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THE

MASTER PASSION.

T'ue Baroness had, soon after their arrival
in Vienna, unfolded to her guest the dread-
ful particulars of Marsiglio’s crimes. At
the mention of his attempt to bribe the vile
Wolfinger to aim at Frederick’s life, she
turned so deadly pale, that the Baroness
dared not proceed.

¢« And this Wolfinger has attended him
to England !"—cried Helena, while her head
swam with the sickness of apprehension.

The Baroness acquainted her with the
precautions which had becn taken by.the
Count, adding, 'that this agent of Marsiglio
had rejected his bribes.

VoL, IV. B



2. THE MASTER PASSION.

¢ But he refused them uot in the former
case,” said Helena ;—¢¢ should he now re-
vent the determinations of his half-strug-
gling. conscience !—-and, should Frede-
‘rick——merciful Heaven preserve him—

"but surely my terrors are prophetic I—they
subdue me utterly.”

The Baroness, while she fully partook
these terrors, solicitously strove to reason
them away.

¢ Come, my sweet friend,” said she, in
conclusion, ¢ we will talk no more of Mar-
siglio to-day :—rouse your spirits, and think
of nothing but thc moment now, I hope,
near approaching—when you shall hear of

~your beloved mother’s recovered tranquil-
lity—when your Beaumont shall come
with a commission from her, to fetch you
home again ;—and then—and then,” added
she, ¢ what becomes of me ?”

¢ You will go with me, I trust,”—cried
Helenz'; I cannot, you know, return
without a female companion ; surely, my
dear Baroness, you will give me the happi-
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‘ness of your company, and my mother the
delight of pouring her thanks into your
bosom.—Then the Count will—will he
not—accompany us also? and we shall all
return to dear England together; Frede-
rick, too, will be with us, and we shall be so
—so happy !” She threw her arm affec-
tionately round the Baroness, while she
looked up in her face. She perceived in it
such tokens of scnsibility, -that she drew
her closer towards her.  The Baroness fell
on her neck, and bathed it with her tears,
and the words ¢ Happy Hclena!” were
once more in her heart; they now rose
even to her lips, and the scarcely articulated
sounds just reached. the cars of Helena.

“ Alas! is it so,” thought she; ¢ yet
how could it be otherwise?” But she
spoke not ; nor could either of them, for a
long time, utter a word. And now let the
curtain drop on a scene too. tendcr, too de-
licate, for representation.

B2
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CITAP. LXXXI.

¢ De vou knovw,” said Count Wildenberg
to his sister, as he entcred one morning,
¢ that the mother of Marsiglio was of
noble birth ?”

¢ I never heard of it before,” answered
the Baroness, * but you scem to attach
some particular import to the discovery.”

“ I heard it but this morning on, the
Prater. It has certainly shocked me ex-
tremely. That he should be brought to a
public execution will be a circumstance of a
monstrous nature.” Then, after ruminating
awhile, ¢ I wish that the bow-strmg were
in use in Germany !”

Helena, who was sitting by, looked up in
amaze. She had discerned the Count’s
foible, but, had not before seen it in so pro-
minent a light. She had even, at times,
ventured on a little delicate raillery ; the
present subject was tap serious for this;
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but giving her fancy . different turn, she
said, looking at the Count v th a whimsical
gravity, ¢ Alas, my Lord! what would
become of you if you were to hw in Eng-
land I”

* Why what skould hecome of ine, fair
Lady ?”—¢¢ You would be miserable.—You
cannot easily imagine the comical things
that are done by our nobility.”

¢ T have seen various portraitures of their
characters,” said the Count, attracted by
the tones of Helena's voice to aseat by her
side “"but I'should like a few of your
vivid sketches prodigiously.” .

¢“ Why, then, what would your Lord-
" ship think of thenr dnvmg their own car-
riages '

¢¢ Phaetons, I suppose »”

“ O yes, of course3—but coaches!—

chariots !—barouches !"-

"~y ¢ My dear Miss Vxlhers, that sketch is
surely a fancy piebe:”

T« No, upon my honobr,” said Helena—

““ pay, it is even sa common that we have
left off wondering at it.”

-
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¢ And did they not then leave off doing
it ?”"—asked the Baroness.

At that moment a servant entered, with
intelligence that Marsiglio, in endeavour-
g to escape from his prison, on the pre-
ceding night, had fallen from a high wall,
dislocated his shoulder, and broken one of
his legs.

Helena, who had felt a sudden horror
come over her at his name, was now
shocked at his sufferings.

¢ Poor wretch !” said the Baroness, shud-
dering.—“ I hope he will die /” said the
Count, as he left the room to visit the pri-
soner, and inquire into the truth of the cir-
cumstances. They had been, as it chanced,
accurately related, and the Count found
the miserable wretch writhing under the
complicated torturcs of defeated malice,
bodily pain, and a conscience terrified by
the prohability of near-approaching death.

The Comt huamancly endeavoured to
bring his mind to repentance; and then,

“after providing him with every alleviation of
his migery that medical ability could furnisb,
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teturned to the Baroness, and her guest, with
an account of the state in which he had left
him.  Their pity was awakened to a pain-
ful degree ; and they wished, though from
motives far different from those of the
Count, that he might shortly be released
from farther suftering, and final disgrace.

The next morning brought a letter from
England.

It was from Mr. Melcombe to Miss
Villiers.

* Hastings.
¢ MY DEAREST HELENA,

“ Your letter arrived, I believe, just
in time to save the life of your inestimable
mother. She has, indeed, suffered most
cruclly, and the first agitations of her joy
were scarcely less alarming than those of
her gricf. Thave, for a few days, delayed
writing, in the hope of being enabled to
send you a better account of her than it was
possible that I could have done, ‘had I
written immediately. I can now, truly, as-
sure you, that she not only is out of all

B 4
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danger, but has regained more composure
of mind, and strength of body, than we
could possibly have expected in so short @
period. On this you may safely depend,.
when I add, that I am preparing to bring
this, my second, and last, visit to Hastings
to an end, my presence being urgently re-
quired at home, and no longer necessary at
this place, where, indeed, it never has beeit
necessary, except to myself.
¢ Having tully satisfied you on this point,

I hasten te express to you the fervent de-
light of all your friends,~—and here I pray
you to rank mine next to that of your dear
“mother,—on yoursafety—on the miraculous.
“bounty of Hzaven, in having conducted
you,’ th'rf)ugh‘all your perils, to the tender
protcctxon of such friends as you have
found

- ‘4 Y should write for ever, were I to say
half that .your dear mother wishes me to
sziy——half that ‘she fecls of gratitude, and
more than gratltude, toward these noble
fnends i but, T must, )es, my dear Hclena,
I must now turn to another subject.



THE MASTER PASSION. 0

¢ As soon as you have told us that Fre-
derick is constant, and that you have been
imposed upon, you write that he had left
Vienna on his return to England, some days
before your meeting with Count Walden-
berg, and the Baroness his sister. This in-
formation has becn an additional motive
with me for deferring to write ; for I have
hoped, from day to day, that Frederick
would arrive, or at least that we should
hcar something of or from him—but thus
far in vain.

“ Greatly as I must alarm you by
this confession, it is no longer possible
for me to delay it.—Your letter was
accompanied by one in an hand with
which I am unacquainted. I conclude that
the lctter is from Count Waldenberg.—
It is dirccted to Frederick ; and your mo-
ther will deliver it to him immediately on
his arrival. Hcaven speed that moment !
In the interim, T cannot but fecl the greatest
anxiety respecting him, though I hope and
trust that“it is only some unforesecn cir-

~

Lo
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cumstance of business, or some unavoidable
-enigagement of benevolence, that detains
him. Your dear mother had hoped, that, be-
fore this time, he would have been on his re-
turnto Vienna, on the happy errand of bring-
ing you once more to her arms. For your re-
turn, she can wait no longer ; but entrecats
that you weuld solicit your kind, your ex-
cellent friends, to procure for you some safe
guidance,and a female attendant, toconduct
you hither as scoa as possible. She dares
not ask, though so much she wishes, that
those noble friends would themselves con-
tinue a little longer their friendly guardian-
ship, and give her the happiness of thank-
. ing them in person, for a benefit which she
declares that the dedication of all her future
days to their service, could necver gepay.
Mrs. Morley charges me with the most af-
fecfionate congratulations on your safety ;
and Mr. Morley, in Ais way, rejoicing also,
adds, that ¢ he would fain have the liberty of
¢ tumbling that canting villain Weber over
¢ the cliff, at full tide.” Marian, poor Marian !
has “scarcely suffered less,: or rejoiced less,



THE MASTER PASSION, £111

than your mother. Hasten, my .sweet
girl—hasten- your return, and let us-hope
that you will find Frederick among us 7—
for, concluding that you will se soon:set
forward, we shall hold him fast at his re-
turn, for which cvery day, and every
hour, we continue to hope, aml. pray;—
Your mother will add a postscript ; she is
not yet strong enough ta do more.~
¢ Believe me—as ever, . . . g
¢ Your affectionate and faithful friend,
““ Morpaunt MELCOMBE.”

¢« P.S. Mr. Meclcombe has said all for
me, my sweet ITelena,- -—except that which
never can be said, how much I 'have suff'cred
and what T now exper ience of thaanuIness
to IHeaven for your safety, and gratitadé to
those amiable, thosc oxcdlcnt fru,nds ! T.)ut
indeed I am not yet a'ble to wnte of a auy
thmg,—le'ust of .ﬂ% of whial i Jeel. Come
to me, my clnld ‘my love‘ haste{’), hastcn
to my arms.
“ Your tenderly aff'c.ctxonate motbher,

"« Mazria VILLIERS.
506
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.. Helena had read no more of this letter
than had been sufficient to shew her that
Frederick had never been heard of, when
she uttered a shriek of horror, and crying
out—
¢ Oh the monster, Wolfinger!” pressed
her hand on her forehead, and fell sense-
less, by the side of the Baroness.
The Baroness, terrified by her situation,
and still more so by her words, starting up,
-rang. for assistance ;~caught up the letter,
~threw it down again —*¢ O that I might
«ead it I"—she exclaimed :—then again ring-
ing for the tardy servants, who now made
their appearance, threw up the window,
and called on Helena to speak to her—At
length, their cares restored:her from her
swoon ; but, with life, returned al§ her
terrors,—and, a flood of bitter tears spoke
how deeply they had sunk into her heart.—
The attendants dismissed, the letter was
imparted to the Baroness, who sympathized
too feelingly in all that Helena feared upon
the subject, to attempt consolation. . -
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Together they perused every senience
of the letter. - The words were swords to
the hearts of both.

“ O God |—preserve but his ife,". cncd
the Baroness, after a long, and agonizing
silence, ‘“and never more will I " she
hid her face on the shoulder.of.. Helena,
who, pressing her in her arms, only re-
echoed her supplication for his safety.

“ As things now are,” said the Baroness,
I will most assuredly accompany you-to
England, and, I trust, deliver you in
safety to your mother.

Helena again embraced her, thanked,
and blessed her ; and they strove to hope,
against hope, that Mr. Melcombe’s sugges-
tions might be realized, and that they might
find Bcaumont arrived before them. .

The Baroness lost no time in acquainting
her brother with the alarming letter that
had been received, and her cons¢quent de-.
termination.—— - G s )

The Count most sinccrely regretted the
departuré of Helena, and the obstacles
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which prevented him from also accompa-
nying her to her native land.

© But it is herc that 7 must await Mr.
Beaumont,” said he; ¢ and if he did, as
I hope, arrive after the departure of this
letter, he would sce the necessity of his
returning immediately for the purpose of at-
tending the trial of Marsiglio.

The Count made every possible arrange-
ment for the safety, and comfort, of his
sister, and her lovely friend.

Their journcy, though necessarily te-
dious, was unattended by any accident.

At Touningen they found waiting for a
fair wind, a packet, which tolcrably accom-
miodated the ladies, and thcir attendants,
—The wind proving very favourable, within
a few days, they were landed at Yarmouwth,
and thence procceded to Hastings, where
Helena once more, felt herself encircled
in her mother’s arms..
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CHAP. LXXXII.

« Is Frederick arrived ?” asked Helena—
trembling—gasping—panting for the an-
swer.—

« Alas, no! my child I"—said Mis.
Villiers, still weeping, with painful plea-
sure, at her daughter’s return.

“ Not yet !—O my friend,”—turning to
the Baroness, who was unable to speak,
¢ he will return no more.”—

How was all the joy of this long-desired
meeting turned to bitterest sorrow by this
disappointment ! How tumultuous, how
confused werc the addresses of Mrs. Vil-
liers to that kind, that sheltering friend of
her Helena, whom she had so anxiously
wished to see, to love, almost to worship !
and how much did Mrs. Villiers fgel of ad-
miration, though not unmingle®, with sur-
prise, at the agonizing s@sib?lity with .
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which that tender friend appearcd to share
the sorrows of Helena.

Mrs. Morley had, s. on after the first
moment of meeting; quietly entered the
apartment, and wis now endeavouring, by
arguments, by pleadings, by benevolent
attentions, to restore composure and im-
part consolation: but it would not be.
The Baroness made thc most strenuous
efforts to commmand her feelings, but, the
poor Helena, the story of whose heart was
known, and who felt as if the whole world
were disappearing from her eyes, sunk,
wholly overwhelmed by her apprehensions.

¢« My fears werc indeed prophetic !” she
cridd—¢ they may, even now, be rea-
lized !—Oh ! save me, save me from the
light of day ¥"—and, hiding her eyes, st
seized the arm of the Baroness, and fled
to her own apartment, where new agita-
tions awidited her from the overpowering
transport of her poor Marian, at her safe
retarn. "

Marian, ever sanguine while it was pos-
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sible to hope, was sure that Mr. Beaumont
would soon arrive. Helena threw hersclf
on her bed, and, as.soon as it was possible,
dismissed the affectionate girl, and shared
her miseries with the Baroness alone.

The latter took the first occasion of
unfolding to Mrs. Morley, and Mrs.
Villiers, the hideous tale of Marsiglio’s
crimes, and the particular cause of alarm
that arose from the attendance of Wolﬁnger
on Frederick Beaumont.— - :

She strove to comfort herself, and
her auditors, with all the hope that could
be derived from the attendance of her
brother’s trusty servant. Yet, greatly
as they all wished to rest on this consola-
tion, they felc their hearts subdued by
fear.

Mr. Morley wrote these accounts to Mr.
Melcombe. Horror-stricken at the dark
deeds of Marsiglio, and his agent, he
recoiled from the thought that the lattér
had been retained, unfettered, near the
person of Frederick. He wrote in terms
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of consolation, he used every argument
which reason permitted him to advance,
in support of the probability of Frede-
rick’s safe return ; but his soul sickened at
the possibility of fallacy in those argu-
ments :—still, however, in words, and in
heart, he commended his friend, to the
protection of Fleaven, and=he did not
despair,

Mr. Melcombe's letter was communi-
cated to Helena. His judgment had ever,
to her, appeared infallible :—how ardently
did she now hope that it wasso! ¢ Yet,”
said she, ¢ too well do I know, that, on
this point, he would say all that he could
extort from truth.”

She felt, however, a support from his
reasonings, his consolations, his conﬁdgnce
in Heaven ; and she taught the Baroness
to admire, to love, and to trust Mr. Mel-
combe.

Days, and weeks, succeeded ;—and
still did the whole party linger at Hastings.

Mr. and Mrs. Morley prolonged their
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stay, because they thought it far more de-
sirable, for Mrs. Villiers, and her daughter,
to await, some time longer, intelligence
of Beaumont, in a place from which the
novelty had not yet worn off, than to re-
tarn, dejected, and disappointed, to the
scenes of former happiness.

The Baroncss resolved that she would
leave Helena no more, 'till she left her
happy in the sight, and safety, of that
Beaumont, whom they both, alas |—so
truly loved,
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CHAP. LXXXIII.

Mgs. Villiers, whose mind had heen
early wounded by her own afflictions, and
recently softened by those of her daurhter,
often found a mournful gratification in
sitting alone at her window, when ali were
retired to rest, contemplating the moon,
and listening to the owl, which inhabited
one of the sandy caverns in' the neigh-
bouring hill, and mingled her wailings
with the roar of the sea.

One of these ¢ kindly moods of me~
lancholy” thus vented itselt in a few irre-
gular stanzas, addressed,

To the Owl.

1.
Sequester’d bird, who fliest the busy light,
Courting the gloom of yon impervious vale,
To hold sad converse with the storms of night,
And pour, in shrieks, thy never-varying tale,
T'o thee I call !—Here rest thy weary *aing,
Neglected, lonely, melancholy thing! -
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“Though at thy mournful, wild, prophetic note
Pale Superstition starts, and stands aghast,

Or hurries to her dark, and rocky cell, -
Where Terror, and his shadowy offspring dwell,
‘Murmuring, and shuddering at the dismal blast,—

I1I.

Or, to the peaceful tenants of the plain

Wings her dread way, and sinks each heart with fear,
‘Woakes the fond mother, terrified, and pale,

Leat Danger should her cradled babe assail,

And tids her hark thy shriek, and fancy death is
near,—

1v.

‘Though the hard seaman, stranger to dismay,
Yet startles at thy fate-denouncing voice,
Views the wild tempest, and the rocky shore,
And trembling sighs lest he should bid no more
His distant home, and long-left wife rejoice ;

1, unappall'd, can listen to thy note,

I find strange comfort in thy tuneless strain,
Which flatters not, nor soothes, nor lulls the heart
To dream of joys which life can ne'er impart,
Nor gilds its poverty with titles vain,



22 THE MASTER PASSION.

vI.

Beneath the shelter of thine ivied throne,

Illumin'd by the sweet moon’s silvery beam,

Oft let me wander, when the sons of Care

Have lost in sleep each waking hope, and fear,

When nought is heard but some soft-murmuring
stream,

vII,

Or the white refluent wave, returning still

To fill the pause of thy repeated strain,

Soothing my pensive heart, while the tam'd mind
Sighs o'er the miseries of human kind,

Born but to suffer, struggle, and complain,

VIII.

Come then, neglected, solitary bird !

Thy rude, and melancholy notes prolong !

With thee, I'll shun the glare of busy light,

With thee, hold converse with the storms of night,
Still roam with thee, the woods and shades among,

‘With thee, my sad, and constant vigils keep iy
‘Wake, then, with me, who only wake to weep !

The only solace of Helena was to wan-
der along the most unfrequented parts of
the sea-shore; usually accompanied by
the Baroness, or, sometimes only by Marian.
Frequently, she would bend her course
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over the turf-clad hills that rise above the
town, still keeping as near as possible to
the edge of the cliff,—throwing her
strained sight to the furthest extent of the
horizon, and hoping, fondly hoping that
some one of the many vesscls she beheld
making their way towards her, would bear
tidings, though she guessed not whence,
of her absent Frederick !  Somctimes, she
imagined that the ship in which he had
embarked, might have been taken by the
cenemy ;—then would her fancy call up all
the horrors of a prison in France. '

“ Yet—yet—if he but lives,” would
she say, * Oh could I but know that he
is not gone for ever !”

Early one afternoon, in the month of
September, while a fresh breeze was blow-
ing from the sca, she had wandered forth
attended by -Marian, to a greater distance
than usual from the town, along the edge
of the cliff, indulging reflections like
these, in almost total silence. The wind
rose higher, and blew colder; but she
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found something like "reliecf to her
thoughts, while continuing to walk, with-
out the painful effort of conversation, and
she disregarded Marian’s advice to return
home. The sea began to swell ; and she
loved to stand, and watch its rising fury.
Looking now towards the horizon, she be-
held a stormy cloud :—it was as the dark-
ness of night. She continued to watch
it, as it advanced towards the shore. — A
ship was driven before it, and, as in a few
minutes she.could perceive, was more ra-
pidly gaining on the shore. She beheld it
reeling to the blast, and became so deeply
interested in its fate, that, though the
storm increased at every instant, she ‘was
still deaf to the entreaties of her attendant
to hasten home, and stilt:remained, watch-
ing the tempest in horror, and dismay.
The ocean rose in wild rebellion against
the clouds. The nable ship, sport of the
“ yesty waves,” still struggled with an air-of
grandeur, against thie :storm ;' yet .twa-of
the masts were broken' down, the sails
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were shivered to rags. The pitchy clond
still followed close behind it, as if com-
missioned on its ruin.—A gun was fired in
signal of distress—

““ O God! preserve the lives within !
cricd Helena—¢¢ what boat will dare ap-
-proach them ?2”—

A blast, like roaring thunder, now
snapped the radder, and the ungoverned
vessel drove full upon the coast.

Helena had, a moment before, dcscried
a large boat, tossed upon the foaming surge,
and fighting its way towards the vessel ; but
when the rudder broke,. it tacked as if
fearful to approach. A crowd of desperate
wretches were seen plunging headlong
from the ship. Many of them swam to
the boat, and were borne safely . to the
shore, but many, many sunk—never to
rise agam. b

The pitying: héatt of Helena bewmled
their fate, dnd,-expecting every, moment
to. see -the wessel deshed.upon the rocks,

cast her eyes. op every side; but vamly
VOL. 1IV. c
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looked for assistance for those who might
be thrown upon the land. The next mo-
ment the vessel was driven violently
against the cliff. '

Again, and again it struck. Heclena
heard the horrible concussion, and saw
the vessel part asunder. She heard the
last picrcing cries of the passengcrs—she
could bear no more—but, throwing her-
self on the ground, hid her eyes in an-
guish, frown the scenc.

The same feelings, however, which at
one moment, overwhelned her, in the
next stimulated her to exertion.

She started up, perceived half-drowning
wretches struggling with the tremendous
billows, and again cast round her eager-
eyes for help. »

No help was nigh. '

¢ Stand here, Marian, and see what
befals,” said Helena ; and withont another
word, flew, on the wings of pity, toward
a farm-house, which it suddenly occurred
to her, was not fur distant. She called,
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she screamed, for help; then, meeting, at
the instant, with two men, who were
just then, returning from their work, she
told them of the distress, and implored
them, adding a promise of large rewards,
to return with her, and save, if possible,
some of the ship-wrecked sufferers.

- While the men prepared to obey her,
she ran forward in quest of further aid.—
The son of the farmer now appeared ; and
had no sooner heard her account, than,
ordering all his servants to attend him
with ropes, he flew, like an arrow, toward
the cliff.

Helena followed, withall the speed she
could use ; and no sooner had arrived at
the spot whence she had departed, than she
beheld two bodies thrown on the shelving
cliff’ beneath.

At the same moment, arrived Mr. Mor-
ley’s servant, who had been sent.out ii
scarch of her. '

The fury of the storm, which had swelled
the sea considerably above its usual height

' c 2 .
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had thus cast them on a projectidin of the
rock, half way up toward the sumnmit. "
" ¢ They are drowned,”—said one of the
men, ‘it is too late to save them.” '

« O possibly not!— they may re-
vive,” cried Helena; ¢ make the at-
tempt, for Heaven's sake |—See ! sce !—
the waves are rising again, and will washi
them away !” -

They did rise, but not quite so high as
beforc, and soon retreatcd,—Ilcaving the
two bodies still without sense, if not with-
out life. Helena looked down on them,
in unspeakabic distress.

Onc of the labourers whom she had
procured, was of cpinion, that, with the
assistance of another man, and a ligbt
boy, who could be lowered, by mecans of
a rope, they might have a chance of bring-
ing up one of the two persons; but that
the weight of a heavy man would, inevi-
tably, drag down the rest.

« Give me the rope”—cried Helena—
¢ ] mn light enough.”—
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Marian opposed this with a cry of
terror.

“ Not for the woill,” said the young
farmer; “ I will go mysclf.”

‘¢ God bless you, Sir,” cried Helena, and
Marian, with one voice. ¢ But,”—asked
Helena, ¢ can you make it safe to de-
scend 27—

He satisfied her that he could : then fix-
ing a stake, which he had brought with
him, firmly into the ground, and, twisting
the rope round it, bade the men to hold it
fast. They hastily obeyed ; Helena, and
Marian, assisting with all the little strength
they could exest.
~ And now, slowly, and cautiously, the
young man descended the almost perpendi-
cular cliff; till he rcached the ship-wrecked
men. e caught the hand of him who lay
,nearest and who at that moment, opencd
his eyes, and gasped for bre.ath

¢ Hold me fast,” cried the young man,
¢¢ and endeavour ta raise yourself.”

He did so,—seizing the extended hand
with a cortvulsive grasp. L

c3
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The rope was then drawn up, and the
heroic youth, with his almost lifcless
charge, reached the sumnmit in safety.

The ¢ ruffian billows,” in the mean
time, rose higher than ever, #nd the other
unfortunate Being was washed away.

Helena was now applying all her cfforts
to the recovery of the ship-wrecked man ;
but the young farmer advised that he should
be taken instantly to the town, for the be-
nefit of medical assistance.  Helena di-
rected them to convey him to the house of
Mvr. Morley.

