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PRE É AC E.

There are several unimportant anachronisms in

these volumes. The Berlin park, at the time re

ferred to by the story, was not the exquisite prom

enade it is at present ; nor has any attempt been

made to paint the local costume or manners of the

period. It has been rather the intention of the

writer to illustrate a principle, and to record his

protest against a useless and barbarous custom ;

which, to the shame of his own country , exists

there in a less modified form than the good sense

and good taste of European communities, to say

nothing of their moral and religious feeling, would

sanction elsewhere.

Berlin , January, 1840 .
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THE

COUNTESSIDA.

CHAPTER I.

It was on a pleasant October evening, in the year

1790, that the public diligence which ran between
Hamburg and Berlin drew up in the evening at

the post of the former townpreparatory to starting .

The clock struck nine . The four strong horses

clattered with their heavy hoofs against the pave

ment, as if impatient to be off. The conducteur

blewan inspiring blast upon his horn , and a small

but observant circle of by -standers were collected to

gaze on the company ofpassengers , and the anima

ted scene in which they formed the principal actors .

The travellers for the night, who appeared to take

their places , were only five in number. The officer

of the post, to whom it was committed to superin

tend the departure of the vehicle and its occupants,

appeared with a light, a pen behind his ear, and a
paper in his hand.

“ Number one , ” exclaimed he.

We shall take the liberty here, as during the

progress of our story , to render, without apology,

into our own language whatever conversation we

may have to impart.

Åt the call of““ number one,” a young man of ap

parently five -and- twenty stepped from the surround

ing groups . His umbrella and cane were thrust into

the netting suspended from the roof of the vehicle ;

"



8 THE COUNTESS IDA .

He was a

a book, which he had carried under his arm, was

placed in one of the pockets ; and he concluded by

depositing his own person in the right-hand corner

of the back seat, usually deemed the best in the car

riage . During these proceedings, the young man,

by the light ofa lamp, underwent an attentive scru

tiny from thespectators, particularly that portion des.

tined to be his compagnons de voyage.

person of a goodappearance and an agreeableenough

countenance. He wore a not very handsome cloak ,

but one which had a warm and serviceable look ;

and he was no sooner seated than, relieving himself

from a travelling cap of blue cloth , he exchanged

the same for a stout white cotton nightcap, which

gave him a comfortable but not very romantic ap

pearance . It was easy to perceive that, although a

young man, he was an old iraveller ; and even such

of the by-standers ascounted upon passing the night

in a good bed could scarcely help envying himthe

manner in which he arranged himself for his noc

turnal journey:

The officials call for “ number two ” brought forth

a lady, respecting whom nothing more definite could

be discovered than a goodly equipage ofmuff, veil,

and cloak—making the tout ensemble of a female

apparently neither young nor old , but of a respecta

ble rank in life. Her effects had been already pla

ced, and she assumed her seat without delay .

A call for “ number three, four, and five,” brought

into the foreground an English-looking individual of

the male gender, as might be particularly seen by

his whiskers. A lady hung on each arm . The au

dience, who silently watched the progress of affairs,

gathered nothing more from the appearance of these

than that they were travellers well wrapped up from

the cold , that they spoke the English language, and

that the name of him of the nobler sex was " John ."

From the frequent and familiar manner in which the

epithet was applied by one of his fair companions,
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our.

in the various remarks which she found it agreeable

to make, she was probably his wife, sister, or near

relative ; though they among the spectators accus

tomed to such observations were , from a certain as

perity in her tone and manner, rather inclined to set
her down as the first.

The passengers were at length all seated . The

doors were slammed to ; the conducteur mounted to

his place ; the blast of the horn broke above all other

noises ; the renewed clattering of the horses' hoofs

against the pavement was followed by seven heart

rousing cracks of the whip ; and the " bon voyage"

of the dignitary, whose labours were thus happily

completed, was scarcely heard in the general clam

The diligence dashed on with a thundering noise .

Our fellow - travellers were sometimes visible to each

otherfor a moment by the glare of a street lamp or

an illamined shop -window , and sometimes in utter

darkness . At length the softened sound of the

wheels made it apparent that they were off the pave

ment, and offered an opportunity of conversation to

such as desired it . “ Numbers one and two" seemed,

for the present, disposed to enjoy their reveries in si

lence . The others were less taciturn. The person

who has already been introduced to the reader as

““John, " made many exclamations of anger, which

were joined in by a hard ,sharp female voice. The

cause seemed to be an overcharge in the bill, or

what at leastthey deemed such, at their hotel in

Hamburg. The gentleman's dissatisfaction was di

rected against the maître d'hotel and the waiters,

while the lady included her husband in her animad

versions .

“ I knew weshould be overcharged the instant I

set eyes on the hotel ," said the lady. “Didn't I tell

you ? I was right, you see ! "

Oh, certainly,mydear,you're always right ! but

whose plan is it to come at all ? to give up a com
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fortable house in London, where people are -- are

are at least civilized , in order to come here, and—

and and with these poor savages ?"

“ Good gracious, John !" said the other voice,
you are such an awful fool !"

Oh, certainly, my dear ; but— "

Here a third person interfered, in a low tone,

which seemed the soft and more sensible voice of a

young girl. She whispered something to the male

speaker.

“ Who cares if they do !" replied the last.

“ What is that you say, Mary ? ” said the lady.

I say , perhaps our fellow -passengers may un

derstand English, ” said the young girl, in an under
tone .

“ Yes, indeed ! but your father's such a fool ; he;

will go on making a ninny of himself .”

“ Oh, certainly, my dear ! I'm always in the

wrong ; but whose idea was it to bring the carriage

and knock it to pieces before even it was got ashore ?

I told you it would be broken !"

“Pray, madame, do you speak French ? " said

“ number one,” addressing, in that language, his si

lent companion “ number two."

“ Oui, monsieur."

“ Weare fortunate in having such pleasant weath

er for ourjourney."

“ Very."

“Would not you prefer the seat I occupy ? "

“ Oh non , monsieur.”

“ Do you go on to Berlin ? "

Yes, sir. ”

“ Do you reside there ? "

“ Yes, sir ."

“ I am so much a stranger on this part of the Con

tinent, madame, that, if my conversation and ques

tions will not be disagreeable, I shall occasionally

beg some information as to the objects on our route ."

It would give me pleasure to afford you any in

my power,” said the lady.

"
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There was a pause. “ Number one” was pleased

with his companion, although he could not see her.

From her voice and manner of speaking during this

short colloquy in the dark , he concluded that she

was a lady of good breeding, and that he was fa

voured with anagreeable companion.
“ I think you said you were a resident of Berlin ?"

at length resumed the young man.

“ I did .”

“ Have you ever been in England ?"*

“ I have."

“ You speak English ?”

" A little."

“ I shall beg, then,” said he, “ to express myself

in that language."

“ Alas !" said the lady, in perfect English , only

rendered more graceful by aslight foreign accent,

“ I scarcely know whether I can use, with sufficient

facility, a language whichI have not practised habit

ually for so many years .".

Really, madame !" said her companion, “ I could

mistake you for a countrywoman.”

No, sir," said the lady ; " I am an Austrian ."

“But you have lived in England ?”

6 Some time .”

“ Is it long since ? "

“ Twenty years."

“ Did you like it ?"

“ In some respects."

“ And do you never mean to return there ?"

“ Oh never ! ”

The last exclamation was uttered with a vehe

mence which apparently the speaker herself did not

intend , and , perhaps , was not conscious of. It im

plied a history, and at once piqued the curiosity and

awakened the interest of her companion.

“ What kind of a place is Berlin,madame? " inqui

red the young man, after another pause , “ and how

is a stranger likely to amuse himself there ? "

>

1
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"

" It is rather difficult to answer your question in

a satisfactory manner, unless one knowswho puts

“ If my name will throw any light upon the affair,""

said the first, good-humouredly, “ I am called Mr.

Claude Wyndham .”

“ You mistake me, " said the lady, hastily. " I

did not mean to be guilty ofsuch a rude question.

I intended to say that, before I answered the query,,

I should know whether he who puts it is in search

of knowledge or pleasure.”

“ For me," said the young man, now also in a

more serious tone , “ I am travelling without any
fixedpurpose, to see the world, and to fill up an in

terval ofleisure. I should like to perfect myself in

the German language, of which I have already some

knowledge. I have been also looking towards the
army."

“ 'What army ? "

“ That of France, madame. That great nation has

awakened my deepest sympathy. The stand she
has taken commands admiration, and I wish to join

the ranks of a people for the first time demanding

their rights."

“ I have no pretensions to offer you counsel,” said

the lady ; " but if I had , I should warn you against

such a course . The revolution which has broken

out in France gives indications of an alarmingkind ;

and I fear, whatever necessity there may befor re

form , affairs may be hurried on with a precipitate

ness dangerous to the peace of Europe. But we
wander from your question ."

“ Yes, madame. And do you think I shall like

the metropolis of the great Frederic ? ”"

Unquestionably."

“ Is the society agreeable ? "

“ Quite so .”

“May I ask ," continued Mr. Wyndham , " wheth

er you are sufficiently acquainted there to give me

66
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information respecting the person to whom I bring

a letter. Do you know Count Carolan ?"

“ Count Carolan ? Do you bring a letter to him ? "

I do ."

“ Well, chancehas brought us together in a sin"

gular manner," said the lady. “ I am a member of

Count Carolan's family.”

“ Then give me leave sincerely to hope," said

Mr. Wyndham , “ that an acquaintance so pleasant

ly commenced may be continued .”

This discovery seemed to place Mr. Wyndham

and his complaisant friend on a new footing. They

had already been prepossessed in each other's fa
vour ; and ,now that the lady discovered her unknown

companion tobe on the eve of appearingin the Ber

lin circles under the auspices of Count Carolan, one

of the leading membersof the haute societé ; and

now, too, that Mr. Wyndham learned that his fel-

low -passenger was amember of Count Carolan's

family, the doubts which exist between travellers,

however mutually agreeable when not acquainted

with each other'sstanding and character, were en

tirely dispelled . There remained yet to be satis

fied , however, some curiosity on either side . Who

was Mr. Wyndham ? and why the sadness with

which he had alluded to himself ? Mr. Wyndham ,

on the other hand, wondered what relation existed

between his companion and the Carolans, and wheth

er he was addressing a wife, a sister, or a poor rela

tive. She hadthe ease of manner and elegance of

conversation which familiar acquaintance with so

ciety confers, and there was something about her

which arrested his attention . While these reflec

tions passed through their minds, the coach stopped

to change horses.

Vol. I. - B
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CHAPTER II.

a

a

6 Oh no .

66

The change of horses occupied but little time ;

and, after a few fanciful flourishes on the horn, the

heavy vehicle dashed on again at a rapid pace

through the shadows of night.

“Have you been long from Berlin , madame ?" re

sumed Mr. Wyndham, when they found themselves
once more en route .

“ But a few weeks, to visit a friend atHamburg."

“ You can tell me, then, whether the Carolans

are in town ? ”

“ They are .

“Have I the honourof addressing a relative of

Count Carolan ? " asked Claude .

I am the gouvernante of the young

Countess Ida --their only child . ”

“ You have been long a resident in Count Caro

lan's family ?"

“ About twelve years ; ever since my young pupil

required my services ."

* The Carolans are agreeable people, I think I
have heard . "

“ I considermyself fortunate in residing with such

amiable persons, and particularly in having a pupil

so charming."

“ The young countess is pretty, then ?"

“ I meant to apply the term less to her personal

appearance thanto her mind and heart. But she is

extremely beautiful.”

“ And her age ? "

Eighteen ; but it is her character which renders

her particularly interesting to me.”

“ Desist, madame, for Heaven's sake!" cried

Wyndham, jestingly, “ unless you mean to make

me wretched for life . Do you know you are talking

to one who disbelieves in the existence of beings
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“ No.

so dangerous ? I have numbered them among uni

corns, mermaids, and the fabulous images of poetry.

Should I encounter such a thing in real life, what

would become of me ? "

Indeed, if you are going to spend much time in
Berlin, Mr. Wyndham,” said Madame Wharton, " I

have been rash in colouring the portrait of my young

friend so highly ; but, before it is too late, allow me

to repair my error. "

As far as possible ,” interrupted Wyndham , smi

ling,

* Smile if you please," continued Madame Whar

ton; " but, before youmeet her and enter the hospi

table house of Count Carolan, it is proper you should

learn a fact which I beg to make you acquainted

with ."

“ Ah ! don't tell me that this formidable Helen

is already married . "

“ I breathe again ! " said Wyndham .

“ Suspend your breath, then !” said Madame Whar

ton ; “ for, although not actually married, she is

fiancée; and I think one of your English proverbs

runs, ' forewarned, forearmed ! »

Alas, then ! I am positively not to fall in love ?"

“ Positively ."

“ And there is no hope that a nameless pilgrim

mayprovemoreacceptable than son futur ?

"No, indeed !"

“ For another of our English proverbs is, ' faint

heart never won fair lady !

“ If the lady had anything to do with it ; but here

the matter is made up between the friends of the

parties. The Count Carolan is a gentleman of

much intelligence and merit, but he carries pride

to hauteur ; and he is so aspiring, as well as the

Countess Carolan,that they would both rather see

their daughter dead than united to a man not of high

rankand fortune. I fear ' nameless pilgrims' would

stand a very poor chance with them ."

23
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" The happy gentleman ,then, who has won her,

is himself in a high sphere ? "

“ He is Lord Elkington, son of the Earl of Bev

erly. His father is infirm , and it is generally

thought he will soon receive the title and estates

himself. "

Is the young countess at Berlin ?”

" Oh yes."

"

and very

“ And the fortunate adorer ?"

“ Of course .”

“ And what kind of a person is this fortunate

Lord Elkington ?"

“ Lord Elkington is about two-and-twenty ; a

fashionable, elegant young man, of distinguished

manners, fond of Ida, He will be able to

support her in a sphere of life even grander than

that to which she has been accustomed ."

“ Ah ! grander, my dear madame- as if grandeur

were happiness ! I am sure I wish the young lady

all possible good, but— " He paused . Madame

W.made no answer ; and a slight yawn, partły

suppressed, broke from the lips of Wyndham , an

nouncing that fatigue and drowsiness were becom .

ing too strong for even the attractions of the fair

young countess. A little shocked at such a breach

of decorum , he was about to make an apology, when,

by that mysterious contagion which, it is to be ho

ped, will be one day better accounted for, his com

panion followed his example. And a sudden short

snore, not unlike the snap of a very hungry dog at

a piece of meat, proceeding apparently from the

person of “ John" -- who, with his wife and daughter,

had, during the preceding confabulation, preserved a

profound silence - indicated that it was late, and that

the hour of sleep hadarrived. The horses were
here changed again . Claude wrapped himself well

up in his cloak . Madame Wharton retreated yet

farther into her muff and shawl ; and , ere long, both

fell into a slumber, which people who have never

a
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slept out of bed think only enjoyable in that luxu

rious article of furniture, but which, notwithstand

ing, may be both sound and sweet upon the broad

and softcushions of a German Schnellpost.

CHAPTER III .

Hour after hour of the night rolled on , and found

our new acquaintances nodding and bobbing to each

other in the dark , not greatlydisturbed by the fre

quent change of horses, the sounding horn, and the

various other noises which one might suppose suffi

cient to drive “ tired nature's sweet restorer" from

any eyelids. Sometimes, on being awakened by

the crack of the postillion's whip , or the sudden

stopping of the coach, Madame Wharton would fall

into a train of reflection of which her young fellow .

traveller formed the subject. She had not yetfair

ly seen him, and her curiosity was stimulated by

such a conversation with one of whose personal ap

pearance she had so vague an idea. For she re

membered nothing more of him than that he had

put on a very comfortable -looking nightcap. She

liked him more and more every instant. There

was a frankness about him which, while it bestow

ed, also at once eļicited confidence. She had been

in the habit for years of seeing many youngmen in

the circles in which the Carolans lived . She had

never dreamed of exchanging confidence with any

of them, and here she had been betrayed into allu

sion to topics of a private nature by a feeling of con

geniality with one whom, in fact, she had never even

seen. There was something pleasing, and even

commanding, in his air and voice, which struck her

as uncommon .

B2
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Claude also sometimes, refreshed by a sound

nap, would turn himself into a new position, and

suffer his mind to run on in advance to the Prussian

metropolis ; to the scenes hallowed by the eccen

tricities and genius of the great Frederic, then re

cently deceased, and to the gay saloons where, ere

long, he was to behold the young person whom a

lady of such intelligence had pronounced so supe

rior in character and so lovely in person. Like many

a sanguine young manof his age, his heart acknowl

edged a great interestin female beauty, and the

sportive warnings of Madame Wharton had not

been without effect, although different from that in
tended .

At length the darkness of night began to grow

less black , and the stars, by their“ ineffectual fires, "

showed the matin to be near . The endless plains

which form the principal scenery between Hamburg

and Berlin becamemore visible . A gray light fell

coldly in through the carriage windows, promising

to reveal a more satisfactory view of each other than

MadameWharton and Claude had yet been able to

obtain . In the houses of the black, dilapidated stone

villages through which the vehicle was whirled with

the noise of thunder, lights appeared, and some

times sleepy heads obtruded themselves, cased in

nightcaps, from the windows . Then the early

peasants were seen on the road, going cheerfully to

their toil, till at length the dusky shadows were

fairly put to flight from the sombre earth and now

brightening heavens ; shafts of fire shot upfrom the

east through the clouds, which, aroused by these

heralds, seemed to awake and bestir themselves at

the appearance of the sun . The cold night-mists

rose from their resting- places in the wide heaths

and dark hollows, uncurtaining the silent and almost

desert plains , which , monotonous as they were,

had, in the eyes of Claude, a certain inexpressible

beauty, stretching off into azure distance like the
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ocean. At length, reddening and brightening as he

advanced , the sun rose above the sombre circle

which had so long hailed his coming, and shed a

rosy radiance over the scene.

While Claude watched the magnificent changes

going on over the heaven and earth, and lifted his

soul in humble adoration of Him before whose

brightness the sun himself is dim, the other oc

cupants of the diligence remained locked in pro

found slumber.

Madame Wharton's veil had fallen aside and re

vealed her features. She was a fine- looking woman

of about two or three-and -forty. Her countenance

was regular and handsome. Her dress was that of

one belonging to the higher classes ofsociety, al

though modest and unpretending. Besides Claude

and herself,there werethree other persons in the dil

igence. The gentleman was a red -faced. little man

with large black whiskers . His countenance , heavy

in sleep, had fallen into an expression of grotesque

inanity. The wife was a lady of goodly proportions,

who looked as if she had passed herlife in breaking

“ John” into the traces . Upon turning his eyes to

the third person (although we do not vouch for the

fact that she was the last object of his examina

tion) , Claude beheld a really very pretty girl , ex

tremely well dressed, round and graceful in her

form , her countenance feminine, soft, and even love

ly, and her whole air, though fast asleep, so much

superior to what our young traveller had antici

pated, that he somewhat hastily took off his cotton

nightcap, brushed back his hair, arranged it around

his forehead, and made as many other reformations

in his toilet as time and space permitted.

“ I am sure," thought he, as he indulged himself

with another gaze at this innocent face, on which

sleep, if it rendered it less charming, seemed to be

stow a peculiar grace of its own, “ I'm sure this

wonderful young countess is not half so pretty.".
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The coach soon drew up at a dirty-looking inn,

out of which a dirty -looking man, with a longdirty

pipe, stepped to open thecarriage door, as the con

ducteur, in his usual bad French, put his head in to

awaken his charge with,

“ Allons, messieurs, voulez -vous déjeuner ici un

peu ?"

On meeting at breakfast-table, for which a period

of twenty minutes was allowed, the party were

drawn more familiarly together, particularly after a

cup of excellent coffee had driven away all traces

of fatigue and sleep. The renewal of an acquaint

ance, which had been so auspiciously commenced

in the dark , was, by day, all that either of the par

ties could wish, and, to say the truth, more than

they expected. Sober daylight dispels so many

agreeable visions which fancy raises in the shadow ,

that both our lively fellow -travellers were relieved

by the result of, at length, a fair view of each other.

Madame Wharton appeared advantageously in a

room ; her figure was tall and dignified, her face by

far handsomer than Claude had hitherto thought it,

and her manners full of elegance and ease. He

could not but again secretly congratulate himself

upon the acquisition of such a valuable companion .

Nor was Madame Wharton less pleased with his

appearance. His figure was taller than she had

supposed, and, when he threw off his old travelling

cloak , it appeared easy and noble. His counte

nance was extremely prepossessing even in repose,

and , when he spoke, lighted up with mind and soul ;
and his manners had that indefinite charm which

sometimes attaches us to a stranger with a feeling

of admiration and even friendship .

The rest of the party were presently found to be

a Mr. and a Mrs. Digby, with their daughter. The

first two were pleased to address some friendly re

marks to Madame Wharton and Claude, for whom

they appeared to entertain a profound respect, while

a
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the latter could not avoid proffering to Miss Digby

those attentions which youth loves to bestow, and

which it seems but natural for beauty to receive.

She was a pretty girl , with a very fair complexion,
cheeks tinged with a hue which princesses might

envy , and which, when she spoke or was spoken

to, heightened into a blush . The reader might also

like toknow that her eyes, when opened, turned

out to be of the softest blue. It hardly seemed

possible that so fair and delicate a girl could be the

daughter of the two ordinary-looking people who

accompanied her.

Our travellers were soon interrupted in their

breakfast and their observations of eachother by

the imperative cry of the conducteur, “ Allons,mes

sieurs, en route !" and in a few moments they found

themselves once more in the coach, much refreshed

by the breakfast and the pause in their journey.

When they were reseated the conversation was

commenced by Mrs. Digby, who addressed herself

to Madame Wharton .

“Have you ever been in London, mem ? It is a

very different place from any of those towns that one

sees on the Continent.'

Why, you haven't seen any towns to enable you
-to - to - a any comparison between them

and London ,” said Mr.Digby.

Mrs. Digby pressed her lips a little more closely

together, and, after a quiet look of compassion upon

her better-half, said,

“ I'm told Berlin is a beautiful town. Pray,

mem, what hotel do
you advise us to put up at ?"

“Why, although I reside in Berlin,” replied Ma

dame Wharton, “I know less of the hotels than a

stranger. " The King of Prussia' is at least in a good

part of the town . "

“Thank you, mem . That is the very one which

our guide -book mentions ; but as the guide-book

mentions also, in very strong terms of praise, the

66
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' Golden Swan ' at Hamburg, which we were at ;

and as we found that one of the most abominable

places -- a perfect den of thieves-and without so

much as a carpet on the floor, and such a nauseous,

filthy place, we didn't know how far the book might

be trusted . What do you think of the German
beds, mem ?"

“ I sleep in them very comfortably.”

“Well,mem , I can't say I've been half so lucky.

Do you know , mem, I would not believe the garᎠ

çong when he told me it was a bed, although I

have seen the world, un poo, top. I thought it was

a settee. I did, upon my honour, mem, and so,
indeed, I found it, for I was in a sitting posture the

whole night long. I could not lie downat all , and,

besides that, I had a very handsome feather bed on

top of me. The fem -di-chambre insisted on it.

Ah,mem ,if you want to see beds, you shouldcome

to England. If you want to see comfort at all , you

must come there ; cleanliness - doors to the houses

-civil servants , coal fires, and Brussels carpets

England for ever, mem .”

“Well, there, for a wonder," said Mr. D., you

are right, my dear. Why, I have neither - a - a

-a-eaten - nor - a - a slept since 1-1 - from Lon

don . I never saw such a set of - of - of fools as

we've met with ; and as for carpets, I don't believe

they know what they are."

" That's true enough, John ,” said Mrs. D.

Why, how should they ?"resumed Mr. Digby,

“ where, in half the inns, all the pigs and old hens

in the town are-are-are—all the time - eh - eh

-through the hall and kitchen.”

“ You should not be quite so severe upon us

poor Continentals ," said Madame Wharton, smiling,

" because your hotel in Hamburg was not a good
a

one ; and as for carpets, you must not forget thatthe

very ones which you boast of so much in England

are made in Brussels !"

“ Brussels, mem ? "

9
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“ Certainly !"

“ Oh, Brussels carpets ! ah, that's a place, then .
Is it, indeed ?"

Madame Wharton looked rather surprised at this

unsophisticated observation .

“ Pray,mem , have you ever seen those relics of

Frederic the Great, about which so much is said in

the guide-book ?"

“ Yes ; they are very interesting .”

“ They must be, mem .

" I am truly sorry," said Claude, “ to have lost the

opportunity ofbeing presented to that great man.

His genius will endear him to posterity, and the

metropolis, which he so much aggrandized, will

long be hallowed by associations of him . It will be

many centuries before the world will see another

sovereign so good ."

“ I am not so sure of that,” said Madame Whar

ton . “ His striking character unquestionably com

mands, and will long continue to command, attention,

but I do not know that the true attributes of a sov

ereign are not of a yet higher and calmer order.

Truth is not always conspicuous, nor wisdom daz

zling. A sovereign should not somuch seek to dis

tinguish himself, as to protect his people . I be

lieve the nation would be happier undera monarch

more conscious of the blessings of peace, and the

tranquil, but lasting benefits of justice and mod

eration ."

“Frederic the Great built Berlin himself, I'm

told , on poles , mem . ”

" On Poles !” said Madame Wharton .

“ On poles ! " echoed Claude.

Perhaps you mean , figuratively speaking, on

the inhabitants of Poland! ” suggested Madame

Wharton .

“ Not in the least, I assure you, mem. I mean

on regular poles of wood ."

" I never heard that before,” said Claude, amused

by the oddities of the honestdame.

<
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“ Didn't you, sir ? Why, Lord ! it's mentioned in

our guide-book positively - built Berlin on Poles !

within a large wall- and then ordered the people to

go and livethere . They talk a great deal about

this Frederic the Great ; but I must say, that if he

ordered his subjects to do any such thing, he must

have been a very curious sort of a king, and they

must have been very obedient people. Why, do

you think, mem, that I would be ordered about in

that waybyour old king, God bless him, or any

one else ? No, no. If he should command any.

thing of that kind to us Londoners, I can just tell

you ,and him too, that if he did not have St. James

about his ears pretty quick, it would not be our

fault.”

“ I think,” said Digby, " you have made some

mistake ; I don't see how a city could be - eh

eh - on poles, I'm sure ."

“ No mistake at all, I tell you, isn't it in the

book ? on black and white, as plain as a pipe stem ?

and I aint such a fool, I take it, but that I can read . "

“ Well, I think you've made a mistake,” said

Digby, boldly.

John, how can you be such a fool ?"

“Well, just refer to the book, and see who's the

fool then ."

“ You do injustice to our great Frederic, ” said

Madame Wharton . “ I believe some attempt has

been made to raise a building on some piles, in a

certain part of the town, where the ground is marshy ;

but the order of the king was only that a certain

space of ground should be enclosed within walls

for the future city .”

There,” said Mr. Digby, triumphantly, “ who's

the fool now, my dear ? "

" Ah, maybe so, mem !" said Mrs. Digby, rather

tartly . " I was never there myself ; I only know

what I see printed , and our guide book is called

one of the very best, mem !"

a
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CHAPTER IV .

The conversation of a stagecoach is apt to run

on at length into a more confidential character than

would be the case under other circumstances. Our

travellers beguiled their time agreeably enough till

the hour of dinner. The loquacity of Mrs. Digby,

which might have been tiresome, if not offensive

elsewhere, was here an efficient protection against

ennui, and a prolific source of amusement.
Claude

found in these two people an ignorance of things

most generally known, which surprised as much as

it amused him . It was on the part, at least, of the

lady, accompanied with the boldness which is so

often its companion . It is only the intelligent who

learn to doubt, and have the modesty to avoid

coming to conclusions except on good grounds.

Mr. Digby continued throughout the day dull and

stupid , and Mary silent and blushing. Claude's

good -natured endeavours to draw her into conver

sation elicited nothing more than a change of colour

and monosyllabic replies, till at lengthhe gave up

the undertaking as impossible. Mrs. Digby, on the

contrary, rattled on in edifying carelessness, stumb

ling every ten minutes into an outrageous error,
which, even when by chance she discovered it, did

not embarrass her or make her more cautious for

the future. She seemed indifferent to every con

sideration but that of a grand plan of pushing her

self into a circle of society abroad , higher than shea

had been able to get into at home. Both Madame

Wharton and Claude were puzzled to comprehend

how so much wealth, and the relationship, to which

she several times alluded , to the lately deceased

Lord Clew, could be reconciled with so little educa

tion, and such a singular ignorance of the forms of
Vol . I.-- C
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even third-rate polite life . It was impossible to

avoid being entertained by their mistakes . Travel

ling through a country, with the language and cus

toms of which they were totally unacquainted, and

full of the prejudices which many English, even of

a superior condition , bring with them abroad, they

were always in trouble. Mr. Digby, who had

scraped together a few words of French, found it

impossible, as he said , to make those fools under

stand him ; and, at every new object which met

their eye, and of which they did not understand the

use, they were clamorous in their expression of

their surprise or indignation. On many occasions

Claude obligingly acted as their interpreter, the

more readily as the modest Mary looked her grat

itude in a very obvious manner, although she had

not yet found courage to put it in words. On stop

ping for dinner, towards the close of that meal Digby

begged Claude to call for some beer, and the atten

tion of the strangers in the room was attracted by

his exclamation of, “ Ho la , what the devil's the

fool at now ?" called forth by the appearance of the

Prussian beerglass, which, without being greater in

circumference than a common tumbler, is about two

feet in height, for the purpose of affording room for

the superabundant foam of that pleasant beverage.

On tasting the beer, which is of the lightest kind,

more resembling ginger-pop than the solid drinks

which pass by the same name in London , he spit

it out with disgust, protesting that the idiots had

given him poison. He then insisted upon Claude's

calling for some “ strong ale . ” The waiter shook his

head in profound ignorance, though not without a

broad grin , and Digby swore he was more than ever
convinced that the people of the Continent were

only half civilized .” In the midst ofhis expressions

of disappointment, the inevitable “ Allons, messieurs,

en route ! " called them to resume theirjourney be

fore he had half finished his dinner. Although he
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had eaten less, yet, owing to his hurry and ignorance

of the money of the country, he was obliged to pay,

more than any of his fellow -passengers, and he kept

the diligence waiting till the conducteur addressed

him with a loud protestation and an inflamed coun
tenance. Reseated in the carriage, he commenced

a tirade against Germany and the Germans, their

towns, inns, beds, manners, and customs, among

which their beer was not forgotten . Mrs. Digby,

at length, after telling John tohold his tongue, and

that he was an “ awful fool," appropriated Madame

Wharton to herself, and talked down that lady's few

polite efforts to keep upa conversation with an un

tiring energy, which might havebeen annoying, had

not the good dame's loquacity been seasonedwith

so much food for mirth. It was not long before,

warmed by exertion, she began to give an account

of her past life and future plans, which let her audi

tors a little into the mystery which had so perplex
ed them.

“ I assure you, mem ," she continued, “ our his

tory is very interesting, and, for want of better

amusement in a stagecoach, I'll tell it you . You

see, mem, Mr. D., though no one would think so to

look at him, poor man

" Thank you, my dear,” said Mr. Digby.

" You see, mem,Mr. D., as I have, I believe, told

you before, is a relation of the late Lord Clew . I

suppose you have heard of Lord Clew, mem ?"

“ No, I do not think I remember him."

“ Well, mem, by that means, a few years ago,

we cameinto possession of about £ 100,000 .”

Apretty affair !” said Claude.

“ Wasn't'it, sir ! I assure you, however, as far as

I never did ; for we were in an excel

lent business — which is neither here nor there, mem.

We didn't even know that Mr. D. was related to

my Lord Clew , any more than the child unborn ;

when, one day, as we were sitting down to dinner

>
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you, John ? "

9

sauce .

6

I remember it as if it had been yesterday ; don't

“ To be sure I do !"

“ A good dinner of mutton and turnips, with mint

“ And a hearty tankard of foaming ale,” interrupt

ed Digby .

“ Rap, rap, rap, rap, goes the knocker,” said Mrs.

Digby." " A little old gentleman was let in and ta

ken into the back parlour, wanting to see Mr. D.

He was a gray-haired, hard -looking old gentleman,
of about three or four-and-fifty or so - says he , ' I

want to see Mr. Digby - Mr.John Digby ! That's

your man,' says I. Now anybody else might have

been afraid that he was a sheriff's officer, or some

thing of that sort, but not so l ; for, as I told you ,

' we were in good circumstances , and I didn't care

the tip of myfinger for any sheriff's officer of them

all . I want to see Mr. John Digby,' says he.

' That's your man,' says I. “My name is Abra

ham Hand,' says he . " Is it, sir ? says I. Then'

maybe you'll take a seat ? says I. " Mr. Digby's

father's namewas Samuel ?' says he . “ It was so,'

says I. ' And he came from Birmingham ? says
he. • That's as true as if you'd read it out of a

book ,' says I.I. AndAnd you, I take it, are Mrs. Dig

by,' says he. “ At your service ,'says I. Well » »

“ And thiswas Lord Clew ?" said Madame Whar

ton , when her companion paused a moment to take

breath ,

“ I beg your pardon, mem," continued Mrs. Dig

by, with somedignity . “ I beg your pardon ; it

was not my Lord Clew ,by no manner of means

for he was dead and buried, poor man — but it was

one of the most curious characters in the known

world. It was a person who, although no lawyer,.

has spent his life in courts of justice and such pla

ces, and who keeps one eye on all the great fami

lies in the kingdom, and the other on all the wills

6

6

6
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"

and other registers of property. He knows the state

of everybody's fortune, they say, better than they

do themselves ; and where it came from , and where

it is to go, particularly everything that has been ter

giversated in courts of justice - or chancery I think

they call it, mem."

- This is singular," said Madame Wharton.

“ I think I have heard of some such person,” saidI

Claude .

“Very probably, sir. Now you'll observe, mem,

in such a stupendious place as London, there are

some people who don't know their own rights, or

who they really are ; and I'm told this individual not

only often has the pleasure of being the first to in

form people that they have fallen heirs to large es

tates, but that, in the course of his explorationsamid

old wills and other parchments, he frequently, lights

upon property bequeathed or reverted to people who

neither court, nor jury, nor chancellor, nor any

body else knows the least thing about, and whether

theyare alive or dead, or in the country or in for

eign parts,mem."

“This is really remarkable,” said Madame Whar.

“ Isn't it, mem ? It turned out that Mr. Digby,

poor creature, was a distant relation of Lord Clew's,

without any one's knowing anything about it. My

lord himself knew there was such a relation living,

but had never taken the pains to ferret him out,and

died suddenly without a will, I'm afraid I don't

give a very clear account of it, but it all fell out

right, and we left it entirely to oursolicitor, who

soon found matters to be just as Mr, Hand had said ,

Mr. D. gave Mr. Hand' £1000 like a great fool,

when, as I told him at the time, £100 would have

done just as well ; but we received our £ 100,000,

and avery agreeable thing it was, I can assure you,
mem , "

>
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“Your story is like one of the Arabian Nights,"
said Claude .

“ Night or day, sir,so it was ; and we were much

obliged to Mr. Hand, who has been a great friend

to us ever since, and is, in fact, even now a sort of

agent of ours; for he knows more about law and

such things, I believe, than all the lawyers put to

gether. Now , mem , my passion is society. Mr.

D. isn't fond of it, but I am never easy unless I'm

in the bong -tong . This is one of my objects in

coming to Berlin ; and , if you can make usacquaint;

ed with afew genteel families -- the Carolans, and

such kind of persons — in case of your coming to

London, I'll promise to return the compliment. I

have been told that we should enjoy more facilities

in the society abroad than at home. I don't know

how it is, but the London society is very difficult.

They're a proud set, andgo in clusters like swarms

of bees. We never could git acquainted with our
own countrymen, even when they lived next door to

We have brot letters to Mounseer Godeau

you know them ,doubtless. They are very high

people in Berlin, I'm told, mem, and will introduce

us also everywhere into the ho -tong. Pray, how

dothey stand there , mem ?"

This long harangue being at length brought to a

conclusion ,she paused a moment, partly for breath ,

and partly for an answer to one of the various ques

tions contained in it ; but, by a slight sound from

Madame Wharton, she perceived that that lady had

fallen asleep.

The second night in a diligence is generally more

easily got through with than the first. Faligue of

body and mind produces an inevitable disposition

to sleep, and one becomes so accustomed to the

usual incidents and interruptions that they no long

er form any obstacle to repose . At length Mrs.

Digby's everlasting tongue stopped, and all sank to

sleep. The night rolled away, and the travellers

us .
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were whirled rapidly on , doubtless edified by their

respective dreams. Those of Mrs. Digby were of

sweeping trains, nodding feathers, and long robes of

satin and velvet, with a magnificent young lord at

the feet of the ever-blushing Mary. The fancy of

Mr. Digby reverted back to less prosperous, but,

alas ! more happy days, before fortune had elevated

him to the troublesome necessity ofbeing “ genteel.”

Claude, so much had they talked of the celebrated

town they were approaching, glided in imagination

through its streets, with temples, columns, and domes

every where around him ; while Madame Wharton

herself was once more young and lovely—the ad

mired and observed ofall-treading through scenes

which Time, that ruthless and ever-busy robber,

had long borne with him into his own dark realm

of the past. What had recalled to her those long

forgotten times ? What had awakened in her ima

gination the images of a reality which she had ever

wished to turn away from , or to regard as empty

dreams ? By some strange and subtle association,

the phantomsof vanished years had started up once

more around her, and encircled her with the happy

and long-faded hours of youth, and hope, and joy.

At length the morning broke, and the idea ofbe

ing so near their journey's end aroused the sleepers

at an early hour. Claude turned his eyes towards

the dim, indistinct scenes flying past the carriage

window , and, letting down the glass, admitted the

cool, refreshing air . · He began already to experi

ence that pleasing sensation with which one enters,

for the first time, a great foreign city. His mind

was stored with historical associations of the great

men who had lived and who still live there . The

approach to the capital , after his long travel over

the desert and apparently endless plains in which

northern Germany inclines towards the Baltic,

seemed like nearing land after a sea -voyage. Tra

ces of a neighbouring population began already to
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manifest themselves. Better houses , more cultiva

ted gardens, thicker and more regular avenues of

trees, higher walls, and various other tokens, not

only of the proximity of a large town, but of royal

ty itself. As the Schnellpost entered the little vil

lage of Charlottenburg, these indications grewmore

numerous and striking, till the chateau and its beau

tiful grounds broke upon his eyes , looking in that
early light like a scene of enchantment,

“ This is very pretty and striking ! ” said Claude.

“ The chateauis ,of course, a royalresidence ?"

“ It was built by his late majesty, " said Madame
Wharton .

“ What late majesty, mem ? ” demanded Mr.

Digby.

« Frederic the Great !"

“ Dear me, how new it looks,” said Mrs. Digby.

“ New ? "

“ Certainly, mem. I did not know that any

houses built by Frederic the Great could yet have

as new an appearance as that.”

“ And why not ? "

Why, I thought he lived a long time ago in

the time of Brutus, and those fellows !"

The carriage now entered the Thiergarten, or

Berlin's Park, a beautiful and thick wood about

three miles in circumference, lying immediately

outside the city wallsand the principal gate. The

pretty river Spree, a branch of the majestic Elbe,

after meandering through the city, comes bending

into the Thiergarten, bearing its cool breezes in

summer into the sylvan recesses of the wood , and

then stealing in to bathe the terraces of the Charlot

tenburg chateau . From this river, by the taste

and care of royalty, streams are led in many
devi

ous ways through the grounds, winding by and be

neath what thestranger thinks the prettiest banks

and bridges he ever saw. Carriage roads, lanes for

equestrians, and footpaths lead the eye and tempt
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the feet in a thousand different directions ; while

the great road , as straight as anarrow, runs directly

through the forest to the Brandenburg, gate, one of

the chief architectural ornaments of the city , and,

perhaps, themost magnificent portal in Europe.

Our travellers at length approached the walls, and

caught the scenic view through the tall columns of

this gate . The rising sun sent its beams through

the forest arcades (which, even at this season, from

the brightness and clearness of the day and the

number of evergreen trees, preserved something of

the effects of summer), and tipped with gold the

colossal bronze figure of Victory and her four horses

on the top, which has since witnessed such remark

able changes, and even acted its part in the vicissi

tudes of this interesting country . The city popula

tion were now fairly forth in movingcrowds. Peas

ants , labourers, milkwomen with their little dog

carts, soldiers, officers, sentinels, and droskies ap

pearedon every side . Suddenly a band of martial

music burst upon them, and a large company of in

fantry were marched out of the gate; while a troop

of cavalry, their helmets, swords, and cuirassiers

glittering in the sun, dashed rapidly off in another

direction. This great military government, ever

destined to support a brilliant army, was now ani

mated by the prospect of a warwith France ; a war

whose interminable duration and eventful conse

quences, how few of all then living could foresee !

The carriage, in passing the gate ,entered a large

square, through which double rows of trees seemed

to continue the wood into the bosom of the town.

While the custom-house officers were examining

the passports, Madame Wharton informed them that

the street they were entering was called the “ Lin
den,” and pointed out the residences of several dis

tinguished people. They had time , however, for

few observations. The diligence almost immedi

ately dashed on once more, and, after a considera
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ble ride through the town — which, from the hasty

views caught of it, the vistas of long streets, and

glimpses of churches, statyes, bridges, and columns,

seemed a city of palaces and temples — they reached

the poste .

It was Claude's intention to attend Madame

Wharton home in a public coach ; but, as he was
about making the offer, she saw Count Carolan's

carriage waiting for her, and a chasseur, in rich liv

ery, advanced to take charge of her. They there

fore bade each other adieu, and with a warmth

which showed to both the mutual sentiments of es

teem and friendship which had arisen between

them .

“ Remember," said Madame Wharton, " you have

already half chosen me for your Mentor; and really,

in the scenes through which you are about to pass,

you may find such a companion, although some

times troublesome perhaps,not altogether useless."

Claude promised to take the earliest occasion to

see her ; and then, at their earnest request, accom

panied the Digbys to the Hôtel du Roi de Prusse.

CHAPTER V.

Fewpleasures are more agreeable than the first

arrival in a foreign city in good health and bright

weather ; the change of toilet, the leisurely break

fast at a comfortable hotel , after the hurry and fa

tigue ofa journey ; and “ last, but not least,” the

ramble through the town, amid things strange, fan

tastic, and hallowed by historical associations.

After an excellent breakfast and a change of toil

et, which much improved the appearance of our

young traveller, he prepared to sally forth and see

a
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the town. As he intended a considerable stay in

Berlin , he required a servant ; and, ignorant of its

localities, he concluded to procure one, if possible,

at once. Accordingly, he made inquiries of the

waiters, and was informed that there was then in

the house a valuable domestic, just by chance out

of place, and whowould immediately present him
self. Claude decided to employ him for the day,

and, if he liked him, to keep him . A modest knock

at the door presently announced a young man of

agreeable countenance and altogetherprepossessing

appearance. He was well furnished with recom

mendations from a host of counts, barons , and am

bassadors, with whom he had lived different periods

of time, and who pronounced him everything that

was honest, zealous, active, and faithful . Hisman

ners were engaging, and even what Mrs. Digby

would have called “ genteel.”. He was obviously

modest and intelligent, and Claude liked him at a

glance.

“ You are a Berlinian ?”

“ Yes, your excellency !"

" Do you understand English ?"

“ Nó, your excellency ! "

“ You are, of course, well acquainted with the

town ?”

“ Perfectly, your excellency !".

" I will employ you to -day,” said Claude ; " leave

your certificates. I will look them over, and per

haps I will take you permanently into my service. "

“ Monseigneur is very good .”

“ Get ready to go out with me: I wish to walk

through the town. If you do not already know the
address of Count Carolan, find it. And don't call

me ' excellency,' or 'monseigneur,' but plain mon

sieur."

" Pardon, monsieur — milles pardons.”

“ Your name ? "

“Carl, monseign - monsieur."
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Claude was pleased with the simplicity of this

young man. There was about him an air of artless.

ness and good-nature which promised well . Ac

companied by him, he commenced his first ramble

through the town, then peculiarly interesting to

strangers from the brilliant and recently -closed ca

reer of the great military genius who had rendered

the Prussian army formidable to Europe . Claude's
first care was to leave his letter of introduction at

Carolan's : The count resided in an imposingman

sion , which had a palace -like and almost royal ap

pearance. It was covered with sculpture. The

large court in front was adorned with vases and
statues, of which also a row looked down from the

ridges of the roof. An open archway revealed the

vista of a garden in the rear, extending back indef

initely, and thickly planted with trees and shrub

bery in the English style . Several serving-men in

livery were lounging by the broad door. It was at

once recognised as the residence of one of those

grands seigneurs who live in the midst of royal

splendour without the grave cares and heavy re
sponsibilities of a throne.

“ And so, then ,” thought Claude, as the tout-en

semble of this princely residence rose upon his eye,

and he caught ihrough the windows indistinct views

of the interior magnificence -- angles of large paint

ings hung against the walls , snowy statues, golden

ceilings and shutters, and gorgeous curtains " this

is the home of her whom Madame Wharton describes

as so beautiful and superior.”

“ Where will monsieur go next ?” said Carl, who

had been standing some time with his hat in his

hand , and who had concluded at length to interrupt

a revery which did not seem likely to have any par

ticular termination .

“ Show me the town," said Claude. " I wish to

see only its exterior to -day. Whatever there is

most attractive to a stranger."
"
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While they

Carl led the way through streets celebrated for

their architectural magnificence, the principal ob

jects of which the guide-books will give more in de

tail than it would be possible for us to do . Suffice it

to say , that he was struck with the magnificence of

everything around him. Fountains which threw

their sparkling waters high into the air; ample

squares; level streets ; long lines of sculptured fa

çades, temples, palaces, churches, statues, columns,

porticoes, and bridges, in a stately order, which re

called the imperial splendours of old Rome, when

Augustus and Vespasian delighted to adorn the

capital. Among the rest, the large royal palace or

Schloss, a vast edifice, imposing from its size and

position, lifted its towering walls against the sky.

Carl pointed out each edifice and object worthy of

remark, and gave the necessary information respect

ing them with respectful attention .

were thus employed, several elegant equipages,

each drawn by four horses,with outriders and postil

lions, and all the pomp of royalty, drove by, their
occupants receiving the universal salutations of

the crowd, and returning them with great affability.

Among others, that of the king, the father of the

present beneficent sovereign, was announced by a

low -toned expression of Carl's, “ Monsieur - sa
" -

majesté ! ” and a yet more reverential salutation .

“ Ah, well !” thought Claude, as everything wore

a bright aspect through the atmosphere of an unu

sually clear day, “ I have got here into a very pret

ty town, and I will not leave it till I have laid out

formyself a plan of future conduct . I will no longer

sigh over the sad mystery of the past. I will adopt

some certain and honourable employment ; and , if

nothing better presents itself, I will even make my

way into France, and aid that rising people in the

pursuit of national happiness . In the mean timeI

am young, in health ,myown master , and, at all

events, for the present, independent. Let me im

Vol. I. - D
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prove my time while I can . Why should I suffer

one secret misfortune to overbalance all these ad

vantages ? He is the true philosopher who enjoys

life while hecan, and quaffs the foaming drink be
fore the sparkle leaves the brim . ”

While passing through a street on their way

home, they wereinterrupted by a group of several
persons around a print- shop window , where a num

ber of engravings and pretty paintings were the ob

jects of attention .

“ Will monsieur pass in ?" said Carl. “There

are often very pretty things here . All the Berlin

societé visit this shop."

Casting his eyes through the door, he was struck

with some soft landscapes, and , stepping across the

threshold, he became too much interested to retire

without seeing the whole collection. Leaving Carl,

therefore, at the door, he entered ; and perceiving

by the little attention his appearance occasioned, and

the three or four other persons, apparently stran

gers like himself, also engaged in their examination

that it was a kind of public exhibition, he yielded

to the charm which he always found in works of
art . Paintings to him were another, a newer

world, createdby the mind of the artist out of the

wide materials of this. There, all is either grand,

or soft, or wonderful. The yearnings which the

mortal has after something above therude masses

amid which even the fairest things lie half buried ,

are there unobscured . He who feels art finds an

enchanted world in a picture gallery. The homeli

est commonplaces there have a beauty not seen

before ; it unlocks the secret sweetness of things ;

opens their hidden meaning, draws aside the veil,

and makes the narrowest mind behold how beauti

ful are even the homely ground and rough rocks

the every-day trodden shore - the river that, in our

business hours, flows unregarded at our feet - the

rain -washed angles of old houses-- the sky - the
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clouds — the very air. Claude gazed around him

with these reflections. Suddenly he found himself

by an open door, which led into a smaller apart

ment or little cabinet, also filled with pieces, appa

rently of a more valuable kind. At the end of this

room , in a conspicuous place, and where the light

fell across it with the best effect, was the portrait

of a young girl, so beautiful, that he paused before

it, and became presently unconscious of everything

else . It equalled, and went beyond his idea of com

plete female loveliness. Nothing could be more sim

ple . A light but modest drapery fell around the

form . There was no ornament about it. He could

not tell whether it was a princess or a cottage maid

en . There was nothing on the canvass but youth,

innocence, happiness , and beauty.

His reveries were interrupted by a sigh. On

turning, he observed at his side a young man who

had before escaped his attention , and who, possibly,

also supposed himself alone. He was about the

middle height, slenderly formed, with a pale, melan

choly face . His hair and brows were black, and he

wore a large mustache. There was nothing re

markable in his physiognomy except his eyes,

which were dark and large, and uncommonly brill

iant. His hat was worn low over them . His

clothes were old and faded . He was evidently very

poor.

“ This is quite pretty ! ” said Claude, with a de

sire to relieve the embarrassment which the strane

ger appeared to feel on perceiving that his sigh had

been overheard .

“ Yes, monsieur, quite."

“ Can you tell me who it is ?"

“ No, monsieur."

“Do you know the artist ? ”

“ Yes, monsieur- no, monsieur. "

“ Can it be from nature ?" continued Claude.

" No, monsieur," said the stranger, “ I believe it

is a fancy piece,"
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“ Ah, very probably - and yet — it is a great pity

He turned , and with some surprise observed that

his companion had disappeared.

Carl, with his usualbow , now approached, and

reminded him that the dinner-hour was four, and

that it had already arrived . Tired with his long

ramble, for there are few kinds of toil more labori

ous than sight-seeing, the calls of appetite began to
counteract the claims of imagination,and he left the

pair of tender eyes to be gazed upon by some less

hungry admirer. As he approached the hotel, all mi

nor considerations were merged in the more impor

tant one of dinner . The fumes of the fragrant dish

es already drove less substantial enjoyments from

his mind , and it may be recorded of our hero , with

out the fear of contradiction (should any curious
reader choose to examine the manuscripts deposited

in “la Bibliothèque du Roi,” from which we have

drawn the materials of this history ), that, notwith

standing his habit of sentimentalizing before palaces,

paintings, &c., which might lower his reputation

with our more practical readers, he did neverthe

less partake, with as little delay as the ordinary
usages of polite life permitted, of a hearty meal,

during the whole period of which he was in a state

of beatitude as lively as when melting before the

art of the cunning painter. It is farther set down,

that a half bottle of “ chateau la Rose," or some

beverage equivalent ( for here there is a blot in the

manuscript), which the waiter brought full, and

placed by his napkin at the commencement of the

dinner, was, in the course of an hour, so altered in

its condition , that the said waiter, on carrying it to

the kitchen and turning the same up -side-down,

with the neck slightly resting between his lips,

found nothing there sufficient to repay him for his
trouble ,

2
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CHAPTER VI.

On the day of Claude's arrival in Berlin there

was a ball and supper at Count Carolan's. The

company assembled at nine, and the elegant apart

ments of this distinguished nobleman were crowded

with the beauty and fashion of the town .

In this brilliant atmosphere, the important ques .

tions of the day werediscussed with smiles and

jests. The war with France - the revolution - the

politics of England, were all alluded to gayly ;

while, with diplomatic caution , nothing either one

way orthe other wassaid about them. Some play
ed cards — some strolled about- crowds pressed to

the ballroom , where , conspicuous for her loveliness,

the young Countess Ida wasled to the first dance

by Elkington ; while Lady Beverly, a tall, dark

looking woman of considerable beauty, although a

little faded, with black andlarge eyes, and a coun

tenance, through all the smiles of fashion, care -worn

and anxious, sat down to whist.

The principal topic of conversation , however,was

Ida and Elkington . They were such a striking

couple. The match was such an admirable one.

Was it setiled ? When would it take place ? and

a hundred other questions were asked and an

swered in various ways.

In the mean time, Élkington exerted all his pow

ers of fascination to render himself agreeable tohis

lovely companion. This was the evening he had

fixed upon to solicit her consent, that of her father

and mother having been before obtained , on condi

tion of his being able to procure hers. The young

girl was obviously flattered with her influence over

a person so distinguished. She listened to his gay

and fluent conversation with delight . She heard

him breathe sentiments of refinement and honour,

D2
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and she knew that he was regarded with favour by

her parents. When he leaned towards her, she

scarcely turned away ; when he held her hand in

his, she did not withdraw it. The music floated

around her -- the glittering images of the dance, and

forms of splendour and pleasure passed before her.

Ignorant of his heart - ignorant of her own and of

the world, she knew notthat she was capable of a

deeper feeling than the tranquil satisfaction which

she experienced at the attentions of her lover, and

the pleasure she saw their union would give to her

parents.

At length the dance was over,and the young girl,

trembling at the tenderness of Elkington's manner,

and at a crisis in her life so new and interesting,

withdrew from his too ardent flatteries . She passe

through halfa dozensaloons. Never had she look

ed so beautiful. There is something in the first

approaches of love which sheds a soft and danger

ous sweetness over even a homely face. What was

the charm which it added to that of Ida ! She wish

ed to withdraw from every gaze, and most particu

larly from that of Elkington. With this intention

she hastened through two or three more rooms

(now deserted, for the company had crowded into

the ballroom ) into a little exquisitely furnished

boudoir, shaded with vines, and odorous flowers and

plants, where a dim light intentionally left all in

a shadow peculiarly grateful to the eye after the

glitter and glare of the ballroom . By chance she

found the boudoir unoccupied, and she entered a re

cess — half bower, half grottomat the farther end .

Here she sat down alone. The momentary soli

tude was delicious to her. The darkness soothed

her eyes . The silence, coolness , and motionlessness,

afterthe flashing and shifting images of the crowd,

sunk into her soul with the breath of the flowers

that leaned fragrant and cool around . Her head

was bent down upon one hand, the other hung by
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her side . Sne remained lost in thought, which,

however, ran ina stream of deep and peaceful joy,

for her heart had never known a fear or a care ; she

sighed , but with happiness . Presently she felt a

gentle hand introduced into her own . Starting, she

turned and saw Elkington ; a beau chevalier whom

few female hearts as young as hers could resist

as, alas ! many an unhappy maid has proved .

“ My charming girl, " said Elkington, " you fly

me. I have looked for you everywhere, but - oh,

happy moment, I find you here -- and never shall

youleave this spot till you hear me tell how madly
I love you."

“Oh, my lord, for Heaven's sake-should any one

come”-and she but lightly attempted to withdraw
her hand.

“ Beautiful Ida, why should you hesitate ? what

pleasure can a heart so gentleas yourstake in keep

ing in suspense one who adores you ? ”

" My dear Lord Elkington, I hear a step ; leave

me, I entreat you, till to -morrow . "

“ No, Ida,” said Elkington, in a voice of sadness,

which caused her to stop her attempt to release her

hand, in order that she might listen ; " no, sweet

girl, I will hear mydoomto-night. Tell me at

once whether you will be mine. I must learn from

your own lips whether Iam happy or miserable.

Í fear, indeed, from your flying my presence -- from

your anxiety to withdraw fromthe hand that would

defend you with life — that you despise me—that

“ Despise ! oh, my lord, how can you use so

dreadful a word ? Despise! oh no."

“ You are, I am sure, above the coquetry of your

sex, and will never trifle with the heart that loves

you . Speak to me. You have tried to withdraw.

your hand. I resign it - I return it to you . If you

are ever going to bless me with it, dearest girl, be

frank on thistransaction, as you are on all others ;

"

a

you , ”

>
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do not prolong my suspense -- my suffering. Deny

it to me for ever, or give it to me now .”

She lifted her eyes ; they met his ardent gaze..

The earnestness and tenderness of his voice and

manner affected her. She raised her hand and pla
ced it in his .

“ I am frank, my lord — as I will be true ; and if I

forget the reserve proper in so young a girl, it is

only that - your feelings are - dearer to me than

my own."

“ Ida ! beloved angel!” said Elkington.

A crowd of young girls, laughing and talking, and

just returningfrom the dance, were now heard ap

proaching, and they burst noisily in, little dreaming

how well-timed had been their coming.

>

CHAPTER VII.

LADY BEVERLY and her son got into their car

riage at an early hour, and Elkington ordered the

coachman to drive round the Park. The night was

clear without being cold , and the fresh air was

pleasant after the heat and somewhat uncommon

excitement of the ball .

“ Besides,” said Elkington, as they wheeled out

of the Brandenburg gate, “ I have to inform you
of what may lead to aconsultation , which had bet

ter be enjoyed at a proper distance from keyholes

and the thin partitioned rooms of these hotels . I

have had du succés to-night. The pretty bird is

limed ."

“ You have had a conversation with Ida ? " de

manded Lady Beverly, with lively marks of pleas
ure .

“ She has, rather, acknowledged my superior
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charms, ” replied Elkington, also inthe highest spir

its ; "and I do not greatly doubt that, if I pressed

the thing, it might take place any day I choose.”

“Then, for the love of Heaven , Edward, let it be

at once .”

“ I see no reason to be so alarmingly hasty ,” said

Elkington, “ though I am not disposed myself to
makeany delay. She is a devilish fine girl . I

haven't seen her match. You may settle matters as

soon as you please with the old people. I give you

carte blanche."

" I will then see the countess in the morning.

“ But will you answer me one question ?" asked

Elkington.

“ Tant que vous voudrez,” said Lady Beverly.

“ I have observed in you a degree of anxiety

respecting this partie which I can't account for.

What does it mean ? What particular interest have

you in this young lady ?”

“ Singular question!” said Lady Beverly. “ Is it

extraordinary that a mother should exhibit anxiety

on the subject of her son's settlement in life ? "

“ No, not any reasonable anxiety ; but you seem,

by a kind of logic, to betray the greatest anxiety

precisely at the moment when I feel the least .”

“What in the world do you mean?”

“This, my good madame. When my amiable

father, Heaven preserve his life, is in good health,

and promises to lastout the season , yousettle down

into indifference. Now it is exactly when my father

promises to live long that I feel most desirous of

touching a fortune of my own . But, when the old

man is in one of his fits, and bids fair to
pop sud

denly off, you are for marrying me to money in any

shape. Now I, not being at heart a marrying man,

would rather keep my freedom if I came into pos

session of my inheritance, which, being entailed on

the eldest son, must come to me whether he will or

not,"

a
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“Your imagination sees things which have no ex

istence in reality," said Lady Beverly. “ My em

pressement to see you settled advantageously is al

ways equal ; although , according to my mind, I may

not always betray it in the same degree. Only, Ed

ward, I want to see you married.”

“ Much obliged to you, madame, I'm sure, for

your kind intentions ; but, by Heaven , so mawkish

do I consider married life , that, if this charming

creature were less exquisite than she is, I would

bolt even yet. It's devilish lucky for her that she's

so pretty, or she would stand a slender chance of

being the Countess Beverly. A wife ? bah ! I am a

fool even now. The old man is ill ; he must - d - n

it, he can't last long. I come in for my £ 50,000

a year ; I pay my debts, and then what shall I do

with a wife ? I shall be sick as death of her in

six months, and she , very likely, will run off from

me in twelve . She has too lovely a face to keep

out of danger. I shall have to shoot half a dozen

fellows on her account, to see her slip through my

fingers at last ; for women, foul and fair, are all

alike at heart ; and, though delicious creatures in

their proper places, are sadencumbrances when tied

to one by law . Partridge, always partridge."

“ I am afraid, it is true, that your disposition will

prevent your ever settling down into a happy hus

band ; but I trust it will correct some of your fol .

lies . You will have no longer temptation to gam

ble ; at least, except at home, and more moderately.
Your debts once paid "

“ Ah, that's the question . If it were not for them ,

I could leave thispretty thing to some more senti

mental adorer. Marriage sickens me. It's a damp

But Shooter is getting impatient ; and then

the Jew ; oh ! how I hate and dread that man !"

“What are the amounts of these frightful liabili

ties ? You have often promised to tell me when

once in the way to discharge them . Your marriage

er.
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with Ida will do that at once, and enable
you, more

over, to be rich besides. What are the debis ? "

“ Oh, as things stand, I don't mind, if you think

your nerves can bear it !"

“ I can bear anything, if you will conclude at

once your marriage with Ida. Come, frankly tell

me the amount. "

Well, frankly , then, I owe Shooter £ 15,000 .”
" And the other — the usurer ?"

£ 25,000 .”

“ Edward, my son !” cried Lady Beverly, equally

astonished and terrified .

“ That's it,” said Elkington , lifting his foot against

the chariot cushion, and tapping it lightly with his

rattan . “ I told you your nerves were not strong

enough ."

“ £ 25,000 ?"

“ Just, besides interest; which, by the time the

old man goes, if he doesn't go pretty quick, will

make it £ 40,000. Old Abraham isno half-way

man : he is, I believe, without intending to flatter

him, the most intense scoundrel that ever breathed.

He's got me hooked in such a way that all earth

can't help me ; pay I must, and pay I shall. ”
I

“ Great Heaven ! I had no idea of this ; and if your

father should determine too ”

“ He can't, madame; and, by Heaven, I don't un

derstand you ; you have hinted this to me half a
dozen times. I am my father's heir, and neither he

nor any one else can help it . He won't last. He's

growing worse and worse . And, notwithstanding,

as usual, he goes on in the same way - living high,

drinking deep ; and the doctor says it must be over

with him soon . With this prospect before me,

what's forty, fifty, a hundred, or even more thou

sands. It is but living a year or two somewhere

abroad, or a lucky turn at cards, and all's right

again !"

“ Listen to me, Edward ,” said Lady Beverly, in
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a tremulous voice. “ But why do I advise you ?”

She caught herself, as if on the eve of making a

disclosure respecting which she had changed her
mind. “ Go on-play deep, as you have hitherto

done — heap yourself with debts - till one day you

may remember your mother's caution against the

wretched life of a gambler, and the danger of such

equivocal characters as Shooter --when ,perhaps, it

may be too late to profit by it.”

" ”It's false, madame," said Elkington ; " the gam

bler's life, if you honour me with that appellation, is

not wretched . That is a cry raised by cowards

who have not the courage to play, or by whining

asses that have lost. Play is life - happiness. No

thing else gives me pleasure . I evendeplore the

hours lost in attendance upon this little girl , and

which mightbe so much more delightfully employ

ed . The life of a player who has his wits about

him is one of continual pleasure. Its disappoint

ments come unattended with pain ; for what you

lose to-day is, you know, only lent to be regained

to -morrow. Besides, some one must eventually
win, and why not I ? Where so much money

changes hands, it must go somewhere. It doesn't
melt !"

“Ah, yes it does—and most effectually !" said
Lady Beverly .

“ I allow something for your wit, madame, but

be facetious without being just ; and as for

Shooter, he's a devilish fine fellow - true as steel -

and what's lost to him is fairly lost. As for Abra

ham-there , I acknowledge, I've been duped ; but
what's ' without remedy should be without regard .'

I'll marry the girl if the fortune is, as you assure

me, large, and to be come at readily. This will

quiet them all, if it does not immediately pay them .

We'll go back to London, and— ”

They had now reached their hotel. Scarlet threw

open the door. In the hall a gentleman was com

one may

a

"
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ing out. Lady Beverly dropped her shawl. The

footman was hastening to pick it up, but it fell at

the stranger's feet. He raised it, politely handed it

to her, and passed on . At this moment Lady Bev

erly staggered back against the wall, pale, and near

ly fainting

“Madame, you are ill ,” said Claude -- for it was

he - hastening to her assistance .

“No, sir-- thank you—it is the - air — the ball

Scarlet - Edward - to my room - at once .”

Her fine appearance andsplendid ball-dress, as

well as the distingué air of Elkington , and the rich

ness of the livery of the servants, excited Claude's

attention. On inquiring, he learned that he had

aided Lady Beverly and Lord Elkington . They

had the first floor of the hotel at which he had been

to make a call. He could scarcely repress a feel

ing of envy, as the tall , handsome form of Elking

ton disappeared from his view , and he thought what

a happy fate was his .

CHAPTER VIII.

The next morning, on coming in from a ramble,

Claude found Count Carolan's card, with an invita

tion to dinner the next day. In the mean time he

amused himself exploring thetown, ranging through

the immense and splendid palaces , lounging in the

Park , and seeing the various curiosities interesting

to travellers .

Returning from awalk later in the morning of the

same day on which he received Carolan's first note,

he found another from him, begging him to be at

home the next morning at twelve, as it would give

him pleasureto accompany him in the call usually

Vol 1. - E
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made by a stranger desirous of being introduced

into society . Claude knew not whether to ascribe

this attention to the representations of Madame

Wharton , or to the letter of introduction from Lord

Perceval. He felt that the former was cordially his

friend ; and he knew that the latter, well disposed

towards him, had written a warm note , begging his

services in favour of a valued friend. Whatever it

might be ascribedto, he replied by accepting grate

fully a kindness offered with so much courtesy.

He had scarcely replied to it when a second note ,

in a pretty female hand, was brought in by Carl.

He opened and read :

“ MY DEAR MR. WYNDHAM :

“ Mammabegs me to write you our address. We

have taken furnished rooms at No. 70'sous les ar

bres .' We are also in some difficulty with a horrid

man of whom papa bought some things this morn

ing ; and mamma says, if you would call in the course

of the day, she should be particularly obliged.

“ Yours truly ,

6 MARY DIGBY."

It was about three o'clock, and Claude, who, in

the pleasure of seeing the town and reflections

upon his own prospects and plans, had forgotten

his honest fellow -voyagers and the modest Mary,

thought he could not better employ the leisure hour

before dinner than in paying the desired visit imme

diately.

Mrs. Digby, in accordance with her plan of ma

king a dash, had taken very elegant apartments; and

Claude found the new rooms in the broad and sha

ded street called “ the Linden ," or sometimes,also,

from the avenues of linden-trees which ornamented

its whole length , sous les arbres. The house was

in the most fashionable part of it and of the town.

A servant, in a gaudy livery, waited at the door and

admitted him . He could scarcely believe that he
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was in the domicil of the Digbys, so much had they,

in the diligence, savoured of London low life. He

found them in a pretty boudoir, atthe end of sever.

al large and handsome rooms. They were so well

dressed that he could scarcely recognise his old

companions of the schnellpost. Mrs. Digby had
the appearance ofa very respectable old lady : Mr.a .

Digby's toilet had also beencarefully attended to ,

and the timid Mary looked lovelier than ever.

Claude reallyadmired her modest face, the beau

tiful contour of her head , her clear and tender com

plexion, and the Hebe-like proportions of her form .

For a moment he thought her almost as pretty as

the painting which hadso much attracted his atten

tion. From the appearance of the whole party, he

saw at once that, with the aid of dress — if the two

parents would only hold their tongues a little more,

and Mary a little less -- they might, with the aid of

their wealth, and under the protection of the name

of their “ relative ,thelate Lord Clew ," pass through

the walks of fashion for a month or two as well as

others. His coming was warmly welcomed. Dig

by rose from a person withwhom he was sitting at

a little table, advanced cordially, and , after slapping

him on the back with hearty familiarity , told him

he was " devilish glad to see him .” Mrs. Digby was

loud in her pleasure, and Mary blushed with ten

fold grace, and lifted her eyes and cast them down

again with atimid embarrassment ratherdangerous

to a susceptible youth who had never fallen in love

with anything more substantial than a picture.

“ Well, I am devilish glad to see you, my boy ,”

saidDigby:

“Now,John, you just sit down to your lesson ,"

said Mrs. Digby. “ We'll take care ofMr. Wynd

ham. You needn't think you're going to get clear

on his account. Only think, sir ," continued she,

turning to Claude again , a person connected with

the late Lord Clew, and not to know a word of
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French. He doesn't even know what turnips are .

But, by -the-way, Mr. Wyndham , you haven't been

introduced. This is our French master; you needn't

be afraid of what you say before him ; for — he don't

understand a single word of English-we talk our

secrets before him, poor devil ! just as wewould

before a dumb beast ; don't we, old bullfrog ? "

The Frenchman, who perceived that he was spo

ken to without knowing the meaning of the words,

made two low bows, and placed his hand on his

heart with an expression of grateful civility.
“ We have such fun ," said Mary, for the first time

launching into a remark.

" I call him long pockets,” said Digby. “Don't

I, old beeswax ?"

“Infinément obligé ! " cried the Frenchman, again

turning to Digby witha violent bow.

“ This is Mr. Wyndham ,” said Mrs. Digby.

“ Vinder ? " echoed the poor man, not understand

ing
"

“ I say,” cried Mrs. Digby, raising her voice al

most to a scream , and putting her mouth close to

his ear, as if she could make him better comprehend

by speaking very loud ; “ I say, this is Mr. Wynd

ham - Mounseer Wyndham-our intimale friend

came in the diligence with us from Hamburg - be

cause, you know , our travelling carriage wasbroke

by that stupid John" (here she cast a look of indig

nation on her unhappy husband ) - “ so he came on

with us . Do you understand that ?":

The man cast a look of inquiry upon her features

for the sense which her words failed to convey, and

then looked in the faces of the rest ; but, not suc

ceeding in getting the faintest glimpse of what she

had communicated, notwithstanding she went on

with greater vehemence to the last word, he shrug

ged his shoulders, drew up his face into a dismal

look of regret and opaqueness, and said ,

" Ma foi, madame - comprends pas !!!
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“Ah, the poor wretch !" said Mrs. Digby, laugh

ing heartily. “ Let him alone. Did youever see

such born fools as these foreigners are ? And do you,

John, go on with your lesson."

This scene afforded Claude an opportunity of ob

serving the gentleman in question. He was a lank,

weather -stained, long Frenchman, thinly clad in gar

ments of a threadbare appearance . His trousers

pockets reached nearly to his knees , and were ob

viously empty, except when his large hands were

thrust into them , a peculiarity whichhad probably

drawn upon him the sobriquet of “long pockets"

from the humour of his interesting pupil. It is not

impossible that he might have worn a shirt, but it

is certain that there was no appearanceof one, al

though, from his peculiar style of dress,the eye was

easily able to penetrate a considerable wayunder

his stock downhis bony throat, and up the sleeves
of his wristbands. His features were .cast rather

in a striking than elegant mould. His mouth was

of great width ; his lips so large as to have, per

haps, affordedhim the cognomen to which he usu

ally replied . His ears, like his nose , were of ample

size, and stood handsomely out from his head ; and

his foot and hand were also of dimensions which

rivalled each other. He was, in short, a very odd ,

but not a particularly ugly -looking person ; and, for

the irregularities of physiognomy already stated,

fortune had favoured him with a good set of teeth ;

bright, intelligent eyes ; a head of hair remarkable

forits abundance, and the flourishing manner in

which , without tongs or pomade, it curled about his

head ; and last, but not least, with a stock of self

approbation never exhausted and not exhaustible,

flowing through all his veins, lurking in every angle

and shade of his face, and creating - happy mortal !

in his interior bosom an everlasting sunshine.

“ Well ! the poor devil can't understand us," said

Mrs. Digby, " so we can talk what we please. His

2
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name is Lippe ; a pretty good one, too, isn't it,

considering his mouth ? " You see , we expect to

travel a good deal , Digby—that is , Mr. D. and

1 - beforewe settle down ; for, since our relative ,

Lord Clew - poor dear man-has left us plenty of

money, why shouldn't we have the good of it ?

That's 'my idea-and it's necessary that some one

should understand French - for we do get so swin

dled . I don't know how it is, but there must be

something about us which makes people mark us

out to cheat ; and yet I am sure I don't know why,

for we seem formed like other people .”

She went on to give a long account, from which

Claude learned that this Mr. Lippe had presented

himself upon somebody's recommendation, they

didn't know whose, to give them a sufficient com

mand of the French, not only to travel with less in

convenience than they had hitherto been accustomed

to, but to enable them to launch with becoming grace

and ease into ' the hitherto unexplored waters of

fashionable life . Digby, to do him justice, was not

ambitious of this distinction ; and, although not wise,

had sufficient sense to see that neither he nor his

lady were exactly calculated for the sphere into

which she was dragging him . In obedience to her,

however — for he was too good -humoured to resist on

any ordinary occasion — and from a vague idea which

she had dinned into his ear, for many a day aswell

as night, that such a course might be advantageous

to Mary, he had consented, in addition to hisother

experiments, to learn French. The acquisition of

a new language is, alas ! to any one a wearisome

task . To Digby the undertaking was peculiarly

unpromising . He had no memory

ambition, and no head ; the even -handed Fortune,

which had sent him into the world “ a relative of

3
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the late Lord Clew ," and the heir to £ 100,000 ster

ling, having withheld that article, of, at least, the

brains with which it is usually fif we do not use

no ear-- no
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the word in too general a sense) supplied . He

hated study, having never learned anything in his

life. The flattering visions of fashion , sufficientto

lead his wife through any possible effort, had no place

in his humbler imagination, and she half suspected

that all the labour they were taking to " get into so

ciety ” would be in vain . Hehadanticipated some

pleasure from his Continental tour, but as yet he

had suffered only a series of annoyances. He had

been cheated, abused, and laughed at ; his carriage

had been broken, and once or twice he came near

having his head in the same predicament ; and, now

that he found himself at length settled in apartments

in Berlin, instead of enjoying his leisure and inde

pendence, he was set down with old “ long pockets ”

to a lesson of three or four hours a day. It was

too much ; but he dared not, or, at least, did not re

sist; and he inwardly hoped that the period when

the pleasure of travelling would begin , would come

one of these days. If anything could have light

ened his distress and perplexity , it would have been

the peculiar style of teaching French adopted by

Mr.Lippe. Like many vain men, he fancied he had

a particular genius, and enjoyed profound draughts

of self-praise in contemplating a new theory of

teaching which he had created . This new system ,

exclusively his own, he lauded to the skies, and as

sured the innocent and inexperienced Digbys that,

for one thaler a lesson , he would, in two months,

make the whole family speak French, if not like

natives, at least well enough for all the purposes

of travelling and fashion. This wonderful new sys

tem consisted in teaching the pronunciation by im

aginary lines drawn on the table with the finger.

There sat poor Digby - his face red , the perspira

tion beginning to start from his forehead,and every

now and then turning half aside to indulge in a

hearty yawn, which extended his jaws almost to

the dimensions of those of Lippe himself ; while
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the latter — whowas of a sanguine and frisky temper

ament, and who could not conceive how a man could

not pronounce "pu" instead of “ poo, " and " mon

sieur" instead of a mounsheer," although he showed

him, as plain as the nose on his face (and that was

very plain indeed) , the exact manner of pronouncing

it, by an acute angle, drawn twenty times , one after

the other, on the table-would jump up every two

minutes, borne away by the enthusiasm which ge

nius always feels in itsart, thrust his hands into his

trousers pockets up to the elbows, his eyes flashing

fire, and then draw them out again to make new il

lustrative angles, circles, rhomboids, and parallelo
grams, on the table or in the air.

" Allons," said he, as Claude a moment lost the

train of Mrs. Digby's chat, which, luckily, she did not

interrupt by any questions to obscure this scene ;

pour le mot. Úlysse. Voyez vous, prononcez le de

cette manière -ici (drawing a figure on the table ),

“ voilà ! allons ! commencez encore !"

Kall - lip — why that's the fellow's own name,”

interrupted Digby. “ Is this book about him ?"

“ Allons ! monsieur ! ”

Oui, munsheer, oui. Kall - lip - so, ner - poo

vey sir, consolleydoo ”

" Du " cried Lippe, with an acute angle.

“ Du, monsieur— " with flashing eyes— " du ~ -du

-du. ”

“ Doo - doo --doo - do - part doo - lysse dong-— "

“ Dans, monsieur ! " screamed the choleric French

man, with a fiery face, and approaching him as if

he were going toknock him down.

“ Well - d - nit - I say dong,'” said Digby, the

sweatrolling off his forehead .

“ Ah ! sacré diable ! mais n'emporte," he con

tinued, recollecting himself, " tout cela viendra

allons ! continuez ! dans sa- "

“ What's John bobbing his head in here for every

minute ?” said Digby.

66 9
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“ Doo . "
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“ Two tradesmen's boys — with bills — and a pine

board bedstead," said John.

“ Ah,” said Mrs. Digby, “ it's these bills again .”

The boys with their bills were admitted, and a

long wrangle ensued, in which the boys demanded
double charges. Mr. Lippe interpreted that the

three persons were ready to swear to everything,

and they wouldn't go away without being paid ,
which at length they were.

" Well,” said Digby, “ if this is what you call
travelling !"

Mrs. Digby was in a rage also, and Claude could

not himselfhelp feeling indignantat the fraud which

had undoubtedly been practised against the English

strangers — the pine -board bedstead having been

sent instead of a mahogany one which they had

chosen and paid for.

While they were in the midst of the wrangle,

Tom announced dinner . Claude was going to take

leave, but the vehemence of their entreaties that he

would stay and dine left him no alternative. He

gave his arm , therefore, to Mrs. Digby, when, to his

surprise, Mr. Lippe offered his to Mary, and led her

in .

“ Is Mr. Lippe a member of your family ?" asked
he .

“ Oh yes . He's going to live in the house-to in

terpret for us -- teach us French-shop with us ,

and do a thousand little odd jobs . I am really

ashamed that he should dine at table with us in such

shocking clothes - but, poor wretch !--we have sent

for some new ones — and he'll be as spruce as any

of us to-morrow . Poor stupid fool !"

At this moment Tom appeared again at the door,

and announced a lady and gentleman to look at the

“ Tell them to come to-morrow morning,” said

Mrs. Digby

They have already been, they say, once, and

they will not come again .”

rooms.
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“ Well, they can't come in now ; we are at dinner ."

Tom returned immediately with

“ The lady and gentleman must see the rooms !"

" Must !" said Mr. Digby ; " they cannot ; the fam

ily are very particularly engaged , and they are also

about going to dinner. They may see them at any

time before three ; it is now nearly four."

“ Ah ! bless me," said Mrs. Digby at the window,

“ what an elegant carriage- two footmen - splendid

liveries - coachman in cocked hat - silver lace - silk

stockings. Bless my soul !-who can they be ?

Can they be the people who want to look at the

rooms ?"

Tom now appeared again , in company with one

of the richly -dressed footmen .

“ The gentleman insists upon coming in -- the

rooms are to let - and he mustsee them . ”

“ Really, this is very singular !” said Claude.

“ They speak English, ma'am ,” said Tom .

“ If he is a gentleman,” said Claude, “ I will pro

from this intrusion . Who is your master ? "

said he to the footman .

“ Lord Elkington,” replied the man, respectfully.

“ Tell Lord Elkington that the roomsareat pres,

ent occupied by ladies who are about to dine, and

beg to decline any visit of this kind at so late an
hour. "

“ His lordship has been turned away once before

on the same plea," said the man.

“ The doors are open, and he may come in," said

Claude, “ if he pleases ; but it will be without the

consent, and contrary to the wishes of the family.

Say so to your master.”

A gentleman and lady now appeared at the head

of the stairs, having been below talking to the

landlady. The mandelivered the message. When
he had done

"Lead the way in, Scarlet," said Lord Elkington ;

“ I think these would do for us. "

tect you
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" I beg your pardon,” said he , bowing slightlyto

the ladies, taking off his hat, andlookingaround the

room with his glass.

“ Did you deliver my message ?” said Claude to

the footman .

Scarlet,” said Elkington, without giving the

man time to reply, “ go down stairs ! ” Hethen

turned his glass carelessly to the ceiling, curtains,

carpets, fauteuils, and other furniture .

" Ah - ah - very well - but too small, I fear. "

Claude stood before him very angry , and proba

bly showing it in his attitude and manner ; but the

intruder seemed to care very little for his wrath.

He passed his glass an instant over his face and

person, and then , as if he found nothing there wor .

ihy of a second look, he prepared toleave the room

after a glance at the females, for he was one of

those men who subject every woman's face to an

examination. On seeing Mary he stopped, and

seemed evidently struck.

“ I beg your pardon, my dear," said he ; " I fear

there has been some mistake. I was not aware

that these roomswere occupied by - by - I really

beg your pardon !

Oh, sir - my lord ,” said Mrs. Digby, “ you are

too good. If we had had the slightest idea that it

was Lord Elkington - my lord !"

Elkington's eyes, during this highly amiable ad

dress, were less occupied by the courtesy of the

mother than by the beauty of Mary. He regarded

her with an admiration so obvious and rude as at

length to cause some embarrassment onthe part of

the object of it, and some anger on that of Mr.

Digby:

" I have unfortunately, madame,” said Lord Elk

ington, “ an appointment at this moment which pre

vents my explaining to you the mistake which has

caused an intrusion ,I fear,rather abrupt ; but, with

your kind permission, I will avail myself of the ear

liest leisure to call again and do so . "
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“ There is not the slightest necessity,” said Mr.

Digby, rather bluntly.

Oh, my lord ,” said Mrs. Digby, " you are so

kind ; I assure you, at any time- at all times—we;

shall be most happy, sir - my lord , I mean — 10— "

During this scene Claude had stood gazing on

the person thus rudely pressing into a private house,

and conducting himself so singularly ; and the feel

ing of indignation, which he could not repress, was

plainly marked on his countenance. AsElkington

withdrew, Claude perceived , for the first time, a fe

male figure in the corridor. He recognised, at a

glance, Lady Beverly, to whom he had rendered a

slight service on the previous evening ; but his at

tention was particularly drawn towards her attitude

and the expression of her features. She was stand

ing at her full height, the upper part of her body a

little drawn back,as if she had recoiled from some

object of surprise and terror. Her attitude was not

unlike that of one who has just perceived a basilisk

in his path , and her eyes were fixed so intently on

Claude, that, as if lost in thoughts not connected

with the present , she did not interrupt her gaze

even when his glance met hers . She looked pale
and shocked .

Elkington was by this time at her side , and they
hastened to the carriage.

Numerouswere the comments upon this incident

as soon as the distinguished intruders were gone .

Mr. Digby, redder even with anger than his previ

ous exertions with the new system of Mr. Lippe

had been able to make him , swore he would go
in

stantly after him and “ knock the puppy down.”

“ A man," said he , stammering, " to - to - himself
.

here into a private family, without either civility or

-or - and then to conduct himself to - to - towards

my daughter !"

«Nonsense," said Mrs. Digby ; "you are always

such a fool. I don't see any harm in his lookingat

a
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Mary, or any one else ; and as for rudeness, I don't

think one of the first leaders of the ho-tong, as he

is, could— ”

“Well, if this is what you call ho-tong !" said

Mr. Digby .

They now adjourned to dinner,where Mr. Lippe

explained the French for the various dishes, quali

fying himself for greater accuracy by devouring

goodly quantities of the same. Mrs. Digby talked
of many things which, “ thank Heaven, she need not

be afraid to procure, as she could afford it ;" inter

mingling her numerous arguments upon all sub

jects with allusions to “ her relative, the late Lord

Clew .” Mr. Lippe, notwithstanding his shabby

clothes and his unhappily long ears, exhibited a sat

isfaction and self-complacency really enviable ; and

as for Mary, satisfied with her loveliness, without

attempting to increase it by the charms of wit or

conversation, she ate and blushed in silence . The

general talk was dull; neither pleasing by its light

ness, nor instructive by its intellectuality. Claude

was rendered almost nervous, as well by the pro

found conceit of Lippe , and the painful and never

successful strugglesof Digby to remember the prin

cipal word in every sentence he uttered . He took

leave, therefore, at an early hour.

CHAPTER IX.

Glad to escape from a circle where he found so

little attraction , Claude strolled through the streets.

Almost unconsciously, his steps wandered towards

the cabinet where he had seen the portrait. Atthe

door he was surprised to find in his heart a kind of

anxiety, as if he were seeking an interview with a

VOL. I. - F
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real person, and was fearful of a disappointment.

He entered, and made his way to the little room.

The picture was still there . No one was present.

Only a boy had greeted him as he came in , and he

was busily writing in the front shop. A stream of

afternoon sunshine fell through the window . The

object of his attention was more striking than ever.

He continued gazing with new admiration, till,

whether from the fatigue of long fixed attention , or

from a feeling of actual tenderness, he sighed as

sincerely as if about to part for ever from a real

object of affection . It was now his turn to be em

barrassed, for, at a little distance, in the doorway,

stood the figure of the young man whom he had

met before gazing intently on this same painting:

His sallow , melancholy face was shaded by a kind

of stern surprise, and his eyes were fixed attentively

on him.

Claude recovered himself in an instant, and said,

“ You will perceive I am a great amateur of

painting, monsieur. I have taken a fancy to this

piece — it is so pretty. I should really like to buy

“ It is not for sale, monsieur,” said the stranger,

coldly .

"Then you know something of it ?"

Only that it is private property.”

“ Is it yours ?"

“ No, monsieur ! "

“ You are the artist, perhaps ?"

The young man made no reply. Modesty and

poverty are so often the companions of merit, that
Claude concluded at once — from his silence , his fa

ded clothes , his face thinned by application,and the

bright glances of his eyes, which seemed full of the

restless fire of genius - that he was the painter .

“ I must really express my admiration,” said

Claude, “ not only of the singular charm of the

countenance, but of the exquisite beauty of the pro

duction as a work of art. If it were to be bought "

it. ”

»

»
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“ I have told you, monsieur, that it is not to be

bought.”

“ Is it a fancy piece ?"

“ No, monsieur. He must have a very strange

imagination who could create such a face ; and it

is, I think , quite a sufficient triumph for any artist

to imitate it."

“ You will confer a favour on me, then, by telling

me the name of the original. "

Why so, monsieur ? She can be nothing to

you ?"

Very likely,” said Claude ; “ but ”

“ The person of whom this is a feeble copy," said

the stranger, “ exists ; but you would regard her

without any of the enthusiasm which you show at

the sight of her picture .'

“ You speak in enigmas,” said Claude, struck

with a certain earnestness in the voice and manner

of his companion.

“ She is eighty years old at present," said the

stranger ; " and this is the copy of a portrait taken

sixty -five years ago ; but I interrupt you. Bon jour,

monsieur. ”

“ Great Heaven !" thought Claude, “ how sin

gular! Thus fade the dreams of youth, hope, and

love. An old woman ! hobbling with a crutch, per

haps, around a silent chamber ; those tender eyes

dimmed ; the sweetness of that mouth gone ; the

pure hue of health and youth faded ; infirmity “

wrinkles - age! and, instead of joy, and hope, and

artless affection, only the traces of faded dreams

of broken affectionsof lost friends of vanished

pleasures . Oh ! vanity of the world ; oh ! phan
toms of life !"

And thus all his reveries at last ended in a moral,

which, being duly digested, he went to the theatre.
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CHAPTER X.

a

The next morning, at twelve, a richly-liveried
chasseur announced Count Carolan. It was the

hour of the appointment, and Claude was ready to

receive him . It was the first time they had met,

and they seemed mutually pleased with each other.

Claude's appearance was calculated to make a fa

vourable impression on a man of ton like Carolan.

Considerably above the middle height, and at once

striking the attention as a handsome man, he was

one of the few who to personal advantages add the

charm which springs from mind and character. His

form was erect and commanding, with that military

air which ensures respect ; and his countenance, re

fined and noble, conveyed an impression of a nature

whose gentler attributes were governed by a high

order of
energy

andcourage. His voice was sweet

and well modulated, and his manners that of one

accustomed to society, and who had the repose and

polish, without the frivolity and mannerism , which

so often distinguish a mere homme à la mode.

Count Carolan was a different sort of person .

He also was a handsome man, not equal in height

to the ordinary standard, with the air and appear

ance of a perfect gentleman, and unusually pleasing

in his manners . He made himself very agreeable,

asked Claude after Lord Perceval , and alluded to

the favourable impressionhe had left upon Madame

Wharton, whom he had declared to be a superior

In reply to some inquiries after her, he
said ,

“ She has been in a higher position in life, but, I

fear, not in a happier ; and we have, from delicacy,

always abstained from asking details of circum

stances which she appears anxious to banish alto

woman .
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gether from her mind . She is contented with us,

and she has been of inestimable service to my

daughter. By-the-way, I hope you will not forget

usto -day at four."

The count's carriage was at the door, and they

proceeded to their calls without farther delay. It

was three o'clock before the count dropped him

again at his hotel. They had seenmany ,and left
cards on many more distinguished persons. He

was still more favourably impressed with his new
friend after this interview , and a sincere regard ap

peared to have sprung up between them ; a slight

pomposity of manner, which would scarcely attract

his attention if he had not heard it alluded to, oc

casionally jarred upon the pleasures of the ride ; but

Claude amiably reasoned that every man had his

foibles, and it was wise to shut one'seyes to all but

the good in those with whom we associate.

At four o'clock he was at the door of Carolan's

splendid palace, the exterior of which he had al

ready so much admired. A file of carriages, the

servants in full livery, were driving up and off again ,

having setdown their company upon a carpet which
extended into the street. A crowdwas gathered

about the door to see them alight. He passed into

the broad and lofty hall, with large vases and grace.

ful statues rising around, and crowded with rows of

handsome men, glittering in liveries of velvet and

gold. Ascending the low flight of richly.carpeted
steps, and passing through an antechamber and

several other ample and magnificently furnished

rooms, of which the air was full of incense, and still

between files of domestics, stationed at short inter

vals from each other, he at length reached that one

where such of the guests as were already arrived

awaited the coming of the rest.
Count Carolan re

ceived him at the door in the most gracious man

ner, and, after shaking him heartily by the hand , led

him forward, and presented him to the countess :
F2
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a very fine-looking woman of five -and -forty, whose

unobtrusive dress and affable manners pleased him

at once . She made the usual inquiries, and was

evidently struck with his distinguished appearance.

He had time, however, to extend to her but a few

brief remarks, when Carolan , taking him again by

the arm , brought him to Madame Wharton, whose

face lighted with pleasure at the sight of him .

With a single shake of the hand, and a greeting on

either sidemore than friendly, he was led onand

presented to several other distinguished persons, on

whom he had called in the morning.

“ But where is my daughter — where's Ida ?" said
Carolan . “ Oh - I see - let me beg you --my dear

-Mr. Wyndham ."

Claude turned and bowed , scarcely seeing to

whom, for the girlish figure to whom these words

were addressed was facing a lady who occupied a

seat by her on a divan. She lifted her

slight salutation, and Claude was about to address

her with some commonplace remark, when, with

great surprise, he perceived the image of the por

trait, perfect as if reflected in a mirror, except that

the smile , as it came and passed away - the eyes,

as they were raised and lowered again modestly,

beneath his unguarded look of astonishment, brought

to it new beauties — the charm of motion — the love

liness which the rising colour and the low sweet

voice alone can give . It was not till Count Caro

lan had twice repeated " Mr. Wyndham ,” in the act

of presenting him to Lady Beverly, and uttered the

word “ Lord Elkington," that he recovered from his

surprise to perceive theform of Lady Beverly drawn

upcoldly to his half unconscious greeting ; and to

behold Élkington gazing at him throughhis glass,

and returning his bow with a reserve which, little

regarded at the time, was subsequently recalled to

memory

eyes with a

At this moment a servant announced dinner. The
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ladies, escorted by those whose rank entitled them

to the honour, led the way into the dining-room.

Elkington gave his arm to the young Countess Ida .

Madame Wharton was among the last. No one

seemed disposed to conduct her. She was, for a

moment, slightly embarrassed. Claude hastened to

her side, and in a few moments they were seated

next each other at table .

The dinner-service corresponded with the other

marks of the munificent host's wealth . A royal ta

ble could scarcely be more superbly laid with gold

and silver, in strikingforms and ofrich workmanship.

All this was rendered more splendid by the size and

magnificence of the hall and its furniture, the ex
quisite master-pieces of paintings which adorned the

walls, the rich ceilings and inlaid floor. The Count

ess Ida sat opposite Claude, a little on his left, and

Madame Carolan 'on his right. Theconversation,

instead of being general , divided itself into little co

teries, with as much freedom as if each were at a

table of his own . Claude glanced at the young

girl whose appearance had somuch surprised him .

She was talking with Elkington. He could not

hear what they said, but the tones of a sweetvoice

reached him. He looked at her with perfect impu

nity, for she never turned her eyes towards him, and

was obviously unconscious of his presence , as of
his existence . He watched her features to behold

if the faultless perfection, which rendered them so

lovely in repose, disappeared when she spoke or

laughed . But no ; the charm which the artist had

seizedwas but a small part of that with which Heav
en had invested her. There was as much to be.

a

in the tone of her voice as in the expression

ofher eyes . There was as much danger in her

motion as in the outline of her face and form . Who

could the stranger be who had so impudently mis

informed him ? What was his reason ? His eye

passed from her form and countenance to that of

wild
e
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her companion, Lord Elkington. There was some.

thing in him which displeased him, he scarce knew

why. He was aroused by Madame Wharton, who,

in a tone full of playful kindness, uttered the word
« Well !"

He started as if detected in some culpable action .

“Upon my word ,” said she, laughing, " you are

caughi at last."

“Indeed, madame,” said Claude, stammering in

spite of himself.

Oh, monsieur no apologies — no excuses.

Ought I not to say now, in mycapacity of Men

tor, Are these the thoughts, oh Telemachus, which

should occupy the mind of the son of Ulysses ?

Does itbecome you to yield at the first sight of the

enemy ? you, who were so confident when no dan

ger was near ? "

“ I acknowledge, oh Mentor," replied Claude,

laughing, “ the justice of your reproof. It but shows,

by another example, how rash is youth in daring

danger, and how weak in overcoming it.”

“But, without jesting, how do you like my fa

vourite . Have I over -described her ?"

“ With your supernatural penetration ,” said

Claude, “ you wouldnot believe me if I denied that

she greatly surpasses my expectations . But I am

already acquainted with her countenance.'

“ You have seen the portrait, taken by the Pro

fessor It is to appear at the exhibition .'

“ And the gentleman is your famous Lord El

kington ?"

" It is. How do you like him ?”

Claude hesitated.

“ Remember, you are my pupil,” continued she .

“ I must have no secrets ."

“ If I dared to form or express an opinion on such

slight grounds,” said Claude, “ and in so short a

time. ”

“ You may express any opinion to me,” said Ma

dame Wharton ; " I assure you I shall be discreet."

"
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“ Well, then, I don't like him ! "

“ It is curious,” said Madame Wharton, “ but he

makes the same impression upon me. At first I

liked him much. But, the more I see him, the more

this favourable impression wears off.”

“ Shall I not be taking too great a liberty in ask

ing whether she is actually affianced ? "

' It is so nearly settled that I regard it as irrevo

cable. The count is very anxious. Madame de

Carolan is always submissive to her husband's

wishes, and Lady Beverly is singularly interested .”

““ But the young lady herself ?".

“ Young ladies, in this part of the world, have not

much to say on these subjects. She would as soon

think of disobeying her parents in any other affair
of life as in this . She has been brought up so.

She considers it her duty , and I believe she would

sacrifice anything to that.”

“ This will be a sacrifice , then ?"

" Oh no, I do not say that ; on the contrary, she

is evidently attached to Lord Elkington !".

If Claude had not before perceived that he was

considerably interested in the questions he was put

ting, the disappointment which came over him , as

hereceived this annunciation, would have convinced

him . He turned his eyes upon her again . She

was still talking with Elkington. He had just said

something, apparently, which surprised and pleased

her ; and she had drawn a little back, and was look

ing in his face with an expression of earnest delight

and animation . There was in her countenance a

certain expression of confiding familiarity. He

withdrew his glance, determined to look no more.

He occupied himself the rest of the hour with Ma

dame Wharton, who gave him much information re

specting the principal personsat table ; among whom

were many of the foreign ministers, some celebrated

travellers, themost fashionable women of the societé,

and two or three individuals who had a European
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reputation, and whose names were destined to be

familiar to posterity.

The dinner was over in short time . The gen

tlemen rose with the ladies, and all adjourned once

more to the drawing-room, where coffee, &c., were

taken , during a conversation more social and gay
than that which had preceded the dinner. Claude

spoke again with Carolan , and with several others

who recognised him, or to whom he was presented .

Among them were several dashing youngmen . He

remarked particularly Count de Lavalle,Lord Beau

fort, and a Mr. Thomson. They were extremely

polite, particularly the latter, whobegged to be pre

sented to him. He offered, in a very pressing man.

ner, all kinds of services and counsel, and asked to

be permitted the pleasure of calling on him at his

hotel. Lord Beaufort, after the usual greeting,

merely remarked that it was "devilish stupid ;"“

that the people seemed all dying of ennui ;" that

he thought " the dinner would last an eternity.”
Lavalle informed Claude that a fine opera was to be

given at six, which would be attended by " every

body.” Two or three ambassadors, and otherlead

ers of the ton , told him they should be most happy

to see himat their houses on certain evenings ofthe

week ; and both Madame and Monsieur Carolan

were particular in making him promiseto come the

next evening at nine to their ball and supper, of

which they gave one a week through the winter.

