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CHAPTER
Qi perd péche.”

THE news of the dispersion of Count
Casimir of Vallenstein’s noble retinue
was quickly buzzed through Vienna:
fierce ,yagers, splendid liverymen, well-
trained grooms, were wandering master-
less, sceking new employment ; and even
the fine horses and splendid equipages of
theire late lord, which had been unre-
servedly shared amougst them, were now
offercd to the must liberal buyer for sale.

At the levee of the.day which saw the
departurgof Vallensteingno other subject
was discussed. The Emperor did not
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appear, and the.,:?g('iuntenunce of the
Empress still' borggthe traces of the
shock of the prece‘?‘g evening. Prin-
cess Stolberg absented bherself on the
plea of dndisposition, careless’ at that
moment of the guesses and rumours to
which her conduct might give Dbirth.
Her imperial mistress was well acquainted .
with the 'partial kindness she professed for
him whose dcparturc, and its singular
manner, was at that moment the theme
of all tongucs, and accorded her every
indulgence ; while the Princess internally
resolved, as soon as she could in some
degree recover the agitation which now
overwhelmed her, to lay her heart and its
secrets at the fcet of her benevolent So-
vereign, since the weight was more than
even her high spirit could sustain alone,
and to solicit or accept the sympatny ol
a less exalted mind was nr. in her nature.
The word ¢ disgrace’ was wafted in
whispers through the state apartment ;
for as the illustrious lady who presided
did 1ot in any way allude to her late
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‘fay(-)urite, no one dfired to utter his asser-
tions«wr conjectures 8loud.

CounfHarrach entered in all the parade
and splgndor, of his newly acquired mili
tary d\unctnon, in a full and magnificent
uniform, decorated by ovders and medals,
and all the brilliant appendages which a
long probation at court had acquired for
him. Big with the theme of the hour,
his conntenance betrayed a double«share
of sapicnt meaning, and as his mind
usudlly contented itself with & freightage
_of one idea &t a time, it did not occur to
him that any subject, save the one of
which he groaned to be delivered, could
be dJscussed much.less did a single doubt
assail him, that it actually labourcd under
a tacit prohibition.

Those who would not themsclves hazard
breaking the silence of which the Empress
gave them‘\he example, rejoiced at the
sight of the polispoas, garrulous uncle -of
Vallenstein, who, haying knelt and kissed
the hand of his mistress, and found himself

BR
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once more on his fect, cast upon her a
speaking look full of wistful inquiry, which
receiving no answer, he was compelled to
utter forth his sole idea, since, }ike,the
helmet of, Otranto, it was beccaie too
large for the maasion ; however, he was
courtier enough to discern that it was
necessary to come to his point by a cir-
cuitous route.

«“May I presume, madam,” said he,
““to express to your Imperial Majesty
those contradictory emotions which assail
me at this moment. In saluting your
Majesty’s fair hand, I could almost weep
to think how long it may be ere my knce
shall again be bent in'this presence.?

 You are then summoned to the army,
Count Harrach ?”

“ My illustrious brother has put my
services into instant requisition, and’ the
idea that I may be permittewio perish in
the cause of my impeiial master, alone
consoles me for an cv¢le from the sunshine
in which I have long ripened. To-mor-
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row, :nadanﬁ, I se! forth, and hope, ere
my retysn, that this hitherto unspotted
sword will have drank deep of the blood
of yoL(MdJesty s enemies. There is, no
+doybt, something inspiring to a man of
mettle in riding forth to the battle, and I
would fain at this moment have preserved
my mind clear and unclouded by any
sinister event; but, really, the mysterious
circumstances attending my nephew’s
departurc—a youth indeed of Very plau-
dible manncgs, at least to the eye of
riatural affection it appeared so, has some-
what dismayed,—that is, has cast ra-ather
a damp upon my feelings,”

The Empress made no reply ; but, as
the blame of having broken the silence
which had hitherto prevailed throughout
the assembly would rest exclusively with
Count Ilawdch, many individuals now
flocked around 1+m, and besieged him on
all sides with qucath

i | smycctui » said *he, with an air of
penetration, I suspected sometimg ago
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how matters stood. The late uespatch esof
my very dear and illustrious brother have
never once named this ill-starred youth:- =
to me it pleased him to be pr ec1sc, in his
orders, and it wonld havebeen n’ttural you
know, to have made me the medium of
communication, occasionally with his son;
—but no, my credentials came singly, and
his name never appeared in them: of
course, to a man of any acuteness ; a man
practised in extracting meanings and
forming conclusions, it appeared ra-athe.
suspicious—nay, indeed, very suspicious;
~—at least, I have thought so since.”

His audience were too eager for in-
formation to comment on the singular
quality of Count Harrach’s foresight.

*“I have heard,” said Count Markofl
very seriously, “that in consequence of
Baroness Marchfeldt's reje. ~tion, hie has
quarrelled with the wer'ls, and that he is
gonc into a monagt;.rjr of Carthusians, at
the top of a Bohemian mountain : if it be
truey, [ am sure it is ten thousand pities.”
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T« An idl; tale, 4n idle tale, rely upon
it, Céuntr, No, no, Sfou should not lend
~an ear 16 such. unfounded rumours.”

¢ < You, Count Harrach,” said Markoff,
modedly, ¢ are, no doubt, sbetter in-
formed.” .

« A proud, dissatisfied spirit, sir, rely on
it,—=a greedy and boundless ambition ;—
look to that, sir, and you will trace this
matter to its source at once, I believe. 1
heve reason toknow, that is, I have aright

(to conjecture, that my most illustrious
brother hasYound him a headstrong youth,
an unmanageal)lc: froward-spirited lad,
sir j—wayward, sir—wayward from his
very cradle. The'deduttipn is plain: the
Duke of Iricdland has offered him a
comm:tnd, such perhaps as he deems
proportioned to his years and abilities;

“aod he, frsooth, rating himself at a
higher stancard, scorus the tender, defies
his most illust'nlg{f' parent, renounces all
the compatibilities;.all the. decencies of
his station, and—but this is a hint which
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came to me in a deliate manner-——nt 18
only amongst friends that I wou!d breathe
the most remote suspicion of “such a_
thing: T bave had a notion. suggested to
me, that he is: actually gone to pSin the
desperate banditti who have established
their dens amid the ravincs of the Car-
pathian mountains. My heart bleeds to
the centre for my illustrious brother.”

The majority of voices were at once
upraised in a chorus of yvonder and re-
probation, while a few only hazarded a,
doubt of the accuracy of this afllicted
uncle’s intelligence : amongst these few
Lindau stood foremost.

 Impossible, $ir 1”’'said he : ¢ that the
ambition of Count Casimir may have
been piqued and disappointed ; even that
his expectations werc extra’agant, and
his father’s limitations just, 'md that he
may have surrendered up ll"’l edsou to a
temporary fit of ve\at"un, is within the
scope of belicf; alth Sugh, judging from
the few observations I have been‘able to
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~fhake on bhis temper, I do not believe it:-
but.that asimir of Vallenstein will eyer
“becopd the companion of a horde of
,"N)‘bbe.rs,—I_should smile at such an in-
sinuayjon, but thatthe source from whence
the scandal emanates,’excites a deeper
feeling than can express itself in smiles.”
“ Well, sir,” replied Count Harrach,
indignantly, *take your own view of
the matter, and time shall be our umpire ;
but if « man jacts the extravagant part
)y nephew has done, conjecture will be
“busy ;—he tndy be insane,—not that on
his mother’s side it is traceable in the
blood.—But,sir, perhaps you are ignorant
that of the princely retinge with which
my illustrious brother sent him hither
he has dismissed every man,. except that
gruff lieuteghnt, who always looked as if
~e=was goi@ to sabre somebody. His
noble stuid; 2ad his costly equipages, are
left as perquisites ,_.’these menials; and I
have just been so tc-tpnate to purchage,
for a mese trifle, two of his finest chargers.
B
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It was a lucky opportunity to befall my -
just on going to camp, though, if my
nephew had had a grain of considergtion,
he would have presented me with tier.;,
having no farther occasion for thege him-
self ; indeed, it ria-ather hurt me to pdy
for things which ought in a manuner to,
have belonged to me.”

« Certainly,” said Lindau, with un-
restrained contempt, ¢ it must have been
very painful.”’ .

I should not,”” said the honest Count
Markoff, < have suspected hlm to possess
such a fierce, headstrong temper : there
always seemed to me, on the bontrary, a
sort of genuine, native courtesy about
him, peculiar to himself.”

¢‘Bless me, sir, you surprise me !—I am
sure nothing could exceced ;py attentions
to him ; and, setting that apyrt, our t.i:
ness of blood, and my es%uiished cha-

acter, ought to ha\’b"’«eighed with him ;
yet you cannot copréive to what pungent,
alrupt replies I have been subject from
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Thim. Bejieve me, J[there was something
. inn&tely)ruﬁian in him; and, on .the
_whofe, I am not sorry he has shown him-
}l . « Every one knows how he treated
peorBaron Rosebec, than whbm a better-
natured young man *does not exist.—
» Really, his behaviour was most unpro-
voked and outrageous ; for the worst that
can be said of Rosebec is, that hc is
ra-ather thoughtless, and, considering the
_disparity of lvis age with that of my re-
' spected fricnd the Baroness, every allow-
ance should e made for him ; besides,
to interfere in a wager is downright
brutal, an infringement on the laws of
civel society, as I told my nephew j—
indeed, my representations on the subject
were So strong, that I did induce him to
take the fgftfeiture on himself.”
""" ¢ Oh, n{onstrous!” exclaimed Lindau,
turning away in disgust.

“ It is imposs‘nle not to feel an interest
in him,” said Mailoff: ] should Jike
to kndw what is become of him, beor

. fellow !I”?
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Lindau echoed thg wish with a sigh—
¢t I cannot think that the true fhotive of.
his conduct has cven been hint‘e‘d\at,"’_,
said he; but what it really is surpassés
my penetrition. Tired of this cBurtly
dawdling, I am resolved to make trial of
my own mettle. I should like to ascer-
tain, for my own satisfaction, if I have
confidence enough to face a discharge of
cannon, so I asked young Vallenstein for
a post: he frankly disclaimed all in-
fluence, declared that he was himself
without station or promotion, and that
in case he served it would be as a volun-
teer :—his accent and his countenance
had a tinge of grief in them, but notking
of resentment.” ‘

¢ Is it possible, Margrave,”” said Count
Harrach, who had lent an "~ar to the
conversation, ‘“that you are”no§ aware
of the hidden meaning of thé word volun-
teer ? Upon my hono/u"’, éir, volunteer is
a phrase often used-tiistead of banditasel
cap’ hardly conceive you to be ifnorant
of the frequently synonymous acceptation
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“of these teryns; but L cannot express the
mort:ﬁcati{n I feel in hearing that ydu
~.i.ncli1)€' to the' service, when every post

y* regiment is filled. Apphcants
pressed so rapidly upon me, I had scarcely
time for breathing: na.tural enough, yon
%now, sir, considering my mnearncss in
blood and affection to the illustrious Ge-
neralissimo :—but let us not despair—I
make no doubt that, even yct, a request
of mine—"’

« What, [Lindau!”” cried Wolfstein,
“are you ambitious of winning your
spurs? I will write to the Duke :—cquip
yourself with all despatch in the interim :
you Shall be in a week appointed to a
vacant regiment.”’

Count Hagrach had now no occasion
for any vergpal expression of mortifica-
tion ; his ““rgarness of blood and affection
to the Genefaliss_imq” would not, in fact,
have supplicd hin. with courage to ask
for a subaltern’s post beyopd his own
regimen\; and, albeit, partiality f(:r. co\g



14

iron was not his leading foible : he ‘wouﬂl_
rather have eaten his sword™than risk
encountering such a repulse as he knew~
from experience, his very dear artd itius-
trious brother cquld bestow. He stared,
stammered, and all his courtly presence
of mind and address failed to conceal thé
natural vexation he felt at havirg his
own weakness so glaringly contrasted
with another’s power; for Wolfstein looked
on him de haut en bas) as though he
would say, ¢ You know very, well, Count,
that the sum total of your interest amounts
to nothing;” and, very unwilling the
look should be translated into words, he
quitted the circle a somewhat less” self-
satisfied being than he had entered it.

“Can you be serious, S{r Warbeck ?”
said Lindau. ’

« 1 will send off a courielj"t_llis night, I
tell you; and, with@wz’t_ week, your com-
mission shall be in your hands:—you
shall have & picked regiment.”

j/ “ Well, then,” said Lindau, shaking
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+ehds with him, “you are a fine fellow.

It wpuld be almost ungracious to ask
queqdzna, but I own you excite my
Jvandér.”

« Most likely, Lindau—I was born to
excite the wonder of my gontemporaries.” -

“Iam almostasmuch beholdento you for
crushmg at a stroke that reptile, Harrach,
as {0 regiment : he has been treating
his gallant nephew’s name most scurvily.”

¢« What of that ?”’ said Wolfstein : it
#s the vocation of such a sneaking cur to
fawn in yomr face and bite your heel—
you should attend to breed and character
—you would not take a turnspit to a
boar chase, would you?,

“Young Vallenstein,” Said he, exalt-
ing his voice, *is fit for a hero of romance;
his breast i» full of that quality called

Jziwtue, of ‘fhich every one has rcad, but
whose scardity has rendered its existence
as much a matter of question as that of
the unicorn or pha.aix. TFor Vallenstein’s
sake, I, grieve at heart that giants and

2
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centaurs are exterminated, and that Sa-~.
racen knights and foul magicians no longer
persecute helpless, hapless fémales in
their, enchanted castles. I do verily bé:
lieve that the said Chevalier is "equally
sans tdche, et sars peur.”

A= he spoke, he bowed humbly to
the Baroness, whose vicinity he did not
sooner affect to perceive. A .oid and
very slight return was all he received,
and more than he expected.

¢ Chevalier,” said Lindau, “you du
yourself honour in speaking thus gene-
rously of one with whom your cordiality
is in doubt.”

“] do not love the Count, it is true,
but I admire him, and to strike at him
now would reduce me to the level of his
uncle, Count’ Harrach. No: I never
judge through the medium’ of passicr :
and, when I smite an adversf’ary, he shall
see whence comes thg blow.” \

The lady of Marchteldt, although she

pyeserved a cold and discouraging aspect
/ )
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vﬂmenevcr her eyes mct those of the cle-
uaher, cwuld not but admire the maufy
sentn)nents she' heard him utter, and felt
‘pléascd that he did not condescend to
join the throng who were so ready to
pour all sorts of reproach and obloquy on
the vanished favourite. The Empress
had vayghsafed to relate to her Wolfstein’s
reformation, and the sacrifice of his ob-
noxious book, and her reply was an hum-
_ble expression of incredulity, °
. ‘1 fear,” said her Majesty, « you are
naturally of an incredulous, inflexible
temper :—beware, lest you become cy-
nical ; for the air of courts is, in itself, apt
to geflerate scepticism.”  °
« May I presume,” said Louisa blush-

ing, “to ask, why your Majesty thus
deems of me {’

#""«] have heard multiplied instances of-
your cruelty, not one of your kindness:—
for the unfortunate young man,” added
she, 1owermrr her voice, ¢ who has quitted

us in so mysterlous a manuer, the effect?
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of your severity on him wa$ VlSl]J]e ‘0
every one.—Poor Lindau has lmploved
under your discipline :—vanity was his
ruling foible, and you have cur«.d him. -
With respect to, Wolfstein, I predict that
the conflict will be longer in suspense.
I, for my own part, exult in the hope
that we arc making a valuable precelyte
to virtue: he has a powerful, a magni-
ficent mind, and I should glory in such
a convert; for 7 do not,” said she re-
proachfully, * exclude from my charj-_
table hopes, or shut my belief against,
all who have deviated.”

The Baroness sighed : she saw that a
shade of her sovercign’s displeasuré rested
upon her, while she was conscious that
by the simple detail of herpwn bricf story
she could at once dnsmpate she cloud ; but

-she had not the courage so grievously to
inculpate Wolfstein.

¢ I have a strong suspicion,” said the
fQueen examining the chanumg counte-

rw ice of the Baroness, « that this is a
P

»
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cfitic.al moment, and shat the confirmation
of our new convert in his better thoughts
rests in y.our hdnds:—it is a Fesponsibility,
*Baronéss, of some weight.—I hope you
are not like the princess :I‘ourm.)doctc, the
heroine of a Persian tale, whose glory
Tonsisted in the number of youths who
died cfher cruelty :—no, no, I shall live to
see you rejoicing in a worthier triumph,”

« Trust me, your Majesty is deceived,
. p~not the slightest communication exists
between Sir,Warbeck and myself.”

“ Because yon have quarrelled ;—but
the quarrcls of lovers are not irreme-
diable. I will deal candidly with you,
Barohess: —I am not igitorant of the
scene in_the Mermaid’s grotto :—that it
came to me. unexaggerated I will not
_assert, for you are beautiful and charm-
ing, and the evil eye of envy cannot
selcct a fairer mark ;—private meetings
of so intimate and agitating a nature,
contrasted with apparent and public dis-
avowal, give mjore scope than cowld ve
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wished to the specnulations of the cense-
rious.—Nay, DBaroness,” said‘:the Em-
press, taking her hand, as she saw the
tears gathering in her eyes, « I would
not distress or agitate you, but you are
young, and I would guard you.”

« Alas, Madam! that scene has lowerea
me in your Majesty’s opinion ; vet—was it
forced upon me, and no cffort of mine
could have rescued me from it.”

“ Will you answer me to one point.
Baroness : when Wolfstein compelled yon
to the performance of that scene, was it
the first hour of agitation that ever passed
between you?—and did you not, at no
distant period, smile on the chevalier ?—
Come, Baroness, your silence is inge-
nuous : I will not urge you to speak—but
all this strengthens my hope, that you
are destined to make Wollstein good, and

“he is destined to make you happy.”

That their union was -written on the
page of destiny the Lady of Marchfcldt
{'hgl‘citly believed; byt her ‘presages
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were less bright than those of her august
mjstress: she had had sorrowful expe-
rience of his talent for dissembling : she
Itad' noedirect cause to supposg that she
was the object of his present manceuvre,
for he kept modestly aloof, and it was
only through the medium of a timid bow
that he attempted to remind her of his
presencem; Sr_e-z's was she possesscd with an
internal conviction that he was, spider-
like, spinning at*a distance from his vic-
’tTm that web, in the centre whereof she
*would ultimately find herself entangled.
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CHAPTER II.
“Ego, et Rex meus.”

Witnin the stipulated time arrived
Lindau’s commission, and as the army
was already in motion, an order to take
the immediate command of his regiment
camc with it, Indeed, so general was
the infection of military ardour, that all
the young courtiers, to the very pages of
the Emperor, cutreated to exchange their
peaceful service for one in which peril
and glory were united. All things were
in preparation for a tremendous struggle,
and the Duke of Friedland loudly de-
clared that the eventful moment was at
hand which must decide whether Gusta
vus or he should command the world.
The very first steps of this great man on

* his resumption of power revived the hopes
ethe Emperor, and checked the advances
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of the cnemy: the Swedish hero no
longef found his campaign a mere rapid,
unobstructed march ; he must now wrestle
hard fog every inch of ground: yet Ferdi-
nand could not, while he exulfed in the
haffpy change in his affairs, help reflect-
wig with mortification on the extravagant
price at which he had bought his haughty
general’s rétimn to service.— The* entire
and unconditional command, not only of
the imperial treops, but of the Spanish
"ﬁ’lies; the levyiug contributionsand sub-
® .

* Waldstein had learned by experience the dif-
ficulty of maintaining such an elevation as that to
which he was about to be raised, and adopted every
expedignt to prevent a second disiyission.  Amidst
all his eagerness for command he affected an indif-
ference and reluctance which enabled him to en-
hance his térns, and impose more effectual shackles
on his sovercign. Notwithstanding the invitation
of the Emperor, he refused to repair to court, but

“advanced to Znaim, in Moravia, with a view to faci-
litate his arrangements. lle indignantly rejected
the proposal to command under the Archduke Fer-
dinand, with the impious declaration, that he would
not serve under God himself.—Coxe)s Hist. of th
House of Awstria, vol. i. part 2. chap. liv. page 869.



24

sidies at his own free and unquestioned
discretion ; and when the Emperor pro-
posed that the Archduke, his eldest son,
might have the nominal command, the
brief and'impious reply of this most pre-
sumptuous man was, “ I will not serve
even under God.”” The Duke of Fried.
land’s mind had undergonc a wonderful
change during the period ui'iifs “short re-
tiremeut ; he looked on the temporary
disgrace as a mere necessary link in the
chain of his destiny, yet he resented it
deeply, bitterly, and eternally.—From
the hour when he disbanded his army
all faith and trust in his fellow creatures
was renounced, and he adopted, and
pertinaciously maintained, the idea, that
mankind could only be securely bound
by awe and apprehension:—from the
highest to the lowest of his dependants,
from the sovereign who courted his aid
to the centinel who kept watch at his
door, this stern and melancholy theory
Jnvagiably governed his practice. Fer-
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dﬁmngl now learned®to tremble at the
utrlimited, powers of this uncontrollable
spmt but it was to his sovereign’s dread,
not to ‘is love, the Duke of Friedland
aspired : amongst his own troops death
or infamy were common retribution, and
the zcalous devotion with which he was
"belicld by the jmmense multitude which
obeyed him, scrved to justify his op-
pressive system, .

, # Psha!” exclaimed lLe, when any onc
\enturcd a rcemoastrance on the danger
of driving mecn to desperation, “ the
beloved and clement Caesar surrendered
his life under the ddgwerb'of assassins,—
the abhorred and blood- droppmg Sylla
breathed it forth gently on his bed :—the
onc was murdered by the men he had
forgiven, the other sparcd by those whose

- rathers, sons, and brothers, he had dé—
stroyed, and whose own souls he had
crushed and trodden to the dust!”
A wicke.d and dangerous endpiric, the ¢
Jesuit Fieramoseed was the only human
VOL. III. c

\
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creature of whom he took counsel": tliis
man was passionately addicted to the
practice of those mysterious sciences
from a belief in whose arcana few minds
were entirely exempt.—By his experi-
ments he succeeded in confirming his
patron in the one day certain acconi-
plishment of those visions_of glory which
were ever swimming before his mental
sight, As the decree by which these
things were to come to pass was p#o-
nounced, and irreversibl2, the Duke
founded his stern, disdainful, unbending
deportment on that principle.

“ Why,” he would say, ¢ should I
court beings who can neither ddvance
nor impede my progress?—destiny will
inevitably dispose them so as they must
co-operate for my advantage, and I am
iree to use them meanwhile as it pleases |
me; they are no doubt placed within the
grasp of my power for that purpose.”

As for' the Jesuit, he had tampered
with ' these delusive fterrets ‘until their
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farggn was become *habitual to him, but
it would be difficult to believe that hLe
d:d actu'nllv accord to these gloomy un-
" lawful m ysterics that implicit faith which
he, exacted from his pupxlsj or that his
imagination was so far infected by his
"studies as to present before him, and
compel within his circle, those powers of
the air over which he professed to exer-
cise a limited a.nd temporary jurisdiction.
~=T'hat such pOWCl did exisf, and that
Fieramosca pogsessed it, was the creed of
o man who gloried in his scepticism :—
here was the confine of his proud and
grasping intellect :—he nefused to credit
the thost simple, self-evident, and ac-
cepted truths, yet he yielded himself up,
unresistingly, to the weak wild fablings
of a subtle charlatan :—he gloried in the
universal mistrust in which he held his
fellow beings, and yet he surrendered the
whole stores of his copious bosom to the
investigation of as crafty and evil a spirig
c2 ’
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as ever inhabited tht human form. But
to return to our interests at Vienna.
Wolfstein found himself delivered from
all those competitors and observers, who,
though beveath his fear or jealousy,
might have crossed or harassed hig pro-
ceedings. The Margrave of Lindau, no
longer blinded by vanity, and occupied
by himself, might have proved trouble-
some, and he had accomplished two ob-
jects at once in obtaining his regiment, =
he removed a man whose. absence he
desired, and he exhibited a convincing
proof of his power with the great dispenser
of profits and honours, which gave him a
weight at court, such as he had never be-
fore possessed. Ferdinand condescended
to make him the medium of different pro-
motions, and it was seen clearly that his
word had incredible potency with the
Duke of Friedland. In proportion as
the Emperor became obliged to Woll-
stein, the anxiety that his conversion
might prove genuine?-ond stable in-
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crea§ed and as it {s not difficult to re-
concile our creed with our mclmatmn,
_every day seemed to lend this charitable
and chiristian hope fresh coloun.  No one
had really a peep behind the mask but
~Prineess Stolberg, and she dared not be-
“tray her suspicions; with her the Cheva-
lier affected_a friendly and unceremo-
nious familiarity, which present circum-
stances rendered inexpressibly galling.—
Kc had overheard her conversation with
Vallenstein,shad witnessed the emotion
which accompanied it; it was painful
and humiliating to meet his eye at any
rate, but to read in that eye, whenever it
dwelf upon her, a studied "expression of
insolent pity, was intolcrable: yet was
she compelled to endure it.—She could
not, by any sophistry, gloss over the
fact to hersclf, that she had made a vo-
luntary confession of love to one, who
would not, could not, return it, and that
her pride had so far deserted her, that
even the rept!® and rejection of her



30

affection did not rally it.—No ingenuity,
thought she, can warp this tale to my
credit, and if Wolfstein rclates it, it will
have every addition that malice can af-
ford it. She resolved to confide her weak-
ness to the sympathy of the Empress, «nd
to enable herself, in that quarter at least,
to defy the enemy : nor did she misplace
her confidence ; they wept together over
the hurried farewell of poor Casimir, and
the Empress repeated with pleasure aiii
wonder the words, * I go forth laden with
sorrows and iniquitics, but only half the
burthen is my own.” To whom then
might the other half appertain? That
was a question to whose solution their
mutual penctration was unequal.

¢ One thing, however,” said the Em-
press, ¢“is clear and manifest ; the breast
which harboured the generous, tender
sentiments expressed in that letter, could
never lend room to a dark, implacable
spirit of wrath towards the author of his
being :—the unhappy r:ystery may be
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l‘dng. in developing, but whenever it
comes to light, the honour of Casimir
Vallenstein will be justified.”’
Unfortunately, as Princesy Stolberg
now found it, when Wolfstein first made
Mpearhnce at court, in all the pride
® of his audacmus singularity, she, carried
away by hlgh spirits and vanity, and
pleascd to find herself the exclusive
theme of his warbled flatteries, allowed
i in return for this seductive homage
a degree of familiarity for which those
who envied her the fragrant incense
which burned upon her altar were eager
to censure and condemn her.—~It was a
leagde, however, in which vanity alone
was concerned :—she loved to hear her-
self flattered in such incomparable strains,
and he delighted in being told by so
lovely and brilliant a woman that the
strains were incomparable. They were
almost constantly inseparable, not be-
cause each had any real .attachment
to the other, but because each- loved
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and admired themselves. This tacit
compact, however, gradually relaxed, for
the Princess, on her side, felt herself re-
volted, in gpite of fashion, by some' of the
daring impieties of her colleague: while
he, naturally fickle, wearied ecvegn.. of
the piquante Princess, began, for the’
love of variety, to enlist his transcendant
muse in the celebration of less conspi-
cuous charms.—It was true, besides, that
the unqualified and monotonous applairse
with which the public fed their monstrous
idol became at length ridiculous in the
ears of Madame de Stolberg.:—thus,
without any actual breach, the distance
hetween thent grew imperceptibly wider,
and Wolfstein, with all his alfected non-
chalance, could not save himself from a
secret pang ofvexation when he heard that
the wit and irony of this lively lady had
been frequently directed against those of
his followers who seemed to have no other
bpsiness on.earth than to feed his alrecady
bloated* vanity by theiy indiscriminate
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and (servile worship.’ He rallied in tugn,
aind all was outwardly well: but, in the
, meanwhile, the offender was entered on
his proscribed list against the day of
retribution,—a period which was now
arned, and the poor Princess, unknown
"to any buf herself and her tormentor,
was doing.rigarous penance.

One day that the Empress held her
levee, the Chevalier entered, and with
that chastened expression, which since
his professcd reformation he had thought
proper to adopt, he approached her
Majesty, and having performed his sa-
lutatjons, laid on her footstool an elegant
MS., saying,

«“ At length, madam, , my pen has
poured forth lays whose tendency at least
will ensure your gracious reception of
them.”

Theodore raised it from its humble
station, and placed it in her hand, when
she saw, with delight that it'was a parh-
phrase of come %f the most stnkmg pas-

cS
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sages in sacred writ; cxecuted with ,thutl
exquisite pathos and sublimity, which
never failed to adorn even his most ex-
ceptionable verse : they had been set to
appropriate music by one of the most
eminent masters of that period, ané-the
notes were interleaved with the subject
they were adapted to accompany. The
Empress expressed, in the most affec-
tionate and encouraging terms, the gra-
tification with which she accepted this
promising token. oot

“ Now, indeed,” said she, ¢ you are
turning your talent to account; for
if ever human ‘intellect may presume
to glory, it is when it consecrates itself
to such hallowed uses. Persuade one of
your fair friends to accompany some of
these beautiful anthems with her late ; I
am impatient to hear if the music does
them justice.”

“ From you they will dérive redoubled
force and pathos,” said he, addressing
Princess Stolberg, ¢ you, who have im-



35

parud such seductlve expression to  Jar
dther breathings of the same muse ; vouch-
safe, lady, to lend your enchantmg voice
to her holier inspiration.” s

~.The Princess was wofully changed
.sisce her agitating and decisive confer-
ence with,Casimir ; her spirits were fled
beyond_reacl of an effort ; she was pale
and silent, and the consciousness that a
secret so hurpiliating was so insecurely
lodged, kept her in constant trepidation.

«“Spare mey, Wolfstein,” she said, 1
cannot sing : my voice has lost its power
of late ;—indeed, I shall ruin the effect
both of the lines and the music.”

«Oh yes, you will sing, Princess,” re-
plied he, with a soft, entreating voice,
but with a look which she well under-
stood to mean you shall sing.—*‘‘Your
spirits,” added he, with insulting gentle-
ness, ** want reviving—I must bring you
to your old habits, and you shall thank me
for it.. | Time, time will cure all this, Put
we must aid hith ;—Dbesides, you, who were
'so fond of warbling that little naughty-
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capzonet of mine to Myra, cannot refuse

to encourage the first steps of a reclaimed

libertine. Oh yecs, you will smg, Prin-

cess "

This was hard to endure, but there was
no helping it ; and, though she comrdied;-
she could not sufficiently wmcal her
feelings to forbear adding tQ . fhe tr iumph
of her wily enemy ;—she snatched the
book angrily from his hand, and having

tuned her lute, and run over a prelude, to-

which her very agitation leat txpression,
she burst forth into the song with a force
and energy which arrested the admiration
of her whole audicnce, but it was an over-
Qowermg eﬂ'ort, in a moment her voice
sunk, her bosom throbbed, and her cheek
flushed with intense crimson, while tears
of indignation for the unmanly compul-
sion she had suffered, forced their way
into her eyes,

“ Princess, you are ill,”'said the Em-
preps, compassionately ; < you shondd not
have attempted to sing—the heat of the
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rooId overpowers y(;u. Pray retire, efid
try the effect of air.”
. Her, persecutor again approached, and
taking the hand she dared not'withdraw,
led- her with an air of the most soothing
_sitention from the apartment, every one
admiring thg manly suavity of his” man-
ners.  Hiee'=d<er 4o the entrance of her
own suite in silence, then

“ Princess,”’»said he,  take,a friend’s
advice :—I know that nothing implants
so bitter a Pany in the tender breast of
woman as the scorn of a beloved object ;
—there is but one cure,—set your vanity
on some other conquest;-nepulse in one
instance should not discourage you,— -
you have ample time before you ; but,
upon my soul, if you go on in this style,
premature wrinkles, faded roses, and gray
hairs, are at hand, and you will be con-
signed to cards, scandal, ratafia, devotion,
and all the stimulants which remain to ren-
der life endurable to a tarnished beauty.?

Thus saying, he left her, and retraced
his steps towards sthe apartment of the



38

Etupress. The lute and open MS: lay
upon the table : her Majesty, in regretting
the indisposition of her lady of the key,
expressed her disappointment likewise in
being deprived of her vocal powers, and
losing the hope of hearing the -sacred
songs. The Baroness of Mg~ chfeldt was
the only lady present mha_~2uld have
undertaken them : the Empress did not
otherwise, refer to her than by accom-
panying her expressions of regret with a
significant look, which was fndeed a sort
of tacit command. Louisa hesitated for
a moment; then, with the haste of one
about to perform some desperate act, she
approached the table, and taking up the
lute, whose chords were alresdy tuned,
poured forth a strain of such sweetness
and sublimity as could not fail to soften
and exalt the mind of her dullest hearer.
When she ceased, the delight she inspired
did not relieve itself iii audible enco-
faiums—all was for some moments silent,
as if the intranced ear still hung upon
the thrilling cadence; no one spoke to
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her, or of her, for the feelings she exciged”
could nos be uttered ; but all thronged to
«congratulate Wolfstein, and no one sym-
pathized more cordially in his &onversion
and success than Professor Westermann.
The- almost voluntary performance of
his song by\Louisa of Marchfeldt seemed
like a dream fg the Chevalier; the utmost
stretch of his vanity would not have pro-
mised him sueh a triumph. , She had
often sung to him, and often had he hung
over her soflg 'with the most absorbing
rapture ; but he believed that now, for
the first time, he heard that angel voice
to pegfection; and, in tritf, the emotion
of her heart as she sung the words of
Wolfstein<words betokenipng a purified
and repentant spirit, lent a tremulous
magic to her music, such as it had never
owned before. He ventured not yet to
speak to her; but his hand shaking with
undissembled dgitation, he turned the
leaves till he o;:ened them at a hymn,
which he secretly considered the chef
d'éeuvre of his muse. ‘
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“~¢¢ Do you wish me to sing it, CThe-
valier,”’ said Louisa,—Hemadeno answer,
and, save with his eyes, he spoke not;
but the Baroness resumed the luie, and
poured forth the selected strain with, if
pussible, improved brilliancy ; far the
embarrassment with which shg began had
subsided, and she was hecgine mistress of
her powers—powecrs incalculably height-
ened by devotional enthugiasm, mingled
with the still softer feelings of human
attachment. In short, song afler soug
was cxecuted, till nearly the whole book
was exhausted.

To Louisa’s heart that hour had proved
decisively fatal ; and, for the Chevalier,
he would have bartered half his life for
such a moment, which was rendered still
more precious to him by the unexpected
curtailment of that suspense, which, how-
ever confident he might be as to its ter-
mination, he had prepared himself to
endure some time longer. Again, as at
Marchfeldt Castle, he became wholly ab-

“sorbed by one tyrannical sentiment, and



41

’

all the subtlety of Itis nature was cm-,
ployed in restraining the impetuous 4nd
prematurc expression of his intense ad-
‘niratidn. The book was closed, and the
pent up applause now burst its fetters,
.cach expréssing their delight in the cha-
"racteristic language of the individual.

The Baron'ss sate with downcast eyes,
receiving the universal homage.

« Ifor my part,” said the Empress to
Wolfstein, « 1 recommend you, Chevalier,
to let no vgicg destroy the impression
the Baroness has left upon our hearts of
your hymns—no other music can do
them justice.” .

«“ Mo, madam,” said l}, with undis-
guised emgqtion, “ my own impulse is but
scconded by your Majesty”s suggestion ;
-—no other voice shall ever sing them !”

¢ Baroness,” said the Empress, < wc
must prevail on you to indulge us
once again ; the Emperor must hear
those hymns, and we will meet here to-
morrow évening?” -

* ¢ Chevalier, look at this passage,”” said
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ouisa, I am not sure that I gave it
the-true expression. Did I not sing: it
somewhat too slow ?”’

Smetharing in his own breast ‘the joy
which this little token of encouragement
gave him, he approached, and bent over
the book. ' ‘

¢¢ Perfection,” murmured/ne “must be
lost on him who could find a fault in your
delivery of that passage. You see, ma-
dam, Professor Krantz was doubtful of
the precise expression, andvhas left it ad
libitum, but from henceforth there rcmains
no doubt.”

His subdued: air and faltering voice
were skilfully employed; Louisa found
her firmness giving way,—she turned
over the leaves of the book till she paused
at a duet ;—Is this equal to the rest,
Sir Warbeck ?** asked she.

I believe, madam, Professer Krantz
calls it the pride of the collection.”

“ Then we will try it, if you please,
to-morrow evening.”’

These few words were uttered in a
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]ll.l.l‘l‘ied voice, and without looking up,
— Madam,—pardon me,—I am not sote
I understand you.”

T «Wé will sing this duet together,
Wolfstein.”

Anud rising, she approached her Ma-
“jesty with § petition that the sacred
melodies mig¥_be entrusted.to her care
till the following evening, as she wished
to practisc them, in order that they'might
have every advantage in her power to
give them omthg morrow’s performance :
the request was promptly accorded, and
the Empress whispered,

“You are all I wish, Baroness ;. your
conddet this morning is nd' less honour.
able to your sense and feeling than to
your talents—I would have'no coquettes
about me.”’

Louisa blushed and sighed ; she felt
but too powerfully the intimate cor-
respondence whjch subsisted between the
well-meant suggestions of her imperial
mistress “and htr own weaknessy fo,
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while she found herself yielding to the
latrer, and creeping at every step closer
to the brink of the precipice, her internal
misgivings were not silent, and the secret
voice was there with its incessant warning.
Beware of Wolfstein. Her affection for
this fearful being, or else, the fatality
which she believed persecsited her on his
behalf, had now, as she expected it sooner
or later would, gained the advantagc
over the tautious and practised coldncss
in which she had intrenched herself; she
could not reflect without doubting, and
therefore, arrived at this crisis, she re-
solved not to tbink at all.

« It is plain,” said she to herself,"* that
whether happiness or unhappinéss awaits
me from Wolfstein’s hand, I must rcceive
the cup.”

When the royal circle dispersed, the
Chevalier, with the same modesty of de-
meanour which had hitherto pleaded his
cause so eloquently, offcred to take her
Hand ‘with well-dissembled fear that even
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yti it might be repulsed; but she per-
mitted him to lead her to her equipggé;
and, as he did not mean to confine ﬁ-
~self toethis tedious pantomime longer
than necessary, he hazarded a slight pres-
_sure‘of ber hand as he placed her in her
sarriage, anq no apparent resentment was
awzkened by the presumption.

