My anxiety for inform-
ation was very great. I could not ask
you forit. I was afraid to ask any body
else. I fell upon a plan which gained it
without giving any suspicion of my rea-
sons for enquiring. — I prepared a num-
ber of questions, and went to see poor
Grace Hutchins, who was lately brought
to bed. —Oh! my dear father, what a
day was yesterday to my hea:.t! A very
tew of my questions sufficed as a text for
the good woman,— I was too soon in-
structed in more than was necessary for
me to know : — aud the accounts she gave
me of lost young women, of deceit, of
dissimulation, of madness, of murder—
the pictures she drew of shame involving
the parents of vicious girls, raised such
a fire in my heart that I thought I should
go mad. Iendeavoured tolessen the pain
I felt, by persuad’ng myself that I was not
vicious — nor am I, my dear father ; no,
“iduetl I am not — but I ain worse, I am
no longer ignorant of the nature of the
crime I have committed. 1 know the
value of the virtue I have lost: I have
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now learned how indispensable it is to
the order God has established for man-
kind, how necessary it is to the happi-
ness of that state which you have pro-
posed to me. I am not vicious—but
I find that I have committed a crime
that destroys one of the , peculiar
distinctions which the Almighty has
been pleased to bestow upon mankind,
— Love — parental and conjugal love.
What crime can be greater? what
more deserve the shame that attends
it?

Far from wishing io defend myself,
my dear father, I am overburdened with
shame. I shall be known for a lost crea-
ture. I shall be talked ofand pointed at
as a wicked creature. , I shall break your
heart, my dear father. —Oh! I am so
ashamed I cannot see you again. I never,
never, can. . «

After this confession, you may perhaps
expect me to mention the person Who 15
the cause of my unhappy state, — Oh!
that 1 could prevail upon you not even
to guess who it is. I do think he was
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as little aware as myself of the crime we
were committing: — why involye him,
then? And even.if he was aware of it —
oh! let him escape, to repent and be
happy. His feelings, I fear, will betray
him to you: if so, say to him, if he lives
and repents, I forgive bim.

And now, my dear father, comes the
request I am going to nrake :— patience
and submission : — your excellent nature
is meek, resigned, and forgiving : - exert
it now, for my dake, I implore you.- I
know my shame ould break your heart,
but recollect that God is not the world.—
recollect that he will forgive it, ahd that
the world knows nothing of it. He will
forgive it for my sorrow, and - for our
Saviour’s sake ; angd let it comfort you to
think that when I die you will have g
child in Heaveg. Shame will in,this
manner be avoided, if the world)conu-
=~=2240 know nothing of it : — strepgthen
your heart then, my dear f‘athep, cer-
tain that it is known only to God,’ your-
self, and one other person bgsxdes, who
will not discovér it for his,own sake, and

vOL. IV. K ,
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who has too good a heart to injure the
reputation of a poor girl.

I hope your heart is now strengthen-
ed, is now prepared for the conclusion of
my letter. I have prayed fervently to
God to enable me to state these things in
such a manner to you as to strengthen,
as to prepare you for knowing that it is
his gracious will to take me away from
shame, and that when you read this He
will have removed me to Heaven through
the mediation of our: Saviour. Now,
now, be careful, I beseech you, or I
shall still be your shame, and your heart
will yet be broken. Oh! Sir! Oh! m
father! love me still — and for my sake let
my =— let it be attributed to the sudden
return of the convulsions I had yesterday.
You must, I know, be unhappy, but not
30 unhappy as you would have been to
see me in shame ; reflect on this ; it is the
leas evil — reﬂect too that I am removed
by the God of mercy from a state of
misery to one of bliss. And be assured,
miydear father, that, if T could per-
suagle myself you would bear this unex-
pected blow as I wish, the tears I have
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shed in taking my resolution would not
now dim my eyes as I write, and I
should be happy. . ‘Reflect, too, that I
may see you in the state into which I am
going, and that your resignation may aug-
ment my happmess there : — reflect that I
shall be with my dear mother, and with
her I will pray to be allowed to be your
guardian angel. Think that I,am so, as
you read this, and you will not have
lost

L4
Your affectionate, your now happy

MaTiLDA,
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Harvey's Letter to Delmont.

Sin,

I HAVE neither strength of body nor power
of mind sufficient to write such a letter
as ought to accompany the inclosed. I
give it to you with a sincere hope, that it
may have a proper effect upon you, not
from a desire to punish you. That you are
the person alluded to in it there cannot be
a doybt. You are at the commencement
of life, and consequently too youpg to
lose hope of excellence of every kind.
If the reflection which the letter ought
to ‘inspire leads you to devote the years
before you to the service of God and
your fellow-creatures, this first fa@al error
will be completely wiped away. ;7.

. 1 dopot mean to write you a lecture:
— Nature has endowed you with superior
fa t?es — You have but.to ,make a
p?,per use of' those to attain all that is
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desirable on earth, and the approbation
of your Maker; for, notwithstanding
the fatal effects to me of the crime
you have committed, you are still but a
boy, and your pardon is already prepared
in Heaven, as well as granted on earth.
What I. chiefly write to you for is to
make an observation respecting the last
mistaken action of my dear child. She
was naturally a sensible créature, but
her conduct, ‘both with respect to you
and the dreadfu) means she took to
escape from shame, proves that na-
ture, even the best, is not to be trusted
to itself —that it ought to be in-
structed and put under the guidance
of Religion. My error was a too great
reliance on her evident good sense
and virtuous dispoSition, and a fear of
rendering her less innocent by premature
knowledge. I ltave paid dearly for my
error, nor can I well trace this dispens.
ation of Providence as to its termination
in this world ; and it therefore confirms
my belief that there is another. It may,
too, have some unknown connection. and
influence on the part assngned to you, in
. K 3.
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the existence you have received, and but
lately received. — Whatever it be, His
Wwill be done !

But I was going to make an observ-
ation on the last action of my child.—
I should indeed be miserable did I not
firmly believe, were I not sure, that she
was as ignorant of the last crime she com-
mitted as of the first. Had she been
taught to ‘consider life as only bestowed
upon her for the purpose of preparing
a spirit for a higher sphere, and not to
be terminated according to the influence
of her feelings, she would never have
quitted her duty. She would rather have
borne even shame ; and she would have
laboured properly to retrieve the favour
of God and man, and I would have
helped her. -But she erred, and I am
comforted by an inward conviction that
she has received mercy-for this error tuo,
and that she is, as she says, in ljlwaaven.

And now, Sir, may God fbro'ivm,'
and may your future actions in life rep-
der you worthy of his favour!

RoBerT HARVEY.
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The First Day.

“ Let him eso:;pe, repent, and be
happy I”” said Delmont, repeating the
words in Matilda’s letter, as he looked
at the beautiful china-cup in his hand,
which Tic had brought away with h:m
from Harvey’s house. ¢ Let me see,”
continued he, ¢ let him escape, repent,
and be happy :” would it not be better
to escape altogether, than escape to re-
pent? yes, it shall be so : — there is no
escape for me, except from life : — Matilda
has escaped. Dcath — death is the esta-
blisher of peace : — the grave is the sanc-
tuary of peace; and thou,” he added,
dadressing the cup, ¢ art the lovely, in-
viting vehicle of peace.”

These eftusions of a peltmbed spirit
broke from Delmont’s lips the morning
after he had removed to his new apart-
w.cnt, while lingering alone at the break-
fast-table, having. just drank Ius tea out
of the cup which he had fatally handed
to Matilda. He had read the letters
Harvey had put into, his hands, with a

K %
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different spirit from that which Harvey
supposed they would produce. The com-
mon remarks of a superstitious man and
uninformed girl, which- they contained,
could make little impression on the in-
vigorated understanding of one who had
now begun to reason like a man ; put the
images they raised called forth in him
the most tempestuous passiouns of the hu-
man breast, Matilda in convulsions,
Matilda taking the poison from his hand,
Matilda dead in the room where he had
intruded himself, Matilda in her coffin,
were the recurring visioas of his brain ;
and at other times he thought of Harvey
reading the ietter, bending over the life-
less body of his daughter, eyeing him
with his fixed intelligible gaze; he thought
of his clayey hand, his ghastly smile, his
spectre-gliding form, and, worst of all, of
the resignation, the meckness, the for-
giveness which his sunken chegks and
pale lips had seemed to force horrilbTy
upon him. His distracted imagination
allowed him no breathing time, asleep or
awake his existence was agony, and he .
was -resolved to -get rid of it. « To.
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morrow it ends,” said he : ¢ to-morrow
will I share the repose of Matilda.”
Having preparéd himself for the exe-
cution of his design, he took his break-
fast as usual with his tutor. This was
the day he had fixed upon for annihilat-
ing all sensation, and he called it the first
day of repose. Again alone, he took the
destined vial from his pocket, Znd poured
the contents into Matilda’s cup; then
drank it off, with a laugh, repeating the
paraphrase of a sentiment in Sophocles :

* Count o’er the joys thine hours have seen,
Count o’er thy days from anguish free,
And know, whatever thou hast been,
® ’Tis something better not to be.”

Delmont was nlissing at the school —
his tutor came to his apartment to en-
quire for him, ahd was informed that he
complained of a head-ach, and was gone
to lie down. Satisfied with this, he re-
turned to his business. Delmont was
missing at the dinner hour : his tutor went
to his chamber, and found him in his
bed asleep ; he strove td wake him, and
could not. . . .
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Not Enowing what to think, uneasy at
the fruitlessness of “his efforts, and not
without a rising fear from his late observ-
ations on his pupil, he hastened to a drug-
gist by whom he was occasionally served
with medicine, and asked if Delmont
had been there. The dryggist took him
into his parlour.,

« Sir,”” %aid he, ¢ there is something
extraordinary in this young gentleman’s
deportment : my men have for some time
been talking together of his appearance,

“and of his mutter ing to himself as he
walks along; besides thel e arc odd stories
going about respecting Harvey and hig
daughter ; you had better be upon your
guard.”

« Gracious Heaven1” cried Delmont’s
tutor, ¢ can he have poisoned Himself?”

« I am sure,” said thé druggist, « that
he meant to do it, but for the preseni
you may be easy : — he asked for a vial of
Jaudanum for you: — had not my suspi-
cion been previously raised, I might have
given it—but what I gave him will
prove only a strong opiate: —he will sleep -
for m:ny hours—~ perhaps ti'l to-morrow



SIR FRANCIS DARRELL. 203

morning, but you had better be with him
at the time of his waking.”

Thg Second Day.

The lecture was given with impressive
kindness, and heard with due submission.
Delmont, who always spoke with re-
spect and regard to his tutor, owned that
he was very unhappy, but owned nu
mmore. HHis tutor, finding that he could
no longer be responsible for his charge,
scepetly determined to write without de-
lay to Delmont’s mother ; and Delmont,
finding his agony encreased by the de-
tection of his purposc, secretly determi-
ned to persist sin his resolution not to
live.

7% Well,” said he to Matilda’s cup, on
the second day, ¢ you have deceived me,
I will trust to you no more : — had you

-been, as unfaithful to your mistress, 1
mlght have been less miserable. They;
think they bave fonled.m«. they ha} e on} ly
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thwarted me : —there are other aids to
peace; and this then'shall be the first day
of repose.”

He started fromx his chair, left the
house, . passed the Gothic building where
he should have joined the other scholars,’
crossed the bridge that led to the castle,
and was soon upon the terrace of it, the
parapet of Wwhich surmounted a wall built
at the edge of a rocky precipice of im-
measurable depth. .

¢ Who shall foil me now ?”’ cried he,
as he approached the parapet. He placed
his hand upon it ; — he looked over the
steep ; he turned and looked round him ;
he saw no creature stirring; a dead si-
lence reigned :

«« Now, who shall foil me? Now, if
there be a God, let him show himself'; let
him foil the being who défies him.” — He
again placed his hand upon thg . paria
pet
" ® s %% There are, in the progress
of time and coincidence of circumstances,
accidents perpetually happening that in’
thetbtelves are nothmg, butwhich in com-
ﬂnatlotﬂmth pecuharfactspn oduceeffects,
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which, bhowever evidently arising from
chance, the vulgar 4nd the superstitious
ascribe to what they call Providence, —
Now, placed as Delmont was, a precipice
before him, his hand upon the parapet,
no creature nigh to prevent his leap,
denying and gdefying God to foil his pur-
pose — what was to postpone his fate ? —
Chance, the merest chance : 2—an unper-
ceived iron-claw which stuck in the wall
caught his foot as he made the spring
that was to render that day the first of his
repose : — he sprang with such violence,
that the re-action tripped him up; and he
fell backwards upon his head, which,
struck against a large stone, and he was
stunned, and lay stretched on the ground,
as senseless as he would have been had
he plunged to the depth on the other side
of the parapet’ Coming to himself, he
was extremely surprised to feel a hand
examining whether he was miaterially
hurt or not. It was the centinel, who,
unseen in his box, had observed all Del-
mont’s motions : — he roused him, and,

having got him upon l'ns legs, conducted
him by the arm to the " stéps of the ter-
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race, where he told him to go about his
business, and not to come there again.
As he walked-towards the bridge, he
met his tutor, who joined him, having
been informed by one of the boys that
he had passed-the school, and was gone
towards the castle. Heleft him no more
that day by himself, and when they part-
ed at night; he hoped that lris reason-
ing and, kindness throughout the day
had had their intended effect upon his

pupil.

The Third Day.

“’Tis odd !’ said Delmont, as he
again contemplated the “beantiful gifi
which he had made to Matilda, in their
da%g‘of childish ignorance and peace. —

y mistress’s father would say : < God

s good : — his providence has saved you
t ce;” and his daughter would add <five,
répent, and be happy —Tell me, Matilda,
how : —yrise ffom your grave, but for a
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moment, and tell me how. Repent 1
do, — if sorrow for your fate, if remorse
for the part I Nad in it, be repentance :
but life ! but happiness ! —tell me how 1
can endure the one, or ever hope the
other. + Life and happiness are' incon-
gruous terms: — life is the soil of mi-
sery; —happiness is a fancy-coined phrase
to signify the visions of insanity : — mi-
sery is real ; happiness imaginary : —the
happy. are madmen peeping at raree-
shows : —the man in his senses sees things
as they are, anll knows that chance has
thrown together combustible atoms into
his shape, damned with sensation, flam.
ing occasionally, and left to burn out of
themselves in time. — And what is wis-
dom but the are of allaying the torture
of the aggregated fire? "Then what is
the height of® wisdom? Resolution to
extinguish it at once.’

Delmont kissed the cup : — the kiss ex-
cited a recollected tenderness:— tears
made their way to his eyes:—some fell in.

«¢Oh! I would fill thee full of them,”
cried he; “and drink them afterwards,
could they recall Matilla, — Recall 1
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exclaimed he, recollecting himself; ¢ re-
call her from everlasting peace to the
hell of existence ! No, Matilda, sleep on.
Delmont shall sleep to-day : — this is the
Jirst day of his repose.”

When Delmont mused thus, he had
not fully decided on the means of accom-
plishing his inflexible purpose. He was
still prepossessed with the idea of throw-
ing his congregated atoms into the air, to
be again at the disposal ¢f chance. He
bent his steps towards the bridge which
led to the castle ; but, as he came in sight
of the Gothic building, he caught a
glimpse of Ruffhead coming out. He
turned down a narrow lane to avoid hir.
Absorbed in his thoughts, he continued
the path ; — he passed over a green, and
found himself standing on the bank of
the river, the castle befSre him., He
viewed with wonder the height from
which he would have fallen. He: 'stood
some minutes reflecting on the repeated
acciglents which had hitherto frustrated
his seemingly unpreventable design. »

« What would Harvey with his Provi-
dence spy; now? Is«it Providence that
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guides my steps to the friendly element
whxch smiles at me, and ensures my re.
pose? How deep and placid does it
move along! Smpoth as love, silent as
time ! How cool it looks! Chance, that
composed me of burning matter, has led
me here to quench the fire, and thus —"
He plunged forward.