While he was talking with Countess Carolan, the

latter called Ida tosay something to her which de

manded a reply, and led to a kind of dispute . Claude

was appealed to. A feeling, not unnatural in one of

his character, but very ridiculous , threw over him a

kind of reserve-a hauteur — when he found himself

compelled to address her. As if she supposed this

either his natural manner, or perhaps timidity, with

a sweetness of nature which touched him with com

punction even while he replied, she added a few

a

a
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words, which he answered with a distant politeness

so different from his air while conversingwith oth

ers, that the young girl observed it. A colour rose

to her cheek , and,astwo persons who felt that there

was , no congeniality between them, and almost a

dislike, they parted. A few moments afterward,

while he was laughing and talking very gayly with

a lovely woman ,he saw Ida sitting alone ; then

Elkington approached her, her face lighted up, and

he felt that this handsomeyoung lord possessed her

affection .

CHAPTER XI .

FROM the Carolans, Claude went to the opera .

The house was already full; and he was surprised

to see the large proportion of officers, whose glitter

ing uniforms, combined with the elegant toilets of

the ladies, and the ample box in front, furnished with

chairs, and decoratedwith particular splendour for

the members andguests ofthe royal family, added

greatly to the effect of the scene. Presently the

royal box was filled with princes and princesses,

with their maréchals, chambellans, grande-maitres

ses, and dames d'honneur, forminga circle extreme

ly imposing. It was, indeed, the whole Prussian

court, surrounded by the corps diplomatique and

the principalnobility of the town.

Claude had scarcely taken the seat which the

box -keeperprocuredfor him, when a familiar “Bonа

soir, Wyndham ,” behind him, and a hand laid gen

tly on his shoulder, attracted his attention to Lord

Beaufort.

“ How are you ?" said he . “ You don't mean to

stay here through the whole piece, I hope ?"

9
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Certainly,” said Claude ; “ I came for that pur

pose.”

“You'll be suffocated , ” said he. “ I would not

remain through one act for a much better opera .”

“ Indeed ?"

“ They murder music here. It's shocking, posi

tively.”

Why, I understood ,” said Clayde, disappointed ,
" that I should hear some excellent music ."

Nothing can be more horrid ; however, it's bet

ter than one of Carolan's dinners . Such bores. I

really - can't endure them . Can you ?"

“ On the contrary,” said Claude , " 12"

“ Ah ! I see - you're a stranger. They're very

well at first, but, after once or twice, they're épou

vantables ! Carolan's sucha pompous ass . Itputs

me in mind of
phrase of Voltaire's : ‘ I can never

talk with his excellency without wishing to horse

whip him !' "

“Oh, you are severe.

No, upon my honour ; and then their exertions

to marry that girl of theirs . It's disgusting - posi

tively .”

“ Are you speaking of the young Countess Ida ? ”

“ Yes ; didn't you see all dinnertime ? She's as

bad as they. A rich English lord, who is to bean

earl, is rather a fat fish in the net of a Prussian

count."

“ You don't mean to suspect that lovely girl of

fishing for Lord Elkington ? ” said Claude, with sur

prise.

“ I know she does,” said Beaufort, coolly.

"They're all mad after him. She's got him, too,

they say. Though he's a complete puppy entre

nous — and as great @mAh, how are you , Elking

The door had opened at the moment,and the

Carolans, with Elkington and Lady Beverly, came

in . He had scarcely exchanged salutations when

Lavalle and Thomson entered also .

ton ?"
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« Well, here comes that fool Thomson," whisper

ed Beaufort. “ I am off ; he's a little too polite for

me. Adieu ! ” and he took his leave for another

box .

Lavalle saluted Claude warmly. They already

seemed , by a kind of presentiment, to mark each

other out for friends. Thomson, who had taken a

profoundliking to Claude, made a profusion of bows,

shaking him most affectionately by the hand ; beg

ged him to take another place nearer the stage,

which, he assured him, he would find more conve

nient; asked if he had a bill, and, on finding that

he had not, resigned his own, insisting upon his

keeping it, as he perfectly well knew the piece,and

had not the slightest occasion for it . He even of

fered to hold his hat, but this Claude objected to ;

and, although his very amiable companion protested

that he “ really liked to hold hats at an opera - it

was an occupation for him — it gave him something-

to do,” Claude begged to be allowed to retain his
himself.

The house was now full and quietly seated . The

curtain had risen , and the opera was proceeding,

when, at a moment when there was an interval of

comparative silence, as well among the audience as

on the scene, the box door was opened, and a con

siderable bustle and rustle announced the entrance

of new-comers. They proved to be the Digbys.

Madame was en grand toilet, and Digby was so

much over-dressed as to attract towards both a gen

eral attention . They made also a good deal of noise.

The notice thus drawn upon them was not the less

continued from the appearance of Mary. She had

the taste to dress becomingly ; and her very beauti

fulface and form , exhibiting all the fulness of youth
and health , never appeared to more striking advan

tage . It seemed that every eye and glass in the

house were turned towards them , and they excited,

indeed, such obvious remark - Digby and his hon
Vol. I.-G
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est dame by their conspicuous dress and the noise

they made, and Mary by the loveliness of a face not

seen before in the Berlin circles — that admiration by

the gentlemen, comments by the ladies, and inqui

ries by both were quite audible, and the Carolans

turned to see who it was. At this moment, with

the eyes of the whole house upon them, and almost

in a position as public as that of the actors on the

stage, the Digbys recognised Claude, and nothing

would answer but a general and hearty shaking of

hands, and divers exclamations of delight and sur

prise . Mrs. Digby thought, like many of her bet

ters, that notoriety was distinction, and that the more

she could be conspicuous the better effect she should

have upon this her debut in the fashionable world .

As Claude and Mary stood together a moment, while

the party were arranging themselves in their seats,

various whispers flew through the house that they

were a rich and noble English family ; that they

were intimate relatives of “ Lord Clew ;" that “la

jeune Anglaise" was about to marry Monsieur de

Wyndham , who had come with them to Berlin , that

the ceremony might be performed and the honey

moon spent in this gay metropolis . Some said Mr.

Digby was Lord Clew himself. Mrs. Digby was

completely inflated and off her balance with the

delight of being, with her darling and lovely daugh

ter, the object of such general and respectful atten
tion . Claude saw Ida look at Mary with evident

admiration as the latter seated herself beside him,

and lifted her eyes with her usual blush to his face.

There was no reason why he should care what

opinion the young countess might form of him or of

his affairs, and yet he was a litile embarr that

she should see him so apparently familiar with a

person who,however pretty, was, after all, a sad

simpleton . Elkington also , at the same time, turn

ed, and ,as their eyes met, Claude bowed . Elking

ton eyed him coolly through his glass, but did not
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make any reply. What rendered this more unpleas

ant was, that Ida saw it, and obviously with surprise.

There is in nature no particular indignity in bowing

one's head to a person who does not choose tobow

in return, but there are few things more likely to

arouse one's indignation. This, with several other

circumstances, awakened his observation respecting

both Lord Elkington and his mother, of whom the

latter had several times regarded him with a fixed

attention, much more marked than anything in their

relative position rendered natural. He resolved to

avail himself of the very earliest opportunity to as

certain, for his satisfaction at least, whether the

slight put upon him by Elkington was intended or

accidental. Elkington,as if conscious of his thought,

-turned that instant, and Ida also . Claude leaned

forward , and said ,

“ Good evening, Lord Elkington ."

The young man resumed his original position

with such perfect coolness, that even yet, for a mo

ment, it was scarcely possible to believe his conduct

intentional.

“ My dear Mr. Wyndham ,” said Mrs. Digby, in a

voice too loud not to excite attention , “ I can never

do
you know - remember the name of the thing

they look through — the spyglass. I always call

mine the spyglass.”

“ The opera -glass, you mean."

“ Yes - the spyglass - or the opera -glass - in-

English it's all the same thing, you know ; but I
mean the French name.'

Lorgnette,” said Claude .

“ Milles remercimengs!" said Madame Digby,

with an affectation which Claude had never seen

in her before. Do
you

know we've left ours chez

nous. That John ofmine, as usual, forgot it. "

“Well-if she will be eternally giving me things

to - to - my pocket,” said Digby .

“ John ," said Madame Digby, with a look of

-
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one ?"
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intense reproof ; " pray, Mr. Wyndham, have you

No,” said Claude, anxious to stop this interest

ing conversation by whispered and monosyllabic

replies .

" Couldn't you borrow one ? for I am positively
lost without it."

“ No, " said Claude .

“ She bought it to -day - and never had one before

in her life," whispered Mr. Digby, with a wry face,
aside to Claude.

" Do you speak English, mounseer ?" said Mrs.

Digby to an old gentleman behind her, with a red

face and white hair, and a riband in his button-hole .a

The old gentleman replied only by pursing up his

mouth and brows into a piteous expression of futile

politeness , and shrugging his shoulders to intimate

that he could not understand her.

" Do you, mounseer ?" demanded Mrs. Digby of
another.

The last said some words which were entirely

unintelligible to her,but, bowing with great affabil
ity, handed her a bill .

Did you ever see such a set of born fools ? " said

Madame Digby:

Claude cast his eyes towards Mary. She was

in the full crisis of a blush , and he smiled and lean

ed over her to speak . From her awkward habit of

blushing, it was rather a dangerous matter to speak

to her in the presence of others without letting them

hear what was said, for it might be supposed, from

her manner of receiving the most indifferent remark,

that she was in theactof yielding to a red-hot dec
laration of love . By one of those chances which

lovers complain of, Ida turned again at this moment

to speak to her father, who sat behind her, and she

sawthe head of Claude bent over towards Mary's,

and the heightened colour of the silly girl could not

have been unnoticed. It seemed, however, as if she
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desired to exonerate herself from any participation

in the rudeness of Elkington, for she slightly bent

her head and smiled. There was kindness, there

was almost confidence in her expression. Their

eyes met, and Claude, with a sense of relief, was

satisfied that she was not only astonished , but dis

pleased at the rudeness of her companion . His

look of pleasure was so true and lively that it
seemed to surprise her. Claude looked at Elking

ton. He could just perceive his features, and that

there was a cloud upon his brow. A sense of

pleasure kindled a moment in his heart, but died

away as he remembered that he was indulging in a

very unusual admiration for one who, in fact, was

all but the wife of another.

“ Why, who on airth is that ? " said Madame

Digby.

It was not in Claude's nature to do an unamiable

act, and he told her. The good dame was in such

a flutter of enjoyment, and so unconscious of doing

anything wrong, and she seemed to count with so

much confidence on his services , that, however an

noyed by her loud talk and fidgety manner, he did
not wish to offend her.

“ What, are they the ones we talked about in the

stage -coach ? ”

Why, you don't say so !-dear me !-bless my
boul !”

Here she whispered John,who whispered Mary ;

and then Mrs. Digby, fearful that Mary might not

hear, leaned over a little old gentleman's lap behind
her, and whispered Mary herself, and the word

“ Carolan " was heard rather audibly repeated sev

eral times. This must have been particularly edi.

fying to the count, who sat on the second seat and

heard it all, without being himself recognised by the

lady who was so anxiously scrutinizing the female

members of his family.

á Yes.”

G2
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“ Well! I don't really think she is so very pret,

ty ,” said Mrs. Digby. “ She ain't to be compared

to our Mary!"

“ If her nose was a little longer,” said Digby.

“ And as for the countess -- that big woman's the

countess, I suppose -- ain't she , Mr. Wyndham ?

And who's the tall one with long curls ? Don't you

know her ? Why - no - yes - no - it is—as sure

as you live,” continued Mrs. Digby, “ there's Lord

Elkington."

“ D-n him - so he is ! ” said Digby.

" Well, I wonder he doesn't see Mary,” said Mrs.

Digby.

Here Mr. Digby half hummed over the air which

the singer was giving from the stage . It happened

to be a favourite one ; and the noise in the box oc

casioned a call for order and silence , accompanied

by one or two hisses from the pit ; and the old gen

ileman, upon whose lap Mrs. Digby had just rested,

and who had for some time leaned aside, with his

open hand to his ear by way of a trumpet , at once

to receive the sound of the music and to exclude

that of the conversation, which had thrown him into

a high state of angry excitement , turned upon Mr.

Digby with a glance so furious that he stopped

humming instantly, to listen to a harangue about

thirty seconds in duration,accompanied by corre

sponding gestures, in the German language.

“ Oh - certainly - by all means - mounseer !" said

Digby. “ If that is really your opinion , I myself

think differently."

And here Mrs. Digby and Mary fell into a fit of

laughing, which they could not at once repress.

Matters here rested for half an hour ; but Claude

was next annoyed by Mrs. Digby's requesting to be
presented to the Countess Ida.

“ Iwant to see if she's as pretty close as she is
far off. I don't believe a word of it."

Claude assured her that it was out of the question

a
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to present people at the opera. And, with the view

of getting ridof her, he lifted the seat in front of

him , which by some accident had remained unoccu

pied, and took theplace. Although not in the same

box, this brought him by the side of Ida . A slight

salutation passed again between them . He then

carelessly cast his eyes over the surface of heads in

the pit. Every face there was turned towards the

scene with one exception . A young man in the

centre fixed his eyes on the box. He recognised

his face immediately. It was the poor and eccen

tric artist who had misinformed him respecting the

portrait of Ida . At first he thought he was looking

towards himself; but, finding that he did not with

draw his eyes when he returned it, he saw that Ida

was the object of his attention , and that his glance

was riveted upon her.

“ Will you permit me to ask if you know the

young person in the pit whose face is turned to

wards you ?" said Claude.

Ida looked in the direction indicated, and per

ceived him at once .

Certainly - very well,” she replied , after salu

ting affably the young stranger.

He is a poor artist,I believe,” said Claude, “ and

has painted a charming portrait of you ; but I have

not heard his name."

“ An artist — he ? " said Ida. “ He paint my pic

ture ? Not he --- poor fellow ! He is a teacher of

languages - Mons. Rossí. ”

Indeed ! ” said Claude.

“ He has given me lessons in Italian for some

time, and continues still to do so . Papa pities him ;

he is very poor ; and he is, besides, so punctual,

80 attentive, and takes such pains to please—

As Claude looked on Ida , he conceived a suspi

cion of the secret of this poor fellow's misery ; his

gazing on the portrait - his refusal to nameher

his sigh - and his fixed attention to her during the
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present evening. While he pitied, he could not

blame him . He felt that, were he himself called to

her side an hour every day, he might be as auda

cious and as wild ; and once more a cold reserve

came over his manner, and his abrupt transition

seemed to surprise and embarrass her.

“ Do you speak English , mem ?" said Madame

Digby, leaning over andaddressing Ida.

Alittle !" was the modest andpolite reply.

Well, mem, thank God ! and so do I ; and I'm

really glad , mem, to hear my own language so well

spoke in foreign parts."

Ida slightlybowed, with a smile.

“ Not but that I speak French, mem, also - un

poo, but I prefer the English infinitely, as any other,

person of sense must. It's so much - So

much easier, mem . "

Ida looked at Claude as if for some explanation ,

having already seen him on terms of such apparent

intimacy. That young gentleman's amiability was

ebbing fast. Hebeganto wish he had cut the Dig

bys long ago, and he felt as if the earth's opening

and swallowing him at once would be a fate alto

gethertoo delightful.

“ Will you be so good as to lend me your spy .

glass ? ” said Mrs. Digby. “Thank you, mem ; it's

so very far from hereto the stage, that one does not

know whether the actors are there or not. "

After a considerable turning and twisting with

the " spyglass,” pulling it quite out and shutting it

quite in, and several dear me's” and “ bless my“

souls,” Mrs. Digby handed it back with,

“ Thank
you,

mem !”

And then , from the quiet manner of Ida, suspect

ing that she had not made a favourable impression,

she added,

“ I hope, mem, you'll not think me for'erd in

opening the conversation . I should not have pre

sumedto do so, only our very intimate friend, Mr.

"



THE COUNTESS IDA. 81

Wyndham , has spoken so much of you, that I really

feel as if wewere old acquaintances. I hope there's

no harm done, mem ?"

“ Not in the least,” said Ida.

“Well, mem, that's right . I was sure there

wasn't."

Elkington, who had been looking and listening

during this conversation, here whispered the Count

ess Carolan, and then to his mother, who sat next

to Ida . Lady Beverly also whispered Ida, and rose .
Claude heard Ida's voice : “No, I assure you, not

in the least ! ” and then Lady Beverly : “ Yes, my

dear, your mother wishes it. " Ida accordingly

rose and changed places with Lady Beverly, while
Elkington took that just occupied by Ida. This

brought him next to Claude, buthe turned his shoul

der towards him as he looked upon the scene, and

did not alter his position during the evening.

" I hope, mem ," commenced Mrs. Digby, about

to address aremark across Elkington's shoulder to

Lady Beverly ; but that lady, with a start, and a

countenance of surprise and anger, regarded the

honest damea moment in a way which effectually

discouraged her from farther proceedings.

CHAPTER XII.

When the opera was over, Claude was met in

the lobby by Lavalle and Beaufort. The Carolan

party came out, and the countess stopped to speak

with him .

“ I have been requested to bring you this evening
with us to Madame de B's.

Come to us , then, in half anhour. She is the lady

of the ambassador , and she will expect you.

Adieu ! I shall see you presently." -

Will you go ?
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Carolan then came out, and also said a few words

to Claude .

“ You are to go with madame this evening to

Madame de B — ' s. I am engaged ; you will beI

her chevalier ."

“ I am too happy to be at her orders,” said Claude.

The footman now came up with the cloaks, and

announced the carriage.

Ida's " good -night" to Claude in his own lan

guage sounded like music .

“Dieu ! est elle belle ? ” said Lavalle, kissing the

ends of his gloved fingers, and turning up his eyes

in a sort of half affected rapture.

“ She's well enough ,” said Beaufort, “ but her face

is silly. It wants expression .”

“ Good-evening,mem !” said Mrs. Digby, as she

caught the eye of Ida ; and then, brushing by Lady

Beverly, she followed the footman to her carriage,

while Digby, with Mary, came after.

The Carolans had gone on, and were out of sight

as Elkington came out of the box so as to meet

Mary . He stopped her.

“ I hope you are well this evening, and that you

will permitme to call and make my excuses to you

for the apparent rudeness of which I was guilty the

other day? "

“ Oh yes - always- certainly — my lord,” said

Mary, with a deep blush.

Indeed, I shall take the liberty very soon ,” said

he ; and with a look of admiration, and without look

ing at Claude, he gave his arm to his mother and

passed on .

The young men accompanied Claude a part of

the way to his hotel , and made various comments,

with much zest, upon persons, male and female, of

the society whose acquaintance he had not yet form

ed . Monsieur de This, Mademoiselle de That, and

Madame de the Other, were here arraigned with

very little ceremony, and were occasionally dismiss

"
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ed with a lively or facetious estimate, probably far

short of their respective opinions of themselves.

The invitation which Claude had received from

Madame de Carolan was given and accepted in a

minute, and he scarcely understood its import.

Was he to escort that lady to Madame deB—'s ?

and was Ida to be of the party ?

The necessary alterations in his toilet were soon

made. In less than half an hour he was at Caro

lan's . Ida and her father were in the drawing -room .

“ You come in time," said the count, “ for I must .

go ;"and he leftthem almost immediately. Claude
found himself alone with the person with whom, in

spite of his general good sense and his sober prin

ciple of right, he was, eachhour, each moment, be

coming morefascinated. A short conversation en

sued. Claude was reserved and distant. He was

determined to give no token of the power which this

young girl already began to exercise over him. His

courtesy, while it was all that a gentleman could

bestow , made her think his character haughty and

his heart cold .

Their short interview was presently interrupted

by the entrance of Madame Wharton, and then of

the countess , and the carriage was announced at the

same moment. On their way to Madame de B—'s

a lively conversation was carried on between the

countess and himself. Ida remained silent. It was

the first time she had ever found herself almost

proudly repulsed, and her glance, so much valued,

so gratefully acknowledgedby all she had met be

fore, not only unsought, but apparently undesired .

A feeling of dislike arose in her heart, but it was

mingledwith pique and curiosity. With all her ad

vantages of person and character, she had a modest

opinion of herself; and it could not enter into her

inexperienced mind that the young stranger, who

almost rudely withdrew from her careless affability,

was more capable of appreciating her and more
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ready to admire, than any one she had met before,

and that it was a consciousness of her power and

his own danger which repelled a man of honour

from her side. Once, as a lamp cast its light upon

her face through the carriage window , Claude fixed

his eyes upon it, himself in the shadow . It was

thoughtful as of one alone, and as touched with per

fect beauty as a head by Guido. A sentiment of

admiration , of love, entered his breast. He felt

himself in the presence of one formed to impress

and sway him with a word or look, and yet so far

beyond his reach that it was a crime to think of

her . There was something in this hopeless pas

sion-thus full -born withinhim in an instant, as if

by inspiration -- for a being so exalted, so lovely,

so guarded by all the haughty distinctions of rank

andwealth - which suited his romantic and melan

choly nature, his passionate and high imagination.

His course through the world had been alone. It

had been like a wanderer in a bark over a dark sea,

without companion by his side or lightabove ; and

this young girl broke upon him like a star, whose

loved beams, however distant, however cold, might

cheer his gloom and guide him on his solitary track .

The spell wasthrown over him in that careless mo

ment. " He yielded that kind of tender and unqual

ified worship which is one of the charms of youth,

genius, and purity of character.

At the Countess de B- L's he found all the so

ciety assembled. The affable hosts received him

with pleasure. The half dozen saloons and ball

room werethronged . He recognised , in a distant

corner of the room , Lady Beverly seated, with her

glass to her eye, and peering at him through the

crowd with an earnest watchfulness of his motions,

which again surprised him .

Presently Lavalle addressed him.

- You don't dance ?"

a

“ Oh yes !”



THE COUNTESS IDA. 85

a

"Let me make you acquainted with Mademoiselle

de Vigne." The young lady was very pretty and

lovely, and spoke English perfectly well. She

had dark hair and eyes, and appeared enjoying a

state of health and spirits which had never been

disturbed by a care.

“ You are very much lié with the Carolans," said

she,asthey paused in the dance,

“ I like them much."

“ And what an angel Ida is ! "

“ Do you think her pretty ?”

r “ Oh ! I think her the most perfect creature in

the whole world ; do not you ?" .

“ She is certainly pretty ," said Claude, smiling

at her enthusiasm .

“ Oh, I am sure. Such a heavenly countenance

-suchan angelic figure — such a beautiful manner

-and then, oh Dieu ! she draws and plays-and

sings and dances — all the gentlemen are in love

with her. They say a great many have broken
their hearts for her.”

“ Yes ?"

“ Oh yes. Her father is an excellent person-but,

oh Dieu !so proud. But she has made a superb

partie, and sheis so happy - everybody adores her!"

“ Lord Elkington, then, is certainly going to mar

“ Oh dear, yes."

“ And is she attached to Lord Elkington ?”

“ Oh, certainly . How can she help it ? Do you

not think him very handsome ?"

“ Rather so ."

“ And such a delightful person - so amiable -- s0

lovely and clever - such a good-heartedman -- what

a beautiful and happy couple they will make! I

assure you, they are the talk and admiration of every

body ; and then Lady Beverly-such a charming

woman !”

Claude could not but compare the artlessness of
Vol. I.-H

«

ry her ?"
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this pretty child — who had knownnothing of life but

its joys, and who was just emerging from the shel

ters of her home into a world which she expected

to find for ever all sunshine and flowers — with Beau

fort, who piqued himself upon being blasé.

“ Are you acquainted with Madame Wharton ?

asked she, after finishing anotherturn in the dance .

yes. She is a very great favourite of mine ."

“ Everybody thinks her such an estimable wom
an. Shehas brought Ida up so admirably — but do

you know ,” she added, mysteriously, “ that no one

can tell anything of her earlier history ! "

“ Indeed !”

“ She was an English lady, they say - very rich

-but no one knows the least about her affairs.

They do say that— "

But herethe fair narrator was obliged to resume

her dancing ; and then the contre -dance was finish

ed ; and then a tall, blooming-faced young officer,

with his clothes made very tight, so as to exhibit a

slender and elegant form to the utmost advantage,

came up in great haste, and claimed her hand for the

next dance, and Claude did not get near her again

during the evening, though he often saw her light

and girlish figurewhirling in the waltz, in all the

unclouded enjoyment of innocence and youth .

WheneverLavalle met him, he took occasion to

enter into conversation with him. He liked him

more and more, and discovered in him a mind su

perior to the general order of more fashionable

Thomson annoyed him by a constant series

of civilities , which he could scarcely withdraw from ,

as they seemedto be the result of an ever obliging

disposition. His principal pleasure, however, ap

peared to be to talk of, or form a party at whist,

as this seemed to be the engrossing subject of his

reflection, and the principal enjoyment of his life.

In the course of theevening, Claude passed Elking

ton several times without any sign ofmutual recog

men .
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nition . With Lady Beverly it was the same. She

was always stately and cold, and appeared to over

look him, although more than once, when she did

not think herself observed ,she regarded him with

a scrutiny for which he could not account.

At twelve the supper was over and the company

began to disperse.Claude found his ever faithful

Carl in the hall with his cloak, and was about re

turning to his hotel, when Thomson insisted that he

should join Lavalle, Beaufort, and two or three oth

ers at his rooms for a rubber of whist. Lavalle

urged his compliance. He found that Thomson,

who was an Englishman of respectable family,

lived with considerable style. Acircle of young

men of independent fortune met there. Several

were elegant and highly cultivated persons, des

tined subsequently to taketheir standin the world,

and perhaps in history ; while many were merely the

careless characters of a day, who pass their lives

without trouble or reflection, in a narrow circle of

amusements, taking little care to cultivate under

standings which they might have rendered useful

to their country. To him , however, they were all

alike affable, and he passed several gay hours at the

whist-table. They chatted, smoked , supped, and

played, and it was near three when Claude found

himself in the street alone on his return home.

CHAPTER XIII.

It was a pleasant night. The air was still and

clear withoutbeing cold, and very refreshing and

agreeable. The moon was in the wane, and had

just risen, casting a singular radiance over the earth

and heaven . Having supped heartily, and, with
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several new and interesting topics of reflection, be

ing too fullyawake to think ofsleep, he determined

to prolong his stroll around the town . The streets

were silent and lonely. Here and there the night

watch went slowly by, with his long, shrill whistle,

as if ingeniously contrived to disturb the sick , to

awaken the sleeping, and to do service to none ex

cept thieves and robbers, who, thus warned, get to

their hiding-places till he is out of the way. Be

fore the palaces of princes and military officers of

high standing, and the public edifices, the guards

paced slowlyto and fro, in their simple gray cloaks

and leathern caps, their muskets glittering in the

moonbeams; and once during his ramble he was

crossed by a company of fifteen or twenty soldiers,

on their rounds to relieve guard, their measured

tramp echoing on the pavement,and reminding him

that he was in the metropolis of one of the greatest

military governments of Europe.

Claude went on, now indulging in his own reve

ries, now watching the broad, level streets, so beau

tiful in the moonlight, and the sculptured palaces,

with their shadowy courts and half-unearthly com

pany of statues ; now listening to the whistle of the

watch, as it retreated and died away in the distance .

At length he found himself before the Brandenburg

gate , and paused to admire the tall columns, the

stately outline, and the bronze group upon the top.

The guard at the gate made no question as he

passed out to extend a ramble so delightful into the

wood. It was the hour for calm thought, and he

had many subjects ofreflection. The principal one

was the young girl with whom he had become ac

quaintedin so curious a manner, and who seemed

the imbodyingof his fairest visions of woman . He

had been struck with her character as described by

Madame Wharton - an authority the best that could

exist on such a subject. That of a mother would

have been partial; that of a friend might have been



THE COUNTESS IDA . 89

drawn from imperfect sources. His own experi

ence he could have placed but little confidence in,

for he knew how different a thing woman often is

in her real mind from what she appears when in

vested with the charm of beauty and seen in the

walks of pleasure . It is probable that, without the

previous eulogies of Madame Wharton, the grace

and loveliness of Ida would not have succeeded in

impressing him so seriously. Every one will not

sympathize with a young man who cannot fall in

love till assured by better authority than his own

observations of the merit of the object. But this

was Claude's character ; imbued with thought, his

feelings, or atleast his actions, were subservient to
his reason . His lonely life had rendered contem

pla almost too habitual to him . He had dwelt

too long and too much on the valuelessness of the

earthly objects so ardently sought by his fellow

creatures. For, after all, the everlasting homilies

on the evanescence of existence, while they rarely

arrest the thoughtless in their pursuit of pleasure or

the wickedin their career of guilt, often render the

contemplative unnecessarily sad, and deprive the

unhappy of sources of distraction from solemn real

ities which a benevolent Providence did not intend

should appal or overshadow us.
To Claude most

of the objects of life were phantoms - most of its

joys illusions. He wanted the development of his

affections to balance and perfect his character, and

to counteract the results of a too exclusivedevelop

ment of his intellectual faculties. He had lived in

a world of thought. He wanted to descend into the

warmer one of feeling. His mind had occupied

itself with subjects vast, high, and eternal. He

had not studied society and common life with suffi

cient attention. Such a mind may be great if oc

casion presents, but cannot be contented in the

world where weare destined to live. Some author

observes with a true philosophy, “Bad as men may

a

H 2
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be, Providence intends that we shall love them ."

The uncompromising energy of Claude's character,

and the independence of an original thinker, made

the path of youth one of danger,and caused him, in

many things, to stand aloof from other men.

As he wandered on, Elkington, his singular inso

lence - Lady Beverly, her unaccountable curiosity,

which seemed to watch his actions and search into

his soul - recurred to his memory. The former he

resolved to avoid if possible, and he determined

never to deviate from the cold courtesy which

should avert a quarrel. The anger with which he

had received his rudeness passed away under the

fields of heaven. He reflected that it was not in the

power
of such a man to insult him .

He paused at these thoughts and gazed upward.

The air was strangely clear; for nature, as if seek

ing higher praise than man’s, seems to put on more

wonderful beauty when his eye no longer gazes on

it. An indescribable peace and lustre reigned ev

erywhere : upon the piles of motionless and silver

clouds, the steady-beaming planets, and the far

off, ever-burning groups of stars. Hegazed long

and intently with a fervid wonder. There flowed

the Milky Way, rolling its snowy and noiseless

waves throughthe trackof blue . He gazed almost

breathless into its eternal depths. There was Orion,

mounting heavenward with his glittering belt; and

there - at rest amid this revolving multitude - the

point on which seemed to hang all this infinite

sphere of worlds -- half seen, and undistinguished

by the common eye—the wanderer's guide- the

lover's hope the type, in its constancy, of how few

hearts !-lay the polar star.

As he lost himself in the contemplation of this

sublime scene and the thoughts to which it gave

rise, a dog, not far behind him , howled. It caused

him to turn, and , with considerable surprise, he be

held a figure by his side . The apparition was so
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“ Who are you ,

a

sudden and unexpected , in that complete solitude

and in the dead of night, that it almost wore the

character of a supernatural visitation . The stranger

was a stout, rough-looking man , with a bold, bad

face , and a deformed, club nose. He was dressed

in a kind of frock or gabardine, open in front, and

bound with fur. The cuffs were bound with the

same material. He had on a low -crowned, broada

brimmed hat. His cheeks were sallow and sunken ,

and a long beard descended to his breast. By his

costume Claude recognised one of those Polish

Jews who are not unfrequently seen in the streets
of Berlin .

The stranger regarded him for a moment with a

fixedness which increased his astonishment.

and what do you want with me ?"

demanded Claude, in German..

“ It is a mistake, sir ; I looked for another per

son ,"said the Jew, in English.

“ How ! You speak English ! You know me for

an Englishman ! ” said Claude, more and more sur

prised .

The stranger, without answering, regarded him

again from headto foot,and, suddenly turning away,

disappeared in the shadows of the forest. Claude

was at a loss to conjecture whether this incident

was accidental,or whether it had any seriousmean

ing. The man's demeanour was not that of a rob

ber, but of one who had a desire to examine his

features. There was something insidious in his

manner ; and his harsh and ugly face had an ex

pression singular and discomposed. As his ap

proach had been sudden and noiseless, so his re

treat was abrupt. Was he a robber or an assassin ?

Had it been his design only to attack the careless

passenger for the risk of such booty as he might

chance to have about him ? or had he intended to

strike down some particular individual from amo..

tive of revenge ? and had he luckily discovered his

a
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mistake in time to withhold the blow ? These were

serious questions ; but, long ere he reached home,

they were forgotten in the new thoughts and fears

—for hopes there were none - of the fair young girl

whose presence already made Berlin the hallowed

spot of all the world to him.

CHAPTER XIV.

Claude to Mr. Denham .

“ My dear Denham,

"Your affectionate letter is received, and I sit

down to answer it, half hesitating, notwithstanding

the sincere friendship I entertain for you, whether

I ought to comply with your wishes, and relate to

you all the adventures ofmylife, and all the appre

hensions which agitate my mind . You will not,

even from this confession, doubt the sincerity of my

sentiments ; for you are, mydear Denham , the only

man on earth whom I consider my friend. It is

melancholy to reflect how few among all my ac

quaintance I place complete reliance on . Some

who could, perhaps, appreciate the nature of true

friendship, have their affections occupied elsewhere ;

and many, who exhibit a desire to become intimate,

are not recommended by qualities which alone can

make intimacy agreeable. 'Of the young men whom

I have here associated much with, there is one in

particular whom I have learned to esteem . Were

we together for some years , I fear you would have

a rival. But I am in this metropolis only for so
.

short a time, and he is so much engaged with other

avocations, that the interest we feelin each other

will probably never grow beyond mutual wishes ;

for what would be the use of cultivating a connex

a
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ion , of which the short period could scarcely bemore

pleasant than the inevitable termination would be

painful? I see in this young man, however,much
which resembles you. He is naturally noble and

superior, born amid all the advantages of prosperity ,

and spending his life in a sphere of fashion and

pleasure , among men beneath him in intellect ; and

yet, while he equals and surpasses them in the ele

gant frivolities of fashion, hehas the taste and reso
lution to cultivate his understanding, and the wis

dom to reason with impartiality and truth upon sub

jects generally the least understood in such circles.

To see him in the drawing-room, you would sup

pose him only the gay and light homme du monde;

while in his study he is evidently fitting himself for

a career of usefulness. This much in reply to your

inquiry respecting new friends.' To your entreaty

that I should leave off travelling and seek myself

out a good wife, I have also something to say. I

have many objections to marriage in my case.

They are not those which generally influence men
who remain bachelors. I have no prejudices

against women, or apprehensions of the married

state . On the contrary, I soberly believe no man

can fulfil his duty, and enjoyall thehappiness inten.

ded for him , without a family. The pleasures and

affections - even the responsibilities, restraints, and

cares which they produce, all tend to develop and

balance his character, to enlarge his mind, and to

keep his heart in a medium point of enjoyment most

favourable to health, content, and honour. An old

bachelor is almost sure to have some inaccurate no

tion or loose principle, which the reflection conse
quent on afamily protects a husband and father from .

No, my friend, do not suspect me of such flippant

objections to matrimony; but there are others which

I cannot easily overcome. You are aware of my

general history, but I do not think I ever ventured

to tell it to you distinctly, for it has been a subject

not very agreeable for me to touch upon. I will
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sketch it for you , however, and let you judge wheth

er it does not offer me solid arguments against mar

rying.

“ The earliest thing I can remember is a family

where I was badly treated, in the West Indies . I

was, at an early age,I scarce know how orwhy,

taken from thence. I crossed the ocean, and was

placed at an English school. I remained there till

I was prepared for the University. All these meas

ures concerning me were taken by invisible agents .
I saw no one, knew no one, suspected no one. I

became here acquainted with Lord Perceval, who

was considerably my senior, and whose friendship

has survived our school days . On leaving the Uni

versity. I received a letter . I have preserved it. It -

is in the keeping of Lord Perceval . " The words are

engraven on my memory. The writing was in an

obviously disguised hand. It ran thus:

« « It is time you should know sufficient of your

history to keep you from inquiring more. You are

the child of guilt . You have been cast off by one

who for twenty years has kept a resolution, which

will be inviolable, never to see you. Your exist

ence is unknown to all but yourself and the writer

of this, who, from a sense of duty, will not throw

you utterly destitute upon the world, where all is

false, and that most false which seems most fair.

A yearly fund for your support, to the amount of

£ 500, shall be deposited in the hands of the London

bankers, N. B. & Co. You can draw it in half

yearly instalments in advance . It is paid you from

one cause and on one condition . The cause is

this : You are said to have conducted yourself thus

far with rectitude and honour, and to be not unwor

thy a better fate than the dishonour which you in

herit, and which, fuckily for your peace, blackens

only on your foreheadwithout festering in your

heart. The condition of this annuity is as follows:

You are never to seek to ascertain your real name
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and family. The first step, you take with such a

view will occasion the withdrawal of the sum ; and

your appropriation of it will be considered a pledge

to that effect. Perhaps your pride may not readily

accept a support under such circumstances . One

who, however, has a right to command ; who has

educated you, and suffered for you, requests it . It

will be continued for your life. It will then cease.

Should you marry , it will be withheld. It is also

desirable that you should pass the greater part of

your time abroad . The strictest obedience will be

exacted in respect to any search after your family ;

and you may the less reluctantly comply with this

request, since, if you discovered all,youwould only,

discover wretchedness, crime, and dishonour. May
you be more happy and more virtuous than the

wretches from whom you drew your being !

“ You will notbe surprised that I can write this

communication from memory. I have read it over

so often ; I have examined and weighed every word

with such careful scrutiny, and repeated it so fre

quently to myself, that it is engraven on my mind,

and I have exhausted all the conjectures to which

it can give rise . Who are my parents ? Am I the

offspring of some unhappy mother, who writes this

document, and who, perhaps, as a penance, denies

herself the sight of the being whom she has brought

into the world ? or is it from the pen of a father,

who has been betrayed by the object of his confi

dence ? Is my family noble or low ? From some

intimations, I almost infer that they are outcasts

from the laws of society ,and have taken this meth

od of saving me from the odium and fatality of being

known to be their offspring. Perhaps they are rob

bers, perhaps murderers. Perhaps the money I
spend is the tribute wrung from society at the haz

ard of life and soul. These conjectures, and a thou

sand others, cross me.
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“ Thus adrift upon the world ,I have, as you may

imagine , never had much temptation to marry. I

have even never had the wish, till now . And, to

cap the climax of the events with which fortune

clouds my life, who do you think is the person who

has first made me feel a weakness which I have so

often derided ? One as far above my reach as a

queen ; one in a dazzling sphere of rank ; sur

rounded by haughty friends, who would deem me a

lunatic for thinkingof her, and who actually throw

me in her way with a stray carelessness, from the

very impossibility, as they suppose, of my ever hav

ing the hardihood to regard her with warmer feel

ings than respect. She is, moreover, affianced to

another ; she has accepted him, and she loves him .

Her father himself told me so. He is our country

man, Lord Elkington , whom you have probably

heard of, though I never did before. Do not sus

pect me of the baseness of seeking to win this happy

girl's affections. No ; I linger near her from a deep

fascination, of which I am heartily ashamed, and

which I shall by-and-by break through, leaving her

for ever, but bearing with me an impression which

will hereafter close my heart to all other women .

I linger near her, also,because I am welcomed by

the family with a kindness for which I know not

how to account. I have endeavoured to withdraw

from their hospitality, but could notwithout exciting

attention and awakening inquiry. Not only do they

oppose no obstacle to my being frequently in her

society, but it seems sometimes as if they took pains

to bring us together. Had she been but the poor

daughterof some husband-hunting mamma, and I

a rich noble, I might find here something more than

accident. But, alas ! I see this perfect freedom ari

ses from the very antithesis of a design to entrap.

It is my insignificance ; the distance between my

position and hers, which exempts me from all guards

and suspicion ."
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CHAPTER XV.

There are few , even in the sanguine period of

youth, who look forward to a promised pleasure

with higher expectations than Mrs. Digby experi

enced at the near prospect of her at lengthapproach

ing debut in the world of real fashion . Not all the

wealth which the family had inherited could procure

her admission into those enchanted regions in Eng

land . The very contemplation of them, however,

as they appeared recorded in the newspapers, had

disordered her imagination, as it does that of many

others, who might be so happy in the positions where

Providence has placed them, but who, failing in the

modest independence and wise content which ren

der men respectable and dignified in any situation ,
abandon what they are , in vain attempts to appear

what they are not, and can never be - fashionable

people. Long before the event which had raised

her from comparative poverty to opulence, the

sparks of fashionable ambition had been lurking in

her heart, and they were fanned by her good for

tune into a flame which no reason could quench .

Poor Digby, although a blockhead out of his own

sphere, and totally without cultivation , had still the

sense to regret the tranquillity of his former life,

and only suffered himself to be drawn abroad and

to be implicated in his wife's schemes from good

nature. But she, imagining that all that was neces.

sary to become a stylish woman was money and

admission into stylish circles, overlooked the fact

that, without the gentility which nature gives, or,

at least, that acquired by an acquaintance with such

scenes, a person is only the more conspicuously ex

cluded from them by being in the midst of them .

She thought, good soul , that, once within the saloons
Vol . I. - I
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of a palace, every obstacle would be surmounted,

and her long-sighed -for triumph completely obtain

ed . Her delight, therefore, was great, after having

made the calls as suggested byMadame de Go

deau, and having received, in return for her own,

the cards of all the nobility and gentry of the me

tropolis. She was honoured with an invitation to a

-what she called “deyjooney dangsang,” at Prince
R.'s . She was now at the summit of her bliss.

Carriage after carriage, for several days, had driven

up anddriven away, to shower upon her the cards

of people whose dazzling titles made her head giddy

with pleasure. So completely occupied was she

with her grand design, that she paid no attention to

the morning visits of Elkington, and the delight
which the innocent and inexperienced Mary receiv

ed in the attentions of that dangerous and bad man ;

and , if not blind to the fact that the blushes of her

cheek were of a deeper hue than ordinary at the men

tion of his name, that the poor childbestowed double

her usual care upon her toilet, and that she contri

ved to receive him oftenand long in the drawing

room, when no one but herself was ready to see
him, she considered it as a token of her own, suc

cess,and an omen of the brilliant prospects of Mary,

In regard to expense, too, she became reckless.

Her dresses were the most extravagant that could

be procured . Her rooms were crowded with man

tuamakers, coutouriers, marchandes-de-modes, coif.

feurs, etc., etc., etc. , and encumbered with furs,

silks, bandboxes, and all the paraphernalia of a fine
lady at the meridian of a fashionable season . In

her own mind she believed that Mary's every-day

increasing loveliness had ensnared the heart of El.

kington , and a thousand visions, such as a weak and

ignorant person in her situation might yield to, filled
her fancy.

The fête given by Prince R. wasto comprehend

the royal family, aswell as the nobility and gentry

a

a



THE COUNTESS IDA. 99

of Berlin . The palace of the munificent host re

called in splendourthe creations of Aladdin . The

company assembled at twelve in the morning. The
presentation to the royal family generally occupied

the time till two or three o'clock, when a sumptu .

ous dinner was followed by dancing and cards.

At the appointed hour Claude entered the lofty

doors of the palace, amid armed horsemen stationed

at short intervals in the street, crowds of splen

didly -dressed ladies, and gentlemen in the richest

uniforms covered with orders -- no one appearing in

the royal presence in a citizen's dress. Such as

have no military, official, or diplomatic character,

wore the quaint court costume still to be met in the

similar scenes ofthe present day. All the faces
which Claude had been accustomed to meet at the

nightly soirées of the past several weeks, he found

reassembled in these golden halls . Someof the

fair votaries of pleasure, who spend their lives in

the same round, losing a portion of their beauty

by the sober light of day, showed by their faces

that even pleasure is a wearing toil, while others

were only more pure and lovely in the searching

beams of the sun . The pomp and display every

where around him ; the throngs of domestics, all in

rich, and some in very fanciful liveries ; the large

scale on which everything seemed built ; the nu

, merous suites of broad and lofty rooms, adorned

with every variety of splendour, and filled with ex

quisite paintings and statues ; the floors inlaid in

the most exquisite manner ; the glittering crowds ;

the military uniform of the officers, with theirgay

plumes and clanking swords, all formed a coup d'ail

which threw even the elegant magnificence of Car

olan far into the shade . As Claude entered, a din

of gay voices was audible. Those already arrived

weregathered in three or four large saloons, wait

ing the arrival of the royal family. So distant is

the reunion of the society, that, notwithstanding the
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short time he had spent in Berlin, he knew every

body. At every momenthe was stopped as he ad

vanced through the rooms. Many a hand welcom

ed him , and many a fair face greeted him with a

smile . Lavalle, Beaufort, Thomson, and a score

of other young men, in their smart diplomatic or

court dresses, drew around him .

“ How are you , Wyndham ?" said Beaufort, with

a yawn. “ It's devilish hot here. These déjeuners

are quite absurd .”

Well, I think them , on the contrary," said

Claude , “ very gay and pretty;"

“ Ah bah ! you're so devilish amiable, there's no

getting along with you.”

“ It is a very unfashionable fault, " said Claude.

“ Ah !" (a yawn ), “ I beg your pardon . What did

you say ? The fact is , it's such a horrid bore, being

obliged to stand here eight or ten hours, that, really,

I sha'n't get over it for a month. Why the devil

don't people give suppers and havedone with it ?”

My dear Mr.Wyndham !" said Thomson, with

a great multiplicity of bows, “ how are you? you?

don't look well ; let me get you a glass of orgeat

--now do, I entreatyou.'

Claude thanked him .

“ Well ! if you want anything to-day - if you

wish to be presented to any one, lady or gentleman,

or to anyof the princes, mind and call me. At din

ner-time I'll see that you have a good place, if you'll

only let meknow where you are. You'll have to

be presented , too, won't you ? I know all the cham

bellans intimately, and all the grandes maitresses.

I'll look them up for you . I'll introduce you . It's

very difficult, I assure you. Here, boy, bring the
lemonade this way !"

Claude again thanked his officious friend, and

with some difficulty disentangled himself from his

polite offers.

* That fellow is perfectly in love with you ,” said
Lavalle .

99
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“ He is very obliging, certainly,” said Claude.

“ He sounds your praises,” said Lavalle, " wher

ever he goes."

“ What kind of a person is he ? "

Lavalle shrugged his shoulders.

“ A butterfly that flutters around the newest flow

er, and will show his wings in your path as long as

it lies through the sunshine. One puff of wind will

blow him away instantly ."

“ And Beaufort ? ” said Claude .

“There was once good in him . He had feeling,

if not sense, but it ismerged in an insane desire to
be considered a perfectly fashionable man . He has

forgotten all standard of right orwrong but fashion.

It is his morality. His whole character, mind, and

heart are lost in it. To be blasé is his happiness ;

he sees no good in anything, no charm in nature,

no beauty in virtue, no excellence in character, but

what fashion points to . Of course, his understand

ing must be weak to permit of such a transforma

tion ; but his heart was good when I first knew him .

Now I believe he has none. It is not fashionable ;

and I am sure, to become the object of notoriety in

his circle, he is now capable of any alienation from

right- of any unprincipled and cruel action . He

piques himself upon ridiculing all that is high and

noble, and in being totally callous to whatever

ought to touch his feelings. He considers himself

a perfect hommedu monde. By-the-way, I see you

are very much lié with the Carolans ! "

“ Yes. "

“Take care there, my friend ! It is dangerous

ground . That girl is too pretty and amiableto be

a friend to a person like you, without being some

thing more ; and yet, I observe, you seem much to

gether.”

“ I do not think myself in serious danger," said

Claude, though this chance remark of Lavalle's

I 2
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made him tingle to his finger ends. “ Besides, she
is affianced .”

“ Yes, to that puppy Elkington ."

“ Puppy ? "

“ Mostthoroughly. There isn't a man on earth

whom I detest more. He is going to marry, Ida

with no more real affection for her than you have.”

“ Impossible !” said Claude.

“ He can't appreciate her, in the first place. The

match was made up by the families — and he has

now-actually fallen in love with another. ”

“ What other ?” said Claude.

“That pretty English girl, Mademoiselle Bigby

-or Digby.”

“ Miss Mary Digby ?”

“ He is a man,” said Lavalle, “ not only capable

of doing the basest action, but of boasting of it."

“What do you mean ? "

“ He boasts in his own set that this poor girl

loves him . He is a frequent visiter at her home ;

and I have heard that she is so far his dupe as to

have walked with him several times in the Park

-alone. You are acquainted with them , I believe.

It would be but right to put the family on their

guard. They seem to be simple people. If I were.

the father of such a child, I would sooner see a viper

in my house.”

“ I will tell him what you have heard ,” said

Claude.

“ But, for Heaven's sake, do so secretly,” said

Lavalle. " You know Elkington is a fatal shot. "

" No, " said Claude, “ I will not do it secretly .

I will inform myself better on the point, and, if I

find it as you say, I will tell Digbythe truth open

ly . I amno duellist. I have nothing to fear from

him ."

That is to say, you would not challenge ; but,

were you to receive a message , you would go out,
of course."

"
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“ No. It is one of those things which I have de

termined never to do. "

“ Well, you may be a very wise man ,” said La

valle, after a moment's pause ; " but all I can say

is, that, if you venture to carry that principle into

action, you stand the chance of being a very wise
man in a very embarrassing situation .”

“ I regard a duel as an act of too great folly and

crime ever to be engaged in one,” said Claude.

“That it is, I grant," said Lavalle; “ but the cus

toms of society must be complied with ."

Granting that it is a crime, no custom can ren
der it excusable."

“ Yet declining a message may ruin a man for

ever with the world, and, since we live in it "

“ When duty points a path,” said Claude, " we

have only to obey. The consequences I neither

foresee nor trouble myself about."

“ But the word coward !” said Lavalle ; " the finger

of scorn — the whisper -- the taunt— "

“Clouds," said Claude, “which it is the business

of an honest and brave man to walk through undis

mayed, and which will melt before his steady on
ward path, as vapours before the sun. A man of

principle has an account between himself and God

alone ."

“Ah, this is very fine," said Lavalle, “ but I

“ Here is a partner wanted at whist !" said Thom

son ; " Wyndham ,will you play ? Lavalle, will you

Both the young men declined .

" There's a useful person on these occasions,

said Lavalle . “ He knows everybody and every-•

thing that is going on in society. He can tell you

more scandal in an hour than you would believe in

a month . I recommend you to accept his offer of

hunting up the chambellans. He is the very fellow

for it . And, as you have to be presented to several

2

fear- ”

play ?"
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are .

royal personages to-day, you have, I assure you,

a task , in such a crowd by no means easy. Their

royal highnesses are only to be caught in the inter

vals of the dance ; and, when they are not dancing,

the chambellans and grand maîtresses very often

I will aid youif I am near. Till then, adieu .
I see I am beckoned to.”

As Lavalle left him, Claude strolled around the

rooms as well as he could for the crowd. He met the

Carolans . Ida was not with them, but in a few

moments he saw her in another room. She was

surrounded by a crowd of ladies and several gentle

men, among whom was Elkington, earnestly speak .

ing with her. Claude did not approach. He stood

aloof, with a feeling of tenderness and melancholy

which he had never experienced before. He re

garded her at a distance, unseen himself. She ap

peared grave and sad. There was even a slight

paleness upon her countenance .

“ Alas !" thought he, as he stood motionless and

gloomy, half withdrawn behind the pedestal of a

golden vase ; his gáze fixed upon her as on some

thing sweet and lovely, lent a brief moment to his

sight to be snatched from it for ever. “ Alas ! ” he

thought, “ something has disturbed her. Would it

were an evil that I could destroy - even with my

life!”

He knew not that the shadow over this young

girl had been cast there unconsciouslyby himself.

Since the night when, obedient to the wishes of her

parents, andlittle dreaming that there was anything

in her own bosom which could rise up against her,

she had pledged her hand to Lord Elkington, new

thoughts and feelings had been born in her heart.

It was the very next day that she met Claude at her

father's table. There was something in his appear

ance which struck her attention . The surprise and

lively pleasure visible in his countenance on their

meeting, the cause of which was unknown to her,

made him a subject of reflection. His conduct to
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her, his coolness, subsiding into a tone of gentle

courtesy, so different from the ordinary manner of

the fashionable young men abouther, fastened her

thoughtsstill more upon him. The obvious jeal

ousy of Lady Beverly and Elkington, who had ob

served theimpression which he had made on her,

rendered her still more observing ; and several pet

ty attempts to ridicule and injure him on the part of

Elkington, raised the former as much as it depress

ed the latter in her esteem. In short, the inexpli

cable influence of a high and noble character had

made upon her a newimpression. The rudeness

of Elkington at the opera, and the haughty , yet

calm manner in which it was met, again placed the

two persons in contrast to each other. It seemed

that, since she sealed her fate by accepting the hand

of Elkington, her eyes had , forthe first time, open

ed to observation, her mind to reflection, and her

heart to feeling. Placing no value on rank and

wealth, since she had never known what it was to

be without them, the inequality in the situation of

Claude and herself did not enter her thoughts ; nor,

indeed, had she any more definite ideas concerning

him, than that vague sentiment of admiration and

interest which fills a young girl's heart on the

threshold of womanhood, in the society of the man

to whom she is about to surrender her affections.

Claude presented to her in the real world a hero

which she had believed existed only in imagination .

She had given her hand to Elkington, supposing

that she loved him ; ignorant at once that her nature

contained a deeper power of love, or the world a

more worthy object. By that kind of caprice with

which Fortune is apt to sport with human destinies,

she began to experience a change in her feelings

towards Elkington the moment itwas too late, and

to be , for the first time, conscious of that passion

which has so much swayed thedestinies of her sex.

Thus situated in regard to each other, each began
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to be cold and reserved in proportion as their hearts

were in reality drawn nearertogether. Each began

to treat the other in away which, without intending

it, hid their feelings from the general eye, while it

rendered them warmer and deeper. But this re

serve, even when most conscientiously persevered in ,

could not always prevent their meeting at moments

when neither had the desire, nor thepower to act

their assumed part ; and all who have had occasion

to observe the boy - god's peculiar talent fortransact

ing a great deal of business in a short period of time,

will comprehend what changes were produced in

the hearts of these two young people duringsuch

brief and sweet interviews. Many a confidence

never trusted to words, took place between them.

Many an opinion was communicated not committed

tothe tongue. In short, they were just so far com

mitted to each other, as to afford no real evidence

that there existed a partiality between them , and to

leave that fact also doubtful in many moods of their
own minds.

It was in this state of mind that Claude met Ida

at the fête of Prince R., and indulged himself with a

long look at her beautiful face. Elkington was

importunately pursuing her with a conversation in

which she appeared to take no interest. Suddenly

her eyes, as they wandered around the room , met

his own . Her features were at once lighted with a

smile of pleasure, and suffused with a faint colour,

andshe gave him one of those smiles which haunt

ed his imagination, and sunk into his heart like

poison . Elkington , who generally was too near

sighted to see Claude when at hisside, now bent a

keen glance on him. As he moved his eyes in an

other quarter, he perceived Lady Beverly peering at

him through her glass. There was something of

confusion in the manner in which he turned away,

and, as if he were the object of some peculiar and

mysterious scrutiny, he encountered the fixed gaze
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of Madame Wharton . She lookedShe looked graver than

usual. There was reproof, and almost severity in

her expression. He approached her.

" What does Mentor regard with such serious

eyes ?” said he.

“ I fear,” saidMadame Wharton, coolly , “ we are

to be interrupted, for here comes his majesty

At this moment the general clash of voices ceas

ed suddenly, and was succeeded by a deep silence.

An officer of the court entering with his baton, made

a passage for the royal family . There was, how .,

ever, little occasion for his exertions, for the crowd

fell back on either side,leavinga wide space for

his majesty Frederic William II., withthe vari

ous members and guests of his family. The mon

arch advanced into the midst of the rooms, and

Claude was presented by Lavalle to Prince

the distinguished nobleman whose duty it was to

name to royaltythose who aspired to the honour of

an interview . This ceremony was soon over, as

well as those which etiquette rendered proper to the

other illustrious personages. Having happily gone

through these preliminaries, he was struck with

the appearance of the Digbys. The good dame

was magnificently arrayed in a brimstone -coloured,

richly -embroidered satin dress, hat and feathers;

a toilet somewhat conspicuous on any occasion,

but unfortunately so on the present, since, the court

being in mourning, it was the height of indecorum

to appearin any other colour thanblack or white .

" 'Ön Dieu, madame,” said Madame de Godeau,

in an under tone, with consternation depicted in her

countenance ; " you are not dressed in mourning

when I tell you — mon Dieu - c'est épouvantable .”

“ You told me—mem," said Madame Digby.
"

“ You never told me.

“ Yes, I told you the whole court were in mourn

ing."

Ah, certainly, mem ; I recollect that, perfectly,

2
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but I hadn't an idea you wanted me to go inmourn

ing too. Why, I don't even know who's dead.

I'm sure I have never seen the poor man in all my

life !"

It was, however, now too late for any remedy,

and she determined to carry it through . She there

fore followed the grande maîtresse, who had obli

gingly waited till the end of her colloquy with Ma

dame de Godeau, and, with her elbows well protru

ded from her ample body, made her way through

the opposing multitude with little ceremony. Here

and there Claude heard a nearly suppressed " Ah

diable, quel drole de figure ! ” or, “ Dieu ! qui est

cette madame là ! ” Mary was dressed in blue, but

she looked so extremely pretty, that even they who

laughed at were compelled to admire her.

Madame Digby, at lengthin good society ~ in the

very centre of her much -talked -of ho-tong - stood

in the presence of the princess with the air of one
who intended to showthe world that she was not

to be intimidated . The distinguished lady to whom

she was about to be presented seemed scarcely

able to repress a smile , and the circle around were

still less successful, at the awkward air and ridicu

lous affectation of the honest dame as she made her

opening salutation. But royal affability on these

occasions has no limit, and all in their presence are

greeted with the courtesy which forms one of the

ornaments of a throne. Half afraid of being en

countered by one of Lady Beverly's haughty stares,

Mrs. Digby was delighted to find the princess all

smiles and blandness, and , recovering all her am

bition with her ease, she cast a look around to as

sure herself that the whole assembly were witness

es of the honour she was enjoying.

" Have you been long in Berlin ?" said her royal

highness, in French .

An address in an unknown language would have

abashed any one not blessed with considerable nerve ;
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but bounteous nature had left no such deficiency in

the composition of Madame Digby. She only,

therefore, approached a step or two nearer - much

too close forthe distance which more experienced

courtiers have a care to leave between royalty and

those in its presence - and, leaning her ear towards

the face of the princess, she merely pronounced , in

her own peculiar way, the word

“ Mem ? "

The princess repeated the question.

“ I really beg your pardon, mem ; but, if you could

speak English with the same trouble, I should be

more able to communicate with your ladyship ,

mem — that is — with your royal highness. Madame

de Godeau informed me that you spoke English

like anative, mem - your royal highness."

“ I hope you find Berlin agreeable !" said her au

gust companion, in English , and with a good -natu
red smile .

" Well, mem, I can't say but what I do ."

The princess began here another question, but

Mrs. Digby interrupted her to add, “ Your royal

highness .

“ Are you pleasantly lodged ?" inquired the prin

Why, mem , pretty fair, compared with where

we were at Hamburg ; but the stoves give Mr.

Digby the headache, your royal highness !"

“ We know you English never find on the Conti

nent the comforts which you enjoy in your own

country,” said the princess , politely .

“ No, indeed , mem-your royal highness that's

what we don't , and as for"

“ Are you attached to any embassy ? " inquired
the princess.

“ No, mem, not yet, but I believe we shall adver

tise for something of that sort ; my relative, Lord

Clew, was- ”

She was cut short by a very affable courtesy on

Vol. I. - K

cess .
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the part of the princess, and an exceedingly signifi

cant look from the grande maîtresse on one side,

and Madame de Godeau on the other, intimating

that her interview was over. She accordingly made

a salutation, such as, in her mind, fitted the rank of

the person she addressed, and her own character as

a perfectly fine lady, who had at length arrived at

the very summit of the ho- tong ; and , ignorant of the

conspicuous violation of etiquette of which she was

guilty, she stepped away, turning her shoulder and

back directly in the princess's face.

That lady not noticing, or not seeming to notice,

the last maneuvre, turned towards Mary ,who stood

the next in the circle . The grande maîtresse led

the trembling girl forward. Her timidity was so

obvious, andshe turned so pale, that the benevolent

heart of the princess was interested in her behalf ;

and she addressed her so kindly, and led and sus

tained the conversation with so much consideration

for her youthful and not ungraceful distress, that

Mary found herself fully exempted from the neces.

sity of making other remarks than her usual “ yes ”
and “ no .”

The next object which attracted Claude's atten

tion was Digby, the perspiration standing on his

forehead, hisface always rather rubicund from the

vivifying effect of goodEnglish beef and beer, now

heated beyond itself by the anxieties and horrors

which, poor fellow , he had undergone in his at

tempts to be presented . Unacquainted with the

faces of the royal personages, even when by their

side , he sometimes ran against a prince, and some

times made an inquiry of a princess. Some one

whom he had never seen before was every moment

wheeling him violently round with , “ Prenez garde !

-sa majesté !" or, " Monsieur, la princess ? At! ”

length , tired, terrified , and internally swearing that

no one — not Mrs. Digby herself - should ever catch

him again in a scene for which his habits of life
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had so little fitted him, his knees aching, and his

feet in a state of torment from the effect of a pair

of high-heeled and very small new boots, which his

wife had persuaded him to purchase for the occa

sion , he reached a broad crimson sofa, glittering

with gold, and occupied on the other end by a lady

and gentleman. Throwing himself down in an ex

hausted state, he muttered half aloud ,

“Well, thank God ! I'm here at last. Here sit I

till dinner.”

Taking out a yellow silk pocket-handkerchief, he

deliberately wiped the moisture from his forehead

and blew his noise ; and he had just finished taking

a comfortable pinch of snuff, andwas proceeding to

offer the box to his neighbour, when he was struck

with the intensity of astonishment with which a lit

tle military officer, with an enormous pair of musta
ches, an exceedingly rich uniform , a multitude of

orders, a high chapeau under his arm , and a long

sword, fixed his eyes sternly upon him . In some

surprise, not to say consternation, he hastily put up

his handkerchief and snuff box, and looked around

to see what he had done, when he perceived that

several others — indeed, all the surrounding specta

tors-were regarding him attentively, and with visi

ble tokens of amazement. Among others, a person

half behind him, and partly withdrawn within the

embrasure of a window, began to make him signifi

cant signs and violent gesticulations, and , at length

leaning over, addressed him. The remark was lost,

however, in a language which he did not under

stand . At length he came to the conclusion that

he had torn his clothes,and, horrified at the idea, he

proceeded to examine his elegantcourt suit, when

his perplexity was terminated by Claude, who, per

ceiving his dilemma and the cause of it, approached

him from behind and whispered,

“ Get up. You are sitting with the prince and

princess ."

a

.
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àIf a bombshell had fallen at the poor fellow's feet,

he could not have been more alarmed . He started

up, and was darting off to hide his humiliation in

some distant corner, but Claude with a strong hand
very quietly, withheld him.

“ Good God ! what now ?” said Digby, afraid to

move.

royal ! "

way !”

“ You are running directly against the prince

"" For Heaven's sake, then, let me go this

And, with a spring, hewould haveran full tilt against

another member of the royalfamily, hadnot Claude

again checked his course . He remained , therefore,

motionless, and resumed the task of wiping his fore
head .

" Well, I say - Wyndham !” he muttered, “ if this

is Mrs. Digby's ho-tong- !”

The circle dispersed and Claude released his

prisoner. It was not long before he observed him

planted in a corner, with his back held resolutely

against the wall , standing as straight as a grenadier

under review , occasionally making a wry face at

the pressure of his newboots, and now and then ap

plying his handkerchief to his temples.

At length a general movement of the crowd an

nounced the dinner -hour. The Digbys had suc

ceeded in finding each other. The quick eyes of

the long -talked -of ho-tong, skilful in detecting a

stranger to the forms of good society, had already

found in these honest people an object of attention,

and their various mistakes were scrutinized and re

peated . Many a keen jest and sarcastic commentа

were passed at their expense. Every young officer

amused his vis - à -vis in the dance (which had long

been going on in the ballroom) with an account of

what he had seen and heard , and certain ladies,

whose lives are spent in a round of fashionable

pleasures, and to whom these golden halls are the

world, showed little mercy to the new, awkward in
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truders. The three hours which intervened till the

moment of dinner had so completely decided their

fate, that, had they been infested with the plague,

they could scarcely be more avoided. Mr. Digby,

aware that he had committed divers blunders, per

ceived plainly enough that he was coolly cut by

many persons with whom he had previously enjoy

ed a speaking acquaintance. They passed him,

and jostled him , and peered with theirglasses into

his face and out again ; spoke to each other under

his nose and over his shoulder, without taking any

more notice of him, his wife, or daughter, than if

they had been actually invisible. He strove to

catch the eye of several, but found it impossible.

The honest fellow , who, to do him justice, was

quite innocent even of a wish to mount into a

sphere for which his education had not fitted him,

blushed at the slights he received, and cast a look

upon Mrs. Digby in her brimstone -coloured gown

and hat, which threatened hereafter to bridle her

genteel aspirations, and never again to allow him

self or his daughter to be subjected to such an awk

ward ordeal .

Mrs. Digby herself was also becoming conscious

that, although by management, aided by chance , one

may push into such circles, they are more excluded

while in the centre of them, by their different man

ners and education, than while quietly enjoying their

natural sphere of society. She also had addressed

several, and found herself unaccountably invisible,

notwithstanding the numerous glasses which were
from time to time directed towards her.

Everybody was now advancing to the dining

rooms. The Digbys had been borne by the cur

rent into the centre of the largest saloon , in which

the king and the royal family were already seated at

lables . Here, at a loss where to go or what to do,

ignorant of the language in whichalone they could

communicate with the servants, they found them ,

K2
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selves deserted by all and standing alone, exposed

to the fullgaze of the royal family and the highest
persons ofthe court. Mary's face was crimson

with terror, Mrs. Digby's with exertion and aston

ishment, and Digby's with honest indignation . In

this extremity, which was really growing unpleas

ant, he resolved to apply to Lord Elkington as a

countryman and a gentleman, and as one who had

been very often lately at his house , and who, when

alone with him, had honoured him with several con

descending remarks . He saw him just then coming

through the saloon, having just terminated a brief

conversation with Prince R

“ I find myself really obliged to ask your lord

ship - a - a - a - who - how - where - a--"

Elkington turned his glass into his face, and , as if

not recollecting him at all, said ,

" Pardon, monsieur ;" and, pushing by, cast his

eyes around as if in search of some one.

“ I'll ask Lady Beverly ,” said Mrs. Digby, “ where

we are to go ."

She advanced towards her, therefore, with an ap

pealing look ; but that lady drew herself up with

a forbidding frown, which so frightened the poor

woman that she hadnot a word to say.

At this moment Ida came in with Madame Whar

ton .

After their late rebuffs, the Digbys no longer

dared to address any one else, and, entirely losing

their presence of mind, as unable to withdraw as to

retreat, and ready to sink into the beautiful floors,

even Mrs. Digby began to regret the hour when she

left her own circle of friends to make acquaintances

with a rank of life so far above her own . At this

moment Ida, who comprehended the awkwardness

of their situation the moment she perceived them,

stepped across the room , and, approaching Mrs. Dig

by, said,

“ My dear madam, I fear you are at a loss for a
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to go."

"

place. May I assist you ? It is sometimes un

pleasant here for strangers."

“ Oh, mem ," said Mrs. Digby, " we shall be so

very much obliged to you if you will show us where

“ With great pleasure,” said Ida . - " I will tell a

servant. I hope you are enjoying yourself to-day,

Miss Digby ."

“ Oh yes, very much !” said Mary, emphatically.

Aservant coming by, Ida said something to him

in German. He bowed respectfully, and led the

way towards the door, while Ida, after a few more

kind words to them , resumed her place .

“ That's an angel out of Heaven," said Mrs. Dig

by, “if ever there was one, and that hateful Lady
Beverly- "

“ And that scoundrel Elkington— " said Digby.

But, mamma, which was the servant the Count

ess Ida gave us ? "

“ I did not look at him, I declare," said Mrs.

Digby:
"And I waslooking all the time at that beautiful

girl, ” said Digby.

" You fool !" said Mrs. Digby, “ what business
have you to be looking at girls ? now, you see, we're

just as bad off as ever. I never did see such a

born fool as you are, John, in my life.”
”

" Oh, certainly , my dear ; but who is the fool

that's got us into this scrape ? "

Thecrowd, which for a few moments filled the

saloon , had now again disappeared , and they were

left once more alone ; all the tables which they

could see in that, as well as the adjoining rooms,

being full.

Ah, thank God — there's Wyndham,” said Dig

by, taking a long breath , like a soldier who, set on by

numbers, at length sees a friend on whose prowess

and fidelity he can depend. He advanced to Claude,

but he also, at first, seemed affected with the gen

eral defect of vision which prevented everybody

"
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else from seeing Digby's flaming physiognomy, al

though dripping under their noses. The eyes of

our hero here were attracted to Ida and Madame

Wharton, with one vacant seat by their side . He

bowed, and the answering smile of Ida seemed to

invite him to approach her, when the appealing voice

of Digby arrested his attention. They explained

to himtheir painful situation . All the company were

now seated . " In another minute they would have

been in a yet more awkward dilemma than ever.

Lady Beverly, who sat near, stopped from her soup

to direct her glass towards the group, and said some

thing which raised a laugh at the table where she

sat. Claude longed to take the seat by Ida. It

was, perhaps, the last hour of free intercourse with

her which he should ever have the opportunity to

enjoy. Buthadhe a right, with such deep and now

uncontrollable feelings, to seek the society of a

young girl who, he already saw, was half aware of

his madness, and was touched with it ? The home

ly and awkward appearance, too, of the Digbys -- for

even Mary's expressionless face now looked vulgar

contrasted with that of Ida.; the observation that

all shrunk from them because they had rendered

• themselves ridiculous , and their obvious helpless

ness and dependance upon him , decided his gener

ous nature to render them the assistance refused by

everybody else . It was with an astonishment, of

which the tokens were not wholly concealed from

the object of it, that the surrounding circle saw

Claude, who was among the most courted young

men in the society, offerhimself as the guide of the

two ladies who were the subjects of such general

derision , and , with an air ofkindness and respect,

lead them from the room . The broad stare and sig

nificant smile of Lady Beverly, and a rather loud

remark from Elkington, which produced another
laugh among the persons to whom it was addressed ,

neither intimidated nor embarrassed him, though he

felt almost a pang on perceiving, as he left the room ,

>
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that Elkington had discovered the seat by Ida and

taken possession of it . The smile had left her face.

Was it his imagination, or had a sentiment of dis

appointment, of sadness, come over her counte

nance ? As she bent her head to him in adieu , was

there a shade of sorrow , of reproach ? While rea

son disclaimed, his heart clung with a deep melan

choly, with a yet deeper delight, to the wild and

impossible, but still-recurring and ever- enchanting

thought.

It was with some difficulty, and only on calling

again the aid of a servant, that our party of stran

gers found at length vacant seats in oneof the rooms
down stairs . The kindness of Claude continued

with the sumptuous dinner, and , aided by the suc

cession of luxurious dishes and several glasses of

Champagne, partly restored the Digbys to spirits .

Not more than an hour and a half was spent at ta

ble , after which the company returned to the sa

loons, the cardrooms, and the ballroom .

In the course of the afternoon, Claude led Ida

through a contre-danse, for which he had already

engaged her. The last look she had exchanged

withhim had been one of confidence, of tender re

proach, almost of love . To his astonishment, he

now found her cold and distant. He could not meet

her eye, and there was a striking change in her

whole manner. Nowhere is such a withdrawal of

kindly feelings more easily manifested and more

clearly perceived than in the continual interchange

of attentions during a dance. The lifeless hand,

the fingers given only at the last instant, when the

exigences of the moment demand, and withdrawn

the instant ey are over ; the eyes, the face turned

away ; all this Claude perceived in his companion

with pain and surprise. He was chilled. ' How

much agony may be suffered in a dance, which

seems the emblem of happy feelings ! He was the

more depressed as he felt that his short acquaintance
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with Ida was nearly at an end ; that honour as

well as prudence demanded him to fly, and he had

no excuse for asking any explanation before he left

for ever the side of one who was dearer to him than

all things else but duty.

The dance was over. The candles were lighted .

Ida turned away coldly and silently, without even

looking on his face. He stood motionless, and for

got, and, indeed , had no opportunity to offer, those

little marks of courtesy usual on such an occasion .

The iciness of her manner communicated itself to

his heart. A few moments afterward Elkington

addressed her. Her face lighted up. She smiled

again , gave him her hand kindly, and accompanied
him to a new dance.

During this scene Madame Digby was sitting

alone in one of the entering rooms, tolerably tired

of her ho-tong. Mary danced several times with

the young officers, of whom many spoke English,

Digby had sought shelter at the card -table, where

Claude, as he passed,saw his face redder even than

it had been before, with the troubles of that elegant

game, which, to a bad player, however, presents a

recreation not greatly different from being broken

on the wheel . Claude stopped a moment to ob

serve the poor fellow . Misery makes us super

pathetic , and he could not help pitying him . He
was playing with Thomson against two Prussian

generals who did not understand English . They

were large men in magnificent uniforms, with

full -sized mustaches, and that stolid expression of

countenance with which your avowed whist-play

er follows alike the surprises, disappointments, and

triumphs of the play . A long line of tricks was

quietly gathered under the right elbow of one of

these taciturn gentlemen , which was momentarily

growing longer, while Thomson, whom adesperate

desire for a few rubbers had driven to take Digby

as a partner, was sitting with a dark frown uponhis

face, and exclaiming every instant,

a
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“ I don't understand your play at all !-What the

devil did you play that for ? and, How - you put

your ace on my king ?”

The party presently finished . Digby, of course,

had lost. Their adversaries had made " grand

slam ; " and the poor fellow found that, in addition to

having been browbeaten and bullied by Thomson,

and to having sustained several threatening glances

when the rotation of the game made him the part

ner of one of the strangers, he had lost fifty Louis.

“ Well, thank Heaven ! this is over at last," said

Digby in a whisper to his wife, as he found himself

waiting on the stairs for the carriage, amid about

three hundred people, who had the precedence of

him ; and, knocking his hat down emphatically on
his head, If ever

you
catch me - a - a - in

He was interrupted by a cane with a large gold

head, whịch obtruded itself unceremoniously under

his arm, and pushed him gently and firmly aside,

with his face against the wall. A stranger very po

litely took him by the shoulder, and whisperingwith

an intense anxiety, “ Madame la Princesse B

wheeled him round with his face to the front.

" Monsieur," cried an officer of the court, address

ing to him a few rapid and angry words, which he

could not understand; but,by the eyes of the speaker

being fixed on the top of his head, he comprehend

ed at length that he was to take off his hat, which

he did. The princess, with her chambellan and

maids of honour, now advanced, bestowing on all

around the most affable smiles . The company

stood close with their backs against the wall, and

bowed respectfully . A little general, in his pro

found reverence and violent salutation, planted a

foot nearly as large as himself upon Digby's instep,

already nearly in a state of mortificationfrom the

effects of standing all day in too tight boots . The

good man's lips were seen to move, and a peculiar

expression passed over his countenance ; but his
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voice was not heard , and the precise tenour of the

remark which he madeupon the occasion must be
left to the imagination of the reader.

The princess was immediately followed by the

Carolans . Ida bowed politely as she passed , their

servant making way for them to their carriage

through the crowd of company and of footmen who

filled the hall , waiting with their masters' and mis

tress's hats and cloaks. As they passed , Mrs. Digby

exclaimed,

“ Why, where on airth is Mary ?"

It was true. Mary was gone . The moment be
fore she had been at their side ; she could not pos

sibly have advanced towards the door, and must,

therefore, have retreated. Astonished and vexed,

Digby was just hastening back, when one of the

princes appeared, and a stranger grasping his arm

firmly to prevent his proceeding, he was obliged to

remain standing where he wasfor about ten min

utes, till his royal highness, having finished a con
versation with an officer, passed out . He had no

sooner done so than Digby forced his way back

through the crowd till heagain reached the rooms.

He traversed the now deserted saloons with a hasty

step, and fairly lost himself, so that he was unable

for some time to find the way to go, or the door by
which he had entered . At length, in a large apart

ment, he saw a portion of the company waiting

till their carriages should be announced .' Passing

through this into an adjoining room, he found him
self in a small but beautiful saloon , crowded with

vases, paintings, statues , tall plants , and flowers.

He saw no one there, and was about leaving it

again, when a low voice caught his ear, and drew
a

his attention to a deep recess, where, nearly con

cealed behind a trellis of thick vines, so arranged as

to form a kind of bower, he caught a glimpse of fig

ures . Advancing without ado, he camesuddenly

upon them. The first object which struck his eye

a
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was Mary. A gentleman was before her, holding

her hand, which he covered with kisses. At the

exclamation of the astonished father, he turned, and

disclosed the features ofElkington.

Digby knew that Lord Elkingtonwas the affian

ced husband of the Countess Ida. He remembered

his mean and rude conduct to himself and family a

few hours before ; a thousand circumstances con

nected with his visits to his home now rose sud

denly in his mind, and, already goaded to a state of

desperation by the mishaps of the day, he felt that

his last drop of patience was exhausted. Advan

cing to him , with rage and vengeance depicted in

his countenance, he said ,

“ My lord, you will not be surprised if, discover

ing you in such a - a - a -- position - in - a - a - with- a

my daughter, I - a - ask - 1 - request — a — a — I de

mand of your lordship what are your - your - your

-intentions respecting - connected with - a - con

cerning her.”

Elkington saw in a moment that he was in a di

lemma, which might be injurious to him if it should

meet the ears of the Carolans; but, with the perfect

effrontery of one accustomed to similar contingen

cies, and who knows himself possessed of a short

and sure , as well as a safe way out of them , he

said,

" Mygood fellow - really - I positively don't un

derstand you. My charming young friend will as
sure you that this is a mere jest - a trifle. I should

have conducted her to her carriage in another min

ute . "

“ Sir ,” said Digby, " you'll find me - a - a - not a

person to be trifledwith."

Upon my word, I have no desire to trifle with

you ,” replied Elkington, laughing. “ Your lovely

daughter is such a very agreeable substitute. Í

believe, frankly, you have caught me ratheroff my

guard ; but what can a man do ? If you will bring

VOL. I.L
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such an enchanting creature into society, you must

expect her to turn our heads. Come, it is quite

absurd, I assure you. I will call in the morning,

and explain all ; I will , positively !"

My lord, you are a villain !” said Digby:

“ How is that?” said Elkington, coolly, but losing

his affected mirth. “ I make some allowance for

your temper and education, sir, but that is a word

which you must unsay.”.

" I say you are a villain !” said Digby ; " and, if we

were not under a - a - roof - where - a - propriety

restrains me, I would—whip you, sir - for your inso-

lence - and your dishonourable - a - conduct to my

daughter. Ishall,however, write to Count Carolan

a statement of this affair, and warn him that he is

about admitting into his family a scoundrel in great

points, aswell as - a - a - puppy - my lord — in small

ones . Then, sir, there is my card ; you can send

whenever you please, but I willadmit youno more

across - a - a - my threshold . You are a thorough

bred -puppy - a -& - puppy, my lord.

Come with me, miss.”

Elkington advanced to within a single step of his

enraged adversary. He had very seldom , if ever,

been spoken to so plainly. The only instance

and it was a case similar to the present-- when an

indignant father had thu's poured out his wrath for

an insult offered to him through his daughter, he

had challenged him , and shot him through the heart

before the expiration of twelve hours after the of

fence .

“ My good friend ,” said he, in a low voice, so that

Mary could not hear, “ you are aware that this is

not a place for an affair of this sort. By giving

your card , I presume you mean to say you are

ready to offer me the satisfaction of a gentleman.

If you have any claims to be one, you will speak of

it to no one, and you shall hear from me in the

course of the evening ."

а - а

a

!
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“ Yes, sir - a - a - as soon as you please. Any

satisfaction you desire is — a - a -- at your disposal;

and permit me to add, my lord, that thesooner it is

-a - a - a - demanded, the sooner it will be - a - a

-given . ”

« Well,” said Elkington, “ we understand each

other, then. I wish you a good-evening. Good

night, my love," and he left the room, twirling his

glove with an indifferent air .

Mary had thrown herself on the sofa, and cover

ed her face with her handkerchief, so that she did

not fully know what had taken place. Digby drew

her armin his and hastened tothe door, where he

found Mrs.Digby in a fury on account of his long

absence . She was, however, a little gratified to

perceive a large crowd of miscellaneous subjects

collected in the street before the palace, and to be

come, for an instant, the object of their fixed gaze

and half-whispered admiration. As she stepped

into her carriage, she felt that they at least took her

for somebody,and that her peculiarly conspicuous

toilet had here all its desiredeffect.

Claude left these splendid halls with a heart as

heavy as poor Digby's. He felt that, from some

sudden cause, the half-woven tie of sympathy and

love, which had bound him to Ida, was rudely bro

ken. He was even willing that it should be so for

ever. What was it whichhad thus changed her ?

As he got into his carriage he saw once more the

young man, Mr. Rossi, whom he had seen in the

pit of the opera and atthe picture-shop. He was

paler than usual. With his faded clothes and mel

ancholy air, he looked poverty -stricken and diseased .

a

.
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CHAPTER XVI.

Digby had scarcely got home, exhausted, hot,

nervous, hardly able to breathe in his new clothes ,

which were too small for him, and completely mor

tified and depressed by the events of the day - his

tight boots, not without difficulty, at length abstract

ed from his swollen and inflamed feet, and displaced

by a pair of comfortable slippers, and his court suit

exchanged for a loose robe de chambre - when Peter

announced, with a respectful bow, " My Lord Beau

fort."

“ My Lord Beaufort !" said Digby, turning pale .

Why, what on airth can he want? " said Mrs.

Digby.

" Show him in , ” said Digby, his head spinning

round like a top, and not distinctly knowing what
he had to expect.

Lord Beaufort came in . He had changed his

military court uniform for his usual dress, and he

entered with a cool and composed air.

“ How are you, ladies? How are you, Mr. Dig

by ? You've gothome, I see.”

“ Yes, my lord ! " said Mrs. Digby.

“ Thank God !” added Digby .

Ihope you have enjoyed yourself, madam ? ”

" Oh, excessively ; it was quite charming, my

lord,” said Mrs. Digby, feeling it as some remu

neration for her sufferings that she was, at least,

fairly in society with kings and princes, and lords
and countesses.

“ You have not fatigued yourself dancing, I hope,

Miss Digby ?”

a

"

no, sir . "

“ You're very fortunate. I think that sort of thing

insufferable myself. They're horrid bores . The

o Oh
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ladies frightful, with a few exceptions." He in

tended this for a compliment,and marked his mean

ing with a smile to his fair companions, who both

bowed, particularly Mrs. Digby.

“ Oh, my lord ,you're so polite. It's quite charm.

ing !” saidMrs. Digby.

' I positively don't get over one of these nuisan

ces in aweek. I can stand anything but a break

fast. Dinners, suppers, balls, soireés-- we bear

these - they are natural--we are accustomed to

them - but- "

“ Your lordshipdon't like the dejooney -dangsang,

then ?" said Mrs. Digby .

“ Not at all, I assure you ."

Well, that's the only sensible thing I've heard

you say yet !” said Digby , bluntly.

“ Ha ! capital !” said Beaufort. “ By -the -way,

Mr. Digby, I have a request to beg of you. May I

speak with you a moment ? I will not detain you

long."

“Is there a fire in the study ? ” asked Mrs. Dig

by ; for she dignified a little room, where they kept

the guide-book and the French grammar, with that

name .

“ No, mamma,” said Mary.

“ Well, then, I'll tell you what , "

Well, what ? " asked Digby,feeling it necessary

to say something.

Mary and I will retire into our dressing-rooms,

Mary, ring for Peter. Peter, call the maids. Miss

Digby and myself wishes to change our toylettes.

Don't decompose yourself,my lord ,on my account.”

“No, I won't !" said Beaufort.

" Mary,mylove - good-morning,mylord--by-by,

Digby.” And, with an affected air before the hand

someyoung lord, who, she presumed , had very like

ly called after Mary — perhaps to make a proposal

and upon whom she wished to leave an impression as

a " personne distinguée," she sailed out of the room .

a
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“ A little trifle, I believe, has occurred between

you and my friend Elkington, which he has request

ed me to arrange."

“ Your friend Elkington is an infamous scoun

drel,” said Digby ; "an-a-a contemptible - a - a

-unprincipled - cowardly - ama- a - puppy - a

a - a - puppy, my lord .”

Beaufort tapped his footwith his rattan .

" I say, mylord, your friend is a rascal ; a

very great scoundrel; and the most infernal puppy

I ever saw ."

“ Don't let me interrupt you , I beg," said Beau

fort; “ but, when you have sufficiently amused your

self calling him names, perhaps you will receive his

message ?"?

“ His message !” said Digby, opening his eyes ;

for, so rapid had been the events of the day; so

sudden the discovery of a person at the feet of his

daughter, whom he knew he could not marry ; so

great his indignation , and so obtuse his intellect,

that he had not, until this moment, distinctly con

ceived what the whole was to lead to . He repeat

ed again, in a lower tone,

“ His message ! "

“ Yes ; allow meto hand it to you ."

Digby took it, and read :

a

“ SIR :

“ The circumstances under which we last parted

leave me only the alternative to beg you to name a

friend to arrange the terms of a meeting at your

earliest convenience.

“ Your obedient servant,

“ ELKINGTON.

“Mr. Digby .”

“ Why, this is — a - a - certainly - my lord - a

are you aware - how this - a - a - of the circumstan

ces of the - a - a - that is - how this affair - a - a- —

sprung up ?",
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“ Who ! I ? Certainly not. I only deliver my

friend's message.”

“ But do you know , sir,” said Digby, with feeling,

“ that I-II am a father - a husband - and a fa

ther, my lord ?"

“ I certainly had not given the subject particular

reflection ; but, from the appearance of the lady

called Madam Digby, and also the very pretty

young girl who is inscribed on her card as

fille,'I am induced to think you are."

“ Well, sir — that is,mylord ,” said Digby, “ I have

only to tell you that I did not call your friend a

rascal till hehad proved himself one ; not till being,

in fact, all but - a - a - a - married to another lady—

-1 - found — I perceived-a-a-I detected him

a - a - my lord, making - a - a - a - love- to my

daughter.

“ 'You may detect a gentleman in what you

please,” said Beaufort, in a tone of very condescend”

ing explanation ; " butyou really ought to be aware

that you must not call him a villain .
That is a

term to be answered only in one way.”

“ One ? "

Unquestionably !” said Beaufort, laughing; “ you

seem to be strangely unacquainted with the usages

of good society ."

But, my lord, I don't wish to give my Lord El

kington the pleasure of that one way.one way. ' Sir, I've

just stepped into a fortune of £ 100,000 sterling, and

I wish to enjoy myself a little. I am going to travel.

I'm going to educate my daughter— to educate — to

protect her — to settle her in life. What will Mrs.

Digby do without me ? Why, d-n it, sir, she'd

make a greater fool of herself than she has done al

ready. What would Mary do without me ? She

an innocent, perfectly inexperienced girl , whom , even

when I'm alive, I can scarcely take care of ; whose

beauty — and simplicity - and - a - a - helpless-

ness of character, my lord - expose to the duplicity

9
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of every scoundrel like your friend , my lord—what's

she to do when I'm dead ? Her mother - so far from

being a protector, sir-wouldbe the very one to lead

her intodanger - into ruin - for, let me tell you, my

lord , that Mrs. Digby is a very weak woman, as, it's

my opinion, all the rest of them are. "

“ I have heard you very patiently, I'm sure,” said
Beaufort. “ And, for the confidence you have been*

so obliging as to repose in me uponthe subject of

your family affairs and prospects, and your opinion

of the female sex in general, and of Mrs. Digby in

particular, I must return you my grateful thanks ;

but what I am here definitely for is to deliver to

you this note , and to request you to have the affair

over as soon as possible. Couldn't you arrange

matters this evening, and have it settled at day
break ?"

" If I'm to be shot,” said Digby, sullenly, “ be

cause I took my own daughter from the hands of a

scoundrel,I perfectly agree that the sooner it's done
the better.”

Will you name afriend , then ?"

“ I haven't a friend in this infernal country, ex

cept, indeed, Mr. Wyndham ."

“ The very man ! send him to me. I shall be at

my roomsfor an hour. We shall be ready to -mor

row. Adieu ! "

And, humming an air from the last new opera, he

took his leave .

Digby sat a few moments confounded . How

ever stupid in general matters, he had some feeling,

too, upon things connected with his own affairs, and

his heart swelled with anguish and indignation at

the unprincipled conduct of Elkington to Mary, and

his brutal intentions towards himself. His brain

swam atthe idea of being upon the threshold of the

grave. It stunned him, and yetgave tohis demean

our a serious and even dignified air. He was now ,

for almost the first time in his life, in danger ; and

7



THE COUNTESS IDA . 129

he felt within his breast all the affection of a father,

all the indignation of a man trampled on, and all the

weakness of one unprepared to die, either in his

mind or in his temporal affairs. He had never

touched a pistol in his life, and he knew that El

kington was an avowed duellist and a deadly shot.

Had he not known perfectly that he had no chance,

in case of a meeting, of saving his life, his wrath

was so great at the whole proceeding, that he would

have gone out, even with pleasure, and committed

the result to hazard. He had no moral scruples, no

religious objections. He viewed his situation mere

ly as it regarded his interest and that of his family ;

and he saw that, while to Elkington the transaction

was but one of twenty similar ones, for which he

was, by his principles and practice, always ready,

which brought him comparatively no danger, and

which, even if it should terminate fatally to him ,

would leave him in his last moment no regret but

that of a selfish nature - no helpless wife-- no daugh

ter exposed, without defence,to the græst dangers

which can threaten youth and beauty. Not only

was the transaction to him certain death, but it

would bring on a train of consequences, whose dark

nature and vague extent were drawn in terrible per

spective by imagination .,

Bitterly deploring his wife's folly in dragging him

into circles of society infestedwith such vices and
by such customs, with a trembling hand and a sink

ing heart he rangfor the servant, ordered Mr.Wynd

ham to be sent for immediately, and requested his

daughter to be called into “ the study” alone. The

poor girl appeared in a few moments. A faint sus

picion of what was going on had entered hermind,

and, at the sight of her father's pale face and gloomy

expression, so different from its usual gayety, she

felt that her fears were just.

“ Come here, Mary ,” said he. “ Come here, my

daughter."

>
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He drew her to him, and, passing his arm round

her waist, kissed her twice. It seemed that she

had apprehended a harsher reception ; for at these

tokens of kindness the tears rose to her eyes, and,

throwing her arms around his neck, she said,

Mydear, dear father.”

“ Have you said anything to your mother - about

-about-

“ Yes, sir ; I have told her all . Indeed , she knew

it before.”

“ Knew it before ! why, what was there before ?"

“ Lord Elkington's passion for me."

“ Passion ? Your mother - knew_ "

“ All, my dear father . ”

“ And has Lord Elkington dared— ”

“ Oh, sir, he is sincere and noble ; indeed , indeed ,

he is . He is one of the kindest, the best of men.

He is all goodness, all condescension, all purity.”

““ And do you know that Lord Elkington is actu

ally engaged to another lady ?”

" A match interest - made up by his mother

in which, hehas assured me, his heart is not in the

least concerned, and which, since he has seen me,

he is almost determined to break off; mamma says

she's sure he will . "

“ And you, Mary ,” said Digby, in a lower voice,

trembling with rage, “ have you been so - a - a-

so silly-as to believe - as to allow your - your

your - a - a - feelings to become interested in this

Oh, sir - he - 1 - that is , mamma, "

She burst into tears, and hid her face in his bosom,

“ The villain ! The infernal profligate !" mutter

ed Digby.

father "

“ Yes- I will teach him I will"

But, ere he had completed his threat, all the ab

surdity of attempting to teach him the desired les

son by a duel roseto his mind. To -morrow , hea

"

man ?”

-

“No, no, my,
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reflected, at this hour, he might be a bloody corse .

Who then would lead this simple -hearted girl

through the snares laid for her ? ' Here, in a for

eign country, with only her mother, who was less

wise, if possible, than herself. He actually trembled

at the thought, and, for a moment, forgot his own

danger in apprehension concerning hisdaughter.

“Hear me, Mary—and the timemay come when

you will remember my words, and when the only

mark of affection you can show me will be to fol.

low their counsel-Lord Elkington is an unprinci

pled scoundrel. He has no idea of marrying you ."

" He swore to me that he loved me and only

me,” said Mary, sobbing,

“ He is a liar and a scoundrel !” said Digby ; " and

I forbid your ever having anything to do with him.

Mark me ! I laymycommand on you . If ever you

speak to him againwhen you can possibly avoidit,

I shall consider you as a disobedient and guilty

child ; and the curse of your father - whom your im

prudence, perhaps, will consign to the grave — is all I

leave you . I will have no Élkington in my house

-I - I - a - a you ---why,what's the matter, Mary ?”

The form of the poor girl , which lay on his bosom ,

pressed more andmore heavily upon him, till he

perceived her slipping to the floor, upon which she

would have fallen had he not suddenly caught her
in his arms. She had fainted. He rang the bell.

Peter came to his call, and announced Mr. Wynd.

ham , who entered immediately. He started on see

ing the haggard and excited face of Digby, and the

state of insensibility of his daughter.

" What is it ? what is the matter ? ” he exclaim

ed, in a tone of true sympathy, which touched the

heart of Digby.

" I am a ruined man ! ” said Digby ; and he laid

down his forehead upon the table, and hid his face

during a moment of uncontrollable agitation . · Mrs.

Digby and two maids came running in at the con

fusion .
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“ Take her,madam ,” said Digby, “ and see the

result of your fine fashionable plans."

“ Good God, John ! what is the matter and what

has the fool been about ?"

“ Leave the room, madam ,” said Digby, with a

real dignity which he had never discovered before,

but whichstrong emotion sometimes arouses in the

plainest character. “Take your daughter where
you can recover her, and leave me.”

Why, do you think ,” said Mrs. Digby, " that

I'm a going to "

“ Your daughter, madam, is dying perhaps, while

you dispute your husband's orders; go, this in

stant, or I will never see you more .”

The good dame, thunderstruck at the tone of au

thority in which he spoke, and awed by a something

of determination in his manner whichshe had never

seen before, turned pale and obeyed. When she

was gone , Digby locked and double locked the door ;

returned, fumbled amoment in his pockets, turned

pale as death, and, throwing down Elkington's note

upon the table , said ,

“ Read that letter, Mr. Wyndham ."

Claude opened and quietly perused it .

Digby then related the circumstances which had

led to it. When he had finished, Claude said ,

“ Well, and what of it ?"

“ What of it ? ” said Digby. “Mr. Wyndham

sir - do you - a - a - inquire what of it - when I'm

a - a -- going to - to - to - be shot, in about twelve

hours ' time, through the head - and - a - a - with

a - a - like a wild duck - do you sit there and ask

what of it ? Upon my word-upon my honour

this is the worst of all.”

“ What is worst of all ? ” said Claude, calmly.

“ Why - your unfeeling, singular answer - a

a—and altogether - ama- very unaccountable re

mark . What of it ? What of it, indeed ! Why,

to such a friend as you, nothing perhaps ; but , if you

>

а .

.
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"

a

were called out to meet such a---infamous

bloodthirsty ruffian and avowed cutthroat as this

-a - fellow — there would be, I presume, sir - a - a

--good deal of it .”

“ No there wouldn't, ” said Claude, with the utmost

composure, “ because I would not meet any man in

a duel. I am not a married man myself, but— "

“ For which you ought to thank God !” said Digby.

“ Nor have I any one dependanton me for sup

port and protection ; yet evenI will never - never

meet a fellow - creature in a duel. It is a folly so

gross, a cruelty to others so unfeeling, a remedy so

inadequate, and a crime against man and God so

obvious and so solemn, that no circumstance, how

ever tempting, should make mecommit it any more

than I would rob a traveller on the highway, or mur

deran enemy in his bed ."

You - don't - a -a -- advise me - to- are

fuse this challenge!” said Digby.

“ I do, most positively ."

“ I was going to ask your services as a friend. ”

" To decline it, I will render them ; to conduct

any such negotiation with the alternative of a meet

ing and a death - never !"

" But he willhorsewhip me.”

“That would be unpleasant, and, if possible, I

would prevent it .”

I will carry pistols."

“ No, I would not."

“ What, would you be horsewhipped ?"
“ Rather than commit a murder, or rather, par

ticularly in your case, than be killed, and leave my

familyin such a defenceless state as yours would

be. Perhaps I could not better choosethe moment

to inform you what I heard this morning of Lord

Elkingtonand your daughter. He boasts openly of

baving acquired her confidence among the young

men of the town, and has even so far worked upon

Vol. I.-M.
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with rage .

her inexperience, by his promisesand fascinations,

as to persuade her into several walks with him . "

“ I will meet him ,” said Digby, his face inflamed

“ I know not what may be the result

I will meet him . "

“ But I can tell you the result,” said Claude,

quietly.

“ You can ?"