The men accordingly raised, and bore
along the stranger, who had now relapsed
into insensibility ; and Ilclena, supported
by Marian, and the young farmer, reached
Me. Morley’s abode, just as the evcx?ing

vas closing in. Al had, again, been in
terror on her acccunt ; terror, little abated
by, the story of her adventare, but which
was uickly lost in humanity, and compas-
sion, for the unfortunate sufferers in the
scene which she had witnessed ; and most
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particularly for the individual whom, as
she said, she had ventured to conduct
home with her, not knowing, at that late
hour, where else to have lodged him, nor
how, otherwise, to have procured for him
the succours which his situation so urgently
required.

M:. Morley, though he secretly wished
that this stranger could have been accom-
modated elsewhcre, yet, not being desti-
tute of human feeling, immediately order-
ed a bed to be prepared for him ; and, by
the usual means, animation was soon re-
stored.

For many days afterward the surgeon
continued to attend, not the stranger only,
but Miss Villiers also, who had suffered
severcly from extreme agitation, as well as
from a violent cold occasioned by standing,
so long exposed to the fury of the winds.

(v}
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CHAP. LXXXIV.

T'he Baroness sharcd with Mrs. Villiers the
tender task of nursing Hclena, and it was
not long before their united cares were, in
a considerable degree, rewarded.

It the mean time, the stranger, who
had, through her mecans, rccovered life,
safety, and repose, was daily gathering
strength, and ‘health, under the roof of

Mast - o
Mr. ~ravi1Gyy W v.h:)m ne taw - "10 Sooner

expressed his gratitude, than he was anxi-
ous to hear of, and if possible to sec, the
benevolent young lady whom, he said, he
had observed, during his few moments qf
recollection, administering to his aid, and
divecting the exertions of those around
her. _ '

Mr. Morley informed him that it had,
indeed, been wholly owing to the active
tenderness, and ready presence of mind,
of that young lady, that he had not pe-’
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rished on the rock upon which he had been
cast away. Then, relating the particulars
at large, he incautiously added that her
health had materially suffered, from the
fatigue, and terror, she had endured. This
account greatly distressed the stranger.—
He expressed himself more desirous than
ever to behold his preserver, and also in-
quired whether there there was no other
lady to whom he might be aljowed tp pay
hisacknowledgmentsforthe benevolent, and
hospitable accommodation which he had
received. The reply was, that no acknow-
ledgments could be necessary; but that
Mrs. Morley would be happy to see him,
as soon as he should be suﬂimently reco-
vered to be introduced to her with ease,
and comfort, to himself.

Within two days after this conversation,
the stranger madc his appearance in a
breakfast-room not far remote from his own
apartment.

The ladies were there assembled when
he entered.--—Just as Mr. Morley was

c 5’
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about to present the stranger to the party
individually, his eye glanced on Helena.

“Is not this my preserver?” he ear-
nestly asked.

Being answered in the affirmative, he
gazed on her, while he strove to speakd
his thanks, with an intentness of admira- °
“tion, which called a blush into her pallid
cheeks. Yet, while his air of superiority
awed and impressed her, she could not but
fcel every moment an increasing interest
in the gentlemanly dignity of his manners,
and in the tender sort of deference which,
though far exceeding her in age, he seemed
to pay towards herself. After a few hours
of general conversation, the stranger con-
fessed himself somewhat fatigued, and
proposed withdrawing to his own apgrt-
ment.

As he passed by Helena, he stopped,
for a moment, to cxpress to her his earnest
wishes ‘for her perfect recovery. She was
rising to reply to them.

¢ Sit still, my Helcna,” said her mother;
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¢ you look flurried, and languid :—you
will excuse her, Sir, I am sure.”

The stranger answered not, but first
fixed his eyes stedfastly on Helena,—then
on Mrs, Villiers; and left the room, in-
viting Mr. Morley, by a slight gesture, to
follow him. He complied, and, in the
course of about an hour, returned to his
friends, and thus accounted for his long
absence.—

¢ QOur guest has thought it ncu:ssary,
in consequence, as he is pleased to say, of
the extraordinary attention he has reccived,
to give me some account of himself; and,
it is with pleasure I can assure you all, that
he is a gentleman of high respectability.
When I was in India, his character, though
not his person, was well known to me.
He informs me he came away somewhat
sooncer than he had intended on account of
his health; and now he says, he hopc.b
never to leave England again.

¢« Tell your friends,” said he, ¢ that
Mr. Durford hopes to live to shew his

. c 6
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gratitude both to you, and them, for the
benevolence exerted in behalf of a stran-
ger.”

Mr. Durford continued gradually to re-
cover his strength, and daily passed some
hours with the family, where he was now
entertained with an increase of kindness,
confidence, and respect. His attentions,
though gratefully, and courteously, distri-
butedtoall, were still, most distinguishingly,
paid to Helena, He had been frequent,
and anxious, in his inquiries respecting his
fellow-sufferers in the storm, and had
learned with grief how few had been res-
cued from its fury, He was one morning
conversing with Mrs. Villiers, and her
daughter, on -this painful subject, when
Mr. Barker, the medical gentleman who
attended' him, entered thé room.

On catching the topick of discourse,
a8 .he entered,.'Mr, Barker observed that
he was still attending ‘one of the sufferers
in a fever, the consequence of his long
contintiance in the waber.
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“ He is in great coneern too,” conti-
nued he, *“ respecting an elderly gentleman
of the name of Beaumont, who, he says,
was his master, and who, he greatly fears,
was lost. Do you know, Sir——"

** God forbid,” exclaimed Helena, clasp-
ing her hands together; ¢ why, Sn-, why
does he think so?”

¢ Because, Madam, he has not been
heard of since the shipwreck. Did yon
know such a person, Madam ?”

¢ Yes—no—that is I—I never saw hxm,
but—but——"

¢ He was struggling in the waves at the
same moment with myself,” said Mr, Dur-
ford.

¢ Was his name .4ugustus Beaumont,
Sir 1" asked Helena, with trembling Iips.

« It was, Madam,” said Mr. Dur-
ford. :

Helena, now finding herself utmrly un-
equal to the task of -controlling her emo«
tions, which were already visible in her
countenance, suddenly.rose:up, and left the
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room. Mrs.Villicrsimmediately followed her.

Soon afterwards, Mr. Barker took his
leave, and Mr. Durford remained alone.
He walked up and down the room for some
time; he rang the bell, and inquired for
Marian, who had been his most constant
nurse and attendant.

She entered.

“ Will you,” he asked, ¢ have the
goodness to entreat Miss Villiers to give
me her company for a few minutes ?”

Helcna complied. He took her hand,
while his own trembled violently; and,
seating her by his side, looked tenderly in
her face. He perceived that her eyes were
heavy with weeping, and that the flush of
agitation was still on her cheek.

¢¢ Tcll me, my kind, my benevolent pge-
server,” said he, ¢ whence is this new dis-
tress >—for that something before this was
pressing upon your mind, I have seen with
the bitterest regret :—But why do you so
deeply lament the death of Mr. Beaumont,
since, as you say, you have ncver seen
him in your life ?”
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Helena burst into a passion of sor-
row, which included all that concerned Mr.
Beaumont,—and Mr. Beaumont’s son.

Mr. Durford supported her in his arms,
and gently pressed her within them.

She retreated in surprise from his em-
brace, walked across the room, and strove
to recover her composure, then reseated
herself with dignity by his side.

Again he implored her to answer his
question. ¢ Because, Sir, very particular
circamstances brought me acquainted with
his name, occasioned me to respect it—to
wish for the preservation of a life which is
very dear to—to a friend—a dearly valued
friend, who——" She could not conclude
the sentence, nor restrain her tears from
flowing afresh.

¢ What a daughter-in-law to reject I"—
said Mr. Durford suddenly.

¢¢ Sir!” cried Helena ; ¢ what ! are you
then acquainted with »? ’

She checked herself instantly.

“ Ah, Miss Villiers!” resumed he;
¢ what would I not give for such a daugh-
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ter i' would this be quite impossible ? I have

»

a son '
‘Helena hid her face with her hands.

s For Heaven’s sake, Sir, no more—never,
never, I entreat you, allude again to such a
subject! Oh! could you but know where
this breaking heart——""

“«Jt is engaged then ?”

After a painful paidse she answered, I
have unwarily implied, Sir, that it is.”

Mr. Durford resumed :—¢¢ Pardon me,
T'entreat you; for being further inquisitive ;
—you know not what powerful motives
cornpel me:—Is the possessor of it un-
grateful ?” '

" ¢ No, no, no, Sir—he is all that is——
Oh if he lives I

¢¢ He has left you then 2”

‘* His father, Sir, required it.”

% Did he so? What a tyrannjcal father
was he!”

 Oh say not so, Sir ; he was deceived,
strangely deceived : perverted réports, aris-
ing from éu¢h perplexing circumstances !—
but T'iust beseeth you, Sif; tb $pare me 4ll
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‘further discussions, they are nothing less
than torture to me.—Oh how well would
you understand this, had you but the
slightest knowledge of Frederick Beau-
mont !” '

" She started at herself ;—she looked fear-
fully on the stranger ;—he was trembling
as with a palsy, and his arms were ex-
tended toward her, as he exclaimed—¢¢ He
is my so~, sweet Helena !” '

She heard—she sat, for a while, asif
petrified with astonishment—then sunk on
her knees into his embrace.~—¢ And
you,  he continizl,  are an injurea ai-.
gel I"—and the father of Frederick wept
over her with the sobs of a child. '

It was long before either of them could
utter a syllable; at length he was able to
say, ** Can you forgive me;? Yet how can
I doubt it ?-Stranger as I was, you pre-
scrved my life;—I was the destroyer of.
your happingss,, yet .you. pall}ated my of-

tuu.es, and wept iy death.” ,

« Blessed be the hour thaf sent me : to
y oqr aid I” cfied the half-suffocated Helena.
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Mr. Beaumont then adverted to that
part of their conversation which led to this
happy discovery.

“ Can you pardon me too,” said he,
“ for the tortures which I have made you
suffer this day from my cruel questions?
Credulous, infatuated as I have been, de-
ceived by false representations, and impe-
tuously acting upon them, I was, Iconfess
it, anxious to Lear, from your own lips,
what impression the conduct I had pursued
had made on your mind ;—it was therefore
that I'led to the subject of your attachment
to my son, by soliciting your attention to
the idea of a marriage with another;—

‘and it was in the hope of removing, by my
respectful attentions toward yourself and
Mrs. Villiers, the prejudice whichI feared you
had both imbibed against me, that I plotted
with Mr. Morley the subterfuge for which
I have again to entreat forgiveness, of an-
nouncing myself under a feigned charac-
ter. The nawne of Helena, uttered by your
.mother, combined with the descriptions [
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had received of Helena Villiers, struck me
with instant suspicion that you were indeed
that Helena whom I had heard so inju-
riously——Dbut I dare not speak of what I
heard—of what 1 was guilty of so easily
believing.  Mr. Morley explained all, and
further acquainted me with the cruel and
harassing calamities which you have since
endured by means of the vile Italian.”

¢ He was a disgrace to his country, and
to the world,” cricd Helena, ¢¢ and he was,
I know not why, the enemy of Frederick.

"—O Sir ! could you know half that I have

suffercd within this miserable year 1"

¢« Pierce not my heart as yet, my child,
my treasure, with the relation of your past
sufferings ! soon, very soon, I hope, I trust,
all will be well ;—but tell me, where is my
noble boy, and when shall we have him
amongst us "

¢ Did not Mr. Morley tell you, Sir.?
—*¢ He told me that ¢ you had heard but
¢ seldom from him since my-— prohibition.’
—Mr. Morley had, indeed, in the hope,
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hourly cherished, of further tidings of Fre-
derick, confessed no more.”

What a task was left for Helena '—it
was more than she could encounter with any
degree of calinness; new paroxysms of
gricf assailed her. The terrified father
would bear with no evasive answers, but
soon wrung from her the miserable truth.

Now, then, was the whole mystery of
her secret cares unfolded; and oh how
deeply, how pamfully shared, by the warm,
the impetuous, but ever affectionate parent
of him whom she lamented and adored !

The buLLeeums sCencs of exp!:mation
and astonishment, in which Mrs. Villiers,
the Baroness,” &c. were concerned, were
most interesting, and would have peen
felicitous, had not the mysterious absence of
Frederick cast over every ray of brlghter
CO]Ollrlng, the darkening clouds of fear,
sorrow, and disappointment.

The tumultuous feclings awakened by
thcse dlscovems howcver, at length, in
somé measurc subsided. Mr. Beaumont,
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who lived but.in the presence of his daugh-
ter, as he proudly .called her, recovered
daily ; he offered a noble recompense to all
who had assisted in rescuing him from
death ; but neither arguments 10r entreaties
could prevail on Willlam Price (the young
farmer, who, by venturing down the cliff,
had saved his life) to accept of the smallest
compensation. Mrs. Villiers now lan-
guished for home, and the whole party, in.
despair of seceing Frederick at Hastings, .
seemed to hope tor change of fcelings from.
change of place.

Mrs. Villiers, alleging to the Baroness
and Mr. Beaumont, that they were a part of
her family, insisted on their accompanying
her into Monmouthshire. She repeated
the invitation to Mr. and Mrs. Morley ;
but their absence from their own house had
already been prolonged far beyond their
first intention ; they also felt, that it would
«ot be a seasonable time for their visit, and’
declined the proposal, “in the hope of ac-
cepting it under happier auspices another
year.
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In compliance with these plans, the party
dispersed ; and Mrs. and Miss Villiers, the
Baroness and Mr. Beaumont took the road
to Wales. There was Helena, with various
and sympathizing emotions, embraced by
her Matilda; and there the whole party
found all the consolation which they were
capable of receiving, from the conversation,
the friendship, the kindness of Mr. Mcl-
combe. He, depressed as he was by his
own apprehensions, could yet rcjoice in the
sight of his old friend, and in the happy
change which had taken place in the senti-
ments of that friend respecting himself, as
well as Helena; could entircly forget his

“past unmerited suspicions; and, for the

sake of all, could exert his spirits and his
reason, that he might speak of hopa al-
though he felt it not.

One there was, however, included in the
yet"dxl'ﬂ to Monmouthshire, who revisited
her home with reluctance.

The good and gentle Marian drooped
her head, and looked so sad, that her kind "
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young mistress was led to inquire the cause,
After much hesitation, much confusion,
it was acknowledged Marian had left her
heart behind her. Helena was not slow in
conjecturing who was the happy youth that
possessed it ; it was William Price, the ex-
cellent young man, who, with such daunt-
less humanity, had descended the cliff to
save the life of Mr. Beaumont, and whose
worth had afterwards been celebrated by
Marian to her mistress.

‘¢ You told me that he became a fre-
quent visitor at the house of Mr. Morley,” "
said Helena ;—<¢ did he ever say any thing
explicit, Marian "

“ No, Ma'am, not quite explicit—he
was very kind and very affectionate—and I
thought—he meant—he looked——""

“ You must endeavour to forget him,
Marian,” said Helena, sorrowfully shaking
her head. <

Marian wept, and withdrew.
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CHAP. LXXXV.

It will be remembered that when Helena
left Vienna with the Baroness,: the
wretched Marsiglio had fallen fromn a high
wall, and had been most severcly bruised,
and maimed, by the accident.

In pain, and misery, however, he still
continued. to exist ; and his case still gave
every prospect, (we will not say every

hope) of recovery.
The Count continued to wish that he

might die, without being dragged to a
publick execution; and’ the miserable
wretch himself, despairing of acquittal
when brought to».{irial,' began to wish for
a conelusion of:his earthly sufferings,
which he endeavoured to hope, conformably
with what he had always professed to be-
lieve, were to be the termination of all his
miseries.
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But the narrative must now return toa
still more early period, and trace the foot-
steps of an object far more interesting to
the historian, and, it is hoped, to the
reader.

Frederick Beaumont then, as before
mentioned, quitted Vienna, in pursuit of
Helena, and Marsiglio. He travelled in
his chaise alone ;—Wolfinger, and ' the
servant of the Count, following on horse-
back ;—the latter prepared, unknown to
his companion, with a pistol in each poc-
ket ; which he was ordered to use on the
first attempt of Wolfinger, in the way
cither of attack, or escape. Frederick
also carried arms in his chaise. The tardy
progress of the German wheels threw him
into a fever of irritation, which was not
cooled by the necessity of sometimes
stopping, that his attendunts might take
rest and food. He could himself, mest
willingly, have dispensed with both,. 'till
nature could na longer have supported the
dopnvatlon. v

VOL. TV. D
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" When his scrvants had been propéily
refreshed, howcver, no other consideration
was capable of deétaining him; and, in
opposition to the representations, and re-
monstrances, both of Wd]ﬁnger, and his
companion, Beaumont preparéd to travel
steadily onward, through onc of the
thickest forests' in'Germany, ‘towards the
decline of day.
“The sun was sct, when he reached its
- borders ; and it would be dark midnight
. before’ he could hope: to- have passed
“through its shades.:
! Wolfinger knew, and had hinted, that
vt'l.l'fs ‘forést ‘covered the abode of certain
“ dedperite Banditti ; but had obtained no
«furthier ' netice of -his information, than:a
contemptuous frown, and the ‘vords
' «Cowiirdice is !t ever - inseparable - from
vcruelty,” utfered ‘in a'tone 6f reproach.
b Tang before thé night caine on, how-
‘ever, in n'sequestered road; issuing from
“@wtoof: of overhangihg: boughs,. the :fears
.iof Wolfinger were justified :—a fierce call
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to. -““ stand,” was the first notice of at-
tack ; and four savage desperadoes, well
mounted, aund .well armed, rushed out
from the winding paths of the forest. .
Beaumont loudly ordered the drivers to
.go on : they feared to obey him, but pro-
cecded a few steps :—the robbers with tre-
mendous oaths, instantly fired upon them ;
—and drawing their swords, cruelly dis-
abled the leading horses. — DBeaumont,
scizing his arms, leaped from the carriage;
and, calling upon his men to sccond him,
prepared for a vigorous defence. .Count
Waldenberg's servant placed bimself by
I'rederick, aud fired one of his pistols,
but without effect. Wolfinger turned his
horse and fled: a robber fired after him,
and he fell.— _‘ _ .
. Frederick, meanwhile; was defending
himself with his sword; having  given
another to his attendant, who also, opposcd
himself. resolutely to..the assuilants.  Fre-
denck, brve., by wature, and. raging with
impatienct at.,this, insupporiadier«dclay,
n 2 '
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fought like something more than man.
The robbers, raging no less at such un-
looked-for opposition, made their attack_s
with the fury of demons. R
Blood was now flowing on cvary side.
I‘redcnck severely wounded two of the
mbbers. but, unhappily, one of thcm
_gave a mortal blow to the trusty servant of
Coyut_ Waldenberg. Beaumont received
Jmany wqunds, but felt them not ; and
'épnt.inm.d to oppose his antmrcmists, and
defend himself, without ylel(lmg an inch
4of ground His pistol. he had unfortu-
mtcly droppcd at the moment when he
i raised his sword.
~ » Thunder and lightning 1” vogiferated
, -one of the Banditti,—¢* what devil is this 2
—Comrades—present your carabinese’ "
They obeyed, and four death-dealing
 weapons were pointed at the breast of
Vrederick,—when, the “ord « btop was
loudly uttered in a voice of command
‘The, 1obbers lowerod thcxr carabmes, and
two others .;rrwcd at. ,full qpeed-—-gf a
mi¢n apparcntly superior to the rest.—
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46 Caitiffs I he cried, « four of )ou,
ﬁrmg upon one man ! Why do’ you not
scize him alive ?"—

The speaker, who was cvxdentl‘y ‘the
Captain of the band, now looked’ full in
the face of Frederick, whose features
there was yet light enough to reunder
visible. He stared wildly, as he examiiied
them. Frederick spoke in acknowledg-
ment of his timely interference. At the
sound of his voice, the Captain' leaped
from his horse, threw his cap from his
head, and casting himself before the feet
of Beaumont, exclaimed,

“By Heaven above, if they had fifed,
I would have saerificed them all.”

Then mournfully raising his eyes ‘to
those of Frederick—*¢ Rémember you not
the old man in the Wood ? and remember
you not me SR TR

Then, dnoppmg Ins face hpon his

“hands, '’

« Yet,—how do T dir8 recall your ‘re-

oollectlon to such a wx‘étéh 4
"D 3
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1 do remember you,” answered ' Frée
derick : ¢ this chance is wonderfal !"-

A whispered growl ran through the s+
len a#éembl} ; and; ghncing théir eyes at
eachr other, they ‘seized their dirks.

“Their Captain knew that no time was 1)
be'los 5 and, startmg Up ﬁom the feet of
Frederick,— - R
- ¥ Slaves |—villains "—he: ‘érle'd—‘-“ do
you mutter >—Look on  this man !<<whild
yet a“youth, he saved thié life of my. father;
whom' 7 haddeserted, and driven-td madu
ress +~~Touch a- hair - of ‘his hedd, ~and
dread the extremities of - miy- ‘Tevenge.<
See—you have ' half murderéd i al-
ready ;”—then, pressing the hand of Ered
demk‘, as a signal ‘not to contradiét him;
* Let us take him- carefully home, recover
T, and win- him to our cause =—he
will “mhake  us invincible. Swear, all of
you, swear obedicnce to lum, next to my-
‘5?] <

" They* stood ‘before Hin “like chidden
‘boys<=and swore, on their faith' to their

.
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Capptain, . to . be faithful to his friend.
Beaumont, now, unable to stand a .mo-
ment . longer, was replaced in. his chaise,
and followed by thc Captain, who, at
the samne time, gave orders that his men
should lead the two horses which remained
unhart, and that all should attend himy
and return home for that night.— .

‘The robbers disentangled the leaders
from the carriage, and by order of their
Captain, gave them their final release
from misery :—the postillions were al-
ready dead, as also, unfortunately, was.
the trusty’servant of the Count.

Beaumont, nearly fainting as he' was,
lost not the recollection of Wolfinger;
but, before the chaise began to move,
was just able to entreat of Robert Wood-
land, (for he indeed it was) that if any of
the attendants still survived, thf;y might
be taken care of. :

¢ One of them,” s'ud he, \Vlth dlﬂiculty
drawing his breath, ¢ it isof the utmost
conscquence to me to have well secured zmd

D 4
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AP G -2

camed whlthersoevcr I am to be carried
my-e1f Hc, is 'a \\Oﬂ.hlﬁbb fd‘ow » byt
his Tife is necessary to me.” i
Wood}:md_ c.uetully restmg tlu, J]lﬂObt
again stepped from it, zmd mqmrmg of
his men —whethex any of the attendants
Survwed “onc¢ of them ran towards . tlxe
spot wherg Wolfinger had fallen; andre-
portcd that he was Dbleeding . fast,, but
shewed signs of life.— R A S tTA
 Let him be supporte(l on,a. lorse,”
said Woodland, ¢ and taken . carcfully
home.” . - : N
‘Woodland was obeyed -—He then, re-,
_entered the chaxse, and, while he-suptained
the. droopmg head of Frederick ; ypop bis
bosom, they were dnven slawly along.r, ,
“The only survivor among. youg; atlend-
ants,” - said Woodhmd ¢ is onc ;who; at-
témpted to fly.”— ST
« Will it be posslble to tccowx lh);n,
think you 2 asked Hrederiok,. in a.feeble,

but earnest voice.
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¢ *That canndt, ‘as )et "be ascertamed
bt every &ffort” shall be made, since sq
much you wish it.”

“1 do, ‘most ardently :—and are th;
others all dead " —

-« AR B

“ Poor fellows! cried Fredenck,
sighing heavily.

“ Will you now,” said Woodland
“-answer me one question, which yet I
dread to ask ?—My fathef——-""

Frederick shook his head.