« What’s that ?*’ cried he, amazed and
agitated, as he fell backwards into the
arms of Ruffhead.

“ Hollo! Delmont! What the devil
are you about ? Are you going to drown
yourself?” exclaimed his school-fellow,
as he pulled him backwards by the coat.

Ruffhead had perceived Delmont turn
down the lane, and had no doubt that he
did it to avoid him. ‘

s Come,” said he to one of his cronies,
¢« let us follow him, and force him to come
among us.’

They hastened after him ; — hé had
got to the green before they were near
enough to speak to him. His folded
arms and pensive gait at first amused
Jhem ; and they agreed by signs to creep
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close to him unheard, and to surprise
him. Ruffhead was at his back, and was
wantonly disposed to push him into the
river, but was restrained by recollecting
its depth at that spot. He had no idea
that chance had sent him there to dray
his companion back to loathed lite.

» »* » * * * * 4+ *

Thrice had the premeditated eternal
repose of Delmont been averted by the
evident effects of chance ; — but so close,
and in such order, one after the other,
that he was free to own that such a suc-
cession of accidents towards the same
point was extraordinary; and he then
recollected a fourth attempt to rid him-
self of agony, though, more actuated by
passion, and less unaccountable than the
others — that which Hagvey’s dying hand
had foiled.

« But what are three or four extraordi-
nary incidents compared to the surprizing
combinations and. infinity of concomi-
tances necessary to innumerable prodnc.
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tions of chance! To say nothing of the
world and its physical attractions and co-
hesions, its affinities, its repellants, and
seminal properties, is there a condition or
character in what is callec' the mnoral state
of things, that does not require'an asso-
ciation ,and a succession of accidents to
make it what it is? Great statesmen,
oreat genelals, great scholars, kmgs,
rulers, nay, in the petty affajrs of a peo-
ple, the underlings of society, all to take
their places, must owe them to a variety
of circumstances, tending to one point.
Why then wonder that the pistol, the
poison, the precipice, and the stream
were concurrent to the effect of a man’s
rgmaining in life after three impotent
essays to die, made in three successive
day»? Chance, indeed, though it can
iave no meaning, is a most powerful
agent. Who knows what it may produce
in me? It seems, however, blindly ope-
rating my continuance in life. I will take
Rufthead’s advme I will live, &nd, in-
stead of seeking oblxvlon in death, I will
find it in 1evelry —my senses shall be no
more the vehicles of sagony but of plea-
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sure: — imaginationshall combine its airy
creations for my sport. I will plunge
into the crowd, and be a happy world-
ling. Chance will have-t so.”.

This was the soliloquy of Delmont in
the evening of the third day, which was
spent in company with his new friends,
whose acute philosophical discussions,
gaiety, and wit, dissipated the gloom which
had presented to his imagination death as
the only resource worthy of thought.
The next morning he put Matilda’s cup
aside in a place of safety, and drank his
tea from a common bason: he spoke in
a livelier tone to his tutor ; and after the
school business he sought his companions
of his own accord. But neither Roff-
head nor any of the others with whom he
now mixed, were really congenial with
him. Amid their scenes of gaiety, hours
were constantly recurring replete with
bitter reflection, which he had no one to
participate and to soothe,

* » » * » *

Delmont was now at the universitv.
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There was a struggle in his nature; for
it was originally soft and indulgent, and
he was no contemnér of the understand-
ing of wdmen; but, as he advanced in
years, he found men selfish and. deceit-
ful, women vain and foolish : — the one
became’ objects of hatred, the other of
mockery and levity — yet there was al-
ways a struggle in his heart between his
natural and his acquired feelings. He
was not wholly a misanthrope —he here
and there thought he got glimpses of
virtue in men : in women he found no-
thing to respect; he considered them as’
neither bad nor good, but fulfilling their
destinies: he was pleased with their
sndiles and their beauty, and he cared not
for their fame, because it was all that they
cared for themselves; and in general he
acted lightly towards them. He hated
society, yet at*times associated with the
light and careless. But growing tired of
folly, and impelled, half by nature, and
half by dint of study, he formed to him-
self a system, which ever after chained
himsto life: — he lived to soften the rigour
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of poverty, and to house content in the
cottages of his dependents. He felt by
it some relaxation of agony —he could
not call it happiness — but it ghve tolifc
sufficient value to determine him to re-
main in it. *

With pleasere and love, such as are
called so by the world, he was soon sati-
ated —but it was neither pleasure nor
love. Real pleasure he never felt after
the horrors of Matilda’s death ; and love,
such as he conceived might exist, if men
and women were worthy of it, he never
knew. Yet he loved Matilda sweetly and
purely ; but that love was a pleasantness
of intercourse — it wanted that fulness of
the heart which contemplated excellence
might give. He sometimes employ%:s
imagination in the form4tion of a wodllan
to whom he could devote himself ; bat he
had never met with ber, ‘and knew he
never should. o

Affectionate remembrance and remorse
still accompanied the thought of Matilda
and -of Harvey —they never could be
wiped:away. Some other painful events, °
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tragedies too, but not deep ones, remain-
ed upon his mind. He never sought to
injure, and he belieyed, the mournful fate
of Matilda and hér father excepted, he
never did. The world misunderstood
his character. *

¢ Be it s0,”” said Delmont; . I wish
not amity with the world. I fain would
be at peace with myself — but how?
Had I plunged into the river there would
have been anend: old horrors would not
have haunted me ; and new follies would
not have accumulated on my head ; but
the foul stream into which I plunged’
has borne me along, living, amidst
horrors old and new; and 1 know not
whioh is most hateful to me, the WOrld
or myself.”

Delmont found *that revelry and folly
were not oblivious antidotes. After a
year or two he *retired from them,: and
sought his relief in books, and im the
system he had formed. Leisure:and
fancy prompted him to raise a‘monu-
ment to Remorse and Sorrow in alittle
grove.on one of his estates. It consists
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of a simple urn upon a pedestal: the
pedestal contains a metal box ; and in the
box are deposited .a silver plate in-
scribed MATILDA, the Tatal cup, and this
story. -
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OBSERVATIONS

Added to the foregoing Manuseyipt eight years

aftcr it was wwitten.

Luaveat length had courage to re-peruse
this memorial. The agony the reading
has cost me cannbt be conceived :—to be
felt, the person who reads must have been
implicated in the same circumstances, and
be gsimilarly organized to the unhappy
writer of it. I shudder and wonder alter-
nately. 1 shudder at the events—1I
wonder at myself — I wonder infinitely
more at the goosdness of God. Were he
a God of passion, should I not have been
dashed to pieces, and my soul given over
to the tormentor? ‘Were he not,a God
of Love, should I have been reserved for
hope in the glad tidings of peace? 1
shudder and repent—I wbnder and adore.
His ways are inscrutable on earth, et so
VOL. IV. N
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plain are some of them, that it is only a
monstrous pride‘that demands a know-
ledge of all to confirm 'submission to any.

In the observations I am going to
make, I mean not the slightest apology
for myself. .

Though I do not always see the hand
of Providence in the events of life, I have
now been endeavouring to traceit in the
death of the father and the child, and the
preservation of the being whose conduct
caused it. Were there no life after
this, the attempt wowld be in vain.
Shocking facts, inconsistent with good-
ness, would alone present themselves, and
it would again lead to the horrid conclu-
sion, that there was no God. There is
another life. Never were spirits riper for
heaven than that father and his child : —
to the eye of Omnisciegce it might have
appeared a pity to leave them lonrrer on
earth : the unhappy being who was Laught
in the %amm(,ls of vice was to be saved,
and th spﬁh‘&: of darkness was to be foil-
ed. By esdraordinary death horror was
irnpressed ppon bis soul, and the ‘tempt-
ations to sglf- murgler were rendered abor-
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tive by guardian angels. The impiety
insinuated into his sonl, in contemplating
the apparently unjust affliction of a parent
by the undeserved loss of an inpocent
daughter, was to be overcome by the
apparently casual restoration,of a virtuous
and lovely daughter to her father. While
his soul glowed at that act to which he
was unconsciously led by -Providence, her
noble spirit, animating an impressive
form, such as angels may be thought to
assume, influenced it to seek God and
redemption. He, sought and found. —
Never was there a sincerer penitent ; —
and hope, and faith, and charity arc plant-
ed in his heart. In this manner have I
tracéd the hand of Providence. Without
another life there gan be no God ; with-
out God all is confusion : — with a God,
immortality folloys, and all is order. .
When this memorial was written, the
writer was still gnder age, and in a de-
plorable state of impiety : -— thig, is but
too obvious in his style, and inconsiderate
remarks. Ashamed of these he would
obliterdte them, but he.does not wish
"to hide from his fiiends Yhg state from
‘ L2 -
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which they haveextricated him. The more
he was entangled .in the snares of the
enemy of mankind, the greater is his
obligation to kis Preserver, who led him
to a Saviour, and the more unbounded
his gratitude.
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LETTER LXVII.

Sir Francis Darrell to Miss Saville.

Thue pen is in my hand to address my
benefactress, yet am I.afraid to trust
it, for I strive in vain to command my
thoughts. When you read this, my dear
Miss Saville, the’ cause of the wretched
life your friend has led will no longer
be a mystery to you. You will see that
he has not abhorred himself without
reason ; and perhaps you will abhor him
too. Should it be so, I will not deny
the justice of your feeling ; but it will be
more than I can bear; and I fear that all
the strength of virtue and of religion,
which you have been the means of my
obtaining, will not support me against
the shock my nerves have received
from the terrible retrospectiof® I have
taken, and the dread of the effect

LS, :
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which the disclosure I am making wxll
produce on your mind.

Do not ask me, why then I make it.
The loss of your esteem would be fresh
torture to my soul ; but the possession of
it wrings my heart, which looks into
itself as yow should look, and sees as you
might see. Esteem and vice are incom-
patible : — erime is the poison of love.
Contemptible must be that spirit which
can enjoy the love and esteem that
would not be bestowed, upon him were
he known. This is a strong feeling of
my nature, and you now see why I have
hated ghe world, and why I have avoid-
ed you, and the friends you have given
me, — for kindness was more intolergble
than seclusion. “You now see why I
mixed more with the dnconsiderate and
weak ; — they had no esteem to give;
-— they led the life of butterﬂxes, and I
was at times ready enough to laugh at
them : — herice my character, hence my
indifference to reputation. Could I have
foreseen that event of my’ life which
brought' me acqiainted with’ you, and
its consequences, character would have
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been dear to me, as it is now; and
though I could not have obliterated the
past, I would have ,made provision for
the future, Most ‘certain it is, that since
I have known you, I have been inex-
pressibly anxious to deserve your esteemn;
and perhaps you will therefore think
some portion of it not unmerited ; —
that thought is a cordial, or will be.so
when you confirm it. . Should I be -so
happy, you will not refuse me the re-
quest I am going to make. :
With a blot of so deep a nature on my
life, I dare not, I must not, entertain the
thought of earthly happiness. I, cannot
hope for love. The woman from whom
happiness might flow cannot but be
unattainable by me : — her heart might
be led to pity, and I might even force
her esteem in future, but she can never
love me. I gm so convinced of this
that, although your cousins have: given
me a view of what happmess there is
on earth in the marriage of congenul
minds, I haye resolved to-forego all
shought of it. As I shall never marry
then, I have figured to.myself an allevi-
L4 o
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ation of my misfortune, or rather of my
just punishment. My mind has never
been equal to my fortune:—1 have
spent little, and I am,burthened with
useless wealth. I cannot enjoy it, and
to bestow it indiscriminately, is but
weakness. It ought to be dispersed, it
ought not to lie hoarded ; — to whom
can I better look for the dlsposal of it
than one who has rendered me such un-
speakable service, who so well under-
stands the use of it? I bescech you
not to refuse me this ¢onsolation. By
my. friend Vernon, I have sent a deed
of"gift to Mr. Saville and your cousin,
which fhakes you mistress of a consider-
able income, and of the disposal of the
whole principal sin. I have entreated
them to use their influence with you
not to deny me. He ‘brings also a full
power from me for the immediate trans-
fer of the funds, and he has promised
me, if you will permit him to speak
upon the subject, to endeavour to ob-
viate any objection your delicacy may
raise.” 1 will therefore confine myself to
one. The sentiment on which the re.
jection of gifts hy ladies is founded, [
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think a just one. But this is a very dif-
ferent case, and in fact the very reverse
of the one on whichthat sentiment rests :
the gitt is retréspective, it is an act of
gratitude, and wholly unaccompanied
with a pretension, or a hope that might
render it a case of delicacy. Your ac-
ceptauce of it is but to alleyjate the
misery of a heart which dares not aspire
to happiness. '

Once more, I most earnestly entreat
you not to refuse me the only favour 1
shall ever ask. It will be a blessing to
me, one I trust that Heaven will confirm 3
and to Heaven shall my prayers be offer-
ed for you. I will add but one word
more. If after a while, if' after the first
shock the perusal of my story will give
to your feclings, it is possible for you to
soften your opinion, to mitigate the sen-
tence I deservey it would be worth to me
even more than your acceptance of my
gift. Nothing earthly can equal .the
torment of being abhorred by one we
Jove, — Oh! if possible, do not abhor me !

an,cm Da RRELL.
LS
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LETTER LXVIIIL

Mr. Vernon to Sir Francis Darrell.

o Piccadilly.

MY DEAR DARRELL,
-

I wiLs not keep you in suspense ; but, as
you are a man and a.Christian, I call
upon you to exert yoursclf in a manner
worthy of the cause you' have embraced.
Support:- your spirits in this moment of
trial, and it will perhaps be the last se-
vere onc you will be put to. This
probably depends upon  your conduct
under it.

Though I write, I have it not in my
power to say much on tle circumstances
which hastened my return to town. 1
will begin by giving you the comfort of
knowing that Godfrey and Mr. Saville
are your unalterable friends; so I think
is Mrs. Godfrey, but she is silent :« Mist
Saville I have siot ‘seen. Do not now
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lose your senses because I have not seen
her : — I augur favourably from it, and
am the more convinced by it that I am
not wrong in theé judgment I have form-
ed. You must not expect her to answer
your letter, at least just now. (.rodﬁey
is going to write to you, but circum-
stances prevent his doing it immediately.

Of course you are preparedy'my dear
Darrell, to hear that -your friends were
greatly affected by your story. I read
it myself to Mr. Saville and Godfrey : —
the latter shed tears; the former cried
like a child; and my tears ag'un were
mixed with theirs.

¢« There never was a more melancholy
eptrance into life,” said Godfrey, as he
wiped away the tears that continued to
stream down lLig cheeks.

¢ Dreadful I”” said Mr. Saville, as soon
as he could speak — ¢ to me most dread-
ful! It has brought his father.to my
mind with a train of agonizing recollec-
tions.”

Godfrey, .on hearing this, recovered
himself, and entreated his uncle not to
yield to such thoughts.

LG
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« Oh!” said Saville, * they are past;
—1 have out-lived their Dbitterness,
George: — the pangs I now fee] are great,
but I should be happy still‘i'I could
persuade myself that this were not a
hopeless case. Vernon,” continued "he,
«] will ingenuously own to you, that
had Sir Francis’s declaration of loving
my daughter becn made unaceompanied
by this sad tale, it would have given me
a pleasure beyond any other event in
life.”