“ He will kill you , and he will consider your

death as an event of boasting and self-congratula

tion. Your daughter would be left then without a

protector. You have - let me speal plainly to you,

my friend -- you have left your owncircleof society

to comeintoone where, unfortunately, a father may

behold his daughter torn from him at midday, and

be shot in attempting to defend her, without the

law's taking any real notice of the crime; and you

have brought this beautiful young child among men

who deem it no dishonour to ruin her happiness

and character, so long as they are ready to expose

their lives in defenceof their guilt.”

“ But if I refuse, what will everybody say ? I

will be posted everywhere I shall bedisgraced

and hissed at -- as amaracoward - and, more

over, if he attacks me in the street — but I will carry

loaded pistols with me — and --- "

The perspiration stood in large drops upon his

forehead asthese alternatives succeeded each other

in his mind.

" Mr. Digby,” said Claude, "takemy advice. I

have thought more upon this subject, I suspect, than

you. Duelling is not right in the eyes of God ; it

is against the law , against reason, against therights

and happiness of women. Your wife - your daugh

ter you cannot expose them to such a stroke

without cruelty, selfishness, and real dishonour.
Proceed no farther in this matter. Break it off al

together. If you are a man of sense as well as a

Christian, you will see that your presence is urgent

6
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fight ?"

ly required here to take care of yoúr family. If

you are brave enough to die to save your name

from an unjust and absurd aspersion, you have not

the right to do so .”

“ But Ihave given him my card I have told

him I would grant him any satisfaction - after this

can I retreat ? can I withdraw ? can I bear the

the - a - a - eye of the world ? Won't the very - a

-boys hoot at me as I pass along ?"

“What the boys or theworld may do is not your

affair. I will have nothing to do with a duel. You
must seek some other friend ! ”

“Let me ask you one thing ; upon your honour

as a gentleman, would you, in my place, refuse to

“ Upon my honour, I would . ”

And dare you assure me that you never will ei

ther send or accept a challenge, under no matter

what circumstances ?"

“ I do, most solemnly. "

“ Anddo you, as a friend, tell me that you sup

pose there are other persons - respectable, good

men — who believe as you do upon the subject of

duelling, and who would not call a man a coward

because he refused to fight ? "

" I do. I am certain there are many such . All

who are truly Christians on the globe will praise

you for it. All who have correct moral feelings

will support you in it. All women will bless you

for adding your influence to put out of fashion this

bloody, senseless, and terrible custom ."

“Will you carry my refusal to Lord Beaufort ?

Heis waiting for you at his lodgings.”

“ I will. And I shall esteem myself too happy

in being instrumentalin preventing such a painful

occurrence. Go, my friend, go fami

ly. Continue their protector, their guide. The

young girlwho has unhappilyoccasioned this disa

greement is, among suchmen as Elkington, sur

back to
your
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rounded by dangers from which a father's watch

fulness can onlypreserve her. Let no false sense

of honour cause you to desert the post where Prov

idence has placed you ; and, for the good opinion

of men whom you despise, do not alike violate the

dictates of sense, nature, and religion.”

“ I will carry arms, though ! ” said Digby.

" No. Carry no weapon ,not even a cane. Walk

freely abroad, with no other shield than the moral

influence of a good father and an honest man.”

“ And ifElkington should strike me ?"

“ He will commit a crime against the law , for

which I would no more be ashamed to go to the

law for redress, than Iwould against any other act

of fraud or ruffianism ."

“ Write me a repły, then."
Claude sat down and wrote :

« SIR :

“ This afternoon, when I found you soliciting from

my daughter promises of attachment incompatible

with your relations with the Countess Ida Carolan,

I used language which , if you did not deserve, the

provocation must sufficiently excuse, without other

apology from me. If, in anything which I said , you

foundan acquiescence in your suggestion as to a

meeting, I must beg you to consider that I spoke

in a state of mind when a just passion predominated .

over calm reason. Upon reflection, I find that my

sense of duty to my family and to my Creator will

not permit me to proceed farther in a course,where

I can see no possibility of gaining advantage or

honour, either in this world or in the next. I de

cline giving you the meeting you desire, and , at the

same time, I forbid your future visits to my house.

If I have offered you any disrespect, it is more than

counterbalanced by the insult I have suffered at

your hands ; and, in permitting the affair to drop

where it is, I do so, my lord, not without sacrificing
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asome of the feelings of a man to the duties of a cit

izen , a father, a husband, and a Christian .

" I am your obedient servant,
" JOHN DIGBY ."

CHAPTER XVII.

It is to be hoped that the reader has had few op

portunities to observe the heart of a libertine, when

brought up in an opulence which offers the gratifi

cation of every wish, and without the restraining in

fluence of principle or religious belief. His life

spent in one unceasing round of vices, following

every pleasure to its end, andwith most zeal when

most forbidden ; indulging all his passions, never

replenishing his mind with reading or instructive

conversation, or purifying it by calm self-examina

tion and wholesome reflection, he becomes at last

totally selfish and depraved. Perhaps no characters

could be more strikingly contrasted than those of

the two young men nowabout to come into contact.

The one was as completely base as the other was

noble and disinterested. The one was destitute of

all moral sense ; the other would have died rather

than commit a wrong action .

Elkington was in every way Claude's antithesis ,

and, in painting a character so abandoned, we should

fear the charge of exaggeration, did not history and

the less extended annals of private life furnish too

many examples. It is becoming a fashion in modo

ern novels to mingle the good and bad so ingenious

ly in the characters of scoundrels, that one scarce

ly knows whether they are objects ofcensure or ad

miration ; and Lady Macbeth 'has become the ori

ginal of a race of villains,who commit crimes by

M2
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fortuitous coincidences and with amiable reluctance .

Experience has not led us to think that such exam

ples in the portraiture of character are to be too im

plicitly followed . Unfortunately for human nature,

there are, and always will be ,men who, if tried,

will be found utterly wanting ; whose profligacy

never stops while it has power to proceed ; and

whose very virtues only serve to render them more

inexcusable and disgusting. Elkington was one of

these - a libertine, a gambler, a duellist. He plun.

ged into every temptation, without a thought of
right or wrong. Ida had fewer attractions for him

than the less intellectual beauty of Mary Digby ;

and, as far as such a person could be inspired with

love, he entertained it for that beautiful but simple

girl. The facility with which he impressed her

heart encouraged him to proceed, whilethe difficul

ties in his path gave zest to the game, and furnished

a sort of pleasing excitement.

The answer of Digby to his challengeopened a

new field to his passions. Claude Wyndham was

the bearer of it, and he hated him with all his heart ;

and , from some yet unexplained cause, his mother,

since their first meeting, had never ceased to speak

of him with contempt and hatred, and to call her

son's attention to everything which could cause him

to participate in her sentiments ; of this the chief

cause was his standing with the Carolans, and his

visible progress in the good opinion of Ida. Sev

eral circumstances, which had made Elkington sus

pect Claude had placed Digby on his guard touch

ing his visits to Mary, would, without other grounds,
have awakened the resentment of a heart familiar

with plans of death. He had also reason to know

that the note from Digby, declining his challenge,

was written by Claude. From that moment he re

solved to fix the quarrel upon Claude, and to pursue

it to an extremity. Noprinciple or religion check

ed his bad passions. He wanted a rival out of thea
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way. He desired the destruction of a man, whose

unbending rectitude rebuked his profligacy by its

contrast,and whose fearless chivalry of character

did not hesitate to thwart his unholy plans. The

custom of duelling, sanctioned by the opinion of

many, although denounced by the law, literature,

taste, and religion of the age offered a safe and sure

means of executing his scheme. It is such men as

he alone who are interested in preserving this bloody

custom from the odium it merits. The honest man

requires no such remedy. His life is the witness

of his courage and honour ; and the insults of the

rash, or the wrongs and slanders of the wicked ,pass

from before his name, like clouds from the ever-un

stained and stainless moon.

Claude knew Elkington was base and malignant.

He saw he hated him , and in his own breast a se

cret and strange dislike had risen with a strength

which he could not wholly repress . It had been

his wish to avoid any association with him. He

regarded him as a darkand dangerousman, ready
for

any
deed of

openviolence or secret fraud. Sev

eral things of whích Lavalle had informed him, add

ed to his own observations, enabled him to read his

character correctly. It was, therefore, not without

reluctance that heagreed to become the bearer of a

message which might place him in collision with a

person whom , from various considerations, he so

much wished to avoid . But the idea that he might

prevent a bloodycatastrophe, that he might save

Digby and Mary from the snares of a murderer and

a libertine, induced him to forego his own desires .

He had, as Elkington suspected, long since put

Digby on his guard concerning his visits to his

house; and it was from a generous impulse to de

fend the weak and to take part with the innocent,

that he had given his counsel, written the letter, and

borne it to Beaufort.

Claude saw Digby the next morning. The hon

a
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est fellow had received another visit from Beaufort

of a conciliatory nature. Elkington begged to as

surehim that, if his principles did not permit him

to adopt that mode of arranging a dispute, he would
not press it upon him, andthat, on condition of a

mutual forgiveness, he would let the affair drop.

But, should he ever relate their disagreement or

the cause of it, he would consider it as a provoca

tion to resume the correspondence. The delighted

Digby - a mountain off his mind - promised every

thing, and secretly resolved to withdraw his family

fromBerlin as speedily as possible, and think of the

matter no more. He regarded Claude as his sav

iour, and swore that, as long as he lived , he should

command him to any extent, and that his purse and

his life were, and ever should be, at his disposal.

The friend whose good sense had rescued him from

this disagreeable dilemma wanted neither, and took

his leavewith the pleasing consciousness of having

prevented bloodshed..

1

1

CHAPTER XVIII.

It was a warm spring day. The sun was bright

on the pleasant Linden ,and the gay population were

abroad enjoying the fine weather. Nothing is so

delightful asthe approach of spring in these cold

climates. Claude was peculiarly alive to such im

pression ; and, as he passed out of the Brandenburg

gateinto the universal and favourite promenade of

the Park, he perceived tokens of the spring visible

everywhere around him . This season had stolen

upon him unawares. He had been so occupied in

the world of fashion with operas, balls, soirées, and

breakfasts ; with glittering crowds, the same ever
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recurring faces, and all the pomp, glare, and circum

stance of magnificent entertainments, that the soft

and exquisite formsof half -forgotten nature struck

his eye and touched his soul with a sense of hap

piness. As the various incidents of the now van
ished winterrose to his memory --the constant suc

cession of brilliant fêtes - thenumerous nights which

had found him wandering amid the half-fairy splen

dour of royal saloons, till the breaking day at length

sent him to his bed — the new acquaintances he had

made — the dark face, full of meaning, of Lady Bev

erly — the rudeness of Elkington — the bland courte

sy of Carolan — the dignified friendship of Madame

Wharton — and last, not least, the enchantment which

he had found in the society of Ida, and which had

daily grown more delicious and more dangerous

all seemed a fantastic dream amid the surrounding

silence and solitude. This beautiful forest was now

deserted ; the city population had not yet begun to

appear in its sylvan glades . Only the squirrel

paused and listened in the path ; while the birds,

whose clear notes echoed through the wood, scarce

ly flew at his approach. The grass had burst out

everywhere, andthe buttons of the trees were fully

opened, disclosing the tender leaves and blossoms.

Flowers, some the spontaneous tribute of nature,

and some set by the hand of the gardener, were

peeping from the wayside or bending over the

streams. The earth, long dead, had awarm and

living look . Verdure was upon the ground and

perfume in the air. Two or three swans, stately

as their mistress Juno, came floating down the

stream , beneath the arch of a beautiful bridge which

hung reflected in the flood ; and the air, entirely free

from the chill which generally accompanieseven

the fairest promises of a spring day, as painful rec

ollections of the past sometimesdisturb the pleasure

ofthe present, was altogether bland and balmy.

He walked on with a thoughtful pace. The con
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duct of Ida had been a kind of mystery to him.

Since their cold parting at the dejeuner of Prince

R., her manner had been generally so formal as to

relieve him from the necessity of being on his guard ;

yet, at times, this reserve gave placeto a gayety so

familiar and a kindness so gentle as to startle him

with the idea that, while he fancied himself only

subjecting his own heart to danger, he was, in real

ity , also gaining the confidence of this artless and

inexperienced girl. He had parted from her the

day before, after an interview deeply interestingto

him. The passion which had now taken entire

possession of his soul had half betrayed itself in

her presence, and the sweet instincts of a heart

which had lost the power of directing itself, found

in her manner so much tenderness even in its re

serve, that he could not but doubt that his love was

returned. It was at this point that he walked forth

to reflect upon his position, with feelings which,

although filledwith happiness, werenot of an en

viablekind. What had he done ? He had gained

the affections of one affianced to another. He had

weakly lingered by the side of one he could never

marry, till perhaps their separation would be as

much a source of unhappiness to her as to him .

This was little more than the act of a scoundrel ;

and, in reflecting upon it, he experienced the humil.

iating consciousness of having deviated from the

path of honour. Alas ! so invisible are the lines

which separate innocence from guilt, that the most

honest sometimes find themselves over the limit be

fore they are aware of it. No mortal step can as

sure itself against this danger ; but, whilethe weak

and the depraved go on in their career of tempta

tion, the noble-minded start from the flowery road

the instant they see where it leads.

“ Can I doubtit ?" thought Claude, as he wander

ed into the thickest and most solitary part of the

wood. “ She shares my infatuation. Letme,for the

>
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first time, breathe to the air the secret which as yet

hovers only in our dreams. She loves me. What

power has aided my daring wishes ? Some demon,?

perhaps, to effect my ruin!"

In the ardour of his reveries, he had so far for

gotten himself as to utter this rhapsody aloud. It

was not without a guilty start that he heard a step

at his side, and,lifting his eyes, beheld Madame
Wharton .

CHAPTER XIX.

a
The shock which the sudden sight of Madame

Wharton sent through his frame, checked his hopes

and brought him down to earth . He saw from her

face that she had not only overheard his rhapsody,

but that she understood the full extent of its mean

ing. Her countenance was grave and severe. Her

air quiet and dignified, but full of thought and mel

ancholy. There was something affectionate, but,

at the same time,compassionate and even solemn

in her manner. He remembered the playful con

tract they had made together, and he felt , in truth,

like Telemachus, when the sober god reproved his

weakness or warned him of his danger. The same

recollection appeared to occur to Madame Whar
ton , for she exclaimed ,

“ Oh youth !confident in times of safety, weak

and worthless in the moment of temptation, how

fortunate it should consider itself when age, which

has passed the allurements of passion, and wisdom ,

which has learned to despise them ,are near enough

to rescue it from shame. Little did I think, when

in sport I named you Telemachus, that, like the

rashboy in the story, you would so soon and so im
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a

peratively require the hand of a Mentor to tear you

from folly and sin, andcast you into the sea.'

“ Madame,” said Claude, “ I scarcely know

whether you are in jest or in earnest.”

“ Jest !” said Madame Wharton , almost sternly ;

and then, pausing and turning pale, she fixed her

eyes upon his face with a searchingness of gaze

which surprised and embarrassed him .

“ How strange ! How wonderful!" she contin

ued, in a tone almost of soliloquy .

“ What,” said Claude, " since you have overheard•

me, is it so strange that "

He stopped, for he perceived she was not listen

ing to him .

* Mr. Wyndham ," resumed she, presently, in a

more familiar tone, “ dare I hope I have read yourI

character aright ? Among men I have rarely seen

one who could comprehend or fittingly reply to an

appeal to the morality, the religion of a rational

being, when it was opposed by his own interest or

passion.”

“ Your opinion of humannature is a gloomy one,”

said Claude, relieved to find that the companion

who had acquired such influence over him did not

immediately enter upon the subject which most oc

cupied his mind .

And yet I fear,” resumed she, " that it is too

just. I have not mingled actively in life, but I have

regarded it constantly as a spectator, and I have seen

much that made me despise, and much that made

me pity it ; but I have rarely met a man who was

the being he was intended to be. I almost tremble

to test one for whom I have conceived a strange in

terest. I almost shrink from searching into the

heart of Mr. Claude Wyndham, to find whether the

fair promise and the goodly outside are more than
a mask and an illusion . ”

“ Ah, madame! what would you say ?"

“ I have long wished an opportunity of speaking

1



THE COUNTESS IDA . 145

to you in private. In those gay scenes where alone

we meet, you are too much occupied with other

and more agreeable thoughts to pay much attention

to one of my age and attractions. But here— "

Say on, madame, though you do me injustice.

There is not any one in Berlinwhose acquaintance

I am more delighted to maintain."

“ Yes, one, " said Madame Whartoni.

Claude coloured beneath the calm eyes of his al

most austere inquisitor.

“ Mr. Wyndham will do me the justice to believe

me above idle curiosity or a vulgar desire to listen ;

but, straying through the woodfor a walk, I saw

you at a distance, and I have for sometime followed

and watched you unobserved ."

“ Watched me !"

“Yes ; not only to -day, in the ramble which you

supposed a solitary one, but, since I first met you,

I have always watched you. In the scenes amid

which the winter has passed away, my former po

sition in societyhas gained mea place, and my pres

ent relation with the family of Count Carolan has

made it necessary forme to go. But age and pov

erty are not too openly welcomed in the gay halls
of fashion, and, when admitted, are apt to become

spectators of the pleasures of others rather than

participators in them . From my quiet seat, Mr.

Wyndham , I have followed your footsteps many and

many an hour. I have seen the light of joy chase
the shadow from your brow ; I have seen despair

succeed hope, and hope again banish despair ."
Madame !"

“ Did you think that, amid the pressing crowd,

there were no minds but what were engaged in their

own amusements ? Alas ! in a ballroom There is but

a small part of the throngat ease.
The fair scene ,

which seems given up to mirth, is watched by eyes
which behold ,without sharing, the enjoyment ofin

nocence andthe gayety of youth . Envy, hatred,
VOL. I. - N
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revenge, mingle amid the multitude, glide through

the dance, or sit watching from the walls ; and with

them also, sad meditation, memory pale and way

worn , to whom the giddy forms of pleasure only

recall hours long vanished, and loved ones long in

the world of spirits. Calm wisdom , too, my young

friend, looks coldly on , and detects the serpentcoiled

amid the flowers ”

“ I hope I fear -- that is, I feel assured, ma

dame— "

“ Hear me to the end, Mr. Wyndham . Among

these mute but not idle gazers I have held my place,I

and you have been theprincipal objectof myatten

tion . Will you be offended when I tell you that I

have followed your steps, read your actions, and

traced all your thoughts and feelings ? It has been

the occupation ofmy winter."

Madame,” said Claude, “ by what right, with

what object ?"

“ Be assured ," she continued, “that only the truest

friendship could make me think of becoming the

guide or preceptor of any gentleman, however young

or generous."

"I will interrupt you no more," said Claude, as

tonished to find the reverence with which he listen

ed to such curious avowals from one almost a stran

<<

ger to him .

“ The words in which your revery found vent

just now,” continued Madame Wharton, after a short

pause, " while they furnish me an opportunity of

addressing you, have betrayed to me nothing which

I had not discovered before. You love the young

Countess Ida. You will reveal to me the truth .

shall take the liberty to bestow upon you my ad

vice,and I hope you will follow it."

" I will,” said Claude, yielding to this extraordi

nary proposal, and even with that feeling of relief

with which a fainting traveller leans on the first

passing stranger who offers to assist him.

"You love the young Countess Ida,” repeated

"
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Madame Wharton ; " speak to me as to your own

heart. ”

There was a short
pause.

“ I – I do,” said Claude, at length .

" Notwithstanding your resolutions to the contra

ry - notwithstandingmy warningsmnotwithstanding

that you knew her to betheaffianced bride of an

other - notwithstanding the difference of rank be

tween yourself and her — notwithstanding "

“ Notwithstanding all,” said Claude ; " since you

seek my confidence since I feel assured you are

incapable of abusing it, I repeat, then, notwith

standing all, I love her. We are not the masters

of our destiny - of our feelings. I cannot keep the

sun from warming me, the winter from chilling

me, nor such a mind and beauty as that of the

Countess Ida from filling and mastering my heart."

“ You have also," resumed Madame Wharton,

coldly, “ in various ways, if not actually declared,

at least betrayed, the passion you acknowledge.”

“ I think I fear -- I do not suppose I never in"

tended - _ "

" Speak frankly and explicitly . I have ventured

upon this interview from the consideration that your

heart, if it is weak and wavering, is also noble ; that

the same capacity which gives it the force to love,

tenderly bestowsthe yet higher power of acting he

roicallywhen duty requires."

Claude fixed his eyes on his inquisitor, as if he

fearedsome demand which would try his resolution
severely .

“ Madame," he answered, “ I cannot doubt that

my admiration has been revealed in the long inter

course which I have had with this young girl. It

has not been the result of intention , but myinabili

ty to prevent it ."

And you presume she has seen this ?»

“What can I think - what dare I conjecture ?"

" Let me put an end to your modest perplexity ,"

66
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said Madame Wharton . “ Ida does not know, does

notdream you love her.”

“ How , madame !” said Claude, on whom this ab

rupt assertion inflicted a pang as painful as it was

unexpected. “ How can that be asserted ? How

can it be known ? Who can penetrate into the re
cesses of a young girl's heart ?"

" I can,” replied she,coldly. “ I know her every

thought and wish ."

“ But - it - is possible,” said Claude, “ that she

may have never revealed - never confided even to

you even to herself— "

“ Secrets neither revealed to me nor confided to

herself, ” said Madame Wharton, “ can scarcely de

serve tobecome the foundation for such a fabric of

hope and bliss as, I fear, you have reared uponthem .

But, to reply more definitely to your doubt; although

some young ladies may have such ethereal secrets,

Ida is not one who, even were she too timid to re

veal them , could be artful enough to conceal them

by any false statement , and she this day assured

me thatyou are the affianced husband of Miss Mary

Digby.”

Claude coloured to the temples.

“Madame," he said , “ I solemnly assure you there

is not the shadow of truth in this, and you will eter

nally oblige me by~"

Undeceiving her

“ Instantly ."

“For what end ?"

“ For - for - in order that— " be stopped.

"Is it your intention to offer yourself to Count

Carolan as the candidate for the hand of his daugh

ter ?”

" No, certainly - no, madame."

“ Mr. Wyndham," said Madame Wharton , “ I

take you to be one of the few who will never, from

selfish considerations, deviate from the path of right.

Intervals of weakness --periods when the mists and
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fumes of error blind the eyesand mislead the steps

-I can grant you these. They are but tokens of-

that mortality , which God, for his own purposes, has

made frail and feeble, and has sent adrift likea ship

at sea, to meet the wild tempest and the hidden

rock. I forgive you all the folly you have commit
.

tedup to this moment in lovingmy young charge.”

“ Oh, madame, a thousand, thousand thanks,” said

Claude. “ We are, indeed , weak and frail - cursed

with passions which we cannot command - placed

amid temptations which we cannot resist-- we are

in the hands of fate - we are straws on the stream

we go down unresistingly into the whirlpool.”

“You have pronounced here the silliest words

that ever fell from the lips of an honest man ,” said
Madame Wharton . “ You forget the character

which alone distinguishes man from the beast, when

you make him such a contemptible machine. No,

sir, we are gifted with passions for the purpose of

commanding them ; we are placed amid temptations

in order that we may resist them . It is the nar

row mind and the vulgar heart alone which permit

themselves to become straws onthe tide . The lofty

soul directs its course against the stream. It be .

holds from afar the whirlpool, and avoids it by the

independent force lent byHeaven . The most sub

lime sight in the universe is a man tempted by the

allurement of earth - the mental part within him ur

ging him to yield-and, with opportunity to grasp

thatwhich he desires, yet, by the exercise of a self

controlling sense of right, passing by the thing he

yearns for - living without it, and turning his back

apon it for ever .

“ I implore you,madame," said Claude, “ lo speak

to me freely .

“ Then hear me ! You cannot cherish an affection

for Ida without a selfish criminality incompatible

with the character of an honourable man."

The heart of Madame Wharton almost failed as

"

N 2
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she felt herself inflicting the greatest pang of which

his nature was susceptible ; but, like a skilful sur

geon, who knows that firmness is the truest kind

ness, she went on .

“ The idea that you are a warm and accepted

lover of Miss Digby, is generally received in Ber

lin . It was formally communicated to Ida by one

who professed to have received the fact fromyour

own lips."

"And that person was— "

“ Lord Elkington ."

“ I thought so," said Claude. " It only confirms“

my opinion of him as a perfidious scoundrel ! "

" I did not myself believe it, and I give up
the

last feeling of esteem for Lord Elkington, as for any

man capable of uttering a falsehood . But I must

tell you that the belief of this report has been Ida's

protection ."

“ Ah , madame_ "

“ She does not love you -- she does not think you

love her. Your conclusions have been rash and

impetuous ; but, as yet, your actions have been

more guarded ."

on, madame,” said Claude,“ if I may - if I

dare draw from your words the inference which they

seem to admit, I should be the happiest of men. If

I understand you correctly, she of whom you speak

--but for an error which any moment may rectify,

which cannot be long without exposure - would have

learned the interest I have conceived for her, and

that without displeasure .”

“ I am not prepared to make such an ample ad

mission ; but suppose it were true, what would be

your course ?"

“ I would throw myself at her feet - appeal frank

ly to her father and mother. "

Madame Wharton smiled .

" Ah, sir, you little know Count Carolan ."

“Yes, madame; he is all bounty, all benevo

lence . Already he is my friend ."

66
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“ Alas ! " said Madame Wharton, “ how much you

require a guide ! There is not in all Germany a

man more imperative, more sternly despotic in his

own family, more fixed and immutable in his prej

udices, passions, and plans. His determinations

once formed, all earth, all heaven cannot change

them. No one is more haughty, more unrelent

ing, more aspiring, more devoted to rank than he. I

assure you -- for we are speaking in confidence - he

would not only let you perish before he would hear

of such a thing, but he would see Ida perish also ;

he would become himself her executioner, rather

than see her married out of her sphere in life. "

“ What do you tell me ?" cried Claude.

“What I have told you long before --what every

one would have told you, had you examinedthe sub-.

ject before you staked so much peaceof mind upon

it ; and as for his friendship for you, it is made up

partly of the love of patronising,partly of the pomp
of display. He is bland and familiar, because he

thinks the distance between you so immeasurable

that there canbeno danger of your being confound

ed as his equal . Were you a higher personage, you

would have found him more difficult and disagree

able. Long prosperity, immense wealth, have in

filated his heart, and true sensibility is long ago ex

tinguished in his bosom. The moment you wound

the feelings, or especially the vanity of Count Car

olan, you will find him an enemy as implacable as

if you had committed against him the most flagrant

outrage."

Can itbe possible ? And where have been my

eyes ? What has made me so blind ?" ,

You have not been blind, but only premature in

forming your opinions. Men must not bejudged in

the drawing -room . They who are polite to you are

not consequently good men, and Count Carolan, un

fortunately, is a man of a conceited and cold heart,

and a very feeble understanding. His god is him
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self. He thinks of nothing else ; and there is no

enemy so merciless as a fool. I give you these

hints frankly, that you may know your ground, and

notprecipitate yourself publicly into any awkward
position.

“ And the Countess Carolan- ? "

“ Like her husband, she is the worshipper of rank .

It has become nature to them . Their tastes, or prej

udices, perhaps, you will be pleased to call them ,

they have inherited, you mustremember, from gen

erations of haughty ancestors ; and the tendency of

their nature has been confirmed - if, indeed, it re

quired confirmation - by education and example.

You smile . "

" I cannot but wonder that people should disre

gard the substance and realitiesof life, and sacrifice

hope, charity, and happiness for empty names and

glittering shadows."

Continue, if you please,” said Madame Whar

ton, gravely,“ to wonderand despise ; but, till you

are beyond the danger of error yourself, you must

notbetoo severe upon those of others.”

May I ask if Ida — if the Countess Ida shares

their opinions ?"

“Frankly, no . She has pride as high as theirs,

but of a different kind, and she is perfectly safe

from more than a momentary pang while she sup

poses herself less than the sole object.”

“ I understand you ,” said Claude.

“ And now let me put this case to you ,” said Ma

dame Wharton , " as the Carolans-- as the world will

put it . You are a guest at Count Carolan's, rec

ommended by an intimate friend. It is generally

believed that you are all but the husband of another.

This report, so universal that it appears impossible

you could have overlooked it, is confirmed beyond

a doubt by your conduct- I believe accidental, but

others will not think 80 - towards the lady and her

eccentric family."

"

"
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“ You amaze me. Pray explain .”

“Your frequent visits to theirhouse - your accom

panying themto the opera - your openly express

ed interest in the parents, which appeared possible

to originate only in attachment to the daughter

their immense wealth — the girl's beauty, modesty,

and grace -- and your obvious devotion to them ,

and anxiety to bein their company at the déjeuner

of Prince R-

“ Gracious Heaven , madame - I assure you"

" Pray do not interrupt me.
Whether true or

false, this opinion prevailed ; whether accidentally
or intentionally, your own actions sanctioned it.

Under these circumstances — thus the world will say

--you stole into a noble and wealthy family, where

your plausible demeanour gained you confidence, and

yourvery wantof rank placed in your way facili

ties which would have been cautiously withheld

from a person less insignificant.
“ Madame "

“ Here, sir, you stole-- for every member of the

family believed you to be in a position in which, it

appears, you were not ; trusted by the father, who

thought you above meanness "

“ Madame- "

“ I am speaking not my own sentiments, and I

am risking your esteem , which I greatly value, in

order to letyou learn, without delay or disgrace,

what the world will say."

" Perhaps, madame,your imagination is too lively

in drawing sketches of the future,” said Claude,

haughtily .

MadameWharton regarded him as he lifted his

tall form with an air of cold anger, and she grew

as pale as he. Several times, indeed, inthe course

of this conversation , she interrupted herself to fix her

eyes upon his face, with an interest which seemed

independent of the subject on which she spoke.

“ Well, then, what the world has said ," "resumed
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she . “ It is the talk of the town . Your attentions

to Ida have not been unobserved ; and it is openly

asserted that, under a false character - that of the af

fianced husband of another — which character you

have assumed deliberately and supported with skill
-nay, even under a false name

“ Madame-- "

“ You have employed your winter in endeavour

ing to win the affections of an inexperienced girl

to raise yourself to a rank of life above your own

to relieve your poverty with her princely fortune.”

Claudestoodsilentand haughty, scarcely know

ing whether to conceive his companion an enemy
or a friend.

“ I need not add, that, for myself,” said Madame

Wharton, “ I repose implicit confidence in the pu

rity of yourintentions and the nobleness of your

character. You have unwarily allowed yourself to

be surrounded by the illusions of a passion, as far

removed from the possibilities of real life as per

haps it is superior in enchantment. As to my con

fidence in you, I have already given you tokens by

addressing you at all on the subject, by speaking to

you the language of moral right, by which a noble

mind alone could be governed. I shall presently

give you another, by preferring a second request.

In the mean time, I thought it my duty, as your sin

cere friend,to make you acquainted ( for there are

others besides these of a very serious kind) with

the calumnies going about respecting you ; calum

nies so painfully mixed up with truth as to require

all your attention . "

“Ah, madame," said Claude,“ do you advise that
I refer them to the ordinary remedy in use among

gentlemen , and which would procure me

geance which I do not desire, or render me a victim

without clearing my name ?"

“ No, sir. I have learned that you are from prin

ci ple placed beyond the possibility of ever fighting
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a duel. It is that which confirms my respect for

your character. It is that which makes you in my

eyes superior to the common class of men, who are

destitute of lofty and enlarged principles of action .

I am above the weakness of suspecting your cour

age ; but I rather admire it, because you have the

dignity and the humanity to decline a duel.”
“Tell me," said Claude, after a pause, “what re

ports ? The character whichis not above calumny
deserves it. An honestlife is the only reply to a
slander. What reports ? "

Yet, notwithstanding his efforts to remain compo

sed, he felt the blood flowing more impetuously

through his veins, and his cheek burn with shame

and indignation.

“ It is asserted that you are not what you profess

to be ! "

“ Not ? "

" That you are a wanderer - an adventurer - in

short, a chevalier d'industrie !"

Ah,madame,” said Claude, “ you have done me,

indeed , injustice if you supposed me likely to be

moved by a piece of scandal so idle and so easily

exposed.

“ But how is it to be exposed ?"

“ I should think Lord Perceval's letter "

“ It is asserted that Lord Perceval never wrote

that letter ."

" A reference to him will at once,"

“How-do you not know - you have not then

heard "

“ Heard what ?"

« That Lord Perceval is dead ?"

“ Gracious Heaven !"

“ He is dead, sir. The news came by yester

day's mail ."

“ He was almost my only friend,” said Claude,

his eyes filling with tears.

The obvious sincerity of his astonishment and

66
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anguish touched and convinced Madame Wharton.

Her own eyes also glittered through a hidden moista

ure as she said,

“ No, Mr. Wyndham ; if you wish, if you will ac

cept it, you may depend upon the friendship of

another. I am in a position of life to do you little

service, but my friendship maynot be worthless.

You are in a dangerous crisis. If I read you aright,

you are capableof any self -sacrifice, and you will

never shrink from duty unless the mists of passion

hide it fromyour view . Let it be my task to waft

these mists from before your eyes - to restore you to

the coolness and dignity of a moral being - to lead

you from hopes that destroy, and temptations that

degrade you. You are on thebrink ofaprecipice ;

one step, and you not only fall yourself, but

“ Madame, goon."

“ She will perish with you

“ I tremble at your words,” said Claude, greatly

moved ; " a tumult of joy - hope - fear - despair

takes from me the power to think of anything but

the half confession which you have twice made this

morning. What is your meaning ? What is your

object ? Have you come like my better angel, to
bestow upon me, after all, the prize which would

make me too happy for a mortal, or have you— "

“ I have thought you a person who could be better

governed by honour than by other means. I have

determined to trust to that character, which I think

I perceive in you, to make no concealment ; to lead

you by none of the intrigues and duplicity which

may be necessary in dealing with inferior minds.

I resolved 10 show you the whole ground as it lies

at your feet ; to point to the path of passion ,because

your comprehension is enlarged enough to see where

it leads; and to show you , on the other hand, that of

duty, which I believeyou will choose the moment

you yield yourselfto your habitualcontemplations.”

“ I will do anything I will follow any path
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make any sacrifice,” said Claude, " which may be

necessary for the happiness of Ida ; but if she

loves me

“ She does not love you ," said Madame Wharton ,

coldly, “ but she thinks of you too much. She

thinks you superior toother men. She has a mind

to comprehend the difference between yourself and

the gentleman to whom she is about to be united.

She”

“ Oh, go on . "

“ Had Heaven not thrown between you a chasm

impassable — had no previous engagement existed

between Elkington andherself - had she not sup

posed your affections devoted, your hand pledged

to another --had she not beheldthat other pre - emi

nently lovely, and beheld also, with all the world ,

your attentions to her, Ida might "

“ Go on, madame, and I am your slave for ever."

Might have loved you ; nay,more, I will speak

to you frankly, she would have known with you a

happiness she can never know with Elkington, for

I think you in character and disposition fitted for

each other . "

“It is the wildestvision of joy," said Claude, “ that
ever blessed the

eyes
of a mortal.”

“ Relying on your honour as a gentleman," con

tinued Madame Wharton, “ I have made you, in con

fidence, this confession, on two conditions. You

said you would obey me if I would go so far, and I

trust entirely to your honour.”

“ I repeat it," said Claude.

“Prepare to be put, then, to a severe test."
Claude's colour left his cheek. His ardent tri

umph had already subsided , and he almost held his

breath as she continued ,

“ In the first place, you will never act on the

strength of the confession I have made you ?"

“ Inever will, madame.”

“ In the next — and I would never have revealed to

Vol. I.-0

>

"
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you what has fallen this minute from my lips, but

as an equivalent for the sacrifice I am aboutto ask

of you, and, if you please, as a reward—”

“ Speak on ; I know what you willdemand. Ban

ish me,
if you will, to the farthermost corner of the

globe. Indeed, I should have thus exiled myself of

my own accord . I will leave her. I will never see
her more. I will not even bid her one last adieu .

I will fly this instant."

“ I do not wish you to fly ,” said Madame Whar

ton .

“ Not fly ?"

“ I do not object to your seeing Ida again , as

usual, on your pledge asa gentleman to bear your

self so towards her as if no such feelings had ever

been between you . On the contrary, I should op

pose any abrupt disappearance, which would only

excite suspicion, awaken curiosity , and produce,

perhaps, in her bosom an idea which I wish to

avoid. Flight , perhaps, would be the easiest course

for you — yourmind once made up to suffer the in

terest which Ida has felt for you to be extinguished,

without making an effort, even by a look , to rekin

dle it . Flight would be easier, Í know, than this

task ; but it might leave in the heart of my young

friend feelings which must not exist there ; an im

age which must be entirely effaced. Her future

happiness, her future duties require it . Fly you

may, certainly , at the proper moment ; but, before

"

She hesitated , and Claude also awaited, with a

feeling of dread , the conclusion of her harangue.

Before you fly, you must assist in repairing the

evil your imprudence and weakness, if not your

guilt, have occasioned . You must aid me in extin

guishing utterly the first spark which may have

found its way into her bosom .”

“ And how am I to assist in this self-sacrifice ?"

said Claude. “ How am I to immolate my reputa

tion, my honour ?"

you fly , ”

>
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“ If your object be her happiness, whenever you

see the impossibility of her union with you, you

will , for her sake , wish her to forget you . The ex

pression of this wish in words is easy and unmean

ing: Contribute towards it , sir, by your actions .

Before you quit Berlin, she must believe you at

tached to another."

" That, you say, is already her opinion .”

“ So it is; but your manner to her has sometimes

made it waver. Let it be so no more . Neither

seek nor avoid her society ; make no attempt to in

spire her with adifferentopinion, but— "

“ What will she think of me ?-that I have trifled

with her peace in mere sport.”.

“Never be dissuaded ," said Madame Wharton,

“ from a course you know to be the right one by

an idea of consequences . Perhaps, if her esteem ,

her respect for you were diminished perhaps,if

if- "

“ She thought me a scoundrel,” said Claude, bit

terly.

“ You would save her from the pangs which now

tear your own heart, and may , perhaps, shade your

future life with sorrow. If your position is awk

ward,you must remember your own rashness has

placed you in it . Are you capable of this sacrifice ?

Have you the real love forherto sacrifice yourself

your nicest feelings - for her happiness, even when

that happiness can never be shared by you ; even

when it will lighten the path and cheer the heart

of your foe ? Are you capable of acting from a

high moral sentiment, unrewarded but by the ap

probation of your own heart and of Heaven ?"

“ May I ask if you are authorized by the Count

and Countess Carolan to procure from me these
concessions ?" demanded Claude.

“ Frankly, I am ; and , more frankly, could you

but have heard the terms of astonishment and in

dignation in which the count expressed himself re

66
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ness .

specting the affair, when at length informed of it by

Lady Beverly, you would thank me for having in

terfered to spare you a collision with one who

who - once offended, knows no bounds to his re

sentment.”

And where originate the aspersions against my

character ? "

“ Have you no suspicion ?"

“ Lord Élkington ? "

“ Certainly. He and his mother have both per

ceived the growing interest youhave excited,and

are, I think, naturally enough, indignant at an inter

ference so unauthorized, and so fatal to their happi

Lord Elkington is , has been, and, though I

know not why, probably always will be, your ene

my. He is busy everywhere in blackening your
name."

" I believe I know him !” said Claude.

“ Will you then consent, for the happiness of

Ida, to the course I mark out for you ? I speak ,

Mr. Wyndham , as a mother to her son .

deeply interested in the happiness of thistender

girl, and she thinks too much of you. Whether
the feelings with which she now regards you deep

en into love or subside back to pique- to indiffer

ence-to dislike , perhaps -- depends upon yourself.

Marry her you never can,under any circumstances .

She is, moreover, affianced to Elkington , who is

chosen by her father ; and Count Carolan cannot

be moved when he has made up his determination .

He is one of those men who are firm because they

are feeble -minded and cold-hearted . His vanity

points ever one way, and reason and feeling have

no influence over him . I should long since have

implored mercy for Ida on this subject, had I not

known that it would be useless . Besides, Lord El

kington's wealth, his rank, his great expectations,

partly supply his deficiencies."

" They are poor substitutes,” said Claude,bitterly .

I am
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“ If, then, by word or action - if, even by a look,

you exercise the power which you begin to possess

over this innocent and yet happy girl - if you light

the fire of hopeless passion in her now calm and

peaceful heart — if, for a selfish intoxication of your

own, you put thatpoison into het cool and healthy

veins which now flows burningly through yours

if, without a higher or wiser object than the mo

mentary gratification of your weakness, you thus

darken and shipwreck her future life, young man ,

you are a villain, or a creature so weakand unwor

thy, that, to make her despise you, it will only be

sufficient to paint you as you are."

“ Spare me,madame," said Claude, covering his
eyes with his hand .

“Giveme your promise never to undeceive her

in the belief that you love another - however humil

iating to your pride, however harrowing to your

passion - or flyand see her no more. Your flight

will reveal to her the truth, rash and selfish boy ;

and you may solace your own misery by the con

sciousness that you have been the cause of hers .

Yes, she will love you ; she will see, then, that you

love her. She is but too much inclined already."

“ Ah ! why may she not requite the sincerest, the

holiest love that "

“ Do not mock truth with words so false," said

Madame Wharton . “ She will requite your love,

but how ? From that moment she will be for ever

wretched. She willbe given upto the tortures of

disappointed love. Too well I know her nature .

She might fly with you, perhaps, but she would

carry ruin with her, and leave misery behind . You

will be the means of introducing discord into the

family that welcomed you with open hospitality, and

of wilfullydestroying the happiness of an inexpe

rienced girl, rash enough to love, weak enough to

trust you ."

" If I throw myself at Carolan's feet- " said

"

)
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Claude, agitated ; for these half admissions of Ma

dame Wharton deprived him, in some degree, of his

usual self-possession and good sense .

“ He will insult and spurn you . I have not

thought it necessary to repeat the expressions he

made use of when he learned the danger that

threatened his daughter. If her life depended on

her union with you, both her parents would rather

see her in her grave. No one not nobly born, not

able to support her in the sphere to which she has

been accustomed, and to perpetuate the family hon

ours , will ever receive the hand of Ida Carolan .

She is the last of her race. Upon that child de

pends the continuation of one of the noblest families

of Europe ; and you, Mr. Wyndham - I ask it not

in a spirit of unkindness — what have you to offer ?"

“ I oppose no more,” said Claude. “ I yield.

From this time, neither by word nor look, will I

prevent the state of mind you wish to produce in

her. Ida is another's . Tell her of me what you

please ; I will never contradict or explain . I have

been weak. I will be so no more ."

I trust you implicitly,” said Madame Wharton.

" I hope you may do so, madame."

“ Andyou will not leave Berlin immediately ? "
“ I will remain till you yourself bid me go .'

“ It is a perilous task, young man.”

“ I will perform it ! ” said Claude.

“ She will never know ," said Madame Wharton,

" how ready you have been to sacrifice your happi

ness to hers;but I shall not forget ; you have done

your duty. Not love itself, with all its charms,

would ever make you so truly happy .so truly happy. Adieu.”
She extended her hand . He raised it with rev .

erence to his lips, and they parted .

"
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CHAPTER XX.

CLAUDE stood a moment motionless, in the atti

tude in which Madame Wharton had left him . He

was stunned with the unexpected turn his affairs

had taken, and the long and exciting interview he

had had with this singular person upon themost in

teresting theme which could occupy his thoughts.

He could not account for the influence she exercised

over him . He sunk beneath her frown, and rejoi

ced in her smile, as if she had, indeed, been the

Goddess of Wisdom in mortal form , descended from

heaven to point out to his eyes, blinded with pas

sion, the path of duty. Her tones swayed his mind

and touched his heart with a persuasive power ; and

in her majestic countenance he tracedlineaments

which, in a singular degree, riveted his attention,

and awakened his reverence and love. There are

people who strike the eye at the first glance ; pro

duce an impression of beauty or dignity, which

grows weaker the more they are seenand known.

There are others who, without discovering them .

selves at first, disclose in each subsequent inter

view most interesting peculiarities of expression

and manner. The form , before unobserved, moves

with an increasing grace and charm , and the coun

tenance discloses hidden powers. Madame Whar-.

ton was one of this kind. Claude could scarcely

recognise in her the unobtrusive lady whom he first

met in the diligence. The more he saw her, the

more he admired and wondered, the nobler be

came her gait, the more impressive and intellectual

her countenance. Her smile discovered a sweet

ness, and her eyes a light, which shed, even yet,

around her features a kind of mellow beauty more

imposing than the charms of youth. It was her
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character and mind which shone through her face

and actions . When she quitted him - her eyes , late

ly so severe, bathed in tears -- he could scarcely re

frain from throwing himself at her feet. Indeed,
he had done more. He had sworn to be her slave .

The playful compact, originally commenced in jest,

had suddenly turned to very serious earnest ; and,

at the command of this poor and neglected stranger

-as if she had been anangry angel - he had pledg

ed himself to abandon for ever the prize which

seemed nearly within his reach, and upon which the

whole happiness of his life depended. As he re

flected upon the extent of this pledge, his feelings

rose against it, and already he began to regret it.

Underthe fascination of this woman he hadsigned

his ruin .

“ Yes," he thought, “ I have sworn an eternal

adieu to Ida . Had it been butseparation , I could

have borne it with patience . The consciousness

that we understood and loved each other, would

have been, at least, one gleam of sunshine on my

path ; but this is a tearing asunder of heart and

soul . And, if I feel pain , I know I shall inflict it.

I shall meet her coldly . Her gaze will once more

seek mine in vain . Her smile will be unreturned .

She will wonder. She will tremble. " She will

think me capricious and treacherous. Horror at

such baseness will be succeeded by shame, and

shame by resentment. What will become of me ?

and what will become of her, if she throw herself

away upon this profligate ? Perhaps she will de

generate into a mere woman of the world . With

him she cannot be happy, unless she ceases to be

what a woman should be. With me, even in poverty

-ah ! dangerous and useless thoughts ! somedemon

breathes them into my mind . I must indulge in

them no more. Whatever pangs it may cost me,

the path I have chosen is right. I knew it even

before this strange being arose, as iſ out of the
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earth, to shame me from my weakness. Yes, I re

new the oath . Ida - sweet angel- for ever adieu !

Only image of earthly happiness, I waft thee to
the winds !”

As he walked on, the afternoon sunshine fell

bright and yellow upon the forest floor. The birds

warbled in the branches - all nature seemed full of

joy. His way led through devious paths and over

fairy -looking bridges ; and, penetrating yet farther

into its hitherto unexplored recesses, the wood ap

peared to grow deeper and lovelier every moment.

After a winter devoted merely to scenes of fashion,

the peaceful and familiar forms of nature struck his

long unaccustomed eye with a beauty which he had

never before so keenly perceived, and to which the

tender anguish of his soul only rendered him more

susceptible. Everything seemed bathed in enchant

ing hues and disposed in graceful outlines. He

was gifted with a lively feeling of that exquisite

perfection which lies even in the rudest and com

monest forms of nature, and his eye did not fall

upon a spot of the earth or heaven without receiv

ing a sensation of wonder and delight. Sometimes,

through the long avenues, he caught a vista of the

meadows softened in the distance the windmill

casting its broken shadow upon the ground - or the-

sail gliding peacefully along the narrowSpree. The

leaning trees, with their rough -barked trunks im

mediately around him, tinged with silver or clothed

with hoary moss ; the brown earth , with its glitter

ing pebbles — the tender lawns — the soft clouds sail

ing in the blue air, likeswans on a transparent flood

-the whole scene, and the reflections of it, hang

ing inverted in the water - all touched his soul with

pensive delight, and made him sigh to gaze on a

world so lovely, and to feel that, amid thethousands

who enjoyed it, he was an outcastand a wretch, to

whom its verycharms only brought an augmenta

tion of sorrow .
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He stopped and looked around him. A piece of

rude timber, the half-hewn trunk of a tree lately

felled , and not yet removed by the workmen, lay

rough and silent beneath an old oak ; but the light

fell upon it in such a way, that, had it been formed

of ivory or gold, it could not have been more beau

tiful. A little farther on lay a plough, partly over

turned in a track of black earth — its print left in an

unfinished furrow - its bright steel edges glittering

in the yellow light through the heavy pieces of

mould which adhered to it. In the mellow sunshine

its worn handle looked like amber. There was

something in the sight of it which aroused a new

train of reflection. He gazedon this rude utensil.

It seemed to reproach the idle and careless life

which he had led in the pursuit of fashionable

pleasures ; of a luxurious and vain mode of life, asa

little suited to his means and condition as to the

true dignity of human nature . What had he to do

with fashion - with costly pleasure --with weak love ?

This simple image rose in his path like a rebuke

a type of that toil to which the guilt of the first

criminals consigned the human race, and which he

had never known. For how many ages had it been

consecrated by the sweat of honest and humble

hands, of which some, perhaps, with equal firmness,

might have held the helm of state or the truncheon

of war— the monarch's sceptre—the poet's pen ?

“Sturdy emblem,” he thought, as he continued

to muse, for it was in musing, instead of action, that

his life had passed away— “ simple type of manly

labour and independence - ancient instrument which

a benevolent Creator has given to a race he wishes

to save-at whose touch the brown earth and

gives the golden harvest, that sheds joy and splen

dour over the fields and valleys, and sends peace,

and sleep, and plenty into the cottage of the poor.

Ah ! why did not fate make me but the contented

master of one of these !"

opens

a
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Andhe went on , dreaming as youth dreams, till

aroused by the cold touch of reality to less pleasing

occupations.

CHAPTER XXI.

He was interrupted in his reveries by a sudden

burst of military music, and he presently found

himself arrived safe at a road which was thronged

by the beau monde who drive from the town, and,

leaving their carriages, here walk to enjoy the fresh

air and sunshine . At the present moment it was

occupied by a body of troops stationed on one side.

A crowd ofspectators were ranged in a large square.

Among them he saw Digby with a party. They

were on the opposite side ; and the honest fellow ,

discovering Claude, immediately started to join him.

He took the shortest way, which was through the

hollow square . He hadnot advanced many steps

when two or three sub -officers shouted to him ; then

two or three more. Not understanding the lan

guage, and not supposing their shouts directed to

him , the honest fellow walked on , leisurely twirling

his glove, and his face lighted with pleasure at the

sight of his friend. His pertinacity, however, in

continuing to advance, after the sentinels had order

ed him to come back, awakened strong symptoms

of wrath in those arbitrary personages. Seven at a

time started off after the rebel who so coolly put

them and their commands at defiance. Digby had

got about two thirds of the way, when he was sur

prised by a heavy blow across the shoulder, and, on

turning round, the self-satisfied smile at once van

ished from his countenance, as he'beheld seven sol

diers, each nearly as many feet in height, the lower

part of their faces half hidden beneath mustaches,

>
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and their countenances red and their eyes flashing

with rage, and making violent gesticulations at him ,
in the course of which their drawn swords some

times flourished so near to his ears as to put him

in considerable trepidation . One took him by the

shoulder and twirled him round with little ceremo

ny, while he asked him a vociferous question totally

unintelligible, which he had scarcely heard, before

he was spun round by another, and ihen by a third,

to his infinite indignation and dismay . At length

upon shouting out,at the top of his voice, in horrible

German, that he did not speak that language, and

making his persecutors comprehend that the reason

why he had not turned back when they called him,

was, that he did not understand whatthey said, or

knew that they were speaking to him—onegave him

a shove, and another honoured him with what was

very nearly a kick, and he was hauled and thrust

back into the nearest point of the crowd before

Claude could get to his aid.

" Did you ever - a - a - Mr. - a - a - Wyndham- -

-see anything — 50–80 - a - a - infamous as the

proceedings of those gentlemen ? If I don't - a - a

-understand their - a - a - cursed, stupid language

-is that-- a -- a - reason - I appeal to you - for them

to - offer - a - a - a - to kick me in that style ? If

there's justice in Europe, I'll — a - a - have it .”

It was with difficulty that Claude could refrain

from laughing at the intense indignation of his

friend ; but he endeavoured to sooth him by tell

ing him that, after he had got through the French,

he could learn the German in a short time . If any

thing could have added to Digby's rage, it was the

idea of learning morelanguages .

“ No,” said he, “ I have quite enough with the

French, I assure you ; and a more ridiculous and

a - a - a - absurd and - a - a - I never heard . The

infamous scoundrels ! - Ah ! yonder comes my wife

with old ' long pockets.' ”

-



THE COUNTESS IDA . 169

.

Ashe spoke, Mrs. Digby, with her daughter and

Mr. Lippe, came up:

"Well , Mr. Wyndham," said Mrs. Digby, " did

you ever see such an awful fool as John is ? I told

him he could not go across there, and yet he thinks

he knows best. Did not you catch it, now ? To be

kicked and cuffed in thatstyle before all Berlin

but he thinks nobody knows anything but himself.”

“Agreeable, ain't it ?" said Digby, in a whisper.

“ To be first knocked about like a shuttlecock by

those infernal scoundrels, and then bullied in this

style by one's wife. The fact is, Mrs. Dighy's a

very excellent woman ; but ”

And he placed his finger significantly on his fore

head, and made a grimace intended as an insinua

tion against the sane state of that lady's understand

ing

" But bless me ! how pale you are, Mr. Wynd

ham ! ” said Mrs. Digby. '“ You must be unwell !"!

“No, not in the least ! "

" You do, indeed, look very pale,” said Mary .

“ Now join us — do ; and take a little walk - do,"

said Mrs. Digby. “ It'll do you good, I'm sure it will.

Mary, take Mr. Wyndham's arm . Now I sha'n't

wait for an invitation . Any one as knows meknows

I'm all above board , and no nonsense ; so I'll take

the other. Now, John, youand old Lippe can take

a stroll across the square, if you've a mind to, and

have another tussle with those gentlemen. Ha !

ha ! ha ! ”

“ I must say, my dear,” said Digby, “ that I think

your wit is considerably more - a - am

conspicuous than your — a - a - manners .

"By-the-way, they say your great friend, my
Lord

Elkington, is getting on famously. They say his

father's at the last gasp.

“ Do you call that getting on famously ?" said

Claude.

“ Why, he thinks so, I'll be sworn," said Mrs.
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Digby. “ They say that they ain't the peaceablest

family in the world , and , when the old fellow pops

off, then my lord will be the Earl of Beverly, and so,

rich that he won't be able to count the guineas .'

“ But, holla !” said Digby, “here he comes on!

horseback . ”

“ And the whole set of them,” said Mrs. Digby.

As she spoke, Elkington and Carolan , with Ida

between them, rode up. The Digbys salutedthem

very ostentatiously. Ida bowed. Her eyes fell on.

Claude, and her sunshiny smile went to his heart.

It had been his first impulse to step back , so as not

to be seen with Miss Digby, after the report which

he had just heard was current upon the subject;

but he remembered himself in time to prevent such

a step , which, trifling as it was, would not have been

in strict accordance with his promise . She saw

him, therefore. He bowed carelessly . It seemed

as if Mary hung more closely on his arm as she

passed . He saw that Ida had perceived her, and

that it would confirm her belief. Elkington and

Carolan both evidently recognised the party, but

neither bowed ; and , as they were riding at a brisk

pace, they were soon out of sight .

“Well, she is a pretty creature,” said Digby,

“ and a kind one."

“ Do you go to Monsieur de B - 's to-night ?”

asked Claude, by way of saying something.

“ Not I,” said Digby, bluntly. " I go nowhere,

in society again ."

“Well, I do," said Mrs. Digby, bridling up.

“ As you please, Mrs. Digby - as you please

but I don't - and that's as unchangeable - as- as

a — a — I don't budge an inch ."

“ Are you to bethere, Mr. Wyndham ? " inquired

Mrs. Digby.

“ Yes,madam ! ” said Claude .

“ Well, I sha’n’t,” said Digby.

“Now, my dear papa-- "

"

>
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“Now, John— "

“ I've said, it, ma'am,” said Digby, with an air of

fierce determination. “ I'll have nothing more to

do with your ho -tong. Why, a man can't even sit

down there, sir, and he can't stand up, for fear of

ama- turning his back to some one ; and he can't

go away, for fear of leaving some one behind him ;

and he can't walk, for fear - of - a - a - finding some

-a - a - before him ; and I can't dance, and I

can't talk . I lost thirty Louis the other night by

attempting to play. Thirty Louis in - a - a

one night !”

“ John," said Mrs. Digby, “ how can you be such

a fool ? "

“ Well, fool or no fool, Mrs. D. , I tell you, once

for all, I won't go. I won't - go -

ma'am . "

Why, mamma,” said Mary, as if suddenly

struck with a good idea, “ why can't Mr. Wynd

ham take us ?, He just said hewas going, and we

can call for himin our carriage !"

Why, good Lord ! so we can,” said Mrs. Digby ;

“ what a set of fools we are, to be sure. Certainly

-plain as day . Pray do us the kindness, Mr.

Wyndham.”

“ If you please, madam,” said Claude ; and he

reflected upon the pleasure his appearance with

them would give Madame Wharton ; how it would

gratify Elkington and Lady Beverly ; how it would

confirm the opinion and alienate the feelings of Ida .

It was arranged, therefore, according to the propo

sal of Mary, that he should attend the Digbys to

Monsieur de B's, the minister.

Claude now looked up from a brown study, and

observed Monsieur Lippe , to whom he addressed

some commonplace observation .

Ah ! you've got hold of our Mr. Lippe, have

you ? " said Mrs. Digby . “ Well, he's a droll fel

low , to be sure . You needn't look so astonished ;
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he don't understand a word we say, poordevil . It's

just like being with a dumb beast. He's a most

useful person, though, I assure you. He lives with

us now altogether.”

“ Indeed !”

“ Oh,yes. He interprets for us — teaches us Ger

man and French - does a great many useful jobs

about the house-orders the things we want from

the shops --buys everything — pays all our bills

makes all our bargains — and reads the French tac

tics to Mary ."

“ The French tactics !”

“ Classics, mamma," said Mary.

“ Well, child - classics - tactics — it's all the same,

you know , in Dutch; we never stir without him ;

in short, he's our right-hand man - our chief cook

and bottle-washer ; and, what's very remarkable,

too, he doesn't charge scarcely anything for his ser

vices. He only gets three thalers a week, besides
his board . He offered to come for that ; and it was

so scandalously cheap, I could not refuse it . Now

this was one of my bargains . It would have been

a long while before John would have had the wit to

makesuch a one .'

“ Yes, a confounded long while , ” said Digby.

“ I believe he knowseverybody and everything

in the world. He is the most agreeable, honest,

simple creature . He has, I assure you, no more

idea of taking care of himself than a child of six.

The other day I gave him twelve groschen to buy

something for himself; andwhat do you think - he

came and returned me back a groschen, saying he

had got the article for eleven. He is the greatest

prize in the world , and we're so much pleased with

him , that I made John let him go to a tailor and

choose himself a complete suit of clothes. You see

he's very fine about these days.”

Indeed, now that his attention was directed to

wards him , Claude observed that he was certainly

a
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improved in appearance. He was very showily

dressed, in the height of the fashion ; smelled strong

ly of eau de Cologne, and had more the air of a dandy

than a person of his unobtrusive profession. Thus

apparelled, he had assumed the character of a fa

vourite steward or man of charge, taking this in

teresting family under his guidance as we see a

cicerone take a party of bewildered and obedient

travellers . Sometimes he made them stop to point

out the residence of a great man ; sometimes to call

their attention to a view through the long arcades

of trees , which here and there, like the aisles of a

Gothic church, extend for a mile or two beneath

the arched branches, till the straight line fades to a

point in the perspective . Here he made them walk

a long way round to avoid a damp place, and there

he conducted them, even contrary to their wishes,

where they might feel the sunshine. But what

pleased Madame Digby morethan all was, that he

frequently addressed the family, or spoke of them

asmonseigneur” and“ milady.” In short, Mr."

Lippe was fairly installed , andbegan to grow fat

and sleek upon sleep, cessation from care, and hear

ty living . His late meager face had filled up into a

very respectable outline ; and his complexion, from

a dry olive, had assumed a more rubicund and greasy

look.

No one gave more elegant soirées than Monsieur

de B- , and he received in the same splendid

manner once a week. In the evening, as had been

arranged, the Digbys called for Claude, and he ac

companied them to one of those entertainments.

Often before had he entered this spacious palace,

and ascended to those very roomswith a heart beat

ing with hope and love . How bitterly did he now

lament his folly in having indulged such dreams,

and still more in having betrayed them to the cona

fiding girl whom he was now to meet with assumed

coldness ! How strange was his position. In order

P2
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to be worthy of her, he was to throw her away.

His clear reason whispered that the surest way to

leave her to happiness was to inflict upon her what

he knew would be a severe present misery . It is

not every young lover who would have the resolu

tion to attempt such an undertaking.

“ Yes,” he reflected , as he ascended the steps, “ I

will render myself despicable in her eyes ; and, when

I see she despises me, I will leave her and these

scenes for ever.”

And, amid gay voices and happy smiles, the

forms of the careless crowd pressing by him in their

pursuit of pleasure, and the music from the distant

ballroom already floating on the air, with Mrs. Dig

by on one side of him and Mary on the other, he

entered the saloons of Monsieur de B

CHAPTER XXII.

The growing passion between Claude and Ida

had not been unobserved. Lovers are like the os

trich , who, when his head is under the bush , thinks

himself unseen. The report that Mr. Wyndham

was engaged to Mary Digby had at first arisen nat

urally from the circumstances ; had been strength

enedby Elkington and his mother, at first, from a

mere malicious desire to injure him in the fashion

able world , where the strange intrusion of Mr. and

Mrs. Digby had been the occasion of much merri

ment. His own conduct, as Madame Wharton re

marked, had , however, unintentionally confirmed the

idea. In his frequent intercourse with the Carolans

he had soon become an object of closeattention to

more persons than one. Madame Wharton had

watched him with various emotions, such as a good
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spirit might feel in beholding from the heavens the

course of a beloved friend over this dangerous earth .

Lady Beverly had fixed her eyes on him , as a ma

lignant being waiting an occasion to injure or ruin

him . Among her stronger influences was that of

envy. She was so weakly bound up in her son as

to be almost blind to his moral worthlessness ; and

she regarded with disgust the elegance of Claude's

person, and the superior intelligence and grace of

his mind and manners ; and she could not but see

that there was “ a daily beauty” in his life and char

acter, in the presence of which Elkington appeared

to the greatest disadvantage. Other thoughts, of a

much deeper and darkernature, there were,half

floating in her mind, which deepened her dislike of

Claude into serious apprehension and hatred. As

for Elkington, although he commenced by slighting

and despising Claude as a man of no fortune, rank,

or fashionable pretension — as a mere stranger, whose

sphere of life was sufficiently indicated by his inti

macy with the Digbys, he found, upon a nearer con

tact, something about his rival which , while it ren

dered him less insignificant, also rendered him more

hateful in his eyes. The unconscious delicacy and
warmth of his manner towards Ida, he perceived,

was met on her part by a congeniality which he

himself had never excited in this young person ;

and as the match was, he well knew, one of mere

convenience, he at first feared, and then felt, that

the love which he had failed to inspire was be

stowed, although unacknowledged , and perhaps un

known by either party, upon Claude. The quiet
contempt with which his rudeness had been return

ed by the latter, the sentiment of inferiority which

he could not help being conscious of in his presence,

and the arts of his mother, who, for reasons of her

own, desired to widen the breach between them ,

even to any extremity, all nourished in his bosom a

hatred whích grew with every day, and was by no
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means abated by his rival's success in society,

where, from his own merit and obvious superiority,

he was received with the liveliest welcome. Both

he and his mother had made secret attempts to find

out something definite respecting his family and

history which might be used to his disadvantage,

and had thus far been partially successful. By

certain means they had discovered the mystery

which involved his birth. This was openly hinted

in every company, in a way calculated to cast sus

picion on him. The occurrence already related be

tween Digby and Elkington suggested to the latter

a new modeof gratifying his resentment. He had

dropped Digby in the affair, and was determined to

provoke Claude to a challenge by the most open

and insulting statements respecting him . Several

persons had mentioned them to Claude, but he per

sisted in the determination not to call his slander

er to account. This refusal to fight was carefully

revealed to all the society, accompanied by ev

ery term of exaggeration andcontempt, and hence

arose the reportsto which Madame Wharton had

alluded, that he was an adventurer, without even

the pecuniary means to support the life he was

leading, or the courage to resent the most unequiv

ocal insult. It was said that he had come to Berlin

only on a speculation of marriage, and that the let

ter from Lord Perceval had been forged. These

calumnies were so openly spread by Elkington that

they were generally believed . The very height at

which Claude had stood in society - the admiration

with which he had been received a certain air of

nobleness and independence which marked his man

ner and conversation, and the favour of the Caro

lans, were all against him . Envy choosesthe fair

est victim , and slander loves a shining mark. It is

astonishing with what facility the world at large

grasps at the vaguest calumny against those who

have appeared superior, and how instantly a whis
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per against an innocent woman is hatched into a tale

of guilt, or a hint of evil is caught and bandied about

when directed against an obviously honest man.

Butpoor Claude— who had lived, since his arrival-

in Berlin, in a kind of enchantment, spellbound by

the side of Ida, welcomed in circles which may be

come dangerously attractive to persons of his lively

temperament, and lingering amid scenes of wealth,

rank, and love, so magnificent and fair, that it seem

ed as if he stood by the open gate of Paradise, where

a word fromthe lips of Ida might establish him for

ever - poor Claude had not such obvious evidences

of his standing and character as to put a stop to

the allegations against him . After the first impres

sion , caused by lies, as to his powers as a man of

superior mindand education, had subsided, people

began to wonder that they did not find out who and
what he was. Since Carolan had been made to

comprehend that there was danger in his society to

Ida, he had, without inquiry or discrimination, re

solved at once to consider him as an enemy, and, as

such, to speak of and treat him . This had a most

injurious effect upon him, as the withdrawal from

him of the first patron who had introduced him into

society could not but be received as a confirmation

of theunfavourable rumours current respecting him .

In the game of whist there occur periods when

one finds every chance obstinately against him.

Fortune seemsnot only accidentally capricious, but

malignant; and the best player is beaten , not by the

skill of his adversary, but by an unseen power in

the air. How often is it thus in the more impor

tant game of human life ? The poor mortal finds

his utmost exertions vain , and contends against un

friendly influences, which mock his wisest efforts,

and turn them against himself. It seemed now thus

with Claude ; he was placed in a most painful po

sition. Principle called upon him to make sacri

fices almost beyond his strength. First, to turn

1
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from the person he loved , and even to behold her

about to despise him, without making an effort

against it ; and then to repel a direct charge against

his character only with the mild weapons of expla

nation and forbearance. How little did they know

him who suspected him of cowardice ! It would

have been a relief to call into the field the insolent

calumniator who had so often insulted him by his

manner, and was now endeavouring to complete his

destruction. In his present state of mind, death

would not have been unwelcome; but he felt that

the ball which laid low the slanderer of his honour

would not clear his name ; nor did he, the moment

he reflected, really wish to take the blood even of

Elkington . His thoughtful mind recoiled from the

image ofa fellow -creature stretched in death by his

hand, and his very conviction of the profligacy of

Elkington rendered him averseto send him , " with

all hisimperfections on his head," into the presence

of his God. Whatever might be the temptation or

the consequences, a long cherished habit of implicit

submission to the dictates of reason and duty, an in

nate delicacy and magnanimity, and a profound pie

ty, made him firm in the resolution to go through

life without imbruing his hands in human blood, or

without consenting to offer hisown to blind error or

profligate passion. Where he knew he was pursuing

the course of duty, no earthly consequences could

make him shrink.

I have sacrificed my loveto a sense of right,”

said he ; “ shall I not sacrificemy hate ? And does

my reputation demand that I shall kill or be killed ?

Will the death of Elkington provemy honesty - my

fortune -- my claims to respect? Will it even clear

my name ? Will it not, on the contrary, consign it to

infamy, and deprive me of the opportunity of dis

proving by myactions the aspersions against it ? "

He therefore determined to persevere in his

course-- to pass the slanders of Elkington without
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other notice than an offer of such proofs of his real

character as were necessary, to Count Carolan or

any other friend or friends-- to avoid being drawn

into a quarrel withhis enemy-to disentangle him

self as imperceptibly, but as completely as possible,

from the sweet ties which were beginning to exist

between him and Ida, and then to withdraw himself

from the scene of so much trouble. He scarcely

knew how difficult was his task.

On entering the apartments of Monsieur de B

with Mrs. Digby and Mary, he perceived immedi

ately that hewas an object of attention ; nor did it

require many moments to discover that this attention

was not of the flattering kind to which he had been

accustomed . Slander had done its work, and of all

those who had been till now so affable and friendly,

scarcely one recognised him without a coolness

which formed an obvious contrast to their usual

manner. Inexperienced in life, although he had

heard of calumny, he was not really acquainted with

it. He had not thought of its effects. In paying

his addresses to Monsieur and Madame de B

he fancied he saw in both a change not to be mis

taken . Madamede B was a beautiful but proud

woman , careful of her smiles , and disciplined even

in the art of directing her looks only according to the

fashionable worth of the object. She was an inter,

esting and delightful companion among her friends

-Claude himself had, till now, been her peculiar

favourite -- but her eye, as she coldly returned his

greeting without encountering his, was cast down,

and immediately lifted to a person behind him, with
whom she entered into a sudden conversation . Al

though this was apparently accidental , Claude felt

it was a manner of avoiding him. The reception

extended to Mrs. Digby and her daughter was equal
ly cold .

Monsieur de B - bowed slightly to each of the

three, and extended his hand to a gentleman who

a
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passed before Claude. He feltthe blood mounting

to his temple . It was his first impulse to turn on

his heel, and never again to enter this or any other

Berlin mansion ; but he checked these hasty emo

tions with a calmer pride, and the independence be

longing to his character. He reflected that he did

notknow how far this slander was credited-that

perhaps the manner of Monsieur de B- and his

lady might have been accidental--that flight would

countenance the falsehoods respecting him — that he

had resolved not to seek , but also not to avoid El

kington--that he had a duty to perform towards Ida

-and - for he was in the habit ofthinking of others

as well as himself- he had brought Mrs. Digby and

Mary, and they would not wish to be abandoned.

He resolved, therefore, to remain . He felt also that

his high spirit would meet the incivility of the whole

assembly, if necessary, without shrinking, conscious

as he was that he did not deserve it.

As he turned he found himself next to Carolan.

If the scarce perceptible change in the manner of

Monsieur and Madame de B- and several others

had surprised him, he was much more struck with

that in the demeanour of Carolan . All the bland

suavity of that gentleman had disappeared. It was

scarcely possible to recognise him. His figure was

drawn up with an ostentatious hauteur on seeing

Claude, which left no doubt of his changed senti
merts . His manner was stiff and pompous, his

nose elevated in the air, and his features expressive

of self-satisfaction , superciliousness, and contempt.

The instant Claude's eye fell on him , he perceived

that his polite and agreeable friend was no more ;

but that the folly of his character, now brought out

by circumstances, had left in his place a very differ
ent person . He scarcely knew whether to address

him or not; but, as he had yet received no cause to

withhold from him the ordinary courtesies of socie

ty, he bowed as usual. The count looked him full
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in the face without offering the least sign of recoga

nition. A slight laugh at his shoulder caused Claude

to turn ; he found that it proceeded from Elkington.

At his side was the Countess Carolan. Calmly,

but proudly, Claude bowed to her. It seemed that

he required from each one the evidence that they

couldso wantonly insult him before he could believe

it. His dignity and manly composure carried a
kind of conviction to the heart of the Countess Car

olan. She believed in that instant that he was ca

lumniated, and she bowed to him with her usual

kindness, and held out her hand. There is some

thing of intuitive perception in the eye of a sweet
woman, which, in such matters, reaches the truth

through the darkest clouds. Gratitude was one of

the strongest sentiments of Claude's soul, and it was

expressed in his countenance, as he took her hand

and returned her salutation. The change in his ex

pression, from haughty scorn to sincere pleasure,

was not lost upon her, and a perceptible moisture

in her eye betrayed the feeling with which she sym

pathized with him in this, the most trying moment
of his life . At a little distance stood Ida. She was

very pale , and turned away her face as she perceiv

ed that his eyes were directed towards her ; but, as

if unable to complete the effort, she looked back

once again, and that look glanced to his heart, and

thrilledhim with an unutterable delight, which was

instantly quenched in anguish as he remembered

what he had undertaken to do.

At this moment Thomson came up. This young

man had been so violently his friend as to have even

annoyed him with attentions. He had perceived

long ago the enmity growing between him and El

kington, and had spoken to him in the strongest terms

of disgust of Elkington's character and insolence.

Claude, ill read in human nature, held out his hand

to him as one ofwhose support in the hour of need

he was secure ; but, to his surprise and embarrass

Vol. I.-Q
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ment, the young man passed his extended hand

unnoticed, and, seizing ihat of Elkington, shook it

heartily, with many expressions of pleasure at see

ing him . A few moments afterward he saw him

taking Elkington's cup to carry it to a table, and or

dering a servantto bring his lordship moretea.

“ And is this human nature ?” thought Claude to

himself, as he quietly regardedthe young sycophant,

and remembered the importunity with which he had

besieged him in a happier hour, and particularly

the expressions of contempt and disgust which he

had made use of to him concerning this very El-.

kington, whom he was now serving with the assidu

ity of a valet .

It was plain that a total change had taken place

in the general opinion respecting the once admired

Mr. Wyndham. Nearly all chilled him by the cold

ness of their manner. Some, although gazing

through their glasses, found him as invisible as they

had found Digby. A few addressed him without

apparentknowledge of what was going on ; and two

orthree made it a point to come upto him , to speak

with him long and familiarly, and, by more than

usual kindness, seemed desirous of soothing his

feelings, of counteracting the effect of the conduct

of the rest, and of showing him that they gave no

credit to the calumnies in circulation . He remark

ed that these persons were generally those who had
been the least forward to make his acquaintance

when he was in the meridian of favour. They

were the sensible, the amiable, and the truly vir

tuous, of whom Providence has scattered a few

through the world, like flowers in a field, and who,

like flowers, often bloom unseen in retired places,

never courting the public gaze, and blessing with

their odorous breathand perfect beauty only those

who have the fortune to find and the heart to ap

preciate them . Others there were who— probably

absorbed in more important subjects, mere specta

a
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tors of these scenes, where they came to divert

themselves from abstruse labours,and to make their

observations upon the world - met him exactly as

usual ; one gentleman, a tall, noble -looking officer,

came up to him, and , giving his hand, said,

“ Mr. Wyndham ,without ceremony, I make my

self acquainted with you . I am General St. Hil

laire . I have heard certain calumnies respecting

you, which, by Madame Wharton, an old friend

of mine, I am taught to believe totally unfounded .

I learn also that you have had, from principle, the

magnanimity to refuse sending a challenge , and to

leave a slanderer to the contempt he merits . Sir,

I honour you for it. I wish other young men had

your firmness ; although I have had no token of your

courage, I do not suspect you of cowardice, because

a cowárd in your situation would either fight or fly.

I shall esteem myself honoured if you will permit

me to cultivate your acquaintance."

“ I assure you , Monsieur le General,” said Claude,

“ your words give strength to a resolution which al

most fails ; but the approbation of one like you

would more than sustain me against the insults of

a thousand fools. It is such as you, sir, who give

morality a stamp,and prevent honest men from being

put out of countenance. I am aware that slander

has been busy with my name, and that I am not ap .

proved in declining a duel, although I do so in obe.

dience to a principlewhich, rightor wrong, I have

adopted . As for other matters, I owe itto your

generous confidence to assure you, that I have never

been guilty of an action or a thought which should

bring a blush to my cheek , and I am ready to give

such explanation respecting the points in dispute

as a natural curiosity may require or justice de.
mand.”

“ I require no proofs,” said General St. Hillaire ,

“ Madame Wharton has assured me that she knows

you-that is enough—and I only require to see you
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to understand that she is right. I believe I have

had the honour of exchanging cards with you before,

but not ofmeeting you . That is a pleasure which,

however, I promise myself soon again."

They were interrupted by the chambellan of the

Prince , who addressed to the general a few-

words, and then conducted him to his royal highness .

After some moments' conversation, during which

Claude could not help remarking the frank dignity

of General St. Hillaire's address to the prince, and

the easy and friendly familiarity with which he was

received by that distinguished person, the general

once more returned , and , taking Claude by the arm ,

ledhim forward, and the chambellan presented him.

Although astonished at this unexpected proceed

ing, Claude was pleased with an opportunity of re

ceiving such a compliment after the cold stiffness

perceptible in the manner of every one else . His

royal highness spoke of various subjects. His re

marks were lively and affable, and Claude replied

to them with a frankness which seemed to give pleas

ure . The interview was prolonged beyond the

usual time generally allotted to similar conversa

tions ; and, whenthe prince bowed at the conclusion ,

and General St. Hillaire led him away, Claude saw

a new change in the demeanour of the company.

Several ventured so far as to say “ Bon soir.” A

gentleman“ très repandu ,” who had looked him full

in the face several timesbefore, without being able

to see any one there, although availing himself of

his glass , now came to him from across the room

with , “ Eh bien , mon chèr ; comment ça va- t- il ?"

while even Thomson, with several irresistible sal

utations, remarked that " it was horribly hot !" a

proposition innocent in itself, and so extremely true

that Claude did not offer any denial .

"
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CHAPTER XXIII.

The prince had left the room , and Claude was

preparing to do the same with General St. Hillaire,

whose determination to support him appeared evi

dent to everybody . They had reached a small cab

inet in which were only one or two persons, when

he was not a little surprised bya bland “ good - even

ing, Mr.Wyndham ," from the lips of Lady Bever,

ly . This was almost the first time that lady had

ever deigned to extend towards him any civility.

Both he and the general stopped . He replied cool

ly, but politely

Are we going to lose you?" said she, in her

mildest tone. “ I have heard that it is your inten

tion to continue your tour ?"

“ Ihave not made any definite decision, madam ,”
said Claude.

“ You have been quite a traveller, I believe ?"

Surprised at the friendly familiarity with which

she spoke, and wondering what itcouldmean, he re

plied that“ he had lived much abroad .”

“ You are an Englishman ? "

Certainly, madam ."

“ But you have lived mostly on the Continent ?"

“ In France .”

“ Paris ? "

“ Yes, madam."

He reddened perceptibly at the pertinacity of these
inquiries upon a subject on which he felt an ex

treme sensibility , and which he had confided to no

human being inBerlin . Her questions, from which

he could notretreat, appeared to possess the formal
ity and imperativeness of a cross- examination before

a legal tribunal, and several by -standers had drawn

nearer and fixed their attention upon him . Among

them were Elkington, Carolan, and the countess,

1 .
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Ida, Beaufort, and Thomson. The circle seemed to

open and enclose him as she continued her inter

rogatories with a smile which had mischief in it.

“ Were you not last from London, Mr. Wynd

ham ? " resumed Lady Beverly.

“ I was .

" I fear you will think me very inquisitive ; but I

have the pleasure of knowing some of your friends

in England. Your father, I think.”

“ It is probable that is I am quite unable to

say,” said Claude, with an embarrassment so obvi.

ous as to be perceived by everybody. He now saw

that this singular and bad woman had a design in

pursuing him , and that several of those aroundwere

probably aware of it . The Countess Carolan re

garded him with a calm gravity ; Carolan stood stiff

and proud, with his nose in the air. General St.

Hillaire looked surprised, and Lady Beverly's face

was lighted with the delight of a tigress about to

springupon her prey: Ida, a little retired, bent her

eyes upon him with an anguish and tenderness

which sunk into his soul . She had not yet learned

the art of disguising the emotions of her heart.

“ The Wyndhams are from Devonshire, I be

lieve ?"

Claude was silent.

" I think I met your father, General Wyndham .

He was General Wyndham - was he not ?"

“ No, madam --that is he is not living — that is

-that I know of."

· But your mother ?"

He had never so completely lost his self-posses

sion . He was aware that these questions did not

originate in mere curiosity, but were obviously put

byone who knew, by whatevermeans, thatthey

could not be readily answered. The surprise with

which he discovered this cool and deliberate inten

tion to pursue and injure him, and the difficulty

which he had in conjecturing what could be the

cause and origin of such a course, added to his di.
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lemma. He could neither retreat, nor answer, nor

decline answering, without affording the desired tri

umph to his malignant and mysteriousenemy ; and

the consciousness that the eyes of all around were

fixed upon him, and that even they who were most

his friends regarded his hesitation with astonish

ment, if not suspicion , did not increase his presence

of mind. He cast a glance around, and beheld each

countenance expressive of their various sentiments,

and his head absolutely turned dizzy when a low

laugh was heard from Elkington, and Lady Beverly

continued,

“ Pray, Mr. Wyndham , if notGeneralWyndham ,

what was your father's name ? I am sure I have

met him somewhere.”

There was a moment's silence, and a laugh was

once more heard from Elkington, while Ida's coun

tenance showed all the anguish and sympathy of

her soul . The sight of it restored him to himself,

and, ashamed of his weakness, he replied calmly,

“ Madam , you must not be surprised if, under

an examination so searching and unexpected, I have

betrayed the embarrassment and distress which mis

fortune must ever suffer on being made the object

of public attention . It was not my wish to relate

to strangers the secrets of my family ; but truth is

better than any equivocation ; and it may gratify

your curiosity to learn that I am a poor orphan ,

thrown upon the world by a chance which I cannot

explain with clearness , nor think of without pain.

The name I bear was the gift of a stranger, and the
face of father or mother I never saw. But, isolated

as that name is from all that cheers the life of other

men, it has never been allied to wrong, or sullied ,

madam , by dishonour ! "

An expression of admiration broke from the lips

of severalat the dignity of this reply, full of com

posure and conscious innocence .

“ Do you mean to insult mymother ? " said El

kington, advancing close to him.

$
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as it is "

The flashing eyes of Claude fell upon him , but
did not intimidate him. St. Hillaire withdrew

Claude into the corner of the cabinet.

Elkington, following them , approached, and, in

such a whisper as only Claude and his new friend

could hear, said,

“ You are a scoundrel, sir !"

The general frowned . Claude calmly replied,

“ If your own actions, my lord , proved you to

possess a judgment sound enough to form just opin

ions, or a character pure enough to give them any

importance, I should feel more regret in knowing

whatyou think of me ; as it is— "

“ Well," said Elkington , his face growing red,

and his whole frame trembling with a passion which

he could not control ,

“ I consider the terms in which they are express

ed a sufficient indication of the person who utters

them, and of the attention they deserve.”

This short dialogue had taken place in so private

a manner as to elude the observation of every one

but General St. Hillaire, to change whose opinion

of Claude it was probably intended ; but several

persons now approaching, Élkington only remarked

in a low tone, and with more self-command,

“ At a proper time I shall request an explanation

of your remark ," and withdrew .

« Well, this is certainly an odd scene, ” said the

general. " I don't know the circumstances of the

affair ; but I see yonder fellow is a puppy and a

blockhead, and the mother is malice itself.”

Madame Wharton here came up. She was ex

tremely agitated, and held out her hand with an

emotion which might have been easily accounted

for by the accident which just passed .

The music and dancing were going on all the

time, and the feelings which had been awakened in

more than one bosom were not visible the sur

face of the glittering society.

upon

?
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CHAPTER XXIV.

GENERAL ST.HILLAIRE was now called from the

side of Claude, and the latter, surrounded by so

many prying and unfriendly eyes, was thinking of
withdrawing from ascene where so little attraction

awaited him , when Miss Digby complained of faint

ness, and Claude offered tolead her out. She de

sired, however, that he should conduct her into the

boudoir of Madame de B— He accordingly led

her to this distant room. It was a beautiful apart

ment, entirely lighted with massive lamps, whose

beams, falling through thick shades and screens,

shed a light as soft and pale as that of the moon. '

In one corner was a kind of bower, half buried un

der vines, which crept luxuriantly over a light trel

lis-work, and was surrounded bylarge jars and va

ses of shrubs and flowers. The walls were hung

with damask satin of dark crimson, and adorned

with paintings of the best masters. The tables

were piled with magnificently -bound books and en

gravings, writing materials, shells, pearl, portfolios,

figuresin bronze, ivory, and gold, of exquisite work

manship ; statues of white marble stood in the cor

ners, and leaned from pedestals and cornices . In

the centre of this odour- breathing retreat, where the

fresh incense of a garden and the sylvan recesses of

a forest were brought, bythe hand of taste, into a

lady's boudoir, was a colossal vase of porcelain ,

from which rose a broad -leafed plant full of blos

soms, of which some had fallen and lay scattered

upon the thick carpet.

These charming apartments -- soft, shadowy, si

lent — are cool and delightful retreats from the glare

and noise of the ballroom and the movement of the

crowd. It happened that, at the moment when
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Claude led in his pretty young charge, no one was

there. He supported her to a sofa, and would have

gone immediately in search of her mother, but she

grew so pale, and was so evidently about to faint,

that he could not quit her.
“ It is the heat," said Claude.

“ No, no — the dreadful scene - Lord Elkington.

I fear - he is so rash-so brave-- "

“ Lord Elkington ?"

“ Oh, yes-he is so extremely brave - I am quite

afraid I assure you ! If anything should happen to
him if you- "

" Fear nothing for Lord Elkington ," said Claude,

not without observing, more than usual , the weak

nessof this young girl's mind.

“ Promise me,then - promise me," said she , “that,

if you fight - you won't fire at him .”

Upon my word, Iwill not,” said Claude, smiling.
“Oh, dear Mr. Wyndham ," said she, seizing his

hand and raising it to her lips, " you give me new

life. Lord Elkington is so extremely brave . Do

you know he has killed two men already in a duel ?"
* Two men !"

“ Yes - he is such a very charming person. You

knowhe would have killed papa if it had not been
for - for- ”

“ And you find that so charming ! "·

“ Oh, you know papa is so passionate — and he

was so rude to him - but you won't positively hurt

him ?"

“ I have no such intention, certainly,” said Claude.

“ Oh, thank you,” she said again, seizing his hand

once more and pressing it to her lips . “ I am so

much obliged to you — I shall never, never forget
Ah ! some one comes."

She rose with a quickness which proved that her

strength had quite returned withthe dissipation of

her fears for the “ charming Lord Elkington,” and

she disappeared in a moment. The person who

a
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had thus frightened her away was Ida. She could

not help seeing Claude, and the manner in which

'he was engaged, as his hand was still in Mary's
when she entered. At first she hastily retreated ,

but, on the withdrawal of Miss Digby, as if influen

ced by a sudden thought, she returned. Her man

ner was calm, but she was evidently agitated .

The sight of this young girl, thus alone withhim,

and probably for the last time; the idea that he was

soon to leave her for ever, and with an opinion which

could not be other than contemptuous of his conduct

and character, and the coincidence by which he had

been thus discovered with Miss Digby, all threw

Claude once more into an embarrassment. These

new situations, he found, were too much for his

composure, they came upon him so unexpectedly

and in such quick succession. The return of Ida

to his side when she saw he was alone, was at once

so far beyond his hopes and fears, that he knew not

what inference to draw from it, nor how to act. It

appeared as if his guardian angel had thrown in his

way an opportunity ,if notto declare his sentiments ,

and request from the girl he so tenderly loved to

abandon her brilliant but unhappy position, and

tread the path of life with him , at least to bid her

farewell in a manner in some degree corresponding

with his anguish and his sacrifice ; but the formal

promise he hadgiven Madame Wharton was not an

instant absent from his memory ; and with a firm

effort of self-command, and a secret prayer for aid

to that Power which sustains all who earnestly de

sire it, he determined to guard every word and look

with conscientious care . For a moment both seem

ed at a loss how to commence the conversation,

whether in the careless gayety of the ballroom , or

in a tone more suitable to thethoughts which filled

both their minds. At length Ida, with a dignity

which surpassed all that he could imagine of what

should be her demeanour on such an occasion, a
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modesty as of an angel suffusing her cheek with a

faint colour, said ,

“ I fear Mr. Wyndham will scarcely forgive me

for the liberty of intruding into his affairs ; butthe

scene which has just occurred - the - Lord Elking

ton-my father - in short, I am alarmed, you may

believe , for the result."

The calmness of her manner, which almost be

came coldness as she finished , restored Claude in

a moment to his usual composure, took from the in

terview the character of a tender tête -d -tête, and pla

ced him at once in the position of a stranger-- such

as he might have felt himself in on a first meeting.

All the audacious tenderness and wild tumult of his

soul fell beneath the modest firmness of this young

girl ; all the idea that she had ever loved him disap

peared from his mind . He stood before her, less

a lover by his mistress than a subject before his

queen ; and , although those two hearts were so deep

ly touched with each other, and each felt secretly

all the tender ardour of love, yet - thus alone, un

watched, under circumstances so interesting - per

haps meeting for the last time on earth, and about

to separate in anger - so pure was the conscientious

ness which both put into their duty, so well-dis

ciplined and self-governed were their minds, that

their demeanour towards each other was as distant

and as guarded as if Madame Wharton or Count

Carolan had been observing them .

“ If you allude to the safety of Lord Elkington--"

said Claude.

There was a moment's pause, which Ida did not

interrupt.

“ I can assure you , myintentions are

“ But my object in availing myself of this chance

opportunity to see you alone, was to inform you

frankly what I have understood ; that it is Lord El

kington's determination to offer you some farther

public insult, till he drives you into a quarrel."

»
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" And can you— " Claude began, but recollected
himself.

“ You will not wonder that I should feel anxious

for him ," said Ida.

“ I cannot imagine what farther insult his lord

ship can offer me, but a multiplication of terms

which mean nothing, and but meant "

Hepaused again ,remembering that he was speak

ing of her destined husband.

“ In these extreme cases, " continued Ida, with a

slight change of colour, “ I find perfect frankness

the best course, and I therefore add, thehappiness

of all of us demands that you avoid Lord Elkington.

He is so resolute, so determined . His principles

on this point are so unalterable, that "

Is it your opinion that I should fly from this

persecution ?"

“ Yes ; immediately and for ever ! ” She spoke

with eagerness.

“ But- "

“ I understand that you have expressly declined

to call out Lord Elkington, as he has expected.

Why subject yourself to farther annoyance ? You
are a stranger in Berlin . You have never been here

before. You may never visit it again . My father

is alienated fromyou by Lord Elkington, and you

will leave none here whom you will ever regret or

remember.”

Claude's heart stood silent as if lifewas suspend

ed, and a thrill ran through his whole frame. So

beautiful did shelook thus before him—the changing

of her feelings were reflected so clearly on her trans

parent complexion and mobile features — the idea

that she required but a word from his lips, but a

glance fromhis eyes,to requite the deep love which

he at this moment felt for her more forcibly than

ever, nearly caused him to forget hisresolution, and

to declare to her all the agitation and tenderness of

his soul. He perceived even, as Madame Wharton
Vol. I.- R
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had stated, that she was ignorant of his love for

her ;
that her innocence and artlessness had seen

in his manner only the partiality of a friend ; and

that his appearance at Monsieur de B — 's with

Mary Digby, and the interview in which she had

found him engaged with that young lady, had.com

pletely confirmed her in the beliefof what Elking

ton had told her respecting his intended marriage.

If she was ignorant of his love, she was almost as

much so of her own ; and she fully believed that the

interest she took in him was but the result of a nat

ural admiration of his character - was but a true

friendship, and so, perhaps, it was ; for in one so

pure, delicate , and modest, love itself was only

friendship until the object of it should teach her its

more sacred name.

Let me be your friend , Mr. Wyndham,” said

she, with a faint smile ; " I believe I can advise you,

and, if your own happiness cannot influence you, let

that ofanother. "

“ Another ! ” said Claude, forgetting in a moment

all but the inference which, foran instant, he drew

from her words.

“Yes, the interesting and lovely girl, who suffers

more than yourself from these painful quarrels .

She nearly fainted on seeing your momentary inter

view just now with Lord Elkington ; go, Mr. Wynd

ham ! and believe me, your character is too well un

derstood to suffer more than a temporary shadow

from all that error or unkindness may breathe
against it.”

What would Claude have then given to inform

her that it was for Elkington that Miss Digby had

betrayed so much tender solicitude - that she was a

silly girl in whom he had not the slightest interest

--and that, in leaving her, he was tearing himself
from peace of mind for ever. He, however, made

no reply ; and the music of the distant ballroom now

çeasing for a moment, several persons strolled into
the boudoir.
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CHAPTER XXV.

"

On returning that night to his lodgings, Claude

found a letter from Denham. By a mischance it

had miscarried, it having been committed to the hand

of a gentleman who, on leaving London, had intend .

ed to comedirectly to Berlin, but who had so alter

ed his route as to avoid visiting that city. The let

ter reached Claude at last by the post from Vienna.

It was in reply to the one written in the commence

ment of the winter, requesting information respect

ing Elkington. It threw a new aspect over Claude's
affairs,

“ As for Elkington," thus the letter proceeds, " by

a peculiar chanceI have been made acquainted with

some circumstances concerning him which ought to

be communicated to Count Carolan, and which I

beg you to do on my behalf, if you are reluctant to

do it on your own. You may then tell Count Car

olan that, if I had a daughter, a sister, or a young

ſemale friend in the greatest destitution, I should

rather see her perish from the effects of want, than

to see her the wife of Lord Elkington. His father,

the Earl of Beverly , will scarcely admit him into

his presence, although he has but a partial knowl

edge of his vices. He is a desperategambler, and

there is a circumstance which happened between

him, two other gentlemen, and myself, which enables

me to assure you he is acheat at cards. The cards

were sealed when he left the table, and examined

the next morning. It was clear, to the satisfaction

of all present, that he had marked them. We taxed

him with it . He was at first disposed to fight, and

made several attempts ; but he had to deal with cool

and determined men, and he went abroad, and will

probably remain there till the affair has blown over .

This immunity was allowed him at the earnest en .
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treaties of the Earl of Beverly, who was informed

of the affair, and who declared to us, during an inter

view which we had with him on the subject, that he

would disinherit him , if the estates were not entail

ed to descend to the eldest son . He is also deeply

in debt, principally to gamblers and usurers.

“There is yet another circumstance. He won

the affections of a young girl , the daughter of a poor

officer, and a personof the purest character and ex

treme loveliness. He only succeeded in obtaining

her confidence by a marriage which, I assure you,

was a real one, so that this interesting fellow has in

reality already a wife. On learning theaffair, the

father called upon him, and demanded that his

daughter should be publicly acknowledged . El

kington evaded him as long as he could ; but the fa

ther - a high -tempered old man - demanded satisfac

tion, although his friends advised him to pursue le
gal measures. Elkington met him , and at the first

shot the unhappy father fell. The daughter lost

her senses, and is now in a madhouse, where it is

probable she will not long survive. They had no

money, no friends ; and the affair is hushed up, no

other notice being taken of it than the usual flip

pant announcement in the newspaper, that an af

fair of honour had taken place yesterday morning

between Lord Elkington and Captain Atwood,

which, unfortunately, had a fatal termination ; the

ball of his lordship ,at the first fire, passing through

his opponent's head. We learn that the quarrel

originated in some attentions which hislordship had

paid to a young lady, a near relative of the deceas

ed . It is said that his lordship went reluctantly

into the field, and behaved with great coolness ; and

that he felt the deepest regret that the choleric rash

ness of his former friend rendered such a course in

evitable. His lordship, it is said, has started on a
tour to the Continent.'

“ You may tell your friend Count Carolan these
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circumstances, and he may give my name, if he

pleases , to Elkington , who knows well I do not fear

him, and that I have but to open my lips to blast

his name. This I would notdo, except in a circum

stance like that you have informed me of; and

where he is about to marry into a family so distin

guished and so little acquainted with him, I readily

consentto put them on their guard.

“And now , having disposed of the profligate of

whom you inquire, let me add a few words respect

ing myself. Since you leftLondon I have become
a married man , You know the young lady ; she

has no rank nor fortune, but she is allbeauty and

sweetness, and looks up to me with respect and grat

itude, as well as affection. She has nothing on earth.

Her father is a poor clergyman - one ofthe best and

most delightful of men. He has given her a perfect

education. You know I have no property but the

life annuity bequeathed to me by my eccentric un

cle, who hated the marriage state somuch, because

he happened to be afflicted with a bad wife himself,

that he wished, by this manner of bequeathing his

fortune, to discourage me from forming any matri

monial alliance . I am worth, therefore, £1000 a

year till the day of my death , when my beloved wife,

and whatever family Providence may bless us with,

will be left with only the amount of savings which

we can put by from our current expenses. Notwith

standing these inducements to economy, we are

coming abroad in the spring, and we mean to take
Berlin in our way. "

a

"

CHAPTER XXVI.

CLAUDE read with various emotions this account

of Elkington's character, and the more so , asit co
incided with the estimation he had formed of him.

Yet he could not, under the circumstances which he

R 2
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found himself, reveal it to Carolan without subject

ing himself to the imputation of an interestedmo

tive. Perhaps it would be deemed a mere slander

upon a successful rival, who had openly insulted

him, and whom he dared not meet in the field .

Madame Wharton rose to his memory ; but sending

the letter to her would be in fact the same as send

ing it to the count. What if he gave it to Ida ? But

the objections to this at once presented themselves .

With what propriety could he secretly dissuade the

daughter from marrying a man selected by her fam

ily - even did he, in the eyes of that family , stand

himself less in the attitude of a rejected lover ?

What if he should not interfere at all in the matter ?

