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GERALDINE. =

CHAPTER I

Monracue possessed none of that deci
sion and inflexibility, half devilish, half
sublime, —the boast of the fallen archangel.
He could mot glory in a mind not to
be changed by time or place; on the
contrary, the effect of time and place upon
his mind was irresistible.  In *the retire-
ment of Woodlands, aloof from the com-
panions and temptations by which he had
been surrounded ; he had leisure to reflect
upon and lament the past. He could
not resist the ibfluence of shady groves
and biooming bowers, where every 6pject,
and cvery sound, combined to rekindle
VOL. III 4 B



2 GERALDINE,

,tendér feglings, and awaken soft regrets.
H,a:cpald have said with the poet, —
There is no eddy on the stream,
No bough that hight winds bend and toss,
No chequering of the sunny beam,
Upon the woodland moss —
No 8tar in evening sky, no flower
Whose beauty od’rous breezes stir,
Nosweet bnd, nging in the bower,
Nay, not the rustling of a leaf,
That does not nurse and feed my grief,
By wakening thoughts of he.

He dwelt upon the beauty and engaging
yuslities of Geraldine, till they appeared
mdre’ attractive than ever; and imagin-
atioh, combining with the natural con-
trariety of the human heart, quickly tian--
formed him from a careless suitor, mto the
most ardent of despairing lovers.

In this frame of mind, he received Mis.
Mowbray’s letter, and returned the follow-
ing answer : —

« To Mrs. Mowbray "

LY
“ I am not ungrabeful for your exer-
tions, my dear mother; but the present
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miserable state .of my mind: pmme
from appreciating them, as:I.shoul &.-lfo,
a quieter moment. .

«.[ have dost Geraldine ; and when, 'in
‘the calmness of solitude, I review'my-past
conduct, it appears insu]ting—;inexcusable.
I execrate my folly —in the bitterness-of
my heart, I could curse the coquettes-and
syrens by whem I was for-a moment Jured.
The illusion has vanished — like the mortal
in fairy land, whose eyes were touched: by’
the fatal drug; instead of beauty, -and
grace, and ravishing sights, and sounds, I
now dischver only meanness and deformity.
And for such worthless beings, 1 have cast
away a ¢ pearl richer than all their tnbe? .

« Geraldine has dissolved our éngagement,
but she cannot dissolve the spell -by.which
my heart is bound to hers. - I feel all “its
power : it was formed by her own loveli-
ness and vu-tues, and must-endure for-ever.
She was all beaugy and truth ; bat Ddeserve
to 16se her. 1 have. trifled with the tep-
derness of a devoted heait; ond it is ‘no

‘s 2



4 GERALDINE.

longer mine. I have wantonly destroyed
the fair temple of felicity, which rose in
beautiful propgrtion before me; and I can
now only lament over the ruin I have made.
I shall be glad to leave England ; but, alas!
new scenes will not ¢ steep my senses in
forgetfulness.” All that is lovely, in na-
ture and &rt, will excite painful sensations,
by reminding me of the-treasure I have
lost. - I enclose a letter for Geraldine;
she is too gentle not to pity the feelings by
which I am harassed ; and even the meed
of her sympathy will now be precious to
me. _

« Adieu, my dear mother ; I cannot enter
upon’ less interesting ‘topics; but I am,
more than tver,

. ¢ Your grateful and affectionate
g ¢ MoNTAGUE.”

Mzis. Mowbray smiled at the desponding
tone, amd energetic self-rgproaches of this
Kiter i* ‘-ijutr still more at the self-deiusion
by which Montague persuaded himself that
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his present feelings: would endure. for ever.
She declared that the for ever.of a lover of
Montague’s temperament, resembled the
Jor.ever of the Hebrews; -it must be taken
in a limited acceptation.

- But though his-eloquence might be coolly
criticised at the age of fifty ; she believed,
that it would be resistless with & girl of
eighteen, and she calculated upon the
happiest effect from the letter addressed-to
Geraldine. It was as follows:~— - = ...

v To Miss Beresford. -

¢ Perhups, Geraldine, you may deem it
presumptuous in a rejected man to obtrude
upon you the history of his feelings; but I
am too wretched to be silent ; ahd who can
understand them like yourself? The union
of theught and sentiment which subsisted
between us cannot, like our engagement,
be severed in a moment. The bond may be
partly brqken, byt a thousand inteswoven
links *will still remain, over whxch time
itself will have but little power. I have no

w8



6 GERALDINE.

ne claim on your forbearance, nor have 1

either the right, or the inclination to up-

braid you. The weak victim of vanity—
of momentary impulse, is, indeed, unworthy

the attachment of -a pure and fhithful
heart: ard, yet I am still eapable of appre-

ciating the incalculable worth of that heart.’
I have forfeited my claim to the possession

of excellence; biit nry sense of its infinite-
value rémains tmdiminished. How brilliant -
and beautifal did the path of life appear,

as traced by the finger of Love ! — those

delicious hours of mutual confidence, so

rich in énjoyment, and so bright with hope,

ate then gone for ever.

«¢ Can you forget the fair picture which
the future presented? the home of love
and joy which we delighted to sketch ?

¢ Alas! all is now reversed : to me, the
future appears wrapt in impenetrable gloom.
I have exchanged a paradise of sweets for
a desare in which all is cbarren» but my
oWt madpess and* folly have wmught‘ the
sad change. '
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«« You will pity these feelings, though you
cannot share them ; for respecting your uk
timate happiness I can have no fears.

« That decision of character, which has
enabled you to stifle the pleadings of ten-
derness, and listen only to those of judg-
ment, will preserve you from any. acute
‘suffering. The storm, which tears up my.
happiness by the roots, will pass kindly as.
a gentle gale over you ; and the slight agi. -
tation it produces will be soon forgotten.
You will continue to pursue. in peace and
purity the even tenar of your way. . Nor'
can L wish it otherwise; the guilt of haya
ing wrecked your happinésg, as well as my
own, would have been insupportable.

“ May Heaven’s choicest blessings be
muliiplied around yoay ;. may your destiny,
though no longer interwoven with ming, be
bright as an angel’s dream | . - :

« L shall soon he far fram- yon jn a 2 lang
of atra.nge;a » m, in whageyer regiog I may
be, the lively. interest I take in yoir happx-
ness, can cease only when the grave cloges.

B 4



8 GERALDINE,

in upon me’; and when that moment arrives
you will without eﬁ'ort, pity and forgive the
errors of -
& Your devoted and aﬁ'ecttonate
* MonricuE.”

Geraldine read this letter with as much’
emotion #s Mrs. Mowbray could desire.
Montague, negligent and indifferent, had’
not been 'dismissed without many a iiang 5
but Montague, repentant and desponding,
acknowledging his errors, pourtraying his
grief, and urging his love, was irresistible.’
Upon the impulse of the moment, a letter
of recal, and forgiveness, was written ; but
before it was sealed, Geraldine remem-
bered that she had lately made a voluntary
promise to take no important step, without’
previously consulting Mr. Fullarton. Hop-"
ing and believing, that he would think it
nght to restore Montague to the pnvxleges
he had forfeited, she hastened to put into
his hand the letter: she ‘had just received,
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with its answer, and to appeal to his judg-
ment. ™ b

She eagerly watched his countenance

as he perused them, and felt astonished,

and somewhat indignant at the smile which
occasionally stole over his features. A
silence of some minutes succeeded his pe-
rusal of these letters, which Geraldine, with
a mixture of impatience and timidity; in.
terrupted by saying, —

¢« I fear, Sir, that you do not approve
my decision; may I begthe favour of your
counsel ?”’

« It seems cruel, my dear Geraldine, to,
check the hopes which now fill your heart ;
nor would any thing less than the interest
I feel in your happiness, indiice me to’
question the prudence of the full and free
t'orgiveness accorded in this letter to Mon-
tague.” Geraldine turned pale.

« Do you then doubt the reality of the
feelings he e'cptesses P’ said she. .

« Far ffom 1t, returngd Mr. Billarton,
« I have not the smallest doubt, that Mon-

B S



10 GERALDINE,

tague, at this moment is suffering keenly ;
that at this moment he loves you with the
utmost fervour and fondness ; and that his
lot, as separated from yours, appears ex-
tremely wretched.”

‘¢ And if happiness be indeed within my
gift,” sald Geraldine, ¢ will it be kind —
will it be generous to withhold it ?”

« Let me hope,” replied Mr. Fullarton,
¢ that you will unite a little of my wisdom

-and prudence, to your own kindness and
generosity. I know you will think me
harsh and rigid; but Montaguc’s recent
conduct has weakened all reasonable
ground of confidence. Time alone can
restore it, and to the test of time he ought
to submit.’®

Geraldine continued silent, her fond and
tender feelings struggling against the con-
viction of her understanding. -

« T am not surprised at your hesitation,”
said Mr. Fullarton : "¢ Montague is ex-
tremel‘y engaging ; his finc talenty and
taste, the ardour and generosity of his
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feelings, comhine to render. him peculiarly
attractive; but he is jnfirm of purpose,
and deficient in what. ought to be consi-
dered the ground.work of all real excel-
lence, —religious principle.”

Geraldine could only weep.

“ A character, however fascinating, it
destitute of religious principle, .resembles
the house built upon the sand. We may
admire the beauty of the edifice, its fair
proportions, and tasteful decorations; but
it will not stand the shock of the foaming
flood, or sweeping blast.”” Geraldine ven-
tured to say that Montague was not, dest/-
tute of religious principle.

‘¢ You must distinguish between religious
Jeeling, and religious principle,” said Mr.
Fullarton, ¢ Montague does not-act under
the influence of the one, though he.may
occasionally experience the other. His
feelings are his sole guide, and they‘vary
with varying circumstances.”

« You would‘have me renounce. him for

B 6
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ever then,” said Geraldine in a tone of
uncontrollable anguish.
s No,” said Mr. Fullarton, « not for
-¢ver; Montaghe may become all that we
desire him to be ; but, before your engage:
ment is definitively renewed, it will be wise
to,ascertain the effect of absence and no-
velty on a character such as his. 1 would
have you prove, by the consistency of your
conduct, that you were not influenced by
the littleness of female vanity; that you
did not give him up in a2 moment of pique
. excited by the temporary loss of his atten-
tions, but upon the conviction that pure
and steady principles arc the only found-
ations for security or happiness in mar-
ried life. I do not wonder that his letter
should awaken your tenderness; but what
does it prove 7
. It proves, at least, that he lovey me,”
said Geraldine impatiently.
“« The decision, my dear Miss Beresford,

rests wnth yourself,” observed Mr. Fullar-
ton, gravely; ¢ you requested my counsel
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but I shall feel rather grieved, than offend-
ed at your declining to adopt it.”” "'He
rose to go; but Geraldire, ashamed of her
petulance, intreated him not to leave her
in displeasure.

“ Do not imagine, my love,” said he,
taking her hand, ¢ that I witness this
struggle of your feelings with indifference.
I am not one of those who estimate such
trials lightly ; but will it not be right, wilt
it not be kind, to use your influence over
Montague to the best .purpose? If you are
‘a Christian indeed, and in truth, can you
promise yourself happiness, in an intimate
union with one who can be no sharer in
your purest joys, your brightest hopes, your
- richest treasurc ? Genius and saste are de-
lightful qualifications ; but there are defici-
encies which render even the ¢fine gold
dim.’ Nothing less than the power “of
Lhnstlan principle can regulate the impe-
tuos1ty of M(mtague s feelings, or,restrain
that.of his passions :* without thig unerring
guide, his life will pass in sinning”and re-
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penting ; he will be alternately the slave of
passion, and the victim of remorse. For
his sake, then, if ‘not for your own, let
your acceptance be conditional ; explain to
him your feelings, hopes, and views. If
your heart be really affected with the
awful reality, and glorious privileges of
Christianity, you will be eloquent upon
such a theme.”

Geraldine, who had continued silent,
oppressed 'with contending emotions, now
exclaimed in a tone of unfeigned humility,
¢ Is it for me to assume the office of
teacher? more need have I to take the
humble attitude of a disciple : I, who so
soon forgot the instructions and “example
of a saint.”’ «

"« Take courage, Geraldine,” replied
Mr.-Fullarton ; ¢ the good seed may still
bring forth a hundred-fold, rememgber,
however, that a single act of self-control
is of mpre value than a thousand selfire-
proaches?’.

He Yook his leave and Geraldine, con-
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vinced of the wisdom of his counse}, after
a painful struggle with her own tender
teelings and wishes, reluctantly adopted
it. The letter now dictated to Montague
was eloquent and impressive, it dwelt upon
the past, present, and future. She refused
to renew her engagement, till he had sub-
mitted to somte months’ probation, but
‘amidst the apparent’ firmness of this deci.
sion, so much of woman’s tenderness was
betrayed, so fond a hope of their ultimate
re-union expressed, so warm a wish was
breathed for his happiness, that Montague,
equally ,touched and gratified, felt bis
hopes revive; and full- of confidence in
himself, and gratitude to Geraldine, wrote
a letter expressive of the mos{ passionate
tenderness, and anticipating their re-union
as a delightful certainty. The preparations
for his voyage were :soon completed, and
the day, the moment for a parting ihter-
view - arrived..  His strong, unrgpressed
emotion, the tefder ness of every-look and
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word, would have made their way to hearts
¢ of sterner stuff,” than Geraldine’s.

For some days after their separation bis
inconstancy was forgotten ; all was dismissed
from her recollection, but his lingering
look of fondness, and the last fervent
grasp of his hand.

As the wividness of this impression faded,
thoughts less consolatory would obtrude :*
a sudden pang sometimes seized her heart,
as she recollected the past; and if; it oc-
casionally beat high with hope, it more
frequently throbbed with apprehension:
but Geraldine had other hopes to cherish
and other fears to combat, besides those
inspired by love. Life, whether passed
amid sunshine or storm, now appeared a
gift of inestimable value, too precious to
‘be wasted in the indulgence of idle regrets
or vain fears. During the two or three
past’ years she had contemplated objects
through a false medium, she had lived in
an enchented region, thlonged'with fai.
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and giiftgﬁng shadows, but the spell was
broken, she perceived that

All was delusion, nought Was truth.

A present and future scene in all its
important reality, gradually expanded be-
fore her eyes, and the beam of everlasting
truth played over it.



18 GERALDINE.

S -

CHAP. 1L

In pursuing her scheme of reformation,
Geraldine found much to combat in her
own heart, and something to endure from
the opinions and habits of those around
her. ,

An occasion soon offered for putting the
stability of her recent resolutions to the
test.- Cards of invitation to a splendid
Sunday-evening party, had been accepted.
The day arvived, and some allusion to the
engagement for the evening being made,
during breakfast, Geraldine with a slight
blush, begged to be excused attending it.

¢ Are you ill, my dear,” said Mrs.
Mowbrey, in a tone of surpﬁse; ‘ or only
whimsicdl 7’ . :

s¢ Neither the one nor the other,”,
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turned Geraldine, « I simply wish to re-
main at home.””

«¢ Impossible !’ said Mrs. Mowbray;  we
have been engaged this month; the
Duchess will break her heart if you are not
there.”

¢« The hearts of fine ladies are not so
easily endangered,” satd Geraldiné : « they
are not made of quite such brittle mate-
rials.”

¢« I don’t mean,” returned Mis. Mow-
bray, ¢ either to say, or insinuate, that she
really cares about you. 1 dare say, if* you
were to take a flight to the planet Jupiter,
or Saturn, it would not disturb her the -
least in the world ; but this will be her last
and most brilliant concert, and she depends
upon you -for that exquisite ballad, which
you sing so like a syren, that all the men
love, and all the women envy you.”

* As I am not at all anxious to produce
such an effect,” Jeturned Geraldine, * 1
must persevere in' my mtentxon of remain.-
ing at home.”
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¢« Nonsense, my love,”” said. Mrs, Mow-
bray; * I shall not allow any such thing;,
I shall not stif without my little nightin-
gale.”

s No ** gaid Geraldine, in a firmer tone
“ you must excuse me; I cannot go this
evening.”

¢« Cannot,” said Mrs. Mowbray, in an
accent of some displeasure, ¢ is not the
term you ought to use; a more decided one
would express your meaning better.”

Geraldine remained sﬂenk-—“ If it be
not too sacred a. mystery,” continued Mrs.
Mowbrdy, ¢ will you have the goodness to
explain the reason of this sudden preference
of solitude ?”

Geraldine hesxtated a few moments, and
then summoned courage to say, * I confess,
I think it wrong to join such parties on a
Sunday ; therefore, in future, 1 mean to
decline them.”

Mr. Mowbray looked uP from the news.
paper hé was reading, and fixed his eyes
on her face with a sarcastic smile. Fanny
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laughed, and Mrs. Mowbray immediately
exclaimed, ¢ Wrong! Pray, my love, how
long have you been favoured with this ray
of the new light ?”’ '

«It is not very new,” replied Geraldine,
rallying her’ spmts 3 it is, at least, as old
the creation.”

« Oh! I can explain it all,” said Fanny,
with a look of sudden recollection. ¢ She
has received a lecture upon the subject,
from the very grave and reverend Mr.
Fullarton. 1 happened to invite him to
the gala’ you gave this day fortnight. I
only wish you ¢ould have seen his face.”

« How could you think of such a thing?*’
said Mrs. Mowbray, laughing; ¢ you might
as well have ‘asked Sir Isaac Newton to
waltz with you, if he had been'alive.”

«To -say the truth,” replied Fanny, «'I
had some curiosity to witness the effect
the preposal would have upon his counte- '
nance. It,had jyst the sort of exprbssion
you mhy imagine Christion’s to havé had,
as-he-passed through- ¢ Vanity Fair ;"' and
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he absolutely insinuated, -that all the in-
habitants of the continent, English visiters
included, were on their way to the regions
of Pluto.” o '

¢ Who can hélp admiring such en-
lightened charity ! exclaimed Mrs. Mow-
bray ; ¢ no wonder it produced an iustan-
taneous ‘effect upon Geraldine.”

 So you really mean, my dear, to stay
at home - for the express purpose of count-
ing your beads,” said Fanny, looking at
her stedfastly. ¢ Montague should be here,
to say, ¢ Nymph, in your orisons, be all my
sins remembered.” *’ .

¢ You intend, perhaps, to revive the
fashion of exchanging love for devotion,"
said ‘Mrs. Mowbray : ¢ that was quite a
regular affair in the old French school; but
you are too young, a vast deal too young,
for this business; forty summers Nence,
you will have time enough for all the Ave
Marifs and Paternosters ‘that anay be ne-
«cessary to propisiate St. Peter.” -
* % Would you advise me, then,” said Ge.
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raldine, “to persevere in the interim, in
doing what I feel, what T koow, to be
wrong 7"’

« I think,” contmued Mrs. Mowbray,
without apswering her question, ¢ that
people who set up for reformists, must
have a very comfortable opinion of the su-
periority of their own judgment.* They do
not at all hesitate to. say, that those who
differ from them in practice, are in the
high road to perdition.” ,

“ Yes, the conceit of religionists, anudst
all their professwns of humility, is really
amazing,?’ observed Mr. Mowbray ; ¢ these
insects, inhabitants of a‘world, which, if it
were blotted this moment from the crea-
tion, would cause no more semsation than
¢ the fall of one single leaf in a vast forest,’
can absolutely talk of glorifying and dis-
honouring God, by such and such actions.
They, can entertain the preposterous notion
that the Creator of ¢ten thousand times
ten thousand worlds,’ is, affected by their
little, paltry, ridiculous movements T)y the



4 # GERALDINE,

endles changes of their absurd and frivo-
lous opinions.”

Geraldine listened in sllence to this so-
phistry: to argue with Mr. Mowbray, would
have been as fruitless a task,.as that to
which Sisyphus was doomed in the infernal
regions. She therefore contented herself
with reftecting upon those gracious and
precious assurances of individual protec-
tion scattered throughout the Scriptures.
She remembered, that He, who is there
described as sitting ¢ on the circle of the
the Heavens — as riding the whirlwind and
directing the storm, is also represented as
clothing the lily of the ficld, and noting the
fall of a sparrow ; that all are parts of one
stupendous whole; that a Being of infinite
intélligence, can comprehend, at one glance,
all that is vast in immensity, and all that is
minute in detail: and that the ear of in-
finite mercy is open, not only to the rap-
turouschymn of the Seraph, bnut to the
feeble ‘plaint of suﬂ'eung humanity. She
was 'not surprised at Mr. Mowbray’s view
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of the subjjeet; with him, Reason was every
thing, Revelation nothing; but he forgét
that ¢ Reason is the eye, notvthe light.’

"« I believe,”* said Mrs. Mowbray, mis.
taking the thoughtful expression of Geral-
dine’s countenance, * that you already re:
pent your solitary scheme; but though the
oracle has spoken, there is no positivene-
cessity for abidmg by its decrees.”

" << I should expect no responses in fu-
ture,” said Geraldine, *¢ if I treated them
with contempt; and I am persuaded;:that‘
it is my interest and duty to obey them.”

To avoill ‘farther importunity, she ‘rose "
to leave the room ; and as she caught the
sound of Mrs. Mowbray’s satirical laugh,
she felt the truth of the observatxdan, ¢ Cest
le premier pas qui coute.’

VOL. III. c
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CHAP. II1.

TuE return of the family to Woodlands
was in Geraldine’s favour ; for, though the
house was usually thronged with visitors,
there was less positive dissipation than in
London. Still she found her courage and
perseverance often put to the test. In a
circle as gay ‘and thoughtless <as that in
which she’moved, the performance, even
of the most common 1e11g10us duties, was
the subjett of surprise and raillery. Her
attendance at church twice on a Sunday was
dcemed intolerable affectation of sanctity ;
and her refusal to join in gay diversions on
that day, was either laughed at as ,an ab-
surdify, or combated ag a prejudice. It
reqtured no smatl degree of civil ¢ourage
to endure patiently the sly sarcasm, the
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gay jest, the contemptuous sneer, by which
she was alternately assailed. It was a sort
of light artillery perpetually annoying her
path, though not sufficiently formidable to
arrest her progress ; and the species of war-
fare in which she was thus compelled to
engage, was peculiarly trying to a temper
naturally gentle and yielding. °

Mr. Fullarton !did not desert his charge
in the hour of trial. To shield her in some
degree from the petty persecution to which
she was exposed, he proposed that her
Sundays should be passed with him at
the vicarage; and thpugh Mrs. Mowbray
laughed, and prophesied that it would pro-
duce the same effect as the cave of Tro-
phonius, she could not formally oppose the
scheme.

No arrangement could have been more
consonant with the wishes, nor more cen.
ducive, to the religious improvement of
Geraldine j, and’ she soon learned t;; look
forwardl to these weekly visits, as-a ehild
to a happy holiday. N

T2
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Mr. Fullarton and Mr. Maitland di-
vided between them the labours of the day
at church; and their style of preaching, at
once clear, sound, and faithful, addressed
itself. equally to the understanding, the
vconqcience,' and heart of the hearer.
The Christian religion, as they defined it,
appeared in all its fair and beautiful pro-
portions ; its peculiar doctrines were car-
nestly insisted upon; nor were its dis-
tinguishing duties forgotten. Faith was

" the root, and trunk, and stem of the tree;
but holy practice and pure morality the
foliage, and frult, that evinced «its health
and vigour.

Mr. Fullarton’s dpmestlc establmhment
was superintended by.a.widow lady, in the
decline of life,. who had experienced
enough of its reverses, to, make a home at
thg vicarage an acceptable asylum,

. Mrs, Herbeyt’s delicate health had con-
ﬁned fier intercourse with themqqghbommg
famx};és toaecasional . morning. cails; so

:that Geraldine. knew little more of her
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character than might be guessed from very
gentle manners, and a prepossessing coun-
tenance. It was reserved *for more inti-
mate intercourse, to unfold the mingled
sweetness and energy of that mind which
displayed the full beauty of piety. She had
survived husband, children, and, friends;
exchanged wealth for dependeénce, and
health for infirmity; yet the past seemed
to furnish her only with niotives for sub-
mission ; the present, only with a theme for
gratitude.

A beautiful writer of the present day
has called the life of Sir Philip Sydney
‘poetry put into action ;’ the life of Mrs.
Herbert might be termed ¢ rehgxon put into
action.” She neither lectured nor reproved
nor did she declaim against the idle follies
of the world ; but Geraldine could not con-
template her serene and cheerful manner,
her active benevolence, her ready ‘sym-
pathy with the feelings of the yoqﬂg and
the complaints of the old, her supeuonty
to selfish gratifications, her submissign to

€3
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positive evils, without feeling the full value
of those principles which were at once her
refuge and her guide; the ¢ cloud,’ to
shelter her from the noon-day heat, the

¢ pillar of fire,” guiding her to the ¢ pro-
mised land.” -

- Mr. Fullarton perceived with- delight
that every day passed at the vicarage
strengthened the convictions of Geraldine ;
but he knew that the religion which de-
pends upon time, place, and circumstance,
is of little value; and that the fervor of
newly awakened feeling might melt away
as frost-work in-the morning beam. He
was therefore anxipus.to enlist: her under-
standing, as well as her affections, in-.the
cause of Christianity.; and in the course of
reading he recommended,. which was at
once argumentative and experimental, her
attention was directed alternately-to*the
historical evidences. of -her. religion,  to.its.
sublime.morality, and beautiful adaptatmn,
to the wants of frail and fallen man, ° :

Geraldme appeared -to live in- a nmew
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world, in a purer and more ethereal region,
whence petty anxieties and sordid and self-
ish cares were banished. Jhere was no
room for them in hearts full of love to-
God, and good will to man.

The peaceful days thus passed were often
closed by an evening stroll, prolonged
during the still and delicious hout of sum-
mer twilight, She rémembered.: ‘her:long:
rambles with Montague at the same hour ;
and her thoughts naturally travelled to-
the distant land he was now traversing.

Mr. Maitland, who. was usually of the
party, seemed to understand her musings,
and their intercourse gradually -became
interesting and confidential ; he had many
claims upon her confidence besiles those
arising from the quiet excellence of his
own character; he was Montague’s friend,
counsellor, and advocate, and often que
with great interest, and in an encouraging
tone, of the pronusmg points of his cha-
racter:

-To this language:: Geraldine love(_l t0

oCc 4
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listen ; for it harmonised with her ‘own
hopes and wishes: but as Mr. Maitland
watched the revival and developement of
religious principle in her mind, he became
increasingly anxious that Montague should
indeed be worthy of her. Hg saw the
unaffected humility of a Christian gradu-
ally blending with the-graces and attrac:
tive loveliness of the woman ;-and he began
to think of her.as of.a. prize, - ptecious .as
it was.matchless. . - .. .- 1 pess.
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CHAP ¢ Iv" R

N .
T

GzravLpiNg, under the existing circums
stances had declined engaging-in a corre-
spondence with Montague, but- she’ had
been secretly longing for tidings of him,
when a packet atrrived, containing, ameng
other letters, the following one addressed
to Mr. Maitland.

“ To the Rev. Charles Maitland. -

« Oh, for some fairy messenger, some
light Ariel, to do love’s bidding; that you
might send me with the speed of -thought,
news of my own sweet Geraldine ; I would
give half I shall ever be worth, ‘to borrow
a magie glass,* m which I might guze at
her for a moment, as Sprry did “ on_her
lovely namesgke: but, alas! no fnendl.y

&5
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wizard appears; I am at the mercy of the
winds and waves, which care as little for
the murmurs of a lover, as for the threats of
a monarch.

¢ I think I can hear you exclaim against
the inconsistency of human nature in gene-
ral, and of mine in particular: do soaslong
as you chvose, and I will echo word for word.
I will acknowledge: ull you please, if you
will believe; and teach- Geraldine to- be-
lieve, that she'is dearerito me thgn éver.

- e At parting-all: the ttain of :possibilities
which might: prevent -our'meeting again,
weighed ip heavily upon my hcart, that
even the prospect of visiting ¢ Fair Greece,’
that ¢ land-of 10st Gods arid godlike men,’
eould no Ponger inspire me. - I would gladly
have exchanged the sight and sound of'dash.
ing ‘waves for the' dullest -eabin in Hamp-
shire ; nor did my-regret and reluctance
vanish ' forimany a weary day. -

« I kelieve: the sighit! of ¢ uypso% I's]es,
first . rekindled: my erithusiasm. It is well,
you ynH say, thatme: fair:goddess:is to:be
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found there now: to lure me with: her smiles
and witchery ; ‘but the heur-of danger is
passed. ° I should look with an eye of in-
difference on the peerless goddess, and her
lovely train: their thrilling glances would
be harmless; there would be no necessity
for my escapmg, as Telemachus did, by‘ra
desperate leap. - e :

¢« I spare you the detail of ‘my voyage,
nor will I say a word about sparkling waves
and soﬂ:fcmoonhbeams. It costs me somes
thing' to ‘sacrifice. my ‘magnificent- deScnp-
tions; but- what care you for the ¢ rosy
fingers ofe Aurora,” or Dian’s chaste and
silver light. Every little* point and island
that we approached wete full of interest.
I think, even you, man of ‘marble as you
are, who know nothing of love but the
name, could ‘not have passed- Leucadia
without ; emotion. To a lover; it was
hauntgd, holy ground ;- the: shade of Sap-
pho seemegl /btill o linger- there, ard the
tones of her immortal lyge-to float” delici-
ously on the evening breeze.: Perhaps the

€6
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- barren Ithaca, which forms part.of theview,
. would have been to: you:equally. attractive ;
aand whilst I gommuned with the spirit of
.the brilliant Sappho, you would.have: in-
voked the shade of Penelope, or calmly
turned . your eyes towards the spot where
the cottage of Eumeus. and the.tomb. of
the faithful dog once stood. i ... o
-« My impatience to descry the shores
of Greece increased as we drew- near.them.
I had resolved that the- first spet: I exa-
.mined should-'be -the ¢ primal city.of the
land 3’ and I cannot define the .emetions
which filled . my heart, as I approached. it.
Iforgot thelapse of ages andthe revolutions
of empires ; and felt as if I.were.about to
hold conuerse with the mxghty spirits who
once dwelt there. .- ...
..~% The first aspect of. a. foreigmcountty
usually excites in the mind of itsvisifant, a
feeling of eager and.lively.curiosity.. The
eye is,arrested by new sights, ‘the.. ear by
strange‘ sounds ; the mind itelf 4s.rather
distracte than exerused ;but:here we are
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conscious of a higher and more solemn feel-
ing. We look with indifference. upon those
around us ; they seem to bg intruders upen
the hallowed scene; our business is with a
mightier and more illustrious-race.