¢ The  circumstances,” said Godfrey,
« aggtruly melancholy in themselves ; but
it is evifent that he bas, in the bitter-
ness of ‘his lLeart, taken pains to place
them in the most, striking and awful
light. I do not think the case hope-
less.” ‘

« Augusta,” said Saville, ¢ however
grateful her nature, and even prepgg-
sessed in favour of Sir Francis, will, 1
fear, not think as you do.”

“ Vernon,” said Godfrey, ¢ you need
not be told how favourable our sen-
timents gre towards Sir Francis, but
I think we must consider his letters well
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before we act upon them.  Allowing all
that is due to bis generous nature, it is
evident that in this immense gift, he is
actuated by love; fhough attended by
despair. In that point of view can my
cousin accept of it ?”

¢« She will not listen to it for a mo-
ment,” said Saville.

< Poor fellow,”” said I, ¢ it will break
his heart — it is the ultimatg object of
his love, the only one. He has not the
slightest idea that Miss Saville will hear
of him as a lover, and he has proposed
this gift as a means of reconciling him-
self to the lot on carth which K thinks
he merits. May I engage you b8th not
to gppose it >

« My dear Vemon,” said Saville,
s reflect upon what you ask. If'a woman
can accept such a gift from a man, stand-
ing in the sityation Sir Francis does,
she may with equal propriety take into
consideration whether she may admit the
thought of him as a lover. If you were
to ask me not to oppose the latter consi-
deratlon, I should candidly say that I
would moty for, sad as his story is, I
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think he has. atoned — but, in saying
this, I do not mean to encourage the
idea, for women, my friend, think dif-
ferently from us on'these subjects.”

¢ Augusta,” said Godfrey, ¢ has very
delicate opinions I know, but she has also
a fund of good sense which will enable her
to discriminate between wickedness in-
herent in the spirit, and a wicked action
resulting inconsiderately from the in-
struction and example of a corrupt asso-
ciate. — If nothing else opposcd it, I am
of opinion, that, upon reflection, she
would sooner consent to hear of Sir
Francis as a lover than to accept the
gift.”

¢ Would to Heaven!” cried I, # 1
could report such a decision to my
friend !”

¢ Softly,” said Gddfrey, «“] said if
nothmg else opposed it. <— I do not mean
to raise an idea that my cousin would he
ready to admit of his addresses, even
were this unhappy story removed alto-
gether, — She has peculiar notions on
‘Religion.”

“ Oh! that that were all!” teJomed
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I: «then you will let her see the manu-
script ?* ,

“I do not see how we caa do other-
wise,” sail Mr.Saville: « we are in the
habits of unbounded confidence. We
must first prepare her and my niece ; and
then we will leave the papers with them
to peruse by themselves.”

¢t There is another person,” said God-
frey, “to whom I wish I could show
these papers — a person extremely inte-
rested in the happiness of Sir Francis,
and whose sentiments would have great
weight — I medn the bishop of * *.:

I took upon me to say that I %i@s surc
you would readily consent.—He said that,
as { thought so, if youdid not forbid it, he
would take an opportunity in a few days
to speak to him dn the subject. Iam per-
suaded, my dear Darrell, thatyou will have
no objection ; dut there is time to make
it if you have. Therefore showld you
not write by the return of the post, 1
shall take your ‘comsent for granted,
and suffer Godfrey to carry your manu-
script to the ‘Bishop. AsTtold him that
I should write to you,immediately, he
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desired me to present his best regards
and say that he would write to you soon.

Our meeting and conversation took
place yesterday, but too late for me to
write. — I called this morning : neither
Godfrey nor Saville was at home. I
begged to see the ladies, and Mrs. God-
trey came tome. I was with her alone for
a few minutes. I wish you could havelook-
ed into my heart —but this is not a time
to talk of inyself: I will take a better op-
portunity to acknowledge my obligations
to you; yet I will say that my feelings
were such as would gratify yours. I told
her that 1 particularly wished to see her
cousin.  She said that she could not see
me then; on which T endeavoured- to
draw their sentiments from her. 1
hoped, I said, that she would excuse my
anxiety on a subject in which your com-
fort was so much involved.

s If4s a very painful subject,” she re-
plied, *and certamly not one for me to
discuss.”

‘I thought she alluded to the manu-
script, and I therefore said —
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¢ Darrell’s only comfort depends upon
your cousin’s acceptance.”

She stopped me. ~

1 cannot spesk to you on this sub-
ject at all, Mr. Vernon,” said sh¢, with
a counwenance evidently of sorrow, “and
I will fiankly tell you, that I wish at
present to return to my cousin, whom I
have just left.”

« I will not detain you,” replied I,
“ but pray, pray let compassion mingle
with your other feelings; and let your
amiable cousin keep in mind that he was
a boy, that he is a man; that he was
an infidel, that he is a Chrlstlan,. Let
her peruse and re-peruse the traces of
Proyidence in his few additional gbserv-
ations to his manuscript:”

s« T cannot but feel for him,” said she,
¢ and you may tell him so.”

I walked to the door with her, and
came away as she went up the sta#ﬁ

Although, my dear Darrell, I have
been able to communicate nothing from
Miss Saville herself, I think that what I
have said ought to comfort you. I rely
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upon your supporting yourself with firm-
ness. Tell me so by the next, and I will
write again.

Ever yours,

L. VerNox,
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LETTER LXIX.

Str Francis Darvell to Mr. Vernon.

MY DEAR VERNON,

A THOUSAND thanks for your letter. —
Mr. Saville and Mr. Godfrey are worthy,
kind-hearted men; but I am a fopl or a
madman, thus idiotically to ha%e cut
myself off from the little happiness which
circumstances, the most unexpected, the
most extraordinery, the most provi-
dential, had at length created for me.
Not content with regard and esteem, I
must, forsooth, be finely sentigental,
and refuse them, unless I had thém for
my crimes and. all.. Was there ever such
idiotism ? Why did you let me do it?
Could not you have seen ‘that I was un-
der the dominion of passiori, and that £
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was destroying the little, but exquisite
particle of bliss that I had been permitted
to find on the earth ? I might have gone
on enjoying for years the smiles of kind-
ness, the sweet offices of friendship, had
I not been the dupe of a coxcomical
morality that could not be content with
t%.e secret communion of the heart with
the omniscient confessor, the omnipo-
tent absolver.— Oh! fool! fool! To
think that I should ever after hold a place
in the esteem of such beings as Miss Sa-
ville and Mrs. Godfrey! Tell me not of
men. — Women like themn are a degree
between us and angels. The best of
men want that pure delicacy of feeling
which they possess. T am not ungrat:ful
to Saville and to Godfrey, but even they,
good as they are, wart that refinement
which raises an Augusta and a Caroline
above our sex. They 12quire: not that
freedom from corruption which#ngels do.
Mrs. Godfrey pities, so I am sure does
Her cousin. She can forgive, so can
her cousin; but is it not clear that
esteem, regard, and intercourse of soul
are at an end? If the Bishop can undo
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what I have done, and only reinstate me
where I was a week ago, let him have all
my horrors to contemplate.
Oh! pardon me, my dear Vernon —
*you know not how ill I am. — Since you
left me, I have scarcely slept.— I be-
lieve I deceived myself in thinking that
there was not a hope lurking at the bo..-
tom of my heart — If there was, it is
now crushed. — Miss Saville’s refusal to
sec you; Mrs. Godfrey’s reserve — yes,
it is over.— Let me hear from you imme-
dately.
Yours, yours, ’

F. DARRELL.
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LETTER LXX.

2w My, Vernon to Sir Francis Darrell.

MY DEAR DARRELL,

Wit 1 have seen you suffer makes me
teel very keenly for you, or I should, in
my usual style, be inclined to say that it
is very clear you are mad, and that 1
have not a doubt of love being a spe-
cies of insania. For Heaven’s sake, my
friend, have 4 little patience, and endea-
vour to practise as well as profess. And
let me tell you that your wishes are in
much better train than thie acutenéss of
your reasoning about female angeldn has
placed them. ' '
Rather than let you go mad on ima-
ginary grounds, I will tell you the rea-
son Mise Saville has not seen me, trosting
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to your common sense, to give nothing
but a common meaning to what I tell
you. The fact is; she has been ill, and
is not yet sufficiently recovercd to see
me — but she sends you a message, and
such a one as ought to set your perturbed
spirit at Test. — She bids you be of good
cheer, and does not abruptly r</use
your gift, but will reason with you upon
it when she is better. 1f this does
not tranquillize you, I know not what
will. — 1 beseech you, Darrell, to be
rational, aud mnot suffer such ebulli-
tions of passion to torture and distract
you.— Shall I come to you, or stay
in town to communicate my observ-
ations ?

You at length suspect that something
of hope has been lurking at the bottom
of your heart. — I give you joy —= che-
rish it — the discovery at this crisig is an
omen of joy. — If that does not content
you, see a still more propitious one in
the illness of your lovely mistress. I
know not what our friend Godfrey will
do with the Bishop ; but look upon me
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as Pontifex at the court of Love, and
take my advice, which is, to think no
more about your gift, but to contem-
plate the hope you have discov‘éred,
and let it have its proper agency.
have had an agreeable interview w1th
_ Godfwy and his wife. — Your history
*wab 2t first a dreadful shock to the cou-,
sins, and it is,clear who was the most
affected by it. It has given a pang and
cost tears, but you have lost no ground : —
if Pity be, according to the old saying,
the sister of Love, you have gained
ground. However, having said enough
to allay your fever of idiotism, 1 shall leave
Godfrey and Miss Saville to express their
own sentiments, after observing to you,
that you could not cherish the hope you
have discovered, without the disclosure
you have made. .

Having, I trust, restored you to some
degree of tranquillity, I shall conclude
this letter with a few words about myself.
Let me, my dear Darrell, call you: atten-
tion to other striking results of the tragedy
in which you had so painful a part, and
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which may be added to your observations
in tracing from it the hand of Providence.

Had those melancholy events not taken
place, it is not unlikely that you would
have spent your fortunc like other young
men, who on coming of age have no one
to controul them : — the turh those events
gave to your mind has been bengfsiii to
thousands. You have {espised only the
despicable part of society ; you'have been
a guardian angel to the poor. The next
result I shall mention is, the restoration
of Grove-Park to the Saville family. In
gay, thoughtless, luxurious dissipation, it
would never have occurred to your mind;
you would never have gone in search of’
Saville 3 you would never have rescued
his daughter from the hands of villains.
‘The last result calls for my gratitude.
Your late counsels in our correspondencg
bad begun to have some weights upon
my mind ; they awakened reflection, but
they had by no means decided my con-
duct.. It was not till I knew your story,
and witnessed your agonies, that I was
fully voused, and my eyes opened on the
precipice before me.

VOL. IV, o
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Good heaven! with what feelings is
man endowed! What instruments they
are for torture! The rack, and all the
engines of bodily pain which the devil
has helped man to invent, cannot pro-
duce a tythe of the agony I have secn
,rg}l suffer from remgrse and despair. 1
“have - ~dured the pain of wounds—1
have seen it endured hy common soldiers ;
I havé. witnessed amputations, and the
flesh trembling beneath the knife ; and I
sce that those are far easier to bear than
the acute sensations inflicted by the fecl-
ings of the heart. To me life has hither-
to offered only pleasure. I have enjoyed
the kindness of’ affection, and the bless-
ings of well constituted nerves; but 1Tiave
been upon the point of sacrificing thesc
gifts of heaven, which I never. before
learned to appreciate. I hLave been
thoughtless, I have sinned, Ihave been
sorry, but of remorse 1 have never had
occasion to taste, except, perhaps, at
this moment for prospective guilt. This
is the result of - your story — it shook me
to the soul. The consequences of your
action were aw.ul, most awful; but in
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comparing them with what would have
lollowed mine had I perpetrated it, they
los¢ half their horror: the untimely
death of the young and the innoceut is
very aflecting, but is it cqual to living
nmisery ?  Can he who has premeditatedly
cut off thie happiness of his friend, and de-
stroyed the virtue of his friend’s x}k:-é«:r’ieel :
less remorse because they, live to suffer and
be lost on earth? Much I thiitk may be
said to calm you, Darrell, and, young
as you are, prepare you for the happiness
Providence has provided for you; but
had I pursued and succeeded in the guilt
[ meditated, my mind must have.been
an e'uthly hell to me; the man s so
uood the woman is so virtuous, I can-
not bear the thought even of the inten-
tion; and when 1 saw Mrs. Godfrey for
the few minutes I mentioned in my last
on coming to town, my heart made a
solemn though secret atonement to her ;-
and I was conscious of feeling an affec-
tion for her which I once wished might.
be similar to that I feel for my admirable
sister.> This, my dear Darrell, is to me
not the least valuable oNhe providential
. M 5% N
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results of those events, which you must
now consider as permitted for their con-
sequences, and which there is therefore
reason to believe were in themselves
mercies to those who were taken into
another world. And let me ask you,
would you not rather be the inconside-
‘rat@u see of those awful occurrences than
the villain I intended to be? Come, let
us both recover ourselves; we have for-
tunately been brought to our senses in
time. For the future I will think more,
but still I say, let us think cheerfully.

You must revive, you must live, and
love. It is evidently the will of Provi-,
dence. I will do so teo; the two first I
shall find easy, the last I will endeavour
to do — out of the Vortex.

Alas! the Vortex! They certainly
form the mass which you did not know
how to dispose of till the Bishop-of * =
convinced you that they were in very
good hands. They ought not, however,
to be given up entirely. I am of Lady
Mount-Vernon’s opinion, that till they
throw themselves into the irremediable
gulf, they shoulg, be invited and allured
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from it by example and kindness. With
this spirit, and with no other, will Iin
tuture mix with the.Vortex.

For the present; adieu! Be composed,
and send me a line or two to say you are
50 ; but torment not your pen with ima-
ginary evils, I'beseech you.

Ever yourﬁ.‘ e

L. Yernon.
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LETTER LXXI.

Sir Francis Dawrell to Mr. Vernor.

.—«MY DEAR VERNON,
r

I taanx Jyou for your very kind letter.
— I am better. — By no means think of’
leaving town, but write to me by every
post. Though better, I cannot be easy,
till I have more particular accounts ot
Miss Saville ; in fact, till you have cou-
versed with her. You are sure sue desircd
me 70" be of good cheer, and talked of rea-
soning with me? Remember, my friend,
that 1 must not be tredted like a child.
Attempt not to deceive me into bearing.
1 will be patient, but I pust sec things
as they are, I willl not magnify her ill-
ness, but tell me precisely the naturce of’
it, and the cause, and how she is when
you write.

You are very, very kind — but how
can I follow yom}atlvice? I fancied that
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I detected something like hope in my
heart, and you immediately cry ¢ cherish
it.” How can I cherish what I am afraid
to think of? And how can her illness
raise hope ? Even if it were caused by
my story, can-horror raise hope? If 1
could dare to cherish 1it, it would be from
that dear.message of cheer. What ba!m
flowed into my heart with that mesiage

I return to my former opinion rgapectmg
the disclosure of the events which have
been secretly gnawing my heart for eight
years past. It was absolutely necessary,
and yet it seemed more likely to create
despau than hope. -— (,ertamly my heart
is lighter for it.