Louisa spent many hours in singing
over and over the hymns and anthems
of Wolfstein, an exercise admirably cal-
culated to drgwn the intruding thoughts
which persisted to harass her.  While she
was thus employed, her venerable Con-
fessor entered, and, being 2 warm amateur
of sacfed music, expresseh‘his delight at
this unequalled collection. It was long
since he had heard the namerof the author
pronounced by her lips, and when in
reply to his question she said, “The
words are by the Chevalier Wolfstein—
the music by .Professor Krantz ;>’ he
started and crossed himself. |

« WolfStein !”’s he exclaimed, ‘“Holy

199

Mother, what sacrilegious mockery !
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For, though hiz pure mind was un-
“Builed by the perusal of any of the works
of this distinguished infidel, yet his brother
ecclesiasfics had made him acquainted
with their tenor, and he was accustomed
to hear them, by those with whom he
associated, reprobated and denounced.

“ How, father,” said Lpuisa, ¢ surely
it is not the gentle, pious I'elix, who so
glaringly deviates from his constant max-
ims and gencral practice, as to condemn
a fellow-mortal to hopeless reprobation.
Wolfstein has seen and mourned over his
errors, father, and these hymns are the
first fruits of lns blessed change.” She
selected one (,.stmnrmshed by its affecting
pathos : ¢ Read this, and afterwards doubt
if you can! Can the energy of those ex-
pressions come from a feigning spirit ?”’

“ In truth, my child,” said the good
man, evading her question, “if it be feign-
ing, the serpent which deluded our first
parents, and has since betrayed many of
their- short-sighted race, hath a« part in
him,”
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"'« Methinks, fathery” observed Louisa,
impatiently, “your belief is less gasy
than it is wont to be, and your charity
Yess spdbntaneous.—Little should I have
expected from you this harsh and re-
_pulsive treatment of the returning pro-
#digal.”

““The Virgin forbid, my child, that I
should diminish in mercy and charity, as
the hour advances when I must need
them for myself; but, recolleet, that it
was this man, who first taught me to fear
disscmblers.”

« Well, father, I have not forgotten
the past, nor have I rashly, or without
examfnation, lent my béﬁ'ef to his con-
version, While all others concurred to
assist and encourage his happy reforma-
tion, I alone stood aloof, and with chill-
ing forbiddance held him at a distance,
even to the displeasure of our gracious
Empress.”

¢ Haply, my'child,” said Felix, calmly,
¢ her im{jerial Majesty knew not the cit-
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cumstances which rendered it zmpobszble
})?‘vou to depart from your reserver to
that man.” .

¢ Ob, gertainly,” echoed the Bzironesa:,s
¢“it ws impossible : but, as for nourishing
implacable resentment, were"I inclined
to it, you have taught me it is a crime.”

“ My child,” exclaimeg Felix, with
mournful tenderness, *take carc of thy-
sclfi. It is not incompatible with any
gospel precept for the lamb to mistrust
the wolf.” .

“You are prejudiced, dear father ;
tarry with me, and I will try,” said she,
smiling, ‘“to mollify your spirit—you
have certainly”bcen poring over séme of
the most crabbed of the fathers, and
imbibing their gloomy severities ;—you
have been amusing yourself with studying
anathemas, interdicts, and excommunica-
tions? Is it not so?” And with the
pleading, coaxing playfulpess of one who
dare not trust her cause td argument, she
dfew his chair beside her, and rélying on
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tbe" prevalent effect ¢f harmony on the
feelings of the good man, she soon wrppt
his senses in that enthusiastic delight
with which she knew the subject and
the music would certainly inspire him.
“Well,” said he, with a deep sigh, as
“she eny d, §°I trust it és real. He is
“the first convert whose sincere adoption
of virtue I havé ever presumed to doubt.
The Virgin grant him truth and faith,
and forgive my fhailure in charityd’”” And
he devoutly kissed the Agnus which
hung upon his Bosom. Indeed he had
little skill to defend himself against ap-
pearances, and it was only his vigilant
anxietys for the happiness of+his beloved
charge that supplied him with tact suf-
ficient to pause for an instant on the
reality of the Chevalier’s vocation.

VOL, III. D
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CHAPTER III.

“Why, I can smile, and murder wil,! smile ;-
And cry, content, to that which g ieves my heart:
And wet my cheeks with artificial tears, )
And frame my face to all occasions.

I can add colours to the cameleon ;

Change shapes with Proteus, for advantages,

And set the murd’rous Machiavel to school.”

Tue following evening, the same circle
re-assembled in the apartments of the
Empress, with the addition of his Imperial
Majesty. Princess Stolberg, who deemed
herself somewhat more secure when she
learned how the attention of her per-
secutor was likely to be monopolized,
ventured to join the assembly, and was in
close waiting on her royal mistress, from
whose side she was immoveable, in the
hope of Qeing protecte:| from any repeti-
tion of insult. Nevertl eless vi:e malice of
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Wolfstein was of tao subtle and per-,
vading a quality to be easily eludegs—
immediately on offering his duteous sa-
1utations to his Sovereigns, he gurned to
her, and, with the softness of accent he
so welllaew how to assume, inquired
.after her heplth, and added, « Have you
considered my advice, Princess ?”’

« [How, Chevaher, said Ferdinand,
¢ do you number medicine amongst your
various gifts ?* "’ .

‘ May it please your Majesty, I pre-
scribe sometimes for the fairer moiety of
the creation, who take counsel with more
docility than ours. My sweet friend has
every °claim on my gratitide—she was
the first to hail the return of one who had
too long wandered—ske was my sponsor,
and by Ler intercession I won my way to
the feet of my gracious mistress. I can
never forget,” said he, with a look which
no one, save tle Princess, could inter-
pret, “ who wids the first to lend her
gentle crm o Wolfstein’s sincerity.'d

. D2
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Provoked by his barbarous mockery of
hed nfortunate credulity, she remained
silent ; words of retort or resentment she
dared not hazard, and others she would
not deign to address to him. Louisa of
Marchfeldt was somewhat surpiin-:d, and
not altogether pleased, by the close and
exclusive attention the Chevalier was
paying to one whose wit and beauty had
long constituted her the reigning belle of
the court circle. She observed that his
eye was riveted to her countenance, which
underwent a succession of changes, with
a strong but indefinable expression ; she
recollected that Wolfstein had the pre-
ceding day compelled her, with “gentle
force, to attempt his anthems; and she
began now to account, by a thousand
strained conjectures,forthe uncontrollable
agitation which disabled her from con-
tinuing the song, and obliged her to quit
the assembly; nor had rhe forgotten the
words uttered long ago "w.Vindau, “To
lwhom did he dedicate ‘his verses? For
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whorp did he bring *honey from Mount
Hymettus, if not for you, Princess 3"
Wolfstein was not blind to the cautious,
“stolen °glance, which from tim& to time
reconnoitred his position; and, while he
gratifieh “Nis innate malignity on one
victim, he rijoiced in the conviction that
he was at the same moment more in-
extricably entangling another in his net.
He had, on the,entrance of the Baroness,
addressed to her a graceful, yet diffident
bow, as if heshad not confidence to pre-
sume on the intercourse of yesterday ;
and, bhaving so done, returned to his
conversation with the Pringess, in which
the Empress occasionally mingled, and
never, o appearance, cast a second glance
towards her: but the Chevalier was bet-
ter furnished both with eyes and ears
than other men, and few things past near
him which could escape his observation.
At length, the Empress reminded him of
the purpoggsri.Ah had assembled them,‘
and, looking with an air of regret, which
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he took care should be conspicuovs, on
Matme de Stolberg, he said, :

“ I must leave you, and even the gra-
tification’ of a poet’s vanity hardly repays
me for the sacrifice.”

% No,” said the Princessf iff‘a sup-
pressed tone, ¢ because your vanity, over-
weening as it is, is secondary to your
malice.” ‘

He took up the lute, and approaching
the Baroness of Marchfeldt, <« Her Ma-
jesty, Madam,” said he, * has commanded
me to request a repetition of your good-
ness of yesterday.”

¢ Nay, Chevalier,”’ said the Baroness,
“ you know I acted but as the substitute
for Madame de Stolberg ;—I am willing
to aid, but should be sorry to usurp.”

¢ Ab, ha! the poison works!” thought
he: “But the Princess is indisposed, or she
lacks skill, or she lacks kindness ; for yes-
terday her consent w-s only won by
much importunity, aul/”;‘ ~yin witnessed

‘the result of the essay. She is well aware
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of the consolation which followed her
retreat, and would not, I conceive, be
easily tempted to provoke a comparison ;
*besides, I cannot break my wow,—no
voice, save one, shall ever give breath to
these ‘,;ke.”

The performance was now repeated
with undiminished excellence, and was
followed by ‘tnqualified applause; still
Louisa made no allusion to the duet,
and Wolfstein Waited with all the patience
he could summon, in the hope of obliging
her to be the first to propose it. But
when she requested him to return her
lute into its case, he began to fear lest
caprice or reflection mi ght withhold from
him the luxury whose anticipation had
kept his eyes waking, and of which, at
all hazards, he resolved not to be de-
prived, the exquisite enjoyment of once
more mingling his voice in the same
strain with that of Louisa of Marchfeldt.

“ Pardon md, madam,” said he, “ you
are not wSHE t break your promises—-rt
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least,” reddening as he spoke, “not with-
outwgn absolving cause; and the last words
you uttered yesterday, in my hearing,
were, ¢ Wolfstein, we will sing this to~
gether.””

He threw so much tendernenz-intp the
tone with which he repeated ‘her words,
that she blushed at the implication, and
wondered and doubted if she had indeed
so spoken them. Well might he be perfect
both in the phrase and accent; for, since
his ear had first received them, he had
gratified himself a thousand times over
with the repetition.

The Baroness,made no further attempt
to evade the duet; and, although her
heart and soul were nearly absorbed in
the thought that she was once more
mingling her tones with those of Wolf-
stein, that once more their eyes were
tracing the same line, and that the icy
band in which her affections had been
confined was dissolving, Pl""‘“"}-? never to
fn’ee&e again, she could not forbear send-
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ing aJook of anxious&nquiry towards the
spot where Princess Stolberg stood gt the
glbow of her Sovereign, and was forcibly
‘struck With the aspect of indignation with
which that lady regarded the Chevalier,
and. Wputitt\g could differ more widely
from the genuine reading of the text than
herinterpretatjon. She was convinced that
the Princess loved Wolfstein, and that
her countenancg was the index to a heart
stung with jealousy, while in fact it did
but speak the just aversion with which
that lady beheld a hypocrite profaning,
with his double-tongue, the praises of his
Creator, and throwing iato his practised
features all the illumination of a soul
kingd'ed by religious feeling. The whole
assembly, meanwhile, was too deeply
absorbed by the thrilling strains which
enwrapped their senses to detect the
sentiment, and the only one who per-
ceived the eﬂ'eit misconstrued the cause.
When thg 4=t roncluded, the performers
were each incapable of replying to thk
' D5
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buzz of admiration ihat murmured around
them. Even Wolfstein had lost his usual
command of mind, and scarcely knew in
what présence he stood. Love and his
enchantments, at that moment, ruled him
wholly : he was conscious, t55;*¢t~¢ his
feelings were partaken; and, bending
over the book, he whispered,—* Louisa,
is it not swecet to sing together r>—She
did not, even by a look, reply; but the
effervescence of his spirits could not be
restrained, and again he“whispered,—
¢ Louisa, shall we not always sing to-
gether >—Promise me ;—never sing with
any man but Wolfstcin 1"’

« Chevalier,” said she, with a serious
and somewhat ambiguous air, ¢ what
are you talking of? Rcmember where
you are, and replace my lute in its case,
if you please.”

He obeyed in some confusion, uot
knowing exactly what to make of her,
and, having performed W.r"c2mmand, he
#eturnéd to her side, and found her still
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turniag the leaves of t‘ne book of anthems :
“ Have you yet, madam, detected any pl':\-
.giarisms?” She smiled; ¢ Yes, Sir War-
beck, a very flagrant one.”

4¢ 1 cannot deny it, and throw myself
one*'t meycy of the fair minstrel whose
sweets I have borrowed. Do you re-
member,” said, he, faltering as he trod
the dangerous ground,—“ do you re-
member with what rapture I listened as
you recited to me the beautiful para-
phrase from*wlrich this passage is plun-
dered? It was on a mild, mournful,
autumnal evening, as we wandered to-
gether on the banks of the Raab |—
That evening, it was a happy one! Alas!
many an evil one has succeeded it—
some of storms and tumults, some of
dreariness and desolation. Do you re-
member the sprig of myrtle of which
you permitted me that evening to rob
your bouquet 2 It is still in existence,—
it refuseghiv-grow,—but I preserved it as
the memento of days never to be -
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gotten, and as an' emblem of perished
hopes ; for, it is dried up, withered, and
discoloured.” ‘

¢t Forbear, Sir Warbeck ! Is it for your
advantage that you call up such images?
I would forget those days. M/ rele¥ tion
in reserve towards you, which accident
solely has occasioned, has:led you per-
haps into a suspicion that I had forgotten
them, and you are disinterestedly averse
to my los'ing the profit of my experience ;
for other motive you can have none, I
presume, in recalling certain associations
to my mind.”

He was discoricerted, and would have
given vent to his resentment, but dared
not ; for he dreaded to protract his period
of tedious probation by any premature
sally.

I know not,”’ said he, humbly, ¢ how
I have been betrayed into the commis-
sion of this offence—we pere speaking
of the paraphrase. MayrX wanture to
oBserve that your enchanting lines, which
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have hung like a 'spell upon my mind,
first awakened my ambition to ary my
success in a similar attempf, and my
imagination was so imbued by them,
that it could not, as you see, divest itself of
tk..‘mpréysion—hence the theft whichyou
so easily detected. Perhaps,” added he,
‘¢ the frequent recurrence of my.thoughts
to that anthem produced within me
something better than poetical inspiration.
Perhaps, lady, the same being was de-
stined to break my heart, and preserve
my soul.””

Louisa was affected. ¢ Oh!” thought
she,, that I might be ‘the instrument of
happiness to both!”

He had sounded the right key, and had
penetration enough to discover as much.
“ Do you perceive, madam,” said he,
¢ that I have ventured to deviate some-
what from your idea ? We differ, I think,
on the construction of the passage, as it
stands j:rthe sacred volume; but ypu
have meditated much on these subjects.,
Had I not so miserably forfeited your:
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indulgence, I might now have been your
pupil inthe loftiest of all sciences, and you
might be my guide and directress in that
path from which I have so widely wan-
dered,—the path of peace.—Perhaps you
would not even yet refuse to ¢xplait=%0
me the right signification of that sen-
tence, which my ignorance f the subject
has led me to construe erroneously.”

The Baroness was not 'insensible to
this delicate flattery, though she answered
with a smile, * -

“ Upon my word, Chevalier, you have
a curious idea of the Dbcst method of
studying divinity. Have your metaphy-
sics been acquired in a similar way? I
fancy not ; but, in truth, Chevalier, you
must not look to the lips of a young lady
for your instruction in these solemn mat-
ters. Search the commentaries of the
fathers, who are likely to supply you with
a surer clue to these mystcries.”

Wolfstein could hardly forb®x: a smile
at the notion, how little Thomas Aquinas
‘was calculated to assist him in his real
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pussuits, but, resolved not to be foiled;
=« Well, Baroness,” said he, ¥ if you
will not have compassion gn my ig-
norance, at least permit him who taught
you to teach mc—the holy Felix. That
g>d old man will reprove me gently,
and, instead of using goad or spur, will
lead me mildly forward ; just such a guide
I want.”

The Barontess had long begh awase of
his uncharitable and prejudiced opinion
of the majority of spiritual pastors, and
was not therefore surpriced at his par-
ticular clection of Father Felix, the simpli-
cityand purity of whose'life formed a beau-
tiful comment on the doctrine he taught.

¢ But,” said she, “what will your
friend, Father Joseph, who has the credit
of your conversion, say to your seeking
another guide ?”

“ My conversion was the work of an
angcl, and not of a capuchin. If I wished
for a cpmamentary on Machiavel, I wo;ld
apply to my reverend friend. Politics
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" are, too much mingléd with his dogmas
to suit my purpose. The secular pccupd.
tions of Fellx, as I have contemplated
them, reahze my notions of prlmmve
purity ; and, when I have watched him
training and binding up the flowegy-in
your parterre, feeding your birds, or
rocking the cradles of the village infants,
I have been led to suspect that innocence
might. find harbour under a friar’s cowl.
If such a man deceives me, I have at
least the consolation of knewing it is
because he is himself deceived, and that
I am not the victim of deliberate du-
plicity.”

“ In the hope, Chevalier, that Father
Felix will teach you better thoughts of
his venerable fraternity, I will make him
acquainted with your wish; and, if the
strayed sheep is not secured to the fold,
I will engage, at least, that he is not lost
for want of a faithful shepherd.”

(When Louisa was once more at home,
slfe lost no time in seeking her confessor,



and imparting the offfce to which she had
pledged him. She related the convergatioh
Wolfstein had held with her on his pe.
‘culiar qualifications for it. She !uspected
that even the meekest bosom may have
some inlet for the insinuations of vanity,
and she wished, if possible, to lull to sleep,
if she could not destroy, his doubts of the
new proselyte’s sincerity., But vanity,
which dwells with all, dwelt not with him;
or if he was vain, it was of his possession:(’)T
a superior mathed of pruning vines, and
his singular success in the inoculation of
village children, on five hundred of whom
he had in the course of hisnortal pilgrim-
age h3ppily performed the operation—
a token of the favour of Providence on
which he loved to descant as well as ever
client loved to boast the countenance of
an earthly patron, while the horror he
entertained of being beset by the demon
spiritual pride, made him repress with
unfeigned aversion all encomitams on hi
sanctity. ¢ My child,” replied he meekly;
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“ what I know I wilfimpart freely, and de-
sire no g greater blessing than to be elected
the instrument of this youth’s confirm-
ation m‘vxrtue, but he has been a fla-
grant setter at nought of all holy ordi-
nances and precepts, and a scvere and
exemplary penance, patiently complied
with, should be one of the first fruits of
his repentance.’ '

" The new convert was the sole occupant
"ot Fouisa? sthoughts: her Bible was studied
with renewed zeal, assisted. by the com-
mentaries of the most celebrated and or-
thodox doctors of the Church, from whom
she betook herself to cxtracting diligently
such passages as suited her purpdse, ab-
breviating their endless sentences, and
bending and softening the crabbed style
into the harmony of her own periods—
for she was decply versed in the abstruse
learning of the times, having shared her
brother’s studies, with a capacity far more
fitted for their reception than her fcliow-

“student; and as she now earnebtly pored

-
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oversthese dry volumes she blessed the
ediicatiop which had enabled her,to go
. through her task, not only with  pase, but
ardour.

The day following the one on which
Wolfitein’s petition wasmade and granted,
Just as the Friar was about to go forth in
search of him,, he made his appearance
at the Ilotel Marchfeldt, and was con-
ducted to the voratory of the holx. wap.
Trusting to the simplicity of his con-
fessor, he began the conference by pour-
ing in his ears, with a grimace of contri.
tion which he would not have hazarded in
the presence of a more*acute examiner,
such a strange rhodomontade of faults
and follies as perfectly confounded his
pious auditor, who had never in the whole
experience of his office heard any thing
similar. Many of the errors he recapitu-
lated were of so whimsical and fantastical
a rature, that Felix began to doubt the
souudngss of his convert’s brhin.—Wh¢n
he had with much patience listened %o



the conclusion of this perplexing detail,

he gently hinted the expediency of cer
tain acts of mortification, such as strict
fasting, or temporary retirement’ within
the walls of one of the most rigorous and
self-renouncing orders. Then Wolfstein,
to the infinite edification of the confessor,
opened the bosom of his vest, and ex-
hibited a cilique of the very coarsest tex-
ture, tightly fastened round his body with
rough iron hooks, whose blunt points could
not fail severely to bruise and lacerate the
flesh, at the same time declaring himself
the passive subject of whatever inflictions
the holy Felix might deem advantageous
to his eternal welfare. The sight of the
hair-cloth, and the sound of this humble
concession, had a most mollifying effect
on the gentle spirit whereon they were
practised.  Felix, who had a great aver-
sion to the contemplation of suffering,
with his own hand loosened the hooks
which pressed so barbarously on his pe-
nitent’s bosom. However, he was from
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éxperience induced to keep a check on
the. mdulgence and suavity of his own
nature, féaring lest by too much fenity
‘he might injure the eternal holfes of his
pupil, for the sake of sparing him a few
days endurance.

“ My son,” said he, * I commend your
conduct—I slacken your habit of peni-
tence a little, lest the hook might cause a
dangerous wound on your bosom, and I
might have as "much trouble wiih" Your
body as your soul; but I advise your en-
trance for one month into a Carthusian
monastery which I will select for you, and
enjoin that during your residence therein
you stfictly and undeviatingly observe its
rule.”

« Father,” replied Wolfstein, ¢ my
venerable friend, Father Joseph of the
Capuchins, with whom I have held much
discourse, has already suggested to me
the expediency of such retirement, and
has named me to the superior of the
convent -bf Brothers Penitents, undel;
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whose charge he proposed placing me
for the precise term you have named,
but B would prefer being guided by your
directioh.” .

¢ By no means, my son. You will be
well placed with the Brothers Penitents :
—I kgow not the superior, but he is no
doubt worthy of his important charge.”

Nothing, in short, couid proceed more
happily, or more amicably, than this
“fset~incl decisive conférence between
Felix and Wolfstein, wherein the wolf
succeeded completely in i)eguiling the
shepherd. 'When verbal communications
and admonitions were cxhausted, the
Friar produce(i certain ponderoys and
formidable tomes, wherefrom he com-
menced a leeture which, had his convert
confessed all that was in his heart, he
would have pronounced most insufferably
fatiguing, and a very appropriate exor-
dium to a scene of penance. While he
sat smarting in bis hair-cloth, and bear-
ing as well as he could the tediousness
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of Saint Chrysostom, &c. alministered
to him through the organs of Felix, the
Baroness; who really was ignora:f that
*this insercsting interview had Peen thus
long protracted, entered the oratory,
with,

¢ Well, father, what hopes do you en-
tertain of”’—and seeing Wolfstein, was
about to withdraw abruptly, when the
lecturer, with a benign smile, cried,
« Stay, my daughter :—it will ot “iart"
you to listen to precepts which cannot
be too diligentl y.studied, nor too urgently
enforced.”

Wolfstein rosc from his stool and pre-
sentedvit to the Baroness, and, as the ora-
tory did not abound in furniture, remained
standing till the conclusion' of the lec-
ture. When it was over, Louisa apologized
for an intrusion which appeared to her
so indecorous. One of her érrands to the
cell was to consult the Friar respecting
the extracts she had been employed on
for the use of Wolfstein; and he, accusI\
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tdmed to perform the part of critic to hts
beloved pupil, guessed her design, and
took tuem from her hand. ¢

“ Yémé intention, my child,” said he,‘
glancing over the first essay, that met his
eye, « is laindable, and I doubt not well
executed : I know not whether this easy
pleasant method of arriving at important
truths be calculated to imipress them on
the memory, but your pious labours shall

1ot be Tost, my child.

“ Here, my son,” and he presented
them to Wolfstein, * study these when
your leisure serves not for more extended
labours ;—they, will not prove a painful
exercise, and will serve you ag relaxation
during your abode with the Brothers
Penitents.”

The Baroness cast an inquiring glance
at the convert, marvelling if she heard
correctly, and that this wilful, head-
strong being had really consented to par-
take the humiliations arid macerations of
_this most 'austere and inflexikle order.
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The bgnign and thankful aspeet of Felix
answered all the mute questions shg ad-
dressed to it satisfactorily. Wolfstfin was
taciturn; and looked sorrowful ; his cheek
underwent such changes of colour, and
there was so much anguish in his eyes,
as, finished actor as he was, he could
scarcely have assumed ; and the Baroness,
who was not in the secret of the hair
shirt, attributed the visible uneasiness_to.
compunction for his many faults, and
shame at this-first confession of them.
She endeavoured therefore in vain to re-
vive and encourage his evidently fainting
spirits ; but even her enchanting voice
and healing smile were unsuccessful.
Having left a most favourable jmpression
on those whom it was his object to deceive,
he joyfully escaped, cursing internally his
uneasy garment, for he was endued with
small physical fortitude, although the
ample and various resources of his mind
enabled him to conceal the deficiency.
He arrived 3t his own hotel in little better
' VoL. IIL E
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temper than Hercules when he felt the
fatal gift of Deianira clinging arounérhim,
but, .Bippier than the demi-god, he di-
vested himself, without a moment’s delay,
of the cause of his torment, which he
trampled furiously beneath his feet, and
then betook himself to anointing the lace-
rations inflicted on his body by the iron
clasps. This he swore should be the sole
corporeal penance whick his speculations
should cost him; at the same time ex-
hausting himself in exeorations on the
ideotic fanaticism of Father Felix, nor
did the fascinating cause of this voluntary
smart escape her share of malediction.
On the evening of that day, the con-
fessor,who began to take a restless interest
in his convert, sought him at his home;
being the bearer of a small golden cru-
cifix, exquisitely wrought, from the Ba-
roness, accompanied by a gift from him-
self of a rosary of agate beads, of which
¢ hesexpected incessant use would be made
when his convert should be’established
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a;nong the Brother Penitents; not for-
gettitzg a small vial containing a liquid,
meet for the soothing and healing/of<uch
‘wounds as the patient might produce by
his self-chastisement ; for he did not ques-
.tion, that besides the cilique and its hooks
being worn habitually, till the penance
was finished, that a few lashes from a
knotted cord would be occasionally re-
sorted to by the penitent, as a stimulant
to his contrition. Nothing could be more
consolatory or affectionate than the ad-
monitions of the good Father; who did
not in the least deem it necessary, in the
present exigency, to enjoih practices of
rigour and mortification,—so impressed
was he with the idea that his beloved
convert was inclined rather to exceed
than fall short of his wishes on the sub_
ject ; and, after a conference, which Wolf.
stein was delighted to see draw to its close,
he took leave of him, pouring on his head
a torrent of prayers and benedictions,

No one*who has a peep behind the
E2
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mask can suppose that Wolfstein har.
boured the slightest thought of a visit to
the_,';}ms fraternity whither Felix be-
lieved him bent. He knew that the su.
perior, though enveloped in the cloak of
sanctity, was a crafty, ambitious, covet-
ous man; he had been the trusty agent
of many a manceuvre of Father Joseph’s,
and, with two such admirable coadjutors,
~nothing could be easier than to evade
the lulled penetration of the simple,
credulous Felix. It might seem, that a
whole montl’s exile at the present period
from the sunshine of the Lady of March.
feldt’s smiles  Wwould, in itself be an insup-
portable penance to so impetuou§ a lover
as Wolfstein ; but this very impetuosity
he so well appreciated, and so grestly
dreaded, that even had it not proved He-
cessary to the furtherance of his schemes,
he would have invented some motive for
a temporary disappearance from court,
His temper was furious, and by no means
at all fimes within the curb of his own
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will: during his residence at Marchfeldt,
the presence of Louisa had repeatedly
proved insufficient to restrain his mtem-
‘perate dnd brutal sallies ;—the deceptxon
it now behoved him to practise required
.the utmost stretch of his patience and
address, and he rejoiced to escape for
a while where he might breathe freely,
without the incumbrance of his irksome
vizor.
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CHAPTER IV.

¢« Do not believe his vows, for they are brokers ;
Not of that dye which their investments show.”
Hamlet.

TuEe ostensible cause of Wolfstein’s
retirement was soon murmured amongst
‘the court circle, some of whose members
were inexpressibly edified. thereby ; and
Father Joseph, who enjoyed the credit
of having worked this miracle, was con-
sidered by them as a fit object for canon-
isation. In the number of the crtdulous
and confiding were both the Erdenheims,
from their habit of believing, without ex-
amination, whatever was believed by the
Imperial pair whom they so faithfully
served. Westermann gave it credence
from an inuate disposition to faith, hope,
and charity : Madame de Rosebeck, be-
cause she declared it was the raost inter-
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esting thing imaginable to contemplate
the dawmngs of sanctity ; and that, were
1t usual for female penitents. to do - pe-

nance m a convent of monks, she would,
for the sake of making her observations
_on the spot, seize that opportunity to pay
avisit of mortification to the Friars .Peni-
tents ; more especially as it was long since
she had found time for any similar ex-
ercise, and,

“ You know,” said she, ¢ one rea.lly
accumulates, without thinking of it, such
a host of peccadilloes, one’s bosom gets
as full of cobwebs as a philosopher’s apart-
ment.”’ . .

Prinvess Stolberg, and Ulrica of Lindauw,
were probably the only females at court
who were not deceived: the one he
had scarcely attempted to impose on,
satisfied that he had in his hands the
means to ensure her silence; the other
had calmly watched him and his changes,
and, comparing her own observations
with those wafted around her from so
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theme, she was internally persuaded that
the mMterials for composing a genulne
saifit were not in Wolfstein. The men,

except those who were habitually devout,
or those candid characters who had for .
ever renounced the practice of doubting of
any matter, however difficult to swallow,
not only questioned the miracle, but
shrugged their shoulders, and laughed
openly at the facility of those who had
more faith, Baron Resebeck of course
was amongst the loudest laughers; and
his risibility was the more heartily in-
dulged as he reflected, that Casimir of
Vallenstein having joined a troop of ban.
ditti, the Margrave of Lindau being em-
ployed in facing the cannon of Gustavus,
and Wolfstein seeking his amusement
among the Brothers Penitents, in short,
all the admired youth, who had crossed
him in his vanities and eclipsed him with
jthe courtly fair, being dispersed by va-
. rious motives in various directions, had
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‘left the field of gallantry open to him,
witH scarcely & competitor.

The Empress found but little “ifficulty
in wipning from the lips of the Baconess
a confession of the softened state of her
feelings towards Wolfstein, and even an
avowal, that should his attachment re-
main unaltered, she would not discourage
the expression of it, since the ground of
her reluctance existed no longer. In fine,
it was not denied, that shelooked forward
as the certain climax of her fate to a
union with him.— She was persuaded, that
not a single doubt respecting him ought
yet to survive, and wondered what strange
and indescribable pang it was, and whence
born, which would ever and anon shoot
through her heart, whenever she allowed
herself a glance to the future.

Spring was now far advanced ; and the
period arrived when the Imperial family
and the nobles of the household usually
prepared for a removal to the delightful

summer Jesidence at Lintz. But the un-
ES
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settled, precarious state of the country,
overrun, not only by regular troops, but
by armed bands of marauders, scattered
througliout Germany in formidable num-
bers, made it a matter of prudence to
relinquish for this year so long a journey;
although the Duke of Friedland had written
to encourage the Emperor to the under-
taking, and offered to send a sufficient
detachment to serve as an escort, in ad-
dition to his Majesty’s guards.—This pro-
posal was graciously declined, and it has
been rumoured, that Ferdinand had se-
cretly received intimation, that a subtle,
and almost infallible combination of
schemes was laid for the surprisal of his
person;theintelligence beingaccompanied
by the most pathetic and solemn entreaty
from his unknown monitor, not for this
year to hazard the journey to Lintz.
However this may be, it is certain that the
usual #rajet had been in contemplation,

but that all preparations were suddenly
drrested.
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- Wolfstein’s month of penance was ex-
plrea and on his return to Vienna,' it
was the universal remark, that apeculiar
blessing must have hovered ovérs him,
since, in despite of severities scarcely
inferior to the voluntary and self-inflicted
martyrdoms of elder days, in defiance of
rigorous fasts, broken only by pulse, black
bread, and water, in spite of hair-cloth
and hooks, of vigils and weepings, astrict
account of which was registered on the
records of the convent, and copied as a
certificate for his own private use, he was
neither lean nor care-worn, his cheek had
not wasted with abstinence, nor were his
eyesodimmed by such torrents of tears,
nor such persevering watchfulness. In
short, both his health and his beauty
seemed repaired and brightened by his
retirement. He was now welcomed by the
Baroness with undisguised favour, and as
he had washed his character pure from the
stains of infidelity and libertinism, he
deemed,jt no longer necessary, as during
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him those externals of sanctity, which were
inconveiient and cumbrous: sifce from
this time forth he had established, with
all sorts and conditions, his reputation as
a very exemplary youth, and all that now
appeared requisite to his ultimate success
was to persevere a little longer in denying
himself those sallies in which it had been
his nature and his pride to indulge. He
had promised and vowed te himself, that
his probation should end, here, and that
he would brook no farther delay in re.
ceiving the reward, for which he had sub-
mitted to so irksome a task, or, to speak
his own language, to which the whims
of a woman had compelled him. At his
second interview with Louisa after his
return from the convent, he urged his suit
so successfully, that the prize which had
formerly so suddenly slipt from his+grasp
was now again within his reach. The sister
of Wilhelm answered his ardent declara-
tion by yielding her hand to his, saying,
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* « It is yours, Wolfstein.”

Aﬂ:.e_r having exhausted his store of

rapturous‘eloquence, his spirits seddenly

~drooped, and a mournful expressioni took
place of the transport, which had a mo.
ment before illumined his features.

¢ What uneasy thought intrudes itself
on our happiness, Wolfstein—Tell me?"

¢ Once before,” said he, smiting his
forehead, ¢ once before, the same ecstacy
filled my heart, the cup was at my lip,
when a sudden blow struck it from my
hand, and the transition from bliss to
misery was instantaneous—once again
the same vicissitude may happen !”

« Impossible! There is now nothing
to fear, because there is nothing to dis-
cover.” '

““ You, Louisa, may be tranquil, it is
your nature—but for\me, remembrance
hoots in my ear like a night bird,—I
cannot silence it! No, my Louyjisa, till that
knot is tied, which no hand may dissever,
my hours will be hours of restlessness |
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Do you not love, your Warbeck well
¢nough to abridge this term of cruél sus.
pense % '

¢¢ What a wayward, unreasonable ani-
mal is man!” exclaimed the Baroness: < I
had flattered myself, that the words I have
just uttered would make you happy, and’
for a short moment they did so; but the
cloudisreturned already ! Well, Wolfstein,
all my future life is yours ;—once resolved,
I will not cavil for a few hours or days.
Obtain a private audience of her Imperial
Majesty,—ask her gracious approbation
of our union,—and then, be it as you
will.” ..

The consent of the Empress wasselicited
as a mere form, and most freely grant-
ed: the Chevalier then imparted to her
Majesty the anxious presentiments which
tormented him, and which had impelled
him to wrest from the Lady of Marchfeldt
an acquiescence in their almost immediate
‘uniou. The Empress laughed.

 You are an artful wretch, Wolfstein,”
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she said ; * your presentiments are a mere
mancetvre,—I am sure of it.” .

‘It was npt necessary to his purpose to
combat this accusation. Therefore,-after
having settled that the nuptials should be'
celebrated withinthe week in the cathedral
church, in the presence of the Imperial
pair, he hastened to disclose the arrange-
ment at the Erdenheim Palace, and pay
his duty to the uncle and aunt of his bride
elect; likewise fo agree with the former
concerningcertainlegal transactionswhich
were indispensable preliminaries.

When the Empress, with infinite satis-
faction, related to Princess Stolberg the
union about to take placej™she started in
humane concern for the untoward destiny
of a woman, whom, though sheloved not,
having considered her from the first hour
of her appearance at court in the light of
a rival, she could not behold led to the
sacrifice without a deep and heartfelt sen-
timent of compassion. The Empress did
not notice the little sympathy ‘her lady of
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late she had been accustomed to gee her
ever grave and thoughtful; but Princess
Stolberg was haunted by the mos} sinister_
forebodings respecting the fate of the
Baroness. Theidea pursued her incessant.
ly, that she, who was privy to the late
deceptions of Wolfstein, would, if she
forbore to warn his hapless victim in time
to avert her menaced lot, be an accessary
in her destruction, Still she darednotstand
openly forward and unmask the villain,
for, besides her horror ‘of his vengeance,
she knew his inexhaustible stores of arti-
fice, and felt assured, that he would easily
foil an avowed enemy. Meanwhile time
lapsed, and the eve of the eventful day
was arrived. Wolfstein had omitted no
proof of manly tenderness or delicate con-
sideration towards his worshipped bride ;
his preparations were suitable and mag-
nificent. The Archbishop had requested
to perform the ceremony, but Sir War-
eck insisted on holding the claims of the
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any other compliment, have spoken more
home to the feelings they were meant to
gratify. Immediately after the perform-
ance of the ceremony, the happy pair
were to proceed to the Chevalier’s castle
in Austrian Dalmatia, accompanied by the
confessor, .

The evening before the marriage was
spent by the Baroness alone in her oriel,
and dedicated to devotion ; and Sir War.
beck, who had still some business to trans-
act with her uncle, remained late at the
Erdenheim palace ; thereby escaping the
well meant persecutions ©f Father Felix,
who had very earnestly invited him to a
second dose of Saint Chrysostom. How-
ever the eagerness of the good man on
this subject was appeased by the Cheva-
lier’s remark, that they might consume
whole evenings in such studies, when once
established at his retreat among the moun-
tains. As Barbara sat waiting in the
apartmeht adjoining the oriel, where heg,
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lagy was devoutly supplicating a blessing
on the awful change on which slte wa$
about fo enter, the contemplations of the
favourite woman, who was feedingher gaze
with the rich robe and costly jewels spread
forth in preparation for the morning, were
interrupted, as a tap at the door announced
an intruder. Barbara rose and opened it,
with the intention of denying entrance to
whomsoever it might be, ‘but her design
was frustrated, for a lady, veiled from
head to foot, without allowing'her time to
speak, passed into the apartment, and
having once secured admission, inquired
for the Lady of-Marchfeldt.

¢ Really, madam,” said Barbara, much
chagrined, “ I wonder how you can ex-
pect my lady to receive visitors this even-
ing, when she is to be married to-morrow
morning !—I don’t believe there is an
atom of consideration left in the world,—
not I! My lady is in her oriel, and may be
there, for aught I can tell, these two hours
to come—and as for me, I find it no joke
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to have my meditations broken in upgn,
by ons does not know who!”

The Baroness, surprised that her do-
mestic 'had so little respect for her devo-
tions, rose with the intention of chiding
her and enforcing silence, and was much
perplexed on beholding her veiled v1sntor,
who advanced to meet her, saying,

« Madam, I have a few words of im-
portance to address to you,—I will not
intrude long, Only have the courtesy to
command your woman to withdraw.”

The former interruption had impressed
itself as deeply on Louisa’s mind as on
that of Wolfstein, and she ghuddered as she
asked herself what might be the motive
of this strange and unseasonable visit:
she trembled violently, and observed that
the stranger partook her agitation.