¢ ] was entering the Pireeus; my eyes
fixed on the tomb of Themistocles; and
what cared I for men of these degenerate
days. Ce g

¢ It.is impossible to view the solitude of
the Pirsus without emotion: where, ac.
cordingito Pliny, a thousand vessels once
floated, not a single one is now to be seen ;
all is lgneliness and desolation. The
temple of Venus, the superp arsenals
have disappeared; nothing but-rocks and
ruins meet the eye;: and -yet this loneli-
ness and desertion pleased me better
than cheerful voices and-busy sounds would
have done; they seemed to harmonise with
the ruined and fallen state ofthe city I was
about.to vxsxt.

«The sound of the waves-dashing against.
the tomb of Themistocles, is all that {nte,b
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rupts the deep silence; I mused, and mo-
ralised as gravely as you could have done,
as I passed the road leadingfroin the Pi-
reus, to this august and celebrated city,
once the haunt of gods and heroes. Dull
and cold must that heart be, which'can ap-
proach it without pity and veneration ; its
glory has‘passed away ;. its sun for ever set ;
but a strange and melancholy lustre "still
beams over the fallen temple and broken
column; and the enchained captive, sit-
ting in sackcloth, and ashes,.is-a more -dear
and sacred object, than when, in the day of
her pomp. and power, she appeared as
queen and mistres§ among the nations.

¢ Genius has wept amidst the ruins of
Greece, irrthese her days of darkness. An
immortal bard has once more tuned his
his harp in the land of the muses, and its
echoes have awakened the sympathy of a
thousand hearts! '

¢ You would not- thank nfe- fo; a-minute
detai} of the ruinsof Atheris, even if Fwere
in-a humour to give it to you ; " they have
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been so amply described, that you know all
which a mere description can’¢each.

« The beautiful colour of¢these ruins, as-
tonishes thé eye accustomed to the dingy
hue of our-edifices, but the tint of time in
this brilliant -climdte, is rich and embellish-
ing. I wander around them day'after day,
and my eye is not satisfied with seeing. -

¢ Independently- of those associations,:
which it is superfluous to dwell upon ; the
simplicity, correctness, and harmony -of
their proportions, and the delicacy and ex-
quisite finishing of each part excites the
highest admiration. Alas! the hand of the
spoiler has ravaged them, it has anticipated
the triumphs of time, and the fierce bar-
barian and -tasteless ‘antiquary ltve con.:
spired to pillage this peerless city, even of
the sad relics of het glory. - -. @

.¢¢.You would have quarrelled with my-ye-
hemenge and enthusiasm ten.times-a-day
if ;youhag beén L my.: companion m ‘thiis
journey; but.there are. geenes,: sdnd spots
in this land, - which: would have “kindled
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the latent spark, even in your heart; =
you, who pique yourself upon excelling in
the art of ruling your own spirit. - . =

¢ Who, that contemplates the Parthenon,
does not share the indignation expressed by
men of feeling and genius? No fabled fairy-
palace was ever half! so-beautiful 3 and soon,
not one:stone will remain -upon another.
‘We may.curse the -desolating spirit of war,
which spared not the ¢ thrice-consecrated:
shrine ;*. but what shall we say to ‘those
lovers of the arts, who come calmly in the
spirit of peace and selfishness, with pickaxe
and hammer, to deface and destmoy. :: - .:

- ¢ This very mofning I examined the Cita-
del. From the spot where I stood, my eye
commanded a boundless view, comprehend-
ing a thousand objects consecrated by his-
tory and poetry. I gazed with:irapture-on
mountains, islands, ruins, seas, the .Very
names of which. afe dear and inspiring.

+Alas ! con this very spot, once crowned with

so many. beautiful - temples,: whxch»zkad: 80
of’cen echoed the footsteps of the hero, or

2
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the choral hymn "of the virgin -priestess,
amidst the ruins of the monuments of Pe~
ricles, and the works of Phiglias, now.rises
the paltry habitation of the Disdar Aga, or
Turkish governor, who knmows no more of
the names which make our hearts throb,
and glow, and burn within us, than a Hot-
tentot, .or Esquimaux. *

«Oh! it is heart-breaking, to look at this
beautiful land, and reflect that it is peopled
only by tyrants and slaves. If I had half
your elequence, Maitland, I would play the
part of Peter the hermit, and preach a
crusade for the deliverance of the Greeks;
and I would be your standard-bearer on the
occasion, and win‘trophies to'lay at Geral-
dine’s feet. Ah! at that dear hame other
feelings resume their place. - Turk and
Greek are forgotten, and I can-think only
of our separation. . : ‘

“ Write quickly, and tell me what §he
does, and how ‘she looks; whether my ab-
sence has faded the roses.of her chéeks; or
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or if she is cruel enough to be calm and
happy.

¢« I have already written two duliful epis-
tles to my father and mother, this morning.
Absence has a magical effect upon the
home we leave behind; like the wand of
an enchanter, it invests it with a thousand
charms unfelt before. Though in the love-
liest land beneath the sun, I sometimes feel
all the horrors of an exile.

Adieu, dear Maitland. Sentiment is all
wasted upon you, or I would conclude my
letter with a well-turned period about my
untravelled heart, &c. &c. but you will be
contented with the plain assurance, that
Iam .

¢ Faithfully yours,
« MoNTAGUE MoWBRAY."”

A - P. S. The, Athenian women are not at
all handsome. I should never be obliged
to sayy — -

.*Maid of Athens, ere we part,
Give, oh, give me back my heart |

¢
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« Assure my sweet Geraldine, that if I
had ten hearts, they would be hers. Plato,
Sophocles, and Aristotle kntw something
of taste, and beauty, as well as of divine
philosophy, and chose foreign fair ones for
their favourites.”



44 GERALDINE.

CHAP. V.

It was during an evening walk from the
Vicarage, to Woodlands, that Mr. Maitland
read this letter to Geraldine.

The summer sun was shining brightly ;
the little brook, over which threy passed,
caught its slanting rays, and sparkled, and
danced in the beam. The reapers were
hinding tip the yellow sheaves, and their
song and laugh floated joyously on the
breeze.

Geraldine’s heart bounded lightly within
her bosom, and the tear of extasy trembled
in het _eye. Whether the brightness and
beanty of Nature hexghtened these emo-
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tions or whether they would have been the
same,

Had chill November’s surl§ blast,
Made fields and forests bare.
let lovers and metaphysicians determine.
When Mr. Maitland closed -the letter,
she looked around, and nothing met her
eye but sights of bliss; she was énjoying
one of those rare and precious moments
in whichi the heart appears suddenly en-
dued with a new capacity for happiness;
and had joyless winter reigned, her fancy
would bave. thrown its rainbow hue over
every surrounding object. N
She entered the drawing-room at Wood-
lands with the light step that indicates a
buoyant heart, with an exhilarition of
spirits which seemed to bid defiance io
care.
As she approached the - tea-table, sbe
heard Mrs. Mowbray excldim : — '

« Most extraordmary' it is qmte ‘m.~
crediblé.”. - - B
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¢ I think it neither the one nor the
other,” said Mr. Mowbray; ¢ are not
estates bought and sold every day?”

¢ Oh, you profess never to be surprised
at any thing,” replied Mrs. Mowbray : « I
would net be like you for the world; sur-
prise has the same effect upon the mind,
that an ‘electric shock has upon the body ;
it produces a sort of delightful excitation
which you never feel.”’

« I am glad, for your sake, to hear that
it is so delightful, my dear,” said Mr.
Mowbray: ¢ you will excuse my preferring
the steady pulse of health to the ebb and
flow of fever.”

¢« There never is any ebb and ﬂow in
your mihd,” returned his lady ; ¢ it resem-
bles those seas in which there are no tides;
it is deep, and calm, and still ; but give me
thie sparkle, the dash, the sound, the des
licious variety that may be found in those
that thange with the changmg.,moon.”

& Tn, these tideless seas,” said Mi. Mow-
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bray, ¢ you are not annoycd, at any rate,
with sound and fury signifying nothing.”

¢« No, you are not annoyell with sound,
but you are stupified with quiet : however,
to return to the subject of my surprise, 1
appeal to you, Geraldine; is it not sur-
prising, — incredible, that your  father
should part with his pretty little "darling
cstate in Devonshire ?*

« Part with it!” exclaimed Geraldinc,
turning pale.

¢ I think he must be out of his senses,”
continued Mrs. Mowbray ; * but it cer-
tainly is advertised. in tlns paper, which,
by-the-by, is ncarly af'mtmght old. I -re-
ferred to it for an advertisement that I
wished to see, and my eye was calght by
this, which I most assuredly did not wish
to sec.”

She handed the paper to Geraldine, who
examingd it in silent dismay, a tear slowly
stealing down her cheek.

The "estate in question, had beent the
home of her infancy, where she had spor;.ed
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away the careless hours of childhood, and
"been greeted a thousand times with the
smile of mattrnal love. It had been her
mother’s favourite residence, and Mr. Beres-
ford, on leaving England, had given strict
orders that it might be kept in perfect
order, and expressed an intention of resid-
ing there nearly half the year. What
strange revolution of fecling, what new
combination of circumstances, could in-
duce him thus to part with it?

Vague and’ indefinable apprehensions
filled the heart of Geraldine. Her father’s
silence had “before- occasionally excited
them; but separated as they were by sea
and land, she- céuld always find relief for
her feais in“the ‘uncertain conveyance of
foreign letters, and all the probable and
pos"mblé gccidents that might befal them.
At this motnent the veil seemed suddenly
removed ; the’ 'myStery of his sileace re-

eﬂ" i*His feelings ‘st haverundegone
a complete change; the omission which she
had attributed to accident was probably
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the result of indifference, if not of alien-
ation. Grief, and a degree of irritation
which she could not controuly struggled in
her bosom; and, unable to listen quietly to
a discussion of the subject, she abruptly
left the tea-table.

¢ Poor Geraldine!”’ exclaimed Mrs.
Mowbray ; ¢ she is amazingly shocked, I
see, at this news; and, to besure, it is a
most provoking, unaccountable circum-
stance ; what can it all mean ?”’

¢ It means,” said Mr. Mowbray, *that
Mr. Beresford is no longer disconsolate.”

‘¢ Discorsolate ! — no, I'dare say he has
half a dozen mistresses.”

« Half a dozen would. be easily dis-
missed,” observed Mr. Mowbray 7 . one
might be formidable.”

« But still, if he bad as many as Ma-
homet, what have they to do with his
estate 2’ said Mrs. Motwbray.

¢ Nothing in the world, ¥ut to squander
it.”

.YOL. 311. D
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s I declare, it makes me quite nervous to
think of it,”” continued his lady.

¢ When a man of fifty plays the fool,”’said
Mr. Mowbray, ¢ he generally does it effec-
tually.”

«« Happily, it is not in the power of a
mistress to ruin him completely, even if
she amises herself with dissolving pearls,”
observed Mrs. Mowbray ; ¢ for he cannot
get rid of the Yorkshire estate ; but, to tell
you the truth, I always hoped that pretty
compact little West Grove, would be part
of Geraldine’s dowry.”

“ I am afraid a daughter-in.law, whose
virtues were her only dowry, would be
rather - unwelcome to you,” said Mr.
-Mowbriy.

"¢ Oh! I should never recover the shock
of receiving one of those pretty Pamelas,
rich only in beauty and virtue. They are
sure to have a dozei children, ¢ lovely like
them%elves ;> and- how, upon- earth, are
they to be provided for ? However, there
is no fear of such a catastrophe-in the
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present case ; Geraldine can never belong
to such a class.”

« You have not heard lately from Mr.
Beresford, 1 think,”” said Mr. Mowbray.

¢ Not for an age,” replied she. «I
shall write immediately to enquire into all
these mysteries.”

¢ And do you expect him to rebeal the
truth, and proclaim himself a fool ?** asked
Mr. Mowbray.

« I don’t expect that he will reveal the
truth ; but I hope to discover it.”

« Writing is of little use in these cases,”
observed Mr. Mowbray; ¢ you will pro-
bably irritate without inﬂl;encing him.”

¢ I think his mind a very manageable
one,”” said Mrs, Mowbray; « it i§ like a
musical instrument that yields sweet sounds,
or discord, according to the skill of the
person who plays on it.”’

« All depends, then, upon the hands
into which he haepens to’ fall,” saxcf -Mr.
Mowbrhy.

¢ Entirely,” replied she: * there isno:

¢ me
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thing positive abeut him ; his qualifications
are all of the negative kind ; he is not talk
-—he is not short—he is not handsome —he
is not ugly —he is not learned — he is not
ignorant —he is not liberal —he is not
parsimonious ; in short, he has just that
mediocrity which prudent men think so
safe, and men of genius so wearisome.” "

¢ Even the leaden mantle of mediocrity
did not weigh him down in his wife’s time,”
said Mr. Mowbray.

« No ; she contrived to give dlgmty and
importance—nay, even a sort of lustre, to
his character. Mr. Beresford’s benevo-
lence was so extenslve ; Mr. Beresford’s
advice so judicious; Mr. Beresford’s fa-
mily so~well regulated : like the automaton
chess-player, his moves were surprisingly
skilful and masterly; but he was, but an
automatan, after all.”

&« And now,” said Mr Mowbrgy, « he
is plhymg another game

«-And a verx different one, I am-afraid,”
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added his lady; ¢ but I must enter the lists
against these captivating Signoras.”
'« If you propose personally to throw
down your gauntlet, you had better take
Geraldine with you as your page.”
<« Do you really think a journey to Italy
expedient ?** enquired Mrs. Mowbyay, look-
ing with some surprise at her husband.
¢ You have done mischief enough by
recommending this continental tour to vour
brother,”” said Mr. Mowbray ; ¢ you had
better, like Penelope, unweaye 'the web you
have woven, if possible; but I am’afraid it
will be past your skill. Jf you could esti-
mate so well the calibré of his mind, why
expose him' to the influence of foreign
' temptation 7’
o It s mortifymg to be compelled to
acknowledge one’s- errors; but I really
wished to get him out of the way of the
‘gentle ladies, who united the most Jtender
compassmﬁ for goor Mr. Beresford,’s feel-
ings, to the ot heartfelt” admization of
his estate.”

H 3
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¢ That he might escape an ambuscade,
you exposed him to the dangers of a siege.”

« Well, thé¢ most skilful generals blun-
der now and then,” said Mrs. Mowbray,
laughing.

s« If this error be retrieved at all,”” re-
turned Mr. Mowbray, ¢ it must be by a
coup de snain. Parley and negociation will
be unavailing.” :

“ What would I not give to be at Flo-
rence at-this moment,” exclaimed Mrs.
Mowbray ; ¢ when shall we set off ?”

“ Pray, do you mean, by this imperial
pronoun, to.include me ?’ enqfiired Mr.
Mowbray.

“ Certamly,” rephed hls lady. —

. « Because I beg to say,” continued he,
that I have not the slightest intention of
leaving England, especially on the quixotic
expedition of detaching a man from one or
more mistresses.”

«“ I do hot desire your assistunce,” said
Mus. qubray ; it would do nothmg but
mischief. On these occasions men never
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succeed ; they do not know how to manage:
they can shake their heads, remonstrate,
and dictate ; but they cannof, like women,
manceuvre and triumph.”

¢« Remember the fate of Alnaschar, my
dear,” said Mr. Mowbray, with a smile.
¢« Neither journey nor triumph 'are yet
achieved. Pray, will this effort be fnade for
your brother —or his daughter — or his
money ?”’

¢ My motives, like the motives of all
other human beings, are of a mixed nature,’’
said Mrs. Mowbray ; ¢ you know there is
no such thing as singleness of heart in this
wicked world: not one Parson Adams to
be found now, for love or money. Ior my
part, I make no pretensions to this quality,
which every body praises and no one pos-
sesses.”’

¢ I know it, my dear,” said Mr. Mow-
bray ;. 1 have long been perfectly aware,
that you are neltlzer better nor worse than
the rest of the world.”

D 4
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" ¢ Really, Mr. Mowbray, you are too
flattering.”

“ You plafi and plot,” continued he,
without noticing her exclamation; ¢ and
who does not? kings and emperors ma-
nceuvre, and so do their subjects, from
the prime minister to the beggar. Society
is something like a piece of tapestry : that
part which is' presented to the eye forms a
fair picture enough ; but’the knots, and
numberless stitches and contrivances by
which this effect is produced, are wisely
kept out of sight.”

“¢ It is well they are,” said Mrs. Mow-
bray ; ¢ or we should not long be in good
humour with each other.”

Whil¢' Mr. and Mrs. Mowbray were dis-
cussing ‘Mr. Beresford’s WEakness, and the
weakness of human nature,’ Geraldme was
endeavouring to quell the ﬁiurmuring Spmf‘"
that rose in her heart, and to reason kérself
into patlence and submlsswn « The g]ow
of hope and happiness that had filed'it to”
overflowing an hour béfore, became every
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moment more faint; and the idea of her
father’s neglect and desertion weakened .
her confidence in every otherhuman being.

A fond recollection of her mother
blended itself with this train of thought,
and she felt a strohg wish to see once more,
before it passed into the hands of a stranger,
that home of joy and peace, which, asso-
ciated with this image, appeared almost
sacred in her eyes.

" On returning to the drawing-room, she
expressed this wish to Mrs, Mowbray, who,
intent upon the journey to Italy, and al-
ready. surrounded by maps, tours, and
guides, only shook her head while Ge-
raldine was speaking, and exclaimed, —

« It is not to be done, my dear child!
we must trayel, indeed, and with as much
speed as ¢ William of Deloraine, good at
need ;’ but to still fairer elimes than th'a.t
of Devonshire.”’

_She impgrted’the project to Gerdldine,
who listened to it With trembling cagérness,
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and with many apprehensions respecting
her father.

So long a journey, thus suddenly resolved
upon, convinced her that Mrs. Mowbray
had fears which she did not choose to avow.
Sometimes she fancied that secret intelli-
gence had reached her ; but her disengaged
manner, and the surprise occasioned by the
advertisement, contradicted this idea.

Geraldine could not be persuaded of the
impracticability of visiting Devonshire.
A fortnight at least must elapse, before the
preparations for their voyage could be com-
pleted, and three days surely .mightwbe
spared. '

Mrs. Mowbray objected to this needless
fatigue and waste of spirits.

«“ Why should you go, my dear ?’ said
she, ¢ you will only weep, and wail, and
feel as Eve did when she bade farewell to
the flowers of Eden. Do, pray, stay quietly
at horfie, and spare yourself all, the heart.

aches you can.” | ‘ -
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“ Oh! it would be a pleasure, a luxury
10 me, to see them once more,” exclaimed
Geraldine, pursuing the traip of her own
thoughts, unconvinced by Mrs. Mowbray’s
reasoning.

« Well, then, my dear,” returned her
aunt, ¢ it will give you an opportunity of
exercising the virtue of self-denia}, which
is one of the roads to heaven, according to
your creed and Mr. Fullarton’s. Poor
little thing,” continued she, patting her
cheek, ¢ you look as if you liked it rather
better in theory than practice; however,
don’t blush so about the matter. I do not
profess to value consistency as much as
some people. Those persons who pique
themselves upon consistency, have too
much starch and buckram to please me.
I have a perfect dread of them.” _

“ But does consistency always imply
severity of morals?”’ said Geraldine: ¢ I
think I have knewn persons consistent even
in errqr.’’ )

“Vastly well, my dear " said Mrs. Mow.'

p 6
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bray, ]I give you credit for that dexterous
hit ; but I will not accept the praise of con-
sistency, even jn this ambiguous shape. A
character for consistency, is the. most in-
convenient thing in the world. - If I ever
professed it, I should feel just like a caged
bird, the poer thing is perpetually peeping
through ¢he bars of its prison, and longing
to soar, east and west, and north and south,
but it is compelled always to utter the mo-
notonous wail, ¢ I can’t get out.””

" Geraldine, too intent upon the idea of
revisiting - Devonshire, to be amused with
Mrs. Mowbray’s wit, was silent _for a few:
minutes, and then said, — -

" « Possibly we should mect Mr. Copeland,
at West (3rove, and learn what instructions
he has lately received from my father.”

This was precisely a suggestion calcu-
lated to influence Mrs. Mowbray.

% A happy thought Geraldine,”” said she,

* it certainly would be dasirable to have

an interview with Copcland, i)efot;e we

leave England. My brother’s, ¢ John of
10
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the Scales,” must surely be well acquainted
with the state of his affairs ; and, perhaps,
with his secrets.”

Geraldine'disclaimed the idea of becom-
ing acquainted with her father’s secrets,
through such a medium.”

. “ You are very right my dear,” said ‘\lr~.
Mowbray, by all means confine ydurself'to
lawful inquiries after his health and wel-
fare, but as you are not the keeper of my
conscience, I shall teel perfectly at liberty
to cross-question him as much as 1 please.
I will mention thg scheme to Mr. Mow-
bray, and if the answer of the oracle be
favourable, we will set off for Devonghire
to-morrow.”’
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CHAP. VI.

It was with feelings of melageholy gratifi-
cation that Geraldine approached the little
village adjoining West Grove.

On an cvening like the present, calm,
still, and beautiful, she had passed through
it the last time, leaning on the arm of her
mother. The labourers, returning with
slow and wearied step from their daily toil,
bad quickened their pace, at her approach,
and bowed in silent gratitude to their be-
nefactress. The little children had ceased
their sports on the green, and run to claim
a smile from the kind lady. " The ¢ Busy
housewife’” had left her wheel, to drop a
courtgsy, and call down blessings upon her.

Maye than five ycars<had since ,passed,
but the scene was fresh as yesterday in Ge-
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raldine’s recollection. She contrasted it
sorrowfully with the present moment. As
their gay cquipage drove rapidly through
the village, the returning labourer stopped
for a moment at the sound of the carriage,
and then continued ¢ homeward to plod
his weary way.” The little children, shad-
ing their eyed from the beams of the setting
sun, stared for an instant at the carriage,
and quickly resumed their noisy sport.
She felt like an alien, amidst objects dear
and familiar.

At length they entered the well-remem-
bered gate, leading immediately to West
Grove, and casting a rapid and eager
glance around, she became silent from ex-
cess of emotion.

‘The softness of twilight was succeeding
the glow of evening; but still she conld
clearly distinguish every objeet. All were
beautiful — all unchanged. The trees, un-
der the shgde of which she had so often
playcd,estill flung” their broad arms *across
the turf in wild magnificence ; the axe had
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mot been suffered to despoil their beanty.

The groups of myrtle and flowering
shrubs, moreluxuriant than ever, -wav’ed
their tender branches in the cool even-
ing breeze; and the gadding woodbine
¢ wasted around its rich perfume.’

« And this sweet place is to pass into
the hands of a stranger !”” exclaimed Geral-
dine; ¢ Oh! if my father could have
seen it once more, surely, he would not
have parted with it for.ever.”
© « It is a strange business, indeed, my
dear,” said Mrs. Mowbray, rousing, at the
sound of her -voice, from a reverie into
which she had fallen. <« I am all impa-
tience to unravel the mystery; quite as
cager fer a sight of Mr. Copeland and his
brown wig, as Elize was for an inter-
view with her ¢ sylph bhusband;’ ‘but I
don’t know when that will happen, for “we
creep as if we had borrowed Cinderella’s
mice and pumpkin. ‘Thank Heaven I”* ex-
claiméd she, after a shoit pause, “.we arc.
within sight of the house; for this dream-
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almost sent me to sleep.”

In a few minutes the carriage stopped ;
and Geraldine, with a beating heart, fol-
lowed Mrs. Mowbray into the hall. They
made their way, among trunks and pack-
ing cases, to the library : — therg, bare
walls and empty shelves presented them-
selves : the pictures and books had disap-
peared. -

Geraldine, struck by the change, was rio_
longer able to restrain her tears.

] hope you will excuse the confusion,
Ma’am,” said the servant who conducted-
them; «but, Mr. Dawdson, the gentleman
who has bought the house,’is in such a
hurry to get'in, that we' are all quite at
sixes and sevens.”

« The estate is sold, then,” said Mrs.
Mowbray ; « and, pray, who is this Mr. Da-
vidson 2"

« A ‘great India Nabob, T ‘think they'
siy, M®am,” replied the servant.

s Rich" and *tastéless, of course;™’ ex-:
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claimed Mrs. Mowbray, turning to Geral-
dine. ¢ Mr. Copeland is here, to superin-
tend the business, I suppose?”’ continued
she, again addressing the servant.

¢ Yes, Ma’am ; but I am not certain that
he is within.”

¢ I will thank you to let him know of
our arrival, if he is to be found,” said
Mrs. Mowbray.

s The die is cast, then,”’ continued she,
as soon as the servant had quitted the
room. ¢ This will be a farewell visit at
West Grove.”

Geraldine vainly endeavoured to rally
her spirits : memory was too busy. This
room, now so forlorn and deseried, had
often been the scene of her childish sports ;
and a thousand times resounded with her
laughing voice. Her mother’s work-tgble,
by the side of which she had so often sta-
tioned herself, stood in its accustomed
plaee‘ near it was the foot-stocl on which
shefsat.to lisp her early’lessons. She re-
membered the smile of .ineffable tender-
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ness with which those lessons had been
listened to; the sweet caress that fol-
lowed ; and, as the tears trickled down her
checks, longed to be a child again.

The entrance of the servant with tea
interrupted her mournful musings. He
informed Mrs. Mowbray that Mr., Cope-
land was arranging some business at a
farm five miles distant, and would not be
at West Grove till the mornifig.

Until the.morning, then, Mrs. Mowbray
was reluctantly compelled to wait; and
while she was closeted with Mr. Copeland,
Geraldine found her way to her mother’s
dressing-room ; and again, the most affect-
ing recollections filled her mind. There,
with her little hands fondly clasped in
those of her mother, had her morning and
evening devotions been paid ; there, many
a fervent prayer had been offered up for
her temporal and eternal happiness, and
many a holy’lesson sweetly taught.

From' the dressing-room she wandered
through the housg,and grounds ; and from
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thence to the village, lingering in every
favourite spot, 'and looking, even at the most
common: obJecfs, with that peculiar interest
which is felt when we are about to part
with them for ever.

She visited the school which had been
established by Mrs. Beresford, the cottages
which had so often been cheered by her
bounty. Every where some proofs of her
active and judicious benevolence presented
themselves. Industry had been encou-
raged, ignorance enlightened, disease miti-
gated, affliction soothed.

Geraldine knew that these effects could
not have arisen from the operation of
casual impulse, and occasional feeling; and
the principle to which they might be traced
became every hour more precious in her
estimation. ‘

. Mrs. Mowbray appea.red anxious to set
off a4s soon as her conference with Mr.
Copeland had ended. She hatl ascertained
that"™Mr. Beresford’s “expendlture during
"the last eighteen monthy had considerably
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exceeded his income; Mr. Copeland had
ventured to lay before him the state of
affairs, and to propose certiiin retrench-
ments; he received in return only more
urgent commands for remittances, and an
order for the immediate sale of the West
Grove estate : and that a confidential mes-
senger was now on his way to Florence
with the sum thus produced. Mr. Cope-
land concluded by saying that Mr. Beres-
ford had parted with all his disposable pro-
perty, .and- that his embarrassments must
become formidable if a plan of retrench-
ment were not speedily adopted.

“ Our measures must be prompt and
decisive, Geraldine,” said Mrs. Mowbray,
when she had listened to this detafl; «if
we can persuade your father to return im-
mediately to England, all may yet bg well.
I dare say we have ingenuity enough to
break- the rosy fetters that detain him in
le)’e”

« Itds an office’of so delicate a natare,”
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returned Geraldine, ¢ that I feel reluctant
to engage in it.”’

« I may**perhaps be mistaken,” said
Mrs. Mowbray ; ¢ there are several other
ways of dissipating a good fortune, which
he may have chosen. He may be ex-
changing his good English gold for bas-
reliefs,” and broken cornices; for pictures
of saints, and statues of goddesses; but if
he be spell-bound by a wicked enchantress,
we must busy ourselves in prepaung some
counter-charm.”

Geraldine thought it sacrilege to her
mother’s memory to admit such a suspicion;
and yet a secret fear lurking in her heart
induced her to ponder upon the best mode
of conduct to be adopted.

She had long ceased to place implicit
coufidence in ‘Mrs. Mowbray’s judgment.
She disdained the by-ways and crooked
policy familiar to that lady, believing the
sunple truth, that he only who, walketh
uprightly, walketh surefy.’

Even if Mrs. Mowbray 8 suspicions were
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well founded, she doubted whether it would
be right to dive into her father’s secrets,
and intrude unbidden into }is presence.
She stated these objections to Mrs. Mow-
bray with all the energy and simplicity of
truth, and they were opposed with all the
ingenuity of sophistry.

The voyage to Italy was resolved® upon ;
and’ Mrs. Mowbray had only one regret, —
that Montague was too distafit to be their
escort. '
¢« Mr. Mowbray has resolved not to go,”
said she ; “and, indeed, I am not very anx-
ious to press him into the service. He is
the most tiresome travellmg companion
on earth, for he has seen every thing under
the sun, or at least, every thing that he de-
sires to see ; and always posts on as if life
and death depended on our reaching the
Black Lion, or White Hart at a given mos
ment. J don’t beheve he would go three
paces out of ¢his road for a laurel-leaf f’rom
Virgil’s tomb, or a‘branch of bhakspea‘re s
mulberry-tree ; so we have not much to re- -
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gret in him : but where to find a substitute
just at this moment, I know not.”

This difficulty, however, did not prove in-
surmountable. The subject being dis-
cussed in Mr. Fullarton’s presence, he la-
mented that his own feeble health prevented
his taking a journey which must be neces-
sarily fapid ; but proposed that the ladies
should accept the protection of Mr. Mait-
land, whom, he felt assured, would be
happy to supply Montague’s place, as far
as his place could be supplied.

This proposition was gladly acceded to
by Mrs. Mowbray, and highly agreeable to
Geraldine. She had the utmost confidence
in Mr. Maitland’s judgment; and as the
friend’ of Montague, felt privileged to con-
sult him upon any point in which her own
was insufficient.
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CHAP. VII.