There seemed an indelicacy in any interference ;

and Count Carolan was not a man of sense , but of

prejudices so fixed and conceitso strong, that it was

not certain he would listen to any proof, and per.

haps he would insult him who should presume to

offer any. Yet with what propriety could he , from

a false idea of delicacy, keep concealed a secret

which affected the happiness of Ida, and which

mightmaterially change the intentions of her fam

ily ? Would it not, in fact,bea favour to any onethus
a

situated, to inform them of circumstances so well au

thenticated,and in which they were so much inter

ested ? Would it not look even as cowardlyto

withhold, as it might appear base to reveal it ? He

thought of an anonymous letter, but his manly frank

ness instantly rejected the idea. Anonymous wri.

ters rarely receive attention, and still more rarely

deserve it. A middle course presented itself, viz .,

to enclose the letter to Count Carolan,with permis

sion, if he pleased, to state to Lord Elkington who

had communicated the facts in question . He in

stantly addressed the following note to Carolan :

“ MONSIEUR LE COMTE :

" I am on the eve of leaving Berlin , where I shall
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probably never return again . It is possible that you
may misinterpret the motives with which I send

you

theenclosed letter. I received it from a person of

trust, and can vouch for its truth . Mr. Denham , as

you will perceive, offers his name also ; but I beg

you to withhold it from Lord Elkington , as I am
willing, should there be any serious responsibility,

to take it upon myself. My sole object is to put

you in possession of facts which affect the interests

of yourfamily. You are at liberty to state thatyou

received them from me ; for, while I have nothing

to hope fromyour decision , I have nothing to fear

from Lord Elkington's resentment. If any passing

weakness has ever caused me to seem to swerve

from the path which I ought to pursue in relation

to yourself and everything connected with you, that

weakness is at an end . If I have ceased, as with

pain I perceive I have, to receive your esteem, I

hope I have not ceased to deserve it.

“ I am, etc., etc."
"

>

He sealed and instantly despatched this note by

Carl, telling him to deliver it to Count Carolan, and

only into his own hand.

It was nowlate at night. He was too much ex

cited by the circumstances of the evening to sleep.

Indeed, hefelt a sense of heated and painful wake

fulness. He then opened the window. It was a

calm and pleasant night, and he determined to walk

forth to indulge in the reflections to which his sin

gular position gaverise .

“ I will quit this place,” he thought, as he wan

dered slowly up the Linden towards the Branden

burg gate. “ I will quit this spot for ever. It has

been fatal to my peace - almost to my honour. I

will wait the answer of this letter to Carolan, and

then turn my back on this proud portal - on these

thoughtless crowds — who believe so readily slan

der from the lips of a scoundrel — and who look

2
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coldly on a man because he refuses to shed his fel

low-creature's blood, or to pour out his own at the

call of every rash fool or designing villain . I am

what I am."

The evening seemed to grow softer and brighter

as he advanced. The sky had at first been dashed

over with small white clouds disposed in airy waves,

a sea rippled by a summer breeze, through which

the moon steadily and peacefully held her course,

even as an unswerving and patient mind pursues

the path appointed by Heaven. As he walked on,

these fleecy shapes broke silently apart, gentle as

thought, and, like it, mingling and separating with

a noiseless motion, till , dissolved into torn frag

ments, like the vanishing doubts of a pure and set

tled mind, they at length disappeared entirely, and

left the void all stainless and still - its fathomless ex

tent glittering with those wonderful systems which

God has hung before our eyes-a revelation of his

immensity, benevolence, and power.

" It is virtue," thought he ; “ it is truth . What

an emblem ! what a lesson ! God spreads it above

our heads to teach us to look up ! to raise our eyes

from the earth, whose magnificence and grandeur

are so infinitely surpassed , thatwe may daily view

it andnightly study it. It shadows forth not only
what he is, but what we may be, trusting to him,

and lifting our eyes above the earth ! "

Theseand similar contemplations tranquillized his

soul, and seemed to establish between him and his

Maker a kind of communion, which made his appro

bation far more necessary than all the uncertain and

useless applause of the world; useless, at least, un

less bestowed upon what is right.

He wandered on and on , till he presently found

himself before the palace of Count Carolan. He

paused to look on it thus in the silence of night.
The moonbeams fell across its yellow and richly.

sculptured façade, and tall, closed windows, leaving

a
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one of its heavy wings in the shadow, and glancing

across the overhanging buttresses, and the company

of statues which stood speechless and stirless upon

its eaves and in the court. There is something in

a noble edifice which seems touched with human

sympathy, and partakes of the character of those
whoerect and those who inhabit it . Architecture

is so full of mind and grandeur, that those stately

colonnades and slendercolumns speak to the soul

almost with a language. Claude gazed upon the

rooms which he had so often seen blazing with light

and animated with gay crowds, upon the silent pavé

so often thronged with glittering carriages and tram

pling horses - now all gone. “ So anon,” thought

the solitary muser, “ will fade from the green earth
all that inhabit it, into shadows-into memories of

the past.”.

Beneath that roof slept Ida. It was possible he

might neversee her again .

“ Farewell,” he said, “ lovely and ever beloved .

Thou sleepest ! Sleep on ! Hover over her, ye

guardian angels ! Shield her from every care !
Lead her light step over a summer path . Spring

every flower to herbeautiful feet. If pain threaten

her, send it instead to my heart. Let never that

young smile be shaded by a thought of me ; and

the misery she has inflicted, oh ! may she never

share - may she never even know ! "

In the weakness of the moment, it seemed to him

as if he were taking that farewell which he dare not

do in reality, and as if this solitary moment were

rendered more sacred by a parting whichwas to
separate them for ever. He walked His

steps

were bent almost unconsciously towards the Park ;

and, passing the Brandenburg gate, its stately form

lifted against the glittering heavens, and the mag

nificentgroup on its top showing in that soft light

as if some goddess had descended , indeed, upon

earth, in herairy car, down that star-paved road.

on .
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The wood looked lonely and beautiful at that " dead

waist and middle of the night ;" some parts lying

clear and white in the moonlight, and some leading

the eye into deep recesses and deserted glades,

steeped in black shadows. He entered this lonely

spot, which had been the scene of his rash hopes,

and which was now the mute witness of his despair.

Claude was one of those strongly acted upon by

the various aspects of nature . It was not necessary

for him to seek Alpine cliffs, Italian shores, and dis

tant deserts, to thrill beneath the beauty and power

which, to those formed to be touched by these di

vine mysteries, lie ever around, above their heads,
and beneath their feet. Where the common mind

wanders unstirred, beholding only common things,

his finer spirit saw God's footstep and the writing

of his hand ; and he entered this perfectly -abandoned

forest, with its heavy piles of foliage and shadows

its dark aisles-its grassy and flower-enamelled floor

-its arched and leafy vaults,and its utterly hushed

recesses, with a feeling of solemn delight and awe,

which made him move slowly, as over enchanted

ground. The trees, as they stood grouped around,

to his aroused imagination half seemed a company

of unearthly beings, communing with each other in

a wordless language, and reaching forth to the earth

and to the stars their ancient and appealing arms.

“ Who knows," thought our ever-musing wander

er, “ but that the spirit of consciousness , which lies

in so many forms— which God has shed into matter

in such various ways, may lurk in these dim shapes

may flow through their twisted and gently moving

limbs - may warm their aged hearts, and sparkle in

their outbursting buds and leaves ! Why should not

the tree feel the breeze that wakes its branches

the tempest that threatens to tear up its ' earth -bound

roots ?' Who knows but they are spirits watching

the ways of men - bending with pity over the pining

lover --calmly watching the conqueror's car - sha

>
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ding the boy at his happy and fleeting sports - or,

when life is done, waving over his grave, and know .

ing moreof earth and itsmysteries thanwe its mas

ters ? Who can pretend to possess the deep secrets

that lie around us ? "

Therecame over his memory recollections of his

youthful hours, when it hadbeenhis delight to climb
into the branches . Ah ! they then brought to his

careless mind no such dim and fearful thoughts !

His heart then saw in the earth around him only the

bright colours of happiness and hope ; and the won

drous objects now startling himwith mysterious

meaning and with strange beauty, but half seen be

fore, struck his delighted eye,without printing them

selves so solemnly on his soul.

As he proceeded, he came to a spot, the surpass

ing beauty of which caused him again to pause. AA

narrow path wound close to the edge of a stream,

which here, spreading out into a pretty lake, lay, a

moveless sheet of silver light, in which the sur

rounding objects discovered themselves with per

fect distinctness. Behind him was a mass of thick

shrubbery. A small bridge crossed the water, and

a few seats, now deserted, had been placed around

for the convenience of pedestrians. The full moon,

riding in her meridian splendour, poured a flood of

light upon the scene, reflecting the thick wall of fo

liage which rose by the water, and leaving the inte

rior recesses in the blackest shadow. Immediately

by his side a white-barked tree leaned over the flood,

in such a way that the moonbeams, glancing from its

white bark , rendered it as brightly visible as a col

umn of silver. Claude stopped beside this tree to

admire a night-scene , which, in its soft and simple

beauty, seemed disposed for the study of a painter.

He leaned over and gazed into the water. A part
of the adjoining wood rose tall and clear in that in

verted world - each delicate fibre and finely pen

cilled leaf drawn in lines of soft light - the bridge

a

a
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hung beneath with wondrous beauty, every bending

arch and slender line strangely distinct. There lay

the shores leaning back from the edge-there hung

the budding foliage and silent flowers, as soft as light

itself. There rose the tall trunks glimmering in

the radiant air - the tree beside whichhe stood his

own form and featuresand yet deeper, beyond

imagination, to infinity, were the blue and bending

heavens — the glittering stars — the sleeping clouds

the spotted moon.

Exquisite ! incredible ! ” broke from his lips.

He almost held his breath as he gazed, a sense of

unutterable delight filling his heart ; when , with a

thrill that froze his blood, he saw beneath him , in

the starless mirror, a hand -- and a dagger glittering

in the moonbeams, raised aloft to strike. He had

only time to commit himself to God, when a loud

shriek rose close behind him, like a voice awaken

ing one struggling with the nightmare . He was in

stantly drawn back, and staggered against the tree,

the reflection of which a few moments before he

had been observing in the water. It was a moment

ere he quite recovered from the stupor into which

this incident had thrown him . On turning, he found

himself alone, but the figure of a female at some

distance appeared approaching him. As he ad

vanced towards her, he perceived she was breathless

and faintingwith terror. She sunk upon one of the

seats, and, lifting her face, pale with fright, discov

ered the features of Madame Wharton .

“ Thank God !" she exclaimed, as soon as her agi

tation would permit her to speak. “ Oh, let us hast-.
en from this dreadful spot.'

“ Madame Wharton !” said Claude, “ I am ama

zed . How came you here — at this extraordinary

hour — at a momentso strange ?—and where is he

who attempted my life ? "

“ Oh, Mr. Wyndham ! what a singular chance ! "

“ It was your shriek that saved me. I had lost

my balance ."
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“ Merciful Providence ! Let us hasten away and

call the guard ," said Madame Wharton .

But,madame- you - how came you here ?-by

what extraordinary chance ?-I am quite at a loss to

conjecture ! "

“ I will tell you as we proceed ; but, for Heav

en's sake, do notdelay your return . I am painfully

alarmed — this is shocking."

“ It might have been much worse though," said

Claude, smiling.

“ But the ruffian may return"

“ Pray be under no apprehension. If he does, I

will be more ready for him. He would not fire a

pistol so near the town, and with a dagger he can

not do much harm when seen ; butI have no words

to express my amazement. What can this mean ?

Whom have I offended ? What ill have I done to

call for such vengeance ? I have never had a seri

ous quarrel except with one person ; and , much as

I despise that person, I really dare not utter his

name in connexion with such an affair."

“ It is mysterious - it is frightful," said Madame

Wharton ; " but let us hasten towards the gate . . I

tremble lest the assassin should return . We must

give notice to the guard ."

“ No," said Claude ; " the man by this time is

probably long past pursuit, and most likely has en.

tered by some other gate. He would scarcely un

dertakean affair like this without being prepared

for a retreat."

" Had he succeeded, you would have been pre

cipitated into the water. It might have been

months... perhaps years_before your fate could be

known.”

“But pray satisfy my curiosity,” said Claude,

' for I scarcely find this attempt on my life so ex

traordinary as your being here so opportunely to

save me and at such an unseasonable hour !"

" I went to your hotel," said Madame Wharton.

VOL. I. - S
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“ I had something of importance to inquire of you .

I could not come before, and my impatience would

not permit me to wait till to-morrow : wishing to

see you in secret, I took with me no servant, and I

had no idea that I should be less safe about the town

in the night than in the day. On inquiring at your

hotel , they told me youhad gone out. I returnedI

homeand was entering the house, when I thought I

perceived you at a distance, walking towards the

Park. Theextremeloveliness of the night seemed

to render this place peculiarly appropriate as the

scene for the conversation I wished to have with

you, and I followed you. On drawingnear, I per

ceived a figure on the shady side of the way mo

ving at some distance behind you, with an air of one

watching you pausing when you paused - advan

cing when you advanced - stoopingand lurking back

in the shadow, and hiding behind the nearestobject

twice when you turned . This strange apparition,.

dogging your steps with such a stealthy determina

tion , awakened first my curiosity and then myalarm ..

He skulked after you till you approached and pass

ed through the gate ; then pausing a considerable

time, he assumed a careless air, and went also

through the portal. I followed. For a long time,

as you walked, I perceived him skulking after you

till you approached the dark grove which ended

by the stream . He then hid behind a tree . The

moonlight streamed upon the spot where you stood,

and, as you leaned over the water, I saw him steal

cautiously up . I should have called, but even then

I was not sure he might not be one of your ac

quaintance, practising some merry surprise; till,

with a terrorwhich for a moment took from me the

power of speech, I saw him dart from the thicket

to your side, and something in his hand flashed in

the moonlight as he lifted it over your head. My

horror scarcely enabled me to utter the shriek which

arrested him ; when, starting and muttering a deep
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oath in English, he passed very near me with great

rapidity, and disappeared ."

" Did you see his face ?"

" I did not."

"And could you at all recognise his form ?"
“ No. Terror blinded me. I have no distinct

impression of his appearance."

* It is certainly very singular -- and recalls to me

an incident which happened soon after my arrival

in Berlin. I was walking also late at night, as I

have a custom of doing, and also in the Park, when

a strange, coarse-looking man presented himself

suddenly at my back as I turned accidentally on

hearing the howl of a dog."

“You are, then, the object ofan assassin's dagger;

you are certainly marked for some one's victim . ”

“ But whose ?"

“ Alas !” said Claude, with emotion, “ I know

not. I scarcely care, Mylife is full of mystery and

pain. I have nothing which cheers the existence of

other men.

“ But,” said Madame Wharton, " we are nearly

at the gate ; and , before we proceed, let me ask you

some informationrespecting yourfamily and situa
tion . A wonderful coincidence has brought you

before my eyes; and with you, Mr. Wyndham , such,

singular associations and vague hopes as make me
tremble ."

“ Associations— with me ?" echoed Claude.

“ I heard your replies this evening," continued

Madame Wharton, “ to that odious Lady Beverly.

Who this woman is I do not know. But I per

ceive she has conceived an enmity against you

which excites my curiosity. Let me be indeed your

friend . Confide in me your whole history. You

are strangely misrepresented here now. You stand

in the attitude of asuspected person . Very pain

ful statements are going the rounds of the whole

society concerning you. Elkington openly avows

that you are an impostor and a coward , andhas de

"
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name .

reports ?"

liberately expressed his determination to drive you

from Berlin in disgrace . , Count Carolan believes

him . He says you are here under an assumed

Your attachment to Ida is beginning to be

talked of, and Carolan has declared that you shall

never again enter his house. He has solemnly for

bidden Ida even to speak to or of you, under the

pain of his lasting displeasure ; and he is capable

of turningher adrift upon the world for the slight

est act of disobedience. What is the origin of these

?

“ If to be nameless and friendless if to be with

out family or resources, except one which chance

has givenand may withdraw at any moment— if to

haveloved rashly one whom I knew I could never

obtain - and if to feel myself bound by principles of

action from which not disgrace itself shall makeme

swerve, against calling out into the field, and killing

or being killed , by theman who makes no secret of

his wish to ruin me; if this be guilt, then I am

most guilty. If this be cowardice, then I am a

coward.”

" Who are you, then ?”, said Madame Wharton,

with increasing agitation .

“ You are ill,” said Claude ; " you are exhausted

with the terror of this night.”

“ No. I earnestly entreat you to go on . "

“ Then , madame, I fear that I am the child of

guilt ; and I fear that, if I had a family, I should be

more degraded than I am without one. I remem

ber little of my infancy. It passed among stran

gers. I crossedthe ocean in my earliest years to

England, where Iwas placed at a good school, and

where subsequently I received an education which

I owed to charity. Lord Perceval, the friend I

have lately lost, and his estimable lady, some time

since deceased , brought me up out of friendship.

On leaving the university I received a letter which

could only have proceeded from a heart filled with

loathing, and directed against one whose existence

a
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it regarded as a misfortune and a shame. It in

formed me that I was the child of guilt; that only

one person on the earth knew who I was, and that

person wasand ever would be prevented by disgust

and horror from owning or seeing me ; that Isprung

from the lowest, the vilest class of society ; that my

father was a wretch covered with dishonour, und my

mother a - being yet lower ; that she had paid the

penalty of her crimes — and that, if ever I made an

attempt to discover my origin, I should but bring

down on my head all the detestation and shame

which criminal parents could bequeath to a miser

able child . An annuity of £ 450 was settled on me

through, a certain banker, on the condition that I

should never take measures to find out from whence

it came, or anything concerning it. It was to cease

instantly upon the first inquiry. I was requested

to pass most of my time abroad. I have been com

pelled thus to live a kind of idle life. I have trav

elled about the globe, and occupied myself with
my own thoughts and observations, and endeav

oured to find a recompense for these disadvantages,

and to repair, as far as possible, by a stainless life,

the woes and guilt of those mysterious persons from

whom I drewmy being ."

“ Have you that letter ???

“It is among the papers of Lord Perceval. I

have long made upmymind to pursue the subject no

farther. A father who could thus cast me off, and

doom me to a life of suspicion — to be branded by

every malicious foe with mysteries which I cannot

explain --I confess I would not meet ifI could, and

I should tremble lest, in discovering him, I should

but find some unfortunate whose hands are imbrued

with blood and crime, and the spoils of whose sin

I myself am perhaps sharing. My curiosity to un

ravel these secrets to know what sin my mother

has committed, and what was the manner in which

she expiated it -- this curiosity is quenched by the
S2
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misgivings to which it gives rise . Oh, my mother !

if your shade hovers in the air, or pines in hope
less wo for a life of crime, cannot the sacrifices of

your unhappy son soften your anguish or sooth

your remorse ? And oh, my father ! if your dark

eyes follow the course of him whom you have thus

so long cast off, are there no moments when na

ture pleads in a heart hardened only by chance,

and you behold through tears of affection one who

obeys and loves , even when he trembles at the

thought of you ?"

“ Have you no knowledge of your real name ?"

“ None. A complete mystery enshrouds it. Of

ten , when I read of the execution of some female, I

shudder lest it might be the being who gave me

birth ; often, when I hear of some criminal, I won

der whether a father's heart be not bursting in that

death-doomed form ."

“ Horrible thought!" said Madame Wharton .

“ I am encircled by awful mysteries,” said Claude.

“ I feel as if borne by destiny along a dark tide, I

know not whither.”

“ It is dark indeed ," said Madame Wharton . “ I

am as bewildered as yourself. There are strange

things in life ~ and wild — which sometimes hover

around the paths of mortals-- and which are never

dreamed of by others."

“ But come,” said Claude, “ I have been excited

and weak . I do not allow myself often to give way

to these thoughts. Perhaps my imaginations and

apprehensions are equally unfounded. There is a

bright side as well as a dark to my fate ; but will

you allow me to ask, madame, what objectyou have

in pursuing these inquiries ? "

“ Because I am your friend,” said Madame

Wharton, in a low and tremulous tone ; and she

held out her hand. He pressed it to his lips.

“ You are ," said he, " The only one on earth who

takes an interest in my lonely fate, and I thank you."

"



THE COUNTESS IDA . 211

"

"

“ Promise me, then ," said Madame Wharton, " to

be guided by me. Do not yield to the temptations
which Elkington will throwin the wayof your pas

sion, and to Ida - be as a stranger. The path of

right is sometimes steep and dreary, but leads to

true happiness."

“ I have promised," said Claude. He felt that he

yielded to her influence as a mortal to a superior

being, sent thus by Heaven to save his life in the

momentof peril,and to support his resolution with

the inspired words of hopeand virtue.

9

CHAPTER XXVII.

LADY BEVERLY and Elkington drove home from

the ball at Mr.de B- 's in no very amiable mood.

The inquiries which Lady Beverly had so pertina

ciously put to Claude respecting his family, had

been the result of a settled plan to embarrass and

disgrace him, and it perfectly well succeeded till his

last reply, which, with the dignity of truth , turned

the tables against them , carried conviction to every

heart, and rather createdsympathy than the distrust

and derision intended. In proportion to their disap

pointment at their failure, their detestation increas

ed. On reaching the hotel after the ball , instead of

retiring to bed, they sat up, engaged in a conversa

tion upon the state of their affairs, in which Claude

now began to play an important rôle .

“ If ever two young fools on earth loved each

other,” said Lady Beverly , “ they are mutually in

love. They both conceal it as far as they can ;

but, in my opinion, they privately understand each

other, and have already formed a plan to break off

your engagement. Is it likely that they should be
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togetherso much as they have been, with such feel

ings as they evidently entertain for each other, with

out a mutual explanation ? "

“ If I can drive on this affair with Carolan ," said

Elkington, “ I shall have something to stand on till

the old man dies . I can keep Shooter quiet, and

arrange my other affairs till the event, which can

not be far off, comes to relieve me. At the moment

of success, this detested coward steps between me

and my hopes. He slights and insults me with ev

ery look. Before Ida knew him she was quite de

cided. She would have married meat any moment.

But now she's shy - cool - timid. I find her some

times abstracted and melancholy- sometimes in

tears — and lately she has even frowned in a way

which I don't like . I'll marryher, whether she will

or not ; that is in my power. She shall be my wife

if it break her heart , and if I could but blow this

scoundrel's brains out, and marry her afterward, I

would hasten back to London, pay my debts, hush

up those two cursed affairs, and in future conduct

operations a little more cautiously. As for this

Wyndham , he needn't think to escape me. I have

lived two-and -twenty years in the world, and very

possibly I have overlooked a favour, but, by I

never forget an injury or an insult."

“ But this man won't fight."

“ Won't ?" said Elkington, starting from his seat ,

and pacing the room with a hurried step . “He

can't avoid it . I'll make him . No man, he his

principles what they may, can escape it . Won't

fight? I have heard of this before; but I never yet

found the person whom, when I chose, Icould not

force to it, and whom, when once there, I could not

teach the danger of crossing me with impunity.

Claude Wyndham has insulted, injured , and thwart

Iam not to be trampledon with impunity,

nor am I one of those who shrink from availing

themselves of means which every gentleman sanc

tions and adopts."

ed me.
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“But human life --my son ,” said Lady Beverly,

“ have you not already too much stained your
hands ?"

“No. It is a prejudice. What is human life

more than other life ? It was made to be extin

guished by a thousand chances. Men are but in

sects, who are born by millions—who come and

go like gnats in the breeze. They perish in the

field of battle - in the wreck - by famine by pesti

lence, and their own excesses . They are like the

reptiles which lie across our path as wewalk ; we

cannot help treading on them. What avails one

more or less ? Yet these cautious cowards would

have us believe that earth and heaven are moved

when a miserable creature like this Wyndham is

turned into his grave a few years before his time.”

“ But your own life, my son.”

“ I care not for my own life. What is life to me,

that I should value , or death, that I should fear it ?

My youth is past, and with it all my hopes of pleas

ure. I have quaffed the cup till sated with its cloy.

ing sweets. What, after all , has life to offer me

but a few enjoyments ; startling, because full of

danger ; or sweet, only to sicken me the sooner ? I

confess, on this miserable earth I find no great at

traction. Every real pleasure is forbidden by law ,

by society, or by the narrow limits of our own na.

tures. We can't enjoy as we would . Internal dis

eases follow every feast which is spread before the

eyes of poor mortals ; and , as if the world had been

created by a fiend, a youth of pleasure is sure to be

followed by an age of pain . Already I begin to feel

the effects of plucking the fruit that hangs around

me, and of drinking the stream which flows at my

feet. Yet what is it there for, if not for us ? No.

If I don't value the lives of others, neither do I my

own . I have nothing to regret - nothing to regret

me. When I die, it will be but the falling off of a

leaf unmourned, unmissed. If I have nothing to
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regret in life, neither have I anything to fear in

death. I believe in no hereafter !"

Alas! who can tell ?" said Lady Beverly.

“ I can, madam . My common sense tells me

that this is an idle dream-a folly of the nursery

a tale ofpriests and poets - an impossibility. What !

live without life ? be crushed by a piece of granite,

like a trodden fly, and yet exist, and breathe, and

see, and move ? bah ! It is ridiculous . It is a lie.

When we die, we die. Things to us are ended.

The spider that we tread on , and the man we kill

once gone, are gone .
It is all black - blank - yoid

--and who cares ? What difference does it make

whether he or I go a day or two sooner or later ?

Who watches over us our fates our actions ?

Who will care if I kill him, or he me ? Who sees

-who knows who takes note of all the multifari

ous incidents of mankind, age after age ? No, no

thank God brif life has few charms for me, death

has fewer terrors. It is but a bullet - a flash - a

leap — and then a sound sleep. The rest is a bug

bear !”

A knock at the door interrupted him , and Scarlet

entered with a letter, which, he said , had been left

by aperson enveloped in a cloak , so that his face

could not be seen . Elkington took the letter, dis

missed the servant, broke the seal, and read.

“For God sake, Edward , what is it ?" said Lady

Beverly, as she watched his countenance. He made

no reply till he had finished perusing it ; then he

struck his hand violently uponthe table and said,

“ It only wanted this. I'll tread that man beneath

my heel like an adder."

“ Edward, what does this mean ?”

“ Read, and tellmewhether this is not enough to

sanction any step

She read aloud. It was Claude's letter to Count

Carolan, enclosing that from Denham. The two

had been sent by another hand in a third envelope.

? "
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“ I will silence him," said Elkington .

“ But how ?"

“He must meet me before another day is passed."

“ He will not."

“ He shall ; he must be made to . I'll insult him.

I'll choose the most public scene to heap on him all

the odium he merits. I'll insult every lady who

walks with him. There is no provocation which

one man can offer another which I will not thrust

upon him. I'll ring in his ears, and in the ears of

all around him, that he is a coward and a villain .

I'll brand him aloud with every epithet of scorn ."

“ Edward ! Edward ! ” said Lady Beverly, follow

ing him backward and forward through theroom .

" And if,” said he , " he refuses to fight, I'll— "

The door was suddenly thrown open, and Scarlet

announced " Mr. Wyndham ."

" Mr. Wyndham ? cried Lady Beverly, with as

tonishment. " It is certainly some mistake. Mr.

Wyndham ? "

“ You are a fool,” said Elkington. “Who is it ??

what is it ? "

“ It is Mr. Wyndham , my lord, with another

person .

“ Great Heaven ! ” exclaimed Lady Beverly,

“ what can this mean ? ”

“ Admit them !" said Elkington, sternly, and with

a feeling at his heart which even he, wide as had

been hisexperience in human sensations, had never

known before.

At the word of the servant Claude entered, drag

ging in with an iron grasp an individual who, al

though he resisted, seemed scarcely to require an
effort of his athletic arm. Thrust into the middle

of the floor, he lifted a pale countenance, so much

altered that he was with difficulty recognised as the
complaisant and even amiable Carl. Claude ad

vanced to the table where Lady Beverly and Elking

too had been sitting. He was calm , and even cour

92
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teous in his demeanour, but his face, as eminently

formed to express sternness as gentleness, exhibit

ed determination which , for a minute, awed both the

persons whose midnight privacy he had so unex

pectedly and unceremoniously interrupted . - Lady

Beverly leaned for supportupon the table. Elking

ton stood half stupified with indignation , yet, for the

moment, too thunderstruck to speak, but his eyes

glittered with a passion more terrible from its still

“ I might offer an apology to Lady Beverly," said

Claude, " for this abrupt and unseasonable visit, but
the occasion must be its own excuse . "

Speak on, sir," said Lady Beverly, for Elking

ton seemed speechlesswith astonishment and rage .

“Passing accidentally your door but this instant,

I saw my servant approach it, muffled in a cloak

hand a letter --and hastily retreat with signs of guil

ty caution . I followed and seized him as he was

creeping stealthily back to his home. I demanded

whom he had been to see—what employment he

was charged with from other persons thanmyself
whom else he served -- what letter he had delivered

-and why this air of guilty secrecy . The boy is

a coward as well as a scoundrel, and , terrified at

being detected , he instantly made a confession so

singularly involving the honour of yourself, madam ,

and Lord Elkington, that, as much from respect to

you as from justice to myself, I determined that

you
should confront him on the instant and convict

him of the falsehood . ”

• This insult-- this outrage," cried Lady Beverly.

“ D — tion, sir !" said Elkington , reaching from a

bookcase at his side a pair ofduelling pistols, and

laying them with a quaking hand and an ashy face
uponthe table , “ if you arenot a scoundrel ",

* Repeat, sir,” said Claude to Carl, “ what you

have just confessed to me."

“ I confess— ” said Carl, in excellent English.

"
-

"
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papers ”

“ How ! ” said Claude. “ Do you speak English ?”

“ Yes, monsieur ; pardon me - forgiveme- do not

put me in prison. I will relate all, indeed, indeed

I will"

“ If you utter oneword,you cowardlyrascal, re

specting me or myaffairs, I'll send this bullet through

your head," said Elkington.

« Oh, mon Dieu !” said Carl, whining and crying,

“ what shall I do, what shall I do ?"

“ He declares that for some time past he has

been in your pay ; that you have promised to take

him with you to England in your employ ; that

he has rendered you an account of my actions

conversations -- journals - and private letters and

,

“ He is an infamous liar ! " said Elkington, " and

you are the same ; and I will so proclaim you in pub

lic wherever I meet you.”

“ Your language,my lord, convinces me that, how

ever vile may bemy servant, he has employers yet
more so ."

“ Coward ! you shall give me satisfaction for

this ; you shall hear from me before you sleep, and

in a way which, if you are not dead to every feeling
of honour- "

“ Of my honour, my lord,” said Claude, “ I am

the guardian, and Ibelieve you are not the judge.”

“ Then I brand the words coward and liar upon

your forehead. I will thunder them in your ear

I will write them beneath your name in all compa

nies, at all hours— I will never meet you in the

streets, in the ball, in the church even, without

pointing, and hissing, and proclaiming aloud, There

stands a coward !”

you can pointyour finger," said Claude, with

perfect composure,“ at one action of my life which
,

dishonours me, I shall feel annoyed by the terms

you make use of. Otherwise they pass by me'as

the idle wind,' and I shall avoid you as a madman,
VOL . I.-T
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or take measures to secure myself against you as a

ruffian . The words of a man like you can neither

awake my passion nor permanently injure mychar

acter. As for the charge I make against you, I wish.

I could believe it untrue.

“ It is untrue, I solemnly declare,” said Lady

Beverly.

“ And I so pronounce it, on the faith of a gentle

man and a man of honour,” said Elkington ; " and

let any one but an outcast like yourself, deny, nay,

doubt it, at his peril. The good name of a noble

man and a lady are not to be destroyed by the raving

of a valet-de -chambre, nor the malignant plots of a

miserable impostor, without rank , fortune, or family ;

a child of guilt and chance, whose father is prob

ably in a convict's cell — whose mother-- "

Claude laid his hand on the pistol nearest him,

and Elkington , with a sneer of triumph and hate,

grasped his, and continued , " Whose mother,after a

life of pollution, has died, amid hisses and jeers,

onthe scaffold .”

It was obvious that this coarse language was the

mode by which Elkington hoped to taunt and lash

his foe to desperation ; for he knew in his heart

that he was nocoward, and that he had only to give

passion one moment an ascendancy over that calm

reason and high principle which inspired his life,

and shed a kind of divine protection around him, to

push him into a duel, and quench the hate which

had now taken possession of his soulto a fearful ex

tent. It is not certain that Claude, thus goaded be

yond example and almost beyond bearing, might not

have consented to arrangements for animmediate

meeting ; but he remembered his promise given to

Madame Wharton , and laid down the deadly weap

on. At the same moment he perceived something

which again reminded him that he was dealing with

a man beneath his notice.

“ You deny, then , that you have had any private

communication with my servant ?" asked Claude.

а
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“ Most positively,” said Elkington ," and I pro

nounce him

" Spare your invectives, my lord , ” said Claude.

“ That he who could be base enough to do such a

thing, would be mean enough to deny it, does not

surprise me ; but I am astonished thatsuch a skilful

practitioner as Lord Elkington should make the de

nial without at least first dropping from his hand

the evidence of his guilt ."

Elkington looked down, and beheld the letter

which Claude had written to Carolan , and which, in

his confusion, he had retained in his hand. It was

open, and the signature, “ Claude Wyndham ," was”
conspicuously visible. The letter from Denham

was also lying open on the table .

“ You will excuse my resumingmy own proper

ty,” said Claude, reaching forward and taking the

two letters .

Elkington's eyes absolutely flashed with fury as

Claude moved to take the letter from his hand, and

he cocked the pistol and raised it, his face whiten

ing with his dreadful purpose. But the act of de

liberately shooting an unarmed man, of sending

headlong into eternity the human beingwho stands

erect before him, in all the loveliness of life, re

quires a nerve which can scarcely be the gift but of

madness, and which even this reckless villain had

not yet become sufficiently frantic to acquire. Be
sides, there are consequences . The law is awaken

ed when such a deedis openly done. There is no

hushing it up ; and a visionof a dungeon and a crowd

ed court- of a felon's chain and a felon's fate

formed a restraint upon the hand of Elkington which

neither generosity nor religion would have excited .

He muttered in a voice choked and husky with

rage,

“ Wyndham, you shall hear from me to -morrow ,

You shall not carry it off in this manner.”

“ No, my lord , your message will be useless.

a
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You may murder me if you will , and take the con

sequences . My life, like that of every other man ,

is exposed to the attempt of an assassin . Your

threats I despise - your calumnies I defy. A

peaceful conscience will secure me from the one,

and a pure life from the other. For my courage,

my lord, you may think and speak of it as you

please ; but I shall expose your baseness without

hesitation or fear, and perhaps call upon the law of

our common country to protect me against the false

hood of so unprincipled a slanderer. Should you

dare to direct against an unarmed man the blind fury

of an assassin ,I leave those laws to punish you as

a murderer merits."

“ Cautious coward !” said Elkington, and again

raised his arm . The demon in his soul whispered

him to fire, and thus plunge with so mortal an ene

my down the chasm of death . It is possible that ,

had his foe shown any symptom of fear or retreat,

he might so far have lost his reason as to have ac

complished his dark intention ; but Claude was a

man of strong nerveas well as of perfect courage,

and he really feared death as little and much less

than his rival. To him life was now bereft of its

charm , and perhaps secretly he was scarce dis

pleased at the thought of a sudden blow, which

would terminate an existence doomed to such sad

despair . This real indifference to death shed

around him a calm grandeur . He stood firm and

cool--the very smileon his lips unchanged and the--

sternness of his brow softening into something of de

rision and contempt, while his clear, searching eye

bent on his antagonist a gaze that pierced and cow .

ed his soul ; and his unprotected breast lay so un

shrinkinglyopen to the blow, that, in addition to the

idea of a gibbet, a sentiment of shame touched the

villain's heart and caused him to lower his weapon.

Lady Beverly, after an ineffectual attempt to ar

rest his arm , fell back fainting on the sofa.

a
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“ We shall meet again,” said Elkington . “ There
will be a time !"

Claude withdrew without haste . Again be found

himself alone in the cool , silent night. His eye

was cast again over the tranquil streets and up to

the starry sky. One motion of Elkington's finger,

and he would have never gazed on these fair ob

jects more .

CHAPTER XXVIII.

It is often observed that events of peculiar inter

est come crowding upon us together. The man
who has inherited a rich legacy is not unlikely to

draw a prize in the lottery, or he who has just lost

a ship at sea, to have his house burned down at

about the same period. One might almost be

tempted to think that superior beings wove, in a

kind of sport, the destinies of mortals; conscious,

perhaps,that hereafter the objects of their amuse

ment will be raised so far above their present con-.

dition as to join in the merriment which- all that be

longs merely to earth is alone worthy to excite.

Elkington, after pacing his room all night in a

state which precluded the possibility of sleep, sent

early the next morning for a gentleman whom he

knew he might trust with thecommissionhe in

tended to ask of him. This was a retired French

officer, who, like himself, wasa duellist in princi

ple and by profession, having in his timesent to a

bloody grave several persons who had inadvertently

trodden on his toe, occupied his seat at the opera,

looked at his female companions, or committed some

other heinous offences, without offering in repara

tion exactly the kind of apology whichhe thought
T2
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becoming. He was a fierce-looking litile man , with

an ugly face and a still more disagreeable person.

He had no qualities which rendered him pleasing.

He did not pay his debts, nor serve his friends with

fidelity, unless whenhe thought his interest requi

red him to do so . Nobody really liked him . But

he was invited everywhere . He was a brave man,

and had performed some gallant feats in action ; but,

having been shot through the body in one duel with

a brother officer, because he would not disown an

expression which he afterward confessed he had

never used, and having received a cut across the

cheek in another, from a person who said he was

an ass, and who, upon being called upon to retract,

declared himselfready to abide by what he had said ,

and accordingly left on his physiognomy this visible

record of his opinion — having received these dis

qualifications for the service, he had retired on a

small fortune, and had become a kind of authority

in affairs of honour. The name of this gentleman

was General Le Beau, although one can scarcely

imagine a name less expressive of the appearance

of the individual who bore it.

On receiving the commands of Elkington, he

iwirled his long red mustache between his thumb

and finger, gave a significant smile , took the note,

and proceeded to fulħl his task.

Scarcely hadhe gone when Scarlet entered with

three letters . Thefirst was in a hand with which

he was not acquainted . It ran thus :

“ Although Lord Elkington is ignorant of the

name and existence of the writer of this note, the

latter has the most accurate knowledge of your

lordship and his affairs. It is not impossible that

your lordship may be at first incredulous on reading

it, but a few moments' conversation with lord .

ship's mother will entirely convince you of its truth .

I ain't a rich or a great man like your lordship, but

your
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fortune has made me the possessor of a secret which

has been for some time a source ofprofit, and which,

I freely tell your lordship, I shall use to my own

advantage . _Your lordship is aware that yournoble

father, the Earl of Beverly, was married before he

united himself to your mother, the present Lady

Beverly . That match was unfortunate, as the world

well knows ; but-I beg to call your lordship's atten

tion to this fact — there is a circumstance connected

with it which neither your lordship nor the world

knows, viz ., that the issue of that marriage yet sur

vives, in the person of a son, who is , in reality, the

heir of your father's estate . This secret exists

solely and exclusively in my bosom. The son of

the Earl of Beverly, for causes which doubtless can

be explained , should it be necessary to investigate

the matter in a court of justice, wentwith his moth

er to the West Indies . The vessel in which they

sailed was wrecked, and all on board perished but

two persons. One was the child, who was picked

up senseless from a spar (to which the mother had

attached him, being herself washed overboard and

drowned before she could make herself fast) ; the

other individual saved was myself. We were pick

ed up by the same ship, and I was carried, with the

child , into Boston. It had happened that I knew

the Earl of Beverly having had a boyish passion for

& young female in his household, who, before I left

England, had revealed to me certain family secrets

of a highly important nature, and, among others ,
that themother of this child had fled from her hus

band in consequence of charges against her honour

of the vilest kind . I had seen her in the earl's fam

ily ( then Mr. Lawson ), and I recognised her on board

the ship which bore us to the New World, although

she was there under an assumed name, and was to

tally unknown to all but myself. Here, then , I found

myself with this boy, whom no one in America knew

anything of. Being aware that his father had dis
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owned him, I thought that I might serve both the

boy and myself by keeping, for a time, the secret of

his birth . For years I kept my eye on him , for a

finer fellow never walked . His beauty and charac

ter at length attracted the attention of a lady, who,

hearing of his desolate situation , took him with her

to England, at the age of eight years . Dying, she

bequeathed him as a legacy to a lady, whoeducated

him till he left the University. It was then that I

informed the Earl of Beverly of his existence . That

nobleman arranged with me never to reveal the se

cret,and has paid me for my silence .

“ Your lordship will probably learn, on the same

day which brings you this, that your noble father

has been seized with another fit, which will proba

bly end his existence long before the arrival of my

letter. Your lordship, on beholding such an inher

itance within your grasp, would not like to be dis

possessed by a stranger - a misfortune which would

not only leave your lordship penniless, but, I believe,

deeply in debt. I have not intrusted this letter to

the hands of a third person , upon a question so ex

tremely embarrassing and important, but have come

to Berlin in person , and am waiting your lordship’s

leisure. As this is purely a matter of business, we

had better discard all ceremony, and come directly

to the point . I received an annuity of £100 from

the earl, on condition of keeping this secret, and he

assured me that a provision to that effect would be

found in his will . A life of idleness , however, has

caused me to contract expensive habits, and I no

longer find this allowance sufficient. Just at this

time, too, I am unfortunately in debt to a consider

able amount. I expect from your lordship the im.

mediate means of relief. A note left at the post

office, to the address of Mr. Oliver Richards, will

procure you an interview with me, at the hour and

place most convenient to your lordship. I ņeed not

hint that, should your lordship be reluctant to nego
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tiate with me, I shall be able, probably, to procure

better terms from the other party.

“Your lordship’s obedient servant,

“ OLIVER RICHARDS. "

Elkington's first impulse on reading this strange

epistle was to laugh at it as a hoax, and he dropped

it on the table as a thing requiring no more atten

tion, whilehe opened the second letter . It came

from the Marquis of Manby. Its contents were as
follows:

“ MY DEAR ELKINGTON :

“ The melancholy duty has devolved upon meof

informing you of the sudden, and, I fear, fatal mala

dy which has attacked your father. He was read

ing this morning in his library ; a violent ringing of

the bell called the servants to his side, when he was

found struggling in his fauteuil in a fit of the most

alarming description. Doctor B— and Sir Rich

ard L— have pronounced his case incurable . It

is not impossible, they say, that he may recover so

far as to retain life for months, and perhaps a year ;

but that he can never again leave his bed,orrecover

his senses except as a prelude to immediate disso

lution, is quite certain. I need not say that we

deeply sympathize with the distress which this

event will occasion your amiable mother, and the

pain it will inflict upon you particularly, as I have

been told some coolness had unhappily arisen be

tween your esteemed parent and yourself. I need

only say,my dear Elkington, that, while I sympa

thize profoundly with your grief, I am the most sin

cere, as I am the first of your friends to congratulate

you upon the magnificent inheritance which is about

to descend to you, and which, I am quite certain,

could not have fallen into more worthy hands. Com

mand me in any way, should necessity detain you

some days longer on the Continent.

“ Ever faithfully yours,
“MANBY,

a

>



226 THE COUNTESS IDA .

-

“ P.S. - Sir Richard L- has just told methat

his patient is beyond the danger of any immediate

change ; he is quite senseless, and will probably

thus remain for an indefinite period.

The perusal of this letter threw a more serious

character over the first. He took it up, and read it

again with greater attention. It was written in a

rude,unpractised hand, as by one not used to a pen ;

and there was about it a sort of bold familiarity, and

an insolence, checked at times by an assumed air of

respect, which seemed natural enough under such

circumstances. The writer, at least, was aware of

the incident related by the Marquis of Manby. He

had ,it seems, started , the instant the earl's danger

ous illness was known, from London to Berlin ; and,

if it were a hoax, by the offer of an interview he had

placed in his reach the means of ascertaining at once

whether such a person was in existence . But, should

some one present himself in the character of Mr.

Oliver Richards, and with such a demand for mon

ey, was not the story he had told evidently a bun

gling and absurd tissue of improbabilities, if not of

impossibilities, trumped up by some of those hack

neyed London swindlers who, from the recesses of

that vast Babel, ever watch, in the goings on of the

world around them , an opportunity ofmaking some

one their prey ? Possibly few heirs have acceded

to such brilliant possessions as that magnificent ,

long -sighed - for inheritance now about to become

hisown, without being made the object of some

audacious fraud of this kind .

“ It is a contemptible scheme to extort money,"

said he , although pale with the ideas which it had

conjured up. “ It is a stupid , infamous fabrication ,

and , if the scoundrel presents himself, I'll—"

With a shaking hand- for debauchery and un

bridled passion had long ago destroyed his nerves,

and deprived him of thepower of self -command on

»

>



THE COUNTESS IDA . 227

the most trivial agitation - he broke the seal of the

third letter. It was from Mr. Pennington, his fa

ther's solicitor ; and as he read, the last drop of blood

ebbed from his face, and the last spark of courage

from his heart. Poverty - sudden disgrace- debt

-destitution — the enmity of Shooter, to whom he

owed so much, and who was desperate enough to

revenge himself in any way — the dreaded Abraham ,

with his enormous claims- a jail, with all its dismaſ

misery, rushed upon his mind ,and with them a thou

sand other horrors, vague, startling, and insupport

able .

The letter of the solicitor was in the following

words :

a

“My LORD,

“ You are probably aware of the event which has

reduced your distinguished father to a bed of death ,
from which I am advised by his medical attendant

he can never rise, and which precludes all idea of

his again assuming the care of his affairs. I beg

leave, therefore, my lord, to address myself to you,

and shall await your orders.

“ The point upon which I first request your di

rections relates to the annuitywhich,your lordship

is probably aware , has been for several years paid

by theearl to a certain person by the nameof Claude

Wyndham . The affair has been conducted with

secrecy from reasons never communicated to me,

but which, I presume, your lordship is aware of. I

have been instructed todeposite yearly, in the hands

of Messrs. N. B. & Co., the sum of £ 500 in ad

vance , without letting these gentlemen or any other

erson know from whose hand it comes. As the

usual period of the deposite is now arrived, I delay

making it only till I hear from your lordship ; and I

beg yourlordship to furnish me, at your earliest con

venience, with instructions as to future proceedings.

“ I have the honour to be, etc, etc ,

“ John PENNINGTON . "
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The whole truth was now before him . It broke

upon him with a force which made his head reel .

So sudden, so unexpected and blasting was the

stroke, that it completely appalled his heart. It seem

ed like a judgment hurled upon him from Heaven

to arrest his guilty and bloody course . Thoughts

that made him start now rose upon his mind. The

resemblance which he had often perceived in

Wyndham to some one he had seen before, partic

ularly when sternness came over his countenance

and indignation flashed to his eyes — this singular

resemblance, curious, as it may appear, he now for

the first time perceived, was to his father ; but in the

smooth face of youth and health, the expression had

not been traced to that of the earl , now worn with

grief, thought, and age , and his head covered with

white hairs. It was, undoubtedly, more a resem

blance to the earl ashe had beenin his youth than

as he was now. Lady Beverly's unaccountable

anxiety respecting him, too - her pale watchfulness

-her morbid curiosity to ascertain who he was

her hatred of him — her unceasing endeavours to

ruin him-her unaccountable eagerness to conclude

the union with Ida - her half- hinted fears as to the

possibility of his losing his father's estates, which

had often struck him, and which had always been

inexplicable—the letters and journals he had been

enabled to read by the aid of Carl -- a thousand cir

cumstances rose to his memory, all never particular

ly reviewed before , all pointing to one astounding

truth, that the man he most hated and pursued was

his brother — was the destined master of Ida's hand

-was the true heir of his father's estates and title

-was in every way his successful rival-his supe

rior - his evil demon. His inflated heart, so proud,

80 vain , so brave in a moment of personal danger,

so ready to tax others with cowardice, so ready to

inflict every kind of pain on those around him - this

bad heart - without religion, principle, or virtue, and

-
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therefore without the real courage which springs

from Heaven and which leads to it -- quailed and

sunk into a state of entire helplessness and agony.

The thought of misfortune to himself cowed him ,

and in that moment the fashionable and gallant El

kington shook like the meanest coward.

He was aroused by the voice of LadyBeverly, who

entered suddenly . She was in a rich morningdress,

going to call on the Carolans and drive in the Park.

Scarlet announced the carriage, and she came in to

give him the usual morning salutations in high spirits.

CHAPTER XXIX.

The first thing which met the eyes of Lady Bev

erly asshe entered the room was Elkington ; his

face pallid, his whole manner marked by extraordi

nary agitation, and three open letters upon thetable.

• Good Heaven ! Edward,” cried she, “ what is

the matter ?” And the sight of his distress banish

ed the smile from her lips.

“ Shut the door ! " said he, in a husky voice .

She obeyed .

" Where's Scarlet ? "

“ He waits with the carriage .”

“ Dismiss the carriage.”

“ Great Heaven ! what does this mean ? From

whom are these letters ? What is the matter ? ”

“ Do as I bid you !" said he, sternly.

Startled to be addressed in so rude a manner, the

affrighted woman obeyed without speaking.

“ Look to the two outer room doors," said he ;

we must be alone, and no eyes must peer at us

through cracks and keyholes, as your trustyCarl

makes his observations of Mr. Claude Wyndham !

Now , madam , I have news for you ."

“ For the love of Heaven- !

Vol. I. - U

66
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“ You have taken, as you thought, very efficient

measures to ascertain who is your friend Mr. Claude

Wyndham ? "

“ Yes,” said Lady Beverly, turning deadly pale ;

“ what do you know of him ?"

“ That he is the son of my father," saidElkington

" that he is my brother - thathe is the heir of the

Beverly estatesand titles! The clothes we wear,

the carriage we drive, our luxuries , our fortunes, our

expectations, are his, and we are beggars ! "

Lady Beverly stared wildly at her son as he made

this abrupt communication with the air of a ruffian,

for vice, debauchery, and passion had entirely bru

talized his nature. She made an attempt to laugh ,

but, with an hysterical gasp, she staggered back,

and his arm only saved her from falling upon the

floor. He bore her to the sofa, and threw her upon it.

“Dtion ! ” said he ; “ she has been up to this

before. I knew she had something in her mind. I
wish to God she might lie there till "

He finished in an under tone bis dire imprecation ,

and, taking a glass of water, dashed it in her face.

In a few moments she recovered .

“ Oh, God !” cried she, “ what is all this ? Is it

a dream ? Edward,myson - my beloved Edward

you are pale -- you tremble — your eyes glitter with

unnatural light - say I am raving - say it is a dream
I

-what - when- "

“ It is no dream, madam ," and he pointed to the

letters. “ I tell you we are beggars, unless ”

Lady Beverly seized the letters, and read them

with shaking hands and choking breath. When she

had finished she pressed her handsagainst her fore

head with a gesture of deep despair.

“ Is it true?” demanded Elkington, fiercely .

“ It is. It is the judgment of Heaven . " God's

own hand is in it . Thebolt which has been so long

hovering over my head has fallen at last. We are

-weare beggars. Claude Wyndham is— ”

“ Silence,madam ," said Elkington, in a voice of

»
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thunder. “ Breathe not a word, if you do not wish

me to inflict upon you instant death, and to finish

themorning by blowing my own brains out."

He opened a case and took down a pair of pistols.

Lady Beverly, by the greatness of the danger, and

with the effort of a mind, although darklystained

with guilt, yet greatly superior in strength to that

of herson , caught his arm .

“ Let me go , madam . By - I will never

live to be taunted with dishonour - to be the victim

of poverty — of debt - ofderision - of pity. One sin

gle blow , and I shall rest in peace.

“ When other means fail,” said Lady Beverly, in

a low voice , but one full of calmness, and which ar

rested and awed him for a moment— “when the

world knows what we know—when Claude Wynd

ham himself knows it when he has his estates

when no other means are left to save us from pov

erty, I will , with you, by a single act, end all my
Ι

shame and misery ; but you are giving up the bat

tle before it is fought. Claude Wyndham may be

kept ignorant- this Richards may be kept silent.

What cause is there for despair yet, even should

this secret transpire ? Before that event can take

place, you may become the husband of Ida, or Claude

Wyndham may die ! You are then the rightful hold

er of a fortune of your own.

“ But this Richards !" said Elkington, a glance

of hope shooting across his gloomy countenance ;

“ with such an insolent cutthroat at my side, how

can I secure myself against his demands? Will two

-three - five- ten thousand pounds satisfy him ?

What limits are there to his voracity ? The more

I give, the more he will require . I shall live a

slave with this cursed thing hanging over me. I

shall tremble at every whisper!"

“There is one thing which you can do to secure
an independence, andrescue you from Richards and

all other fears ; but, before you can comprehend the

subject in all its bearings, Imust tell you, at length,

"
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the fearful and black secret which has preyed upon

my mind for so many years, and which, but for you

andyour interest, I should long ago have revealed,

for Iam not totally lost to principle.”
“ To what, madam ? "

“ Do not sneer, my son !”

“ When you begin to cant, I cannot help it. Tell

your story plainly ; I really want to hearit, since I

am, it appears, so much interested .”

“ Are the doors perfectly safe ?” said Lady Bev
erly.

Élkington rose and opened the door of the draw .

ing-room where they sat. It was a corner chamber,

looking on two sides upon the street, and on the

other two sides opening into two other rooms, th

appropriated by themselves . These outer doors

were firmly locked .

“ You may speak,” said he ; “ no one can over
hear us. "

Lady Beverly threw off her shawl and opened

her dress, as if with a sense of heat and suffocation ;

a paleness overspread her countenance like that of

death , and she made one or two ineffectual attempts

to speak before her voice would perform its office.;

CHAPTER XXX.

“ We are in a desperate extremity ," said she,

“ and I am going to confess to you the story of a

life which has been wrecked with passion and

blackened with guilt. Two motives sustain me in

thus laying naked to the eyes of any human being,

and especially of a son, the abasement to whichI

have been sunk. One of these motives is a hope

that such a task will be received as a kind of pen

ance, and the other, that the full knowledge of this
subject may influence you to acquiesceyou to acquiesce in what I
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shall propose, and thus disburden my heart of a por
tion of its load of guilt.”

“ Oh bah ! madam ,” said Elkington , with a brutal

sneer ; " pray spare your episodes, and set to the

point at once."

“ When your father was Mr. Lawton ," commen

ced Lady Beverly, "I met him by chance at a ball

at Lady C-'s. He was the most brilliant and

dangerous man of the day . His personal attraction ,

manners, and character were so peculiar, that few

female hearts could withstand his fascinations. He

was on friendly terms with my father, General Carl

ton, and came often to our home; we were not rich ,

but wewere not poor ; we lived happily, and even

elegantly ; and I flattered myself that, if the quali

ties of the father had first attracted so distinguished

a visiter, hewas retained , ere long, by those of the

daughter. I was sixteen, and very beautiful. Do

not think me vain ; for my beauty now has passed

away ; and it was that beauty which depraved my

character and darkened my destiny. Afatal gift it

often is to woman. I conceived for your father a

passion so devoted, that it partook of the fervour of

adoration. No Persian ever worshipped the sun

with more fidelity, admiration, andfaith, than I hung

on the changes of his noble face, drank the tones of

his voice, and felt the beams of his eyespenetrating

into all the virgin depths of my soul. This passion

was not alone the affection which a guileless woman

bears to the object of her attachment. It was min

gled with a deep-seated ambition -- a love of admi

ration - a vanity - a mania, which all combined to

render him the sole object of my wishes . He was

my life. He was my god. The attention which

my beauty excited had already ruined my disposi

tion. I thought alone of mycharms- ofhow I should

appear - of my renown as the loveliest girl of the

day—of the power which this gave me over all

around — of the envy of the women, and the sighs of
U 2
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the men. I thought alone of these. My character

was never weeded - my moral nature never devel.

oped — my heart disciplined --- my mind guided-my

passions governed . I was given up to the accident

al effectsof universal admiration upon a heart not

easily touched by feeling, and never instructed in

the way of duty. The passion which Mr. Lawton

inspired me with became known to him. I do not

think he at first loved me ; but the idea that a love.

ly girl had given him her heart — that he had won it

without knowing it — softened his feelings towards

meinto something very likelove, and gave me hopes

which kept alive, in all its intensity, the love I bore
him .

At this period his affairs called him to the Con

tinent, where he made a tour of several years.. I

heard of him from time to time ; at first he wrote

often to my father. Then his letters grew less fre

quent. At length I learned that he was married .

The effect was to throw me into a fever, from which

I did not recover in many months.

“ In a year he returned with his wife. I sought

information respecting her -- this blaster ofmyhopes.

She was lovely beyond myworst fears; lovelier, by

far, than I. Without brilliancy, she had softness ;

and, with few superficial accomplishments, she pos

sessed a mind trained to the loftiest virtue, andsto

red with solid information . She was far less likely

to dazzle in a gay circle than I ; but, once known,

she was more sure to charm. The peculiar en

chantment of her character was a modest and yet

perfect intelligence, and an innocence guileless and

pure. Both of these qualities shone in her counte

nance, inspired her words and actions, and shed

around her whole manner an enchantment which

entirely mastered the high and susceptible heart of

Mr. Lawton. Besides this, she was an orphan, left

entirely destitute, under circumstances the most

likely to touch the ever -generous feelings of your

a
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father, which started always at the thought of an
other's wo . She had always lived in thefamily of

a rich Italian nobleman, whose carriage fell from

one of the precipices which beetle over the Medi

terranean between Nice and Genoa. Her patron

and his lady were dashed to pieces. By a curious

chance, she had become alarmed a few moments

previous to the accident, and requested permission
to walk

ир.the mountain . She was thus saved ; but

she found herself alone, without friends, without re

sources . Beautiful beyond description, and trem

bling at a position so full of danger, your father,
who had known the family in Venice , upon whom

the merits of this remarkable young girlhad before

made an impression, and who, through the enthusi

astic representations of her unfortunate patron, had

conceived a high idea of her character and mind,

met her again by accident, and heard with horror
un

of the event which had left her so isolated , and of

her entire destitution . He visited her. The mod

est reserve of her manners did not permit her to see

him often ; but, in banishing him from her presence,

she only heightened its effect and increased his ar

dour. A profligate English nobleman at the same

time persecuted her with attentions the most un

principled,and offers the most gross. He was a

villain, such as affluence and debauchery often pro

duce upon a bad heart and a shallow understanding.

Terrified and in despair, she was about to throw

herself into a convent, when your father, gifted with

an exquisite impression of beauty and moral worth ,

and ever above interested considerations, offered her

his hand , which she accepted , for he had long made

upon her the impression which he could always

make when he pleased.

“ But the very perfection of his happiness render
ed it fleeting. The honeymoon had scarcely pass

ed , when plans were set on foot by the young noble
man in question, Lord M- , to poison his envied
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bliss ; to ruin the peace and reputation of his wife,

and at once to revenge, and perhaps gratify, the un

requited passion which she had inspired. Whispers

of the darkest import were put in circulation . The

character of her late patron was indirectly attacked ;

LordM— openly boasted of the progress of his-

suit before the sudden arrival of Lawton had caused

her to change her plans, and to play for an honour

able marriage with a man whose expectations were

so brilliant. Of these expectations, however, the

poor child knew nothing. She married your father

because she loved him , and saw that he loved her ;

and she would have been far happier to pass her

life with him in some peaceful middle rank, than

to accompany him to the dazzling yet dangerous

heights of London fashionable society.

On their arrival in London, Lord M- followed

them . He was a profligate in want of excitement.

His soul was aroused bya game worthy of him, and

he resolved not to abandon the object of his pursuit,

but to complete his revenge by alienating from her

the affections of a husbandwhom he feared and en

vied. I heard these whispers with trembling rap

ture . They were the first relief my soul had known

since the moment I learned that your father had

forgotten me in the arms of another, whose simple

sweetness so far eclipsed my renowned beauty . By
every means in my power I watched and aided this

gradual enstrangment. I scarcely knew at first

whether or not it was true. A burning hope had

risen withinme,that even yet Lawton and I might

be united . I will not-I dare not - go into the dark

details . It is sufficient to say the end was accom

plished . My father had recently died and left me

my ownmistress,withan old aunt who was superan

nuated , but yet sufficed as my matron, and who soon

afterward died . I had become acquainted with this

young roué, Lord M-- , and , by half convincing

him of the truth of his charges, he made me the

-
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sharer of them . I managed once to secrete him in

my house while Mrs. Lawton was there, and to pro

duce the sudden interruption of her husband . By

other means most artfully managed, this was made

to wear a conclusive aspect, and Mr. Lawton was

convinced, and rushed from his wife with a look of

horror and despair. If you will believe me, this
was the first intimation the innocent and artless crea

ture had of what was going on . On returning

home- alone -- terrified - bewildered by some wild

and anguish - stricken expressions from the lips of her

husband, she received a brief note, ordering her to
repair immediately to my house. She did so.

There she received another letter, commanding her

to leave England immediately, and never to call
herself by his name. An annuity was offered her

anything she might choose — but on condition of her

quitting London, and never making inquiries after

him again. She was advised to remain till her de

parture at my house (if I would receive her), and

thence to make her arrangements for an immediate

embarcation for the Continent. I remember the

letter ended with, ' Go, guilty, lost being ; you are

free -- you are no longer my wife. I raised you from

poverty from despair. Serpent! you have stung

me ; come no more across my path, or I shall, with

the honest indignation of virtue, put my foot upon

you, and trample you into the ground .'

“ I handed her this letter. Never shall I forget

the look of dignity, the heavenly radiance which
shone around her as she dropped the paper upon

the floor, and stood a moment in mute horror and

agony. Then the tears gushed from her eyes and

streamed through her fingers as she endeavoured to

stop their flow . She sank upon her knees, hid her

face for several moments in silent prayer, and then

rose calmly. Her face was pale all day, as yours

and mine, alas ! are now. Her eyes were filled with

tears half shed ; but there was a native dignity
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a heavenly pride, which prevented all other outward

show of grief or agitation. What most astonished

me was, there was no indignation-no noise-no

demands to see her lord - no violent protestations

of innocence ; she took the blowmutely and unre

sistingly, as an affliction from Heaven. The ex

treme loveliness of her appearance only made me

hate her more, with all the fury of a jealous soul, in

spired with the hope of supplantingher in her hus

band's love. This, and more other dark deeds I

was ready to do, goaded as I was by my rapturous

hopes and unbridled passions .

« One act more I must confess, if the thunder of

Heaven will permit me to proceed . There was a

vile woman , known as such by all the town , whom

Lord M-- brought into the plot without giving

her any knowledge of the persons. To her house,

the constant resort of wild young men, we sent this

unsuspecting girl, to remain till she could embark

for Calais. By this house Lord M-managed

to have Lawton conducted , as if accidentally, so that

he saw his once adored wife talking with a person,

with whom to speak was to acknowledge all . In

this house she was delivered of a son . Lawton was

made acquainted with the fact. He was one of

those men whose high sense of honour admit of no

compromise, and who, in their abhorrence of vice,

go to the last extreme. This hapless girl had so ut

terly possessed his confidence — had so completely

mastered his soul— that nothing short of whathe
had seen could have determined him to believe her

unworthy . He had , however, seen . He had heard

of the heir to his house, brought into the world in

shame and dishonour ; and kneeling down, he swore

solemnly to his Maker to banish them both from his

heart - to hear nothing from them — to ask nothing

of them to tear them off - and let them down the

wind , a prey to fortune .'

" It was scarcely possible to believe that a crea
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ture so soft and inexperienced possessed a charac

ter so firm and high . These qualities were indeed

as conspicuous in her as they were in her husband .

Neither, when once insulted and injured, as they

each believed themselves to be , was capable of the

slightest attempt at compromise or explanation.

He, although itcrushed his heart, never pronounced

her name again - never asked after her - never wa

vered in his resolution to turn his face and his soul

from her loveliness and her guilt forever. What

ever might have been her fate, whether she broke

her heart, or starved to death in the street, it was

the same to him ; and I believe - so deeply had the

blow woundedhim-that if he had seen her, in all the

power of her charms, upon a scaffold, and known

that a word from his lips would have rescued her,

that word would not have been spoken. He had

sworn to make hera stranger; and he is one, as you

know, who, when fully roused to a resolution , never

breaks it . There are wavering natures , who may be

melted by the sightof extreme wretchedness to par

don any injury . Injuries of an ordinary kind no

one would have been more ready to forget than he ;

but she had not only destroyed his happiness and

his confidence in human nature, but she had abased

his name-blasted his honour— broken his heart.

He had cast her off to plague, famine, and suicide

to guilt and wo, here and hereafter.

* Like him, she was also firm . I am convinced

that innocence more pure never appeared upon the

earth ; but in her tender and trusting soul she pos

sessed till then, as undreamed of by herself as by

others, a nature as inflexible, as unbending and

haughty, as that of her husband. The parting letter

of himwhom she so tenderly loved came upon her

like the trumpet of death . All the other evils of

the world, bursting together upon her head, could
not equal this sudden blow. She had been raised.

by him from poverty. She had loved him with a
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trustingness which such women often put into their

love. She had committed her happiness and hon

our to his care. She had supposed that, all man

kind uniting against her, and believing evil of her,

he would never be shaken by any proof; and yet,

upon some hearsay — for she little knew the extent of

the intrigue against her - without notice — without a

hearing — without one wordof explanation, he had

cast her off — had published her ruin-had cruelly

turned her adrift, friendless and bewildered, upon

the world from whose dangers he had rescued her.

If his confidence in human nature was shaken, so

was hers ; but her resolution was instantly conceiv

ed and put in practice . The annuity he offered she

did not apply for. Though left penniless in her

painful situation - about to become a mother- and

not knowing where to go, she would have died with

her infant rather than accept relief from the hand

that had thus spurned her. ' The plausible lady to

whose house Ihad recommended her, offered her,

as she thought, from simple benevolence, an asy

lum till her illness should be over. This she ac

cepted with tearful gratitude, as aid from Heaven.

The letter of her husband she returned in an enve

lope to the hand that sent it, with no other comment
than thé stains of tears which had half effaced its

fierce and burning words. When her health and

that of her child permitted, she wrote me her de

sire to set off instantly for the Continent. As eager

as herself to hasten her departure, I furnished her

the means. She sailed , without seeing me again ,

* for Havre, and there, I understood , she met a fam

ily by chance who had formerly known her. Wheth

er she related to them her whole story, or what

means she took to excite their sympathy, I do not

know ; but they kept her, I understand, as a gov

erness for two or three years, when, from what

cause I never learned, she embarked for the West

Indies . As a sad end to so sad a life, the ship was
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wrecked , and most of the crew and passengers per

ished. She particularly was mentioned amongthe

rest as having been washed overboard and drowned

in the early part of the storm. This news found

Mr. Lawton an altered man. Having striven long

and unsuccessfully against the impression the affair

had left on his mind, it was more a relief than a

pang ; and he learned, without allowing himself even

the weakness of a sigh , that these two unfortunate

beings, who had so painfully clouded his bright

youth and stamped his name with dishonour, were

swallowed in the sea, which, if it could not wash

out their stains, buried them for ever beneath its

waves. I thought, then , thathe had succeeded, or

would succeed, in forgetting her ; but I now know

his attempts were vain, and that his apparent indif

ference was a mere effort of mind, concealing, not

destroying, the feeling of his heart. He did , how .

ever, try to efface her image ; and, as a means, he

resolved to marry again. It needed no great art in

me to become the object of his choice . Love again,

I believe, he never could . But he hoped, by crea

ting himself a new home and new duties, to suc

ceed in turning from the past. A short time after

the flight of his wife he succeeded to the title and

estates of his father, and was subsequently created

Earl of Beverly by his late majesty . Immediately

after this event we were married, and I thus attain

ed the summit of my wishes . But, alas ! what I

had done so much toobtain gave meno happiness.

Instead of the tender husband I had pictured, I have

found in your father a cold and gloomy companion .

He seemed shocked at marrying as soon as the in

dissoluble knot was tied ; and in less than a year,

immediately on your birth , conceived an aversion

both for you andmyself, which has but strengthen

edwith every succeeding hour. A thousand times

I have wished the past undone; for my doom, in

being obliged to live with the man I loved only as

Vol. I.-X
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an object of dislike , has been a penalty for all my

crimes . I have only to relate that , before our mar

riage, he called out Lord M-, who shot him

through the thigh , which has rendered him lame

ever since, and from which wound, on taking the

slightest cold , he suffers, as you have seen, themost,

dreadful pain . These circumstances combined, ru

ined his temper and character. He at length resort

ed to the pleasures of the table and cards to divert

his attention from himself. From one of the most

intellectual and firm -minded men, he has become a

voluptuary and a slave of violent passions . His

heart wants all the softening and purifying influen

ces of the affections. He loves nothing, and prob

ably the greatest objects of his dislike are his wife

and son .

“More than twenty years have thus passed away .

The news of the death of his wife and child were

confirmed, and the subjectwas only remembered

by me as one of shame, guilt, repentance, and self

reproach . Many a sleepless night it has cost me.

Many a wretched hour, passed even in the midst of

gayety and fashion. Often and often I have wish

ed for an opportunity of repairing the evil I have

done- of revealing to your fatherthe whole truth

and of surrendering the ill-gotten wealth, which,
even while I enjoy it, cries out against me. I have

lived long enough to know that nothing can com

pensate for the loss of self-approbation . It is the

secret fountain of cheerfulness and contentment.

But what opportunity had I to accomplish this end ?

Your father, if he knew the truth, would only be

more wretched ; I feared also his dreadful temper ;

and they who, alive , could profit bymy confession,

were dead . By revealing it, also, I should disin
herit

you, to throw those vast estates upon a stran

ger. It is one of the curses of vice , that when at

length we discover that its path is beset with hor

rors, retreat itself sometimes becomes wicked as
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well as dangerous, and we cannot recover the

straight road, where alone our happiness lies, with

out sacrificing others besides ourselves. You may
imagine my sensations on beholding, one evening,

here in Berlin, this Claude Wyndham rise like an

apparition on my path. Themoment I saw him ,

I saw your father as he was in his youth . The

same dignified and noble carriage the samebeauty

and intellect of countenance - the same calm , clear

eye-- now gentle as a woman's, and now full of a

sternness which quails before nothing, but gazes

steadily, like the eagle, into the very sun. In his
character I perceive, too, the same magnificent

scorn of everything paltryand mean — the same in.
vincible energy of resolution, which places itself

against all mankind and against its own happiness,

rather than sacrifice one of his proud prejudices

rather than lower a hair's -breadth his lofty head. I

saw all this in Wyndham. On informing myself, I

ascertained to a certainty that he was your father's

son ; and when I saw him obviously touched with

the beauty and character of Ida - who is not unlike

her who had his father's first vows-I trembled for

· her and for you. It seemed a double judgment

upon me, that the phantom of the very man whom

I had so loved in youth should rise before me now

as my greatest enemy ; and that a sweetness and

beauty, like that which had once withered beneath

my look, should now appear to baffle all our hopes,

and take from us the last certainty of independence.

Now you comprehend the reason of the agitation
which

you
have so often remarked in me since our

arrival in Berlin. I have, indeed, lived in a kind of

hell , which, if they who sin could see it, would for

ever after keep stainless every human being. I did

hope that this denouement might be avoided. I
bribed his servant Carl to learn how far he was

himself acquainted with his history. I saw he was
totally ignorant of it, but that his father knew of his

a
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existence, and has furnished him the means of sup

port,although in a way which marks the stern fidel

ity of his abhorrence, and proves that he would never

, be willing to receive him but on being acquainted

with the innocence of his unhappy mother. I will

confess farther, Edward. Notwithstanding my re

morse, I cannot overcome the strange passions

which are now habitual to me . On the appearance

of the true heir of your father's estates, instead of

seizing the often desired occasion to undo a part of

what I have done, I felt the baleful passions of my

youthresume their sway over my heart. I wished

him dead, and I wished your hand might remove

from our path such a dangerous enemyin an hon

ourable meeting . Surely there would have been

no guilt in this, at least on your part ; for gentle

men fight and kill each other every day. I strove

to make you hate him as much as myself; for I did

hate as much as I feared him. I endeavoured to

produce a duel ; and I hoped that he would render

our task more easy by challenging you. He has,

- however, wrapped himself up in an idea that this

species of combat is wrong ; and I feel now that

nothing will make him forego this opinion, or act

contrary to it. It is the very nature of his father .

“ In themidst of my plans come these dreadful

letters, and ruin stares us in the face. I am now

about to makea proposition to you , which at first

you will doubtless reject, but which, upon reflec

tion , you will find the safest course . You must re

member I have given this subject years of medita

tion, and have prepared myself for every event. "
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CHAPTER XXXI.

ELKINGTON, with his elbows on the table, and

his chin leaning on his two clinched fists, had lis

tened to this long and astounding recital with an

attention which scarcely allowed him leisure to

breathe. His eyes were fixed on his mother, and

his bloodless face betrayed his despair. On the

conclusion he drew a long breath, and changed his
attitude for the first time since its commencement.

His motions were slow and thoughtful, and his agi

tation seemed to have subsided into gloomy reflec

tion .

“ What is your proposition ? " said he, in a husky
voice .

" Let us first see how the case stands !" said his

mother, placing the end of her fore finger on her

thumb by way of calculation . 6. This secret is al

ready knownto

“ Tell me your proposition at once," said he , " and

in the fewest words possible ."

There was a fierceness in his manner, now deep

ly agitated as he was, which partook of the savage

ness of a wild beast.

“ This is it , then," said she, tremblingly . “ Ask an

interview with ClaudeWyndham . Bind him pre

viously by oath , whatever may be the result, not to

betray the subject discussed. Offer to put him in

possession of the history of his family - to present

to him a father who will receive him with love, and

a fortune beyond his wildest imagination -- this, on

condition of his binding himself to allow you one

half of the estate received. It will be his interest

to do so ; and if he says he will make the allowance,

he will. I hate, I loathe him, but I know that if he

gives his simple word, it is stronger than other men's

9

>
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bonds . This is an offer which he cannot refuse.

From a nameless traveller he will become a noble

man of rank . From almost a beggar he will sud

denly become immensely rich. The dearest wish

of his life will be gratified. He can then marry Ida,

whom you only value for her fortune. You will

then be above want, my bosom will be disburden

ed of the load which oppresses it. Your father, if

he lives , will be happy. You and I will retire to

Florence or Naples,where we can lead the remain

der of our lives in pleasure uninterrupted by the

fears which have destroyed me ever since I wander

ed from the innocence of youth. Think of this, my

son, I conjure you. It is the only, the last request

your guilty mother makes you . Say you consent,

and let Claude Wyndham assume his station in so

ciety. I shall die then in peace, feeling that Heav

en has forgivenme all myguilt."

“ You are a fool!” said Elkington.

“ Edward, how strange, how fierce you are !

Have you no consideration for the mother who— "

“No, none . It is to your accursed passions , then,

that I am what I am. Your vices cursed me before

I came into the world. Imight have been as free,

as noble, as pure from evil as this man, who now

stands scornfully between me and every hope, ready

to tear from memy rank and fortune, and for God

knows whether the mother too is not saved-to brand

me—me, madam—with the name which I have so

often hurled at him . And now, because you are

tired of the wages of sin - now that you are old, and

hackneyed , and near your death, perhaps — I must

descend from my rank-Imust fling away my wealth

-and, just as I am entering into one of the most

brilliant positions possible, Imustturn back - sneak

away - become an exile from my country — the mark

of scorn and the victim of dishonour — in order that

you may have pleasant dreams— that your heart

may enjoy the luxury of peace that your dying
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bed may be solaced by canting priests and idle vis

ions of hereafter. No, madam . The mercy you

have shown to others you must expect . I disclaim

you as a mother if you proceed in your design . I

command youto suffer me to be the master of my
own affairs. I will not enter into any compromise

with this fellow , nor with any man . I will play for

the whole stake . I will be all or nothing. I will

be the Earl of Beverly and master of this inher

itance, or I will blow my brains out . I will have

no middle course. I won't go to this high-born min

ion to sue - and kneel— and to be spurned - pitied

forgiven, perhaps . D-n ! He shall learn what.

it is to deal with a man. I play for the whole, and

wo betide-"

“ Edward, my son - my beloved son, you rave

you are mad — you knownot what you say — what

you do. I will comply with all your wishes. I am

guilty - I will become more so — I will live in an

guish–I will die in despair - only do not look on

me inthat frightful manner !"

“ Then listen to me ! Claude Wyndham must

be put out of the way !”

Lady Beverly turned pale, and sunk back upon
the sofa .

“ Whatdo youmean ? " she faltered forth ; “ would

my son become an assassin ? Rather than that, I

will myself seek him-I will tell him all-I will”

A fierce blow from the hand of her desperate son

nearly struck her down, and she staggered back

upon the sofa .

“ Oh God !" she cried , covering her face with her

hands, “ do not take me yet !"

" You drive me to desperation,” muttered Elking

ton, with a sulky composure ; " and when I am,

goaded - you wonder - you
There was a dead

pause .

"Forgive me, my mother !" said Elkington, tears

springing from his eyes ; " some demon has pos;

sessed me.”

97
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Lady Beverly made no reply ; but the deadly

paleness of her neck, ears, forehead, and all that her

hands, still pressed against her face, suffered to be

visible, and of the hands themselves, showed the ef

fect which this act had had upon her.

Forgive me!" said Elkington. “ Forget it !

Forgiveme, my mother ! I am a brute.”

“ I forgive you, Edward,” said Lady Beverly, in

a voice altered with agony, and yielding one of her

hands to hisgrasp ; " but forget, alas ! it is not in

my power. I forgive you , for I am myself to blame.

These fierce passions, unbridled by principle or

religion-that fearful disrespect of all things, human

and divine — it is I who have suffered them to reach

their present state unchecked. I forgive you, my

poor, my wretched son ."

“ Then hear me," said he, “ and hear me with

calmness ; and, since you see the violence of my

temper -which I know as well as any one, but

which I cannot now help - do not oppose me . I

cannot bear contradiction. I cannot, and I will not. "

“ I will be in your hands as wax,” said Lady
Beverly .

“ Then hear me. I have no design oftaking the

life of my arch enemy but in an honourable way

in such a way as becomes a gentleman-and as gen

tlemen acknowledge to be right and necessary . He

shall meet me. He shall, or I will pursue him like
a bloodhound.”

“ He will not.”

“ But I tell you he shall ; no man can refuse if

another chooses to pursue him. If he does , it must

be at the sacrifice of his honour-his fame - his

place in society - his friends — the respect ofmen

the companionship of women. I have sworn he

shallmeet me, and he shall. The annuity allowed

him by my father shall be instantly stopped . It

will leave him a beggar, and perhaps in debt. I

will drive him to desperation and destitution ; and ,
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since he has chosen to insult me in so open a way,

as no man shall do and live, I feel myself excusa

ble in going to any extremity. Once in the field,

it shall be my care to silence his claim, and then no

one stands between me and my rights ."

“ You must choose your own course,” said Lady

Beverly ; “ I have said what I should do . Butyou

are now the master, and I will not oppose you.'

Good -by, then ,” said Elkington , " for the pres
ent ; I have letters to write."

Lady Beverly left theroom ; but, having passed

the door, she looked back . Elkington had already

sat down and seized a pen. She gazed athim amo

ment, raised her eyes to heaven full of tears, and a

deep sigh broke from her bosom as she slowly with

drew to hide, in her own room, her various emotions.

Elkington wrote a letter, sealed it, and handed it

to Scarlet, with orders to put it instantly into the

post. Having finished this brief task, he mounted

his horse, and dashed off into the endless and shad

owy alleys of the Park, to lose , if possible , in rapid

motion the sense of his perilous position . He had

no sooner gone than a form crept stealthily from

under the bed, and Carl, with a silent caution which

eluded all observation , his face somewhat pale with

the interest excited by what he had heard , glided out

of the room.

CHAPTER XXXII.

THE letter which Claude had taken from El

kington he sent again , by a more faithful messen

ger, to Count Carolan, without stating anything of

the scene which we have described respecting it.

The same hour he received a challenge from little
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General Le Beau. The general was made acquaint

ed with the resolution of Claude not to receive it.

The alternative to meet Le Beau himself was

then submitted to him . This was also politely de

clined ; upon which General Le Beau declared his

intention to horsewhip Mr. Wyndham in the street,

if he did not punish him more seriously.

“ I shall certainly horsewhip you or shoot you,"

said General Le Beau, with a nervous twist of the

body, which awkward habit he had acquired from

the wound already mentioned.

“ I am extremely obliged to you,” said Claude,

" for notifying me of your intention ; and as being;

shot, from what I see, is a disagreeable thing, I shall

instantly take measures to protect myself from a

calamity which seems as little favourable to grace

as temper."

“You are a coward, sir !" said Le Beau . The

fierce little general believed that this word would

cause his antagonist to explode like a powder-mag

azine at the application of a torch ; and he even

stepped slightlyback, as if, being secure of his ul

timate course, he was willing, either from curiosity

or prudence, to observe, at a reasonable distance,
the first burst which was to follow this cabalistic

epithet. Though obviously prepared to be aston

ished, his surprise more than equalled his anticipa

tions, when, instead of turning deadly pale or furi

ously red,trembling in the knees, and endeavouring

to knock his (the general's) brains out or his own

with the first adequate utensil within his reach,

Wyndham , with a very quiet smile and a wave of

the hand, which actually had some appearance of

being intended for satirical, replied,

“ You will not be offended , general, if I remark,

that I differ from your opinion of me as much as I

do from that which you appear to entertain of your
self. ”

“ You shall be posted ,sir ! " said the general, with

a prodigious twist ; " and since, sir, you are
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" I am very sorry , general," said Claude , " to be

unable at present to listen to your interesting obser

vations, especially as your ideas are so extremely

sensible. I have at present the misfortune to be

occupied with more important duties. There is

one thing, however, upon which I should really like

your candid opinion.'

“ I am not afraid to give my opinion upon any

subject, and to stand by it like a gentleman ,” said

thegeneral, with a formidable frown.

"Well, then, you have, I believe, had time to ex

amine fully the interior of my apartment. I now

wishyou to direct your attention to "

“To what, sir ? to what, sir ?" demanded the

general , the gash upon his cheek becoming doubly

inflamed by the effects of rage .

“ The outside ! ” said Mr.Wyndham , rising qui

etly and opening the door.

The formidable little man opened his eyes, or,

rather, his eye, for one of them was so drawn down

by thewound as to be always extended to about

twice the size of its companion ; and never did Ju

piter, in one of his grand fits of fury, look more in

dignant and threatening. Luckily, however, he

possessed his rage without his thunder. If he had

been gifted with that dangerous weapon, at Claude's

orderto his servant to show the general down stairs !

our hero's merrimentwould have probably received

a check which must have ended him , and these vol

umes as a consequence. It was evident that the

general had some desperate intention ; so, while he

was gone to render an account of his mission to

Elkington , Claude quietly presented himself at the

police, and laid a statement of the affair before that

tribunal, after which General Le Beau gave him no

farther trouble. On meeting him in the street a few

days afterward, he looked exceedingly ferocious, and

gave an unusually violent twist withhis body, which,

with his wounded cheek, rendered him a formidable
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object, although his enmity did not proceed farther

than several glances of a decidedly indignant kind.

The general was subsequently heard tosay, that, if

it had not been for theinterferenceof the police ,he

would have sent Monsieur Claude Wyndham to the

devil , au plus vîte ! He at the same time lament

ed that he lived in an age so far sunk inbarbarism

as not to allow intrepid little generals like him to

shoot people, without subjecting thein to that sort of

ungentlemanly annoyance.

Claude had scarcely arranged this affair, which

he did much to his amusement, and without making

any mention to the police of Elkington , when he

received a roughly -written , dirty note in German.

It was from a stranger, in the following words :

“ MR. CLAUDE WYNDHAM :

“ Sir : I take the liberty of addressing you , to

ask you tocome to my house and visit a certain

Monsieur Rossi, a teacher of languages, who lies
at my lodgings in a very distressed state. He has

begged me to send for you, as he says, although

butslightly acquainted with you, you are the only

person in town of whom he dare ask a favour, or

who knows anything of him. You can see him at

any time .
9

“ Your obedient servant, etc., etc., etc."

a

This letter was odd, and , taken in connexion with

his last night's adventure in the Park, might possi

bly be a snare . He knew no Monsieur Rossi, and

at first he determined not to go . In a few moments,

however, he took a different view of the subject.

This might be some poor fellow in distress, from

which his hand might relieve him ; and the idea of

leaving unnoticed an appeal from some unhappy

being, perhaps on the bedof death, who had select

ed him from the crowd as one not likely to be cal

lous to such an appeal, induced him to change his
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mind. It was late in the day, and nearly the hour

of dinner ; but, having no other occupation, he de

termined to go at once. He had not walked far,

when he met Digby,who was passing him without

recognising him ,so busily wasthe poor fellow en

gaged in his own thoughts. Whoever watches the

ever-flowing current of a city population, will often

observe persons who, although borne by their cor

poreal legs along the street and throughthe crowd,

are, in fact, as far as their minds are concerned, act

ing some part in a different scene. Many go on

talking to themselves, moving their lips, and show

ing, by the changes of their features,how entirely

they are absorbed in their own cogitations. Digby
was one of these . As he went by hewas evidently

engaged in some violent imaginary dispute, proba

bly with Mrs. Digby, or perhaps with Elkington,

who now received amore fluent setting -down than

he had been able to give him on the real occasion

of their quarrel. His brows were contracted, his

face was red, his lips were in rapid motion, and he

was swinging his arms backward and forward, not

without their occasionally and unconsciously com

ing in contact with a passer-by ; more than one face

was turned to take a secondlook at him . The shop

keepers, lounging at their doors, arched their eye

brows; and more than one little boy—those acute

observers -- stopped to gaze with astonishment into

his face ; and, when he was at a reasonable distance,

gave a hearty laugh or a loud whoop, which the

honest fellow littlethoughtdirected against himself.

Suddenly he appeared in the crisis of his conversa

tion, and, inattentive to everything else, he strided

on in the path of a rough -looking man, who turned

out half way, but against whom, notwithstanding

this courtesy, Digby ran with such force that each

was whirled round by theviolence of the collision.

The stranger turned back, with a fierce counte

nance andclinched fist, and demanded in German

Vol. 1.- Y
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what he meant. Digby stood stupidly gazing at

his angry face. The question wasrepeated in a

more furious tone, and answered in English with a
stammering hesitation which would have rendered

any language unintelligible ; and the insulted pedes

trian, losing patience at the idea that the insult was

intentional,seized Digby by the collar, amid a crowd

which had already began to collect, and was in the

act of inflicting a summary vengeance,when Claude

stepped up to his relief. Heexplained that he was

a stranger, ignorant of the language, and that he

could answer for his absence of mind, which had

occasioned the accident. The good man willingly

received the apology from one of Claude's appear

ance and manners,and respectfully assured him of

his satisfaction. The parties separated, the crowd

dispersed , and Digby said he would accompany

Claude on his walk.

“Did you ever see such — a -a—born fools,"

said Digby, “ as these Germans are ? Only to - 10

think, now , of that great fellow setting on me in that

style. In England such a thing would be impossi

ble ."

“ In England he would probably have knocked

you down without a word !” said Claude .

“ Well - if he had I should have had him up

-and - a - a - punished him. But here - no laws

-no newspapers-no courts - no Parliament - no

a - a - no nothing ."

“ You must not be so severe upon my good

friends here,” said Claude ; " and remember that a

poor Prussian in London would be even worse off

than you are here ."

“ Ah ! if I could catch one of these fellows there,

wouldn't I let him have it ? Why, I haven't met

one here who hasn't either - a - a - cheated me - a

a --- kicked me, or tried to knock me –

down . It's infamous ! I think I've done with trav

elling this king's reign. So I've made up my mind,

and I'm going up to London .”

"

a

-

"

aa
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a -a more

" But will madam consent ? "

“ I've turned over a new leaf with Mrs. D

She's a woman, and women are all alike, and must

be treated in the same way. They must be gov

erned . Don't you think so? "

“ Why, as to their being all alike , ” said Claude,

Mrs. Digby's form recurring to his memory by the

side of Ida's.

“ Oh, I mean,” interrupted Digby, “ not in person ;

some are tall - some are short-some lean -- some

fat — some handsome - and some ugly ; but I mean

in their hearts. Come afoul of any of their kinks,

and they're as like as two peas. They're all of 'em
women and that's the whole of it."

• They certainly are women ,” said Claude, “ but

we must, on that account, not be too hard upon
them.

Heaven has made them of a finer material

fragile construction — and we should accommodate

ourselves” (he was thinking of Ida) “ to their softer
and more delicate natures .

Why, so I do,” said Digby ; " but, den her !

it's of no use. • Delicate nature !' fragile construc

tion !! Ah ! if you had to deal with my wife one

week !"

“ Pooh ! pooli ! I slivuld get along with hercharm

ingly."

Egad, I should like to see you try it. She ? the

devil himself couldn't manage her. If she gets a

knot in her head, there it sticks, in spite of the old

Satan . She's now got an idea that she is a fine

woman-her head's as full as it can cram of ho -tong

-and bong -tong -- and boo -monde — and all that sort

of thing . Then she thinks to marry Mary to a lord ,

and thatElkington is to be the man. Now , between

you andme, I wouldn't have that fellow in my

house . He's a - a- " ( Digby looked around to as

sure himself that the formidable object of his dis

pleasure might not be within hearing ) " a puppy,

and thinks just as much of marrying Mary as he

C
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does her interesting mamma. I've told Mrs. Digby

80 — but no, nothing'll do. She must push into ev

ery - a - a - soirry where she can get an invitation .

There she goes a gallivanting about with old Bees

wax .”

“ Beeswax ?"

“ Yes, old ' long pockets '- Lippe, you know - a

buying all sorts a things—and she's got all the mil

liners and mantuamakers in Berlin about her - and

she and Moll are so transmogrified, that, egad,I don't

know 'em when I meet 'emin the street. What do

you think I caught 'em at yesterday ? "

“ Indeed, I hope nothing seriously disagreeable .”
“ Yes, very seriously. I returned home from a.

ride, and went into my wife's room. There she

stood - half undressed - and Mary in the same pre

dicament; and by their side -- what do you think ?--

a man, sir — a great man -- with a pair of mustaches

as long as my arm -- a standing between them - as

cool, sir - as - as a—a cucumber ; pleasant, wasn't
it ?”

“ A man !"

“ A man, sir - a tailor, sir-a lady's tailor ! While

I was staring at him thedoor opened, and old . ' long

pockets' poked his ears in , walks me up to the la

dies, with a pair of gamborgecoloured gloves on

and they in that situation. They had sent for him

to enterpret for them . I stood by, and heard ' long

pockets' explaining to the tailor how their frocks

were to be cut higher here — and lower there -- and

not to have anywrinkles in this place and to be

made a little füller in that. If you catch me a trav

elling for pleasure again, you may eat me, sir ."

Oh, nonsense ; you're too serious about it .”

“ The tailor had no sooner gone than in steps a

strapping fellow dressed like a duke, and with a

pair of mustaches that you might have tied in a

bowknot behind his ears—the fellow ! and down sat

my interesting females to have their heads dressed,

and a bushel basket full of wheat, and flowers, and
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things stuck in . ' Madam Digby ,' says I, 'ain'tyou

ashamed of yourseif - to admit men - in this fashion

into - into your room ? ' Good gracious, John,'says

she, 'how can you be such an awful fool ? You

know that's a very favourite expression of hers .

· Don't you see,' says she, ' these poor creatures are

no more than dumb beasts, and don't understand a

word we say ! And, papa !' says Mary, ' everybody

does so—and what everybody does can't be wrong!!

Then comes a bill for dresses, three hundred tha.

lers — then a subscription ticket for the theatre and

the opera — and the French theatre. Then their

learning to play whist — and Mrs. Digby loses a few

guineas a night; and, to cap all , some fellow is a

going to give a ball costoomy, and Mary's going as

Hebe, andMadam Digby as Mary, Queen of Scots.”

" I should think Mrs. Digby would look Queen

Elizabeth better, ” said Claude, smiling:

“ No, sir - she'll look back to London - that's

what she'll look — and old ‘ long pockets' ' ll look for

some other place. I've cut the French. It's the

greatest trash on earth . Did you ever candidly see

such a pack of stuff as it is ? If these fellows can

get a que - and a se - and a lui, and a y huddled

in , neck and heels together, and always the cart be

fore the horse, they think they're elegant; and then

old ' long pockets' - how horribly he talks through

his nose! He never says no - he says non so non .

I believe that's one reason he has such large nos

trils. The fellow has them like a horse. He kept

me half an hour the other day trying to say non. I

wouldn't do it, sir .”

“ I fear you have not been much pleased with
Berlin ."

“Berlin-I utterly detest it ! I don't understand

anything nor anybody. There isn't a newspaper

that I can read a sign that I can make out-all the

bills and things pasted up along the street. There,

now ! look at all that trash yonder ! - see that!

Y 2
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that's all Greek to me — though there's always a

crowd about them a reading them with their mouths

wide open. I can't buy anything, for they don't
understand me. When a bill comes in, I pay it

without knowing what it is ; and I've no doubt I

pay one two or three times over. Yesterday I

walked out and came to a place where there were a

thousand peoplecollected -- all greatly excited about

something What's the matter here ? says I, for

getting that the poor wretches couldn't speak Eng

lish. The man began palavering tome, withhis
eyes starting out of his head, and pointed at some

body who was going along. Thank you, sir, ' says

I, ‘ for your information.' Then I asked another

and another ; no one could talk to me in a civilized

tongue . All of a sudden, up jumped a great big fel
low on a barrel — and began to shout. The crowd

gathered around him ,I among the rest. He went

on at a violent rate for five minutes, then they all

began to clap: He went on a little longer, then
they set up a laugh ; and when he had said some

thing more, they gave three cheers, and then clear

ed out. Now what the devil all that was about, I

shall never know tomy dying day: ' Give me old.

England yet,' says I. But this I found out a short

time after,namely, that my watch was gone . Some
infernal, infamous scoundrel had picked mypocket.”

“ Oh, you must not mind these trifles !” said

Claude ; " when you are an older traveller, you'll

think nothing of them.”

" I don't know what you call trifles -- but I don't

call them - a - a - anysuch things. Last night I

went to the opera alone. I went into the pit, and

it being early , I got agood seat near the stage. Just

as the house was full , there came a man and - a

a - began to talk to me. I told him I couldn't un

derstand him , and there was no use o ' his going on .

But, notwithstanding that, he continued a talking on ,

louder and louder ; and at length , taking me by the
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shoulder, hauled me out of my seat, and shoved me

along away to the back part of the pit, where I

couldn't see anything, pointing at the same time to

a number on the seat and to anumber on the ticket

I had given him . "

“Have you been much into society lately ?”

No ; once I allowed my women to wheedle me

into one soirry , and that was the last. Why, sir,

the people that knew me perfectly well in myown

house wouldn't speak to me. Can you

who yonder gentleman is ?' said I to one. Bon

soir ,' said he, and he passed me._ Arewe to have

a supper? said I to another. ' Bon soir,' said he,

and off shot he. " Good -evening,' said I to a lady

whom I had talked to half an hour the evening be

fore. She opened her eyes, looked right over my

shoulder, and began a talking to a big man behind

me in a uniform . Well,' says I, ' don't be discour

aged,' says I to myself ; so I went up to a very re

markably civil young gentleman, who had come to

my house with Elkington - drank my Champagne,

and won ten Louis of me at whist-- with an eye

glass stuck into his cheek, and held up by wrinkling

his eyebrow overit, without holding on to it with his

fingers. “ This is rather a curious sort of a com

pany,' says I to thevery civil young gentleman ;
don't you think so, Mr. Whattle ? What do you

think he did ? "

“ Contradicted your opinion, I suppose," said

Claude.

“ No, sir ~ he wheeled about- stuck his face right

plump into mine- peering at me through his glass,

with his eyebrow all wrinkled up ; so, egad, I

thought hewas going to butt me over like a ram,

afterregarding me a little while in this way,so that

he willknowme again if he meets me in Jerusa

lem ; and, just as I had began to smile in a very fa

miljar way, and held out my hand, thinking hewas

a going to say, 'How are you, mydear Digby - is

this you ? what do you think he did ? ”

"
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“ Turned away, I suppose,” said Claude , scarcely
*

suppressing a smile .

“ Flat asa flounder!” said Digby, in a tone of in

dignation ; " and, holding out his hand to a person

standing next to him , he says, says he, Devilish

hot ! ain't it ? says he. “ Devilish ” says the other ;!'

and then he told another fellow on the other side of

me that he had called on him that afternoon, and the

other fellow said he was ' enchanté. Do you
think

I'll submit to such impertinence ? Not I.”

At length they reached the house designated by

the note. It was a wretched building ; a filthy gut

ter ran from the court into the street through the

archway which formed the principal entrance. The

walls were dirty , black , and dilapidated, the stairs

broken and unswept, the doors hanging on one

hinge, the court full of offals and stagnant water.

When they arrived at the third story , they were

received by a man of indigent appearance, and

ushered into rooms desolate and almost unfurnish

ed . On making particular inquiries respecting the.

young invalid , the good man informed him that this

poor fellow was ateacher of languages, who had

lived with him for a long time, exciting his curiosi

ty by his eccentricities ; at first he denied himself

the common comforts of life, but laid out what little

money he could gain at his precarious occupation
on his toilet.