- ¢ He is gone, then I"— "~ 7

“ He is;—but he was taken propér
care of, ‘and died at last in his senses."—
¢ ¢¢ ‘Heaven’s mercy be pt‘alSEd I cried’
Woodland, — ** even that is moré than I’
deserved to hear i"-and he hid his' face'
aghinst the 'side of the d'ttx‘:ageh o

“But I can give you ‘onc’ conédlatior
you little hopc for ,” resumed l'ruerck ==
« Your sisteri—— N ¢

oMy srster"-d-what do y(m--can )Ou "
—know of .my sister ?’— -

D 5
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e Thatls‘he Baa §ﬁ§‘ére§’sevcre1)' ;—but
} left her wgll apd 601nfortab1y $ituated ;
and h(.r dauglptel w—orswas-—under the
Brptectlon oﬁ an ?arthly an gl
« Blesscd tldmgs' crle Woodfand
« But ca contmued Fredenck € T ‘can
tell you 'no more”at present’:=<F arh “very
faint—and my wounds grpow painful :—you
have tried hard to save.my lifc—God bless
you for it, and forgive your errors !”
2% Your life will be—shall be- saved,”
cricd he; T have powerfal remedies—O
- God ! O God! this is the only consola-
tion-the werld has to gite to my miscrable,
offending soul 1<=You were my benefactor,
<and 1 have kept you in my heart ever
since "that wondrous-hour in which you
" stood between my-father, and impgnding
death.—But we are now arrived :~-pre-
pare for a gloomy entrance to a gloomy
dbode.™— (R TERNTY
At the same moment! they' stopped in
‘arogged, narrowing road, overhung with
" boughss, impenetrable: to the neon-day sun,
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,The robbers declared that there was not
room for the carriage to proceed a smglc
step further, but said that they could
carry the ge.nt]eman in. Woodland per-.
mitg_ tl;ns, .and, hlmseff asgists. —They
Arrive at the mouth of a rocky caye, ;—
t,l),ey gnlqck a, assy door, whxch

’ i « On its hingcs graﬁ:s ' ;
""Harshth\mde Tace :

H

They. then .descend by 3 few steps, into a
" region of total darkness. - ;
4¢ Light! Light F— quickly """ —: cmed
the -Captain.. While it' was preparing,
Frederick opened his eyes :—no .ray met
them—no sounds struck on his ears, bat
words, .and . tenes, .. that seemed to
issue from.the breasts of: bemgs distinct
from the human race,r . :, S
¢ And : this,?. said he, lmtemally, <5 is
my tomb !—here, buried before my dcath,
"I tpust bid!. Helena ofarewell ! and, leave
"her swHdmet But the:idea of her. sitya-
-tion while left: ini thepewer of Marsiglio,.
p 6
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drew a groan from his bosem s deep, and
dreadful, that Woodland thought it was
his last. . ’ N )

Light was at length precured; and
Woodland, holding it eagerly to the face
of his patient, joyfully perceived that his
eyes, were not closed. He then gently
bore him to a couch which he ordered to
be, bastily prepared for him ; ,applied to
his wounds such remedies as were in nse in
this wild society ; and, giving byn a com-
posing medicine, took his seat by his side ;
having, in the mean time, ordered the
like attention, to be paid to his wounded
men, as alsg to Beaumont’s seivant, who
was laid in a kipd of cell at some djstance
from, his master.

¢ I shall constantly take up my lodging
in your apartment,” said Woaodland,
“ that I may seive both as a nurse, and a
guard to you; since I know not what
course these tigers mgy take, when they
perceive how much my attention is en-
grossed by you.”
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1+%. Do, 16t provoke their veséritiient; 7 - :
youir own' gake) I'entreat you," ‘$aid Fre-"
derick :—¢‘ I will keep myself as quiet: &&-
the present state of my’ mind ‘will suffer ;
—~yet=0 my God!=this" detention - 1\5
death to" me. 2 How-am' I to'Tive through?
the fever-of impatience it ririgs “upoft
me }—but leave 'me, I béseech you }iarid;’
take my prom:se that I will strdggk! foi"
composure.” : SR
“ Do so,” said Woodland. - ¢ “THe"
draught I have given you wil dnspose’ymi‘
to sleep ;—yct, 1 fear, you will be rouséd!
from it ere long by the boisterous mirth of’
these wretches, and in which it is absolute}y'
hecessary that ‘I should ' join :—yet’ to-
night, above all nights, I could-wish® the‘iﬁ
in - their graves;—no ather place wilf ‘ever
see them quiet !- They aré lnow prepéhng”
supper ; and them, our ‘herrible’ orgies will”
begin”: - - . 0 it b s
1 feel the effect of yolt draifght al2”
ready,” stid Frederlck -5 Gdod night-1
I pray yow leave me.”— - '{ L1y
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¢¢ Shortly I will ;”—said Woodland.

He spoke no more ; but sitting, in pro-
found stlllqe‘ss, ]Cl“ he heard his patient
breathe hard, as 'in sound s’leep, stole off
1o his. comrades, who, were assembled in
:a kind of hall, which ha¢ been formed in
tb:s s.ub@errane,ous dwellmg, and arouud
.which _in. divers d:rectnons led small pas-
sages, to a variety of rudely carved apart-
ments; in one of which, the wearied,
wounded, .and , algost, heqrt-broken Fre-
derick Beaumont, had now sunk to rest.’
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GHAP. LXXXVI.

Sweer was the sleep of Frederick ;—for
it presented to hinr the worshipped form of
Helcna, fice from the power of Marsiglio,
her cyes beaming love, and tender pity
for his sufferings, and her hand bearing a
cup to his parched lips ;—when a bursting
roar of laughter shook the caverns, and
put the lovely vision to flight :—then fol-
lowed, in an hoarse voice, scarcely arti-
culate from intoxication,—

¢ No, no, Captain: that’s a devilish
good story; but it shan’t bilk us of our
poor old Captain’s song. He made it for
us himself, and he sung it himself, many
was the time!—aye, and the very night
before he was Kkilled ;—he was _a brave
one |—by Beelzebub !-—he died game !—
But, fill your cups, lads!—clear your
pipes, and chorus the Captain :—Come
along, Captain, and don’t look so .plaguy
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glum.— /e have most reason to whine,
when you cut our sport so short :—sing
away as you did t'other might, when we
had made a good job on’t.”:

The Captain at length'comphied, and this
was his song—concluded by a chorus which
made every pulse in Frederick’s burning
forehead throb with pain.

The Captain’s Song.

I. .

To the forest away !—
We arerid of the day :—
Let travellers quail at the freebooter’s name.
"T is the hour of the brave—
Rush abroad from your ¢awe,
;And be geizing, my lons ¥ your nightly game.

!'l' W v

[}

Our horses are ready— :
Be arm'd, and-be steady~w ' -
The standing to strike, apd the fall'n to secure:
The ball, and the dagger,
Their boldest shall stagger, .
And th; blades in our scabbafds are th'irst‘y and
TR

[
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. , .
Hul! lm]}‘! 1l be still—
Irom the bedk of the hilf
I doscty in yon yafley a glorious prize !
O ir hearts are all good%:— ’
Lt:t.up‘\t md through 1he ‘wood, - . B
{\nd pounce on onr victims hke hawks from the
* ks, I
K s

’

Iv.
Stand! yield! or ye die :—
No—they dare to defy ) \
The storm of dur onset, my Myrmidon Bund !
Puur a volley !——they groan,
And the treasure’s our own !—
Not yet—still they fight, and no quatér defnddd.

v,

Fire again a full round !—
Now they 're biting the ground :we
Hide 1your dirks in their hearts t»—Sm!mthe ‘rébels
are sped.
Each has well done his duty;
We 're lords of the booty,
And famishing vultures shall dine.og the dead,.

o T T v,

To owm cavern returning,
With victozr Lurning,
") B ANRCY ” ! AR weg esi e
Ofir dangers,we’ll drown in’'an ocean of Wine i—
v
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’T‘xs the lmﬁicking slave,

'I
:Here s a curse to all laws th.nt oyr raugp W oul(f
¢onfine.

Choras. 'To our cavern returning, &c. —
' [ They drink round.

‘A tremendous thundering of hands upon

the table—tumultuous proclamations of
good wishes to the Captain’s health—and
vehement protestations, deposed on oatk
that it was the only song in the world worth
listening to, followed this very reluctant
compliancé of the Captain. They then
begged him to tell them ¢ how the young
fellow in the sick cell had saved: the lifé of
his old dad.”
: The Captain promised they should hear
about it another time; but, telling thetn
they all scemed to have ¢ their skins full
of wine,” .advised them to.go and slecp it
off, and then they would be wady for fresh:
exploits.

~Fo -this - they at length agrccd and.
Woodland betook himself to his'post. He
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found his patient, as he expected, restless,
and feverish with the disturbances of the
night, and the anguish of his wounds. At
length, the sons of riot being dlspersed, and
the wine they had drunk occasioning them
to slezp profoundly, Beaumont fell again
into a slumber ;- but—his life-imparting.vi-
sion returned no more, .
. The sleep of the robbers was. prolonge;l
far into the succeeding day; it was in,
deed, reluctantly that they ever foupd
themselves awake, while many hours of the
flay remained, as their lives had no em.
ployment, no object, but plunder, an obs
ject which eould. not be followed 'tlll the.
approach of night. :
. When they awoke, on the day: after these
gvents, the Captain convened them, in the
hall ;—told them that he had not inters
rupted their evening. mirth, although it
had very much disturbed his weunded
friend ; but that he must now insist on
obedignice :to his ¢ommands; which were,
that 1o noisg should be made in the cavern
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tl&rir’)g'jgﬁe reinainder of the day.’ <In
thé evening,” he concladed, ¢ T shall cori-
tinue to watch by the gentleman ‘myself
and do you, Rogero, attend strictly to his
servant :—the rest take horse—and ‘success
attend ye I"— '
"They promised, and -obeyed, — and
Woodland spent the whole day by the
side of Beaumont’s couch ; dressed his
wounds, as well as his rude skill per-
Tnitted, and gave him such medicines as
from long éxpérience in this wretched mode
of life, he had, in such cases, found most
‘efficacious. ‘
" Frederick had waked from his long sleep,
*@@ﬁéiaé;abl‘y" recruited in strength; and,
;iﬁ“_éu' h'(rery seriously ill, and suffering real
{orment froim Hisrécent wounds, was justable
"5 eak bi¥ scknowledgments to  Wood-
"Iang‘, “for ‘hiVing given' him a charce of ex-
Kteribe” tHogh he seciétly bekieved that it
“Wvas H6t mord thian a ‘Shance! - His mind
incessaatly revolved the hope: &f ‘escaping,
‘&b 8045 'healthtSHodtd; if éver” it should
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—return to him, | Wnthm a few darys,
he ,determined ; to relate to, Woodland the
extraordinary rsequcl of h|s sxsters story,
which, . he thought, mlght not impro-
bably, mduce him to renounce. for eyer, hlS
present mode of life, and 1etun|1 to Eng-
land, for the purpose of re_]ommse "and
protecting her. Fredenck further veflect-
ed, that, by no. other means, could he be
himself,,; restored to liberty, w:thout the
utmost -danger tq the life of Woodland
from the resentment of hlS lawlcss compar
niops.

One evemng, then, when all had gone
forth in quest of. qunl save onl‘y Wnod-
Iaud who was sitting in careful attendance
.on his . patxenrﬂ E rederlck mformeg qn
that, if he . wqukl pfford hln S n:imdi
suffer lmn to rest pt. mtprva Sy l}e would
give him, in as. f?vy words as po s§1 e?h
sshort gecount of hat bﬂ‘; Wa“;n s sis-
ttex,, andin hgw \e\xtr.ao;phqaq %manner ‘he
haék h‘mﬁelﬁm et W“tbtehﬂ\" VI SRERTTH
o qudland ‘having, gxgrggs,qd lps sagnest
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acknowledgments 'for ‘the proposal; Fre-
derick went through all “the circurhstances
alreddy’ knoin to the reader: « THis was
not accomplished without gieat pain and
difficulty, as also much agitation; duting
the recital of those incidents in which He-
Téna was so deeply concerned.’

Woodland; in the mean titiie, anxiously
listened to the narrative, giving it as little
ifiterruption as was possible ; buit the words
¢¢ O my poor, poor Rose ! Villain! Monster!”
would at_times burst forth, and the last
hours of his unhappy father wrung tears of
grief and penitence from his heart.

"¢ O that I could see my poor Rose!”
said he,—¢¢ that I could kneel to the angel
thist rescued her from want and misery "

" ¢ And why can you not ?” asked Frcde-
rick, with extreme earnestness.

« Hear my ‘wretched story,” cried
Woddlind, * and then ask mie why I can-
rot retuin to ‘my country, and<—the last
surviving ‘remmiit' of: my- fafnily. . When
you shall ‘have heard.all, fmakei'sorie al-
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Jowance,:if. you can, for the ignominy. into
.whieh I have heen precipitated. v
..#“When I leftmy poor Rose, in the man-
mer she related toyou, I walked, as speedily
as I could, without exciting suspicion, - to-
ward the suburbs of London ; and, on in-
quiry, found myself—where I most wished
to be—on the road to Dover. I entered
a small publick house, where I observed
some sailors pledging each other pretty
freely to the success of the British navy:
they had so few senses left, that I easily per-
suaded them I had a frolick to put in prac-
tice, which made it necessary for me to alter
my dress, and, fora small sum, bribedone
of them to exchange his clothes with me
for a short time, pretending that I would
return to him within the space of an
hour. s .
¢ I now hastened towards Dover, and
proceeding sometimes on foot, but.oftener
-gqn the roof of a coach, shertly arrived
there ; whep, finding a vessel ready to sail
for Hamburgh, [ offcred myself as a sailor,
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worked my passage over, and soon found
myself in safety from the offended laws of
England, and for ever exiled from all its
blessings. o
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CHAP. LXXXVII.

¢ ] HAD a few guineas in my pocket;—with
the half of them I purchased decent apparel
at the first town I camc to ; and then, being
totally without other resource, I offered
myself as a servant, and obtained a situa-
tion with an English gentleman, travelling
towards Manheim, where, in ashort time,
we arrived. With this gentleman I lived
many years, and received much kinduess
from him ; but secretly pined with discon-
tent, and heart-corroding disappointment,
at the total overthrow of all iny aspiring
expectations. My master dicd, and, having
no family, left mea small income, which I
might have increased by honestindustry,and
thus havelived, atlast, in humble respectabi-
lity ; but my ill fate prevailed ; my old habits
were not yet conquered ; even in servitude I
had accustomed myself to join in parties of
YOL, IV, E
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cards ; and now, in an evil hour, I went to
agaming-table. There I met with an Ita-
lian gentleman, of the riame of Marsiglio :”
—¢¢ Well,” cried Frederick, starting up,
¢ and what of him ?”

¢ He enticed me to come again, flat-
tered me,-—played with me, cheated me,
and ruined me.”

« Aye, I'll be sworn he did ;—what !
is he thy devil too ? he has long been mine,
although he attacked neither my fortune,
nor my .principles.—0O Woodland! his
name is death to me !”

¢¢ Death to you, Sir! what can this
mean "

¢ Go on, Woodland,” sald Frederick ; I
cannot tell you my tale at present ;—pro-
ceed, I entreat you.”

¢¢ But this ruin was not acoomphshed at
once; the particulars would weary and dis-
gust you;—as would the many succeeding
scenes of vice, and poverty, in which, from
the period of my acquaintance with that
man, I suffered myself to be involved.
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At length, being sunk far decpet in depra-
vity than ever before, and having aban-
doned to the guidance of Marsiglio, my
very reason, and conscience, submitting the
first to the persuasion that there could not
be a future existence, and silencing by this
persuasion the clamours of the last, I was
accordingly soon induced by him to com-
mit a forgery with'my own hand—a forgery,
which, as I now believe, he urged upon me;
wholly from his fear of its consequences to
himself. To be brief, the paper was ex-
amined, suspected, and I soon heard that
payment had been stopped; and imme-
diately concealing myself till it was dark ;
suddenly fled. Wholly indifferent whither
I went, I gave the reins to my horse, and,
in a short time, found myself in a small ob-
scure village, at a considerable distance
from the town which I had left. B

‘¢ Having thus, once r‘rfdx:e‘,‘escapea from
the danger of pursuit, I fested for some
days ;—but, in such a solitiide, no sub-
sistence, either’ honotirable dr otheryise,

E 2
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could be obtained. Again- I mounted my
horse, and proceeded, from day to day,
from one resting-place to another, irreso-
lute when, or where, to fix my foot.
¢¢ ¢ Marsiglio is a villain,” said I mentally,
¢ but what avails the discovery now ? Desti-
¢ tute as I am of friends, character, and pro-
¢ fession, what can I do? whither ean I
¢ go? In the midst of such meditation I
reached this forest ; and, was soon attacked
by a party of the ruffians with whom you
now behold me: they bade me stand ; and,
at thé same instant, one of them fired.
¢¢ In this situation, my temper, and the
last remains of principle, gave way at once..
T was exasperated at what I felt to be the
malice of fortune ; the road of honesty ap-
peared to be closed against me; I hgd al-
ready plunged into dishonour, and it was
easier to advance than to recede.—I wanted
bread, *and grew less and less scrupulous as
to the means of procuring it: a tempting
opportunity seemed now to offer itself—I
*shut my eyes to the light of conscience, -and
suddenly thus addressed the robber ;—
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** ¢ Yoy may take my life, and be wel-
‘.come to it ;—meney I have none to give
* you;armsIhave none for my defence. My
¢ fortunes are desperate ; I, as well as your-
¢ selves, have oftended the laws; give me
¢ arms, and I will fight for you; agaipst you,
¢ a3 you perccive, 1 cannot.’

%¢¢ A brave fellow ’—said one of theband,
¢and just such a one as we want ;—come
¢ on—jyou shall do nothing yet, but be jolly;
¢ so come home with us, and see what it "
¢ is to live merrily under ground.’

“ I accompanied them. hither, and they
instantly bound me by an“bath, never to
_betray or forsake. them.—Yau will now
ask unc no more why I cannot.seturn to my
native land,” . .. ..

. % We will t&lk vof that hereafte.r 5aid
Frederiek ,-q“.propeed.”f— ae o :

.Y ou may imagine the horrgr,) felt at
my first introduction. .to.the. q;plo;t_s ) of
cruclty; which were their. dajly .business ;

.a horror; which I havernever subdued ; and
however pmnful; the. pensation, I smcerely
. B3 .
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hope I never shall.—Still I was ander an
absolute necessity of suppressing the shows
of it :—their confidence, and my own life,
which yet I wished not to throw away, de-
pended on my steadiness ; and so much to
their satisfaction did I acquit myself in the
first “engagement, (as we scraple not to
eall our-attacks upon unoffending travel-
lers) that I was honoured with their
'warimest applauses, and rewarded by-a ge-
neral determination to send me to bed in a
state of intoxication.
- ¢ My advantages, in point of - civiliza-
tion, gave me, insensibly, an ascendancy
over them 5 and, within a short time, the
* Captain falling- a -sacrifice to one of his
most daring enterprises, I was unanimously
“elected in his stead. : -
~¢¢'This ¢ bad eminence' I have held for six
long years; but, in the second year of
my exakation, the long-cherished remem-
brances of my father, my sister; and'her
“ deserted infant, ‘began to press, with un-
‘wonted weight upon my heart ;~~and I dc-
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termnined to request the permission of. my
~nmpanjons to make a VOyage L0 RAGKIK,
and endeavour to sce my friends, ,

““ For this purpose, I had already fabricated
a tale, with a view to satisfy their anxiety,
without confessing to them my situation.

- “ My comrades listened impatiently to
my request ; but at length, on my binding
mysclf, by the most solemn and dreadful
oaths, to return to them within the space
of two months, they permitted me to de-
part ; which I did with all possible speed,

appomtmg a Lieutenant, to command du-
ring my absence. .

“ Amongst our ill-gotten possessxen§,
we had apparel of all sorts, as well as
money in abundance. I habited myself in
the plain dress of a gentleman ; and sopn
reaching England, proceeded lmmedlately
to my father’s farm. You well know the
tidings which there awaited me.—With in-
finite difficulty, and by ceaseless inquirtes,
I traced him to his wretched dwelling in
Wales ; but when I perceived his reason to

E4
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be so severely shaken, that he krmew me
NO MoOre, 1 would not, fora king T~ ,dmary:
endeavoured to make him recollect sme.
Yet most anxiously did. I wish: for the
power of removing him toa more comfort-
able habitation j—but how could I, misera-
ble wanderct on the face of the carth ! be-
speak recommend.ttxon, care, protection, for
afather so circumstanced }—May Heaven
bestow its blessings on those who could,—
whodidI"— .
“After a dlstxessful pause, Woodland re-.
sumed :— ) :
“"In ‘that wood, where you ﬁrst beheld
me, I had rambled for _many days; ﬁrst in
,a painful s search after ‘my father ; afteruau}s,
in more painful .rumm.tt}onaon his fate.—At
mght the earth was my, bed, and the trees.,
were my shelter -—e-When pxegsed by hun.-
ger, | ventured to thc npxghbqurmg village,
to purcbase foctl 3 and thepee, often dis-
tantly t‘ollovwng thp foo}st.epa of ;my father,
I would anxlously watch him on L his.return
to his caye. I had pot long ,lo&}‘s;ght of
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him, on the fatal evening to which I
allude, ere I heard his cries for help ; and,
when I arrived at his dwelling, it was too
late for me to succour him :—That deed
was yours ;—yet, surely, I may venture to
hope that God has not wholly rejected me,
since I was permitted to meet you once
again, and this, at a moment so critical to
your safety.

¢¢ That dreadful evening brought me so
near to the expiration of my allotted time,
that I could not, consistently with the obli~
gations which bourd me, any longer delay
my return hither ; although, in adhering to
those obligations, I was constrained to leave
my father suffering under the blow of the
villain who had attacked him. I also dreaded
lest, ifI should \gain present myself before
you, and the worthy gentleman who shel-
tered me on that night, my agitationr would
betray me, and there was nothing which I
so much dcprecated a8 a dnwovery of my
real Situdtion.”

« ¥ therefore fose with the sun, flew to

ES5
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the cave of my father, ascertained that he
was alive,- and, while 1 stood at the en-
trance of his cave, had the consolation of
observing that he lay tolerably quiet;—
then, on my knees imploring for him the
pitying care of Heaven, I hastened from
the spot, and arrived here just one day
within the period stipulated for my re.
turn.” '

Thus the unhappy Woodland concluded
his eventful tale; to which Frederick had
listened with profound attention.  Deeply
stricken with the discovery that all his later
offences had arisen from his unfortunate
intercourse with Marsiglio, no one better
than himself, could judge how far the rea-
sonings, delusions, and example, of such
a man, might be admitted in extenugtion of
so violent a relapse into the sickness of the
soul. He addressed the remorseful, humi-
liated Woodland, with candour, and com-
passion—ending all, by strepuously recom-
mending to him—** and if I know myself,”
said Frederick, “ I would not suffer my
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own wishes to influence my counsel to yoar
consciénce,”+-to take the first possible op-
portunity of breaking-an engagement which,
criminal in . itself, could never be obliga-
tory..

VVoodla.nd shook his head, both in dis-
sent from his reasonings, and despair of the
passibility of executing their dictates.—. .

“ You are quite exhausted, Sir,” said he,
startled at the increasing weakness of Beau-
mont’s voice-~—“ We will not, at this mo-
ment, - exchange another syllable.” Theq
preseating to him some light refreshment,
he kept silence, and left him-at liberty ta

seek repose.

EG
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CHAP. LXXXVIII.

It is not to be supposed that Count Wal-
denberg omitted any measures, either of:
search, or inquiry, by which it was possible
to discovér the cause of Frederick Beau-
mout’s extraordinary disappearance.

He sent special messengers to follow the
route he had taken. They traced him as
far as the town preceding the fatal forest ;
and, being there informed that neither men,
chaise, nor’ horses, had ever returned,—
further pursuait was made, and at length, the
murdered bodies were discovered.—The
Count felt too well satisfied, intg what
handythié riobl¢' Bedumont had fa]len and,
aware of ' his uriddunted resolution, felt al-
most equally’ certain that he had not yielded
his libérty, but with his life. Still, however,
neithér ks body, tror that of Wolfinger,
‘were with 'the'rest. * Some:hdpe, - then, re-
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mained, but of too' weak foundation, to be
imparted to Helena or the Baroness. The.
Count, therefore, ordering his emissaries
to be silent on what they had seen, con-
fessed only, in his letters to his sister, that.
all his researches after.Beaumont had been
fruitless ;—yet - urged both her and her
friend, to trust, that, while no intelligence
transpired of his death, hope might still
be cherished that he was alive.

There were times, however, when it
could scarcely be ascertained that he was so,
even by his grateful, and constant nurse,
surgeon, and attendant, who incessantly
guarded his couch, and watchied his every
look and motiop. At length, when four
tedious weeks had elapsed, something like
a chance of .recovery ;began to appear,

Frederick,, whose sleeping and . waking
thoughts, centinually; revelved. on, Helena
and Marsiglioj--thonghts ,_wbi\qh fetarded
his. progress-tawardy health,, whle thigy
stung to madngssihis mishes of atiuiping it,
—now mare, idently than.even, pressed
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upun Woodland his so often repeated ar-
guments an¢d ptayers, respecting their es-
cape together from this region of darkness ;
where his ears were tortured with shouts,
of barbarous joy, with discourses of the
grossest impiety, and with tales of murder
and injustice, recounted with triumph, and
listened to with rapturous exultation.—

One day, when Frederick felt a little
stronger than usual, and was seated on the
side of his couch, ¢ Woodland,” said he,
¢ I think I could live, were 1 but certain of
seeing England once more.”

““ We will at least attempt it then,” re-
plied Woodland, ¢ and Heaven confirm in
my soul the truth of the reasonings by
which you have been so long encountering
the force of my oaths to this detestable fra-
ternity !” *

¢ Heaven itself will release them,” said
Frederick ; ¢ would that you could regard
them as I do!—Your promise shall give
me life and strength,”

¢ I must attempt to escape,” said Wood-
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land ; ¢ for no conscience could bind me
here to imprison you; and were I to set
you free, possessed- of the knowledge of
our retreat, my life would fall an instan-
taneous sacrifice ;—a sacrifice which I can-
not suppose that they have a right to claim
from me. Give me but time to reflect on
the means of our departure: in the inter-
val, it would be well to lull these blood-
hounds into confidence in you, by placing
some little trust in them: they already
mutter at my seclusion with you.”