Your additional results of those sad
evcuts of my life are a new and pleasant,
medicine to my* soul-—partlcularly the
last. T cannot eXpress to you how I was
revived by seeing of what important ser-
vice my mlsery has been to you. That
conquest over yourself, with the reflection
that accompanies it, was all that was
wanting to make you the most amiable
of'men in my opinion. QOurs is now real
Yriemdship. How go;_d has Providence

M 4
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been to me! You shall be cheerful tor
me, if 1 cannot be cheerful myself. Cheer-
fulness cannot reside in a breast which
hope abandons. — Raise hope in mine. —
Chéerfulness was natural to me in my
infancy, agd will return with hope. — I
cannot think or write on other topics. —
Let me hear from you every day.

Ever yours,

F. DARRELL.
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LETTER LXXIIL
Mr. Godfrey to Sir Francis Dayzell.:

Hancwer-Square.

MY DEAR FRIEND,

Y ou have heard from Vernon how we
all felt for you.™— To the excess of those
feelings I beg you to attribute my not
immediately answering your letter.- My
great desire was to give your wounded,
spirit substantial relief. I could have
written you a shéet of condolence trom
the sensations the perusal of your  manu-
script gave me,’ but condolence was not
my intention : —my wish was to clgse
your wounds, which have been képt too
long open by the ‘susceptibility of your
nature. You know" how I love the
Bishop of * *; that he has been more
than a father to me. His piety is ‘as
unaffected as his understanding is en.
. M5 0
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larged. The subject of your manuscript
is onc peculiarly adapted to his consider-
ation ; and, with Vernon’s concurrences
unopposed by you, T have consulted him
upon it. *I left it with him a couple
of days, and his attention to it has
produced a lgtter from him to your-
self. My dea® friend, I give you joy.
Throw it no longer away. 1 will not
anticipate the Bishiop’s sentiments, whicli
I am sure you will not suffer to have
been written in vaih. They have had a
most delightful effect upen all your friends
in Hanover-Square, and I cannot tell you
how I rejoice that you prevailed upon
yourself to send us your manuscript.

1 will not damp your pleasure by dis-
cussing the other subjccts of your letter
at presept. You cannot but know the
high place you hold in <he estimation of
my uncle and cousin, as well as in that
of Mrs. Godfrey and myself. [ must
not, however, hide from you that Miss
’S jille objected to what the Bishop says

ative to, her, 'and at first begged he
‘mlght be requested to alter it; but,
reflecting on the necessity of some notice
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being taken of that point, she yielded to
our persuasions of allowing the letter to
%o as it is, accqmpanied \wth an explana-
hny one from herself to you. The sub-
ject is one on which my unche has always
resolved to leave her to, herself. This
tetter, ol course, contains his sentiments
as well as mine. Let m& have; tiie plea-
sure of hicaring that wour mind has re-
cowered its tone, and believe me to be

Your Sincerely_‘, attached triend

GEORGE (GODFREY.

M 6
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CETTER LXXIIL

From the Bz'sho%('* * to Sir Francis Darrell.

w

DEAR IR,

I nopep for the pleasure of your ac-
quaintance before you left town, but my
friend George Godfrey has accounted for
my disappointment, by imputing it to the
suddenness of your departure.

I have read your manuscript, and the
additional observations lately written;
and I think [ do myself honour in saying,
that I read them with tears. Your ex-
cellent remarks on tracixg the hand of
Providence have anticipated the strongest
arguments for the restoration of your
peace of mind, after so much suffering,
and so complete a repentance. You have
been much afflictéd, but your affliction,
has been to good;purpose. I have not
taken up the pen to give you a lecture
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on religion, and to point out to you the
double effects of Ged’s judgments, whilse
punishments lead to happiness, but to
soothe your mind as a friend, and to en-
deavour to restore it to they full enjoy-
ment af its powers in giving earthly hap-
piness. Your sufferings and your repent-
ance have been admitéll, and -I take
upon me as the minister of Him who
judges in mercy, to declare that you are
fully absolved from the sins of which you
have so truly repensed. You know it to
be the Christian doctrine, that we are
invested with power to pronounce abso.
lution upon repentance. You are your-
self the best judge of the sincerity of
‘yours; but I am also perfectly convinced
of it, and 1 amesure that I have.done no
more than my duty in what I have said ;
I therefore net only entreat, "but expect
of you to feel yourself restored to the
tavour of your Maker, and you have my
prayers, that you may never more for-
feit it. ’
This language has something minis-
terial in it; I could mot avoid it, for it
possesses more strength than any thing
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1 can say for myself. But man is so
tofmed that he will often derive more

comfort from the familiar reasonings of

his friend, than from the most solemn
official decjarations. I will, therefore,
add a few friendly observations, 'The
first thing I shall endeavour to do is to
remove the extessive horror you have
attached 'to your ,grime, which scarcely
belongs to’it. The subsequent events,
God knows, are aweful enough only to
hear of, and deplorable would it have
been, had you at the time yreasoned your-

self into a conviction, that the want of

intention to produce the ulterior mis-
chiefs exoncrated you from them; .it
would have made you completely guilty
of them, for it would haye showrg, ripe-
ness of understanding that ought#% have
toreseen them. Upon the headof a man
they would have rested, and he must
have answered for -all the consequences
of his actions; but thjs was otherwise
with you, who were in your early years

of boyhood. You .were led astray, and,

though it appears, you knew you weze
doing wrong, whiclfconstitutes the crime,
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you were not aware:of the extent of the
wrong you were doing. . ‘This consider-
ation, undoubtgdly, ought to ;&ehc\fb you
of the burden of the thought, connccted
with the serfous consequences which en-
sued. . And if to this you add, what you
have yoursclf suggested in your addi-
tional observations, the®great innocence
of' the characters, and thelr ﬂpene% tor
immortality, I think the continuance of
your remorse will be unreasonable and
superfluous. *

L have read your story not only with
soriow but with wonder.. Such repeated
repulses of the intended act of suicide
¢ould not be casual. You have said they
were the acts of guardian angels; Many
passages in Scyipture countenance and
confirm the opinion of such spirits, and
I should haveno objection to%your believ-
ing, that your preservation constituted a
portion of the happiness of the #pirits of
thosc: two--amiable persons ;- that they
have been appointed to combat with
the evil spirit-for you; that they led
you to the wondgxful restoration of a
daughter to her futher; and that; by the
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appointment of Providence, they may
lead you to the enjoyment of happiness
in this life.

Mr. Godfrey, in confiding your manu-
script to me, showed me your letter to
him, by which I am made acqnainted
with the statg of your inclinations re-
specting his cofisin. She is good and
amiable, .nd too sensible to suffer the
misfortunes of a boy eight years ago to
affect her opinion of a man who, I am
no flatterer, may be pronounced such a
partner for life as she ought to have. 1
know not her opinion, but I feel inter-
ested for you, and for her. You appear
to me calculated to make each other
happy, and to set an example of religion
and virtue to the world. Lam aware that
she has been brought up?the Roman
Catholic persuasion. If .sPe consents to
your addresses, you may, and ought to
reason with her on this subject. 1f she
cannot be convinced, the difference need
not be made an impediment to your
union. I am not so rigid as to require
an absolute conformity in'religious opi-
nions, hgwever much it is to be wished.
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"This young lady’s good sense will, I trust,
not suffer the difference of opinion to
influence her determination. In this, as
in all else, you have the best wishes, and
the blessing of,
Dear Sir, .
Your sincere friend,
W. * »



258 SIR FRANCIS DARRELL.

- LETTER LXXIV.
Miss Satille to Sir Francis Darreil.

How differently, Sir, must I address you
now to"what I have been accustomed,
and to what I wish ; — I will, however,
endeavour to preserve my claim to your
esteem, and to my own, by writing with
the utmost candour. I appreciate the
understanding and the virtues of Sir’
Francis Darrell too highly to fear thaty
in doing this, I shall commit myself. 1
trust he now knows me sufficiently to
need no assurance that, however grati-
fied, however flattered { may be, however
allured by the pictures of imagination,
I have but one spring for mymconduct
in life, consisting of principigs which
have been instilled into my ngind trom
my infancy. Indeed, Sir, I feel mysclf
most honoured in having gained so high
,,‘g;,g@.,pe in your op{i‘r')ion s and conld I take
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into consideration the very flattering
testimony you have thought proper to
give of it, I have no doubt that I should
csteem it as a sonrce of infinite happiness.
I return you my heartfelt thanks, I beg
your acceptance of my gratitude #0d my
regard, but I must mtreat*“you to turn
your thoughts of happmess into, anothel
channel.

The proofs you have given mdof" your
atfection have sunk deep into nly heart;
and my sense of them will be as lasting
as life, which I would Jay down to serve
you ; but I shoyld be unworthy of your
esteem, and, consequently, should soon
lose your love, could I'sq far fo;get the
superior duty which I have to perform in
life, as to suffer my resolution to bg over-
come, by any tempting prospect of ?mppl-
ness, or even to.give pleasure to friends
whom I love befter than myself. 3§ have
been told,. and even the Bishop-of - *’s
letter to )'ou_gestltgefs, ‘thata diffeygpce in
religious opinions ignot.an insurmouyntable
obstacle to such an ugj pn_as you haye
honoured me. with thin ing of.. I hope
1 am®not obstinate or yrgsumptu@ls, brut
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I cannot be of that opinion. 1 have al-
ways considered congeniality of senti-
ments, on worldly topics, as necessat in
such a union; and, if,so, is it not®still
more requisite on the subject which
connects our hopes with heaven ? I know
not that I shdll ever enter into such a
union, but I am certain that I never can,
without, previously endeavouring to ac-
cord, ok such essential points, with the
persofi to whom it would become my
duty to submit my will. If there is an
appearance of argiment in what I have
written, 1 beg that you will not infer from
it, that I wish to be reasoned with. I
have expressed_the only sentiment I can-
not relinquish to my friends ; and, bound
as I am to you' by gratitude ‘&nd friend-
ship, it was impossible for me to say less
to you in support of the part I have
taken. o .
The letter that you did me the honour
to write to me by Mr. Vernon had the
effect upon me which the feelings ex-
pressed in it, and the generosity of your
conduct towards me, were calcula!:ed to
produce ; receive my thanks for it, and
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permit me to pass in silence what might
give you pain. I will only say generally,
that, except on the point I have already
mentioned, 1 agree with the Bishop in
his admirable distinctions, and in his rea-
soning. With respect to the magnificent
gift youintended me, what can I say?
I did mean to convince you that it was
not in my power to accept it, byt I feel
too much to argue upon it. cannot
deny the influence of your whole conduct
over my mind : but this I must leave to
my friends.

God bless you, Sir! I am proud of
your good opinion. I hope to preserve
yoyr fmendsh:p through life, and shall
ever esteem it an honour to be considered
by you as

Your grat.gfulﬁ:fnend.

Avucusya SaviLLe.
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LETTER LEXXV.

Sir Francis Darrell to the Bishop of **.

Belmout.

MY LORD,

I SHOU:'::) be the most ungrateful of men
were I not to acknowledge the immense
obligation I am under to your Lordship,
and I beg you to belicve that, after Mr.
Godfrey communicated {o me your lctter
to him, it was my intention to express
my sense of your goodness, both by
writing and personally. That this ‘has
been delayed so long, I am free to con-
fess, is owing to agitations of mind, which
convince me, that I have been more suc-
cessful in the theory, than in the practice
of Christianity. Your friendship, my
Lord, is an honour and a blessing, which
I should never have aspired to, bét.l see
in-it the will of ProVidence, and I am
.moré thankful for it than I have words
to espress. 1t shall be my first duty,
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when I am next in London, to come and
beg your blessing from your lips, and
endeavour to cultivate the friendship
which is so genereusly offered me.

It would perhaps become me, my Lord,
to notice particularly the points in both
your letters, but I hope you will permit
me to say generally, that I was fully
struck with the perspicuity of ygur elu-
cidations, I might dwéll uponfthe re-
flections which they produced, but the
result would only be, that conviction was
the consequence, and the reflection
would not be ntw to you; but I will
say what I think will please you, that, in
future, instead of demanding the sub-
n:ission of all propositions to ;my under-
standing, I will distrust and humb]e my
understanding in every importantenquiry;
by which L do not mean to say, that I
will not always 8se my reasos, . but that
I will not be se proud of it as fo imagine
that it is unerring, :and that I'will never
again reject, merely because. I .do not
compxehend But while I say this, I
nrust not leave you to-infer, that I a¢
once subscribe completely to all the doc-
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trines of the- national church, of which
nevertheless I trust you will accept me
as a member. * In spite of ¢ the clear man-
ner in which you showe ed"a ground for
believing an eternity of misery, 1 feel a
great repugnance to that doctrine — to
thinking it consistent with the goodness,
or even with the justice of the Almighty.

I will not take upon me to enter upon
other 1&s important differences in the
present state of my mind — they do not
appear to me' to be essential points of
our religion, or of sufficient weight
to cause a separation from the national
establishment; for, though 1-do not con-
ceive any establishment to be a necessary
part of Christianity, the spirit of which
may influence regions and worlds un-
known to us, I thinkvit most desirable
that there should be a point' of union to
which the religious feelings of a whole
country may tend, and by which they
may be.preserved. 1 think the desire
to preserve that union a patriotic sen-
timent, and that nothing but an essential
pmnt should interfere with it. .

. May I, my Lb#d, venture here to say,
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that the diversities in the various churches
do not appear to me to affect the great
principles of Christanity, and that a
sincere Romidn,,a sincere Greek, all
sincere communities of Christians, are in-
cluded in the great benefits of that infi-
nitely extensive dispensation of God’s
goodness. You perhaps suspect, my
Lord, to what this last observatlon tends.
The interest which youw have e;xpressed
in my temporal bhappiness emboldens
me to speak of it to you. The know-
ledge I have of Miss Saville convinces
me that she would be a prize, not only
conducive to temporal happiness, but, by
her virtues and her piety, to the pro-
motion of immortal prospects. I own
to you, that her resolution not to listen
to the addresses of a man of a differ-
ent religious persuasion affeets me ex-
tremely. I also®once resolved never to
unite myself with a person ofia different
faith, but the reasons above stated, now
confirmed by your sentiment, have re-
moved all objections to her remaining a
Romap Catholic. And I will add, that
her firmness and constafcy to what she

VOL, 1V, N
L]
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congiders as. truth exalt her still more
in my opinion.- On the other hand,
I should be unworthy of her esteem, I
should be anworthy of théfbsolution you
have given me, could I, from the excite-
ments of passion, pretend to conviction
which. I did.not feel. In the-sincerity-
of my adopting the national establish.
ment, I have not dissembled to your
Lordshﬁ,a the principle that guided me,
which involves some diversity of opinion ;
how them can 1 say that I accord on
doctrines infinitely more repugnant to
my feelings, as well as 10 my reason! I
cannot, I never will : — no prize on earth
shall tempt-me to it. Yet the hope
which has sprung up in my breast since
your favourable decision on my unhappy
story, since the absolution I have re-
ceived, struggles for a continuance of
existence, and I shall make one effort to
persuade her that the points of differ-
ence in our opinions are not s¢ mate-
rial as to be imperative upon her to re-
fuse me her hand. I hope I shall not do
wrong. — I will go no farther than this;
atwd, in case of tailure, I will devote my-
5
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self to a life of celibacy, with a resolution
of doing as much good on earth as I can.
In this case, I ,qhall beg your advice and
assistance.  You.know that wealth has
fallen to my lot in this world — L would
tain have the assistance of Miss Saville
to put it eut to its proper usury, even if
she refuses the master of it; but it ap-
pears that the delicacy of the fenrale
character will oppose tHis, andf’I shall
therefore consider your aid as one of the
proofs of the inestimable friendship which
Godfrey has obtained for me.

I am,
My Lerd,
Your Lordship’s obliged,
And truly grateful servant,
* Francis DARRELL.