“ He seemed always particularly anxious to ap

pear well dressed," said the man ; "in this, for some

time, he succeeded, but latterly he had grown less

and less tidy ; his old and much-worn clothes were

no longer renewed . His manners, from cheerful

gayety, became deeply serious. He avoided all so.,

ciety and amusement, and appeared plunged in pro

found grief. One day, not long ago, he had been

brought home in a state of insensibility, which was

succeeded by a raging delirium . He screamed and

raved all night. He had no money to pay a physi

a

.
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cian , and I was as poor as he. We thought of car .

rying him to the asylum for lunatics, on the idea

thathe had grown mad, when his malady took a

new turn ; he became dangerously ill, grew weak

and subdued, and gave us no farther trouble than the

necessity oftaking care of him and feeding him.

I would willingly continue to do this, sir ," contin

ued the poor man , " for I never saw a more unhap

py creature, and I sincerely pity him ; but I am a

poor labourer myself, and have a wife and child

also, occupied with their own tasks ; we have no

time , and no money to spend upon him more ; and

we were thinking of having him remored to the

hospital, when he got an inkling of our design, which

I believe he did by listening through the keyhole

for he's as cunning as a fox . He taxed me with it ;

begged, entreated , and prayed so earnestly that we

would spare him from such a fate -- for I think, sir,

he has an idea that being in anhospital is worse than

it is -- that I told him, if he had means of paying any .

thing, ever so small, for his board and lodging - if

he had any friend who would aid him, I would con

sent to charge nothing for trouble , and to take care

of him without profit,only in case of being secu.

red against loss. Well, he then said there was a

gentleman who perhaps would assist him if he knew

his situation , and he mentioned the name of Mr.

Claude Wyndham ; a name which, in his delirium ,

he had often uttered in many various tones.”

“ Indeed !” said Claude. “ This is strange . I

am not aware that I know any such person .'

So, in short, sir, I took the liberty of complying

with his request, and sending you a note. He told

me your address himself. Now , sir, I would only

say that, unless you are prepared to do something
for the poor devil , you might as well not see him ;

for he counts upon you . He told me that you were

rich , and had powerful friends, and that you
could

easily gratify his wishes . Will you see him, sir ?

2

"

66
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go in.

I really do not believe he will tax your charity

long."

Claude explained this to Digby, and asked him if

he would

" A - a -la- beg your pardon," said the latter,

looking at his watch. “ Iamama- I have an

appointment at this very moment — and I shall have

to go a mile. You must excuse me from going in

to see this poor creature. Besides, I cannotbear

any - a - a - scene of distress . It always hurts-a

-my feelings. But don't let me - a - interrupt you.

Probably hehas something to say to you in private.

Good-morning. Adieu .”

And, with some marks of precipitation, he with
drew.

Claude drew an unfavourable opinion of his

friend's character from this little incident ; for, under

all his stupidity and vulgarity, he had conceived an

idea that he was generous and charitable . Being,

however, thus deserted, he allowed himself to be

ushered into the patient's room . It was a sad home

for any one, but struck Claude's feelings with pe

culiar mournfulness when he reflected that it was

the abode,and perhaps thc last ono on earth, of the

dying. There was no furniture but a rough pine

board bedstead and a wooden bench . The cobwebs

hung around the smoked and broken ceiling, and the

summer light and fresh air were kept out of the

little window by a high black wall which exclu

ded the view . Uponthis miserable pallet lay a.

young man ofa sallow and pale complexion , much

emaciated, and so absorbed in thought that he was

totally unconsciousthat any one had interrupted his

gloomy solitude. His hairwas black , and very thick

and long. His large and dark eyes were fixed upon
the ceiling as he was extended on his back . His

beard was unshorn, and had grown rank and stiff

about his cheeks, mouth, and throat. A faint recol

lection of such a countenance, scarcely recognisa

ble through the alterations of disease and the over .
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grown beard , crossed Claude's mind ; and the inva

lid, at a gentle shake from his host, had no sooner

started, turned his eyes towards the new -comers,

and fixed them with a stern and bewildered look on

Claude, than he recognised the young man whom

he had first seen planted before the portrait of Ida ;

whom he had afterward met in the same place and

position ; who had so oddly deceived him as to the

original of the portrait ; and who, Ida had informed

him , was her Italian master. The recognition was

mutual ; and a faint suffusion of red over the pallid

countenance of the invalid, succeeded almost imme

diately by a hue more ashy than before, indicated

that he knew his guest, andthat his image called up

some agitating reflection.

“How strange !" said the young man ; “ I didn'tI

think you'd come. I never had any claim on you ;

but something whispered meto try you — to catch at

you , as a drowningman catches at a spar. Oh, sir,

what must you think of me ?"

“ My friend,” said Claude,with much sympathy,

" you are unfortunate, and ill ; and you have done

very right to claim the assistance of others. I beg

you will not distress yourself, or excite yourself to

speak. I have heard your whole story from your
friend here ; and I agree to furnish you the means

not only to remain here, but, if you please, to seek

more comfortable lodgings.”

“God bless you ! You are the only being on all

this wide and crowded earth that—some angel sure

ly whispered me to send for you — butyouhave not

heard my whole story.”

Well , well , some other time ; now you are

weak ; you are

“ Some other time may be too late," said the

young man, peevishly ; “ I do not believe I am long

for this world . I must tell you now, and the more

so as my story partly concerns yourself .”

“ What can you mean ? "

"

"

"
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Rossi motioned the landlord to retire, and they

were alone .

“ There is something about you, Mr. Wyndham ,

which makes me feel I can unbosom myself to you

-myweaknesses --my crimes even - without being

ridiculed or betrayed . Perhaps I may have assist

ance from your hand or counsel from your lips.

There is something in you which givesme confi

dence. I shall therefore tell you my story . It deep

ly concerns you, and I tell itpartly in gratitude, and

partly to relieve my own bosom."

Claude for a moment forgot the invalid in the

interest excited by his words. Confused hopes

that something respecting his family might be the

subject of the promised revelation -- that it might re

fer to the late mysterious attempt upon his life

in short, he scarce knew what to think, and he be

trayed his curiosity in his countenance.

“ I came to Berlin,” said Rossi, “ from France, a

poor exile . Count Carolan, to whom I had been

recommended, employed me as the Italian master

of his daughter ; for I am Italian by birth and edu

cation , though I have spent the latter years of my

life in France, and there rendered myself obnoxious

to a great man , who compelled me to abandon the

country at the peril of the Bastile. For two years

I was in the habit of readingone hour a day with

the
young Countess Ida . We read the most elo

quent andromantic works in our literature. I was

friendless and wretched, and very soon after we

commenced our lessons, the beauty and character

of my young pupil began to sink into my heart like

enchantment. Wewere almost alone at these pe

riods. Madame Wharton always sat with us, but

neither she nor Ida dreamed of the feelings I con

cealed under my calm , cold manner, needy dress,

and respectful air. I was thus often left, by a fear

ful and fatal privilege, to watch daily - at my lei

sure -- in almost uninterrupted solitude, the bewilder



THE COUNTESS IDA . 265

а .

a

ing charms of a mind and form , for which half the

nobility of Berlin sighed -- for one familiar hour in

whose company many a young noble would have

perilled his life. She was with me all grace, modes

ty, and gentle sweetness. There was no reserve

no pride --nosupercilious dignity in her demeanour.

She was kind and unguarded before me as if I had

been a brother. Myveryinsignificance gained me

her bounty, and created a kind of delightful intima

cy, fascinating and dangerous beyondmy power of

resistance. She was also the only female I spoke

to - the only friend I had . Her sunshiny and loving

nature made her take an interest in me from my

history -my loneliness - my extreme melancholy

and perhaps, unsuspected by herself, from the deep

fervour of my respect and submission to her. It

sometimes happened, at moments, that our minds

and souls met in a kind of equality oversome scene

in poetry — of intellectual beauty of passionate

love . Then we conversed together in my own lan.

guage, as two young girls might upon such subjects

ofthe world of the vicissitudes and distinctions

of society. It seemed to me, sometimes, that she

blushed to find that fate had placed her on such an

elevation of rank and fortune, and that her heart

wandered beyond their gorgeous precincts, to seek

simple nature and sweethuman happiness, as they

lie around the steps and in the heart of cottage

maidens."

There was something in this rhapsody of Rossi

that awakened singular emotions in the heart of

Claude, and, at thesame time, exceedingly inter
ested him in the ardour and eloquence with which

the poor fellow opened his history.

“ No one can conceive," continued Rossi, "the

deep enchantment of these interviews to me. The

hour spent withher was the only one of the twenty

four not a burden. It was the single star in the

sky elsewhere blank. It was the ray of sunshine

VOL. I. - Z
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in the subterranean dungeon of the captive ; the

sole Jink which holds him from utter darkness, and

connects him with earth and heaven . Month after

month rolled away - oh God ! how sweetly. I had
the address to conceal the fire in my veins,though

it only burned stronger for being hidden. Her nu

merous acts of bounty, sympathy, and gentle con

sideration only added to its power. She had no

prejudices - no pride . She bestowed upon me the

same real courtesy which she would have bestowed

upon a prince ; which, by the absence of formality,

was only the more ravishingly sweet to my soul.

All other human beings were to me despots, tyrants,

and fiends. They frowned on me - trampled on

me-put me aside as a useless,worthless thing.

Among them I shrank - I crawled-I skulked like

a beaten dog. I hated the very sight ofmyfellow

beings worse than a boar or an adder. Oppression

and poverty had taken from my spirit its natural

courage and erectness, and made me such a syco

phant that I loathed myself. It was only with her

ihat I felt myself a human being, and formed in the

image of Him who made my soul immortal. Yes,

the truth at last forced itself upon me. I loved this

young girl. A blissful madness took possession of

me. I never thought how it was to end ; that I

must one day be separated from her, and banished

from her presence, even when residents of the same

city, as effectually as if I had been in another con

tinent. I never thought that she regarded me as

she might have done,a poor mendicant, totally un

conscious that my ideas were other than to receive

the recompense of my daily toils , and that I was

pleased when it was given kindly. I never imagin

ed that this sweetness - these gentle words — these

sunshiny smiles, were not mine alone, but were

only shed around on the common air, as the per

fume of a flower or the beams of a star.

occurred to me that this light and happy being

It never
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might — nay, must, at some time- love - and love

another - till, one day, I came at my usual hour, and

entered the boudoir where I usually gave my les

son . She was not there . I found myself alone, in

that gorgeous and hallowed spot, full of traces of

her hand and tokens of her presence. Her draw

ings — her music-her paintings — her books — her

flowers — her writing utensils — her gloves - her em

broidery. Sweet objects! they filled my heart

with joy, and my eyes with tears. I could not but

offer up my humble prayer to Heaven, that, although

this beloved creature was not destined for me, I was

thus permitted tosee her sometimes — to behold the

places she inhabited — the things she touched . I

approached some of them. Ikissed them with

wild rapture. The guilty stealth with which I did

this inflamed my soul to go on farther with my ten

der thefts. I pressed her embroidery against my

bosom. I approached a rose ; it leaned , sweet and

odorous, amid the fresh verdure. I touched its cool

leaves with my audacious and burning lips. I felt

that I was embracing her image ; the soothing odour

I inhaled as her breath, and the soft and crimson

leaves seemed her mouth . I fancied her soul was

hidden in this half-opened flower. Lost in a kind

ofecstasy, I cast my eyes upon her table . They

fell upon a letter. ' It was addressed to her father.

On the corner was your name.
A half-instinctive,

half-imagined dream that you had made an impres-
sion on her heart, had already crossed me. This

letter recalled it to me, and made me start. It lay

there like a snake amid the flowers. Suddenly her

step was heard - light as the young fawn that scarce

ly brushes the morning dew ; and a low -hummed

air, from a voice that thrilled myheart, had the mel

ody of the birds' warble in the silent wood.”

« Poor fellow !” said Claude, his eyes scarcely

discerningthe anguish -stricken countenance of the

young madman through his rising tears.

a

a
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“ I do not know what induced me to step back .

Perhaps it was a sense of guilt. I felt like Satan

caught in Paradise ; for I had become accustomed

to consider my poverty as the bitter badge of mean

ness, misery, and shame . I stepped behind a heavy

curtain . She entered and looked around . There

is a sensation in watching a young girl like her,

when she believes herself perfectly alone-a rap

ture I never felt before. It seemed as if I-an

earthly wanderer - had, by some daring chance,

climbed the gates of heaven and gazed into its sa

cred groves . Alas! alas ! for sueh a blasphemy,
the sudden thunder struck me . Breathless - trem

bling, I knew not why - I fixed my eyes upon her.

She wentto a broad mirror, and gazed a moment

at her full-length form . She then took from her

bosom a paper, and read aloud a verse . It was the

tender blessing of a girl upon one unnamed. In the

weakness and folly of my nature, I thought for one

exquisite moment-- and it almost paid me for any

suffering — that I was shadowed forth in this short

and girlish expression of feeling ; but, as she finish

ed it, she reached forth her hand to the letter writ

en by you - opened it -- read your name aloud

and pressed it to her lips . The step of Madame

Wharton startled her . She left the room by one

door. I came from my place of concealment.

Madame Wharton entered, and presently afterward

Ida, once more all gentleness - all gayety - the lit

tle hypocrite !

“ We proceeded with our lesson, but the incident

had almost unseated my reason . Madame Whar

ton sat at some distance with a book . Ida's hand

lay so near my own on the table as to touch it.

Love and despair combined to take from me all
command over myself. I determined that this

should be the last time I should see her, but that

I would not leave her without once touching that

charming hand with a kiss of love. The impu
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dence - the folly -- the guilt of such an act did not

restrain me. I was mad. I knelt at her feet - I

seized her hand — I raised it to my lips I covered

it with wild and burning kisses . She started back,

turned very pale , and uttered a faint shriek.

“ Mr. Rossi,' said Madame Wharton, starting for

ward, with a dignity and indignation that abashed
me at once, 'what do you

mean ??

Farewell for ever!' said I. ' Forgive my delir

ium. '

“ Unhappy boy ,' said Madame Wharton ; 'what
fatal infatuation !

« « Yes — it is infatuation . It is - madness,' said I ;

.but nevermore shall your sight be polluted by the

presence of a wretch who must ever after be hated

and despised . '

“ I turned to leave the room , when Lord Elking

ton stood before me. He had seen the whole inci

dent. He is a demon—that man ; and , as such, one

day I will pursue him . He advanced and took me

by the throat. I was a child in his grasp. He

dragged me to the door,and there struck me. The

ruffian struck me !" The poor fellow's face flushed.

crimson at the recollection . " A blow ! and before

her ! I could not resent it. My life failed me. I

rushed out of the house . I fell senseless long be

fore I reached home. This is my story. I am dy

ing. I shall not long be here, to suffer a lifewhich

has always been a shame andcurse to me. Should

I ever recover, my first task shall be to be revenged

on Elkington. It is that alone which makes me

wish for life. It is his heart's blood which alone

can wash out the stain I have received . I have

now ,” continued Rossi, sinking back exhausted on

his pillow, “ given you my history, and I don't give

it you for nothing ! I expect that you will supply
me with the comforts of life while life lasts . For

my part, if I could but end at once the existence

ofElkington and Ida - and my own — I should die

a
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prayer !"

happy ; and that is my nightly dream and my daily

It would be difficult to describe the emotion with

which Claude heard this long recital, and the secret

rapturewhich the passage concerning himself awa

kened in his heart. He was, then, beloved . He

had but to present himself to Ida, and her innocent

and gentle nature would not conceal the impulses

of her soul . But the restraints upon him were in

vincible . He felt that, instead of triumphing , he

ought to lament that he had so far won the affec

tions of a young girl , whom her happiness, as well

as his own duty ,compelled him to desert, and to

seem to betray. There were some parts of the

narration, and particularly the manner of relating it,

which suggested the idea that Rossi was notyet

altogether in his right mind ; and that, in its turn,

caused a doubt of the truth of the statement. He,

however, assured him and the landlord that every

care should be taken of him ; that he might send in

bills to him to the amount of three thalers a week ;

and that he would , in addition, procure him a physi

cian , and certain other comforts. The landlord, on.

being called in , agreed to this proposition ; and

Rossi discoveringan inclination to sleep, Claude

gave hiscard to the host, begging him to send for

Doctor B in his name, and to let him know in

case anything should occur. Thus having done

everything for the present which he could think of

towards satisfying both host and tenant, he retraced
his steps towards home.

END OF VOL. I.
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THE

COUNTESS ID A.

CHAPTER I.

It was six when Claude returned to his hotel . He

was met at the door by his friend Denham , who had just

arrived from London . Of all men, he was the one he

most esteemed and loved. He was, in some respects,

the antithesis of Claude, and it was, perhaps, this very

difference which made them more attached to each

other. He was totally without Claude's contempla

tive habits, but usually acted from impulses which , if

not always prudent or wise , were always noble. He

was frank, generous, and bold ; full of strong affec

tions and quick passions ; a faithful friend, and a good
hater. In one respect he differed widely from his

friend. He held duelling to be a custom,under cer

tain circumstances, sanctioned by necessity, and use

ful in its effects upon society . Without any particu

larly serious views of religion, he professed tobelieve
that, in the present state of the world , the meek doc

trines of Christianity were permitted at times to give

way to other considerations bearing upon individual

character and the general harmony of society ; in short,

he was also a duellist, though in a far different way

from the debauched, vindictive, and cruel Elkington.

The latter adopted the principle as a mode of shield

ing himself in a course of profligacy, and of acquiring

a notoriety of which a purermind or a more generous

heart would have been ashamed ; the former as a
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means of protecting his person from insult and his

name from calumny, and of redressing all unjust in

juries directed either against himselfor his friends.

He thought the world was thronged with persons who

might be regarded as beasts of prey , ready to attack

those not prepared with means of physical defence,

and that the same principle which permitted a travel

ler to use a pistol against a highwayman, allowed a

resort to the same weapon against those who, by force

or fraud, encroached too far on the rights and feelings

of a gentleman . This subject had often been discuss

ed between these two young men, who each respect

ed ,while he opposedthe opinion of the other.

The delight of such a friendlymeeting as nowtook
place , chased from Claude the clouds with which his

present painful position had long shaded his mind and

countenance. Many and rapid were the inquiries and

replies on either side; and, if anything could have added

to their pleasure , it was the mutual discovery that each

contemplated a tour into southern Germany, and to

spend the winter in Italy . The proposition that Claude

should join the party was at once made and accepted ;

and , while listening to the voice of true friendship, so

rarely heard in the crowded halls of fashion , and thus

opening to himself a prospect of freedom from the sad

thoughts and humiliations which had so long oppress

ed him in Berlin, Claude already felt the weakness

of yielding to despondency, and the certainty of finding

contentment, if not happiness, elsewhere ; even after

having parted for ever from the object of his now so

deep but melancholy love . It was not long before

Denham had drawn from his ingenuous friend a clear

account of what had happened since his last letter

of his almost formal dismissal by the Carolan family

of the malignant enmityof Elkington and his dark

threats—and of the challenge and its refusal. He

looked grave for a moment, and said ,

“You must get away at once if you are determined

to suffer this puppy to calumniate you with impunity ;

a
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and I fear also, lest, in some personal encounter, you

might be placed in an awkward position .”

I fearnothing," said Claude, " and I will certainly

make no open demonstrationof a desire to avoid him .
Ihave offered to Carolan all the necessary explana

tions respecting the falsehood of his charges, and I

have openly pronounced them false. I am yet more

than ever firmly persuaded, that a man who hasnothing

to reproach himself with, should, where legal redress

is not advisable or possible, point to the tenour of a

blameless life as the sole reply to passing slanders."
Denham shook his head.

“ I have a great mind ,” said he, " and, were it not

for Mary, I would make him eat his words myself.

Even as it is

“ No, Charles," said Claude . “Remember you

are a husband, and have no right to risk your wife's

happiness, whatever you may choose to do with your

own.”

Well, then, let us get off as soon as possible ; we

will take a glance at Berlin, and arrange our route for

the summer; but I shall exposethis unprincipled ruf

fian — that ismyduty, wherever I speak of him ; andas

for meeting such a blackleg, for he is nothing more, he

must wash his hands clean from the stain of fraud

upon them before he has a right to call uponme.”
Mrs. Denham now entered, and welcomed Claude

with a warmth which proved how sincerely he was es

teemed where he was really known . With Mrs. Den

ham there was also a lovelylittle girl , her niece, whom

these amiable people had adopted. Nothing could be

more delightful than the attachment and sunshiny hap

piness which reigned continually in this little circle,

where intelligent and cultivated minds were inspired
by the best impulses that adorn the heart and charac

ter. Mrs. Denham was an extremely lovely person

of three or four-and -twenty, with all the ease and

charm of a fashionable woman, without her frivolity or

pretension. The marriage had been one of mutual

VOL. II.- B
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attachment, and now presented the agreeable specta

cle of a union surrounded by a milder but deeper light

of affection, in proportion as the mere illusions of love

gave place to a truer knowledge of character, and a

soberer but not less delightful appreciation of their rel

ative position and merits. The little Ellen was an or

phan, the daughter of Denham's brother, who had died

without any fortune. She had been carefully educa

ted, and was beloved and watched over with the ten

derest care ; and it was to recruit her health, which

had been somewhat impaired by the closeness of her

application at school, that she was permitted to enjoy

the present excursion. It was, however, by no means

a loss of time , as Mrs. Denham was peculiarly calcu

lated to instruct her young charge in all the necessary

branches, and, while she led herwilling feet along the

path ofknowledge, to teach her correct habits of think

ing and observing, to awaken and guide in her heart

those impulses , and to instil into her mind those prin

ciples, without which the brightest talents and the

fairest charms are worthless and dangerous.

For several days Claude occupied himself with his

friends, in seeing the town and its environs. Now

they walked in the beautiful gardens at Charlotten

bourg, and now strolled through the royal grounds and

gorgeous palaces of Potsdam, where the numerous

tokens of the great monarch, philosopher, soldier, au.

thor, and statesman , whose spirit had recently quitted

the earth , interested them extremely. All the curios

ities usually shown to travellers were diligently ex

plored , and many a merry party they had in the course

of these toilsome but exciting labours ; and in the af

ternoon , a drive around the Park or an evening at the

opera furnished new variety to their amusements, and

new and agreeable topics of conversation . In these

constant rounds of occupation Claude almost forgot

his situation . He found in the circle which gathered

every day at dinner, that ease and unreserved gayety

of private life, which pleased him more than all the
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brilliancy and pomp of fashion amid which he had

spent the winter. Here all things appeared in their
true value . Rational standards of right and wrong

were the criterions of action , and the heart expanded

and opened its faculties in the warm temperature of

friendship and the sober light of nature .

At length the day of departure was fixed, and all the

necessary arrangements completed . On the afternoon

previousthey sat down to dinner for the last time in

Berlin, and it was late ere they ceased the lively con

versation to which all that they had seen and all that

they expected to see gave rise .

“Well, here's a long adieu to Berlin, " said Den

ham , “ and a health to those who remain behind , ex

cept that scoundrel Elkington . You may be right,

Claude, in letting him off ; but, were I in your place

“ That's Charles exactly ,” said Mrs. Denham ; " I

do believe he has a secret pleasure in being shotat.

I am glad you are going with us . I amsure, Mr.

Wyndham , you are too calm and reflective to suffer

passion to hurryyou into actions against right and

Some ofyour friends are, not by half so sen

sible."

“ Come, come, my love," said Denham, “ no scan .

dal. "

“ Aunt Mary is angry because uncle Charles was

going to fight a duel," said Ellen, “ before we left

home.”

“ How dare you ,” said Charles, laughing, “ betray

your uncle in such a heinous offence ? So tell Mr.

Wyndham nowthe whole story, as a punishment, and

see what he will say to it .”

“ A man said uncle Edward was no gentleman,” said

Ellen, coming up to Claude , who drew her towards

him ,much pleased with her countenance and manner ;

" and uncle Charles challenged him, and then the per

son begged his pardon, and said he was a gentleman .”

" To be sure,” said Charles, laughing, " and that

illustrates my old opinion. Now there was a case,

reason .

"

"
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Claude, where no alternative was left. Upon the fame

of a gentleman no one should breathe à doubt. It

should be distinctly understood that such an insult

must be answered, and then there would be fewer

evil tongues . If you permit a man to question your

character as a gentleman with impunity, when will

you stop him ? from one word he will advance to

broader ones — from invectives to distinct charges

and from them to a blow, perhaps. If you are pre

pared , under any circumstances, to call a person to ac

count, why not begin at the beginning ? Why not re

fuse to permit the slightest indignity ? Principle upon

such a subject would be very well if you could carry

it out. But since, in case of the last provocation, you

must seek redress, the- "

“ But I do not see why you must, ” said Mrs. Den

ham.

· What, even where a blow "

“ Even a blow,” said she , “ cannot excuse a man for

committing an action which is at once foolish and

wicked ."

“ There, my love," said Denham , " you must ex

cuse me; a blow admits of no compromise or reflec
tion ; a blow is the worst insult which one man can

inflict
upon another . A blow I bear from no man ; at

the foot of the altar-- from the hand of the priest or of

a king, it must be punished. It puts consequences

out of the question . It demands that every consider

ation in life should give way to an honourable, instant,

and reckless demand for redress."

“ And yet our Saviour bore a blow," said Mrs.Den

ham, “and mere mortals have had the greatness of

mind to rise superior to such a humiliation , rather than

commit a criminal or an unwise action . I do not see

why a blow should be such a peculiarly unpardonable

insult, or why, however much it merits proper retalia

tion and punishment, it should stand separate from

other wrongs, and reduce him who has the misfortune

to suffer it from the responsibilities and duties of a

a

a

a
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rational being and of a Christian to a mere madman.

I do not see why an appeal to the laws may not be

made in this case with as much propriety as in any

other. A highwayman robs youof your money - a„ - a

swindler defrauds you in a lawsuit - a man borrows

money of you andrefuses to pay—a person slanders

you or your friends — an incendiary sets your house on

fire - all these are wrongs, but you do not feel bound

to abandon your interests here and hereafter for the

sake of taking from the law the task of punishing the

aggressors ; but a frantic madman -- perhaps inebriated,

and not knowingwhat he does — dashes his hand into

your face, and straightway you profess. to have re

ceived such a stain in your character, such an injury

in your reputation, as must be remedied by committing

what is really a crime. "

“ It is infamy," said Denham ; " and what is life

without honour ?

“ And how is honour compromised by a blow ?" de

manded Mrs. Denham . “ Does it make you less hon

est or noble in yourself? Does it make you treacher

ous, impure, intemperate, or in any way abased or

wicked ? Does it alter your affections or violate your

duties ? Does it afflict you with a vice or deprive you

of a virtue ? for, remember, I am not requiring you to

bear blows without that sensibility which preserves

the proper pride and dignity of a man, or to bear them

in any but a noble cause. How is a calm and virtuous

mind, pressing on in an honourable career of wisdom,

unfolding its powers, and occupied in strengthening and

purifying itself and benefiting others - how is such a

mind degraded by the touch of a thoughtless hand ? Is

it not an ennobling and almost a divine effort, which

turns unresistinglyfrom so rash and impotent an at

tack, and continuesto occupy itself only with what is

great and good ? Be assured he has lived a doubtfula

or an insignificant life who is required to illustrate its

purity or its courage by a duel . " Believe me, my dear

husband," continued Mrs. Denham , with a tremulous

a

a

B 2
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voice, “ existence is a mighty and mysterious gift. It

comes from the hand of God himself. Perhaps we

do not, with all our wisdom, know its true meaning.

Do not seek to destroy that of others for any human

passion . The provocation in your last moment will

show small beside the crime ; and reserve your own

life for the duties attached to it. If a man be a cow

ard , taking life for a blow will not give him courage .

If he be not, enduring it will not make him one . How

wisely might every young malapert of the present day,

whose thoughts are of pistols, death, and eternity, on the

slightest casual occasion, take a lesson from the calm

old Greek , who said , ' Strike, but hear me !' ”

" My sweet Mary, ” said Denham , as he regarded

the bright eyes and heightened colour of his wife with

admiration, "you speakwell --- you speak eloquently
but you speak like a woman . Our Saviour, it is true ,

bore a blow , but our Saviour was a God ; we are
men ."

“ And yet, did we but know it," said Mrs. Denham,

we have within us the power to follow in the foot

steps of that Divine Master, who descended to earth

that we might imitate his example. If men would

only study the spirit of thatreligion-if a few , even,

would dare to think and act for themselves,and to pre

sent the sounding reply of an irreproachable life to all

that attacked reputation - this - this, indeed , would be

courage. Am I not right, Mr. Wyndham ?”

" I am certain ,” said Denham ,“ that Wyndham , with

all his self - control and determination, would consider

himself bound to resent a blow to the last extremity."

“ I do not see, " said Claude, " what there is in the

blow of a frantic fool, to absolve from the rules of right

and wrong, or to alter the tenour of a great soul and a

rational mind. The extreme sensibility on this point

is a mode of feeling -- a remnant of barbarism ." He.

who conducts himself as he ought to do, will rarely

be in a position to receive a blow ; and when in such

a position without fault of his own, he discovers more

courage in bearing than in blindly resenting it. "

9
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“Come," said Denham , " you are cunning reasoners ,

both of you ; but I suspect neither knows what the

feelings and actions of a man would, or ought to be , on

such an occasion . Theory is one thing, and practice

another. And as for me, I really don't see the use of

making ourselves uncomfortable by reasoning on mat

ters which in no way concern us.

“ There is this use, ” said Claude, “ that when a"

man has determined how he would act in certain ca

ses, upon the occurrence of these cases his steps, in

stead of being committed to headlong passion, are

guarded by the cool decision of his temperate mo.

ments, and he is saved by the hand of principle from

plunging downa precipice .”

“ Well! well ! we are too serious," said Denham,

gayly . “ Come, fill your glass, Wyndham ! let us

leave blows and quarrels to those who are threatened

with them. For my part , now I am a Benedict, I

shall keep away from troubled waters. I may not de

termine to let any one strike me who pleases ; and, if

forced into a quarrel, I maynot choose to sneak out of

it ; yet, to avoid a quarrel, I would do as much as any
I hold with old Poloneus :

6 Beware of entrance to a quarrel; but, being in,

Bear it, that the opposer may beware of thee.'

Come, success to our new undertaking, and may

we all live a thousand years ! "

man .

CHAPTER II.

CLAUDE now rose to leave the table. It was eight

o'clock, and he had resolved to go this evening, forthe

last time, into society in Berlin. After all that had

occurred, he did not wish to leave town clandestinely,
but to take this occasion to bid farewell to such of his
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friends as were not alienated by the slanders of his

enemy, and to steal one more look at her who filled

his soul with tender anguish . He had not seen Car

olan for some time, nor the countess, nor Ida . He

knew that the challenge from Elkington, which he had

refused, had already become the topic of conversation .

The fierce little general, disappointed in his intention

of proceeding in the duel, or of taking summary ven,

geance upon Claude for the result of his mission, and

the little respect with which the messenger had been

received , found some vent for his fury in spreading

everywhere the news of his enemy's cowardice and

disgrace . As gentlemen may be very ready to fight

duels and blow other gentlemen's brains out, and yet

be capable of wide deviations from veracity, wemust

not be surprised to find that the doughty general gar

nished his recital with embellishments ; and he was a

great talker and knower to everybody. According to

his account, “ Mr. Wyndham had insulted his friend

Lord Elkington , by calumniating him to Count Caro

lan, with the view of breaking off his approaching

marriage with Ida ; that he had, accordingly, borne a

message from Elkington , upon receiving which Mr.

Wyndham had become exceedingly pale and alarmed ;

and that, after having refused to fight, although urged

to it by provocationswhich no gentleman could endure,

and still refusing, he, the general, took his, Mr. Wynd

ham's, nose between his, the general's, fore and middle

fingers, and pulled the same ; and that the operation

had been performed with so little resistance on the

part of the operatee, that he should have repeated it at

short intervals, when not otherwise engaged, wherever

the said Wyndham presumed to showthe said nose in

society, only he, the said Wyndham ” (and in this part

of the account the general gave such huge twists with

his body, and such ghastly contortions of his wounded

cheek, as to render the description extremely lively and

impressive) , “ had had the meanness — the cowardice

the " (and here he used to make a pause, in con
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sequence of there not being any word in either the

French or German language exactly strong enough

to convey the full extent of his contempt for such con

duct) "to go to the police and complain of a threaten

ed assault ; thus meanly and basely, and in a most

ungentlemanly manner, preventing his being shot, or,

at least, horsewhipped in the street the next morning,

as, but for this, would have been the case . ”

The world at large are not unlike a flock of sheep

in respect to the facility with which they may be in

duced to follow any onewho undertakes to lead, espe

cially in some unjust act or foolish opinion ; and the

general, byhis earnest manner of censuring Claude for

not permitting himself to be shot, induced most of his

hearers to conclude that the act had been totally un

warrantable, and unworthy of a gentleman . This ac

cusation, combined with the charges already in circu

lation against our hero, had completed his disgrace ;

and he was now almost universally set down as a per

son of no character, who had impudently thrust him

self into society ; in short, a mere " chevalier d'indus
trie.” Several expressions of Count Carolan sanc

tioned these opinions. That gentleman, on discover

ing that Claude had dared to lift his thoughts to his

daughter, fancied himself the object of as deep an in

sult as one man could offer to another ; and, once ad

mitting into his bosom the feeling of revenge, it mas

tered his weak mind, and becamehis predominant de

sire. If he could have crushed him into the dust, he

would have done so . The letter sent him by Claude,

containing that of Denham's, he returned unopened,

and Claude received it as he was dressing to go to

Count N - 's. He felt the insult, but he had made

up his mind as to the course he should pursue, and he

hoped in a week to lurn hisback upon Berlin for ever.

“ Come what, come may," thought he, " I will meet

these gay
crowds once more. I will steal one more look

at that fair - fair face, which I am never to see again ,

and then - hail ! the future, and the past - adieu !"
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While dressing, his servant brought him a newspa

per, sent up by Denham . He unfolded it, glanced his

eye across its pages, and was flinging it aside, when

the name of the Earl of Beverly caught his eye , and
he read the following :

“ Death of the Earl of Beverly :-We regret to be

obliged to announce the death of the Earl of Beverly,

at his princely residence at L—,on Monday morn
ing. The earl, who had been previously improving in

health, on rising in the morning at his usual hour, fell

suddenly to the floor in a fit, and expired before any

assistance could reach him . An express was instantly

sent off to the Continent to acquaint Lord Elkington

and Lady Beverly, who are at Berlin.

“ The late earl was born in 17. In March, 174 ,

when only the Hon. Mr. Lawton , he married a Miss Ca

rentz, a beautiful young orphan of Vienna. The match

was one of inclination ,but terminated unfortunately. A

short time after their union , the bride, to whom he was

attached with a fervour corresponding to his high pow

ers of mind and peculiar ardour of character, quitted

him, allured by the attractions of an ancient lover ; and,

after having afforded but too glaring evidencesof a

character singularly light, and a total disregard of her

own honour and the peace of her husband,she carried

with her a child not many months old, but neither the

unfortunate infant nor its mother long survived ; both

having been lost at sea on a voyage to the West In

dies. Having succeeded to the titles and estates of

his father, thelate —, he was subsequently created

Earl of Beverly by his late majesty. After which he

immediately married Miss Seymour, daughter of the

distinguished General Seymour. Lord Elkington ,

now Earl of Beverly, the only son, is twenty-two years

of age. He is daily expected with his mother from

the Continent.”

Claude read this paragraph with a singular interest.

He felt almost as if Providence were unjust to raise

a
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the profligate duellist to opulence and honour, and to

depress him , who had shownhimself so ready to sac

rifice even his reputation in the cause of right._How

brilliant was now Elkington's prospect! The Earl of

Beverly courted by all-his rank and wealth would

gloss over the defects of his character. His gambling

debts would be paid, and his misdemeanours hushed up.

If Count Carolan before had been anxious for a union

with him, he would now be much more so, and he

would be little likely to listen to charges concerning

him from one with whom he was already obviously

offended . Ida would become the Countess Beverly .

Blessed with everything to elate his spirits, and to

swell his bold, bad heart with joy and triumph, he

could go on for the future ; perhaps, having no temp

tation to evil , he would endanger his reputation by no

farther open acts of profligacy; while he himself, hav

ing openly brandedhim, would be regarded as a mean
calumniator and a defeated rival .

As these reveries passed through his mind, he found

himself at the house of Count N. min

ister. It was blazing with light and very crowded.
It seemed all the world was there. Claude entered

with a secret tremble at his heart, which belied his

outward tranquillity. There are, perhaps, to a proud

and noble mind, few ordeals more painful than that to

which he had now voluntarily subjected himself ; stran

ger as he was in Berlin , he had more of the support

obtained by a long residence, and the consciousness

that, whatever slanders might be circulated against

him, enough of his real character must be known to

create friends and defenders. The whisper — the doubt,

is enough to shade the name of the stranger ; and

the open charges rungagainst him by Elkington, Le

Beau, Lady Beverly , Thompson (for he had turned

one of his bitterest detractors without the slightest ap

parent cause ), and several others, almost entirely de

stroyed his standing. Few have the prudence or the
benevolence to doubt a slander, or, at least, to omit to

the
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circulate it until it is clearly proved, and Claude saw ,

the moment he entered the door, that he was a pro

scribed man. The Count and Countess N-how

ever, greeted him with affability. He was in their
house on their invitation, and they were, moreover, peo

ple of refinement and kindness. They had heard the

accusations against him, but they also had formed a

friendship with himself more intimate than the ordina

Ty acquaintanceships of the saloons, and they perceiv

ed and respected in him a man of obviously superior

mind and elegant deportment. They knew also Ma
dame Wharton's opinion of him ; and with the power

of appreciating character possessed by so few, they

esteemed her asshe merited . They perfectly under

stood, too, that Carolan was a man of the feeblest pos

sible understanding, and a heart entirely given up to

vanity ; that Le Beau was an unprincipled rascal, who

presumed to be very important on thescore of having

fought duels, and that Elkington was a desperate lib
ertine. People of sense and observation find these

things out by a thousand various trifles, and Claude

therefore, with them, stood as before. They respect

ed and admired him, and were too intelligent to be led

away by a vulgar love of scandal to believe evil at the

whisper of those who were themselves far from pure.

Claude even found both the count and his lady more

affable than usual. By a kind of generosity so rarely

discovered, they seemed resolved to support theweak

er party ; to mark distinctly and publicly their dissent

from the general opinion, of which they were not ig

norant, and to sooth the wounds which they rightly

judged were to be inflicted upon the heart of their

young friend on this evening . Keen was the appre

ciation of this conduct, and deep the gratitude felt by

Claude ; and it enabled him to regain his full self

command, and , perhaps, materially supported him

through the principal incident to which he was subse

quently subjected. It is thus often with us in our dai

ly actions which have consequences we cannot foresee.
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his iron cage,with a tread and a heart that should be

upon the burningdesert, or theunexplored, unbounded

wood. At length he threw himself upon the naked

floor, conscious that movement only fanned the fire
within him.

" A blow - a blow ! Let me think of it !"

And, for a moment, the whirl and tumult of his mind

subsided alittle, and gave place to something like con
tinuous reflection .

“ No,” he thought, “ it is a dream - that blasting

stroke upon my brow - a dream ?" He raised his hand

to his face. He became conscious of a dim sense of

pain now for the firsttime, and, on passing his fingers

over it, he found the eye much swollen. He closed

the other, and looked out of the window with that

one injured. It was nearly deprived of sight. A vague

appearance of light was allhecould distinguish. The

beautiful transparentair - the bending sky-- the moon

riding calmly over all the shocks of earth --they were

lost and fused together, without beauty or separate dis

tinctness . The idea struck him that perhaps the wound

was irreparable ; perhaps the eye was blind. No !

no ! it was no dream ! It was a bitter, deliberate ,

public, burning insult . It was the most blighting act

of scorn and shame-the fullest of humiliation the

most palpable and memorable — that which could be

the least overlooked, or pardoned, or forgotten by man

kind of all the wrongs that one human being could

inflict upon another. It was irreparable. He who be

stowed it could not undo it. Time distance - virtue

-could not wash it out. It was a stain eternal. All

great Neptune's ocean could not clean its blackened

traces -- there was but one thing
He started to his feet.

It was blood. It was that great, mysterious , sacred

specific, the touch of which blasts ordinary hands

the very half-forgotten stain of which betrays ancient

est crime- drags the murderer to light - raises the very

dead out of their fleshless graves , till vengeance has
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had her banquet . The spot upon his forehead could

only be effaced — the flame in his heart could only be

quenched - by blood !

And he sat down and rested his elbows on a table,

and leaned his throbbing temples on his fists.

“ Oh God !" he suddenly exclaimed , dropping on

his knee ; " teachme- guide me-saveme- myheart

is wild - my hand is lifted - give me some sign

He strove to pray — as was his custom on occasions

where his own sense of right wavered . But his heav

ing imagination could form no address to the Supreme

Being.That serene power that sits above the clouds

seemed itself to have deserted him in his deep degra

dation. He could not utter a prayer, or conceive one.

Strange things fitted before his eyes, and flapped their

wings in his face; and laughter, and shrieks, and hisses

rose once more around him, till the dark room seemed

crowded with evil spirits , in the full ecstasy of their or

gies over a lost one. He leaned again his forehead

upon the table, when suddenly a voice, as if of one of

these fiends, seemed to say,

“ Yes, you are a coward ! It is craven fear that

holds your hand . You are a canting, trembling hypo

crite . You deceive yourself with names of virtue

and illusions ofreligion — abject - disgraced - wretched

creature ! No one else is deceived. Elkington is a

gallant fellow . You injured him like a scoundrel, and
then fled from him like a coward . You are afraid to

fight a duel. An unmanly sensibility and womanish

effeminacy is the secretof your convenient principles

-your puny virtue. Who made you a judgema re

former -- a prophet? Who gave you light to see, what

none of the wise — the brave — the great can see ? Who

teaches you to distinguish between what is right and

what is not-betweenwhat God commands and what

he forbids ? Why not fight a duel? It is the custom !

It is a good custom . It is brave and manly. It

unmasks cowards and sneaking hypocrites. Fool !

look into your own heart, and see what its honest dic
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When they reached that remote room , they found it

deserted .

“ What is your pleasure, sir ?" said Carolan, haugh

tily .

“ To ask you what I have done to merit a condem

nation without a hearing. I perceive, with indignation

and surprise, thatmy reputation has been destroyed by

calumny. I could drag the slanderer to light , and make

him pay with his life the penalty of his falsehood ; but

that would punishthe falsehood, and not disprove it.

Neither is Lord Elkington one who would hear with

candour what I have to say. To you, sir, I appeal,.

from a senseof duty, as having beenmy first friend in

Berlin ; and I beg to know of what I am accused and

what suspected ;and I offer, publicly or privately, to

submit my life, actions, and character to any scrutiny

you may desire. I do not ask your friendship ; but I

desire you will , by your words and conduct, refute inti

mations against my character, which I offer you the

means of knowing to be above reproach."

“ I had hoped Mr. Wyndham haddiscovered a more

manly mode of rightinghis injured fame. Gentlemen

settle these things in a shorter, and, you will excuse

me for adding, ina more honourable way,” said Caro
lan,

“ Pray spare me your insinuations, sir," said Claude,

mildly . " I am not here to quarrel,but to explain to

you your injustice towards me. If this injustice is

wilful, I shall not resent it ; but if it is an error, I am

willing to explain the calumniesof Elkington."

" Stop, sir ! stop, sir ! I shall hear nothing against

my friend. I deem it proper to admit him into my

family ; and I presume I am thebest judge of my own

companionsand my own affairs ."

"Indeed,” said Claude, remembering that he was

addressing the father of Ida, and thus, in some degree,

repressing the disgust which the pompous, arrogant

manner and unreasonable remarks of his companion

excited ; "indeed, sir, in offering my defence of my.
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"

ing you

self, I am obliged to place in your hands once more a

letter concerning Elkington, which—”

Stop, sir - stop ! I will hear nothing upon that

subject. I presume, sir, you are aware thatmydaugh

ter has chosen him as her husband ; and , though you

have been unprincipled enough— "

Count Carolan !"

“ To attempt to win her affections, and to allure her

from her father's house . "

“ I ? I do most solemnly protest— "

“ Stop, sir ! I am acquainted with the whole ; and

I deem it proper, since you have sought this interview,

to state, sir, that, when I took you up a friendless,

nameless person — too hastily, as it seems-I thought

I discovered in you something worth my encourage

ment. You are nothing, sir ! It was by my stamp

that
you

have alone been received into socie .

ty ; and, having been mistaken in you , I must - from

a high and imperative sense of duty - I mustdrop you

in themost marked manner ; any application from you,

sir, will be entirely useless."
There was an insufferable conceit in the manner in

which this was said, which made Claude's blood boil

in his veins. It was a thousand times more difficult to

endure patiently than the straightforward injuries of

Elkington, or the capricious near-sightednessof Lady

Beverly. He could not help wishing in his heart that
he could call out to the field, and plant, at twelve pa

ces from the muzzle of a good pistol, an insolence and

pomposity so inexpressibly provoking. But the father
of Ida would have been safe from an angryreply, even

had he been influenced by no loftier consideration in

governing his passions . He therefore replied ,

“ If Count Carolan supposes my present suit as an

application for his aid in enjoying the pleasures of the

Berlin society, he mistakes me greatly . I complain

that, by a sudden withdrawal of the respect which ,

from whatever motive, you have been pleased to hon

our me with, people are left to form erroneous opinions

1
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respecting me. I offer you proof that such opinions

are false ; and I appeal io your generosity and sense

of honour not to inflict upon me the injury which you

have nowthe power to do, atleast without satisfying

yourself that you have cause. "

“ I presume, sir, that I know how to take care of

my own honour without your advice ; and as to gen

erosity, that which I have already shown towards you

has been so ill returned, that I must reserve it hereaf

ter for a more worthy object, and one free from the

charges currently believed against you, sir."
"

“ Will you tell me what are the charges reported

against me ?"

Ask nothing of me, sir. I presume I shall be

ready to render anaccountof my actions to those who

have a right to call on me.”.

“If, then , sir , ” said Claude, his patience giving way

before the insufferable pomposity and insolence which

appeared in every word and gesture of his former pa

tron, “ your opinion is formed without cause, and ad

hered to against proof, I can only conclude that, in

seeking to change it, I have placed upon it more than
its real value ."

“ Do you mean to insult me ?" said Carolan, turning

very pale.

" I protest,” said Claude, after a moment's reflec .

tion, “ I am wrong to forget that you have rendered

me kindness which should ever seal my lips. I can

not but think , in refusing me the opportunity to lay

my character before you,you do me wrong; but I did

not mean to fail in my respect towards you ; and,” for

the image of Ida floated through his mind, “ Count

Carolan , before we part,I beg your pardon.”

“ No, sir. You intend to insult me.'

“ I assure you— "

“ No, sir - stop! You cannot deceive me. I see it

is your intention to insult me. I am justly served, sir,

for my imprudence in taking up persons withoutex

amining who and what they are ! I shall hereafter,

>

C2
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sir, be more on my guard. And I shall deem it a high

duty to look with suspicion upon all strangers ere I

give themmy countenance in society.”

Tired of contending against these characteristic re

marks-disgusted beyond measure, even more with

the mannerthan the matter -- and unwilling, from vari

ous considerations, to resent, Claude remained silent,

inwardly hoping that a fool might thus be best dealt

with ; but even silence was no refuge against the dis

pleasure of Count Carolan .

“ Go, sir ! " said that gentleman . “ I recommend

you to abandon a class of society for which you are

fitted neither by your education nor your fortune ; but,

before you go, you will be so good , sir, as not to for

get that a bill for £50 has been cashed by my banker

at your request."

Astonished at this extraordinary speech, Claude,

with an indignant heart, and the strongest possible de

sire to horsewhip him , turned in silence, and, with a

burning spot in his cheek , withdrew , with the deter

mination to retire instantly tohis house, and leave Car

olan, wife and daughter, without another word . He

had done all that good sense demanded to re- establish

his character; and all, through the malice of Elking

ton, and the stupid pomposity and conceit of Carolan,

had been in vain .

Accordingly, he turned his back upon Carolan, who

had never appeared to him so ridiculous and disgust

ing, and approached the door which led to that of

egress. He had reached the last antechamber, lost

in thoughts of no tender nature, when he was aston

ished , not to say startled, to behold Elkington planted

directly in the doorway through which alone he could

pass to the street ; and , on the appearance of Claude,

à low laugh announced afiendish delight, which an

nounced no good. Claude stopped and gazed a mo

ment with surprise upon the features, attitude, and

dress of his enemy. He was not in the ordinary ha

biliments of a ballroom, but wore a surtout and boots.

.
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His cravat was loosely tied his wristbands unfasten

ed - hisvest but partly buttoned , and his hair dishev

elled . His attitude was . motionless as that of a snake

before he springs. On a nearer glance at his features,

he perceived that his face was much flushed, and his

lips stained with wine. There was a certain air of

swagger very different from his usual elegant quiet

ness of manners ; and his eyes were fixed on Claude

with a fury which probably neither wine nor passion

could have produced separately, but which wasthe
combined effect of both . Behind him stood little

General Le Beau. The peculiarities in the dress and.

manner of Elkington, however singular, were less so

than his appearance at all, at this time, in such a scene ;

the news of his father's illness having but so recently

arrived , and some of the journals having even formally
announced his death .

Claude saw that a premeditated attack awaited him

if he advanced, and , had it been possible, despite the

sneers which such a course might have excited , he
would have returned to the drawing-rooms rather than

engage in a scuffle which, from the desperate charac

ter of his foe, might be a fatal one ; but he saw that

it was the intention of Elkington to pursue him if he

retreated, as certainly as to assauli him should he

proceed. He therefore paused, not knowing for a mo
ment what to do.

“ So, sir," said Elkington, “ I have sought you at

your hotel-I have sought you through the streets - I

have sought you here — and here you are ! I learn

you are aboutto quit Berlin . You have deeply wound

ed my honour - you have slandered and insulted me.

I have demanded of you the satisfaction of a gentle

man, which you have refused. Sir, take this — and may

it burn on your forehead for ever !"

He stepped deliberately forward, and with his

clinched fist struck him a violent blow in the face.

For a moment Claude was stunned . He did not think

of returning it. He started back and covered his face
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with his hands. He seemed blasted with thunder.

He heard several voices exclaim , “ Ha ! a blow !" in

tones of surprise and horror. His heart stood still.

His reason lefthim . His principle against taking hu

man life flashed upon him as a mockery. He stirred .

It was to sacrifice, and tear to pieces the being who

had brought this spell upon him . He found some one

had grasped his arms and held him back . Fire fell

from his eyes. He thought their glance alone could

kill, and he turned them , that theymight do so on his

victim . He beheld him standing there-- very pale, but

smiling ; a sneer - as a devil - on his face ; and his ex

tended finger pointing at him . A sense of agony - of

ruin - of utter, interminable, irretrievable shame and

despair filled all his being. Never had he known the

fearful energies of his nature. Never before had he

dreamed what it was to receive a blow ! Some mo

ments elapsed, he knew not how long. He was de

prived of the power of motion . Invisible hands held

him. He could not tell how_nor who — nor how long

-nor by what tremendous power, his strong impulse

to leap forward was withheld. He wanted motion-

a weapon - a pistol -- anything which would destroy
crush-strike dead .

He was first somewhat recalled to reason by the low

laughof Elkington, who advanced and said,

My card, sir ! You know where I am . I shall

be happyto hear from you at your earliest leisure .”

“To-night-to-night," said Claude.

" When you please, sir."

“ Lord Elkington ,you are an infamous scoundrel,"

cried a voice from theside of Claude. It sounded like

Denham's, but he scarcely attended to it. He was

still as one in a dream.

“ How ! who is that ?" demanded Elkington .

“ It is I, insolent ruffian !" said Denham , stepping

up. “ You know my friend is no duellist, and the

blow you have struck, may it recoil upon your own

forehead and sink into your own heart. How dare

-

"

a
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you, sir — your hands stained with dishonesty - your

name

Elkington now, in his turn , showed signs of trepida

tion ; but he said,

“ I did not expectto see you here; but I have an

account to settle with you also, unless you are as

whining a coward as your friend."

“ I will meet you when your hands are clean from_ "

If you are a man ," muttered Elkington, desperate

with fury, " you will meet me at once !"

He lifted his hand and hurled a blow upon the fore

head of Denham . The object of this unexpected at

tack sprung upon him, but Le Beau rushed between.

Elkington ,” said Denham , his face livid with pas

sion , " you have succeeded. You shall hear from me,”

and left the room.

This scene was very rapid in its occurrence. А

general interference now took place. Elkington reta
tired . Claude was released . The crowd hadrushed

from the inner apartments at the noise of the brawl;

Claude was surrounded by them. They opened to

give him room as he passed out. He found himself

in the open air ; alone, burning like an evil spirit just
out of its abode of fire .

A

CHAPTER III. .

ABLOW . This was the blasting thought which fill

ed Claude's mind as he bent his steps he scarce knew

whither. He was in a state of agitation which he had

never experienced before. He had no longer any

power over his reason . His thoughts were tossed to

and fro by a whirlwind. He felt, for the moment, that

he would commit any crime, could he but tear the

heart out of Elkington's bosom ! He did not recog .
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the spot.

nise himself. He appeared in his own eyes a demon ,

so dreadfully does unrestrained passion metamorphose

even the most rational. All his calm grandeur - his

sense of right- his reasoning powers his resolutions

ofduty -- his dependance on God— theywere all gone.

Therewas the same difference between his mindthen,

and as it usually was in its peaceful moments, as be

tween the tall and gently advancing ship, with sails set,

each rope in its place, obedientto the helm , and ri

sing and falling on the summer waves ; and the same

vessel in a fearful tempest, its sails rent to pieces,

its masts down, its rudder broken , and its deck swept

by huge waves which threaten instant destruction.

He could only think one thought -- he could only

breathe one word — A blow !

He thought to seek Elkington and sacrifice him on

He resolved to destray himself instantly .

He found himself at length at home. He went to

his room , he flung himself on his bed, but it heaved

beneath him, and fire flashed from his eyes and tem

ples, and faces of a laughing crowd jeered and grinned

around, and the finger of the scornful Elkington point

ed at him, and people shouted in his ear in all sorts of
tones, “ A blow ! a blow !" The voice of hate mut

tered it ; it was shrieked as if by despair ; friendship

seemed to utter it with an inflection of inquiry and in

credulity ; it came to him with the laugh of childhood

and from the scornful lips of women— " A blow ! a

blow !"

“ It is a dream !” he murmured, and he arose from

his bed . The heat in his body was intolerable. The

very air he breathed seemed hot and burning. He

threw off his coat, his vest ; he unloosed his cravat and

shirt - collar, and sat down by the open window . But

he could not sit still he could not lie - he could not

walk . The narrow room oppressed him by its limits ;

and he strided to and fro, turning against the walls as

a wearied and enraged lion paces the small floor of
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When we do wrong, we cannot know what evil may

follow ; and when we do right, we little imagine the

pleasure andblessing which it often proves afterward .

It was with a cold heart that Claude left the side of

his amiable hosts to stroll around the rooms. The

same near- sightedness which had amused him so much

when applied to poor Digby, he felt was by no means

so entertaining when he experienced it himself. Many

an eye was suddenly averted as it met his . Many a

step turned away from his path. Some pretended not

to see him ; some coolly perceived his face without

seeming to know him ; a few seemed embarrassed by

his presence, and as unwilling to hurt his feelings by

an open slight, as to seem to sanction his equivocal

standing and character by any greeting. One or two

young ladies, who thought a man who could shrink

from fighting a duel must be a perfect monster of vul

garity and cowardice, tossed their heads with uncon

cealed contempt as he passed near them; and one

youthful male aspirant after the honours of the beau

monde, finding that he might be impertinent without

danger, took occasion to half recognise him , and then

draw back and retire in a marked manner on his dis

covery of some sign of a salutation, boasting afterward

that he had “ cut him dead ." We are sorry to record

that Mr. Thomson was among the shyest of those who

thought it necessary to forget him entirely.

For some time Claude wandered around the rooms,

every one appearing to avoid addressing him. The

effect of thisupon him was visible in an increased

paleness. Where was Lavalle ? where was General

St. Hillaire ? Some accident had detained them . He

felt that he would have given worlds to see the face
of one friend - to have any one to talk to, that he

might break the general coldness and silence which he

appeared to bring with him wherever hewent. He

wandered on like a man in a dreadful dream . He

could scarcely believe that, by the acts and villany of

a single person, he had been so entirely ruined in the

VOL. II. - C
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estimation of so many people. His isolation was more

complete from the fact that, perceiving how much he

was the object of odium, he did not like to subject to

theattaintment of associating with him the few who,

perhaps, had he addressed them as usual , would have

replied with civility. Thus marked, as it were, by the

proscription of the whole brilliant assembly, and by his

pale countenance and haughty air a conspicuous per

son amid the laughing and pleasure -seeking crowds,

he thought himself suffering the worst effects of his

honest adherence to principle and the slander of his en

emies , when Carolan and his family entered the room.

Amid the many persons whom they saluted , the omis

sion of him wasconspicuous and generally remarked.

The count looked at him a moment with disdain, and

turned his back . The countess carefully avoided meet

ing his glance ; and even Ida - upon whose beautiful

countenance, now as pale as his own, he could not

avoid fixing his eyes, in whichall his pride and haugh

ty indignation had not been able to prevent amoisture

-evenIda turned silently away, and was led by a gen .

tleman to a distant part of the room , withouta word
or a look .

There are moments when the more we suffer the

better able we are to endure, and this, for Claude, was

one of them. He felt that to remain longer in a socie

ty, after so open an exposure of the estimation in which

he was held, would be neither necessary nor delicate.

He resolved; therefore, to retire ; but, before doing so,

to seek with Count Carolan a few moments' conversa

tion . He therefore approached that gentleman, and

with an air so calm and yet so evidently agitated that

Carolan started at his sudden address .

“ Count Carolan , a word with you ."

“Certainly," said the count .

There is, I believe, no one in Madame de N's

boudoir ; may I beg your company there for a few
moments ?”

The count turned rather pompously and followed.
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tates tell you of a blow . Every fibre of your trembling

frame quivered with it. Every faculty of your shrinka

ing soul fainted at it . Nature rose against it. AA

blow ! Since timebegan it is thebadge of insult- the

mark of shame. It is a curse full of the accumulated

infamy of ages. The very beast turns at it . Its bod-.

ily pain is but a type and faint shadow of its moral

ruin. Bear this one, and you will receive another - and

another and another. Who hereafter will honour

you ? who will love you ? Outcast ! the blood in your

veins is water - your heart is faint you are not a

man - you have borne a blow !”

CHAPTER IV.

a

“ But I have not borne it ," said Claude.

He rose and reached from his bookcase a pair of

travelling pistols, and, placing them in his bosom,
rushed from his house into the street. Atfirst he knew

not whether it was dark or light, whether the weather

was fair or cloudy, nor had he any precise idea of what

he intended to do, or where he meant to go. He had

not walked far when he saw a man. Hewas a senti .

nel. For the first time in his life he felt unable to bear

the eyes of a fellow -being. The swollen wound upon

his face seemed a mountain, and he forgot everything

but the desire to withdraw himself into solitude dark

ness — and silence - away from the gaze of all- even

were it inthe grave . Then there cametohim again,

as he walked , startling thoughts of self-destruction.

Only death could relieve him from the agony of his

heart. He cast his
upon the surround

ing objects- the long, quiet streets -- the deserted

squares -- the silent houses --the soft, waving trees.
He wondered to behold such tranquillity --such peace

eyes about him

Vol. II . - D
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-after all his anguish . He walked beneath the soft

branches with shame , he shrank from the moonlight

reflected against the houses-the very pavementhe

seemed to tread on as an intruder-as a felon ; and he

looked around him like guilt, stolen in the night from

its lurking -place — ashamed - and fearful of being seen .

“ Ah,” thoughtClaude, as a moment of calm reflec

tion came to him with the soft air and balmy night

breeze, “ little dreams he who, rude in nature, bad

in heart, and feeble in understanding - without princi

ple , feeling, or religion --with no restraints in this

world , and no communings with the other — ah, little

thinks the common, vulgar mind of the dread act he

per trates when he launches a blow against a fellow

being."

He bent his steps towards his favourite Park . His

thoughts now rolled through his mind less confusedly.

He was no longer mad, but they had a deep and sol

emn motion . He passed through the tall Branden

bourg gate. The guard at his post looked at him ; he

shrank from his eye, and the man seemed inclined to

stop him , but did not.

He sees," said Claude, “ humiliation in my very

walk ."

There is something in a night-ramble which restores

the agitated soul to itself. He felt the rapid motion

the cool, sweet air abate , sooth , and calm the heat which

till now had oppressed him . He penetrated into the

beautiful recesses of the luxuriant wood. It was again

a bright moonlight , and the scene touched him through

all his agitationand awoke other feelings.

“ Receive me ! " he said , “pure shades ; receive the

outcast, now doubly outcast. Receive the stained , the

shamed, the fallen ! Shrink not from me, ye flowers,

nor turn away your protecting arms, ye calm old trees,

who stand for ages through sun and storm , and never

know what he who steals beneath your path knows

to-night. When last I walked here I was as pure and

scatheless as yourselves ; now I am apart from other

a
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men, unless I dip my hands in blood ! Oh, that it

were for ever night ! Oh, could Iremain for ever here,

alone with you - where no blood flows at my feet, and

no hisses sound in my ears. A blow ! a blow ! Poor,

poor Rossi ! He went mad ; and it was this same

hand that struck him too. God ! when he told me of

it, I little knew what a blow was. Why did not the

lightning arrest that rash hand ere it cast on methis

fatal misery. I should have killed him, but I was held

-for good or for evil . Killed ! what if I had killed

him ? What is killing ? what is life ? what is death ?

Will not God pardon it? Can I be punished for not

bearing a burden beyond my strength ? and, after all,

who says killing is not right? The Holy Scriptures

call out ' blood for blood ;' and is not a blow blood ?

Is it not worse ? We have killed each other since

Abel's time - daily and hourly. It is our nature. It

enters into the plan of Providence . All things kill.

The soft dove snatches the golden insect - the hawk

pierces the dove—the lion tears his prey — the boar

has his tusk — the serpent his sting. This sweet for

est, so fair to view, is but a sceneof continual massa

cre. The microscope, that discovers animalcules in

visible to the naked eye, finds them killing each other.

I have surely been led away by idle theories of human

excellence. I have set myself apart as better thanmy

fellow -beings. I am not. I do not wish to be.I God

made us mortal. I will kill this man . I will meet

him - and one of us shall die . Perhaps, now, he will
not - then still I will kill him. To-morrow

hence a year - twenty years — standing amid his-

friends-- asleep - awake - in bed-in the fields in the

dance -- at the very altar, on his knees in repentant

prayer - I will kill him I will have his heart's blood ! "

He paused. The last words had been spoken aloud .

They sounded like the imprecations of a demon es

caped from hell, amid these soft glades and perfumed
bowers.

- Alas ! what am I become ? What bloody and
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dark demonhas entered my body ? Is this indeed hon

our ? Is this duty ? Our Redeemer suffered a blow !

But that sublime tradition which paints

the wanderingJew there is meaning in it.

Oh God !” he continued, after pacing on

yet farther, “ I am lost. I acknowledge myself weak.

I know not what I say or do. I am rushing blindly
upon murder - upon death . The very fiends in the

shape of human reason seem goading and urging me

on. Alas ! human reason is vain . l'have listened to

it too long. As yet my handsare pure from blood-as

yet I do not stand before the throne of Heaven, uncall

ed but by my own passion . There is a higher pow

er - I appeal to Him . I will not decide in my rash
What do I care for man's opinion ?"

He lifted his hands and eyes to Heaven. It was

near morning, and the sky was singularly transparent.

He gazed breathless upon its quiet, eternal fields

the serene order of its glittering worlds-- the hushed

groups of stars- the moon pure, high, bright, and

calm as the virtue which he had forgotten -- as the in

nocence he had nearly thrown away. A dark cloud,

of which the summit was piled up, mass above mass,

like the silver Pyrenean cliffs above the blue Mediter

ranean , and whose base, black and definitely marked

against the radiant air, lay stretched like a huge rock

in a summer deep, gave to that upper world of light

a new and awful aspect. As he gazed a sudden breeze

came softly rushing over the tree-tops_kissing the

murmuring leaves - reaching the face of the half-mad

dened being below-cooling his brow , and cheek, and

heart- lifting the hair from his hot forehead --and waft

ing to his senses and to his soul ,in a cloud of per

fume, a consciousness of love-of hope -- of life - of

peace - of Heaven . At the same moment large tears
rose to his burning eyelids and rolled down his cheeks ;

and, throwing himself upon the ground - alone, in that

silent wood -- unseen butby watchful stars — the proud

est spirit that ever walked the globe bent to earthly

anguish, and he wept, convulsively, like a child,

.
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and purity.

Oh, Elkington ! Could a wretch like thee bend that

brow to the grassy ground, and shake with almost fa

tal pangs a heart which was to thee as the floating

eagle to the howling cur ? Thou hast triumphed — but

beware ! The triumph of guilt is a wrong against

Heaven . The good man is the child of God, and God

is omnipresent, and he is around us in the very air
when we know it not.

There is a blessing in tears . They are waters from

Heaven, and they cleanse the soul to its pristine peace

“ It is not right,” muttered Claude, " to take human

life for human passion. Shall I not leave the task of

punishing to the sublime Being who rules the universe ?

Is he absent ? is he powerless ?"

A peal of thunder burst over the starting earth ere

the last word had left his lip ; at the same moment the

lightning darted with a blinding intensity. The tre

mendous volume of sound paused after the first shock

-rolled on — paused — went on and on again - crush

ingly — as if annihilation itself had come upon mankind ;

and repeating several times its appalling reverberations

-broad as the air, and apparently stirring the earth

from its very orbit- lost itself threateningly,butcalmly,

as if amid the vastness of other spheres. Claude had

not yet moved when a torrent came rushing down, and

he was drenched to the skin ; when he raised his head,

the sky was wrapped in utter darkness . The wind

swept over the wood, bending the tallest trees, and

twisting their gnarled limbs till they groaned as if

with fear and pain. The peal was followed by another,

and so close and heavy that the instinct of self-pres

ervation occupied his mind, to the exclusion of the

subject which had so deeply agitated him. He hast

ened out of the Park into the broad road, where he

was less in danger than among the trees. There is

something in a good drenching which deadens human

passions,and shows how weak and idle are even some

of those words which make us commit deeds irrepa
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rable. The floods which drenched him were delicious,

and cooled his fever. He breathed more freely, he

trod more firmly ; and , if the truth mustbe added , at a

considerably swiſter pace than he generally adopted.

His course was bent also towards the gate, and he re

entered the town.

The rain, almost as suddenly as it had commenced,

ceased,and a fissure appeared across the masses of

black clouds which obscured the heavens. The disper

sion of the vapours was so extremely rapid , that, even

thrilled as he was by the incident which had just occur

red , it fastened his attention. Forming themselves into

separate piles, the clouds broke apart in all quarters,

leaving the blue void stainless, and the stars glittering

with unwonted brightness. Thenthe whole air, earth,

and heaven were suddenly illuminated by a soft ra

diance. Amassivebreadth of vapour had passed from

before the moon, and she broke out full orbed and almost

light as day, while each tórn fragment of silver cloud

disappeared entirely, and the air became as still as the

heaven .

“ Oh God," said he, “ I worship thee in thy temple,

I call upon thee for aid . May this be to me an em

blem ofmy own soul. Its passions, however tremen

dous, belong to earth ; its calm hopes to Heaven . I

commit myself to thee .”

And his soul now poured itself in prayer, which

seemed to rise unimpeded to the Throne of Mercy.

He had implored a sign, and Heaven had granted it.

The serenity of nature taught him by its example to

sit serene after the mildest storm, which the same

hand that conjured up could waft away, and that no

tempest couldreach the fair arrangement of right and

truth. Slowly he wandered to his home. No weak

ness disturbedhis spirit or his intellect. He had made

up his determination to pass the indignity he had re

ceived in silence . Themortal body was subdued and

ever mastered by the superior mind. At the word of

reflection and of religion the hot blood flowed cool and
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placid through his frame. His obedient pulse played

temperately, and all his soul was peace.

CHAPTER IV.

As he entered his hotel , themorning had not begun

to break, although it was near the hour. To his aston

ishment he found the front door ajar, and two horses

saddled, and held by Beaufort, who was easily dis

tinguished by the lamplight. Onentering, the door of

Denham's room was also open . He thought it strange,

and stopped a moment. A light step sounded within.
He listened . It was a man's . Was Denham up ?

was he ill ? Perhaps his wife or the lovely litile

girl ? If he should knock ! he might disturb them.

He approached. Denham wasstanding within, with

his back to him, in a riding-coat, boots, and spurs,

completely dressed. He shook violently, bending his

head to his outspread hands. Then he steppedfor

ward breathlessly, noiselessly, towards hisbedroom

door. As he did so, Claude caught a full view of his

countenance in a mirror. It was as white as ever

lay bound with linen in a coffin . His gaze was fixed
on an object in the adjoining apartment.

Extremely shocked, Claude advanced and followed

with his eyes those of his friend. He started, how

ever, at what there met his view, and was about re

tiring, for he found himself gazing upon the face of

Mrs.Denham , tranquilly sleeping. A kind of bewil

derment held him chained to the spot. The lovely

sleeper was apparently lost in a pleasant dream. She

wasvery beautiful. Her long hair lay in a kind of

charming negligence around her face - her hand had

fallen over her head - her.cheeks were rosy -- her lips

touched with a smile. A happiness - a beauty -- a pla
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cid peace gave to her countenance the loveliness of a

seraph. Denham approached her - leaned over her.

Again he shook violently . He bent his lips near hers,

but did not touch them, and then turned away. He

appeared to feel no surprise on seeing Claude. He

seized his arm, and they hurried into the hall .

“ How late is it ?” said Denham.

Daybreak .”

" Already ?"

Certainly . Great God ! my friend, what is the

meaning of this ?”

Denham turned as if startled by the sound of his

voice, and now recognised him.

“ What, Wyndham ! "

“ Yes. What is the matter ? Why is Beaufort at

the door ? The horses-your dress - where are you

going? "
“ You don't know ?"

“ No ! "

Adieu, my friend." He turned very pale, and si

lently pointing with his inverted thumb to his room,

Claude, I commit her to your care. God help

you - good-by !”

But, where ? who ? what ?" stammered Claude.

For so completely had he been stunned by the last

night's scenes, that no trace of Denham's interference

and its consequences had struck his attention . As his

friend broke away, and he heard the sound of horses'

feet driven at a rapid gallop over the pavement, a dim,

dreamy idea of Denham — and hot words — and he knew

not what, came over him . It seemed the recollection

of a dream . Denham, then , had been implicated in

his quarrel, and was gone to fight a duel. To fight

for him , perhaps. The thought affected him more

terriblythan all his own pangs. He rushed to the

door. He went into the street. Nothing was to be

seen . The pale morning light was broadening over

the heaven . “ One or two street-passengerswere al

ready out- labourers going to their toil - milk -women
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with their little dog-carts. He wentout and looked in

the direction in which he had heard the horses' feet.

Nothing was to be seen of the fugitives. Hereturned

to the hotel. The waiters werestirring. He spoke

to a boy, and asked if he had seen any one pass. No,

he had seen nothing. He suspected nothing. And

Claude suddenly thought of the police, and instantly

set off with the determination to call in their aid . As

he went into the street again , a young boy came along,

singing aloud. His face was round and rosy, his gait

careless and thoughtless, his eyes bright, clear, and

happy-looking. Ah, boyhood ! how its recollections

and an appreciation of its sweet exemption touched

his soul . He went on. Every common thing looked

strange tohim , for death was in his thoughts. A maid

was washing windows and humming an air ; a man

drove his cart by with a crack of the whip ; in the

building next the police, an old blind man had com

menced his rounds, and was playing a merry tune

on his organ ; a bill — " Furnished rooms to let” -hung

over the door. He hastened on. The large doorway

was closed . The great gatesand little door were

equally closed and fastened. He rang - no one came.

He rang again and again. At last the door sprang

open . Hewent in. The large, dirty hall was empty.
.

All the doors around were closed . That one where

he had entered tolay his complaint against Le Beau

was also shut. He
rang

and knocked - no one came.

Did they know his deep impatience ? Did they know

death and life depended on their steps ? Hewaited

there half an hour. At length a rough -looking bump

kin came in out of the court, scratching his uncombed

head, and gaping at him.

“ Where are they -- where are the police ? "

“ Nein ! nein !" said the man , shaking his head .

“ Can I see no one here ?"

“ Nein ! nein !"

“ It's shut ?”

1

" Ja !"
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“ How can I see them ? Where ?”

“ Eight o'clock ! "

“ Not before ? Can't you tell me where to find

them ?”

“ Nein ! nein ! " said the man ; and, taking out a

flint and steel , he drewfrom his pocket his pipe, light

ed it, and went leisurely out of ihe front door.

Every attempt made by Claude to see the police

was vain, and he was about returning to the hotel,when

he suddenly thought of Elkington . What if he went

to his hotel ! He determined to do so, notwithstand

ing the reluctance, the repugnance he felt to show

himself there or anywhere among his fellow -men ;

farther, he remembered again that he bore the evi

denceon his brow of the insult inflicted upon him the

preceding evening . Hewent, and gave the servant
his card for Lady Beverly .

"She is asleep,” said Scarlet, bluntly.

He begged she might be awakened.

“ Impossible," said Scarlet.

“ It affects the life of her son ! "

" Perhaps so," said the man.

“ What do you mean, you scoundrel ? " said Claude.

Come, come,” said Scarlet,” said Scarlet, " a civil tongue, if

you please ; you've got a whole eye yet, andyou'd

better keep it if you know when you're well off.”

“ I will go myself,” said Claude, “ to Lady Bever

ly's door. She cannot know what's going on.”

Hestepped forward. The man laid a brawny hand

upon his arm, and coolly clinched the other fist.

" I tell you what, my rum chap," said Scarlet, “ if

it wasn't for mere shame's sake , I'd bung up that

t'other
eyeof your'n in less than no time . I'd sarve ye

as master did - good for nothing, cowardly poltroon you

are-to let another man go out and get shot, all for

avenging of your cuffs. If I couldn't be a better gen

tleman than that, I wouldn't be none, no how ."

Claude grasped the fellow by the throat and drag

ged him a fewsteps with a force which greatly aston

66
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ished him, who thought he had only a chicken to deal

with ; and his astonishment was not diminished when,

just as he thought he was to receive a "drubbing,"

Claude releasedhis hold , and said ,

“ Poor fellow ! while yourmaster goes unpunished,

you ought to have free room . Let me see Lady Bev

erly ,and here is my purse.

“I beg your pardon, sir,” said Scarlet, very respect

fully ; " but milady can't be seen. Indeed, she's not

here -- she's out of town. "

“ Out of town ?”

“ Last night ! gone ! and not to come back ! We're

to follow ina day or two."

" I understand," said Claude, with a sickening heart.
“ Your master is also out ? "

“ Yes, sir,” said Scarlet, in a low tone.

“ And you are his confidential servant ?”

Scarlet was silent.

“ I will give you £10 if you will direct me to where

he is before anything happens.

“ I might take your money, sir, " said Scarlet, “ but
it wouldn't be of no use. It's too late .' It's all over

by this time. ”

“ Great Heaven ! "

“ It is , sir, that's certain . They be gone out now

two good hours. "

“ And when did the arrangements take place ? "

“ Last night. Master up and struck Mr. Denham

-I believe the poor gentleman's name's Denham

ain't it, sir ? and he's game too - true blood - no backing

out there — up to the mark ! It wasn't fifteen minutes,

sir, afore he had a gentleman here, and in a half an houra

the hull was settled. I hearn it all myself. I was

ordered to stand and keep watch afore the door."

“ And where is it they have gone ?"?

“Oh, don't fret yourself, sir. It's impossible to help

it. The poor gentleman's good stuff; but, Lord, sir !

he might as well put his head into a forty-nine pound

er when it's a gitten fired, as to go outwith master.
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He never went out with a man yet without pinking

him . The poor gentleman's tucked under the green

sod an hour ago. I hope he haint got no family, has

he, sir ? These ere is awkward things in such cases ;

but when a man's called a d - d rascal,' what ken he

do, you know ? How's your eye this mornin , sir ?"

CHAPTER V.

CLAUDE went back to his hotel in a state of mind

bordering on distraction, but it had the effect to divert

him from the consideration of himself. It seemed that

a fatal duel on his account, in return for an insult

which he had declined to resent, was all that was ne

cessary to sink him to the lowest depths in the world's

esteem, if not in his own. But that was a less insup

portable reflection than the situation of Mrs. Denham

and the sweet little girl, who were, probably, yet lock

ed in peaceful slumber, unconscious of the thunder

bolt about to fall upon them. He would have gone

again to the police, but he had no precise information

to give , and he felt sure, too, that it was too late for

interference. There was, however, still a hope. It

was possible either that chance might interrupt the

meeting — or that Elkington might fall or that, if Den

ham should receive a wound , it might not be mortal.

But then the utter recklessness of Denham - his

knowledge of Elkington's affair with the cardsmand

the unerring skill , as well as remorseless character of

the latter, recurred to him with an agonizing force .

As he entered the hotel he saw that there was an un

usual confusion. Several waiters were running to and

fro. One of them came up to him quickly as soon as

he saw him .

“You had better go to Madam Denham ."
9



THE COUNTESS IDA . 41

“ Has anything happened ?”

“ Mr. Denham has gone-off.”

“ And not yet returned ? "

“ No."

"

He breathed again. He had felt an unutterable fear

on approaching the house .

"Thank God!" he said , “ all may yet be well.”

“ The lady is in a bad way, sir ; she's very ill."

At this moment a voice from a servant at the top of

the stairs called out,

“ Has Mr. Wyndham come in yet ?"

“ You'd better go to her, sir ," said the landlord . “ I

fearsomething verydreadful has— "

Claude recovered from a momentary faintness,

nerved his heart, and entered the room. All that he

had imagined of horrible was surpassed by Mrs. Den

ham. She was pale as death itself. Her hair hung

in disorder about her beautiful and lightly clothed per

son. Her eyes were distended with terror, and the

little Ellen clung to her bosom, weeping aloud, and

winding her armsaround her neck affectionately, and

repeating,

“Dear sister,my dear, dear sister. He will come,

he will come. He will indeed, indeed he will ! "

Mrs. Denham's eyes were perfectly dry and start

ing from her head. She looked an image of tragedy

itself. The moment Claude entered she saw him,

for her wild eyes were fixed on the door ; she sprang

up with an hysterical laugh, and, rushing upon him as

a lioness on one who had robbedher of her
young,

she

uttered , in tones that pierced his heart and froze his

blood, the dreadful words :

Ah ! and now then ! where's Charles ?"

“ He ishe is "

“ Is he here ? Is he here ?"

“ No - not here not this instant."

“ Where is he, then ? What have you done with
him ?"

“My dearest madam- "

VOL. II . - E
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“ Is he alive ? Is he dead ? ”

“ No, no - God grant - I hope - not- not dead , "

muttered Claude, trembling beneath the powerful agi

tation of this scene .

“ Is he safe ? Will he come ? Whatdoyou know ?

Is there any hope ?"

“ I think - I believe "

“ What do you know ? Speak - as before your God.
If you deceive me !"

Claude turned away,and,pressing his extended hand

against his forehead , shook as one by the bed of the
beloved and the dying.

She released her hold on him , and her hands fell

nerveless by her side .

“ Then he is dead. Oh God -oh God I have

often feared this .” She sank back into a chair.

“ Charles - my husband — it is a dream it is im

possible.”

Claude approached her, and took her cold hand in

his.

“ My dear friend, hear me. It is too late to deceive

you as to what has occurred . Your husband has gone

out to comply with a strange custom, but we have no

news of him , upon my honour. It is very possible he
he may return - alive - unhurt. Believe me, dearest

madam , there are many reasons to hope-- indeed, in
deed there are.'

“ I'm sure there are, " said Ellen , climbing up and

again winding her arms around her neck, and covering

her lips, forehead, and face with kisses.

“ You do not know anything, then ? "

“Nothing."

“ And he may return ? His step may be heard - his

belovedimagemay once more bless my eyes ? Hark

-hark ” -her face lighted up with intensepleasure

“ it is — it is — ha, ha ! ha, ha !" She screamed with

joy, and darted towards the door, which opened and ad
mitted - a stranger.

The shock was too much for the poor girl. She

would have fallen at full length upon the floor had not
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you see him ? ”

Claude caught her on his arm . He lifted her to the

sofa, and, consigning her to the care of the maid, turned

to the new-comer.

“ Who are you, sir -- and what is your message ?"

“ Sir, " said the man, “ I am a Commissioner of the

Hotel. I have been sent to the lodgings of Lord El

kington with directions to let you know when he re
turned .”

“And he has returned ?” said Claude, in a low tone,

and with a shudder of inexpressible horror.

“ He has. "

“ Alone ? "

“ Alone.”

There was a pause. The commissioner then added,

“ He will leave town to -night.”

Did

" I did , sir.”

“ What was he doing ?"

“He was at breakfast, sir . "

“ Breakfast ?”

“ Yes, sir ; he said the eggs were boiled thirty sec

onds too long."

The
eggs

? ”

“ Andappeared inexcellent spirits !" .
“ Oh, it is certain ," said Claude, “ Charles and he

have settled it . I was sure

The man shook his head.

“ What do you know ?" said Claude.

“ Nothing."

Claude paused.

“ I will go — I will see him myself. I cannot en

dure this." And he instantly set off for Elkington's

lodgings.

99
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CHAPTER VI.

"

66

“ LORD ELKINGTON is at home ? ” said Claude to

Scarlet.

“ No, sir,” said Scarlet, touching his hat ; “ he has

been home, but is now gone out again . I told you

he'd come back ! "

“ Has anything happened ?"

“ Yes, a good many things has happened,” said the

man ; "things is always a happening !"

“ For God's sake, my good fellow , if you know

anything ! "

Egad, I know a good many things— but there's one

thing I don't know . I don't knowwhat right you've

got to stand a questioning me in this here style about

private affairs. Mum's the word ! But master said you

might see him if you called, and only you , or some

one from you ."

“ Where is he, then ? I will see him !"

“ Well, he's now at Count Carolan's, with several

other people. Count Carolan gives a great dejooney

dong-song' to -day.”

Claude instantly bent his steps towards Carolan's.

It was too early for the general company to arrive ,

but several carriages were before the door. He en

tered and mounted the stairs . They were arranged

with flowers and orange -trees, and the air was full of

perfume. The soundof distant music reached his

ears .

“ Whom will you see, sir ?" said the servant, for

neither Claude's face nor habiliments indicated one of

the ordinary guests.

“ Your master, or Lord Elkington .”

“ They are in the boudoir of Madame la Comtesse .”

“ Lead on . ”
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And the man went forward, opened the door, and

announced him. He walked in . There was Count

Carolan, General St. Hillaire , Elkington , and the young

prince - they were all engaged in earnest conversation.

At Claude's name there was a sudden pause , and his

entrance was remarked with much attention .

“ Oh, sir,” said Elkington, “ you come. You had
better have sent a friend . "

“ Mr. Wyndham ," said Carolan, " you must be brief,

for a trifling circumstance has occurred which renders

it necessary for Lord Elkington to absent himself a

while ; and let me take the occasion to observe, in the

most markedmanner, sir, that, in remaining here when

he might easily have gained the frontier - merely from

a high and imperative sense of honour, and a generous

determination not to escape from you - he has shown

a character which places him far above your calum

nies, and far above reproach . I presume, sir, you

have come to demand satisfaction for the injuries in

flicted on you last night. It would have been more

comme il faut to send a third person.””

“ I cometo demand my friend,” said Claude.

“ Your friend ! Have you not selected one ?"

“ I speak of Mr. Denham. I come to ask of his fate .

He has a wife in a state of distraction — in suspense,

and to relieve her I have undertaken this disagreeable

visit. Is Mr. Denham dead ?"

“ Mr. Denham is as he is, ” said Carolan ; " and per

mit me to remark, that if you were more au fait to the

way of the world , you would not prefer such questions

to persons notlikely to answer.”

* Mr. Wyndham,” said Elkington, “ if you are not

really a more despicable character than even I take

you to be, you will not now decline the invitation

which I tender you. Is it your intention to give me a.

meeting ? "

“ No, sir. I regard you as a murderous ruffian, and
beneath contempt."

“ You are a dishonoured man !” said Elkington ;

a
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" and words from your lips have hereafter no mean

ing."

" By those who honour you , my lord , I hope I shall

be always despised. By frequenting your society, they

sanction yourdeeds and degrade themselves to your

level. If woman, knowing you, touches your hand,

she falls from her purity , and if Providence sleeps

not, your own character will prove to you a sufficient

shame and a sufficient curse.

“ You have received a blow ! " said Elkington, point

ing his finger at him.

“ I have," said Claude ; " and an insult thus given”

and thus endured, recoils upon him who inflicts, and

ennobles him who receives. My character lies in the

tenour of a stainless life, and cannot be permanently in

jured by a tongue uninspired by truth , or a hand un

guided by honour. I appeal to Him who knows my

motives for protection against you. He knows also

that, if you are yet alive, you have to thank my fear,

not of you, but of him . "

There was a calmness in his manner which carried

conviction to the very soul of St. Hillaire, and awed

even Elkington himself. Carolan only said, “ Ah,

bah ! fine notions — high ideas, sir - but, since you are

not come here to redress your honour, the house is

mine, and ”

He waved his hand towards the door.

“ I forgive you, Carolan,” said Claude; "and may

the time never come when you shall know , too much

to your cost, the difference between an honest man

and such a person as you have made your friend."

“ How great! how noble !" said St. Hillaire.

“ Let him say his worst. He is a blighted man, and

the blowIpublicly inflicted on him will never be for

gotten. If,however,he dares again— " said Elkington.

' Stop, young man ,” said St. Hillaire, in a deep

voice. “ You cannot, you shall not again persecute
. .

this person. If he be destitute of the courage which

leads men into danger, is it proper that you should

"
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therefore thus pursue him ? And if he be, as I believe

he is, gifted with all your bodily courage and ten

times more — and if hebe acting as he does, with the

forbearance almost of God, solely from a principle of

right, in what light do you then appear ? " You have

raised the hand of a fiend against true grandeur and

the sublimest courage which, even at the blow and

hiss, does not stoop from its course.
What have you

then done ? You have smitten as the Jew smote the

Saviour. I do notapprove your course . The blow

you have struck will sink into your own forehead and

your own soul deeper than into that of this unoffend

ing being. My young friend, I do not envy you. I

had rather be in his place than yours. You have no

other course than to ask his pardon .”

“ His pardon, sir ? " said Carolan, in a tone of as

tonishment.

“ I ? an apology ?" said Elkington. “ Never. "

“ Go, then. You are rash, young, and ignorant of

the true uses and meanings of life. That may be

some excuse, but I believe you will suffer more than

your victim from the occurrences of last evening. I

believe, sir, in your cooler and better moments, they

will haunt you as a curse, and thatthey will leave a

stain upon your reputationas a gentleman .”

By G - d, sir,” said Elkington, “ do you mean

“ I mean that you are in the wrong, young man ,

said St. Hillaire, sternly; "and that, for one, I dis
dain you as an associate. I havewatched your course

in reference to this matter, andI despise you, sir.”

“ General St. Hillaire," said Elkington, " do you

know to whom - _ "

“ General,” said Carolan, “ I protest-- "

“ Gentlemen, I wish you good -morning,” said St.
Hillaire .

"

.

»
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CHAPTER VIII.

"

a

a

“ Has he come home ? Is he here ? Have you

seen him ? Have you heard anything of him ? " were

the fearful questions from every lip as Claude returned

to his hotel.

“ Madam Denham is nearly distracted ,” said the

landlord . “ She calls for you. Pray go to her.”

“ I dare not,” said Claude, with a shudder.

“ She has demanded to be informed the instant you

come in , " said the man. She is in a state of intense

excitement and agony. Shewalks the floorwith fran

tic steps, as pale as a sheet. Sometimes she groans

and weeps, sometimes she prays. She's in a terrible

way. It's quite dreadful — and the poor little girl, too,.

is so distressed. My God! what sort of a man must

her husband be, to leave her in such a condition ?”

A servant here came forMr. Wyndham . He

must go instantly to Madam Denham . It was with

a faltering heart that Claude complied with this re

quest, and once more approached the door where so

lately he bade adieu tothe friend who, perhaps, was

nowin eternity. As he did so, he heard the hasty

steps of the bereaved widow - her deep groans - her

bursting sobs. He entered . Her look made him

shudder.

“ Speak !" cried she. “ Charles

“ I know nothing,” said Claude.

“ Have you seenLord Elkington ? "
Claude hesitated.

“ Is he living ?"

“ He is."

“Oh, Mr. Wyndham , for the love of God , tell me

all. You know , I am sure you do. I can bear it

better than this suspense. Tell me - my husband is

"
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wounded — is perhaps " she clasped her handswith

quivering lips and sobbed convulsively— “ dead !"

“ I do not know . I have heard nothing distinctly.

He may be alive "

“ Oh, God bless you for that word. He may yetlive.

But where is he ? Why does he not return ? Per

haps he is wounded . Perhaps he is this instant dy
ing ?"

She pressed her hands against her brain.

“Ah, cruel, cruel Charles! Is it you who have aban

doned me thus ? you, who have torn my heart- in

flicted these horrid pangs ? I will no longer wait. I

will go seek him.”

She rushed to the door.

“ Mydear,dear sister , " said Ellen, " you cannot go.

You do not know where he is. You are not dressed .

If he were in the street, he would soon be here. If

not, where would you go ? Stay with me, my dear,

dear sister. God will take care of us ; " and the sweet

child again folded her in her arms, and pressed her

ashy cheek against her little bosom .

“ He might come, too, during your absence," said

the maid, respectfully,

“ Oh yes ! true !" she said , with a frightful smile. '

Hours passed away as if they were ages. Noon

evening - night- and still Denham came not- and no

Claude had again addressed himself to the po

lice. They were abroadin search of the parties, but

they could obtain no intelligence as to where they had

gone, or what had becomeof them. Elkington was

not at his lodgings - Lady Beverly had left town the

day before for Hamburg, as if in anticipation of some

difficulty. It was reported, too, that Elkington, early

in the morning, had also gone, but whither no one

knew . His escape had been connived at by so many

gentlemen, who thought they were aidinga gallant fel

low out of an unjust danger, that the policecould get

no traceof him. Indeed, from many considerations,

they conducted the pursuitwith no great activity. Al

news.
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though duellingwas strictly prohibited in Prussia, and

particularly by the great Frederic, whose clear mind

had seen all its folly and wickedness, the crime was

then — as we fear, alas, it is now — considered as one of

those genteel misdemeanours of which a large class of

educated, and many excellent men , are rather proud

than ashamed . The magistrate who sternly sentences

a poor, ignorant creature for having stolen wherewith

al to support fainting life, cannot condemn the pas

sionate fool who submits his disagreements with his

friends to the chances of mortal combat, and who shows

so little respect for himself - his adversary - society ~

and God, as to stake two lives on a throw , and thus

sanction one crime by joining it with another. The
police also felt that the parties were Englishmen

that securing a surviver in such a case would place
them in an awkward dilemma. Lord Elkington's

rank and fortune, moreover, threw a sort of exemption

over his actions in the public opinion , and it was un

derstood also that the injury had been words offen
sive to his honour as agentleman.

Poor Mrs. Denham. It seemed impossible that she

could endure the interminable length of this day; but

the
very intensity of her apprehensions prevented her

from sinking into the insensibility which nature would

otherwise have provided for her relief. As the night

approached, heragony had reached a state of nervous

excitement, which rendered it necessary to call in a

physician ; but she would take nothing, and permit no

remedies to be adopted, till she should receive direct

intelligence of Mr. Denham .

Nine o'clock struck - ten - eleven -- twelve ; still

Denham came not, and no news of him could be ob

tained . It was now near one. The widow - for all

felt that she was such except herself, and she still

hoped—was almost deprived of her senses .

whisper she started, at every step in the street she
trembled. Sometimes the sound of horses' feet would

advance from the distance. Her features would light

-

At every
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up ; the noise approached , and seemed about to stop

at the door, but wenton, and waslost again in the dis

tance ; now a shout in the street startled her now an

oath . Sometimes she heard the tramping of the sol

diers' feet, as the guard were led round to their posts ;

and once a party of riotous young menwent by, and,

by a cruel coincidence, stopped immediately beneath

the window, shouting forth a glee, which was inter

rupted by peals of laughter. Then they departed sing

ing, their voices softening as they retreated, and dying

at last utterly away , leaving, they little knew what

-silence, solitude, and despair behind them .

“Mr. Wyndham ," said Mrs. Denham , suddenly, in

a voice of sternness, which made him think her senses

were failing, “ you are the cause of this ! "

“ My dearest madam "

“ You - coward !!!

Great Heaven ! "

“You knew my husband had the heart of a lion .

You knew he couldn't see his friend abused, and you

--you meanly took a blow - a blow ! a base, blasting

blow ! and yet you live -coward ! and he, my brave,

my noble, my lion-hearted Charles, for your infamy

has risked his life - which, God in his mercy be prais

ed, is but a risk. He will not perish. It is impos

sible . He will come. He iswounded, doubtless, but

what do I care for wounds ? He will come, or he will

send for me. I shall nurse him. He will recover ;

but you , sir, must never look for his friendship again ;

nor his, nor mine, nor the world's esteem , nor your

You are a dishonoured man . I had rather be

Elkington than you. A blow ! coward !”

There was suddenly a knock at the door. Mrs.

Denham fell back in her chair, laughing hysterically.

The intruder was a messenger of the police, to know

whether any news had beenreceived of the affair.

One o'clock. The heavy peal went floating and

quivering over the silent town, and struck into the

hearts ofall present, for they now foreboded the worst.

own .
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The solemn sound, as it died away, called forth new

groans, sobs, and hysterical screams. All conversa

tion ceased . There was as little room for remark

as for hope or consolation. They sat like those un

happy beings we sometimes read of on a wreck, wait

ing in mute despair till the broken hulk goes down
with them for ever.

Two o'clock struck . Mrs. Denham had sunk into

a state of exhaustion , when a sharp, heavy knock an

nounced an end of this suspense. There was decision

in it. The door was opened by a servant, and a step

was heard in the hall, quick, light, buoyant.

proached, and all eyes were turned towards the door.

“Ah God ! he is here at last," cried Mrs. Denham ,

with a smile of ineffable happiness, and gasping for

breath . The new-comer entered . It was again a

stranger. A start of horror went round the room, and

a low shudder was heard from Mrs. Denham, who bu.

ried her face in her hands .

“ Mr. Wyndham ? " said the stranger, who was a

gentleman in dress and appearance.

Claude stepped forwardand recognised Beaufort.

“ I beg your pardon ," said that gentleman, with a

olite smile ; " will you permit me to have one word

with you ? "

He cast a glance around upon the rest of the compa

ny, but without in the least changing his manner. He

was a man of the world, and well knew what he was

going to see when he undertook the mission .

Claude followed him into an adjoining chamber.

“ Devilish painful duty, my dear fellow - disagree

able thing - in fact, d - d awkward—but”

Speak out, and tell me what has happened,” said

Claude, sternly ; “ I also have my duties."

“ "Sir ! ” said Beaufort, “ your tone is very extraordi

nary, but your excitement excuses any liberty ; I

promised to let you know that your friend is hurt.”

“ Hurt ! Oh, Beaufort ! Oh, Heaven be praised !

is he only hurt ? "

"
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* Why, his wound is bad - d - d bad . He-he-in

short, he's - dead, sir . ”

“ Dead ! ” said Claude, with awe, with horror un

utterable . “ Denham ! my friend !"

“Yes, dead enough, sir. This is possibly rather.

annoying toyou. I'm devilish sorry - I am , positively ."

“Dead !" echoed Claude, the sound of his friend's

living voice ringing in his ears; his beaming, laughing

eyes flashing full before his imagination.
To

say the truth, this morning at P. He be

haved very well - devilish well — I'm quite sure you'll

be glad to hear that. The thing was perfectly well

managed, I assure you. Perfectly. Nothing could be

handsomer or fairer. Elkington missed him the first

shot Devilish odd, too - wasn't it ? The second he

hit him . He's a terrible dog. The ball went direct

ly through the heart. He leaped six feet in the air,

and he was a dead man before he came down. Irpro

test I never saw anything so handsomely done ."

“ And I am to bear this news to his wife !"

“Certainly ! I've done my part. I stood by him

to the last, and have broughtthe corpse in town. It

will be here in - let me see, half past two—it'll cer

tainly be three. By-the -way, madam is a fine -looking

Devilish pretty in that dress. Poor girl!

I'm devilish sorry . You'll take good care of her ,

Wyndham ? Egad, you're a lucky dog ! Where are

you going to have the body put ? ”

“ Did - did my friend leave me no message ?"

" Oh, apropos—what a forgetful dog I am ! Certain

ly - a note for you.d . "

“ Give it me. "

" Yes, devilish queer that I should forget that , as the

poor man isn't likely to trouble me with another in a

hurry. He put it in my hand the very last thing. He

behaved immensely well , positively . I really thought

at first that he was going to touch Elkington; his ball

grazed his sleeve . Elkington smoked a segar through

Vol. II . - F

creature.