¢ Seclude yourself no longer, I entreat
you,” cried Frederick ;—*¢ even to-mor-
row night, and for many succeeding nights,
lead them out as usual ;—only engage that
you will assist my flight!-—When I
have any wings,” he added, with a sickly
and mournful smile.

¢¢ I have already promised you, Sir, that
I will attempt it ; but we must be minutely
cantious :—it is no light enterprise ;—if
they but surmise that we wish to depart,—
we die. 4
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"“¢ The first care is your recovery ; I en-
treat-you, then, to compose your mind ;. to
tear away your thoughts from whatever
may distress, and agitate them,”—(some-
thing of his sad story Frederick had found
it necessary to explain to Wooadland, in the
hope that it might prove a stimulus to his
exertions in effecting their escape),—*“and,
we will not yet despair of success.”—

“In the mean time,” observed Frede-
rick, * you must be more gay, and social,
with your comrades, than before; and
amuse them with the idea that I sigh for
my recovery, in order that I may join your
society. When once we are free, Wood-
‘land,—(though I would not use it as an
argument against the oath which has so
much embarrassed you), when once we are
free, 1 say, I shall remember my obliga-
tions. You must, therefote, receive it,
net’2¢ a favour, but as's’'debt; when I tell
you, that’ F'take upoﬂ myselfthe fortune of
yout fildre ddgsliv ¢ fo

The grauiude of Woodland wds tin
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bounded : to Beaumont the expressions of
it were almost distressing, and he banished
the subject, by adverting to their future
plans. ¢ If;” said he, ¢ you can under-
take to get me excused from drinking,—
which in my present state would destroy
me,—1I will join your party at the next jo-
vial meal; and endeavour to gain the
confidence of your comrades by appearing
ambitious of: their apprabation.”

“ Yau will do wonders, if you can sup-
port your part,”—answered Woodland.

In this he succeeded to a miracle ;—told
them tales of hair-breadth ’scapes, in-
vented for the occasion—laughed at their
coarsest jokes, and listened with well-
feigned satisfaction to: details of their most
lawless exploits,

¢ By .y sword, you're a hearty buck,”
said ong, of them ;: ¢§ ,come, get welf, and
go along with, us, ,and. then we will send
all the speaking, fopls, that cpme athwart us
to t'other country, and spend their money
for them.”
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“ Whew !” whistled another—¢ not so
fast, master numskull—there ’s a little oath
or two to be taken first.”—

‘ Aye, aye, aye, to be sure,” said they
all.

¢¢ Certainly,” said Frederick, ¢ I'll take
all the oaths you can think of, before we
strike our bargain—but don’t let us be in
a hurry; it will be time enough to talk of
oaths, when you have known me a little
longer: at present, you cannot judge whe-
ther I am worthy to be made a comrade
of.”

His health was now drunk in brimming
bowls; and in tones which almost de-
.prived him of his sense of hearing. His
exertions considerably increased his fever,
although the Captain was absolute jn pre-
venting the hospitalle company from press-
ing wine upon him ;—and now, remarking
with uneasiness, the alteration in his coun-
tenance, Woodland insisted that he should .
he suffered to withdraw,



THE MASTKER PASSION. 01

CHAP. LXXXIX.

Tue next day Beaumont was again con-
fined to his cell, being evidently the worse
for his banquetting : but, by the subse-
quent care and precautions of Woodland,
strengthened, too, as he was, both ‘in
mind, and body, by his newly-raised hopes,
he felt himself in another fortnight, so much
recovered, that he anxiously reminded
Woodland of their project ; and entreated
him to lose no time in laying his plans.

“ You may depend,” said he; " on my
resolution in executing them, and not less
on my obedience to all your dlrecttons, than
if I had, actual]y, taken my oath of _a]‘le!:-;
glance to you.’

¢ My plan is formed,”" answcmd 'Wood-
!.md ““ but you are not yet strong enough
to bear your part in” the execuuén of it."—
In the mean time T could wish’ you to feign
yourself still wecaker than you are, until
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the night of our enterprise. Affect high
spirits, and increased impatience to be
among us. But farewell ! I must now be at
my post.”

The health of Beaumont for severul suc-
ceeding weeks continued to amend :—it
was, however, near two months after his
entrance into the cavern, before Woodland
pronounced him sufficiently recovered tq
attempt his escape.

One evening when Woodland had, for
some time, devoted himself with artful ea-
gerness, to the daring projects of his com.
panions, he dismissed them to their own
devices; with the exception of one only,
who was ordered to remain with Wolfinger.
Woodland, anxiously wishing to employ
the‘xp hoth, recommended them to heguile
the tedlous hours with dice.—

he(y were ready enough to comply, and
§a$ down to their game, at some distance
from the. apartmcnt of Beaumont, where

Qi?d‘land in a low, and cautious tone,
thua unfqugd his d,angemus plans :— .
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1 have fixed on this day'in ‘the week’
following, Sir, for our attempt,” said he':
“ in the mean time, I' would re¢commend
that you make all your necessary prepara-
tions, and, that you may effectually pre-
vent all suspicion, begin to talk: more'im-
patiently than ever, of glorious téils ‘t6
come ; telling the ruffians, that you hope
a few days more will enable you to take
your vows of fealty, and sally forth amongst
them. On the day preceding our outset,
however, I could wish you to pretend a re-
lapse, and retrcat again to your couch.—I
will remain with you, and send the greater
number of them forth, as usual.—I will
order a luxurious supper for their return;
~—when they arrive, I will say, that you
are again recovering, and that we will drink
flowing cups of our richest wine to your
health and future triumphs. I will make a
show of filling my cup, when they fill
thelrs ; and, when ‘they dre nearly *ihtb:'t‘il-
cated, and incapable’ of making accuraté
observatiofis, ‘bring’ foith’ t ‘thein 4 large
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‘jug of wine, prepared, with a powerful
opiate, and set them athirst for it, by ex-
tolling it as the first of earthly liquors.—
I will contrive, by previous measurement,
that their cups shall exhaust the whole of
it; then retreat, to replenish it, and fill
my own from the pure wine. This
dose will speedily take effect, and they will
sleep profoundly for eight or ten hours.
The key of the door is always in my keep-
ing; and, from long habit, I can, in a
few moments, prepare our steeds. Their
stables are near the entrance, and the
horses are trained to ascend the steps with-
out difficulty.”—

“ But there is Wolfinger,” said Frede-

rick.
¢¢ Confusion on him !” cried Woddland :.

¢ he will retard us dreadfully : he must be
dosed too; for trusted he cannot be; and
then, I will throw him over my horse, like
a calf :—if we can.but reach the next town,
before they awake, we are safe; for thi-
ther they dare not pursue us.”
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‘At length, the destined night arrived.’
The robbers returned, triumphant with
victory, ‘and laden with- spoils. Their
Captain received them with the warmest
commendations ;—the feast was prepared,
and they wanted nothing further, they
said, but the company of their new asso-
ciate.—Accordingly one of them, in the
ardour of his solicitude, proceeded to the
couch, from which Beaumont affected to
be unable to rise, and, with many boiste-
rous expressions of kindness, began to drag
him from it. To this roughness, Frede-
rick (while he repelled him with disgust),
opposed entreaties, and Woodland com-
mands ; and he was left in peace.

After supper, however, when the wine
commenced its fermentation in their brains,
they began to’ recur to their eagerness for
his company, and their impatience to set
him to work, pledging each other—while,
at the Captain’s suggestion, they drank the
health of their new friend Frederico,—that
the very next morning he should take the
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oaths, and vehemently . maintaiging that
he * ought not to stay among. them an
hour lenger without it:” ¢ -

*I'll. be shot if the young wllam is
not better than he pretends to be;” said
one of them, uttering. no puny cath,—
“gnd if we don’t look after him,:hell play
us some slippery trick one day or other,”

Frederick’s heart beat with impatience
for he could just catch the last words,
though the speaker had the precaution to
lower his voice. The rest, however,
laughed at thc suggestion, and, by a few
more rounds of brimming cups, all but
the Captain were, very shortly, secured
from reflection, or even consciousness.

“ And ,” said the Captain, ¢ for
one round of the nectar we taok ig battle
with the waggoners, whom we attacked
on their way to the monastery of ———."”

“ Well said !” cried one of the band,
whilé all. clapped their-hands, declaring,
that it was fine sport to bilk the monks ;=
but they would ¢ drink their healths in
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their wine,; poor d—ls, 8o they weould."-=
“.And that will crown the feast,” con<
tinued the first speaker, ¢ and crown us
with pop-pop-pop-poplars, or something
that makes the Gods go to sleep, isn’t it
~—while his voice became equally inm'tieu
late with his ideas.

The capacious pitcher was dmmed to
the bottom.

Each seized his own cup ;—most of
them thought they saw two in the hand
that raised it ; but could see little else.

One of them, however, retained just
enough of his senses to enable him to
observe that the Captain had given all the
best wine away, leaving none for himself ;
and vehemently swearing, tig he should
not be cheated, very kindlp insisted on
dividing his share with him. Woodland
remonstrated most energetxcally ; assurmg
him that he would fill his own cup, in a
téice, from the same reservoir as before:
but, all. was in vain; the robber was
“ sure there could be no more in the

VOL. 1Y, . r '
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world to match it, and the Captam rrlust,
and should, go halvés with him "
saying, he poured half his potion mto the
Captain's empty cup, and drank the other
half himself.

Woodland, in great alarm, caught up
his own cup, retreated suddenly, threw
away the contents, and filling it again with
pure wine, returned to the table, telling
‘hi$ liberal friend that they must neither of
them finish with half a draught.

"¢¢ 86 how,” said he, * hold your cup
_again, mylad, and let me fill it;—tisa
‘bumbper toast.”

The man complied, and the cup was
'ﬁﬂcd but there had been no opportunity
of agam mf.ng the opiate. Woodland
now, standm& at the head of th® board,
dtink 1o the heutth of the jolly monks of
‘the mbnastery ‘of All shouted forth
‘the ‘toast; and the cips were dxamed to

%l‘lsst drop. .
' Captam contmued to promote the
jést, and tfxe iaugh for some “time ; then
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became silent, and feigned himself sleepy,
and dull. —.

The potions began to work:—
some reeled off to their cells ;—others fell
in stupor to the ground : among these was
Wolfinger ; and just -before him fell one
of the robbers, in such a position, that
it would be necessary, in removing Wol-
finger, to lift him over the bulky form of
his companion.

Woodland observed this, in some un-
easiness; but remained, with his eyes half
closed, watching their mdy mterestmg
slumbers.

At length, all was still as deat.h Wood-
land retreated to the cel f Beaumont.
He found him entirely epared "The
Captam then threw off his, disgraceful
habit ; ; and hastily adJusted the dress whlcb
he had _previously gwen in charge to Bea;r
mont.

He now beckoned Fred,erxck intp the
hall, and pointed out Wolfinger to himy—
laying his finger, in  dilence on his lip.

F2
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Frederick shuddered.at perceiving the si-
tuation of Wolfinger.

¢ Fear not,” whispcred Woodland ;
4¢ do you watch them all.” ~ -

Woodland crept along to the stables :—
in a few minutes he had saddled the horses,
and buckled on their portmanteaus: he
unlocked the heavy door :—Frederick
once more, heard its roaring hinges with
dismay.—W oodland rcturned to him, and
gave the signal to take up Wolfinger.
They stepped safely over the body of the
;rohber.—Woodland took charge of the
‘head and shoulders of Wolfinger ; Frede-
rick, whose wonted strength had forsaken
‘him, with difficulty supported the rest of
-his heavy person, made still heavier by the
depth of his sleep.

,+ . At this' moment, the sleeping robber,
over whom they were in the act of lifting
- hits, snored aloud ; and, at the same in-
-stant, turned on his side :——still they kept
-their hold, and. now perceiving that -the
sleeper who hadimpeded . them, had - by
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his terrific movements, left them more
space than before, they, still bending with
their burden, proceeded slowly and cau-
tiously, round him, °till they reached the
horscs, which were standing in readiness
without the door. Woodland stepped
back to the hall, and brought away the
lamp, which he immediately extinguished.

The horses neighed in the morning air’;
yet, all remained quiet within.

They placed Wolfinger on the horse 6f
Woodland ;—this action awakened him,
and he roared for help.: Frederick seized
his head; and stopping his miouth for a
moment, cried, ¢ Silence! and we shall
be at liberty in an instant :—you are safe.”

Woodland, then, fixing Wolfinger - on
the horse, sprang up behind him.- -

¢ Now,"—(to Frederick)—*¢ follow
me.”

" Prederick was :already mounted. They

were under the ‘necessity - of ' proceeding

slowly through .the tangled woods, whict

.concealed ‘the' approach. to the :cavern
F3
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Silently, and anxiously, they paced
along.

The morning had but just begun to
dawn in the east, when they reached the
openings of the forest.

“We might now quicken our pace,”

-said Woodland, ‘¢ but this ¢arcase is grow-
ing inanimate again, and, if I am not
teareful of it, I shall let it slip.”—
a0~ ¢ Not for your life,” said Frederick.
z * I will let him have another nap,” re-
3gumed Weodland,  or the opiate shay be
dangerous I will then rouse. him, tell
him we: are’ pursued, and bid him sit
'fm.

- At this instant, the report of a carabine
from behind followed by a volley of ex-
)eorations, sassailed their ears, and weffec-
itually ‘awakened Woodland’s drowsy
leharge, who instantly began to kick the
:sides of the horse, aud holding fast by
'hfs-mang, entreated that. they mlght lose
16 time.

'The! abigmly were now wged .to theu-
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ntmost speed, and:within a few:hours, tley
all arrived safely at the next town.
+* ‘'The -alarm arose {rom the rebber,: who
had had-but half his doses and was aften-
wards disturbed by - the outcly of Wol—
finger. W

¢ What 's the matter >"—-he voci(qrously
exclaimed ;—but, receiving ‘ no - answer,
he was, again, nearly overpowered.-.hy
sleep, when a rush of wind from. the open
door,’ blew full in his face ; then, starting
up,: he cried out—** Rise comrades |, wme
are betrayed I™
Not one of them, however, .wm
and surrounded by darkness, oppressed,
-and intoxicated as he was, he lost some
time in searching for his carabine. i
In vain he continued his endeavour fq
‘rouse his sleeping companions, - At length,
- he set out, alone; and on foot ; and. tracing
 the fugitives by the sound of. their horses
- feet, discharged his piece:after -them, but,
happily, as we have seen, without effect.

Beamlmmt, first bespeaking a. mslhnq
P 4



104 THE \IASTER PAbSIOV.

g,

carriage, snatched a few momenta with
‘Woodland, that they mxght congnatuhte,
and rejoice with, each othér, and hastxly
settle the plan of their futare progress.
“ ¢« Wolfinger must not be tiusted onl
horseback,” said Woodland 3 ¢ besides,
it .would occasion some d'él':y 3 we ‘must
place him between us in the chaise, and
mever lose sight of him for a moment.”
-*They proceeded, according to this ar-
yangement, with all the speed ‘that was
‘possible ; travelling day, and night, and
hastily taking refreshmentsin their vehicle,
’till they reached Tonningen. s
-Beaumont felt, but said not, that this
rapid progress far exceeded his strength.—
His spirits were so" exalted by his restora-
gion to :liberty, and the hope .of fuding
Helena.once more, that Woodland per-
ceived not the ill effects of their wearisome -
journey, ‘till they arrived at Yarmouth,
wherc Beaumont again fell seriously ill,
Woodland, in alarm, summoned medical
pid; but Frederick, no longer manageable,
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would listen to no counsel, receive no re-
medies, but what would give him present
case, and present strength. His eventful
tale could not be told ; the account of his
extraordinary companions could not be
given, satisfactorily at least,—in writing
~he must, therefore,~-he would, set out
again for Monmouthshire, where he con-
cluded that, long before this period, Mrs.
Villiers had returned,—possibly her daugh-
ter '—The very thought was health!’
There, at all events, Mr. Melcombe, if in.
existence, would be found.

Yet, to proceed immediately was im-
possible : his weakness of body, his. irri-
tation of nerves, increased with every "
hour; and, he remained at - Yarmouth:
for some days, confined to his bed, ina-
state of mind which armed every malady of-
his.frame with tenfold strength,



.106 THE MASTRER PASSION.

CHAP. XC.

The air of the Welsh mountains was
found peculiarly salubrious to the elder
Mr. Beaumont ; and so happy were the
effects of friendly kindness from all, and
of the soothing attentions of Helena in
particular, on his mind, that he, now,
needed only the restoration of his strangely
absent son to make him completely happy.
In his yacant place there could be, indeed,
no substitute ; for the anguish inflicted
by his djsappearance, there was no
talm.—- '

i “Were he but living—were he but re~
turned,”’, would the Baroness reflect, ¢ I
should now be blest—I should behold him,
behold him happy t=~why that should be
my happiness |—but his death !—O men¢i-
ful God, avert that hour, ’till I shall be

1o more !” )
Helena, leaning on the: arm of Mr.,



THE WASTER PASSION. 107

Beaumont, would visit those spots which
she had frequented with Frederick ;—both
lost in reflection on the same object, and
each dreading to grieve the other by the
mention of his name. Thus, full dften
would they walk on, in a too cxpressﬁ'e
gilence.

One morning, as they were thus sadly
wandeéring by the river side, Helena vainly
strove to suppress a fulling tear.—Mr.

* Beaumont " observed it, and kindly pressed
the hand which lay within his arm.

¢ This was one of his favourite walks »
said Helena.

“ Would to God he were returned to.
it ! said his father. They then fell th-
sensibly into a discourse on past events;

.and Helena related to him, more at 'full
than she had ever done before, the many
artifices by which Marsiglio had ! ¢heatbd
ker into a good opinion of himselt4 and, she
blushed: t6 confess;, shdkets her confiderice
in Frederick.— "

¢ And all the inforgmation tmﬂﬁﬂ re-
FO
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tended to have received from his corre-
spondent,” respecting . Frederick’s sins,”
continued she, ¢ were one day strangely
confirmed, in the library at Hastings, by
a ‘talking, foolish, young man—a hateful
creature I thought him—who threw out
some idle observations, which ‘I have
ceased to think of, but, which I cannot,
yet, comprehend, as they were evidently
unconnected with Marsiglio’s plots.”

. She then related the anecdote which had
met her cars respecting the lady, who was
passing through Berlin, with Frederick
Beaumont.

«If that be your only remaining diffi-
culty,” said Mr. Beaumont, I can, pro-
bably, set .you at ease, hy inforrging you
that I have a nephew who bears 'both of
those names, and who, ‘as I have been
told, is a.gay, dissipated ‘youth ~—~Why
may not. ke have ‘been the runaway tra-
veller, .if a runaway business it was "

. #¢ Doubtless,- it must have- been' so,”
ctied Helepa ; her eyes sparkliig with a
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delight .as transiént, as delicious :—¢ But
I am rejoicing, as if I had still doubted : =
Heaven knows that I could -never
.doubt. again, of any thing, but his exist-
ence—and, O my God! do[ live to donbt
of that?”

Some weeks had slowly, and pamfully
elapsed, after this conversation. Mrs.
Villiers, her daughter, and her visitors,
were sitting together in Mr. Melcombe's
drawing-room ; he having pressed them
all, in the hope of a transient relief from
change of scene, to pass the day with him.
The efforts at cheerfulness were, on.all
sides, painful. ‘

It was a fine autumn evening, and he
proposed to them to Jom him in a:walk: e
the lawn. . S

- They readily complied then lm was, dt
the back of .the house s-all but Helena had
now reached it;—she was re-adjusting some
prints. which Mz. :Meleombe: had unfolded
for her amusement,, and.promised to follow
them.—She. wes just crossing. :the hali;
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when the: opening ‘of . the front dook drew
her attention,—and, in an instat, she’ be-
held the pale features, and wasted form of
Frederick, supported a]ong by his oompa-
THONs.

- ¢ It is he ’”—she cned w:th'a pxercmg
shriek.

¢ Helena!” he feebly exclmmedu: Their
eyes exchanged one look, and they fell into
the arms of each other, without lnfe or mo-
tion. .

- The rest of the party had heard the cry

of Helena, - and. returned. .to -the house.
Mr. Melcombe; struck to the heart: by the
looks of Frederick, waved his: hand to
Mr. Beaumont, as a.gignal to. retreat from
the view of  his son.
- The Baponess. also, with..a . fluttering
theert, retired., She saw, tooplainly, that Ere-
derick was most unfit for the interviews
which he had to encounter.

‘Mr. Melcombe, and Mrs. Villiers, as-
sisted in bearing both him, and Helena, to
an adjoining apartment; where they were
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placed - on :a ;sofa; . and, ; after some time,
restored to sense.

¢ Merciful Heaven ” crxed Fredenck
< have I not life enough remaining to bear
this tide of bliss?—Look up, my love:!
my angel ”-—and scarcely able to rais¢ him-
self, he strained her to his beating heart;
while she, hitherto speechless with emotion,
-could ohly say, ¢ O Frederick | do we at
last meet again >—yet—Qh! how do we
meet !—why—why—these pallid looks?”
~——then, - tenderly supporting him. with
her delicate arms, she was relieved ‘by a
convulsive passion of tears. e T

" Mr: Melcombe affectionately -pressing
their hands within his own,- implored them
to endeavour to recover theiselves. -As
‘he- was ' retréating, Mrs. Villiers accom-
pariied hith’ 6ut of the room, and closed
the door, )
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CHAP. XCL

Whien the Baroness heard the exclama.
tion of Helena, a cry of joy was bursting
from her lips :—but she suppressed it, and
only joined the general voice in thanking
Heaven for his safety.

¢ So far at least,” said she internally,
“ my heart may speak also.”

When she was,"again, with Mrs. Vil-
liers, she strove to congratulate her, but
eould not give utterance to a word.

The agitated father had retired to ano-
ther apartment.

. The Baroness could suppress her emo-
tions no longer : she took the hand of Mrs.
Villiers, and their tears flowed together. -

‘Mr. Melcombe, now, eagerly sought
out Woodland, and entreated from him
an explgnation of  the dreadful state of
Beaumong!s ‘health ; inquired how long he
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had been with him, where Frederick had
-been, and was proceeding to make further
inquiries, when his eyes were insensibly
fixed on the countenance of him whom he
was addressing.

¢ Surely, Sir,” said Mr. Melcombe, “l

have seen you before.”
:.¢ You have indeed, Sir; and it is with
shame that I prepare to inform you wha
I am, and by what strange, and wondrous
incidents, you see me agam beneath your
roof.”

Mr. Melcombe, now, perfectly reool-
lected both the voice, and features, of the.
mysterious stranger, who. had vanished.
from his house, four years before.— - :

“1I entreat, Sir, that you will tell me
nothing, that-it can distress you to repedt ;
—except—what ' relates immediately to my-
friend,~-my pupil,—almost iny child l~it
picrces my very soal to behold him' thus.”

.. Woodland, in replying to the inguiries
of Mr.:Melcombe, necessarily acquainted
him with so muchof  his awn story (defes-.
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ring 'till a fitter time the relation of the
whole) as immediately revealed to him that
he was the son of old Woodland; and—
that he had been, for some years,—a Cap-
tain of Banditti.
.. Mr. Melcombe looked aghast.

. % And now, Sir,” added Woodland,
““ do you not,~-excellent and pious man,
as you are,~—do you not abhor me ?”

, “ It is not for an excellent and pious
man, if such indeed I were,” said Mr.
Melcombe, recovering himself—** to abhor
any one. I will, if you desire it, converse
with you more particularly hereafter ; for
the present,. be assured, that I sincerely
pity your errors,.and your sufferings; that
I highly approve of your breaking hrough
engagements which it was .criminal to
make ; and, .that your timely service, end
attentive cares to my friend, have bound
mwe your debtor for life; as also, I am as-
sured, his father ; whom you might have
obseryed - endeavouring to-.approach- him,
sud:whom it is necessary: that I should in-
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stantly attend. T have already detained .
him too long from his son; but, it wasg
esscatial to his relief, as well as my own,
that ‘I should fully understand the nature,
and duration, of the illness of his son, in-or-
der that he may be apprized what he is to
hope,. or ‘what to fear :—my own -appre-
hensions-are, I confess, more serious than
I dare think: of ;- but, I must for the pre-
sent;. conceal them from all the rest of the
party.: .