¢ Pardon me, madam,” said she, in a
subdued voice, “ if I ask whether you
were not once deceived by him with whom
you are now on the eve of union ”’

 That,” replied Louisa, ¢“ is a subjecgb



laid for ever at rest in my bosom, ang it is
no friend who would awaken it.” <

“ Well, madam, I must however hazard
one ' more question—Would you' prefer '
blindly to deliver yourself up the victim of
asecond deception, or would youthank the
voice which brings you timely warning?
The being with whose destiny yours will
be in a few hours for ever entangled is an
artful villain ; his late conversion is a mise.
rable farce, and, if you do not listen to
me—if you do not consent to pause ere it
is too late, you will open your eyes on
realities too severe to contemplate calmly,
even as the lqt of a fellow creature.—I
have no motive on earth—Heaven s my
witness—but your preservation! Will
you, lady, listen calmly to such facts as
are in my power to reveal? I will not detain
you long.”

The Baroness paused—* Doubtless, you
do not objeat that the accpsed should be
cpnfronted - with the accuser :—produce
your charge to the face of Wolfsiein, and

“JI will hear it.”’



" ¢ No,—I cannot! ‘Were I to do so, I
should begcome a defenceless mark for the
whole concentrated fury of the most ma-
lignant, the most implacable of manKind.
~~No, you must consent to hear me, and
engage never to betray me.”

At this moment an inflexion in the
voice of the stranger revealed her, in
spite of her precautions, to Louisa, who
-#as immediately satisfied that the whole
transaction had jealousy for its motive,
Her mind became instantly reassured, and
she mentally thanked Providence that she
had not yielded up her confidence in her
intended spouse at the izatigation of a
disappointed rival.

¢« Since you do not acquiesce in my
proposal, lady,” she said, * you must not
accuse me of discourtesy if I decline to
listen to your narrative. I should cruelly
insult the man to whom I have pledged
myself, were I to suffer his hdnour to rest
on the breath of a veiled accuser.” |

« Alas, madam! This is not the first,
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time you have reposed your hopes qn his
faith and honour, even when he was prac-
tising on you the basest imposture.”

. “You avail yourself adroitly, thadam,
of your knowledge of past events; but be
assured, that the only fruit derivable from
this visit are a few banished recollections,
vainly and most unseasonably conjured
up.” '

«“ Well!” said the veiled stranger,
mournfully, I have risqued much for your
preservation—Is it indeed fruitless > Fare-
well then, and may good angels soften, at
least, the calamities which may not be
averted !”

The Baroness, more agitated thdn she
wished even to acknowledge to herself,
curtsied in silence, and not without cu-
riosity as to the nature of the allegations to
which she had refused to listen, beheld her
depart. Barbara now entered.

“ Upon smy word,” she exclaimed,
‘““there is no end to interruption ! Ifthere
is not Conrade, of all people in the world,

S
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~-and, who being your ladyship’s maifre
d’hotel, ought to have more discretion,
must needs speak a little word to his lady
at this hour! And for your ladyship to
look at him at such a time of night is
suze to give you bad dreams ; for what ails
the fellow I know not, but he stares, and
looks so wild and pale—I declare he is
fitter for any thing than a bridal proces-
sion,” .

¢ Where is Conrade ?”

¢ Pacing the gallery, my lady.”

The Baroness had observed that this
faithful domestic had as much as possible
avoided her presence smce her engage-
ment to Wolfstein was become public,
and could but too well divine the matter
of his discontent. It was therefore with
great reluctance she prepared for the
interview.

« Well, Conrade,” said she, ¢ what is
your business ?”

“ My lady,” he replied, weeplng bl(i
terly, © I am arrived at an hour such as
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ho ed never to haveseen !—I have dream:-
these three nights of my dear master,
rest his precious soul !'—I have‘seen him
many a time look sad enough when he’
was alive, but never as he looked yester-
night :—he pointed to some object behind
me, and shook his head ;—I turned to see
what it was, and there stood the hag of the
wood of Mornau, who streamed with a
loud and horrible laugh, ¢ The wolf ka~
secured the lamb!” I waked in cold per-
spiration; the echo of the words, and the
laugh, were still ringing in my ears.”

« Conrade, you presume too much on
the favour in which I have ever held you
since you accompanied my dear byother
from the army.—Your conduct is harass-
ing and disrespectful; nevertheless, for
the sake of the past, I overlook it thus
far.”

« For the sake of the past, lady—for the
sake of the past, I must bid you farewell !
—I cannot, serve him whom my master
hated.—Oh! how I have seen that poor
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wan cheek flush at -hi3 very name !—a&d
this was the very thing he dreaded !—
Alas! my lady, I am come to tell you that
‘Conradé will pray for you so long as’ he
bas breath.—I was born in your castle,
and I love the very stones of it, and every
bit of moss that cleaves to the old walls,
but I shall see it no more.”

« Conrade,” said the Baroness, in great
zgitation, * you would not leave me’
Whither would you go?”

““ To seek after him whom I love, be-
cause my master loved him, the unhappy,
circumvented Count Vallenstein.”

« Conrade, I will not part with you!
You, the foster brother of my Wilhelm!
No, I cannot part with you! You shall
not desert me, Conrade!”

His hounest feeling could not resist the
pleading of his lady, of Baron Wilhelm’s
sister; and finding himself somewhat re-
lieved by the vent he had given his fall
heart, and grateful for the attachment hid
mistress evinced towards him, he con-

VOL. III. F
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sqhted to remain in her service; stipulating
only, not to enter the cathedral during
the ceremony of the following morning.
Twosuch interviews were not calculated
to tranquillise the mind of the Baroness,
and it was with difficulty she put to silence
the sinister thoughts they awakened. No
other warning, no other intervention oc-
curred ; and the hour arrived, angd passed,
which was to decide her fate irrevocably



CHAPTER V.

" ¢« Come, let me wring your heart! for soI shall,
If it be made of penetrable stuff!” .

THE ceremon:y which united Louisa,
paroness of Marchfeldt, to the Chevalier
Warbeck of Wolfstein, was performed
with all imaginable solemnity: a royal
hand gave away the bride, and the Arch-
bishop of Vienna, although he did not
tie the knot, mingled his*benedictions
with those of Father Felix. Madame de
Wolfstein imagined, that immediately on
quitting the cathedral theyshould repair to
the palace, to partake a farewell collation
provided by the Empress; but it now
appeared that Wolfstein had arranged
otherwise, and had excused hitself to the
Imperial pair, on the plea of gaining sucP
a station,%n the conclusion of their first

F2



100

{

dgy’s journey, as would offer meet agcom-
modation; and to effect which would
render it necessary for them to push for-
ward with all speed. These excuses
had been reluctantly accepted, and the
Empress, with tears and blessings, em-
braced, and bade a long adieu to the
bride. Madame de Wolfstein’s conscious-
ness of the eflect Princess Stolberg’s
warning and Conrade’s grief had pre
duced on her mind caused her to struggle
powerfully, and successfully,-against the
slightest exhibition of agitation, well
knowing she had a jealous, tenacious
spirit to study; and such was her self-
command, that neither sigh nocr tear
escaped her, till the tenderness of her
Imperial friend for a moment shook her
firmness. The bridegroom forbore to
betray his impatience of their prolonged
and reiterated adieus, and when they.
were over, vith all due courtesy, handed
the Empress, and such of the noble ladies
as had graced his nuptials, to their several



101
equipages. Then he returned for his bride,
and, withra slight bow to the Archbishop,
-who remained in conversation with her,
said abruptly, drawing her arm some-
what ungently within his—

“ Come ! shall there be no end to this
exccrable nonsense 7’

A costly veil shaded her eyes, and
flowed over her figure, so that whatever
Consternation her countenance might
have revealed at this rude summons was
hidden, as, rathér dragged than led, she
arrived at her carriage : while she entered
it, the Chevalier supported her on one
side, gnd one of his principal domestics
on the other. Too much absorbed by
her own awful situation, she. did not ob-
observe the man, till she heard a hoarse
voice croak out,  All happiness to the
fair bride of Wolfstein !”

The accent was very familiar to her
ear, and she started with a half-‘suppress
shriek, as, looking round, she beheld,
in the livery of her husband, the too welk«.
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relnembered ‘features of the hag of the
Wood of Mornau.

“ Heyday! what is the matter now ?”
cried the surly bridegroom.

“ Surely, surely, I have seen that man
before ; I cannot be mistaken.”’

« Oh, is that all? Here, honest Scha-
raffa; thy lady rejoices in the sight of
an old acquaintance ;—she offers thee
her fair hand to kiss.” )

As he spoke, he snatched the reluctant
hand, and compelled it to undergo the
salute of that hideous mouth: the car-
riage now proceeded. To the grief and
wrath of his thsulted wife, Wolfstcin was
alike insensible ; and, in an ironical tone,
he complimented her on the tact in dis-
tinguishing that man with her favour.

« Scharaffa,” said he, ‘has not his fel-
low on earth. His body is perfection,
and his soul is the counterpart !— You
have witndssed some specimens of his
(fextenty. Oh, I would rather cut off

.my right arm than part with him.”
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. Meanwhile, the uthappy Madame?de
Wolfste'l'n sate wondering if. the events
_ of tlns morning were real,-or oply the
wanderings of a fearful dream! She'was
too much stunned and bewildered to
think clearly ; and it was well nigh an
hour since they had passed the gates of
Vienna, and the silence on her part
continued unbroken, and was likewise
“uninterrupted *by her companion, save
that he whistled or hummed, occasionally,
parts of different songs. At length he
cried out, suddenly,

¢ Bless my soul! this is our first day
of honey-moon—we shovld be merry.
If we look so sullen to-day, what shall
we do next year? Come, kiss me, my
pretty bride!” And he rudely snatched
the boon, without waiting to have it
yielded.

“ What! you are not in the cue for
talking !—Then you shall be indulged,
for you will make the botter listend,
and I have a few little matters to relate‘
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tot you. I wonder,” said he, with a
diabolical laugh, “ what my old friend
the Spectre Knight would say, if he could
guess what we have been about this morn-
ing,—if he had seen his incomparable
sister give her hand to the man he de-
tested, s.nd his saint of a Confessor rati-
fying and blessing the decd. He must
sleep sound, if such intelligence provoke
him not to burst his marble box.—I trust
he will not have the barbar:ty to haunt
you, Louisa.”

“ Oh, Wolfstein,” sa:d she at length,
goaded from her silence, *art thou hu-
man, thus to treat a woman who has
confided herself to thy manhood ”*'

¢« Confided, say you, my dear! You
forget then what a dance you have led
me ; you forget that you hunted me like
a dog out of the Castle of Marchfeldt ;
you forget the hair-shirt, and the anthems,
and the brothers penitents, and the whole
falrago of grimaces and hypocrisies you
have compelled me to practise: Have
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I not' been obliged to cheat you, step

by step, ‘into this? And talk you of
-confidence! No, no, madam ; you may
forget, but I shall remember.”

A pause succeeded, and was not again
‘broken till they arrived at a postchquse;
and Conrade, who had hitherto rzhﬂ‘fhed
with the hindmost of the train, now rode
to the side of the carriage, and endea-
voured to articulate some dutiful com-
pliments tg his lady, but he looked
deadly pale, and so agitated, that Madame
de Woulfstein perceived at a glance, that
the same inauspicious omen which had
opened her eyes to all the horrors of her
fate had been observed by her faithful
servant. The moment Conrade saw and
recognised Scharaffa, he devoutly thanked
Heaven, which had withheld him from
abandoning his mistress.

¢« Ah, Conrade, my good fellow,” cried

the Chevalier, ¢ I must qhake haudb wm\\

thee, as an earnest of the pleasure with
F&
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. :
which I number so honest a youth
_amongst My domestics.”

" Conrade hesitated, but a lock from
his unhappy lady determined him ; and,
alarmed for the consequences his too
visible nagitation might produce, she em-
ploy&t him to provide her with a glas

of water. When the cavalcade once more
set forward, Wolfstein said,

“ You see, my love, you are fortunate
in escaping the endurance of the tedious,
vulgar routine of wedded life!—You
have chosen a man in nothing like other
men ;—my motives and my measures are
all original—there are millions of men
and only one Wolfstein. Love, or avarice,
or ambition, are the first motives of most
marriages; my first stimulus to the pur-
suit of you was hatred. Your brother’s
insane aversion for me, and my own.
antipathy to young Vallenstein, were
iy 'provocabt,ions, long before your at-
tractions furnished additional ones. Your
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broth‘er’s mind was irritable. ;:nd fanciful,
and I wrought on it till all the dagk
"chimeras of superstition were associated
with my image ;—1I fretted him neatly
into madness, and my trusty Scharaffa
"completed the achievement. Noy mark,
and applaud my skill in woman’:gféfure.
My whole scheme rested on the specula-
'tion, that you, jn spite of rumour, were
no pheenix, and that the perverseness of
your sex was in you. I knew that the
weak and feverish Wilhelm would amuse
you incessantly, with the diableries his
fancy had conjured up respecting me ;—
I knew he would warn you of Wolfstein,
and that Wolfstein’s name ringing con-
tinually on your car, would at length find
its echo on your mind. You had heard
of humanity and valour before, and had
read of them in romances, but, for such
a one as Wilhelm described me, you
knew no parallel. He had gﬂe weakieng
too to te]l you, that he feared our de-
stinies were some way entangled : thus}
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superstition aided the native contradic-
tioa of your sex. In short, my ground
was sure,—was it not, love #>>

¢ Remember, however, Sir Warbeck,”’
said Louisa, indignantly, ¢ that it was’in
the chgracter of Vallenstein you were
receiéd at Marchfeldt, and that the mo-
ment your imposture ‘was discovered
you were driven thence.”

“Trust my recollection, Madame de
Wolfstein ;—you shall have msay a token
that I have not forgotten it.”

“ You are so communicative, sir,”’ said
the bride, rendered desperate by the in-
sults which her brutal spouse had, in so
short a time, heaped upon her, « that I
fear not to hazard a repulse, if I inquire
whether the tale related by your valet to
my woman was genuine, or the produce
of your ingenuity ?”

¢ As masterly and effective a ma-
nseivre, madam, as any in the whole
train. I could almost have renounced
my nature, and pitied the man I hated,
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for the reception he was doomed to meet
after his 'valorous rescue of you he
hands*of my trusty Zingari, but that his
officious interference drove me to the
Mvention of a new set of stratagems, just
at the moment when I mightwave se-
cured you for ever. Vallenstein,In his
way, stands like myself, single in the
creation: he is my antipodes. He is
romantic, honourable, zealous, affection-
ate, accogding to the most exaggerated
acceptation of ‘all those terms, but the
odds were against him! Your brother,
vour angel Wilkielm, besought you, with
his dying voice, to receive Vallenstein
for your husband; and all the glorious
contradiction of woman was enlisted on
my side.”

We may better imagine than enu-
merate the thousand pungent self-up-
braidings, which conspired on all sides
to goad and lacerate thg\ heart dT~his
unfortunate bride. Her brother’s solemn
warning disregarded, her own experiencs
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set at nought, a long list of evidences, ex-
tending even to the last moment that her
fate was in her own power, despised and
rejected; nor was the consciousness of
her infatuated ingratitude to a beirg,
such as,~even his direst enemy had
descriBéd Vallenstein, the least bitter of
those remorseful feelings-to which she
novw delivered herself up.

“ Now do not be too angry with your-
self, my dear ; for destiny seems-co have
as capricious and froward a choice of
favourites as any young lady in the land.
There is poor Vallenstein, driven out, a
forlorn and desperate wanderer, disoy'ned
by his father, in disgrace with his sove-
reign, calumniated by the world, because
it is his whim to be virtuous: he has not
sufficient filial piety to become a traitor,
although his parent is one, and wanted
ingenuity for the invention of a few lies,
s0 k< feft court without an excuse. He
was born with every auspicious promise
that ever whispered round a babe’s cradle,
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but his virtue has thwarted his natal star.
I was the last of a decayed and\ujped
house p desolate and joyless was tHe hour
of my birth; but my genius has triumphed,
Iy—sovereign trusts me, the beguiled
world smiles on me, my wealth is con-
siderable, my power tremendous;=-and
the Baroness of Marchfeldt, Wilhelm’s
sister, is my wife.””

Still she preserved her melancholy
silence, wnd the Chevalier longed to pro-
voke her to some retort and upbraiding ;
for, as she drew her veil close over her
face, and neither spoke nor wept, he
could,not with all his penetration discover
the exact extent to which his poison
worked, and was thereby.defrauded of
part of his diabolical enjoyment.—At
length,

 Louisa, love,” said he, ¢ do you
never weep ? Brides always shed a few
tears as a matter of cuslom.—Bag’t
stand on ceremory with mé, I pray !’

« No, Sir Warbeck,—~my sorrows ara
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too deeply lodged for tears or sighs to
relieye, them. Whatever I suffer shall be
“endyred without complaint; I have been
a wilful, an infatuated self-destroyer. I
have no right to such relief as ic@is
bestow.”

‘““ Wet, you are a stout-hearted girl,
and I honour your resolution !—I could
have had torrents of tears by this time,
had I married any other woman in Ger-
many.—So, we are to have ner scenes!
Since that is your determination, lady,
it is well I have provided my castle of
Lornberg with guests, or we should be
consumed with ennui. I wish you would
talk,” said he, yawning; « I am weary of
the sound of my own voice, melodious as
it is. Do talk! I command you to talk,
madam !—Aund what! Do you suppose
your face is your own, that you wrap it
up from the view of its master in that
fripgéry I’ ¥And snatching the magni-

ficent point mautle which enveloped her,
and which was the gift of the Empress,
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he roMed it into a bundle and threw it
into the read.

“ Upon my soul,” said he, «I be ieve
I have wedded an automaton !”
~% IfxQu mean to compel me to tears

-or exclamations, Chevalier, I repeat that

your efforts are vain. Every insiissyou
have offered me I deserve ; your conduct
is but the just retribution of mine. You
ere become, by my own voluntary elec-
tion, mNalthly master ; I will not resist
your right dver e, nor weakly struggle
toretract my irrevocable gift ;—it is only
in proportion as ¥ meekly endure your
outrages, that I can hope to be reconciled
with Heaven or with myself.”

¢« So you dely me, madam}”

« No, Sir Warbeck ; on the contrary,
your will shall in all things direct my
obedience ; I will never thwart or oppose
you. Say what you will, do what you
rellnyou shall find no contrad)ctnon fm

“ Well,* you are a gem of a wife. I
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should be a churl to deny it ;—and'yet it
scems, strange, that on this our wedding
~day we should have spent,”—and he

looked deliberately at his watch,—¢ four
whole hours, and you have been, <o hara-
hearted as never to address a single
carasséag word to your own poor Wolf-
stein.—Youdon’t love me, Louisa. Where
is your heart, madam ? Itis mine! Have
you dared dispose of it eélsewhere, or dc
you sulkily keep it at hom}?. Where
is it ?” '

¢“Jt is so crushed and broken, Che-
valier, it is scarcely werth your inquiry.”

“Such as 1t is, however, it is mine,—is
it not? Speak !’ ’ .

““In evil hour, Chevalier,” said she,
evading his question, “you beguiled me
of it.”

 Oh, then, you mean to say if is mine;
that all its fancy, all its affection resides

ith me—is that what you would say 7"

“ What 1 would have said.”

¢ Oh, then, you are trifling with me, it
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seems, quibbling, and manceuvring, and
dealing in-your verbal subtleties ; but you
have met with your equal there—[ wili
not be beaten from my point. Do _.you
lex ? Would you, were the knot
-unknit that binds you to me, again select
Wolfstein from the world ? I forls.:ﬂ-»your
evasions, madam—speak to the point.”

¢¢ Chevalier, you cannot question the
nature of my sentiments for you at this
moment~gI appeal to yourself! When
I gave my hand to you this morning, I
did love you with my whole heart ; I did
choose you from the whole world. Judge
yourself what change four hours have
been capable of working.”

She uttered these words in a subdued
voice, for she did not desire to irritate.

“ Do you love me, madam ?’’ exclaimed
he, seizing her wrist, and grasping it
with such force as to make the impression
of his fingers, «“ I ask, do y?.n love mg]
Speak to the point.” ‘

“If,” %aid she, trembling, it will
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content you that I should utter the Yords,
1 love you, I will do it, for I have pro-
“¥nisedVimplicit obedience.” ,

¢ Oh ho, madam! Do you know what
you are? Do you know that a a-fawko
does ngt love her husband is guilty of
treaeeez perjury, and adultery? A pretty
bargain I have made!—Who do you
love then? Some of the court butterflies,
no doubt—you like bergamotte and es-
sence of mille fleurs, However,-as I have
got scent of you, you shall be watched,
madam !”

A more wretched ané hopeless situation
than that of Madame de Wolfstein cannot
be conceived ; doubly wretched from
having been the work of her own will,
and performed in the face of every sinister
omen; in short, as she could but confess
to herself, a sorrowful proof how strongly
the principle of contradiction must have
rulad withiit her. Desolate and cheerless
indeed was ‘Wie path before her: to Hea-
ven, and to Heaven only, could she look
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for support, during thé remainder of life’s
painful road, and there only could she
hope for rest from her miseries. 5

That' day’s journey had been one
of much corporeal fatigue to all the
.trzi\'ellers;‘ except Louisa ; the intense
suffering of whose mind occasioiled the
weariness of its companion to be entirely
overlooked. Yet no one shared in the
general satisfaction when they rested at
the aubgrge, where for a few hours they
were to take up their quarters, more truly
than herself ;—it was a change, and any
change might projuce some amendment
in actuval circumstances, and:she belleved
could hot make them worse.

The Chevalier affected prodigious
anxiety about the horses, a(idressing to
them a profusion of such fondling and
endearing epithets, as from the lips of a
bridegroom might more appropriately
have been otherwise applied ; dcastmgon
his ill-starred wife, at the yame tlme,
significant glances, which might be easily
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ii‘.terpreted into, ““You see I have:some-
thing to caress.”

Touher infinite relief, he accompanied
his'grooms into the sta.ble and éhe had
adious and fearful society. Meanwhde,
Barbard, like something frantic, rushed
after her into the house, invoking the
protection of the Holy Virgin, and half a
dozen of the saints. She'seized her lady:
in her arms, and, with many §obs, in-
formed her of the horrible diééovery she
had made, that the grim and appalling
being who had so teryified them at the
lonely post-lrouse had rode in their suite,
and was the. favourite domestic of the
Chevalier.

. ¢ Oh my lady! what will become of
us! To think of being shut up in a wild
solitary castle in the midst of mountains
with that man. I shall see his ugly face
looking through my curtains as it did
through thy lattice. I know to a cer-
tainty I sha:l die of fright, ard what a
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shocking death that .will be!” Louis:,
spiritless herself, endeavoured to. sooth
and reassure her terrified maiden, lest
Wolfstein should return and find her in
this state of agitation, produced by the
sight of Lis favourite Scharafa. As she
feared, it happened, for in came W olfstein
while poor Barbara was loudly pouring
forth her wild lamentations.

¢“ What are those women about?”
cried Ly, fiercely. © Silence that girl,
madam, or I will. It was the extreme of
weakness in me to permit your encumber-
ing me with such a useless fool. You will
have sufficient attendance at. Lornberg.”

The words of her master had a most
sedative effect on Barbara; her sobs, and
her voice, which had been exalted to a
sharp treble, sunk instantaneously. She
looked earnestly first at her lady,.then at
the bridegroom, and every selfish appre-
hension and anxiety were confounded in
the sentiments of horror, cbmpassion,
and indignation with which She contem-
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plated the miserable destiny of the
former. Conrade, fearful lest some revolt-
ing~sfene might be produced by the
indiscretion of his fellow servant, had
followed her, and now on some pretence
called hep forth. Father Felix, whose
vehicle‘had been by some trifling obsta-
cle delayed, entered at the same moment,
and began his inquiries after his beloved
¢harge,—as how she had supported the
fatigues of such a toilsome day’s jsurney,
&c., remarking on the beautys 6f the wea-
ther and sublimity of the scenery. The
bridal pair, with the exception of a few
brief answers from Madame de Wolfstein,
were silent; a circamstance whith did
not alarm the acuteness of the friar. Sup-
per was laid, lights were brought, and
Conrade and Scharaffa attended the party
at table.

. % For my part,” said the Chevalier
sullenly, ¢ I hate all this parade and non-
sense, I m&y permit it for once, because’
it is my weaJing-day—but magk: I will
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\lavcmo more formalemeals. My houve-
hold must ecat as I do, or.not eat at all.”’
Felix looked astonished and bewildered,
and Lduisa, who perceived that herdord
and master was not disposed to take a
seat at tug table, said,”

"« Do you d|§approve my s:ttmg to the
weal, sir? I will act as you command.”

“ Take your ‘'own way, madam, and
']eave me to mdne ; when you have seen
it yow-yill know how I choose to eat.”

These words were a thunder-stroke to
Felix, who had entered the auberge with-
out a shade of suspicion how the case
stood. .

“ Gome, my dear,” said he tenderly,
¢ you look wan and drooping, and must
needs require some refection ;—even
Judging by myself, I am sure it may not
without injury be dispensed with.”

Louisa seated herself silently, and en«
deavoured to evade the mournful glance
of inquiry, which her kindlgearted con-
fessor casg towards her: th€ good man,

VOL. II. [
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htwever, was far frem suspecting the ex-
tent of the evil. Some unlucky misunder-
standing had, he deemed, occurred be-
tween the new-married pair, somé trivial
grievance which would heal presently.—
Louisa swcllswed o few mossels, and
Wolfsteth ate his supper as he strode about
the room, helping himself, indifferently
and unceremoniously, to’whatever suited
his fancy: the only person he vouch-
safed to treat with any civility wusCon-
rade, who endeavoured, for the sake of his
lady, to conceal the contempt and ab-
horrence in which he held him; while
poor Louisa built some faint and vague
hopes on the favour her husband €evinced
for this valuable domestic.

¢ Scharaffa,” said he, “ I insist on your
being kind and courteous to your new
comrade: you know the sentiments I
entertain for him, and I will have him
used as he deserves.”

e Doubt":’-me not, master,” said the
hideous beiflz, in a voice so discordant
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that WFelix turned, artd looked steadily+on
the speaker.

“ Yhat do you see in that fellow, fa-
ther?*’ said Wolfstein, abruptly stopping
-in his walk. € You fasten your eyes on
.him as lf'm wewﬂbm”cm.gcnse from
him an evil spitit.”’

“ It struck me, my son, that I had
seen his face before, but where I cannet

,call to mind.”*

«“And so yon did, sir,” said the auda-
cious Scharatfas “ I met your reverence
at Albert’s cottage on the banks of the
Raab, and by tle same token your re-
verence may recollect the miniature so mi-
raculc.)usly deposited in your sleeve ; the
hand of your humble servant had the ho-
nour to place it there.”

Poor Felix became perplexed and con-
fused : what to think, or whereto all this
tended, he kn ew not; he could only fear
that it did not tend to good : he ventured
to inquire of Conrade if a?{pk which he

2

\
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meant to make his e midnight studyshad
been deposited in his apartment.

“ Do Saint Chrysostom and the other
Fathers, who took so obliging a share in.
my conversion, travel with us?”

“ They d=;iry su.”?.

“¢Iam-glad of it : Lornber in the win-
ter is a cold station, and they will help
to make the pine fires blaze gloriously.”
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CHAPTER VL

« For mjgevenges «were high bens ypon him,
And watch™t the time to shoot.” .
Shakspeare.

Durine the second day’s journey,
matters proceeded much as they had done
throughout the first ; certainly they were
in no degree ameliorated : the brutdlity
and fierceness of Wolfstein rather in-
creased than ditinished, and was more-
overevaried by occasional fits of fondling,
not a whit less irksome or insulting ; and
these transitions were so°sudden as to”
resemble the caprice of insanity, inso-
much that Madame de Wolfstein began
half to suspect that the cruel treatment
she endured had its source in mental
derangement. Nothing aprlld exceed the
wild and almost terrific Z{Nimity of the
road they travelled; and:'n happier days,
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Lonisa’s enthusiasm ofor the grander:fea-
tures of nature would have been indulged
to the utmost by such a journey :.but
now-she bebeld the landscape with a
passive, frozen gaze, neither delighted by
the beautifuls*nur aff>cted by the awful.
Now they wound through ricl-and verdant
valleys, the nests of many a little peaceful
hamlet, whose inhabitants were cutting
or training the vines whick extended, far
dlong the sunny slopes of the hibs*:hat
sheltered their cottages; now they made
their way threugh wide and leafy soli-
tudes, whose glades stretched for miles;

beneath the embowermg branches of the
pine, the oak, or the beech. Sometimes
they would find themselves hanging, as it
were, on the ridge of some stupendous
precipice, from whose side tumbled the
frequent and deafening torrent, hastening
to augment with its tributary waters
the river which rolled far beneath within
its rocky ch\n.lel As she crossed the
alpine brndge\vhlch rocked and creaked



127

"unddr the carriage,» Louisa would cast
a yague, desponding glance on the scarce
fathgmable abyss over which they were
suspended : she did not, as she once would

< have done, lift the crucifix to her lips

_ and breathe a pravs. iuav --°aven would
protect hertlfrough the dangerous pass;
on the contrary, an indefinite notion that
it might prove'the goal of her hopeless
pilgrimage weuld cross her bewildered
hotg ats.

As the evenjng drew on, they arrived
at a lonely post-house, from whence some
slight and rude refreshment was brought
to the superior travellers, while the do-
mestlcs made the necessary changes of
cattle, and other arrangements for pro-
ceeding. The moon was beautiful, and
nearly at the full; nevertheless each
horseman now provided himself with a
pine torch dipt in pitch. Louisa mecha-
nically inquired the motive of this illu-
mination, and was answerkd with some.
what more than usual civ’//it —
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“ To protect us from the wolves, which
probably will bes¢t us on a plain about
half a league from hence: they attack in
bodies, and it behoves travellcrs to be on
the alert against them.” :

She nowpeecived. that this was not
the sole precaution adopted-against the
approaching danger, for several wolf.
hounds, which had been led iu the rear of
the retinue, were now brought forward,
and set at liberty, their hoarse kaging
resembling nearly that of the animal they
were designed to combat.

“ Are you frightened, Louisa?”’

¢ Not much, Sir Warbeck,” she re-
plied with a faint smile. S

“ Not much!” echoed he contemptu.
ously ; « I begin to perccive I have mar.

*ried an alabaster doll :—if you are not
afraid of wolves, you are no woman ! Per-
haps you are so inaccessible to all haman
infirmities, that you may dcem my ad-
vice to put gpeyour pelisse superfluous ;
—though it<ii4 been hitherto’warm, you
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will ¥ind it cold endugh ‘presently, and
such transitions are dangerous.” ‘
- Majs recommendation, though not very,
graciously made, was rather an improve-
~ment, and Louisa lost no time in wrap-
_ping herself in hei Polish cloak.
¢ Now, go to sleep if you can,” was
the next counsel, ¢ for we shall hardly
halt again before the dawn.”
At the samé time stretching out his
, «losing his eyes, and drawing his

-~

cap over his face, he disposed himself to
set her the example: she was, however,
cmployed too busjly in the wretched ex-
ercise of thought, to cherish a hope of
such blessed forgetfulness. They crossed
the skirts of the perilous plaip, where the
retinue halted, and formed themselves
into a closer body, the carriages in the
centre, the dogs ranging wide, but obey-
ing thie voice or the whistle, and the horse-
men loading the pistols, which they
placed ready primed in theihbelts, and
waving their blazing torche/. At length
e

)



130

the bay of the dogs grew louder and fore
menacing, and the horses snorted and
reared, as if they were aware of th vi-
cinity of some dreaded enemy., Louisa
believed, occasionally, that she could di-
stinguishg from a distdi:ce, a long deep
howl, between the baying of the dogs, as
it were in answer ; and momentarily as
the sound increased upon her ear, and
she was assured of its reality, she ex-
pected the approach of some of thod~ fe-
rocious creatures from whose throats it
proceeded. By the shouts of the escort,
and the intermingled. voices of various
animals, she 'knew that some wolves had
appeared in sight, while the discharge of
fire-arms, followed by shrill yellings, in-
formed her that some of the enemy had
perished in the attack. They had arrived
near the centre of the plain, which was a
league across, and skirted by deep thickets
of underwood, her lord and master cona
tinuing éj&‘ the time in a slumber so
sound, as th have bidden defiance to
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the \noise and conffision which reigned
amongst his equipage. Now, however,
he sarted up, and, looking out, exclaxmed
loudly,

“ What are you all about? Have you
forgotten ?”’ :

“ No,” saia Scharaffa; * we have just
reached the spot: he awaits your plea.
sure.”

“Oh, Conrade, my good fellow, are

“wopk there 2 cried the Chevalier.

Conrade rode to the side of the car-

riage.
- “ Do you happen to bear in remem-
brance, my good friend, the courtesy you
showed, in seeing the last of me when
I quitted the castle of Marchfeldt? Do
you recollect the brief dialogue which
passed between us, as I crossed the draw-
bridge under-your auspices? You do, I
perceive. It is my custom, honest Con-
rade, never to remain m any man’s
debt, and I have waited i gpatiently to
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acquit myself towards yow ;—the motL)ent
of acquittance is at hand.”

Conrade now found that he was gom-
pletely surrounded by his companions,
and his bridle seized on each side. ‘He
essayed to snatch apistol from his belt
for the purpose of self-def€fice, when he
received a blow on the head from behind,
which stunned him for the moment, and
‘rendered it easy to drag him from. his
horse. Once dismounted, he was presensby
disarmed, all appeal or resistance being
useless, and no less unavailing than the
cries and supplications, of the unhappy
Madame de Wolfstein, whose hitherto
passive endurance was now effectually
conquered. She threw herself at the feet
of her barbarous husband, and wlen she
found him deaf to her pleadings, uttered
the most piercing shrieks, while the voice
of the poor victim was heard entreating
his beloved lady to be comforted, and
leave him tg'hi‘s fate, to which the sight
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of h‘zr distress madé him yield without
any farther struggle. Meanwhile the
“cawaJcade passed on, and Louisa knew
not what was become of him: she’ be-
. lieved that Stharaffa had murdered him,
and wringing ber bands, her ligs opened
from time to cime to give breath to the
horror and anguish of her heart: once
that she murmured to herself, * Inhuman,
_blood-stained assassins !”’ ,
%5+ Whai do you mean, madam? are you
mad ? You do wwt take me, nor any of
my people, for murderers, I hope ! Desist
from your base gnd wicked calumnies!
If the wolves eat your insolent minion, is
it an act of mine? He is free to outrun
them if he can, and there is at least one
chance in ten thousand that he escapes
them. Be silent, madam, and learn to
command yourself with more dccency !
~—You, who talk of submission and obe-
dience ! You are a vixen, a Xantippe !”
“ But is he not murdeledP Tell me,
dear Wokstein !”
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“ Dear Louisa, that is more than my
conscience will justify my asserting, for
the wolves have, in all human likelihvod,
supped on him by this time : he was alive
when we took leave of him.”

Even this was a consolatqry assurance,
for Madame de Wolfstein™did not fully
comprehend how fearful were the odds
against him. Poor father Felix, who was
in part witness to this wicked and re-
morseless outrage, exhausted his sitsle
strength in endeavours to quit his car-
riage, in which, meanwhile, he was closely
confined, and in uplifting his voice, now
in vain supplications, now in denuncia-
tions and maledictions; but he, like his
unhappy charge, was forced to limit him-
self to protesting against what he could
not by any effort prevent. His contem-
plations were of a most disquieting na-
ture; he had been the instrument of
uniting his beloved daughter to a violent,
ruthless mgn, and as he feared, a hope-
less regyrobate. For the remainder of his
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“—my ‘ ) . ‘ .

own ' little journey, he took small care

whether it was rough or smooth, since,
~“at all events, its termination could not be

distant ; but he.feared lest the faith'and
™ constancy of his tender child should be
. unequal to the terrible, and probably,

tedious, conflict she was dapmed to sus

tain.

For Conrade, the faster-brother of Wil-

. helm, who hall grown up from infancy
tader his eye, he had cherished a pa.
rental regard ; and the heart which could
not endure to see the hair-cloth press too
roughly on the byeast of a supposed pe-
nitent must have suffered ‘grievously in
behofding an object, so justly beloved,
cast forth as food to the famished savages
of the wilderness.

They had only another halt for the
night ere they would arrive at Lornberg
Castle : this halt took place the night fol-
lowing the one on which Conrade had
been abandoned to the w'olv‘es, and was
the first time that Father Felix zm{Wolf-

4
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stein encountered each other -after this
dreadful transaction. The friar had de-
bated within himself whether, fopsthe
sake of the unhappy Louisa, he ought to
keep silence, or whether an imperative
duty did,not command him to speak his
thoughts in the face of that bad man:
the Chevalier well understood what .was
passing in his heart,

“ Well, father! how farés it? What 1is
this? Do you refuse to shake hands wish
me, your friend and patron?—1I could
get thee an abbey to-morrow, man, if
thou hadst sense enough.to appreciate the
obligation.”” -

“ My hand shall never come in con.
tact with thine, till a true and exemplary
penance shall cleanse it from the blood
which cleaves to it.”

¢ Oh, you are thereabouts, are you ?
But_how could I help it? I had made a
vow, from whjch I bhad never been ab-
solved, and. therefore I religiously kept
it.—Nzw, Pll tell thee what, Friar; owing
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Nmv,

to a hittle infirmity in r.ny nature, I am apt

to breathe such vows, and to hold them
~%acr®:—it is for the health of my friends

that they should bear in mind this my pro-

‘pensity.”

“ I care not for thy threats, assassin!
I would rather be what Conrade is than
what thou art !>’

“ Each to his fancy ;—but as you are
in the mood for conversation, and I for
repasz, suppose you go and hold counsel

* with the pious Chtysostom, or some of his
long-winded fraternity.—Scharaffa, con-
duct the Friar to hié dormitory.”

The wretch made one of his hideous
grimaces, significant of mischief, aud
replied, .

“ Alas! my master! a grievous dis-
aster befell us on our journey this day,
such as I know not-how to relate.—Yon
remember the little bridge over the torrent
that we crossed at noon,—we]l, just as we
were in the middle of it, as ill lack would
have it, what should Lappen, but ti®art
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and all the fathers tumbled over; and'there
they are, sure enough, travelling down the
bed of as rapid a stream as any u the-
Austriandominions—stop them whocan!”

« And was the poor mule precipitated
into the stream ?** asked Felix.

¢ No ; when we found the fathers were
going, we cut the traces, and saved the
beast.” '

“ Uponmy word,” said Wolfstein, with
mock concern, ¢a most afflicting guca-
strophe! And Father Chrysostom too !—
As for the rest, I could console myself.”’