N 2
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LETTER LXXVI.

Sir Francis Darrell to Miss Saville.

I #ap not yet dared to aspire to happi-
ness, when your cousin’s cover brought
me two letters, one of which crushed
hope even before it germed, and the
other saved the broken seed and raised
it in gefiance of the ruin. The former,
and the first read, was from Miss Saville,
the latter from Godfrey’s excellent friend
the Bishop of * *. 1 thouglit myself un-
worthy to solicit your hand, but you were
too ingenuous to seem ignorant of my
heart, and too good to suspend t!;? declar-
ation of your resolve."

Your letter is worthy of the writer; it
is such a one as my reflection teils me I
might expect from -you; and, as 1 was
destitute of pretensions to your favour,
I purposed to endeavour to reason my-
self into' an aéquiescence with the will
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of Heaven. — But how shall I tell you
the conflict which the Bishop’s has pro-
duced in my heart! His decision, his
absolution, his blessing, his opinion of
you, were like so many divine instru-
ments raising me from a dark cavern in-
to which' I had fallen, and restoring a,
desponding wretch to the glorious light "
of day. Hope, hitherto unknowx to my
unhappy bosom, sprung up *with a
strength that overcame even the blow
it had received from you. Oh! Miss
Saville, I cannot,all at once acquiesce in
the resolution of tearing it out &f my
hcart so soon again. You know not how
sweet it is go hope — I never knew — I
never could have conceived it : — I be-
seech you to let it rest where it is, if but
for a little, even If it must be at last
rooted entlrely put. — Hitherto 1 have
loved you in silence and with agony —
to dare to say it and to hope is a delight
1 dreamed not of ag belonging to human
nature. — Now that I know it, will you
not think it-cruel to deprive me of it at
once and immediately ¢ ; Cruelty is not
in your nature ; you w1ll at least hear me
N3 .
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before you finally resolve to separate hope
from love.

Since the encouragement of my friend
has’'emboldened me, — since the objec-
tion you have made rests upon a senti-
ment which, however pure, however
amiable, admits of reasoning, I implore
you not to refuse my suit till you have
given me a little time to endeavour to
obviate %t — And I will begin by pro-
mising you that I will not now or ever in
my life make an attempt to divert you
from the principles to which you are at-
tached. , My only object shall be to per-
suade you that you will not be erring
from those principles in listening to my
suit. I ask but a little time, and permis-
sion to inform myself upon the subject,
that I may collect all ‘that can be saidin
my favour. < Gr ant 1t, 1 beseech you —
say you will hear ‘me ‘before youn pro-
nounce the irrevocable lot of

Faancis DARRELL.
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LETTER LXXVIL. .

Miss Saville to Sir Francis Dar;'ell.

Your letter, my dear Sir, has given me
much pain. I must repeat that I think
it the duty of a woman when sht becomes
a wife to endeavour to mould her senti-
ments by those of her husband, and cer-
tainly to submit her will to his. With
persons of different religious * persua-
sions, marriage becomes a question not
more between the parties than be-
tween heaven and earth. Being now
fully acquainted with my :entiments,
you cannot Lut be aware o{the impossi-
bility of my .acceding to your wishes
while I retain them; and you have been
generous enough to promise ‘me to make
no attempt to alter my principles. I will
therefore not scruple to comply with your
-request of hearing all that you may
imagine sufficfently, jeasonable to sway
N 4
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my mind to the change of the sentiment
which tells me that there is something
more than impropriety in so solemn an
engagement between persons of different
religions. My compliance, I assure you,
arises from my own desire to satisfy you ;
but I must not dissemble that my father
and cousins have also expressed it to
be their wish. We propose being at
Grove P¥k during the Easter recess,
and we shall have the pleasure of seeing
you.

In concluding, let me take the liberty
of observing that, in the avowed state of
your mind, prudence I think would sug-
gest a different course, but it shall be as
you please. o ‘

I am,
Your truly grateful friend,
AUGUSTA SAVILLE.
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LETTER LXXVIIL

My. Vernon to Sir Francis Darvell,

MY DEAR DARRELL,

1 am going out of town merely” for the
purpose of carrying the Count D’Olivas-
tro away from London. I wish to see
you, and shall take him your way; but,
as 1 know you would rather be without
company at present, we will spend but
one,day at Belmont, which he has ex-
pressed a very great wish to see. We
shall arrive probably the day after to-
morrow. I need not tell you that Miss
Saville i8 well. —~1I know™you are in
correspondence with her. — Success at-
tend you! In great haste,
Ever yours,
L. VEerxon.
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LETTER LXXIX.

Angelica to Augusta.

.. Paris, March 30.
MY DEAR AUGUSTA,

Armsz h very i)leasant journey, we arc

at length arrived at this celebrated metro-
polis, and here have I found all your
dear letters, those directed to Florence
as well as the packet addressed here, as
far as your iuterview with Miss Craven.
Though tired, I could not ge to bed till
I'had read them all through insucces-
sion, as they were written. I shared
your various emotion§, and was with you
and your .cgiisin in all the situations you
describe. I could with pleasure ,go over
them again, and write a long letter of my
correspondent feelings, but I have Paris
to see, my friends, the Dorringtons, to
attend to, and my squirrel to watch;
therefore I shall reserve the expression of
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. those feelings till I see you, as that will
be so soon, and devote the: few leisure
minutes I have to tell you something of
myself and of my companions.

First, let me say that I did not fore-
see how painful the taking leave of my
dear father and mother was to prove, or
I think I should not have resolved on
taking the journey. Parting is dreadful —
I had experienced the pang ¢ of it but
once before in my life, and *that was
when you left me. Till the time came,
I thought only of meeting you, not of
quitting them.. The kindness of the
Dorringtons, the attentions and good
behaviour of my squirrel, the sight of
the country, and especially the promise
my father had given me to be in England
this summer, and bring my mother with
him, consoled me, and I mustsay that I
have been happy enough. ¥

The Dorringtons are delightful people,
— 1 have great pleasure in thinking that
you will know them, as they are friends
of your cousin, of whom they speak cox
amore, and as my friends too, of whom 1
shalls'peak also con amore. Miss Dorring-

N 6
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ton improves both in beauty and amiable
manners ; but, wonderful to relate, she
has not called off our young friend from
his sworn attachment to your Angelica,
which is to last till I see Mrs. Dartford,
and, after that, all the way through this
life if I think proper; and he vows he
never will love any body else, not even
you, whose picture he purloined for a fort-
night, and replaced when I beat you out
of his heart. What think you of his
constancy ? In one of your letters, you
tell me to look forward and provide my-
self with the consent of the Marchese
and my mother — what will you say to
his having taken tare of that ? But more,
what will you say to the Marchese hav-
ing taken me aside, and made the fol-
lowing speech ? .

¢ My dear Angelica, you aregft:a time
of life, wher young wemen begin to
thing of settling themselves in the world.
I am sure you are not in a hurry to be
married, but at the same time, I would
not have you treat the subject with deri-
sion, and refiise offers ecapriciously —This
ydung man —’
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I smiled. .

“ Nay, don’t laugh —bke is a fine
young man, and in spite of the folly of
his being easily captivated, I am per-
suaded he will make a good husband.
His family, his fortune are unexception-
able — he has asked my permission to
solicit your hand, and neither your mo-
ther nor I have any objection : — indeed,
we should be pleased at your accepting
him. His fortune would enable him to
pass a great deal of his time in this
country, and we could go to his occa-
sionally.”

I think I see your arch smile, Augusta,
as if preparing to hear that I am, or am
to be, Mrs. Dartford. — Well I am not —
but what think you? am I 0 be? 1
laughed with my father on the occasion,
and I neither refused nor consented. 1
told him that I was céftain he would
change his mind before he got to Eng-
land, and that I doubted my power of
delivering him safe into his mother’s
hands. ,

« Let it depend upon theat,” said my
father ; ¢ and'if hc gains his -mother’s
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consent, and you write to me that he
has prevailed upon you to name the wed-
ding day, your. mother and I will come

to be present.”
I promised my father'to think of his

recommendation, but at the same time
owned, that I feared to enter into such
an engagement with a man whose incon-
stancy had been so glarmg and even ri-
diculous. He has really made himself
very agreédable to me, my dear Augusta,
and I do not say that, if I.could put
his constancy to the test, I would reject
him. But we shall now be soon together,
and we will assist each other.

I pray to Heaven that I may find your
heart as light as mine ; but I trace some-
thing in your later letters that bespeak it
otherwise. 1 will not alarm you, my
dearest sister. You' possess a heart which
has been well tlalned AN obedlence to
your mind,;. and, 1P*gratxtude should be
found going a little beyond its bounds,
you will require no great exertion to
recall it. Ido not much like that monk at
the masquerade — he has done you more
harm than can arige, from your attach-
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ment to Sir Francis Darrell. What bu-
siness has a man under a mask to set
about unsettling opiniong established time
out mind, and which never before disturb-
ed your imaginition ? I cannot think with
you that it was Mr. Godfrey; who has
shown too much dehcacy to have at-
tempted any perversion in disguise. It
wus probably some man wnthout any ob-
ject, but that’ general one among some
wits of ridiculing religion. But I hope
you have not thought any more upon
the subject. As.for the mask in the
black domino, I have no doubt it was
Olivastro. 1 think Mr. Saville ought to
have him taken up and sent out of the
country. :
Emily Dorrington has been to call me.
1 must, therefore, finish my letter, as I
will not lose a pdst telet you know that I
am here. If you write+ immediately, 1
may receive yours.”> We leaye Paris in
the end of next week. I have not time
to speak of my journey. You are right,
we stopped at Avignon — but I must say,
it requires enthusiasm of ‘some kind,
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poetic or amorous, to give Vaucluse its
reputed charms.

Adieu, my dearest, dearest Augusta !
give my love to my dear Mr. Saville, and
your cousins ; and write directly to

Your most aftectionate
ANGELICS.
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LETTER LXXX.

August;g,’ to Angelica.

Hanover Square, April 4-

Heavex be praised ! I want you more
than ever, my dearest Angelica, and
Heaven be praised, you are come! I
say you are come, for 1 will not stir
without you, and, according to Mr. Dor-
rington’s intentions, I may expect to
embrace you before the middle of the
month.

Oh! my dear sister! I have such a tale
to tell you! How little did I foresee,
when I dispatched my packet to Paris,
what a dreadful story I was so soon
to hear of Sir Francis Darrell! How
litthe did I suspect, the state into whiche
my mind would be thrdwn before the
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arrival of my sister! Angelica! my dear
Angelica! Your sister’s peace of mind is
lost. Poor man! I no longer wonder
that his has been so long lost. I cannot
tell you his story : — I strive not to think
of it — alas, I strive.in vain —but I can-
not tell it you:—you must read it as
written by himself — or, rather, you had
better be ignorant of it altogether. — Oh!
that I had never known it ! It includes —
I cannot mention it. — The shock it gave
me made me ill, and I was for several days
confined to my room. Caroline felt it
nearly as much as I did, and the distress
of my father and George was beyond de-
scription, but they have all recovered
themselves : — it is only your Augusta
that continues to suffer, and my heart,
Angelica, is in a sad, sad state. 1 strive to
hide my feelings with the hope of Saving
those 1love from pain, but I cannot alto-
gether, and my father and my cousins are
unhappy about me : —indeed I am afraid
of myself, for I am very, very wretched.
They are all against me; and, what is
worse, my own heart is against me. — It
has betrayed me,” Angelica, and the de-
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nunciation of that unfortunate woman in
her anonymous note is’but too true : —it
is lost, it is lost, my sistet. But fear not,
you know me - and it is because you
know me, because you know the strength
of my soul, that I scruple not to tell youn
that I no longer impose upon myself'; that
I 'am counscious that Ilove. Some one has
called love the sweetest of the passions —
it may be —but I know it oully as the
bitterest. Hope may render it sweet —
but to find, that I love a man whom I
dare not, must not think of —Oh! An-
gelica! to w hat a degraded state am I
fallen !

I cannot write at large, my dear sister;
but I must devote a few lines to apprize
you of the situation in which you will
find me. I thidk I told you that Sir
Francis left town to avoid  the poor
woman who had eloped at the masque-
rade. On arriving at Belmont he re.
solved to communicate to us the causes
of the unhappy lifé he had led : — his rea-
son, he said, was, that his conscience told
Him he was regeiving esteem and consi-
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deration which could not be bestowed
upon him if his story were known ; and
the thought oppressed him beyond en-
during. He owned he was anxious for
the friendship he experienced among us,
and would deserve it, but he was un-
known, and therefore could not enjoy it.
You remember, Angelica, the urn in
the arbour at Grove Park : — the box in
the pedestal contained a manuscript
written by himself'; — it was his own
story : — he sent it by Mr. Vernon to my
father and George, with letters, in which
he declared that he loved me, but
hopelessly, and without any intention of
courting me. I have told you the effect
the manuscript had upon us.

He would probably haye adhered to his
resolution, had he not consented to let
George show his story.to the Bishop
of * *, which produced a charnfing,
delightful, soothing letter from him to
Sir Francis himself, in which he absolves
him ; and more, encourages him to court
mg.;:,éThe Bishop’s language, I thank
God -1 must tkaak God for it —re-
stored him to a degree of self-consider-
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ation : but, alas! it also raised a hope that
he might not be thonght unworthy of my
acceptance. He expressed this hope in
a letter to me — a letter calculated to win
the most obdurate heart. He had not to
encounter obduracy, in mine, Angelica,
which was but too'ready to confirm the
Bishop’s reasoning as to his unhappy
story, the events of which had taken
place when he was but‘a boy. WMy oppo-
sition to his wishes rests on grounds more
difficult to be overcome ; reasons that I
never can make give way to any earthly
consideration ot affection. I frankly as.
sured him I never would marry any man
from whose religious sentiments I was
bound by a superior duty to differ. He
then urged to be heard, promising that
he never would endeavour to . persuade
me to an alteration of my sentiments, but
hoped he might*convince me, that think-
ing differently on religious points ought
not to prevent a union of minds otherwise
congenial ; he entreated for time and a
hearing in such affecting terms, and my
father and cousins urged me so warmly
to comply with® "this feduest, that it was
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impossible for me to refuse it. I repeat-
ed my opinion to him, but said I would
see him soon at Grove-Park. , Thus,
Angelica, am I situated. It will be a
great struggle, I own; but I am resolved
to - conqiier. Haste, my sister, to my
assistance.

Unhappy as I am, I will not suffer my
agitation so to absorb my other feelings
as not to*participate my dear Angelica’s.
I know you well, my sister. — I know
that your heart will never be swayed by
capricious passions. 1 am sure that if
you resolve to accept Mr. Dartford it
will be upon mature consideration, and
upon a well-founded hope, that he is a
good man, and consequently will bé a
good. . husband. My dear Marchese
would not have'spoken‘in his favour had
he not observed and proved the change
of his youthful airy disposition. Your
mother would never have heard of kim as
ason. Indeed, I think the prospect good:
his mother is 'a  charthing woman, and
most blghly respected in this country.
My serious opinien is, that you should
encourage the affection in your own
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bosom, and let him see that he may gain
your heart. — When he finds it too valu-
able a one to be inconsiderately bestow-
ed, he will feel the attachment it merits,
and constancy will be more delightful to
him than change. Are the ehanges he
made astonishing? Far from it. The
woman that says at the first look, here is
my heart for you, you shall have no trou-
ble in proving your self worthy Jfit, — 1
will marry you in a fortnight — cannot
but be a contemptible being, and Mr:
Dartford, with all his eccentricity, has a

great fund of good sense and virtue.
Then, no such objection as that which
has determined my lot in life, opposes
hope and happiness. Yes, my ‘dear An-
gelica, it is hope that renders love sweet.
—You will be happy. —Oh! I weep as
I say it. — My heart is not so good as I
wished it to be'—but it is not at your
happiness I weep — it is at the rebellion
of that heart, so instructed, so fortified,
so cherished. — How truly was it said
that the heart of man is deceitful above
alt things. — Dogs it eyen not deceive
itself 7 But I will conquer it. Though
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it has deceived me, it shall never make
me blush.