Previous tgth'eir leaving Englaid, Ge-
raldine had a brief interview with Fanny-
She .found Mr. Spenser, as usual, absent 3
and Fanny distributing her smiles and wit
amongst an idle, gay, licentious circle.
Her manner, always lightsand careless,
had now acquired a freedom which terrified
Geraldine. . She was surrounded by ad-
mirers openly contending for her favour,
who .met neither .with. reproof ner dis-
couragement. . Among these, Sir Henry
Ireton, a young baronet.of dissipated
habits, and fascinating manners, appeared
the most prominent. The rest were toler-
ated ; he wag distinguished. The attefitions
of other young nen were received-as a
tribute ; his seemed to be enjoyed as a.
VOL. III. E )
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privilege. Confidential whispers, and an-
swering glances passed between them.
Geraldine felt sick at heart as she bade

her farcwell. She was sporting like a
playful child on the brink of a precipice,
unconscious or heedless of danger ; and no
friendly.hand appeared to guide or rescue
her. i

© ¢« Shall I not make one eflort,” said Ge-
raldine, shuddering at the picture which
presented itself to her mind ; ¢ but, alas!
in what language, to which she will listen,
can I address ' her.”” She snatched a pen,
and with a rapid and trembling hand,
wrote the following letter.

. ¢ To Mrs. Spenser.

« QOur short interview, yesterday, my
dear Fanny, left so distressing an impres-
sion on my mind, that I cannot leave Eng-
land without venturing to expestulate
with you on the system of conduct you are
pursting : pardon the fteedom of ‘the ex-
Pression ; my time is too limited, and my
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heart too full, to allow of fastidiousness in
the choice of words; I musf speak plainly.

« I recollect and fecl the peculiar trials of
your domestic life. I ncver think of them
without deep and painful sympathy; but,
were they ten times as keen and aggra-
vated as they now are, I should implore
you to recntember that there are woes, to
which, even yours would appcar light as
air.

¢« Can the sorrows inflicted by the caprice,
or negligence of a beloved object be for a
moment compared with the pangs arising
from wounded fame, from conscious guilt,
trom self-inflicted degradation? You are
not formed to endure patiently the look of
scorn, the smile of triumph, the cold con-
tempt of the world.

« Forgive my fears, forgi¥e the expression
of them. Belicve that nothing but the
sincerest affectign could have extortgd it.

¢« My dedr, dear, Fanny, do not thrqw this
letter ‘aside witl the playful wilfulness
which I have so often witnessed. Oh!

E* 2
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that I knew of any language that would
affect your heart.

« I might hive urged considerations far
morc awful and authoritative, than those
to which I have “alluded ; I might have
spoken of consolations which can soothe
the decpest misery, and shed a softcning
beam over the darkest hour. But you
would have listened with impatience. I
can only hope that a day may come, when
they will have their full effect.

« I once more conjure you, for your own
sake, for that of your dear child, and for
the sake of all whe love you; to consider
the many blessings which still surround
you ; to endure with resignation and dig-
nity the %evils of your lot ; and not, by vain
attempts to escape or resent them, plunge
yodrself into JRopeless, and irretricvable

misery.
“ Accept, my dear ]:anny, the kindest
and best wishes of .

¢« Yourtaftectionate
¢« (ERALDINE.”
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The next morning, a note was put into
her hands, the contents of'which were as
follows : —

¢ To Miss Beresford.

« How am I to answer your eloquent
letter, my dear Geraldine. Shall I resent
your fears,.and tell you that you might as
well have trembled for that peerless lady
who withstood the wiles of Comus? Shall
1 descant upon the dignity of virtue, and
my own high sense of honour? or shall I
confess, that retaliation would be sweet to
an outraged heart; that] there are mo-
ments, in which I feel so reckless and des-
perate, that your fears and forebodings,
may possibly be verified.

¢ I did not hastily throw your letter aside :
for a moment, it occasiomed an exquisite
pain at my heart; but the pang is over.

¢ I make no promises ; any thmg is better
than wearing away life, in s1lent endur-
ance.® If one s§heme of happiness fa:ls, is
it not wise to try another? Is it not better

+E 8
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to chase a butterfly from bush to bush,
and flower to flower, or to pursue a smiling
phantom, tharf to sit and pine in sullen
discontent ?

¢ I might have dissembled with you ; but
your earnest, candid letter, deserved at
least a candid answer.

« Farewell ; I wish that in your voyage to
Italy, and in the voyage of life, you may
meet only with soft gales and smooth seas
my. bark is toiling through stormy waves,
béneath a cloudy sky; but I would rather
suffer shivwreck at once, amidst rocks and
whirlpoous, than be left, like Ariadne, to
waste my life in wearisome loneliness.

¢«¢ Believe, dear Geraldine, that whether
erring or prudent, happy or wrefched, I
shall always be

¢ Your affectionate
¢ FanNy.”

Gertildine’s fears were rather inc;'eased
than allayed by this lettef Never had she
felt so forcibly, or lamented so keenly, the



GERALDINE, 79

fatal defects of Fanny’s education and ha-
bits: never had she been so fully sensible
of the inestimable value of those principles,
the fruits of which are gentleness, patience,
and long-suffering.

Of Mr. Spenser, indeed, she could not
think without indignation, and she medi-
tated upon his inexcusable condfict, and
the faults and failings of lovers and hus-
bands, till her thoughts insensibly wandered
to Montague. She shuddered at the idea
that the defects of his-character, in some
degree, resembled those of Mr. Spenser ;
and resolved, however severe the internal
conflict she might enduré, however dreary.
and desolate the path of life might appear,
never to become his wife, if he again gave
her reason to doubt the stability of his af-
fections. . .

It became her most anxious wish, to see
his conduct regulated by pure Christlan
principles,, that” they might be united, not
only by the tendgr bonds of love, but.in one
faith, and one h’pe. i

E 4
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CHAP. VIIIL

Ix a few days all preparations werc com-
pleted, and they embarked for Italy in a
vessel bound immediately to Leghorn.

The voyage, though a favourable one,
appeared indescribably tedious to Mrs.
Mowbray, who declared, that she quite
agreed with Dr. Johnson, in defining a
ship to be a prison, in which is incurred
the risk of being drowned ; that, for her
part, she never desired to behold the sea
again, except from a viranda at some
fashionable bathing place ; and, as to its
magnificence and sublimity, they did vastly
well to think and talk of, but nothing could
be more tiresome or monoténous.

To .Geraldine, the voynge had not ap-
peared insupportably tegi\:us. Mr. Mait-
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land’s conversation had afforded her a rich
and constant resource ; and she could not
regret the opportunity, thus afforded her,
of becoming more intimate with his cha-
racter. Its admirable consistency excited
a feeling of affectionate respect. Without
any ostentation of piety, without any re-
pulsive solemnity of manner, he ngver for-
got, the great cause to which he had de-
voted himself': and amidst his various and
delightful attainments, piety always ap-
peared conspicuous and pre-eminent.

To the eye of taste, nature in all her
beautiful variety, presents a delightful pic-
ture ; but her loveliness excites a far more
touching and sacred cmotion, when con-
templated by a mind in which refinegd taste
and devotional habits arc happily blended :
to such a mind, the magnificent spectacle
of the ocean is something more than a
show to be gazed at for a moment and foi-
gotten3 when ssleeping in caln beauty
beneath, the mornjng beam, it whispers a
tale of mer'cy; wjen rising in majedty and

EJS
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-

grandeur with the freshening gale, it tells
of mighty and resistless power, and lcads
the devout spirit to communion with Him,
whose ¢way is in the deep, whose path is
in the great waters, and whose footsteps
are not known.’

Many such emotions had Geraldine felt
while contemplating, with Mr. Maitland,
that ¢ glorious mirror,” that ¢decp and
dark blue ocean, boundless, endless, and
sublime ; the image of eternity,” and
though she rejoiced with Mrs. Mowbray
in their safe arrival, she dwelt upon the re-
collection of their voyage with feelings of
pleasurc and gratitude.

- Being anxious to reach Florence as soon
as possible, the party left Leghorn the fol-
lowing morning, and proceeded with the
utmost expedition to Florence.

* Geraldine’s heart beat with strong agd
varying emotions, as they approached this
beautiful city, It was not its enchanting
vale, -glowing beneath the beams of a set-
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ting sun; its orchards and groves smiling in
rural beauty ; its far-famed river, the theme
of many a bewitching strainy that occupied
her thoughts; her eye wandered over these
objects, scarcely scnsible of their charms.
She could think only of her father; her
imagination was busy in picturing their
approaching interview ; and feekings, at
once, timid, tender, and anxious, filled her
heart to overflowing.

On arriving at the inn where they were
to pass the night, Mrs. Mowbray made
some cnquiries, by which she ascertaimed
that Mr. Beresford resided in a villa at a
short distance from the town. The master
of the house said, that he had the honour
of receiving him on his arrival at IJorence,
and that he had remained at his house
until he hired the villa which he now oc-
cupied. Mrs. Mowbray desired to know
if a messenger could be sent thither that
night’; and onswreceiving an answen in the
affirmgtive, wrote the following billet to
Mr. Beresford.

E 6
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« My dear brother ;

“ You will fancy yourself in a dream
when you seg from whence this note is
dated ; but nothing can be more certain
than that I am at this moment in Florence,
and that Geraldine is by my side.

¢ The motive of our journey 1 will not
now explain: I will only add, that if you
feel half the anxiety for an interview that
we do, you will be with us at the dawn of
day. Adieu, till we meet.

% GEORGIANA MowBRAY.”

Geraldine passed a restless night, and
rose at day—break in the fond hope of soon
embracing her father. She waited with
tolerable patience, though with a secret
feeling of mortification, till summoned to
breakfast ; but when the silent meal was
finished, and no note or message arrived,
het restlessness became uncontrollable.
She walked up and down the room listen-
ing with breathless eagerness to éver).' little
noise, fancying that evely distant sound
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announced her father’s approach, — that
every footstep was his; but vainly she look-
ed, — vainly she listened. -

Four tedious hours passed away, and the
eagerness of cxpectation was blended with
the most acute and painful disappointment.
Her agitation was, at length, in some de-
gree calmed by Mrs. Mowbray’s suggest-
ing that probably Mr. Beresford was from
home. She eagerly caught the consoling
idea, and by constant recurrence to it, the
evening passed off with tolerable tranquil-
lity.

Another note was dispatched by Mrs,
Mowbray the following morning, with in-
structions to the messenger to wait for an
answer. .

Geraldine made a strong effort to com-
mand her feelings, to be reasonable and
patient till his return ; but the time of his
absence appeared insupportably tedious.
She lodked at her watch every five minutes,
fancied, th?.t it hasl stopped, listened.to it,
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—looked again, — and became every mo-
ment more tremuleus and agitated.

In about three hours thc servant re-
turned, and dclivered a note to Mrs. Mow-
bray. It was in a female hand, and con-
tained the following words : —

¢« Madam,

« The urgent desire of your messenger
for an answer to the letter of which he has
this morning been the bearer, has compelled
me to open it, though addressed to Mr.
Beresford; and I am deeply grieved to
communicate the afllicting intelligence, that
he is at this moment very dangerously ill,
and unable to rise from his bed: conse-
quently the interview you request cannot
possibly take place. I have the honour to
be, Madam,

"« Your most obedient Servant,
« “ LAUrRA BEREsFORD.”

. Gemldine, pale and trembling with emo-
tion, dixed her eyes 02 Mrs. Mowbray
whilst she read this nott; and observing



GERALDINE. 87 .

the rapid changes of her countenance, in-
treated in a voice almost inarticulate, with
terror and agitation, to hear its contents.

¢t They are of a distressing nature,indeed,
my dear,” said Mrs. Mowbray, with her
eyes still fixed on the signature; < but we
must hope for.the best.” ’

Geraldine sunk on a chair; and, vnable to
speak, could only stretch out her hand for
the letter.

 Your tather is’ill, my dear,” continued
Mrs. Mowbray, still retaining the letter,
and folding it up as she spoke ; “and I am
not certain that we can be admitted to him
to day.”

¢ Not admitted,” rcpeated Geraldine,
the most dreadful apprehensions crowding
into her heart ; «— then he isdying ; he is
dead,” " exclaimed she, shuddering with
horror, and shaking in every limb.

Mrs. Mowbray endeavoured to soothe and
comfort her, by an earnest assurance that
her fears were without foundation.

« If heis still J!ive,” said Geraldine, start-
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ing up, and speaking in a tone of recovered
energy; “mno consideration on earth shall
keep me an hour longer from his bedside.
‘Who can have the right to cxclude me?
surely no onc will refuse me the mournful
privilege of watching by my father.”

She urged Mrs. Mowbray to order the
carriage' immediately, and hastecned away
to make the preparations that were neces-
sary.

¢ What is to be done,” said Mrs. Mow-
bray, turning to Mr. Maitland, and put-
ting the letter into his hand, as Geraldine
quitted the room ; < this poor child has no
suspicion of the formidable rival she has to
encounter. I always suspected that there
‘was a mistress in the wood; but if this
‘be not a usurpation of the style and title
of Beresford, affairs are in a more des:
perate state than Ifpprehended.”

¢ However distressing an interview with
this pewson may be,” said “Mr. Maitland,
deeply concerned for Geraldine, ¢ I think
it should' take place immiediately. Miss

15 .
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Beresford ought certainly to be allowed the
privilege she so earnestly desires: it will
be some relief to her feelings; and in the
performance of this painful duty, she will,
I trust, find & degree of consolation.”

« Tt is very likely,” said Mrs. Mowbray,
after musing over the letter for some mi-
nutes, ¢ that she may be only Mrs: Beres-
ford, by courtesy; and that there is some
finesse in this account of my brother’s ill-
ness. These sort of people arc as full of
stratagems as a prime-minister ; and if she
‘be only a sultana for the time being, she
is trembling, I suppose, lest our arrival
should precipitate the decline and fall of
her empire.” '

Mr. Maitland, who thought thi8 con-
jectural reasoning very unsatisfactory, pro-
posed ordering the carriage immediately ;
and Mrs. Mowbray, rejdfting in her own
sagacity, and persuading herself that the
account of her brother’s illness was a stroke
of desperate poligy, to retard or prévent
their meeting, deg;red that she was quite.
willing to storm the castle, if necessary.
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Geraldine, on her return to the room,
felt astonished at the renewed cheerfilness
of her voice and manner. :

“¢« Do not distress yourself so much, my
dear,” said she; ¢ I really hope there is
no reason for it : you know I always hinted
that there was alady in the casc—an en-
chantress, of course, as wary and wily as
any of her sisterhood : let this hint console
you.. We shall soon see,”” added she, as
they stepped into the carriage, ¢ what form
she will think proper to assume ,— whether
we shall have an Armida to resist, or a dra-
gon to combat.”’’

" Geraldine felt rather bewildered than
consoled, by Mrs. Mowbray’s hints; but
she derived more support from the words of
kind encouragement, and the quict atten-
tions offered by lgr. Maitland, during thei‘r
ride. Involuntarily she caught his arm, as
the cgrriage stopped, and,clung to him for
support, in the trying scenes” which she
anticipated.
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CHAP. IX.

Arx any other moment the magnificent ap-
pearance of the villa, and its beautifgl situ-
ation, would have fixed Geraldine’s atten-
tion; but at present totally insensible to
the charms, cither of nature or art; she
crossed a hall adorned with exquisite sta-
tues, and entercd a saloon_hung with the
finest paintings, without perceiving either.
Mr. Maitland led her to a sofa, endea-
vouring to fortify her mind, and to sliggest
ideas of hope and comfort. :
They had been seated only a few minutes,
when the door ‘was throwit open, and a.lady
of a tall and commanding figure entered the
room, and advanced to meet them. A §1ight
shade of sadness mjight be traced upon her
brow ; but her step was firm, and her man--
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ner unembarrassed. As she approached, Ge-
raldine’s heart beat with dreadful violence ;
she made an attempt to speak, but could
not articulate a single word.

Mrs. Mowbray, who never for a moment
lost her self-possession, returned the stran-
ger’s salutation with ease and grace ; pro-
fessed that she was sorry o intrude on herso .
abruptly ; but that the afflicting intelligence
shehad communicated, rendered themrather
more than less desirous of sceing Mr. Be-
resford immediately; and that she pre-
sumed no opposition could be made to so
reasonable a request. .

The lady replied, that Mr. Beresford was
becoming rapidly worse ; and that she did
not think his physicians would consent to
the interview.

Atthis intelligence, Geraldine, in anagony
of grief, earnestl§ intreated’ for immediste
admission to her father. The stranger ap-
peared to be touched with sywmpathy, and
the p'hxsicians, who werefin atterdance, were

.summoned. .They had ;gitted their patient,
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and expressed a hope that the young lady
would spare hersclf the shock of seeing him
in hi¢® present state. They acknowledged
that it would not be injurious to Mr.
Beresford ; for they were sorry to say that
he was now incapable of recognizing any
one.

Geraldine’s grief became every moment
more intensc ; but she reiterated her re-
quest, and was at length conducted to her
father’s apartment.

She paused a moment on entcring the
chamber, terrificd at the profound stillness
which pervaded it; — this stillness was
quickly interrupted by a low and feeble
groan. With desperate eagerness Geral-
dine approached the bed, and beheld the
convulsed and dying countenance of her
father. A woman, apparently a nurse, was
supporting his head with o hand, and with,
the other wiping the dews of death from
his forehead.

In unatterable agony she threw herself
on her knees by the bed-side, and clasped
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the cold and clammy hand which lay
extended before her. Another interval of
silence, broken only by her own *sobs,
succeeded. In a few minutes she felt her
hand grasped with violence ; — she looked
up ;—alas ! it was not the tender clasp of re-
cognition, but the clench of sudden agony.
The last fearful struggle was over — death
had claimed his victim.

In speechless horror Geraldine remained
kneeling by the bed-side, till gently raised.
and led away by Mrs. Mowbray and the
attendants. She yielded, without resist-
ance, to their wishes; no word escaped
her lips; her death-like paleness, and the
convulsive shuddering which shook her
framé:, alone betraying the intensity of her
feelings.

During many successive days she strug;
gled in vain to meet this blow with humble
resignation; her own efforts, and the
soothing attentions of those“around her,
were equally unavailing.  The shock had
been too great; the dying countenance of
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her father was incessantly present to her;
she still felt the last rigid, convulsive
grasp of his hand.’

Such entire possession had this image
taken of her mind, that the scenes and dis-
closures which followed seemed scarcely
to rouse or intercst ber.

Upon Mrs. Mowbray they produced a
very different effect. She had, indeed, felt
both shocked and grieved at the unexpected
“death of Mr. Beresford : but when the first
burst of natural fecling had subsided, Mshe
found so much to hear, to wonder at, and
to relate, that little leisure remained for the
indulgence of grief.

A few lines, hastily written by Mr. Mait-
land, had been inmediately forwarded to
Mr. Mowbray ; and about a fortnight after
the death of her brother he received the
following letter from his lady : — - .

« To H. Mowbray, Esq.

« You'are by th 's time acquainted with
the sad event whicl has occurred since our
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arrival in' Florence; and you will- easily
imagine all ye have felt and suffered -on
this melancholy occasion.

- ¢ I do not¥know whether Mr. M.m;}imd
entered into any detail: perhaps he has
already told you that my brother was ill
-only three days; he was seized with a fit of
«apople:\'y, which, though not instantly
fatal, Teft no hope of recovery ; and expired
half .an hour after we reached his house.

- ¢ QGeraldine is still overwhelmed with
afffiction ; and, indeed, if I had net happily
been born before © nerves were invented,’
I do not know how I should have sustained
the shock. '

¢ His death is not the sole misfortune
we havelto lament: sooner or later ‘we
leafn to reconcile.ourselves to losses of this
nature ; but how we are to become recon-
tiled to the strange revolution that Nas
takep place 1 know not. - My heart really
ac}lgs “for Geraldine: fortune, imone of her:
capricious moods, has gompletely reversed

her - fate. - Thipimistress, whom, even as a
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mistress, I wished at the ¢ farthest verge of
the green earth,” proves to be a lawful
wedded wife ; and, what is still more ter-
rible, is the mother of a fir son, whom
you might mistake for an infant Hercules.

« By what successful manceuvre the
marriage was accomplished I have not yet
learned : that it has actually taken place is
too certain. I resisted conviction with
desperate pertinacity for some time ; but an
interview with the Catholic priest and
Protestant clergyman, who performed the
marriage ceremony, have left me without a
shadow of hope.

« My brother died without a will : the
estate, of course, devolves upon his_son;
and his fortune, thanks to the mgemous
extravagance of this ¢ foreign wonder,’ is
reduced to a complete wreck. All Geral.
dine’s worldly wealth is now comprised i
ber mother’s jointure; a very poor gfair
indeed — not more than two hundred
a-year. ’

“ What a fine theme this reverse will

VOL. IiI. '
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afford to those who love to prose and
moralise. I think I can hear all the com-
mon-place remarks that will be made upon
the changes and chances of this mortal
life.

¢« Mr. Maitland is one of those religious
alchymists who pretend to extract gold
from thie most unpromising materials.

¢ I do not know how his eloquence may
succeed with Geraldine; but it will certainly
fail to convince me that bitter is sweet, and
sweet bitter. ' '

¢ I shall return from this luckless expe-
dition as soon 'as Geraldine is well enough
to travel, whlch I hope, will be in a few
days; and, till then, I reserve all descrip-
tions and discussions. .

« I never, in my life, longed more for
the sight of my own fire-side ; so impatient
atm I to talk over with you the causes and
céﬁngquences of this disastrous digcovery.
Adieu, £ill we meet.

« Your affectionate
g ‘e MowsRay.”
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CHAP. X.

Thue train of circumstances which had
terminated in the union so much deplored
by Mrs. Mowbray, was by no means fully
understood by that lady ; and of far too
intricate and delicate a nature to be com-
pressed into the compass of a letter.

Mr. Beresford, on his arrival at Florence,
had intended, after remaining there a few
weeks, to return to England. Travelling
had ceased to please him; the ®est of
novelty was over, and the quiet joys of
home, when contrasted with the wandering
and solitary life he had lately led, pge-
sented themselves in softer and more
attractive cglours. Still, melancholy"recol-
lectiong mmgled with this feeling; ad, in
recalling the tiesand endearments of home,

r 2
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he felt more "keenly sensible df Wre va-
cuum which death had occasionéd there.
To escapé as much as possible from these
depressing thotights, he busied himself
with the many beautiful specimens of the
fine arts to be found in Florence ; and de-
terminect to enrich his collection of paint-
ings, by purchasing good copies of the
finest subjects in the Florentine gallery.
For this purpose, he was introduced to
Signor Morelli, an artist of eminence,
who begged leave to show him some va-
luable specimens of the old masters in his
owR possession. *

Mr. Beresford accepted the invitation,
and aceompanied him to.his house. As
they entered a_saloon, hung with exquisite
peintings, a lady whom Signor Morelli
slightly named, rose, 'and with’'a
hpw 1 M:l.éa eresford, immediately rwith-

as the interview had beer, it

h‘barchab ed Him to discover, that her fide
wad ,‘sguré ‘Were éxtremely beuitiftl ;.oand -
whilst Signor. Morelli wa3 descanting on
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the matchless perfectipny of , Titiag .and
Claude, his eyes wese often, turned towards
the door, in expactation that the lady wonid
re-appears The hope, however, was not
realised;- she cnnt;gued invisible, and 1&@:
Beresford took, his leave with a vague and,
indefinable feeling of curiosity, ;‘gspgchqg
the fair phantom,

In a few days he repeated his visit to
Signor Morelli, and had again a transient
vigw of the lady, His curiosity was rather
stimplgted, than. satisfied ; for on express-
ing.a foar that he disturbed her, she replied
with the utmost grace and facility in En-
glish. Struck with the circumstance, and
determined, if posmble, to learn her h;sﬁoxy,
he made some enguiries of an acgnaintance
in Florence, by which he ascertained, that
the beautiful yonng woman, whe had thus
excited his gdmiration, filled the honduy-
able sstation ek mistzes o, Signer Morelli.
Upen. hearinc this secount, M, Bergsford’s

f qurigsity: heeama. mﬂglsd.wh DikY -and
¥y
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surprise, and these feelings were increased
by every succeeding interview.

~'Signor Morelli courted his acquaintance
with peculiar assiduity; he had frequent
opportunities of contemplating the lady,
and felt more inclined to soothe than to
condemn her. There was an air of mo-
desty diffused over her whole person ; a
downcast, timid, retiring manner, which
seemed incompatible with the state of mo-
ral degradation in which she lived. Invo-
luntarily, Mr. Beresford trcated her with
a degree of respect, which she appeared
to receive as an unmerited kindness, claim-
ing the deepest gratitude. Any allusion,
however, remote, that could be applied to
her situation, seemed to rive her heart with
anguish.

This suﬁ'ermg consciousness, this shrink-
ing “sensibility, united with exquisite beau- .
ty, awakened a powerful mterest it the
heart of Mr. Beresford. He compas-
sionated the early fall of abeing so richly
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gifted by nature: daily intercourse was
gradually established betw&en them, and
hour after hour, and day after day, ghded
away in her society.

The tale of her early life was unfolded
with a modesty so bewitching, an air of
penitence so exquisitely becomihg, that
Mr. Beresford gazed, with the blended
pity and admiration which is felt on" con-:
templating the fine portralt of a Mag-
dalen.

Her mother, an English lady, had died
when she was only in her twelfth year ; and
at the early age of fifteen, she had been in-
duced, by the seductive blandishments of
Signor Morelli, to take refuge in hig house
from poverty and privation,” She hinted,
that the tyranny of a harsh and unprinci-
pled father had iirged her to the rash step
which now filled her mind with the bitterest
regref. She had for ever forfeitdd her
place ipy ‘sociéty, and must wear away her
life a prey to segret- rémorse and " ‘anguish.
Her beautiful eyes were turned upon Mr.

F 4
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Beresford, at the conclusion of this little
hlstory ; and he endeavoured, with all the
éloquence he possessed, to reconcile the
lady to herself. She seemed fully sensnble
of his kindness, and tenderly grateful for
it ; but he had great difficulty in convinc-
ing her, thit he was not actuated by mere
compassion ; and she alluded, with a pathos
the most touching, to the time when she
might have won his admiration,” instead of
exciting his pity.

This was a point not easily settled : Mr.
Beresford’s assurances became more elo-
quent and tender. The fair Laura listened
with downcast looks, and fervent expres-
sions of gratitude ; she shuddered when-
ever his return to England was mentioned ;
and though apparently too. humble to ex-
postulate, ' Mr. Beresford found the ,lan-
guage of her pleading ‘eyes absolutely re-
sistless. )

It has been said, that ¢ the words of love
sleep in the ear that i i too dull to compre-

‘hend its silence.’
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Mr. Beresford was not thus dull ; he per-
fectly compxehended the silence of his, fair
friend, and he had attained preqxsqu the
sober age, at which it isnot a little ﬂagtg.gmg
to the vanity of man, to excite an interest
in the heart of a young and lovely woman.

~ He did not, however, yield thhqut a
struggle : to restore Laura to the prwlleges
she had forfeited, he felt to be impossible ;
and reasoning wisely upon the cruelty of
entangling her in a hopeless attachment,
he resolved to pay her a farewell visit, and
announce his intention of returning imme-
diately to England. -

On entering the room where she u.mally
sat, he found that he could not have chosen
a more inauspicious moment for the ac-
complishment of his purpog@." W e

The .lgdy was in, a state. of ag;tauou,
which his plesence appeared to incresse
Almost to distraction. Imagining that she
had. dxvmed his mtentu)us, and flattered by
thls c'(eess,iof tendcmess, he addreasaﬂ}m

in" the most sodthmg ]anguagv&. ,Lmy;a
Fed



106 GERALDINE.

covered her face with both hands, and for
some time her gobs alone were audible. As
her agitation. subsided, the meost delicate
embarrassment was visible on her counte-
nance ; her mind seemed labouring with
some terrible secret which she could not
conceal, and-feared to unfold. Mr. Beres-
tord ténderly conjured her to confide in him
without hesitation ; and after a struggle of’
feeling, apparently amounting to torture,
she placed in his hand a letter, which had
just been delivered to her from Signor
Morelli.

In terms the most harsh and insulting,
he declared it to be his fixed resolution
never to sce her more, and commanded her
to leave his house at the expiration of three
days. He alluded with barbarous irony to
her attachment to Mr. Beresford, avowing
that he willingly left the worthless prize to
his rival: that he was alread_y on his road
to Rome, whither he meant to remove ;
¥nd that he had let the villa she occupied

to a friend, who would fake possession of
it in thiee days. wooe
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‘The result of this confidential communi.
cation may be easily conceiyed. ‘Mr. Beres-
ford believed himself bound by every tie
of honour and compassion to protect the
deserted Laura; and after a few hours
passed in combating the delicate scruples of
the lady, which were, however, mingled
with many a tender and gratifying’acknow-
ledgement, she was prevailed upon to ac-
cept his protection.

»B
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CHAP. XI

Ssvmur. months elapsed, marked only by
devoted gratitude on the part of Laura,
and increasing affection on that of Mr.
Beresford. She appeared to live only for
him, and his taste and feelings were the
stadard by which every look and word
were regulated.

He was particularly touched by her con-
duet whenever letters arrived from Eng-
land.” She expressed no curiosity, made
no comment; but the liveliest alarm was
painted on her countenancc, and she clung
“to him with a trembling fondness, witich
betrayed all her fears and feelings.

It was not in Mr. Beresford’s nature to
resist such tenderness, and be earefully

- dvoided all allusion to England, and to the
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ties which might oblige him to return
thither. '

Laura’s claim to his affectionate atten-
tions acquired every day new force. She
was likely to become a mather, and this
circumstance appeared to have a most de-
pressing effect upon her spirits. Mr. Be-
resford, frequently surprised her in tears,
at his approach she wiped them hastily
away, and endeavourgd to smile; but,
¢« grief seemed heavy at her heart.” In
vain did he ‘conjure her to disclose the
cause of her disquictude ; -she continued to
preserve a mournful silence.