Felix had no doubt shat the privation of
his books was an act of deliberate malice,
~—but self-denial had been the habitual
exercise of his innocent life, though
hitherto its acts had been voluntary.—We
estimate our grievances by comparison ;
a few days earlier, the Confessor would
have rated the loss of his books amongst
the heaviest which could have befallen
him, .

' «Fvell,” said he, meekly, # this night
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at least I shall not miss them, since I have
a work of -prayer and meditation to per-
“form™which will fill all its hours.”
‘Louisa, who had sat in silent de-
spondency, now arose, and kneeling be-
fore him, said,

“ Pray for me too, my father!”

He laid his hand on her head, blessed
her, and, with an aching heart, retired for
the night. |

‘The castle of Lornberg was situated in
the province of Austrian Dalmatia; it stood
commandingly in the gorge of a lofty
mountain, near whose base rolled the
waves of the Adriatic. It had once be-
longed to the Qttoman, and was in the
days of itg pride a place of great strength,
its several towers extending irregularly
along the brow of the ravine from which
they seemed to grow like a natural crown.
Its architecture was like its site, irregular
and various, having been the work of
many periods, and many a huge mass
detached from the main structure, &¥er
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by the hand of former violence, or the slow
and mining operation of time, now hung
suspended over the side of the révine,”
threatening to overwhelm the passenger in
its downfal, or lay already prostrate at
the bottom of the deep glen, which in the
summer formed a pass for the shepherd,
or hardy mountaineer, and in winter was
the bed of a torrent, which made its pro-
gress through this rocky channel to fulfil
its ultimate destination in augmenting the
waters of the Adriatic. There ‘was a
dreary, desolate, ruinous magnificence in
the aspect of Lornberg castle: the light
heart would have sunk oh entering the
huge dark jaws of its heavy portal, while
the stern and melancholy mind would hail
the congenial abode; but the master of
this frowning pile was a strange mixture
of the savage misanthrope and the selfish
voluptuary. Its interior was well calculated
to flatter the taste of an effeminate, un-
principled being, addicted to every luxun”
rioy¥ refinement; it had its theatre, its
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music hall, its baths ; -its halls and gal:
leries werg adorned by the most exquisite
-sculptures, and the wide staircases pre-
sented groups of fresco painting which
stood forward in such brilliant animation-
as might deceive the unpractised aye into
a belief in their breathing existence, All
the costly productions of Greece and Italy
were exhibited throughout the apartments
in lavish profusioh,and the state chambers
were so admirably arranged for the pur-
pose of indulgenee and dissipation, one
might have thought that the Sybarite,
who complained thgt the fold of the rose-
leaf rendered his sleep uneasy, presided
over théir construction and decoration.

It was night when the bridal array
approached the castleof Lornberg;~—about
the distance of a quarter of a league
several of the train had begun at intervala
to wind their horns in chorus, and it was
not long ere a lengthened echo answered
them. . As they advanced, the echo grew
louder, and ,Wolfstein acquainted Bagisa
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that it proceeded from some of his people
skilled in the use of the cornet, who wel-
comed him from the battlements, Aalihe
gloomy solemn forms of feudal state were
observed in the admission of Wolfstein
and his bride within the walls of their
castle. As they passed between a nume»
rous file of armed men in strange uniform,
and fiercely whiskered, who were drawn
up to receive them ;

« Is all well, Pandulfo?” said the Che.
valier. .

¢ Most prosperous, my lord !”

“ Good! Then salpte your lady, and
bid her welcome home.”

Captain Pandulfo bent one knée to the
ground, and kissed the passive hand. of
Louisa: a burst of music procceding from
a concert of various instruments, all ex-
quisitely played, now rose upon their ears;
and the ponderous gateof the castle being
thzown open, they entered the great hall
in a blaze of light. Louisa was surprised
to fiaid herself surrounded by a group. of
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beautiful girls, all in the costume of dif
ferent countries: their habits, though
very™dissimilar, had each its appropriate
elegance, and the countenance of each of
these girls formed a specimen of the cha-
racteristic style of beauty of her native
land. The music ceased, and one of the
damsels stood forth from the group, and
ecited, in the most mellifluous strains of
Italian verse, an elegant epithalamium.
She was a Venetian, and singularly skilled

in the gift of improvisation.
¢« We thank thee, sweet siren! We
thank thee, pretty Zanina!” said Wolf.
stein, in a fondling tone., She then
fell back into the group, and as the
music recommenced, in a soft Sicilian air,
joined her companions in a ballet, which
ended in two of the youngest approaching
Wolfstcin and his bride, and laying at the
feet of each a crown of intermingled
myrtles and roses. Louisawas confounded
and bewildered,- and knew not what to
make of the scene she beheld ;—sriade-
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clared herself exhausted and fatigued, and
her pale harassed countenancebore witness
that the complaint was not frivolouss™

« Well, lady,” said the bridegroom,
« your damsels shall conduct you to the
suite of apartments which are prepared
for you, and refreshments shall follow you.
You must summon the blush rose to your
cheek again !—I harbour nothing that is
not beautiful within the walls of my castle,
except Scharaffa, and his perfection stands
in lieu of beauty.”

Then, saluting her forehead, he con-
signed her to the care of her lovely at-
tendants, who, each bearingawaxen taper
highly perfumed, preceded her-up the
staircase. Having conducted her to her
magnificent chamber, and led her through
the suite which was allotted to her especial
use, they preceeded to press upon her,
with officious courtesy, a thousand atten-
tions and services, which all their graces,
and all their blandishments,did not prevent
from;udding to the already overwhelming
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fatigue -of the care-w’orn traveller—they
were too adroit in the business of pleasing,
not'to perceive their want of success,

« Ah!” cried Zanina, who appeared to
take the lead,  our charming lady needs
repose—Speak then, lady! Utter your
commands, and with a thought they shall
beobeyed. Select from amongst uswhich-
ever has the happiness to please you, as
your principal woman, and the rest shall
withdraw.”

Louisa mildly thanked them, but owned
that the maiden she had brought from
Vienna was necegsary to her comfort,
and that her chief wish at that moment
was to see Barbara, They received this
communication with perfect nonchalance,
and wishing sweet repose to their lady,
retired: in a few minutes her faithful
Barbara was her attendant.

. Poor Barbara and Conrade Munster
had -been brought up under the same roof,
the happy contented subjects of the same

VOL. 11t H ™,
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kind rule from their earliest remembrance:
the playful petulance of a volatiie brother
and sister was habitual between them, but
they were truly attached to each other: it
is no wonder then that Conrade’s untimely
and miserable fate should have produced
a deep and mournful effect on this light-
hearted girl.—Till this moment she had
no one with whom she could vent her
feelings with any hope of sympathy, and
to find herself restored to unrestrained
intercourse with her beloved lady was
such an indulgence, as she hardly hoped
again to experience. Her first expressions
partook of the joy which this unexpected
privilege inspired, but she did not allow
much time to elapse ere she burst into a
torrent of tears for the fate of Conrade,
accompanied by the most bitter invectives
on her wicked, inhuman master.

¢ Alas, alas, Barbara! that I cannot
disprove the justice of thy words, yet that
I must forbid thee to utter them ! Remem.
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ber it is of my husband, of thy master,
thou art speaking;—we must see and
suffer in silence.” .

“ That is quite impossible,” said Bar-
bara, “for Ishould infallibly burst. Pray,
my lady, what do you think of*-all these
dancing, skipping, impudent girls, with
their songs, and their smiles, and their
attitudes ?”

“In good truth, Barbara, I know not
well what to think of them.”

*“ They are dot fit to come into such
thoughts as yours at all, my lady, I be-
lieve, and nobody¢ but such a—as my
lord, would think of bringing his innocent
bride into such a nest of harpies.”’

“ And are all thosc lovely, graceful,
accomplished beings, such as you would
insinuate >”

¢ So Scharaffa says:—he is an odious,
hideous, abominable wretch; but for all
that, he says I am better_worth looking
at than any Qf those dancing, singing, fan-
tastical pué)ets :—why he shouid, think,

H 2
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s0,” and she cast an involuntary glance
towards a large Venetian mirror, ¢ I can’t
guess, for he never heard a civil word
come out of my lips.”

“ And did he tell thee that all those
pretty creatures are the slaves of vice 7’

 He did not say so, my lady, because
his ngly mouth never framed such a sen-
tence, but he told me that his master had
at one time or other made love to all of
them, and had snared them all by dif-
ferent contrivances under his roof. But,”
said she, drawing close to Louisa, ¢ one
shocking thing I did_hear, enough to
make one’s hair stand of an end. There
is a nun here amongst the rest, whom the
Chevalier stole out of a Neapolitan con-
vent, and if they could catch ker, she
would beburned,orburiedalive, Hername
is sister Dominica: Scharaffa helped to
carry her off, and now he says, he wishey
she was dead, for there's more plague with
her than all the girls in the house.”

« Horrible!”’ exclaimed Madame de
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Wolfstein ; ¢ and was this wretched woman
in the group who received us to-night »*’

“ Oh no, my lady ! She wanders about
the house like a maniac in her nun’s
habit, and has even tried to escape, that
she may surrender herself up;*but the
Chevalier, who does not care for many
things, he has such powerful friends,
thinks this might bring him into trouble,
and if she makes any more attempts to be
off, she will be secured in a dark dungeon;
where she may live and die, and no one
ever be the wiser ; or perhaps, poor soul !
they may take the shortest method with
her, for a sin more or less is a trifle in the
account between Satan agd my master.”

¢ Peace, peace, Barbarat*

<« Me}hinks, my lady, I hear something
stir in the next room!” And she imme-
diately approached the door, which, at
her touch, flew open: it was illumined by
several tapers, and a table spread- with
rare and dd\icate viands, served on the
finest chifha,fstood in the centre ;:~-those.
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who placed it there were no longer visible,

and Darbara was half disposed to believe,
that amongst the strange inhabitants of
the castle of Lornberg, wizards and ma-
gicians might be numbered. It was long
since either had tasted food, and both
partook thankfully of the tempting repast
before them :—there were wines of dif-
ferent sorts and hues; but the invisible
hands had filled a small glass from a bottle
of rich Tuscan, by which lay a slip of
paper, with the words,“ Wolfstein pledges
his bride.” It was one of the singularities
of this inconsistent beirg, that he would,
from time to time, address such minute
and wsignificant courtesies to her, whom
it seemed, i/i" all material instances, his
delight to outrage and insult. Tle repast
ended, they quitted the apartment. The
same slight sound was heard, which had
announced the arrival of supper, and
almost immediately, when the curious
Barbara again opened the doc, the lights,
the table, and all that was “Ehereon, had
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disappeared. A door on tlie opposite
side of Madame de Wolfstein’s chamber
led*through an elegant dressing-room to
that of her woman. The toils of a long -
and arduous journey, inhanced by so much
_mental suffering as they had endyred, had
so subdued their strength, that each easily
yielded up their senses to a salutary and
refreshing slumber.



CHAPTER VII.

—— “'You shall give me leave

To play the broker in mine own behalf ;

And to that end, I shortly mind to leave you.”—
Shakspeare.

Mapame de Wolfstein and her at-
tendant had been some fime risen, when
a tap at the door claimed their attention.
Their visitor was the holy Felix,who came
to mingle his morning orisons with those
of Louisa, and offer her such piou’s con-
sclations as*y cre but too necessary under
the calamitous circumstances in which she
was involved. In the course of their mu-
tual communications, it appeared, that
amid the luxurious accommodations of
the castle, it possessed neither chapel, nor
apartment of any kind for the especial
.purpose of religious worshig. "A chapel
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indeed there was, but it had been for
many years grievously profaned, and
rendered incapable of being applied to
pious uses, Wolfstein having converted it
into a theatre.—Louisa therefore led the
.Confessor through the suite of apartments
destined for her occupation, and theymade
choice of one, which commanded from its
bay window a magnificent marine view,
for the oriel ; and the father promised he
would endeavour to obtain permission to
go to Venice, ‘and procure such holy
articles as were necessary for the com.
pletion of their purpose. Louisa whispered
in the shuddering ear of this good man,
the horrible sacrilege whigh had been re-
vealed to her by Barbara, " “f= - — —

“ My )child,”” he replied, crossing him.
self in dcep consternation, * we ought not
to weary of life, since it is plain there is
still work appointed for usto do :—I will
seek this poor striyed sheep, and save her
if possible.”

Engaged ih similar contemplations, the ,

ns
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hour passed calmly and usefully; when
one of the beautiful thoughtless damsels
of the castle entered the apartment, and
kneeling to Madame de Wolfstein, pre-
sented her a basket of sandal wood, filled

h roses, jessamine and orange blos-
@s, on which lay a billet, which she
said contained the morning salutations of
the Lord of Lornberg.—It bore a request,
couched in the most courteous terms, to
be permitted to partake her breakfast,
when her pleasure for the disposal of the
remainder of the day might be declared.
The damsel, whose name was Kara, and
who was a little Turkish girl, as soon as
Louisa had per, used her husband’s greet-
ing, prcw..ﬁ'{r her with a sheet of or-
namented paper, and a golden style, and
Louisa briefly traced her consent to the
request of her Lord. The Confessor took
his leave, and Wolfstein was with her
almost instantly. His ‘manner on this
occasion wore something ofsthe softnass
.and courtesy of former days, bat no ex-
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ternal graces coyld erase from4he thou ghts
of his wretched bride the treachery, bar-
barity, and depravity of his nature.—She
dissembled her feelings, but unmixed ab-
horrence was the ruling sentiment of her
heart, as she looked on Wolfstein.
ceiving that either weary of the exﬁo
of his rude tyranny, or that for some
secret purpose he was resolved to treat
her with a dégree of amenity wiich she
had not expected ever again to expe-
rience, she took courage, and mentioned
the subject of the oriel, and ventured even
to request permission for the friar to sail
to Vienice, and procure the means for
fitting up the room as Il chapel.
“Itis yours, Louisa,” Wasthe, reply;
“and, provided Iam not molested by these
weaknesses, you may, in moderation, in-
duloe‘t I permitted you to bring
the frlar, becausg he has not, like the rest
zf.his’ fraternity, ;ny gentus for meddling
r intrigue\ I do not want a priest with
"eyes and edrs, for Lornberg castle has its
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mysteries. He shall have a gondola for his
own use, and may go to-morrow, if he
pleases, and buy a boat full of toys for
hisbaby house ; but, besides his simplicity,
I had another motive for bringing him
hlgber his skill in medicine may be often
uﬂl‘ll and he will not lose his time, if, in
procuring his spiritual nostrums, he sup-
plies himself with such drugs as may be
requisite in our remote station. I have
no doubt we shall find him employ-
ment.”’

Now, with all the polish and suavity
he could so skilfully assume, he requested
his wife to signify her pleasure for the
morning, and seging her hesitate,

- Sivulif; X d he, ¢ lead you round the
ramparts, and show you the magrificent
scene they command? The day.is glorious,
and the sunbeams glance upon thetwaves
till the Adriatic looks like a skeet of li-
quid gold. I will show you my gardens,
my vineyards, my kiosks and’'pavilions;
end iatroduce you to my mean of war, I
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have not brought you to a hermitage,
Louisa.”

“She readily acquiesced in his proposal:
as they wound along the ramparts, his
remarks on the splendid scenery beneath
them were pregnant with that fine taste
which was perverted to the most dfs-
graceful purposes, and her walk would
have becen one of enjoyment, had the
heart of her companion been as excellent
as his intellect. When they descended
into the gardens, the same admirable taste
was conspicuous: it was noon, and the
heat was becommg intense, but the sun
was effectually debarred entrance through
the thick boughs of the {ofty trees under
whiclr{hey walked, and whidtrwerepre=—
scrved in the liveliest verdure by innu-
merabl® little fountains, whose shining
watersddaghed over their marble basins,
the spra¥-of which spread far around in
refreshing mists.™ Wolfstein seemed to

ke pleas}re in exhibiting to his bride
the luxurious enchantments of the abode



to which he¢ had brought her, and she
would not awaken the ferocity of his dis-
position, by betraying the absence and
indifference with which she looked on all
things. She had remarked, as they paced
the battlements, that the castle was
strongly fortified, and the number of sol-
diers seemed disproportioned to the need
of a private noble. She observed,

¢ Your castle is quite a garrison, Che-
valier.”

¢ Yes,” he replied, “ my interests are
numerous and intricate :—I am entangled
in many schemes, ang from such en-
tanglements I derive my power: nexerthe-
less, they are not without their peril, and
-Wﬂf‘éavs prepared.” |

As they returned within the .castle,
¢ The marine breeze,”” said he, ¢ ‘ms had
a charming effect—you are beauyful. I
must show you to some of my ), oplc. |
will have you, thereforc, uppear .h{s day
at table in such attire as befits the brice
of the Lord of Lornberg.”



iy

When the hour of dinner arrived,
Louisa, ‘who had minutely followed the
commands of her husband, and selected
for her dress the most splendid robe in
her possession, was ready, when he ap-
peared at the door of her apartment, to
lead her to the banqueting hall,

“ You are a good girl,” said he, glanc-
ing his eye over her figure: “ this will
do—for a while at least.”

The banqueting room was already filled
with guests, and a raised gallery at its
upper end with minstrels, who saluted
the entrance of tite bride and bridegroom
with a symphony. Many gentlemen
were present, all in tha uniform of the
castleywhich bore no resembidrrcetoamy
Louisa 'had ever secen before, being en-
tirelysHlack, enlivened only by the gold
belt aq kEpaulette ;—each officer wore
his sabre’z~d his dagger, and, which ap-
P %eg/ sonewhat “singular, each had his
gace of pistols in his belt. They were all

ne, tall} well-formed men, and all hads
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black hair, and dark complexions, every
countenance being rendered fiercer by a
huge pair of mustachios. These men were
Neapolitans, Ragusans, Greeks; and, what-
ever might be their other qualifications
for the rervice of their fierce and extra-
ordinary chief, he had evidently selected
them with a childish and fanciful regard
to uniformity of appearance. Captain
Pandulfo was commandant of the castle
guard: he had been already presented to
Louisa, and he, and a youth named Rufo,
whom Wolfstein appeared bent on di-
stinguishing, took their places on each
side of her at table. Zanina and Kara
were of the party, and when first
- Madame—do~Wolfstein perceived their
presence, a sentiment of offended <ignity
made her hesitate to seat hersel’ -Her
spouse remarked the scruple’ ;v(d ob-
serving the direction of her.tve, said
haughtily, < Be conterfi,’ Tada it v Allis
as it should be ; for my pleasuie is law at
Lornberg.*’
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It was some time ere he recovered the
temper this incident bad ruffled, and
Louisa was aware that ever and anon he
directed towards her a scowling and si-
nister glance. At length he ordered his
.cup-bearer, whom he called Corylo, and
who, though in boy’s clothes, was an
Italian girl, to bear the cup of state to
the bride, that she might drink of it, and
then bring it to him: his order being
obeyed, he took a copious draught from
it, and next presented it to Zanina, who
sate on his right hand, after which it
passed round thescirclee—The men be-
tween whom Louisa was seated seemed
to reg'ard her with admiration, especially
Panduifo, who stole at her cgesrionallge
glance in which pity apd curiosity were
mingler'i As the wine circulated, the con~
versation became loud and general, and
Louisa tiNidly besought permission to re-
tire. . ‘

% Let us ot believe you already weary
§f your fiends, madam,” was the reply.
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—* It would be ungrateful, for your pre-
sence is so precious we cannot part with
you yet. Rufo, I have not congrutulz;ted
you on your late exploit ;—a more adroit
performance was never executed by so
unpractised a youth.”

Rufo’s black eyes sparkled—¢ May all
your foes, Chevalier,” said he, lifting a
goblet to his lips, ¢“fall into as sure hands
as did the old Marchese ! But in truth,
Wolfstein, you are well served :—Bruno
and Zastrow the Pole were able coad-
jutors; I must not rob them of their share
in the merit.* '

‘ How did you manage it at last ?”

*“Oh, it was very simple—the' great
3ifBenltslay in selecting our momant ;—
we lay in wait a night or two without
success :—at length the crisis ca;‘.,hfr-. We
dogged him from the cassinc, wmaere he
had played late ;—he had )usf"dnsmlssed
his gondolieri, and was enterm;g ids.own
portico, when I flung the back “of his
_mantle over his head: the daggers cf
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Bruno and Zastrow soon completed the
enterprisa We ascertained presently his
gains at the cassino, and threw him into
the canal ;—that one splash was all the
noise we made ! —1 would not boast, but
never was a man disposed of more briefly,
silently, and effectually. We were at
home by two, you know, Pandulfo.”

‘I shall know Low to thank you, my
friend Rufo,” said the chief of the castle,
with a look of ghastly satisfaction—
““ What think you of sending Bruno and
Zastrow to the mountains >—They would
be a glorious acqujsition there.”’

““ True, Chevalier, but they are not
needed—Ranuzzo has alrcady a strong
band of incomparable spirits.—Why
should we weaken ourselves? Besides,
these pcjpasional midnight manceuvres re-
quire as.desperate a hand and as stout a
heart eviwy whit as your forest adven-
tures—}wk no, we cannot spare these

fyrmidonsY”

“ You shall have your own way, Rufo,”
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said Wolfstein, in a conciliating tone.
The young ruffian was evidently elated
by wine and praise, and his manner soon
became more conspicuously bold and pre-
sumptuous than that of the rest. Pan-
dulfo’s eyes warily examined the coun.
tenance of Wolfstein’s bride, and he per-
ceived, without difficulty, that she was
making such deadly discoveries, as hardly
left her power to support herself. AsRufo
was now occupied by his own merits,
and in trying the exterit of his interest
with his chief, Pandulfo ventured to say
in a low voice to Loui.a,

“ I fear, madam, our profession is only
now made known to you, and, if so, you
—with~perhaps, have many an eady and
cherished prejudice to forego ;—to yield,
however, or at least to seem to ¥i=ld, till
habit reconciles you to necessit, is all
that remains. Disguise yom’d aversion;
it will only embitter ySur lot.”f "z .

“ Surely, sir,” said Louisa, struck with
the expression that softened ‘his fierc
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countenance, “ you are not by nature a
ruffian.”

“ I am not, madam.—One false step
ruined me, or rather I should say obliged
me to the adoption of new habits.—At
sixteen, no one could have foretold my
destiny—yet you see, lady, how custom
hardens a man,—Whatever nature in.
tended me for, I am now a ruffian.”

There seemed’ something forced in the
firmness with which this was uttered, and
Louisa distingunished a deep sigh in spite of
thestruggle whichwas made to suppress it,
Presently the Chevalier arose, and re-
quested the captain to lead the bride into
the adjbining saloon, whither all the party
except a few officers who had not satisfied
themselves with the juice of the Tuscan
grape, followed, and Zanina flew to col-
lect her companions. After witnessing
the. perf01-.raance of a ballet, Louisa was,
permitteg. withdraw,

cuweretiecompanionsamongst whom
tl?s‘ most pnfortunate lady appeared de-



{‘166

stined to waste the remainder of her weary
life. Many days closely resembling the one
I have described—days of outrage, of hor-
ror, and misery passed over her head, and it
seemed almost impossible to give force or
novelty to the insults which were accumu-
lated on her.—It did not seldom occur
that the lord of Lornberg would absent
himsclf for a weck, perhaps for a month,
from the castle, and these were periods
of comparative tranquillity. Besides Felix
and her faithful Barbara she had no one
on whom she could even look without
disgust, although she: could not but di-
stinguish Captain Pandulfo by harbouring
towards him a somewhat less confirmed
=aversien~than for any of his cymrades:
for the young assassin Rufo her detestation
knew no bounds, and he seemedkta behold
her with a corresponding sentiment.
Once, during a prolopgkd absence
of the chief of the" cast]e,,"!“m.-._:'.oun-
tenance of I'elix, who was no a‘(iep't\at
concealing his feelings, wore-a singukar



167

expression of thankful emotion: ¢ Alas!
my fathe:,” said Louisa, as she looked
earnestly in his face, “what can have
happened under this roof, to have awaken-
ed that smile of pious gladness ?*

“ Did I smile, my daughter ?—Do not
question me—I would fain have you re-
main unimpeachable respccting the deed
I have accomplished.”

““Yet it has cheered your spirits, father,”
said she, bursting into tears. “ Oh! when
will a gleain of cheerfulness open upon
mine ?>—When shall 1 smile ?”’

Finding he could not withhold from her
the secret in which his benevolent spirit
was exulting, he told her that he had suc-
ceeded in carrying the penitent nuon
to Venice ; that he had, at her own earnest
prayer- rlaced her in a convent governed
by the most austere rules; that he had
carried her thither in a secular dress, and
had beew uble, without infringing truth, to
conceal entirely her former profession ;
that he had obtained her admission with-
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out the form of noviciate, and that the
following day she would be once more
dedicated to that holy service which ‘she
had been induced so fatally and criminally
to renounce. Louisa, while she partook
the friar’s thankfulness, was astonished at
his successful perseverance.

“ My child,” said he, * it is not my least
cause of rejoicing that a/l the inhabitants
of this castle are not hardened in villany,
1 have been aided, otherwise I could
scarcely have accomplished my purpose.
Believe me, my beloved daughter, whatever
sorrows we are doomed to endure in this
place, we have not been brought hither
in vain.”

He now proceeded to explajn that
"Pandulfo had sought every opportunity,
for conversing with him in private, which
had occurred since the day when he first
entered Lornberg castle; that he even
feigned sickness, in order mo‘ré\ag Jeisure
to invite and listen to the admonitions
and consolations of the pious ecclesiastic ;
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that he had besought his advice, whether
he should, as he easily might, fly from hig
present situation and devote the remainder
of his days to a monastic life, or, by re-
maining, act as a check on the ruffians
under hiscommand, and perhaps influence
some of them to relent likewise, and
above all to alleviate as much as possible
the sufferings of many prisoners pining
in the subterraheous dungeons of the
castle.

“ Since it appears, my son,” said Felix
¢¢ that your keeping your present station
may prove a blessing to numbers, forsake
it not, but wait patiently till the hour ar-
rives which will surely deliver you.”

By the means of Pandulfo, Felix had
visited the prisoners, had administered
to their necessities both mental and bodily,
and instructed his willing convert how
effectually to alleviate their cruel situa-
tion, when Wolfstein’s presence in the
castle would render his visits less prac™
ticable. Generally when the Chevalier .

~470L, IIT. I
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was absent, Rufo “l'as his companion, but
Scharaffa was left as a trusty spy, whose
vigilance was not easily eluded ; never-
theless, Felix and Pandulfo had for once
outwitted him. For some days subse-
quent to the escape of Sister Dominica,
the wretch was restlessly, but fruitlessly,
employed in searching for her, but so
dexterously had her evasion been con-
trived, that not a trace could he discover,
and he could only flatter himself with the
hope that she had put an end to her ex-
istence by drowning, a catastrophe to
which, from the distracted state of her
mind, he had often looked as the termi-
nation of his troublesome charge. Wolf-
stein had trusted too implicitly to the
simple character of Father Felix, and
to the philosophical abstraction of his
thoughts. Little did he guess how busy a
life this contemplative man would spend
at Lornberg, and little was he aware,
that at the end of a few months, the
commandant of his troops, and twenty
of those he commanded, had each .his
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missal in his pocket and his agnus on his
bosom. . Every onc of these regarded
Pelix as the delegate sent from Heaven
for his especial rescue from perdition,
and the slightest admonition breathed
from his lips would have superseded
the loudest command of Wolfstein, who
remained all the while perfectly uncon-
scious of the reformation wrought within
his walls. Fellx, as from time to time,
in grateful exultation,. he imparted his
progress to Madame de Wolfstein, ac-
knowledged, that even the loss of his
dearly beloved Saint Clirysostom had
been providential.

¢ But for that, my daughter, I should
have surrendered myself up to study,
and, buried in contemplation of the things
of another world, might never have opened
my eyes to the good work which Heaven
is pleased to allot me in this.”’

It was about the middle of November,
when, at one of the riotous feasts held by
Wolfstein_ in celebration of some of his

9
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mysterious successes, and at which his
wife had been ordered to assisty a com-
mand now less frequently enforced thah
in- the earlier season of their marriage,
a dispute arose which threatened to bethe
preludeto a scene of sanguinary violence.
Zanina, the beautiful Venetian, always
sate at the right hand of the lord of the
castle, and on the present occasion held
her accustomed nlace.—It'happened that
Wolfstein, who had been engaged in con-
versation with some one on his left, ob-
served in turning to look on Zanina, that
after touching her goblet with her lips,
she gave it, with a significant look, to
Corylo, who immediately bore it to the
farther end of the table where Rufo sate
near Louisa.—Rufo took the cup, and
casting on the lovely Venetian a glance of
passionate gratitude, was about to swallow
the contents, when Wolfstein rose, and in
a voice almost choked with fury, cried,
« Drink not for your life! Set down the
cup or you die.”
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« If it be poison, I’ll drink it,” cried
Rufo, nising likewise and applying the
goblet to his lips. )

“ And poison then it shall be, quick
poison, presumptuous minion! for death
shall follow it,” .

Zanina prevented Wolfstein from reach.
ing Rufo by clinging to his arms, and the
officers all called on the offender to quit
the room ; he had already drawn a pisto]
from his belt and stood sullenly on the
defensive, but-at length yielded to the
remonstrances of his comrades and quitted
the room, whilg Wolfstein continued
raving like amaniac. Pandulfo, inthevery
comniencement of the confusion, had led
the lady of the castle to her, apartments,
as he expected the scene of uproar to
end in some appalling catastrophe, and
was not sorry to miss Rufo on his re-
entrance. He found Wolfstein reiterating
his threats of summary vgngeance, and
the officers, in one voice, protesting
against awy violence being practised on,
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their .comrade for what had happened,
although, being considered a favourite, he
had in fact no friends amongst his equals,
while all the most desperate of the sol-
diery idolized him for his daring. The
clamoyr at length in some measure sub-
siding, Pandulfo, who after the chief of
Lornberg, had a superior voice in the
assembly, suggested calmly that it would
be well to consider ine consequences of
such an arbitrary proceedingas wasthreat-
ened.—* Supposing, sir, that we should
all remain passive; Rufo is beloved by the
soldiers, and a formidable band of them,
with Bruno and Zastrow at their head,
will mutiny to avenge him. You know
best how you are prepared to meet such
a contingency;—but all this is the effect
of wine, to-morrow no memory will har-
bour it: in truth Rufo was not to blame,
there sits the delinquent. Had the fair
Zanina pledged me, I must have done as
Rufo did.—Which of you would not ?”
« Not one of us,” was the reply.
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¢ No,” continued Pandulfo, *“nor would
any one, ‘but such a craven, as our gallant
chief would spurn from his band! Be
just, noble Wollstein, and confess that
Rufo could not refuse to answer the fair
one’s pledge.”

Pandulfo conquered ; for his post and
his character made him powerful in the
castle : he undertook to seck the angry
Rufo, and persuade him to apologise to
his chief, which was performed, but as
reluctantly and with as much brevity as
possible, a mutual scowl accompanying
the cold touch of gach other’s hand. Za-
nina was sent sobbing to her apartment,
and the Chevalier harboured, in his dark
bosom, the resolution of shortly makiné
himself fatal amends for this forced re-
conciliation. But he was disappointed, for
the following day, when the inmates of
the castle assembled at the feast, no Rufo,
no Zanina appeared ; a vajn search was
made, and ended in the conviction that
they were fled together, an event which
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gave Wolfstein heavier and more dis-
quieting cause for meditation than the
mere loss of a fickle courtezan, or a pye-
sumptuous and fiery dependant, since
the latter bore with him many a danger-
ous secret.
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CHAPTER VIIIL

¢ Such men have been, of whom it may be said
Their spirits conquer'd when their clay was cold.”
Joanna Baillie.

IT was on the night of November the
15th, that the fierce and arduous struggle
between Gustavus of Sweden, the lion
of the North, and the scarcely less cele-
brated commander of the forces of the
empire, arrived at the cve of its crisis.
The Duke of Friedland, by the aid of
Fieraimosca, had discovered that the
Anareta, or planet of deatli, in the na-
tivity of his illustrious rival, pointed to
November, and had, therefore, by many
a masterly and skilful manceuvre, con-
trived to protract this great personal trial
to this period. An impenetrable fog
covered the eventful morning of the 16th,
and not tyll noon, when the sun shone

Io
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forth in his splendor, was this natural
curtain withdrawn, when two ‘vast armies
were discovered drawn up in order 'of
battle on cach side the high road which
skirts the plain of Lutzen. The scene
was inconceivably grand and awful—
Gustavus gave out, in a loud voice, the
40th Psalm, ¢ God is our refuge and
strength,”” which was sung by the whole
army, accompanied by ‘military music,
and then led forward his troops. Both
sides fought with unparalleled despera-
tion, being animated by every art of their
respective leaders; bpt the imperialists
being seasonably reinforced by the return
of General Pappenheim’s wing, which
had been detached on some distant expe-
dition, the Swedes were repulsed fre-
quently, while their magnanimous sove-
reign, with the most heroic resolution, as
frequently rallied and led them back.
Thus the fate of the conflict continued
some time in suspcnse; but Gustavus
perceiving that his left gave, ground be-
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fore the fire of the Imperialists, attended
by the Duke of Saxe Lauenburgh, and a
party of horsemen, galloped towards the
shrinking wing. In the midst of his
career, he encountered a few imperial
horse, led by a youth, who seemed re-
solved to push them wherever glory
tempted or danger threatened. This
youth dashed il"ltO the midst of the Swedes,
and called loudly on the monarch to sur-
render, but Gustavus raising his pistol to
fire on the assailant, was, by one of the
Austrians, shot in the .arm, while the
~hullet of his first antagonist, nearly at the
same moment, entered his breast, and he
fell from his saddle, exclaiming, * My
God! my God !’ while the few Swedes,
by whom he was immediately surrounded,
were seized with panic, and joined the
main body on a gallop, carrying with
them the mournful and discouraging news
of the fall of the royal heros The hussar,
by whom the fatal shot was fired, threw
himself frcm his horse, and cried urgently
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stein) to assist him in raising and'bearing
away the expiring monurch; but while
they lifted him from the ground, he sank
a corpse in their arms.

Pappenheim’s division, of which Lin-
dauw’s regiment made a part, now charged,
and as it was to the Margrave’s corps
Vallenstein and Desmond had attached
themsclves as volunteers, they were
obliged in the sudden rush to relinquish
their purpose, and abandon the body ;
but Desmond, taking oft his hat, and
waving it as he rode, ‘cried.« Long live’
Ferdinand! There lies Gustavus !’

As soon as the shock of the charge en-
abled Lindzu to pause, he demanded the
Lieutcnant’s meaning, who exultingly
proclaimed his friend’s achicvement.
The flight of the Duke of Saxe Lauen-
burgh, who rode like a madman back
upon the Swedish army, fearful of sharing
the fate of his illustrious companion, has
occasioned his name to be stained by an
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imputation far more foul and odious than
that of cowardice, since there were not a
"few who attributed the death of Gustavus
to his treachery, and the immediate cir-
cumstances attending that event are ob-
scurcly and varioasly stated by historians.
Meanwhile the brave Bernard, Duke of
Saxe Weimar, found means to have it re-
ported that the King was alive, but in the
hands of the'enemy, and the idea of rescu-
ing their beloved leader inspired the troops
with almost supernatural force and fury.
In the midst of the renewed conflict,
Pappenheim rgccived a mortal wound,
and as he was seen carrying off the field,
a shout arose that the battle was lost.
Lindau and the brave volunteers per-
formed wonders of valour, but it was de-
creed, that though Gustavus must perish
on that field, the echo of his name should
secure the victory to his troops. The
fog which had covered the morning,
again rolled over the contending armies,
and clpsed in the evening, while the re-
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treat of the Duke of Friedland, during
the night, leaving his artillery behind
him, decided that the laurel was won by*
the Swedes, and must be entwined with
the cypress for the pale brow of their un-
timely perished hero. The haughty spi-
rit of the imperial general was exas-
perated to fury at the thought that his
dead rival had driven him from the field,
and his indignation was revealed by se-
veral acts of tremendous severity. Im-
mediately on his return -to Bohemia,
seventeen of his officers were executed
almost without a hearing,.and the names
of fifty others, by being attached to a
gibbet, rendered for ever infamous, while
those who had distinguished themselves,
or whom he had private reasons con-
spicuously to favour, were remunerated
with his usual splendid and unlimited
magnificence. Octavius Piccolomini, a
General who had greatly signalised him-
self, received from him a present of 10,000
dollars. Knowing that it was a gletach-
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ment from the regiment of Lindau which
surroupded the Swedish monarch at the
“moment of his death, and likewise being
apprised of the noble efforts made by the
Margrave and his companions, imme-
diately previous to the intervention of the
fog, he sent for that young Colonel, and
having knighted him, presented him with
a sabre worth 500 dollars, and two finc
chargers. "Pherc was something in Lin-
dauw’s countenance which the Duke did
not comprehend.

‘¢ Have you any request to make, Co-
lonel Lindau? Speak, sir, I shall not
easily refuse yo.u.”

The Margrave hesitated. “ Do you
know, sir, from whose hand Gustavus of
Sweden received his deathi?”’

« Show me the man, and I will ex-
haust my power of rcewarding upon his
head ! Where is he ?”

¢ ] cannot show him to your Highuess,
for I know not where ‘he is, nor when,
nor how, your Highness's favour may
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reach him; but Gustavus fell in fair en-
counter with your son, Count Casimir of
Vallenstein.”’ .

A convulsive motion shook the muscles
of the Duke’s face, and no one could dis-
cern whether it was the sudden opera-
tion of pleasure or pain; he paused.
¢“ Are you sure of this, Lindau ?”’

« As sure, as that it is your Highness
who speaks to me, and I ara likewse sure
that the same hand, supported by that of
the faithful and gallant Desmond, twice
rescucd the lamented Pappenheim ere
he met his dcath blow.”

¢ Casimir is worthy of me!” said the
Duke, and wringing the hand of Lindau,
he added, whilc a tear, if in truth it was
a tear, stood in his eye, “ Is he safe, Lin-
dau?”’

“ I know not, my Lord, for when that
dense fog fell like a veil over evéry ob-
ject, we were separated, and I have not
seen him or his'comrade since.”

“ Margrave, I have given you proof
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that I know how to distinguish merit,
and remunerate service. 1f Casimir seeks
you, deliver him without question to me;
—you can neither apprehend risk for
him, nor accuse yourself of treachery, in
restoring a son to the arms of his father-
—An attempt to influence his will would
be fruitless—you must surprise him into
that for which he will onc day thank you.
—Have I your promise ?"