“l .trust, Sir, -that your fears will prove
groundless ;” .said Woodland ; * yet, too
well I know: how unskilfully his deep, and
dreadfal wounds, for such they were; have
been . healed,~and - scarcely. healed,——by
my ynpractised-hand.” - .- -

- Mr, Melcombe went unmechnely ta Mr.
Beaumont He- found him alane, m& in
viglent perturbation. - .
<% May I not yet see my hav?“ asked he

~—*¢ my peor,. poor-hoy !——the look I aughr
_has .almest. killed me:—have:you learned
any{ thing 2-swhere. ‘lina he:- - +'«.~ < whdt
does it all mean ”
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¢ He has been severely wounded, my
dear friend, in—an attack—an attack of—
but, ask no more at present ;—~I will in-
quire whether you may not, now, see him ;
but, command your feelings, T implore
you; his life may depend on it.”

- Mr. Meloombe hastily quitted him, and
in the most distressing solicitude, revisited
Frederick, whom he found still supported
by Helena; both, exhausted by the vio~
lence of their agitation, their hands clasped
in each other, and tears stealing softly
down their cheeks.

- Frederick endeavoured, but in vain, to
rise as Mr. Melcombe entered.

* My best friend I” he exclaimed—and
wrung the hand of Mr. Melcombs with all
the strength he possessed—*¢ but let me—
O let me now,; see my father ! -

¢ My dearest Frederick, God bless, and
restore you !—a ‘thousand times welcome

- hame k--you know al}y then "=
-, % F know -that- my father is hcre; that
he loves—Heaven be praised ! he loves—
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this angel, as I could wish ;—and that——if
—if—I can but live”—he felt Helena trem-
blL—’

<1 shall live, I hope, my love.”

With not one word did she venture to
trust her voice.

s« If I live, I shall —O God ! how blest

I shall be!"—and his head fell on the be-
loved hands, whose gentle pressure spoke
a thousand hopes, and ten thousand fears,

Frederick, again raising his head,

¢ And now, I beseech you to bring my
father to me !”"—

He was, by this time, waiting at the
door, to which unobserved, he had fol-
lowed Mr. Melcombe. : «

In.a moment he is on his knees, by the
couch of his son~—his head bending over
him, his arms clasping him around, while-—

' « Tears such as tender fathers shed,” :
stream from his eyes, and mingle'with
those which that bqlovod son is pourmg

into his bosom e .
Mr. Melcombe, who oould not restram
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his own, ‘went softly rotind to that end of
the sofa on which Helena was leaning, to-
tally overpowered by this scene.—He en-
deavoured to give strength' to his own mind
and to hers by a few words of tender
congratulation, and soothing encourage-
ment to her to call up her native fortitude,
and self-command, for the sake of that-
dear Frederick who would infallibly be m-
jured by these powerful emotions.

¢ Indeed, indeed, I do;” she softly an-
sweted ; “and’T will be as tranquil as pos-
sible :—could you but know one hundredth
part of what I feel, you would wonder ‘at
me already. ‘I am thankful—O most
thankful |—that he is returnéd; that I
have no longer the dreadful apprehen-
sion of seeing him no more :—Yet"—and
her eyes, after a glance on’ ‘Frederick,
rfiade an appeal tothase of Mr. Melcombe,
so sadly expressive of de<pan', that he
‘eould neither $upport, ‘hor reply to it —
but, turning to the" ﬁ‘t’her, and son, he
implored them, for the bake OF éach Gther,
to be more composed,
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.. O.my kind friend,”.said Mr, Beaus- -
mont seatmg hnmself by the side. of his
children as, he fondly called them both;
“ I could behave better,—I think I ceuld,
were I not conscious, that this is sll my
own doing !"—

“ Your doing, .my dear father {*

‘¢ Yes, Frederick ;—it was my ambition
that banished you, or you had now been
well, safe, happy; and besides”*—-he bhad
scarcely power to add,—¢ was it not my
rash credulity that drove me to inflict on
you worse than all bodily tortures, by in-
juring, and insulting, this innocent, ami-
able creature, to whom I owe my life ?”

Frederick regarded his father in asto~
nishment.

“ Youc life—to her !-—-wy d@gr father,
how, I entreat yoy?” .

“ Then she has not told you ?”

“ She has only told me that you.vere
here, aund that yon laved her as, much as I
do—the dfeur cresture pnesnmed. to say"—
and with a saulettba& went to her heart,
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he gently laid her hand to his cheek—*‘ but
as to particulars, he continued, “ O my
dear father ! -you have no conception how
little we have talked.”

¢ Then it remains for me,” said Mr.
Beaumont—and, in half-suppressed sagita-
tion, renewed by the recital, he told of his
miraculous preservation by the exertions of
Helena.

¢ O Helena ! Helena !” cried Frederick,
¢ am [ then to owe all to you—dearest,
blessed angel of my life! preserver of my
father I” '

¢ Compose yourself, dearest Frederick !"
she replied; “ you will destroy yourself,
and me also; if every thing affects you -
thus, how are you to bear the sight
of two other dear friends—for my mother
has not yet.ventured to speak to you; and,
1 fear—to-night——"

. % Oyes!let meseeall; and to-morrow
I shall be better, quieter, easier I—I ought
to have seen your dear mother agsin before
this time ; and the Baroness~the kind, the
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aﬁ'iiable'béing, who rescudd you from that
démoén.” '
. o The Baronéss, and the Counit™ ' safd
Helena. " 0

'ss Hhenven reward them boﬂi'f" cfied
Frederick.— My deuar - friend: (to-MA4.
Melcombe) T entreat you to bring Mye.
Villiers - and the Baroness: hither, imfye-
diately. )

¢. Take this first,” said Mr. Melcombe,
offering him a glass:of wine'and water; but
Helena, taking it from the hand of Mr.
Melcombe, said,—‘ Do you support. him,
iny'dear Sir; I will give it to him.”

Frederick looked up to her in an ecstacy
that made him forget all his weskness, and
all his pain. )

¢ Just so, my Helena, did,yey wsxt,me
onenight, in a dream, while Lixylwoundsd,
in the cave of the bauditti,~~Now; then,
let me sbe:the rest of my.beloved fricrids,”
wi+ Mr., Melcombe: icompliedst ghirrging
both-the Besoness,and M, Vijliats, as e
led them i in, to remmwﬂ‘&hscenww

VOL. IV, G
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poor -friend had . already encountered, and
how little able he was to sustain any longcr
such viplent, perturbations.

Mrs.Villiers embraced him aﬁectnonately ;
gave -him . her warmest blessings, ..her
kindest wishes ; and that she might the
better command her feelings, carefully
avoided fixing her eyes on his face.

TheBaroness was led to a seat by his side.
Little mare. than two months had elapsed
since she had beheld him, though torn
with anguish and apprehension, erect .in
strength and health, and glowing with
manly beauty. Now,—his form emaciated
by wounds, as well as by grief, and close
confinement amidst the damps of a dun-
geon ; his complexion pale and livid ; his
eyes deprived of . all lustre, but that which
.emanated from -the warmth of his affec-
-tions ; his-strength worn down. with illness
and ‘fotigue, and exhausted with recent
+gmotion-—-lay, supported by cushions, the
Xind, the gentle, the too tenderly regm'ded
:Pruderiok Beaumont.! .
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‘To avert her eyes from his face, surpassed
her power :~—they were fascinated as by ma-
gic. Her heart throbbed with contending
feelings, which every possible consideration
imperiously commanded her to repress.

¢¢ T have scarcely power left,” said Beau-
mont, in a feeble and inward voice, ¢ to
say I thank you, for the immeasurable be-
ncfit you have done me, in saving——"
something occasioned Frederick to pause,
and hesitate ;—*¢ but, my gratitude, my de-
light, at sceing you again—Iet this speak
for me; and he pressed to his lips the
dearly-valued hand which he had taken
when she approached him.

¢ Let me—let us all—see you but once
more in health,” ;aid the Baroncss ;-
the rising emotions choked her utterance,
and °‘ tears began to flow.” She hastily
wiped them away, and again she stgove to
congratulate him on his return.

At this moment, Tiger, who was now
growing old, walked leisurely into the
room ; but, ia an instant, discovering that

G2
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Frederick was there, had already made a
spring to plunge upon him as he lay ; when
Helena, dreading the consequence of his
boisterous caresses, caught him round the
neck, crying, ¢ Softly, Tiger !”

For almost the first time in his life,
Tiger was uncontrolable ; he struggled ve-
hemently, to escape from Helena ; and Fre-
derick, in terror lest he should hurt her,
started up from his reclining posture, . but
instantly fell back again.

Helena assured him that she had received
no injury ;—he caught her hand, kisscd it,
and, while he still gasped for breath,

“ My dearest. Helena,” he cried, ¢ the

* apprehension of it has burt me a thousand
times more than Tiger could havegdone ;”
and with.the words, went a look of tender-
ness unspeakable.

Tiger naw approached Frederick with

- the greatest gentleness, licked his hands
and his face; and, fixing his eyes upon him,
began to whine most grievously. He then
Jaid, his head upon the. sofa, still looking
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up at him with an anxious and inquiring
CvVe.

¢ Poor Tiger!” said Frederick, affec-
tionately returning. his caresses 3 ¢ you have
found out that all is not right ; you cando
nothing for me now, poor fellow !"

The words were as thé touch of the tor-
pedo; and every heart was numbed with
fear.

Mr. Meclcombe had sent off express for
Mr. Lloyd, who was the nearest apothe-
cary, and, whom he knew to be a humane,
and well-judging man.

He was announced, and the whole party
withdrew. Mr. Melcombe, retiring with
him to another apartment, briefly stated
all circumstances necessary to be known,
and then conducted him to Frederick ;
whom Mr. Lloyd well remembered, and
expressed much concern at being thus has-
tily summoned to attend. He conversed
with him, for some time—¢¢ listened to his
tale of symptoms”—and, ordering him to
be conveyed to his bed as soen as possible,

G3
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promised to visit him again the next morri-
ing. Mr. Melcombe followed him out of
the room.

¢ I entreat you, Sir, to tell me candidly
what you think of your patient.”

“ It is impossible, Sir, for me to form’
a judgment at present. He has been so over-
wearied, and so over-agitated, that I can
vot, indeed I cannot, say any thing till he
has had some hours of perfect rest~—I hope,
of tranquil sleep. T must hasten home,
that I may send him the means, which,
trust, will procure it to him.” Then, ob«
serving Mr. Melcombe’s countenance to
fall ' at these evasive answers, ¢ ‘Do not
alarm yourself too much, Sir; hemust be
kept very quiet, and we must hdpe the
best.” -
" He then hurried away; and Mr.’ Mel.
combe-would not .trust himself a moment
alone, but hastened to execute the fore-
gomg directions.

He sufféred Helena to enter again, for
an instant, to take leave of Frederick, be-
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fore he was removed to his chamber ; then
assisted Woodland in supporting him
thither ;—but how was he terrified at the
difficulty he found, through thc extreme
weakness of the beloved patient, in per-
forming this tender office! At length,
however, it was aecomplished, and Fre-
derick was, once more, disposed for the
night in his own bed.

¢ Thank IIcaven I am here once again |”
said he, fervently,—¢¢ even though I should
be destined to rise from it no more ;"—
bat the last words passed only through his
mind. '

Mr. Beaumont having bestowed on his
son a short, but affectionate blessihg, soon
afterwards attended the Ladies home. He
left them in a state of mind too heavily de-
pressed to admit of consolation ; nor had
he power to offer it; but, returning im-
mediately to Mr. Melcombe, whose guest
he was, supplicated, though in vain, for
permission to wateh by his. son's bed-side
during the night.

G 4
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*¢ It would agitate, it would distress him ;
it would make him worse ;” said Mr. Mel-
combe. " -

The anxious ﬂxthet yleldcd, and retired
to a sieepless pillow.

Mr. Melcombe alone was the nttcndunt
of ‘Frederick, for that night, .and watched,
with the solicitude of a mother over her
sleeping babe, every changing symptom,
and every varying breath.

"t Frederick, during the first hours of the
night, was restless and disturbed ; but, bes
coming more tranquil, he urgently pressed
his careful friend to take some rest; assur-
ing him that he should slecp the better for
it himself.

- Mr. Melcombe then lay down og a bed
which he had ordered to be made up in the
roorn 3 and, soon afterwards, being satisfied
that Frederick had fallen asleep, he com-
mitted him to the healing mercy of Heaven,
and, towards the dawn of morning, pro-
cured a few hours of short and interrupted
reposc. :
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CHAP. XCII.

Freperick awoke with feelings which
made him, for a moment, forget that he
was on a bed of sickness ; but endeavouring
to call out to his friend, and, at the same
instant, to start from his pillow, he felt, too
surely, thathe was incapable of doing either.
Mr. Melcombe, however, had heard him
move, and was immediately by his side.

¢ My dearest Frederick, how are you 2"
—<Why, well, I belicve, though not very
strong I find; but if the health of my
mind can promote that of my body, I shall
very soon be as well as any of you. Isit
possible? Can it be that I am in your
house ?—that I saw Helena last night—and
my father " '

“ It is all true; thank God it is all
perfectly certain; and there wants nothing
but your recovery to make us all happy.”

Frederick’s breakfast was now brought to

G5 :
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him. He tasted it, but had no appetite ; he
took a little, toplease his friend ; he talked
again, in high spirits, thongh in a feeble
voice. Ile imploredforpermission to see his
father, and was indulged. His colour rose
at his cntrance, and Mr. Beaumont was
delighted with the hnprovement in his
looks.

He then anxiously petitioned for a sight
of his “ dear Mother,” and her still dearcr
daughter..

““ You cannot, indeed, my deay Fre-
derick, sec either of them,” said Mr.
Melcombe, ‘¢ till Mr. Lloyd has scen
you.”

Mr. Lloyd now entered ;—and had no
sooncr looked on his patient, andefelt his
pulse, than he pronounced him to be in a
high fever ; and, strictly enjoining him si-
lence and quict, led Mr. Beaumont to the
furtherpart of the room, and charged him,
- as he valued the life of his son, to forbid
and avoid all conversation with him what-
ever,
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The terrified. father was all ‘submissioh ;
he even withdrew from theé apartment ;
when Mr. Lloyd proceeded to make closer-
inquirics into the sensations of his patient.
Ie also examined his wounds, and found
that they weré healed; but that one of
them, which was in his side, had an alurm-
ing appearance of swelling and mﬂamma-
tion.

I do not pretend to any deep’ skill in
surgery,” said Mr. Lloyd, ‘¢ and I would
wish you to have better advice than mine.”

This desire was repeated by Mr. Beau-
mont, who instantly entreated My, Lloyd
to say whom they should send for.

“ I wish,” replied he, ¢ that'the dis-
tance from London were not so great,”

“ Money can shorten all distances,”
cried Mr, Beaumont ; ‘¢ say but who has
the power to save my son! But ‘will not
the n(lvice of a pbysician be also peces-

sary ¢’ ‘

Mr. Lloyd a(‘knowledged that it would ;
and readily undertook the charge of writ-

. G 6 . .
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ing immediately to a surgeon, whom he
kncw to be of the first eminence, and to
desire that he would, himself, engage a
physician, to accompany him.
. Mr. Melcombe felt considerable appre-
hension, lest the painful emotions of He-
lena should disturb the profound tranquil-
lity in which Mr. Lloyd had enjoined that
his patient should be kept. Ile even ven-
tured-to represent it to her as highly ad-
nsable, that for one day at least, she
should not sce him.

¢ Not see him!” cried she, in a trans-
port of gricf— who eclse should see
him ? who should watch over, perhaps the
last ¥ but this dreadful suggestion
was lost in convulsive sobs :—¢ lead me—
lead me to him instantly,” she crle\, “and
beware how you part us more.’

“ Come then, my poor child! T have
undcrtaken more than I can perform.

" Helena, then, after apprizing her mo-
thqr of her intention,—walked with her pa-
rentyl friend in trcmblmg speed, to his
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house, where her bursting heart again
found vent in the bosom of the terrified fa-
ther, who felt all the consolation he was
capable of feeling, in seeing her approach.
He led her to the apartment of his son ; yet
strictly enjoining silence and composure.

She touched his burning hand, and cvery
fear redoubled.

¢ We must not talk, my dear Frederick ;
be content that Iam near you ;—they said I
must not see you; they would have killed
me.” :

¢ You will, you must, giveme life and
health ;”—answered he, ¢ but I will not,—
nay I cannot, support the agitating delight
of conversing—scarcely of looking upon
you ;—alas ! alas! as yet I cannot.”

She quitted him instantly, and scated
herself near his father, at the window ;
where, in mournful whispers, they vainly
strove to impart consolation to each
other. ‘

When the medicines arrived, Helena
welcomed them, like manna from Heaven ;
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stie administered them herself, in breathless
silence, at every appointed hour; and was
blessed with a look of luve, for her reward.

Still the fever increased, and, by the
evening, it was accompauied by delirium.

When night drew on, Mr. Beaumont
would no longer be restrained from. sitting
up with his son. Mr. Meclcombe, he in-
sisted, should retire to his own apartment ;
“ but first,” said he, ¢ I will take my poor
girl home.to her anxious mother ;—not an
Liour shall that dclicate frame be defrauded
of its reast.”

# Rest "—said Helena, with an air of
tender reproach.

She submitted, however, to depart;
knéwing that her mother was alreadyalarm-
ed at the possible effects of anxiety and
fatigue.

In the night, the delirium of Frederick
ingreased ; and once, when he saw his fa-
ther approach him with a cup in his hand,
he exclaimed— :

“ Who is that? —-Woodland ?—-1I
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dreamed it was Helena that held a cup to
my lips ;—but I am awake now—and she
is in the fangs of Marsiglio ”

¢ No—no—slhe is safe, iy dearest Fre-
derick,” answercd Mr. Becaumont, almost
choked with grief;—* you saw her but
yesterday ; and you shall see her again to-
morrow ;—I am not Woodland, but your
own anxious, doating father :—my dear
Frederick,—take your medicine.”

He took it—asked whether Helena might
give it him the next day; then fixing an
inquiring look on his father, said, © Eow
can you be my father 2=~You are good and
kind to me :—my father sent me away from
Helena.”

Mr. Beaumont could bear no more ; but,
closing the curtain, retreated to the further
end of the room, to hide the cmotions
that swelled his heart.

This delirium continued for some days ;
and the anguish of Helena, when she per-
ceived that Frederick had lost all remem-
brance of her, was by far, the most severe
that she liad yet experienced.




136 THE MASTER PASSION.

But, when she sat by his bed-side, when
she smoothed his pillows, this angnish was
buried in her bosom, and she would even
strive, with smiling looks, and soothing
words, to recall his recollection, but in
vain,

Mrs. Villiers now shared all her sorrows,
and all her cares; partaking with her the
affectionate task of nursing their beloved
patient.

The days, the hours, the moments,
were lengthened to tedious years, in the
calculation of all the anxious friends now
continuallv assembled at the house of Mr.
Melcombe, eagerly listening to every pass-
ing sound, and hoping that every instant
would bring the expected messergers of
health and peace.

At length, both surgeon and physician
arrived. Helena had heard the sound of
the wheels, which she hoped had brought
them—stepped softly down the stairs, to
ascertain that she was not deceived,—and
then, flew to her mother, who was at that
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moment in one of the lower rooms, with
the Baroness.—¢ O my mother,” she cried,’
“ they bring me top life or death !"—and,
weakened before by nursing and sorrow,
sunk panting into her arms. ’
. For nearly one dreadful hour, did these
three loving, and beloved-friends, await, in
trembling apprehénsion, the result of the
conference.

Mr. Melcombe, at last appeared ;—they'
looked up to him in anxlety too great for
words.

¢ This is the first moment,” said he,
¢¢ that I have been able to come near you.'
I know not what to say ; they will as yet de-
cide nothing ; but agree in the opinion that
he has not been sufficiently lowered. They
have now consulted, and determined on the
steps immediately necessary to be taken,
and they hope that the delirium will shortly
be removed. Mr. Lloyd was right, too,
respecting the wound ; but, my dear friends,
I entreat, I implore you, to call up a little
more fortitude.—I hope,—1 do sincerely
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hope much from the skill of two men so
eminent. Farewell ! I mus¢ leave you in-
stantly.”

They tried to obey him—but their very
hopes were expressed in tears.

All that was judged necessary was done.
=-The next morning, when Helena ap-
proached the bed-side of the patient, and
inquired how he felt himself? he replied,
¢ Extremely weak, my love, but better
than I was, I believe ;—where have you
beed all this time ?”

¢ Where have I been, Frederick ?—O
thank God! thank God! you rememnber
me once more !"—and, no longer able to
controul her cmotions, she fell on her
kneés, hid her tears with his hahd, and
tried, though vainly, to stifie her sobs.

‘“ Remember you |—my life ! my bless-
ing l—why, have I-ever forgotten you?
Then I have been ill indeed !"—

¢ O yes-~you have seen me hourly, and
yet thought that I was far away from you ;.
~but ask me no more.—Do every: thing
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that you are directed to do, and soon—very
soon——" but poor Helena had nearly
exhausted her powers of utterance, and,
only saying, ¢ All this is very wrong ;"—
pressed the hand of Frederick, and hurried
from him.

The physician, after a residence of a few
days, declared it to be impossible for him
to prolong his stay ;—he had, he said, done
all that it was in his power to 'do for the
present, and should leave full directions as
to the future ; and, in the event of any al-
teration in the symptoms, would continue
to prescribe by lctter ; desiring to have the
most minute accounts transmitted to.him
from day to day. The case, hesaid, was
chiefly surgical, and added, that he could
not leave his patient in better hands than
those of Mr. A———. Then; after receiv-
ing the most liberal remuneration from Mr,
Beaumont, he returned to London.

Whatever Mr. A—— naow decreced was
a law ;—nay morc—he was looked up to as
the tutelagy Power of the mansion ;—as if
he
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¢ w——hore the shears of Destiny,
And had commandment of the pulse of life.”

Mr. Beaumont implored him never to

leave them 'till his son was well, giving
him a carte blunche, respecting the terms
of his residence.—
* ¢ That I cannot promise you, Sir; but
I will promise not to leave you, until 1
can come to something like a decision re-
specting the event of his illness ; for this,
I hope, may be the case within a few
days.” .

With this Mr. Beaumont was con-
strained to be content. And now, letters
from Count Waldenberg reminded the
unhappy party, that therec were other
beings in the world besides themgelves ;
and informed them, that the wretched
Marsiglio, slowly recovering from his
accident, still languished in misery, and
¢onfinement, waiting for the appearance
of Beaumont, and Wolfinger, against
him. '

Mr. Melcombe, and the clder Mr.
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Beaumont, consulted on what was most
expedient, immediately to be done.

¢ Let him live /” said Mr. Beaumont—
<« Mouster as he is, rather than that my
noble boy should ever cross that infernal
forest more.” . -

““That must not be,” said Mr. Mel-
combe — ¢ Justice, example, and the
safcty of individuals, require that he
should dic:—but it is not, at present,
possible, nor will it. ever be necessary,
that Frederick should appear on his trial.
The half-remorseful . Wolfinger is here,
under the constant, and watchful eye of
Woodland ; and, as soon as it may be pos-
sible for me to leave mmy own house fur 3
few hours, I will seek out two persens,
who, by large rewards, may be tempted
to take the charge of him.to Germany.”
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CHAP. XCIII.

Wirtnin a few days, the fever abated;
and the surgeon informed Mr. Melcombe
that it would be necessary, for reasons be-
fore stated, to open the wound in the
side of his patient ;—¢¢ if,” continued Mr.
A , ¢ this were not done, the conse-
quences would be extremely dangerous.—I
am under the necessity, Sir, of saying,
that, I cannot answer for the event of the
experiment ; but, it must be made.”

Mr. Melcombe, suppressing the pain-
ful feelings to which this sudden declara-
tiorr gave rise, bent all his thoughts to
the immediate care of keeping every thing
concealed from the rest of the party.

When the proposal was made to Frede-
rick, he very readily consented to it : con-
fessing that the pains he still felt from that
wound, fully convinced him that it re-

quired peculiar attention.

4
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« But let not Helena—let not my fathér
—let no one be apprized of it but yourself,
my. dear friend, or Woodland :—I could
wish you would let Aim be with me, and
spare your own heart the concern—indeed,
1y dear Sir, I have already tasked your
feelings too severely.”

¢ Softly, dear Frederick ; you must not
exhaust yourself by talking too much.
I will most assuredly attend you myself,
and neither your father, nor any one of
your dear female friends, shall know what
is doing.”