Oh! Angelica! that mask hagnts me!
and, in spite of the improbability of it,
my weuk heart tells me that it was Sir
Francis Darrell himself who personated
that character. The object of his re-
marks, the gentleness of his manuers, and
I think now the tones of the voice, when
he loweved it, combine to persuade me
that it was with him I conversed that
night. But this I must observe, that
however his remarks may disturb my
imagination,‘the effects were completely
unconnected with any idea of their com-
ing from his lips. And if it be true that
they came from his lips, those lips ‘can
repeat them no more ; for he has solemnly
promised never to do §t, and he has too
much honour to break his word. But,
nevertheless, come Angelica, come and
assist your friend, who is determined to
conquer her rebellious heart.

Your affectionate

Avcusta.
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LETTER LXXXI.

Augusta to Caroliye.

Grove-Park, April.
MY DEAR CAROLINE,’

| ~eepep not the deep impression of’
your parting words — ¢ Remember to
open your whole heart tofime in your
letters,”” — to feel how truly you are en-
titled to my confidence. Your loveis very
dear to me, and I should ill deserve it
were I capable of hiding from you the
heart in which you have so warm a
place. I wish it were more worthy of you,
— but 1 believe you know it better than
it knows itself. With respect to you, it
has but one pain; it feels that it is de-
barred by a paramount duty from gra-
tifying .the- wishes you have formed —
byt T know you will not love me the less
for that. — Indeéd 1 could not be happy

VOL. 1V. o
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myself, nor make another happy with
whom I differed so essentially. You
know, my dear Caroline, that with us
marriage is not considered as a mere
earthly. contract, but that it is a holy
sacrament. How then can that sacra-
ment be received by persons who have
not the same opinion respecting it? The
more you reflect, the more you will see
the impropriety, to give it the lightest
censure, of my encouraging a thought,
either in myself or in Sir Francis Dar-
rell, of such an union. You know how
grateful I dih to him, ror are you igno-
rant that I should readily endeavour to
conquer any other objection to his wishes.
But as it would be presumption in m= to
require a change of sentimenf'in him, a
change too, that could do him no ho-
nour if made to gain an earthly object,
I am sure you will not <hink me:wrong
in persisting in my resolution to advise,
or rather entreat, him to relinquish a hope
which is unattainable, without a mutual
Yoss of esteem, ands; what is still a sadder
loss, of self-esteem. We are to sec him
to-morrow, and 1 will not close my letter
2
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tll our interview has taken place, that 1
may tell you the result.

The weather is very fine, and Grove-
Park is beautiful : — Angelica is delight-
ed. They have no such gardens.in Italy.
as our English ones. I cannot tell you
what a happiness it is to me to think that
Angelica has found another sister in you.

I knew you would love her; and the
more you see of her, the more you will.
What a comfort is she to me! especially
as you and I cannot but be sometimes
separated. I wish as you do, that dear
Mrs. Dartford may have theshappiness of
seeing her her daughter, but I think she
is perfectly right in putting her son’s
constancy to the test. If after some time
spent in ¥bsence, and by him in the com-
pany of other ladigs, he remains a loyal
knight bound in her chains, she says she
will take into comsideration, whether she
may promise to give him her hand in the
course of the next seven years.

Are you in the secret, my dear Caro-
line, of the improvement which has been
made at Grove-Park ? Isuppose so. But

is'it setting me 4 good example to keep
. n 2
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me in the dark? You meant that [
should be agreeably surprised. The
motive was good, so I do not love you
the less. It is indeed a great improve-
ment, and certainly had become an in-
dispensible one. The ground where the
arbour stood is so'completely transform.
ed, that it is impossible to trace the spot
on which that unhappy monument was
erected.,. It is ‘like enchantment. I
agree with my father that he could not
refuse Sir Francis’s request to make the
alteration.

I have seen Sir Francis, my dear Caro-
line, but nothing to the point has passed.
His visit was to my father, at least he
said so; but my father has told me that
the fact is, he was too agitated,“and beg-
ged not to be left alope with me. You
know how expressive his countenance is,
—1I read his heart there: I am’ure he
was overpowered by the reflection of be-
ing with us for the first time after our
perusal of his manuscript, and I am con-
scious that my painful feelings did not

_allow me to give him any assistance. | I
thought his looks- repreached me with
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cruelty. He said his next visit should
be to me, and he hoped to-morrow. I
will not detain my letter — I will write
again, — Our united love to you and
George. — Kiss little Caroline for us.

Your truly affectionate cousin,

AUGUSTA SAVILLE,
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LETTER LXXXII.

Sir Francis Darrell to My. Vernon.
Belmont, April.

I nave at length seen her once more,
and since the communication of my story.
I went over to Grove-Park resolved to see
her alone, and use all my powers of ar-
gument and entreaty to prevail, at least
so far as to take time to consider the only
point on which my happiness depended.
Her religious opinions I had previously
implicitly conceded to, her. But before
I arrived at the house, recollecting the
day which we had there passed in the
autumn, the interview in the bower, her
having perused the memorial which had
lain there concealed for years, I felt my-
self' completely unmanned — I trembled

s I alighted —1I could not bear to fix
my eyes upon her.— I ulung to Savilie
lest he should leave me, and, unable to
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cecover myself, I begged "permission to
see her to-morrow, which was granted
with a forced smile, in which lurked any
thing but joy ald happiness. 1 see she
pitics me— I even fancy she ‘is sorry
that she cannot love me.—1I am no
longer her preserver. — 1 fear I am the
destroyer of her peace. When I have
seen her again I will write to you if
I can. M

Your affectionate friend,

F. DARRBELL.
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LETTER LXXXIIIL

Caroline to Augusta.
Woodlee, April.

I tuank you, my dear cousin, for your
charming letter. I wanted no proof of
the ingenuousness of your mind, when 1
desired you to open your whole heart to
me. The expression arose from my re-
flecting that you were going to decide
the fate of a man, in whom we all take so
great an interest, and to whom you can-
not but be greatly attached. Poor fel-
low! how I feel for him! What a noblc
mind has been lost for years!; for nearly
ten, I believe; from the tigge he was
seventeen years old — owing to events,
awful undoubtedly, but such as George
says ought to be forgotten. All that
fairly can be laid to his charge, how-
ever deplorable, ds.not to be wondered’ at
in the sifuation in which he was placed,



SIR FRANCIS DARRELL. 297

and his sufferings since are but a proof of
his exquisite sensibility : and whatever
life may have been attributed to him, or,
in fact, he may have led, of one thing he
spurns the accusation — that of corrupt-
ing our sex; and George assures me,
that he believes he has, never been
the” cause of unhappiness to any man.
Amiable young man! My heart bleeds
for you ; and, could I decide, my charm-
g Augusta should be your prize and
compensation. To think, my dear Au-
gusta, that the healing of his wounded
spirit should at.last depend upon one so
circumstanced, that he must be left at
six-and-twenty to the melancholy reflec-
tion, that Providence has deserted him
in this life, and that the remainder of his
must, be passed unblest, uncomforted!
Well! I will not say a word against your
religion; but can it require, after such
sufferings and repentance, after such
acknowledged virtues, and a heart de-
voted to you, that you should doom him
to a long life of misery ?  For is not un-
requited love, misery ? But I have done,
my sweet cousin, I will plead his caule
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no more, though I must share his disap-
pointment.

Woodlee is tull. — You ought to have
been with us: — you argenquired for and
missed., Lady Mount-Vernon loves you
and talks of you daily — her Lord and
Lady Bab have no objection to you; and
[ think Mrs. Dartford rivals Lady Mount-
Vernon in your praises. Mr. Vernon
and My, Dartford are ulso here, and to
these you may add Mr., Mrs. and Miss
Dorrington. I have a great secret ot
you. — Mr. Vernon has lost his heart ;
and Miss Dorrington hasgained .t - — she
is a very sweet girl —and I will say he
is a very amiable and excellent young
man. — I once trembled for him —« I
thought he stood u,ion a precipice : — he
has fully regained my esteem, and I will
do every thing in my power to promote
his happiness with Miss Dorrington. I
am pleased with Mr. Dartford ; but pray
tell Angelica that he talks to me a littie
too much of her, which she will allow is
very ungallant.

I was let into the secret of the aiter.
ation at Grove Park, on eondition of pre-
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serving it, that you might have the un-
expected pleasure of seeing the improve-
ment before you bheard of it. — At the
request of my ancle and George, ihose
welancholy memorials are destroyed ; and
Sir Francis —but I will not resume the
topic — I have not time at.present. God
bless you, my dear Augusta; say all that
35 kind to my uncle and Angelica— and
when you see IMiss Craven remgmber me
to her.

Your most aitectionate
*  CaroLINE (GODFRLY.

P. S. Your little Caroline sends kisses
tar vou all.
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LETTER LXXXIV.

Mr. Vernon to Sir Francis Darrell.

Woodlee. April.
MY DEAR DARRELL,

I concrve your agitation, and yow
trembling — I too have some novel agit-
ation, but I do not tremble either for
you or myself. Your Augusta’s heart is
not stone : — do not despond, even if she
holds out during the recess — be gs-
sured she will not hold out much
lIonger. — Keep up your spiritsy and re-
solve to come to town"after her.” Mrs.
Godfrey is your staunch elly, so is God-
frey. Her father wishes your cause well
—and all the force she brings against
this is that you are not a Roman Catho-
lic. Where is there any cause for de-
spair? I wish both you and she were
hete, among people- that.love you both !



$IR FRANCIS DARRELL. 301

‘The Godfreys have assembled a de-
lightful party to spend a fortnight here.—
There are my mother and sister, with
Lady Barbara, John Dartford and his
mother, and Mr. Dorrington’s family, —
Rufus attempted to join us, but he has
completely ousted himself. — He has
lately been uniting sin and religion so
barefacedly, that even I am astounded.—
Since our agrival, he has ogled Mrs. God-
trey with such plain transfusions, that she
took him to task; and he has this day
been summoned before a magistrate at
Alton by his virtuous cook, Mrs. Mar-
tha, who last year lent her petticoat to
Venus. e comes no more here, and
I» tkink you have had enourrh of him;
S0 le\x him go.

lhere is a puetty girl here, Darrell,
who lias smitten me. — I know this intel-
ligené‘"e will please you. She is not only
pretty; but lively, and likes my humour.
She wpuld just be the thing for me, if she
had afortune, and that her father is able
to give her, and a plum too, — Seriously,
thoygh 1 think fortune a necessary consi-
deration in mattimorty; I would as soon go
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to La Z'rappe, as marry a woman for her
money. Well ! and the lady’s name? Emily
Dorrington. — She is very young -— just
turned of sixteen, but her, father and mo-
ther are kind and reasonable people, and
I shall not object to taking her as many
months under-seventeen as they please.
1 shall leave off writing to go and play
billiards with her; 1 am teaching her,
and you don’t know how she likes to be
taught.

You take no notice, but 1 don’t won-
der at it, of Miss Saville’s friend Signo-
rina Pisani— she is a charming girl — ]
hope she will not prove your enemy. ——
And pray do you know any thing of Oli-
vastro? I have lost sight of him — lie
spoke warmly of you, but altogether he
is a gloomy creature. .

Ever yours,
L. VErNON.
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LETTER LXXXV,

Aucusta to Caroline.

Grove-Park. April.
MY DEAR, DEAR CARGLINE.

You should support me instead of em-
ploying all your power against me. How
sould I withstand such a letter as yours,
were it not for the influence of the prin-
ciple that sustains me ? I have told you,
my dearest cousin, that my heart is not
obdurate. Think you my heart does not
bleed for him too? I have too much to
combat against, and here now has An-
gelica, on whom I so much depended tor
assistance, deserted me, and become as
strong an advocate as yourself for Sir
Francis Darrell. — She talks of the power
of a dispensation, as if it were not prin-
upally on our consciousness of right and
wrong that we should act, — What power
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on earth can dispense with our attentiou
to that ?

I have again seen him, Caroline; he
has pleaded with all the eloquence he is
master of, and he has left ' my heart bleed-
ing. You see I open the whole of it to
you. When he came this morning, he
was still too agitated to undertake the
cause he came to plead, and I hoped to
make him more tranquil, by leaving him
a short time alone with Angelica. My
father was purposely absent; and, when
Angelica was about to quit the room, I
requested her to stay till I returned, trust-
ing that she would employ the time in
preparmg his mind for the necessary de-
cision I was about to declare to him. On
my return, I found him agitated, but by
a different cause ; joy sparkled in his eye
— he exclaimed : ' ,

I have found a friend — Oh such a
friend! speak, Madam, speak for me, I
beseech you.”

In a quarter of an hour he had so
completely gained Angelica’s good wishes,
that she had furnished him with argu-
merts, and had absolutely advised' him
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to urge the dispensing ;)ower of' the
Pope.

¢ It is true,” said I, ¢ that many Ca-
tholics have reeourse to such a power,
but is not there a God in every body’s
breast, which says that duty cannot be
dispensed with ?”’ ’

« My love,” said Angelica, ¢ are you
a Catholic ?”

1 blushed at what T had suid — Sir
Francis eyed me as if he meant to pene-
trate into my very soul. He said difli-
dently, and slowly, because he wasaware
that his observation encroached upon the
promise he had given me, ¢ Is not such
a power inherent in the Pope ?”’ ]

*« 1 presume,” replied I, blushing still
more deeply,  that he possesses such a
power.” . .

« Jtis one I do not wish to deny,”
cried he, ¢ on the contrary, it is my
utmost wish to submit to it. Think, I
beseech you, think of it. I ask but the
privileges of your own communion. —
Shall I not always respect and revere that
power which from the most miserablg of
men shall make me the happiest ?”’
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“ Sir Francis,” replied I, « I presume
uot to encounter in reasoning the powers
of your understanding ; but there is a
something within my breast which in-
forms me that a woman acts eseentially
wrong, who maintains different princi-
ples from a man whom she is bound to
obey. That something is conscionsness ;
it is the God I alluded to; and I trust
it is ndt impious to call it so, as 1 ima-
gine the Almighty acts in that maune
npon his creatures.”

¢« Will you not be displeased with me,”
said he, «if I say that your God in the
breast influentes you on a point most
unfortunate for me, when the Popg’s
power would be in my favour ?”

« I confess,” replied I, ¢« that between
you and Angelica, you have bewildered
my thoughts, and I sha]l now beg the
favour of you to give me a little time to
recover them.- Will you allow the subject
to drop at present, and I will renew it
to-morrow, if you please ?”

T obey,” said he, ¢ but for your con-
sideration at the same time, will you per-
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it me to add one argument which ap-
pears to me very strong.”

I bowed.

« Though yot differ,” continued he,
* on the same principles, with your father
and your cousins, yet you live with
them in harmony and love.”