«“ My Lord, you may command my
life, but up to this hour my honour is
clear from imputation,—and, pardon me,
I will so prescrye it.”

¢« Well, sir, you are as stubborn in pre-

" judice as Casimir himself, and I have no
time to waste on you; but you must not
take it ill, Coloncl, if you find yourself
watched.”

With this hint they parted. The next
officer for whom the Duke inquired, in
order to reward him according to his de-
serts, was his brother-in-law, Count Har-
rach, who had, with many misgivings,
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glanced his eye over the names appended
to the gibbet; his however was not of this
degraded company.

« Harrach,” said the Duke, bending
on him the eye of a falcon, “ my coun-
sel shall be brief—Resume your velvet
coat without delay. I have discovered
that the atmosphere of a court suits your
constitution better than that of a camp,
since etiquettes and civilities are so inve-
terate in your nature, you could not pre-
vail on yourself to treat even the enemy
with the least rudeness,.—In short, sir,”
said he, raising his voice to a pitch which .
caused a strong vibration on the nerves
of Count Harrach, « you are a coward,— -
and had you not been the brother of Casi-
mir’s mother, I should have taken another
mode of telling you so.—Go home, sir,
and keep your own counsel.”

The imperative words of this very dear
and illustrious brother were obeyed to
the letter. Count Harrach resumed
his velvet coat and his point ruff and
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ruffles, went back to court, and kept his
own secset.

That same evening, as Lindau sate
within his quarters, writing to his beloved
sister Ulrica a detailed account of the
battle of Lutzen, a man, wrapped in the
‘camp cloak of a common soldier, entered
his apartment, and having carefully closed
the door, threw off his mantle, and crying,
“] know L am safe with Lindau,” re-
vealed Casimir of Vallenstein.

“ That is mere than I know, my dear
Count,” said the Margrave, as he rose in
consternation, angd looking out, he called
to the sentinel on guard, ¢ admit no one
to me on any pretence, and if orders come
from the Duke, instead of letting the
bearer pass, summon me forth.”

Vallenstein abruptly explained that the
object which had induced him to venture
into the close precincts of his father, was
the hope of obtaining intelligence of his
faithful friend, whom frem the moment
the mist govered them on the evening of
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the 16th, he had ngver beheld. Hehad in
vain explored the field of Lutzen for the
body, supposing he might have falleu,
but neither there nor elsewhere could he
discover the slightest trace of him. Lin-
dau freely promised every aid in his power,
and having so dismissed the subject, he
began to make trial of the filial disposi-
tions of Casimir, and to persuade him
to listen to some mediatory arguments.
“I could not have believed you thus
obdurate, Casimir. Your father yearns
after you, and what son on earth, but
yourself, would not think it glorious to-
call that wonderful being father ?”’
 Lindau, the mystery will one day be
revealed—You cannot judge at present,
between the Duke of Friedland and my-
self. Suffice it, that with a heart prone to
filial affection, attached even with enthu-
siasm to the person of my father, dazzled
by his genius, proud of his glory, we are
for ever disunited.—Here let the subject
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close between us; I will not speak of it
again.” ,

The words had scarcely passed his lips
when some faint rumour was distin-
guishable at the door, which, on opening,
discovered the Duke,

“ Do not be surprised, Margrave—I
gave you notice you were under sur-
veillance! So, Count Casimir! I am
obliged to have*recourse to stratagem to
procure a conference with an unnatural
son! Margrave, good night.”

And taking the young Count’s arm, he
quitted Lindau’s quarters, and without
speaking pursued his course to his own,
where being arrived, he led the way to
a private apartment, the door of which
having fastened, he began, as was his
custom when agitated, to pace rapidly
to and fro.

« Well, sir,”’ said he at length, stopping
abruptly, and looking earnestly in his
son’s face, “ Are we friends or enemies?
Speak.”
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« I am your friend, sir; the friend of
your honour, your conscience, your eternal
peace.”

« Cant! base hypocritical cant, un-
worthy a man and a soldier! Some priest,
some hooded fanatic has bewitched you,
Casimir !—Where is your philosophy ?
Ol, my son, could I but once prevail
with you to abandon the weak fables that
enslave you, you bear a spirit and a hand
gloriously to execute whatever my intel-
lect conceives.— Think, think for an in-
stant ; united, what may we not achieve *”

¢ The very utmost pitch of human gran-
deur—Dbut be not deceived, my father—
I will never, never, pay the price! I will
not pledge my soul to Satan for all the
crowns in Europe.” :

“ Effeminate, puerile boy ! Who is Sa-
tan? What is he? An old woman’s bun-
dle of rags to scare a froward baby! The
very monks would laugh at you!—I
trusted, Casimir, that time and corrobo-
rating circumstances would have come in
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aid of filial duty, and brought you ere
this to the arms of your father. Do you
uot see,” said he, solemnly, <¢ that des-
tiny, as well as nature, has sealed you
my ally, my principal and most effective
coadjutor? Was not your hand elected
from among the hands of multitudes, to
fulfil on Gustavus of Sweden that decree
which, on the hour of his birth, appointed
the hour of his'dcath? Can you not per-
ceive that you are impiously thwarting
fate as well as outraging nature? And
will you blindly, desperately oppose the
grand, eternal, , irreversible march of
events?  After all, Casimir, the tide will
flow.”

 Yes, my father, I have read ¢ offences
will come ; but woe unto him by whom
they come.” Since time began offences
have come, but this is no argument to
justify the offender. Treasons, perjuries,
violences, have arisen, and will arise, but
I will never be a traitor, a dissembler, or
a ruffian | I may not have power to arrest
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the tide of evil, but I will not augment
it.” .
« Well, sir, I will tell you thervery ut-
most you can do in the way of resistances
since that is the way in which you are
bent.—You can cross your father's heart
with a sickening pang, you can tempt him
to revile the memory of her with whose
milk you have imbibed your froward and
headstrong dispositions, bit to pause or
retrograde one instant, one inch, on my
predestined path, you shall never compel

me.
Casimir stood with,folded arms, and

his eyes riveted to the floor, while his
father, now assuming a more softened as-
pect, perused his countenance.

« Methinks,” said he, ¢ your rebellion
has not been unpunished—How lean and
wasted you are! No, nature never formed
you for the part you are acting! Aban-
don it, my son.”

He extended his arms, and Vallenstein,
whose affections yearned towards his
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father, rushed into-them, and for a few
moments all difference of opinion, all
discordance of sentiment, was forgotten.
The Duke still kept his arm over his son’s
shoulder, and looked at him as if he con.
sidered him half conquered.

* One word from you, Casimir, and
it might be always thus.”

“ Alas, my father, that word never will
be uttered !’ °
~ “Enough, sir. Too much time. and

breath have been wasted on an unattaina-
ble object, and, since what must be must
be, to fate I consjgn the matter. Pro-
bably your affairs are not so urgent as to
refuse you leisure to sup with your old
general. You will be my guest to-night?”

« Gladly, sir.”

« Well then, let all fruitless discussion
cease between us—1I will send for Lindau
and Winterfeldt, and we will make a so-
cial meal of it.” .

The two officers readily obeyed the

summons, and the latter greeted Casimir
VOL. IIL K
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with equal surprise and joy, for it had
been some time the current opinion of
the army, that a rooted animosity existed
between the generalissimo and his son,
nor were there wanting some shrewd
spirits, who guessed, and guessed rightly,
at the cause. Amongst these however were
neither Lindau nor Winterfeldt, who,
though each gifted with his due propor-
tion of sound, manly intelléct, were neither
of them remarkable for sagacity in scent-
ing a plot, and therefore eontented them-
selves with marvelling and lamenting that
such a feud should exist between two
such men. They assisted at this apparent
reunion, with honest, heart-felt satisfac-
tion, entertaining no suspicion that it was
a mere transient,and even hollow truce.
Casimir and Winterfeldt openly exchanged
expressions of mutual regret for the dis-
appearance of Desmond,which they could
only attribute to his death, and to his
body having fallen in some spot where
it ad evaded the anxious search of his
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friend. The battle of Lutzen was fought
over again, and Casimir, at the request
of his father, modestly detailed the imme-
diate circumstances attending the fall of
Gustavus ; but instead of assuming credit

.to lumself, he bitterly deplored his own

rashness.

¢ Had I not,” said he, *“ in the heat and
tumult of the , moment, fired that fatal
shot, you, my father, might now have ex-
ulted in the possession of a captive hero.
Thehope ofa gallant nation would not have
now been extinct, and the magnanimous
soul of Gustavus®would still enrich and
adorn the world with its virtues,—Des-
mond, seeing the King level his pistol at
my head, shot him through the arm, and,
so disabled, he could not have resisted,
he must inevitably have fallen into
our hands, for Saxe Lauenburgh waited
not to ascertain the event, but ere the
flash of our pistols had vanished, deserted
his master.”

K 2
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¢ Miscreant !” exclaimed the Duke, ¢ 1
would he had deserted to me.”

¢« ' Would your highness have received
him ?” cried Lindau and Winterfeldt in
one voice. )

¢ Yes, and have hung him up for an
example to my officers.”

The topics discussed were such as be-
came a military feast, and all was socia}
harmony ; for the Duke, on this occasion,
laid aside, to an unwonted degree, the
austere aspect of authority of which he
had latterly very seldom divested himself,
The night was somewhat advanced ere
the two officers made their bows to their
cominander, and shook hands with Casi-
mir, well content in the belief that he
would now resume his post amongst them,
and that whatever had caused his absence
was effectually removed. When they
were gone,

“ Whatever your plans may be, Casi-
mir,” said the Duke, < I conclude you
are at present ill provided with"the means
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to accomplish them—It probably is not
your iitention to remain with me, since

*my measures and your opinions would
be at constant variance, but we will at
least meet to-morrow ere youm depart

_for though you will not assist me, [ may
be essentially useful to you without offend.
ing any of your prejudices.”

Having cxchanged a kind good night,
young Vallenstein was ushered into an
apartment contiguous to that of his father,
and enjoyed & more refreshing slumber
than he had done for many months; for
the cordiality between the Duke and him-
self, notwithstanding the incompatibility
of their principles, had proved consola-
tory to his feelings. In the, mornin the
father and son breakfasted together at an
early hour, and the Duke asked severa]
questions respecting the immediate de-
stination of Casimir, a point to which it
was not easy to yield a very definite an-
swer, since he hardly knew and little
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cared whither he was going. Their meal
being ended,

“]t seems to me,” said the Duke, *that
you have not made up your mind relative
to the course you would next steer,—
I will with your leave supply to your will
the diréction it wants. For the present
you are my prisoner, Casimir—I will not
detain you liere, because I feel your im-
mediate atmosphere damps my spirits,
and palsies my energies, but I will send
you where you will be safe, till my views
are accomplished.”

“ Do you fear to trust me at large, my
father ?” asked Casimir indignantly.

« I know not ; but I am sure the mea-
sure I have adopted is such as prudence
would prescribe; at all events, it is the
result of mature deliberation, and it will
not be shaken by remonstrance.”

¢ Then, I will not remonstrate.*’

“ Wisely resolved! Now then, fare.
well, Casimir !—When we meet again,
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I will not invite you to co-operate in my
labours, but to assist me in enjoying what
™1 have accomplished by actions which
will then have become past and irrevoca-
ble, and which, as you will not be able to
revoke them, your philosophy will forbid
you to deplore or deprecate. Once more,
farewell, Casimir.”

Young Vallenstein did not refuse the
offered hand of his father; he pressed it
affectionately, and then without question
or comment,” descended the \stairs and
entered a carriage in which two sub-
alterns awaited*him, and which was sur-
rounded by armed troops on horseback.



CHAPTER IX.

¢ The worm of conscience still begnaw thy soul !
Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou liv'st,

And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends!”
. Shakspeare.

WoLrsTEiN, ever since the elopement
of Rufo and Zanina, had betrayed a
restlessness and disquietude, very opposite
to the usual insolent, cold security of his
temper and manners. He seldom slept
two nights together in his castle, business
often required his presence at Venice, or
other neighbouring places. Sometimes he
would set forth, provided and escorted as
if for a distant journey, and remain long
absent. His garrison, strong as it seemed,
was augmented, and Wolfstein was often
conversing with his men in an affable
familiar tone, making them preseuts, and
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in short, exhibiting towards them a total
«alteration of demeanar. With the officers
he was become mistrustful, capricious,
sudden, making frequent and unexpected
changes amongst them, while those who
were displaced were not suffered to quit
the walls, but kept in strict imprisonment,
as though they would at a proper season
be called to answer the charges their
chiefwould bring against them. Pandulfo
still apparently enjoyed his esteem and
confidence, but did not rely implicitly
on outward indigations, perceiving that
many of his comrades were caressed and
treated with every show of favour up to
the instant, when without the form of
accusation they were cashiered and im-
prisoned. In fact, Wolfstein could not
accuse, because he was actuated solely
by the misgivings of his own dark mind ;
he was beset by apprehensnons of he knew
not what, being well aware that there
was no point of the compass from which
danger mlght not come to him. Until
K5



202

the present period, he had always looked
calmly and disdainfully on whatever
menaced him, and smiled at the oppor-
tunity it afforded him for proving his
incomparable intelligence and adroitness»
never harbouring a suspicion that he
could or should be foiled, since nothing
was regarded by him as an obstacle. The
confidence he reposed in his own Machia-
velian talents was his bane, since it had
led him to multiply his schemes to an
infinite extent, and involved him in an
endless labyrinth, the clue to which was
become perplexed and entangled; in
short, as he once -expressed himself, he
now found he had  too many men to
move.” Besides in proportion as the ac-
cumulation and intricacy of his affairs
required a firmer nerve, a keener eyc, and
a morc comprehcnsive intellect, were the
faculties of Wolfstein declining instead of
gaining force; for he had, in the indulgence
of histenfperament, forgottenthe insidious
properties of dissipation, and did not cal-
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culate that he should rise from every scene
>of excess with unbraced nerves and a
wavering brain, till the whole system
would finally yield beneath the repetition.

It happened one fine spring morning
that Louisa was taking the air on the
castle ramparts, attended by Barbara,
when she perceived Pandulfo approaching,
accompanied by a person whose arms and
legs were secured by light fetters, which,
although they.did not preclude the power
of taking an uneasy exercise, were an
effectual bar against escape. She came
rather suddenly upon them, and Captain
Pandulfo, who on all other occasions
sedulously sought opportunity to converse
with the lady of Lornberg, how, forgetful
of his wonted courtesy, turned abruptly
to avoid her, causing his captive com-
panion to do likewise. :

¢ For some reason,”’ observed Madame
de Wolistein, “ Pandulfo is averse to
meeting us; let us therefore turn:—he
cannot surely fear my disclosure of his
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indulgence to his prisoner, whomsoever
he may be, but perhaps he fears to involve.
me in some dangerous knowledge.”

They turned, and looked behind them.

¢ See,” said Barbara, « the poor young
man is so overweighted by his fetters, he
is obliged to support himself against the
bastion! Did you ever see any thing so
thip, madam ?—And yet, what an elegant
figure! I wonder who it can be I””

¢¢ Probably,” answered Lopuisa, ¢ one of
the many officers who during the winter
have fallen under the Chevalier’s dis-
pleasure.” ,

“ Ah, see,” said Barbara, in a com-
passionate tone, *“ Pandulfo knows not
what to do with him ! He canunot support
himself farther !”

This exclamation of Barbara’s induced
Madame de Wolfstein again to look
back, when she perceived that the poor
captive vainly attempted to rise from the
bastion against which he leaned, but that
either the weight of his chains, or his own
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weakness, rendered it impossible for him
»to stand without support, whilst Pandulfo’s
attention seemed divided between a visible
dread lest they should approach nearer,
and the situation of his companion.

“ ] am sure,” said Barbara, ‘¢ there can
be no manner of harm in going to help
him, poor youth! Look how awkwardly
that great whiskered captain sets about
it.””. At that moment, Pandulfo, leaving
his charge to the support of the wall, came
towards them.

“ Lady,” saiq he, - I have placed my-
self in an embarrassing predicament,—
the gentleman you see has been many
months a prisoner in this castle, and was
placed under my care with charges of so
positive a nature, and the exaction of such
strict promises from me, as I could not
without imminent risk, and some dis-
honour, infringe, to say nothing of the
espionage of Scharaffa, Which has been
unremitting. The poor youth has been
very ill, 'and the skill of our pious Cori-
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fessor has restored him, as it were, from
death. This morning Scharaffa’s vigilance-
has been diverted, and I have ventured
to lead my captive forth to be refreshed
by the air, for which he is pining—Father
Felix said he would die without it. I
dared not free him entirely from his fet-
ters, lest our chief, whose return is very
uncertain, might surprise‘ us.—Just as
we turned the angle, and beheld your ap-
proach, the heat of this warm spring sun-
shine overcame him, and I cannot re-
move him.—(Can you supply me with any
pungent scent which may dissipate the
sudden faintness ?”

“ Oh yes, to be sure we can!”’ cried
Barbara, ¢ and I will come and help you,
for men are such clumsy wretches about
the sick. 1 saw you this moment, Cap-
tain Pandulfo, handling him just like a
bear; though, no doubt, it was all out of
kindness.”

“ Stay, stay, Signora! for mercy’s
sake 1"’ exclaimed Pandulfo, and without
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ceremony he pursued and caught her.
-“¢ You must not, you skall not,” added
he, passionately, ¢ approach the prisoner !
You know not what you are about.”

“ Do not agitate yourself, captain,”
" said Louisa: ¢ we will not, by our indis-
cretion, involve you in trouble.—Take
this volatile essence, it is almost infalli-
ble, and I trast you will be no sufferer
from your humanity.”

She then proceeded to instruct Pan-
dulfo how hc might better support his
feeble companiqn, and entreated that he
would venture to unfetter him, at least,
till he was restored to his prison. This
petition was willingly acceded to, and
the captain had his hand upon the lock
of the fetters, when, happening to cast a
glance towards the sea, he perceived the
Chevalier’s barge just making for the
castle landing-place ; Wolfstein himself,
his arms crossed, and his eyes directed to
the objects on the ramparts, was stand-
ing on the deck. *
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. % We are lost!” cried Pandulfo, as,
with an almost supernatural effort, he.
rather carried than led the invalid to the
stairs which wound from the castle ram-
parts to its base, and in a moment they
were out of sight. Madame de Wolfstein
and her attendant beheld the landing of
the chief with indescribable terror, fear-
ing they knew not what, both for the
unhappy stranger, and the humane Pan.
dulfo : certain they had bgen seen and
recognised, they knew not whether it
was better to descend jmmediately to
their apartments, or remain with appa-
rent composure pacing the battlements ;
while they were thus irresolute, the ob-
ject of their terror joined them.

“ Oh!” said he, fixing his keen eye on
his wife’s countenance, which underwent
a rapid change beneath his gaze, < How
agitating is sudden joy ! My unexpected
return produces an effect, which, if I did
not know thee, Louisa, or if I were one
of your jealous-pated spouses, I might
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'
misconstrue.—How your little heart flut-

tered with gladness, when you saw Wolf-
‘'stein’s gondola approach the beach !. Did
it not, my life ?”’

« In truth, Chevalier, I did not look
_for your return so early,” replied she,
faintly. .

¢ And yet,” said he, “ I did not name
any definite period of absence ; but it is
unspeakable gratification to a fond spouse
to discover, on his return, that the partner
of his soul spefids the live-long hours of
separation in watching till his sail shall
recross the watess.”

Madame de Wolfstein was but too well
inured to these ironical commendations,
which were often the prelude to fits of
terrifying fury.—He dismissed Barbara,
and, passing her arm through his, began
to speak of the beauty and freshness of
the morning, and on other indifferent
and general topics;—at length stopping
suddenly,

“ I wouder,” said he, ‘ where Pan,
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dulfo is to-day,—he is sick, I suppose,
for it was Valetti who received me on my_
landing.”

Louisa trembled, but spoke not.

“ Do you find the air piercing, my
love?” inquired her husband; while
hardly knowing what she answered, and
conscious of the trepidation she was be-
traying, she said, ¢ Yes.”

« Heavens !” cried he, ¢ you have the
ague, then! for the sun is intensely hot !
Is it the ague, or is it the effect of your
immoderate joy at my return ? I believe
it to be the latter. Now, speak truth;
are you not shaking like an aspen with
terror? And did you not think, when
you saw your Wolfstein’s boat, what a
blessing it would be were the waves to
ingulf it'—Come! No lies! I am not, as
you know, one of your blind honest souls
who cannot distinguish between genuine
and counterfeit.—Who were those two
men with whom you were in conference
1t the moment when the appearance of
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my gepdola inspired the whole group
with cdnsternation, visible even at that
‘distance ?”

* One of them I did not see near, and

cannot tell who he was :—the other,”—
_and she hesitated.

¢¢ The other was my trusty command-
ant.—And are you sure, quite sure, that
you did not see the face of the other?
Will you,’ > and he snatched the agnus
which hung on her bosom, ¢ will you
kiss this, and fell me that you did not see
his face, that you did not hear his voice,
that you do not know his name ?”’

She kissed the agnus, and being re-
assured by questions so easily answered,
she repeated deliberately each of the ne-
gatives he required.

“ Very well, madam! I know that,
although like all other women, you have
a pretty turn for evasion, you would hold
it a crime to utter a direct falsehood.—
The matter is not in itself of conse-
quence, but I wished to ascertain, pree
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cisely, how far Pandulfo had deviated
from his duty.” ‘

< | believe, Chevalier,” replied Louisa,
timidly, ¢ that I can exactly satisfy you
on that point.—The beauty of the morn-
ing inviting me forth earlier tham usual ;
attended by Barbara, I had reached the
southern battlements, where I intended
to pause, and inhale the reviving sea-
breeze, when I perceived Pandulfo ap-
proaching with a stranger, whose fetters
occasioned him to walk with difficulty.
The commandant was evidently alarmed
on beholding us, and irstead of offering
any salutation, turned away with his com-
panion, whom he seemed desirous to
hurry from our sight, but the extreme
feebleness of the stranger, who sunk al-
most fainting against a bastion, frustrated
his intention. Barbara indiscreetly flew
to offer her assistance, and Pandulfo re-
sisted the attempt, even with violence,
Thus were we situated, when the sight
of yeu, and probably the dread lest he



213

mighd\fall under your displeasure, in-
duced the ‘commandant to redouble his
‘efforts for the removal of his feeble
charge, and they almost instantly dis-
appeared.”
o« Then, what, in the name of common
sense, made you shake like the leaves on
that poplar ?”’

“ Can you ask, Wolfstein? It is not
my nature to tremble, but it has become
my habit.”’ g

« Well,” sad he, affecting to disregard
or misunderstand the insinuation, ¢ this
soft bréeze and bright sky have soothed
me into the temper of an angel, and I
know not what I may be induced to con-
cede to you ;—for instance, you, who are
so tender-hearted and compassionate,
would, no doubt, fain sce that sick pri-
soner at liberty—at least freed from his
dungeon, and his fetters ?"’

She was too much accustomed to
snares, not to apprehend them, and hesi-
tated how to answer. :
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“ Nay, since you are indifferentwn the
subject, it is all the same thing to'me ;—
but I thought that either your curiosity”
or your sympathy might have pleaded in
his favour, and was in the mood to grant
you such a concession ;—but, after all,
he is safer where he is.”

‘¢ Ah, Wolfstein! Does it indeed de-
pend on me to open the door of his prison,
and if I ask his release, will you really
grant it ?”

¢ Pray, madam, do I‘examine and
cross-examine you? Do I not give im-
mediate credence to whstever you deign
to utter? Why should you doubt my
words? But to show you that I am not
trifling with you, I will tell you there is
a courier waiting below with despatches
of the utmost importance, only that my
eagerness to salute my adored wife su-
perseded his claims on my attention.—
Now, I cannot gngage positively for the
liberation of my prisoner, till I have pe-
rused, this man’s credentials, buty if their
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conteku)rove such as I expect, I will,
on your¥mediation, give the prisoner you

saw this morning the range of the castle,
subject only to his parole, and a few
slight conditions.”

Madame de Wolfstein strove to make
‘her thanks acceptable, though she still
greatly mistrusted the performance of the
promise, and expected that some morti-
fying and dis#ppointing manceuvre was
couched beneath it. On returning to the
interior of the castle, she met Friar Felix,
who awaited her, in visible uneasiness,
having krad the ocgurrence of the morning
related to him both by Pandulfo and Bar-
bara. He followed her to her apartment,
and had scarcely courage to ask the result
of her conference with thetyrant: nothing
could exceed his astonishment at her re-
lation, but he so far partook her doubts,
that he could not for an instant venture
to confide on the hope held forth.

s If,” said the Confessor, * aught of
evil should arise from this morning’s in-
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dulgence, I am the cause. Yet, alas!
he must have perished in that'murky,
gloomy confinement, had another day
. passed over his head, and the pure air
been still shut out from him. Poor youth,
I could not see him perish ; and were my
life the sole forfeiture, right w1llmgly
would I pay it.”’

¢ Who is the prisoner, my father?
And what is the cause of his rigorous
confinement ?” :

“ Preserve your ignorance, my child.
It has been fortunate that you did not
discover who he was previous to your ex-
amination on the subject by your hus.
band. Whatever indulgence may now
be granted, would, I doubt not, have
been withheld, had Pandolfo so far trans-
gressed his trust as to have allowed any
one the knowledge you are desirous to
obtain; and I am thankful to Providence
that no accident or temptation has ever
betrayed my feebleness into letting the
secret transpire.”
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'Thahstep of Wolfstein now echoed,
along the corridor, and Felix, who had
hitherto successfully avoided appearing at
any of the entertainments in the castle,
hurried away through the apartments,
though, perbaps, his dread of being
bidden to the feast was groundless.

¢ Was that your monk, Louisa?’ said
the Chevalier, as he entered. - -

« It was Fatlier Ielix.”

“ He is a very cowardly ecclesiastic !
Whdt is he afraid of? Time was, when
he would bestow on me occasionally,
the precibus sentences of the ¢ golden-
mouthed’ Chrysostom. If he flies thus
when he hears my step, what would he
do if the devil himself were at hand! Far
from emulating the prowess of Saint
Dunstan, he would not so much as stay
to throw a handful of holy water over
his shoulder at him. But I suspect the
Friar has more reasons than one for
scampering at my approach; he is like

VOL. HI. , L



218

‘the rest of his crafty fraternity y/out let
him tread warily.”

Louisa trembled, in the consciousness
that the proceedings of the Confessor
were not exactly calculated to meet the
knowledge of Wolfstein, though she did
her utmost to conceal the dismay with
which she heard the implied accusation.

* Now," my dear,” saig ‘he, ¢ I come
to redeem my pledge; I have kept my
word with you ;—you have ransomed the
prisoner ;—he awaits you'in the banquet-
ing hall, where, as hdy of the castle,
you will receive him.”

He took her arm and they descended ;
the feast was already spread and the
company assembled. Pandulfo and the
stranger stood at a window which opcned
on the garden, and did not immediately
perceive the entrance of. Wolfstein and
Louisa ; when the former said,

“ Count, lead Madame de Wolfstein
to her seat.”
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Th%ranger turned to obey.—It was
Casimir® He had been vainly courting
to his aid the fortitude necessary, to
carry him through the present rencontre,
but the feebleness of his frame seconded
the agitation of his spirits; he opened
his lips, but his tongue refused to arti-
culate, and he stood for a moment un-
able to advance. When the eye of Ma-
dame de Wolfstein rested on the counte-
nance of that wan, dejected, emaciated
being, and recegnised the once hand-
some, gallant Vallenstcin, she could not
restrain her feclings ; but in an accent of
mingled astonishment, grief, and com-
passion, she exclaimed, ¢ Casimir!”’ and
burst into tears. Wolfstein reggrded them
both with scornful fury ; at length,

* Incomparable!”” he cried: ¢ I did
not in truth look to be rewarded by the
exhibition of a scene so pathetic, for
Madame de Wolfstein is parsimonious
of her tears! I think, madam, these are
the first you have shed since our marriage ,

L2



~~we have been so happy! Megawhile,
our feast is cooling; suppose’we have
the sequel to these attitudes and ex-
clamations as entremets or dessert.”

Vallenstein scarcely heard this con-
temptuous speech: Louisa, Wilhelm’s
sister, stood before him, she spoke kindly
to him, she wept for him! Ile saw, he
heard nothing else, and he felt a healing
balm glide into his chilled and broken
heart. Fearful to forfeit the permission
he had received to lead Madame de
Wolfstein to the table, and seat himself
beside her, he now hurried forward and
grasped her hand in silence; while the
rest of the cempany, consisting chiefly
of the usual individuals, took their places
likewise.

In spite of the woful alteration sorrow
had wrought in Casimir Vallenstein; in
spite of his heavy eyes, his hollow cheek,
and his drooping spectral form, the manly
beauty with which nature had endowed
him might be faded, but could not be
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efficedy, and even in the sight of one
who had never beheld him in his pride,
there was still that about him which could
not fail of creating an irresistible interest.
When the guests were arranged and the
meal commenced, Wolfstein affected to
occupy himself in general and indifferent
conversation; but he was all the while
intently scanning the looks and actions
of the prisoner and his wife. It was
sometime ere either could acquire
courage to adtress the other. Casimir
had never loved, save Louisa of March-
feldt ; he believed, indeed, that from the
moment when she gave her hand to
Wolfstein, his passion was extinct, and
knew not by what name to ¢all the rest-
less, wretched regrets which survived it.
Since he became her husband’s captive,
and knew she inhabited the same walls
with himself, no one can wonder, that in
defiance of every effort, her image was
incessantly before him; but still, it was
not love, it was pity for her fate, it was
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an anxious interest for the happi#ess of
Wilhelm’s sister, it was curiosity. Love,
in short, it could not be, and, therefore,
it must be something else. That morn-
ing, when he so nearly fainted at the dis-
tant view of her figure, and the distant
murmur of her voice, he began, indeed,
to suspect that some symptoms of the
old malady still hung about him; yet
when his chains were' so unexpectedly
unfastened, and when he was invited to
behold and converse with*her once more,
he had not fortitude to shun the danger,
well as he was aware of the small'strength
he now possessed to dissemble his feel:
ings. As for Louisa, in her mind the
ideas of Wilhelm and Casimir had be-
come inseparable; her infatuated re-
jection of the latter had equally out-.
raged both, and often had the savage
taunt of Wolfstein been realized, for
often had the upbraiding spectre of her
brother haunted her slumbers. The touch
of the cold thin hand which lJed her to
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the table, the pale sunken brow, and the
hectic blush, which fled so swift across
the wan cheek, all called to mind the
last days of Wilhelm ; and as she looked
on Casimir, her heart smote her, and she
felt that her consciousness of ingratitude
to him outwcighed all her other suffer-
ings. There was something peculiarly
embarrassing in the silence, whichneither
could break, although cach sedulously
examined their thoughts for some meet
subject, something which might not in-
volve any particular interest ; atlast, Lou-
isa, remembering the friendship which
subsisted between him and Princess Stol-
berg, asked if it was long since he had
seen that lady.

“ Ah, yes!” said he, « it is very long
ago! Perhaps you may remember my
departure from court, and we have not
met since; but, though we never meet
again, till that hour arrives which freezes
the last kind sentimgnt in my heart, I
will cherish the remﬁbrance of one, who
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showed such generous sympathy i the
fate of an unhappy man.” ‘

« I do believe,” replicd Louisa, ‘ that,
although her manners were volatile to
excess, she had many sterling qualities.
Would,” added she with a sigh, ¢ that I
had earlier appreciated her merits ! —But
alas! we are sad short-sighted beings; and
few reflections weigh more grievously on
the mind than those, which too late a
sense of worth we have slighted, or ser-
vices we have ill repaid, are apt to assail
us with.”

There was somethingoin the manner
with which she accompanied those words,
which caused Casim r to appreciate their
meaning. ‘ Alas!” thought he; ¢ she
does me justice now, but it is too late!”
He could not resist saying,

« Surely, madam, you cannot have
experienced the poignancy of such a
sentiment.”’ '

“ Does the heart of my brother Wil-
helm's-devoted friend acquit me 2"
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And, she bent over her plate, to con-
ceal the emotion which overspread her
countenance. He did not reply, but she
heard him murmur inwardly those last
words, with which she had dismissed him
at the fatal mask at Princess Stol-
berg's—< It is too late !—too late!” At
length, as if anxious to give a turn to
conversation,, which was becoming too
painfully interesting,—

«“J.do notz” said he, ¢ see Conrade!
My good old friend and comforter, Fa-
ther Fglix, evaded my questions con-
cerning him : that he is not now in your
service I am aware; his prejudices, no
doubt, have separated you; but you can
probably inform me of his destiny, for
you would not lose sight of Conrade.”

¢ Oh, Casimir!” said she, turning
deadly pale, “ do not name Conrade!
—It is hosrible !”

At this moment, Pandulfo, who occu-
pied his usual seat on the left hand of
Madam® de Wolfstein, threw his amm

, LS
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across the back of her chair, and pressed
the shoulder of Vallenstein, who started,
and, ‘looking round, was soon aware of
the meaning of this silent hint. The
Lord of the feast had gradually relin-
quished all conversation; and, leaning
his elbow on the table, fixed his eyes, in
a deep and deadly scowl, on the Count
and his wife; e had sate some time in
this position, and Pandulfo knew not
how to awaken the attention -of his
neighbours to this inauspicious omen.
Louisa was terrified, Casimir distressed
for her sake, and a dead silence prevailed
round the table.

“ What has happened 2 cried Wolf-
stein fiercely. ¢ Why gaze ye all upon
each other? —Is it anything strange that
an intercsting youth and a gentle dame
should whisper, and blush, and turn pale,
and sigh, and utter their half-smothered
exclamations, in the very face of her
husband ? Ye are novices, all of you!
- It happens every day. But con-
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versation languishes; I would see my-
guests merry! Come, since you are all.
dumb, I will tell you a tale to divert
you.”

To the consternation of all his hearers,
he related the well-known story of the
Seigneur Fayal; and he dwelt with si-
nister cmphasis on that part of the tragic.
tale, where the exasperated spouse serves
up, as the repast of his unhappy wife,
the heart of her lover, Raoul de Coucy!

“ 1 have ‘heard this story,” said he,
“treated as a fiction.—~What do you
think of it, matlam ?”’

I believe it may be true, sir,” re-
plied Louisa.

« Well, whether De Fayal fed his wife,
or not, with the heart of his rival, it is a
tale of vengeance prettily imagined, and
may serve as instruction to an injured
husband. I, for my own part, am happy
in my wife; but there are men wha
might use the Seigneur’s receipt to ada-
vantage.”
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Pandulfo muttered within himself—
“ Yoi must despatch a few of us, how-
ever, -ere you practise such infernal
cookery !”’

¢ Count Castmir of Valienstein, |
pledge you,*’ said Wolfstein.

Corylo poured wine into two goblets,
and prescnted one to Vallenstcin, whose
exasperation at what had passed caused *
him to hesitate ; but he heard the word
¢« drink” faintly uttered by his fair neigh-
bour, and he swallowed the draught.

¢ Here’s to your noble father, Count
—the Duke of Friedland, Sagan, Meck-
lenburgh, and Great Glogau, and late
generalissimo of the forces of his impe-
rial majesty.”

“ Did you say late generalissimo, Che-
valier —Ilas my father, then, relin-
quished his command ?”

Something like hope and pleasure
crossed his thoughts as he asked this
question ; he trusted the Duke, having
seen the fallacy of his ambitious scnemes,
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had made a voluntary sacrifice of the
" power which tempted hiin. '

« Your question is a critical one,
Count; the answer involves much sin-
gular and important matter.”

¢ Pardon me, Chevalier, I would only
ask if my father has made a willing sur-
render of his command, or if it has again
been required- from him by his imperial
master 2—One word will satisfy me.”

« I fear then, that Ferdinand has, by
demanding the Duke’s retirement, proved
himself anworthy the services of so
Sfaithful and disinterested a friend. In
short, Count, the crown of Bohemia is
still in the stars, where old Fieramosca
first found it, and, till the stars fall, it w1ll
never reach your father’s head.”

« Unmanly insult!”’ cried Vallenstein,

\ turning pale.

¢ Be patient,” whispered Louisa, ter-
rified at the thought thht, hesides his
feeblenesa, he alone of all the company
was unarmed.
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“ Do not agitate yourself, Count.—
There is now in the castle a courier from
Egra, and I would fain have communi-
cated the contents of his despatches for
your satisfaction, but I will not multiply
scenes—I have had too many to please
me alrcady to-day. To-morrow, unless
my mind alters, you shall be made ac-
quainted with such passing events as are
connected with your father’s destiny.”

The guests now all rose from table,
and Pandulfo attempted to secure the
privilege in which he had been hitherto
indulged, of leading the lady of the
castle to her apartments.

¢ Not to-day, sir!” said Wolfstein
abruptly ; and, seizing his wife’s hand,
he accompanied her to her chamber.
He took a seat by her.

¢ What were you saying, madam,
when the officious Pandulfo gave you -
that timcly hirt? It must needs have
been something interesting!—ILet me
hear it; I like to have my Sensibility
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awakened.” Shehesitated. “ Oh! you
have forgotten, no doubt; but,” said
he, grasping her arm with his usual fe-
rocity, * think a little, for you shall tell
me !’

“ It is a subject, Wolfstein, which, for
your own sake, I would fain suppress. If
the name of Conrade has nothing ap-
palling to your ear, I may venture to
pronounce it.”

“ Dexterously evaded ! said Wolfstein,
turning pale; for, in truth, that name
did occgsionally.produce a cold vibration
on his nerves.

“ It is no evasion, Wolfstein :—Val-
lenstein was well acquainted with the
worth, the zeal, and affection of my bro-
ther’s faithful servant, and he inquired
where I had disposed of him. It was an
agitating question, and the interruption
caused by your menacing looks, relieved
me from the embarrassment of an an-
swer.”

It wad a fortunate circumstance that
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Conrade’s name had occurred at that
critical moment, since, of all the dark
images which rose in succession before
the mind’s eye of Wolfstein, there was
none which he was so earnest to dismiss.
His nerves were not strung for the con-
flict as they had been; nor could he, as
heretofore, look back with indifference,
and forward with confident presumption ;
he was now neither clear and uniform in
his purpose, nor resolved in his actions.
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CHAPTER X.

« Never did I know .
A creature, that did bear the shape of man,
So keen and greedy to confound a man.”