On the day appointed for this painful
trial, Mr. Melcombe informed his friends
that it was the particular desire of Mr, A—
;thathis patientshould notbedisturbed during
any part of that day ; and told Mr. Bean-
mont that it would be greatly to the benefit
of them all, if hecould prevail on them to
take the air with him in his camage Re-
luctantly they consented.. S

.Mr. Melcombe retumed home ; ' and
retiring to the apartment of Frederick,
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- geated himself by s bed=side, ##d Teld
.him: by the hand' during the'critichl pe-
;riod of the eperation ; “While-he was" 61
timually obliged to wipe from Predetitk’s
unroffled brow, the rising drops thitilorie
betrayed the torture in which he lay und?ér
the hand of the operator. -
‘On ‘the following day;" F:‘edéru.fn was
again permitted to see his fiietids. ”
.- The .occasion of their ban'r'shme‘ht was
now- acknowledged ; and, from its sadly
sgitating "effects, Mr. Melcombe had suf-
ficient cause to rejoice that it had not ‘bech
communicated before. - T
« Helena ‘was heart-stricken” at the in-
creased - languor, and' paleness, of i'rede-
rick’s bountenance ; and deéply’ aﬁécted at
seeing him, after his day of suﬁ'crmg —
.She watched the looks of Mr. A
gsearched him by heér questions ; ‘and fanc1ed
{¥at, ‘beneath thé edcotiraging 'hopes,
which he but vaguelyupressed she cquld
“discern- in' his countemarice, anx;ety, and.
. apprehensian. The cold hand of deqth
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seemed to fall upon hér heart, as she made
this discovery, which was by no means an
imaginary one. Mr, Asuces had been greatly
alarmed at the state in which he found the
wound he had re-opendd ; and felt himself
under the necessity of confessitsz his ap-
prehensions to Mr. Melcombe.

Day succeeded day, and the uafaveur-
sble symptoms continually incréssed.

Frederick felt himself sensibly worse,
and one morting, with peculia? earnest-
niess, besought Mr, Ase=— to give him his
real sentiments on his situation.

s I am young, Sir; and I have, as you
miay probably have understood, much
cauee to be in love with life) yet,—I am
not afraid to die ;=] entreat that you will
be explicit.”

Mr. Awsoc gnsweréd most unwtllmgly,
and, at first, evasively; but being still
more closely préssed for his unqualified
opinion, he acknowledged the truth,

He had beon disappointed in his expect-
ations from the steps he had taken, and

'obo IV.' H
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'thus called upon, felt it his duty to ‘confess
to his patient that he had but faint re.
maining hopes of his recovery.

¢ I thank you, Sir, for your candour.—
I would now speak with Mr. Melcombe
alone.” He was summoned ; and the sur:
geon retired.

¢ My dearest friend,” said Frederick,
“ 1 would not suffer any person except
‘myself, to prepare you for an event, of
which, however, you, most probabiy, feel
a secret anticipation.”"—The hand of Mr.
Melcombe trembled within Frederick’s
feeble grasp.

¢ I have extorted from Mr, A—— his
real opinion ; and, I find it to be,~what,
for some days past, 1 have expected,—un-
favourable.— .

¢« Keep this as long as possible from the
rest of my friends; but with you, it is
necessary that I should converse, - while
yet I can converse, on the dark, the im-
portant, the interminable futurity.”

Mr, Melcombe’s self-command, long
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painfully supported, at once gave way, -and
he hurst into a passion of grief.—

" ¢ My Frederick ! my child !—I cannot
bear this.”—

Frederick, after a very painful interval,
at length resumed :

¢ My dearcst friend-—compose yourself ;
and remember what a task 7 have to per-
form, and how strong must be the support
whiclr I require from you.”

Hec then, in a faint, and smkmg voice,
made his confcssion of faith,—his con-
fession of errors; and urgently imploied
his friend to tell him, whether he really
thought that his mind was prepared for
the awful change, which he felt to be ap-
proaching. '

Mr. Mclcombe, calling up all his re-
mairding fortitude, assured: him that' the
only consolation his breaking heart was
capable of receiving, was derived from the.
state of mind in which he saw him ; and
from hisreflections on that lifewhich-he had
hoped to have seen as long, and useful, as

H 2
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it had certainly been mnocem, and ami-
able.

. A very solemn conversation succeedcd
and Mr. Melcombe, at length, Tooked, and
spoke, with the semblance of a atéadiiess
which, afas! he had not to boast.

. “Yet,” resumed Fréderick,— résxgned
as T liave, for some time past, endeavoured
to be, to my early fate, it is not an easy
thmg, my honoured , friend, to. give. up
life, at'a moment like this, when, after so
.many heavy afflictions, I behold every
being I love, assembled to bless me ; 3

and when - - - - - Qh | how shall I speak
L2 .when I must, with life, resign such an
angel .- mgmful Heaven! such a

“bride!—Oh Helena, Helena I” < - - -Tears
for. a moment, silenced him. . 2. .

" At length, he continued, in 2, vmeepi
. Apguish,—“ Oh! my poar, peor Love!
. what' will mot that tender, widowed hea!rt
_endure, when I ap—r} At this instaut,
g faint shriek guspcmdcd words--tmg—-
cthoughts. ..o
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"% Oh'! ‘she has heard all I" cried Fre-

derick—¢¢ I have killed her !"—and push-

ing back thc curtain, he beheld his Bc.lo\ ed
smkmg to the ground.

She had, indeed, heard too muoh
Having, _ unfortunately, found the door
unclosed, and caught from a few mourn-
ful wmds, a suspicion of the dreadful sub-
ject of the conference, she had seated her-
self in silence, madly resolved to know the
truth.

Mr. Me!combo ﬁcw, caught apd saved
her.

% Here,” ciied Fredenck in parihhg
accents, and feebly extending ' lus arms,
“here lay her droopmg ‘héad - - - =% Iet

lu»s “““ Oh'}et‘.‘s---)-- d]e-.--
together !"—then, endeavounng to grasp
her hand,— - © ERNN

~

“ Hold me fast; ‘my fove— BT am
gone”—said he faintly-and“the néxt o
ment, Mr. Melcombe, li‘m lHormr, ex-
clatmed thit’s ull\as over™tn -

Felena, roused by the words, fiked" her

H3
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straining eyes on the inanimate forn of all

that she adured :—itwas still and breathless.

** He cannot—olt he cannoi~—be gone !
she cried, then flying for the restoratives
with which ¢he had beet séemstornud to

"rcv?vc him, she bathed his pallid facouw

wildly preszed her lips to his cold foz'chc.ud

—and exclabned, '

¢ Frederick !~do not—do not forsuke

me I”

At the words, he slowly raised his eye-

‘lids, with a deep-drawn sigh.

It drew from Helena a bewildered smile,
¢ I am better, my Love—Oh! had I
but known thou hadst been so near !—

“forgive—forgive me 1”

* ¢ Forgive 'you!” cried Helenag—and a
burst of tears relieved her labouring breast;
bnt Mr. Mclcombe now decisively pro-
nounged that this scene must continue no

“longer, and led, or rather carried, the hal{
dying Helena into another apartment.
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CIHIAP, XCIV,

Avrn that had passed between Frederick,
and Mr. A——, and the scenes which fol-
lowed this conversation, were now reluc-
tantly disclosed by Mr. Melcombe,

Mr. Beaumont implored the surgeon to
call in further advice,

¢ 1 should long before this time, have
desired it myself, Sir,” he replied, ¢ had
I entertained a single doubt, respecting the
propriety of the medicines which I am ad-
ministering, by Dr. P ’s directions ;
but I can faithfully assure you that I have
none. My good Sir, I do not, indeed I
do.not, wholly despair.”

¢ Is that all ?” said Mr. Beaumont,

“ Were I to deceive you, Sir, you
might have cause to reproach me here-
after.” _ )

¢« Pardon my impatience, Sir,” said
Mr. Bgaumont, covering his. face with

H 4




152 THE MASTER PASSION. :

his handkerchief, “ I know not, whap I
say ;"—-and, in violent agitation, he, has-
tened from the apartment, Cily

One evening, in the pensive ‘hour. qf :
twilight, Frederick Jay more Jangyid, 1more
oppressed with the anguish of his wound, :
than usual ;—his friends hopeleas, and
heartless, seated around him,—while tq;
many painful efforts at conversation, suc-.
ceeded a melancholy pause.

Suddenly, through the open dogr of b&
adjpining study, was heard a violept nise,
followed byalong, and dnscordant yibration,
It was. Frederick’s vsolm,--wtuch URy

‘ dnstptbed since his departure, Ladpowbroken
dowp from the hogk, which bad supportedit,
+—Helgpa lqst not the jarring topeséxon.
her ear, they struck with. dauble disspr. -
nance s=rthe ham?emogs pleasures of  the.
days that were gope > in g moment rust;e,d‘
upon her. mind ; ip cqnsrqst with, the prey.,
sent hour !—mvoluntanly she. looked at.
Fredenck—and percgwed, by a glgam of |
fire-light, that bis eyes, xed »pon. hers,
—-—repeated the véry language of her heart.
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e 'siw the teat which' forced 1§ Yay
down her cheek,—and pressing the bes®
loved hand which she had'insefitibly ‘Blacéd
in-his,—

“-Cheerly, my love"—&id e ;e
shaff wake the chords agaitr’; —-&ar x“xat oAl

Her tears flobed fastér thari before’; am’i
she could hide them only by leaving the
room. Day -after day was this' torturing |
suspense prolonged: a suspense’ Of” all‘
otfers, the most dreadful ; that which %
expected to 'be terminated by a deptdinty
more dreadful still. o

Pain, weakness, and languor iricreaded !
whilerest, dnd uppetite,: cofitinted 14 de
cline. Friends, father, and—wbrse this’
all-“the surjzeon himself, who how dpprd-"
hended a trmrhﬁution, hid ‘abandoived’
every hope of life; ‘and that ead H&iu' wad,"
appateitly, adVancmg' on the 'Oung, t‘he‘
amiable, the }dolizéd Fredérick,: “ “H h,*
some day$ and 'Mghts havibg 'g{‘me over us,
thelstroke o€ fate cottctades ihe number of
our pulses ;. we ‘take diar Féave of the' #un
and tHoon, "dntl 1ay'hit eads in détes.™

H 5
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- Helena, absorbed by affliction, was lost to
every object but Frederick ; and, fervently
hoped that the dreaded stroke would reach
herself, and that she should closely follow
him to his early grave.

The Baroness, in solitude, poured out
her griefs to Heaven ; and, while her pray-
ers ascended for the life she so dearly va-
Jued, she resolved, nay almost vowed, as
‘ence before, that might only that life be
sparcd, she would never more admit one
fond regret, for the deep, the irremedi-
able disappointment of her heart.

Mr. A~———, meanwhile, grew uneasy at
his protracted absence from London: he
supplied his personal attendance as well as
he was able, by writing to his substitutes ;
but felt that he ought to be goné: yet he
had promised Mr. Beaumont to await a
crisis which he had expected would much

+sooner have taken place.

One morning however, after a close exa-
mination of the wound in which the prin-
cipal mischief lay, he told his patient that
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he hoped he could. perceive some tendency
toward a faveurable change.

¢ I cannot but rejoice to hear it, Sir,”
said Frederick ;——then, ruminating awhile,
—“ but beware of disappointing my poor
friends. I could wish you to be silent on
your hopes ’till one day more, .at least, has
passed by.”

On the next day, the favourable appear-
ances continued, and even improved ; and
Mr. A , as he left. the chamber, met
Mr. Melcombe, with so cheerful a coun-
tenance, that he would certainly have. be-
trayed himself, had he not before resolved
to speak ;—still, however, he avoided rais-
ing too sanguine expectations, and merely
saide—— :

“ I have something morc of hope to-
day than usual, Sir;—but, hopes, I need
not cell you, are not certainties,”

¢ They are blessings, atter such despond-
ency ; and I could worship,you for creat-
in, them:” then heartily shaking  his
hund,, he 1ade but. six steps.to Frederick’s
rooin.

ub
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33 ﬂvMyrdearmt Trederick,” said he; ¢ Mir:
A---- ‘gives 'me 3-hope-—sirch a hope: that
—that—I cannot spesk of:it;"—~and he
ptessed in'silenee, the meagre hand he had
taken, with an agitatmg mixture of' deﬁghb
and fear. .~ .
€' Wil you tell Helena what he says, ¢o-
day #"—usked Frederick—¢ or, Had we
pot better wait for one examination inore
of this troublesome side of mine ?"~which
just at that moment, reminded him how
very fur- shott it was of the state in which
Helena would wish it to be.

« T- will endeavour to be discreet,” said
Mr. Meloombe, ¢ and will also desire
Mr.: A~ to be so.”

.. Frederiek had hitherto been suﬂered to
sit. upy-but forashor:timeé, i his cham-
ber 1=-he wag: ow, ‘however, at hiscown
‘request,. permitted! to vemeove, - for ‘a_few
rouss, into* his btudy, iwhere a'sofs was
-placed, for His aovemmuoddtion: + it

It was not long after the convessition
above . rékjebd ; thtohd wiis' thiére yelifing,
his sweet nurse and the Baroness both sit-
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ting beside him, *when; Toeking’ anklotisly
in the fade of the former, be said-ip & tege
of peouliar kindnessy N ERL

¢ My hest love, you have hunt yourself
by all that you have gone through :—your
looks distress me, Helena ,—go, my dear-
est, I entreat you go,' and take & wilk on
the lawn. My father, I believe, is thers,
and I need not say, will be delighted with
your company.”

Observing that she still lingered~— It
will make me much easier, my Helena,"

She rose instantaneously, omly sayiag:-

¢ How long must I be away?” With a
grateful smile he told her that he would
not banish her for above half an hosr. ! |

The Baroness was sitting st a wark-
table, at which she sometimes employed
herself ; though, she was mere frequently
engaged in watehing the: verying leoks-ef
Frederick, She forged herself to converse
cheerfully with him, during the absénce of
Helena., , '

Afker-somg-time haéthus elapbed-w !
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¢« My dear Baroness,” said. he, ¢ I feel
myself faint, and exhausted ;—will you
have the kindness to give me something to
revive me ?” and he pointed to a phial that
stood on the table.—She had just poured
out the medicine, and moved two steps
towards him, with the glass in her hand,
when Helena returned.
. The Baroness offered it to her; saying,
in a low voice,—¢ Will you give it to him,
Helena ?” But there was a latent disap-
pointment in the sweet countenance of the
Baroness, that Helena felt to her heart.—
¢ Give it him yourself, my dear Amelia;
I am sure you will help me to nurse him.”
It was the first time she had called her
Amelia, thgouh frequently urged to do so
before. i hd
This with the tone of tenderness which
accompanied the word, or something else,
or, perhaps, all together, affected the
Baroness strangely, and her hand trem-
bled, as it carried the reviving cordial to

the lips of Frederick. While he drank it,
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he held her hand, and the glass within
it; then, gave her a look and a few
words of affectionate acknowledgment,
which she would not have exchanged for
the homage of his whole sex besides.
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CHAP. XC¥

Oxe day more elapsed.

“ The applications have certainly ‘taken
effect, > said Mr. A » as he inspected the
wound ;—¢¢ 1 have now better hopes than
ever. Let me but heal this wound pro-
perly, and if you have strength of consti-
tution to recover from the effects of your
late severe sufferings, and 'my unmerciful
discipline, I shall, in a few days’ time, have
a very good opinion of you. In the mean
“while, you must continue to be as tractable
as ever ;—more 5o you cannot be.”

« .‘ thank you for your gpprobation,&ir ;*”
said Frederick ; ¢ but I should be the most

unpardonable of al]l human, beings, if I were
not tractable, thh such frjends as 1 haye to
live for, and attention like yours exerted in
my favour.”

A few days affergards, the.symptoms,
which had daily and regularly improyed, ap-
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peared to Mr, A——, to be so decidedly
favourable, that he declared to his patient
he had little doubt remaining but all would
be well, '

Frederick here requelted that he tmght
be lef}, alope;—and he pouredout his heart
in thankﬁxlnesb to Hix to whorh' ¢ alone
belong the issues of life and death."

He theri rang his bell, and, desiring to
be dressed immediately, waa removed into
his study, where his eye mughl: the now
happy countenance of Mr. Melgombe,

“ T can no longer resist the, temptation
of jmparting these new-born hopes to my
preciqus Helena,” said Frederick ; ¢ and
you may now, I think, relieve my father
also; but say nothing to Helena, Ientreag
yoy; I reserve that blessed privxley fox
myself.” '

She soon arrived, and Mr. Meleombe
conducted her vip Btairs,’ saying only; as l\e
looked inupon “F’red‘ei’i A

¢« Here she is.’

“’Eﬁfw&ﬁw’tﬂﬁﬁﬁ’fédeﬁvk‘wsﬁlﬁ
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~ -She was not slow in her compliance 5 and
they were left alone.

“ I was quite impatient for you this
morning, my Helenn j==come, sit downm
I wish to talk to you."

She regarded him with anxious asto-
nishment. He appeared to her attentive
eyes more anirnated than she had yet scen
him since’ his return, and something like
a faint glow uppeared in his checka,

Yet—now—he was silent ;—for so well
he knew every turn of her mind, that he
anticipated how deeply she would be af-
fected by what he had to communicate.
His nerves, too, were weakened by illness ;
and he could not himself, at that inoment,
support very. manfully his restoratnon to the
delicious &ope. of - life and happmess ; tears
rose to his eyes—and stopped his ut-
-teiance. .

. Heléna, still earnestly surveying him,
asked, in a voice of terror, * Are you
worse, Frederick ?” _— &

.44 Noy Helena; I am better;—and I can~
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not tell you s6, without being quite a fool.™
"Then drawing her towards him, he hid his
lears, and consequent blushes at his own
weakness, on that heart which throbbed
us if it would burst its bondage,

 Better, Frederick I" in a voice scarcely
asudible, *“are you much better ?=~and does
Mr, A~ think youso "

* Yes, my blessed angel-~he thinkse
he hopes—but do not be too sanguine; my
Helena, that [ shall Zive—though I cannot
expect very rapidly to recover my strength.”

Helena was so convulsed with the almost

despaired of happiness of this intelligence,
that she protested, when she could speak,
-she had hardly ever suffered more in the
last extremes of her affliction.
- It was a scene of exquisite tenderness,—
of felicity scldom bestowed ‘on. mortals ;——
a scene, in which the bright sparks of hope
were kindled in the !very -ashes "of de-
Spe air. ot *

It had lasted at least as long as Frede-
rick, ‘inhis.enteebled state,- could support
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such'an mtervxew, when it was ;nterruptul
by the entrance of Mr. Beaumqnt—-—who
Spoke ‘it broken aocents his parentu[ trans-
potts, raised by the ihtelhgem:e he had re.
&éived from Mr. Melcombe,

-*FHe tidings now flew roind the fnousg,
and soon reached that of Mrs. Villiers,—
Thie’ rejoicing was universal—though some
expressions of ‘it, and precisely there where
it was most keenly felt, wore, for a ‘time,
the semblance of sorrow.

Ina fewdaysthe 0 much dreaded wound
began ‘to heal. Restoratives, nourishment,
and - reviving remedies, were prescribed.
These, assisted by that grand restorative, a
mind not ‘only at ease; but in a stite of
bliss, very shortly had the effect so aniously
desired ; and Mr., A—— declared that
donbt, and danger were at an end.

- Vain-would it be to attempt a picture of
the rapturods delfght éxpéﬁenced’ by the
friends of Fredehcit ﬁeaﬁlhont, at this de-
clatation -a—how m’&eéﬂ‘ shoniit th‘é Hcsto-
#iin telt oF ihéii'féﬁcnfy “Wtien “they cotld

not find words for it themselves ?
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,,,,,

Iop or ; ; fhcn, w1th smlles of trzmsport,
em raced f\cr bel,oved frlends who were
tendcr! con rafulatmg her ,-—klssed them,
and’ congratﬁlatcd them in hee; turn;. s and
God blefss‘ Sal she, « _for ev;:r bless Mr.
A"—--'l- .

¢ How enchantmgly she Iooka wheu
she ‘smifes! (i cried the encaptiired I‘ather,
T wonder at nothmg that ‘my, dear. boy
has said, and felt, concemmg her "o

He then left them al}; shut lnmself up
with his son; again, and agmn, rgomdwuh
hlm, in tumu!tuous dehght and,. smlhng
trurmphantly, “ It'i is well,” sard he, ¢ that
you are worthy of your, fate, for .yqu will,
surely, be the hﬁpp‘le§t df all cneated

”
'S¢

" i My dear father, You, 1y readily be-
heve that returpmg life is mrost welepme to
mel I qan scarcely. commhepd ﬂngl an;,
at la*ta to bz completely blest.”,

«. At lass, l;‘redgnqk! Wal , DY drar
boy, 1 hm Jngeed cavsed, you suffering
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enough, and, Heaven knows, I gricve to
think of it—but, be comforted, it is over;
and, at three-and-twent¥, it may be hoped
that there is yet some time left for hap-
piness.”

Helena now crept into the room. Fre-
derick was sitting upright on the sofa, with
his hand grasped in that of his father.

¢ Come hither, sweet Lady !” said Mr.
Beaumont affectionately; ¢ here is onc
little ceremony that I have not performed
yet ; and. till I do, this gentleman has no
right to look so very happy as I see he
does.”—So saying, he took Heclena’s hand,
with an air of parental affection, and,
touching it with his lips, ¢ I have alrcady
begged this of your mother, and thus I
dispose of it,” said he, presenting the white
band, of which he had taken possession, to
his son; who received it with such fervours
of gratitude, and joy, as were almost too
powerful for the fragile state of his nerves,
and frame,.

Mr. Beaumont then saying that he had
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scarcely spoken to Mr. A——, his com-,
forter, his bencfactor,—seated Helena by
the side of Fred®rick, and immediately
left them. , .

¢ Helena !"—sighed Frederick softly—
and have I, at length, received you from
the haod of my father >—How am I to hear
sucha moment of felicity as this ?—W hat—
silent, my dearest !"

She was;—but her half-raised, half
down-cast eyes spoke for her—and she did
not repulse the embrace which hid her
blushes in his bosom.
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CHAP. XCVI.

Mz, A—w—eriow dlleging that his presence
was no longer requisite, gave notice that he
could extend his visit only till the next
morning.

Neither Mr. Beasiiiont, nor Helena, could
resist a sensation of alarm at hearing of
*this deterthindtion ; not ¢ven a few words
of expostulation against it; bat he re-
peatedly assured them that there was no-
thing to fear, and that his return to Lon.
don, already too much delayed, could be
deferred no longer.

Mr. Beaumont, after many and wepeated
assurances toMr. A of eternal gratitude
for his unremitting attentions, forced on
his acceptance a compensation far exceed-
ing his wishes or expectations; and the
next morning saw him, though still not
without regret, set forward on his journey.

4 .
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The dearly-cherished object of so many
cares, continuedgdaily to gather strength ;
and, in about a fortnight after the depar-
ture of his surgeon, was permitted to de-
scend, for the first time, from his own
study to that of Mr. Melcombe, where M
frierrds continued to visit him by turns, or
all together, in proportion as his improving .
powers were found capable of supporting
conversation.

His spirits, it may well be imagined,
were, at all times, ready for this gratifica-
tion ; but; he would often so omnpleéely ‘ex-
haust them, as to incur a penance of total
solitude, that they might have time to re-
cover themselves. His Helena, with her
happiness, regained her bloom andgaiety :—
she had not now a sorrow in the world, ex-
cepting only what reached her heart,
through painfal sympathy-in the sufferings
of the Baroness, who, though, as she fan-
cied, infinitcly more lovely, more deserving
than lLerself, was not, never could be,

happy. )
VOL. IV, I
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The Baroness, in the mean time, though
she did not strictly kecp her vow of banish-
ing all regrets, when the life of Bcaumont
should be in safety, yet so truly, so ar-
dently rejoiced in his recovery, that it was
sBme time before her heart had leisure to
repine that he recovered not for ker;. and
when that cruel reflection would intrude, she
ca]led to remembrance all that she had felt,
and worse that she had feared ; and though
not happy, she endeavoured to be re-
signed.

Still, she recoiled from the prospect of
separation ; still she lingered, still she
doubted whether she could ever call up suf- .
ficient fortitude, either to depart before that
knot should _be. tnqd which would umte
Begumont and. Helena for ever,—d¥, to re-”,
main, and thuess the ceremany : yet on
one, or the other, she must resolve.
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CHAP. XCVIIL

M-r. Melcombe had been, for some time,”
in search of proper persons to take the
charge of Wolfinger. Two trusty guaids’
at length, were found, who undertook to
conduct him as far as Tonningen. Thither;
Mr. Melcombe by letter, informed Count
Waldenherg, it would be necessary that
other guards should be seft to receive him.
Then recommending him to his Lordship’s
‘immediate care ‘and protection, lre added )
that the unhappy man had testified every
mark of gratltude to Frederick for the life
he had spared, ‘and 4léo much concern for
his illness, and had made ne effort whatever
towards an éscape, which, in thelate con-
fused state of the family, he would "have *
found no difficulty in accomplishing.

All was arranged, and, in a short time,
performed ;—and. Marsiglio, on the im-

12
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peachment of Wolfinger, was fully con-
victed of the murder of the Baron of Lin-
zendorf.

Wolfinger, on this information, was par-
doned. He then humbly entrcated the
Count’s permission to see, once mare, his
deserted Bertha. He soon obtained for-
givencss for all past offences against herself ;
but, although his penitence was sincere,
she could not reconcile herself to an imme-
diate re-union of interests with the acknow-
ledged accomplice of a murderer.