$
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the whole affair. He's a capital fellow . Why-- I've

lost your letter - no - yes I have - no - ah, here it is."-

“ Who has the body ?"

“ Two men._We hired 'em to bring it in town in
the carriage. Egad ! it's been all day in a windmill.

We had to disperse, you see. Elkington's gone this
morning at 12 ; I start to -night. I shall run over to

Carlsbad. This cursed German cuisine plays the

devil with one's stomach . Won't you smoke ?"

Claude did not answer. He was reading the note

he had just received , which struck his nerves and soul

with an agony of horror and grief, traced, as it was, by,

one now in the grave .

“Well--adieu," said Beaufort. “ Leben sie wohl,

meinfreund ! Au revoir ! ! ”

And the young man , lighting his segar and arran

ging the curls around his forehead, went out .

CHAPTER IX.

TREMBLING — thrilling - half blinded by horror and

grief - Claude, after several vain attempts, read the

letter. It was written in the writer's usual flowing

hand. There was no tremour, or sign of haste, or agi

tation , except that two drops of wax from a candle

showed that ithad been the work of the night.

“ MY DEAR CLAUDE,

“ This will only be put into your hands in case of

my death. You will , before then, be informed of the

circumstances which produce it. I saw you struck

last night, and I lost all prudence ; I interfered, and;

received a blow myself. I have always been brought

up to think a blow ought not to be borne. Deathis

preferable to dishonour. I know Elkington is a shot,
but I can't help it . The custom of society must be

a
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complied with . Do not blame me, my wiser and more

thoughtful friend. You have your opinion, I mine.

I am determined to kill Elkington if I can , unless he

make me the humblest apology. This is not to be

expected, and I am prepared to fall. I need not say

that I have not called on you to arrange the thing for

me, as I know you would have taken measures to pre.

vent it ; otherwise there is no man on earth I should

so readily have chosen. Beaufort I had a slight ac

quaintance with, and he consented at once.

“ I do not allow myself to think of the future ; it

would be useless, and might unman me. My uncle's

fortune, you know, most unfortunately, reverts to other

heirs at my death ; but I have ensured my life for

£ 2000, which will keep “ I cannot write her name

out of want. You are in a fixed position in socie

ty , calm, wise, and good ; and with leisure to make

this blow as tolerable as possible . She is an angel,

Claude. Never has she brought one frown to my face,

one shadow to my heart. She is all beauty, compli

ance, sweetness, love - a being as rare as diamonds are.,

I do not write to her. I darenot. I cannot. I have

tried, but there my firmness forsakes me. I love her

to adoration, the extent of which even she cannot know.

I have kissed the glove she has worn , the flower she
has touched. I have often blessed her with all a lover's

rapturemin her absence - in her beautiful sleep ; and,

were I to suffer my thoughts to dwell longer on her,

I should let this Elkingtongo - I should defy all men's

opinion. But a blow ? Destiny calls me—I have no
alternative left.

“ You will find in my portfolio, third drawer from

the top , in the secretary of the little roomI occupied

as a reading -room , a paper of directions which I have

prepared for you. The life ensurance company will

pay, I presume, without hesitation. I am quité cerI

tain she can never want the firm and wise protection

of a brother while you live . At this moment, my

fancy recurs to what may happen to -morrow ; to the

a

a
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pain it will inflict on her sweet - sweet bosom ; to the

scene which must follow any accident. I am almost

ready to acknowledge that I am wrong in thus pursu

ing this act; that you are right-nobly-sublimely right
in your higher, milder, and braver course . Yes, I do

you justice -- full -- full justice . As my eye glances from

ihis sheet — the last, perhaps, I shall ever write—to the

face of my wife — who has trusted her happiness to me

-now sealed with a calm and happy peace, which my

infatuation is so soon to destroy– Ifeel like a scoundrel

and a fool. Yet this custom of society must be com

plied with . Protect her, ye angels ! Pity her, oh
God !

“Adieu, my friend - may we meet again !-and, once

free from this affair, I here record my oath never to

engage in another. Kiss Ellen forme, should the

worst happen ; and bear my blessing, my farewell to

my wife.

" Ever affectionately, my dear Claude,
" Your friend,

“ CHARLES DENHAM.

“P.S. -And our journey to Italy, too ! "

As Claude finished reading, there was a slight stir

behind him. He turned—it was Mrs. Denham . Her

pale face - her wild eyes - her long loose hair - the

singular expression which terror and long agony had

called into her countenance, now heightened by the

certainty that Denham was no longer living, gave her
the aspect of a spectre escaped at the dead hour of

night from the abodes of eternal wo : she had read the

leiter over his shoulder, and she stood pointing at it

with thegrin of a lunatic.

" Well,then,” she said, calmly, “ I know all . Charles

is dead . Charles ! Charles !--my life my love !

my husband l-my own beloved Charles !"

She wandered back again to her room. Claude could

not conceive, indeed , how she had been thus sufferedto

escape from it. He had not time to follow her before

!
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he heard the wheels of a carriage rolling away from

the door, and he understood at once that the body had

arrived , and that the attention of the rest had probably

been attracted to that new and appalling scene in the

tragedy. Shuddering with a horror which he had

never experienced before, as well at the thought of the

shock which the approaching scene was about to com

municate to himself as to the appalled heart of the

widow, he overtook her once more in the room , which

was now deserted by everybody . Even Ellen was

gone.

“ Where are they all ?"said she, in a voice perfect

ly calm and natural. “ Have they gone to bed alrea

dy, without saying good -night? No. There they

are ! Where have they been ? What is going on ?"

These queries were drawn forth by several figures

which came in , with their backs towards the apart

ment. As they turned , their faces were all white and

terror-stricken . Two or three men next appeared

waiters and strangers, among whom were some mere

chance passengers, apparently attracted by curiosity

from the street. A noise was heard in the corridor,

as the uneven tread of men with heavy shoes bearing

a burden, and a dead silence overspread all. Then

the landlord entered and whispered Claude, who took

Madam Denham's hand and led her into the adjoining

room . She accompanied him passively. Ellen, pale

and terrified , followed , but instantly darted back . The

tramping grew nearer. The adjoining room seemed

full of people.

“ Lock the door!" said a voice, in a low but busi

ness-like tone . 6 Shut this one .”

There was a pause, interrupted only by the heavy
tread of feet.

“ Take away the little girl !" said the same voice .

“ The other table - no - breadthways-- now ! steady !
there ! a sheet ! "

There was another pause .

Claude held the hand of his companion with firm
F 2
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ness, but, disengaging herself with a sudden start, she

darted forward and threw open the door. There-in

his usual clothes , boots , and spurs — his cravat off

his face stark, stiff, white-his long, glossy hair hang

ing back from his head-his arm fallen lifeless from

the table -- his marble forehead and lip touched with

blood-lay the dear, the revered , the happy husband

his stately form extended in death . Thewife saw it

as she threw open the door. There was a quivering,

broken shriek, but low and short . She darted for

ward. She pressed her hand against his brow-his

lips - his heart. She touched his closed eyes - his icy

cheeks—his stony forehead. Her fingers were chilled

and stained withblood .

My husband !" she cried, with a convulsive sob.

Then, without a word, a tear, a murmur more, she fell

upon his bosom ,

The rude men stood
apart.

No one broke the silence.

And thus came back the duellist to those whom

Providence had appointed him to protect ; to his wife

-to his child - to his home ; but yesterday full of

happiness of peace—of hope !

CHAPTER X.

The day broke again, and all the noises of a busy

city rose upon the air as usual. The birds were sing

ing in the groves, the shining river lapsed slowly

on in the sunshine, the careless passengers flowed in

the same ceaseless tide through the streets, intent

on their own affairs, of business or pleasure, of folly

or vice. How few in the serious resolutions of vir

tue ! Night fell with its coolness and silence - its

dewy odours — its glittering stars — its silver clouds

its hidden scenes of mirth of revel -- of rash crime

of dark wo.
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During the day, the early dawn ofwhich had brought
to Mrs. Denham the dead body of her husband, and

while it remained extended in bloody state upon the

spot where, so few hours before, his gay voice had

sounded, and he hadheld aloft the sparkling wine in

the full security of life, health, and hope, the unhappy

widow appeared able to restrain her feelings by their

very intensity , as if none of the ordinary modes of

grief could adequately give them vent. She even

spoke with Claude calmly and rationally on the sub

ject of her affairs ; begged him to make several neces

sary arrangements preparatory to her departure ; al

luded to the anguish the news would cause herfather,

and inquired in whatway “ Charles" was to be buried .

Since the first sight of him, when she had fainted on

his cold and cruel bosom, she had not ventured to see

the body, which had undergone the sad ceremonies

preparatory to interment, andbeen duly clad in the last

apalling toilet of the grave . It was considered ne

cessary to commit it to the earth in the most private

manner, and as soon as propriety would permit . Poor

Claude ! who had not slept for two nights - worn out,

staggering, and exhausted - attended himself to these

painful duties - answered for the expenses -- ordered all

the necessary articles, each one of which, even to name,

strikes heavily on the heart, and calls upon us like a

trumpet to remember the fleetingness, the nothingness

of life. Mrs. Denham without him would have been

alone, and it is frightful to think of the rude shocks her

anguish-stricken mind would have been subjected to

but for his firm , able, and watchful forethought and at

tention. She had no arrangements to make--no men

to see - no bills to pay-no attempts at fraud to with

stand . The door of her room leading to the body was

locked, and she was seen by and she saw nobody.

Her piety was fervent and sincere ; and this solitude,

which she employed in imploring support from her

Creator, strengthened her soul and calmed her despair.

Night came again - night - upon the widow. The

1
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cool, sweet shadows which he had loved so much-the

bright, unweeping stars—and the round , soft moon,

which he was never to see again . At her request,

Mrs. Denham was left alone with the little Ellen, in

whom this trying occasion showed a mind beyond her

years. These two sweet beings were bound up in

each other, and both , like two limpid rivers stealing to

the sea , had poured all their affections upon him who

had deserted them . The night seemed to open afresh
the tenderness of their nature. Ellen stole into the

lap of her sister, who folded and pressed her in her

arms.

a

“ We are alone in the world now, Ellen ."

My dear sister," was all that the affectionate and

thoughtful child could utter.

In a few moments Mrs. Denhamasked for her port

folio. It was in a little room adjoining the bedroom,

looking out on a garden. Denham had been writing

there the day before. Ellen went to get it. Instead

of returning, she remained, and Mrs. Denham heard a

sob, and followed herself. On entering, her eyeswere

struck by the various objects of the room. There

was his chair-- the desk he had been writing on-his

cane -- and a pair of gloves, carelessly flung upon the

table by himself, andwearing the impress of his hands,

A book lay open, with a pearl paper-knife under it,

and his pencil -case. A sheet of paper half filled with

his writing. The ink seemed scarcely dry. He had

left it at her call the day of Claude's last visit. It was

a letter to her father. She read it . It was full of

gay anticipations of their intended visit to Venice.

His cloak and his travelling cap hung against the wall ;

and the bereaved wife heard - so illusive is imagina

tion-the tones of his voice-now in light mirth - now

in kind affection - or directing a servant - or reading a

passage in poetry ; then his laugh - then a tune hum

med unconsciously, peacefully.

She fell upon a sofa, and tears, as if her very soul

were dissolving in torrents, gushed from her eyes,
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and her throbs threatened to suspend the functions of

life.

Claude had voluntarily slept in the room with the

body. Locking the doors, wrapping his cloak around

him , he threw himself upon a sofa at a late hour.

Even exhausted as he was with mental and bodily fa

tigue , the proximity of the cold remains of the man

he most loved , and the sobs of the unhappy widow,

still , for a time, kept him from the sleep which nature

demanded. For a few moments, as he lay-now the

only protector and guide of that helpless woman ,

whose rash, unreflecting husband, had abandoned her

to such horrors—he could not but feel that he had act

ed rightly ; that, however gallantand chivalric might

appear the course of Denham to the eye of vain pride

and worldly reason , he had acted not only unwisely,

but cruelly, and even wickedly. By submitting his

quarrel to the chances of a meeting, he had made the

pistol of a profligate duellist the arbiter of his own

honour and his wife's happiness . He had ignomin

iously thrown away a life upon which rested heavy re

sponsibilities, and thereby gratified Elkington's wish.

What was the result of thisfierce and desperate arbit

rament ? Had he resented the blow ? Had he wiped

out its stain ? Had he punished the aggressor ? No ;

the aggressor had struck him with thedeliberate ina

tentionto provoke a combat, in which his skill made

the result almost certain. In yielding, hehad weakly
run into the trap -of a designing foe . That foe had

triumphed. He was laid low in death . His fortune

was forfeited ; and even the policy of ensurance, upon

which he had so strangely depended in the hurry and

whirl of his last hour, he would have known, at any

other time, could , under the present circumstances, be

worth nothing ; death in a duel being one of those acts

which break the contract between the ensurer and the

ensured . Mrs. Denham, then, was left penniless and

helpless in a foreign country. Her bursting sobs be

trayed her pangs. Where was the ear that should be

first to hear, the hand nearest to sooth them ?

a
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At longth he dropped asleep in the midst of these

reflections, and for all the distress he had suffered, he

felt that secret support which attends the conscious

ness of having done right . Deeply agonized as he

was at the thought that the very act of virtue which

he congratulated himself upon had caused the death

of his friend, his firm and unwavering sense of reason

taught him that the consequences, however fatal, were

the decree of Heaven. Amid the grief they occasion-.

ed him, there was no feeling of self-reproach.

His sleep, though unbroken, was filled with dreams.

Dark forms of bloody phantoms- the dim shadows

of the waking world hovered around him . Again the

lifeless form of his friend was borne in to blast the

eyes of his distracted wife, who raved and shrieked in

her despair. Little Ellen again movedabout, pale and

terrified ; and the strange faces and heavy tread of

common men came andwent in the details of those

arrangements, so cold to those who perform , so thrill

ing to those who behold them.

Morning again dawned. Long before the gray light

had paled thestars, Claude was up, and all things were

ready tobear for ever away the sad remainsof the loved

The rude men came in again , their heavy steps

echoingupon the uncarpeted floors and corridors.

The coffin , that uncouth shape which differs so strange

ly from the same melancholy image in England and

America, was about to be closed.

The solemn , awful dead ! Claude gazed long and

deeply . The features were settled from the stern look

which they had worn, into a peaceful smile and an un

earthly beauty, such as oftencomes over the dead ere

they are withdrawn for ever from the light of earth .

" Alas !" he thought, as he perused those fixed and

rigid features , “ cold habitant of abodes we know not

of! thou seest not ! thou hearest not ! Thou wast

as I am. I must be as thou ! Mayst thou carry with

thee into the dark realm of eternity thepeace thou hast

taken from those who remain behind !"

one .
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"Ready, sir ?" said the undertaker, offering to lift
on the lid.

At this moment Ellen, her cheeks almost as white

as those beside him, came to the door and beckoned

Claude. He went to her. He stooped down and kiss

ed her little quivering lips. She returned his embrace

with a fond affection , as if she appreciated the kind

ness and wisdom of his character and conduct. Then

she drew him by the hand along into the room of Mrs.

Denham without saying anything,

" Mr. Wyndham ," said Mrs. Denham, “one fare

well look ! "

Claude had dreaded this, and he turned away his

head.

“ I entreat - I implore ! I am perfectly calm . Only

one ! I will be silent . I will be all myself. There is a

power above. He will hold , He will sustain me. One

parting look ! do notfear for me- one - only ! "

Come, then,” said Claude, feeling that the shock

might perhaps be of service, by bringing her feelings
to a crisis .

Step by step - faltering-trembling -- quivering in

every fibre - the agitation of the moment thrilling them

both, they passed slowly into the room . The homely

menials stood away as they approached, and Claude

regretted, long ere he reached the spot, the permission

he had accorded. It was, however, too late. Mrs.

Denham advanced . She uncovered the face. The

faint gray beams of the early day fell coldly upon it.
She gazed a moment. The silence was unbroken,

when a shriek , piercing and wild - another -- and anoth

er, announced how much she had overrated her own

strength .

The early labourer stopped in the street; the peas.
ant woman rested her burden , stood and listened ; and

the windows of the surrounding houses were thrown

suddenly open, while Claude bore a senseless form

upon
his arm from the room .

The last star was yetvisible in heaven as he return .

.
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ed from the neglected spot where the duellist was com

mitted to the bosom of our common mother, hastening

unbidden into the presence of his Creator, and leaving

behind him broken hearts and broken fortunes.

CHAPTER XI.

SOME days passed away. Time goes on , however

it is with us. There are events which seem great

enough to stop him , but he still goes on . He stays

not for the lover. He whirls away all his light dreams,

and he equally carries on the wretch to the end . Af

ter all , it does not so greatly matter how we fare in a

vessel which crosses but such a narrow sea, and which

no opposing wind can keep back a moment from its

destined and dark harbour.

Mrs. Denham recovered from the violence of her

grief. She was pale, thin , and haggard ; but she was

again as others are, movingabout, with her particular

grief treasured in her own bosom . It seems strange

how much we can endure, and yet eat, and drink, and

sleep, and smile , and run the daily routine of familiar

life . But the heart is made to endure. It is like a

ship sent abroad upon the ocean , framed not only to

glide over the smooth seas, but to cope with the billow

and the whirlwind. There are in it corresponding

principles of buoyancy. Behold it careering loftily,

with swollen canvass and flying banner, moving like a

god almost, over the beautiful, obedient deep. The

tempest bursts upon it, and fearful is the struggle. It

is worn, and torn, and broken . Its tall sails are rent,

its gay
banner is

gone, and its spars strew the ocean ;

but, when the sunshine comes again, lo ! it is there.

Not the same, but it is there.

To Claude this unhappy girl now owed everything.
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She was actually penniless. The money they had

brought with them in cash was absorbed in the ex

penses of the funeral, mourning purchases, paying ser
vants , of which they had two ,a courier and a femme

de chambre, whom Mrs. Denham was now obliged to

pay. The courier was saucy, and demanded more

than was just. He would have been paid but for

Claude. The man was extremely insolent, and, seiz.

ing the valuable watch which Mr. Denhamhad worn,

swore he would carry it off unless paid . Claude en

tered the room at the moment, sent to the police, had

him arrested , and compelled him to make an humble

apologyand to beg for pardon , which, but at the re

quest of her he had so brutally insulted, would not

have been accorded.

The letter of credit, usually carried by travellers,

Mrs. Denham instantly enclosed to the bankers who

had given it ; knowing that the money she might draw

on it would not now be refunded.

“ I am totally ruined,” said she to Claude. “ I have

positively nothing. Even were we at home, I should

be in a state of destitution . My father has been un

fortunate, and is not in a situation to offer us a home.

Here I am worse ; I am even in debt,and without the

means of returning to England.”

“ No,madam,” said Claude. “ You must excuse me

for the liberty I have taken , but I have procured you

another letter of credit upon my own account. I have

ordered in all your bills. They are paid . ' This is the

letter of credit. It is for one hundred pounds."

" Mr. Wyndham !" faltered Mrs. Denham, while lit

tle Ellen stole up to him, took his hand, and pressed

it against her lips .

" I am your husband's friend,” said Claude. “ He«

has, however rashly and unnecessarily, sacrificed his

life in my cause, and he has bequeathed you to my

I will hear of no denial . Indeed, it is already

done. You had better return to London at once. I

know a lady - the kindest, the best in the world - who

Vol. II . - G

care .
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"

is going almost immediately ; she will be a mother, a

sister, a friend to you. It is Madame Wharton, of

whom I have so often spoken ."

“ But this money-I am entirely without resources
LI

-I can never repay it . Proprietydelicacy - honesty,

all demand that I should decline it.”

“ It is very well to talk in this way,” said Claude,

“ but I must tell you plainly, if you were ever so dis

posed to resist, you cannot. I must exert the author

ity with which I am invested ; and , if you will not per

mit me tobe your brother, I am, in my own right,I

your guardian ."

“Dearest Mr. Wyndham,” said Ellen, coming to

him as he sat, and putting her arm round his neck,

" how good, how kind you are ! God will bless you

for your generosity to us. If she will not take the

money, give it to me. I know you are sincere, and

that you willbe glad to help us out of Berlin . Oh, if

uncle Charles had acted like you . Whatharm did

Mr. Elkington do him, after all , by striking him ? You

were struck, and youare as well as you were before,

and as good ; and if he had killed you too, we should
have had no friend. I'll take the money, and carry

sister Mary back to London, and we shall bless you

and pray for you, night and day , as long as we live.”

“ Sweet child !” said Claude, folding to his bosom

the ingenuous little being, whose mind saw truth un

clouded by sophistry or worldly example ; " and, since

I am to transact business hereafter with you, not with

your disobedient sister, I shall tell you what else I

have done. We need not care whether she likes it or

not."

“No, indeed."

" I have directed £100 to be annually held by my

banker, payable to your sister's order. See, she's go

ing to contradict us ; but we must teach her obedience

to her new masters .'

Mrs. Denham buried her face in her handkerchief.

At nine o'clock the next evening, Claude conduct

"
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ed Mrs. Denham and her young companion to the of

fice of the poste,where he presented them to Madame

Wharton . He had taken the coupé, and they were

comfortably arranged alone .

The merry horn sounded again, and the clattering

horses' hoofs struck fire from the pavement as they

stood stamping in the court. Madame Wharton and

Claude were already so knit in the bonds offriendship

that he seemed to have known her all his life. Their

parting was in a corresponding degree warm and af
fectionate. She folded him to her bosom , and, some

what to his astonishment, imprinted a kiss upon his

forehead. He was going to make some lively com

ment upon the rapid progress of their friendship, when

he perceived hercheeks bathed in tears . As he bade

farewell to Mrs. Denham, the poor girl's convulsive

movements betrayed how her soul was shaken ; but

she took the handkerchief from her face one moment,

and her eyes met his .

“ Mr. Wyndham ,” she said, extending her hand, " I

cannot reply — I cannot — but God will bless your fu

ture steps. There is one thing I must say before we

leave, if my heart breaks with it; in my delirium the

other day, I wronged you by charging upon you the

catastrophe- the fatal-ihe”

She paused a moment, unable to proceed .
“ I wronged you ,” she at length continued ; and

every step I have heard of yours - every tone of your

voice since -- and every actof kindness and generos

ity , reproaches my folly and guilt in having done so."

Claude was deeply moved by this address, though

it fell upon his burning soul like a balm .

"You have acted right- wisely -- nobly. Charles
has"

The new agony of grief impeded her utterance.

“ Allons, messieurs, en route ," cried the conducteur,

cracking his whip.

“ Mr. Wyndham - dearest Mr. Wyndham ,” said

Ellen, putting up her lips, her eyes streaming with

a

»
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tears, " good-by. Oh, I wish we could live with you

always.

“ Ănd remember, dearest child ,” Claude whispered

in her ear before he lifted her into the carriage, “ in

me you have a friend. Write to me sometimes. My

address is at my banker's ; and I promise, whatever

you ask , I will always comply, as if I were your fa
ther.”

The portières were closed with a slam . Thevoy

ageurs in the voiture were ready . Adieus full of

mirth and joy were exchanged between parting friends .

The cumbrous vehicle dashed off into the street ; a

handkerchief was waved to him out of the window as

it was lost in the shadow , he could not distinguishby

whom ; and tears, sad but sweet, relieved his aching

heart, and enabled him to breathe more freely, now

that the curtain had fallen over the closing scene of

the tragedy in which he had borne such a painful rôle.

As he walked home through the crowded streets , the

cool air fell soothingly upon his face, as if the breath

of angels were mingled with it . He paced on through

the narrow König Strasse - crossed the bridge, where

the colossal equestrian statue of the great elector

frowned upon him through the shadows — and beheld

the vast Schloss rising against the summer heaven, as

it had stood for centuries, and beneath whose roof he

had spent so many happy hours amid those royal gay

eties which fascinated him so much on his first arrival.

He had calm but high thoughts of life, and,man as he

was, wended his lonely way homeward. He walked

the earth as one willing to quit it, and certain of a

brighter abode.

Strange life !" he thought; " yet why should he

mourn who has done no wrong ? Already the events

which have so harrowed me are swept into the past ;

already they have become shadows. The frowns and

the cold looks of that gay society , who have condemn

ed me unheard for following the dictates of reason,

humanity, and religion --theblow of Elkington - the
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thoughts of the rash—the sneers of the unfeeling — the
dead face of Denham-the bursting sobs of the new

made widow— the horror and anguish of my own

soul, swerving from its path at the shocks of fortune

already they have ceased to be realities . They are

memories - they are vanished dreams. Is it for these

that I would sacrifice right, which is eternal ? "

It was ten when he reached his hotel . The respon

sibility which had rested on him was now at an end.

He felt exhausted, and tired nature asked repose. The

thoughts which had preyed upon him ceased their task,

and a tender languor overspread his soul . The world

was against him. He had disregarded its rules — its

vile customs—its antique, bloody opinions. He had

received a blow ! It had not stained him . It had

left him free to act, as the pale moon is free to keep

on her Heaven -appointed course, even when the dog

howls at her, and the maniac treads on her uninjured

light, and swears she is unchaste . Was he to blame,

thatDenham ,knowing his opinions, had sought his fate ?

Well he knew (and the thought gave him perfect

quiet on that point), had he been able to prevent his

meeting his enemy by sacrificing his own life, he

would have done so without a moment's hesitation .

He had done all in his power, and the dark conse

quences were shaped by Heaven's inscrutable decree,

which the blind mortal must bow to without seeking

It is the privilege of principle to be able to

turn to Providence , whatever may grow out of its con

scientious action, without fear. It can murmur to its

Creator, “ It is not I, oh God ! but thou ."

As he threw himself upon the bed , a voice beneath

the window - some wandering lover, perhaps, serena

ding his mistress--broke forth into the following song

by Curran . The voice of the singer was clear , melo

dious, and gave to the music, of no common sweetness,

the charm of taste and feeling.

a cause .

a
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“ Oh sleep ! a while thy power suspending ,'

Weigh not yet my eyelids down ;

For memory see ! with eve attending,

Claims a moment for her own .

I know her by her robe ofmourning,

I know her by her faded light;

When, faithful with the gloom returning,

She comes to bid — a sad good-night.

“ Oh let me hear, with bosom swelling,

While she sighs o'er time that's past ;

Oh let me weep, while she is telling,

Of joys that pine, and pangs that last.

And now, oh sleep, while grief is streaming,

Let thy balm sweet peace restore,

While fearful hope through tears is beaming,

Sooth to rest that wakes no more !"

CHAPTER XII.

Claude now made the necessary preparations to

leave Berlin . He had laid before the police an ac
count of the manner in which he had been twice at

tacked ; but, having no information to give, they could

do nothing for him but offer him a passport with as

little delay as possible. He was resolved , however,

not to leave till hehad in some degree counteracted

the calumnies of Elkington. He had written to the

Marquis ofE-, who,with Lord Perceval,wasper

fectly acquainted with his curious history, and perhaps
knew more of it than he felt at liberty to disclose.

The reply was a letter sodecisive and flattering, that

he almost hesitated to submit it to any one's inspec

tion . He, however, concluded to send it to Carolan ;

and, fearful of having it returned, like the last, unopen

ed , he determined to enclose it to General St. Hillaire ,

who had so nobly, and with such dignity, defended him

against the last insolence of Elkington. He accord

ingly wrote him the following note :
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“ MY DEAR GENERAL,

" I am about leaving Berlin, but cannot do so with

out performing a certain duty to myself, the necessity
of which imboldens me to address this request to you .

It is also proper that your generous confidence in me

should be confirmed ; and I beg therefore to enclose to

you the accompanying letter from the Marquis of

E- ; a gentleman,I believe , whom Count Carolan

corresponds with, and whose opinions may have some

weight. Ihave a kind of right to press this letter

on Count Carolan , who has openly exhibited an ac

quiescence in the misstatements of Elkington . I leave

to his own sense of right the task of protecting my

name hereafter. As to my courage- a suspicion of

it can only be removed by those occasions which Prov .

idence sends, enough to try the temper of our souls

on earth, and to furnish us an opportunity to display it

to the world when vanity requires. If circumstances

have raised a doubt of mine , it is a misfortune which,

like shipwreck or pestilence, every man is liable to,

and which, if chance does not remedy it, patience must

endure . Having deliberately adopted a principle upon

this point, I shall adhere to it and abide the conse

quences . From all other doubts the letter of the Mar

rescuesme;and , after perusing it, Count

Carolan will at least do me the justice to expresshim

self satisfied, and to acknowledge that mypast life has

been as irreproachable as it has been unfortunate.

“ For yourself, my dearest general, accept my thanks

for the manner in which you have interested yourself

in my favour. That there are many persons above

the prejudices of the day, and who can find other mo

tives for the course I have chosen than vulgar fear, I

am convinced ; but as the first who boldly took part

with the poor and the insulted , and whose superior

wisdom comprehended his actions, you will never

be forgotten by your sincere and gratefulfriend,

“ CLAUDE WYNDHAM ."

quis of E
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Claude to Count Carolan.

“ SIR ,

“ I send you, through General St. Hillaire , a letter

from the Marquis of E- -, furnishing a brief history

of my past life, from his knowledge of my character

and conduct. The apparent indelicacy of presenting

aneulogium so partial, as well as my repugnance to

open any farther communication withone whose good

opinion has been withdrawn witha publicity so unjust,

would secure you against further intrusion of me ormy

affairs ; but a name which, however unadorned with

rank or affluence, I have endeavoured to keep at least

unstained -- gives me the right to deny with proof

whatever has been asserted with falsehood and believ

ed with haste.. I bestow no attention on Elkington,

because he is wilfully wrong ; and I offer this explana

tion to you, because I think you only carelessly so.

That you are wrong your perusal of the letter enclosed

will compel you to allow , and my slandered character

induces me to demand the acknowledgment.

“ I have the honour to be, your obedient servant,

« C. WYNDHAM . "

: An hour afterward, the Marquis of E - 's letter

and his own were returned unopened to Claude in one

from Carolan , containing the following lines :

6

“ MR. WYNDHAM : Sir,

“ I enclose the letter ofthe Marquis of E as well

as your own, without any other reply to the demand

you make for an acknowledgme
nt

of ' error than

that men's opinions are their own, and differ in many

points more doubtful and important. There is an ac

count at my banker's of £50, which I will thank you

to settle .

“ Your obedient servant,

“ CAROLAN ."

Claude tore the letter into pieces and dropped it on
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the floor. Its injustice and insolence he felt for a mo

ment bitterly ; but he thought him an ass, and then dis

missed the subject from his mind, he trusted , for ever.

He had scarcely done so when the footman brought

in two more letters. One was in his banker's hand,

which he welcomed with pleasure . He had not only

long since used all his ready cash, but he had considera

bly anticipated his income. His late payments for Mrs.

Denham had caused him to do this ; and as for the

£50 for which, in a casual transaction with Carolan re

specting a horse, he had become indebted to him, and

which that gentleman so singularly demanded, he had

really, untilnow , forgotten to repay it. Nor did he

find, in the pertinacity with which it was demanded,

anything more than the desire of a little mind to avail

itself of the most trifling opportunityof offering an in

sult . Since his payments for Mrs. Denham, in fact,

he had not the means to refund it till the receipt of the

usual remittance from his London banker, which he

had some time before written for, and which he now

every day expected. He opened the present letter,

therefore, with a feeling of pleasure, as affording the

means to settle his accounts and quit Berlin immedi

ately. It was not without reading it over two or three

times thathe was able to comprehend its full import.
It was as follows :

“ London,

“ SIR,

“ We beg to inform you, for your government, that

the sum bitherto deposited in our hands on your aco,

count has beenwithheld for the ensuing year, and we
are instructed that it will not hereafter be continued .

“ We are also grieved to inform you, that, upon the

presentation of your last draught, wewereunderthe un

pleasant necessity of declining to accept it, on account

of the irregularity attending your having drawn it con

siderably in advance of your income.

We annex a statement of your account, wherein
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you will perceive that your draughts amount to £ 563

when , as your income up to the 1st of June

amounts to 525

leaves at your debit £38

of which we request you will take due note, in order

to reimburse immediately the balance, which we are

instructed to desire with the least possible delay.

“ We remain, sir,

“ Your very obedient servants,

" N. B. & Co."

CHAPTER XIII.

It often happens that a misfortune falls upon us

precisely at the time when we are least able to bear it.

This was now the case with Claude. He had not

overdrawn his salary at any former time, nor had he

ever been in debt. But Rossi had been a considera

ble tax upon him . The £100 to Mrs. Denham had

taken all his means. He was naturally careless of

money, and he now found, with alarm and horror, that

his expenses amounted to considerably more than he

had the power to pay. He would be unable even to

discharge his hotel bill . He owed about £30 besides

the £38 to the London banker, and a small protested

draught. The note of Carolan now startled him . It

now wore a different aspect, but it was still as full of

mystery as of perplexity. It was a demand of pay

ment of the £ 50, couched in terms intentionally insult

ing , and implying a suspicion that it might not be li

quidated. With all his fancied self-discipline, his blood

boiled at the idea of an insult ; but one thus deliber

ately preferred by a man to whom he owed money

he could not pay, had a character of its own not at all

agreeable. He had promised Carolan at their last in
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terview to settle it at once . He had thus far neg

lected doing so, in consequence of the whirl of affairs

in which he had been involved .

Perhaps of all the evils which can befall a man, pov

erty, if not the very worst, is, as society is construct

ed, the most difficult to endure with cheerfulness, and

the most full of bitter humiliations and pains . Sick

ness has its periods of convalescence, and even guilt

of repentance and reformation. For the loss of friends

time affords relief, and religion and philosophy open

consolation. But poverty is unremitting misery, per

plexity , restlessness, andshame. It is the vulture of

Prometheus. It is the rock of Sisyphus. It throws
over the universal world an aspect which only the poor

can see and know. The woes of life become more

terrible, because they fall unalleviated upon the heart ;

and its pleasures sicken even more than its woes as

they are beheld by those who cannot enjoy them .
The poor man in society is almost a felon. The

cold openly sneer, and the arrogant insult with impu

nity . The very earth joins his enemies, and spreads

verdant glades and tempting woods where his foot

may never tread. The very sky, with a human mal

ice, when his fellow -beings have turned him beneath

its dome, bites him with bitter winds and drenches

him with pitiless tempests . He almost ceases to be a

man, and yet he is lower than the brute ; for they are

clothed and fed, and have their dens ; but the penniless

wanderer, turned with suspicion from the gate of the

noble or the thatched roof of the poor, is helplessly

adrift amid more dangers and pains than befall any
other creature .

In an instant -- from his easy station-when, self-de

pendent, he could smile at Elkington, and turn his back

upon Carolan andthe world — the proud and haughty

Wyndham was reduced to utter andhopeless destitu

tion . He was literally beggared. He was worse than

beggared. He was in debt, and he saw no means of

extricating himself. One of his debts, too, was to a
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man who hated and despised him, and who had shown

himself capable of insulting, the more openly as he

found his victim the more defenceless. This was a

position which startled him with peculiar horror.

What was he to do ? How was he to pay the liabili

ties he had contracted ? How was he to leave Ber

lin ? Where was he to go ? In what way was he

hereafter to maintain himself ? These questions press

ed themselves upon his mind with a fierce importunity,

resembling nothing which he had ever before experi

enced , and producing the strangest effect upon his

thoughts and feelings.

“ Well,” said he,pacing his room to and fro slowly,

“ I am then a beggar. I am a debtor. From what

cruel hand can this new blow proceed ? What can it

mean ? Can I live ? How ? With what hope of hap

piness or honour ? Life to me was already deprived

of nearly every charm ! What will it now become ?

Had I not better have fallen beneath the aim of El

kington ? Had I not better, as a Roman would, leave

voluntarily the earth , where I seem to have no more a

right to dwell ?"

But these thoughts soon gave way to others calm

er and more sensible.

“ I am in the hands of Him who can lift up and put

down at pleasure. Were suicide even right in itself,
it would not be so in me. I am a debtor. I would

rest inmy grave without wronging any one of a shil

ling. I amyoung, strong, and healthy. I will not be

idle. I will seek someoccupation , I do not care how

toilsome or mean. The world ? I have already shown

that, while I respect its honest opinions, I despise its

prejudices. Ils scorn and hisses are nothing to me
when I do not deserve them . I will descend into a

lower class of life, as the taunting Carolan advisedme.

I will labour, if it is at the plough . I will do anything

rather than live dependant, idle, or in debt.”

Nervous and agitated by this formidable prospect,

he continued walking to and fro, endeavouring to calm
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the tumult of his mind, and decide instantly upon some

future line of conduct. Many were the singular ideas

which occurred to him. He was now unable to es

cape from the assassin who pursued him so myste

riously. Mrs. Denham would find the annuity he had

settled upon her stopped . He must write toher im

mediately. What would Carolan say when he found

he had broken his promise to deposite the money. ?

What would the banker say on receiving news of his

protested bill ? What would the few who still defend

ed him in the society where he had once been so flat

teringly received — what would they think and say

upon finding Elkington's prophecies true? That he

was an adventurer without means ? Madame Whar.

ton , General St. Hillaire, Monsieur and Madame de

N- , and half a dozen others, who had always re

mained kind towards him, and who even generously

and confidingly offered their intimacy with him - would

not even they now fall off? Would not the pompous

and conceited Carolan, whose mind and heart seemed

filled with egotism , to the exclusion of sense and feel

ing, now have facts of his own to state against him ?

Had he not broken his word ? Had he not borrowed

money which he was unable to pay ? Sharp was the

pang with which he revolved these thoughts ; another

day passed away, we will not describe how painfully.
The next morning he determined to go forth into the

air, hoping that a walk, his favourite resource in mo

ments of agitation, would cool the fever of his blood,

and suggest some more favourable view of his pros

pects.

He had taken his hat and was about leaving the

room , when a man entered. He was a chasseur of

Count Carolan's . He had known him previously ,and

had remarked in him a watchful attention to his wishes,

and a profound respect almost ludicrous. There was

now a change in his manner. He came in without

knocking, slammed the door after him, and neither

took off his hat nor raised his hand as was his custom.

Vol. II .-H
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“ Monsieur le Comte sends this letter, and begs an

answer.”

Claude looked at him with astonishment, then broke

the seal . As he did so, the man walked around the

room , examined the pictures upon the walls, and half

hummed a tune . The letter ran thus :

“Count Carolan begs that Mr. Wyndham will give

the bearer the £50, or that he will name an hour du

ring the day that he will deposite the sum at his bank

er's. He will please to communicate with the bearer. ”

"

“ Do you know the contents of this letter ?" de

manded Claude .

“ Oui, monsieur."

“ Tell your master I will see the banker upon the

subject in the course of the morning.”

Non, monsieur. It must be done at once . Mon

sieur le Comte requested me not to leave you without

either the money, or your distinct promise to pay it at

a fixed hour to-day. Monsieur le Comte has sent to

the police also to stop your passport.”

Mypassport ! The police !"

“ Oui, monsieur,” said the man, with a smile ; at

the same time arranging his cravat and collar some
what affectedly .

There is something in petty insolence more difficult

to endure than in insults more pronounced . Claude

felt all his self-government necessary to restrain him

from thrusting the fellow down stairs .

“ I will see the banker at two this morning ," said

Claude; “ or, if yourmaster wishes, I will see himself.”

“ Non , monsieur ; Monsieur le Comte does not wish

to see you. He wishes you to transact business with

»2

me. ”

“ With you ?"

“ Oui, monsieur ; " and he sat down upon the sofa ;

“ and I wish you to make haste, if you please, for I

too am a little pressed. Monsieur might as well give

money, or worse may come of it.”
the
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“ When your master sends a messenger whom a

gentleman can receive or a gentleman would send, "

said Claude, I will return an answer.”

“ Oh, very well, monsieur,” said the man. « You

mean to be impertinent, I see . I shall wait, however,

till Monsieur le Comte sends another messenger, which

he will probably do presently."

And he very coolly raised his legs upon the sofa ,

and, reaching a book , opened it withthe air of a young

lord looking into the last new novel .

It is said that there is an end to all things. How

ever that may be respecting other matters ,there was

certainly an end to Claude's patience . He grasped,

very leisurely, the fellow by the throat, and lifted him

unceremoniously to the door.

“ You shall give me the satisfaction of a gentleman,

youshall — or I'll post you ,” said the man .

The next moment he was thrust down stairs at some

peril to his neck .

“ Well,” said Claude, heated and indignant, “ I

commence my new condition well . Is it possible that

Carolan can have already heard the change in my for

tune ? Who could tell him ? What mystery sur

rounds me ? What devils are sporting with my des

tiny ? "

He once more took his hat, but he was again inter

rupted by the waiter of the hotel.

" Ah ! by-the-way,” said Claude, “ I forgot I had

rung ; but did you see that fellow whom I put out of

my roomjust now ? ”

« Yes, " said the man, bluntly.

“ Well, never let him entermydoor again.”

“ He's got as much right here as others," said the

man , quietly ; "perhaps more."

“ What do you mean, you scoundrel ? ” said Claude.

“ Civil words, mein herr," said the man . " There's

your bill !!

“ Mybill ! I did not order it."

" No, I suppose not. "
1
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The truth crossed his mind.

“ Well, put it on the table . I'll look over it."

The man went out and left the door open .

“ Come back, " said Claude, “ and shut the door

after you."

The fellow turned his face, whistled, and went on

his way without paying him the slightest attention .

“ Ah ! I forgot,” thought Claude. “ I am poor. It

is already known.” And, with a heavy heart, he made

a third attempt to walk, which was luckily successful,

though , as he went out, the landlord and waiter eyed

him a with suspicion which almost indicated an inten

tion to stop him .

Sad were his thoughts as he sought once again his

favourite retreats in the Thiergarten; and it was char

acteristic of him, that the disappointmentto which his

adversity would subject Rossi, and particularly Mrs.

Denham and Ellen, gave him much pain, even amid

bis gloomy views of his own future affairs. Embar

rassment, humiliation, and actual want stared him in

the face .

It was deep noon as he found himself in the centre

of the wood. The Park at this hour, in the middle of

a summer day, appears like the cool abodes of the

blessed . It is almost entirely deserted by human in

truders . The labourers are at their toil ; the fashion

hunters are generally abroad elsewhere at the various

watering-places in search of pleasure, and those in

town postpone their drive till the sultry heat has giv

en way to the cool afternoon shadows. Scarcely any

one is seen, except some student with his book, his

long hair, unshorn beard, open collar, and velvet coat,
giving to him the appearance of an Italian of the mid

dle ages ; or perhaps a bronzed peasant-woman drop

ping beneath a heavy burden, or an officer riding

along the deeply-shaded avenues, his bright uniform ,

nodding feather, and horse glancing through the trees.

The breath of this charming wood was cool and fra

grant, as its moist paths and fanciful bridges are pro
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fusely fringed with flowers. The little islands lay in
the motionless water fresh and green . The birds call

ed to each other through the silent glades. The beak

of the woodpecker made the forest resound , and the

squirrels leaped , paused , and listened in the road ; and.

the swans, those most beautiful objects in creation ,

when throned on the water, gave to the landscape the

air of some enchanted island, which might have in

treasured the perennial bowers of Calypso and her

nymphs ; " and never,” thought Claude, * did the son

of Ulysses meet danger more formidable,and the dear

guide of his steps far away.”

Beautiful did this calm, bright world look to Claude

on that morning ; but the topics which pressed imme

diately upon him left him little leisure for his ordinary

and almost voluptuous enjoyment of nature. Some

thing must be done at once ; action - instant action

was demanded. He could not, without a kind of dis

honesty, sleep that night in the hotel . Where was he

to sleep ? He had no friend to whom he could dis

close his new calamity ; and if he had , taken in con

junction with all that had happened, could they be

lieve him ? How was he to pay his debts ? How

was he to procure food for the sustenance of life ?

He had a valuable wardrobe ; watch, rings, diamond

pin ; a horse, saddle, bridle. He thought these might

bring enough to pay Carolan, the banker in London,

and his bills in Berlin . He determined, without hesi

tation, to sell everything - to thevery coat he had on,

rather than wrong any one. He resolved to dress

himself at once in clothes befitting his new state.

He resolved to listen to no false pride or shame.

Honour, he felt, was in itself, not in “the trappings

and the suits ” in which men too often look for it. As to

occupation , there was but one. His own taste had

rendered him a proficient in languages. He made a

wry face at it, but, before he had walked an hour he

had come to the resolution to offer himself that day as

a teacher of English . The smile — the sneer - the

H2
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scornful whisper of those who had predicted his down

-fall, when they should witness it, rose before him .

But his mind was really brave, and the habit of look

ing to itself — and to ils Maker for right, enabled him

to bear up against these painful anticipations. As for

the blow which he had at first thought could never

leave his mind-already, in the wholesome exercise

of action , in the preparations to meet the real exi

gences and sober duties of life, he had forgotten it.

Even Ida, now that occupation had displaced idle

reveries, he regarded with cooler judgment. His love

for her was far from being abated. It was even

increased by what had happened. But it was divested

of hope . It had assumed the character of an enchant

ing dream - to sooth sometimes hereafter his solitary

moments — to compensate him for the homely cares of

life - to be gazed at, asthe mariner watches the polar

star, who, without thinking to reach it, makes it the

guide of his steps .

While pursuing these thoughts he had penetrated

into the most solitary and : unfrequented recesses,

where indeed there was no regular footpath, but only

green lanes winding through thick shrubbery, and lofty

trees for the accommodation of single horsemen . He

had reached the end of his walk and was preparing to

return, when his foot struck against something heavy,

which he would have taken to be a stone but for a pe

culiar sound. He passed on for several moments, but

retraced his steps. He had even some difficulty in

discovering the spot. It was moist earth, and the long

grass and thick surrounding shrubbery showed that it

was rarely trodden by the foot of man . After feeling

about for some time with his foot, he struck the object

again . It was half buried in the ground. He picked

it up. It was a stout leathern purse, quite full. He

opened it. The contents were Louis. He sat down.

and counted them . There were two hundred and

fifty . He emerged from the shadowy recess and look

ed around. Not a person was to be seen. He gazed
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upward. The branches hung motionless and solitary.

Though he half expected to behold somehuman face

gazing on him, the wood was as hushed as at mid

night, except occasionally the woodpeckertapped the

hollow trunk of the beech ; or an acorn fell, dropping

through the leaves ; or a squirrel stood erect, listening

and starting, close to his side , as if watching against

every intruder ; or the crow , which slowly floated

over him close to the tree-tops, uttered his hoarse cry .

He looked at the purse again . It was wet, mildewed,

and nearly decayed. The clasp was covered with

mould . It had possibly been months — perhaps years

where he had found it.

He advanced towards home. A ragged man met

him. His features were bloated with intemperance.

His face was haggard, and yet vicious in its expression,

and he was almost destitute of clothing.

" A penning !" said he , holding out his hand.

Claude gave him a groschen . He looked at it, sur

prised at receiving so much more than he had asked

for, and went away looking back once or twice . He

little knew how near he had been to wealth . Claude

thought of the blessing which that money would be to

him and to himself, but he thought of it without wa

vering. He knew the course of right was fixed, and

was not only the noblest, but the most advantageous

to pursue

Elkington has accused me of dishonourable in

tentions," he thought. “ I could have shot him for

the slander. But what would that prove ? Here

Heaven sends me an occasion to confute the charge

by my conduct !”

And, had he been about to expend the money in

pleasure, he could not have felt more impatience than

he experienced to return the new - found treasure to its

owner.
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CHAPTER XIV.

a

On re- entering the town, Claude cast his eyes upon

the walls, trees , and fences where public bills were

usually posted , and which he never thought of regard

ing before. There were the advertisements ofcon

certs in the gardens — of fireworks- menageries - the

atres--auctions, etc., etc. At length one larger than

the rest, conspicuously headed " 100 thalers reward,"

met his eye. On examining it, he read as follows :

“ Lost, on the 1st of January, in or about thetown,

a leathern purse containing 250 Louis. The finder

will receive the above reward on presenting thepurse

at the comtoir of Monsieur Kühl, No. 433 Kloster

Strasse .”

The bill was blackened , weather-worn, and nearly

effaced . A part of it had been torn off by some idle

hand, and a staring new advertisement of a “ Grosses

Concert" was pasted nearly over it, as a thing passed

and forgotten. Claude instantlybent his way towards

the counting-houseof Monsieur Kühl.

On arriving at the house, he entered the comtoir,

and found himself, after passing an antechamber, in a

large apartment filled with clerks behind high desks

and counters ; he inquired for Mr.Kühl, and was ask

edfor his card, which the young man, after reading,

not without marks of interest, carried into his chef.

The young man presently returned, and desired him to

walk into a private room . Mr. Kühl was writing.

He was one of the richestbankers in Berlin a large,

plain-looking person , not dressed with much neatness.

One could scarcely have conceived,from his appear

ance, that he was worth millions . He looked up
and

rose, and himself handed a chair.

“ I have the honour of speaking to Mr. Claude
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Wyndham , the gentleman lately connected with the

dreadful affair which has happened in our town, and

created such a sensation."

Claude acquiesced.

“ I am very happy to see you, Mr. Wyndham . Do

not blush, young man,” said Mr. Kühl, for Claude col

oured at the allusion. I am the father of three sons,

as hot after gunpowder as if it were good wine ; and

I have learned, with great admiration ,your whole con

duct in this affair. Don't blush, sir, to have set your

face against duelling. You have acted nobly . Every

father - every mother - every wife and child in the

universe ought to bless and support you . Such an

example is worthy a hero. Sir Walter Raleigh did

the same ; and I think I have heard that Washington,

the great American soldier and statesman, did the

same. Sir, in the name of my family - in the name

of mankind, I thank you."

And the honest man, who had risen in his enthusi

asm , seized his hand and shook it heartily .

“Sir,” said Claude, “ I have acted according to my

conscience ; and your approbation, as a stranger, is

grateful to me."

“ Conscience, sir ? I'm glad to find a man of your

appearance, and moving in your exalted rank of life,

has one. The young folks of the day generally are.

without it. Egad, their corsets are lacedso tight that

there isn't room for it.”

And he laughed loudly at his humour.

“ I shall always be too proud if Mr. Wyndham will

honour me by a visit ; my wife and daughters want

to see you. You are prayed for in our family. You

have saved bloodshed.2

“ I ? Indeed, sir !"

My son has met you somewhere, and, it seems,

has a great esteem for you. I don't wonder, sir ;

egad ! now I look at you, I don't wonder. Well, sir,

this young whipper-snapper - he's only nineteen - must

get into a quarrel with another blockhead. My boy

66
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was struck swords were chosen -the ground was

selected — and the young fools would have cut each

other's ears and noses off as sure as fate, if Madame

Wharton had not happened to come in . I'm her bank

She visits our family - God bless her ! and a

noble creature she is. She gave us your history, sir.

My son heard how you had borne a blow-passing it

over with the contempt it merited rather than commit

a crime . It made a deep impression on him — for the

boy has a soul . He went to his adversary , and told

him he had come to exchange apologies. They did

so, and are now the best friends possible. One bold

example goes far, particularly with the young. Let

a few more men like you thus discountenance duel

ling, and it will fall into the hands of vulgar black

guards and cutthroats, where alone it deserves to be

sanctioned. Sir, I honour you ; and if ever I can serve

you in any way, command me to any extent. My house

my purse are at your service . ”

“ I have not come to take purses to-day, but to give

them , ” said Claude, whom this narration had restored

to a part of his natural ease and gayety of manner.

“ You are named as the person to receive a large

sumof gold lost in January .”

“ Well, sir ! "

“ Here it is.”

“ Why, where on earth did you light upon it ?"

" I found it this morning in the Park."

“ By Heaven ! you know not what you've done."
He seized his hat. “ You shall take a walk with me.

It is not far. I will show you something which will
repay your trouble.”

Claude began to think the old gentleman was crazy ,

from the rapidity with which he went puffing and blow

ing along through the streets, muttering half-uttered
exclamations of impatience and joy.

“ Here we are, " said Monsieur Kühl.

They stopped before a little, low, poor-looking
house in Frederic Strasse. Monsieur Kühl hurried
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up to the fifth story and knocked. The door was open

ed by a little old lady, neatly dressed , but with a pale

countenance. Nothing could be more scanty than the
furniture of the room . Upon a mean bed, lay the

form of another female - an invalid -- and a little
poor

ly -clothed child sat on the floor, eating a piece of dry,

black bread.

“ Come in ! come up ! ha ! ha ! ha ! Mon Dieu !

I've brought a visiter. ComeCome up, monsieur.”.

The little old lady courtesied with an air of good

breeding, which strangely contrasted with the poverty

stricken appearance of the things around her.

“ Pray be seated ," said she , handing the two broken
chairs.

“ I want you to relate to this monsieur your history,”

said Mr. Kühl . “ Be brief, for he's a hard -hearted dog,

andwon'tbear any amplifications."

The old lady looked rather surprised.

“ I really don't know ," said she, in French , “ why I

should trouble monsieur with miseries which he

“ Nach obey me, " said Monsieur Kühl. “Tell it .

I am sure it will amuse him . He's extremely fond of

tragedy."

" I do not know what you mean," said the old lady ;

“ but I know you are my only friend, Mr. Kühl, and I

shallcomply

“ And in the very fewest words possible," added

Kühl .

“ Well, then, we are two poor sisters . Our parents

were rich , but lost all their fortune, and then their lives.

We had one sister. She was governess in the family

of a Russian nobleman. For twenty years we scarcely

heard anything of her, till one day the news arrived of

her death . She had amassed, sir, a considerable sum,

about 250 louis-d'ors . We were old and destitute , and

she had consigned this money on her dying bed to a

servant of her patron, who had permission to travel.

He brought it to Berlin , and here he lost it - so at least

he says . His master had reason to believe that he had

93
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“ Hand it out,
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gambled it away, and he is at this instant in Siberia.

This has been the last we ever heard of our little prop

erty ; my poor surviving sister is an invalid, and we

are struggling along with as much resignation as pos
sible . ”

“ There is your money !" said Kühl.

Mr. Wyndham .

And it waswith a sincere feeling of satisfaction that

Claude laidthe purse uponthe table.

“Count them ," said Mr. Kühl.

She did so.

“ There are 250."

“ Now you are happy, and independent for life.”

“And that poor innocent being in Siberia !” said she .

Tears came to the eyes of the desolate little old

lady, and the invalid half rose in her bed to gaze.

There is a reward , you know ," said Kühl.

“ Not a cent,” said Claude. “ I would not mingle

this pleasure with any interested feeling for the world .”

“ I thought as much," said Kühl.

“ Who are you, sir ? " said the lady, turning to

Claude .

“ No matter. I will come and see you again by.

and-by. In the mean time , you had better let Mr.

Kühl take charge of your new -found prize, for it would

not be pleasant to lose it again .”

66

CHAPTER XV.

The mightiest changes which take place in the hu

man heart affect but little the outwardworld, and rev

olutions of the affairs of an individual interrupts but

slightly the order of affairs. The societé of Berlin , as

well as a large part of the people, went to Spandow to

behold the mock seige of that fortress. Claude had



THE COUNTESS IDA . 89

determined to take no notice of the late occurrence

which had so materially altered his condition , and not

to shrink from being seen from any false shame. He
determined to see this interesting military festival, and

to mount his horse for the last time before he sold him .

He therefore rode out with the crowd - carriages full

of ladies and gentlemen, royal equipages, and thou
sands of equestrians and pedestrians : it was a general

fête. When he reached Spandow, he left his horse at

an inn and ascended the ramparts. The scene was al

ready beginningto be animated . Large bodies of troops

were disposed for defence upon the walls, and at the
windows of the houses overlooking the ramparts,

amounting to about twenty thousand ; as many more

were also disposed before the walls preparatory to the
attack . For a long time crowds of spectators came

thronging into the town. Claude secured a very good

placeon the ramparts, surrounded by troops, bomb

shells, cannons, etc.

As he stood here , with a group of gentlemen, await

ing the opening of the attack, a young man of genteel

address, but whom he had never met in society, ad

dressed him in French .

“ This is a very pretty scene, sir. We shall have

a good view as we stand.”

Claude replied politely, and the stranger was pleas
ed to continue the conversation .

Do you reside inBerlin ?" inquired the young man.

“ I am a traveller," said Claude. " I have been in” '

Berlin during the winter."

“ I hope you like our metropolis."
“ Very much.”

“Have you been much in society ?"

“Yes, a good deal.”

“It is very brilliant, I believe . ”

“ Very ."

“Pray, were you acquainted with the parties in the

late affair which has made so much noise ?”

“ What affair ? " asked Claude.

VOL. II. - I
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ped him .”

“ The duel and the poltroonerie of this Mr. Wynd
ham .

Yes, I know the parties."

“ Then, sir, you can perhaps give me some infor

mation upon a subject which is so generally talked of

in all circles . Elkington , they say, castigated Wynd

ham, who dared not take up the quarrel, and who had

been caught cheating at cards."

“ I heard no such report,” said Claude, quietly , but

shocked to find how little justice he could expect from

common fame.

“ There was a dreadful fracas. Lord Elkington

caught Wyndham with marked cards, and horsewhip

“ No, no ," said another gentleman, standing near,

“ it wasn't cheating at cards, but the fellow was im

pertinent to a young countess whom Lord Elkington

has come over here to marry, and Elkington chal

lenged him . He was a great coward, as any one must

be, sir ,you know, to offer a rudeness to a lady ; and,

finding no other means available, Elkington tweaked

his nose, kicked him down stairs, and afterward horse

whipped him . Pray, sir, were you there ? "
“ I was.”

you
witness the affair ? "

“ I did .”

“ Then do tell us something about it. They say

this Mr. Wyndham took as sound a drubbing as pos.

sible, without the slightest resistance.”

“ Why, what a sneaking rascal!" said the first.

“ That Elkington is a fine fellow . He drives a splen

did turn-out . I've often seen him in the Park. He's

a capital fellow , and perfectly the gentleman."

He must be," said the other. “ I wish to good

ness I had been there. It must have been very amu

sing. Pray tell us exactly how it was ."

Why, I fear I shall have to spoil your story ,” said

Claude, smiling. “But, if you wish, I will state the

circumstances as far as I can gather the truth .”

a

"

Did

6
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«Do-pray do. I've been these several days run

ning about trying to get an authentic statement. I do

like to see these explosions in high life. They're

capital. Do tell us—”

* Lord Elkington,” said Claude, “ attacked a gen

tleman who was from principle opposed to duelling,

and who had openly and often declared his determina

tion never to fight ”

“ Well, that showed he was a coward at once,” said

theyoung man .

“ To be sure it did ," said the other. “For what6

reason could a man have for not fighting a duel but

cowardice ?"

“ Certainly," said the other. “ He must be a con

.temptible rascal."

“ The gentleman had been guilty of no wrong," con

tinued Claude, “ but that of exposing a very dishonest

trick of Elkington , and the latter gentleman struck

him ”

“ Struck him ? Well, after that - he had to fight,

then ?"

No, he declined ; and , being of a peculiar mode

of thinking on the subject of duelling, he rather pre

ferred to bear even a blow than to deviate from what

he thought the path of right- "

“ Ab,bah !" rejoined the other. “You may depend,
he is an infamous coward . A man who talks about

principle,' and ' virtue ,' and ' conscience,' and such

trash when he is struck, you may be sure is a sneak

ing sort of fellow . What! take a blow ? Why that's

what no gentleman would do, sir, under any circum,

stance, right or wrong . If any one struck те, I would

shoot him, and never after feel sorrow for it. I would

-I would indeed . I would, sir, upon my honour.

Wouldn't you , Bob ?"

“ Certainly would l ," said Bob. “ A man that

would stand a blow would stand a kick-and a man

that would stand a kick would stand having his nose

tweaked - and a man that would stand having his nose

66
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tweaked must be a blackguard, and can't be a gentle

man - for what but cowardice could keep aman from

fighting when he had been struck and had his nose

tweaked ? "

“ Ah, there's the question. I agree with you ex

actly."

Claude moved a little away. There were a number

of ladies and gentlemen standing around. Some of

them he knew . They bowed to him coolly, and re
garded him with curiosity. Once he heard a lady

whisper to a young companion, “ There, that's he !”

and another lady touched her friend's shoulder, and

whispered, “ The person that was horsewhipped the

other night by Lord Elkington.”

And several lovely faces were turned towards him

with curiosity and derision.

As he stood, some time after, with his back turned

to a group of young ladies, he heard them talking of

the affair, which he perceived had excited universal

attention .

Oh, good Lord ! " said one, little aware that they

were within hearing of the object of their remarks,

“ what a strange person he must be ! "

“ Oh, Dieu ! If I were a gentleman, I would rather, ,
be killed ! " said another.

“ He will neverbe able to look any one in the face

again ,” added a third.

“ I was on the stairs the whole time," said another.

“ Papa had just called us down ; and we were stopped

by the crowd, and then I stood and saw it all. ”

Oh, I wish I had seen it ; it must have been very

interesting.

“ Oh , yes it was, very, I assure you, Lord Elking, ;

ton is so brave . He went up to Mr. Wyndham, and

called him all sorts of names. Why, if he had done so

to me, I couldn't have helped boxing his ears to save

my life. He said he was a rascal- a coward - and all

sorts of things."

“ And what did Mr. Wyndham do then ? Didn't he
draw his sword ?"

-
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« No, poor man ; he was so extremely afraid , he

didn't say a word.”

“ Ah, poor fellow ! " cried the rest.

And here was a general laugh.

“ Well, that is exceedingly funny. Pray go on ."

“ Then Mr. Wyndham said he couldn't fight a duel,

and Lord Elkington walked up to himand struck him .

I screamed right out. I thought I should have died
with fright.”

“Well, what then ? I wish I had been there . It

must have been so exceedingly interesting .”

" Oh, it was, I assure you. It was as good as a play."

“ Go on - go on . "

“ Well, then, after he had struck Mr.Wyndham ,and

kicked him about a little, till he was out of breath,

poor Mr. Denham ran up, and called Lord Elkington

a villain , and then Elkington struck him too ; and Mr.

Wyndham stood by all the time, and never said a word . ”
The horrid wretch !”

“ Then poor Mr. Denham half drew his sword. He

was just going to kill Elkington, and I was just going

to faint, when out jumped little old GeneralLe Beau,
and Mr. Denham went away. And the next morning

he was shot dead ."

“And Mr. Wyndham never did anything about it ?"

“Never. Only think how horrid !

“ Didn't shoot him ? "

a

6 No."

a

“ Isn't it ridiculous ? What a pity Mr. Wyndham

is such a coward ?-he is such a handsome fellow ."

Oh, I never could endure him .”

" How can you say so, Emily ? He is the most beau

tiful young man I ever saw ; so tall — so noble - oh,

Heaven ! what a pity he's such a coward.”

“ Dear me, " said the first, “ look behind you."

There was a moment of deep silence,and then they

all tripped away to another place, with a very un

successful attempt to suppress their laughter.

Claude quietly kept his position. Presently a group

"
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of young men came by. He knew them all. Like

everybody else, they were talking of him .

“ Well, I say,” said one, “ no gentleman, whatever

may be his principles,has a right to goin the face of

society . Ifhe's right, we're wrong. It's as much as

to say we're ruffians.”

“ Certainly ! ” said another .

“ I don't think so," said a third. “ I find something

noble in a man's adhering to his principles, whatever

they are. They say any religion is better than none ;

and I say any principles are better than none. "

“ Ah, bah ?” cried a gruff voice, “ it's all stuff; the

fellow's a coward, and takes this method to conceal it.

I've no respect for a man who willnot fight. He's a

coward and a blow , too ! ah , bah ! "

“ Oh, don't talk to me of principle . No one can be

a gentleman- ”

po " Yes, who can stand a blow ? " demanded another.

“ Sir Walter Raleigh had a fellow spit in his face,

and he did not return it," said the advocate of Claude,

though rather feebly.

Very well for Sir Walter Raleigh , " said the other .

“ But why, why,” said the voice of Lavalle, who

now spoke up for the first time, “ why is that magnan

imous in Sir Walter Raleigh which is the reverse in

Wyndham? I find him anoble fellow . In my opin

ion - no offence to any one-he is the bravestman I

ever saw , and a manof high character and superior

genius . I never saw anything so splendidly done as
the manner he took the blow . I saw he did not real

ly believe that Elkington would goso far after what he

had said . He started aghast — and I thought he would

have torn him limb from limb. Elkington was no

coward, but he quailed himself before Wyndham's eye.

I believe he would have killed him on the first impulse

had he not been held . Talk of that man's being afraid,

indeed ! How calmly -- how nobly-how beautifully

his mind has quieted, and put down the fiery passions

in his breast. . I love that man. He is too noble for

a



THE COUNTESS IDA, 95

I

-

.

2

this age. I would rather have his friendship than that

of any one's I ever saw ! "

“ Well, well, perhaps 80 ; he did look like the devil

when he caught it. I'll do him the justice to say that."

“ You may depend upon it, messieurs, he's a very

fine fellow," said Lavalle.

Well, I don't think so, " exclaimed another. “ I

think, after all his cant about principle and religion, a

man who takes a blow is - must be a coward . A

blow, you see, gentlemen, is a devilish serious thing.

It's - a - a - d - d serious thing. It's, as one may say,

the devil .”

So it is,” said another. " I would take anything
but a blow ."

Or a kick ," cried one.

" Or a tweak by the nose," said another.

“These are insults which ought to be paid for with
blood.”

" That is the creedamong gentlemen,” said another.

“ But," said Lavalle, " these things depend upon

one's character and mode of thinking. Honour is in

the mind, and the disgrace of a blow is conditional.

If one receives it passively because one is afraid to

resent it, then certainly a blow is a disgrace of the last

extremity ; butif one receives it, and refuses to seek

the ordinary redress from a pure principle, because he

believes that an intellectual man and a Christian ought

to suffer any outward indignity, rather than violate the

law of God, I say that man is a character of the no

blest order; and, just in the proportion in which he

shocks the prejudices of mankind, and exposes himself
to ridicule, misinterpretation, and odium , just in that

proportion bis abstaining from the vulgar mode of ven

geance is grand and brave ; and , since we are created

in the image of our Maker, it should be our object to
think and act like him ."

There was a silence of a few moments ; Claude

had already wished to escape the impropriety of lis

tening, but he was confinedwithin a narrow compass
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by the crowd and the troops, and it was impossible for
him to avoid it.

The conversation was resumed by Thomson, who

said,

" In my opinion, Mr. Wyndham is a good-for-no
thing fellow ."

“ Yes, he's a fool,” said a gruff voice ; “even if he's

not a coward, he is a fool for putting himself in a po
sition so awkward and equivocal. I am no coward

neither ," continued the grúff voice. “ Egad, I'm not” ,

afraid of either Elkington or the world ; but, from mere

motives of policy, I wouldn't draw the eyes of all man

kind on memas the moral person who was kicked

as the religious gentleman who was knocked down

as the man of principle who got his nose tweaked."

There was here ageneral laugh.

“ Now suppose I were as much of a wag as I chose

to be, and wanted some sport ! Why, what would I

do, you see ? Why, the first time I saw my moral

genileman in a coffee house, I'd walk me uptohim ,

with a 'Good -evening to you, sir,'and give him a kick .

I'd then take an ice or two,and, before I took my leave,

what would I do ? Why, just walk me up to him

again, and fetch his nose a tweak, with, ' Adieu, mon

sieur, au revoir ! Well, what's he to do to this ? No

thing; he can't fight - he won't strike. Egad , every

mischievous schoolboy might give him a kicking on

their way to school - every garçon at a restaurant's

might cuff his ears — there's no living with such prin

** That's very true," said Thomson .

“ If wewere in Heaven-ahl-why, very well ; but
we aint.”

“ No, certainly not ,” said Thomson.

Norlikelyto be someof us ! ” said Lavalle.

No,” said Thomson ; and here again there was a

general laugh.

“ Well, I'll answer to that,” said Lavalle, “that

the wag who should strike a man wantonly, merely be

cause he was secure against retaliation, and that man

6
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ciples."

2



THE COUNTESS IDA . 97

one who refrained from taking personal vengeance out

of respect to the laws, society, and religion, would be

a scoundrel so despicable , that I, for one, would not

associate with him, nor frequent the company he keeps.

Against such a person the laws would interfere, and

probably he would find himself in a prison before long.

beginto think with Wyndham, that men who grope

about for ages in darkness, till some superior being

shows the way out of it, only want a few resolute per

sons of undoubted courage and honour to set their

faces against duelling, and to surrender to the laws

the charge of punishing personal assaults as well as

all kinds of insults, to render duelling unfashionable

and boxing vulgar. What a world of misery would

then be saved to society - what widows' and phans

tears and groans !"

“ But society would becomea pack of fellows with

out chivalry, without honour, and men would spit in

each other's faces with impunity ."

“No. Where, among the leaders of society, and

particularly among women, the duellist was looked

upon as the thief now is, and he who had even dared

stirred on by his vulgar and blind passions—to dese

crate God's holy image with a blow, would be consid

ered as base as the destroyer of female innocence, or

the blasphemer of God himself ; then , instead of brute

force, mechanical steadiness of hand and practice of

the eye - instead of vile , undiscriminating vengeance

and beastly fury, all the differences of men would be

referred to tribunals , and the inevitable evils which

might be detected in such a state of things would be

onlyincidental to mortal affairs— "

“ But such unresenting men would be trampled on

by some one ."

“ No. Who strikes a woman ? "

“ Ah, but that's a different thing — that's disgraceful.”

“ But why ? Because it is the custom - because she

does not fight."

" Butwould you make women of us all ?" said the

gruff voice.

"

a
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“If you must be either women or brutes, yes," said

Lavallé, quickly

The booming cannon, which had for some time been

heard at times and in the distance, now approached and

shook the air at shorter intervals, and the besiegers

advancing , directed a heavy fire against the part of the

walls where Claude stood. It was immediately re

turned ; and cannon , musketry, bombs, and all the

dreadful machinery of war filled the air with fire and

smoke, and caused the earth to tremble . The tumult

and roar became at once so general as to cut short all

conversation .

In the confusion which reigned everywhere, he was

several times in contact with his old acquaintances , of

whom some were affable as usual, but by far the great

er part were cold , and many pretended not to recognise

him in the least . Among them he saw the Carolans.

None of their party perceived him but Ida. Her eyes

met his a moment as he passed. They were full of

gravity and sadness, but he made no attempt to offer

her any token of recognition , but followed the example

shehad set, and they parted thus coldly and in silence .

A short time afterward he found himself nearly alone.

The crowd of soldiers had been repulsed by the as

sailants, who had gained an entrance in the fort, but had

succeeded in rallying, and were driving them back in

their turn . Claude did not follow them . His heavy

heart took no share in this animated and beautiful spec

tacle, which presented a perfect counterpart of a fierce

battle, every spot being crowded with combatants, and

even the very windows and house-tops pouring forth
their sheets of fire and smoke ; whose heavy masses,

rolling slowly through the air, rendered the striking

scene only dimly visible here and there. He leaned

against a post which had been lifted at some distance

from the present scene of action, which was nearly

hidden from him by the volumes of smoke ; and he was

conscious of the wish, that, instead of a mock battle,

the wild uproar raging around was a real conflict.

a
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Perhaps, then," he thought, “ some ball might end

a life which seems doomed to humiliation and sorrow,

or at least I should havean opportunity, by mingling

in its dangers, to forget the events that are pressing

me into the dust.”

It was one of those thoughts which sometimescome

across the most sensible mind in a moment of idleness

and despondency. As if for affording him an opportu

nity to test its sincerity, a whizzing sound in the air

caught his ear, and , at the same instant, a sharp shock

struck the post within a few feet of his head. On ex

amining it, with surprise he perceived that a bullet had

lodged in it. Greatly startled at an occurrence which

he concluded to be purely accidental, hesprang back ,

without any remnant of the desire which had just been

so inopportunely realized ; but that the shot was notl

the result of chance was immediately made manifest,

for another ball whizzed by his ear , and struck a large

stone on the bank beside which he was standing. Ap

palled with a mysterious horror, he looked in the di.

rection from which this dark attempt had proceeded.

Through the smoke he could just see a line of houses,

the outskirts of the old town within the walls, from the

upper windows of eachof which the troops werepour

ing a rapid discharge of musketry, although not in the

direction in which he was standing.

>

CHAPTER XVI.

It was night when Claude reached his hotel-amid

all his troubles, happy in the consciousness that they

were incurred without wrong on his own part, and de

lighted with the happiness he had beenthe means of

communicating to the poor old lady, and the acquittal
which he had caused to the innocent stranger.
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“ There is a pretty company waiting for you up

stairs," said the waiter who had presented the bill .

" A pretty company ?"

“ Oui, monsieur. Very pretty. Keh ! don't be im

patient. They be not run away.”

At a loss to conceive to what this impertinence re

ferred, he mounted to his room . In the little ante

chamber sat three persons, of whom one was a youth

dressed in a very pretending way. The other was a

plain-looking man ; the third anathletic person of forty.
His uncommon stature, brawny hands, and broad shoul

ders gave token of great muscular strength . Each had

a bill in his hand , and each stepped up to him at once

and handed their accounts . They were messengers

from a tailor, a livery-stable keeper, and a barber. The

latter was he whose toilet had at first made upon him

the impression of a young nobleman, with his long

mustache, his carefully dressed hair, his elegant clothes,

the whiteness and delicacy of his hands , and the gen

eral imitation of a person of rank . His bill was for

soap, perfumes, brushes, honing razors, cutting hair,
and numerous other matters . It amounted to 20 tha

lers . The coach bill , and that for keeping the saddle

horse, amounted to the more serious sum of 100 tha

lers ; while the tailor held out a “ rechnung," at the

bottom of which a total of 290 thalers stared him in

the face. Perhaps few novel-writers could subject

their hero to a crisis so unromantic, but they could

scarcely leadhim into one more disagreeable. Haunt
ed castles, blood - stained floors, and gliding spectres,

with all the paraphernalia of Mrs. Radcliffe's or Matu
rin's stories, would have been more tolerable to Claude

than these three bills of paper at the present moment.

The idea of being in debt mastered his fortitude . It

was precisely the thing for which the consciousness of

virtue offered no consolation, and wisdom and philoso

phy no remedy. He could neither advance, stand still ,
nor retreat. He could neither tell the truth nor remain

silent ; and the intruders, who had thus early come,
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like ominous seabirds before a storm , to give him a

melancholy foretaste of poverty , were not long in dis

covering his confusion ; and their manners changed at

once from their usual exuberant respect to mingled

astonishment and insolence. There are few men who

look upon debtor but as in some degree their prop

erty. Pecuniary responsibility generally breaks all

ties — absolves from all courtesy - raises the creditor

to the eminence of a despot, and often inspires him

with the desire of exercising the arbitrary power of

one . The helpless debtor must be suspected, accused,

insulted in silence . The attacks of others are unsup

ported by self-approbation and the natural independ
ence of a man. He is a slave , chained to be spit upon

by the angry and laughed at by the unfeeling; and his

own heart, alas ! joins his enemies, and pleads against
him .

" You must come in next day after to -morrow , " said

Claude.

“ Ah, keh !" said the barber. “ Diable, monsieur !

Do you believe I have nothing to do but run after

after - non, monsieur !"

“ You are going to quit Berlin ," said the groom .

" No, upon my honour.”

Ah, keh ! honour ! -- diable when you
don't

pay

your debts !" said the barber, putting on his hat, knock

ing it down over his eyes, and thrusting his hands into

his trousers pockets.

“ I assure you," said Claude, quietly, “ I do not

mean to leave Berlin .”

“ That's a lie, monsieur,” said the groom . “ Your

passport has been stopped, or you would have been off

before now ."

Claude stepped towards the last speaker, and was

going to put him out of the room , when he reflected

that the man knew no better, and that, alas ! he had

some cause to think as he spoke. He paused, with a

shame and incertitude which the debtor must often feel.

" Youare avery impudent fellow ," said he.

Vol. II. - K
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“ Eh, bah !” said the barber ; " a pretty gentleman !, "
-awh-honour ! ha ! ha ! ha ! Voila ! monsieur.

There's my bill ; I don't stir till it's paid ."

The tailor's man now stepped up .

“ Mr. Wyndham, can you give methe money or any

security ?"

“ No."

a

a

“ Well , sir, you are a - swindler, sir ! and , if I had

you in a field, I'd give you the soundest drubbing you

ever had in your life . Mind, sir, I warn you, the first

time I meet you in the street, I'll a gentleman, indeed !

-an adventurer ! I've half a mind

The man shook his huge fist so near his face that it

touched his nose .

There are few men who could avoid plunging into

a brawl upon such provocation, and fewer novelists

who would have the hardihood, in spite of the preju

dices of the age , to represent a patient sufferer of such

opprobrious terms andinsulting actions. But Claude's

mind was high, calm , and reflective ; and it is one of

the blessingsof great sacrifices that they render minor

ones more easy . Claude, who had borne a blow from

the hand of a gentleman, under the most aggravated

circumstances which could attend such a humiliating

infliction , saw nothing to drive him from his balance

in the brutality of uneducated and coarse men, in the

exercise of what they deemed their duty, and who

would have been much better pleased with him had he

been imprudent enough to puthimself on a level with

them by commencing a collision . He said, therefore,

withont passion,
“ My good friends, I owe you money . I am unable

to pay you at present, in consequence of a misfortune.

You have your remedy, if you think it worth adopting.

I shall not leave Berlin, and — you must take your

course."

His calmness appeared to puzzle the men, and even

to abate the indignation of all, except the barber. So

true it is that a mild word turneth away
wrath .
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5. "You must be aware, monsieur,” said the tailor,

" that 290 thalers is a large sum to lose fora poor,

hard -working man like me with alarge family, too ."

“ Indeed ,” said Claude, " I will do all inmypower

to prevent your losing it . I shall not leave Berlin - be

assured I shall not ; and you should remember that,

in using the language of insult towards me, you are

condemningme before you know whether I deserve it. "

“ Eh, keh ! diable ! " said the barber ;'“ laissez nous ! ”

“ Have you any prospect of ever paying me?" asked
the tailor.

No, frankly,” said Claude, “ in money ; I have not,

at least, any certain prospect. I am totally ruined ;

but I shall do my best to prevent any one's losing ;

and, moreover, the greater part of the clothes you have

made for me are in that wardrobe ; you may take them

if you will, this moment.

The man seemed as much surprised by the begin

ning as by the end of this reply . ' He answered with

greater respect,

" Well, I will take the clothes . "

“ It is but just you should , ” said Claude.

And, opening the wardrobe, he laid out the whole

contents of hiswardrobe, muchofwhich was scarcely

worn, besides the court suit, which our poor fortune

hunted traveller did not see thus pass away without a

sigh over the brilliant associations — the royal halls

the midnight suppers -- the delightful dinners and the

hours spent in company of one he was now, perhaps,

never to see again , which it conjured up.

The man swung them on his shoulders, and with an
awkward bow went away.

Claude then sat down and wrote an order for the

horse .

“ For you ,” said he to the groom ," you can take

your master this . It is my authority to sell the horse,

and indemnify himself, as far as possible, for the loss
I have occasioned him ."

The man took it and also went away.

9
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“ It appears,

“ Et moi, monsieur ! " said the barber, folding his

arms insolently, and standing close to Claude with his

feet a yard apart.

“ There is your money,” said Claude ; “ write me

a receipt.”

The man did so. The money was, by a curious

chance, the very last groschen he had in the world .

There was even a penning — the smallest coin - defi

cient .

Monsieur, there is wanting a penning," said the

man .

“ I have no more .”

“ I can change a bill,” said the barber.

“ I have no bill , ” said Claude .

" Eh ! keh !" said the little dandy.

monsieur, that I am just in time . Ha ! ha ! ha ! par

bleu ! Au revoir, mon cher !"

“ Well, now I am at the worst .”

But he was not at the worst. Poverty never is ; low

as it may be, there is always a chosen step lower in

humiliation and misery. It is at the worst only in the

grave.

Ah, Ida !" thought he, “ little do you dream , amid

yourstately grandeur
His reflection was cut short.

The door opened without a knock, and a stranger

entered. He had under his arm a large package of

papers. He was followed by a second -a polite little

man, plainly dressed ; behind him stood two more

stout, rough, grave-looking fellows, each with a large
club ; and in the shadow of thecorridor, half seen, stood

yet a fifth, whose stature and proportion were greater

than those of his companions , and who also leaned si

lently upon a heavy cane. Claude started at this ap

parition .

" I beg your pardon ," said the first. “ I have come

to arrest you, at the suit of Count Carolan , for £50,"

“ It is not possible !” said Claude .

“ I am very sorry - it is a most painful duty -- but it
is a duty, and my instructions are - positive,"
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• There must be some mistake ,” said Claude.

" Certainly Count Carolan would not - could not— "

“ I begyour pardon- I received his commands in

person,” said the polite man. “ I am his lawyer. I

hope you will excuse us ; but you dear sir,

our profession has its unpleasant features and in this

we are but the mere instruments of another."

“ And where must I
go

?”

“ To the debtor's jail in street.”

“ Why, I have been told that is the receptacle for

the refuse of the town," said Claude, drawing back

with considerable alarm. 56 There is a more respect

able prison ? "

“ Unfortunately , that is full.”

“ But there is a mode,” said Claude, " by which I

may be arrested differently — by which I may be guard

ed in a separate room.

“ These are privileges reserved only for people of a

certain standing in society.”

“ But- 1- ” said Claude, “ my position—I was as

sured-my claim to belong to thatclass "

“ So we thought," said the lawyer ; " but Count

Carolan refused to listen to it. He said you did not

belong to that class , and had no claim to the privileges

of une personne distinguée."

“ I am ready,” said Claude.

“ Will monsieur like me to call a droskey ? ” said

one of the men .

“ Yes, certainly - no,” said Claude, remembering he

waspenniless.

The sturdy bailiffs, shouldering their clubs, surround
ed him, andhe passed into the street. As he left the

door of his hotel a splendid equipage drove by, the

coachman and two chasseurs in the richestlivery. He

recognised the carriage of Carolan . The count

self was in it, with Ida. He caught a rapid glance at

her face as they dashed by. They were probably

going to a ball. Perhapsitmight have been from the

"
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light of the street-lamps, but the face of Ida appeared

sad and pale.

" Go on, fair and sweet girl," thought Claude ; " thou

to the bright haunts of pride and pleasure - Ito prison
and despair."

Hewent on his way to the prison , envying the mean

est of the careless crowd about him, who, whatever

were their privations, had at least their freedom . He

passed by many a gay-lighted shop, full of people

many a café, where young officers and elegans were

sipping their cream or coffee. He passed the thea

tre - its windows lighted - and the armed horseman

stationed in the middle of the street before the door,

guarding the votaries of pleasure from any interruption .

Some of the passengers were hastening by , humming ;

the little boys,as if prisons and miseries had no ex

istence, were shouting in their careless sports ; laugh

ter and music met his ears ; and the very barking of

the dog had in it something careless, something free,

which contrasted mournfully with his situation . Once

a sudden melody from a band of wind instruments broke

from a neighbouring street. Soft - plaintive--slow ,- -

it swelledupon the air till he passed close to the mu

sicians, whoretreated behind him , their sweet strains

dying away like the last relicof happinessand of the

world . His way lay through the Schloss, that vast

and gloomy pile, whose immense courts, towering

walls, and heavy sculpture impressed the mind with

a vague sense of horror and grandeur. A part of it

was white in the moonlight, while its broad angles and

massive buttresses threw the rest into black shadows.

Often had he lingered amid these stately courts , touch

ed with their huge and solemn character, and many

an hour had fleeted away in their gorgeous apartments.

The guards paced to and fro before the arches and

along the balconies. Several domestics in the royal

livery were passing formally across the broad and

worn pavement. A carriage, easily distinguishable as

that of one of the royal family , was drawn up at the

1
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foot of a broad flight of stone stairs . So susceptible

was Claude to picturesque beauty in the common

scenes of life, that he paused to gaze with a kind of

pleasant awe at these high-towering walls, crowned

with statues, and their dark irregular summits marked

along the sky - and the stars -- the moon --the all that

was visible above through the few filmy clouds, drift

ing with a soft, silent motion , apparently close along

the high roofs. He forgot that he was a captive as

his eye measured these lofty walls.

“Allons, monsieur, allons ," said one of the men,

touching his shoulder slightly with his extended fin

gers, “ we have no time to lose ."

And he proceeded on his course, without again look

ing around or above till he reached the prison.

The buildingwas a large, dark-looking edifice of
great extent. The windows were in the shadow , but

the grated bars were distinguishable, and their lower

parts were stronglyboardedup. One look around at

the broad square, of which this receptacle formed the

prominent feature - at the shoreless, tranquil, ever

bright'heavensmand thedoor was opened with a clank

ing noise of chains and bolts, was shut again with the

same ominous sounds, and he was within the walls of

a jail. His reflections on entering it were not render

ed less 'gloomy by the consciousness that hewas there

for a just debt, which he scarcely believed it would

ever be in his power to pay. His conductors led him,

with a sinking heart, into a low , smoked room , dimly

lighted by a tallow candle. There were some white

pine-board furniture, consisting of desks, dirty engra

vings, & c. Here they demanded his money. Hehad

none. They required to search him. He submitted .

The man exchanged a few trivial remarks upon mat

ters in no way connected with him , and had one or two

jokes about something which had happened during the

day, and at which they laughed heartily. In the midst

of these a new face appeared with a large key. It

was that of his jailer. He was an athletic man with

a good -humoured countenance.
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“Bon soir, monsieur," said he. “ Allons, you must

come with me. ”

He led the way up one flight of naked, desolate

stairs ; long, dismal corridors stretched from the land

ing -place on either hand . They mounted yet another

flight. Things here looked even more dismal. The

air was close and fetid , and impregnated with sick

ening odours, among which the fumes of bad tobacco

were pre-eminent. He followed his new master - as a

felon - to a door, from which he withdrew the bolts ,

and which he then unlocked. The massive key turn

ed twice with a clanking spring ere the last barrier be

tween poverty and the happyworld was passed, and

Claudefound himself in a filthy and extremely bad

smelling apartment, crowded with unhappy wretches,

the smoke of a just extinguished candle filling his
throat and nostrils. A dozen common straw beds lay

on the floor, each belonging to a prisoner. It was

eleven at night. The men, although they had evident

ly been up - and Claude detectednear the candle the

end of a pack of dirty cards thrust hastily beneath

some clothes — made a great paradeof rising andput

ting on their clothes. One said, “ Light the candle ; ”

another, “ Where's the phosphorus ?" and presently

their candle was again lighted and their garments put

on .

“ Good. Here you are at last ! " said the jailer,

with a benevolent smile ; and then withdrawing, he

closed the door anddoubly locked it, the whole com

pany shaking their fingers at him, with many expres

sions of derision or rage, as he disappeared. All was

now curiosity among the prisoners. They gathered

around the new-comer with a freedom and a familiar

ity whichhe knew not how to avoid as little as to en

dure. His tall, noble form - his air of good -breeding

and affluence -- the elegance of his dress, created as

great a sensation as that produced by Gulliver when

found by the Lilliputians. At length one ofthem came

up to him , and asked, with marksof curiosity,
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"

Are
you

here for debt ?”

“ Yes.

“ Have you got any money?" demanded another.

" No."

“ But how are you arrested at this time of night ?”

“ That's not legal,” said a second.

“No, indeedy rejoined a third .

And then they drew up together in a corner, and

held a kind of council of war, canvassing the cruelty

and illegality of such a measure, and declaring that he

would be “ out to-morrow.” In the mean time, one

took his hat and another his gloves. One offered to

make teamanother proposed coffee; and, notwithstand

ing his attempts to withdraw himself from such friend

ly obligations, one of his companions had a spirit-lamp

lighted, and by the aid of some hot water, and in an

old, broken , dirty teapot, with three or four leaves of

bad tea, boiled for ten minutes, he presently produced

what he was pleased to offer as “ a good, strong cup

of tea . "

Claude took it and attempted to drink . It seemed

a type of his bitter and mean destiny, and he felt that

he could not too soon begin to accustom himself to the

loathsome draught. Besides, he was reluctant to of

fend the unhappy beings who, however rude and dif

ferent from the polished companions of his past hours,

seemed, at least kind in their intentions. They were

coarse, vulgar, and repulsive, but alas ! they were all

the friendshe had left. A vacant bed of straw was

pointed out to him as that he was to occupy. Before

they retired he found great differences in their char

acter. One was a dissolute knave in every word and

action , and he was the most familiar with him. Another

was really kind, and comparatively disinterested. The

rascal (who one of them whispered had once before

been in another prison for robbery) approached him,

and joined him as he walked up anddown the narrow

floor. He told him, in a few words, how the prisoners

lived . “They had two meals a day, handed up in large

a
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pails. The coarsest, cheapest food which could sup

port life. Theyhad one hour a day to exercise ina

kind of court a few yards square, itself full of putrid

odours. The light was to be put out every night at

ten. All friends coming to visit them were to pay at

the door two and a half groschen . Some of the pris

oners were here for fifteen cents ; and whoever remain

ed a year, had the right to go out at the end of that

period, and could not again be confined for the same

debt."

“ Now I ," said the man, “ have come here of my

own accord. They dunned me to death at home ; so

I've come here to spend my year like a gentleman,

and then-keh ! I'm free as the best of 'em . Pooh !

don't be down-hearted, my buck ! it's nothing when
you are once a little used to it. We smoke - play

cards - smuggle in our bottle of rum-and live like the

king. Look here,” said he, and he opened a kind of

brown paper coffer full of pipes, cheese, black bread,

bottles, tallow candles, tobacco, and half-smoked se

gars . “ Here is some rum - take a drop - it'll make

you sleep. They don't generally sleep the first two

or three nights, but you'll soon get used to it. If you

don't go out and in for two or three months, you won't

feel it at all. I have been here now nine months.

I'm quitesorry I'm getting through so fast. Come,
cheer up !"

And he laid his hand somewhat facetiously on

Claude's shoulder.

He shook it off, not from anger so much as a repug

nance , which he was not aware he had expressed so

clearly.

“Ah ! you'reparticularin your acquaintance, maybe.

Well , that's all very well ; but beggars shouldn't be

choosers. A gentleman as can't pay his debts oughtn't

to carry his head quite so high - no offence, I hope,
sir."
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CHAPTER XVII.

.

CLAUDE walked the room till morning, grasping at

a thousand expedients toextricate himself from his

disagreeable dilemma. The idea of imprisonment has

a moral effect upon the mind which no one can con

ceive who has not experienced it. The circumstan

ces of his own confinement, too, were peculiarly pain

ful. Had he been thrown into a dungeon for a crime

of which he was innocent, he could much better have

supported the misfortune than he now found himself .

able to do the consciousness that he was imprisoned

for a cause held by all mankind to be a good and suf
ficient one. He racked his brain for some means of

paying Carolan, whose cruel conduct sunk deeply into

his heart as he contrasted the dark, dirty walls -- the

miserable, dilapidated room and furniture --the greasy

and ragged beings who were his companions, with

the brilliant circle and magnificent halls, in the midst

of which his oppressor was probably moving at that

instant. He did not feel indignation or a desire of

vengeance so much as he felt surprise and wonder,

that one in Carolan's position could be so deaf to the

dictates of common humanity and common decency

as to crush so remorselessly into the earth — without

examination or forbearance - one who, at least, was a

fellow - being. Sad and dark were the thoughts with

which he beguiled the hoursof that long and sleepless

night, walking the floor after all his fellow -lodgers

were asleep . How strangely the scenesof the past

year rose upon his memory ! How varied and yet

swift had been his course to his present condition !

All those whom he had made acquaintance with the

young, the fair, the happy, the free- appeared to

him . Ida - bright, radiant, gorgeous — as he had first

-
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seen her - and pale and sad , as she had crossed him

that night- was he beloved by that tender and beau

tiful being ? Amid the scenes in which she moved,

was her heart with him in this rude abode ? Ah, yes ;

and for a moment the idea of her sympathy touched

the rough walls with sweetness, and made the stained

boards beneath his feet soft as a path of roses. Poor

Denham's pale and bloody face here rose to him ,

startling his tender dreams with the ghostly visage of

death - and the mysterious assassin , with his uplifted
dagger - and Elkington - and the blow .

His frame was agitated , his blood heated and fever

ish ; and human life seemed such a solemn and strange

medleysuch a mockery — that again dark ideas of
self-destruction dashed across his mind, and he thought

that in one moment he could end his gloomy and har

rowing pains, and sleep—with poor Denham - where

" poison nor fire " could touch him farther. It re

quired all his habitual self-command to shake himself

free from these excited thoughts . Nor would he,

perhaps, have been able to do so butfor one reflection ,

which is a support to the upright mind in the darkest

hour of distress and peril . He had nothing to accuse

himself of. He had not, at least knowingly, done

wrong. Nay, more ( for his principles wereso fixed

that they did not waver even while enduring the pain

ful consequences of them ), he had done right." He

had sacrificed himself to his sense of duty. Thus far

the results had been ruin and humiliation - a stained

name - cooled friends — triumphant enemies . But he

knew that, as in the game of whist, although bad play

sometimes succeeds , and the observance of skill fails,

these results are but accidentaland temporary chances,

and in no way alter the general value of fixed and wise
rules of action.

One_hope struck him : that by the aid of St. Hil

laire - Lavalle - Digby - Kühl, eic ., hemight procure

such a security against his departure from Berlin as

would release him from the actual limits of a prison.
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It was then his intention to boldly and openly abandon

all pretensions to admission in the societé to which he

had been accustomed - to give lessons in English or

French, for he was perfectly capable of both to live

with an economy as strict ashealth and decency would

permit-and to toil with ardour till he could accumu

late sufficient to discharge all the obligations he had

contracted . Rossi, who depended on him , and poor

Mrs. Denham, occurred to him ; but the pang which he

experienced on account of not being able to continue

to them the assistance he had promised, he felt would

be manly to bear with patience, and yet wiser to dis

miss altogether from his mind. He repeated the line

from our great poet, “ What is done, is done," and

“ Things without remedy should be without regard."

Wisdom, although flowing from the murderer's lips.

The pale morning broke upon his meditations .

As daylightdawned his companions arose. They

looked , in the clearer beams of day, more repulsive and

hideous . Their clothes were miserable-their per

sons filthy — their breath rank. Many wore no other

article of dress thana large robe dechambre of greasy

sheepskin , the wool turned next their skin . They

had diseases, some of them - eyes sore and inflamed

by debauchery - and noses red and carbuncled. These

were the men who, in a general spirit of benevolence,

he had wished to receiveon some terms of equality.

Now he shrunk from them with an aversion which he

could neither conquer nor conceal. They were his

fellow.creatures, with immortal souls like his own, but,

thus fallen - by whatever cause—he found them loath

some and unendurable. Fearful decrees of Provi

dence , which renders one unhappy mortal so far be

eath another that nature revolts, and the sweet theo

ries of humanity fall before their touch !

The breakfast was brought up at eight - a mass of

greasy soup, which he could not eat.

“ You have no money ?" inquired the jailer, who

perceived he did not eat.

Vol. II. - L
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"

« None ! "

" Ah, but you'll get nothing else . You must come
to it at last. "

" Perhaps the gentleman would like a roasted chick

en and some Champagne ! " said his rude acquaintance

of the previous evening.

“Bring us a few strawberries and cream," cried a

second.

“ Will you take them with or withoutsugar ?" asked

the first ; and there was a general grin .

The prospect of being without food was seriously

alarming, and Claude begged paper, pens, and a mes

sengerto carry a note .

“ Where's your cash to pay for these things ? ” said
the man .

" I am sure -- that is, I hope - my friend will pay .”

“ Ah ! so ," said the man.

“ And cannot I have a room to myself ?"

“ Keh ! diable - no , " said the man . “ Is that a rea

sonable request ? You're not in a hotel. Why you
more than they ? "

“ The gentleman is of a thoughtful disposition, and

fond of solitude," said his persecutor. " I myself“

should like an apartment looking out on a garden , with

a balcony. "

This facetiousness was received with a general

laugh.

" Take my watch ," said Claude, “ and let me have

a little money on it till I can see my friends."

The man shook his head.

On a greasy table, with broken legs, and polished by

being used not a little as a seat, Claude wrote a letter to

Digby,begginghim to come and see him. The messen

ger took it, and soon returned. The gentleman was not

at home, but Claude felt relieved . The idea of quit

ting the room and company in which he now found

himself was his principal desire. It seemed that this
alone would almost make him happy . Alas ! how

were his wishes narrowed since the time when he
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dreamed of palaces and equipages -- and Ida hanging

on his arm , a fond and happy wife! Every moment

in his present position was almost insupportable. The
rough humour, mixed with malice, of his enemy - for,

although he had not been twelve hours in this den of

common misery, he had (poor human nature !) already

an enemy- had gained the rest to his side . His un

disguiseable repugnance to their familiarity, and his

desire to escape from contact with them, were observ.

ed, and resented by nearly all ; and they endeavoured

to make his situation as uncomfortable as possible, as

some meaner birds of prey might pick at Prometheus

while chained and writhing under the beaks of his
fierce vulture .

" Don't mind 'em , sir, " said a wretched little hunch

back. They're a rough set, and don't know how to

behave. Forgive them . They don't know what they

do . "

The words of our Saviour, unconsciouslyuttered by

this ignorant creature ! Claude held out his hand for

his, and shook it heartily.

“ My honest fellow , one day you and I shall be bet

ter acquainted , perhaps.”

His air and manner struck even those rude eyes,

and for some time there was a cessation of hostilities.