THE followir.lg day the Lord of Lorn-
berg was much engaged in receiving and
conversing with couriers, who came from
various quarters, bringing intelligence 3
which, judging *by the eagerness and
agitation of Wolfstein’s manner, was of
no indifferent tenor. The hour of the
feast was protracted, but when, at last,
it was served, the Chevalier sought his,
wife, and led her to the banqueting hall ;
where the meal was concluded with more
than usual silence and rapidity. Warned
by the example of the preceding day,
Count Casimir, although as the stranger
guest the privilege was still awarded
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him, of leading the lady of the castle to
her place, and occupying the next seat,
was very cautious of casting a glance, or
uttering a word which might incur for
the unhappy Madame de Wolfstein the
fury of his host. He contented himsclf,
therefore, with” partaking only what her
hand presented to him, and with per-
ceiving she was anxious to tempt his
wayward appetite, by selecting whatever
was most delicate from the costly lux-
uries which covered the table. The
meal being ended, Wolfstein commanded
the absence of the uttendants; and,
turning to Vallenstein, said,

¢ I partly engaged, Count Casimir, to
impart to you the tenor of the despatches
which have reached me from Egrb., since
which I have received others more con-
clusive than those of yesterday. Are
you disposed to give them audience, or
is syour mood inclined to any other
amusement ?”’

¢'You well know, Chevalier,” replied
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Casimir, his cheek flushing with emotion,
“ how long it is since I have heard
tidings of my father!—I do most ar-
dently desire to hear the despatches.”

¢ Well, Count, the farther to testify
my consideration for you, you shall not
only be gratified immediately, but the
dulcet voice of Baron Wilhelm’s sister
shall pour their contents en your ear.’

He then took a letter from his bosom,
which was handed to Madame de Wolf.
stein. *

¢« Favour Count Casimir, my dear, by
a perusal of that epistle. None of you,”
added he, looking round, * have heard
Madame de Wolfstein read ; her voice,
musical as it is in the utterance of her
own words, lends infinite force and pa-
thos to those of others. Read, madam,
and read audibly !”

She took the letter, surprised and em-
barrassed ; and, as usual, apprehending
that this apparent courtesy was but the
veil of some malicious scheme. As she



T 236

prepared to obey, Captain Pandulfo, as
though by accident, let fall the whole
contents of his goblet over her, rose in
great confusion, and, offering many apo-
logies for his awkwardness, attempted to
lead her from the room, that she might
divest herself of her wine-dropping robes.

¢ Stay, Pandulfo,” said Wolfstein
calmly,  there is spirit enough in that
liquid to secure the lady of the castle
from suffering more than temporary in-
convenience from your libition. It is a
pity so ingenious a stratagem should
fail—is it not, my friend Pandulfo.?”’

¢ What do you mean, Chevalier

““ You need not ask that question.
But, for the letter '—Will you indulge
us, madam

¢ I entreat,”’ said Casimir, ¢¢ that Ma-
dame de Wolfstein will retire and re-
medy the effccts of this accident. Per-
haps you will trust the despatches to my
own perusal, or will favour me by read-
ing them yourself.”
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¢ No, sir, if they are not read by Ma-
‘dame de Wolfstein, they will not be read
by any one ; if she quits the room, they
shall that moment be committed to the
flames, and the intelligence they contain
be buried in oblivion !’

¢ Quit the room, nevertheless, ma-
dam,” whispered Pandulfo.

On the other hand, the dejected, agi-
tated countenance of Casimir seemed to
plead for the perusal of the manuscript,
and, together, with the dread of her hus-
band’s wrath, determined her. She un-
folded «the letter, and was glancing her
eye over the first page, when Wolfstein
cried,

¢ How, madam! is it not legible ?~—
Must you spell it ere you begin ?”’

Thus urged, she commenced her task.

¢« Since our letters from Pilsen, you
will easily calculate on the probability of
that which I am now to communicate.
You were aware that the whole extent
of the Duke’s prodigious schemes was



238

scanned by the eye of the Emperor,
even before his majesty was prepared to
avail himself of our intelligence.”—Lou-
isa’s voice faltered ; the eye of Casimir,
fixed as marble, was riveted to her coun-
tenance.

¢« Read, madam!” said he; “read! I
am preparcd—I will not distress you—1I
can bear it.”’ .

¢ Read, madam!—Read audibly!”
echoed Wolfstein.

« After the sentence of degradation
had passed his majesty’s council, and
was known and published, the high spirit
of this great man still maintained itself;
he believed himself still surrounded by
adherents inflexibly attached to his for-
tunes; and he still confided in the pre-
dominance of that star which promised
him empire. TField Marshal 1llo, and
Generals Terski, Morvald, I’redau, Lozy,
and Hinnersam, and even Piccolomini,
signed a paper, pledging themselves to
stand “by their great benefactor, even
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unto death; but that same evening Pic-
colomini set off for Vienna, and, in the
middle of the night, procured entrance
to the palace, bearing with him ' the
scheme of the Duke's horoscope, drawn
up by the hand of that crafty old traitor
* Fieramosca, who has been the grand
wheel in our machinery, together with in-
numerable proofs of the Duke’s criminal
designs. Theflight of the deeply trusted
Octavius Piccolomini, of Gallas, and of
Aldringer, looked like a wavering in’
the march of destiny, which somewhat
startled -the stont-hearted Duke; nay,
perhaps, although he affccted to place
no reliance on the faith and gratitude of
men, he felt shocked by these desertions ;
but it was decreed, that he should prove
to the utmost the truth of his own doc-
trines. He secretly quitted Pilsen, at-
tended by me, and Butler, to whom you
know he lately gave a regiment of dra-
goons; and, escorted by Terski’s regi-
ment, we came to Egra, of whose go-
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vernor he felt as sure as if he had been
his son; for, in fact, having raised him
from the ranks, he was the father of his
fortunes. Meanwhile, we were in pos-
- session of secret orders to seize the
Duke’s person; but, in spite of the al-
most general defection, he had still a few
sturdy wights about him, whose stubborn
spirits we knew how to appreciate ; and
they rendered it impracticable for us to
fulfil this clause in our instructions.
Assassination was then the only alter-
native, and on that we agreed!” '

Again Louisa fultered, turned pale,
and entreated to be spared the farther
perusal of the paper. But Casimir, laying
his icy fingers on her arm, exclaimed,

‘1 conjure you, I conjure you, ma-
dam! proceed. Any thing but igno-
rance !”

¢ The Count must learn his father’s
fate from your lips, madam, or not at
all,”” said Wolfstein.

“ To- make short my eventful story,”
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proceeded the narrator, ¢ Gordon, the
governor, iavited his benefactor to a
feast in the fortress soon after his arrival,
and with him all his true adherents,
Terski, Illo, Kinski, Winterfeldt, with
.Nieman, his old secretary.”
* The check of Louisa waxed paler and
paler, her lips shook, her voice became
less -articulate ; while Casimir hung on
the words which he dreaded to hear, yet
could not bear to lose; the inhuman
Wolfstein sitting, meanwhile, as it were
devouring the scene. The manly-hearted
Pandulfo could nq longer endure to wit-
ness this slow torture. He had writhed
upon his seat, as if convulsed by some
intolerable spasm; and now, rising sud-
denly, he scized the paper from the hand
of Madame de Wolfstein, °

¢ No,” he cried, “ it is no tale for a
woman to read!—It is a tale of blood,
and horror, and execrable perfidy! The
Duke is dead, Count Casithir! He died
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beneath the daggers of cowardly assas-
sins !—But he died like himself!”
Madame de Wolfstein heard no more :
the dreadful agitation she had endured
in undergoing this most excruciating
trial ended in insensibility : she fainted,
and had not Casimir caught her, little
able as he was to sustain even her weight,
she would have fallen on the floor. - Val-
lenstein’s head was light and confused ;
the tragical narrative to which he had
just listened, had filled his fevered mind
with vague uncertain images, and nothing
around him seemed real; he knew only
that some heavy affliction had befallen
him, and that it was the form of Louisa
of Marchfeldt he held in his arms, and
which, in spite of his extreme feebleness,
he grasped to his bosom with frantic
tenacity. Pandulfo immediately com-
prehended his situation, and endea-
voured, but in vain, to take Madame de
Wolfstein from him: while the savage
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contriver of this scene came deliberately,
towards them.

* ¢ What is this, sir?” said he: ¢“ Am I
to see my wife suffer the embrace of my
rival 2"’

¢ Your wife!”” echoed Casimir, with a
ghastly stare. ¢ True!—Then I must
relinquish her! But she should have
been mine.”

And he calmly.resigned her. A fear-
ful, corpse-like insensibility still hung
upon her. .

¢« She is dead!"” said Casimir; * and
so is my father, and Wilhelm, and
Blanche!—They are all dead, and I
would die too!”

As Wolfstein bore his unconscious
wife from the banqueting halt, Vallen-
stein pursued .him. .

“ Living,” cried he, ¢ she was your
wife !~——Let her be mine when dead!—
Let one tomb inclose us, like Blanche
and Wilhelm, and then all will be well ™

¢ Pandulfo!”” cried Wolfstein furi-

¢ M2
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ously, * if you would not have me strike
my dagger into your prisoner, let him
not provoke me! We must talk farther
of this. He must be meeker than I am,
who bears it tamely. Return to the
hall. I will seek assistance for this lady,
and join you presently.” ‘
" They returned to the table: Casimir
took the scat he had before occupied,
and sate with his arms folded, and his
eyes fixed on the vacancy left by Louisa ;
while Pandulfo, in order to divert his at-
tention, took up the paper whicn had
fallen from his hand when Madame de
Wolfstein fainted. This excited the ob-
servation of Vallenstein, and he began
asking several vague and wandering
questions; respecting the contents. Only
a few of “the officers had‘-heen invited
to remain during the perusal of the de-
spatches, which were written and signed -
<hy the treacherous favourite Devercux ;
and of thes€, some now began openly to
express their disgust and indignation at
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the inhuman manceuvre they had wit-
nessed. As Wolfstein had apprised
Pandulfo of his intention to return, the
rest requested his advice, whether they
shodd remain or separate.

¢ Stay!” said the captain. * Some
altercation will probably take place be-
tween us; and, to whatever I may be
provoked to act pf speak, 1 would have
witnesses.”’

“ For my part,” said one, ¢ the wine
has unsteadied my judgment; I shall be
of little use to you.”

« And I,” said hnother, * would not
be implicated in any of these broils: I
have seen enough of the Chevalier’s sum-
mary mode of proceeding : I wish not to
experience it in my own persen.”

The number, therefore, of those who
remained with Pandulfo and the half-
conscious Vallenstein, did not exceed
three or four. -

Meanwhile, the Chevalier, having
roughly fluag-the still inanimate form of
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his wife on her couch, he called on Bar-
bara, who waited in the next apart-
mfent. .

. “ Look to your lady ! Call the monk
—bid him bring his lancets! If she is
alive, she must be bled.”

“ You have killed her!—You have
killed her "’ cried Barbara in a phrensy,
‘as she looked on the apparently lifeless
corse of her beloved lady. ¢ You shall,
be broken on the wheel, you wicked
monster !"—all his power and all his ter-
rors vanishing from her thoughts, before
the grief' and indignation which seized
her on beholding the supposed murderer
of Louisa.

¢ Peace, thou noisy fool !”’ said Wolf-
stein, seiztng and dashing her from the
room. °* Go, call the friar, I tell thee,
and return on the instant !” 4

« He did not, without alarm, contem-
;ﬁte the total stillness of Louisa’s coun-
tenance, the paleness of the closed lids,
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and the seemingly total cessation of her
breath. Now he stood, with folded arms,
regarding her—now he chafed her hands
or earngstly felt her pulse—and some-
times he called upon her name. * She
is dead I”” he said sullenly. ¢ Dead!—
and I have done it!”

Then again he approached; and, hav-
ing listened .in wvain a moment for her
breath, giving way to his fury, he
stamped, and shrieked in her ear,

¢ Louisa, open your eyes when L
command you !”’

At length, pergeiving a silver vase full
of scented water, he seized it, and poured
the cold liquid over her face, when, with:
a sudden sob, she raised her head.—At
that moment Iather Felix and Barbara
entered. ’ :

“ Abandoned, unhappy man!” ex.
claimed the former, ¢ what hast thou
done?” e

« Nothing!” replied "Wolfstein, re-
suming his usual cold indifference of
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manner; “ I thought she was dead, yet
it was all a trick. Look to her, Father;
I have business elsewhere !

And leaving her in the tender hands
of those, whese whole of earthly hope
was involved in her existence, and who
harboured no care, entertained no pros-
pect beyond it, he retraced his steps to
the banqueting room, bearing with him
a heart full of tumult and perturbation.
He re-seated himself at table, and filling
a goblet to the brim, drank it off.

¢ I am glad,” said he, looking round
him, * that some who vere witiesses to
the recent scene, whose eyes beheld my
outrages, remain to judge between me
and my guest. None of you will dispute
that the cause of Madame de Wolfstein
fainting was her sympathy (I think they
call it) for that man: but, tender of a
woman's weakness, I restrained my feel-
ings. and, in spite of the corroboration
such a circumstance, lent to other proofs
in my possession, I would have over.
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looked it; but, in contempt of a hus-
band’s presence, my guest (you all be-
held it), seized my wife in his arms, and
even refused to yield her up, pouring
over her I know not what farrago of
amorous nonsense, till I tore her from his
grasp. Are ye not all my witnesses ?’

Each looked on the other, but no one
spoke.

“ T am not,” said Wolfstein, * ac-
customed to refer my affairs to any
man’s arbitratton; but I have been
outraged before my people, beftore my
friends, Wefore those to whom my in-
juries in a manner belong. You, at
least, my trusty faithful friend, Pan-
dulfo, will not you speak? [ ask only,
if I have alleged what any man present
can impugn ?”’

“ As the question is directed to me,
my Eord, 1 will not hesitate to answer
faithfully,” said Pandulfo, <« The faoks
you have stated are correct to the
letter; bug, pardon me, the sp;:n; is per-
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verted: my steady services have pur-
chased for me the right of speaking
truth without scruple, and, since you
invite it, I will avail myself of the pri-
vilege. Your guest was consigned: to
your care and your kospitality by his fa-
ther: how the trust was executed, I am
not, perhaps, called on to examine.”

«“If,” cried Wolfstein, indignantly,
¢ you would inculpate me on that
ground, I fear not to meet the charge.
I accepted the trust and ‘would have ful-
filled it ; but that Vallenstein, instead of
submitting to remain With me’a prisoner
at large, threatened to use every means
allowed him of escape, and even treated
me, within my own towers, with an in-
solent defiance which justified me in the
act of abridging his freedom.”

¢ You have gone nigh, Chevalier, to
abridge his life; but permit me, without
hterruption, to trace my view of the scene
which has this day occurred, and then
call apy umpire you please, provided he
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wears the form and bears the heart of
man. You have for two days, at the end
of many dark and lingering months,, con-
ceded to your prisoner the light and the
bereath of Heaven, and you invited him
to the courtesies of your table, and on
what did you fecd him there? On poison!
or rather you distilled it on him slowly,
drop by drop, till his mind gave way
under the infliction, and you compelled
your delicate wife to a task so revolt-
ing, as not a man amongst us but would
have shrunk and shuddered to perform.
Count Casimir*did seize the inanimate
form of Madame de Wolfstein and strain
it to his bosom ; we cannot deny it; we
all witnessed the action; but he had not
the guidance of rcason, hg acted under
the impulse of delirium produced by your
tortures: he is now at liberty on his own
parole, scconded by mine, and when he
returns to his dungeon, I go likewrser”
Wolfstein sate, his elbow on the table,
and his hand shading his twisted brows,
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while he ground his teeth in silence.
There was no man present, except Pan.
dulfo and his unconscious prisoner, who
continued sunk in feverish stupor, that
did not tremble to calculate the result of
this hardy speech, but, to the surprise of
all, Wolfstein struggled with his violent
emotion till he smothered it.

« And you, Pandulfo,” said he, rising,
“ you, in whose hands I have deposited
my life—on whose faith my safety re-
poses—in whose attachment only I am
strong : is it you, who sct the example
of insubordination? I it you, who
threaten your friend and your ‘chicf
before the eyes of your comrades? Is
it you, who would procure that by
menace, which you can win by request?
Fie, Pandulfo! I looked for other at your
hands.”

Pandulfo rose likewise, and likewise
relaxed the stern expression of his brow.

I have been tempted far, my Lord ;
but in truth the sufferings of that noble
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youth have acted strongly on my feel-
ings.”

“ Be it all forgotten then,” said the
Chevalier ; * let him be led to his apart-
ment, and consigned to the care of Iriar
Felix, and we will drown this night's
unkindness in a goblet of sparkling Tus«
canp.”’

Pandulfo: gonducted Casimir to his
chamber; and, aware that Wolfstein’s
mood was unusually conciliatory, a
temper for which he could in some
measure account, he returned, with the
intention of obtaining over the festive
bowl some promise, as to the future
destiny of Vallenstein; since there existed
no longer any pretence for. halding him
in captivity. .

. Wolfstein knew the infinite importance
of the trust Pandulfo, as commandant of
Lornberg, held in his hands, and the
strength and integrity of him whe held
it, but he hated him ; and as he saw him
quit the.room with Casimir, his aversion
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made a violent and sudden attack on his
considerations of interest, which were
overthrown in the contest.

¢¢ Loscho,” said he, drawing one of
the officers towards the croisée, through
which they leaned as if to enjoy the
balm of the evening’; “ am I deceived,
or did I read in your ingenuous counte-
nance a horror of the mutinous, factious
spirit our commandant evinces? Me-
thinks, I have seen a movement in your
eye which has more than once indicated
your feelings on that subject.”
' Loscho was taken by surprise.—* No
doubt, my Lord, Pandulfo was very in-
' temperate.”’

¢ It is true,” pursued Wolfstein, ¢ that
he has talents for command ; that he is a
skilful engineer, and——but what signify
his merits if he knows not how to obey ;
if he is the first to teach those under
“hinrtlye lesson of mutiny ; if, in short, he
looks on me with personal disaffection.
I have pondered the matter, and, my
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good Loscho, I have marked thee dili-
gently : thou hast a peculiar zeal for my
service, and wert Zhou where Pandulfo
is, we should have done with these
cavils :—but no more, my excellent
Loscho. Here he comes! Keep your-
self sober,” he whispered: “I must
drink.”

They returned to the table. When the
wine had for a short time circulated,

“ I have been thinking, Chevalier,”
said Pandulfd, ¢ that now the Duke of
Friedland is no more, your charge of
his son’ has expired with him. It is not
probably your intention to detain the
young Count much longer?” .

¢ Certainly not; I have no object in
his detention ; yet as his health has de-
clined within these walls, I would fain
see it restored ere he quits them,—the
Friar you know is another Galen.”

The commandant felt satisfied, and did
not press the subject.
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% [ am happy, my gallant friends,”
said Wolfstein, ¢ in the thought that I
shall ere long be in possession of means
worthily to reward your services. The
enormous spoil of that Leviathan, whe
“has lately perished beneath the weight
of his own ambition, will now be divided
among those who assisted in his ruin,
in proportion to the part each took in
that prodigious event. Mine was a lead-
ing one: my power to supply the Duke
both with men and intelligence com-
pelled him to trust me, to admit me into
the very centre of his intriguing breast.
Fieramosca, Devereux, and myself, were
Jthe grand instruments of his destruc-
tion.”

He now proceeded to expatiate on the
boundless possessions of the fallen ge-
neral, and the share thereof which
would probably be his allotment ; till the
avaricg of his mercenary companions be-
gan to inflame, and as the wine operated
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on their spirits, they became profuse in
declarations of attachment and fidelity
to a chief, who could so nobly remunerate
their love. For a while Pandulfo had
very dexterously evaded the subject in
discussion; for he abhorred treachery,
though his situation had obliged him to
witness and conhive at much, but it was
with a revelting spirit. Wolfstein had
pressed the goblet upon him with such
perseverance, that his discretion, at
length, began’ to waver; and the wily
chief, watching his moment, let fall
some expressions, on which he knew his
now unguarded commandant would in-
stantly seize. A short but sharp parley
passed between them, Pandulfo’s part in
which proved sufficiently that his reason
was reeling ; but Wolfstein made a most
pathetic appeal to the remainder of the
company, ¢ Whether it was fitting for a
chief to sit tamely, listening to the re.
peated and aggravated contumelies of his
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ewn officer ; whether they would refuse
their consent to his avenging himself by
degrading the offender from an office he
held under his appointment and by his
sufferance ; or, whether they deemed it
meet he should submit himself, day by
day, to be thus braved to his face ?”

Loscho, who had scrupulously attended
to the caution he had received, and who
was the only sober man present, cried
out,

¢ The man who can sit to see his chief
insulted is a traitor !”

And was immediately echoed by every
other voice. Pandulfo’s situation was
eritical, for every man’s hand was on the
guard of his sword; but Wolfstein and

" Loscho appeased them.

¢¢ Look,”” whispered the former, ¢ we
can secure him without difficulty :—he is
defeated already, and we have neither
strength nor sense to contend with. Go,
good Loscho, summon Scharaffa, and bid
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him bring Vespo and Scorezzo—imake no
noise, and speak only to Scharaffa. I like
to transact business quietly.”
The commandant elect soon returned
1th his myrmidons.

¢ Scharaffa,” said Wolfstein, winking
as he spoke, ¢ Captain Pandulfo is, as
you may see, a little unsettled by this
evening’s libation—he cannot walk- to
his apartment. Do him the courtesy to
convey him thither.”

Scharaffa looked: earnestly at his master;
he did pot half like the commission’ with
which that wink charged him, for he
knew that the times were critical, and
that the step was hazardous; but Wlfe
stein, now inflamed by intoxication, said,
stamping as he spoke, .

¢ What is this? Thou hideous son of
darkness, what dost thou glare at? Take
him away, I say, and let him sleep himself
sober in the vaulted roam ! Turn him in -
and bar the door on him, and thou shalt .
receive farther orders in the morning.’
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Obedience was the only alternative,
and Scharaffa and his assistants carried
offthe helpless Pandulfo. The remainder
of the guests retired to their several
chambers; and Wolfstein, with Losck,
went round the castle, saw the guard re-
lieved, explained that the commandant
had drank too deep to attend that night
to his duty, and then held a-conference
of some length, in which they exchanged
congratulations on the ease with which
their manceuvre had been éffected ; and
Loscho went to his repose, with a promise
of being invested the following morn-
ing in the important post which the dis.
grace of Pandulfo had rendered vacant.

“Father Felix had passed the night in
watching by the bed-side of one or other
of his patients, and wandering between
their different apartments. Madame de
Wolfstein, although feverish and restless,
was not now in a state to alarm his ap-
prehensions. Once recovered from her
long and death-resembling trarce, she
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had no relapse, and he feared not but
the methods he adopted for her restora-
tion wpuld prove effectual. It was other-
wise with Casimir; the long and ‘cruel
epnfinement he had undergone, assisted
by the harassing disquietude of his mind,
had undermined his strength, and a slow
hectic Avas consuming his once athletic
frime. Every new shock, therefore, made
a dangerous®inroad, and Father Felix
feared that death had already marked
him for his prey. His union with Louisa
in the tomb had taken an exclusive and
powerful possesgion of his thoughts; and,
in his delirium during the night, his
notion of her death, and the anxious an-
ticipation of his own, were the only id®3§"
which remained distinct from among the
cvents of the preceding diy.
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CHAPTER XI.

¢¢ That is wormwood !”
Hamlet.

WoLrsTEIN, in the pride and -ourage
of intoxication, was not a little elated by
the revolution he had effected in the go
vernment of his garrison, and retired to
his chamber highly applauding himself ;
but with the first dawn of morning, and
the first dawn of .reflection, the whole
danger of this rash manceuvre pressed
upon his thoughts. For a moment he de-
bated with himself, whether he might not
better treat the whole transaction as a
drunken frolic, liberate and conciliate
Pandulfo, and compound as he might
with Loscho, for his disappointment ; but
pridc and personal dislike combated this
prudent counsel.

¢ No,” said he, ¢‘ the deed is done ;—

[N
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and, come what come may, I will not sit
in my own castle, braved and cowed by
ne of my own creatures, and sneered at
y myYofficers for my imbecility. Let

_Rgldulfo’s boasted talents, and his un.
taffideble audacity, set him free from my
fetters,—this hand of mine shall never be
so weak.y Loscho is a fool! —But what
of that? I can mould 4im to my will, and
stiffer clay I never encountered than that
of Pandulfo.” .

While he thus ruminated, Scharaffa en,
tered his apart;nent.

¢ I come, sir,”” said he, * to ask your
pleasure concerning your late command-
ant ;" and he held in his hand the key of
the vaulted chamber.—¢¢ Shall I let hirg,
forth before his men get tidings of what
happened last night ?*’ . .

¢ What! would you have me managé,
and study, and compromise with my
slaves? I awoke this morning under the
illusion that I was lord of.this castle,"and
of all, breathing or inanimate, that it
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tontains. It was a dream, perhaps,—e
and, if so, who is lord of Lornberg ?”

¢ Kven yourself, my noble Chevalier *
but if your servant may speak his.
thoughts, as heretofore you have per- -
mitted, he would suggest that evch the
mightiest among the earth’s mighty have
ever found policy an excellent zecond to
their will.”

« I tell thee what, Scharaffa,” and he
held his head with both hands, ¢¢ I am
sick of scheming ! My whole life has been
a plot; my brain is entangled in cobwebs
of its own weaving, and if I have not yet
earned the despotic and ahsolute use of
my will—But I will try it at least.—I
<hate Pandulfo, and he shall feel I hate
him.”

“ And, like a faithful servant, I hate
him too,” said Scharaffa, showing, as
he grinned ferociously, his discoloured
fargs.—* Do you think I would stand be-
tween him and: your aversion ? No.—But
you are not secure, my lord, you are not se-
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cure! Wait till your hands are strength-
ened.” :
=H \!, Scharaffa! Are there traitors
in the z}tadel [
"NEOr T am greatly mistaken.—Wait,
my lotd, till some of those bands you
lent the duke return, when you can, gra-
dually, anll, as it were, man by man, ex.
change your present. garrison. Wait till
you have received your proportion of the
duke’s spoils—in short, wait the auspici-
ous moment ;—Yyou cannot strike now.”
At that moment some one tapped at
the door of the ante.-room, and Scharaffa,
having looked out, returned, smiling
hideously. -
It is,” said he, with an ironical
grimace, * your new commandant, my
lord.”
“ Come in, Loscho! What brings you
here ¥’ .
Pale, and trembling with a mixture: of
terror ar L.wrath, he entered.
<M, lord, the whole garrison is in a
VOL. III N
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state of tumult and mutiny: I have been
insulted, hooted, threatened! Pandulfo
bas corrupted them to a man,~-and 2
for me”’—— 3 .

- %As for you, you had better stgp-
take breath, sir! It is marvellous'to me,
that coolness and intrepidity such as
yours should have failed in'restoring
arder amongst them !—Stay here, sir, lest.
that creamy cheek and "wandering eye
should confirm the mischief; a rebel’s
strength is in his chief’s weakness. Stay

with Scharaffa.” :
. So saying, he seized his sabre, and
placing his pistol in his belt, he stalked
_dbwn into the castle court, where his,
“fumultuous soldiery were assembled -in
groups, every man having left: the ram-.
parts, in short, not a single post being

kept. -
As Wolfstein deliberately took his way
to the scene of mutiny, he. digested the
counsels of the crafty Scharaffa; he per-
ceived:that his situation required address
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and patience, and that he need only sib-
mit to procrastinate his revenge to a
“fitter \Jur. ]

¢ 1 @ave yielded more than this,”
#)ought he, « for the accomplishment of
slighter purposes ; it is but weakness to
hesitate. Is not dissimulation my forte,
and shall I now desert it, with the light-
‘headed impetuosity of a boy?—How
.now, comrades!” said he, * how now!”

And he stood in the midst of them,
looking as though it was his right to be
feared. : '

. Why, nobles Chevalier,” said they,
“ it is no great matter, only we would
fain know what is become of our brave
‘Captain Pandulfo, and whether we are to
do the bidding of that craven, Loscho !”

¢¢ Is that all >—~Methinks Captain Pan-
dulfo might have held you in better
training. Your mode of asking a question
is not atter the order of strict discipline.”

Jealous for the renown of their beloved

~captain, they hastened to assure him that
N2
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he never should have cause to doubt their
subordination or their courage, while he
gave them a leader worthy of them.=:
* But what, my lord,” said one of them, °
+ could we do against a foe, under fai p'
tain who turns pale if one of his own sol-
diers looks steadily at him ?”’

Wolfstein now, by a few calm inquiries,
discovered that Loscho had exhibited
amongst them, in the course of a few
minutes, the two prime qualities of an
insyfficient leader,—rashness and cow-
ardice. The admirable composure of
Wolfstein’s conduct immedfately re-
minded them they stood in the | presence
of a master.

¢ Now, my men,” said he, “let us un-
derstand each other.—You have unhap-
pily - injured both yourselves and your
commander in my opinion by this rebel-
lions tumult, for I did believe my castle
garfisoned by .troops of as steady disci-
pline as any fortress in Europe; and for
Pandulfo, I held him, as a soldier, sc.
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stern in his allegiance, that had I de-
mand his head at your hands, he would
himself have commanded the execution
of my drder—but let that pass. I am not
t‘hl--ﬁ;st who has found himself deceived
in the“steadiness of those-he trusted !—
I though¢ ye heroes, but ye are common
men ; add the blame lies, not in your in-
feriority, but-ip my error.”
¢ Indeed, my lord,” said one of them,
“ Pandulfo will be the first to rebuke and
punish our rashness! We only prefer a
captain that we fear, to one who fears us,”
. Well, gentlelnen, I will explain to
you your leader’s absence, that you may
learn, on the next emergency, to think
before you act. I held, yesterday, a revel
in the castle, to celebrate seme changes
in the state, which auspiciously affect my
fortunes, and will consequently affect
yours, if ye deserve my love ;—nay, this
very day it was in my mind to have given
largess to my garrison, that they likewise
«night keep feast and holiday, Our hearts
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were light, and in the hour of carousal we
forgot the caution which might heve be-
come men who had the conduct of ‘bthers.

—We drank too deep;—the strengt};
and intellect of Pandulfo were both r‘(fér-
whelmed in the torrent :—words "of de-
fiance and wild bravado passed amongst
us,—their import or their aim I know
not now. The glimmering of reasen that
yet remained to me suggested how un-
meet it was your captain should hazard
the esteem in which you hbdld him, by
encountering your sight, as I beheld him,
and I had him borne where such ex-
posure could not await him. But for
=ycur tumult, he should have come forth
to you this morning, his night’s defeat
unknown.” *

“ But Loscho, my lord, usurped his
command, and was bragging amongst us
like a Hector!”

« Psha! he Has not slept off 'his wine!
He dreamed of promotion, peradventure,
#nd would fain dream on.”
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The soldiers now all waved their caps,

+ crying, * Long live our noble Chevalier !”
and the officers who had stood aloof, un-
certain how to act, some of them fearing
dle Jmen, some Wolfstein, and most of
them“attached in their hearts to the
comman’dant, now assembled round him.

«“ I g4,” said the Chevalier, *¢ to send
your captain to you. For your sakes I
have stretched condescension to its limits.
Tempt me thus no more!”

And he left the court amidst the
cheers and acclamations of the troops,
The Lord of Lornberg, having moulded
these ductile spirits to more favourable
temper, returned to his apartment, where
he found I.oscho and Scharaffa.

¢ My lord,” said the laster, ¢ I have
been talking with Signior Loscho, and
have found the cause of this tumult : the
jokes which passed last night over the
“goblet went for current in his brain, and
took possession there. This morning he
verily did believe himself the captain'of
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your garrison, and so began to exercise
his rule, waiting no warrant.” p

«Is it possible, Loscho?” said Wolfstem
contemptuous]y' [ have seen many a
strong man’s wit taken captive by the
contents of a goblet; but an hou: s sub-
jection has redeemed it. Thou art a
strange fellow, to work the iames of
yesterday’s revel into figures, and swear
by their reality. Banish thy conceits, or
intoxication will slide into insanity. I
did not deem thee a wigh. of so infirm a
brain.”

Poor Loscho was astonished; he be-
_gan to believe his faculties were really
betraying him, and that, instead of being
“the only sober individual at the revel, he
must have been deeper drowned in wine
than any of his comrades. One fact,
however, he was now able to distinguish
clearly, his own total unfitness for the
command in which he had been so eager*
to see himself invested, and, on the
whole, he rejoiced it was a dream;
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though the cold -scorn with which his
Nately affectionate chief surveyed him
was somewhat galling, and the broader
degision’ of the hideous satellite into-
le'ﬁlble,. :

¢¢ Yot may retire, friend Loscho,” said
Wolfstein, ¢ and be happy to feel your-
self gnug“in a station, where your abilities
will not be plaged in too strong a-light.
You are fortunate, sir,” added he, some-
what sternly, ¢ that your waking dream
has not ended ‘in a tumble down a pre.
cipice.”

Loscho bowed humbly, and very will.
ingly accepted permission to withdraw.

“ Now comes my toughest and least
digestible task: I must perforce take
your counsel, Scharaffa ; so follow me.”

There was such innate malice in this
grim being, that even in beholding his
masfer foiled and humbled, there was
enjoyment. Wolfitein hipmself had asort
of awe of hing; the diabolical force and
‘subtlety of talents so often and infallibly,

NS
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exerted for his use, made this human
monster necessary to his fortunes. " The/
coolness and deliberation of Seharaffa’s
temper was far superior to his own ; bnt,
as in all such alliances, between suck sﬁr-
rits, it was interest solely which képt
them united, and there were.moments
when Wolfstein looked on thé incom-
parable ugliness of his vséful domestic
with a loathing antipathy, which would
almost, in spite of every restraining ef-
fort, force its way into his countenance.
Eut Scharaffa desired only that his master
should fear him, and 'depend on him;
knowing well that no one could love
Aim, nor any eye, not inured by long
practice, dwell en his aspect without dis-
gust and abhorrence. Morning was some-
what advanced, when, provided with a
torch, they wound through the long,
damp, narrow passages which led toihe
subferranean abode, called the vaulted
chamber. Having removed the ponderous
hars which secured the door, Wolfstein®
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took the torch from Scharaffa, and en-
tered, Pandulfo, who was, with- folded
arms, pacing the contracted limits of his,
dark apartment, now stopped, and looked.
i the face of his visitor as steadily as the
suddcy transition from obscurity to light
would gdmit. |

« Why, Pandulfo,” said Wolfsteifi,
“ of all the, preposterous tricks that ever
wine inspired; our havmg provided .you
with such a lodging is the most whimsi-
cal. The whole transaction had escaped
me ; and here, for aught I know, you
might have lamn some time longer, so
effectually had my libations washed away
the memory of the deeds thcy caused.
But, come,” said he, shuddering, “%his
is no place to parleyin. I trust, my dear
fellow, the damp has not’ injuriously af-
fected you; in that case I should nev er

rgive myself. Come, and I will tell
you a few more excellent results of last
night’s frolic, that shall make you burst
with layghter. In consequence of your
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non-appearance, that fool, Loscho, be-
lieved himself invested in your office,
and began to play the commandant in a
mode so pompous and fantastical, as had
well nigh astonished your men into mu«
tiny. But come forth, and 1 wiil tell
you the whole story.”

¢ Hold sir!” said the sturdy Pjan-
dulfo; «though the events of yesterday
may have filtered through your brain,
they have rested in mine. I remember
that I have been insulted and degraded
—-I recollect the reason, too, as clearly
as the fact, nor will I forget till the in-
jury is repaired.”

“ Surely, Pandulfo, you are not awake,
thus to resent, with unforgiving tenacity,
an offence committed by men who knew
not how they acted! Irejoice, indeed,
that the records of last night are wiped
from.the tablet of my memory, if thein
existence would have thus embittered my
humour; for, no doubt, I might have
traced a catalogue of affronts thereqn,
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almost as flagrant and substantial as
those you hold so valuable. Well, there
is some excuse, however, for this sullen
meod—thou hast had a cold bed and a
hard pillow, and, no doubt, thy head
aches uhmercifully. Come, come, Pan-
dulfo, yow shall laugh at this—your men
await yol.”

¢ You had’better keep me safe where
you have me, Chevalier ; for if I go forth
among my men, I will relate at full be-
fore them all the events of yesterday. I
will tell them I am not fit to command
them. Such troops deserve a leader
whose honour has received no stain. I
will resign the moment [ am at liberty;
and, no longer holding your commission,
we may decide our quarrel as soldxera
use to do.”

As he spoke, Scharaffa appeared wnth
Fysfer Felix.
* '« What brings you here, Father "
asked Pandulfo in a softened tone.

“ I come to bend thy stubborn spirit,*
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my son ; to exhort thee not to abandon.
thy post, or desert the troops thou hast
trained, and to conjure thee to come
forth in peace with the lord 'of the
castle.” - «

. The eyes of Felix seldom ce;‘hve)ed
a meaning beyond or at variaace with
his words ; but now there was stmething
in his look that gave irresistible effect-to
his admonition. Pandulfo cast a glance
at Wolfstein, and hesitated.

“ How is the Count, holy father?”
said he.

« He is ill, my son, 'and his mind still
wanders.”
¢ ¢« Well,” asked the Chevalier, sullenly,
¢ are we to swell this folly into a quarrel,
or will you take my apology, Captain Pan-
dulfo? Now, friar, which of the two is
the better Christian?”

¢ Be reconciled, iy son,” said Relix
emphatically, znd he added, in a whisper,
« for the sake of many !”

Pandulfo, now, coldly, but th.hout far-
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ther delay, received and accepted the
apology which had been so repeatedly
offered; and Wolfstein became ‘con-
winced, to his astonishment, of the irre.
Sistible influence possessed by the con-
fessor ‘over the mind of his otherwise
sturdy 3nd inflexible captain. Scharaffa,
the moinent he perceived the humour of
the commaridant, well knowing that his
non-appearance, or his going forth un-
appeased amgngst his men, would be
equally productive. of general disorder
and mutiny, had flown to the friar ; and
told him that his good offices were re-
quisite to extinguish a flame, which; with-
out check, would blaze to the destruction
of all within its precincts; for Scharaffa
had by this time discovered‘that the meek
ecclesiastic possessed a spell powerful
enough to counteract their best-laid
'seh,emes: he resolved, therefore, in*the
present emergency, to ‘ake it useful.
The party now proceeded into the re.
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gions of daylight. Pandulfo changed his
dress, and consented to join his men, ac-
companied by Wolfstein : discontent and
suspicion had again crept amongst themw,
owing to the delay which followed tlie
Chevalier’s promise ; but now thit they
beheld their beloved captain 4nd the
lord of the castle approach in such ami-
cable guise, they signified their joy by
very audible demonstrations.