The lingering torment of a German exe-
cution is but too well known, from de-
scriptions painfully minute. To this dread-
ful fate was the wretched Marsiglio con-
demned. ) '

Let the heart, where cruelty, &ceit, ‘or
revenge, have been suffered to find place,
stedfastly dwell upbn his end, and leware!
but, let the eye of pity turn away from the
view of tortures, which, however justly
merited, it can never contemplate without
exquisite and needless pain. -
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CHAP.. XCVIIL.

anmzmcx, in a short time, recovered suf-
ficient strength to take short airings, some-
times accompanied by his father ;. some-
times by the three amiable women whom
most he loved ; and often only by her whom
he loved best of all.

It would be difficult to convey an adca of
the pleasure attending these airings,—most
especially of those last mentioned. -

The benefit of them to the health: of
the patient was so great, that his appetite
increased every hour, and Helcna protested
that ¢ he actually began to grow corpu-
lent.”

¢ Certainly,” suid I‘redenck walking
up to a large mirror, and stroking his chin
as he surveyed himself, 1. do weigh some
few ounces more than when I ¢game home ;
and I do not lopk; quite .so aych like my

13
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own ghost, as 1did the first time I mspected
myself in the glass.”

Then approaching Helena, ¢ You look
charmingly, Helena;—how do I look?
~—there was a coxcomb of a fellow at Ox-
ford, who used to angle for admiration by
no more curiously contrived -a- bant then
that.” . :
Helena could have answered hls query
very much to his satisfaction, - for she
thought he looked, at least, as handsome
as ever; and his complexionr hot having
entirely recovered its native hue of bloom-
ing health, she was simple enough to fancy
that the air of his countenance was particu-
larly interesting.

He soon began to return very liberally,
the many kind and charitable visit® which
had been paid him, by his fair friends during
his illness, and he could walk to Mrs. Vil-
liers’s )eanmg on his father, or Mir. Mel-
combe,"}ong before either had judged it
possible for him to-compass the garden.

Onemoming, that he arrived alonc in tke
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carriage, with his usual. petition for.coms;
pany, plural or singular, Felena consenteg
ta go with lnm, if: he would call at the
<ottage. . . -

.¢¢ I want to take up Mrs F lkener an
‘her pet,” -said -she ; ‘¢ they will - think we
have quite forgotten. themn.”.. v

¢ I like your proviso extremely,” answer-
ed Frederick,, laughing; * as if I, were
likely to olject to going. wherever yon
wished ;—and there stand you, waiting,; I
believe, for my concurrence. Come,.child,
come in; I cannot, as yet, jump out and
hand you in, you know ; and the wind is
blowing upon you from f.fty different quar-
ters.”

She was, indeed, standmg at the open
door of the carriage; but, at the mention
of the wind, which she recollected was also
blowing upon Frederick, in she leaped, and
drew up the glass, while still speakm‘g her
directions to the servant. -

¢ And where is poor Woodland all tlns
trme ?” asks some impatient Reader, who
begins to, be tired of love scenes.

- I4
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* Why, poor Woodland is gone to Lon-
don ; only, we cannot convenjcntly tell you
_every thing at once. Mr. Beaumont had
taken the very first moment of his relief
fiom the dreadful apprehensions respecting
‘his son, to repeat his offers of service to
said Woodland ; urgently pressing him to
deolare in what mode he could, most to his
own comfort, promote his happiness ; whe-
ther by a commission in the army ; a farm
in the country, ”
¢ Pardon me, Sir,” said Woodland “if
1 1mmedxately interrupt you. My choice is
made inan instant. Enongh and too much
of tumult and bloodshed, have watnessed
Husbandr y was the occupation of my father,
and his original destination for me.—Oh!
th'u I had earlier followed his wishes, and
his example' T have a sister, Sir, whom
my heart year ns to rqom, to protect, to
shelter, for the remdmder of my days.
Such'a modc of hfe, and, if 1 may be" per-
mitted it,—a franqm’l éstablishment in the
ncn;,hbourhc)od' ‘of thest two exEelicht: “fa-
milics, would maké- hetj Blestindded.”
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¢ Inquire for'a farnr' immediately;” said

M. Beaumont ; *¢ only acquaint me when
"your scarch is successful, and depend on
me for answering all expenses.” v

Strong was the, gratitude of Woodland,
for this seasonable, and, as he ‘repeatedly’
acknowledged, unmerited bounty.

Hclena gave him the address of Sir Wil
liam Richmond, both in town and country.
And now, Woodland, deferring his search
for a < place of rest,” 'till he could once
again behold his long-lost sister, and pre-
vail on her to partake it with him, set out
for London. o

Sir Williath Richmond was not there ;
but Woodland immediately proceeded fo
his mansion in the country ; where he
fqpd his poor Rose in the possession of as
many comforts as it was possible for depen-
dency to yield. So rejoiced, so warmly
thankful, was she for the restoration-of her
brother, so dec ply interested by his strange,
eventfnl history, thc benevolence of Mr.
Beaumon!, the past sufferings and return.

15
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ing happiness’ of his son, and the kind,
compassionate Miss Villiers,~—that she was,
for some time, entirely overwhelmed by
her:feelings. The plan for herself and bro-
ther reached her highest ambition, and
surpassed all her hopes.

Hclena- had also, now, repeated her for-
mer offer, of resigning Marian to her mo-
ther; and, with a kind, and delicate pe-
remptoriness, insisted on her accepting it.

In short, the long-afflicted Rose could
now loak:forward, withthe hope of some
years of happiness, on which she could not
foresee that one darkening cloud was likely
to rest, save. that 'which .did-—-which
wonld,—still overshadow her, from the sad
remembrance of errors past.—

Lady Richmond, ever lively,. but ever
humane and kind, regretted severely, on
her own account, the approaching depar-
ture of Rose ; but quickly silenced such re-
grets, by a generous participation in" her
unlooked-for happiness and prosperity.
Still more did she. rejoice in the return and
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recovery of her ¢ beautiful Beaumont,” and
his approaching union with his Helena, to
‘whom she wrote the most ecstatic congra-
tulations ; declaring, that she would never
forgive her, if she did not bring _herself,
her Vassal that was,—her Sovereign that
should be,—her mother, and all the whole
party, into the blisstul regiogs of 'dissipa-
tion the succeeding spring.

Helena siniled as she concluded the let-
ter; then gave it to Frederick ; ‘who, hav-
ing read, and returned it, exclaimed—

+¢ No—fair, presiding genius of the
Court of Comus !—spread thy wide rule
over idle heads, .and vacant hearts : I shall
be abundantly too happy to be gay.” .

x 6
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CHAP. XCIX.

Txe days, the weeks now flew like pass-
ing moments. Frederick’s airings were
no longer performed under the sheltering
roof of a coach, as he found himself sen-
-sible of a more rapid increase of strength
from bounding along on a gay, dancing
horse, which Helena told his father, she
was suré he had purchased for no one
rkason but to frighten her out of her
senses. The old gentleman, who, to
use (with permission) a common, but
expresswe phrase, ¢ worshipped the very
ground 'on which she trod,” fold her
that ¢ Frederick should not ride any
horse in the universg on such terms, and
ﬁromsed to use his parental authority with
"him, and insist on his selling his horse if
he did not behave better, and riding a
Welch poney, or an ass, or a rocking-
horse, if it would please her.®
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““ You had better let her use her oin
authority,” said Mr. Melcombe, laughing,
‘¢ and, even that, I am sadly afraid, would
fail in enforc'ing any one of those com-
mands.”

' The oluect of this debate at that mo-
ment returned from a safe, and prosperous
flight, upon his earthly Pegasus, which he
immediately dismissed at Mrs. Villiers’s

€.

The dramatis personz in the parlour
consisted only of the characters before
mentioned. —Fredeuck tatked with them,
all very merrily, for some time ; at last,—
began to be very sparing of his observa-
tions, aud somewhat brief in his replies ;
and, sccretly wondered, whether his, father,
“and Mr. Melcombe never . intqnded to go
home. N o
., He looked at Helena shif ged his, sltqa-
tlon in . h1§ chzur.,—walkqd about the
room ; ; pat down again ;, .and fe]l into a, ‘ﬁt
of profound sxience

At Jength, M ,I\}Ielcombe,* wl}o qn
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derstood all his ways, proposed to Mr.
Beaumont, that they should .continue
their walk ;—¢ and possibly,” said he,
“ we may mcet Mrs Villiers, and the
Baroness.”

Mr. Beaumont now began to conjecture
that they bhad staid long cnough, and,
agreed to depart.

¢« What,are they walking out too ?” asked
Frederick. Helena replied in the affirm-
ative. Frederick rejoined, by an ejacula-
tion of thankfulness, and seated himself
by her side. — A short pause ensued.
Again, he rejoiced that they were alone—
and again he pansed—At last, he spoke..

¢ | wish to have a little serious conver-
sation with you, my Helena. B you re-
collect,—my Love, that this dea¥ little
hand is to be iy property " PP

. Helena broke her netting-thread—her
h;md fell into his—and she falteringly re-
phed— .

¢ Ye-ye-ye-yes, Frederick.” -

. And how, inuch lpngcr_ﬂamrl doomed
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to wait, before I may be indulged with
information’ of the day, and the Hour,
and the moment, when this blessed event,
is—to take place ?"—

¢ [—don’t know—FredencL :—I cannot
yet,—tell you that.”—

¢ Not yet, my dearest !—and why not
yet? But perhaps”—and he ventured
half a smile,—*¢ perhaps, you are waiting,
Helena, 'till a longer acquaintance with me
shall give you an opportunity of formmg
some judgment whethcr you are'likely 'to
be happy with me.’

This whimsical € perh‘aps," applied to
an affection of which shi¢ literally remem-
bered not the' commencement; had a for-
tunate effet ; for'it made kér sthile, ‘also,
in- the midst of her tremm‘s, and restoredt
to her the use of speech. : ‘

“ Come néw—eéan't you talk ‘sbout
something else ?—Ihdécd dideed, 1 éamiat
settle it this morning.” '

“ But why’ibt ¥his’ mbthing

« Beeadsb—bécause' <] won't—in' the
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first placé, which being a womah’s retison,
you know, you ought not t‘o dream of ex-
pecting another.” :

¢ Suppose, now, I were to try a man's
argument, against your woman's reason,
and say, ¢ You shall.” "—

She looked up at him, with a pretty*
smixtdre of arch wonder, and mimick fem :
—then—her eyes falling under his ardent
gn— . P

¢ ¢« Mark!d you his absolute shall ¥’ "~

Frederick kissed her hand, and told
her she trifled delightfully ;—¢ but, my
“sweetest Helena, this is a subject which
I cannot let you trifle with any. longer :—
8o now, my dear, dear creaturc;—Icave
that foolish work, and be quite serious :—
remember all I have suffered,—and
Helenpa burst into tears.
' ¢ O Frederick | say any thing but that !
~I am ia no danger offorgetting it, be.

'i?

lieve me !

- k.i
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*“ My Life! my Soul!” cried he, fold-~
ing her in _g»"gs_arms, “ weep not at any
words of mine ;—forgive me—my Love
—I entreat you; and let me dry those
precious tears '—-thcy are like drops rom
iny heart.”
¢+ They were soon dmpersed and Helena
no longer persisted in evading the pro-
posed subject of consultation. !

Frederick, both by words, and looks,
supplicated for an early day. He began'
with a fortnight—but was driven from
week, to week—"till, at last, Helena sti-
pulated with great pertinacity for the twen-
tieth of January——Fredenck began to cale
culate.— o X

¢ Why, that will not come these ﬁve
weeks !"— ;

¢ Well—and ‘what then-—l'*‘rcdernck >-~.
when it does come, it will'be the second,
anniversary of the day, ‘when-—wyhed—
the trees’ in the weooll were-covereil' with
frost-work—and Yobr fottnd me there; and
—and—told me - - < ~ <"
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¢ O blessed, - doubly. blessed, then, shall
be that dayd—I will, I must—wait all
these five ages, for.that dear, auspicious
day,~—and blessings on you for rémember-
ing it, and for the sweet promise which
you have now attached to it "

‘The promise was scarccly seated, when
Mrs. Villiers, and the Baroness, entered
the room. Frederick was on the point of
catching the hand of Mrs. Villiers, and
calling for her congratulations: — in a
momernt he checked himself ; but, feeling
totally unable to appear composed, or to
utter a syllable on any other subject,—he
gave Helena a speaking look, and saying
be believed it was near dinner-time, after
a few kind inquiries, took his leave. .

Mrs. Villiers instantly read her daugh-
ter’s countenance. She had left all to her
own decision, and only inquired—

+ s all arranged, my Helena "
< ¢ All, my dearest mother;"—and falling
on that dear mother’s neck, she strained
her to her heart, while their tears flowed
together.
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. Which—which is. the day " .asked
Mrs. Villiers, - faltering. "

.%¢The . twentieth of January,” almost
whispered Helena. .

The Baroness took the hand of Helena,
as it lay round her mother’s waist,—and
bending over it, kissed it 4aﬂ"ectionztely;
and saying,

¢ The blessings of Heaven fall on that
day, and rest upon you—and your Beau-
mont !"—instantly left the room.

.4¢ Poor dear creature |” sighed Helena ;
““ my very heart weeps over the anguish
of hers.” -

When Mr. Beaumont heard that the
happy day was fixed, his transports knew
nobounds. He embraced his son, shook
hands with Mr. Melcombe, and early in
the afternoon, insisted that they should
all set forth to Mrs. Villiers's.

Frederick would have given half the
world to have prevented his father’s first
interview with Helena from being witnessed
by the DBaroness; hut he perceived that
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this was impossible. That very cvening,
they must all meet; and his father was
éven impatient to be gone.

Frederick took his violin, for: the first
time, in the hope of suspending conversa-
tion, and thus preventing a frequent re-
carrence to the only subject that now oc-~
cupicd his father’s mind.

Their first entrance, however, Wwas
sufficiently embarrassing. Mr. Beaumont
took his daughter elect into his arms,
blessed, and thanked her, for the com-
pliance of the morning; told her, that,
when he had such a daughter, united to
such a son, he should be the happiest,
and the proudest father in England ; then,
congratulateds Mrs. Villiers ; and then-—
the Baroness.

It was necessary that Fredenck should
come in for his share of congratulations.
He embraced his dear mother, as he had
‘long entitled Mrs. Villiers ; and, passing
on to the Baroness, he lowered his eyes,
~—while he extended his hand fer hers.
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She.:gave it to him with an air of gentle
dignity ; saying— '

““ God bless you, Mr. Beaumont ! most
sincerely do I wish you happy.”

With feelings of ‘the most perfect re-
spect, and regard, he raised her hand to
his lips, thanked her, and told her, that
her friendship would largely contribute to
make him so: “ and I hope,” said he
affectionately — ¢ I shall never forfeit
it."—

Frederick took the first possible oppor-
tunity of soliciting Helena to let-him hear
the Piano Forte once more.

How many months of sorrow had
elapsed, since shc had touched it last!
Her heart thrilled at the recollection,
while she preparcd to comply with his
request: but, how much more was she
affected, when, on asking, with a fearful
smile, whether he Jad yet tried his'violin,
she was shortly- ﬁnswered by its melo-
dious sounds ! AR

"¢« You were 4 good prophet,"—said
she aside.
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He looked the tenderest acknowledg-
ments for the cruel apprehensions she had
endured for himr; and they continucd to
regale the little andience, and each other,
with -their harmony, for the greater part
of the evening.—
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CHAP. C.

To the great, and important concern,
decided in the last chapter, succeeded
plans, and consultations, throughout the
whole circle.

Mr. Beaumont’s settlement on Helena,
as also his arrangements for the present
independence of herself, and Frederick,
were truly noble; but both shrank from
the idea of separate interests with such a
father, and prevailed on him to give up
the idea which he had entertained of es-
tablishing them in a neighbouring man-
sion, and park, for which he wasin treaty,
and, building for himself a smaller house
within the park.

¢ Dear Sir,” said Frederick, ¢ we
have been sundered long enough :—let the:
hoeuse be yours, and let my angel wife be
indeed your daughter.”

Mr. Beaumont could not resist this en-
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treaty, seconded by the sweetly pleading
Helena.—The purchase of the house was
concluded ; the' grounds were an earthly
Paradise ; the interior embellishments
‘were chosen by a friend in London; and
all was elegantly suited to the house, and
its destined inhabitants.—

And now was renewed, and warmly se-
conded by Mr. Beaumont, the original
proposal of Frederick, that Mrs. Villiers
should also join this happy, ‘and united
family.

Mrs. Villiers, however, consideted the
subject maturely, and remained of the
same opinion which she had so long ago
declared,—that it would be better other-
wise. She loved quiet; she loved abso-
luie liberty and leisure :—these blessings,
at such a house as Mr. Beaumont’s, she
could not, always, expect to enjoy; be-
" sides, she was a whimsical woman l—she
liked a small house—and such compara-
tively, was her own—better than a large
one.
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¢ Were you going to rempve far from
me, my Helena, I would sacrifice all
these considerations, rather than lose
your society—the choicest blessing of my
life ;—but we shall be so near—within an
hour’s drive ; and, in the winter, I will
live with you for days, nay weeks, toge-
ther: but urge me not, my sweet girl, to
give up my own little domain, where I
have grown so many years, that I fecl as
if I were a part of itsclf, and that it would
be impossible to remove me.”

. The debates were long, and earnest :—
but Helena, as in every other instance of
her life, felt it as an act of duty to yield
with gracc her dearest wishes, to the in-
clinations of her mother.

. This point, however, was not yiclded,
without many a deep and fond regret,—
which, although,—the decree once passed,
—she imparted not to her mother, and
" cautiously concealed from the observation
of Frederick, she could not help some-
times communicating to the Baroness;
VOL. IV. K
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and, one day, lamenting, not only her
own deprivation, but the solitude in
.which:her mother would be left,—

i -¢¢% Oh! my dear friend,” said she,—
1¢¢ what would I not give to have you remain
here, and be.my mother's daughter ! ’till
~hereafter, perhaps, some happy man ?
i “ No, Heclena; I shall, assuredly,
.never marry again. ‘Then, too, there is
my brother ;—yct, I cannot tell when I
shall summon sufficient resolution to
leave you; and, I sometimes think, I
could find my greatest happiness in wit-
nessing yours,—and knowing thgt you
will so firmly secure that of——" but the
sentence was lgst in affectionate embraces.
After a panse,

““ But tell me, my sweet Hclena, does
your dear mother love me one half as
much as you do ?”

+ ¢ Can you doubt of this? does she not
know you ? and do not-I.know that your
society would be a real. bjessing to her ?"—
. This was shortly. after confirmed by
Mrs. Villiers hersclf, and the Baroness
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consented to fix her residence with her,
for, at least, one year to come.

These arrangements were extremely
agreeable to Mr. Melcombe ; who had
been, by no means, in an easy state of
mind, on Mrs. Villiers’s account, while re~
flecting on the undecided alternatives of
her retreating from her native village, and
from him, or remaining in it, the solitary
inhabitant of her house, after the loss of
her daughter.

Mrs. Villiers took on hersclf the charge
of writing to Mrs. Morley, with full eom-
missions on the momentous articles, ' of
ornament, attire, &c.

Helena did not enter deeply into the
subject ; yet—added, while her mother was
writing,

‘¢ Pray, my dear mother, beg the favour
of Mrs. Morley just to consult with Lady
Richmond, if she is in town.” ~

««-1 expected that hint,” said Mrs. Vil-
licrs ; < Mrs. Morley is not sufficient au-
thority I supposc ‘for- these very awful’ cot
cerns”—and, ‘smiling, wrote on.

K 2 A
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’ CHAP. CL

A length, the ¢ five ages,”—so computed
in Frederick’s  calendar—wore away, and
the twentieth of January actually arrived.
‘ The party from Mrs. Villiers’s, to which
was added Mrs. Falkener, were attended
by Mr. Beaumont in his carriage,—to the
gate of the church-yard, where they were
reccived by Mr. Melcombe, and Frede-
rick.

The lovely Helena, envcloped in a White
satin pelisse,—almost covered with a veil
of lace,—and adorned in rosy blushes,
and pearly tears, was led, by Me. Beau-
mont, to the altar ;—where he joyfully
presented her to his son. Mr. Mel-
combe, with tender, and impressive so-
leinnity, united them for life.

Mirs. Villiers shook with emotion ; the
Barouess supported her on her arm ; and,
whatever were lher feelings, on that day,
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no symptom was visible, in her counte-
nance, or deportinent, but of sweet com-
posurz, and, cheerful benignity. Her
attention was devoted to the amiable task
of strengthening the mind, and spirits;
of Mrs. Villiers; who had, as we have
seen, with cxtreme difficulty sustained
the afflicting ceremony which gave her
daughter fromn her protection.

But when, on returning home, she saw
the happy Frederick press his wife to his
throbbing heart, and, the next moment,
Tead her towards herself, and sue for her
blessing on them both—no blessing could
she give them, save that which was ex-
pressed in tears, and embracings.

Yct, the hardest task was still to come:
and here, also, the self-command of Hclena,
hitherto, on Frederick’s account, so
steadily, though painfully preserved, en-
tircly forsook her ; and, when, after some
general eftorts at cheerfulness, and conver-
sation, the carriage was announced which
was to take her to the mansion of Mr.

K 3
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Beaumont,—she threw hersclf into the
arms of her mother, and gave way to a
sudden, and vehement burst of grief.

Frederick, ever dclicate, cver conside-
rate, retreated to another part of the room,
and left her time to recover hersclf, while
he exchanged a few parting words with
his father, who had informed him that he
ghould remain Mr. Meclcombe’s guest for
some little time longer.—

At length, the dreaded parting of
mother and daughter, and all other kind
adieus, were at an end; and Frederick
placed his lovely, and weeping bride in
the carriage.

When he had followed her, and the
door was closed,—~ ‘

“ Forgive me, Frederick,” she cried,—
and was forgiven.— '
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CHAP. CIL

Woobnraxb had some time since, retumed
from London, settled himsclf in a com-
fortable farin, and, 'again set out to the
metropolis, to bring his sister home ; and,
not many days after the great event last
recorded, he arrived once more, brmgmg
the grateful Rose to pay her respects, and
congratulations, to her benefactresses.
Mrs. Villiers could net, without the
tokens of sorrow, speak of her l)dovu!
daughter’s departure ; although at the same
time she could most truly say, that it was
attended with every earthly h'opd of her
bcmrr the happiest of happy wives.—
¢ She has left your Marian here for
you,” continued Mrs. Villiers; ¢ and a
sad parting, I assure you, they had ;>-if
she study your wishes but one half as
fondly, as devotedly, as my angel Helena has
studied mine, during her whole life,~—
K 4
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- Mrs. Villiers could speak no more ; but,
soon rccovering herself, -

“I have no doubt but she will :—she
is a good girl, a very good girl; I shall
grieve to lose her, and the more so, as she
was the child of my darling’s carly bene-
volence,—and loved, and cherished, by
her, from first to last.”

Rose ardently blessed her friends, and
protectors, and entreated that Mrs. Vil-
liers would keep Marian as long as she
could be of the smallest use, or consala-
tion to her.—

¢ Not for the world,” said Mrs. Vil-
liers: ¢ shall [ rob a mother, anil a
myther so long aidlicted, so long bercaved
as you have been, of her only child#—feel-
ing too, as I do leel, my own depriva-
tion >—No. my poor Kosc; scttle your—
scif in your new home, avd claim her
whenever you are rendy for her,”

Toe deparied s and when Mrs, Villiers
was.aione, she sighed to herseif—

“ T have 'x'es:gncd Helepa ;—for. mey:

“there is no other sacrifice.”
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Nothing was wanting that, in the warm-
est friendship, could be devised, by the
Baroness, Mr. Beaumont, or Mr. Mel-
combe, to amuse the hours of Mrs. Vil-
liers, and soften to her the loss of her
daughter’s company ; yet, her sweetest
consolations flowed from the heart of that
departed daughter, daily poured out, in
tender epistles, to herself or the B:n"c.)n,-
" ess.

It was not long ere she had a conso]a-
tion well worth all others in the sight of
that dear daughter; who took an eaxly
occasion of ‘convincing herself that heg
beloved mother was not out of the reach
of a morning’s drive. ' '

They enjoyed some precious Hours to~
gether, before Helena would seck out even
the Baroness; and when, at' last, she
took leave -of her mother, it was not be-
fore she had promised for herself, and cven
presumed to promise for her. husband,
that they would botli pass * a dear, long
dey” with her-in the following week. .

K5
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Mr. Beaumont; Mr. Melcombe, the
Falkeners, and- even their ¢ Little Fairy

Queen,” as Mr. Falkener-usually called his
child, were invited to.meet them.

Mrs. Villiers dressed her conntenance in
smiles ; and this delicious day seemed truly -
to’disperse the mists of sorrow which had
too sadly darkened - what is usual]y called
¢« The happy day.”

Mrs. Villiers took occasion to converse
with Frederick alone.