This observation was very striking,
and I did not attempt to answer it at the
moment, but it was agreed that we
should resume the subject to-morrow.—
Angelica did not leave us —we went
into the garden, and, after conversing
for some tlme, partlcularly with her,
he took leave, appointing to meet us at a
spgt in the garden, which you may re-
member by the long bench on the lawn,
screened from the house by a small grove
ot lilacs. ’

1 was extremely surprised at Angeli-
cw’s conduct, and expostulated with her
on it. She replied, ¢ that she had been
considering all the circumstances respect-
ing Sir Francis, und though she could
have wished him of our communion,
sie really could not think, upon reflge-
tion, that I should do wrong in availing
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myself of a dispensation. When I oba
served to her that there was an extra-
ordinary change in her mind, she said
that she had not made a proper esti-
mate of the value of such a man;
and that she was not without hope of
his uniting himself through me to the
Church of Rome. Angelica has certain-
ly been fascinated either by him or by
you. —<But what I did not yield to you,
I cannot yield to her; and, after some
examination of my own mind, I have
resolved to adhere to my principle.

Your secret respecting Mr. Vernon
has given me ¥ery great pleasure indeed ;
he has always been a great favourite of
mine : — he has a disposition formed to
be happy, and most truly do I wish him
so. At another time ‘I could have en-
joyed the company now with you at
Woodlee : — in the present state of my
mind I can enjoy nothing ; my duty and
my feelings are at war, but indeed Caro-
line the forimer must conquer.

You see how completely open my
heart is to you. To-morrow I decide
my own lot for life : — Sir Francis, pos-
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sessed as he is of such great delicacy,
will no doubt leave this neighbourhood
for some time, in which case I will enjoy
here some weeks of solitude with my
dear Angelica, who, in splte of this
amiable desertion of hers, is a real com-
fort to my heart, and not, the less so,
Caroline, that she is Sir Francis Darrell’s
friend. Should he, contrary to my ex-
pectation, persist in his .suit, and remain
at Belmont, I shall beg my father to
send us to Hanover Square, where, if so,
you will join us in the course of next
week. ,

Adieu, my dearest cougin: —I own
I have a heavy healt, but it is a
resolute one on occasions like the pre-
sent ; — to-morrow — I hope he will not
feel it too much—but to-morrow he
must be answered.

’ A . -
Your truly affectionate cousin,

AUGUSTA SAVILLE.
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LETTER LXXXVI.
M. Saville to Mr. Godfrey.
(By Express.)

Hastex to me I beseech you, George,
and bring Caroline immediately to
Augusta. How shall T tell you what
has happened ? Darrell is assassinated :
he is here, and the surgeon and the phy-
sician from Peterborough, who have ex-
amined his wound, are of opinion it is
mortal. I have sent express to London
for Geach. Call in your way, and bring
him if he has not already left town, and
any other skilful surgeon. If he lives
through the day I shall hope that he is
not mortally wounded. The assassin is
Olivastro, who has put an end to his own
existence also. — Wretched man! he is
gone to answer for the crime. Augusta
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raves, and calls upon Darrell, as it she
were his murderer — and as if she were
his wife. It is impossible for me to tell
you any more at present: — we are all
in a state of distraction.

GILBERT SAVILLE.
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"LETTER LXXXVIL

My, Vernon to My. Godfrey.
(By Express.)

Grove-Park.  April.

MY DEAR GODFREY,

Arrer travelling all night, 1 am this
moment arrived. Darrell is still alive:
— neither Geach nor Haverthwait can
give a decided opinion:—he has come
to himself once ; they say he will again,
but he suffers excruc1atm pain. By
some movement of Darrpll’s, the viliain
missed his heart, and the poignardstock
a direction in which it has probably
passed without touching the vital parts :
— this is not very sure, but it appears
that the greatest fear is from the inflam-
mation which has faken place. On read-
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ing your letter, your uncle thinks you have
done right in concealing this horrible
event from Mrs. Godfrey for the present.
I can give you wo detail of it ; indeed I
can collect none, nor can attempt to get
any. I cannot tell you how I am shock-
ed at the sight of my friedd; and your
cousin is, ¥ possible, in a worse state : —
Miss Pisani, with rather more presence
of mind, never leaves her. Mr® Saville
walks distractedly about; now in the
room where Darrell lies; now in the
chamber where his daughter sits in dis-
tracted silence, Or raves for Darrell. She
repeats often to herself': —

¢ T will never believe it, I wilk never
believe it:—give him to me;  he is
mine.”

She has not been in bed singe the
event. The physmum from Peterbo-
rough has ordered a medicine to' com-
pose her to sleep : — God grant ﬁ may
recall her senses.

I will dispatch: another express to-
morrow : — let your servant be upon
the watch to prevent Mis. Godfrey hear-
ing any thing. *Olivastro’s body is re-

VOL. IV, P«
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moved to the public-house, and an in-
quest is to be held upon it to-morrow.
I fear Miss Pisani will be compelled to
appear as a witness, as she was upon the
spot when the assassin appeared. She
says, if she could but see her sister re-
stored to her recollection, she should not
mind going to give her evidence.

The man is ready : — I will, if 1 can,
write a.few lines‘by the post to say, that
the business Darrell wanted me upon
will detain me some time:— this will
satisfy Mrs. Godfrey as to my abrupt
departure and absence, ‘when I was en-
gaged to spend the whole recess at
Woodlee.

Yours ever,

L. VErnon.
Monday.
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LETTER LXXXVIII
M. Vernon to Mr. Godfrey.

I tREmBLE lest by atcident Mrs. God-
frey should become acquainted with the
contents of the expresses I dispatch.
This has been a dreadful day:—1
thought my héart was firmer than I find
it. I know not how I shall support my-
self. I expect this will be the last of
Darrell’s days on earth. He came to
himself this morning ; and the scenes I
have witnessed have so overcome me,
that I do not think I can refate them to
you ; — but I Will try while he remains
in another stupor brought aen by the
medicine which has been given to miti-
gate the agony of sensation.

I fear I shall confuse the account: —
I will begin by speaking of your coygin.
The physician‘said hé hoped she would

P2,
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wake composed, and in her senses, and
requested that her father might not be
with her at the time, or any appearance
of distress be shown. Care was therefore
taken to prevent it; but through the
night her friend watched by her bed-side.
It happened as the doctor foresaw : —
when she moved, Miss Pisani, as direct-
ed, spoke to her, and asked why she had
slept so long : — she did not immediately
understand, but closed her eyes in hea-
viness. In a short time she spoke, and
asked Miss Pisani why she had come
into her chamber.

« To ‘enquire,” said she, ¢ why you
sleep so long.”

“ Good God! Angelica,” said she,
¢¢ have I been dreaming? I still tremble
all over : — it cannot b~,” continued she,
coming more to her recollection — ¢ it
cannot have been a dream. —Is Sir
Francis Darrell in the house ?”’

Miss Pisani, endeavouring to favour
the notion of a dream, said :

- ¢« What are you talking of ? You are
not awake yet -—-1t 1s too early to expect
him.”
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* Angelica,” replied she, ¢ my head
is confused, but this cannot have been
a dream—no, no; I saw him mur.
dered.’

Fortunately her imagination took a
different turn, and, instead of wildness,
produced a flood of tears. She then
seized her friend’s hand, and implored
her to tell her if Darrell was alive.

Finding the impossibility of p&rsuading
her that it was a dream, Miss Pisani
thought it best to say,

¢« Compose yourself, and I will tell
you that he is alive.”

¢ But is it true?” cried she.

. “ It is indeed,” replied her friend.

¢ Oh! say upon your honour that it
is true.”

¢ It is, upon rhy honour.”

¢ Where is he ?”’

« I have said enough,” answered:her
comforter, ¢ to satisfy you for the pre-
sent, and you owe it to me to moderate
your feelings. * Sir Francis is in the
house, and, if he hears of your agitation,
tt may be of very serious consequence to
him.”

-

P33
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Here, Miss' Pisani says, she clasped
her hands, directed her eyes to heaven,
as if praying, then burst again into tears,
and hid her face on her pillow.

While Miss Pisani was thus occupied
with your cousin, I was at Darrell’s bed-
side wretched and hopeless. The sur-
geons would not say that his wound was
mortal, but on the other hand, when I
pressed ‘for their* candid opinion, they
acknowledged their fears — if he lasted
through this day, and the pain subsided
by degrees, there would then be a hope.

It was about ten o’clock when he
came to himself, but in pain. He knew
me, pressed my hand, and writhing thh
agony, said :

¢ Vernon, wﬁ%re is she ?”

I told him that the doctors had re-
lieved her agitation by medlcmes, and
that she was at present ‘in bed, where
her friend was paying her attention.

¢ Vernon,” said he, ¢ I could have
met death better,two days ago, but to
be cut off at the moment when hope
began to spread its charm upon my
heart — I fear Iloved her too much ; — 1
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thought but of her. Oh.! it was ido-
latry : — my punishment is just: — 1
must die, my dear Vernon ; — will not
that be sufficient expiation? And may I
not, without aggravation of my error,
ask to see her once more ?”

I begged him to call all his fortitude
to his assistance in the trial that awaited
him in such a case. ¢ But, Darrell,””
added I, ¢ the surgeons have pot pro-
nounced the wound mortal.”

. Do not,” replied he, ¢ try to flatter
yourself or me; and, indeed, were there
the slightest hope, this longing of my
heart to see her once more would de-
stroy it, if it is determined that we are
ndt to meet again.”

¢« No,” said Saville, swho had come
into the room angd heard the latter part
of our conversation—“no such de-
termination is® made : — you ,skall see
her, and I trust in God you w?ll live to
make her happy.”

Overcome with tenderness, he put out
his hand to youreuncle, who went close
tp him, when he placed his arm about
his neck and wépt witltout speaking. * A

P 4
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short silence took place : — he then de-
sired the surgeons might be called to
him. He shook hands with them, and
begged them to tell him truly how long
they thought he had to live. They said
that they could not answer him, for they
had not even despaired of his life.

« Be candid,” said he, ¢« I carc not
for death, but I want a little time : —
you kngwme to be in immediate danger?”’

¢ So much,” said Haverthwait, ¢ that
I advise you not to delay the settlement
of your affairs ; in other respects I would
have you hope.” :

¢ I thank you,” said he; ¢ thatis
enough. I have no affairs to settle, and
my will is already made.” '

They now examined the state of his
wound, and dressed it. He writhed a
good deal, but bore it well.

During this operationt Mr. Saville had
gone out, 'and, as I afterwards learned
from him, for the purpose of preparing
your cousin to see Darrell. He found
her composed beyond his expectation,
and sitting at a table writing, ,Yaur
uncle, without dissembling the danger,

.. endeavoured to lessen the fear of it.
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When he mentioned Darrell’s desire, she
suddenly rose, as if to comply immedi-
ately ; but, hearing that the surgeons
were with him, she sat down again. How
will you be surprized to hear, that she
now proposed to her father to become
Darrell’s wife immediately ! Lovely, an-
gelic woman! But this is no time to
indulge in raptures. .To enable you to
understand this unexpected change in her
resolution, 1 must give you some pre-
vious information, which I have learned
from your uncle and Miss Pisani.

Firmly resolved as she has been to let
no worldly temptation interfere with her
religion, her mind has nevertheless been
agitated on the subject for some time
past, without thg slightest reference to
Darrell, though it is very extraordinary
that he was, unknown to her, the original
cause of the reflections which created
that agitation. You will remember at
the masquerade a mask in the dress of a
monk. It was Darrell who, in a hu-
morous manner, laid open to her the ab-
surdlty of thmkmg all Izer friends doomed
ép eternal misery, for ho other reason, e
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but because they were not Roman Ca-
tholics. The absurdity had, in a certain
degree, molested her peace ever since;
but she thought it her duty not to reason
on the point, and she had completely
made up her mind not to mariy a Pro-
testant. You know she came down to
Grove Park with a resolution not to ac-
cept of Darrell ; but it so happened that
Miss Pisani, who was much pleased with
him, advised her to have recourse to a
dispensation. This again proved its own
absurdity. She took time to consider of
it, and the issue was that she resolved
not to put her own understanding in com-
petition with what she esteemed the
wisdom of ages; and she went with her
friend to meet Darrell at an appointed
place in the garden. “

They were standing together near some
lilacs, when a scream from Miss Pisani
made Darrell turn, at the very moment
the villain aimed his blow. His blood
gushed out — he fell, ¢tying out :

“ Oh! Augusta, my Augusta! Say
that my soul is nqt eternally lost.” + *

« I will never believe’ it lost,” cried

11

o~
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she, and fainted. Miss Pisani’s cries
brought assistance, and they were both
conveyed senseless into the house. Since
then she has, as I told you, perpetually
repeated in her raving, that -she would
ncver belicve it.  On her recovering her
senses this morning, and ascertaining
Darrell’s danger, she dressed herself, and
passed some time with considerable calm-
ness in meditating and writing., She was
still so occupied, when her father went
to her. She informed him .of the state
of her mind, and gave her reasons
for abjuring® the Roman faith alto-
gether, concluding with the proposal I
have mentioned. As I never leave Dar-
rell, I was with him when Mr. Saville
returned. He held a paper in his hand ;
<« Darrell,”” said he, « I hdve brouo'ht
what will, I trust, do more :in healmg
yourgwound, *than the most consummate
skill : — my friend, Augusta is yours.”

«“ Oh!” cried Darrell, ¢ it is too
much. You make me a coward: yon
make me drcad®death.”

»  Here your uncle put the paper into my
hand to read out.” It was addressed to
26 .
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Darrell, and the contents are what I shali
now copy :

¢ With much effort, my truly loved
friend, I‘have raised my mind to a degree
of composure and strength, which cnables
me to address vou, and to assure you,
that, in life or death, I am resolved to be
yours. But in declaring this, let me
not losecyour esteem. I have not been
swayed by earthly considerations. Ilove
you, indeed, more than I can express,
and I have loved you longer than I have
been myself aware of; yét, great as I
know my affection to be, never would it
have prevailed with me to abandon the
duty I owe to God. I abjure my former
opinions, not because I love you, but
because, on reflection, I°*think those opi-
nions attributed to the Almighty a wiLr
that cannot be his. Shall’ your ssul be
lost for ever, after what it has accom.
plished? I would sooner believe virtue
a mockery, and the evil Spirit the su-
preme Power. This is'enough for me,
but .thera are also other points, which’
now appéar to me inconsistént with God’s
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goodness. I cannot dwell upon them. I
said, I would never be the wife of a man,
with whom 1 differed in religious prin-
ciples. If you dive— how I have prayed
tor your being spared to me,God knows—
I will place myself under your guidance,
in the pursuit of true religion. I am
sure you will lead me right; but, if I
have the misfortune to lose you, I will
take the instruction of’enlightened men ;
I will learn of my father, my cousin, and
of our good Bishop. 'I'here may be,
there are 1 am sure, some excellent prin-
ciples in the Roman Catholic faith, but
my attachment to the whole has led me
into a fatal error, one that prevented my
being yours in time to avert the horror
of this moment. I thecrefore abjure it
entirely, and will ®adopt that ‘which you
will lcad me to., And now let me tell
you that I consider myself as your wife,
and that the only comfort I can have is
to be permitted to perform the duties of
a wife in attendance upon you. If the
Almighty grant my prayer, love and
datyshall combjne tp make you happy
through life ; if it is his will to deny it, _
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I will support myself in thinking of you
as long as I live, in the hope of meeting
you when I die. My father says you
have asked to see me. You have but to
send for me; I will not lose a moment
in flying to your arms.”

.