In the mean time, where was Digby ? Every time

the door opened, he started. A hundred times bis

heart beat quick, as he thought he heard his friend's

step ; but still he did not come. The day wore away.

Night came. No reply from him. At ten , Claude,

exhausted, laydown upon his couch, but he could not

sleep. He fell sometimes into that dreadful state of

dozing, when all the stings of reality seem sharpened,

and the soul is given up to its horrors without the

support of waking reason . He was oppressed with
frightful dreams. He started often . Sometimes he

thought himself falling off a precipice; sometimes the

ghostly image of Denham glided over him , and once

he woke screaming, with the dagger of his assassin
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glimmering over him in the shadow , and in the act of

piercing his heart. He thought now he should be

obliged to remain a year in prison . What hope had

he of relief ? How could he ever pay his debts ? A

year with his present associates would cause him to

contract foul diseases — would make him, perhaps, as

unclean and gross as they ! He rose again to escape

from these dreadful apprehensions. His eyeballs

burned, his head ached , and he found vermin crawl

ing over him .

" Ah ! Carolan," he thought, “ may Heaven forgive

you. I fear I never can, ruthless--bitter oppressor !

And this is the bland and polished man I metwith so

much pleasure — the smiling, elegant, hospitable, af

fluent leader of rank and fashion . How little do we

know men from seeing them in society - from dining

with them from being with them in assemblies of

pleasure ! How few reflect, while they enjoy this

person's profuse hospitality and accept his courteous

attentions, that, were they once beneath his grasp

were they once to offend his pride , they would be

thrust, unpitied, into a loathsome dungeon - deprived

of light, air, exercise, food - left to mourn — to die, per

haps, within these dismal walls, while music, and

laughter, and the giddy dance are going on almost

within sound of their groans ; and when this man

comes to die - as the richest, the greatest must—will no

stern image of his victim frown pale and accusing by
his bedside ? Will he be called to no account for

the pangshis jewelled hand has inflicted ? for the mis

ery which a word from his bland lips could have

spared ? Ah ! cruel and thoughtless enemy: The

ways of God are fearful, and you may one day feel

with horror the bitterness which the captive drinks

the cruelty of trampling on the helpless !"

Morning again broke, and again ihe breakfast came.

He took a cup and ate . His face was so pale and

haggard, that, although his tormentor ventured a jest

upon the recovery of his appetite, it was received in
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silence by the circle of by-standers, who proceeded to

light their pipes without paying him any more atten

tion . The food , which had looked so loathsome, tast

ed better than he expected. It was clean , and not dis-.

agreeable.

Besides," thought he, “ it is my fare. Hunger

brings down pride,and misery learns to bow. Alas !

it is a usefullesson . "

He now wrote a note tothe English embassy, with

the members of which he had a passing acquaintance.

It was answered in an hour, by an order from the di

rector of the prison to put him in a room by himself,

and give him every attention compatible with his se

curity ; and his heart leaped within him in being shown

into a cleaner room down stairs, fronting on thesquare.

The lower half of the windows were boarded up, but

there was a small hole in each one of them thr ugh

which he could look into the street. There was also a

bedstead and a bed , a wash-hand basin and water, a

wooden chair, and a table with four legs . Moreover,

he was here alone . His first moment of solitude in

this new chamber was one of exquisite pleasure. The

man said he had also procured 50 ihalers on his watch

and seals, which he held at his orders, and he agreed

to send in better food from an adjoining restaurant.

The good-humoured jailer seemed to sympathize with

him in his delight, and said ,

“ You'll be better here, won't you ? I'm glad they

gave you this room ."

This expression of kindness touched Claude's heart.

He had scarcely been an hour alone when Digby came

in . His face wore an expression of the deepest in

dignation whịch Claude had seen there yet, and there,

was also perceptible in his manner a certain rough

ness and want of respect very different from that he

had usually adopted towards him .

Well, how are you, Mr. Wyndham ?” said he.

“ Sorry to see you here - a - a - these things will-a

-happen ; but you musn't think yourself the only ün

L 2
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fortunate - a - a - man in the world ; 1-1 - also have

my griefs ."

• What griefs ? ” said Claude, who, even in his mis

fortune, had a heart open to those of others .

Mary - our Mary — the litile - ungrateful - a - a

fool - has - a - a - eloped from us. "

“ Great Heaven ! ” said Claude.

“ Yes — and with that — a ~ " (he looked around as if

10 assure himself that his formidable foe could not hear

him) " infamous - profligate Elkington . She left a

note — to me- stating that he had promised to marry

her --that I must not be either alarmed or angry - that

we should meet again in London — and that she should

receive us as the Countess of Beverly.' ”

“ What incredible infatuation ! ” said Claude ; " what

black -hearted villany !"

“ I think, moreover, that her mother was - a - a

privy to her flight, 'sir ; I - she " he drew out his

handkerchief, and wept a few moments in silence .

“ Indeed, this pains asmuch as it surprises me,” said

Claude.

“ D - n them , let them go ! ” said Digby, rising in

wrath ; " she is no daughter of mine. I disinherit her

-I disown her ; and as for her mother , ”

This intelligence greatly astonished Claude, and he

sympathized deeply with the bereaved father.

" Let them go,” said Digby. “ I shall never utter

her name again. What did you want to see me for ? "

he demanded, abruptly .

“ Ah, at this moment I cannot think of intruding my

affairs upon you."

“ I'm very sorry for you, I'm sure,” said Digby ;,

“ but these things happen every day, and they must be

borne. I was in jail once twenty -four hours myself.

I did not mind it. It's nothing, after all. Imagine

yourself in a ship-or indisposed-or that it rains. It

is the very same thing. You've an excellent room

here. What's the amount of your debt ? "

" Fifty pounds !"

>
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“ Ah, fifty pounds ! Bless me ! a good round sum .a

How are you going to pay it ? You have funds, I

hope."

No, not a cent."

“Ah-ah ! that's bad ! What are you going to do

about it ?"

Claude, although chilled by this cold and careless

air, which he did not expect,related to him his plan to

procure security and teach English.

“ Ah - ah ! security --for your appearance - hey ?

Yes -- but whom have you fixed upon ? You have a

plenty of friends, I believe. I'll tell you who'd be

your security in a minute — if you'd ask her ; and I

have no objection - for it sha'n't be said of me that I de

serted a friend in distress—to see her privately myself.

She'll plank the money in two seconds — I'm quite sure-

she will. I should not mind asking her right up and

down - right out and out--- hat's the way to do busi

“ Whom do you mean ?"

" That young Countess Ida-!"

Claudestarted .

“What, you won't ?"

“Certainly not."

“ Oh - ah ! you'll think of it, perhaps. You'll take

a different view of it when you have been here a week

Well, I've an engagement myself at present ;

my head's so battered with the thoughts of my poor

Mary, that I scarcely know - a - a - I'm on my head

or my heels . If I can do anything in the world for

you , youmay command me.”

" Mr. Digby,” said Claude, “ I will be frank with

you. I am here under extremely disagreeable circum

stances, and I wish to be released on bail for my ap

pearance. I intended to solicit this favour of you. It

is but a nominal risk . I need not explain that you are

liable for the debt only in case of my running away ,

which I hope you feel there's no danger of.”
I

“ What's the amount ? ” said Digby, turning very red.

or so.

a
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ance ?"

“ Fifty pounds. If I get out I can makemy living ;
“

if I remain here, I really can't see how I am to do

anything."

« Well,well, I'll think of it . I'll — see Mrs. Dig.

by,” said Digby

“ No,” said Claude, “ it is not requisite ; the service

I ask of you is not one which requires consideration .

Say yes or no, and relieve me from farther suspense.

Willyou deposite the money in court for my appear

Why we — you see - a - 1 - the fact is, my dear

fellow , since we left London, the-- a - a - times are

hard --devilish hard . My agent writes me of very se

rious losses . Nothing on earth would give me greater

pleasure than to oblige you ; but money, you know, is

-a- a - money ; and I have long ago - a - a - made a

resolution never to become security, under any cir

cumstances, for - a--- a -- any man. Besides, I'm go-

ing back to London immediately ; and, in fact, I come

to make my parting visit. I hope, with all my heart,

you'll get out of your difficulty," he continued , shaking

very heartily the hand which Claude did not refuse ;

“ I do, Wyndham , upon my soul I do. Any commands

for London ? "

“ None. "

“ Well, adieu — good -by. God bless you ! My

heart bleeds to see you here ;” and, very red in the
face, Digby withdrew .

He wasno sooner gone than several officers of the

court came to prosecute the suit against him in behalf

of Carolan . He had been arrested so abruptly in con

sequence of Carolan's complaint that he was about to

elude the debt by flight. He confessed the amount

at once , without defence or explanation . By this pro

ceeding about a hundred thalers were added to theori

ginal sum .

Several more days passed in this way . No one came

to see him . At length he was brought up to court to

hear the judgment pronounced. Hewasushered into

2
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a neat, small room , where three gentlemen on the bench

and two clerks, with two or three bailiffs and Count

Carolan's lawyer, composed all the company. One of

thejudges had dined incompany with him at Caro

lan's several times , and discovered a disposition to cul

tivate his acquaintance. This same person now re

garded him with cool, quiet indifference, with which

he would have lookedupon any other prisoner. The

sentence was read , and he was condemned to remain

in prison till the debt was paid .

He was at once reconducted to his dreary dwelling ;

and, with a fainting soul, he felt, as thedoors once

more closed upon him , as if he were stepping into his

grave.

A week more elapsed . No one visited him ; and he

was determined, after the unexpected rebuff received

from Digby, not to solicit the attention of any
other

friend - not of St. Hillaire-not even of Lavalle. He

borrowed a few books, but his money was rapidly gli

ding away, and he trembled to lay out a cent for any
thing but the actual necessities of life. He found he

was obliged to pay two thalers a month for the bed ;

and every sheetof paper he used, and every message

he sent, cost him something. His food was also ex

pensive ; and, although he denied himself all luxuries,

he could not avoid spending comparatively a great

deal . Here — abandoned — sad - hopeless--without

occupation -- without company-he learned the use of

money. Every groschen he expended was first care

fully considered . He had no soap, no napkins ; his

washing was obliged to be curtailed, and the luxury of

clean linen to be surrendered . In four weeks he had

altered in appearance. Accustomed to much air and

exercise, the confinement debilitated him . His face

grew thin and pale, and his spirits sad . He felt as if
about to lose his health . Pains and aches came over

him . He was pining for air - for the sight of men

of nature. He thought the world was a passed thing

with him - a vanished dream. He thought he should

-
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speedily step from his dismal abode into the last, and,

perhaps, scarcely less cheerless refuge of the captive

--the grave.

CHAPTER XVII.

! One day, after he had been about two months in this

situation , he heard, early in the morning, the tread of

several clumsy feet on the stairs . There was a small

aperture in his door filled with glass, through which

the turnkey could look into his room at pleasure with

out coming in . On looking through thisplace, he saw

four or five persons carrying down a rough pine -board

coffin . Some one was dead. It struck upon his soul

as a mournful presentiment. Alas ! he too might soon

be thus borne away by rude hands to a neglected grave

-unmourned - unmissed . On inquiring, when his

turnkey came in, who had died, he found it was his

rough persecutor, who had come here voluntarily to

live like a gentleman. Poor fellow ! he felt glad he
had made no return to his taunts.

“ Did he suffer much ?" asked Claude.

“ No. It was all over in five hours after the first

attack . "

“ What was the matter with him ?"

The man shook his head slowly, and went out with

out answering.

The next morning but one Claude was again dis

turbed by the sameunusual sound of heavy feet atan

early hour. He addressed himself once more to his

little keyhole . It was another coffin, resting so weight

ily on the shoulders of its bearers as to leave no doubt

of its contents.

A vague suspicion arose in his mind that some pes.

tilence had broken out among the prisoners.



THE COUNTESS IDA . 123

“ Yes.

When his attendant came in again, he asked him if

it were so.

“ You've hit it,” said the man, nodding his head in
the affirmative.

" What is it ?" asked Claude.

" A horrid thing. It strikes you like a bullet -- racks“ A

you with cramps - turns you blue in the face — and

pops you off in short order. »

# Is it contagious ? "

" Rather."

“ Are there any sick with it now ?''

“ One . None that has caught it has survived . One

of 'em is just a -going, I'm afraid ; and the worst of itI

is, the doctors don't understand it, and no one'll go
near this poor fellow for fear of catching it. It is the

poor little hunchback, you know, that battled the other

ones for being cross with you ."

“ And is he dying so, unattended ?"

What can one do ? It's as good as death

to go near him, and he is too ill to be removed to the

hospital. I think the poor devil don't get his medicine

half the time."

“ May I go to him ? "

“ You ? " said the man, with surprise.

“ Yes. I will stay with him, if I can be per

mitted."

The manshrugged his shoulders.

“ Yes. You've a right to the room, and it will be

verygood of you; but "

• Let me go, then, at once ! "

He led theway as he spoke, and Claude again en

tered the room from which he had escaped with so

much pleasure . It presented an appalling appearance .

The invalid lay in a corner - livid,and apparentlydy

ing. The rest were withdrawn as far as possible.
He was, as the man had said, too ill to be removed to

the hospital ; and they had not yet come to arrange
what ought to be done with the others. Gloomy and

haggard faces were around. The hardy mirth, which
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sometimes flourishes in a prison, had disappeared.

Allwas ominously silent.

On approaching thepatient, Claude found him very

low. His head lay in an uneasy position , the pil

low having fallen aside. Claude shook and replaced

it . A draught of a cooling nature was standing be

yond his reach on the floor .

“ Drink ! drink ! drink ! " said the poor sufferer ." .

It's death to go near him ! ” said one of the other

prisoners, in a low voice.

Claude handed it to him according to the directions.

He seemed refreshed by it, and turned his eyes grate

fully upon his benefactor.

" I'm - most - gone !" he said , with a faint, difficult

voice . “ Half anhour more ! "

“ My good, kind friend, can I do anything for you ? "

Pray ! pray !" said the poor fellow , pointing to a

book .

Claude knelt, and read a prayer selected for the bed

of the dying.

“ I have a child ! ” said the man, when he had

done, with a stronger effort. “ Take her that book !

They will tell you down stairs - where -- to find her.

Say I blessed her - and you - God bless you. Oh !

I am cold "

He fell back .

Claude gazed upon his face for several minutes.

A change came over it , but the spirit passed calmly.

He closed the eyes.

“ To a better world , poor friend !" said Claude. “ I

will do your bidding, and more, if in my power."

He thought the scarce parted spirit heard him as it

left the body.

As he descended again to his own room, the poor

fellows around bowed to him respectfully. Some of

them blessed him . It was a simple tribute to good

ness and courage, and he felt how much more brave

as well as rational it was to turn even from the gross

est insult with patience, and to risk life only in the

cause of humanity and virtue .

a
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In the afternoon the turnkey presented him a bill

for dinners of five thalers, stating that he had no more

cash on hand, and the restaurateur would supply no

more till he was paid. The gross prison fare rose tº

his memory. He felt already his appetitefailing. He

was full of pains. He believed he should soon lose

his health, and perhaps his life, if obliged to return to
a diet so repulsive and so unlike that which habit had

rendered necessary . He sat down and wrote to

Count Carolan.

a

“ MONSIEUR LE COMTE,

“ I have been now in prison two months. I am ill

-without money, without food - reduced to the com

mon fare of the unhappy inmates of this mournful

dwelling . I have to inform you, also, that a fatalpes

tilence has broken out in the building, and carried off

three victims in two days. I request you,in the name

of humanity, to release me. I offer you my word of

honour not to leave Berlin without paying you . If

your object is to get the money, you can never suc

ceed by keeping me here. If your object is to hum ,

ble my pride, il is humbled as far as a man's should

be . If you desire my life -- unless I can breathe the

air and take a little exercise, your desire will speed

ily be gratified. My freedom — if you grant it -- I shall

employ in honourable labour, of whichyou shall have

the first fruits. Believe me, sir, incapable of false .

hood .

“ I am, Monsieur le Comte,

“ Your obedient servant,

“ CLAUDE WYNDHAM ."

It was with the last two groschens he possessed in

the world that he despatched the messenger with this

note . He felt that in writing it he had not humiliated

himself ; for he considered Carolan a man whose

weak understanding caused his present obduracy more

than his bad heart. He had yet to learn how prosper

VOL. II.M
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ity and pride inflate and harden even the best heart,

unless watched over by a sensible mind .

The messenger returned in an hour. Claude's heart

beat and his hand actually trembled as he perceived

that the man had brought an answer.

“ You found Count Carolan at home, then ? "

“ Yes. He gives a great dinner to -day. His door

was surrounded by carriages. Some of the princes

were there , and all the diplomatic corps. They told
me at first that he could not be troubled with this af

fair, but I would not go away without an answer. I

was determined , sir . "

Claude looked atthe poor menial . There was kind

ness in his eye, and his face wore the expression of

humanity and commiseration, which, through its rough

and not over clean features, made it look even beau

tiful.

“ Thank you ," said he ; “ I am really greatly
obliged to you ."

“ I don't know, sir, but I fear Count Carolan is a

hard man when any one offends him. You are not the

first he has kept here."

Well, let us see, ” said Claude . “ He can butre

fuse . " The letter ran thus :

“ SIR ,

“ I have committed the account against you to my

lawyer, who has already received his instructions, and

I cannot interfere with what now belongs entirely to

him .

“ Yours, etc.,

“ CAROLAN."

The paper was a thick, gold -edged English sheet.

It exhaled a perfume of roses, thewax was sprinkled

with gold , and the impression of the seal was the

finely -cut arms of the family.

“ Well !” said Claude , " I thought 80. 1-14 "

: He bent his head upon the table . Long confine
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ment had made him nervous and hysterical. He did

not shed a tear, but he grew pale and cold as the

thought of the wide streets — the moving crowds — the

fresh, sunshiny air—the deep, cool woods -- the sky

-the streams — and all the bright outward world, pass

ed like a vivid panorama through his imagination.

The man had gone out andclosed the door softly.

The poor fellow did not wish to disturb him ; and the

delicacy and refinement of this lowly heart - almost

as much immured here as himself - touched him, and

drew the tear which had not flowed at the thought of

his own disappointment.

At this instant there was a sudden rush against the

door, and a loud knocking. It was opened , and La

valle stood before him .

“ My friend, my beloved friend !" cried he, and they

leaped into each other's arms as if they had been
brothers.

“ I thought— " cried Claude, “ I was sure something

had kept you ."

“ I have been in France," said Lavalle. “ To-day.

is the first time I have heard of it. I have scarcely

touched the ground in coming. I overturned a fellow

at the door, and expect nothing else than to be put in

here with you for assault and battery ."

“ Who told you ?" asked Claude, lifting his face.

"Ah, that shall be for another time ; but, Dieu ! how

you are altered ! You are scarcely recognisable ;"

and he gazed at his always handsome face, but which

now , by confinement and reflection, had acquired a

delicacy, a transparency, and an expression of intel.

lect and refinement rarely seen in a countenance at

the same time so firm and manly. He had never

before, indeed,remarked how extremely handsome
Claude was. His features were so finely formed

his brows pencilled so definitely - his eyes so large

and fullof soul—and his mouth cut as if bythe hand

of a sculptor, all showing through a complexion which

might have been enviedby a woman. Lavalle com
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66

" And

prehended, as he gazed on his friend, better than ever,

the impression which he suspected he had made on

the heart of Ida.

“ The debt- ” said Lavalle. “ What is it ?"*

" Fifty pounds."

you have been here so long for such a sum ?

Pay it !pay it ten times over ! ' '

« Generous friend ! ” said Claude. " But do not be“

offended . You must do me a much greater favour

than what you propose.'

“ I swear to grant it, whatever it is," said Lavalle .

“You must not pay this debt. I have abased my

self before Carolan. I must make him feel his wrong.

“What ! vengeance from you ? Have you grown

wicked in your dungeon ?"

“ No. The vengeance I ask is to be permitted to

toil for and pay this myself. You shall get me out by

depositing theamount in court as a security for my

appearance. You are not afraid I shall run away ?"

* I'm afraid you won't ! ” said Lavalle .« .

“ Carolan must feel the cruelty , the"

“ Stop ," said Lavalle ; " he hasmore excuse than you

think. He regards you as the greatest obstacle to his

wishes in existence. I have heard a foule of things

since my arrival . You know Ida and I are cousins

by the mothers. I have always been as a brother. As

for love, she knows my views lie elsewhere. The day

of the duel, Elkington pressed her to accompany his

mother to London, so that on his arrival there, at the

proper time, their union might at length take place.

Well, what did she reply ? She dismissed him with

bitter contemptand horror - for ever ; she declared his

principles were as repulsive to her as his person -- that

the hand stained with the blood of a duel should never

touch hers in friendship again - and she did , somehow

or other, come out with the interesting avowal, that

you — from the attempts to humiliate you - had risen

superior to all your enemies. No one dreamed the

litile devil had so much spirit ; and she sent Elkington

a



THE COUNTESS IDA . 129

“ If

spinning off, in a greater rage than he will get over in

a year. So, in revenge, he has carried away with him

that rosy-lipped Mary Digby. This fact has confirm

ed the evil opinion of him which every one already

began to entertain, and has so completely convinced a

certain lovely young countess that your reported mar

riage with her wasall a fabrication of Elkington, that

--but this is, of course , all jest. However, it was she

who told me of your situation, and in a way which

why, I'm worse at keeping a secret thana woman !"

“ Lavalle,spare me !” said Claude. “ you mean to

intimate that I am honoured with the esteem of this

young girl, I will merit it by my conduct. Never will I

approach her. I have had a humiliating lesson . My

firmest prayer is, that we may never meet again. But

for this debt, I would leave Berlin to-night.'

“ Do as you please ; but what means are you going

to take to earn,as you call it, this money ? You can't

plough or cut wood, canyou
?”

“ I can teach English ,” said Claude.

“ You ??

“ Even I. ”

“ You - the elegant- the flattered -- the admired

Claude Wyndham "

“ Dear Lavalle, your spirits run away with you .

Remember I am weak and sad , or, at least, I have been

so so long, that even joy is a pain. When shall I be

out ? I sigh for one breath of sweet, fresh air ! " and,

in truth, he heaved a deep-drawn sigh .

“ I shall drive at once to my banker's—to the law

yer's—10 the court. If it can be done to-day, it shall.

I'm off this very instant— "

“ But, Lavalle - I am ashamed to tell you - I am ac

tually without food . You have come in time. I am

down to my last penning. I have eaten nothing to

« Trust to me,” said Lavalle, tears springing into

“ Trust all to me ;" and he dashed off as

hastily as he had entered .

9

day !

his eyes.

M 2
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As Claude looked around upon the naked walls,

every crack of which he knew , every web of which

he had watched for hours and weeks, he almost

feared the last scene had been a dream, so bright, daz

zling, and even painful was the sudden prospect of
freedom .

In half an hour, two waiters, aproned, and bearing an

ample and very odoriferous dinner, entered . There

was everything that could tempt his palate : two or

three kinds ofchoice wines - segars - silver covers—

clean tableclothsand napkins . The table was spread

as if for a lord . The waiters desired to know whether

they should withdraw, and , upon receiving his answer,,

they retired . Such a meal is as full of consolation for

troubles that are past, as of firm resolutions against fu

ture evils. As he was commencing it, the commis

sioner looked in for something. Claude made him sit

down with him and share the welcome feast . The

honest fellow ate as he had never eaten before ; the;;

delicate viands disappeared with marvellous quickness,

and the sparkling Champagne was disposed of without

useless ceremonies or unnecessary delay. At the re

quest of Claude, the remains of the feast — and they

were ample - were conveyed up stairs to his quondam

companions ; and in a quarter of an hour the dishes

and bottles were brought down in a state which the

honest commissioner declared would save the restau

rateur the trouble of washing.

“ Our people up stairs, sir," said he, “ make clean

work of it. They don't get Champagne and asparagus

every day - poor devils !"

Time flew with rapidity. Evening came, and with

it the jailer, with an order from the judge. It is prob

able Lavalle had already taken the necessary meas

uresto procure it before his visit.

“ I am requested to give you what money you

want," said the director down stairs. He was going

to make some magnificent donation to all his fellow

prisoners, if not, in fact, to pay their debts outright,

—
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when he remembered that he was lavishing money not

his own. He contented himself, therefore, by taking

for himself a more moderate sum than he had at first

proposed, and ordering certain benevolent favours for

the prisoners. The good commissioner was by no

means forgotten, but received a donation which he ap

peared to think a fortune. After a few other dona-.

tions and arrangements, and changing his loose prison
suit for that he usually wore, heonce more stepped

outside the door of his dismal abode, from whichsev

eral times he had believed he could never emerge

again till carried by careless hands to a neglected

grave.

Lavalle had sent a horse , which was held by a ser

vant at the door. Claude mounted into the saddle

with the feeling of a monarch who is about to return

to a kingdom he has saved, at the head of an army he

has led to victory. His sensations on riding through

the town on feeling himself again amid moving-

crowds -- on passing the old Schloss - on reaching the

Brandenbourg gate, and pushing his horse to a full

gallop along the broad, fragrant avenues of the wood,

we shall leave to the imagination of the reader ; hoping

that he if possible, often enjoy a pleasure as de

lightful, without purchasing it with pains as disagreea
ble as those our hero had suffered. Suffice it to say, he

suffered no disagreeable thoughts of business to break

uponthe sensations of that hour. Again he breathed

the fresh air of Heaven ; again the calm old trees,

streams, and flowers were around him, and no object

met his eye without conveying to his soul a sense of

pure hope and exquisite pleasure ; for if the past was

without happiness, it had been also without self-re

proach .

may,
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CHAPTER XVIII.

LAVALLE had directed his servant to appoint a meet

ing with Claude, as soon as he should have finished his

ride, at his own lodgings . On arriving there as the

cool afternoon shadows began to descend upon the

earth , he found the groom waiting for the horse ; and

he understood the delicacy whichhad induced Lavalle

to leave him the first few hours of his freedom to his

own reflections, or rather sensations . He now longed

for the meeting with his friend with impatience.
There was much which he had to ask. He had been

completely cut off from the world . He knew nothing

of the great political changes going on around him .

He was ignorant of what had occurred in Berlin du

ring his absence. Where was General St. Hillaire ?

Where was Kühl? He had heard nothing more of

him, nor of the fortunate owner of the purse . Not one

of all his acquaintances had come to see him, so much

had his reputation been injured by the misrepresenta

tions of Elkington — the statements of Carolan—the

blow which he had received unresistingly - and his

sudden fall from a state of independenceto utter pov

erty. He learned of Lavalle all that he required.

General St. Hillaire had been, ever since his imprison

ment, ill in bed . Of Kühl Lavalle could state nothing,

except that very probably he was ignorant of the fact

that "Claude was confined. Plans were now arranged

for the future. Claude positively refused to accept

of the money as a loan, or that he might advance it to

Carolan, but that he would wait till he had earned it

by his own labour. He had no hopeof being able to

resume his station in society, and he determined to ac- ,

commodate himself at once to the new one to which

Providence had destined him. He avoided making

anyinquiry of Ida, and Lavalle did not touch upon that

subject, thinking, perhaps, that he had already said
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more than he had a right to in the hurry of his joy.

He promised Claude a class of five every evening, at

a thaler an hour ; and five at separate hours during the

day, also at a thaler, making ten thalers a day, or sixty

thalers a week ; a princely income for a poor profes

sor of languages ; but Lavalle was an able patron , and

put a heart intohis undertakings which did not allow

them to fail. He determined to call on Kühl, and pro

cure also his aid ; and they calculated that, in a short

time, he could pay his debt to Carolan and the London

banker, entirely extricate himself from pecuniary em

barrassment, and be in the receipt of a comfortable in

come till circumstances should offer an occupation

more agreeable to his taste . It was decided that he

should go into a plain lodging the next day, call in all

his bills, and Lavalle would state the prospect of a

speedy settlement to the few creditors for their re

maining small balance. The next morning, accord

ingly, Claude found a single plain room , kept by a

poor old widow lady, who agreed to board, aswell as

lodge him, at a moderate price. Lavalle took the

watch out of the jailer's hands and bought it himself,

allowing for it the sum it originally cost; and under

took himself to superintend all the affairs of his friend,

while the latter should devote himself to his new avo

cations . In less than a week, the whole number of

scholars was procured. Mr. Kühl had heard nothing of

Claude ; and concluding, from his nonappearance,that

he had left town for the summer, he made no inquiries

after him. He was shocked to learn of his vicissi

tudes, and delighted to be able to renderhim any as

sistance . Hiswhole family entered into his plan, and

agreed to become pupils in English ; and Claude soon

found himself completely established in his new voca

tion, with the mostpleasingprospects of success. His

room was plain, but, after his period of probation in

the prison, truly comfortable. The furniture was or

dinary, but neat. The good woman supplied his meals

in the house ; but finding that it would be more conve
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other person .

nient for her, as well as less expensive for himself, he

offered to eat at the same table with her, and he re

quested her to make no change in her usual fare, ex

cept in the addition of the quantity necessary for an

Poor Claude was now, from necessity, excluded

from the society where he had before been received

with so much attention ; and , had this not been the

case, he would by no means have sought it. There

were not wanting several — and they the most cultiva

ted and distinguished people — whom , had a selection

been in his power,he would , from the first, havechosen

for his friends; who seemed to take a kind of interest

in him, inspired partly by his history as recounted by

Lavalle,and partly by his personal manners and char.
acter. The incident of the purse of goldand his re

fusing the reward, at the moment when he had just

heard of his ruin , had been everywhere related by

Mr. Kühl, and had reached royal ears . Expressions

of admiration had been repeated from lips whose opin

ions were not likely to be gainsaid ; and his character

as an honest man was made apparent, and was grow

ing every day more so. His presence in Berlin, his

lowly occupation, his unintermitting industry, and the

nature of the employment he had adopted, brought

him in contact with many people, who were struck

with the modesty and yet quiet dignity of his manners,

the plainness of his dress, and the punctuality and

cheerful conscientiousness which he put into his la

bours. There was a general harmony and consistency

in his life, which spoke for him against calumny ; and

the mild yet steady firmness with which he met, when

accidentally they crossed his path , those whom he had

once known on terms of equality, and who knew he

had not only descended from the rank in which he had

first appeared, but had unresistingly received a blow

rather than fight a duel , engaged their respect and al

tered their unfavourable opinion of him . Rumours,

too, of the assassin who had twice attempted his life,
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· had awakened allthe watchfulness of the police, and

was now generally and implicitly believed , although

at first doubted. This threw a new sympathy around

Claude, and produced another curious effect. The

character of Elkington had begun to be whispered

about ; his affair with the officer his exposure at

cards — the displeasure of his father, etc. The fierce

brutality with which he had conducted himself in the

quarrel with Denham began now to be more coolly

canvassed, even by thosewho at first thought it ex

cusable. Although, in the interview with his mother,

where his passions, roused to their highest furyby her

narrative and thedangers impendingover him , he had

so far forgotten himself as to inflict a blow upon the

author of his being ; although , during that interview,

the outer doors had been locked and doubly locked ,

the incident had transpired, the occurrence was re

ported and credited. Indeed, anything would have

been credited of Elkington ; and now the attempts

upon Claude's life were laid to his charge . It is thus

that such a character at length becomes an object of

universal distrust and suspicion .

It had been before stated in the journals—but Claude,

in his prison, knew nothing of it — that the death of the

Earl of Beverly had been announced pematurely . He

had fallen into a fit from which no human skill could

save him , and it was improbable that he could ever

have the use of his senses again , at least until the

moment of his death . Elkington therefore remained

longer in a state of suspense, and had gone to London

with his mother. The Digbys had also gone. No

thing more had been heard of them in Berlin, or of

their unfortunate daughter.

Under these circumstances , Claude began to be re

garded as at least an honest man, and a man of prin.

ciple. All who had dealings with him acknowledged

even that, when they were not paid, he had made

every possible sacrifice to satisfy their demands. His

verypresence in the streets, where he might be occa
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sionally seen passing to and from the various houses

of his pupils, was an answer to the principal charges

against him . His hard labour - his self-deprivation of

all the luxuries and amusements of life - the simple

and even rude dress which he now wore, if without

pride, at least without shame and the constant friend

ship and praises of Lavalle, were all in his favour.

He was not unfrequently invited, poor and unfashion

able as he now was, to dine at the tables of Monsieur

de N and General St. Hillaire, as well as two or

three others, who believed him to have made the great

sacrifice of his passions and his reputation as a man

of courage -- that treasure which an honourable mind

would purchase with life - to a conscientious principle

of action . These invitations he however declined ,

from a feeling that the poor and those in debt should

indulge in no pleasureswhich might lead to the slight
est expense . Besides, satisfied with the purity of his

actions, he shrank from the attention which they ex .

cited ; and his life, in the midst of a great city , sur

rounded by moving armies and a glittering court, was

almost as solitary and simple as that of Robinson Cru

soe in his island. He had steeled his heart to meet

the world ; and, strange to say, notwithstanding his

fall, he was happier than before . He seemed to have

regained his independence. Occupation gave him

wholesome spirits . The direction of his energies to

a single purpose excluded weak reveries and idle ap

prehensionsfrom his mind . He thoughtof Ida some

times, but it was as one dead . Respecting her senti

ments towards him he was still uncertain. It had hap

pened two or three times that she had seen him in the

street: sometimes when he was walking alone , thought

ful and sad , in the Park, sometimes hastening along

the street to his daily toils . He could not but re

member that at Monsieur de N - 's, the last time

they had met in society, when he sought her eye , she

turned away, as if unwilling to address him. He knew

this was an act of obedience to an arbitrary father,
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but it was enough to keep him from intruding upon

her again, even with a look ; and on the occasionsof

these accidental encounters, he cast his eyes to the

ground with an humble pride, of which hecould not

know the effect upon this young girl. Often, in his

walks, too, he met the various persons of the societé ;

and, although at first it pained him, after a little time

he was only amused to see the unfeelingness with

which some met him. At first he had, from an un

premeditated sense of courtesy, bowed to the still

happy acquaintances of his former hours . But so

many among them discovered a disinclination to re

ceive even apassing recognition, that he determined to

address no one first. Some had bowed in return, but

hastened by as if afraid to be addressed by him ; some

returned his salutation witha stately air of superior

ity ; some replied with an inclination so slight and

cool, and a look so soon averted, as to indicate plainly

how offensive they found the impertinence of recogni

sing them ; while others, with an ostentatious care,

dropped their eyes to the ground, lifted them to the

sky, or turned them away till he had passed . There

were not wanting some who stared in his face, with

out thinking it necessary to use ceremony in gratifying

their curiosity, but who, on his civil bow on meeting

their glances, only opened their eyes and mouths a

little wider, and, with a steady gaze of astonishment,

suffered his courtesy to remain unanswered, or to be

replied to exactly aswould have been the case had

they been unexpectedly addressed by an entire stran

ger. It would be paying a poor compliment to these

gay circles to say that the class we have described

formed the majority; Oftenhewas stopped by the
gentle, the cultivated, and the refined, with kind and

affable inquiriesafter his health and prospects. Some

distinguished him thus in his altered fortunes with

more marks of respect than they had bestowed before.

And there were ladies -- youngand old --who, by the

simplest actsof affability, meeting him with exactly
Vol. II .-N
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the same charming familiarity with which they had

always greeted him , appeared to his grateful and im

pressionable mind insuch a fair light — the old so good,

the young so graceful and lovely — that surély , had

the proud,the conceited, and the narrow -minded known

how strong a feeling of admiration could be produced

by such simple sacrifices, there would have been no

superciliousness and arrogance among them ; if not nat

ural sweetness of character, good sense would have

made them less pretending. But there are people who
have neither. If the limits of the story wouldpermit,

we could find materials for a goodly volume in ihe ex

perience of our hero from the receipt of the fatal let

ter withdrawing his income, to that when he found

himself the possessor of sufficient money to discharge

the amount of Carolan's debt, as well as all else that

he owed in the world. There are two or three epi

sodes narrated at large, and an edifying succession in

the manuscript of the king's library, from which this

history is drawn, which it would gratify us to lay be

fore the reader, did time and space permit. One re

fers to the illness of a little boy, the son of the poor

old lady with whom Claude boarded , and who, being

ill of a contagious disorder, was attended in person by

Claude , at the peril of his life and against the warn

ings of the physician. The poor little fellow , not

withstanding this service, died ; and a part of Claude's

earnings were appropriated to paying the mournful

expenses attending the committal of his sweet little

body to the earth . The old lady knew no one to tell

this to . The doctor said the gentleman was a fool,

and always spoke of him as such, without always gir

ing the reasons on which that flattering epithet was

founded. Claude himself was not in the habit of ma

king his own acts the topic of conversation, and there

fore this affair was neverknown till the doctor one day,

on finding that Claude had employed a more eminent

physician, let it out in revenge, and to ruin his char

acter as a man of sense .
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Another of these episodes describes how old Mr.

Kühl had a daughter ,Mademoiselle Kühl - how she

was about eighteen years of age -- that her charms of

person were equalled only byher heart and mind

and how she spent so much time in studying the ir

regular verbs, adjectives, and conjunctions of the Eng

lish tongue, under the tutelage of her handsome and

melancholy young professor, that, before she was aware

of the progress she was making, she found she had ac

quired a considerable knowledge upon other subjects

besides syntax and prosody. She grew so reserved

and cool to Mr. Wyndham , that that young gentleman,

entirely engaged with his grammars and dictionary,

concluded she had taken offence against him. With

a simplicity rather violent in a youth who, however

fond of rural beauty, had not spent all his life in the

country, he addressed old Mr. Kühl upon the sub

ject, and was made to open his very interesting eyes

wider than he had done for sometime by a frank ex

planation of the sudden cause from Kühl , and an offer

of a furnished house in the Linden, near the Thiergar

ten - a banker would hold payable to his order the

sum of 100,000 thalers, Prussian money - and the

young lady herself, with a pair of eyes as full of ten

derness as a star is of light ; and all these on no more

difficult a condition than the utterance of the little mon

osyllable “ Yes.” But that word , short and easy as it

may be , is often the source of profound consequences ,

and is often found the most difficult, and sometimes,

also, the most dangerous in the dictionary.

Claude was astonished at the proposal of this offer,

but his astonishment was not greater than that of Mr.

Kühl upon hearing him respectfully but firmly de

cline it.

“ What ! zounds ! hey ! refuse a fortune of 100,000

thalers, with such a girl as my Emily ! and you scarce

ly out of prison ? Refuse my Emily ? what! hey ! "

My esteemed friend, ” said Claude, with a delicacy

and tact which his kind patron perfectly understood

a

a
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and deeply felt, “ I can never refuse what the young

lady has herself never offered, and perhaps would not

sanction ; but I may tell you , in confidence, that long

before I knew you — 1-13 "

“ Ah ,keh !" said the old gentleman . “ It is so - is

it ? Well-1-she-we had better say no more about
it ."

“ I may add,” said Claude, “that even when I com

menced with your family, their knowledge of English

was so good that they scarcely required my services;

and nowthey are almost in a state to teach it them

selves. Let me therefore withdraw as a tutor, and

meet you and them hereafter only as a friend. I have

alreadymore than I can attend to, for I believe every

body in Berlin has undertaken to learn English."

“ Be it so," said Mr. Kühl. “ I should feel awk

ward in my present position with any other person,”,

added he, gravely, and with some confusion ; " but

you - in every breath, in every glance - are a man of

honour ; a man," he added, with some feeling, " whom

a father can trust with the sacredest secret of his

daughter's soul."

The manuscript goes on to say, that for a period
Claude continued his visits to the house, but they

gradually grew fewer and farther between, and at

length entirely ceased .

The third circumstance, which, however useful it

would be in swelling our history to the required size,

had we not on hand “ metal more attractive,” is, the

conduct of Monsieur Rossi. He recovered, and re

sumed his toils as a French teacher ; but he was pale,

melancholy, and distrait. He lived almost on the

bounty of Claude. His manner was strange and un

social. He exhibited no gratitude for the favours he

had received and was daily receiving ; but demanded

more money as if of his banker. Claude tried to sooth

him into some kind of companionship, but his efforts

werefruitless. He was taciturn and gloomy in socie

ty . When they met in the street, this singular being

often avoided him . In all cases of want, however, he
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did not hesitate to seek him and solicit his aid, and to

coolly apply the gratuity to luxuries which the giver

denied to himself. With a spirit which a blow had

irritated to madness, he did not hesitate to live on the

charity of another, and to spend in selfish follies his

friend's hard - earned gains . Claude at length perceiv

ed that he was not, after all , an object of real merit, and

one day he frankly refused to give him money. His

demeanour on the occasion was cold , ungrateful, and

mean . He at first begged, and then knelt down and

implored for a few thalers. Disgusted and astonished,

Claude refused positively , and told him to seek else

where his living hereafter. He offered to exert him

self, if he wished, to procure him scholars , but not to

give him the means ofliving in idleness and intemper

ance. He told him he had just enough to pay his

debts, and that he was now about to pay Carolan .

“ Ah, oh !” said Rossi. “ You remember ,perhaps,

what I told you about Ida . It was a lie . It was all
my own fabrication . "

“ Be it so, " said Claude. " I did not speak of it .”

“ But you think of it often , ” said Rossi . " I am not

blind . I have seen you — in the night even -- lingering

by her house . "

“ Do you dog my steps, sir ?” said Claude, sternly .

“ Yes - yours and hers,” said Rossi.” “Many an

hour I have watched you both unseen , undreamed of.

She must not suppose I have forgotten the vile blow

I received in her presence and on her account, and

that she touched afterward, in friendship, the hand
that struck me. As for you , sir -- what if she does love

you ? what if she has been ill— to death almost ? what

if her health is gone— her beauty fading — her heart

heavy - her eyes, even,full of misery ? Does she think

I pity her ? Not a bit. I gloat on these signs of de

“ Rossi,” said Claude, “ whatmadness is this ? Who

told you the Countess Ida was ill ? ”

My own eyes — my own heart; and not only that
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she is ill , but that she is ill for you. And you , who

have stolen her from me-you deny me thepoor means

to live ! Look to it ! you and she too. I have wait.

ed and waited , and paused and paused ! I have been

by her in hours when she thought herself alone - in the

day - in the night-- in thecrowdin solitude - watch

ing - gazing - Weak fool! the scene must close . The

fire is lighted on the altar - the high -priest attends

the victim is bound. Look to it ! sir ! "

He stamped his foot fiercely. His features were

pale and haggard, his eye flashed with a fearful ex

pression, andhe withdrew, slamming the door vio

lently after him . This conduct confirmed a suspicion,

which had glanced across Claude's mind before, that

the poor being had moments of insanity, and to that

he ascribed the vague threats which he uttered ; but

whether they weredirected against himself or Ida, he

could not tell.

Atlength, however, the money was in his hand to

pay the demand of Carolan , who, through hislawyer,

had demanded the highest rate of interest, and allthe

costs of the suit and his imprisonment. The other

debts were already paid . He accordingly met the

lawyer and paid the judgment. It was on a pleasant

morning in the latter part of the summerthat he set

off to demand a personal interview with Carolan, the

last, richest, and hardest of his creditors. It was his

intention to ask of Carolan a retraction of the suspi

cions he had expressed againsthim. He went, there

fore, to his magnificent palace, from which he was now

excluded as an inferior being. He was much altered

by the constant labours, events, and feelings of the

last few months. His health was enfeebled. His

cheeks were pale and thin , and his once smooth face

showed lines of care and sorrow . Poverty, which did

not break his spirit, had worn upon his body. The

thought of debt had caused him many a bitter day

and sleepless night. It seemed even as if he were

sinking gradually into the grave; a fact of which, by

.
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the sadness on his brow , he might have been conscious.

His clothes, too, were poor and faded. The money

necessary to dress himself better, he had, even from

his slender earnings, bestowedon Rossi,or the little

boy who had perished from the earth like an early

flower, and whom he had ardently loved . He had

sent some, also, to his banker, to be paid to Mrs. Den

ham, without receiving any answer from or news of

her ; and the resolution to pay all his debts before

Carolan's demand had obliged him to spend nothing

on his own person .

As he approached the palace of Carolan there was

about it an air of grandeurwhich contrasted singu

larly with his own humble sphere . Twoor three serve.

ingmen in livery were lounging at the door, and sev

eral equipages were drawn up in front --the panels glit

tering with the ostentatious arms of the owners;the

chasseurs, in their gorgeous dresses, lounging about ;

and the coachmen asleep on their boxes, exhausted

with late hours and hard work . As he entered the

hall, the servants did not move from their careless at

titudes the very men who once, at the sight of him,

sprung up with the violent respect they were taught

to pay alone to the rich and great. Cards werean

expense he had long laid aside, and he had written his

name on a piece of paper.

“ Well, ” said one ofthe men, with a round face and

goggle eyes, and bursting with good feed and lazy

living, “ what do you want ?”

6 To see Monsieur le Comte Carolan ."

" I don't think it likely you'll succeed in doing that

at present,” replied the man, taking the paper uncere

moniously from his hand, and looking at him from

head to foot. “Monsieur le Comte is engaged ; you'd

better call to -morrow . "

“ Do me the favour to take my name in ," said

Claude.

“ Why, monsieur, he is with company now ; and as

he goes to France the day after to-morrow , he has no

"
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time to lose . Hadn't you better leave your business

with me?"

“ To France ? With his family ? ”

“ Ay, with Mademoiselle Ida . ”

" With Mademoiselle Ida ?”

Claude's heart felt an old twinge of a malady which

he had striven hard to overcome .

“ I must see him , then, to-day, and I will only pay

it into his own hands."

' Well, if the man insists on it, ” said the other foot

man, "you'd better let him go into the study and wait.

I'll take your name, monsieur. Walk up into the

study. "

The two men mounted the broad flight of steps,

whose velvet carpet felt strange beneath his feet. One
went in with the name. The other passed through

three or four of the spacious and gorgeous rooms into

a smaller and most exquisitely furnished cabinet,the

walls clothed with richly -bound books and priceless

paintings, and full of all the thousand elegances and

luxuries of the rich and great. He sat down on a

chair in the embrasure of one of the windows, half

concealed by stands of flowers, curtains, and statues.

He had not been there a minute when a step was heard .

The door opened, and Ida entered. Claude did not

move eitherto conceal or reveal himself, but he per

ceived at once she did not see him, and was not aware

that any one was present. She passed to a bookcase

and took out a book. Her face was pale and sad .

She was not at all the same careless and happy girl

whom he had seen in the portrait. The time which

had passed over her had left its marks, and she was

really changed. Yet, as he gazed again, with a rap

ture that almost suspended his being, he thought her

more beautiful than ever. There was in her coun

tenance more thought and character . It had that

sweetness which patient grief gives, and which Ra

phael has portrayed with such an inspired hand .

Claude could not wholly exclude the idea that the

a
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changes in her face might have been occasioned partly

by him . The fervourof his own love rose again in

his bosom ; and to have thrown himself at her feet,

and said one farewell, he would have consented to

die the same hour. But he restrained himself. He

remembered his promise, his duty,and her happiness,

and he sat silent. She was passing out again with

the book she had taken down, when, by some strange

chance, she returned to look at a tuberose, recently

brought in , which she had not seen before. The flow

er, with a number of others, stood on a large stand

between her and himself, and had hitherto prevented

her seeing him. As she advanced, he rose. His eyes

were bent to the ground , his face was pale. He

scarcely knew whether he felt more pain or pleasure,

and he could not repress or hide his agitation. She

knew him instantly ; but at the sight of him - his pale ,

thin face, his mean clothes, his dusty boots, and all

the apparel of poverty - a half-uttered shriek and shud

der escaped her, and she sank into a chair covering

her face with her hands . Yes ! it was love ingenuous,

artless love - unused to the womanly power ofconceal

ment ; and the deep crimson which succeeded the

pallor of her forehead and neck , and all that those

trembling and beautiful hands sought in vain to hide,

taught her as well as him , that, without words, the

sacred secret of her soul was betrayed.

It seems that, with the innate dignity and purity of

her nature, she recovered her self-possession almost

instantly, for she rose and said, extending her hand
frankly ,

“ Mr. Wyndham - you have been so long absent

you - you are so greatly altered—that the sight of you
startled me."

“ Let me hope,” said Claude, and once more she
listened to the tones of a voice so much loved , so long

unheard , and now touched with a tremour that betrayed

irresistible agitation, “ that neither my absence , nor

anything that has occurred during it, has deprived me

of the - esteem - of - of - s0 valued a friend ."
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It was mutually clear to both the lovers -- for so we

trust the sagacious reader has long since found them

—that this accidental meeting was to be reduced as

soonas possible from the tone of high feeling which it

had first awakened , to the safer and less embarrassing

courtesy of ordinary society. Both wished it, and

both intuitively felt the delicacy and propriety which

demanded it.

"Indeed, Mr. Wyndham , I should do myself but

poor justice if I did not say how clearly I have per

ceived the propriety of your conduct, and how litile I

have shared the errors of others respecting you ."

“ You make me happy," said Claude ; and with a

deeper fervour, which he could not repress, and per

haps was not aware of, he added ,

* The approbation of such as you is all I dare hope ;
and yours — is all I desire . "

“ We are about visiting France ! " said Ida , some

what hastily. “ My father, in doing so, acts against

the advice of all his friends; but he is very firm in his

determinations. My uncle, Colonel St. Marie, pro

posed to leave Paris; butmy father is hastening there

to prevent him , and hasoffered to aid him in the cause

of the king. The strange revolution going on there

my father thinks will be put down very soon ;and he

is willing, if his majesty wishes, to enter into his ser

vice . You know he spent his youth in the army."

" It is a very dangerous journey ," said Claude.

“ But he expects a high office from the king — and

is determined to go immediately.”.

“ We shall not see you again, then !" said Claude.
“ No ; and I am very fortunate in this opportunity

to bid you farewell. Myfather will be disengaged, I

believe, in a moment." She held out her hand. “ I

wish you all happiness, Mr. Wyndham .”

This was the weak moment which Claude had

scarcely the strength to resist. He took the hand ex

tended to him . He attempted to speak, but afterthe

first word his utterance failed. To have indicated by
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the slightest pressure of that hand the feelings of his

obosom - to have expressed with a gesture what words

refused to utter — to have raised those soft fingers to

his lips, as they yet lingered in his, were the impulses

of his soul . But he was one of those men who had

learned to govern himself, to make sacrifices, to resist

impulses, and to act with honour in all the most mi

nute and secret affairs of life. He dropped the hand

almost coldly ; but all his prudence could not prevent

the thought which swelled his heart from finding ut

terance.

“ Is it for ever- ? "

Her eyes met his, and she replied,

“ It is for ever.”

There was a step . She was gone ; and he rose and

hastily dashed the drops from his eyes, to meet the

conceited andunrelenting father of the being whom he

now loved with more fervour than ever, and who was to

bless his eyes no more.

“ Well, sir,” said Carolan, sitting down by a table,

without asking his visiter to follow his example," what
procures me the honour of this visit ?"

“ Count Carolan , ” said Claude, advancing quietly,

and even respectfully, to the table, for he had now not
even the desire to retaliate the rudeness of this weak

man, “ I have come to state to you that the sum for

which you imprisoned meis paid.”

“ I have no time myself to arrange these affairs with

you ,but my lawyer will ."

“ No, monsieur, it is already arranged ; but Iwish,

before separating from you ,without the probability of
our ever meeting again, to inform you, that the debts

which, by a verypeculiar accident, I found myself un

able to pay in the commencement of the summer, äre

now all discharged ; not by any arrangement or any

accident, but by the results of my personal labour."

“ I have nothing to do with all this, sir. It may be

true or not. I have neither the time nor the inclination

to inquire, as your character and yourself are equally

indifferent to me. "
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“ Could no proof make you publicly unsay, at least,

that part of the aspersions which I learn you have cast,

on my honesty in pecuniary matters ? "

“ I know nothing of you or your affairs, sir ; and I

wish to know nothing of them . When man has de

ceived me once, I find it quite enough. My hospitality

is sometimes abused by persons whom I take up on

too slight grounds— "

“Take up ! Count Carolan."

“ But I am a little too well read in human nature to

suffer myself to be betrayed twice by the same per

son ; one of the servants will show you out, sir; and,

our mutual affairs being now settled, I hope He

rose and
rang

the bell .

Adieu, sir,” said Claude ; " if I thought you capa

ble of distinguishing between right andwrong, I would

ask you to reflect hereafter that you have refused to

do justice to the character whichyou have proofs is

free from reproach, and that you have not thoughtit

unworthy of your courage to insult a person who mildly

claimed your good opinion ,and whom you know to be

without the defence usually possessed by gentlemen

under the same circumstances .'

“ I can't remain listening to you, sir, all day ; and

you will excuse me "

They were interrupted by a loud shriek. It was

sudden and piercing, and announced extreme terror.

It was followed bya confusion of various noises, an

opening of doors, a treading of feet, and several voices

callingout.

“ What can that be ?" said the count, his pompous

manner leaving him entirely ; and they both hastened

out, Claude as much agitated as he, for he thought he

recognised the voice which had uttered the scream as
Ida's. They ran across two or three rooms, which

seemed to their eager suspense interminable, and

reached, at length, ihe large hallused sometimes as a

dining and sometimes as a ball room . At the far

ther end a sight met their view which wellnigh de

prived them of the power of motion, Ida, her hands
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extended, her face struck with terror, stood shrinking

from the fury of a stranger, apparently in a delirium

of rage and revenge. He held a large pistol in each

hand, of which one was presented at the breast of

the fainting girl. The servants, called by her shrieks,

had crowded the doors ; but as the maniac - for it

was Rossi, in a fearful paroxysm of insanity --turn

ed his dreadful eye and levelled weapon upon them ,

they crowded and shrunk back with hasty terror.

Never was a more frightful object than the unhappy
young man at this moment. His livid face wore

the hideous grin of a lunatic. His thick hair was
wild about his head . He mowed and chattered to

himself, and pointed first his long finger and then the

pistol at the terrified being whose charms had driven

his senses awreck. At the same time, he made wry

faces, sometimes at her, and sometimes at beings who

seemed to be hovering around him in the air ; and his

motions were so sudden and fantastic, that no one could

have seen him thus abandoned to all the ecstasy of
madness, even in chains, without horror and fear. But

now , thus armed , all gave up
Ida as lost. It was amo

ment of most intense and agonizing expectation, and
the wretched being went on mowing and chattering to

himself till the foam stood upon his lips .

Rossi," said Claude, advancing upon him cau

tiously, while Carolan stood petrified in motionless

despair .

The terrible intruder turned at the sound of his

voice, and laughed till the hall echoed again .

“ Ah ha ! ” said he , “ where is Elkington now ? He

struck me once - oh God — the dog ! the reptile ! But

the sacrifice is prepared ! Why does he not come to

claim his wife ?"

“ Rossi, my kind friend,” said Claude, in a soothing'

voice, but one which trembled with horror, lest, ere he

could succeed in grasping him , he might fire upon the
sweet girl, upon whose bloody sacrifice he seemed so
determined .
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“ What !" cried Rossi , “ you will come forward ?

Stir an inch-stir one hair's breadth , and she dies !"

and he levelled both his pistols at Ida.

Carolan started to rush forward, but Rossi extended

his arm with a gesture which arrested at once the ad

vance of the agonized father .

“ Keep his attention this way,” said Claude to Car

olan , in a low tone, " and I will secure him !”

“ I will," murmured Carolan , shaking in every limb ;

“ I will , I will . Here you have not the courage to

look at me, you foul madman ," he continued .

“Not the courage ?" echoed Rossi ; and he darted

upon Carolan, but suddenly he stopped. With the

shrewdness of a madman, he suspected a connivance,

and he turned to look for Claude. He perceived him

now fairly in themiddle of the floor, alone, and com

pletely between him and Ida . At this sight his fury

seemed lashed into new delirium . He stamped his

foot and exclaimed,

“ Stand aside ! You canting, ignominious fool,

stand aside ! Will you too fall ? Away. I am going

to fire . The hour — the instant has come. I have

gloated for months on this moment. At length it is

here . Leave her to her fate .”

Claude stood back before Ida . Had he advanced

to seize him , he could have fired at her by changing

his position . His only hope was to shield her with

his person, even if it could be done only by receiving

the ball in his own body . He placed himself, there

fore, before her in such a way as to protect her entire

ly from danger.

No, no, cried Ida, convulsively ; “ noble ! gener
ous ! no, no "

But, as she spoke, Rossi fired, and the ball lodged in
the wall within an inch of Claude's head .

" Step aside, I say, reptile ! ” howled the maniac

again, advancing with the other pistol drawn, and

gnashing his teeth with fiendish rage; but Claude stood
firm , lifted his tall figure so as to shield completely the

form of Ida, and fixed his eye steadily on his adversa
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ry , who advanced so near as to make the destruction

of one of his intended victims almost certain . He had

approached to within two or three yards, and was in

the act of pulling the trigger, when Ida fainted and

fell ' heavily upon Claude's arm , who stamped his

foot suddenly , and exclaimed , “ Fire," and at the same

time rushed forward with his burden in such a way as

to throw the maniac from his aim . He started, and at

the same moment the pistol was discharged. A shriek

of horror burst from all the household who had as

sembled to witness this frightful scene . The ball again

buried itself in a splendid door at a still greater dis

tance from its intended objects. Carolan himself, ac

companied by twenty servants, now leaped upon the

unfortunate wretch, who, in the impotence of his fury,

had dashed the heavy butt of the pistol into his own

head with a force which wounded him dangerously.

All was now confusion . Claude committed the sense.

less form of the fair girl he had saved at such imminent

risk to the arms of her trembling father ; who, as

often happens with men of feeble understanding, had

been so bewildered and stunned by the greatness of

the danger, that, whatever might have been his cour

age, he did not know what to do. Had he advanced ,

he believed it would only have been to behold his

daughter murdered long before he could reach her or

the assassin.

A confusion of joy now took place of the despair

which had, till the securing of Rossi, filled every mind.

Claude was the object ofuniversal admiration . In the

dangerous crisis in which he found himself, he had ex

hibited a self-possession and courage which surprised

everybody, and which alone had saved the life of Ida.

That he had ever been suspected of cowardice was

now a matter of astonishment ; and it was acceded

that few men would have so calmly faced almost cer
tain death . The idea that he had suffered a blow

rather than fight a duel now received a kind of inter

est, which raised him to a rank above that of a merely
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brave man . Simple bodily courage is by no means a

rare gift; and, when possessed without moral courage,

doesnot entitle a man to the high standing whichhe

sometimes claims on account of it.

CHAPTER XIX.

Ida had no sooner been safely conveyed to her

apartment, than Carolan returned to seek Claude, with

an embarrassment which he could scarcely conceal.

He had not an understanding sufficiently enlarged to

teach him how to act on such an occasion ; and the

dictates of his heart, however naturally good, had so

long been subservient to his vanity, that it had ceased

to serve him as a useful guide. He thanked the pre

server of his daughter with a gratitude which wasnot

free from condescension ; and, in acknowledging the

debt, he showed that he wished it had not been incur

red. He had neither learned to forgive nor to ask for

giveness; graces which belong only to sense and feeling.

On theday after this event Ida had quite recov

ered from the effects of her fright, and Carolan sent a

servant to Claude's humble lodging to say she would

be happy to see and thank her preserver. The note

was couched in terms of cold pride, in which the in
flated character of the count was easily visible . Claude

was carefully informed that the meeting was at the re
quest of the count himself.

Without taking umbrage at the eccentric weakness

of a character in which he felt little interest, on the

next day he repaired to Carolan's house at the appoint
ed hour. The count met him in the study. He

wished his daughter, he said, to thank him for her de

liverance, as he did himself, with a stately gratitude

and an offer of his purse to any amount.
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" After the great service you have rendered me,"

said he, “ I will freely supply your pecuniary wants

to any extent. You may call upon my banker during.

my absence in France, whither a high public dutycalls

me. My daughter is weak, and Itrust you will not

trespass too much ”

“ Were it left to my choice,” said Claude, “ I should

prefer not to oppress her with the useless task of re

turning thanks, which you consider so requisite.” .

“ You will permit me to say this is at your re

quest ?" asked the count.

Certainly."

His brow cleared up.

“Well, then, be it so ; to say the truth, she is not

well, and we start early to -morrow morning. Such

menas I are demanded by the perilous state of affairs

in France, where all the chivalry and talent of Eu

rope ought to concentrate itself ; and I deem it proper

-as well due to myself as from an imperative sense

of duty to his gracious majesty the King of France,

and , indeed , to the cause of royalty over the world — to

offer my poor talents, such asthey are . I believe the

cause will not be lighter for my attaching myself to it.

A high consciousness of the manner in which I have

performed all my duties, makes me hope that I shall

not be an unacceptable accession to his majesty's

strength. It would afford me pleasure to ask you to

drive with me to -day ; but Prince L - has begged to

“ It would be impossible for me to avail myself of

yourpoliteness,” said Claude, his feelings towards the

daughter scarcely enabling him to preserve a decent

exterior of respect before the father.

“ Then, Mr. Wyndham , adieu ; and if, as I trust I

may hope, you deem my friendship worth accepting”

he held out his fore finger for Claude to shake

“ it may be a pleasure for you to know that you have

it. I am going out shallI set you down ?"

Claude declined the offer, bowed, and, without re

come, and

02
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ceiving the fore finger so condescendingly offered, took

his leave .

The next day the Carolans took their departure for

France .

In the mean time, the town rang with the gallantry

of the action he had performed, and he suddenly be .

came a kind of lion . This ill suited his simplehabits,

and he withdrew from attentions which he did not

greatly value, and could not accept without embarrass

ment from his limited pecuniary means.

Poor Rossi had been taken from Carolan's to the

asylum , where, in a week, although everything possi

ble was done for him , and Claude visited him every

day, he died . With him a strange life was closed - en

dured without profit to himself or others - a mind un

disciplined -- a heart not cultivated properly - passions

without restraint or religion to govern them . His

weak understanding had been rendered weaker by the

want of education and moral principle ; and to such a

being the world is so full of dangers and pains — to be

incurred without support, or endured without recom

pense -- that even pity could scarcely sigh over his

early grave. It was observed , in his last ravings, that

the prominent incident in his imagination was the blow

he had received from Elkington. He fancied it had

left a festering spot upon his forehead --that the dis

grace was one which could be washed out, not by a

life of equal courage and simple virtue, but by reven

ging himself on Elkington, either by the sacrifice of

himself or some one dear to him. « There must be

blood," thought the poor maniac, “ ere I shall be able

to recover from the humiliation . ” Claude witnessed

his closing scene with many serious reflections; and

he was startled to remember what similar thoughts of

blind revenge and reckless passion had filled his own

mind the night when he himself had been struck by

Elkington . He too had been tainted with the Gothic

idea that anything could stain an immortal soul but its

own evil passions, and that it was permitted one weak

1
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It was a curious coincidence in this passage ofthe

life of Wyndham , that Rossi was scarcely dead when

a message from Carl, his quondam domestic, earnesta

ly prayed his presence at the criminal prison, where,

confined after having been convicted of murder, he
was awaiting execution. Absorbed in other affairs,

and partlyin consequence of the silence andprivacy

with which such matters are conducted in Prussia,

Claude had received no intelligence of this till a note

from Carl made him acquainted with his dreadful sit

uation .

He immediately complied with his request, and

was admitted to the convict's cell . It was with diffi.

culty that he recognised him, so much was he altered

by confinement and agony of mind. He was pale and

haggard. His manner had lost all its gayety, and he

seemed several years older than before .

" It is so good of monsieur to come,” said he, on

seeing Claude. " I want, before I quit the world , to

ask your pardon for the injury I have done you .”

“ I grant it , most sincerely, " said Claude.I

“ I have been a bad fellow , monsieur ; but I have
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repented, and I die with a full faith in our blessed Re

deemer. I am content to die . I deserve it."

“ Can nothing be done to commute your punish

ment ?" asked Claude.

No, monsieur. All has been done that was pos

sible . My father and mother are both here. They

have sought mercy of his majesty, but he has not

thought proper to accord it ; and yet my crime was

not without provocation . You have doubtless heard

what goaded me on to kill this man for whose death I

am to be punished ?"

“ No, I have not heard it ."

“ He was my master, and a very bad, brutal man .

He was not a good master as you were, but he was al

ways scolding me. One day he called me so many

names that I could not prevent myselfreplying, and I

told him no gentleman would use such terms to his

servant. He instantly struck me—and I have never

yet submitted to a blow with patience - I strove to

strike him back, but he was too strong for me. I

asked him if he dared to meet me in the field -- for I

was born, sir, in a much higher station than a domes

tic — but he onlylaughed at me. I went to complain

to the police . He declared I had offered to strike him

first, and the police dismissed my complaint. What

was I to do ? Where was I to seek redress ? I had

often sworn that no one should ever strike me without

my being revenged. I had heard many others swear

the same. A blow I could not bear ; and finding all

other modes of righting myself in vain , I killed him

with an axe, set the house on fire, and fled, I

pursued, overtaken, tried , condemned, and am now

waiting the day of my execution . They say nothing

But I have repented of my crime, and

amresigned to my fate.”

“ Can I do anything for you ?” said Claude, shock

ed almost beyond the power of speechby thisscene.

“ Grantmeyour pardon. It is all I ask. Besides

the wickedness you detected me in, I have committed

was

can save me.

"
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your situation ."

many others. I have often robbed you of trifling

things, such as I thought you would never miss. I

often neglected your commands, and told you I had

obeyed you when I had not. Lord Elkington and

Lady Beverly are very bad people ; and they paid me
to tell all I could find out about you. But I have partial

ly repaired my crime against you, as Madame Wharton

will tell you. I could communicate a great secret,

but she made me promise not to do so, and I shall not

die with a lie on my lips . You can do nothing else

for me, unless, indeed, to be present at the last mo

ment. Promise me you will be there. I shall feel a
consolation in thinking there is one person who re

gards me withmercy and pity.”

“ I promise,” said Claude; " and, in the mean time,

beg you will let me do all that is possible to alleviate

“ No, no, I do not wish to see you again . I have

done with earthly things, and must prepare for - for

hereafter ."

He turned pale, and added ,

“ Ah, Mr. Wyndham , had I but been an honestman,

and served you faithfully, how different would now be
my situation !"

A priest here came in ; and, as Claude withdrew ,

the
poor fellow clasped his hand and kissed it ear

nestly .

“ Adieu -- for ever. May you be happy - and you

will be. Remember the words of a dying man .”

Claude left the prison much impressed in favour of

Carl, who seemed to have been unprincipled more from

the want of reflection than innate hardness of heart.

It was about one month after this interview that

the announcement of an execution caused a sensation

of lively horror throughout Berlin, where these fright

ful spectacles were rarely seen. According to his

promise, Claude resolved to be present. It was on

a magnificent day in July that he went forth, at three

o'clock in the morning, to behold the unnatural cere

a
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mony of depriving a human being of that life which

has been bestowed by the hand of God. The scene

of this bloody operation was just on the outside of one

of the city gates, on a wide, level sand -plain . The

morning was one of those when the earth , air, and

heaven wear a more than usually resplendent aspect.

The sky was without a cloud. The pale moon was

seen declining in the west, and the sunhad just risen

with a brilliancy that promised great heat during the

day. The air was fresh and cool, and the breeze,here

and there wafted over a dewy garden, came full of

delicious odours. There was a stir perceptible over

the whole town as soon as he issued from his door,

and groups of persons might be seen stepping along,
with marks of haste in their air and countenance ; as

he continued on his way the number increased , and car

riages, carts, wagons, and droskies occasionally rattled

by, till at length, turning into the long, narrow street

which led to the gate onthe outside of which the ex

ecution was to take place, he found a dense throng

walking with a rapid pace all in the same direction;

and the street was crowded with vehicles, of which

the occupants, as well as the thousands of pedestrians,

were, almost without exception , talking together with

loud, gay voices, some jesting and laughing, some

singing andshouting, and a fewhere andthere bran

dishing bottles or huge sausages, which furnished their

morning meal, and which was devoured with an hila

rious mirth strangely contrasted with the solemn spec

tacle they werehastening to witness.

Half an hour's walk, through a multitude every in

stant growing more dense, on the whole well behaved,

and composed in a considerable proportion of women

and children, brought Claude through the gate and

along one of the suburbs to a road leading into a vast,

open field of heavy sand, in a corner of which a black

mass of human beings -- swarming like a cluster of
bees around three dark, massive columns of brick ,

placed in the form of a triangle, immediately behind a
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broad platform ,also built of brick, and surrounded by

an iron balustrade - announced the fatal point of attrac

tion . On either side of the scaffold, at the distance of

fifty or sixty yards, were several small, natural eleva

tions of ground, on one of which, and fronting the dread

ful stagewhere the dire act was so soon to be perform

ed , Claude took his stand . He could perceive a few

paces from him, and at the foot of the scaffold, a new

ly-dug grave . In a short time the increasing thousands

had surrounded him,and in another half hour his eye,

wherever it wandered, met nothing but the dense mass

es of human beings, packed close asin a theatre . The

murmur of those thousands and thousands of voices, all

blended into one sound , all full of one thought, of one

expectation , could be heard rising into the air, like the

rush of the surf on the distant beach . In a few mo

ments several carriages — of the different functionaries

who, from curiosity or duty, attended the scene - drove

up a narrow passagekept open through the crowd by

the mounted gens d'armes. Then came a body of

cavalry,who were drawn up in a hollow square around

the scaffold. Several companies of infantry followed,

all silently and briefly disposed in the same solemn

array ; and a group of officers gathered in the centre

at the foot of the scaffold, conversing together with

cheerful courtesy, and exchanging gayly the greetings

of the day . It seemed almost amockery to Claude,

that all this formidable array of force — these stern

troops--these glittering and bristling arms - these

trampling horses - should be gathered together on ac

count of one helpless, trembling, feeble creature,

bound, and opposing against the appalling preparations

only his misery, his weakness, his humble prayer, his
ghastly and terror -stricken face .

As yet no one had appeared upon the scaffold — that

solitude to be presently filled by such unnatural actors .

At length a single form mounted upon it . He bore on

his arm a basket, and sprinkled from it manyhandfuls

of wet sand or sawdusi. He descended, and another

-
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mounted the next moment, bearing a heavy burden,

which he at length deposited. It was set with some.
care to secure it a firm stand . It was the block . He

who placed it was smoking a segar. A broad leathern

strap hung from it on one side, and a cord was flung

down carelessly upon it. A hum of horror followed

each of these proceedings; and the attention of the

vast concourse, fixed with an intense interest upon

these ominous arrangements, hushed them to a pro

found silence and motionlessness, except when some
trivial preparation gave a token more of the dire act

about to be perpetrated, and drew forth a new mur.
mur of horror.

The hour for the execution was fixed at six o'clock .

It now wanted five minutes. Every face in that vast

multitude was turned towards the narrow channel

which had been kept open through it by the gens

d'armes for the melancholy cortège about to appear.

At length a troop of horse rodeup, and a half-sup

pressed cry announced that he-the unhappy object of

this deep curiosity, of these appalling preparations

had arrived. A heavy common wagon appeared. In

it were two priests. Seated on the floor of it, with his

back to the horses, without a hat, was Carl . He

caught Claude's eye as he passed , and kissed his hand

to him . He looked calm, but dreadfully pale .

At the foot of the scaffold there was a pause . They

stopped beside the grave ; the unhappy being must

have looked into it ashe passed . He alighted from the

wagon , and some moments were occupied in reading

the sentence and other customary forms.

In the mean time, six or eight persons had mounted

the scaffold . They were common-looking men , in

their ordinary dress . They walked backward and for

ward, turned their eyes towards the vast, hushed mul

titude on every side, or regarded the group of priests

and officers gathered abouttheprisoner . One of them,

also, was smoking a segar. They had a careless, rude

air, which jarredupon the feelings of many a gazer.

>

a
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in prayer.

1

The preliminary ceremony being over, several per

sons mounted the scaffold . Among them weretwo

who struck every eye, and drained the blood from

every cheek . One was the fine-looking, erect young

man about to yield his life to the society which thus

repulsed him . The other was a giant in stature and

strength - his hair sprinkled with gray-without his

coat-- and holding in his hand an axe . They had no

sooner mounted than some one approached Carl and

spoke to him . He started slightly at first, but, in

stantly complying, took off his coat, his waistcoat, his

cravat, and rolleddown his shirt off his neck and shoul

ders to the waist . He then stood erect over the block ,

clasped his hands, and lifted his eyes towards heaven

His face was turned towards Claude,

whose whole system thrilled with unspeakable horror

at the thoughts of his sensations in that tremendous

moment. The endless mass of heads on every side

was uncovered - motionless - hushed . Claude looked

around on the scene so fair and beautiful. Themorn

ing sun mounting up the east, pouring gladness and

abundance on so many millions of human beings

the bending sky—the waving trees — the distant city,

whose roarcould be heard rising on the summer air,

and then at these vast crowds — those dark columns

that gray -headed' giant leaning on his axe—and this

young man, in the fullness of life,health, and strength ,

about to be thrust by his fellow -beings into eternity.

Even as he stood thus a moment committing himself

to God, and taking his last look at the nature so bright,

so soft, so fair, sohappy, the breeze, full of freshness,

and balm, and gladness, and perfume, came kissing the

murmuring tree-tops, and lifted the hair fromthat

doomed head ; the birds were warbling in the groves ;

the flowers were blooming in the gardens; the streams

were gurgling through the wood; and a flock of pi

geons came floating down to the very top of the scaf

fold, and made a circle around it, their white breasts

shining in the light,and then-so near that the trem

VOL. II .-P
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bling victim might have heard the whirring of their

wings, full of freedom and joy-swept off again, and

were lost in the sunshiny distance.

The next instant the wretched being knelt and laid

his neck on its last resting -place ; the strap was in

stantly fastened over his shoulders, and his arms were

tied to the block . The executioner advanced - lifted

the axe, to lay its edge lightly on the spot he would

strike . There was a blow , and an object fell heavily

and rolled upon the scaffold . Some hand raised it by

the hair-held the face, bloody, turbid, and convulsed,

one instant to the crowd - and then wrapped it in a

white napkin ,which instantly assumed the same gory

hue. Hasty hands unloosed the cord and strap, and

a headless trunk was carelessly borne down and thrown

into the grave already dug.

It was to avoid the odium of bearing a blow that

the wretched youth had sought the fate of a felon.

There are readers who will shrink from this scene

—who will find it too revolting to be described. Yes,

it is revolting; but it should be painted in all its de

tails, till themost audacious outrage upon humanity

ever sanctioned by human laws shall be struck from

the code of civilized nations . That which it is not

permitted to describe should not be permitted to take

place in the open day - before the public eye- before

boys - women - children. Were all to witness the

frightful spectacle, this ancient and barbarous custom

would cease. If we have dared to hold the hideous

picture up, it is that people who never give their at

tention to such things may know — may see what goes

on about them - what they are liable to meet in their

morning walk - openly perpetrated in the bright sun

shine -- in the public streets.

a
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CHAPTER XXI.

THE Carolans had not been long gone when strange

reports became general of the increasing anarchy in

France. It was said that the utmost prudence was

requisite in every resident of that unhappy country to

avoid fatal collisions with one or the other of the ra

ging parties. Every day brought fugitives who de

scribed their flight to have been attended with unheard

of perils. It was at length stated that the frontiers of

France were closed against all future departures, and

that the royal family themselves wished to leave their

throne and native land, but were unable to do so.

Day after day the accounts grew more alarming.

Prussia, as indeed all Europe, was becoming more

and more agitated . Poor Claude would have followed

Carolan into France had he possessed the pecuniary

means ; but, alas ! the interest excited by his private af

fairs was merged in that of the generalwelfare. The

most enthusiastic admirers of English abandoned their

studies for thoughts of a much more serious kind, and

Claude found himself destitute . His friends had dis

appeared . Lavalle_had gone to France again some

time before. The Prussian army was put in motion.

A tempest, vague and dark, seemed lowering over

mankind . All Europe trembled . The Countess Car

olan received news of her husband which threw her

into a malady — from which she was threatened to be

speedily released by death. Carolan, it was said , had

been seized by the revolutionists - accused of attempt

ing toaid the king -- and thrown into prison, from which

it was feared he would not escape with his life. Of

Ida and St. Marie, no news could be obtained . It was

a dreadful year ; and as for Claude, in addition to all

his apprehensions for Ida, he was often at a loss for

a
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means to support life. No one would lend money at

such a period ; and, had there been lenders, he had no

right to borrow what he saw no prospect of being able

to repay. All occupation was at a stand. Europe ap

peared waiting, as men do beneath a black cloud, from

which they look each moment to see burst the dread

ful bolt, without daring to conjecture where it is to

fall. In the actual course of necessity, to prevent him

self from starving, he had contracteda bill at a baker's.

It was for the simplest aliment which could sustain the

body. It was for common bread. He owed the baker

one thaler. The man demanded his money. Claude

could not pay it. This new creditor was a large, port

ly, broad -shouldered person, with no neck, and a high,
square head, the size of which almost amounted to de

formity. Hisfeatures were all , in a corresponding de

gree, large and uncouth. Hiseyes were round ,green,

and protuberant, and shaded by large shaggy brows.

His nose wasbloated , purple, and with hairs growing

on the end. His mouth stretched from ear to ear, and

his whole countenance, ploughed with time and de

bauchery, and Heaven knows what volcanic passions,

looked like someragged rock rent apart by a convul

sion of nature . Nosmile ever softened those deeply

indented outlines, as no human feelings found their

way into his long-hardened heart. His voice was

hoarse, deep, and guttural; and when he spoke, even

on the most trivial occasions, he grew red in the face
with choler. His head was perfectly white - his

limbs were swollen and gouty-his feet resembled

those of an elephant - his hands were full of knots like

the gnarled branches of some immemorial oak, and he

had a spirit as unbendable . He was worth , men said,

300,000 thalers, accumulated by grasping every cent."

On finding Claude's inability to pay,this curious old

veteran, who perhaps mightbe regarded as something

of a maniac in his way, sued him and obtained judg

ment, and took measures to cast him into prison .

“ He shall stay there his year,” said he, or pay me

my thaler. "
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Claude went to him , in company with the sheriff's

officer who had arrested him, and endeavoured to soften

his heart. The old man became furious at the sight

of him. His face, always half purple, grew fiery with

rage, and he swore he would have his thaler or his

body.

“ You are a scoundrel," said he, " to rob me of my

money. You are my slave till you pay me . I hold

to the law . Go ! away with him.Go ! away with him. He is a robber."

And Claude was thrown into the very prison — the

very room - and with the very people who had for

merly been his companions under the same circum

stances, although with two or three ominous excep
tions .

In this position, Claude found himself at the lowest

step of the ladder. He was a beggar - a wretch - a

slave . He saw no other prospect than a year's con

finement. An unutterable anguish came cold and

deadening over his heart as he turned his eyes about

the room , and regarded the gloomy, pitiless walls

which had enclosed him—which were to shut him out

from the world. As for soliciting aid, he knew no one

among allhis acquaintances to whomhe could apply

but St. Hillaire, Lavalle, and Madame Wharton. All of

these were absent. For an instant the thought of

self -destruction once more rose in his mind. The re

sources of his life seemed to be exhausted. He had

struggled against a fate that was too much for him .

Fortune, as if resolvedto pursue him with persevering

malice, had stripped him of everything which cheers,

adorns, and blesses human life. No domestic affec

tion shed an interior sunshine on his heart.

vered and beloved father -- no affectionate and ever

watchful mother ~ no sister, with her unchanging fidel.

ity and attachment - no brother, bound to him with the

sustaining ties of friendship and truth — of old associa

tions and mutualconfidence. The only affection which

had ever risen in his breast was quenched in dark and

hopeless humiliation ; and he felt that, in addition to

No rer
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all these, poverty, captivity, disgrace -- the desertion of

his friends — the disgust he had conceived at the con

duct of some from whom he had expected nobler con

duct - the silence and apparent forgetfulness of Madame

Wharton , who had impressed him with a warm esteem

and friendship, altogether seemed to present life worth

less, and death as the greatest happiness which could

befall him. He reflected what an old Roman would do

when honour, hope, and all were lost ; and the words of

the lofty and philosophic Cassius rose to his lips with

a sad and solemn meaning :

“ Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassius :

Therein, ye gods, ye make the weakmost strong ;

Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat :

Nor strong tower, nor walls of beaten brass,

Nor airless dungeon , nor strong links of iron,

Can be retentive to the strength ofspirit ;

But life, being weary of these worldly bars,

Never lacks power to dismiss itself.

If I know this, know all the world besides,

That part of tyranny that I do bear,

I can shake off at pleasure . "

But, happily, he had learned to govern his impulses,

- and to seek his rules of action in a better school than

the erring genius of heathen philosophy. A man who

has borne slander, insult, and a blow from a sense of

right, and who has turned from the woman he loved

without a look rather than lead astray a young heart

disposed to requite his affection, will do nothing rash,

but has in it a principle of thetruestcourage as a sup

port in the darkest hour . With an humble prayer to

Him who can cast down and put up, who giveth and

who taketh away, he "filed his mind" -he turned in

upon himself - repressed hisdespair, and resolved to

await with resignation the will of Heaven.
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CHAPTER XXII .

He had passed thus several days with all his phi

losophy and religion , pale, sad , and silent, when the

jailer called him down to receive a visiter.

It was a stranger, booted and spurred in the Eng

lish fashion, and speaking the English language. He

approached and handed two letters. Claude opened

and read . The first was as follows :

“ London , etc., etc.

“Messrs . W. P. & Co., Berlin .

“ GENTLEMEN :

“ At the request of the Marquis of E,and for his

account, we hereby open a credit with you in favour of

Mr. Claude Wyndham , for £1000 sterling, say one

thousand pounds sterling, which you will please to

supply him with, as he may require the same, on his

presenting to you this letter.

“ We are, gentlemen,

u Yours truly ,

“ N. B. & Co. ”

The other was from Madame Wharton. The first

words thrilled him with emotion, which would have

been rapture had it not been so mingled with bewil.

derment and incredulity. .

“ MY SON-MY BELOVED SON !

“ You , who have borne adversity with greatness,will,

I trust, meet prosperity with dignity. I have at length

succeeded in throwing back the veil which Heavenin

its wisdom had allowed to fall over us. You are, as

from the first moment my secret presentiment might
have taught me, the child of my bosom. Enclosed is

mer
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a package which I have prepared for you. It reveals

your history and mine. I would give you no intima

tion of my convictions till they were confirmed . Not

from my hand should you receive a new disappoint

ment. The bill which accompanies this is your own .

Do not hesitate to use it . It is but a small part ofthe

inheritance of which you are now the master. Your

father was the Earl of Beverly. That title is now

yours. He has just expired , having previouslycom

pleted all the arrangements essential to your undispu

ted assumption of his titles and estates. This great

blessing of Providence I am fain to receive as a reward

for a life spent in the path of right ; but, in receiving

it, let us not forget that all earthly blessings come

mixed with calamity, and that thereis no state of steady

happiness but beyond the grave. I write to you calm

ly, my beloved son, from the very intensity of myfeel,

ings . I did not put pen to paper till I had calmed

them by prayer, and sought from Him who gives and

takes away the strength necessary tosupport me in

this mixed hour of joy and sorrow. I have much to
I

tell

you,andmybosom yearns toholdyou again,my
neg

lecting duties more imperative. I have seen you sore

ly tried, and I know you to be equal to your own gui

dance ; but remember that life is short, and the greatest

happiness I can now know is your society. Every

thing is arranged for you without trouble . On reach

ing London you will drive to your own mansion in

Grosvenor Square, lately occupied byyour father,

and just as he left it. The Marquis ofE- acts as

your agent till your arrival, and begs me to say how

profoundly he rejoices at this important change in your

prospects. Come, my son ! I would repeat the sa

cred name, and I would repeat ever, to the Disposer

of human events, my prayer of grateful thanks for

being permitted to write myself— your affectionate,

“ Your too happymother,

“ ELLEN LAWTON ."

son !
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The packet which accompanied this was, as stated

by Madame Wharton--whom , as well as Claude, we

shall continue to call by her old name - a full history

of the circumstances which attended her marriage, her

separation from her husband, her subsequent life, the

loss and apparent death of her child, with divers other

particulars, many of which the reader is already ac

quainted with. It is to be regretted that the spaceal

lotted to our history will not permit us to givethis let

ter, embracing, as it did, not only the past adventures

of the lady - who now showed herselfas able to bear

prosperity as she had been to bear adversity — but the

circumstances which first awakened her attention re

specting Claude - her reveries, her suspicions, her

hopes, and, lastly, her convictions , that the singular in

terest she had taken in the stranger who bore so re

markable a resemblance to her husband, from the first

moment she sawhim, was not merely accidental. The

manuscript which the gracious permission of the cour

teous librariani who rules over the 'mute population

of immortal tomes in la Bibliotheque du Roi has en

abled us to consult in throwing together our story,

gives this letter, with many marks of admiration and

wonder at the striking and (the writer says, in a note)

apparently improbable incidents which distinguished

the attempt of this injured lady to regain her rights in

behalf of her son , and to establish her own innocence.

It informs us of a fact, that at the interview between

Lady Beverly and Elkington, where this rash and

wicked person, trained by the habitual indulgence

of his passions, dared to strike even a woman - and

that woman his mother, and where all that Lady Bev

erly knew of her history was revealed ; it informsus

that Carl, who, on having been dismissed by Claude,

had been taken into the employ of Elkington, and who

was all the time ensconced under the bedbetween two

large portmanteaux, thus possessed himselfofthe whole

history ; and, having already read all Claude's letters,

journals, &c ., his active mind commenced examining

.
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the subject as one worthy of his powers ; and at length,

by a coincidence which would appear perfectly natu

ral had we time to explain it, alighted upon the traces

of Madame Wharton as being one of the characters

in this game of blind-man's-buff. Thinking he might

make agood affair of it, he communicated to Madame

Wharton all he knew ; which so perfectly accorded

with the thousand indications she had herself discop.

ered, that she set off for London to institute inquiries

and take the necessary measures.
In this she had

been baffled for a long time, occasioning much delay;

but at length, by great sagacity and prudence, and the

aid of several distinguished auxiliaries, of whom the

Marquis of E - was one - by recovering from the

heirs of Lord Perceval many of his private memoran

da uponthe history ofClaude, which,from his likeness

to his father, Lord Perceval had also suspected - in

short, with Carl's evidence, and by an appeal to the

young noble, Lord, who had ,with Lady Beverly,

been one of the instruments of her ruin, and who was

now a gouty, bloated, bed-ridden old man, willing to

purchase by any confession an exemption from the

consequences which the revival of his youthful “ fol

lies ” would bring upon him — in short, the whole his

tory was made clear, that Lord Elkington and Lady

Beverly had been all the while absent from London,

the latter being too ill to travel ; that it wanted but the

recovery of the earl to an hour's use of his senses to

procure his recognition of an innocent wife and a lost

son , both worthy of him. As if Fortune were loath to

spoil such a fine train of affairs, the earl recovered in

an unexpected manner, and was for several days in

the full possession of his strength and clear reason.

Our unpractised hand must not attempt to describe the

denouément, nor relate the earl's emotions when con

vinced that he had committed a whole life of injustice

by, prematurely crediting a calumny ; and when he

beheld once more in his presence her who had left

him a radiant and tender girl, and pure as the dewy
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rose, and who now appeared with the transformations

of twenty years in her person. Many traces of that

soft face,however, were preserved--fortemperance and

virtue are potent cosmetics ; and their mutual recog

nition furnished a scene filter for the inspired hand of

Shakspeare than ours . Indeed , her visit to London

would itself furnish forth an edifying romance. The

lofty character and personal beauty of his son, when

they were recounted to the earl in this brief but deli

cious interval between life and death , swelled his bo

som with unutterable joy and a natural desire to behold

him. But this was not to be gratified ; for he had no

sooner, in presence of the Marquis of E

eral others of his ancient friends, freely and legally

completed the arrangements necessary to the succes

sion of Claude, andexchanged with his devoted wife

a pardon which strewed the dismalpath of death with

roses, than the remorseless tyrant, who could wait no

longer, suddenly laid his cold hand upon him ; and

Madame Wharton trembled to perceive that she had

recovered the treasuresopriceless and so long lost, only

to behold it — for such is human joy -- slip again and

forever from her grasp. Hence hertriumph was sad,

and her success so mixed with sorrow, that the daz

zling revolution in her condition did not disturb the

usual composure of her soul, or produce any remark

able change in her manners. A P.S. stated that the

bearer was a confidential valet of the Marquis ofE-,

and that his honesty, knowledge, and discretion were

to be implicitly trusted .

CHAPTER XXIII.

WHILE Claude wasreading this long communica

tion , the messenger, who had been despatched on the

occasion as one capable of rendering the most requi
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site information, and services under the present cir

cumstances, had ascertained the debt for which his

new master was imprisoned, and had sent to pay the
same. Claude had not finished studying this deeply

interesting letter when the order arrived for his re

lease . The man respectfully asked for his farther

commands.

“ Have the prisoners all assembled at once,” said

Claude, “ and ascertain the aggregate amount of their

debts.”

A group of poor devils gathered around with aweA

struck looks, for they had just learned that their fel

low -prisoner was no less a personage than the Earl of

Beverly, and as rich as the king. The sum of their

debt was one hundred and eighty thalers. Some of

them had been confined for eleven months .

“ Pay them all,” said Claude, " and give every

man a five thaler note. Find out, also, an appropriate

café, and order a good dinner for them to drink my

health . Attend to this first."

The crowd of poor wretches, in their greasy sheep

skin robes de chambre, looked at each other and at

the beneficent being who, as if fallen from heaven , had

thus suddenly appeared among them . It was curious
to observe the various effects which the announcement

of their release had upon their respective deportments .

Some stood stupified - some danced , leaped about, and

shouted like madmen — some ran up to him, knelt, and

kissed the hem of his coat — some broke out into fierce

exclamations of delight, mingled with oaths -- and one

stood perfectly still , betraying his emotion only by his

silent tears. It is possible that a portion of these wor

thy gentlemen would have done society quite as much

service under lock and key as at large ; but there were

others whopresented cases of homely but real mis

fortune. The poor fellow last alluded to, whose eyes

filled with tears of gratitude and joy, Claude found

had been imprisoned for one thaler the day before.

He had left a sick, motherless child at home, and had

d

e
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gone out to buy medicine, when his creditor laid

hands on him, and, deaf to every prayer and explana

tion , threw him into prison .

Other proper donations were ordered, particularly

to the good commissioner and the honest turnkey ; and

James,with that unalterable respect with which a good

English servant always communicates with his mas

ter, touched his hat and stated that a carriage was

ready, and that he had already procured apartments in

a hotel for his lordship . As one in an enchanting

dream, Claude took uphis worn hat and prepared to

bid adieu for ever to this dismal abode. As he reach

ed the lower corridor, prisoners , turnkeys, commis

sioners, gens d'armes, were all ranged on either side

to see him pass. Every hand was extended , every

face was lighted with joy. No kingly palace in Eu

rope showed a happier picture onthatday, and many

a one a more sad, than the medley of friends who

greeted, with hearty tokens of respect and admiration,

the now once more uplifted brow of our hero. As the

doors opened,and a waft of fresh air came to his heat

ed face, and the honest fellows saw a plain but very

elegant carriage waiting, and their patron aided into it

by his servant, the ordinary restrictions of the prison

were forgotten alike by keeper and prisoner, and

three cheers were given, again , again, and again , so

that they had turned the corner before these vocifer

ous ebullitions of triumph had died away .

Lost in astonishment, bewildered, and incredulous,

and fearing each moment to awake and find around

him the naked and blackened walls of a loathsome

prison, which were to bury him, perhaps for life, from

the blessed light of nature, Claude reached his hotel,

ordered a warm bath, some linen, and his old tailor.

He found that James had chosen the most fashionable

hotel in the town, and selected the best apartments in

it . He was, in fact, by a curious coincidence, in the

very rooms formerly occupied by Elkington, and from

which hehadgone forth to the fatal encounter with
VOL. II. - Q
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poor, poor Denham ! and this presenting a new idea,

he sat down and instantly wrote his London banker

the name of that lady, and desired that she might be

sought and supplied with what funds she might re

quire. He wrote also to her. By this time his bath

--a luxury he had not enjoyed for many a month - ar

rived, the men bringing it approachinghim with pro
found salutations and distant awe. James ministered

to him like an angel. He not only supplied all his

slightest wishes before they were expressed, but he

even suggested them before they were formed ; and as

if borne floating, without care or effort, on some en

chanting tide, everything went exactly as it should .

Everybody came exactly at the proper moment. The

tailor had on hand, yet unsold , all his ample and ele

gant wardrobe . James himself was a barber, tailor,

housekeeper, valet, courier, counsellor, and friend, all

in one, and without ever presuming upon a smile or

look offamiliarity, or performing his innumerable and

delightful services as other than the ordinary noiseless

and delicate attentions of a thorough -bred English

valet.

The bath was brought to his room. He was left

alone. He sat down on a sofa with a singular feeling.

He was now rich . The secret which had covered

him with odium and sorrow was revealed.

placed among the great and opulent of the earth . Ida,

who loved him — all obstacles to their union were re

moved. His heart, like a goblet full to overflowing,

trembled with the weight of its oppressive load. His

past life - his loneliness — his abandonment - his prison

-those dismal , filthy walls—those rude, coarse crowds

among whom he had been thrust - his poverty - his an

guish, came sweeping over him now in such a solemn

and dark train of images - such phantoms of horror

such remorseless fiends, from whom he had been res.

cued by that unseen Hand whose aid he had invoked

-all that despair and humiliation could not do, this

moment of happiness effected ; and, overcome with his

He was
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emotions, he laid his face in his hands - an agitation

like an earthquake passed through his soul - shook the

very foundations of his being — and tears, such as he

had never shed before, rose to his eyelids and fell si

lently to the floor.

“ And God grant,” he thought, as relieved by his

tears, an exquisite sense of the reality and luxury of

his new position came over him , " that it may never

make my heart as hard and inflated as Carolan's."

Carolan ! his mother ! Ida ! Thoughts pressed on

him too soft, too daring , too dazzling. His unaccus

tomed mind could not receive them. They pained

and oppressed by their brightness and magnitude.

He turned from them, resolving to give the day to idle

ness, incapacitated as he was for any serious employ

ment or meditation.

He had about half finished dinner when a waiter

announced a stranger.

“ But my lord is occupied," said James.

Claude started — was he speaking of him ?
“ My lord is at dinner !" continued James.

“ The gentleman must see his lordship!” said the
man, in an under tone. “ He says he is an old, dear

friend."

“ Lavalle !” said Claude, with eager pleasure

u Show him in , James !"

And with a good deal of noise and in a perturbation

of delight, hastening to him and embracing him with

the liveliest marks of friendship , in rushed Thomson.

“ My dear Wyndham ! my dear, dear fellow ! I

beg you ten thousand pardons for interrupting your

dinner -- but old friends, you know ! Thank God ! I
I

have found you at last. I have heard it all. I con

gratulate you, mydearest fellow - I do, uponmy soul !

I am the first - ain't I ? I have been travelling after

you in a drosky. I went down to the prison -- to the

police. Enfin vous voici ! I am the happiest dog in the

world. But what's the matter ? You look ill - you

look grave. Allons ! Take a glass of Champagne.

>

1

3



176 THE COUNTESS IDA .

Garçon, some wine ! That will revive you. This is

too much for your shattered nerves . Dieu ! how I

have felt for you!"

James stood motionless, but glanced his eye at his

master.

“ Pour him out a glass of wine, James,” said Claude,

coldly.

Thomson took it and drank it ; but all its foaming

inspiration could not counteract the effect of the cold

courtesy with which Claude received him.

“ What ! Comment ! Vous ne buvez pas, mon

cher ? Que diable ! What's the matter ? I hope no

ill news.”

“ Of a kind , ” said Claude, “ which will preventmy

enjoying the society of Mr. Thomson any longer ;

therefore I shall make no apology for depriving my

self of it. James, show the gentleman down."

“ Comment ! Positively ! c'est de rigueur ! Well,

I'll look in again.. Don't think to get rid of me so ea

sily , mon cher. Nothing I love better than old friends.

Adieu ! Au revoir ! à demain,mon enfant ! Don't
come to the stairs. Au revoir ! "

The next day - for the public journals had given the

news, although erroneously in many particulars, yet

correctly in the general outline -- carriage after carriage

came thundering to the door, and a regiment of chas

seurs, with a perfect shower of cards. Claude had

left orders to be out. As each card was brought in

upon a silver salver, by a white-gloved domestic, to

him who yesterday wason the point of starving in a

jail for a thaler ! Claude saw , with that quiet con

Lempt which the conduct of many people is calculated

to inspire for human nature, that they who had been

most marked in their slights of him in the moment of

his downfall, and who had not recognised him even

when he spoke to them, were now among the first to

call; but he saw also , with a bounding heart, the names

of many whom he sincerely esteemed and loved, and

who had been the same to him in all things, whether

a
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prosperity shone on him, or dark misfortune lowered

around his head . He was now on an eminence whence

he could choose his friends , and he resolved, while he

was courteous to all , and while he laid aside every

thought of retaliation against those who had exposed

their meanness and folly (except, indeed , individuals

who, like Thomson, had been offensive by their imper

tinence ), that he would cherish with sincerity those

gentle and refined hearts whose sweetness and purity

had been tasted when they could never expect any re

turn .