¢ Your attachment, soldiers,”” said the
former, ¢is grateful to my feelings; but
I condemn your mode of evincing it.
You do little credit to the-discipline I
have laboured to cstablish: these sud-
dén and unbidden impulses are hostile
to every rule of military tactics—we
must reform them.”

The rebuke took instantaneous effect ;
from a tumultuous crowd they fell into
regular order, and the utmost siletice
and precision prevailed. Wolfstein called
them generous, fine-spirited fellows, and
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audibly commnended and excused them;
publishing his intention to distribute the
largess he had previously hinted at.

& Pardon me, my lord, no largess to-
day, nor for many days to come. Our
disciplive is relaxed alrcady; when it is
re-established, I will remind your lord-
ship of yeur promised bounty.”

“ You are top stern, too severe, Cap-
tain Pandulfo "’ .

A serjeant, who acted as spokesman,
now came forward, and observed re-
spectfully, that the soldiers were satis-
fied their commartdant was in the right ;
and that until they were assured of his
approbation and acquiescence, however
long withheld, no bounty would be ac-
ceptable. In short, Wolfstejn in a very
few hours became instructed in the hu-
miliating and appalling lesson, that there
wepd greater men than he within his
own ramparts. Determiged to go qlite
through his task of conciliation, he sig-
nified his intention of visiting the bed.,
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side of his guest, accompanied by Felix
and Pandulfo; and, observing that the
former would fain have diverted him
from the performance of this eourtesy,
and heard him announce it with uneasi-
ness, he resolved the more strenuously
upon it. They found Casimir.rambling
wildly ; he believed that Princess Stol.
berg stood beside him, and was inces-
santdy apostrophising her.

“ No, Augusta,” said he, * it is im-
possible! I had but one heart, and Wil-
helm’s sister, she had that long ago, and
never restored it! Here,” said he, lay-
ing his hand on his bosom, ‘“if you
search you will be convinced=there is a
vacuum, is there not? It is empty; yet
there is a pulse—beat, beat! I would it
might be still! If that pulse would be
quiet, there would be an end of the mat-
tes,—I should go to slcep.” .

Pandulfo, and the friar were equally
disturbed at the tenor of these wander-
ings.



;|3

¢ Methinks,™ said the lattdr, ¢ the
fewer forms that cross his sight the bet-
ter; a variety of objects only assist.in-
confusing his already bewildered brain.”

Pandulfo understood his meaning, and
would have quitted the apartment, but
that Wolhle'in turned a deaf wear to the
suggestid® ; and, affecting to be wholly
absorbed in sympathy for his unhappy
guest, approached him closely, and even
took his burning hand, and leaned over
him.
- ¢ I know it,” said Casimir, looking
earnestly at him; ¢ I will not upbraid
you, Wolfstein—you have done what you
could: I forgive you the marriage—thgt
is past! You have killed us*both, that
we may be wedded in the grave: it was
an excellent thought! Augusta! sister of
'Mercy! ygt_lel come and strew flowers,
and 'sing the requiem ;—you will do it
best !”*

“ It seems strange,” said Wolfstein,
« that his thoughts should be so inces-,
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santly engrossed by Madame de Woll-
stein. You will tell me this is delirium ;
yet what is the effect of delirium, but
to discharge fearlessly, and without me-
thod, the whole burthen of the mind;
like the miser, who, intoxicated or in-
sane, will. pour forth at random his
hoarded treasures? The marn may be
mad; but the coin is nevertheless ge-
nuine.”

¢ And yet,” said Pandulfo, ¢ a deli-
rious man will reverse, ih the height of
his wanderings, his antipathies and at-
tachments.” '

¢ Do you bélieve it is thus in the pre-
sent case !’ asked the Chevalier, with a
suppressed sneer.

« For my part,” was the answer, ¢ 1
cannot lay much stress upon the matter;
nor have I ever heard that@ords uttered
in the crisis of a fever were laid to heait
and' weighed as, oracles.”

¢« Become a husband, Pandulfo, and
listen to such words as I have listened
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to, similarly directed, and tho‘t tell me
what stress you lay on the matter,” '
¢ Peace!" said the friar; * he is now
quiet!” and he accompanied them to the
doopr; but ere he returned into the apart-
ment, he paused, and said to Wolfstein,
“You amg disturbed by the ravings of
that unhappy youth; but be pacified, I
conjure you ! His heart is broken, and
his frame is wasting, and that offending
voice will soon be heard no more! But
even were it not thus, should health ever
re-visit him, should he awaken to the
consciousness that his secret passion is
betrayed, he will fly its object to the end
of the world! No, fear not, Lord gf
Lornberg! for all the transitory enjoy-
ments of earth he will not, forfeit his
hopes of a union with the sister of Wil-
helm in heaven, and there”—he paused ;
but “he would fain have said, * There
4hou wilt not stand between them.” °
Wolfstein was in a frame of mind he
had never.before endured; embittered,.
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dejected,'_h\umbled. He had formerly been
content to be hated, since he was at the
sametime feared ; butnow there was a spe-
ciesof resistance and contradiction, either
tacit or avowed,.which, hard as it was to
brook, he knew at present of ng alterna-
tive, He began to think, that ife, with-
out a single being on whose affection he
could reckon was cold and comfortless,
and to envy the meanest of his fellow-
creatures, if indeed he could call himself
man's fellow, whom somebody loved.
He took his way towards Madame de
Wolfstein’s apartment —

¢ I will go to my wife,”” thought he;
¢ I will speak gently to her—her affec-
tions were. mine—I can easily win them
back.” ,

He had not hazarded an inquiry after
her, and knew not, therefore, whether
she still slept: he openea ine door of
the ante-room_cautiously, lest he should
awake her abruptly ; afaint, but earnest,
voice exclaimed, .
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. %.Oh,.father!{ what tidings"? }Say; is he
calmer? What of the unhappy Casimir 2"
“ Distraction!” cried Wolfstein, stamp-
ing .madly, I am pursued by furies!
The very angels turn fiends to torment
me !’

Barbaja, who had advanced to meet
him, imagining, like her lady, that it was
Father Felix, on perceiving her error,
uttered a piercing shriek, so powerfully
had the events of the preceding evening
impressed her mind with terror and dis-
gust. In short, tokens of antipathy, si-
lent or proclaimed, assailed him on all
sides: he,could have wept as he turned
gloomily from the apartment, muttering
to himeelf, “ No! this is not the mo-
ment !”

Scharaffa met him in the corridore=*¢ I
have been seeking you with these de-
apatches »%*wish they may prove wel-
,come.” o

Wolfstein snatched them from him—
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contain !”

 So much the better,” said Scharaffa,
with a sinister scowl ; ¢ for I doubt their
contents.” , '

¢ Ay?"” said his master: ¢ Who bore
them

¢ Ubaldo.” .

Wolfstein tore open the packet; as,
followed by his satellite, he crossed the
castle to his own apartment. It was from
Devereux, who acquainted the Cheva-
lier in brief, yet formal, terms, that he
regretted it was not ic his power to ra.
tify certain conditions to which he had
pledged himself'; that Gallas and Picco-
lomini had already, by an effectual ‘ap-
plication of bribery and menace, secured
the troops which Wolfstein had lent for
a subsidy to the late generalissimo:—
«¢ This is unfortunate, no duut%,’”’ acded
the .writer ; “ but your only alternative
is to be passive, and to draw your affirs
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into a narrower focus ; for,‘wjth respect
to sharing the confiscated possessions of
the Duke, your name has nqt occurred
amongst the individuals thought worthy
of reward: the two generals above men-
tioned, together with Aldringer and Les-
lie, have already, with the Emperor’s
sanction, divided the spoil ; while Gor-
don is nobly remunerated by Terski’s
forfeited estates. I do not name the
pittance allotted as the ‘acknowledges
ment of my sewices, which, as they were
both political and personal, is barely ade-
quate ; bat, sincerely, I think complaint
on your part will be imprudent, as cer-
tainly it will be unavailing. Our joint
affairs being brought, as it were, to a
crisis, I will not needlessly multiply de-
spatches, especially as I am now much
employed and trusted, and my time is,
conequestiiy, almost wholly engrossed‘
.50 wishing -you repose in your, Dalma-
tian territory, farewell, dear Chevalier.”
voL. II1, o
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Scharafia ‘stood gazing on his master
with a ghastly stare.”

“ Well !"’ said he, at length, ¢ what
admirable” villany! Ay, he does it
easily, with the hand of a master! That
boy Devereux! Who would have fore-
seen it? What must be done ?”’

¢« Oh!” said Wolfstein, * should the
worst happen, we can blow up-the castle,
and finish our pantomime at the bottom
of the Adriatic!”’



291

CHAPTER XII.

« Of chm&e or change, oh! let not man complain,
Else, shdll he never, never cease to wail {**
Beattie.

We must now, for a short season, quit
the shores of the Adriatic for the banks
of the Danubc), and as we return to the
Austrian court, the reflection is pressed
hard upon us hdw many a melancholy
change a few ycars, nay, a few months
of absence create in the haunts ogce
peopled with forms dear to the heart or
the fancy.—How many arg¢ gone or al-
tered, or if they are still what they were,
they are become otherwise to our fickle
percdptions| But what avails it to gigh
over time’s ravages! Tley will.proveed,
and he who bas courage to let the current
pass, beas what it may along its surface,
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Yo
is alone a %t inhabitant of this revolving
planet, where all that has been, has passed;
all that is. is passing; all that shall
be, will pass! However mighty, exalted,
beautiful, or beloved, neither pride nor
might, nor what is stronger than all, afs
fection, can counteract this eternwl law—
all must change! The very dust on
which we trample once stood’erect, and
smiled and exulted, and reasoned, and
took its heedless path over dust that had
once been animate, as we do now.,—
Have these reflections their use? It is
hard to decide—a sigh must follow them,
and sighs are so plenty in our atmosphere,
that it is scarcely wise to court them.
She who decked the thorny crown of Fer-
dinand with the roses of love and friend-
ship, the lovely, the mild, the dignified
Mary Anne was no more, and d every fibre
in the heart of the Impcrial widoiver was
quivering to the strokc. He had con-
tended with many things, and shke had
taught him patience ; but the smile which
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had ever cheerfed him was 'néw extinct,’
the tender bosom on which his aching
head securely rested was cqld and un-
fegling‘;' no sorrow, no joy of his could
touch it more! Where, in this deepest
anguisl‘, might he now listen for comfort,
since the voice which had never failed
hig had geased in everlasting silence ?
Still, as Ife~lgoked towards the Heaven
whither she was fled, something like the"
echo of those precious accents whispered,
“ Yet a little while,” and those words be-
came the soothers of his affliction. Little,
indeed, can the here votary of this world
guess how some hearts have learned to
cling to the reflection that all things
pass! The lively, piquante, brilliant
Princess of Stolberg, ske was no more!
Not, indeed, that the machine which bore
tlt’l name l}&d vanished from the earth,
butim;;frit was extinct, and the cha-
racter which constituted ier identitygone.
Her mind drooped, .and her health lan-
guished p—she had watched the decline
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of her au;:;ulst mistress, beheld its ter-
mination, and wept over that bier where
she would /ain have laid her own head.
Lindau, once the gay butterfly.of the
Austrian court, had felt the blighting in-
fluence of the season, and he, too,.looked
back with disgust and scorn to the toys
and rattles of his youth. Just at ¢the pe-
riod when the real designs ¢f"the elder
»Vallenstein became manifest to his army,
and when the officers found themselves
compelled to choose theif master, be-
tween him and the Emperor, the Mar-
grave, whosc allegiance the Duke had
only attempted céutiously, endeavouring
to attach him by acts of favour and de-
monstrations of affection, rcceived so cri-
tical an account of his only sister, the
sweet Ulrica, that he abruptly de-
manded leave to absent himg::}f, which
the Duke of Friedland was not thei in
circumstances to refuse. Desmond, for
whom Lindau.bad caused a strict and
secret search to be made, was at length
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discovered amongst a heap‘of slain, de-
sperately, but, as it proved] not mor-
tally wounded. Having obtajned posses-
sion of his person, he concealed him,
watched over his cure, and now took the
opportpnity of carrying him unsuspected
and unknown to Vienna; and Conrade,
whom wejleft to his fate, alone, unarmed
on a wide~plain infested by wolves, was
likewise jn the Margrave’s train. His
sabre, his pistols, and his torch had been
taken from ltim, and his doom seemed
irrevocably decided. As the equipage
passed on without him, however, and the
cries of his distracted lady and of Bar-
bara, and the carnest remonstrances of
Father Felix died on his ear, instcad of
breaking forth in curses and imprecations
on his assassins, he mingled a prayer for

is afflicted friends, with those supplica-
(1S TS lis own eternal welfare, which
he believed were the last he §houla ever
articulate, when per::civing something
bright qn the ground, he approached it»
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and found it 'to be one of his own pistols,
‘which had‘,llbeen dropt in the struggle,
the lock of; which reflected the moon-
beam. The moment before not a ray of
hope existed in his breast, and he snatched
up the pistol in an agony of thankful-
ness :—it had been discharged in thc short
and unequal conflict which had taken
place between him and his persecutors,
but his pouch was well stored with am-
munition, and he lost no time in re-
loading,

“ Now,” said he to himself, ¢ I feel con-
fident that Providence is -vith me { What-
ever may be my fate, I shall not feed the
wolves to-night!” :

Yet his situation seemed worse than
precarious ; armed with a single pistol,
and surrounded by beasts of prey, in
danger, too, of deviating from the right
track, and of choosing one wilich wui, nt
betray,him‘ into the very coverts and re-
treats of the enemy.—But what of that ?
The moon.beam which lighted ,on the
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lock of his pistol was a token{from Hea-
ven, a pledge which he dr}xbted not
would be redeemed—norwas He deceived.
Dr the view of attaching himself to the
fortunes of Count Vallenstein, lie made
his way to the Duke of Friedland’s camp ;
—there, however, he could learn no
tidings°of this lamented master’s friend,
and after wgndering through the German
States in fruitless search, he at length re-
turned, unhappy and desponding, and
willingly accepted the offers of Lindau,
who honqured and cherished his unavail~
ing zeal, and beheld him rather as a friend
than a servant. It is needless to say, that
an union of interest so decided fa#led
not to awaken a sympathetic attachment
between Desmond and Cobnradc; each
incessantly mourned, and regretted the
sath@hiect, yet they kept up a constant
mterchange of hopes, for neither wéuld
believe him irrecoverably lost, and they
looked forward to going forth one day
togtther and prosecuting a mutual search,
05
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which shoyld only terminate in death or
success. I the meanwhile, both Lindau
and ‘Wintei feldt trembled for the chance
of Desmond’s falling into the hands of
the Duke, and he had heen, until he
quitted the camp, kept in strict although
friendly imprisonment.

Winterfeldt resolved on gnaring the
Duke’s fate, and connecting himsclf ir-
revocably with his fortunes, nor could
any remonstrance his friends could devise
shake his resolation :—it was in standing
between his master ang the treacherous
ungrateful Devereux that Winterfeldt fell,
never to rise again; and the breathless
corpse of the cclebrated man, whose
life he unavailingly defended, was soon
stretched upon his.

Lindau arrived only to see his pale
snow-drop render up a brief and. Spgile
existence, and long as he had anticipated
the event, it came at last coldly over his
heart, and it was long ere he could lift
his spirits from the earth where this sweet:
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gem was buried. The Empegor, afflicted
himself, beheld the man whofmourned as
his brother, and showed peculiar.con-
;'\deration for Lindau: he spoke to him,
on their first private conference, of Casi-
-mir of Vallenstein.

S‘ My Mary Anne,” said he, ¢ always

predicted: that the character of that youth
would conie.forth, spotless ;—her Jjudg-
ment is now confirmed. What has he not
gndured, rather than swerve in his duty
‘to his sovereign, or inculpate his fa-
ther!” ,

The Empress had not only repeatedly
on her death-bed recommended this un-
fortunate but noble youth to his proteion,
but had left a paper enforcing the request,
and as the fulfilment of évery wish she
had ever uttered, or that he had even
bﬁ?ﬂ"(‘j,cd she might have entertained, was

. now become in the eyes of Ferdindnd a
sacred and consoling dbligation, he had
taken every means he could devise for the
discovery of Casimir’s retreat, and he now
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donsulted epgerly on. the subject with
Lindau, who related the manner in which
his father had obtained possession of him,
and his subsequent mysterious disappeai{
aace. To somecofthose counsels Desmond
was admitted, but nothing conclusive
resulted. It was at length Princess Stbl-
berg, whose attachment to Casimir was
only equalled by her horror.ot Wolfstein,
by whom the spot where he was actually
concealed was guessed at, and the instant
it crossed her thoughts, she imparted the
idea to those who might avail themselves
of the suggestion. Lindau had been
obliged to Wolfstein, but, loth as he
might be to heap suspicion on his bene-
factor, thic narrative of Conrade had con-
vinced him that no misconstruction could
darken the true character of that son of
Satan. Sanguine, therefore, in hogf.;;hat
their long anxieties approached a termi-,
nation, and that a: lcast they had found a
certain clue which would lead them right,
they determined to set forth togecher, and
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in the disguise of pilgrims vigit the castle
of Lornberg, binding theggsclves by a
solemn vow never to return uptil they had
dsither ascertained that the object of their
pursuit was not within its walls, or till they
—had delivered him from them. Towards
the coast of Dalmatia, therefore, they
bént their way, travelling as cxpeditiously
as fleet steeds would carry them, untll
they arrived at atown of some importance
bout seven leagues from Wolfstein’s
castle ;—here, taking every possible pre-
caution, and having addressed themselves
to the governor of the place, for it was
fortified, they showed him the Emperor’s
order, that he should, on peril of thg im-
perial displeasure, assist thethree travellers *
with whatever furtherance or accommo-
dation their affairs mightdemand, and, in
s-ho,v't to yield implicitly to theirdirections.
. The governor was not sorry to find that
the credit of his oppressive a#nd ferrible
neighbour was wavering, as some of the
numeroasbandsin Wolfstein’s dependance
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would frequeptly harass his citizens, and
carry off flotks and herds close to his
walls ;—thus highly sanctioned, therefore,
he was very willing to aid the strangers to
the utmost extent of his means, and posted
a considerable body of troops, fully acs
coutred for a siege, within the jaws ofya
defile half way between and Lorn.
berg, their captain having .rcceived in-
structions to march to the attack of
Wolfstein’s castle, if, within threc days,
no tidings arrived from the strangers, who,
having thus provided against all foreseen
contingencies, in mantle grey, with staff
and scallop shell, set forward to finish
theirgjourney on foot, in high anticipation
of success. We will wish them God speed,
and return to the inhabitants of the spot
whither they are bent.

From the hour when the letter of De-
vereux had completely opened the c) es of
Wolfstein to a truth, which, however
immutably fixed in the bosom of every
calm and philosophic observer of inan and
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his ways, had been, with him, hitherto
either unknown or despised, that there
1s no -allegiance among the. wicked,—a
»Erange, frozen composure seemed to take
possession of his mind; all his unsettled
oughts, his busy, anxious ruminations,
osed coldly together, like the waves of
the lake, when the frosty breath of wintere
has blown over it. He became unusually
silent, bt the keen observant penetration
,he had been accustomed to exercise dur-
ing his intervals of taciturnity were not
now to.be remgrked ; in short, it scemed
as though he had yielded himself up to
indi{fer.ence, and was resolved to let s
fate find him unarmed and unprovided,
faud dispose of him cven as it might.”
Scharaffa eyed him intently and inces-
santly, with all the acuteness of suspicion ;.
byt he was baffled, and could not fathom
the thoughts of his master. Sometimes he
inclined to the belieftifat the overwrought
mind had really given way, and that the
sudden "disappointment of so many and
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intricate schemes had crushed it intd
imbecility ; ‘at others, he could not divest
himself of the notion that something was
still working beneath the outward silence’
.and inaction ; yet was he condemned to
waver between these opposite opinion?,
since he could discover nothing of a con-
~clusive nature in the words, looks, br
actions of Wolfstcin. Amongst the nu-
mercus intrigues in which the* Lord of
Lornberg wasimplicated, wasa clandestine,
correspondence with his Ottoman neigh-
bours, whom he had occasionally supplied
with information, for which he had re-
peatedly been rewarded by presents to a
magnificent amount, and he had oiten
within his towers an Italian Jew, who
acted as the “Turkish agent. While
Wolfstein continued apparently absorbed
in his unusual apathy,Scharaffa presented
him with a packet, which, he said,had been
left at the‘outward barbican by a shep-
herd, who had disappeared immediately.
TheChevalier unfolded, and calmlyperuseu
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[}
the paper, and Scharaffa meanwhile

eagerly endeavoured to peruse his coun-
tenance: still it remained impenetrable ;
}et something like internal conviction
‘struck Scharaffa that the letter was fraught
ith evil intelligence, and seeing Wolf-
read it to the end, fold it, and place
his vest, deviating from his usual
practice of cqufidence, he could main-
tain his wily and mute examination no
longer.

“ Have you no commands for me ¢’
said he, sullenly.

< No.—What dommands ?” exclaimed
Wolfsteir, as if awaking from a reverie.

“ That letter, my lord—methought
yyour aspect wore somewhat of a perturbed
cast during its perusal. Have you no
commands ?”’

~Wolfstein surveyed him with an air of
cold “surprise.—* Djid I look perturbed ?
Sare you arc mistakene—But *it is no
matter, good Scharaffa; I have read the
letter, andethat suffices,”
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“ The time has been, my lord, when
you have found me necessary,” said Scha-
raffa, becoming more hideously ghastly
from smothered fury. .

¢ True, my friend; but things change—-
thou knowest. A wide continent onse
covered the Atlantic—so they say, at
least. What signifies what was in.the
time that has been? It is qothing to thee
or me.”

¢ The things that are, my lord, may sig-
nify to both of us! Like an ideot I hav>_
entangled myself with your fortunes, or
rather have lent myself as the ladder by
which you have ascended, and you are
noy worthily rewarding me—but beware,
my lord! The mine is under your feet!””

« Not yet, not yet, Scharaffa,” said
Wolfstcin, with a grim laugh ; ¢ but thou
art unjust! Is it not the practice of a
soupd politician to kick down his ladde‘r
when he« has used it? I have not kicked
thee down !~—And be merry, Scharaffa;
thou shalt share thy master’s fzte.”
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¢ Methinks we are trifling, my lord.
Eitheryou aresunk in imbecility, and have
no designs, or you use me villanously,.and

rbour schemes which you do not impart
¢to me. In the latter case, you shall repent:
--t0 the infernal deities 7 am already
de%ted, but to save myself, even now, I
would not let go my revenge.”

““Come to my heart, Scharaffa,” cried
Wolfstein ;¢ we are worthy of each other!”

¢ What is in' that letter, my lord ?”

¢ Only a little news from the inquisi-
tion.”

“ What ! Dominica ?”

“ Ay, ‘Dominica, and other matters:
—the old fellows have taken exceptiop at
that pretty pantomine I and my people
performed, when we reccived the Grand
Seignor’s firman, in Mussulman’s habits.
Could you have belicved, after all, that
they would have becn such fools as to
have intcrfered with my pastimes?—I,
who have served them so zealously I’

It is but the old story, my lord—they
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can do without us. Fromn whom comes
your intelligence ?*

¢« That I know not ; but take the letter,
and have done with it! I have spent s -
stormy life enough—am I never to find—
rest ?”’ L~

“ If you can sleep, sir, on the brink-of
such a precipice. For mine own pa:t,”
and he shuddered, ¢ I would rather watch
a little longer than awake from my slum.
ber, to adorn the procession of an auto
da f6.” ' -

“ Thou art a screech-owl, Scharaffa;
and I abhor thy hootings.” '

¢ This letter, sir, is from a friend, and .
wrigten -for your warning.—Will you
neglect it ?” ’

¢ I tell thee, I am weary and reckless!
If thou hast any precaution, I give thee
licence to use it—but plaguc not me!”

« Eunough, my lord! Then sleep, if you
please—y eyes will suffice us both! Do
you' object to my getting rid quietly of
Pandulfo, since his presence, in case of
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surprise from the inquisitio‘n, would b
dangerous ?”

“ Noy no, do as thou w:lt—-—only leave
xhe. Scharaffa!”

. And thus the conference ended.

It now appcared asif Wolfstein's whole
pledsure consisteil in visiting alteruately
the:apartments ot Casimir and Louisa ;=
the former, although his fever was greatly
abated, ungler tie vigilant tenderness of '
Felix, was yei subject to temporary de-
li&"iums, and when they possessed him,
the same unvarying idea held its place
in his thoughts,2-Louisa dead already,
and himsell cagcily anticipating the mo.
ment which should unite them in one
‘dark and narrow home!—The sight of
Wolfstein seldom failed to, produce this
effect ; but as he sat quietly by the bed of
the sufferer, and in no way indicated
resefitment at these ravings, which, at
the same time that they betrayed the
force and intenseness of the predominant
sentimenty exhibited the candour and
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purity of an uncorrupted soul, Felix be-
lieved that his heart could not remain
for ever untouched by such a gontem-
plation, and took no pains to evade q~
discourage his visits. Once when Vallen-
stein, as was hiscustom, earnestly appealed
to him respecting his right to repose in
the same tomb with Wilhelm’s sister,
grasping his hand, and repeatedly calling
for his promise, Wolfstein rose, and to
the utter cousternation of the Friar, he
breathed a solemn and ter:ible vow that
one fate should await both. )
« For,” said he, aftcr a pause, ¢ she
cannot die, Vallenstein, till theu diest!
Destiny has compelled thee to live with-
out‘her, but ye must die together.”

The confused intellect of Casimir
forbade him to comprehend clearly the
meaning of what he heard, but he took it
as an assurance of future bliss, and pressed
the hand of Wolfstem close to his bosom,
while Felix said,
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« In Heaven’s name, what mean you,
my Lord ?”

“Time will unravel my meaning, Friar,
“se-and to time I refer you.” '

And he stalked from the apartment to
that of his wife. Madame de Wolfstein, no
longer confined to her couch, endeavoured
to occupy her melancholy mind by works
of ingenuity : her graver studies, with the
sole exception of thatfrom which a promise
of such pe;;.ce as this evil world knows
ngt is derived, were become irksome
and uninteresting ; her eyes wandered in
vain over ‘thc most admired passages of
those authors who had once awakened her
interest,—they had no consolation to offer
her,—shc had no longer cither thought
or feeling to give them. From her pencil
she obtained occupation, if not amuse-
ment ; slic would spend hours in the nse of
it, and as, if there was a sympathetic
correspondence between her musjngs and
the delirium of Casimir, the subjects she
chose were,all of a lugubrious and funereal
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tendency ; sue was never weary of sketch-
ing the tomb of Wilhelm and Blanche,
the little chapel ou the isle of willows,
dedicated to their memory, or solemw.
processions of nuns and friars, following
to the grave some flower-decked bier,
Except when prostrate before the crucifix
in the privacy of her oriel chamber, or in
communication with the holy.Fé]ix, she
exhibited no emotion; the same caim,
apathetic indifference seemed to absorb
her feelings which had taken possessionof
those of Wolfstcin, and evinced itself in~
nothing more strikingly than in the still
composure with which she regeived his
now frequent visits :—he would sit, even
by ‘the hour, watching her work, which she-
would pursue with an untrembling hand ;
~sometimes he would say, in a soft tone,

““ Lay down that pcncil, Louisa, and
put that hand in mine.”

She ‘v:yould obey, asif mechamcally, but
his pressure received no answer, and
he would almost ask himself if the soft



313

fingers he held were indeed indued with
life and feeling. Sometimes he harboured
_a faint) vague hope that some look, ar
'\;s'mile, or word, or act of tenderness would
proceed. from the pale yet beautiful form
y bYX his side—but he waited in vain; yet
he\ften thought of Marchfeldt and of the
= days of«dawning passion, and felt that he
wonld now have bartered a life but for one :
fugitive expression of that love he had
so brutally thrown away, and trampled
uader foot.
“ You once lmed me, Louisa—did you
not ?”’
¢ I belteve so.”
““You believe so,” echoed he, groan.
ing deeply: ““do you only believe so?
' Then you have forgotten tobe sure of it!
Yet I remember it, Louisa,” and striking
his forchead violently—< Oh! that I did
not!" That remembrance is my sole tor-
ture! But tell me, Iconjure thee, tell me, is
there nothingleft ? Is every spark extinct ?
+ —You loved me dearly once, Louisa—
VOL. IIIL P
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s’fimething, s'omething remains—I know
it does!”
_ “ I believe not, Wolfstc¢in,’
witli a-cold inanimate smile. -
¢ Unfeeling, barbarous woman! Hast
thou been to the inquisition, and learnr‘d
to drop the slow cold drop on the bain
of thy victim ?”

‘“ What mean you, Wolfstcin? Hedvcn
knows I would not torture, you |—But
you cannot for a moment imagine that
love survives? I will néver, never dg-_
ceive you!”

. “ But you shall deceive me, madam,”
he cried, in a sudden access of fury, « you
shell feign love though you feel it not!—
But this is folly,”” said he, sinking into
a.calm: “ I once thought this world held .
nothing unattainable, but now I know -
my error ;—my wife, the creature of my
will, a being so fragile as one stamp of
my foot or one determined grasp could
crumble into atoms, can close her heart
against me! I have talked with Ca. .

* said she,
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simir, Louisa,—he has been t‘élling me l?%
dreams—and what think’st thou? They
are almost as gay as thy wakmg medita-
. mons, > and he took up the paper on wbgé'h
a (uneral procession was slightly sketchedg_
“NHis fancy, like thine, is full of tombs and
wliroyyds and epitaphs—but how is this?
» I thought this moment that death could
hardly freeze thy cheek into colder white-
ness, and now—now it is all spread over
with vermillion !—Nay, never heed—there
is, nothing to be discovered—the blush
has told no secrets!—Vallenstein has
besought me to let*him share thy grave—
It is a foolish frolic, is it not? What
: sayest thou, Louisa ?*’
She was silent.
¢« T could half wish,” said he, muéing,
'« ye had been long since united—yet
then—Well, there is no unwishing time!
We shall soon see the goal, and thou
knowest que la fin courongg les cwres.”
Such were the interviews of t'h'is un-
happy, husband and wife. In the period
P2
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t{;at elapsed from the day on which
Wolfstein received the letter of Deve-
reux, to a few days subsequent’to the
avfval of that which brought him a hidfe ™
of the designs of the Inquisition, man
similar scenes had occurred. Louisa‘,‘lm{
dured them with cold patience, and Wolt.
stein repeated them with perseverance.

One evening, a soldier put into the
hands of Pandulfo a twisted killet, which
be said, as he stood sentinel at an out-
post, a stranger had given him to deliver,
and who then immed‘iatelﬂy returned to
a boat which lay against the beach.

Pandulfo with great emotion read as
foMows: '

¢« If the commandant of Lornberg cas-
tle can, for a few hours, confidle his trust
to another, and repair to the Cervo Bi-
anco, he will there find one who can fur-
nish him'with tidings of his long deserted
fan;ﬂy ; and from whom he may, if any
natural yearnings still cleave to his alien-
ated heart, learn all that may be known
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of the fate of his ouce dear brother Ju.
lian.”
‘ Juiian! Julian!” cried he, excess-
- nely agitated, ““art thou still IIVI.D{{
I¢ this no illusion? Alienated! No, my-
. brother, I would fly to the world’s limit
* to embrace thee!”
= ¢ Captain,” said the soldier, ¢ that
paper, it séems, makes you very happy—
but, if it bz to lure vou from the castle,
I would I might prevail with you to be
cautious! As for the man who gave me
that letter, he was so quick that I know
not what he resembled; but those who
waited for him in the boat had an ill look
with them ; one of them I am sure I have
. seen before, and, or I misjudge him, he is
as adroit with his stiletto as any man in
Yenice.”
Pandulfo, absorbed in the idea that
a brother long imagined dead was thus
almost miraculouslyresto: cd to him, treated
all Vasco’s remonstrances with indiffer-

ence-—on re-cxamining the letter, he
#
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perceived the words * Come alone ;”
alone therefore he resolved to go, and

e he went, having deputed an offices.
‘%hed Alexis to be his substitute til!
feon the following day.

N
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CHAPTER XIII.

“ Adieu! Je vais dans ce pays
D’od ne revint point feu mon pere :
Pour jeruais adieu, mes amis,
wui ne me regretterez guere.” FVollaire.

ScHARAFFA had for some days been
indefatigable tn his attentions to the sub-
alterns and soldiers of Lornberg ; he had
especially applied himself to pouring into
their ears insinuations of the severity and
despotism of their commandant ; hinting,
that even the lord of the castle was in-
sulted by his haughty, fractious spirit,and
restrained in many an instance of favour
andindulgence with which it was his desire
to reward and encourage his garrison;
in short, that his.removal from, the com-
mand would release both them and their
true master from Egyptian bondage, as
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it'would be Wolfstein’s first care to give
them a captain, whowould relaxthatrigor-
-sus discipline in which they had been so
16.%"’1essly11eld for the mere gratification

¥ a tyrannical spirit.—Some of the most
ﬁemble and ductile amongst them lent 4
‘willing ear ; others affected to do so, ind
.a few sullenly and degisiv=ly renujsed
-the suggestions, although accompanied by
golden persuasion. Scharaffa, till lately,
had been known only to the soldiery as
a malignant, hateful .being, a rejoicer in
human suffering, and one who was ever
on the alert to stimutate punishment,
and ever eager to witness it: that his
natnre, therefore, should thus suddenly
become mild and conciliating, struck
even the most blunt-witted among them
as a strange paradox. But there are, who
may be bought if they cannot be con-
vineed, and it would have been wonderful
if amongst a set # men, whose lives had
been one scene of desperate adventure,
all had proved inaccessible to the sub-
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stantial part of Scharafias argume:"‘\t.
Alexis, who was one of the converts /of
Felix, saw and heard that all was not
right, and was proportionably stnct H
“his orders and vigilant in his observation
A letter brought to the barbican, «nd
there left as the first had been, was re-
ceived by Srhacaffa for his master, and
aware «. he was of the moody, wild, ca-
pricious humour that had lately seized on
Wolfstein, he resolved to secure the con-
tents of this critical billet, lest they might
be withheld from him;—he read, and
as much dismay followed the perusal
as it was possible his long practised
mind could experience: he saw the hour
of safety rapidly escaping, and his thoughts
fell into momentary confusion.

“ Will it,” pondered he, “ avail aught
that he should read it likewise? We may
try at least; it may arouse him from his
apathy, and that incomparable acute-
ness which ever deficd surprise may revive

PS5
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.

t5 assist usi=-at all events I must not
lose time—if ke will not act, 7 must!”

.« He flew to Wolfstein, whom he found ;
his’cloak wrapped round him, his plumed
}ap hanging over his brow, his heal
,,}l;?ioping, and his arms tightly folded over
his bosom, pacing the corridor like ».
jtroubled spirit.

“ Ah, Scharaffa!” said he, with'a ghastly
srhile, * what bringest thou 2™

« That which I hope, my lord, will
operate like the blowing of a bugle in
your ear, and start you from this fatal
stupor,” and he presented him the leiter
~—¢Is it not time to awake ?*’ in(fuired he,
as he perceived Wolfstein, having ran his
eye over the paper, crush it together
without the smallest visible emotion.

“ It will soon be time to slecp,” was
the reply.

“ What!” cried Scharaffa, “do you aban-
don yourself to despair? Is this the self-
relying, philosophic Wolfstein ?”

“ Peace, good Scharaffa, peace! .All
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things have a crisis, and :uine and thine
is come!”” He burst into a horrible laugh.
“ Nay, do not be frightened, Scharaffd,
we have secn all but the cnd—IIast tht‘;u
no curiosity ?” ‘

“ Manjac!” cried Scharaffa, gnasiiae,
his teeth, and rushing from him to mah=
such prepar=*idns against surprise as hi.
active spirit suggested to him. Bad :

the rellance which might be rcposed in the
good. ¢ It will be better,”” thought he,
“ to confide the truth at once to Alexis,
aud throw ourselves on his fidelity and
couragz: if he once pledges himself, he
will die in defence of his trust.”

With this well founded notion he sought
the temporary commandant in the castle
court, and disclosed to him briefly the
terrible fact, that a body of troops sent
by the Inquisition were employed to seize
Wolfstein and all his adherents,

« When the attack will be made, and
whether force or stratagem will be em-
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plbjred,lknown.ot ; but, from this moment
Ido know that all security is at an end,—
iu our brave gartison lics our whole de-
pendence.”

Alexis mused :—< T would Pandulfo
vere heré 1”

" “Nay, A'exis, if thy affections are right,
hou art sufficient.”

« Well, Scharaffa, 1 would willingly
have defended him, whose pay I receive,
from any power save that of the holy
church :—Dbut since he has made our holy
mother his enemy, aund since it has come
thus suddenly upon us,—why, I will not
desert the man who trusts me, in his ex-
tremity,—though I would fain have an-
eother foe to face.”

“ Gallantly, loyally resolved.”

“ I will go man the ramparts and se-
cure the outposts:—but hearken, Scha-
raffa! _Beware how you impart to the
men the naturc of the peril '—A few must
be trusted, but I can best sclect them ;—
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besides, they who act ignurzintly, will not
be involved in the crime of this defence.”
Scharaffa could have dispensed .witi
the concludingobservation, buthe sa;.v'th.'.
Alexis.was bent on performing his duty
as the servant of Wolfstein and captair
of his garrison, and thercfore took leisure
to provide wiunout farther delay for his
own personal escape. He went to ex-
amine a cubterranean path, which led
from the ci-devant chapel to the back of
the mountain, and to which, in his misgiv-
ing moments, he had often mentally re-
ferred as Lis chafce of evasion.
Wolfstein, delivered from the importu-
nities of his now detested satellite, took
a few more turns along the corridor, and®
then, stopping at a small chanber near
his own, called, * Rolfo! Rolfo!”’ and
forth came .a dwarfish ideot boy, on
whom, to the surprise of all ti:e inkabit-
ants of the castle, he had for some days
amused himself with lavishing the most
extravagant caresses. This little monster
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was the offspriqg of Scharaffa, an epitome
of his hideous sire; but his mind was
uerely that of a mischievous ape—He had
k'{)'een\ from his birth an object of contempt
and abhorrence, and had known nothing
but cruelty and neglect ;—from the pre-
' sence of his father he always fled in ter
ror, since from him he ev:r »xperier.ced a
double measure of ill-treatment, and was
uuc unfrequently threatened .by him to
be hurled from the ramparts or starved to
death in one of the vaults df the castle ;—
he had acquired therefore a hatred of every
human creature, but cspecially for the
author of his being. The gentléness, the
sweetmeats, and the toys of Wolfstein
yhad their effect on this forlorn, despised
outcast, who now came rushing forth at
the sound of his voice, grinning with de-
light, while Wolfstein patted his huge
mishapen head, stroked his coarse matted
hair,and, taking him by thc hand, led him
down a narrow staircase to the vaults
of the castle, on the side towards the sea.
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Here he gavehim certain instructions with
a distinctness and prec:sion fitted to im-
press even his'intellect : they were indetd
merely the repetition of an exercise whleh
had been daily rehearsed between them.