As the period of ber expected confine-
ment drew near, this gloom, amounted to
despondency. She sccluded herseif en-
tirely from company, receiving only the
visits of her spiritual director, a catholic
priest, with whom she frequently remained
clmeted for hours. After these 1nterv1ews,
she usuallyeapp ared in a state of absolute
despair: amidst all this, the most passwnate
stenderness for M«. Beresford, was still dis.



110 GERALDINE.

coverable. Trembling for her ‘health, he
again-and again entreated her to open her
heart unreservedly ; but this request was
always answered by a flood of tears. At
length-she entreated his. permission to pass
a few "iiaj's with -an old friend, at a short
distance from Florence ; and he consented,
in -the "hope that the change might be be-
neficial.

« This short -separation, though made at
her -own request, appeared agonising to
Laura: and Mr. Beresford, surprised at
the extreme agitation of her spirits, placed
her in the carriage, with a thousand tender
injunctions and assurances. The day suc-
ceedmg that of her departure he recewed
the following letter :

“ T Mr, Beresford.

« The moment I have so long dreaded
is pagt ; the terrible struggle i§ over, and 1
havé -parted for ever withr the generous
friend and protector, for whom'I woiild
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with transport have laid down my life.
Oh! with what terror have I contemplated
this fearful separation : so much do:I-leve
you, that deaf, to the voiee of religion, and
the clamorous reproaches of conscience,
I would still cling to a life of -sin and
shame for the dear privilege of pase.mg it
with you. Iet me not dwell upon the hap-
piness I relinquish, but let me lay before
you the reasons which have been sufli-
ciently powerful to produce this sacrifice ;
thmigh, alas! reason cannot recouncile, nor
will time console me under it. .

¢« When first I discovered the probability
of my becoming a mother, the idea filled
my heart with joy. I thought only of the
endearing tie it would form betweeh us;
of the new claim that it would give me, on
such a heart as yours: but too soon did
reflection chase away these hopes.

“ Nq fullacy ca.n conceal from me, that
weak and fwail as I have proved myself' 1
must, as a mother, be the most wretched of
human beings., With the love of virtue.
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glowing in my heart, with its precepts on
my lips, 1 shall be a mark for the finger of
‘scorn ; and the tale of my dishonour will
reach the ear and heart of my child. Let
‘me then, by one great sacrifice, save my-
“self from the shame and misery which must
be the portion of a mother who owns not
the satred title of wife.

-« My plans are decided. If it be the
. will of God that I should become the mo-
ther of a living child, it shall be placed
under, your care soon after its birth ; and
if your wretched Laura survives, she will
pass the remnant of her miserable life
-within the walls of a convent, in penitence
for her past sins, and in prayers for your
future happiness. Oh! let it not be dis-
turbcd by too tender a recollection of me.
So well am I acquainted with the gencrosity
of your naturc, that T know you will be
stmn‘gly tempted to offer me a légal claim
to your name. Had I listened to the ad-
vice of my friends, and the gommands of
my confessor, I shouM ‘long ago bave
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availed myself of the comman artifices of
my sex, and with prayers and tears urged
this request ; but I have too high a sense of
your excellence and dignity, even to form
such a wish. No! the woman who is thus
honoured should: unite a spotless and un-
polluted name, to the unspeakalfle ten-
derness of your unfortunate, but devoted
¢ LAuRa.
«P. S. Iconjure you not to follow me
to my retreat. Do not, by kind but fruit-
less opposition, render my sad task.impos-
sible instead of difficult.”

Though Laura conjured Mr. Beresford
not to follow her to the retreat she had
chosen, she had taken no pains to prevent
his discovering it ; and in less than half an
hour after the perusal of this letter, he
was proceeding towards it with all imagin-

able speed. Louis the Fourteenth did not
travel with more lover-like dispatch to re-
call his gentle mistress, than Mr. Béresford
in the pursuit of thxs fair fugitive. He de.’
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clared, that he who could be insensible to
such fervid affection, such matchless disin-
terestedness, must be more or less than
man; and claiming his right to an in-
terview with her, he pleaded his cause and
her own so successfully, that the lady, not-
withstanding her kigh sense of his dignity,
consented, though with the most delicate
reluctance, to become his wife.

The ceremony was performed by her own
confessor in the chapel of the convent,
whither she-had retired; and a few days
after, according to the forms of the Pro-
testant church, by an English clergyman
at that time residing at Florence.



GERALDINE, 115

CHAP. XIIL

TravquiLLiry being thus purchased, Mr.
Beresford was rewarded by the returning
sunshine of Laura’s smiles; and in less than
a month she presented him with an heir. -
The scene and circumstances awakened
recollections of a mournful nature, and he
could not cordially sympathise in the proud
and triumphant feelings of Laura. He
thought of his daughter with pity and re.
gret, and recoiled from the idea of dis-
closing to her a marriage contracted under
such auspices. ‘
During the temporary separation occa-
sioned by Laurg’s confinement, he had leiSure
to reconsider the past, and to anticipat-
the future. ’ )
The obstacles that opposed her introduc-
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tion to English society, Presented them.
selves in fotmidable arra};, 1° delay the
evil day, was' the natural s{igestlon of a
mind deficient in énergy ; and Wth a vain
hope that time would render that prcti-
cable, which at present appeared impossi-
ble, he resolved to remain in Italy, and
defer the disclosure of his marriage to
some happier moment.

Laura’s health was speedily re-esta-
blished, and Mr. Beresford hoped that her
society would charm away his newly
awakened regrets ; but no hope could be
more fallaciows. Laura, as Mr. Beresford’s
wife, and the mother of an heir to his
estgte, was no longer the gentle, winning,
attractive :being, who appeared so lovely,
in her day of probation and dependence ;
she felt her own increased importance, and
was anxious that it should be felt and ac-
kugwledged by others. . ,

SThe modest simplicity of her establish-
ment was exchanged, for ekcessive splen-
doyr ;. and the arrangements of her:house-
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hold and her personal appearance were: in
a style of magnificence, which Mr. Beres-
ford beheld with concern and astonish-
ment. To hints of disapprobation, however,
the lady was insensible; and to open:and
formal remonstrance, she opposed either
tender reproaches, playful blandishusents,
or undisguiscd indifference.

Mr. Beresford involuntarily compared the
piesent with the past, and contrasting the
expensive and luxurious taste of Laura,
with the refined and chaste simplicity of her
whose place she filled, felt daily more re-
luctant to avow his marriage. Too de-
ficient in firmness effectually to restrain the
extravagance of his wife, his feeble ogpo-
sition served omly to embitter their do-
mestic life.

In a few months after his marriage, he
found himself encumbered with. debts ; and
passed day after day in lamenting his bwn
mfatuatmn, and forming schemes of Eto-
' gomy, which:he had not courage to- réalise.

. A suspicion that_ Laura, during the, pe-
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riod of their first acquaintance, was merely
acting a part now and then glanced across
his mind ; bt it was too mortifying to his
vanity, as a man and a lover, to be easily
admitted: many circumstances, however,
combined to corroborate the idea.

In an accidental meeting between his
lady ‘and Signor Morelli, he observed an
interchange of playful and triumphant
glances, which at once confirmed his sus-
picions, and excited his just indignation.
To acknowledge, however, that he had
been the dupc of a well-tutored actress,
was too humiliating ; and he devoured his
chagrin in silence and secresy. 'This irri-
tatiug‘ discovery, and the certainty that the
time approached when his marriage must
be divulged, incessantly harassed his mind.
Every letter, he received from England
Jbecame a source of inexpressible torturé.

The affectionate enquiries of Geraldine,
and “the light raillery of Mrs. Mowbray,
wefe equally insupportable; he had no
plausible excuse to offer for his protracted
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‘stay in Italy, but dreaded alike a meeting
with the daughter whom he (still tenderly
loved, and had so materially injured, and
introducing as a wife, the woman by whom
he now felt himself disgraced.

His health suffered from constant de-
pression of mind, and the very little sym-
pathy expressed by Laura at its visible
decline, added to the bitterness of his self-
reproaches. -

"With feelings of despondency and irri-
tation, he examined minutely into the state
of his affairs ; "and finding that the purchase
motuey of the Devonshire estate, which he
had just rcceived, would be nearly con-
sumed fn liquidating the debts incurred by
the thoughtless profusion of Laura, a s¢éne
of explanation and remonstrance with that
lady ensued.

Mr. Beresford proposed a plan of eco*
nomy, to which she positively refused to
submit; he -persmted with unusval gar-
nestness, *and Laura, provoked by this fin-
expécted firmness,*and intent only upon
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retaliating the mortifications she was en-
during, declared that her sole object in
marrying, had been to recover the station
in society which she had forfeited : that no
consideration should induce her to live in
the retirement which he proposed, with a
man whom she never had, nor ever could
love, and who was old enough to be her
father.

Mr. Beresford, irritated beyond en-
durance, struggled in vain to repress the
indignant feelings by which he was agitated.
Every moment increased their violence,
and rising almost in a frenzy of passion to
leave the apartment, he suddenly stopped,
put hls hand to his forehead, and with a
groan of agony fell senseless on the floor.

Laura’s screams brought the servants to
his assistance; he was instantly conveyed
to bed, and the physicians, who were sum-
moned, though they succeeded in gdminis-
tering temporary relief, prcmounced the
case to be hopeless.

Precisely at this critical moment Mrs:-
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Mowbrayand Geraldine arrived in Florence
and witnessed the melancholy scene which
has already been described.

Laura could not contemplate this dis-
tressing event, and revert to its immediate
cause, without terror, compunction, and rc-
morse ; but the vicinity of Mrs. Mewbray
and Geraldine roused her to exertion.

She thought it possible that they might
question her claims, and prepared to
assert and defend them with dauntless
spirit. In this she was mistaken, the le-
gality of these claims being once admitted,
all uscless disputes were wisely avoided.
Deeply mortificd, however, by the civil con-
tempt of Mrs. Mowbray’s manner, ang the
silent reserve of Greraldine’s, she assumed an
air of haughty and insolent defiance, and
after a cold and bricf interview, they parted
to meet no more. )

e
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CHAP. XIII

Wiaen Geraldine’s first feelings of horror
and distress had in some degree subsided,
the sudden change which had taken place
in her situation and prospects presented
itself more distinctly to her mind.

Without any sordid love or undue esti-
mation of wealth, she felt it to be a keen
aggravation of the loss she had sustained.
In eyery point of view, it was afflictive and
mortifying.

The anticipation of a renewed engage-
ment with Montague no longer excited a
feeling of unmingled transport ; for she was
aware, that, with Mrs. Mowbray, wealth was
an wbject of first-rate importdnce, and that
whatever might be the dlsmterestedness of
Montague, her want of fortune would be,
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cven to him, a source of disappointment.
She reverted with deep regret, to the idle,
and comparatively useless purposes towhich
the liberal allowance she had been ac-
customed to receive from her father, had
hitherto been devoted. At the very mo-
ment when she felt it to be a_duty,-a pri-
vilege, to live for others rather than herself';
when she was revolving a thousand bene-
volent schemes, the means of realising them
were no longer in her power.

But amidst the depressing reflections and
natural fears that crowded into her mind,
amidst all the sadness and disquietude of’
this moment, Geraldine felt that there was
still a city of refuge, in which she might
take shelter. Human ties might be torn
asunder by time, by accident, and ‘death.
Mortal hopes might fade and die ; but there
were ties, and hopes, and affections, over
which time and chance had no pewer;
which depended ‘not upon the frail and
feeble chidren of mortality, but upor Him,
in whom there is ¢ ho variableness, neither

shadow of turning?’
¢ 2
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Whilst mourning over the loss of her
carthly parentfshe clung with fonder hope,
and more entire confidence to the promises
of a heavenly one; and the words ¢ I will
never leave thee nor forsake thee,” scemed
to acquire a precious and peculiar force.

Mr. Maitland’s kind sympathy and judi-
cious counscl had considerably assisted in
restoring Geraldine’s mind to composure.
He had successfully impressed upon her
the conviction, that the dutics of patience,
resignation, and submission, though less
easy and delightful than those of bencvo-
lence and joyfial gratitude, were not less
the appointment of that unerring hand
which docth all things well. Mrs. Mow-
bray had no consolation to suggest; she
declared, that altogether it was a heart-
breaking affair: to be metamorphosed
from an heiress into nobody, was a most
distressing transformation ; that Mr. Mait-
land’s reasoning and phllosophy were all
very fine; but Zeno the stoic, would as
easily have convinced hér that pain was nat

¢ 16
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an evil. Lamentations, indeed, were useless,
but who could forbear to lanent.

Geraldine could not help contrasting the
rich resource furnished by christian princi-
ple in the time of adversity, with the total
insufficiency of worldly wisdom. Mrs.
Mowbray, whose playful wit could give ad-
ditional brightness to the hour of joy, was
a stranger to the art of cheering the hour
of woe; she was unacquainted with that
charm which can hush the perturbed spirit
into peace, — with the balm which can alone
soothe and quiet an aching heart.

It was refreshing to Geraldine to turn
from her vain regrets to Mr. Maitland’s
more cheering and consoling views; and
every dsyincreased his claims to her esteem
and gratitude.

To him the task of supporting her spirits,
had gradually become so dear and intér-
esting, that all other occupations appeared
comparativély unimportant. He studied
her looks and words with a devotednéss of
which he was scarcely conscious, and if

"3
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soothing the feelings and affections of her
heart, forgot that he was endangering the
safety of his own.

Geraldine, looking up to him as her
¢ guide, philosopher, and friend,” was in-
deed singularly attractive. Her admiration
of his talents, and reverence of his princi-
ples, her artless gratitude, her unlimited
confidence in his judgment, were all ex-
pressed by that gentle deference of manner
so peculiarly winning to a man of pure and
refined taste. Perfectly unconscious of the
feelings she excited, she listened to him
with the docility and earnestness of a dis-
‘ciple; and the powerful tie of soft de-
pendence on one side, and protecting ten-
derness on the other, was insensibly formed
between them.

Mirs. Mowbray, whom long acquaintartce
with the world and its ways, had rendered
particdlarly skilful in detecting love through
his various and multiplied disguises, was by
no meahs dissatisfied to see hirtt thus steal-
"ing under the form of ff'i‘endship into Mr.



GERALDINE. 127

Maitland’s heart ; and, under the guise of
gratitude, into that of Geradine.

From the moment she had ascertained
that her niece was no longer an heiress, it
had been her incessant aim to devise some
stratagem by which she might be com-
pletely detached from Montague; and the
present discovery facilitated this scheme
even beyond her hopes. She silenced the
very few scruples of conscience which oc-
casionally rose, by the reflection, that with
Geraldine’s small income and methodistical
propensities, she was upon the whole a
more suitable wife for a country curate
thau for a man of family and fortune ; that
in fact, she would be a great deal happier
in such a station: for, notwithstanding all
the pains that had been taken to counteract
Jer old-fashioned notions, there was o
doing the thing completely : the prejudiees
of early education might be checked and
crushed for a season 3 but there was no pos-
sibility of rooting them out ; they were con-
stantly putting fozth troublesome shoots. Te

G’ 4
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get rid of them entirely, defied the strength
of man, and baffed the ingenuity of woman.

She contrived by various pretexts to pro-
tract their stay in Italy ; planned little ex-
cursions in the neighbourhood ot Florence
for the benefit of Geraldine’s health and
spirits ; was frequently attacked by con-
\renient';llead-aclfes, which she would not
allow to interfere with their plans, insisting
upon confiding her niece to Mr. Maitland’z
care.

Thus perpetually thrown together at a
time when Geraldine’s spirits were in a
state which naturally called forth the most
soothing tenderness of manner, they becume
mutually dependent upon each other’s
society. He delighted to console, and ske
to be consoled. Still they were both equally
unconscious of the silent progress of loves

&eraldine was not aware that she now
thoughf,as much of Mr. Maitland as of Mon-
tague; and it would have been. difficult to
convince Mr. Maitland that he .thought of
little except Geraldine. <She, indeed, de.
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tected herself in forming comparisons be-
tween her friend and her lover, — in wishing
that Montague’s conduct might be marked
by the same stability, and regulated by the
same lofty principles which distinguished
Mr. Maitland’s; but this was only admir-
ation of éxcellence. He was incessantly
occupied in diverting or sgdthing her mind;;
but this was only sympathy in afflictions the
most trying.

¢S
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CHAP. XIV.

»

As the winter&pproached, Mrs. Mowbray
thought it necessary to return to England;
and the weather being unfavourable for
travelling, notwithstanding her aversion to
the sea, she decided on embarking at
Leghorn. -

Mr. Maitland’s watchful care and tender
anxiety for Geraldine became every day
more obvious; but it was not till the
evening preceding that on which they
landed in England, that a suspicion of the
truth flashed across his own mind.
¢ The night was clear, cold, and still ; and
Gerakdine, wrapped in a thick cloak, and
leanihg upon his arm, stood wpon deck, al-
‘ternately contemplating the skyj brilliant
“%ith a thousand stars, and the lights gleam-
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ing from the shore, which they were rapidly
approaching. From some general observ-
ations on the magnificence of nature, they
passed to reflections on the blessings and
trials which mingle in the path of life ; and
Geraldine naturally reverted to the change
which had taken place in her own destiny
since they bade farewell to Zngland.
There was so much humility and submis-
sion in her sentiments, such a spirit of un-
repining gentleness in her manner, that
Mr. Maitland listened with approving de-
light.

¢« Much rather,”” observed he, with energy,
¢ would I see you thus exercising and im-
proving in every christian grace, than be-
hold you in possession of an empire: Let
us no longer lament your trials in the school
of affliction, since its discipline only tends
to purify, exalt, and perfect your charactes.”

« If, indeed, it has produced suoch an ef-
fect,” said+Geraldine, ¢ can I forget how
much F am indebted to your sympathy and
counsel. I migh¢ have trembled and sunk

]
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beneath the storm, had you not pointed
out the hand by which 1t was guided and
directed.” ,

« Oh! may that hand be your perpetual
guard and shield,” exclaimed Mr. Mait-
land, with emotion. ¢ The moment will
soon arrive when I must resign the de-
lightful i.rivilegeulu have lately enjoyed ; —
when I shall cease to be your constant
companion,—"’

¢« But you will never cease to be my
dear and valued friend,” said Geraldine.
« Am I too presumptuous in hoping that
your friendship is a blessing, which I shall
enjoy through time and eternity ?*’

Mr. Maitland was silent. The glow of
delight with whﬁn -he listened to these
words, the excessive agitation they pro-
duced, the deep regret excited by ghe
anticipated parting, combined to reveal to
him the state of his heart. He felt a
suddem conviction, that little of the calm-
ness.of friendship was to be found there ;
and a pang of self-reproach increased the
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perturbation of the momert. In a voice
somewhat low and constwained, he re.
plied,

¢ Yes; it is one of the peculiar privileges
of a Christian to feel, that those who are
united in one hope on earth will meet in
heaven, to part no more. It is possible
that I may never again;enjoy the gratifi-
cation of .daily intercourse with you ; but,
though circumstances may separate us,
your happiness will always be near my
heart. I shall be constantly and warmly
anxious to promote your best interests.’’

This was said with a degree of effort
which did not escape Geraldine’s attention;
and she ruminated with some anxiety on
the circumstances whiglht might separate
her from Mr. Maitland. It was impossible
to disguise from herself, that such a separ-
ation would be extremely painful; aud,
for the first time, she compared heg, present
feelings with tHose of which Montague had
been the object. The enquiry tqrmlpated
in the convictiqn that they were totally
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dissimilar. Tke devoted tenderness which
Montague had\Vinspired, the delight with
which she had received his vows, did not,
in any degree, resemble the grateful,
respectful admiration, the high esteem,
which she felt “for Mr. Maitland ; nothing
could be less like love : but if Geraldine’s
meditations led her to conclude that mno-
thing could be less like love than her senti-
ments for Mr. Maitland, Mr. Maitland’s
reflections ended in the conviction that
nothing could be more like love than his
sentiments for Geraldine : and, with severe
self-upbraidings he prepared rigidly to
regulate every look and word, lest his
secret should transpire. He acknowledged
with a‘sigh, that: Montague was fickle and
unstable; yet, as his intimate and confi-
dential friend, heought, if possible, to bghis
adwocate, — certainly not his rival. Would
Geraldjne’s happiness be secured in a union
with Montague ? he felt it dnsafe to discuss
this questlon. It was not for hip to decide
so delicate a point; he only knew, ‘that
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henceforth, she must be ce,/) vestal priestess
in his sight, whom to loie, even in idea,
would be profanation.

It was well, perhaps, that this resolution
was formed the night preceding that on
which they reached England. Three days
afterwards, having conducted them safely
to Woodlands, he took his leave*,. and re-
turned to his duties, his books, and his
solitary fireside.
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CHAP. XV,

Mis. Mowsray, on her arrival at home,
felt eager to disclose her conjectures and
discoveries to her husband; to point out
the superior eligibility of a union between
Mr. Maitland and Geraldine ; to prove that
it would be little short of madness to sanc-
tion the one which had been projected with
Montague; and that, in fact, it was now
impracticable and impossible.

Mr. Mowbray listened to all this with the
utmost calmness, simply recommending
his lady to reserve her manccuvring skill
till Montague’s return, and informing her
that letters had been received from him the
preceding day.

She efgerly opened one addressed te her-

.self, and read its contents with more per-
plexity than surprise. It ran thus: —
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¢ To Mrs. Mowbi ay.

« This will be a letter of confessions, my
dear mother, inspired not by the genius of
candour, but by the very spirit of selfishness.

« I appeal to you, in the forlorn hope
that your powers of invention, your match-
less fertility in expedients, will assist in ex-
tricating me from the difficulties in which
I have unhappily involved myself.

« T am at this moment in the island of
Chios, inhaling the softest air beneath a
cloudless sky ; surrounded by all that is en-
chanting in nature, and yet I am the most
miserable fellow breathing. .

“ But let me be mecthodical if I can.
The last letter you received from me was
written at Athens, and notwithstanding my
mournful musings over the fallen state of
Greece, I was enjoying positive happiness ;
my memory was busy in tracing the glories
of the past ; my imagination pictured their
revival in days to come ; my heart was full
of love and Geraldine. The excitement,
the delicious excitement produced by nao«
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velty, by the \'ontemplation of such scenes,
in such a land, was in itself enjoyment.
But, alas! for me, thanks to my fate or my
folligs, if I catch a glimpse of happiness,
the coy fugitive vanishes again in a moment.
“In my visit to Cape Colonna, I met
with an Englishman quite after my own
heart : he was taking a sketch of the beau-
tiful ruins of the temple of Minerva, when I
first saw him. I heard that he was an
artist by profession, and, dreading to be
overwhelmed by connoisseurship and tech-
nical jargon, felt little inclination to culti-
vate his acquajntance; hut circumstances
threw us together; I found him all genius,
enthusiasm, and feeling ; and in one short
hour my prejudices vanished : the following
day we were friends and fellow-travellers.
He was preparing to revisit the district of
Troas, with which he Was well acquainted;
to ascénd Mount Gargargs, and aftgrwards
to pass a few weeks in efamining the
Greek-Islands. Happy to avail myself of
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his experience, it was quickly decided that
we should form one party.

“On our return to Athens, to my
infinite surprise he introduced me to his
daughter, a young girl not quite seventeen,
who had accompanied him into Greece.
Would to heaven he had left her with some
¢ aged crone !’ some careful grandinother,
or maiden aunt in England!

«“I found, that, being employed by a
nobleman of distinguished taste and liber-
ality, and likely to remain three years in
these classical regions, he could not endure
so long a separation from his only child;
the young lady therefore travelled with
him wherever it was practicable for a lady
totravel, and often ventured, where few
ladies would trust themselves.

The sight of her, however, excited an
emotion of surprise rather than pleasure in
my mind ; she was as unlike Geraldine as
possible : meither tall, nor graceful, enor
beautiful. With Dr, Clarke’s terrific *ac-
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count fresh i1 gmy memory, 1 could only
speculate upon whatwas to be done with her
on mount Ida. She had not in the least the
air of those heroines who contrive to ford
rivers, climb precipices, and cross deserts
without fear or fatigue. To my great re-
lief, I found that she was to accompany us
only to Koum-kalé, and remain there during
our wanderings over this far-famed spot.

¢ The fortnight preceding our visit
thither, I passed chiefly with Mr. Courtland
(my new friend), and his daughter Matilda.
Oh! that she had luckily possessed some
frightful name that could not have been
hitched into a rhyme, and 1 should have
been safe.

-4 "Our acquaintance quickly grew into
intimacy ; her manner towards her father
was so exquisitely attentive and affectiontte,
fhat it could not be witnessed without in-
terest®and admiration. I re-examiped the
features over which I had ®so carelessly
glanced, and found her dark eyes®and dim-
pled mouth so expressive of sweetness, that
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it was no longer possible to cgnsider her an
incumbrance.

« T visited scveral of the most interesting
scenes in the neighbourhood of Athens, in
her socicty-; discovered that her tastc had
been highly cultivated, and that she in-
herited a large portion of her fathes’s en-
thusiasm.

« Do not, however, fancy that my feel-
ings towards her in any degree rresembled
love. As I sat by her drawing desk, con-
templating the beautiful designs that grew
beneath her touch, I recalled the face and
figure of my own dear Geraldine, and
thought thkem as matchless as ever; still
there was something incxpressibly fasci-
nating about this little dark-cyed girl} and
in an evil hour I yielded to my poetical
impulses, and wrotc a few stanzas, partly
inspired by the bright eyes of Matilda, and
partly by the soft sky of Attica.

« Alas! the lady herself wasa poet ;eand
my unlacky stanzas produced an-answer

s6 playful and delicate, that I was again-
inspired.
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« QOur littla voyage, in the most delicious
weather imaginable, assisted to keep me
in a rhyming vein. It was totally impos-
sible to express in plain humble prose the
rapturous feelings excited by the-rising and
setting of the sun in the Agean Sea.

¢ Refer to the grave, learned Dr. Clarke’s
rich description of it, and you will easily
believe, that no hand which had ever swept
a tuneful lyre could be still at such a mo-
ment.

¢« As 1 contemplated these scencs with

L]
Matilda by my side, her image was so
blended with them, that it was impossible
in weaving my idle lay not to iptermingle
her name.

« I will not enter into a detail of the de-
lights or difficulties which we expcrienced
in our journey through the Troad. You*
will casily imagine, that 1 did not tread
withodt emotion the plain immortalised by
the .deeds of heroes, and tht strains of
Homenr

“ On our retum, weswere warmly wel-
comed by Matilda ;‘and amidst the tender
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fears she had felt for her father’s safety, 1
perceived that some apprehensions for mine
had mingled. She shuddered at the history
of our perilous ascent to the summit of
Gargarus ; and, like Desdemona, ¢ gave me
for my pains a world of sighs.’

« I could not but be grateful ; and we
got on insensibly to poetic effusions again ;
certainly there was not an atom of love in
all this, as far as I was concerned ; it was
onlyidle, unmeaning, unjustifiable gallantry.
Unfortunately, Matilda mistook it for ge-
nuine feeling and pure love, and, I am afraid
in the scenes that followed, sympathy and
compassion- often betrayed me into a
warmth of manner, and tenderness of ex-
pression, but too well calculated to foster
such an idea.

¢ Mr. Courtland was precisely one of
those persons, of whom it might be said,
that the sword was too keen for the scab-
bard ; his was™a soul of fire,” but not ‘a frame
of iron.” * He had suffered great fatigue in
our exploring expédition, and it threw him
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into a hectic tfever,' which, thougli it did not
at first-wear a very. formidable aspect, gra-
dually wasted his strength, and subdued his
spirits. . . - .
x.&¢ Nothing cou-ld exceed Matilda’s ten-
derness, or quiet her fears; her eyes were
often fixed upon her father with an expres-
sion of terror, anguish, and affection, that
awakened my liveliest sympathy, and 1
sought only how to soothe her present suf-
ferings, and prepare her for the trying
event which I too plainly iggesaw.
.« In the hope that the delicious temper-
ature ‘of Chios might:be bgnefigial to Mr.
Courtland’s health, we ca:&é”“]uther; but
even the balmy gales of this paradise of
modern Greece .produced but little- effect
on his languid frame. He declined daily,
and tendays ago died in his daughter’s asms.
T ¢ _was too much occupied and affected
by thé harrowing scene which I.witnessed
between Matilda and her father, to feel,till
this event had taken place, allthe perplexi-
ties of myown, sithation,’. Mr. Courtland
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died, I believe, in the full i)érsuasibn, that
Matilda would one day become my wife.
By a codicil to his will, he left the arrange-
ment of his affairs in my hands, and, except
a female servant, who hag lived with Ma-
tilda, from-her infancy, shehas no protec-
tor here, but myself. She is-to be ylaced
under the care of a distant. relative, in
England : of whom:»:she knowsvso little,
that not a single 1de& of “honfe -can be .
connected with such a. reszdencen ca
“Ican see thiat her chief; indéed;her only
consolation, arises from-thé. conviction: of
my attachmeng: froi false confidence; in
all that nfy"W#ils and looks have occasion-
ally expressed : and what a moment woild
this be, to reveal the truth; to. contess that
I have been influenced by vanity, by mo-
mentary impulse, by pity, by ‘compassion,
by every thing but the real unaﬁ‘ected'
love which she'js cherishing for me. her”
heart, half Bgoken already, would sink un-
der the Shock of this discovery, and-yet I
have none to oﬁ‘g.r'in return for hers ';.for r
VOL. HI. H
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feel that mine is more Geraldine’s thait
ever : it is hers alone, and hers irretrieva-
bly : it will be eruelty to forsake Matilda,
and misery to give up Geraldine.

- ¢¢ Assist me, I intreat you, by your expe-
rience and counsel: you can nevér quiet
my sel€aipbraidingss I curse my folly, fifky
times a day ; -but if you-can' point out any
way, by which I srtay escape the guilt of
brcaking Matilda's heart, or the misery of
breaking my own, for pity’s sake 1eveal it.
< % ¥ ghall embark for England, as soon as
Mir» Courtland’s affairs are arranged, and
Matilda sufficiently well ta;p;;cpunter the
fasigee of thevoyages u@- .

«¥ vonjure 'you to let me find a letter
from you at Falmouth,, . . *

"« What a tate will this be for my father |
Wha# precious food for his sarcastic spirjg }
Dt fipjose he will be rather puzzled to de-
tefmaiie in which of his tyo geneta;l classes
to ylacé his hopeful son,  *,

~ * Your aﬁ'ectmnat‘e.
« Monracug.”