Imagine, my dear Godfrey, the sensa-
tion produced by this affecting letter
from tke effect it has upon yourself. It
was too much for Darrell ; he seized my
hand, and rested his head upon it for
some time, without speaking ; then rais-
ing it with a shudder, he'said,

¢ I will not be impious. God forgive
me! but since I must die, bring her to
me, and let me die in her arms.” )

‘Her father went for her ; she advanced,
at first composed, but,eas she approached
him, she trembled : he raised himself,
and, taking her into his drms, exclaimed,
« My wife!”” She said, * My htisband !”’
Saville and I separated them, warning
her of the effects of agitation, on which
she resumed her fortitude, and requested

" permission to stay. B D
¢ Is it not poss:ble, said Darrell,
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anxiously to her father, « Is it not pos-
sible, my dear Mr. Saville, to make her
now legally my wife ?””

Your uncle leoked at me for an opi-
nion. I said to your cousin, - L

¢ What does Miss Saville say ?”

¢« That it is the first wish of my heart,”
replied she.

It happened that the clergyman of the
parish was coming by appointment to
administer the sacrament, and it was
resolved to consult him. In the mean-
time Geach and Haverthwaite interfered,
and said, that all agitation was very im-
prudent. She herself proposed to leave
the room, that she might reflect, and
prepare herself to take the sacrament
with him.  She was requested to go with-
out taking leaves He followed her with
his eyes, and with a smile that defied pain
and death. Sfie turned twice to look at
him, and at the door she prayed.

The clergyman soon arrived, and said
he required a special licence to perform
the ceremony, dnd that as Miss Saville
wasenot yes of age, M r. Saville’s presence
would be netessary “for obtaining it.
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Darrell was silent, but his look suppli-
cated, and your uncle is now going off in
a chaise with four horses, meaning to
travel all night, with a hope of being back
®0.morrow evening. Instead of an ex-
press, as I intended, 1 shall send this by
him to be forwarded from London. I
will continue what I have yet to relate
in another letter, which shall be dis.
patched on the return of Mr. Saville.

Ever yours,

L. Vervox.
Tuesday.
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LETTER LXXXIX.,
My. I'ernon to Mr. Godfrey.
{(By Express.)

Wednesday.
o

D arreLL continues suffering ; there is
no alteration for the better, but I may
also say that there is nothing more
threatening. T will continue the subject
of yesterday, and I have a very surpris-
ing story to tell you, which came out
before the coroner; but I must first
say a few words of Darrell and his Au-
gusta. .

While the clergyman was " preparing
tor the comminion service, Miss Saville
asked if she might be admitted. She went
forward to him, and gave him her hand,
which he kissed. ¢ 1 have been think-
ing,” said she tb him, ¢ of confession.
it is one of the sacramgnts of the church
of Rome. At Signa'l had an excellent
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man for a confessor : his instructions
were all calculated to produce piety and
virtue, and he was by no means rigid. 1
shall always venerate and dove him. Such
a friend’is an honour in any religion, and
a great comfort to those who néed one;
but few confessors are like him, and the
manner in which confession is made
among the lower classes of' people jus-
tifies, perhaps, the ridicule that is often
thrown upon it: as for me, I am con-
vinced, that the general confession of the
heart to its Maker is the genuine prin-
ciple of religion. The minister may ab-
solve, but the confession should be to
God. I have been communing with my
own heart, and I am prepared to take
the sacrament with you as your betrothed
wife.” :

He still held her hand, which he again
kissed, but I saw he was suffering acute-
ly,_and I advised an immediate atten-
tion to the ceremony. I have not words
to express my admiration of your cousin.
They both, with unaffected piety, received
the sacrament. gWhen it was over; slhe
went and took his hand, and, observing
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perspiration on his brow, wiped it away
with her handkerchief. He was now so
agonized, that the doctors thought it
propgr to procuge relief by stupor, and
they accordingly gave him a medicine
that would produce it.

I have now to relate what, in point of
time, preceded the circumstances of
which I have given you an account.
Providence, sooner or later, ovgrtakes
the guilty. I told you, that an in-
quest was to be held at the public-house
on Olivastro’s body. The day before
yesterday, after 1 had dispatched my
express, we were surprised at the appear-
ance of officers of justice, who came to
arfest your cousin’s maid. They asked
to speak with Mr. Saville, and told him
that the Italian yoman was implicated
in the murder. Madelena was called and
questioned bye® Mr. Saville as to her
knowledge of Olivastro being in the
neighbourhood. She denied any com-
munication with him, and Mr. Saville
would have answered for her appear-
apce, but the officers could not consent
to it, and she.was “taken into custody.
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"The inquest ‘was held the next morning,
yesterday at nine o’clock; at which
hour your uncle went to the public-house
with Miss Pisani to state the ciscum-
stances that took place at Grove Park,
and to release Madelena. But gucss their
astonishment, when a letter was pro-
duced in Italian, written in her hand,
though not subscribed by her, informing
Olivastro of Darrell’s appointment with
Miss Saville. She did not know the
letter was in the coroner’s possession till
it was produced ; the effect the sight of
it had upon her was enough to convict
her of guilt. She turned as pale as death ;
looked confounded, and could say no-
thing in reply to the questions put to
her. At last she said, that if Mr. Saville
would be her friend, .nd obtain her par-
don, she would speak, and make dis-
coveries that would astonish him. She
was told, that a true and full confession
of all she knew was the only way to ob-
tain mercy, and that interest would be
made for her according to her conduct
at present. Upon this she made the
following extraorfdinary disclosure :
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“ That it was through the means of
the Count d’Olivastro she had been
placed in the service of Miss Saville:
that she was in the pay of the Count,
who, being in love with her mistress,
exacted of her a minute account of all
her actions, her lovers, and her friends :
that he occasionally made her presents
when she gave him any particular inform.
ation which he was anxious to ,have:
that she had given him notice of her
departure from Florence for Paris:—
that he employed her in conjunction
with persons of the name of Gaza to assist
him in carrying her mistress away from
Paris, meaning to take her into Germany,
and to marry her with or without her
consent by means of bribery; hoping,
that, finding she cquld not do otherwise,
she would consent to live with him as his
wife : that the ‘plan was laid at Gaza’s
house in Paris: that to prevent the
Gazas from being suspected, her. mistress
was not to be pressed to take any refiesh-
ment at their house, but that she (the
maid),was to find an opportumty of giv-
ing her mistress some’ dnbons, in which
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was mixed up the drug that was to cause
sleep — that she gave them to her mistress
as they were going to Gaza’s, when she
stopped at a confectioner’s to buy bon-
bons for Gaza’s children; that she pre-
vailed upon her to eat enough on the
way ; — that Gaza’s wife was upon her
guard, and substituted other bonbons for
the children ; —that Gaza had calcu-
lated ‘the time of the drug’s producing
its effect, and that his wife had contrived
to detain her mistress till that was nearly
taking place, when Gaza and two of his
friends followed her: ‘that, when he:
mistress had passed through the garden
of the 'Tuilleries, they put her falling
asleep into a carriage ; and, having taken
the necessary means, carried her out of
Paris towards Poissy, where they were to
meet Count d’Olivastro: that, as for
herself, she staid all night at Gaza’s, and
went back to Mr. Saville’s hotel the next
mqrning, with a pretended story, which
was credited : that (Gaza and his two
friends placed her mistress asleep in what
they thought a safe place, under the care
of a woman, arid went' on to Poissy tg
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refresh themselves, and receive further
instructions from the Count: that the
woman knowing Miss Saville would not
wake for some time, and the cottage be-
ing in an out-of-the-way place, had gone
upon some errand of her own :— that
the person whom Sir Francis had shot
was Olivastro himself in disguise : that
he fled immediately for fear of the police,
and that Gaza and his friends returned to
Paris, and were never suspectea: that
on Count d’Olivastro’s coming to Eng-.
land, he again engaged her to assist him
in any plan he,might adopt : — that she
had given him a description of Grove-
Park: that he had reconnoitred both that
agd Belmont, but that he had never been
able tws form any new plan to carry off
her mistress: that she knew he was in
the neighbourhood, and had promised to
inform him whgn Sir Francis came to sec
her mistress, but that she did not know
that higy intention was to assassinate
him.”

Such is the colfession of this wretched
young woman, whom gain has tempted
td all this wickedness. | She is committed
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to prisou. It is clear to me that Olivastro
intended some new act of violence, but
had not long premeditated the one he
executed, which seems to have been the
immediate effect of jealéusy. It being
impossible to lxc,cp these circumstances
from your cousin, Miss Pisani made her
ace. Mted with them, but they produced
little effect upon her, her whoie mind
being absorbed in the danger of Darrell.
She never quits him.  The man is ready
— I will not wuit for Mr. Saville’s re.
turn.,

Lveér yours,

I.. Vegrnow.
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LETTER XC.

Myr. Pernon to Mr. Godfrey.

{ By Express.)

»

Thursday.

Wiuar a painful task is mine, my dear
Godfrey! But, having undertaken it, I
will go through with it. Your cousin is
Lady Darrell, but I fear I must add —
Oh God! Oh God! I am in the room
with them — but whether he be alive or
dead I know not. I have left his couch
—he is in her asms — her father standing
by. — Haverthwait is seeking for a pulse
in vain — I cannot write.

. » 3 - . -

-1t *Jasts long, if it .be but a swoon, as
they think. I have come out of the room
VOL. IV. < . <
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to write, that my letter may be ready for
the express. My heart is so heavy, and
my head so bewildered, that I know not
how to rclate what has passed. I will do
what I can, but the task is indeed
dreatful.

Darrell remained long in an insensible
doze. — When he opened his eyes he saw
Miss Saville at his bedside 3 — he smiled,
and said —¢¢ I shall not dic, while an angel
watches my life.”” To her enquiries he re-
plied that he was not in such great pain as
he had been, but that he was faint. The
surgcons were called in, and they re-
quested earnestly that he might be kept
quict. It wastime to examine and dre5q
the wound, and your cousin joined her
friend, Miss Pisani, who is, as you may
well imagine, in a vcry unhappy state.
You know how amiable she is. Ider at-
tachment to Miss Saville is completely
that of a sister.

Your uncle was very fortunate in get-
ting to toun in time to procure the
license the very next morning ; but with
all. his expedition, and he took no-slezp
but in the chaise, he did not arrive here
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till after midnight. Darrell was dozing ;
his destined bride also, by a little artifice
in which Miss Pisani assisted, was asleep.
The surgeons had said there was nochange
that indicated immediate danger. Thus
circumstanced, 1 compelled Mr. Saville
to go to bed, promising to call bt if
Darrcell asked for him, and at all events
before eight o’clock. 1 sat up with the
nurse, but took some slecp in*an easy
chair, which has been my only bed since
1 arrived at Grove-Park.

About seven in the morning Darrell
asked if Mr. Saville was returned. On
being informed that he was, he said,

. What day is this?”

I told him, Thursday, the sixteenth of
April.

He paused a IRtle ; then, putting out
his hand to me, and pressing mine, he
said,

¢ God bless you, Vernon! This is
indeed an April-day — there will be sun-
shine and rain :o.I am easier, but I am
faint, — Has Mr. Saville the license ?”

* Isaid, he had. , | .
"oa2
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¢ Do not,” continued he, *let the
ceremony be delayed to a late hour in
the morning. The vicar holds himself
in readiness.” .

¢ Shall it be immediately ?” said L

« Saville needs rest,” replied he:—
¢ but not later than nine o’clock — I
grow fainter and fainter every hour.”

I promised to pay attention to his wish,
and he” resumed his silence. 1 imme-
diately dispatched a note to the vicar,
appointing him to be with us at half-past
eight; and I sent for the housekeeper
from Belmont to be present. At eight
I called your uncle myself. The surgeons
attended to the wound, and, for the figst
time, said that it had a favourable appear-
ance, all inflammation having subsided.
But Darrell shook his Head. When they
had finished, he begged to be moved in
his morning-gown to a large couch thag
stood in the room, and wished that the
chamber might be aired. It was allowed
to be done according t¢' his desire. He
was gently removed, and suffered less
than I expected, ' His. man, Morris,
managed it with great tenderness. The
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bed was made, and the chamber put in
order for the ceremony that was about to
take place.

At the time appointed the vicar came.
Mr. Saville received him, and presented
the licence. The surgeons were invited
to witness the ceremony ; Morris and the
housekeeper were desired to attend ; the
nurse took her station with them A
little before nine the vicar enteréd the
room, followed by your cousin, her friend,
and Mr. Saville. So mclancho]y a bride, or
so mournful amarruge, was never known
before ; yet both' bride and bridegroom
seemed to have determined that the
mourning should be inward. She wore
a loose simple cambric robe, gathered at
her waist by a white ribbon; he was
wrapped in a sitk gdwn : — the morning
was fine, and a gentle light was admitted
into the room. The vicar performed his
duty — it was a most aflecting ceremony ;
—not an eyc in the chamber but was
filled with tears, except those of the bride
and bridegroom : —they looked at each
othewn seriously, but as.if they thought

‘they were leaving this world behind
e3s * .
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them. As the clergyman was conclud-
ing, Darrell’s countenance underwent &
change — his wife turned and clasped
him to her bosom — h¢ feebly put his
arms about her neck, and whispered, «1
die happy,” and fell back on the couch.

* * * * * *

That the ways of Providence are in-
scrutable is one of the earliest sayings we
learn. As we grow up, most of us take
it for granted, and give ourselves no
trouble in the scrutiny. The words
chance and accident are perpetually in
our mouths ; and, if we thank God,,it is
with an habitual lip-phrase.  Coinci-
dences and analogous events in moral
history, and retributive justice escape our
notice, or merely excite our wonder ; and
Providence, though at our hand, is the
last agent we look to for explanation.
My mind has been turned to this subject

y the correspondence and conversation

f my friend for some time past, and we
‘have together, taken pleasure irl tracing,
both in public and private life, the handg
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of that Being whom, formerly, we scru-
pled not to msu]t, for having limited the
boundaries of knowledge. In Darrell’s
life I trace it-everywhere—1I ecannot
trace it in his déath. He had expiated —
the reasoning of your friend the Bishop
of * * was convincing ; and, though Dar-
rell’s fears and self- dlsapprobatxon blinded
him, I saw that hand leading him to hap-
piness. In the events,of his wife’s life,
I can also trace it ; but I lose it again in
ker widowhood, and I am obliged to rest
in ignorance in this world, looking to
another for the cluc. Well, my dear
Godfrey, 1 am content to wait, and for
this resignation of my pride I am in-
debted to Darrell.

* * * * * 4 *

He lives, Godfrey!— my friend still
lives : — It was but a swoon. Rejoice, re-
joice!and you may now proclaim it to
Mrs. Godﬁey, and to all our friends: —
He is preserved to us— he lives to
bless and be blest. It was but a swoon,
the ¢onsequence of .the low state.in

Q 4
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which the doctors have kept him to
counteract the effects of inflammation.
They have saved him by it, and Provi-
dence ‘is again clear to my view. Even
in Olivastro’s dagger I sce his hand : —
that dagger has accelerated Darrell’s
happiness ; it has hastened the conviction
of his wife’s mind, and completed her to
his heart’s content. I left them folded
in each other’s arms, and their father
weeping over them for joy. —But joy
too is dangerous at times, and at the
desire of the doctors I must go and
counteract it. To you ‘I send it un-
bounded — Joy, joy to you all ! Tell Mrs.
Dartford that time is pregnant with mer-
rier weddings, but meanwhile we will
soon meet to celebrate the happy
marriage of Sir Francis and Lady Dar-
rell !
I:ewis VErvox.
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NOTE.

The Author intended to finish the Novel
with the death of Sir Francis, and the moral
reflections of Mr. Vernon; and he thinks re-
ligious justice, if he may usc the expression,
would be satisfied; but at the rcquest of a
friend, and in obedience to what he bclieves
to be poctical justice, he added the concluding

passage,

THE TND.
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