¢ My dear Frederick,” said she, 1}
was almost ashamed of myself, when you
left e last ;-—had you not been so sure
that it was impossible, you might have fari-
cied 1 was afraid to trust the happiness of
my sweet child in-your hands.” *

“ My dear mother,” replied he, ¢ I re-
vere, I bless you for your confidence, for
your gtft—Oh 8 the inéstiable glﬂ: ! andI

yoar doatmg fdndness “for my owh’ (weep'
not that. I call her.my oion) Heleha. <k any
50 proud—so absolutely bléstuxthat T eani”
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scarcely credit mdy own felicity. May all
happinéss erown you for making me so;
and would to Heaven—but all expos-
tulation, I know, is vain,—that you had
not blecssed me, by bereaving yourself!
Since this, however, must be, lct not
cither of you feel it as a separationy nor -
let it be so for any length of time ;—this,
observe, I depend upon ;—and here the
charmer comes to second my petition :"=-
then holding out to her a begging hand, he
rcceived hers, and, clasping it, with her
mother’s, between his own, ¢ Tell this
dear mother, my love,” said he, ¢ whether
I bewail her determination not to take up
her abodewith us; and then coaxher,—(you
have a pretty knack that way, you know—)
to rejoice us with her company for a day,
at least, assoon as possible.” '

¢¢ You may believe him for once, indeed,
my pretty mamina ;+I will call you %o th-
day, though. I remember when you made
me leave it, off.—FEray, .pray, do just as.
Fredenck would haye youy”

K 6
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,» Mre, Villiers readily promised for aday,
with which, for the present, they werc
obliged to be content.

“ And pray, Mrs. Bcaumont, asked
Frederick,. drawing up his head with a
very consequential air, ¢ why is mamma
to believe me only for once 2

¢ Because, Mr. Beaumont,—though I
Cannot pretend to guess how long it will
last, at present you tell me, upona mode-
rate computation, about ten fibs in an
hour.” :

“ What does the monkey mean ! asked
Frederwk turning to Mrs. Villiers.

“ Why now, Frederick, would you
have me take all the fine things you'say to
me in plain, simple, sober earnest? Why
I should be more vain, foolish, and fantas-
tical than an owl, a peacock, or—a finc
Lady.”

¢ Whereas now you are only affccted,
you little hypocritical, puritanical darling,”
catching her in his arms, ¢ for you very
well know it is all true.”
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¢ I'know you think it so, at least, déar
Frederick,” answered Helena, with a smil-
ing—ryet glistening eye ; ¢ and—1I am con-
tent.” s

‘¢ Heaven make me worthy of thee !” he
cricd, ¢ and of my blissful fate !”

In the evening, this tender,” wedded
lover, having first appointed an eatly day
for the dearly honoured circle to meet
again, enclosed his treasure in as many
furs as she could conveniently carry, and,
by the friendly light of a brilliant moon,
they were driven home before they could
believe that they had been ten minutés in
the carriage..
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CHAP. CIII.

Anxorher day of social happiness was, as
had been arrantred celebrated at the house
of Mr. Beaumont, though not yet his
abiding place.

The feast was sprcad with equal taste,
and hospitality ; the happy father led his.
daughter to her seat at the head of the
table; then desiring Mr. Melcombe te:
-occupy the chair on her right hand, took
his place on her left, saying,

¢ This is, and always shall be, my post
of honour. - I will take ne more trouble
for any body but my sweet Helena.. Here I
can be of use to her; and as for you, Sir,,
(to Frederick), I appoint you Deputy Mas-
ter for the rest of my life,”

¢ Thank you, Sir,” answered Fredenck 3
« and; I heartily wish myself a-Jopg and
happy reign in. that character.” Then, Jead-.
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ing on Mrs. Villiers, ¢ Do you sit there,
if you please, my dear mother, next to
Mr. Melcombe ; and then he will eat his
dinner in comfort

Never had Frederick less intention of
committing a faux pas;—he had not the
slightest suspicion of what had passed so
long ago ; but, he could read in three dif-
ferent countenances,—one of them that of
his own Helena,~that he had made a
blunder.

He tried to escape from” what could not
be repaired ; and entered into a deep dis-
course with Mrs. Falkener, who sat next
him, on the perfections of her daughter.

¢ She is, or will be, very shortly, a great
genius, I am satisfied,” said- Mrs. Falkener.
«¢ She cannot, as )et, converse, but the:
e]oqucnce of her eyes is wonderful.”

Mr. Fualkener assured the comparry that
his wife: was almost in earnest. °

The Bavoness's’eye, o a-“moment,.
rested on Frederick ;—she could scareely
believe that the lively, animated, delighted
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countenance she beheld, 'was the very same:
whieh had first attracted her attention, by
its interesting melancholy, at the table of
Count Waldenberg.

¢¢ Ilere was the-cause of that melancholy,”
sighed she to herself, ¢ and here it has
found its cure:"—again the certainty that
he was happy ¢ came o’er her like the
sweet south ;” and her short reflections:
were, the next moment, put to flight by
the kindly and hcart-pleasing tones of his
voice, particularly directed to herself.

The next morning, as this happy couple
sat at breakfast, by the side of a blazing:
fire, that bade defiance to.

¢ —Howling winds, and beating rain—"

¢ Pray, my dear love,” asked Frederick,
¢ what enormity was I guilty of yesterday ?*
When I requested your mother to take a
seat by Mr. Melcombe, I observed that,
all in a moment, Mrs. Villiers coloured ;
Mr. Melcombe bit hlshp and you madea
vigorous cffort at a frown; but with so
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little success, that I. was on the point of
being betrayed into a smile in the midst of
all your embarrassments.”

¢ It was very serious to Mr. Melcombe,
I assure you,” replied Helena.

“ What, my love }—what was very se-
rions ? Has Mr. Melcombe then—-"

¢ Tendcrly loved my mother from her
early youth to the present hour.—~And I
tell you so, dear Frederick, that you may,
in future, be cautious of approaching the
subject by a jest.”

Frederick clasped. his hands .in pamful
surprise.

** Poor Mr. Melcombe !” sand he, very
scrnously ; ““ God knows, Helena, the
more I rejoice in my own felicity, the more
do I grieve for him. Poor, poor Mr.
Meclcombe ! Oh! why he is not as happy
as I am ?”—Then, after along pause—¢* Is
it possible, Helena, that, only five monthg
ago, I was in the den of the Banditti ”

. ¢ For Heaven’s sake, Fredgrlck, talk,,
not of. that horrible cavern ™~ .
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““ Thou sweet little, pale, quivering
coward !” said he, tenderly carcssing her ;
““it is all passed by, my Helena.”—
Then bidding her take her work, he added,
in a tone of badinage,

€ I will call up Shakspeare to amuse
your thoughts; and, suppose I edify you,
as well as myself, my love, with—¢ The
Taming of the Shrew.”

The proposal of this very applicable les-
son restored the dimples to their beauteous
abode; and, in reading, commenting, and
inexbaustible converse, the day passed de-
lightfully away.
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CHAP. CIV.

A rew days afterwards, the same happy
party assembled at Mr. Melcombe’s. They
met but to love and rejoice in each.other ;.
and, even the kalf hour before dinner,
escaped the intrusion of dulness, orennui.
A very delightful conversation was suddenly
interrupted by the entrance of Mr. Mel-
combe’s servant, who, bowing respectfully
to his master, said, verygravely,: ¢ If-you
please, Sir, Dr. Pomnfret ’s dead.™ = - 3

¢ Dead I” exclaimed Mr. Melcombe,
* when did he die }~—and how >—he was
well three days ago.” .

¢ Of a surfeit, Sir, this morning:—he
dined at Monmouth, Sir, yesterday, at &
turtle-feast, Sir ;”—again bowing.

¢¢ Order Taffy to saddle his horsé; he
must take a letter to the post immediately ;"
—and the servant withdrew.

When the first damp, occasioned by the
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sudden death of a person well known,
though by no means highly respected, had
passed away, Helena ventured an arch
glance at Mr. Meclcombe, accompanied by
something like a smile.

He shook his head at her.

¢ Ah, Sir,” said she,~¢ notwithstand-

" L2
ing those grave looks, I am certain that,
though I know not why, Thomas’s if you
DPlease, is not quite so mal-apropos as 1 have
sometimes known it to be.”

Mr. Melcombe told her she was as
wicked as ever ; and then made his confes-
sion thus :—

“ I am afraid, Helena, I am not¢ pro-
perly afflicted at the demise of your favou-
rite, Dr. Pomfret ; for—I hope Mr. Morgan
will be his successor. I made interest for
the living in his favour long ago, and rc-
ceived something very like a promise that
he should bhave it; and if you will not all
be quite starved, good people, I must be-
seech your patience wlnle I wnte six lincs
before dinner.” '
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 Delightful !” cried Helena ;—*¢ never *
mind us; run away, and give your elo-
quence full scope.”

He retired, for a few minutes, to his
study, leaving every one of the party who
had known of Mr. Morgan’s worth, and
necessities, ample ewployment, in rejoicing

“at the hope of his approaching affluence.

This hope was, in a few days afterwards,
happily realized; and Mr. Morgan was,
without comprehending, and, almost with-
out believing it, presented to the living of
his late lordly rector.

Elis gratitude to Mr. Melcombe was, at
first, tumultuous, continued fervent, and
proved itself always genuine in  his practi-
cal expressions of it :—* May I but per-
form my part,” said he, ‘“ and administer
to the wants of others, both mental and
bodily, and I shall not fail to gratify that
excellent man, by the. only acknowledg-
ment thqt he will suffer himself.to re-
ceive.” .

Shortly afterw'trd M. Melcombc, one
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morning rode over to his young friends;
and, after a short conversation with them
both, © I wish,” said he, ¢ you would go
and amuse yourself clsewhere, Fredetick,
I want a téte-d-téte with your wife.”
¢ Therequisition issoreasonable, Sir, that
it is impossible I can presume to make any
objection to it;” and, Kkissing his hand to
them both, he left the room.
¢ T want to—to—talk to you about Mr.
Beaumont, Helena; I think he is grown
thoughtful of late; and he has once or
twice, within these few days, made ex-
cuses to call on your mother without me :—
Do you know whether—whether——"
1 know that he has callgd on my
mother, Sir, several times ; but '
¢ And what—and what—what was the
particular object of-
¢ My dear Sir,” said Helena, with ex-
treme tenderness, “ look not so full of in-
terest and’ apprehensxon ; it pains my very
heart ; there is notlung whatever to distress
)ou from ‘that quarter i—believe me my
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father has merely been urging the subject-
of my mother’s residence with us; a sub-
ject whigh, after she had so decidedly de-
clined the proposal, I have made it alaw to
myself never to renew; but Mr. Beau-
mont, being well acquainted with my ear-
nest wishes on this point, has, as I have
been inforined by her, revived the question
several times.”

¢ And there is no more in it, you are
certain, Iclena?”

¢« T am indeed, Sir.—But, my dear Sir,
had it been otherwise, how could you, for
an instant, suppose that mmy mother could
cver pausc on any further proposals,—after
—after—Ah ! what would I not have given !
—bat it is impossible, I see:—T even ven-
tured, not long ago, to allude—to—to
speak of:

« Of me, my dear Helena?” Helena
bowed assent. -

¢ God bléss you for it,” aﬂ?ectionately’
‘taking her hand ; but all, I supposc—-—-

“ Allin vqm ;—yet I can perccive the
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very idea that. you should still feel your dis-
appointment distresses het extremely.” - -

- ¢ Does it, my deargirl } then, I charge
you, mever name it to her more.”

This generous tenderness drew tears
from, the bright eyes of Helena; and Mr.
Melcombe expressed the scnse he felt of
her sympathy, in a fatherly embrace. -

. ¢ I 'will grieve you no morey my dear,”
said he; ¢ this conversation shall truly be
the last upon the subject.—BPo you remem-
ber, Helena, one evening, when you were
but ten years old, how you lamented ‘that I
was going home, and invited me to live
-with you, and be your papa "

Helena had forgotten it. -

¢ I never can forget it,” said Mr. Mel-
combe, ¢ and though it touched me to the
very soul, I belaeve I have. love& you better
for it ever since.” . .-

¢ I should have been a very aﬂ‘ectlomte
daughter to you,” said Helena.

¢ A charming one.|” said he. . -

¢ And.never, never, did.there exist a
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more perfect friendship than that which
my mother feels for you ; but, she once told
me that you deserved an undivided heart ;
< and that,’ ghe added, ¢ he well knows I have
‘ not to give.~~No, my Helena,’ she con-
cluded; ¢ so dearly I loved your father,’
—and the tears filled her eyese‘ that I
¢ cannot, cannot, love again.” ™ .

Aftera pause of meditative silence, *So
it is!” resumed Helena, sighing; * but
never more, my dear Sir, let the appre
hension of ler marrying any other person
give you a moment’s uneasiness. This you
muss finow to. be impossible.”

¢ That is certinly a powerful consola-
tion,” said Mr. Melcombe, < and I will
endeavour to be content~—Heaven knows I
am thankful that I am indulged with so
much of her society as I8, present enjoy.
I was somewhat fearful that you would have
succeeded in enticing her away, I assure
you.”

‘ Idid my best to accomplish it, I con-
fess; but she is very decisive, asyou see.”

VOL. IV. L
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'¢¢ And feel,” said Mr. Melcombe.

¢ But when regrets will invade you,”
resumed Helena, reflect on the East India
plan that she once proposed ; and remem-
ber what you suffered from the antwnpa-
tion of it.”

+ €¢ Name it not. But now, my sweet
Counsellor, I must say, Adieu! for1 have’
banished Frederick long enough; and the
truth is, I am not inclined to have him re-
called ’till I retreat myself. God bless'you!
for I see a carriage making its way through
the trees :—I am gone.”

¢« And so am I; for ¥ will not be at

home; I am not ¢ i th’ vein.’ Make a-
little circuit round the park, to avoid meet-
ing the invaders. Farewell, degg Sir!”
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CHAP. CV.

Mgz. Beaumont, within a short time after
the foregoing conversation, retreated to his
own mansion ; where the winning atten-
tions of his. daughter, and the warm at-
tachment, gay spirits, and intelligent con-
versation, of his son, formed the happiness
of his excellcnt heart, and rational mind ;
and he found the highest gratification in
being. the friend and companion of his
childrep, the delighted witness of their
felicity,, and the cheerful partaker and pro-
moter of theu- amuscments. These, how-
ever, were usually of the most domestic
kind; each frequently declaring, that,
though they did not dislike the occasional
intercourse of indifferent society, they felt
that its greatest advantage was that of en-
dearing, by temporary interruption, the far
more interesting delights of moms.
L2
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¢ Domestic bappiness, thou only bliss
Of Paradise that has surviv'd the fall !
Though few now taste thee unimpair’d and pure,
Or, tasting,-long enjoy thee,—too infirm,
Or too incautious, to preserve thy sweets
Uomixt with drops of bitter, which neglect,
Or temper, sheds into thy crystal cup,
Thou art the nurse of virtue," e

This happy family had not long arranged
all their own comforts around them, before
they busily sought for objects to partake
their superﬂmty

The children of misery were quickly
found : their several claims were examined ;
the strong encouraged in industry, and the
weak supplied with unsparing bounty. It
was the chosen province of Helena to dis-
cover the immediate,and ppcuha?necessntnes
of each humble sufferer, within the range
of her benevolence, and the purse of Mr.
Beaumont was, on all ocgas:ons, at her dis-
posal. . She arpanged the mtenor of the
hrgwestabhshmcnt paw, upder her com-

- mandy; with a skxn, aq;l ;;egu ap J ,ti)at ur-

.....

~prised even F:equkhnmgelf who,’ ‘m the
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mean time, assxduously bent his” mind to
gain from Mr. Melcombe a thorough ac-
quaintance with all that it was within his
proviuce to regulate. ¢ It was his duty,”
he observed; ¢ to spare his father all pos-
sible trouble, exccpt that of supporting his .
extravagances.”

- The humble family of Woodland, so
often mentioned in this history, were, soon
after Helena’s marriage, very comfortably
settled in a neighbouring™arm ; of. which,
however, they did not IOng continue the
only inhabitants. :

The young farmer, who may be remem-.
bered as the immediate instrument of Pro-

“vidence i saving Mr. Beaumont’s life, un-

‘ equwocally proved the sincerity of his atten-

'tlom to ‘the pretty Marian, by soliciting

her consent’'to abbompahy him to Hastings

as his wife.” "But, 'no sooner was this pro-

posal made known ‘to Mr. Bedumont, to-
gether wnih the hitelligente of its being ac-

.cep tab}e t?' ‘Miriati; than he deized thefor-

funiate becadiondf rewanding his preserver, .

L3



222 THE MASTER PASSION.

and the faithful favourite of his daughter,
at the same time; and, obtaming first. the
grateful concurrence of Woodland and his
sister, he immediately sent, with their ac-
ceptance of the young man’s offers, an car-
nest request that he would take up his abode
in the same house which was now occupicd
by the family of the Woodlands. Thig,
with the land pertaining to it, could he be
fortunate enough to make a purchase of the
whole, ‘he promised should be their own :
a plan, which, from the extreme liberality
of the terms proposed by Mr. Beaumont,
was soon accomplished. The estate was
settled on Woodland and his sister for their
lives ; and after them on William Price for
ever; whilea bounteous present,*endeared
by the sweet smiles of condescending kind-
ness, was tendered hy the bands of the
lovely Helena, to the acceptance of Marian,
« Mr. Mclcombe was now called upon, to
sanctify the promise of Marian to ber @ery
worthy lover. v
The wedding was celehrated at the ‘house
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of Mr. Beaumont, and he had the supreme
gratification of beholding an humble famiiy
overflowing with thankfulness and joy, and
confessing themselves indebted not: only to
himself for competence and ease, but to his
son and daughter, for the fostering pify they
had held out to returning virtue ; and to
which both Woodland and his sister owed
all that they possessed of mental peace, and
all that they hoped for in a world to come.

- A year ran by on silver feet ; and still the
Baroness was won by Mrs. Villiers to-pro-

_long her stay.

““ You cannot go yet,” said Mrs, an—
liers.—The Baroness remained a few weeks
longer.—The lovely matron, Helena, be-
came tbe mother of an infant son; and
Freder;ck dxscovered thh astom&hmqnt
mentation.—A new hold on his ﬂﬁ'ec(wns'
—a new bond to his idolized wife !—it was,
he thopght, more,than he could deserve—
almost more than he could bear., +  -...-

...3q0n drew. on. the time,of , the a.hnstcn-

L4
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ing; Mr. Melcombe was agaiti'té'beé in of-
fice ; -arid: Mrs: Villiers was- tb preséht t}re
blooming boy at the font. ~u7 vty -

- The momentous quéstion, what’stioutd
be his name, was not yet ad_]usted bet&\ eén
the parents. b

Frederick was desirous of comphmbnt-
ing his father by the name of Avgustus.—
Helena had set her whole heart upon Fre-
denck. ' P

*¢¢ ‘What, two Fredericks, my love "

¢ Yes, my love,”—with a pi'etty, play-
ful tenderness of manner; ¢ and *tl‘}é more
alike the better.”

Frederick was not insensible to thxs sweet
flattery, but: pleaded the propriety, the
gratitude,” the duty, of’ sheng 50 “inte-
resting a mar.k o£ respect tb theip éxcenem

“father.- SRR
' Fredenék's r&asonmgs were good ; and
lb@y were Prederich's. gLl

¢ Augustus-be nﬂthen,?* slid Herenai;:
and, raising. an -uncomplaiming: eye'to’his
face, .she.smilingly-kissed Hishand in'token
of surrender ; and—&he conquered.
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¢ It must——it shall be Fredérick:!" cried
the transported husband ;—f¢ what: avail
the reasonings, what the power of mati,
against such heart-subduing. softness as-
thine ™

Mr. Béaumont, soon after, entered the
room. . P -
¢ Chide me,” she said, “-my dear-
father ! I have, for the first time, disputed
with Frederick, and that too on a point in:
which -he wished to shew respect to you.”

“ You know: I shall forgive you, sweet:
one, beyour sins what. they may; so now:
confess them.”

<« Why, Sir, he wished—earnestly wished :
—to: give my. babe your name; and so.
should I have done, if—F-canmot help it,
Sir,~1. had not. been- still more desirous.
that it shvuld receive his own ; and-—and.
—the end of my story is, Sir, thatX hdve -
wheedled him out of all his wise and good*
reasons, -and carried my.peint.” - - -

Frederick hera interposedy saying;

-$¢ She doesmt state. her own use; fan'!y, ;

r i X
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Sir; she gave it uplike an‘angel ; and then
I could not accept her resignation for the
soul of me;-—the truth is, Sir, she does
just what she pleases with me.”

¢¢ Tam glad the offence is- of no'deeper a
dye, and I forgive you' both,” said Mr.
Beaumont, smiling ; ¢ only take care that
you behave better another time.” :

The christening, on account of distance
and cold weather, was celebrated at home;
-and Frederich the Second gave all possible
satisfaction to his nurse, (who pronounced
it to he a lugky omen) by making a consi-
derable noise in the world, when he received
the .sprinkling shower from Mr. Mel-
combe’s hand, ... .

. When ell was. over,. ¢ Pray my dear
,mther,” -spid Frederick, ¢ be sg kind as
to Jay. MY 50N upon:my arm, jjust as you
.did on Mr. Melcpmbe’s ; ,and, let me try
whether. I can. hold him safe for a few. mo-
‘ments, R a e Lot

. Mrs,.. Villiers qom,pllﬁd,g,md Fredenck
blessmg and kissing him, bore him,, with

‘She.utmost, carg, . £9. his heautiful mother,
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who had somewhat anxiously watched the
experiment, Dropping on one knee, he
laid him softly on her lap ; saying, < There,.
my love, is your little Frederick ; give the
young Christian your blessing.”

‘“ God bless thee! sweet babe,” she
said ; ¢ and the rosy kiss she gave it was
accompanied by a starting tear, and a gentle
sigh. .

“« A sigh, a tear, so sweet, she wish'd not to co'ntrol'."
t

And, no less sweet was the look from
both, which rested, first on their bOy,'and
then on each other. o

The Baroness, soon afterward, reoelv’ed
a letter from Count Waldenberg., °

¢ My brother is married,” said she, * to
a Lady of high rank, and mueh worthj bus,
—whom I cannot love; and,” throwing
herself into the arms of Mre. Villiers, I
have not fortitude to quit those whor I'do_
love most sincerely.  All, all, in this happy
circle, are truly déar' to me, and''Y' am
yours forever. - - v i

This point had been frequently, and for-

4
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vently, pleaded by Mrs. Villiers; and that.
searcely mere for her own_sake, than for
that of the Baroness, whose heart and feel-
ings she fully understood, and who, she felt
convinced, would no where find so much
of consolation, as in her present abode.
Reason,. resolution, and a noble solicitude
for the gratification of what she loved, had
combined to calm the first perturbation of
her. disappointed feelings, ¢ and she will’
receive,” said Mrs. Villiers, internally,.
“ from the society in which she is so dearly
valued, that softening balm which friend--
ship has alone the power to.shed into the
wounds of love.”

The Baroness was regarded by Frederick
with a sentiment of enthusiastic affection.
Herowa distinguished merits were more
closely endeared to him by her fostering
protection. and tare of his Helena in her
afflictiony and many an ardent, many s.
tentlér expression of his feclings was sup.
pressed in consideration of one- scene that
had passé¢d at Vienna, which he could not
forget. To others;y however; hd had

3
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spoken with less reserve. Thus was the
Batoness herself the individual of the whole
party who was least aware of the extent of
his regard for her.

On this occasion, however, he forgot his
usual caution. When, at their next meet--
ing, she announced her intention, he sud-
denly clasped his hands together (his usual
expression of delight or surprise), congra:
tulated his Helena, who could scarcely
speak her joy, and drew them closer to
esch other, and to himself, in an affec-
tionate embrace.

The Baroness rejoiced in the determinae
tion she had made.

Frederick wrote instantly to Count Wll-
denberg the warmest invitation to himsslf.
and his Lady, to pay him a visit. He'hed'
already pressed Mr. ahd Mes. Motey fou .
the: same indulgence; and the following
sammer saw the whole party:assemblet in)
the noble and thespitable wmansion of Mm*
Beaumont. yr bt e,

And, now, havitg safaly conducted . ph:sl
young favourites toithe highest pinnaclenof®
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human felicity, the Historian prepares, not
without asigh of regret, to bid them fare-
well.

Be it remembered, that, if the felicity of
Beaumont and his Helena raised them above
the common Iot of mortals, severe, how-
ever transient, had becn their season of af-
fliction ; and that they were not more dis-
tinguished by the ardour, length, and con-
stancy of their attachment, than by the pa-
tience, fortitude, and submission, with
which they bowed to the authority that long
forbade their union.

Tae MasTer Passion, though it main-
tained its rank above all other Passions, and
invariably ruled their feelings, was, at no
time, suffered to hold Reason or Principle
in subjection. .

Through every fluctuation of Hope, and
Fear, they meekly reverenced the sacred
pleasure of their parents,and bound theGop
of Love himself with the Chains of Dury.

HE END

8, Goexsry, Printer, Little Queen Stregh
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