GERALDEINE, 147

CHAP. XVIL.~

Mis. Mowsrar; in silent thoughtfiriness,
folded ap this letter, agd passed sowep honrs
in deliberating,rupoty the counsel: it , was
most cxpedient ttoc offer aftéc such an
appeal. N
She foresaw that when its conteut&wem
communicated .to Geraldine, she would
renounce all idea of a: union with; Monta-
gue. Tfe only remaining subjeet of per-
plexity, therefore, was his entanglement
with Matilda. That he should masry such
a person, deeldedly a mere nobody, ‘the
daughter of an artist, was not , te be
thought of for, a moment 3 but the aﬁ"aar re-
quited delicate management, and she ze-
joiced that, *during his voyage, she abgnld
have leidure to vuminaté over the busimess,
and digest her plans.
n 2
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A few days after the receipt of the
letter, with well feigned rcluctance she
communicated its contents to Geraldine.
Approaching her with very unusual gre-
vity —

«.I have .a most pamful task to perform,
nmy dcar Geralding,” said she. ¢ After
the: trials you have lately sustained,' I
would willingly spare your heart the pang
which the perusal of this letter must occa-
sion: but to deceive you would be cruel,
~— unjustifiable. For your sake I must sa-
crifice my fondést hopes and wishes. You
know how anxiously 1 have, endeavoured
to promote your union with -Montague ;
it hag indeed been long the favourite wish
of my heart; judge, then, the grief I must
.endure, in acknowledging that there could
be no‘longer the. slightest hope of happi-
ness m such a union. The affection, the
mterest, the maternal tenderness I fgel for
you; will not permit me to conceal that no
dependence ‘can be placed ‘on "him: it
‘grieves me- to afflict' you, but read and

judge.”
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Geraldine, alarmed by this exordium,
extended her trembling hand for the letter ;
and with deep emotion hurried through its
pages. It was; indced, decisive ; principle,
prudence, and delicacy combined to -deter-
mine her -on an unequivocal and. a%solute
renunciation of Montagué; his- prp‘feés;ens
of unabated and‘ardent attachment to her-
sclf, though they awakened'her tenderness,
had no power over her judgment 3 and she
immediately declared her ' resolution to
Mrs. Mowbray. ' .

¢ To plead for him, my love,” 'observed
that lady, «would be unkind to you ; ‘and
unavailing: asift respects himself. If Fcon-
trive to relieve him: from - the : ,m;sery ‘of
marrying a woman, whom he cannot love;
it is more than le deserves: and, indeed,
with all the matchless powers, for which he
gives me credit, I know not how if is to be
accomphshed », cL .

(zcraldme could offer no counsel on’such
a point ; ‘but she felt herself called. dpon
by this commun;catnop, to explain hr.r sen-

ns
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timents to Montague; and the following
letter from her, awaited hxm on his ‘arrival
at Falmouth.

.. “ To Montague Mowbray, Esq.

b My dear Montague ;

¢ As our correspondence has been sus-
pended, during the last few months, the
sight of my hand-writingwill, perhaps, oc-
casion you some surprise.

¢ I once indeed indulged the hope, that
this correspondence would have been re-
newed’ under very different, and far hap-
pier auspices : but the hope™has vanished,
and the day I trust will come, when'I shall
cease to lament that it was delusive.

“‘You have too much candour to regret,
that I have been made acquainted with the
pecuhar circumstances in which you aré at
present ‘placed : nor can you wondeﬁ, that
I should intreat you to dismiss for ever
from ydur ‘mind, all idéa of- & rehewal of
bur éngagement. - -, -
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« I would not. for the world, add a single
reproach taq. those you are now. enduring.
You were puv11eged to use as you pleased,
the freedom which I restored.- To me,
you owe no apology, for you have com-
mitted no offence ; mor’'should: I have
deemed it necessary -to- be thus explicit,
had .not your letter contained some allu- -
sions, which convinced me that you had
not abandoned the idea, of our ultimate. re-
union.

¢« Let me earnestly intreat you, not for a
mowent, to allow such a hope to interfere
with any arrangements which a sense of
justice, feeling, and honour, may induce you
to make. It would be ¢ruel, self-condemned
as you are, to.add.to. your misery by a sin-
gle word of unkindness ; and you,may feel
assured that neither comp]axqt nor censure
will.ever cscape me. . . . .. i e

« But ,whilst, I entirely ean&ate yom
with respett to myself, I cannpt disguise
the dedp and .unaffected sympathy. which
I feel for Miss Couriland Tlllﬁ:.g}x‘)gqils_h

H
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whiéh the  heart . endures, when it first
1wakens from its dream of love and confi-
dence, she will too soon experience. That
beam of joy whxch could pierce even afflic-
tion’ s darkest cloud, will become increas-
‘mgly dim ; md heavy indeed will be the
gloom by whlch she is encompassed.

~ « Before you set sail for England a detail
of the very painful trials which I have lately
sustained, most probably-reached you. I
will not' now dwell upon them ; for I am
unwilling to rekindle that sincere and affec-
tionate sympathy, which I am persuaded
you immediately felt for me. .

¢ One circumstance in these trials, assists

in reconciling me to our separation. Had
I inherited the brilliant fortune to which I
once looked forward with what reluctance
should I have relinquished the hope of
bestowmg it upon you. Perhaps in sucﬁ a
case I might have found it unpossxble to
resist* the pleadings of my heart: let me
thertfore be thankful that I am spared this
temptatxon. T
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¢ In the humble and obscure station
which I ain probably destined ‘to - fill, I
sha!l sometimes look back to the past, as
toa deceitful dream : but if regret occa-
sionally mingles” in these retrospections, it-
will be’ checked by the recollection, that
my lot, whether splendid o Towly} is ‘mot
regulated by the caprice of chance, ﬁut by
the hand of unerring wisdom.

« Forgive me, Montague, if, in the last
letter which I shall ever address to you,
I feel inclined to be serious; if in lament-
ing the heart-aches you feel and inflict,
I venture to suggest that there is but onc
corrective sufﬁclently powerful to regulate
the impetudiity of your feelings. Formed
as you are'to enjoy and communicatéshap-
piness, how is it that you are ‘constantly
inflicting and enduring so ‘much posxtwe
wretchedness? You ’mll say, perhaps, that "
some strange fatality is at work : dut the"
Jatal;ty is of your own creation. ‘

"« Whan I look*to the detached parts of‘
your character, hdw tounch’ that is att: ac’me .

e o
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does it appear-to possess. 'The sobriety of’
-Christian ﬁt’inciple canalone give to it, as
'a whole, the harmony and proportion in
which it is unfortunately deficient: any
guide, less active and authoritative, will be
insufficient. Has a'nice sense of honour,
which is often considered as a substitute,
prevenied your being betrayed into con-
‘duet which you acknowledge to be inde-
fensible ? — Unfortunately it serves only
to quicken the keenmess of your self-
reproaches.

"¢ Do not, I conjure you, be oﬁ‘ended
either by my. eandour or my seriousness.
It is on *the gem only thatwe are dis-
turbed to see the dust; the pebble may
be soiled and we do not heed it.’

¢ It is painful to me to urge one point on
which I am anxious to bé élearly under-
stood :— let me entreat you, my dear Mon-
tague, <o consider the decision expressed
in this letter as final and absolute. ~
..« Thotgh my ‘heart can never be éntirely
-estranged fiom yours, ‘thoughthe senti-
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ments which have grown with my. growth,
can _never be exchanged. for .the coldness
of indifference, yet. my .resolution is un-
alterable. . . oy
¢ Do not, therefore, a.ﬂhct me by remon-
strances, which will be at -once. dxst:essmg
and fruitless. ,
¢ Let me bid you fa,rewell with. ﬂle
hope that resentment, on your part,;. wil
not destroy the tie of friendship by which
we may still be united: that ryou will
accept my warmest wishes for your bap-
piness, and the assurance that I shall be
ever y
6 Your sincerely attached fuend
: o GEaALDmE »

. This letter was inclosed in one of a very
different character from Mrs. Mowbray..

8 To.- Montegue Mowbray, Ksq.
& My:dear’ Montague ; :
¢ If Lunderstood the art of mngm;wnng
as well as Ulyssey, or.possessed the, pauence
- nY
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of Job himself, you.would exhaust the one
and baffle the other, _ -

¢ I have considered and re-cons;dercd
yqur most provoking history, and can only
come to the homely conclusion, that we
must. make the best of a. bad business.

“ As to your father, not a word of
adyice’does he deign to give ;_he is in one
af his invulnerable, impenetrable moods:
all silence and solemnity. .

« Of course, Geraldiné makes her part-
ing courtesy-to you; and, I am sorry to
say, that it will be a far more graceful and
proper one than your parting bow to poor
Miss Courtland ;- but, whether'. graceful or
not, it must be made. It ‘would be too
cruel, in addition to the misery she has
already endured, to inflict upon her the
incurable evil of marriage,. ~with- 2 man
whose heart, is not %ly indifferént, Jput
pre,qcc},pxed :. and who, notwithstanding

her *dquc eyes and dimpld mouth, ‘would
wish her at Jericho before the honcy-moon
wa aver. .
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s Though I have not, ‘in general, much
sympathy with love-lorn maidens, I really
feel some pity for this poor girl ; and have
too much charity not to preserve her from
so deplorable a lot. You must gradually
prepare her mind for the cruel truth. ~ As
to a broken heart ; the term, it must be
confessed, has a terrific sound; but it means
no more, in the vocabulary of lovers, than
« fee, faw, fum’ in the vocabulary of children.
Hearts may ache, but they do not break in
these days, at least, not for love. Perhaps,
upon re-consideration, it may be better to
reveal the truth at once ; the pang will be
siarper, but: then it will be more qmckly
overs You must be governcd, however, by
the - actual state of her health and spirits.
I wish, with all my heart, she may be one
of those tender young ladies who declare
¢ fove to be a wantof their souls * and if
we may judge from the facility with which
she Yyielded hér heart, on the very first
“attack, (this is likely edough to be (hc ‘case.
Really you may say with Caesar Mc,.l
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saw, 1 conquered.’” However, I am not
without hope that she will soon find con-
solation in playing the part of Amaryllis,
to some other Corydon.

- ¢ The best advice 1 can give you, is to
lay aside, for the present, all thoughts of
love and marriage ; ten years hence, you
may perhaps have learned to resist the ar-
tillery of bright eyes and. soft smiles; and
in.the interim, you had better exchange the
worship of the Muses for the study of the
law ; shut yourself up in chambers, and try
if an acquaintance with

Horseapleas, -traverses, demurrers, !
Jeofails, imparlances, and efrours —

Averments, bars, and protestandoes
»

wﬂl have as charming an- effect upon your
mind as it had upon-¢ Lord Glenthorn’s :
possibly, it may discipline your imagination,
and. help to counteraét your unfortunate
talent for writing sonnets - and .ensnaring
hiearts, Adien.
“ Singerely yours, -
¢ (GroBGIANA Mowsrax.,’
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CHAP. XVIL

ABgour the time when Montaguc’s arrival
in England might be calculated upon, these
letters were forwarded ; and, as Geraldine
was desirous of avoiding-an immediate in-
terview with him, she accepted an mwtatlon
to Wentworth Hall. ,

Of Mr. Maitland she hadwen httle since
their retul’h‘to Woodlands.” He had called
but .once there to offer his compliments and
enquiries ; and even when they niet at the
vicarage, their interviews had been brief
and hurrieds - -

He professed to b% intent upon the study
of Hebrew, in' which he had just déiscovered
that he wag lanfentably deficient.

By Mr. Fullarton, Geraldine had been
reccived as an’adopted daughter ; and* hig,
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kind assurances of protection, and solicitude
to promote and secure her happiness, ex-
cited in her heart a glow of grateful af-
fection, little inferior to that of filial love.
Without entering into a minute explanation,
she acquainted him with her final separation
from Montague, and her proposed visit at
Wentworth Hall.

Mr. Wentworth welconred her with more
than his usual hospitality ; and drawing her
aside a few days after her arrival, enquired
whether there was any truth in the report
that the matech between Montague and her-
self was broken off. Upon Geraldine’s an-
swering in the affirmative : .

« You may tell him, then, my dear, from
me,”” #aid he, ¢ that I don’t care if I never
see him again. If he belonged to me I
should be ashamed of him. - Pray, what
does my friend Mowb¥ay say to it all? 1
had a betier opinion of him than to believe
that he would sanction such peltry pitiful
doings. I have this to say, my dear,”” con-
tinued he, ‘after a short payse,  that if you

t N 4 X . .
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were inclined to like either of my boys, I
would give my consent as heartily as if you
were mistress of the best estate in the king-
dom.
Geraldine nmnedlatqu exculpated Mon-
tague, from the charge of being influenced
by mercenary motives, and endéavourcd to
cxplain, that the separation ongmated thh
herself. >
« If you did not know your own mind,
my dear, that is another thing,” said Mr.
Wentworth ; ¢ but it is an- ugly business al-
together; I don’t like the look of it.”
Geraldine knew not how to make the
truth intelligible to him; and she conti-
nued silent and embarrassed. .-
¢« I don’t wish to-hear your secrets, my
dear,” said heg “but if Montague likes y,bu,, -
and you lik¢ him ; what is'the meaning of .
these ons and offs — these marriages, andio..,
- marriages.”’
Ger aldme stammered. out . sometlﬁng .
about the 1mposslb1hty of explapation.. N, _
#“Oh! if it is -only » lovers’ qitarnel ”
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continued he, ¢ I have nothing nore 1o say.
It will all be made up -again, I dare say ;
only the soaner the better, in my opinion.”

Desirous of rectifying the mistake, she
again attempted an explanation, but it
served only to make ¢ confusion worse
confounded,” and Mr. Wentworth at
length le& the room, exclaiming, —

_« I believe the deuce is in all the young
girls now a-days. They don’t know their
own minds about any thing.”

Geraldine found Mr. Wentworth’s fa-
mily in a still more divided state than for-
merly.

The discord between Mr. Latimer and
Miss Wentworth, had reached its highest
point. Miss Wentworth inveighed against
Mr.  Latimer’s preaching, both | pubiicly
and, privately, and . he avenged himself by
raﬂxp;_, against her temper, with equal per-
seve{pnce, Mr. Latimer, plqued by some
obsarvations she had made, stiidied contro-
versial divinity: for, the laudalle purpose of
“opppsing her opinigns; “and after an argu-
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ment, carried on with more than usual as-
perity, the lady declared that she would
never more listen to the public teaching of a
man, whose principlés and judgment, were
equally defective.

After this declaration, she renounted
a1 attendance at church ; and soon *lisco-
vered a substitute for Mr. Latimer, in a
pastor of very different character.

In a small town about threce miles from
Wentworth Hall, a chapel had been re-
cently erected ; and the fame of its officiat-
g minister soon travelled to Miss Went.
worth. *

He was not one of that upright and con-
scientious class, who, if we are not fortu-
nate enough to number them among the
friends of the church, are still the chmh~
pions of Christianity ; the friends of purg
and- undefiled religion, to‘whom ge may
with pleasure extend the right hand of fel-
lowshlp, but a selficonstituted 1gnox‘ant
beachct; metammphosed ‘from] an © Uy
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washed artificer,” into a minister of the
Gospel of Christ. With unhallowed and
unprepared hand, he ventured to touch the
holy ark ; and as ¢ fools rush in, where an-
gels fear to tread,’ to expound ¢ the deep,’
and reveal the hidden things of God ; mis-
taking fluency for cloquence, and presump-
tion for- inspiration, he poured forth his
Antinomian exposition of Christianity, with
the zeal and authority of an apostle.
Hearers flocked around him, and they were
rapidly transformed into converts. His
doctrines were too gratifying to the pride,
and too soothing to the indolence of human
nature, not to be acceptable. 'L'o obtain
pardon for sin, without repenting, or for-
saking it, and heaven without holiness,
_were terms too easy aud agreeable, not to
"be eagerly embraced .
Miss , Weritworth was at first rather
startled, at the bold and.unqualified style
in which_bis opitious were delivered ; but
the transition, from /er view of Christianity
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to his, was by no means difficult: the land-
mark was removed with facility, the line of
separation easily cffaced.

She satisficd herself with remarking, that
his view of the privileges of Chustxamty,
was more enlarged ‘than hers ; and without
the slightest wish on her part to indulge in.
sin, she sanctioned and éupported an in-
terpretation of Scripture, equally fatal to
moral purity and spiritual progress.

Mr. Wentworth repeatedly expostulated
with his daughter on her secession from the
church, -and proposed (as her dislike to
Mr. Latimer was insurmountable) thas. she
should attend the ministry of Mr. Fullarton ;
but she was, as usual, perfectly unpersuad-
able. She acknowledged that Mr. Yul-
larton and his curate were very respectable
men, and very orthodox preachers¥ but
they were too legal to please‘her.

Mr.-Wentworth could not argue with his
daughter ; he could only feel and latfent
the ill- effects of her example.; - Half s
servants, and mauy of his tenants, wor? by
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the charm of novelty, and influenced by this
example, crowded to the chapel ; and the
schism in the neighbourhood rapldly ex-
tended.
Mr. Latimer remonstmted Miss Went-
" worthrpersisted. - She distributed tracts and
catechisms through the parish, which %e
denounced as heretical and pernicious.
The poor, in whose hands they were placed,
could not judge very nicely upon this point ;
but they perceived that the lady and gen-
tleman had an inveterate hatred to each
other, and this conviction was not very
_like}y to foster a spirit of Christian love.

- Mrs. Wentworth alone remained tran-
quﬂ and passive. "She merely remarked,
that the path to -the chapel was’ dirty in
the winter, and exposed in the summer:

Hslen; disgusted with her sister’s rew
favounte, dissatisfied with Mr Latimer;
and still more with- hersel, agam yielded to
depression and despondency.

, Edntund - had--been partially successful
“If° his attempts to refieye and: divert -her
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mind ; but he was not sufficiently acquainted
with the nature of the malady to prescribe
an effectual remedy ; the root of the evil re-
mained : his was a palliative, but not a.cures

Every visit he :paid. at Wentworth Hall
unfortunately strengthened his prejudices
against earnest piety. TFinding Aome not
what the. poet has:so sweetly pictured it,~—-

The-seat of love, of joy; of tenderneks,
Where pohslled friends, and dear relations,

. Mingle mto bliss ; . X
but the very abode of gloom and dxscard
he adopted the-.false and pernicious
notion, that earnestness in religion .de-
stroys the ease anid charm of social-in-
tercourse, chills the, glow of" feeling, and
checks the play. of mtellect; and returned
with redoubled ; ¢agerness to companions
who had more wit than piety, and. more
gaiety than.wisdom. e

Gergldine had now learned to dlscnmp
nate ; and while she lamented the false im.
pressions thus*produced, was no lonjer .ig
dangerof sharing them., '
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She had been taught to cultivate hu-
mility, to exercise watchfulness, to aim at
consistency ; not to talk of her sins and im-
perfections, but to combat them. - But as
she adopted no peculiar phrases, was silent
when controversial points were discussed,
and practised the duties of Christianity
more than she talked of them, Miss Went-
worth classed her among the lukewarm and
mdifferent.

The modest firmness with which she re-
pelled this charge, and avowed her love and
reverence of religion, won the admiration
of the timid but candid Helen; and the
gentleness of her manner invited con-
fidence. '

They read- and conversed together ; and
Geraldine succeeded in some degree, in
calming her mind, and stimulating her to,
active gxcrtxon

The plain and simplg instructigns she
had received, were communicited to Helen;

“;»nd upon any difficult poin:, she referred
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her to the friend to whose wise counsel she
herself was so much indebted.

This occupation gave an iuterest to her
visit, which it would not otherwise have
possessed ; and in soothing and fortifying
the mind of Helen, her own became insen-
sibly strengthened and improved.

VOL. HI. I
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CHAP. XVIIIL

I'mis tranquillity was interrupted by the
receipt of a billet from Montague, an-
nouncing his arrival at Woodlands, and
requesting, or rather demanding, an inter-
view. .
From the moment the intelligence of
Geraldine’s loss of fortune had rcached him
his mind had been in a state of irritation,
almost amounting to frenzy. The claims
of Matilda appeared light as air compared
with' those of Geraldine; every generous
and delicate feeling of his nature was
roused into action ; every fond and tender
sentxment revived. To resign her at such
a moment would be basg and disgraceful,
destructive of his happiness,” and fatal te
his reputation as a man of henour.
““Rerpetually haragsed by these reflections,
his manner towards Matilda became un-
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equal and embarrassed; still he had not
courage, in the present state of her spirits,
to reveal the truth.

During their voyage he passed hour
after hour in silent misery, pondering over
his own perplexing situation; distracted
between pity for Matilda, love for Geral-
dine, and detestation of his own folly.

Though from the uncertainty of Mon-
tague’s manner, a secret dread of his incon-
stancy had sometimes stolen over the heart
of Matilda, she instantly repelled it, as a
eruel injustice to him, whom her youthful
fancy had invested with full perfection.
With generous confidence she awaited the
moment when he should impart to her the
source of his grief; and regretted his
silence and abstraction, chiefly because ‘it
prevented her disclosing all the sympathy
and tenderness with which her h,,eart was
overflowing.

That circunstances might retard, and
his family oppose their union, shé could
easily imagine ; {it thgt Montague shiiild

12
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not be the very soul of honour, she would
not, for an instant, believe.

Little prepared for the impending blow,
her heart beat high with hope as she
approached the shores of . England ; and
while memory recalled the kind and tender
protector, of whom death had deprived
her, the soothing conviction that she still
possessed one with whom, in a closer tie,
and more endearing intimacy, she should
pass many a year of peace and joy, shed
o bright a beam over thc future, that the
gloom of the past was forgotten.

The relationy, to whose care she was
to be consigned, resided about thirty miles
from Falmouth ; and, on their arrival there,
they prepared to proceed immediately to
her destined home.

Montague instantly dispatched a mess
s‘e,nger fqr letters, and tearing the packet
opéen the moment it arrived, read them in
a tumult of agitation, which alarmed
Matilda. .

“ “gecraldine’s gentle but*decided rejection,
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her sympathy for Matilda, the generosity
with which she had abstained from a single
word of upbraiding, at once stimulated the
reproaches of his conscience and quickened
the tenderness of his feclings.

The coolness of Mrs. Mowbray, in speak-
ing of this separation, irritated hilv: past
endurance. It was not difficult to discover
‘that if’ she had no hope, she had also no
wish, that theconnection should take place ;
and his generous feelings revolted from the
idea of meanness so degrading. -

In a moment of uncontrollable emotion,
he confessed the sad trdth to Matilda;
sought neither to conceal nor excuse the
imprudence and cruelty of his conduct,
implored her pardon, and threw himself
upon her generosity. He felt that though
-not bound to her, by the formal tie of prase
and parchment, he had pledged himself
-again and againy by the more seductive one
of looks, — by ¢thoughts that breathe,’and
words that Burn ;> and, too candid to take
refuge in evasion andesubterfuge, his "Ezzlf-

13
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condemnation was as vehement as it was
sincere.

Matilda listened, and

Looked like one that would deny,
That such a thing could be beneath the sky.’

The blush of shame which for a mo-
ment “diffused itself over her counte-
nance, quickly faded; and the conflict-
ing feclings of love and despair gave
it an expression that pierced the heart
of Montague. His self-reproaches became
still more violent; but Matilda heard as
though she heard him not. Years of en-
joyment could 'scarcely balance the cxqui-
site pain of such a moment. Every fond
hope in an instant crushed, the sensitive
delicacy of womanly feeling deeply
wounded, she continued silent and motion-
less, believing that the world did not cog-
tain so vretched a being as herself.

Montague dared not attempt to soothe
or console her; he could neither disguise
nor retract the fatal truth, that another was
préferred to her ; but so powerfully was he
affected by her despair, that he offered to
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live for her, and her alone. Still she
neither spoke nor moved; and when the
carriage was announced, seemed to have
forgotten for what purpose it had been or-
dered. She shuddered, as Montague placed:
her in it ; and throwing herself back, and
hiding her face with both hands, tears of
agony flowed down her cheeks.

Their journey was performed nearly in
silence. Montague could only reiterate his
unavailing self-reproaches, and lament the
impetuosity which' had betrayed him into
revealing the truth at such a time.

Heart-broken as Matilda now was, he
must commit her to the hands of strangers,
who would neither understand nor care for
her feelings, and from whom she *could
expect ncither affection nor sympathy.

As they drew near the close of their jour-
ney, he ventured to intreat thaf he might
be permitted to enquire after her on the
followmg day, vehemently declaring - that
he would never quit the neighbourhood, till
he could leave Rer tranquil and comrgsed.

14
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The next morning before it was practi-
cable to call at the house of a stranger, he
received the following note from Matilda :—

¢« T earnestly entreat you to spare me
the pain of an interview. I cannot acquit,
and I will not condemn you ; let me rather
bewaikmy own vanity — myown credulity ;
but I knew nothing of human nature ; I
had been educated by the most generous,
the most honourable of men, and I thought
the whole world resembled him. I sincerely
wish you happy; and to prove this since-
rity, I promise to neglect no mcans of pre-
serving my health, and regaining the peace
I have lost. Farewecll; this is probably
the last communication we shall have ; let
.me therefore assure you, that I think of
you without resentment, and let us both
hope, that the day will come when I shall
learn to think of you without pain.

¢ MaTiLpa CourRTLAND."

Montague read this note with consider-
able emotion, and again muttered impre-
cations on himself; put ‘amidst all his pity
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for Matilda, he felt secretly relieved by the
conviction that the business was now over.
He recalled all that he had heard on the
subject of hopeless attachments, and the
utter impossibility of their duration; and
at length succeeded in persuading himself,
that after the first burst of grief had sub-
sided, Matilda would gradually recover
composure, and ultimately be restored to
happiness. Dismissing the subjcct, there-
fore, as specdily as possible from his
mind, he rapidly pursued his journey
towards Woodlands, and on his way thither
had in idea combated every obstacle, rea-
soned away every argument, and van-
quished all opposition that might be offered
to the rcnewal and fulfilment of Ids en-
gagement with Geraldine.

Again he read her letter ; and notwith-
standing the calm and decided rejectiorr it
contained, flattered himself thaf she could
not resist liis pleadings; that she must be
touched by his disinterestedness, and affect-
ed by his deep apd unfeigned repentance.

B
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CHAP. XIX.

His disappointment was keen, when, upon
arriving at Woodlands, he found Geraldine
absent : and this disappointiment was ag-
gravated by the coolness with which Mrs.
Mowbray listened to his regrets and la-
mentations, and by her positive assurances,
that any application to Geraldine would be
fruitless.

Roused nearly to fury, he accused her
of the most paltry feelings and mercenary
views, vowed that Geraldine was ten thou-
sand times dearer to him than ever, and
that he would move heaven and carth, t8
recover hér.

In, this spirit, he dictated the‘note which
was forwarded to Wentworth, Hall ; and,
to prevent the possibility Q.E a refusal, pre-

3
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sented himself there, ten minutes after it
had been delivered.

Nothing could be more trying than the
interview that followed. Montague pleaded
with all the eloquence of love, all the
earnestness of sincerity, all the vehemence
of passion. Never had he displayed a ten-
derncss so devoted, a disinterestedness so
perfect, a candour so winning. Geraldine’s
heart was deeply touched, but she conti-
nucd firm: even the present vehemence of
Montague’s manner, — the unrepressed ar-
dour of his feelings, convinced her that he
was a stranger to all self-command ; his
vows, his protestations, his regrets, sincere
as they were, would again be forgotten.
He was still unchanged — still the same ar-
dent, engaging, impetuous being, governed
only by feelings as mutable as they were

_intense.  'Whilst he hung over her with -

describable fondness; alternately assailing

her *with soft “rcproaches and breathing

vows of constancy and love, Geraldine’s
16
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courage nearly failed ; but the image of’
Matilda pining away her hours in loneliness
and miscry, presented itself'; and the charm
was dissolved.

When Montague perceived that his teu-
der pleadings were incftectual, that her re-
solution was inflexible, he became irritated
by oppesition ; and aceusing her of heart-
less and deliberate cruelty, passed from an
extreme of tenderness to an expression of
the fiercest displeasure.

But it was far more easy to repel accu-
sation, than to resist entreaty; and he soon
discovered that the resolution which ten-
derness could not subdue, injustice would
but confirm. Again he had recourse to
earngst supplications, and finding them un-
availing, abruptly left the house in a state
of irritation little short of madness.

Geraldine had suffered ncarly as muéh
as himself' during the interview ; but in the
solitude of her chamber, when ske reviewed
her own conduct, judgment confirmed her
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decision. The meed of self-approbation
was hers, yet her heart ached with the
conflict.

The sight of Montague had revived feel-
ings which had lately been quiescent : the
soft whispers of love had sounded sweetly ;-
and the idea that she had listened to them
for the last time, was painful and depress-
ing ; but she felt that a husband should be
something morc than a passionate admirer,
or cven than an engaging companion :
that he should be the friend in whom she
could entirely confide; the guide whom
she could delightedly follow ; the Christian,
with whom she could hope and rejoice.
Alas! how remote from such a character
was Montague. Capricious as he had been
as a lover, could he, as a husband, inspire
her with that fearless confidence in his
faith and truth, which is at once the
cha,lm of mamed life, and the chicf secu-
rity Tor its uappmess )

Whilst Geraldine was oceupied .in these
pensive reﬂectlgns Montague had been
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galloping furiously towards Woodlands.
Having reached thc park-gate he slackened
his pace, feeling reluctant to meet the
triumphant glance of Mrs. Mowbray, upon
this accomplishment of her predictions.
To whom could he look for comfort? In
whom _could he place confidence? He
recollected his tried friend Maitland, and
dismounting, gave his horse to his servant,
and walked rapidly on to the cottage in
which he lived.

Mr. Maitland received him with the
warmest kindness.

« Had I known of your arrival at Wood-
lands,’”’ said he, ¢ 1 should have been too
eager to congratulate and welcome you to
have waited for this kind visit.”

¢ Congratulate and welcome me !’ ex.
claimed Montague ; ¢ oh! use not such
words to a being so miserable, so wretchéd
.as myself; they are but mockery.”