“ And now, Rolfo, my boy Rolfo. )]
said he, ““if you do as I have shown you
the momez. you hear the horn thric:,
blown,—you shall have this,—and this,”
pointing to the glittering star of an order
which adorned his breast, and his splendid
sabre. * .And this too?” said the little
monster, touching the horn which hung
from Wolfstein’s neck, and which he loved
for its noise.

« Ay, and this too, only don’t stir till
you hear it sound thrice—and then, my-
boy Rolfo, don’t forget! Do as I have
bidden you!”

The boy, with his finger on his chin,
kept muttering his instructions to him-
self : Wolfstein had co trained him to his
purpose, that he harboured small doubt
of him, wnd having left a feast of confec-
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tionary, he retgok his way to the habit-
.able part of th:\nstle. As he approached
Irg wife’s apartments, he deliberately took
from his vest a box of opium, which had
been a present from the Grand Seignory
wwad possessed extraordinary potency.—
This eastern habit had of late crept on
yhim, or, rather, had béc.. 'a.dopt.e,d/ by
him, since he had imbibed the notion that
[ uistory approached its denouement
for there had been a time, when Woll-
stein could not have been Surprised inio
any propensity, which his reason in-
formed him was destructive of the intel-
lectual powers; and nothing could exceed
in calinuess and dcliberation the despair
of this man. IHe swallowed a large pill,
and opened the door of his wife’s cham-
ber.—It was a lovely autumnal evening,
and Louisa was, as usual, engaged with
her  pencil.—He approached her with
sometwhat boisterons gaiety.

« Psha !’ said he, taking up the sketch,
whereon he fcund her intent, £ how in-
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herent is the perverseness of woman !
Till this evening, your fancy has Leen
ranging death’s dominions, and nothing
would amuse you save the things which
‘uppertain to lis grim majesty.—What !
tired of the shrowd and the grave, and
the pick-axe f—That is unlucky !” i
« There i= z.mething in this cvening,”
said Loutsa, “ so mild, yet so refreshing,
—I know not how it feels—but iiiL doco
not press :0 heavily on me as usual, and
I do not turh so sick an eye on living
things :—why it is so I know not, I only
know that so it i5.”

¢ Inceed !’ said Wolfstein, ¢ what a
froward thing thou art! There is an anti-
sympathy between us— we cannot ponder
the same theme at once !—Now I have
death in my thoughts, and my mind will
not change! It would be a gay world,
_would it not, Louisa, with these soft sunny
skies, the fair green earth, and these blue
glancing waters, if Wolfstein were but
safe wrapt in marble ?—I do believe
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that then thowm wouldst sing again ; nay,
and smile, perhaps, and coo like any dove
--but darling, I will provide against
Such treason. Our wedding was no jest,
and thou shalt find it !—Dost thou not,
. {Louisa, admire the providence of some
*barbaric kings, who, when they depart
jfrom the scene where th&y -heve glittered
out their hour, take with them, on their
~uark jéurney, their wives, their ministers,
nay, their very horses and falcons? It is
a magnificent thought. Those wives and
those ministers might have feasted at the
funeral —What is thete in the grave,
Louisa ?—Is there any thing but'dust and
worms ?*’

« Art thou disposed, Wolfst.em, to in-
quire what is beyond it ?—If thou art, I
will call the pious Felix, and he shall tell
thee.”

« No, no, Louisa! It is too late to ask,
and he is a mere dreamer ! I but resemble
the man, who, on the eve of a distant jour-
ney, glances over the map of the country
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whither he is bent :—Dbut. for the grave, I
know it is a hole in th¢ earth where the
material form moulders—and, for our
sentient part, I do suppose it"is absorbéd
“in the element from whence it emanates-
—that which is passion or thought in us,
why it evaporates and regaius its original
sourcc: —this is philosophy—thebabblin,
of an old Friar will never confate it !”’

¢« I cannot prevent your thinkiug uiu.,

_ Wolfstein;—but I ¥now that what now

lives to suffér, will li;2 to smile on this
brief conflict in another world :—it is
therefore I love to gaze on yon blue fir-
mamert, and to let my thoughts climb
far, far beyond it !”

“ Well, well,” said Wolfstein, impa-
tiently, ¢ to-morrow, by this time, these
matters will be past dispute, and- the
whole affair settled !”

As he spoke, a tumult was heard in a
distant part of the. castle :—a domestic,
with a countenance of terror, looked
hastily into the apartment, erying,
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“Oh, my’Lord, we are betrayed!”
and disappeare

. Wolfstein’s eyes sparkled—¢* Now,
tilen I” he exclaimed, ¢ now for the thun.
derbolt! One kiss, Louisa!—This is our
second marriage !”

He folded her in a long and earnest
¢mbrace, then throwingher from him,
rushed from the apartment.
w2 will now pursue the feotsteps of
Pandulfo, as we flatger ourselves he has
acquirer,sufficigpssiaterest with the reader,
to rescue his fate from indifference.—Ar-
rived at the piazza, where stood the inn
in which he hoped his long lost brother,
Julian, awaited him, and as he walked
. hastilyalonga colonnade, he was surprised
by the sound of footsteps, treading so
closely upon him, that he could hardly
attribute such near pursuit to accident,
and the thought of Vasco’s warning in-
stantaneously darted through his mind, in
spite of the bright sunshine which sur-
rounded him. As, laying his hand on his
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sabre, he turned to eye the%intruders, for
there were two, a cloak yas flung over his
head by one, while the other disarmed
him. It was the work of a mément ; bift
“when he was thus hoodwinked, and al-
ready felt, by anticipation, the cold steel
in his bosom, a well-known voice uttered
the following words :

« Courage, Signor Capitano! What!
Know yov not the trick of an oiu cuus
rade ? Submit to our guidance, and you
are safe—no’injury s:»1l befall von 17—
The voice was that of Rufo, but Pandulfo

knew his old cdmrade to be a desperate

assassin®, and was not much rc-assur-
ed by the recognition. He permitted
himself, however, since there was no al-
ternative, to be led whithersoever they
would, and became quickly conscious,
from the feetid closeness of the air, that
_he had quitted the open strada. It seemed
to him that he was led through a house,
or some kind of building, into a court-
yard, which having crossed, he was made

/

,
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to descend a long flight of damp, broken,
unequal steps, which brought him to a
narrow winding passage, where two could
ot walk abreast, and the voice of his
“friend Rufo, who followed him close, bade
" him proceed fearlessly, since he could not
go wrong, and they should soon arrive at
the goal.—It was not lons ere they wepe
impeded by the termination of the pas-
sageramd Rufo having given three loud
hems, a door opened and admitted them.
Papdulfp. as thex.l“d him forward, pe“r-
ceived that he was in the midst of a lighted
apartment,from the warm¢h and fragrance
of innumerable perfumed tapers, and pre-
sently he was set at liberty from the cloak
. which had been bound tight over his
eyes. Several men, of no very prepossess-
ing aspect, were seated round a table, in
the centre of this subterranean chamber.
He who sate at the upper end invited
him te advance, and mildly requested
him to look on a young man who stood
by the table heavily fettered.
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““ Of course,” Signor Pandulfo, said he,
« you behold features familiar to you—
your heart yearns towards him, does it
not ?” . W,

“ Your question perplexes me, sir: I-
have never, to my knowledge, looked on
those features till this moment.”

« Then you d not recognize the linea-
ments of your beloved brother, Julian?
Instinct is strangely wanting in yovr bn-.
som, methinks !”

T oIt s ten.years\.::nce Julian’s ship-
wreck :—he was then but eignteen ; but
his traits’ are deeply impressed on my re-
membrance—he was a tall, dark, band-
some youth.—That is no Julian.”

« Yet this man’s hand penned the in-
vitation which allured you to the Cervo
Bianco, nor was it altogether ea a false
pretence, for, had we not interfered be-
twcen him and his purpose, his stiletto
‘would, ere this, have united you with your
brother in another world.—Have you
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any guess hOw you have mcurred the

enmity of this man ?”
¢« None—I never saw him before.”

+ % Can you guess at his employers ;”’
Pandulfo paused:—* One,” said he,
 who has indiscriminately injured many,
may look for sudden vengeance—and one
who associates with villatns, necd.not be
surprised at treachery.” '
« “Weell, captain,” said his principal in-
terrogator,—‘ run your eye over that
billet :—it may_edlighterr you for the
present, and prompt you for the future.”
It was from Scharaffa to the prisoners
whom he called Veraldi, infornting him
that Wolfstein had occasion for his
services, to rid him of Pandulfo, in-
cloéing a sketch of the false letter from
Julian, and directing him to transcribe
and send it to the commandant of
Lornberg, who would assuredly ‘fall
into the_snare, and concluding with
the promlse of 'an enormous reward
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trated.

“ Now,” said the person, who had from
the first addressed Pandulfo, *“to your
deliverance, and our advantage, this
paper fell into our possession; for Ve
raldi’s hand is stronger than his brain,
and having copied the contents he forgot
tq destroy the witness—we have saved
you from your perfidious enemies, and”
revealed them to $ou. You may be
grateful.” ° .

‘ Name the means.”

« Introduce us ithin the castle of Lorn-’
berg, and confirm the garrison in passive
obedience to whatever measures, we
adopt.”’

“ Who, and what are ye? And for
what purpose would ye obtain admission
,into the castle of Lornberg ?”’,

. ““We are not much accustomed to be
interrogated, friend—-nevertheless, thou
shalt be indulged,” r{ﬁd pointing to a
'.a'ge crucifix, he said, * Under this sign

VOL. IIL Q
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we go forth—We are the servants and
ministers of the holy church. We can'per-
form our mission without thy aid, but thou
iﬁayest facilitate our task, at the same
" time obtain absolution for the violence
and error of thy past life, and sanctify
an act of just vengeance.”

Paudulfo, whose devotion had acquired
a timorous character from the reproaches
f a ldden conscience, threw himself at
the feet of the inquisitar, and bound him-
-seMtada his b;dté‘}ﬁg, witlf a compromise
that all the less hardened of the soldiery,
all, who with himself, had relented at the
admonitions of Father Felix, should de-
part unharmed. All was quickly agreed
between them, and Pandulfo was now in-
structed how the fortunes of Wolfstein
had beén led to this dangerous crisis.:
Rufo, when with Zanina he fled from
the castle, was boiling over with wrata
and malice against his late master—he
remembered his Igsult, and, though a
fortunate competitor in his amours, stil] .
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bated him as a rival. Beside;, he could not
witlfout trembling reflect on the innume-
rable stilettos which gleamed around-his
path, and although by him unseen, threat-
ened hjm, he doubted not, on all sides:—
nor was his peril less imminent from the
stroke of justicg than from that of re-
venge .—whichever way he looked, a san-
guinary ahd hideous doom' threatened to
abridge his’days, and unable to bear the
distracting influence’qf perpetual terror,
he resolved to purchase wu.. ~~Zay DY'a
full disclosure of all the transactions of
Wolfstein to which he had been privy.
The Lord of Lornberghad for a series of
years enjoyed the protection and eon-
nivance of the Holy Office, through va-
rious secret services he had-rendered
tuem, and through his alliance with the
capuchin Father Joseph, and Fiera-
m.<ca, both of whom were inquisitors ;—
but Wolfstein, by no éncommor mistake,
while he looked on t'iem as his agents,
—3 i fact their instrument, and now,
Q2 -
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that not only he was no longer servnc&able'
but might become troublesome, they ‘had
no -other sentiment with regard to him
_than his destruction. Rufo furnished
them with ample materials for the ac-
complishment of their end, received in
return a full and sufficient absolution,.
and was now a pensioned, privileged,
secure yillain, the blood-hound of the
Inquisition. )

The enterprlse wus agreed on for the
foliowing~<~<amg, and Pandulfo, who
possessed a master key, which opened to
him every inlet to the castle, prqposed to
land the inquisitors and their troops dur-
ing the darkness of the coming night, and
carry them into a little bay far to the
back of the castle, where he knew how to
conceal them till the proper moment for
action, ‘

We left Scharaffa on his way threugh
the subtérranean passage leading from
the chapel, a sabrq hung at his side, his
loaded pistols were in his belt, Be carritt
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a dask lantern, without the aid of which
he #ould not have explored his way across
the&e dismal vaults, and his person was
nearly weighed down by the fuantity of
jewels and other valuables wherewith he :
had encumbered his flight—he turned his
dark lantern slowly round, for the vault.
ed apartments were wide and dreary,
and the light he bore discovered only a
small part.of their extent.—It séemed to
him, as if some one\whispered near him,
~he stoppeda- .

“ No,” said he, ‘it was the echo of
my own Yootstep!—Now, Wolfstein, take
care of thyself!”’ he exclaimed, as setting
down:- the lantern, he placed the key in
the low heavy door, ¢ for this moment
divides our fortunes for ever !”

As he spoke, three or four men seized

' him, and thrusting a handkerchief in bhis
» outh, secured his silence, .
"« What,” said Pandulfo, “ art,thou even
deserting him! Nay shen, I forgive thee
thy good, will to me, for since thou art
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1
all devil, it were mere folly to up(;hraid
thee !”

Then taking up the lantern, and lwv-
ing "Schardffa in secure hands, he crossed
* the vaults, and presenting himself in the
castle court, was most joyfully hailed by
.Alexis and the garrison: he found that
his trusty substitute was prepaning to
make every disposition of a loyal and
skilful tommandant against .a perilous
crisis; the posts weps secured, the ram-
PRt _g_ggg, e“artillery'mounted, and
in short all seemed in order to cope with
violence, or to counteract fraud. Pandulfo
took Alexis by the arm, and, fn a few
brief sentences, made him aequainted
with the events which had followed his
departure from the castle, assailing him
with such reasons as determined him s /
remain neuter through whatever conﬂlct‘
the capture ‘of Wolfstein might occasnty"
With as much expedition as possmle, an
order was circulag among the men to
keep their several posts quietly, and with.. «
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out.jaking any active partein the events
which were about to happen, and having
taken- all possible precaution that no
resistance should be offered to* the troops
of the Holy Office, Pandulfo could not fQr-
bear flying to the apartmeots of Madame
de Wolfstein, whom, in hurried acceats,
for it was now fime to act, he besought
not to be alarmed whatever unusual agi-
tation might prevail in the castle, and
havingreiterated hisgharge, most earnestly
to this effect,he returned to the chapel.
As he entered the apartment of Madame
‘de Wolfstein, the Lord of Lornberg rushed
from it§ and, passing rapidly along the
corridor, ascended some steps which led
to the ramparts : he did not regard Pan-.
dulfo with any surprise, and the latter,
deeling only that his enemy was on the
brink of ruin, passed him without. defiance
‘or upbraiding, either verbal'or tacit.
Louisa, who from the wild and-emphatic
adieu of her spous ., and the friendly
warning of Pandulfo, could not daubt that



344

she found father Felix, and, prostra
the “foot of the crucifix, they resigred
+ themselves to the decree of heaven,

. As Pandulfo hastened to rejoin the in-
quisitors, he found the cause of Wolfstein's
hasty retreat from his wife’s aparkment;
the troops stationed at the back of the
castle, atid close to the lower gate, having
become careless fromesecurity, had been
digeazared, the domestics were alarmed,
and general consternation prevailed.—
The commandant exclaitned to ‘the ter-
rified menials as he took his way—4¢ Only
be passive, and fear not! But beware how

, ye resist the Holy Inquisition !

On regaining the vaulted chambers, he
explained the arrangements he had madey-
and all being now ready, and the assail- .
ants gssurer‘.' of non-resistance, a smyl’
body of trqops, condacted by Kuro, who
solicited the office, 3pd bearing with them
the chained tyger Scharaffa, peaetrate
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inc¢ the castle.—In the n':eanwhile-, the
principal inquisitor presented three pil-
grms to Pandulfo.

- % These men,” said he, * 'were‘fou‘lhd',
lurking about by some of my snldiers;
who secured and brought them hitheg— -
they demand tlje son ‘of the late Duke of
Friedfand, in the name of the Emperor,
*whose warrant they bear.—Conduct them
to him ; it will be a less revolting task
than a personal paYticipation in the cap-
ture of thy master.”

Gladly Pandulfo accepted the alter-
native, for never before had he felt so like
a coward ; his heart beat, and his knees
smote each other, and as he turped to

“that division of the castle where Casimi.
lay, he could not forbear casting back a
glance of horror towards the steps, which
he had seen the wicked, but now unfortu-
nate Wolfstein ascend. .

It happened, that on the bassihn where
Wolfstein stood like a statue, wi@h‘lil eyes

‘ Q5



fixed on the waves of ‘the Adriatic; werve
stationed, among others, Bruno and Z 1s.
trow, the trusty myrmidons of Rufo, < d
they broke forth into audible expressions
-of joy at the sight of this favourite leader.
Wolfstein turned slowly at the sound—
* '« Ah! Rufo,” said he,  this s a'gay
moment for thee, is it not? Thou art
an excellent fellow! Thou art returned
to thy old master, never more to part!
But what is this,~Scharaffa! Has Satan
abanaovneu ithee ? Has he delivered up his
foster brother to durance?—I cculd not
have thought it of him ;—but we will be
even with him yet—doubt it not.”,
¢ Thereare, however, moreof the family
of his infernalissimo,” said Rufo, eying
him with malicious triumph, “* who must
be content to share the bondage of Scha-
raffa.”
¢ I andesstand thee, my f-=d RnfH»
rep]ie(}"‘W offstein, with a most deliberate
and unpertarbed m:.nner— Thou art
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clviily hinting at thy cominission, amd I
widl not compel thee to the use of blunter
te‘ms,”

.« Here!” said he coolly, taking i{s:
pistols from his belt, .while all arcund’
beheld the action with mistrust, and stood .
fearfully on thejr guard ; but he speedily
relieved them by presenting the pistols;
with the butt end, to Rufo, and in like
manner he unfastened the belt of his sabre,
and madea voluntary surrender of it, nor
did he even'retain his dagger. A1 ~topd
gazing on him in astonishment—to cow-
ardice they cbuld not well impute an
action’ which was performed with every
‘appearance of indifference and intrepidity ;
his hand was steady, and not the smallest
hurry or emotion was evinced, either in
word or deed ; neither could his submis.
sion be attributed to repentance, or to
awe of the power into ihose terrible
hands he had fallen; for a =id sneer
dwelt, during the .whole transaction, . on
his coantenance, and his speech bore the
ssamp of irony.
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% I do not like him,” whispered Kufo
to Zastrow; ‘ he has something in kis
head, and, if I mistake not, he has

ar‘ns about him.” L
“ The quick ear of Wolfstein caught the
whisper.

¢ Search me!” said he; I conjure
you, stand on no ceremony.”

The Inquisitor, who accompanied-
Rufo, now interfered—* The¢ Cheva-
lier,” he observed, ¢ Has been unusually
sukirnica  which shall be remembered
in his favour. Let him declare on his ho-
nour that he conceals no weapon about his
person, and we will forego the search.”

Wolfstein sarcastically invited and
erged them to convince themsclves. |

¢ For,” said he, ¢ when, as Rufo is
conscious, I look as I do now, I am dan- -
gerous—you should not trust me! Now,
here, for mst,.mce," and he lifted the bu.
gle-horr)a:mhlch hung.at hig neck, “l
have réad of a fello\r who destroyed a
-whole squadron of " enemies with a
weapon scarcely so effective to appear-
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ance as this—why not secure it? It may
prgve as murderous as the jaw-bone of
ar ass!”

There was something inexpressibly
provoking in the contumelious apathy'.
with which, even at the stake, Wolfstein
taunted those who baited him.

“ Let us secure him at once,” said
Rufo ; ¢ I hate his sneers.”

I believe,” replied the Inquisitor,
“ it will suffice to fasten his arms lightly,
till we have conducted him below; he
cannot gscape us in our descent down
the narrow stairs, even were he more re-
fractory than he seems inclined to be,
and farther bondage would only irapede
‘our conveyance of him from hence.”*

“ As you will,”” said Rufo; « but I
know him better than you do, and, in
spite of his jesting, I would take that

-horn from him: he is so stored with con-
trivances, there is’' no being 1oc cau-
tious.” '

* Wolfsiein, with affected readiness,
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alipt from his neck the string on which
it hung, and was presenting it, as he had
"donie his weapons, when, as if sudd%ly
, “ecollecting himself, he paused, and s \d,

“ And yet, ere ye deprive me of my
sweet bugle, let me once more—once, for
the last time, listen to its echo over the
waves.”

« Is it possible,” asked the Inquisitor,
« that its sound may act as a Signal, and
bring any of his freebooters to his re-
Scuer Can he have any motive save the
one he alleges for blowing his bugle ?*’

« None whatzver,” said Scharaffa.

¢ None, none!”” echoed Zastrow and
Bruno. '

“ Wind your bugle, then,”” said the
Inquisitqr, “ and come with us.”

¢ Yes,” replied Wolfstein, ¢ three™
farewell blasts—and afterwards—after-
wards!—¥/hat a fine sunset it is!. Do
you '4' fndrk it well? I marvel if it will
sei s red to-morrow ! .

¢« Come, blow, blow, Chevaliér!”. cried
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Rafo, impatiently : * let to-morrow take
its(chance !”’

* Spoken like an oracle!”. said W
stein, lifting the hora to his lips, an
blowing a loud blast: * you hear the
echo? Hark! how it dies along the
' waves!”’

Again he blew.

* « Now,” said he, preparing. for his
third blast, ¢ the effect of this last echo
will astonish ye all—mark !’

The bugle was still at his lips, when,
with an explosion that seemed to rend
the world, the bastion on which they
stood was hurled high in the air; all for
a moment was uproar, dust, darkness,
and chaos: a large portion of the castle
was riven from its foundation and flung
into the sea, and the Lord of Lornberg,
attended by a multitude of unprepared
souls, wac rlunged deep be ‘eqtn the
waves of the Adriatic. ¢ ‘
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CHAPTER XIiV.

« If plagues or earthquakes break not Heaven's
design, ‘
Why then a Borgia, or a Catiline ?”
Pope.

WovrrsTEiN had :1lw"ays considered that
Tis choice lay between two alternatives,
success, either present or prospective, or
death, (i. e.) annihilation. Why a man
should consent to continue breathing in
a degraded and fallen state, ¢ when he

" himself might his quictus make with a
bare bodkin,”™ was a question which, as
he believed in no religion, save that of
Nicolo Maghiavelli, whose dogmas he
had devgntly studied, and zealously re-.
ducflzgractice, Ite didonot waste his
tiznd in discussing. He had found himself
alive and conscious in the midst of many
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beirgs, outwardly resembiing himself,
but for whom the intelligence or the
chance which had created him had not
eulued him with one spark of sympatfxy
or affection: his intellect, which was
powerf‘ul, told him, that since these re-
sembling beings in no way awakened his
love, o: contributed tohispleasure,inshort,
*hat he delighted not in them, they might,
at least,be rendered subservient to his use.
Early, therefore, he became a subtle and
infallible analyst, and as a skilful chemist,
neglecting the gay or fragrant plants, the
boast of Flora’s train, would select for his
purposes the hemlock, the poppy, or the
ominous nightshade ; so would Wolfstein
extract from the hearts and brains of those
from whom other men would turn with
dread and abhorrence, such deadly vir-
tues as might assist in corroborating
those possessed by himself, and in ren-
dering them more intense and subtle.
He was well aware of the penaltics an-
nexed to such associations, and it wa:
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after mature and deliberate calculution
that his election was made. ‘¢ Men,”
thought he, ¢ at the best, are weak, wa-
vgrmg, fickle, liable to eternal flucti:-
“tion of mind or circumstance ; ; if, with
. good faith and simple integrity, be-
lieved in and believing, you identify
your interests with any of thew, ten’
thousand to one but some chance, or in~’
consistegcy, or fraud, perhaps, for there
are fewer honest men. than honest men
ggm, breaks the pious league, and then
the cheated fool stands staring on his
blighted views, with nething fo curse
save his own folly! Now, I kinow my
men, and they know me—I know that
 my associates are dissembling, treacher-
ous, deadly—I know that only one hook
will hold‘them, and I trust to no other;
thus saving myself a weary parade of
seemings. id following the bias of my
own naty®® by the light o? ‘my own rea-
son. Assured that my agents would ruin
=é,”if their interest. prompted them to
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thg-ﬁeed, no tie withholds®me from an.
ticipating them whenever they become
troublesome, dangerous, or useless ; for
t)1@ imaginary incumbrances of gratltud'e
or conscience are unknown amongst | (
us.” A resolved penetrating mind,
and a robust, well-tempered, and active
physiqae, lent their combined strength to
the powerful bias of this bad nature, and
operated to form a most extrzordinary
result. It is useless to dilate farther on
Wolfstein’s theories, as we trust his life
and its termination form a comment suf-
ficiently’ illustrative. On the fall and
death Jf the elder Vallenstein, he had
grounded the most splendid hopes of
prosperity and aggrandisement, nor was
there ought romantic in the speculation;
but here the interest of his fellow villains
warred with his;—his share, from the mag-
nitude of his services, must of necessity
have been a 1.1rge one, and tho slunder
would: have been thereby conadMably
diminished for the other claimants. Thi;
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alone was re4son sufficient to deterlwine
his fate, but it had many concomitants,
for Wolfstein was no negative character,
and those, whose colleague he had begn,
{knew that every moment of his existence
) was perilous to theirs from the hour when
the tie broke between them. The letter
of Devereux was the productiort of se’
veral heads, for Wolfstein’s quondant
associates, sensible that their wictim was
neither mentally nor ‘physically the man
Jbe bad been, trusted that inflamed with
sudden rage he would abandon his cau-
tion, seek those by whom he had been
circumvented, and personally pfefer his
claims on the confiscated possessions of
. the fallen Duke, and thus throw himself .
into their hands. But, as he quitted not
his stroug hold, their next alternative
was the Inquwltton, of whom, by being
their usefu}agent, he had hitherto pur-
chasedxiipunity, but whe had carefully
t‘r‘ggjr:d a long black list of crimes

-dgainst the hour of need. The deep
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condéntrated fury with which Wolfstein
first perused the letter of Devereux soon
subsided, and he relapsed into his usugl
babit of reasoning.

¢ Well,” said he to himself, ¢ the
thing is simple enough—I have lost the
game; yet I staked high and played
skllfully—n importe, let us pay the for-

reit! What is more absurd than to see
a losing gamester gnashing his teeth,
stamping on the dice, and amusing the
spectators with his impotent rage, as<:%:
he had not foreseen, that when two play,
the chance of Buccess may fall on the
adversary. For my part, since I have
lost, I will lose like Wolfstein—ma fin
couronnera mes ceucres !’

The warning he reccived from some
friendly hand of the terrible visitors who
would shortly seek him at Lornberg, he
disregarded, because he had bent up all
his faculties for whatsoever migtt hap-
pen. The louder the storm raved,. the
more the clouds lowered and blackened
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around him, ‘the more desperate hisgir-
cumstances, the more signal his ruin;
the more dignity would be added ‘to the
fearful catastrophe for which he was de-
liberately preparing, and he laughed in
'his heart at the perplexity and dismay of
his grim agent Scharaffa. Wearied of -
life, and satisfied, to use his own phrase,”
that his game was lost, he looked to th¢’
end with-a hard and moody satisfaction,
and there existed on earth but one tempt-
Aagion which could have diverted him
from the grand coup de theatre he me-
ditated—the hope of resovering .the af-
fection of his unhappy wife. He con-
vinced himself that was impossible. Well
then, all that remained for him, was to
secure her from ever bestowing on an- .
other that which was unattainable by
him; therefore he so ordered his opera-
tions, that éne doom might overwhelm
himself, ﬁ;is wife, gnd kis rival; how

‘22!:{ others was a matter of total indif-
«frence. Such a plan, to such,a mind,
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was -not very difficult to errange—the
choice of an agent was his sole obstacle,
on which, while he pondered, the ﬂe-
formed idiot offspring of Scharaffa, a8 if
sent by some fatality across his path,
stood before him. From that moment'
he took the shapeless, mindless imp
to his sapartment, and, except during
his visits to Louisa or Count Vallen-
stein, never lost sight of him. » Having
by dint of persevering caresses, by toys
and sweetmeats, won from him a sort
of brute fondness, he led him daily
and regularly into the vaulted passages
which cbmrgunicated beneath the whole
extent of the castle; he constantly laid
a-train of some harmless combustible
powder, which, when ignited, would ex-
plode with a slight sound. He, taught
Rolfo the use of the flint and steel,
and made him comprehend that he
‘should never set fire to the train till
he should hear three blasts of a bygle.
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By force Of repetition, Rolfo'" .be-

came perfect in his task, and even at-

tached to it. The explosion amused

him greafly, and the rewards which

never failed to follow, were such as

suited his imbecile yet greedy fancy.

This daily exercise was continued un-.
remittingly, up to the day on wltich thef'/
deed which it prefigured was destined t¢
take place. Immediately o being ap-
prised by the second warning of his

Ariendly monitor that his fbes were even

at hand, Wolfstein hastened to lay his
train. He had by persevering diligence,
and with much manual labohr, dis-
tributed .such a portion of gunpowder

and other combustibles through the
vaults of his castle, as he conceived
would .fend the whole fabric from its
foundation : he placed his unconscious en-
gineer at his fearful post, and, with a feel-,
ing of desperate and diabolical triumph,

logked to the near approsching crisis,
-
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when one sudden destructfon should in-
volve himself, and all with whom his in-
terests were now connected, regrettmg
only, that Devereux, Fathier Joseph,
Fieramosca, &c. were not at that mo-
ment his guests.

VOL. I1J.



- CHAPTER XYV.

J The bitter past, more welcome is the sweet !”
. Shakspeare.

Having allowed the shock, the'thun-’
der, the smoke, the chaotic confusion of
this terrible explosion, to subside into
that ghastly calm which succeeds an
event of horror, we will pro¢eed fearfully
to explore the extent of the ruin which
has been effected.—Thée: bastion which
more immediately overlooked the'gulf of
Venige had undergone an almost total
“disruption from the rest of the massy
pile :—it was in thisdivision of the castle
that Reffo was stationed, and here the
mine took most ample and destructive
effect—here were the festive apartments
of Wolfstein, his scene of banquet and
reve,l» ry, and here resided mfany a light
‘ind theughtless minister of his pleasures.
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One thunder clap pealed #hrough it, and
all that remained was a black, yawning,
hollow shell! At the extremity of this
bastion were the chambers of the Lady
of Lornberg ;—every one of the suite de-
‘dicated to her use was involved in the
\ruin, save only the oriel, where she, with
her Confessor ahd Barbara, were devoutly
kneeling before the crucifix, at the mo-
ment when the castle was rent in twain.
The shock was teo sudden and intense
to be felt;.ere a shudder could creep
through their veins, or a shriek escape
their lips, they were all stretched un.
conscivus before the holy image at whose
feet they knelt, and which, strange to
say, was not shaken from its dpright
position :—the outward wall of this apart-
ment had fallen, so that the =till erect
crucifix, and the inanimate forms which
lay extended around it, were visible
from without, though .surrounded by
dust, smoke, and rubbish, while the spot,
which s‘eeined hitherto to have been pre.
R 2
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served by its sanctity from the destruc-
tion which had annihilated the-rest of the
bastion, was still rocking and tottering
from the recent convulsion. The true
cause of Wolfstein’s plan not succeeding
inits fullest extent cannot now be as-
certained ;—that he meant to have in--
volved the whole pile, and all its inhabit- .
ants, in one undistinguished ruin, nor
have ¢ left a wreck behind” to, mark the
place where it stood, could not Dbe
daubted.—We may hazard a probable
guess that the failure was owing to Wolf-
stein’s ignorance of military tactics: he
‘had, very likely, erroneously caltulated
the strength of his fortress, and the quan-
ity of combustible necessary to effect its
complete annihilation. However this
.may be, the sea bastion was the only part
of Lornberg castle effectually destroyed,
though the whole pile trembled and qui-
vered ta its base. ‘
’.“I‘he confusion, the horror',ﬂxe mistrust
of the surviving part of the househald, &c.
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f‘ox/ some space of time fotlowing this aw-
ful catastrophe, was inconceivable ; the
first impulse was flight, for a second.
shock seemed in every one’s'expectafion -
and_the rocking walls offered but an in-
secure asylum, since the whole founda-
tion was more or less shaken. .
It was Conrade and Pandulfo who first
discovered the awful situation ot. Madame
de Wolfstein; their immediate anxiety
was to remove hér and her companions,
without delay, from a chamber, whose rent
floor and yawning walls might the next
momeht have given way beneath them,
and Where the lightest footsteps might
have proved fatal. They did not lose time,
therefore, in endeavouring to a§certai.n
their existence, till they had borne them to
a place of comparative sa.f'ety; but, having
done so, it was with infinite thaukfulness
they beheld these most interesting objects
of anxietyresfored graduallyt tospeech and
consciouspess, although totally ignorant
of the cause of their late msensﬂnhty, or
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of the bustle® and confusion reig}ing
around them. Louisa’s joy and surprise
at the sight of Conrade was extreme;
and that faithful servant, in the midst of
the horror such a catastrophe as we
haye recorded must excite in every hu-
man breast, was filled with transport at
this providential rescue of the sister of
his idolized master.

———

In the space of one year from the death
of Wolfstein, Louisa Barofiess of March-
feldt gave her hand to Count Casfmir of
Vallenstein; and the castle of Marchfeldt,
on the banks of the Raab, became the
scene of such domestic felicity as rarely
brighteg” the cloudy history of man.
The hearts both of Louisa and Casimir
had been severely proved in the fiery
ordeal of .adveérsity,- and they came
brighter from the furnace ; thsp intimate
acquaintance with suffering, while it
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softéned and refined theif natures, had
strengthened the temper of their minds,
and they doubly enjoyed every blessing,
contrasting it with the terrible past.
Count Vallenstein, though, from his
knowledge of his father’s treasonalle
schemes, he coyld not resent the con-
duct adopted by the Emperor; yet so
much of that father’s memory was dear
to his heart, that he could rever con-
sent to accept from his imperial majesty
any of those personal favours, or honouss,
which lavishly courted his acceptance.
Ambitidbn hadebeen the ruin of his fa-
ther, ahd he determined to erect his own
happiness on a far different basis. Un-
der his mild rule, the domain of March-.
feldt improved and extended ; nor was
he less blessed and adored by his vassals
than the lineal barons had been' before
him. He became the father of gallant
sons and bloommg daughtersy and a
blessing se red to hover over his hoyse
and territory. Corrade, to whom Bar-
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bara commitfed her happiness, on the
same auspicious day which saw the union
of their lord and lady, succeeded his
father, Sigismond, as Seneschal of March-
feldt; and Stephen, the husband of our
old friend the sapient and garrulous
Alice, whose health was now restored, was
promoted to be bailiff of the lands imme-
diately surrounding the castle ; an office
for which his unshaken, sturdy integrity
eminently fitted him. Desmond, the man-
dy-hearted devoted Desmond, would not
quit his friend ; and, as in that frontier
station, every feudal baron was necessi-
tated to keep on foot a certain -number
of troops, and a garrison of no inconsi-
«derable strength, the military dcpartment
was placed under the charge of Des-
mond, ,and admirably fulfilled. Casimir
rarely’ took the field in person, unless
some special occasion called him forth;
and whengver it was.necessary to send a =
body of Marchfeldters to rginforce the
army, he could not have consigned thent
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experienced Desmond.

When Lindau returned to Vienna,
with an account of his commission, he
could not help feeling in his inmost
heart the grateful encomiums of Princgss
Stolberg. The emotion she betrayed on
learning the rescue of Casimir, and her
enthusiastic reception of him who had
undertaken his deliverance, only revealed
how strong a hold her unavailing attach-
ment still maintained in her heart; but
gratitude on the one hand, a sense of
service on the ether, gradually created a
mutualympathy ; they insensibly sought
each other till they became reciprocally
necessary, and friendship softened intos
love. Princess Stolberg was the first to
disclose to Lindau the circumstances
which had occurred between herself and
Vallenstein ; at the same time suggender-
ing to him th.e token sife had received
from thmt unhappy youth when he had
‘s abruptly quitted ¥ienna.
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« It was the pledge of friendship,”
said she, blyshing ; ¢ accept it from me,
Frederick, as the sacrifice to a still ten-
derer sentiment.” .

As for the Margrave, he had no secret
to, return, his passion for the Baroness
of Marchfeldt having been exhibited for
the public amusement, and the whole
history of his attendance-and dismissal
being duly registered in the court annals.

Soon after the Princess Stolberg be-
came Margravine of Lindaa, the happy
pair were welcome guests at Marchfeldt.
For many a succeeding yetr their friendly
visits were repeated ; and, in aftér days,
an intermarriage of the offspring of these

-families cemented the friendship still far
ther by alliance.

We ‘A'are not flatter ourselves that
Count’ Harrach has won for himself
much, of our reader’s sympathy; it will
suffice, therefote, to state, with respect
to-him, that he continued to bow, smile,
and flatter through the term’of his in<
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- significant life; no one Yoved or re-
spected him while he walked upon earth,
and e went down to the dust unre.
grested. Yet «Count Harrach had ~so
vices,. the \accusation against him was. a.
mere negitive—he had no virtues. His
son died before him ;‘and, as he himself
had ever looked witlr shrinking horror
towards that period which must separate
himgfrom«¢¢ the warm precinets of the
cheerful day,” he had forborne the omi-
nous operation of making a written con,
signment of his earthly possessions, so
that they fell, Py inheritance, to the son
of his 8nce dear and illustrious, but now
abhorred and fallen, brother ; and Count
“Vallenstein of Marchfeldt was imfebted.
to his uncle’s pusillanimity, for a very con-
siderable addition to his alreaax ample
possessions.

. Father Felix lived in holy rept and

" thankfulness,]oving and btlov¢d,amongst

_his flock at Marchfeldt for many years.
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He lived tobreathe his pious benediztion
on a young and lovely race, till, at”
length he gently and willingly obeyed
the suthmons to the tomb, wept and re-
.gretted by many a friend and disciple.

THE END.’
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