« Wretched "and miserables!” echoed
Mr, Maitland, 'in great amazement, ¢ to



GERALDINE, 183

what do you allude? What can have
happened ?*

« Enough has happened to make me
hate myself in the first place, and hang
myself in the second,” exclaimed Mon-
tague, with great vehemence.

« No, no,” said Mr. Maitland, ¢ I wxll
not belicve you ; the mischicf, whaiever it
may be, is not, I hope, irreparable.”

¢ It is irreparable, utterly irreparable,”
repeated Montague; ¢ and I am a wretch
for life: a forlorn rejected wretch.”

Mr. Maitland requested an explanation.

¢« I did not write a history of my follies
to you,”” said Montague; ¢ but you will
have no great difficulty in believing me,
when I confess that 1 have been a fook,—a
vain, selfish, cruel fool.”

¢ Pardon me,” said Mr. Maitland, ¢« I
have great difficulty in believing it.”  °

« Half in sport, — half in ‘earnest,”
continued Montague, I wrote soft non-
sense to a pretty girl, who was silly .enough-
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to mistake it for truth and sense; and
because I, was so unlucky as to win ker
heart, Geraldine has cruelly resolved upon
breaking mine.”’

“ And how and when did all this
happen?”’ enquired Mr. Maitland.

¢ Ask mc no questions,” replied Mon-
tague, 'impatiently ; ¢« I can only repcat,
that, thanks to my own folly, and the heart-
less cruelty of Geraldine, I am the most
miserable fellow breathing.”

¢ Be less unjust,-Montague,” said Mr.
Maitland ; ¢ do not mistake firmness for
cruelty.”

¢ It is cruelty, the most barbarous
cruclty. She knows, she sees the pangs I
suffer; she feels her power; she is con-
scious that I love her to distraction,— that
my repentance is sincere, poignant, bitter ;
and yet She persists in her refusal — her
inhuman refusal.”’ .

« And do you beheve, Méntague, that
l.tflas Zost her no effort to decide against
~you? With what tendemcss did she love ?
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With what patience did she bear with you?
With how warm and fond a hope did she
await your return? Depend upon it, you
are not the only sufferer.”

¢ No, no,” exclaimed Montague, ¢ she
does not, cannot suffer, or she could not be
thus firm, thus resolute; but if yout have
any pity, any compassion for your unhappy
friend, plead my cause with her; she
respects your judgment, she will listen to
your arguments.’’

Mr. Maitland changed colour — ¢ What
could I urge that would be at all effectual 7
said he, rising and walking up and down
the room as he spoke ; ¢ her acceptance or
rejection depended upon yourself. What
can I say to inspire her with confidence ?
How could I plead against my conscience,
against my convictions ?*

* Are you too my enemy ?*’ said Mon.
tague, looking at him fiercely.

“ Noj; T am your faithful friend,”
-plied Mt M. itland, ¢ and would sacnﬁce
any thmg but gy truth and homesty to
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prove my friendship ; but I am also,” he
added, in a lower tone, ¢ the faithful friend
of Miss Beresford ; and can 1, in honour,
urge her to a union in which I fcar her
happiness would be the sacrifice ?”

Montague fixed his cyes on Mr. Mait-
land’s countcnance, and was struck with
the agitation it expressed.

« Is it your low opinion of me, or your
high opinion of Geraldine,”” said he, in a
tone of bitterness, ¢ that makes you thus
lukewarm in my cause ?”’

¢ My opinion of you,”” returned Mr.
Maitland, with spirit, < varies with your
varying conduct. My opinion of Miss Be-
resford is fixed and permanent. Her prin-
ciples are as high as her conduct is ad-
mirable.”

“ You speak with enthusiasm,” said
Montague, in a tone of smothered passion.

¢ And with sincerity,” added Mr. Mait-
land, calmly. ’

« I should be sorry,” cortinued Mon-
tague, in the same accent of suppressed
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rage, * to do you injustice ; but such warm,
such enthusiastic admiration in so young a
man, is somewhat suspicious.”

Mr. Maitland’s countcnance again be-
trayed extreme agitation.

¢ By heaven!’ exclaimed Montague,
‘¢ my suspicions are just ; deny them, «f you
can.”

« Deny what ?”’ said Mr. Maitland, with
a strong effort to speak calmly.

¢ Deny that you love her. Deny that
you are my rival,”” continued, Montague,
turiously.

¢ Be less violent—Iless peremptory,
Montague,” said Mr. Maitland, ¢ if you
expect an answer from me.”

¢¢ Practisc no subterfuge, no evasion, .Sir,”
said Montague, with increasing fury ; «the
most consummate hypocrisy will now avail
you nothing.”

Skilled as Mr. Maitland was in the
science of sclf-government, he could not
listen, withot.t keen emotion, to language
such as this. A trimson flush coxered his
face, as he exclaimed, —
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« Leave me, Sir, I conjure you. Insult
me no longer, lest I forget what is due to
you and to myself.”’

¢« Disprove my accusations ; say that you
do not love her, and 1 will sue like a slave
for your pardon,” said Montague.

Mr. Maitland was again silent for a few
moments.

« I will not forfeit my integrity,” said he ;
¢ I cannot deny that I love her, but —>

¢ No more, Sir,”” exclaimed Montague ;
¢¢ you have said enough.  This stroke is, in-
deed, too much,’”’ added he.— ¢ You, whom
I trusted, whos¢ principles I venerated,
whose honour I believed to be bright as
the sun.—To be thus meanly, thus cruelly
deceived, where I had ¢ garnered up my
heart.” >’

.« Stop, Montague, and listen to me,’’,
exclaimed Mr Maitland.

But Montague would net stop ; he would
not listen : abruptly leaving the room, he
rushed from the house in~ an ‘agitati‘on
which ,Mr. Maitlad cosld not behold
without pity.
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CHAP. XX.

Monracue had scarcely been gonc an
hour when a note was brought to Mr. Mait-
land containing these words : —

¢ To the Rev. Co Maitland,

“ Do not flatter yourself that your pro-
fession will protect you from my just re-
venge. If you arc not as cowardly as you
are treacherous, make the only reparation
now in your power, by giving me the satis-
faction of a gentleman,”

To this note the following reply was,
sent by Mr. Maitland.

“ 7o Montague Mowbray, Fsq.
«"You Rave distrusted my integrity, in-
sulted me by suspmlon,.outraged my feel-
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ings ; but my principles you cannot shake:
they are founded upon a rock. The tem-
porary irritation excited by your violence
has already subsided, and I fcel inclined
only to pity you. A man of the world
perhaps would think that he acted magnani-
mously in expressing merely cool contempt
for such conduct ; but a Christian acknow-
ledges a higher principle, and his heart
pities what his judgment must condemn.

« To a mind like yours the feclings of
to-morrow will be sufticient punishment, and
to that punishment alone I leave you.

«¢ Neither threats nor violence will, for a
moment, induce me to disguise the truth.
I acknowledge that I love Geraldine as
fervently as you can do; but this is my
ouly sin against you. Of any other offence
J am guiltless. N

« She is entirely unconscious of my
preference ; nor-have 1, for a moment,
forgotten the priority of your claims. Ten
thousand times rather woulg I exile myself
for ever from her sight,. than forfeit that
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nicety of principle which is dear to me as
a man of honour, still dearer to me as a
Christian.

¢« The trying and peculiar circumstances
in which Geraldine was placed at Florence,
excited my warmest sympathy, and the
task of consoling and soothing a ybung
and beautitul woman is not without danger.

« I believe my heart would have been
proof against her attractive loveliness, had
that been her sole charm; but it was not
proot against that union of lofty principle
and femininc gentleness, which I had daily
opportunities of witnessing. *

¢ From the moment I became conscions
of this truth I practised the most rigid
selt-denial. You, who know what it is to
love, and to love so matchless a being, are
capable of estimating the sacrifice I made.,

« I immediately estranged myself from
her socicty, stifled every tender feeling,
and incurred the imputation of treating her
with negligence and caprice. '

“ Prudence, indeed,s would have pre-
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scribed this course qf conduct; for, alas!
I have no offering to make to Geraldine
but that of a fond and faithful heart. 1
might, perhaps, have disregarded these
cold and cautious whispers, had not your
claims interfered ; they could not, for an
instaiit, be forgotten. Rather would I
submit to the severest sacrifice, than incur
what a conscientious spirit feels most
keenly — ¢ its own rebuke.’

¢« If Tam not mistaken in your character,
you will retract the injurious language
which, in the madness of the moment, you
permitted to dscape you; but should you
still continue to load me with obloquy, and
to indulge a spirit of hatred and revenge,
think not that I shall so far sully my own
charagter, and disgrace the principles 1
profess, as to adopt the miserable expe-
dient which you have proposed. Even, if
my profession presented not ap msurmount-
able obstacle, my decision wouLd be pre-
cisely the same, o

« There is no ctime iu the whole cata-



GERALDINE. 198

logue of fashionable vices, which I hold in
deeper abhorrence. Think you, that I
would offer at the shrine of so worthless an
idol as jfalse honour, the costly sacrifice of
an immortal soul; that I would sanction a
custom which reason condemns, which
religion forbids; that the last act Jf my
life should be one of impious defiance
against the positive law of God.

¢ No, Montague: he must be a Chris-
tian in name alone, who can commit a sin
thus glaring, thus inexpiable. To him,
who is a Christian in deed and in truth, life
appears no podbr and paltfy gift, to be
rashly hazarded, or cast away with ungrate-
ful and unfeeling levity. As connegted
with his eternal destiny, it is to him a term
of immense and infinite value. His heart
is filled with deep reverence, with bound~
less gratitude, to that God in whom he
lives and moves,.and has his being; nor
can he, for a single moment, weigh the
contempt of man against the authority of

VOL. III. 'K
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that eternal and immutable Judge, com-
pared to whose awful frown ¢ the concen-
trated attention of all the beings in the
- universe would be powerless as the gaze of
an infant.’

« Karewell! If you think my forgiveness
wortli accepting, I freely give it you: and
that many years of peace and virtue may
be yet in store for you, is the prayer of

« Your sincere friend,
¢ CHARLEs MarrLanp.”
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CHAP. XXI.

MONTAGUE, on his return to Woodlands,
found temporary relief in pouring forth his
new tale of grievances to Mrs. Mowbray.
Geraldine’s rejection did not appear
quite so humiliating, now that he suspected
Mr. Maitland of ¢ treasons, stratagems, and
plots ;> and his scnse of disappointment be-
came less keen than his desire of avenging
himself on this false friend. .
Mrs. Mowbray waited till he had ex-
hausted his fury by abusing Mr. Maitland
in every possible variety of term ; and then
coolly observed, that she had suspected the
fact for some time ; and that, far from par-
t1c1pa,tmo' the feclings of Montague, she.
thought notlung could be more suitable
than the connecéton to which thjs love
K 2
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would probably lead. There was a striking
similarity in the habits, tastes, and princi-
ples of the parties; and though Geraldine
was spoiled by her methodistical notions for
a woman of fashion, she would make a
paragon of a wife for a country parson;
she would be quite in her element when in-
structing a group of ragged children, and
making baby clothes and caudle for their
mothers. Certainly it was mortifying to
see her becoming such a mere nobody,
after the advantages she had enjoyed, and
the superior class into which she had been
introduced ; but she had decidedly, no taste
for an elevated sphere, and, therefore, it was
much the wisest plan to leave her quictly
to fill one in which ‘her virtues might
walk their narrow round.’

« Montague, unconvinced by this reasonirfg,
and highly irritated by his mother’s total
want of sympathy, would listen no lorger;
and aﬁixealing" to his father, begged to
know*his -opinion of Mr Maitland’s abo-
misiablh: conduct.
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Mr. Mowbray sarcastically replied, that
as Montague had exercised his privilege of
falling in love as often as he pleased, he
could not reasonably complain of Mr. Mait-
land’s availing himself of the same privilege;
and he begged to suggest, that instead of
talking thus fluently of what was-konourable,
it would be better if he would learn to prae-
tise it.

Montague, wounded to the quick, left the
room muttering something about stocks and
stones, and hearts of marble; and shut
himself up in his chamber, impatiently
awaiting Mr. Maitland’s reply.

It arrived, and produced an instantaneous
revolution in the ever-fluctuating feelings
of Montague. Mr. Maitland was rapidly
transformed from a demon to a divinity,
and he soon felt inclined to worship -the
man whomn, a few minutes befort; he had
loaded with opprobrium. He acknow.
ledged, that Mr. Maitland had acted the
most honourable part ; and, comparing his
own impetuous *and defective churacter;

kK 3
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with the unblemished integrity and un-
deviating excellenee of his friend, felt
humbled and wretched at the contrast.

He meditated all night over this letter;
and passing, as usual, from one extreme to
another, rcasoned himself into the con-
viction, that Mr. Maitland alone was wor-
thy of Geraldine ; and to prove that he was
not entirely undeserving of the friendship
of such a man, resolved to be magnanimous,
to resign his pretensions, and not only to
leave the field open to his faultless rival,
but, if possible, to surmount the obstacles
which prudence opposed to the accomplish-
ment of his secret wishes.

To prove the sincerity of this deter-
mination, and to prevent the possibility of
his receding from it, he immediately wrote
to Matilda, urging her once more to Ye-
ceive himr in the character of a lover; but
though- Montague, when* insnired by his
mischievous muse, could play the lover
with astonishing facility, he could not, in
plain prose, feign au ardoar which he did
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not teel ; and his letter to Matilda, though
couched in terms intended to be persuasive,
betrayed too much of the real state of his
heart to produce the desired effect.

She disdained to be indebted to com-
passion for the hand which she had fondly
hoped would have been the offering of
love; and though he had plainly stated
that his engagement with Geraldine was at
an, end for.ever, refused his overtures in
terms the most unequivocal.

Reconciled in some degree to himself by
having made this offer, and by the generous
determination he had formed, his heart was
inexpressibly lightened ; and the desire of
making a noble reparation to Mr. Maitland
soon filled and occupied his mind nearly to
the exclusion of every other subject. His
active imagination was continually at
work. Bishopricks, deaneries,e and pre-
bend's, had they been in his gift, would have
been lavishly heaped upon him at that mo-
ment. .

Alas! he had «fot even a living,to offer.

K 4
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The presentation to that of Hartley, would
indeed be his on some future day, but that
day was probably far distant.

In the present state of his mind, how-
ever, difficulties the most discouraging,
obstacles the most formidable, appeared
slight to Montague; or rather served to
stimulate him to action. It would, indeed,
afford him a species of consolation, to
grapple with and conquer them. It would
be luxury to exert every energy of body
and mind in the service of the friend whom

“he had injured. -

He resolved upon an immediate visit to
Richmond, that he might consult Mr.
Spenser on the occasion, and interest him
in the promotion of his schemes.

After fully recanting, in the presence of
Mr. and Mrs. Mowbray, all that he hxd
uttered in the vehemence of his wrath, he
sent the following notes to Geraldine.and
Mri Maitland, and immediately commenced
his journey to Richmond: .
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“ To the Rev. C. Maitland.

* You are generous enough to offer me
your forgiveness, but can I ever be recon-
ciled to myself, or cease to remember, with
the bitterest anguish, my unjustifiable .con-
duct towards you?

¢ I am sure that you will accept this
acknowledgement as a feeble though in-
sufficient atonement ; but I feel that I have
forfeited all claim to your good opinion,
nor can I ever recover my own, till I have
proved myself less unworthy the title of
your faithful friend,

¢ MonTacUE MowBRAY.”

¢ o JIZss:Bereﬁbrd.

« I will no longer attempt to combat
your resolution, my dearest Geraldine ;
you shall never again be distressed by the
violence, or persecuted by the,claims of
him whom you so justly rejecteds-

" ¢ Forgive, if you can, the pain I have

$0 frequéntly occasioned you; .buty:why

should I for a“moment doubt it? Your
K S
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heart is too full of gentleness and charity to
Rarbhour the emotion of anger, even against
an enemy; much less would you cherish it
towards an erring being, whom you once
honoured with your preference, once blessed
with your tenderness.

¢ Jet mc not revert to that happy
period of my life, lest 1 should find my
courage fail, and again madly refuse to
relinquish you. I was unworthy such bliss :
it is fit that it should be reserved tor
unequalled exceilence and unsullied worth.

« 1 acknowledge the justice of your
decision, and bid you farcwell, not with
murmurs, but with blessings.

¢ To promote, or to witness your hap-
piness, will now be the consolation and
privilege of hiin, who, in resigning his
fondest hope, still cherishes that of being
numbered with your most affectionate and
faithful friends.

€

s« MonTAGUE MowBraY.’
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CHAP. XXIL -

Montacue pursued his journey to Rich-
mond with as much rapidity as it’ che pos.
session of an empire had depended upon
his reaching it at a given-moment.

Tie sacrifice he had just made ennobled
him in his own eyes. o have bowed to
authority, to have yielded to necessity,
would have been humiliating ; but to be a
martyr, at the shrine of friendship—this was
glorious! The idea of consummating the
sacrifice, by supplying Mr. Maitland "with
competence, if not with wealth, kindled all
the enthusiastic feeling of his nature; and,
during the journey, his fancy was busy in
anticipating the fervent. gratitude his.ex-
ertions would ,excite, and the exquisite
felicity he should bestow.

He hoped tigt the magnanimity he in-

K 6
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tended to display would check, if it did
not entirely prevent, the lively raillery of
Fanny, of which he felt some dread.

On approaching the house, he saw Mr.
Spenser’s travelling carriage just drawing
from the door, and perceived, by the jaded
statg of the horses, that they had been urged
to extraordinary speed. He considered
the circumstance, however, as accidental,
and rejoiced in the certainty of finding
Spenser at home. Alighting quickly, he
was making his way across the hall to the
library, where he knew the family usually
assembled in the morning, when a servant
requested to show him to another apart-
ment, saying, that Mr. Spenser had given
strict orders not to be disturbed.

¢« Is he ill 7’ enquired Montague.

¢« No, Sir,”” said the man, with hesia-
tion ;  but have you not heard? —"

¢ Heard what?’ asked Montague, in
great alarm; * has any evil befallen my
sister ?”’ i

The servant was silent. ¢
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¢ Speak, for Heaven’s sake,”” exclaimed
Montague ; * let me know the worst. Is
she ill ; is she dying?” )

¢« She is well, I believe, Sir,” said the ser-
vant, mournfully. |

¢« What then can have happened ; where
is she?” said Montague, sickening with:
apprehension. .

The servant was again silent, apparently
dreading to reveal the truth.

Montague, prepared for tidings of the
most disastrous nature, insisted upon seeing
Mr. Spenser immediately ; and, notwith-
standing the remonstrances of the servant,
forced his way into the library.

« Did I not give orders to be denied ?*
said Mr. Spenser, fiercely, as the door opened.
On recognising Montague, the expression
of his countenance changed.

¢ IIas the sad tale already reachped you P
said_he, in a moumful tome; ¢ rumour has
indeed been swi

« I know nothmg,” replied Montaguef,
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shaking with agitation; ¢ but that some
terrible calamity has happened.”

¢« The whole town by this time knows,”
said Mr. Spenser, ¢that your sister has dis-
graced her husband, her family, and herself
for ever.”

Mugc with astonishment and horror,
Montague allowed Mr. Spenser to go on
without interruption.

¢ She left this house yesterday evening,”
continued he, “accompanied by Sir Henry
Ireton, and I have rcason to bclieve that
they have by this time left England.”

« Horrible!”” cxclaimed Montague ; “what
cah have urged her to so desperate and
dreadful astep? How is it possible that her
heart could ever be cstranged from yon—
you, whom she loved with a tenderness so
fervent, so devoted ?” .

"« It has been estranged,” replied Spenser,
vchemently, “by my own folly and his
cursed arts. I scorn all subterfuge. I have
not been guiltless. I have been an in-



GERALDINE. 207

dulgent, but not a faithful husband. For
Fanny, then, I feel something like pity ;
but the wretch, the insolent wretch, who
has dared to invade my rights; who has
lured her by his specious, devilish arts, —
shall feel my fury—my vengeance. I
will hunt him through the world ere he
shall escape e.”

He paused, and walked in great agi-
tation about the room.

¢ I know him to be a heartless villain,*
continued he. ¢ Unhappy Fanny ! in seek-
ing to avenge herself for my neglect, she
will heap coals of' fire on her own head.

¥rom my soul I pity her.”? -
«« What can be done to save, to rescue
her ?” said Montague. ¢

. * Nothing ! nething upon earth,” replied
Mr. Spenser. «She haspassed the Rubicon;
and Heaven itself cannot save her now.
This, however, I can promise, and let it be
dlstmctly sw.ted to Mr. Mowbray; that T
will seek no legal redress for my,wrongs.
Personal revenge T must have ;.but towards



208 GERALDINE,

Fanny I will exercise forbearance. Her
name shall not be dragged into a public
court, coupled as it would be with infamy ;
she was not madec for such degradation.”

Mr. Spenser speke with cmotion ; he was
suffering under a keen sensc of his own
unpardonable, irretrievable errors as a hus-
band. ‘Conscience awoke : he saw them in
their real malignity ; and Fanny, degraded
in the eyes of the world, her‘ name polluted,
her happiness wrecked for ever, appcared
to him rather the victim than the aggressor,
— an object not of scorn but of pity.

Her image rose to his view in all the
sparkling brifliancy in which it at first met
his eye, when hope sprung in every thought,
joy beamed in every look. He contrasted
this bright dawn with the deep gloom by
which she might too soon be encompasstd,
and shuddered at the picture.

Stil] his remorse was rather agonizing
than salutary ; he was shocked by the effect
of his gross violation of duty, not by the
violation_itself; nore of: fne humility of
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genuine repentance dwelt in his bosom;
he was cherishing a spirit of deep revenge,
and madly resolving either to sacrifice his
own life or that of the man he hated. =

Montague did not oppose these sen-
timents : the eloquence of Mr. Maitland,
on the subject of duelling had siartled
him; he acknowledged the force of his
reasoning, confessed that taking his solemn
view of the subject, the objections to the
practice were powerful ; but other views of
it might also be taken ; and, aftcrall, there
were circumstances, occasions, in which
but one course could be adopted by a man
of spirit — of honour. He must submit to
necessity. He considered the present as
one of those occasions, in which direct dis-
obedience to the law of God was indispens-
able ; and readily offered to accompany
Spenser in his pursuit of Sir Heniy Ireton.

¢« .Mr. Spenser suspectéd that the fugi-
tives were on their road to Paris; but he
determinetl to ascertain this point, and to
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arrange his aftairs before he attempted the
pursuit.

Iad he been less frank in acknowledging
his defects, as a husband, Montague would
probably have felt disposed to become his
accuser ; but there was a generosity in his
caadour which wholly disarmed him ; and
though he could by no means exonerate
him, he was less disposed than Mr. Spenser
to apologisc for Fanny.

As he apprehended the disgraceful tale
would soon find its way into the daily
papers, he sent an cxpress to Woodlands,
disclosing the ‘circumstances with as little
abruptness as possible.
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CHAP. XXIIL

P REPARED, by the arrival of the express,
tor intelligence of an extraordinary or dis-
astrous nature, Mrs. Mowbray eagerly
watched the countenance of her husband
as he read the contents of the letter: its
extreme paleness and agitation cxcited her
worst fears.

He continued silent, with the letter in
his hand, for a minute or two after its
perusal ; and then, with an ineffectual
effort to speak with caliness, exclaimed, —

¢ The event which I have long foreboded
is come to pass; your daughter is cternally
disgraced. She has long been lmselable,
she ds now gnilty.”

Having said these words, he placed the
letter in Mrs. Mowbray’s hands and left
the room. They*had sufficiently, gxplained



212 GERALDINE.

its purport, but she cagerly ran it over, to
ascertain the particulars.

She was astonished and grieved by the
intelligence it contained ; but it was not
the sin, it was the disgrace by which she
was chicfly affected. She pronounced it
to bé a shocking affair, a very shocking
affair indeed; but she felt more irritated
by the folly, the imprudence, the absurdity
of Fanny, than humiliated by her guilt.
To forfeit such a station, to forsake a
husband who neither limited her expenses,
controlled her ‘wishes, nor interfered with
her pleasures, because he happened not
to be immaculate, was either an act of
positive madness, or of folly the most in-
-excusable. She declared that Mr. Speunser
was a paragon to exercise the forbearance
he did; and fur from pitying her mistaken
and misgaided daughter, she could only
exclaim against’ her provoking and in-
corrigible wilfulness.

Far ditferent were the feelings excited in
the n}nﬂ ~f Geraldine by the news of this
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event. She had left Wentworth-hall for
the vicarage, and the letter was forwarded
to her there, accompanied by a few lines
from Mrs. Mowbray.

Affected even to agony, she wept over
the fall, shuddered at the guilt, and
trembled for the future destiny of Funny.

Mr. Spenser had long been to her an
object of fear and disgust ; and she felt as-
tonished at the terms in which Montague
spoke of his forbearance: amidst all her
conviction of his guilt, however, she still
traced this fatal step to a deeper source;
but in acknowledging Fanny’s lamentable
deficiencies and total want of principle, she
considered her as entitled to the sincerest
pity ; for even this irretrievable evil might
be attributed to her wretchedly defective
education, .

She thought, with unaffected sympathy,
of the lovely, little girl, deserted and dis-
graced by its natural protector, and longed
to watch and cherish the beauteous bud,
thus rudely reft ftom its parent stem,
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Helen Wentworth had accompanied her
to the vicarage. Mr. Fullarton had been
made acquainted with her state of mind,
and he fclt benevolently anxious to coun-
teract the mistakes into which she had
fallen. 1Ie knew that this was to be ef-
fected, not by lesscning the exquisite
tenderness of her conscience, not by in-
sinuating that less picty, less purity, less
holiness, would render her more usctul or
more happy; but by cultivating and
strengthening her judgment, and by im-
pressing on her mind the consoling truth,
that God has mercifuily declared, in terms
the most unequivocal, that he is the ¢re-
warder of those who diligently seek him.’

“The late fatal event in Mr. Mowbray’s
family, proved a lesson fruitful of instruc-
tion. Fauny, young and lovely, gifted
with afflugnce, blessed with the finest ta-
lents, thus degrading herselfinto a wzfruing,
was an object calculated to excite not only
the deepest pity, but the most salutary re-
flections,
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Alas! not any of the numerous graces
and gifts she had so liberally received, had
been used totheglory of the Griver; they had
either been wasted or abused.  God had not
been in all her thoughts ; and in the hour of
temptation she was destitute of the weapon
which could alone defend, the shield which
could alone protect her.

Mr. Fullarton carnestly conjured Ge-
raldine and her young friend not to allow
their feelings to evaporate in transient pity,
but to lay this event to hcart, that they
might be induced to improve with diligence
the religious advantages they enjoyed ; and
to cherish those principles, without which
the lustre of beauty, rank, and talent, was
useless as a brilliant setting without a gem,

The three days succeeding that on which
Mr. Mowbray received the tidings of
Fanny’s flight, he passed iu Isis study,
wholly secluding® himself ‘from uis family
and friends. On the fourth day, he joined
themx as usual at breakfast, and issued a
command that the nanfe of Fawa:.should

)
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never again be mentioned in his presence.
He then resumed his usual habits ; but the
traces of suffering remained. His manner
became increasingly cynical, his sarcasms
more bitter, and his fits of abstraction more
frequent and gloomy.

M.. Spenser expressed a wish that his
child might be placed at Woodlands, during
his absence ; to which Mr. Mowbray reluc-
tantly consented, stipulating with his lady,
that it should be kept from his sight as
much as possible.

Mrs. Mowbray, after the lapse of a weck
or two, discovered that to lament and
moralise over what was irremediable, was a
very useless occupation; and she again
crowded the house with gay visitors, invited
for the avowed purpose of recruiting her
§pirits, after the cruel shock they had sus-
tained. -,

When the intelligence of Mr. Beresford’s
death, and Geraldine’s changc of fortune,
was communicated to Mr. Fullarton, he
had formed the resoluticn of making her
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the heiress of his own little property ; which,
though trifling when compared with the
rich inheritance she had expected, would
still be a welcome addition to her present
slender income. :

He had at first no intention of making
his purpose known during his life{ but
fecling numerous and increasing objections
to Woodlands as a permanent residence for
Geraldine, he resolved to announce his de-
sign of adopting her as a daughter, and re-
quested that henceforward the vicarage
mnight be considered as her home.

The plan was submitted to Mr. and Mrs.
Mowbray, and met with their immediate
concurrence.  Mrs. Mowbray, indecd,
talked of her feclings, and of the pain with
which she made the sacrifice ; but confessed
that, all things considered, and especially
since that provoking business with Mon-
tagug, she cquld not, froin tenderness to
Geraldine, oppose the plan.

Deeply touched by Mr. Fullarton’s good-
ness, Geraldine expressed her sgnsg of it,
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not only by the gentle attentions, but the
willing obedience of a daughter; and un-
der his judicious kindness, her principles
became daily more firm and vigorous, and
her character more lovely and engaging.
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CHAP. XXIV.

Waeaen Mrs. Spenser’s fatal history tran-
spired at Woodlands, Mr. Maitland had
felt it impossible to adhere to his rigid
system of seclusion ; inexpressibly shocked,
he sympathised deeply in Geraldine’s af-
fliction ; and to mitigate and soothe it, again
became his daily task: together they
mourned over the degradation of this bril-
liant and lovely being, and formed many a
fruitless scheme for rescuing her from the
misery which must too soon become her
portion.

But if the defects and fall of *Fanny ex-
cited Mr. Maitland’s heartfelt pity, they
served to heighten the powerful contrast
presented by the virtues and graces of Gre-
raldine. He felt them to be resistless, and

L2
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having ascertained that Montague’s dis-
missal was fixed and irretrievable, his pas-
sion for Hebrew suddenly abated; and for-
saking his lexicons and loncly fireside, he
joined the party at the vicarage. Pruden-
rial maxims were forgotten ; he remembered
only that Geraldine was the loveliest of the
lovely in mind and person, and that she
was unfettered by any engagemecut.

Whether her heart would ever be a se-
cond time enthralled, he considered doubt-
ful: at present it was luxury to listen to
her without self-reproach ; to gaze upon her
without feeling it to be a crime.

Her manner towards him was distiu-
guished by a kindness the most engaging,
minéled with a respect amounting to de-
ference. Her eyes sparkled with pleasure
when he entered ; but it was the open, un-
disguised pleasure of friendship ; there was
none of the downzast fluttering conscious-
ness indicating love. -

She did not, however, sigh as formerly,
at the name of Montaguc : ‘she spoke of
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him  sometimes with pity, always with
gentleness; but in a firm and unembarrassed
tonc.  Mr. Maitland listened with the
trembling cagerness of jealous love ; but he
could detect no‘lurking regret, no secret
repining. T :

Nearly two months O‘hded away in that
quiet and intimate intercourse, which un-
tolds the character in all its minutia.

Geraldine mingled occasionally in the
gaietiesof Woodlands; but they scemed only
to increase the zest with which she returned
to the sober duties and dearer enjoyments of
her more humble home. Well bred, and
graceful, she could not mingle in the most
brilliant scenes without exciting admiration;
but it was in the domestic circle that her
manner assumed a more enchanting grace,
and her character unfolded in full and
perfect beauty.
~.Every sucgeeding day increased Mr. -
Maitland’s anxiety to ascertain whether her
heart could aguain be brought to feel and
acknowledge the power of love; but no-

L3
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thing appeared to satisfy his doubts: no
restlessness, no embarrassment were per-
ceptible, She seemed scarcely to have a
wish ungratified; and during their little
social evenings, he was frequently struck
by the expression of perfect enjoyment
which ;pervaded her countenance.

Could there then be the most distant
hope for him? Of love, indeed, Geraldine
did not dream; she felt that a. delicious
calm had stolen over her heart, that there
was a charm almost exquisite in the soft
serenity of her present life, and she was con-
tent to emjoy without tracing it to its
source ; nor did she for a moment contem-
plate the possibility of any change.

THis state of repose and unconsciousness
was interrupted by an unexpected incident.

As she was seated, as usual, with Mys.
Herbert, at, her work-table, Mr, Fullarton
entered the room with an open letter in his
hand, and a countenance beaming with be-
nevolent pleasure.

“ You yvill rejoice, I ams sure,” said he,
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st when you hear the good news I have to
communicate. This letter is from Mr.
Maitland ; he is unexpectedly called away
upon business of a very agreeable nature ;
having received a presentation to a living
worth five hundred pounds pér annum.
He is not aware through whose interest the
gift has been obtained, but imagines, from
the channel through which it comes, that
he is indcbted either to Montague, or Mr.
Spenser.”

Geraldinc’s first feeling, upon hearing
this intelligence, was one of warm and un-
mingled pleasure. She snared cordially in
Mr. Fullarton’s joy, and was impatient to
offer her kindest congratulations. The
next minute, she felt conscious of a secret
fear, lest this living should be far distant
from Hartley; and upon learning that it
was at least fifty miles off, a pang of keen
regret seized her heart; and she continued
silent and thoughtful throughout the re-
mainder of the day.

Mr. Fullartdn observed, that the loss he

L 4
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should sustain in Mr. Maitland, both as =
curate, and a companion, would be almost
irreparable ; but that, notwithstanding this
circumstance, he still rejoiced in an ar-
rangement so advantageous to his young
friend.

Geraldine blushed at her own selfishness,
and endeavoured to persuade herself that
she too rcjoiced, but it was all in vainj;
she could only sigh, as she looked at the
empty chair which he had been accustomed
to occupy ; and for the first time since her
residence at the vicarage, felt glad when
the evening had.passed away.

The next day, she made a strong effort
to shake off' this depression; and by the
help of incessant occupation, succecded in
maintaining a degree of cheerfulness during
the day ; but as eveniug drew near, at the
hour when Mr. Maitland’s  rapidly ap.
proaching footstep had usuq]ly becn heard,
her spirits again sunk; she tried to talk
with ease and playfulness, but a spell ap-
peared to enchain her faculfies, — an insuf-
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ferable weight to press upon her heart.
Was she, indeed, in the same room which
had hitherto seemed the chosen abode of
peace and joy? She looked round; —
Mzrs. Herbert’s eyes still turned upon her
with unaltered kindness, her smile was as
sweet as ever; Mr. Fullarton talked with
his accustomed intelligence, and yet the
hours were insupportably long. She ac-
cuscd herselt of ingratitude to those dear
and valued friends; she thought herself
inexcusable : but, notwithstanding all her
cxertions and self-reproaches, an indescrib-.
able hecaviness of heart, dctying all her ef-
torts, remained.
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CHAP. XXV.

T slowly wore away, and a fortnight
which had appeared eternal to Geraldine,
had elapsed since Mr. Maitland’s departure ;
when, as they were seated at breakfast, his
footstep was suddenly heard in the hall,
and in another minute he was by her side.
The vivid blush which instantly overspread
Geraldine’s countenance, spoke the wel-
come that her silence might have rendered
doubtful ; and not daring to trust her voice,
she busied herself in changing the position
of the tea-cups, till the flutter of _]oy -and
surprise had a little subsided. ' -

Mr. Maitland had passed the three pre-
ceding days at his living ; and had found
the house beautifully situated, and capable,
with a few alterations, of being made a very
desirable residence..
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The word alterati;n, was the only une
in this sentence which had any charm for
Geraldine. She indulged a secret hepe,
that it would be some time before the housc
was prepared for his reception; and her
spirits were considerably revived by hear-
ing him assure Mr. Fullarton, that no con-
sideration would induce him to leave Iart-
ley until a gentleman could be found as
his successor, whose principles and habits
met with Mr. Fullarton’s entire appro-
bation. Geraldine recollected with great
complacency, that workmen were frequently
dilatory ; and that a curate, the counter-
part of Mr. Maitland, might not readily be
found. Her smiles returncd ; — she en-
deavoured to dismiss the future- from her
mind, and to enjoy the present moment ;
and Mr. Maitland, who knew not. that
during his absence she had djooped as
flower deprived of light and air, felt hm
fears that her heart was untouched, con-
firmed by the unchanged cheerfulness of
her manner,
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‘These fears became daily more intoler-
able, and he often rose with a determin-
ation of terminating this state of suspense
before the close of the day ; but a dread of
the immediate separation, which must be
the consequence of a positive rejection on
the part of Geraldine, as often deterred
him from accomplishing his purpose.

He lingered on, from day to day, per-
suading himself that no favourable oppor-
tunity had presented itself; alternatcly
hoping, doubting, and fearing, till a letter,
requiring his presence at his living, roused
him to exertione

With a rapid step, he passed through the
village to the pathway leading to the vi-
carage, resolved that the next hour should
be decisive.

It was one of those soft bright days
which occagionally occur in the early part
of the month of March, when, but for the
lcafless trees, we should believe that the
reign of winter had suddenly yielded to
that of summer. .
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As Mr. Maitland pursued his rapid walk,
he saw Geraldine at some distance before
him, lingering as if to_enjoy the balmy
breath of these first days of spring. She
stopped to speak to a poor man, who, for
the first time after a painful illness, was
seated at his cottage door, rejoicingein the
cheering beams of the sun, and in the
health-giving breeze. The heavy hours of
pain and sickness had often been cheered
by Geraldine’s kindncss; and at the mo-
ment Mr. Maitland joined her, the poor
man was offering his fervent thanks, and
praying Heaven to bless her. S

Geraldine blushed so beautifully when
she found that these thanks had been over-
heard ; her glowing cheeks and silent em-
barrassment formed so fine a contrast with
the pallid countenance and feeble garrulity
of the invalid, that Mr. Maitlzknd thought
her infinitely ore lovely than ever; and
as she hurried on to escape the repeated
thanks of' the poor old man, he drew her

15
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arm within his and walked on for some mi-
nutes in silence.

Geraldine at length interrupted the pause
by a remark upon the beauty of the morn-
ing; to which Mr. Maitland made no reply.

Rather surprised, she repeated this re-
mark with more emphasis.

¢ Pardon me,” exclaimed he, ¢ it is, in.
deed, very beautiful; but I had scarcely
perceived it.”

¢« Can such a sun as this be wasted upon
you ?” said Geraldine, looking up at him
with a playful smile.

 Yes,” replied he; ¢ even such a sun

may shine in vain for me I must leave
Hartley to-day, and —
. % To-day !” repeated Geraldine: the
smile which had lighted up her features
being instantly succeeded by an expression
of the deepest disappointment.

« May I then hope,” said Mr. Maltland
as he watched this- rapid transition, ¢ that
you will sometimes regret my absence;
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that you are not entirely, utterly, indif-
ferent upon the subject ?”’

¢ Indifferent !”’ said Ggraldine, in a tone
of gentle reproach ; ¢ can you think me so
unfeeling, — so ungrateful ?*’

¢ I think you the gentlest and loveliest
of human beings I’ exclaimed Mr. Maitland,
with uncontrollable fervor ; ¢ and you have
long becn dearer to me than language can
express.”’

Geraldine continued silent; her heart
beat with a violence which prevented her
uttering a word. Surprise rapidly kindling
into delight, enchained her lips, and all
power of expression failed.

«¢ Speak, dearest Geraldine!” continued
Mr. Maitland. ¢ Tell me if I have presamed
too far—if this confession is, indeed, un-
pardonable — if from this hour we must se-
parate for ever — or be eternally united in
the precious bonds of mutual affection.”

Not for a moment could Geraldine hesi-
tate between such an alternative. In
trembling accents, but in a tone which
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instantly changed Mr. Maitland’s fears to
extasy, she acknowledged herself unequal
to the'separation ; and, before she could
recover her composure, or Mr. Maitland
had exhaustcd half his expressions of fer-
vent gratitude, they reached the gatc of
the vicarage.
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CHAP. XXVI.

Wik these events occurred at the vi-
carage, Mrs. Spenser was drinking decply
of the cup of mortification and misery. .

The fatal step she had taken had scarcely
afforded her momentary relief.  When she
rashly acceded to the schemes of Sir Henry
Ireton, her heart exulted in the idea that
her husband would feel the jealous pangs
which he had so often inflicted : but she
was doomed to experience, in its utmost
force, that

Revenge, at first though sweet,
Bitter ere long, back on itsclf recoils.

It scarcely sustained her through the agony
of conteinplating, for the last time, the
lovely child she thus cruelly abandoned ;
nor could it quiet the anguish of her heart
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as she cast a lingering look upon the home
which she was forsaking for ever.

The incessant and devoted attentions of
Sir Henry Ireton in some degree soothed
the perturbation of the moment, and from
Richmond they proceeded, not as Mr.
Spenser had imagined, to France, but to
a house which Sir Henry had engaged in
a small village in Dorsetshire.

There he purposed remaining under the
shelter of an assumed name, until the sens-
ation excited by the affair in the fashion-
able circles should have subsided.

To a situation thus remote and secluded
was Fanny conveyed in the month of De-
cember, and she soon found the raptures
and gratitude of her lover a poor exchange
for the privileges she had forfeited.

The few respectable ncighbouriné fa-
milies were not slow in discovering that
‘there was’ something ambigvous in the si-
tuation of the parties; and the compliment
of a passing bew was the only mark of
civility they deemed it prudent to bestow.
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Thus excluded from. the pleasures of
society, and totally .unfitted . for solitude,
goaded by recollections of the past, and
wearied by the monotony of the present,
every succeeding hour increased the wretch-
cdness of Fanny.

Sir Henry, indced, continued to watch
her looks, and live upon her smiles; but
this homage, though it soothed her vanity,
left her heart untouched; and Fanny,
pining, sad, and spiritless, was so com-
plete a contrast to the Fanny whom he had
wooed and won, that he soon began to
regret, and at length to mmrmur, at the
transformation.

She, in return, complained of the soli-
tude in which they lived, and proposed a
visit to Paris until their future plans could
be arranged.

Sir Henry complied, but with a secret
feeling of pique and mortification at the
discovery that his society was so little
prized, which boded future disunion.

Upon their arrival at.Paris, Fanny sought
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to lese her regrets in dissipation, and
mingled incessantly in the gayest scenes
and partics. 'The terms on which she lived
witit Sir Henry scarcely excited a remark.
It was merely whispered that she had made
an w@rangement with her friend ; and the
Parisian belles had not a thought, or even
a gesture to waste upon such an every-day
affair.

But though the accommodating courtesy
of French manners, and the brilliant scenes
in which she again engaged, could chase
away ennui, they could not shield her from
corroding care:

Among the influx of visitors to the
French capital, were many English families
of rank and fashion, with whom she had
formerly associated ; and Fanny was decply
mortified by their marked and poiiited
neglect. ,

One or two, indeed, of the least fastidious,
admitted her into their coteries ; but from
the majority she was doomed to endure
either the averted .glance, which bespok
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determined avoidance, or the haughty stare,
indicating . recognition, and repelling in-
timacy.

In vain she armed herself with looks
cqually haughty, and assumed a careless
and disengaged tone. Her heart was
pierced ; the sting had penctrated deeply ;
and the concealment of her feelings served
only to increase their intensity.

Sir Henry, who bad not forgiven her
obvious indifference, ‘became daily less pro-
digal of his smiles and compliments; and
in a short time, transferred them to those,
who had answering smiles to give.

In the present irritable state of Fanny’s
mind, this wasnot to be endured : she had
recourse to reproaches and remonstrance ;
talked of the sacrifices she had made, the
station she had resigned for him.

To all this Sir Henry listgned with
zold politeness ; acknowledged with a smile,
which might have been mistaken for a
sneer, his infinite obligations; and then
quitted hier to pass the morning in the bou-
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doir of a new favourite, and the evening at
the gaming-table. .

The transition from coldness to indiffer-
ence, and from indifference to alienation,
is not very difficult; and to this point Sir
Henry was rapidly advancing.

Fanny was now doomed to listen to com-
plaints of the enormous amount of their
expenditure; and to hints on the virtue of
frugality. She thought upon the indulgent
husband, who, even to the moment of her
flight, had lavished a thousand rich gifts
upon her; and anguish mingled with the
contempt- and indignation with which her
heart was almost bursting.- Coarse allusions
to her situation ; insults;..couched-in -the
specious form of apelogies; -affected lament-
ations over the impossibility of introducing
her into certain circles, because the wives
and daughters:wete all sans reproche ; —all
this was Fanny destined to bear; not for the
man she loved, but for one whom she de-
spised.. - Weary-of -herself, and returning
hatred for' scorn ;- detesting solitude ; yet
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wretched in society; humiliated, but not
self-abased ; desponding, but not repentant
— her life became daily more irksome. She
looked forward, but in the dreary prospect
not a single spot appeared upon which hope
mightrest. A residencein England would
expose her to greater mortifications. ~She
reverted to the past; and, recalling the
warning of Geraldine, shuddered at the
conviction, that she had indeed involy-
ed herself in hopeless and irretrievable
misery.

But Fanny was not formed for patient
endurance ; and thoughts at once gloomy
and desperate, took possession of her
mind : she now passed whole evenings in
solitude, pleading indisposition as an excuse
for excluding her Parisian acquaintance.

In these hours, the picture of her early
home presented itself, invested with all the
softening tints which memory gives. Father,
mother, brother, friend, were there as-
sembled : her child, perhaps, was sporting
around them; but never more would its
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light footstep, and laughing voice, salute
her ear. Alas! for her, there was ncither
child nor kindred ; they were lost for ever.
She was an outcast, forlorn 4nd dis-
graced.
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CHAP. XXVII

A~ alate hour one evening, she was roused
from these melancholy musings, by a sort of
struggle in the anti-room leading to the
apartment in which she was sitting. She
had given strict orders to be denied, and
the servant was repeating them in every
possible varicty of key, but apparently in
vain.

¢ I insist upon seeing her immediately,”
exclaimed a voice, at which I'anny trembled,
though its tone was familiar to her; and a
moment after, Montague hastily entered,
followed by the gervant, eager to exculpate
himself. She instantly dismissed him, and
shaking with emotion, scarcely dared teo
raise her eyes to Moptague; who, overe

VOL. IIT. M ’
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powered by contending feelings, stood in
silence before her.

At length, endeavouring to rally her
spirits and conceal her confusion, she ex-
claimed in a tone of assumed gaiety, —

¢ What can possibly have brought you
to Paris? not love of me, I am afraid ; but
whatever be your errand, you are welcome.

Montague shuddered, and, with a manner
somewhat cold and stern, replied, ¢ I came
on no peaceful errand. I came not hither
to sanction your crime, but to assist in
avenging it. Alas! dearly has that ven-
geance been purchased.”

Fanny, mute with terror, looked ear-
nestly in Montague’s face, as if' to implore
his forbearance.

¢« I see,”” continued he, in a mournful
and tremulous tone, ¢ that feeling is not'®x-
tinct, though honour and virtue are gone
for gver; and I can pity you, for the hour
of retribution is come.” Then, assuming
an accent of greater firmness— ¢ My tale is
brief,”” said he, ¢ though terrible. Sir
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Henry Ireton and your husband met this
evening by appointment. Your lover is
safe’’ — he paused.

¢« And my husband ?’ exclaimed Fanny,
grasping his arm in agony—

¢ Was shot through the hecart,”” con-
tinned Montague, in a decp, low tone,
¢ and died in my arms.”

A mortal palencss covered the face of
Fanny ; and, trembling violently, she clung
to him for support.

Placing her on a sofa, he stood by her
side, contemplating in silence the workings
of her agonized countenznce. After the
lapse of a few minutes, it assumed a sad
composure.

¢ Have you any thing more to tell me?”
said she, speaking in a voice of forced and
unnatural calmness; ¢ any message of
wrath, or any of forgiveness? I can bear
it now.,”

« From the fatal moment of your ﬂlght,”
said Montague, deeply affected, * he spoke
of you as one § more sinned against than

M 2
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sinnning ;’ sought not to palliate his errors ;
to conceal your wrongs ; generously forbore
a legal prosecution ; protected your name
from infamy ; provided for you with muni-
ficence, and died to avenge the disgrace
you had inflicted.”

Fanny madc a strong effort to control
ker emotion, and was about to reply, when
the voice of Sir Henry, giving some direc-
tions to his servants, and his approaching
footsteps werc heard.

¢« Oh! hide mec, take me from him,”
exclaimed Fanny, clinging to Montague,
with agony and despair; < his sight is
hateful. — Do not,”” continued she, shud-
dering from head to foot, ¢ do not leave
me With the murderer of my husband.”

«. Unfortunate, as guilty,” cried Mon-
tague, pressing her for a moment fondly vo
his bosom, and then struggling to free him-
self from her grasp; ¢ I can do little for
you. If you wish to consult or hear from
me, this is my address,’”” said he, throwing
his card upon the table. . But Sir Henry
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ireton and I, can mcet only as mortal ene-
mies. Do not detain me, therefore, un-
der his roof, lest his blood be upon my
head.”

Fanny relaxed her grasp; and shrieking
as Sir Henry entered the room, fell back
upon the sofa in violent hysterics. The
servants were summoned to her assistance ;
and Montague, muttering curses upon her
seducer, immediately left the house.

When the paroxysm had subsided, and
Fanny, exhausted by its violence, appeared
in a quiescent state, Sir Henry, dispissing
her attendants, approaclied the sofa on
which shelay. She shuddered involuntarily
as he drew near, but listened to him m
silence. )

¢« I have but a few minutes to spare,’ said
he, ¢«¢and can grant you but a few, to decide
upon the plan you may choosg to pursue.
The unhapvy «occurrence of this evening,
obliges me to leave Paris immediately. In
half an hour, I hope to be beyond its gates,
and shall travel by thesspeedigst conveyance

M 3
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to Switzerland. Will you, or will you not
be my companion ?*

¢ Never!”” cxclaimed Fanny, looking at
him, with an expression of terror and ab-
horrence. ¢ The tie between us is for
ever broken : Oh! that I had died before it
had béen formed.”

¢¢ If you have any wish to express, — any
thing to ask before we'part,’ said, he coldly,
¢¢ Jet me hear it now ; {or 1 have not a mo-
ment to waste.”

« I have no wish to express, no favour to
ask, nothing to say,”” replicd Fanny, speak-
ing with increasing and frightful rapidity.
** The only favour, the greatest kindness
you can show, is to leave me this moment,
and for ever. Do not come near me,”
said she, shrinking from him and shud~
dering violently as he offered to take her
hand ; * I #ecl polluted by your touch.”

Sir Henry, darting upon her a look of
fury and contempt, left the room; and ina
quarter of an hour, the sound of his car-
riage-wheels was heard in‘the court-yard,
and she was left in silence and solitude,
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CHAP. XXVIIL

“ Hz is gone , I am released from his hate-
tul presence,” said Fanny, as the sound of
the carriage became more distant, and at
length died away. < I am alone; 1 have
neither home, nor name, nor husband, nor
lover, nor friend : every tie that bound me
to life is broken. I have brought grief
upon my family, disgrace upon my child,
death upon my husband, infamy upoh my-
self.”

She paused for a few minutes: ¢« Oh!
that I could die this instant,)” exclaimed
she, walking up and down the room in a
perturbation, which every moment in-
creased : — ¢ I should then be at peace;
disgrace, misary, rejnorse, all would be

M 4
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over. I have nothing left on earth. T am
guilty, forlorn, wretched : life is hateful to
me ; but I can shake off this oppressive
weight ; I can iree myself from this insup-
portable burthen : and why should I hesi-
tate? Why should I tremble.”

She- passed rapidly on to her dressing-
room. Desperation was in every look,
every word, every gesture.

For some months past, she had ha-
bituated herself to the stimulus of lauda-
num, when more than usually depressed.
A phial stood in its accustomed place. She
poured its contents into a glass. Her face
was flushed ; her eyes beamed with unna-
tural brightness. She paused a moment,
and a moment only ; then eagerly raised the
glass to her lips, and swallowed the fatal
draught.

« It is dqne!” exclaimed she, in a tone
of exultation. ¢ Inafew heur, this aching
heart will be still ; in a few days the grave
will close upon me, and I shall be forgot-
ten, or remembered anly with pity.’
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She threw herself into a chair, and re-
mained absorbed in meditation.

Montaguc had parted from her, with
feclings of decep commiseration. Powera
fully affected by the anguish he had wit-
nessed, he passed the night in meditating
upon her situation, and devising plans of
relief ard consolation.

He had no doubt that an immediate se-
paration from Sir Henry would take place ;
and he hoped that her present acute suf-
ferings would induce her recadily to coin-
cide, in any plan of retircment which might
he suggested.

Already, in idea, he bad fixed upon a re-
treat, in which she might be soothed by his
visits and attentions; and where, if . she
could not recover happiness, she might in
time be restored to peace.

From these reflections which had com-
pletely banished sleep; he “was roused
about four o’clock in the morning by a
message from his sister, requesting an im-
mediate interyiew. In some trepidation,

M5
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biit with the utmost speed, he obeyed the
summons ; and on arriving at the house,
was conducted to Mrs. Spenser’s dressing
roomnt.

She half rose from the couch on which
she was reclining, as he approached. The
temporary excitement had subsided; her
cheek was no longer flushed, her eyes no
longer sparkled : extending her hand to
him —

¢ I meant to have spared you this sad
scene,” said she ; “but my courage fails —
I cannot — I dare not die alone.”

¢« Die!” exclaimed Montague, in dread-
ful alarm ; ¢ you know not what you say,
what you mean; your mind is disturbed.”

“ Too well I know,” replied Fanny,
shaking her head mournfully; ¢« I sought
death as a friend —but he comes armed,
with terrors.}’ '

« Fanny ! cxclaimed Montague, taking
both her hands within his, and looking
carnestly in her face, ¢ torture me not
thus cruelly ; —in pity — in mercy — un-
say those terrible words.”
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Fanny answered only by convulsive
shudderings ; and Montague, casting a
rapid glance round the room, snatched up
the empty phial, and, dashing it in horror
to the ground, cxclaimed —

¢« Oh! God —it is, indeed, too true.”’

After the pause of a moment, he flew to
the bell, and instantly dispatched tle ser-
vants for medical assistance.

s« It is too late,” said Fanny, in a feeble
tone: ¢ human aid can avail me nothing ;
the torpor of death is stealing over me.”

Montaguc walked up and down the
room in agony.

¢ Come ncar me ; — speak to me,”” con-
tinued she, fixing her languid and heavy
eyes on his; ¢ have you no whisper of
peace — no word of comfort to give 7

Montague could not utter a syllable;
he could only gaze on her in speechless
horror. .

« Tell me that my doubts and fears
are vain,” said she, in a voice almost inar-

ticulate with terror and agitation ; « that
M6
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in death, at least, I shall find rest and
peace.”

¢ May thc God of mercy pity and par-
don you,” said Montague, throwing his
arms round her, and supporting her droop-
ing head upon his bosom.

“ Ob! tell me that He is mercitul,”
said ¥anny, clinging closely to Montague ;
 repeat it to me a thousand times; for I
ean think only of" his justice.  Uncalled,
wunbidden, unprepared, — I am entering
eternity. -— Oh! will He indeed have
mercy ?”’ ’

Montague endeavoured to soothe her;
but his words afforded feeble consolation.
Terror scemed to shake her frame almost
to disgolution ; conscience awoke from its
deep slumber. A sudden light seemed to
burst upon her soul; but it was no mild,
and bemgnant ray : like the unperfcct
and fitful gleam of a dull sepulchral lamp,
it disclosed only 'images of gloom and
terror.

In a land of light, where the beams of



GERALDINE. 238

truth penetrate the lowliest cottage, and
guide the simple peasant, by the path of
humility and faith, to the throne of God,
and the -society of angels and archangels,
Fanny, richly endowed by nature, and
fortune, had walked in darkness and error.
She had wiltully closed her eyes against
the light, and its sudden flash now served
rather to bewilder than to guide.

Her senses wandered, her words became
confused and incoherent.  She called upon
her husband, asked wildly for her child,
and, at length, faint and cxhausted, sunk
back on the couch, and remained quiet,
till the arrival of the physician, who im-
mediately perceived that all remedies must
be ineffectual. - .

Until this moment, Montague had in-
dulged a feeble hope that her life might
yet be saved ; and upon heari.ng the fatal
decision, he hung over her in 2n agony of
fondness and despair.

A heavy stupor was creeping over her
frame, but an_ expression of anguish still
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pervaded her countenance. Scarcely could
she return the anxious pressure of his
hand ; and her dull, and heavy eye, feebly
raised to his, appeared vainly to implore
assistance and relief.

Montague continued to gaze in pity and
terror, . almost doubting the rcality of the
scene beforec him. Could this, mdeed be
Fanny, — the gay, the brilliant lovely being
who had seemed the living image of hap-
piness. How often had he seen those
dim and closing eyes, bright with joy and
hope ; that marble cheek glowing with
the rich hue of health and beauty ; those
pale and quivering lips encircled with
dimpling smiles. Alas! the icy hand of
death- was upon her; her eyes closed, her
fingers relaxed their grasp; she slept to
wake no more.
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CHAP. XXIX,

MoxTacue withdrew from this dreadful
scene in a state of distress and horror which
defied the power of language: nor was it
in mind alone he suffered ; the body sym-
pathised in these struggles; he returned to
his hotel with every nerve unstrung, and
every pulse beating with violence. .

Tn vain hé'strove to shake off the symp-
toms of fever by which he was oppressed ;
he threw himsclf upon the bed and tried
to sleep, but the form of his murdered
friend, the image of his dying sister, pur-
sued his slumbers; he unclosed his eyes;
still they seemed to hover near him ; he
turned again and again on his restless bed,
but could not escape them. Multiplying
into countless mumbess, or enlarging to a
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gigantic size, they appeared to surround
him on every side. A burning fever raged
in his veins, and in a few hours sense and
CONSCIoUsness were gone.

After seven days of severe suffering, in
which his life was despaired of, the disease
yiclded to the remcdies employed ; and
Montague, though feeble and cmaciated,
was pronounced by his physicians to be
out of danger.

Drcading to revert to the past; in a
foreign land, with no dear familiar face on
which to look for sympathy or kindness,
he was musing on his forlorn situation.
when his servant announcedthe arrival of’
a gentleman from England 5 and in a few
minutes his friend Maitland was by his
bed-side. He had travelled night and day
from the moment the sad intelliggnce
reached him. It had been conveyed by
Mr, Spenser’s confidential servant; who,
upon finding that Montaguc was danger-
ously ill, set off without delay for England ;
and, unwilling abraptly to communicate
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such tidings at Woodlands, applied to Mr.
Maitland for directions upon the subject.

Deeply affected by the dreadful tale,
he hurried to the vicarage, and leaving to
Mr. Fullarton the painful task of disclos-
ing it at Woodlands, after a brief inter-
view with Geraldine, left her, to seex, and
watch by his afflicted friend.

A week after his arrival at Paris Geral-
dine received the following letter :

s« 2o Miss Beresford ;

¢ My dearest Geraldine ;

«“ To part from you when your heart
was oppressed with the heaviest affliction,
to sacrifice the privilege of soothmg anc
consoling you at such a moment, was al-
most the only circumstance which could
increase the poignancy of my feelings on
leaving England ; but I will notsdwell upon
them, T will rather hasten to impart the
consolation that isin my power, by assuring
you that Montague is gradually recovering.
His spirits are still exeeedingly depressed,
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and the effect of this shock must be felt
long after its first violence has subsided.
Time alone will restore his mind to com-
posure ; and I earnestly hope that the im-
pression produced on it by these melan-
choly events, will be as salutary as it is
powerful,

¢« I arrived in Paris a few hours before
the last melancholy rites were performed
over the remains of our unfortunate friends.
An English family, well acquainted with
Montague, and touched by his affecting
situation, had madec the necessary arrange-
ments. They were inferred together in
the church-yard of Neuilly. I followed
them to the grave; and never will the
enotions of that sad and solemn hour be
forgotten. Alas! this was no common
event, that might be dismissed from sthe
mind with a passing sigh.— Could the
wyoung and gay contemplate, as I have done,
this wreck of all that was fair, lovely, and
promising ; they would perhaps learn wis-
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dom. The grave was closing over youth
unblighted by disease, beauty untouched
by decay, genius in its prime and vigour.
All the tenderest sympathies of my nature
were awakened ; and, to add to the bitter-
ness of these feelings, I dared not indulge
the blessed hope which alone sustains the
Christian at such a moment. Oh! my be-
loved Geraldine, it is heart-rending to stand
by the grave of those whom we have loved,
and tremble for their eternal destiny ; to feel
that they are lost to us upon earth ; to
fear that they have no part in the felicity
of heaven: but let me not dwell upon this
harrowing and melancholy subject.

¢ We shall leave Paris as soon as it is prac-
ticable for Montague to travel; he is anx-
ious, even to impatience, to quit a place,
where he has endured such variety of suf-
fering ; and I am longing twenty times a
day to be again near you ; again indulging
those delightful anticipations, in which my
heart sometimes takes refuge, even amidst
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all the sadness of the present moment ; till
then, adieu, dearest Geraldine.
¢ I am your faithfully attached
and grateful
¢ CHARLES MAITLAND.”

The deepest gloom now pervaded the
once gay region of Woodlands : smiles and
cheerful sounds were banished from that
spot, where Pleasure had appeared to hold
her court. Lven the spirit and elasticity
of Mrs. Mowbray’s mind seemed to be
crushed by this blow ; but the unrestrained
expression of her affliction was less power-
fully affecting than the silent endurance of’
Mr. Mowbray. Repressing sympathy, and
Tejerting consolation; deeming the one of-
ficious, and the other obtrusive ; the friend-
ship of man yielded him no relief, and the
‘over-ruling providence of God, he thot?éht
‘of as an idle dream. The joys of the world
he felt to be fugitive, its hopes visionary ;
but to him all beyond was shrouded in
clouds and darkness: no star appeared to
gild the gleom, nd friendly beacon wel-
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comed him to a land of light and joy.
He now considered life as a penance rather
than a blessing ; and man as a being created
only to suffer, to struggle, and to dic.

Alas! he had rejected that Holy Word
which is ¢ a lamp unto the feet, and a light
unto the path;’ and the cold and bleak
region of scepticism offered neither rest
nor refuge. Fanny had been his favourite
child; he had long mourned over her
blighted hopes; and the melancholy ter-
mination of her brief career he felt at his
heart’s core. But, even upon Montague’s
return, he maintained a stern and resolute
silence on the subject. Neither enquiry
nor observation escaped him; he spoke of
his son’s illness with concern, and conéra—
tulated him on his recovery, without refer-
ring by the most distant allusion to the
melancholy cvent by which it,had been
preceded. .

The sight of Fanny’y child, whose strik-
ing resemblance to her unfortunate mdther
could not escape attention, was.'exceedingly
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painful to him; and he not only declined
taking any active part in Mr. Spenser’s af-
fairs, but felt extremely anxious that the
little girl should find another protector,
and be transferred to another home,

Mr. Spenser appeared to have had some
consciousness that this would be the case;
and in the will which he made, previous to
his fatal journey to Paris, provided against
ity by nominating three guardians for his
child, who were to act either in conjunction
with Mr. Mowbray, should he accept the
trust, or independently if he declined it.
Among these Mr. Maitland was surprised
to find his name included, as his acquaint-
ance with Mr. Spenser, from the dissimi.-
larity of their pleasures and pursuits, had
scarcely grown into intimacy, and never
ripened into friendship. The mystery was,
however, ¢xplained by a letter in Mr. Spen.
ser’s hand-writing, addressed to Geralding,
whichhe had du‘ected Montague to deliver
to her, if his meeting with Sir Henry Ireton
shonld terminate fatally, .

' 3
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s To Miss Beresford,

¢ My dear Geraldine ;

.« In any other circumstances than those
in which I am at present involved, I should
not presume to address you; but at the
moment when this letter is placed in“your
hands, my follies, if not forgotten, will be
forgiven ; all resentment will be dismissed,
and the softer sentiments of regret and
pity alone fill your heart.

¢« The cvents of the last few weeks have
awakened feelings of which I was before
unconscious, and fears and anxieties, which
I have vainly endeavoured to dismiss,
press upon my mind. It derives con-
solation, however, from the conviction that
you will not resist the appeal I now make;
that you will accept the charge I solemnly
commit to your care, that you will cherish,
with materngl tenderness, that dear child,
already disgraced and forsaken by her
unfortunate mother ; and for whom, when
the words I amenow dictating meet your
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eye, the tie of paternal love will exist no
longer.

¢ Let her helplessness, her innocence,
plead for her ; — she will be rich and lovely.
Oh! guard her from the thousand dangers,
guide her amidst the temptations to which
beauty and affluence are exposed.

« I am perfectly acquainted with the
change which has recently occurred in
your plans and prospects. I am aware that
the station you are destined to fill, will be
neither brilliant nor éplendid; that your
life-will probably pass away with little
intercourse, ‘either with the great or gay.
But such a home is precisely the asylum
1 should prefer for my child ; — peace and
purity will dwell there. - It will be a sanc-
tuary which the foot of vice dare not
violate. . Take her, then, dear Geraldhe;
to your home and to your heart. Forget
whdiit is that lmplores this favour; think
of -her, not as the daughter .of the man
whom you condewmned, the: libertine, who
excited. your just indignation ; but as the
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child of the unhappy friend whom you
once tenderly loved ; in whose society you
so much delighted, and who, even in her
present fallen and degraded state, con-
demned by the world and re_]ected by her
family, .has still a claim upon your pity
and compassion. :

¢ I know that there is one person whom
you will consider it your duty to consult
before you comply with my request. I
have given him legal authority to act as
guardian to my child; and, from my
acquaintance with his character and prin-
ciples, I am disposed to believe that he
will not only accept the trust, but fulfil it
with undeviating integrity, and kindness
the most judicious. A delightful prospect
is opening before him: may no cloud arise
to obscure its brightness. Into that home,
which- you will together share, neither
jealousies nor discord w1ll euter may it
be undisturbed by care or sorrow. Perhaps
when you are rejoicing in the possession of
such a home, youn will sometimes revert to

VOL. 1L N *
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the fate of those early friends, whose lot
appeared bright and blessed as your own;
and who, '
Misled,by pleasure’s meteor ray,
" " By passion driven,

made shipwreck of honour, virtue, and
happiness. Tenderly you will unfold the
sad tale to your precious charge ; and whilst
you teach her to avoid, forbid her not to
pity the errors of her unfortunate mother.
But let me not distress you by anticipations
of the future, lest you shrink from under-
taking so difficult a task: None can fulfil
it with such delicacy and tenderness as
yourself. Accept it, then, I conjure you,
and’ with it my earnest-and affectionate
wishes for your happiness, - :

# You will not, I hope;: reject my partc
ing assurances of admiration and esteem,
rior be offeaded, if I confess, that it ib with
powerful’ emotion and deep regret that 1
bid you farewell for ever. -

. . ~+ s H, Srznsnn.”
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~ CHAP. XXX.

RS PEE

Arrza the pemsal of thls leﬁér, (Me,»
too much affected to speak. henfeehngs,-
put ¢it into Mr. Maitland’s hauds, -and-
silently awaited his deeision. .. g -

¢ My dearest Geraldine,”’ - sald heﬂWith'
the most soothing tenderness of. voice and
manner, - * I hope that, on .this -occasion,
and on all others of' any. importance, -we
shall be of ‘one heart and: gne mind;: ‘The-
sacred and:interesting charge thusentrust.
ed to our care is precious in.itself;-but. still
more so; as a’ pledge Jof cthat'-clos¢ and
intimate .bond in which we 'shall soon be
united. It onmly incréases: my-fond jand:
earnest desire to. see’ you jn that home, in
which I hope to .share, and lighten -your
dutiesy and bhush all your cares to repose.
1 cannot be selfish ermough to press this

N 2
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point at present ; but when your spirits are
tranquillised, and peace is in some degree
restored at Woodlands, I must be allowed
to claim the fulfilment of that dear promise,
upon which my earthly happiness depends.”

Geraldine felt hers to be too intimately
interwoven with that of Mr. Maitland, to
oppose his wish ; and she confessed, that the
hame of which he loved to think, appeared
to her, also, a haven of joy and peace, in
which she should delight to take shelter;
but she knew that some months must elapse
before their mutual wishes could be realised.
Time alone could soften the remembrance
of Fanny’s fate, and dissipate the gloom
which hung over the spirits of the family
at Woodlands; and she sympathised too
acutely in their affliction, to dwell upon
her own happier prospects, until that™af-
figtiop was alleviated. ;

. There, appeated. little ptobabdu:y: that
tlns would dpeedily be the case; far woes
<lustered -roupd them. : They.-received
Igtters from India, with <the intelligence



GERALDINE. 289

that Mrs. Harcourt’s health had declined
so rapidly; that she had been recomimended
by her physicians to return- to ‘het* native
air, as the only-remedy likely to effect its
restoration ; and.as she was to sail - almast
immediately aftér the letter was written,
they were in daily expectatiorvof her arrival.

The explanations and recapitulations.that
must be entered into, and the effect which
they might produce in her-present delitate
state, combined to make them look forward
to this event with dread; and to' increase
the heaviness of heart under which* they
were already suffering. .. +

At length, a letter was received from
Plymouth, announcing her arrival ; and in
a few days, Georgiana was aghain under
‘the. paternal. roof; uf‘ the hoim of her
infancy. . <R

Colonel Harcourt had bem ﬂetamed in
India on pyofessional buginess,-and she re-
turned alone. She hag leftEnglend, rich
‘in health and beauty; sheretutmed pale,
wasted, and drooping ; her figaré had lost

N 8
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.its grace; her cheek its bloom, her eyes
their lustre. Fatigued by the- exertion of
travelling, she could scarcely return the
affectionate caresses with which she was
welcomed by her family ;.and immediately
-retired to her chamber, where she remained
for. some-days. Reduced by bodily suf-
fering, and wholly deficient- in mental
vigour, she passed day after day in pee-
vishly..detailing her. complaints, and in
‘querulous murmurs over the hardships of
her destmy
.. 'The news of her sister’s death had ex-
cited comparatively but little emotion ; she
shed a few tears, indeed, and heaved a few
sight for.© poor Fanny ;’ but her sensibility
to her own sufferings was so keen, that she
had - none. ito -spare - for those of others
«Her:wanigy. was mortified by the effect pro-
duced by the change in-her personal ap-
pearancéq - $he -bad ‘been accustomed to
see evegy eye turned wpon her with an ex-
‘pressioh ~ of -admiration  and delight; - -this
expression was HOw. excbanged for a glance
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of pity, or half-suppressed astonishrfient:;
and she felt inclined to resent rather than
be grateful for the sympathy which con-
firmed her own fears.

The physicians who: were consulted gave
little hope of recovery, but thought it pos.
sible, that, by great care, her life might be
prolonged for a few years..' This opinion,
which she extorted from-them by the ea-
gerness of her questions, while it incréased
her despondency, furnished her with a plea
for greater self-indulgence.

The attentions and kindness of those
around were accepted, not as a free-will
offering, but as a tribute which. they were
bound to pay ; and she wearied herself; and
them, by incessant wishes and -vain ex-
periments to6 prolong a life which, though
she could no longer -enjoy, she was not
‘content to resign. .- - .°

The siglit of youth, health" and beauty,
increased-the ‘bitterness of her repinings;
and when Geraldine hovered near her -with
a friendly wish to agse and soothe her,

N 4
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she was frequeritly surprised by the peevish
discontent, and shocked by the asperity
‘with which Her attentions were’ repulsed.
If she sotight to eltertsin by sprightly anec-
dote, Georgiana' was not in spirits to bear
it ; if shealliuded to graver and more solemn
subjects, «it was cruel to increase her sad-
ness by sich gloomy conversation ;” if left
alone, she ¢alled hersclf forsaken 1f in-
treated to join the famdy party, they
forgot her feebleness and delicacy, and had
no pity for her sufferings.” But the patlent
tenderness of’ (rei'alcime was not to be sub-
dued ; she paid daily visits to the poor in-
Vali&;’listened with humane attention to
the' oft-repeated tale of “her complaints;
endured * her ‘Waywardness with unvaned
sweetness; atid watched the happy moment
to glide in a Word of hope and comfort.,
Mis: Mo\s?bray soon” became weary of
such ‘a"scene. ('She had been for’ a time
overwhelnied by t'l'le dnsastrous fate of Fan-
ny, 'and griéved bythe ‘obvious decline of
Georgidna ; but the lapse of ‘sonte months,



GBRALDINE. 0]

had calmed her feelings and habit, resumed
its sway LT

Montague, unable to .meet Geraldme
wnth composure, had a.dopted his mother S
engaged in n the st;ildy of the law and Mrs.
Mowbray, dec]armg that, it was.impossible
to live without society, and that the com-
pany of a few friends would be of infinite
service, both t¢ Georgiana and herself,
once more 1ssued those well-turned ~and
flattering invitations which she had so often
found resistless. Lady Cotterel and her
daugllter were among the first, visitants
who obeyed the summons ; and, as Lord
and Lady Glenmore were then at. their
cottage ornée, the usual routine of dinners
and civilities commcnced, Edmund Went-
worth was also in the country, and his
visits at Woodlands, were more. frequent
than evcr. He was always at handi.tor
ride, or walk, or laugh, or argue with
Miss Lotterel L and: the Lady seemed mqhned;

P
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She had beey introduced at a favourable
moment at Wentworth Hall: Miss Went-
worth was paying a visit to her old friend
Miss Vineent; her absence was a relief
to all the party, and the unobtrusive and
cheerfiil piety of Helen, could not now
be contemplated, even by Edmund, with-
out a sentiment of respect. It was for-
tunate that Miss Wentworth had accepted
her friend’s invitation; for her opinions
were daily losing something of their so-
briety, and becoming more wild and ex-
travagant.  Finding herself wiser than
some teachers, she began to fancy herself
wiser than all; and was indced in a fair
way to become ¢ wise above what is written.’
She projected new systems, suggested new
interpretations, discovered new lights, and
at length persuaded herself that, at the
ripe age of twenty-five, she could assist to
re-model and purify that system of Chris-
tianity, which had been received with
humble reverence, by Newton, Locke, and
Boyle, and which had excited the admir-
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ation of the learned, and formed the con-
solation of the pious during successive
ages. L

Miss Vincent, rather alarmed by the
novel opinions of her former pupil, and
calculating upon the influence she might
still possess, invited her, in the ‘hope of
restraining these aberrations; and Miss
Wentworth accepted .the invitation. with
alacrity, anxious to make a proselyte of
her old friend, and to display her. zeal;
and disseminate her opinions in a distant
neighbourhood. .

NG



276 GERALDINE.

CHAP. XXXL

Miss Correres perceived, at a glance, the
deficiencies and agrémens of Wentworth
Hall; and in a morning call at the vicar-
age, finding Geraldine alone, detailed ber
opinions without reserve.

¢ This morning,” said she, * we have
made our courteésies in every house in the
neighbourhood; and I persuaded Mrs.
Mowbray to leave me for half an hour at
the.vicarage on our return ; weserving the
lonne bouche, as children do, for the last.’”

¢« I hope these wisits have put you in
sych good humour with our neighbo‘ur-
hood,” returned Geraldine, ¢ that we may
hope to retain y&u in it for some time
longer.”

« Why, yes, upcm° th,e whole I like it
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vastly well,” said Miss Cotterel. « To be-
gin with Wentworth Hall; there is so
much sterling old-fashioned excellence
about Mr. Wentworth, and so much inno-
cence about that pretty Helen, that one
feels inclined,\f'or their sakes, to tolerate
Mrs. Wentworth’s marvellous stupidity.
She appears constantly in' the predicament
of the old woman in the play, who was
¢ thinking of nothing.” I despaired of hear-
ing her speak a syllable until she suddenly
burst forth with an eulogium on over-cast,
satin-stitch, and catherine-wheels. Well,
from thence we went to take a peep at the
bride, the happy Mrs. Latimer : she was‘as
bridal as possible ; all softness and beauty ;
blushed a great deal and talked very little.:
I am suare St. Pierre’s doctrine of con-
trasts is exemplified in that pair ; for if she
does not know how to talk, ,he does not
know how to be silent : however, with those
fine animal spirits, and that fine flow- of
words, he must be very useful as a'coun-
try-neighbour, and irvaluable-at a- dinner-
3 [
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party. From thence we proceeded to the
Bernards; and there the first person whom
we encountered, was that short-square,
good humoured vulgarian, Mrs. Abingdon.
My mother, who, to do her justice, is cer-
tainly one of the best-bred women in the
world, ‘talked to her precisely as if she
had been one of her own caste; and
listened with the most astonishing and
praise-worthy civility, to her comparative
estimate of the joys of town and country ;
which was summed up in these decisive
words — ¢ Well, to be sure, the country is
wonderful pleasant ; but, after all, give me
London.”

Geraldine, laughing, enquired whether
Miss Cotterel found Harriet in a gay or
sentimental mood. .

« Oh! she was as langmshmg«as =pgssx-
ble,”’ replied Miss Cotterel, ¢ receiving with
‘the prettiest consciousness imaginable, the
attentions of a vastly finical-looking gentle-
man, whom she was anxious to show offias
her lover. If I had not discovered. the se-
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cret by her looks; 4 must have found it out
by the tender sigh which she heaved, when
I wished her 'good morning. You need
not smile ; for, certainly, it was a most deli-
cate and touching mode of revealing the
truth. Our next visit was to Lady Glen-
more : you know, or rather you' do not
know, that we hate one another. Lady
Glenmore thinks art, and I think sincerity,
the first, second, and third requisite in the
female character. She calls my sincerity can-
dowr when I am within hearing, and blunt-
ness in my absence; and, as I am rather
fond of giving things their right names, 1
invariably call her soft, smooth manner dis-
simulation. She is, and was, and . will be
my aversion : howevery, now .that we have
this snug room to ourselves, instead of
talking of her, let me enquire a little into
your own affairs. Do you know that in
spite of that pretty, quiet, demure look of
yours, I suspect that you are a sad co-
quette. g

« Pgoy, when is thls ¢ holy palmer who
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has won your _¢affections so light and
so vain,” to carry you home as his bride.
Oh! if you blush ¢ celestial rosy-red’
about it, when. couched in such pretty
delicate terms, I may as well ask the ques-
tion plainly ; so, pray, tell me, my dear Miss
Beresford, when are we to expect bride-
cake and favours from Mr. and Mrs.
Charles Maitland ?”

« And tell me, my dear Miss Cotterel,”
said Geraldine ; ¢« when are we to expect
them from Mr. and Mrs. Edmund Went-
worth ?*

« Oh! that business is quite in its dawn,”
exclaimed Miss Cotterel, « not discover-
able by any eye less practised than yours
in such concerns ; and if it ever should hap-
pen, it will be the most c_ommor_x-place affair
imaginable ; — no difficulties —no riv alship
—not a single parental frown to be hoped
for, to give the thing a liftle spirit.””

¢ Nowthere wxllcbe a gregt deal more éelat
about yours ; f'ox » depend upon 1t, Montague
will either bnbe some Qne-to forbxd the
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bannsat the critical moment when you are
blushing and trembling before the altar;
or he will spring from behind some pillar,
and shoot Mr. Maitland, just as heis handing
you out of church.  You know, after 4 man
has been once miad enough to send a chal-
lenge to a clergyman, there is no knowing
what lengths he may go. So I recomménd,
that Mr. Maitland should provide himself
with invisible armour, or get himself' plunged
into the Styx, or some such expedient,
to prevent the possibility of your being held
up as a warning to all coquettes in days to
come.”’

¢¢ T am certain,” said Geraldine, ¢ that
in ¢ sober seriousness,’” you acquit me of
coquetry ; therefore it is not worth while
to combat a phantom.””

¢« Whatever may be my own private
opinion,” returned Mnss Cotterel,” « I 'can
tell you that Lialf the yoyng ladies in Lon-
don, are mdngnant at this transfer of your
heart. If, upon dlscov'erlng Motitague to
be unfaithful, you had drowned yourself,
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like Ophelia, or if you had pined yourself
into'a cbnsumption, and died in a regular,
genteel, proper manner, of a broken heart,
they would have worshipped your memory ;
but, ‘to marry and be happy, is out of all
rule. You have disappointed them dread-
fully. Their most substantial consolation,
however, arises from the reflection, that
Montague is at liberty ; for, with the help of
his fine eyes and fine verses, he did prodi-
gious execution among them on his début.
¢ Now, I know by your look, that you are
thinking what a charming thing it will be
to escape from these impertinent, malicious
young ladies, to a certain pretty quiet rec-
tory, where you may exclaim all day long

.

What is the world to me,
Its pride, its pleasures, and its nonsense all.

Why, my dear,” continued she, laugh-
ing, ¢ you have absolutely picked Mrs.
Herbert’s spectacle-case topieces : do pray
hide it, for it is the most ridiculous-looking
thing I ever saw.”
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Geraldine blushed, laughéd, laid down
the spectacle-case, and, snatching up some
muslin, began to work with surpnsmg in-
dustry.

“ Do not flatter yourself, however,” said
Miss Cotterel, ¢ that, when you run away
from the rest of this wicked world, you will
get rid of me. Whether maid or wife, I
intend to bestow myself upon you now and
then, forthe charitable purpose of remind-
ing you, that you are still upon earth, and
have not actually made' your. escape to
paradise.”

s I shall treasure that promise,” replied
Geraldine ; « but I think your society
would rather assist in keeping up than in
dispelling such an illusion.”

“ No, no, my dear, I am not to be flat-
tered by that pretty speech. I know some-
thing of myself, difficult as #hat science is
usually deemed; and, I found out, long ago,
‘that I had at least ¢a thousand and one’
faults’; but to knowand to correct them, are
distinct affairs.’ Love, perhapgs, may do some-
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thing for me; for I hope that these faults
are not absolutely interwoven with the tex-
ture, but stand out like embroidery upon
the surface. And now that I have edified
you with that pretty simile, I will wish you
good morning ; for here comes Mr. Mait-
land, with a very lover-like step, as rapid
as if we were shlvermg amidst the frosts of
December, instead of panting beneath the
fer\_rourl of a July sun, Llsten_, Geraldine,
His very foot has music in’t

As it comes up the stair.
»

“ Stay, pray,stay,” said Geraldme, en-
deavouring to detain her ; ¢ he will have so
much pleasure in seeing you.”

« Well! I will oblige you, certamly,”
1ephed.sts Cotterel, «if, in your. turn,

"you will consent. that I should whisper to

him the subject of our conversation, apd
give him a true and particular accotmt of
the demolition of poor,Mrs. Hexbert’s spec-
tacle-case. I am sure it deserves to be re.
corded among the. numberless mischiefs
prompted or perpetrated by dove.”
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Mr. Maitland now entered the room,
and Miss Cotterel nodding her adieus took
leave. He appeared too much pre-occu-
pied to testify any very keen regret at
the abrupt departure of this lively lady.
He had just returned from the qulet rec-
tory, to which she had alluded. The ar-
rangements there were complete; the
projected improvements accomplished ;
all within was comfort ; all around beauty ;
and with a rapid and animated hand, he
sketched a descriptive picture for Geral-
dine. The sloping meadows, extending
before the house, refreshed by a few genial
showers, were smooth and green asa velvet
lawn ; the wood that fenced it from tho
keen north-east was rich in leafy honouys ;
the garden full of blooming sweets ; cluster-
ing roses courted the hand to pluck them,
and Mr. Maitland ventured ir’gentle whis.
pers to regret that they ghould waste then'
sweetness. ' S

Geraldine hstened with downcast, but
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not unapproving looks ; and after a few
more of those persuasive whispers, which
¢lovers love,’ his regrets were exchanged
for gratitude.
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CHAP. XXXII.

“ Whaar business can yow have in Lon-
don at this season, my dear young lady ?*’
said Mr. Wentworth to Miss Cotterel, who
had been passing a week at Wentworth
Hall, and whose frank and easy manners
had won his good graces. ¢ I shall not
hear of your léaving Hampshire for three
months at least.”

¢¢ Notwithstanding this flattering pro-
hibition, my dear Sir,” replied Miss Cot-
terel, ¢ I must be on my road to London in
three days; and the most cruel part of the
story you have yet to learn ; foy I mean to
carry off Helen in my train.”

Mr. Wentworth requested an explan-
ation. :

« I suppose, Helen,¥ said Miss Cotterel,
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¢ that the moment is arrived in which we
may be allowed to reveal the secret of
our dignity elect. You are to know, then,
Sir,”” continued she, addressing Mr. Went-
‘worth, ¢ that upon a certain day, in a cer-
tain month, about the time when you are
recommencing TS warfare upon the poor
partridges andghares on your manor, we
are to play the part of bride’s maids to a
certain young lady of your acquaintance;
and as we wish, if possible, to look as
handsome as the bride, it is quite essential
that we should, lose no time in choosing the
most bewitching hats, and caps, that can
be found. I am sorry to confess it; but
they certainly are powerful auxiliaries to
female beauty.” '

« So the wedding day is fixed?” said
Mr. Wentworth. _

« It is,”. replied Miss Cotterel; ¢ and
as Mr. Mowbray, declines being present
at the ceremony,' you may expect a com-
munication not only from the bride’s maid,
but from the bride-groom- elect; for from
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your hands he hopes to receive his lady
fair.”

« There is no person to whom I would
give her with more pleasure,”” retyrned
Mr. Wentworth. ¢ Maitland is a great fa«
vourite of mine. I cannot quite understand
how he comes to be the man; but I dare
say it is all right.”

¢ It would be endless to trouble our.
selves with the caprices of love and lovers,”
observed Miss Cotterel, *“they have always
been incomprehensible ; but I think this af-
fair rather less complicate, than these things
usually are. A few words may explain it,
"The young lady yielded her heart and pro-
mised her hand to a gallant knight, whose
vows were music to her ear. He talked
of eternal love, and she believed him.
He proved, however, to be one of that class,
(I hope, for the honour of youtr sex, it 1s
not a large ene) who forget, that —

“« It is good to be merry and wise ;
It is good to be honest and true ;
It is good &0 be offbwith the old love,
Before we be on with the 1few.’
VOL, III. o
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+.¢ He whispered vows to other ladies,
and they believed him. What was to be
done in this case?. The lady felt as ladies
do on such occasions: she revoked her
promise, and endeavoured to recall her
heart. It was some time before this was
effected ; but at length the little wanderer
returned.
. % In process of time, Love, who longed to
cntangle this heart once more in his nets,
assumed another, but not a less captivating
form. The lady, however, did not recog-
nise her old friend with a new face — she
mistook him for friendship. Onc day, to
her infinite surprise, he threw off his dis-
guise, and stood revecaled as love. She
wondered at the transformation; but love
only smiled triumphantly. Now, I hope,
my dear Sir, that you will agrec withwme
in the opjuion, that the lady stands
exonerated.” ‘

« Yes, my dear,” replied Mr. Went-
worth, laughing and shaking her heartily
by the hand; ¢ I finderstand the affair
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now, and it is all natural enough; and,
pray, tell me,” said he, still holdit}g her
hand, *« how comes it to pass that love,
who is so busy with other hearts, leaves
yours out of the question.”

¢ Oh! I am resolved to have nothing to
do with him, till he has got rifl of his
wings,” said Miss Cotterel. ¢ Do you
think that day will ever arrive ?”’

« Why, I can’t answer for that, indeed,
my dear,” replied Mr. Wentworth; “ but
when he hecomes acquainted with you, I
think he will be apt to forget the use
of them. Will not that satisfy you ?”’

At this moment Edmund entered the
room, and Miss Cottercl, anxious that the
discussion upon love and his wings.should
be suspended, turned towards Mrs. Went-
worth and enquired into the progress. of
her work. : .

* No ane ever plied a needle with so
much perseverance and dexterity as your-
self my dear Madam,” said she ; .« you

L2
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will soen have finished this beautxful
flounce.”

“ I wish to get this pattern done to-
night, my .dear,” said Mrs. Wentworth,-
without raising .her eyes from her work,
* because to-morrow will-be Sunday.> -

Mrs. Wentworth generally breathed :-a
sigh of resignation as she folded up her
work on Saturday evening; and, if the
secrets of :hep-heart-had been disclosed, it
would have appeared that this rest from
her labours was irksome rather than wel-
come ; indeed, without diving- quite so far,
it was in some -degree betrayed, to eurious,
observers, .by a certain restlessness in her
movements, a frequent consultation of her
watch, and 8 disposition to gape, with
which she was afflicted on the return of that
day ; and:certainly, if there was a moment
in which she was peculiarly alive to thc
blessing of existence, it was thet in which
-she seated herself in smiling silence by her
work-table, on the second day of the week.
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Edmund new approached this table to
detach Miss Cotterel from the work she
was so busily admiring, and to persuade her
to take a turn in the park. He had heard
of. the London journey; and, by a most
Jortunate coincidence, was summoned to
town precisely on the day on which they
proposed travelling thither.
Circumstances equally fortunate enabled
~him to escort them on their return; and it
was soon whispered in the fashionable
circles that Miss Cotterel, after having had
a duke, an earl, and sundry baronets at her
feet, was about to bestow herself and her
fortune on the son of a plam, old-fashioned
country gentleman. .
Report said that the marriage was not to
take place till the ensuing “spring, when it
would be celebrated with a magnificence
suitable to the splendid fortune of Miss
Cotterel, and the hospitality according
with the benevolent and old-fashioned feel-
ings of Mr. Wentworth,
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In the interim, the few simple prepar-
ations that were to precede a less splendid
marriage went busily on. It was one
which pomp and pageantry were to bear no
part, and they were speedily completed.
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CHAP. XXXIII

It was on a fine soft September morning,
that the bells of Hartley rung out a joyous
peal.

Nature smiled sweetly on the lovely
bride, who stood in bashful beauty before
the altar of the village-church. Her heart
beat quickly, and tears glistened in her eyes;
but sorrow had no part in those tears, nor
regret in that emotion. Tender confidence
and sweect anticipations blended with the
solemnity of the moment. Love and gra-
titude, kindling into rapture, beamed on the
countenance of him with whom she was
exchanging the holy vow, which pledged
them to love and suffer, to weep and to re-
joice together: nor were the chastened
hopes that filled their *hearts, likely to wi-
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ther as earthly hopes are wont to do; for
they were not founded on false and vi-
sionary views ; amidst their brightest dreams
they remembered that ¢ the web of life, is
of a mingled yarn.” They looked not then
for unclouded felicity, even in that calm
retirement, where love and tenderness, and
all the smiling train of social pleasures, met
in delightful union. Rich and pure as
these enjoyments were, and gratefully as
they were cherished ; they still knew them
to be mortal, and therefore fugitive.

But in that world, to which their hopes look’d on,
Time enters not, nor mutability ;
Beauty and goodness are unfading there.
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