The poor old woman with whom he had lodged

claimed his attention , and he settled on her a small but

sufficient annuity. He returned in haste the calls of

his brilliant friends, who once more sought him with

new avidity. He made friendly visits to a few fami

lies whomhe really found worthy of lasting friendship.

He spent a long evening with the good Mr. Kühl,

whose respect for him almost interfered with his

friendship, and who could call him nothing but “

seigneur.” A few days were occupied on these malters.

He had written daily to his mother ; and could we

present to the reader those effusions of his soul , now

for the first time giving vent to affections which had

been so long pent up in its hidden recesses, they would

be found interesting specimens of his mind and nature .

James proposed that they should set out immediately

for London ; but then first learned , with a consternation

which he could not conceal, that his young master had

determined to go directly to France.

“ But your lordship does not know, perhaps," said

James, “ that France is in the whirl of a revolution,

which threatens to swallow up thousands, without

discrimination of rank or innocence . The Marquis of

E- is informed distinctly on the subject. If you

venture within the precincts of that unhappy country,

you will never escape alive. You are an Englishman,

and the slightest tinge in your accent will betray you

to the guillotine. Your rank and fortune will make

Q2
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you but a more conspicuous mark. Your death is as

certain , my lord , as if you walked into the crater of a

volcano. It is infatuation-it is madness. No one

can live there without continual danger. The very

king is trembling for his life . I beg, I implore you

to abandon your design. Nothing but a conviction that

I am pleading for your life could make me so free in

addressing your lordship .”

My good James , " said Claude, “ I may confide to

you the secret that a valued friend is almost alone and

defenceless in the midst of these dangers, which you

depict, I do not doubt, without exaggeration. It is

true that my hope of even finding her is vague - ofres

cuing her is more so ; but I am resolved io try.”

“Her ?” said James ; " a lady ! Then I fear it is

all over with us . "

" I may add, that she is one in whom Madame

in whommy mother is as much interested as I. You

must prepare everything for my departure to -morrow

morning .'

“ Your lordship will excuse me from accompanying

you farther than the frontier, because I regard going
farther as certain death ."

“ Certainly,” said Claude ; " I shall go alone and

immediately .

James said no more , but shook his head ominously.

The next evening there was a grand soirée chezle

Prince R. A strong curiosity prevailed to see the

young hero, whom fortune appeared to have rewarded

so munificently for his firm adherence to a principle .
The cause of Elkington's persecutions was now per

fectly clear. Claude's courage once established , as it

had beenby his brave deportment in the affair of Rossi

and Ida, his previous forbearance was found sublime ;

and every one longed to greet him, and to repair by

their attentions their former neglect. The assembly

was crowded and brilliant in the extreme ; and many a

beautiful toilet was arranged with additional care at

the thoughts that this now distinguished young noble
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man was to behold it. The disappointment and sur

prise were great when it was understood that he had

that morning left town for Paris !

“ Ah Dieu !" was the general exclamation. “ Il faut

du courage pour ça ! ”

CHAPTER XXIV.

It was on the fifth of August, in the year 1792, that

Claude entered Paris . James had left him at the

frontier, and expressed his determination to remain at

Nymeguen during his sojourn in France, with a supply

of money to be sent in case of need, though he

presaged the most fearful difficulties and perils from

his present undertaking. The best arrangements

which his cool headand great experience in matters

connected with the Continent -- for he had been many

years a courier, and spoke the French and German as

well as the English -- the best arrangements he could

make were speedily agreed upon between them . A

man was employed -- a trusty and perfectly confiden

tial Frenchman, by name Adolphe, long known to

James — to remain with him at Nymeguen , that, in case

of need, he might be the messenger between them:

An ample remuneration was offered him should he

be successful in his task. Of his fidelity there was no

doubt. Some plain clothes, such as were worn by the

most violent republicans of France, were procured for

Claude; and it was determined for his accent would

have scarcely betrayed the foreigner--that he should

pass for a Frenchman at any risk , and one fully infect

ed with the revolutionary views. The address of a

man perfectly known to Adolphe,resident in Paris,

who could be applied to in emergency, and who could

probably supply what money was desired, was also

1
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given . Thus prepared, with 100 Louis in his pocket,

à complete French Jacobin in costume, ready to meet

any peril, our young adventurer set forth on his search

after Carolan and Ida, determined never to abandon the

pursuit while the smallest possibility remained of ren

dering them service .

He entered Paris in the morning. The day was fair,

and imparted a singular beauty to the picturesque

streets and tall houses of this celebrated metropolis.

His first step was to visit Count la Tour, to whom he

had a particular letter of introduction in Berlin , as one

likely to know something of the now mysterious fate of

Carolan and his daughter. On his way to the resi

dence of this person , he was struck with the singular

aspect of the town. This great city always awakens

the attention of the newly -arrived by its striking forms,

its streets , its dense, crowded lines of high houses, its

salient points and angles - here steeped in sunshine,

there merged in heavy shadow. Amid the heavy ,

grotesque , interminable masses through which the nar

row streets open on every side , in lines straight,circular,

serpentine, accustomed for some days to silent hills,

open plains, and green and tranquil woods, Claude, al

though perfectly acquainted with Paris, felt himself a

little bewildered . But it was the character of the pop

ulation that now filled the streets which made his heart

tremble for the fate of those in whom he was deeply

interested . It was far different from that which usu

ally imparted an air of gayety and enjoyment to the

most charming metropolis in the world. Hordes of

ruffians were seen lurking around, and bands of women

half clothed , having on their countenances the marks

of debauchery and evil passions . These debased crea

tures had an air of insolence which betrayed how

weak was the usual municipal authority, and how se

cure they felt themselves in the exercise of whatever

dissoluteness or misdemeanours they might choose to

be guilty of. They shouted , hooted, whooped, and com

municated with each other by all kinds of uncouth

1



THE COUNTRSS IDA . 181

!

a

noises and obscene gestures . It was at once apparent

to Claude, that some convulsion either had happened

or was about to take place, for the population present

ed that appearance observable when any violent shock

passes over a large town, causing a kind of chymical

separation of the constituent parts of society — the rep

utable classes disappearing io the shelter of their own

houses, while the profligate and abandoned appear

from their dark lurking-places in the light of day.

These ruffians wore filthy jackets, large coarse trou

sers, and red flannel caps. Many were equipped with

girdles furnished with pistols, dirks, and enormous

knives. He saw, with a new horror, that this rude cos

tume, by its general adoption, was not an accidental

dress, but a kind of uniform , assumed for, he shuddered

to conjecture what dreadful enterprise. Never before

had he beheld a collection of such hideous and formi

dable beings, and their manner was as ominous as their

appearance. Some stalked by him with scowling and

ferocious countenances. Some wore that kind of smile

which a ruffian wears when he feels that he may per

petrate with impunity the worst of crimes. Ofthese

not a few appeared to act the part of guides and lead

ers, whispering about the mob, giving sometimes weap

ons, and sometimes drink and money. The under

fiends of the revolution were here doing their work.

Making his way through these crowds, and not un

frequently regarded with a scrutiny which would have

made most men quail, sometimes rudely addressed with

a rough jest or a rough slap on the back, he reached

the house of the Count de la Tour - the friend.of Car

olan .

“ I wish to see Monsieur le Comte de la Tour," said

Claude to the porter.

“ If you mean the Citizen La Tour," was the surly

reply, “ you'll find him up stairs . "

The domestic who opened the door of the Citizen

La Tour's apartment eyed the new - comer narrowly

before he admitted him .
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Claude requested to speak at once with the count,

and in private .

He was admitted, gave his letter, and related the

object of his visit .

My friend,” said La Tour, when he had finished ,

“ have you any idea of the things which are going on

here just now ?"

I see something dreadful is going to happen ," said

Claude, “ but I am determined not to turn back .”

The Citizen La Tour looked cautiously around, and

said,

" Excuse my frankness, my young friend; but, in

my opinion, you are as little acquainted with France

as the world. Carolan - Citizen Carolan-we have no

more counts now - is in prisoninthe Conciergerie

whence he will no more escape with his head than you

would if you were to make the slightest inquiry after

him, to say nothing of an attempt to see him . "

“ Great Heaven ! are you in earnest ? ”

“ As you will be if you stay here another week .

Save him ? say you ! Save yourself, and that forthwith .

Your design is wild , dangerous , and impossible . What

tie binds you to such a perilous scheme ? The man
is an ass of the first water. His head is too empty to

be worth saving. He thrust it, like a fool, into the

lion's jaws. Many a better one is doomed to fall be
fore this coil is finished ."

“ May I ask after his daughter ?" demanded Claude.

“ Ah - so ! there is a girl, I remember."

“ Have you seen her ?"

“ Yes - a pretty creature ! She is with the queen

at the palace . It was managed, I know not how, by

the friends of the royal family, that she should be re

ceived nominally as a compagnon of her majesty till

the danger is over."

“ Then she is safe !” said Claude .

“ Sorry to chase that extreinely interesting expres

sion of pleasure," said La Tour, laughing ; " but she
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is in more danger in the palace, in my opinion , than

she would be in the meanest hut in France.”

“ You cannot mean ” said Claude .

“ Yes, I do mean the worst.
Where are you

lodged ?"

“At the little Hotel de France, in the section du

Theatre Français."

“ Ah-the devil ! You are in the very centre of the

Cordeliers. Take my advice, younggentleman ; aban

don your hair-brained scheme, and leave your pretty

countess to take care of herself. These are notimes

for Quixotic expeditions, and there are as good fish in

the sea as ever came out of it ! "

“ No, I shall remain ; and I am happy to have found

from you the information I desired . Can I by no

means be permitted to see the count, or the young

Countess Carolan ? "

“ No - impossible! Communication is carefully

guarded. If you are resolved to follow the silly ex

ampleof your friend, and wait till they come to truss

you like a fowl, take my advice — it is all I can give

you. In France, at present, there is but one crime . It

is being suspected of opposing the revolution. They

are all mad . The nation isa lunatic . Don't trifle

with it . If you cannot escape from it, humour it. "

“ I have faced one lunatic," said Claude, quietly,

" and I will not shrink from another. I shall stay."

“ Well, then , live plainly - meanly, if possible

make no acquaintances - no confidences - say nothing

-burn all letters - write nothing - shout 'Vive la Rev.

olution ! 'and 'à bas le Roi !'-watch every look and

action - don't breathe an opinion - don't even whistle

a tune . Three of my friends, who were to have fled

10 -morrow , lie this instant in a dungeon, from which

they will never escape alive, because a parrot in the

house in which they lived cried ' Vive le Roi !** Be- ·

ware of any expressions of sympathy-any impulses of

6

# A fact.
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disgust, horror, or disapprobation. There is a dangera

beneath, around, and above you. Distrust everybody

- your landlord - your friend - your servant . The- - - —

whole town are spies ; and if you see my head to-mor

row morning carried by your window on a pike, don't

frown, or murmur, or even start. Let no one know

who you are. Become a beggar in attire and a Jacobin

in deportment."

Are things indeed so desperate ? ” said Claude,

greatly alarmed for the success of his enterprise.

“ You cannot escape," continued La Tour, " but by

seeming to abet the revolution . Shout for the nation !

and the republic ! Down with the veto ! Down with

the Austrian ! Vive Danton ! Vive Petion ! Vive

Santerre !"

A hoarse shout from the street here broke upon

their interview .

“ Let us see what this is, " said La Tour.

They walked to the window. Cries of " à la lan

terne !à la lanterne !" were now audible, and were

mingled with the heavy tramping of a thousand feet.

The mob were dragging to a lamp just opposite an

unhappy young man, livid with terror, by a rope around

his neck . He struggled, stroveto kneel , and scream

ed , but his voice was drowned in shouts. He was

thrust to the fatal spot, and the cord thrown over the

crosspiece.

“ Let us save him !” cried Claude. “ This is hor

rible !" and he was about to throw up the window.

La Tour drew him forcibly back.

“ Are you mad ? Have you already forgotten ? A

pretty fellow for a revolution ! Save him, indeed !

ha ! ha ! ha ! Leave him to his fate. Bless your

simple heart, this is nothing new ! This is of daily
ha !-hark !"

They listened .

A hoarse and deafening shout, mingled with screams

and peals of laughter, were heard.

" Hark ! Poor devil ! he's off already ! Hark

again !-ah ! the bloodhounds !"
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« How can he have merited this horrible fate ? ” ex

claimed Claude.

“ Merited ? Why, very likely by turning pale, as you

do, at some similar scene ! You are but poorly fitted

for your wise scheme if this trifle makes you change

colour. I have seen so much of this sort of thing that

I am quite used to it, and have no other sentiment than

a secret self-congratulation that I am not in the poor

wretch's place that my turn has not come yet !! ha !

ha ! ha !"

Why don't you escape ?" demanded Claude.

“ I dare not. Their eye is upon me ; and , by -the

way, I wish you wouldn't come here again. I am

afraid of you. You are so extremely unsophisticated.

That whey -face of yours will get itself into trouble,

and its friends too. I'll call on you at your hotel ; and,

if you wish, I can get you a passport to accompany a

division of the army to the frontier ; I have thai influ

enceyet ; and,once there, you can escape easily. ”

“ No,” said Claude ; “ what I have seen only makes

me more determined not to abandon my friends.”

“ Well, you're a brave fellow ! but excuse my free ,

dom - you'll regret the refusal of my offer before a

month. This is no child's play. They're in earnest
-these fellows. As for the king and queen, and all

around them-ah ! parbleu !"

“ What of them ? What can happen to place them

in danger ? What have they to fear ?"
Hark-in your ear— " and even La Tour turned

pale as he leaned his head forward and whispered,

“ The scaffold , mon cher !"

Claude started, the blood curdling in his veins with

astonishment and horror.

“ You are mad !” said he, sternly , " or you are tri

fling with my fears. "

“ All earth-all heaven can't save them. Don't I

know ?-- haven't I seen ?-am I a fool ? par exemple !

And you - you , who can't hear of these things without

turning white behind your ears — what can you do but

VOL. II. - R
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fly - if, indeed , it be not already too late for that ? I

like your spirit, though . You're a brave fellow , and,

if youwish, I'll saveyou by the means I spoke of.”

“ What!” said Claude, sadly but firmly, “ leave

those I most love to the scaffold ? Turn from them

in the last hour of deadly danger ? No, sir. If you

can help me to speak with her, or to a place in his

majesty's palace -- for I hope this tragedy won't be

witnessed passively by the people of France-1 shall
thank you ;

if not-adieu."

“ You are mad !” said La Tour. “ Go your own

way. But shake hands . I never do so now to a friend

without feeling as if one of us was at the foot of the

guillotine. I have an appointment- adieu! May we

meet again ! and , egad — who knows !"

Claude left LaTour, scarcely able to reconcile the

heartless levity of his conversation with the real ser

vices he had offered, and at the same time resolving to

adopt such part of his counsel as related to his resi

dence in Paris . He walked with hasty steps towards

the garden of the Tuileries , resolving the best means

of announcing his presence to Ida, and of takingmeas

ures for the escape of herself and father — a task hope

less to all but such a lover as he. Such an entire

bouleversement had taken place in society, that he

knew not a single person to whom he could apply

for aid or information. As he advanced he found the

crowds becoming more dense , and a general gloom ,

agitation , and ferocity pervaded them . Many a dark

brow and eye met his sight, cast around, some in ap

prehension,and some in search of danger. On reach

ing the garden of the Tuileries , he saw that a large

mob was collected in front of the royal chateau .

They consisted of the same desperate class of wretch

es he had already seen , mingled with the most disgust

ing-looking women he had ever beheld ; and deep were

the execrations — the obscene jests—the dark threats,

and the facetious shouts which were directed by these

formidable vagabonds at the royal chateau and its un
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happy inmates, and particularly at the unfortunate

queen. Here again obscenity appeared a favourite

weapon ; and thegross insults direcied against a female

figure which appeared a moment at a window, and was

generally believed to be Marie Antoinette, but which

Claude's high beating heart fancied the beloved object

of his search, caused the lady, whoever she mightbe,
to withdraw immediately.

“ .Come forth ! execrable vulture with your Aus

trian beak !” cried a hoarse, deep voice, elevated as of

an oralor above all the noises of the crowd, which in
some measure disposed itself to listen . *" Your doom

is written ! The people -- the people are up ! That
high head shall be laid low ! ”

“ No, by Brutus !" cried another. “ We will raise

it higher than ever pride and insolent ambition reared

it - on a pike ! mes enfans !”

These sallies were received with tumultuous appro

bation . When the noises had subsided , the first speak

er, who had raised himself on some object answering

as astage, began , in the same deep and powerful voice,

to address the crowd. His speech was couched in a

wild , declamatory language, and a part of it ran in this

fasbion :

“ The good work goes well , my friends !” he said .

“ The people are up and doing. The tyrants tremble.

Their feet shall be no more on your neck !"

A shout of triumph from the auditory here inter

rupted him. Claude regardedthis new advocate of

national rights with interest. His appearance obvious

ly announced an extraordinary person. He was of a

gigantic stature,a heavy, burly, andferocious counte

nance, a voice of singular depth and power, and alto

gether a striking representative and leader of a rabble,

who apparentlyknew him, and regarded his wild and

reckless style of eloquence with great admiration .

“ People of France !" continued the orator, "your

oppressors are about to fy from you. The publicfunc

tionaries are abandoning the country. They are fright

a
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us .

ened. Every day emigrants are flowing out of France.

What for ? To excite all Europe against her. To

come back and bathe these streets and gardens with

your blood. Let no more traitors pass the frontier .

Punish the thought of emigration with death ! Crush

the spirit-the power of opposition. Let us decapi

tate all who hate our glorious revolution-all who,

from their birth , education, character, or position , are

likely to oppose it. They who are not for, are against

Let him die who ever speaks ofmercy. Let the

word be the signal of death, or it will render the bold

bolder, and the strong stronger. This is a struggle

between iwo powers, wherein one or the other must

be exterminated. We must destroy our destroyers,

or be destroyed ourselves. The king, Louis Capet,
is leaguing with foreign courts . He wishes to inun

date France with foreign troops . Will you have Aus

trian and Prussian bayonets at your doors and at your

throats ? Let us speak to the king -- to his ministers

-to Europe -- to mankind, with firmness and with de

cision . The revolution or death ! We have drawn

the sword, let us cast away the scabbard. We have tried

all means to redress our rights. We have tried persua

sion - threats - entreaties -- demands. We have tried

reason- we have tried submission we have tried

peace. It was all in vain . And now we are up, and

hurrah for war ! for death ! It is but once in a thousanda

years that a great people rise together to vindicate the

dignity of the human race. When they do so, there

is but one means—war ! war ! war ! War against ex

ternal, and yet more against internal foes. War

with the sword and dagger -- with the pike and cannon

-with the lanterne and the guillotine - for the hour

has come !"

His voice broke into a hoarse shriek, which was

caught up and echoed by the momentarily increasing

crowd with a phrensy and delight.

“ The cabinet of Vienna,” continued the speaker,

“ have fifty thousand men in the Low Countries - six
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thousand are posted in the Bresgaw - thirty thousand

are despatched from Bohemia. France isthreatened

with the fate of Poland. A Prussian army is at this

instant upon her sacred territory, marching towards

Paris — towards your homes, your wives, your chil

dren !"

Claude's heart sunk in his bosom as he heard this

high prophet of wo, and beheld the fearful power with

which he lashed the passions of his auditors.

“ Who is the cause of this ? " continued the speaker.

“ Behold yonder building ! There lies the cause of

all your oppressions. But for that, there would be

bread and pleasures enough for all. The king — the

queen - their family — their household ! They are all

joining with foreign foes to trample you into the dust.

There is a great - great deed to be done ! We must

put our heel upon the vipers. The kings of Europe
ihreaten us. Let us hold up to them, in answer, the

head of a king !!!"

It is impossible to paint the frantic and fierce de

light with which this discourse was received by its ter

rible auditory. The orator beheld their delirium with

aplacid, good -humoured face and a gratified smile.

His gestures were calm and almost dignified. He

would have proceeded farther, but at this moment a

companyof the National Guard were observed to issue

from a wing of the chateau, and to make their way at

a rapid step towards the crowd." The commanding

officer's voice could not be heard, but he motioned with

his sword and addressed those within hearing, forming

his company into three divisions, soas to present a

formidable front of bristling muskets, which threaten

ed to shower death upon the furious but imperfectly

armed mob, who at first showed signs of determined

resistance.

“ Not yet," said the deep voice of the speaker, be
fore he descended from his chair.

homes ! Not yet, mes enfans ! The hour is approach

ing, but it is not quite arrived .'

" Go to your

R 2
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Partly influenced by this caution , but probably in a

much greater degree by the nearer sight of the troops,

who, at the command of their officer, made ready and

presented their muskets, the throngs opened and part

ed in every direction , dispersing into the adjoining

streets and squares. They were followed by the sol

diers, and cries of “ Back ! back ! Fools ! coquins !

nigeauds ! back !" and frequent blows with the flat

blades of their swords hastened their retreat and added

to the general confusion.

Claude did not join this rabble in their flight, but

remained , and was presently overtaken by a small

company.

“ Have you a mind to a bullet for your supper,

young man ,” said the officer, “ that you do not follow

your companions?"

They are not my companions, sir ,” said Claude ;

" my friends lie within yonder walls ; and I'll make it

worth your trouble if you'll help me to gain entrance

into the chateau .”

" How now, fool !" said the officer ; "you must be

mad, or worse, to think of such a thing; and if you
wish not rather to take up your abode in less elegant

lodgings, you'll keep away from this part of the town.

Back ! monsieur. Back !I say !"

“ I protest! I entreat! I will willgive you any sum

to carry a letter for me, ” said Claude. “ It is to a

lady - one of the-

« Back !” said the officer ; " he is mad or an as .;

sassin . "

And, indeed, the earnestness and agitation of

Claude's looks and gestureswentfar to sanction this

opinion, which soon received a still stronger confirma
tion.

The orator of the day, lurking behind a tree, was

identified by a soldier as he whohad just addressed

the crowd. Two men were despatched to seize him.

When they returned, all present seemed to recog

nise the person of the speaker.

66

a
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asyou deserve.

“ What, George ! ” said the officer, with an expres

sion of deep indignation , “ is it you again at this

work ? Shame upon you . I have a mind tomto-

“ To what ?" said the giant, calmly .

“ To drag you to the dungeon which you and such

"

* And where have you walls thick enough to keep

out those who would come to seek me ?" demanded the

stranger.

“ Parbleu ! ” said the young soldier, reddening with

anger,“ do you threaten one of his majesty's of

ficers ?

“ Yes, threaten and defy him !" replied the stranger,

sternly, and yet with a certain dignity .

“ Had I my will, I would putyouin such a cell as

would baffle all the bloodhounds who come at your

call to get you out !” said the soldier. “ It would be

only by thehand of the executioner that I would have

that rebellious head of yours shown to the people - as

one day it will be , if I have any skill in prophecy ."

Dog of a hireling !" said the stranger, fiercely,

“ do youknow that not only your head, but your mas

ter's,shall one day , "

He was interrupted by a cry of fury from the sol

diers ; and the officer, himself apparently suffering rage

.for an instant to get the better of reason, with a deep

execration, gave the word of command to his men, who
scarcely waited for it ; they levelled their muskets at

the stranger, who, as if appalled at the consequences

of his words, turned pale,and exhibitedother signs of

trepidation. The officer was inthe act of pronouncing

the word “ Fire !" when Claude, with an irresistible

impulse to save at any risk the shedding of human

blood in cold cruelty, stepped actually before the lev

elled muskets, and entreated the amazed soldier to

forbear. 1

“ For the love of Heaven, sir,” said he, " as you

value the lives of the king and royal family, do not fire!

One drop of blood at this moment will destroy the

1
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chateau and all its inhabitants, and drench Paris in

blood.”

“ Eh! parbleu !" cried the officer, regarding this

bold intrusion with irrepressible astonishment ; “ are

you seeking a grave, that you put yourself before load

ed muskets in that way ? Had I but breathed a word,

you would have been by this time in company with

Cæsar. Is yon nigeaud yourfather, that you think his

life worth so much more than your own ?"

“ No, I do not know him , " replied Claude ; " but I

think your position requires prudence, and no blood

should be spilled on the king's side. It would raze

Paris to the ground.”

•Well, well, youmay be right ! but, sacré diable !

you're a bold ganache! Adieu, monsieur ! and a word

of advice . When next you meet a line of muskets

levelled at a scélérat like this, after the words 'make

ready' and take aim' have been uttered , don't be too

ready to step before them. Every officer may not be

as cool as I, and they might fire - eh ! Ha ! ha ! ha !

par Dieu ! that's capital ! Allons, messieurs ! "

The troops now drew together again, and , being

formed into a single company by the principal officer,
were wheeled round and marched back towards the

chateau.

“ Bold friend !" said the Herculean stranger, draw

ing near," you have saved my life. I may, perhaps,“
I

one day reciprocate the favour. Who are you ? ”

My name can be of little interest to you, mon

sieur," said Claude, coolly.

“Possibly ! but it may be different with mine, in

regard to yourself, young man. Therefore please to

remember it, and, when you need aid - as doubtless

you will , for the times are somewhat unsettled, and I

think your tongue smacks of an accent not loved in

Paris --- call on me, and be assured I will not fail you.

You have saved the life of Danton . I am to be heard

of at the Jacobin . Au revoir ! mon cher."

The stranger turned on his heel and walked hastily

away .

66
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CHAPTER XXV.

the attempt.

-

All the efforts of Claude to gain an entrance into

the chateau, or to obtain any communication with the

inhabitants of it, were in vain . He was obliged to use

the utmost caution in making the endeavour, and he

more than once subjected himself to serious danger in

Some days passed away in this state of suspense,
which grew every moment more wful. The most

frightful reports were continually in circulation . It

was said the town was to be sacked-there was to be

a rising of the mob -- the chateau was to be burned,

and the royal family and household massacred . The

tumult and alarm each day augmented . Some dread

ful event was clearly impending. The crisis was at
hand.

It was on the afternoon before the memorable 10th

of August, that, having snatched a hasty meal, and

equipped himself, as every one else had done, with

pistols and a sabre, Claude left his lodging with the

full determination to make his way to the chateau, and

to be first in the attack which, it was understood , was

to be made upon it, so that, gainingentrance withthe
mob, he might seek and save Ida , if, indeed, she had

not long since escaped from it. All his exertions could

procure for him no other chance of admission . As he

attempted to make his way towards the Tuileries, he

found the streets thronged with crowdsof the worst

description . The shops were closed . Business was

entirely abandoned . Only wild hordes of women and

ruffians, whose actions gave evidences , not to be mis

taken, of an immediate outbreak.

It was late in the day when he left his lodgings, and

the shadows of night soon descended upon oneof the
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most frightful scenes recorded by history. The up

roar increased, and , with feelings which we shall not

undertake to depict, he perceived the tide set towards

the chateau. Suddenly a tremendous pressure, in

which some of the more feeble were trampled to death

around him, required him to exert all his strength to

escape the same fate . He succeeded with difficulty

in mounting the steps of a church, and it would be dif.

ficult to describe the emotions with which, from this

eminence , he beheld approaching, with that kind of

solemn grandeur which always attends the exhibition

of immense power, an organized body of about thirty

thousand persons, consisting of the most desperate

men and dissolute and frantic women the mere refuse

of human nature . Some children were distinguished

in this formidable battalion, and, fearfully indicative of -

the extent of the revolutionary fury, many of the Na

tional Guards swelled the rank of the enemy they

should have confronted. Few regular arms, however,

were seen ; but countless hands bore with a firm grasp

whatever chance had thrown in their way - axes, poles,

scythes, pitchforks, clubs, spears, and butcher's knives .

Hundreds of torches threw a lurid glare upon the

scene, rendering it at once more picturesque and aw

ful; and, at short intervals of distance, and waved

wildly in the smoky light, were liſted banners display

ing inscriptions of the various revolutionary watch

words most in vogue, such as Down with the Veto !

Death to the Austrian ! Long live the Sans Culottes !

The country in danger ! and, The nation for ever !

This dreadful army came up and passed on with a

measured tread, that sounded like the rumbling of a

volcano about to burst - the unbridled and clamorous

fury of individual passion having subsided into a gen

eral current, more silent only because more deep.

Suddenly they broke out, as if with a simultaneous

impulse , into the chorus “ ca -ira !" The blended voices

of so many thousands — their irregular and terrible

arms — their garb of rags, filth, and desperate wretched

а
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ness- their haggard and ferocious faces and the deep,

hollow tramp with which those determined feet - bent

to the throne of their king_- kept time to the music,

made a scene which would have appalled a heart less

stout than Claude's . It seemed , indeed, the whole na

tion gathered together in gigantic force, and rolling, in

one stupendous billow , tosweep away the solid banks

which had pent it up
for

ages.

Different indeed were the feelings and intentions

which animated Claude from those which, perhaps

with scarcely a single exception , inspired the dreadful

masses of desperate beings around him , and deep was

the horror and disgust with which he beheld their

slow, but determined , portentous advance ; but he saw

no other chance of effecting his purpose than joining

their ranks, and accordingly he fell in, his drawn sabre

in hand , and pursued his march. He well knew their

path and his own were the same. In this
way

ceeded in getting much nearer the scene where cen

tred so many of his hopes and fears.

It was his intention to follow this army of despera-.

does to the very gate of the chateau ; but an accident

prevented him . A female, whose appearance was that

of a fury, finding him in her way, suddenly thrust him

violently forward, and on his turning to defend himself

from the second blow, she raised a glittering knife, as

if to anticipate his resentment by making the first fatal

attack . In the astonishment excited by this incident,

Claude's foot slipped , and he would have received,

without being able to parry it, the descending stroke

of this half-drunken pythoness , and fallen only to be

trampled to death beneath the multitude, which no

such trifle could an instant arrest in its course, when

a third person extended his scythe so as to fend the

thrust, and hastily, at the same time, reaching his hand,

sustained him in a perpendicular position. There are
kind hearts in the lowest scenes . He was, however,

thus pressed out of the ranks, and , breathless and fa

rigued, he was obliged to rest among a group which,
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motionless itself, beheld this portentous tide flow by.

The regiment from which he had been thus excluded

passed on, and, unaccustomed as he was to such vio

Ient exercise, he was glad to stop a moment and re

cover breath .

This terrible body had scarcely passed, when it was

followed by several companies of grenadiers — and le

gions of licentious vagabonds, at first entirely without

order or arms, but who received the latter asthey pro

ceeded from hands careful to supply them, without fee

or question , wherever they were wanted. From these

frightful crowds ever and anon rose a kind of half

chanted chorus, which had the most solemn and almost

sublime effect, of “ Bread ! bread ! bread !”

Suddenly the deep report of a cannon sent an elec

tric shock through thestormy sea of human beings

heaving around . Then the drums beat far and wide

the terrible générale, and from all quarters rose shouts,

fierce and universal, “ To the palace ! To the pal

This was the long-expected signal for the attack on

the chateau.

Claude-his blood boiling, his mind greatly excited

by the scenes he had passed through - pressed his way

on, resolved to reach the sceneof the attack at any

hazard , certain that, if these hellhounds forced admis

sion into the royal residence, every member of the

family would be instantly massacred , unless the friends

of the king should have gathered around him, at this

dark hour, in sufficient numbers to make a resistance,

and should have foreseen the necessity of preparing in

an adequate manner to defend their position . Boldand

firm measures would certainly have afforded a hope of

safety. The cool skill of a disciplined militia — a de

termined resistance -- a resolution to defend the royal

residence inch by inch , and to the last drop of blood,

supported by even a tolerable force, might check the

onset-give time forthe royalists to rally around their

sovereign, till the fickle multitude should abandon

ace ! "

a
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their bloody purpose. Had these requisite arrange

ments been made, Claude knew that every accession

to the besieged would be of fearful importance, and

that the fateof the contest might be turned even by a

single arm. He pictured the unfortunate and excel

lent, but wavering, monarch and his beautiful queen

awaiting in horror this appalling attack ; and Ida, pale

with terror, calling perhaps on him for aid, which she

little dreamedhe had thus promptly, determined to of

fer. Deeply did he yearn, during that midnightmarch

amid the most remorseless and bloodthirsty wretches

that ever gathered to a scene of carnage and crime, to be

planted in front of the almost defenceless circle which

they were hastening to attack . No tempest-tossed

mariner ever sighed more eagerly for land, than he for

the moment when he might throw himself before the

king and her who was now trembling at his side, and

when he might oppose even his single breast to this

awful danger. Hehad been denounced as a coward

for shrinkingfrom doing what he deemed wrong, and

he could be driven neither by anger nor false shame

to violate his principle, and to break the law of man

and God. Among those who sneered at and despised
him, was there one heart that would have remained

more unappalled in this scene ? one foot that would

have more steadily pursued its way where humanity,

chivalry , and love called him ?

After breathing a few moments, and feeling that his

arms were safe, his pistols firm in his girdle, and his

poniard in his , bosom, grasping his sword with a

prayer to Heaven for success, he stepped from his

resting-place, and committed himself once more to the

swift current which rushed towards the fated chateau .

He soon found that his principal danger lay in the ef

fect of the now momentarily increasing excitement of

the scene upon his mind. He could scarcely restrain

his disgust and indignation within the bounds of pru

dence, or wait the proper moment to strike a blow in

defence of the weaker party . Itwas only the image

VOL. II.S
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of Ida - pale - pursued perhaps by ruffians, and con

signed to dangers too horrible to dwell on — that gave

him power to govern the impetuosity of his soul to

repress his mounting passions, and to check the arm

that longed to deal death among the fierce and brutal

wretches who howled around him for the blood of the

noble, the innocent, and helpless . But for long habits

of self-control, he would probably have here sacrificed

his life at once, without the slightest advantage to the

causehe espoused. Guarding himself with a power

ful effort from a premature discovery of his intention,

and making his way on and on with unwavering per

severance and the most unshrinking disregard of such

dangers as could not be avoided, he struck through the

masses of the tumultuous rabble, who, supposing that

the tall and determined man - grasping his sabre as one

who meant to use it well , and advancing through all

obstacles with such a reckless energy–was one of

those acting as their leaders, made way for him on ev

ery side . His form , indeed , was one that commanded

attention . His hat had long since fallen . His hair

was streaming wildly about his head , and the deep emo

tion of his soul had imparted to his demeanour a com

manding dignity , and to his face a sternness, for which

he had been insome degree remarked even in the glit

tering scenes of fashion , but which at this hour spoke

like one born to command, and whom it was notsafe

to resist . Yes , he who had been able to endure a blow ,

and all its humiliating consequences, rather than vio

late a principle , now disclosed, perhaps half unexpect

edly to himself, the soul of a hero — cool and self-gov

erned in the midst of such shocking and perilous

scenes as the world have rarely witnessed, without

a shudder at the death-shrieks which often arose

around him-now of some wretch suspended to a

lamp-post at his side , now the wild cry ofsome wom

an fainting and trampled to a shapeless clod beneath

his feet - and without the slightest disturbance of his

calmness, although pressing on and on amid weap
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ons which he knew must be presently directed against

himself, and expecting each instant as he advanced

hoping, indeed-to berewarded by a discharge of can

non - which might rake the narrowand crowded streets

from end to end, and greet the besiegers with such a

reception as they deserved . He felt his soul exalted

with emotions never known before. He grew more

and more calm and resolute , and deeper and deeper

every moment grew the burning impatience of his

soul, to find the occasion when he might abandon the

ranks of his bloodthirsty companions, and, throwing

himself by the side of the other party - of Ida, per

haps — aid in checking the attack , or yield his life in

But alas ! one individual in a scene like this is but

an atom ; and, the nearer he approached the central

scene, the more he was hemmed in , and deprived of

power over his own motions. He was borne slowly

onward, as a plank upon the billows ; and , long before

he came in sight of ihe Tuileries, in an agony of sus

pense to know whether any attack could have been

made already, without, perhaps , any defence, the

morning had filled the east, and the smoky flambeaux

began to grow pale before her pure light .

At length he reached a point whence the chateau

was visible; and he perceived , with inexpressible ex

ultation , not only that the attack had not commenced,

but that it was to be met with a manly defence. Bat

tallions of the National Guard were marched up to the

chateau . The gend'armerie followed on horseback .

Various appearances indicated that the besieged had

not abandoned hope ; and that the besiegers, great as

were their strength and numbers, would not advance

farther on their enterprise without some hesitation .

On looking in another direction , however, it was seen

that the insurgents were swelled each hour by new ac

cessions, and were steadily advancing in several col

umns. Even while Claude reconnoitred them, a large

body of the wildest rabble-who had just forced the
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arsenal , and thus completely equipped themselves with

arms—approached in regular order, showing that they

were acting under cool and able leaders . They were

received with reiterated shouts of triumph . They

were followed almost immediately by another column

fifteen or twenty thousand strong, and then by another

of equal force. As the strength of the assailants re

ceived their augmentations, the air was rent with uni

versal bursts of triumph , in which the name of each

body was the burden, “ Hurrah ! Victory ! The fau

bourg St. Antoine ! Thefaubourg St. Marceau ! ! ! ”

And now the assailants were drawn up in the order

in which they were to advance to the attack. The

clamour of the crowd for a moment abated before the

intense interest of the scene . A burst of music was

heard . A company of the Marsellaise moved forward

in perfect order. Claude had placed himself as near

the front ranks as he could get-a position for him of

double peril ; for, while he thus exposed himself to the

fire of the besieged , he ran the hazard of being cut

down or shot by his own party the instant he should

discover his intention of joining their victims . The

guards of the palace appeared crowded at the doors

and windows.The assailants advanced at first with

some show of order. Suddenly a single musket fired
from a window laid the man next to Claude dead be.

neath his feet. A general discharge followed instantly

from both sides, and then all was smoke - crash - fire

--shrieks - shouts - thunder, and such confusion as

rendered it almost impossible to know in which direc

tion lay the chateau. His ears were deafened - his

clothes blackened and burnt-a ball had passed through

his sleeve, and he had a slight cut uponthe arm, which

he only knew some time afterwardby the sight of the

flowing blood. Borne, as a strugglingsailor in a ship

wreck, by the waves, he found himself at length, with

a firmfooting, immediately before the palace. His heart

leaped to perceive that he was amongthe first. There

were heavy blows, and crash after crash, and peals of
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cannon shook the earth , and the bullets whizzed close to

his head . As the breeze blew away the smoke , he per

ceived that he was in the midst of the maddened soldiery,

doing their dreadful work upon the poor Swiss, who,,

fighting to the last, yielded their bosoms and their throats

toeach red and ruthless hand . He threw himself into

the midst of them to save a poor fellow who was set

on by four or five ruffians, and who fought like a lion .

Claude rushed to his side . The impulse which seized

him was irresistible as madness . He fired, and the

foremost of the assailants fell. It was the first time he

had ever taken human life, and he experienced a thrill

as the poor wretch tumbled back and the blood gushed

from his head and nostrils ; but there was no compunc

tion in his feelings, and the next assailant shared the

same fate. The poor Swiss thus supported , escaped for

the time at least; but a cloud ofsmoke from a cannon

discharged at their side, and a rush of the assailants into

the grand hall , separated him from the person he had

saved, luckily hid his interference from general notice,

and enabled him to reach the interior of thepalace.

And now, with a trembling heart, he forced his way

in at the head of the troops, asif he had been their

leader. He cast his eyes around . The halls, slippery

with blood , were already yielding to the work of de

struction . He mounted the broad stairs – he flew

breathless through the gorgeous halls—he sought in

every chamber, with the expectation ofbeholding the

royal circle surrounded by their last defenders , and

ready to be slaughtered. Hehad made up his mind,

in such a case, to fling himself into the midst of them,

and share their fate, whatever it might be. At his

heels were a thousand ruffians - their drawn swords

red and dripping— their hoarse screams resounding

" the king ! the king ! "

At length they were met by another party, who had

conducted the search with a better knowledge of the

localities, and who were headed by a fierce young man ,

whose actions were those of a maniac. Sacré dia .

(
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ble ! " cried he, “ they are gone . The birds have
flown !"

The intelligence was received with a storm of oaths

and maledictions by all but Claude , who heard it with

an exultation which almost deprived him of prudence.

It was with difficulty he restrained himself from utter

ing a shout of triumph which would have betrayed

him to his rough associates.

“Mais n'importe !” cried the voice of the young

leader ; " nous y reviendrons !* We shall come here

again .

“ Oh, save me ! save me !" cried a voice husky

with terror, and one of the unhappy Swiss , whose

companions had been all massacred, pursued by a

band of butchers, rushed through the crowd. He trav

ersed the hall with steps winged with terror ,and es

caped through an opposite door. All joined in the

pursuit. It resembled the violent phrensy of a pack

of hounds after a deer . The poor youth, better ac,

quainted than his pursuers with the localities of the

chateau , succeeded in eluding their grasp till he de

scended into the lower apartments and offices of that

huge edifice. Here he reached the royal kitchen , with

the whole yelling crew at his heels. An enormous

-fire, as if the royal family had expected to enjoy their

dinner that day as usual, was blazing on the hearth .
He sank exhausted to the floor, and was instantly

seized .

“ To the roof - to the roof - hurl him off !” cried a

cracked female voice .

“ No — the hook , the hook ! " exclaimed others, point

ing to a large hook in the ceiling ; and several eager

hands had already thrown over it a cord which hung

dangling in the air.

The fire ! ” shrieked a brawny woman, her eyes

glittering with the light of intoxication, if not of mad

66

ness .

The last proposal was received with frantic delight,
* An historical fact.

/
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as the A man

and immediately acted on . The victim was grasped

by a dozen fierce hands, and bound with the cord which

was to have been used in strangling him. Claude

turned to escape the sight of what he could not pre

vent, and , as he hastened away, he heard the plunge

and sudden shriek of the desperate wretch, the crack

ling of the sparks and flames, and the hoarse yells of

the barbarian executioners .

A scream in an adjoining corridor, sounding above

all the roar and tumult of the palace, now called his

attention in a new direction ; and, with considerable sur

prise, he saw several females in the last state of terror,

pursued by a rabble who threatened to sacrifice them

poor Swiss had been sacrificed before.

had even seized the arm of one of the trembling fugi

tives , who, by their attire and appearance, seemed of

superior rank. His trembling eagerness scarcely per
mitted him to examine whether Ida might not be among

them, though he had persuaded himself of her escape

with the queen . The defenceless victim sank upon

her knee , and lifted her hands as if yielding to death.

Of all the sensations which a human being can expe

rience, perhaps that of Claude was the most singular

mixture of delight and horror, on recognising in the

uplifted face of the unhappy being the features of Ida .

He advanced with the intention of striking dead the

ruffian who still dragged his victim by the arm . But

the habit of self-control here again came to his aid ; for,

instead of cutting down the man, which would have

been the signal for an instant slaughter of himself and

those he wished to defend, he seized his throat with a

giant's grasp, and hurled him back against the wall .

" She is a woman ! ” cried he, in a voice so stern

thatfor a moment the wretch paused in fear.

The wild scream which Ida uttered on recognising

him, and the joy and confidence with which sheclung

to his arm and to his bosom, almost unnerved him

for the crisis in which he found himself.

" A woman !” cried the man ; “ what of that ? She
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“ I am your

is my prisoner. Stand back !” and he lifted the scythe
blade which he held in his hand aloft in the air with

gesticulations of fury.

Claude drew a pistol silently but firmly.

“ A bas les aristocrats !” cried the wretch, and

started forward to cut him down .

There was no longer time for delay . Claude fired..

The ball passed through the assailant's brain . For a

moment the commanding attitude and stern voice of

him who had so boldly interfered between the lion and

his wrath, arrested the party .

“ What ! don't you know me ?" exclaimed Claude.

leader. I was the first to mount the ty

rant's steps . Had he been here, you should strike

and spare not; but we shall not commence our cause

by butchering women. Back, I say , and let us send

them in safety away.”

" He's right,” cried two or three voices .

“ He was the first in ,” said another.

“ Then I demand a guard for thesemiserable women,

who are not worth your rage,” said Claude .

friends, seek more worthy game.”

The young man who hadmade himself so conspic

uous, and whose voice had first announced the escape

of the royal family, here came in with some of the
National Guard .

“Women ?" said he ; " they must be removed . "

“ I demand a guard to take them to a place of safe

ty ,” said Claude.

“ You are right, stranger,” said Lazarre.

toine”—he turned to one of the regular soldiers— " take

twenty men and conduct these women to the next

guardhouse. "

The soldier obeyed . The rabble made way. The

females were surrounded by their escort and marched

out of the palace.* The trembling Ida was rather
borne than led by Claude , whose brain reeled with a

• Go, my

66 An

* A fact,
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joy too sweet to be certain , as he found himself under

the protection of the guard , completely disentangled

from the immense multitudes which now surrounded

the palace, but which grew less dense at every step of

their retreat, till they were far removed from the scene

of action , and paused in the comparative safety of a
distant and narrow street. Claude here conferred

with the officer, who promised faithfully to take each

one of his affrighted charge wherever they wished to

go. For himself, he was in the neighbourhood of

the section du Theatre Français. Ida, from the re

vulsion of feeling, and the fatigue and danger of the

previous night, was almost unable to support herself.

Bearing, therefore, her light form upon his arm , which

thrilled beneaththe beloved burden, he speedily reach

ed his hotel, gained his room, and deposited her upon

a sofa. A maid attended at his request. She was, by

a fortunate chance, a modest and kind-hearted girl, en

tirely untouched with the revolutionary mania.

nette , her eyes bathed with tears, offered to become,

through every danger, a constant and devoted attend

ant of the lovely young stranger thus unexpectedly

committed to her care , and instantly commenced her

duties .

We must beg the reader to paint, according to his

own imagination, the scene which took place when

Ida recovered her senses . All that sensibility and del

icacy could require or bestow , marked every moment

of their interview, while they hastily interchanged such

particulars as were most requisite to a mutual under

standing of their present position and prospects, al

thoughClaude carefully avoided revealing the great

change which had -taken place in his fortune, and of

which Ida knew nothing . That they should quit

France instantly was of course desirable ; but Caro

lan was in prison , and Ida would not desert him . In

vain Claude begged her to go herself to the frontier,

with the meanswhich he hoped to be able tosupply

for her journey, promising to remain, and do all in his
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power to procure the count's liberation. She firmly

refused to set off without her father. Whatever sen

timent might have been felt of that passion which had

been revealed to each other without words, and so long

cherished without hope, at this instant it gave way to

the more pressing thought of escape for themselves,

and the means of rescuing Carolan .

“ Trust to me,” said Claude. “ Remain where you

are ; if Annette will but be faithful— "

“ Oh, for ever !" said the warm-hearted girl, hereyes

filling with tears . “ I will never abandon Mademoi

selle Carolan as long as I live. ”

“ I will consent not to leave Paris, then , till we res

cue your father .”

In this time, when so much prudence and courage

were necessary , Claude appeared more calm and no

ble than Ida had ever seen him before . Even through

the mean , torn , and dirty dress which he had assumed,

his air was so free and commanding, his face so full

of manly beauty, that, little knowing the change which

had occurred in his condition , she innocently felt that

her happiness depended on him, and that he was the

only being who could ever possess her love. In the

mean time, he placed a purse in Annette's hands, re

questing her to order everything necessary to the se

curity and comfort of her young mistress ; and An

nette was a femme de chambre whose genius could

have ministered to the wants of a princess , and sur

rounded her with such cares as only a French femme

de chambre had any idea of. She was as good-hu

moured as shewas adroit and intelligent ; and it seem

ed as if Heaven had sent, in the last moment of dan

ger, this invaluable aid , as a token that the little party,

beset as they were by perils, were not to be deserted .
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With the deepest anxiety that had ever winged his

steps, Claude left Ida to the charge of Annette, and

flew again to La Tour for advice and assistance in the

singular situation in which he now found himself. La

Tour was more alarmed , more wavering than before.

He was almost resolved upon flight himself; but eyes

were upon him, as he well knew , which would detect

his first motion towards such a measure . Danger

makes us selfish . He could but advise Claude tofly

with his new companion, and to take his chance for

getting out of France . As for Carolan, he assured

him that the only consequence
s which would follow

an attempt in hisfavour would be the arrest, and per

haps the destruction, of those who should make it.

Disappointe
d

in the succour — which , indeed, he

scarcely expected—from La Tour, Claude next pro

ceeded to the person whose address he had procured

from James, and who had been recommend
ed

as one

so able, from various circumstanc
es

, to afford him aid

in an emergency like the present. Ida had already

informed him that her uncle, Colonel St. Marie, was

still at his chateau a few leagues from Paris, and that,

if she could reach it, she would there take up her

abode, and consider the best means of rescuing her

father from his unhappyand perilous situation. By

the aid of the person alluded to, measures were ar

ranged for their immediate departure, and the next

daythey succeeded in escaping safely out of Paris,

andin reaching the Chateau St. Marie.
We will notdetain the reader with the various hopes,

fears , and emotions which animated each of the little

party who, thus removed from the immediate scene of

action, here debated upon the means of Carolan's de

liverance and their subsequent flight out of France .
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Claude was often in Paris , where he beheld scenes

of which the reader would scarcely wish to hear the

dark and bloody details . But, notwithstanding his ex

ertions, he could not succeed in gaining admission to

Carolan , or learning more of his fate than that he was

in the Conciergerie, and was not likely to be released.

The frightful massacre of the first, second, and third

of September — the formal commencement of the Re

public — theopening of the National Convention—the

execution of the king, of the queen, and many more

of the horrors of that remarkable period, took place ;

while Ida, sheltered in the chateau of her uncle, and

kept, as far as was possible, in ignorance of the scenes

around her, waited, with an anxiety which preyed upon

her health , the dreadful course of events , till some vi

cissitude should either deprive her of a father whom,

with all his eccentricities, she deeply loved, or should

return him to her arms. Indeed , the sources of her an

guish were numerous as well as profound. She had

heard but indirectlyfromher mother, till Claude, by the

arrangements which he had made with James, opened

a new and more certain mode of communication . But,

alas ! it rather added to her grief, for she learned that

her mother was dangerously ill from the effects of the

agonizing suspense into which the peril of the count

and Ida had thrown her.

Several months passed away, and , notwithstanding

the exertions of Claude, without producing any event

favourable to his wishes . The whole time was by no

means spent by him at the chateau . He was some

times weeks together at Paris — mingling with the

mobs- shouting the cant watchwords— attending the

tribunals, and playing the role of a zealous revolution

ist . In the course of the various enterprises to learn

the details of Carolan's present situation, he had made

several attempts to see Danton, whose life he had

saved, and whose real character and influence he had

now learned better to appreciate. The faithful agent

and ally supplied by James at length aided him in
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presenting the affair in such a light to Danton, that

that terrible arbiter of life began to listen to the prop

ositions of a pecuniary nature which, as the time ad

vanced and the danger grew more perilous, began to

be large enough to tempt the cupidity of a muchmore

scrupulous magistrate.

Itwas with feelings of such gratification as he had

rarely experienced, that Claude was one day return

ing from Paris to the chateau St. Marie, after having

nearly brought these negotiations to a conclusion, when,

being almost arrived, he was alarmed by the sound of

horses' feet, and a body of troops overtook him on their

way to join the army of the Alps. It was about noon,

and the towers of the chateau were just visible at a

little distance from the road. At thesight of them the

colonel ordered a halt. Claude had succeeded in hiding

himself amid some thick shrubbery, in such a way

that he could, without being seen ,overhear the con

versation . From this place of concealment he perceiv

ed that a peasant had been arrested and brought be

fore the commander, who put several inquiries to him

respecting the chateau and its occupants. The replies
were of a nature to awaken considerable alarm . The

man questioned was a bigoted Jacobin ; and, whether

fromparty zeal, private enmity, or the mere desire to

behold a scene of carnage and plunder, relatedmany

particulars, which aroused the fury ofthe colonel, who

seemed to be a low, coarse man, with that determined

bent towards cruelty which marked so many minds

during this period. The sum of the information thus

received was, that the owner of the chateau was a roy

alist ; that he had a brother, who was not only a tank

aristocrat, but a Prussian nobleman ; that the latter

had come into France with the avowed intention of

aidingthe royal cause, in consequence of which he had

been imprisoned, and was either beheaded or was

awaiting execution ; that the present occupant of the

chateauwas also an officer of decidedly royal senti

ments, and that he was waiting to emigrate only till he

Vol . II .-T
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should ascertain whether the brother could be saved .

The informant added , that the daughter of the impris

oned Prussian was also a resident of the chateau,

and that she was a very beautiful girl, who refused to

quit France from fidelity to her father; and that there;

was an English spy, also in the habit of remaining

much with the family, although disguised under the

character of a revolutionist. Claude heard, with as

much astonishment as alarm, these and many other

particulars related of himself and the preciouscharge

over whose safety he had watched with so much care,

some of which could only have been ascertained by a

system of espionage which he had too carelessly con

cluded he had escaped .

“ The sacré aristocrat!" then demanded Colonel

Dubois, " has taken no part in the revolution ? "

“No, citizen colonel," replied the peasant; “ they'

are determined to emigrate as soon as the proper time

comes.”

" That they never shall," said the colonel. “What

say you , my brave fellows ? For us or against us is

our motto ; these are traitors . Shall we down with the

old crow's nest about their ears ? "

An enthusiastic shout announced the delight with

which this proposition was received by the licentious

troops ; for, notwithstanding the victorious career of the

French armies under the Republic, they frequently in

terrupted their march to indulge in excessescharacter

istic rather of undisciplined banditti than of regular
troops .

A short council was immediately called , consisting

of two or three of the officers, of which Claude did not

wait to hear the result. He crept from the thicket,

which fortunately led through a narrow lane shaded

with trees and bushes in such a way as to conceal him
from the view of the soldiery, who were, moreover, too

expectant of the orders of their chief and of their antici

pated booty to regard his motions. Following, therefore,

the path , which lay in a direct line to it, he reached
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the chateau, breathless, covered with dust, and pale

with the terror which the incident had conjured up.

His sudden appearance and agitation at once announ

ced that he was the messenger of evil . Colonel St.

Marie had been asleep upon a sofa, and Ida was sitting

by his side lost in thought. They both started up and

heard with inexpressible terror the dangerwhich was

approaching. St. Marie, although superannuated and

scarcely able to walk, rose with an indignation which

for a moment recalled the strength of youth to his

limbs. The domestics were instantly collected, and
preparations for defence were commenced. He called

for his arms, and gave twenty different orders in the

same minute . Three or four bewildered serving-men ,

incapable of rendering aid , even had there been any

chance of defence, ran to and fro, scarcely knowing

what theydid ; and St. Marie, even while grasping his

sword with one trembling hand and a pistol with the

other, as if determined himself to confront the ruffians

who threatened him, sank back exhausted into a fau

teuil , and his weapons fell from his nerveless grasp .

Ida, ” said St. Marie, “ you must fly. Wyndham,

it is to you alone I dare intrust her. I know noi

which ofihe servants, if any, are worthy of confidence.

One mile back through the wood is the hut of Su

sanne , an old family nurse, who has a certain place of

concealment. I will never leave my hearthstone for

these recreants . Do not seek to persuade me . This

man,” he added , pointing to the trembling old domes

tic who supported his feeble steps, " is the only one in

the family who knows it besides myself. I will call

the others in , and they shall not see the road you take..

Fly. I commit her to your care.

“ My beloved uncle - my father ! Oh, merciful

Heaven ! preserve me,” murmured Ida, fainting with
terror.

“ Do you fear to accompany him , my child ?" de
manded the old man.

Oh, no, no ! " cried Ida ; " but come with us, my

uncle !"

>
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“ Never.”

“ Then I will not desert you , "

“ I command you, Ida . Your presence here will

make things worse."

“ These are dangers,” said Claude, " which make

flight imperative — for you , monsieur, as well as for her.

Your age - your- "

“ Never. I have never fled from the enemies of

France ; shall I fly from her children ? Never. I will

receive these rude visiters in my hall as becomes a

host . I will retain them if I can-at least till you are

out of their reach . I will-Hark ! Ida ! sweet child !

away.”

They embraced as those embrace who may never

meet again .

The trumpet sounded a blast almost under the wina

dow. There was a trampling of horses' feet upon the

stone pavement of the court, and three hoarse cheers

announced the numbers and the spirit of the new -com

Claude led his affrighted companion, with gen

tle force, from the arms of the high-hearted old man ,

and withdrew, tenderly sustaining her hasty and fal

tering steps . He thought himself the sport of some

wild dream . He passed hastily through the gate.

One of the soldiers , by the precaution of the enemy,

had been already planted there. His glittering bayo

net arrested them, and he levelled his musket.

No, my fair friend !” cried he, laughing, “ you

are just the one we want.

“ Back ! Back, I say ! Ha, cochon !” he contin

ued , as Clauderaised a pistol. He accompanied the

last exclamation by discharging his musket; but, be

fore he had time to bring it to a correct aim - before

even the words had fairly left his lips , the ball , winged

from the rapid hand of Claude, laid him dead upon

the grass . The contents of his musket spent them

selves harmlessly in the air. A wild shout from the

house winged Claude's feet with yet new swiftness ;

and, lifting Ida upon his arm, he gained a thick grove

ers .

>
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within a few yards of the wall, just as a crowd of

shouting ruffians turned the angle of the building,

which , indeed, was already a scene of shrieks, tumult,

and uproar.

Completely sheltered by the bowers of the tan

gled wood , he fled hastily with his beloved burden.

It was not long, however, when , by the increased

weight upon hisarm , he perceived that he borea sense,

less form . He stooped to gaze upon that face, the

image of so many a delicious dream, and a thousand

times more beautiful in reality even than in imagina

tion . He bathed her pale temples and closed eyes

with water from a spring, that gushed from the rock

against which he leaned , and , with -a tremour at his

heart such as he had never known before, he meas

ured her beautiful, senseless form with fearful eyes,

to assure himself that the ball of the ruffian who had

fired at them had not marred the fairest mortal that

ever came from the hand of nature . Terrified, yet

dazzled - enraptured, yet in despair - a tenderness,

which would have made him too happy to lay down

his life for her, entered yet more deeplyinto his soul.

With inexpressible rapture he perceived that she was

not wounded, and that she already began to give signs
of life. Her head hung back upon his arm-upon his

bosom. Her eyes opened. Her mouth almost touch
ed his own. He felt her fragrant breath upon his

cheek.

At this moment he would have forgotten the dan

ger which surrounded him had his own life alone been

at stake . The obstacles to his union with Ida were

removed ; and her whole demeanour towards him du

ring the time which had elapsed since their meeting

in Paris, had filled his heart with new fervour, while

it inspired his mind with deeper respect. Bothseem

ed to feel that, amid the dreadful events going on

around them , and in which they themselves were so

deeply interested, any formal expression of their own

sentiments would be out of place. The language of
T 2
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both, therefore, had been only that of a friendship full

of tender confidence and deep happiness, strangely

mingled with apprehension and anguish. But now ,

with the object of his long- cherished love thus com

mitted to his single care — thus abandoned to himself

alone - thus beautiful— thus clinging to his bosom,

amid the bowers of a wood hidden from every eye

he could scarcely avoid flinging himself at her feet,

and declaring the passion which inspired him . But

the poor girldid not participate in his forgetfulness of

danger, although her very terror unconsciously be

trayed the love with which she had long regarded him.

As he sustained her trembling form with the delicacy

of a brother, feeling that even to die for a being so

dear was a greater happiness than had ever before

been allotted to his dark and lonely life, he saw

enough in the unguarded tenderness and dependance,

which even her fear and grief betrayed , to swell his

breast with rapture , that rendered him , asfar as re

garded his own safety, totally regardless of the tem

pest around .

“ Do not fear, " he cried ; “ no peril shall reach you ,

dearest, beloved girl.”

A shout againcame from the chateau.

My uncle--my father! Oh, saveme! save me !"

she murmured, sinking from mingled fear and affec

tion upon his bosom.

With a Herculean arm he lifted her once more, and

did not pause again till he reached the hut of old Su

a

sanne.

CHAPTER XXVII.

Near the hut of Susanne was a subterranean pas

sage , in former times connected with the chateau. It

communicated with a rude outhouse, which had been
a



THE COUNTESS IDA . 215

used for some mysterious purpose, of which the tra

dition was lost. This retreat was known only to three

persons in the family of St. Marie - himself, Susanne,

and one of his oldest and most faithful serving-men .

It was in order to procure to Ida the advantageof this

place of security that he had sent her to Susanne,

unwilling to trust the secret to any other of the ser

vants on an occasion where there might be so many

temptations to betray it .

With hasty and trembling steps the two females

took their place in this passage, of which the opening

could not be discovered without the treachery of some

one possessed of the secret . Leaving Ida here in

comparative safety, Claude determined not to remain

with them , but to reconnoitre from a distant position,

and to defend it from any one who might by chance

approach it.

He therefore selected a spot where he thought he

would be concealed , and remained , with emotions of

mixed agony and happiness, to await the events of this

interesting day . Hecouldsee the towers of the cha

teau, and, before an hour had elapsed, he beheld their

tops surrounded with masses of smoke - a sad token of

the work ofdestruction going on beneath . Off his guard,

he gazed at this ominous sign with somuch attention,

thathe did not observe the approach of four soldiers till
they were so near that theydiscovered him. He had

one loaded pistol. His enemies were completely

armed. His first impulse was to sell his life dearly ;

but he reflected that resistance was certain death , while

submission afforded at least a chance of safety. He

yielded, therefore, with readiness , and was instantly
conducted back to the chateau.

It was with some difficulty that he could repress an

exclamation of horror at the sight which met his view

on arriving there . The large saloon was filled with a

clamorous and half- drunken band of soldiers, seated

at the tables, having finished an ample feast. Theser

vants were bound and ranged against the wall . Sev
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eral of them were females. Colonel St. Marie himself

stood also bound in the midst of them, his face and

dress stained with blood from a wound on his head .

The ruin of the interior of the chateau was nearly ac

complished . The costly furniture was scattered around

in fragments, having been wantonly broken with axes

and pikes . All that was portable and valuable was

stowed away in sacks and wagons. Mirrors had been

dashed to atoms; statues,clocks, candelabras, chande

liers, shattered ; and invaluable paintings and rich old

tapestry cut to pieces with sabres and bayonets. Ev

erything which could be discovered in the building

had been brought forth to supply the demands of five

hundred voracious soldiers ; and whole pipes of choice

wine had been dragged from the cellar, and had been

already so far exhausted by the brutal guests, that a

general excitement, not far froin actual intoxication ,

had reduced them from the appearance of troops with

at least someclaims to discipline, to little better than

a mob of drunken robbers and cutthroats . Money and

plate had been grasped by greedy hands, and were

piled up in baskets preparatory to being packed ; and

severalattempts had been made to set fire to the cha

teau , one of which seemed likely to be successful, for

in an adjoining room the flames were slowly advancing,

and emitted volumes of smoke-what Claude had al

ready perceived at a distance.

Thefeast was now done, and the men had risen and

were standing erect as well as they could. The colo

nel fixed himself in his seat with amagisterial air, and,

slapping his hand furiously down upon the table tillhe

made the plates and glasses ringagain, commanded
order .

“ Citizen - soldiers ! " said this man, with a drunken

hiccough, " you have done well . You have doneyour

duty . We have already the benefit arising from clear

ing France of these vile aristocrats. They must be

swept off the face of the earth like so many reptiles .

The population is to be reduced one fourth . Had I

а
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been consulted , it should have been one half. Then

there should be bread and wine, and land and gold for

the remainder. Then there would be no more prisons

-no more starvation — no more oppression — no more

jails . All would be free, happy, and rich. It is these

drones, who eat the fat of the land and do nothing

these ruthless tyrants, who have trampled on you for

so many years - who have caused all the wretchedness

of poor France. It is decided that her population

must be diminished. Our glorious Danton-our wise

and patriotic Robespierre, have pointed out the way.

We have fired this old den of aristocrats — you may

hear the roaring of the flames. As for the brood of

vipers who have nestled here , their doom is sealed .

They must (hiccough) die . They hate our glorious

revolution, and they must die, I say."

This discourse was delivered with a drunken energy,

which was often interrupted by the inability of the

speaker to proceed from mere intoxication , but yet

more by the coarse and exulting cheers of the bru

tal auditory, and the groans and shrieks of the victims.

These unhappy beings—a few hours before in the full

enjoyment of life and hope — thus suddenly brought

upon the brink of eternity, manifested in various ways

their horror and despair. Some shrieked aloud-some

wept — some clasped their hands in silent horror, and

some in pious prayer. St. Marie himself - his eyes

flashing with horror and rage-addressed the wretch

who sat thus in bloody judgment over him in terms
of dignified remonstrance. But all were alike in

vain ."

“ Company, attention," cried Col. Dubois ; and for a

moment the rolling of the drums drowned all other

noises . “ Bring out the prisoners ."

* Many a similar scene had been already acted in France. Let it

not be supposedthat the writer is drawing an exaggerated picture from

imagination. He copies from historical records; and they who, in

England, or France, orany other country, are so eager to raise the ban

ner of revolution, should their rash design prove successful, would be

hold equally awful outrages.

*

"
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They were thrust rudely forward in front of the

chair where the ruffian sat with a magisterial air, his

eye glassy with wine and that appalling desire to glut

his sight with human blood, which seemed then an

epidemic in France.

“ Here is another prisoner, citizen colonel ," said one

of the soldiers ; and Claude was thrust roughly into

the middle of the floor. “ At the sight of him there

was a comparative silence among even the rude sol.

diery, as if they felt a new interest in the drama.

“ Who are you?" demanded the colonel .

“ I am a teacher of languages," said Claude, firmly

and boldly. “ I fled from Berlin to join the revolu

tionists . I am at a loss to know why these men have

confounded me with the enemies of France."

“ Were you known to any one as a friend to the

revolution ?

“ Yes , to Danton !"

“ He is the spy — the English spy," said the peas

ant who had given the information which led to the

attack .

“You are greatly mistaken,” said Claude, compo

sedly ; “ I am so far from being a spy, that I was the

first to enter the Tuileries on the glorious tenth of Au

gust. I was thefirst to enter the tyrant's palace."

“ Humph '!" said the colonel . “ That is easily said,

but not so easily proved . The first to enter the ty

rant's palace ! Liar! you shall confront him whowas

the first, for he is an officer in our company. Here,

come forward," he cried, beckoning to a person at the

other end of the hall .

A wild -looking young man, with long hair streaming

about his face, and piercing black eyes, stepped for

ward at the call . Claude recognised him in a mo

ment as the young leader on that bloody day who had
been so near him.

“ If this man recognise you," said the colonel, " you

shall go free ; if not,you die on the spot for a liar and

9
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an aristocrat. Hey, my brave boys! is not this Solo
mon's decision ?"

And he laughed triumphantly at the certaintywhich

he presumed he had now established of convicting his

prisoner in this summary way.

“ It is hardly fair, " said Claude ; " but, to show you

how sure I am, and how little I fear any harm from

these my comrades in the great cause, citizen colonel,

I accept the offer.”

“ Look at him, then , ” said the colonel.

Lazarre fixed his bright black eyes upon him , meas

ured him with his glances from head to foot, and said,

“ No-I never saw him. He is an impostor.”

“ But I saw you ,” said Claude, calmly ; " and I will

convince you you also saw me. ”

“ If you did," said the stranger, haughtily, “ you

would know my name. It was soundedthat day by

mouths enough ."

“ You were called Lazarre, " said Claude. “You

mounted the great stairs waving a banner, on which

was inscribed , Down with the Veto ! You shot &

Swiss at the entrance ."

“ Flying ?"

“ No- in his box. Behind you were borne three

heads on a pike ; and when we learned the flight of

the tyrant, you exclaimed, ‘N’importe, mes amis , nous

y reviendrons ! In the kitchen you — that is , we

threw a fugitive into the flames."

“ By Gracchus ! did we not ?" said Lazarre, extend

ing his hand . “ Not a hair of your head shall be

touched . "

“ And it is hard, after being foremost in tearing down

the tyrant's throne - in ridding the nation of her op

pressors - to find myself counted among them,” said

Claude, in a surly tone, and with a frown of anger at

Colonel Dubois .

“ Ha ! get back, then, citizen, in God's name," said

the colonel, as Lazarre again greeted him with a friend .

ly welcome. " As for you - coquins ! nigeauds ! co

6
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chons !" cried the colonel, addressing the rest of the

prisoners, “ look your last on the light of day. The

enemies of France must fall! Revenge (hiccough )

revenge is the order of the day. You're rebels !

(hiccough) you're aristocrats ! (hiccough) and ye

must die ! Silence, I say,” cried he, as the voices of

the prisoners burst forth, some in supplication, some in

threats. “ There is one chance for you ; a woman

a girl, parbleu ! - has escaped us, and is concealed

somewhere, as I am informed, in or about this cha

teau . He or she among you who will tell me where

she is hidden , shall receive his life as a reward ; for

the rest — Sergeant Gregoire, lead your prisoners into

the court. Choose a file of twenty men, the least

drunk among ye, and make short work of them, for

we must be on our journey. Hark ye, wretches-I

give you one minute — which ofyou will tell me where

this
young breeder of rebels and aristocrats is ? ”

There were seven among the prisoners. Of them

St. Marie and one servantalone knew Ida's place of

concealment. The latter had heard the order which

St. Marie had given, but he remained pale and mo
tionless .

Claude believed that all this brutal parade was but

a mode of tempting those who knew the secret into a
confession .

" Allons,messieurs !” said Dubois; " you have ten

seconds . By Brutus ! I am in earnest.”

“ You cannot- you dare not- cried St. Marie .

“ Ah ! old coquin, that is your opinion !" .

“ In the name of humanity - of France—" cried St.
Marie.

“ Sergeant Gregoire," said the colonel, “ the time

has expired . Forward , and do your duty."

The sergeant advanced. Hehad placed himself at
the head of twenty men , who, with their charged bayo

nets, compelled the prisoners to proceed. Claude

caught one agonized glance from St. Marie. At the

"
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door one man stopped and cried aloud for mercy. It

was the old servant who alone possessed the secret.

“ Lache ! " cried St. Marie.

“ Stop,” cried the man, “ I will reveal - I will — I“ -

will ” and he fell upon his knees in the last parox

ysm of terror.

Speak out, then, reptile, " thundered Dubois.

" I will— I will — ” gasped the trembling old man,

nearly insensible with terror ; " she-- she - I cannot
I amchoked !”

And may God's curse fall on him ," cried St. Ma

rie, with a voice so deep and stern; that, fora moment,

it awed even the half-drunken wretch himself who pre

sided over this diabolical scene- may God's curse

light on him who, to save his miserable life, commits

my sweet child to the grasp of these hellhounds—the

curse of God -- a dying man calls it down upon him

and his for ever !"

" I cannot help it,” gasped the man ; “ give me life,“
"and I care not . She--she is hidden in"

All leaned forward with increasing interest tocatch

the words from his pale and quivering lips . St. Marie

struggled to spring upon him . He was bound, and

heldby two strong men . But the speaker's voice was

stopped by another hand . A bullet from the remain

ing pistol of Claude, which he had carefully concealed

in his bosom , lodged in the temples of the unhappy

wretch . He fell back dead without a groan . St. Ma

rie gave a shout of triumph, and a wild yell of fury

burst from the throng, who threw themselves upon

Claude, with their muskets and sabres in hand, to cut

him to pieces .

Vol. II._U
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CHAPTER XXVIII.

Ar the tumult which followed this bold act , Claude

believed his last moment had come. He was seized

by a dozen brawny hands, sabres flashed and clashed

before his eyes, and he was borne to the floor, and had

scarcely time to commit himself to the mercy of his

Creator, ere he felt two bullets whiz past his head, and

a sword pass through his body. The next instant

would have terminated his existence had not Colonel

Dubois himself interfered . His deep, coarse voice, in

tones of thunder, demanded order, and his gigantic arm
rescued his victim from immediate destruction, in or

der to succeed , if possible, in tearing the secret from

him before his death . It was after much discord and

struggling that the commander succeeded in forming

his men once more in akind of order, and he instantly

proceeded to question Claude . Accounts of the beau

ty of the young girl who had escaped him had excited

his curiosity and inflamed his imagination, and he re

solved to secure her at any rate . The continual re

turn of the men who had been sent in search of her

without having accomplished their object, yet farther

aroused his passion .

“ So, friend, you know the secret hiding-place, then ?"

said he, as Claude, whose wound was much slighter

than he thought, stood bleeding, but unshrinking, before
him .

“ I do . "

“ You will reveal it to me ?"

“ No.”

“ You shall be richly rewarded if you do you shall

die like a dog if you refuse.”

“ I am ready ."

“ Is she your mistress ? ”
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“She is a woman, and I cannot betray her."

“ We will see . Sergeant Gregoire , leave this bold

youth with me. Conduct the rest of the prisoners

into the court, and do your duty - instantly ."

Stupified, incredulous, bewildered, the unhappy be

ings were marched out. The soldiers' tramping tread

was heard as they drew up on the pavements under

the window, and at each motion their muskets clanked

with an ominous regularity .

Dubois filled a large glass with wine till it overflowed.

“ You think , perhaps, I am not in earnest,” said he .

Claude's heart turned to ice . He could not believe

his eyes.

“ Will you save your life ? I swear you shall be

untouched if you will utter one word to put me on the

clew ."

“ I am not a traitor. I cannot purchase my life at

such a price, " replied Claude.

At that instant was heard the discharge of musketry,

and a deep groan , that made Claude thrill with horror

in every fibre of his frame. Even Dubois turned pale.

Claude's face also was bloodless, and a faintness came

over him, such as no pen may describe-such as he

thought would suspend his being without the aid of the

executioner.

“ Let them cry ' Vive le Roi now ! ” said Dubois ;

“ and as for you-you shall follow them in one minute

if
you do not reveal your secret ; will you do so ?”

I protest against this brutal barbarity,” said Claude.

" I cannot believe, Monsieur le Colonel, that you will

murder me for refusing the basest act of cowardice

and treachery . I throw myself upon your generosity

-your mercy” (and his voice quivered).

“ Do you mean to say,” cried Dubois, turning livid

with rage, “ that you still refuse to discover the retreat

of this woman ? "

“ I do," said Claude.

Sergeant Gregoire here marched in at the head of

his silent company, who ranged themselves in a line

a
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before the table, and at his command reloaded their

pieces .

Gregoire,” said Dubois, " lead ten more men into

the court, and send this obstinate fool after his com

panions."

“ Cold -blooded fiend !” said Claude.

The ruffian made a furious gesture with his arm.

“ Forward - march," said the sergeant, with military

brevity .

Claude advanced . He had done with life . This,

then, was death . They passed from the hall - through

the corridor - into theopen air. The sky wasabove

him. The afternoon sunshine fell calm and yellow in

the court . The breeze touched his face. He heard

the barking of a dog—the careless warble of a bird

a flock of pigeonsswept down into the court, and,

frightened by the soldiery, rose and mounted again into

the balmyair. He beheld the waving branches of the
trees. The silver clouds were lying in the heavens,

and the broad green fields were stretched in the dis

tance . He cast one look above - around then the

form of Ida arose to his imagination .

One word could save him, but that word would

consign her to a fate worse than death .

“ No,” said Claude ; " when the hand of a profligate

dashed a blow upon my forehead, I refused to perilmy

life because I thought the occasion unworthy of it .

Here humanity - honour - courage, call upon me to

throw it away. May God protect this now unfriend

ed girl and receive my soul."

"Comrades !” said Claude, with a firm , bold voice.

“ Hold ! he yields,” cried Dubois from the window.

“ I ask one favour ! "

" It shall be granted !" cried Dubois.

“ Let me give the word myself ; and, when you fire,
aim at the heart."

The sound of horses' hoofs was heard . They ap

proached at a rapid rate . A horseman rode into the

court. He was of gigantic stature . The crowd of

a
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“ Sacre

ruffians recognised him , and hailed his approach with
acclamations and cries of " Vive Danton !”

“ What is this-who is this ?” cried he.

diable ! I know this face . Ah ! where is your colo

nel , my good fellows ? You have been busy, I see ;

so much the better ; but this—I have seen that face

before, and I owe it a service . See, he is falling. Is

he already dead ?"

In truth , loss of blood and the emotions of these

scenes had been too much for Claude's strength. He

had stood erect to receive the fire of the soldiers, and

he had already bidden farewell to earth ; but in the de

lay so much beyond the moment, when he expected to

receive the fireof his murderers in his bosom , the ex

citement of the moment, which had sustained him till

then , gave way - his brain swam - a coldness, a faint

ness, and then a darkness crept over him .He be

lieved already the ghasily ordeal past. He sank

down upon the stones, and saw and heard no more of

what was going on around him.

CHAPTER XXIX.

It was several days after the preceding events, and

at the first sign of daybreak on a cloudless morning

towards the latter part of the autumn, that a wretched,

half-broken carriage, with two spavined horses and a

ragged postillion , drew up at a small auberge near the

old chateau St. Marie . A rough but stronghorse, sad

dled , was attached to a post at the door ; and Claude,

in the Jacobin costume of that period, at the sound of

the wheels , appeared at the door and had some mo

ments'consultation with the postillion . They both look .

ed with many signs of impatience towards Paris, when

the sound of another vehicle was heard with such

U 2
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lively tokens of satisfaction that itwas easy to discover

how much interest they had in its approach. They

then retired within the house, of which the window

shutters and curtains were carefully closed . The sec

ond carriage also drew up at the little inn , and three

figures stepped out . One was St. Marie, the other

Carolan, the third the tall and gaunt figure of Danton

-his rough and burly visage expanded with good -hu

mour, and his deep voice every instant making itself

heard in half -uttered exclamations of pleasure and self

satisfaction .

“ Ah ! ca ! voyons !” said he, patting Carolan ; " go

in - par Dieu ! -ha ! ha ! Attendez, mon ami, attendez

-you will see in the house -- ah ! ha ! ha !”

Of these three persons , the most strikingly changed

in dress, appearance, and manner was Carolan. He

was pale, emaciated, ragged , and stained with filth .

His manner was subdued into a wretchedness and de

spair which strongly contrasted with his usual self

complacency and arrogance; and he looked with such

a bewildered and terrified air upon his facetious con

ductor, and watched so eagerly for the person who

should answer the tap on the door, that it was clear he

had not yet been let into the secret of what he was to

behold. Indeed, he had been now, for the first time,

taken out of his miserable prison, where he had been

many months confined, and where he had witnessed

scenes enough to break the spirit of a bolder man ; and

he expected little more in the present morning than

to be conducted to the guillotine, or to be massacred

in some less open way. Half dead with terror and

exhaustion, he was led hastily in through the opened

door, and found himself in the presenceof Claude, who,

completely dressed for travelling, seized his hand and

led him into a room , where Ida, in the plain dress of

a maid -servant, which she had procured from Annette

( and in which, by-the -way, she looked extremely pret

ty ), threw herself into his arms with a flood of tears.

“ What is this ? where are we ? St.Marie ! Wynd

ham ? "

a
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Stay not to inquire, my dearest father,” said Ida,

clinging to his bosom with streaming eyes .

“ Buta "

“ Be satisfied," said Claude . “ Dearest sir, all is

right ; we have no time to lose . This moment we

take our-flight out of France ."

“ Ah , Dieu ! out of France ? By what means ? How

have I escaped my dungeon ? where ? what friend ?

Danton drew off dozens for the guillotine it is but

by the chance of a lot that I was not beheaded yes

terday ."

Come, come,” said the huge and good-humoured

stranger, a cloud passing a moment over his broad,

rough countenance, “ nothing against Danton this

morning, if you please. I am Danton ! and it is to

me, under that honest person yonder, that you owe

your freedom . What ! do you think me a monster,

because you do not see the wisdom of the plans which

a dire necessity makes me follow forpoor oppressed

France ? Believe me, sir, although I am the reluc

tant cause ofmuch unhappiness and bloodshed, it is .

for France and for mankind that I am so. But do not

carry away withyou , to the happy country where I

learn you are going, the idea that I am insensible to

kind emotions. No ! I sympathize with the distress I

am compelled to occasion , and often I relieve it.

yourselves at once the witnesses and the proof of
my

mercy. To free Carolan and St. Marie I have been

obliged to make great exertions, and to run even some

danger ; but I am notthe man to be easily discouraged.

Go-you are free. Your course to Nymeguen shall

not be interrupted . I send with you an officer, with

such a passport as will carry you past the frontier

without a single stoppage. Go, friends, to a happy

land — to a happier fate ; leave France to woes unut

terable, and me, perhaps, to the scaffold !"

He passed out without other adieu, and the carriage

which brought him was heard rattling away back to
Paris.
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“ What magic ! what guardian angel ! " muttered

Carolan ; " who has done all this ?"

Ida pointed to Claude, and strove to speak, but
could not.

“ Allons, messieurs, en route, ” said a strange voice,

startling all from their mutualcongratulations. It was

the gen d'armes provided by Danton.

“ I am desired to see you safe to the frontier ,” said

the soldier ; “ we have no time to lose .”

It need not be added that but litile time was wasted

in getting ready. The count and Ida , with Annette

and St. Marie, entered the carriage . Claude mounted

his horse . He was thoroughly armed , and it would

have been ill with any one who had interrupted their

path .

The old horses accomplished the journey better than

could have been expected from their appearance ; and

at length, all dangers past, they reached Rotterdam,

and sought in a good hotel the repose of mind and

body of which they all stood in need.

History, which records the extraordinary manner in

which a crowd of ladies belonging to the court of the

unfortunate Marie Antoinette were rescued from the

mob by one or two of the leaders of the memorable

attack on the royal chateau on the tenth of August, and

escorted in safety from the scene of action , has also

left several authentic evidences of intervals of the kind

heartedness and bonhomie of Danton, and his readi

ness to sympathize with individual instances of dis

tress, even at the time when he was calculating how

many hundred thousand heads were to fall before

France could be depopulated to the necessary point.

We cannot think of entering too much into details

respecting the few days passed by our party of fugi

tives at Rotterdam , to recover from the exhaustion

consequent upon their visit to France, and to wait also

the sailing of the vessel which was to bear them to

London, for there it had been determined they should

go. Count Carolan's broken health and St. Marie's
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age and feebleness nearly monopolized the society of

Ida; and Claude, with a delicacy peculiar to his char

acter, avoided pressing himself too much into their

presence . After a separation so long and events so

agitating, he preferred leaving them together; besides

which, he had many arrangements to make, letters to

write, and affairs to attend to, of which they little sus

pected the import . It was impossible, however, to

avoid many moments of solitary meeting, which were

full of enchantment to Claude, as they fully confirmed
those tokens of tender confidence which had escaped

from his charge while flying through the wood from
the chateau St. Marie . Their mutual demeanour,

without any formal avowal of their attachment, had in

sensibly assumed a character more and more indica

tive of the sentiments they entertained for each other

--far different from what it had ever been before, and,

perhaps, from what either intended. Long before the
ship - captain who had agreed to take them to London

was ready to sail , Claude had learned to regard Ida

as his own, with a feeling of deep happiness which

more than compensated for all that he had suffered ;

and she also, by no means a dull scholar, had learned
to listen to his words—to lean on his arm-to gaze

into his face , as the fondest wife receives the regards

of the happiest husband .

The rescue of St. Marie had been all but miraculous.

When on the point of massacring him , it was discov

ered that he had a large sum of money in the hands of

an English banker. It was the policy of certain

among the rulersof that period to spare those who

couldpurchase their lives with a sufficient ransom .

St. Marie had been saved, and secretly sent to Paris,

and thrust into the same prison whichcontained Car

olan, until he should complete the transfer necessary

to his release. He had shared the benefit of Claude's

negotiations, but both he and Carolan were impover

isbed . Their whole fortune had been sacrificed .

Carolan had strangely altered during his several
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months' experience of a prison and the few hours when

he thought they were leading him to death . All his

pomposity of manner had disappeared. He was sim

ple , grateful, and perfectly natural. He did not even

appear half so much an- (the word Claude had

used himself in former times , but wondered that he

should have done so ) as he was generally considered ;

but, on the contrary, he discovered himself to be a man

of mind, sense, and feeling, which valuable attributes

had been miraculously restored by a wholesome period

of adversity. How many are there who would be im

proved by the same means ! There weremoments when

Claude even respected and liked him ; and our manu

script goes on to assert, that the favourable opinion

thus produced of his good taste and discrimination

was by no means diminished when , one day, just as

Claude and Ida were proposing to go out to walk
probably for the last time before the little vessel which

was to bear them to London, and which was to start

with the first fair wind , should sail-he came out with,

“ Wyndham , you are the very finest fellow that ever

lived. Your conduct to me has been entirely noble.

I have been reflecting on it a great deal, and , I am

ashamed to add , mine to you has been unworthy of

You have acted like a man , and I like a fool. I

am sadly impoverished by the demand of Danton, but

I hope I am not ruined. I have enough for us all to

live upon , and "

Here Claude turned very red , and Ida equally pale ;

but, in a moment, as if they were exchanging cheeks

as well as hearts, Ida turned crimson, and the blood
ebbed from the face of Claude.

“ You have saved Ida's life and "

“ I think the wind is freshening," said Ida, rising,

and we shall sail to -night.”

“But not,” said the count, drawing her towards him ,

and suffering her to hide her face in his bosom , “ till I

have consigned you , Ida , to a master abler to protect

and worthier to possess you than I or any other hu

man being."

me. a
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“ I cannot,” said Claude, " at present enter into any

such contract.

“ Cannot ! " echoed Carolan, the colour now in turn

spreading over his face.

Ida only clung to him the more closely, with a faint

exclamation , which was instantly suppressed .

“ I deem it proper, ” said Carolan, a touch of his

old manner crossing him for the first time since his

imprisonment, “ to say, that I have no authority for my

remark but yourown apparent desire ; and that an im-,

perative sense of duty will demand, that instantly— "

Suspend your displeasure for a while, my dear

count,” said Claude. " There is another -- a lady, who

has a prior right over me."

Ida sprangback and gazed with astonishment.

Why, confound it, sir ! " thundered the count, “ are
you already married ?"

“ At London I will tell all,” said Claude, with a

quiet smile. “ You have kept me some time waiting ;

do not complain if, for a few hours,”

“ Complain !” said Carolan, with his chin again in
the air.

Ida looked at Claude ; his eyes were not averted,

and he even took her hand, and pressed it respectfully

and tenderly to his lips .

They were interrupted by the captain, a fine old

English sailor, with a face the colour of a mahogany
table .

Come, shipmates," said he, “all ready ! we're off

in an hour, and, with this wind, we shall see the Tower

in less than no time.”

“ That will be an extremely short passage ! ” said

Claude, who seemed blessed with an uncommon flow

of spirits, which no one had ever seen in him before ;

“ but you cannot be too quick for us, my old heart of

a
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“ Come aboard, then, sir, and we'll show you what

the little Sally Darly can do. She'll make eleven
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knot before ten . Take care of that plank, miss.

Hadn't you better let me hand the younglady, sir ? "

No, captain,” said Claude ; “ if the Sally Darly is

such an interesting creature, you must devote yourself

to her, and I shall relieve you of the young lady, who

has her good points too."

Ida lifted her eyes half tearfully, half laughingly to

his, and, if wonder was mixed with their tenderness,

he saw at once there was no doubt. As they crossed

the plank over which it was necessary to pass to the

Sally Darly from the wharf, Ida shrunka moment

from the narrow board ; but Claude drew her arm in

his , and , as he supported her on her way, it was quite

surprising to see the effect of mere timidity upon her

cheeks ; for it was not proved that the single word

which Claude murmured in her ear as he passed his

arm around her waist and partly carried her on board,

could have had any connexion with their heightened

colour, nor with the downcast glance of quiet happi

ness which was scarcely shaded by her glittering
lashes .

The Sally Darly, unlike belles in general, more

than equalled the praises of her admirer. She sped

over the water with all the impatience felt by some of

her passengers ; and at last the sweet shores of old

England - land of peace and virtue—that “emerald

gem set in the silver sea ”-' --rose on either side of them .

The now nearer shores revealed their soft beauties to

the eyes of the enchanted travellers, whose joy was

only clouded by a reflection of the frightful wo which

devoured the unhappy land they had left behind . The

Sally Darly, faithful to her captain's promise, was soon

anchored off the Tower, and the party was speedily

landed and committed to the mercies of the custom

house officers, who were then , as they are now, very

civil fellows to those who deserve it.

While waiting for the examination of their luggage,

St. Marie and Carolan held a long consultation in a

distant corner of the room, which, by their gloomy
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faces, was probably concerning the total ruin of their

fortunes.

Ida and Claude sat together upon a bench, waiting,

whether with impatience or notweshall not say, for

the termination of this their second, but less serious

captivity . While engaged in conversing, in a low voice,

in a shadowy embrasure of the room, Ida's veil drawn

close over her bonnet, so that no one except her com

panion could distinguish her features, a boy entered

and handed to Claude a note . It was addressed to

Mademoiselle Ida Carolan, and it was her mother's

handwriting

She opened it with trembling eagerness. It ran

thus :
1

“ MY BELOVED Child,

“ Having just despatched a line to your father, I avail

myself of a last moment to tell you I am in London,

well andhappy. I have heard all by the attentivecare

of Mr. Wyndham . I know that your father's and un

cle's splendid fortunes are entirely sacrificed , but I

know alsothat you are safe, and that makes me happy.

Yes, my child, we are beggars -- we have nothing ; but

we shall meet in an hour, and this thought makes all

misfortunes supportable.

“ Adieu for an hour, etc., etc.”

“ My mother in London ?" said Ida . “ Oh, you

have done this !"

“ I wrote her from Paris to meet us there . "

“ And ruined - and - and - well," said Ida, the mo

mentary shadow of her face passing away in the joy.

ful news of her mother's recovered health and presence

in London.

“Yes, dearest Ida , she tells you the truth ; your fa

ther's fortune, as well as your uncle's, is entirely gone.

Can you be happy without the splendour to which you

have been accustomed ? Without palaces — and equipa

ges - and serving-men ? Can you be happy beneath a

Vol. II .-- X
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lowly roof - without society — without grandeur-- lead

ing a simple, a lonely life, even - despised by the un

feeling - pitied by the compassionate - neglected, and

at length forgotten by all ? Can you be happy thus,

dear Ida ?"

He held out his hand ; she laid her own in itwith a

blush that gave new charm to her beauty .

“ With you— in the loneliest spot -- beneath the

humblest roof - far away from grandeur and the grand

-I ask no more. Oh, if you could know how often

and often I have wished my father was poor-- that he. ,

would lose all his fortune, that there might be no ob

stacle to our union . You think I shall regret my

grandeur ? Oh, no--- never! It has made my unhap

piness. It separated me from you .”

“ Where shall we go, then ? What shall we do ?

You know I am but just out of prison fora paltry debt.

How shallwe get our living in England ? ”

“ Oh, a thousand ways. I will become a governess.

I will leach languages, as you did . Little did you

know how Iadmired your conduct — how 1 -I loved

you — when I used to see you, so meanly dressed-S0

pale—so melancholy — so neglected - going through

the streets to give your lessons. Your common clothes

were a thousand times more beautiful to me than all

the handsomest court uniforms; and when I used to

be at the king's suppers, how much rather I should

have been with you in yourpoor jail . Oh”—the tears

filled her eyes—"never will you know what I suffered

till I succeeded in making Lavalle relieve you ! "

Well, then , you shall become a governess, and I

will also teach languages . We will open a little school

together , ”

Oh , we shall be too — too happy ! "

“ In the mean time, I have a mother "

“ You a mother ? you ! How extremely strange ! I

thought - they told me _ "

“ Yes, I have a mother . We are going to her house.

Prepare yourself to be pained at the meanness, the

"
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poverty of my abode ; a miserable contrast to your fa

ther's gorgeous palace at Berlin . Then my mother

I hope you will like her !"

“ Oh , I am sure I shall," said Ida, but with a timid

and hesitating air, and pale at the gloomy picture he
had presented .

They were now released by the custom-house offi

cers, and passed into the street, free to go whithersoev

er they would.

“ But where shall we go ?" said the count.
“ Have

you thought of this, Mr.Wyndham ?”

“ Oh yes,” said Ida, timidly.

" I really cannot tell the way myself,” said Claude,

" but yonder is a person who perhaps will assist us ."

A stout, good -looking,and very neatly -dressed man ,

in a plain but handsomelivery ,approached as he spoke.

“ Welcome, my lord ! " said he. “ Welcome back

to England !"

Idalooked inclined to laugh , and Carolan stared in

silent surprise.

“ Is he crazy ?" asked Ida of Claude, in a whisper.,

“ The carriageis in this direction," said the man,

respectfully. The servants will take your lordship's

things, if you'll please to say which they are."

Claudedid so, and followed James.

They found a large and elegant carriage waiting for

them . Claude aided in Ida, and St. Marie, and the

count, and then entered himself. Annette , all astonish

ed , found herself on the box with a coachman so large

and dignified looking, so curiously and elegantly dress

ed , that she knew not whether he was not a great Eng.

lish lord .

“ Grosvenor Square !” said James . “ Drive fast!"

And off they dashed , at a velocitywhich might have

taxed the powers even of the “ Sally Darly” to equal.

They stopped before a magnificent mansion . А

crowd of domestics were at thedoor and ranged along

the hall . All was lofty - grand - magnificent.

“ Where are we going ?" said the count. “ Permit

me - really - to observe, Mr. Wyndham, that— "

»
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“ Where - where are we ?" said Ida, as they entered

a suite of splendid drawing-rooms.

" At home ! my sweet, sweet girl,” said a well

known voice ; and she was folded in the arms of her

mother, and then of Madame Wharton.

“And my hero - my son !” said Madame Wharton,

pale as death, and her face bathed in tears.

Pale -- paler than all the dangers through which he

had passed could make him, Claude entered the last.

It seemed as if he had paused to gatherstrength and

firmness. to meet the flood of joy which now over
whelmed him.

“ My mother ! my beloved mother ! ” was all his

quivering lips could utter ; and they were folded in each

other's arms, with emotions which we shall be easily

excused for not attempting to depict.

How all the discoveries were communicated to each

other - how İda and the count were made to compre

hend-how Claude learned what he had still to learn

-how the servants gazed at their new master--how

comfortable and elegant every one of the worn and ex

hausted travellers found the apartments separately al

lotted to them-how all were refreshed by the bath,

the toilet,and the most delightful restoratives — how
Annette's head almost turned giddy with joy when she

found in what way her disinterested affection for her

young mistress was to be rewarded - how transformed

they all were in a few hours, by aid of new costume,

and the care of maids and valets—how-in short, it

would be an endless , if not a hopeless task to describe

the scenes which followed. Suffice it to say , that

everything went just as it should ; everything fell out

as fortunately as if it had been a play,or a piece of

enchantment, or one of the mere fictions which those

good -for-nothing varlets the novel writers invent ac

cording to their own idle imagination .

Some days entirely restored the whole party to

health and spirits ; for, when the mind is free from

care and the heart at ease , the body is easily cured ,
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CHAPTER XXVIII.

,

There is much more to relate of the prominent

characters in the past history , but we are already, we

fear, trespassing beyond the limits generally allotted

to such a story. The reader will, we trust, excuse

omissions which he may easily supply with his own

imagination .

Itwas many weeks before Claude sufficiently re

covered from the avocations and emotions consequent

upon the new position in which he found himself, to

think calmly upon the past or the future . Within that

period he had become the husband of her whom he

had loved so ardently, and for whom he had dared so

many dangers . The novel prospects opened to him

the duties, acquaintances, responsibilities, pleasures,

and plans, so far above all his wildest fancy could have

pictured or his highest hopes desired - expanded his

mind with almost a new existence. It required all his

firmness of character to remain unchanged ; but he

did so ; and, ere many months had passed away, he

had subdued excesses of joy as he had before done

excesses of grief, and learned to move with calmness

and self-possession in his new sphere. A more con

tented husband , a happier wife, perhaps never as

sumed the graver responsibilities of matrimony. For

each had that conscientious and clear perception of

duty — that innate sense of moral right, which had sus

tained both in adversity, and did not desert them in

prosperity. Amid the happiness by which they were

surrounded, consisting of all that earth could bestow,

they did not fail to prostrate themselves, ashumbly as

ever they had done at their darkest hour, before that

Supreme Being before whom all the forms of life are

as passing shadows , except what is founded in the

power of self-government and the practice of virtue, at

X 2
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the sacrifice even of the world's applause - even of the

happiness of the heart .

Some time after their union, Claude walked through

one of the back streets of London in order to seek and

relieve a poor fugitive recently escaped out of France.

He arrived at the door of the house indicated as the

residence of the object of his search. He knocked.

The man was not at home, and he was leaving the

door, when a woman, apparently a beggar, passed him

and entered the door. She had on a worn and tat

tered frock, entirely divested of ornament ; an old bon

net scarcely fit for use . It was a cold winter day,

but she was without cloak , shawl, and gloves, and

seemed emaciated with sickness , grief, and hunger,

and trembling with cold. As she entered she stag

gered against the wall, apparently intoxicated ; so much

so that Claude drew back, with that disgust which one

feels at beholding a woman in so degraded a situation .

“ She's drunk, sir, poor thing ," said the bloated

faced woman who kept the wretched lodging-house ;

“ but I never seed her so afore. She's generally a

werry temperate person , though werry poor pay. I

must turn her out to-day, as I can't afford to take peo

ple in my house for nothing -- and drunken sluts like

her too ! Here, you - good woman ! you might as well

hear it now as later. You must clear out o'my house.

Tramp-clear ! Your room's better than your com

pany !"

"

Claude was about leaving the steps, when he was

arrested by the voice of the unfortunate creature, and

the deep anguish and pathos so far removed from in
toxication .

“ For God's dear sake, do not turn me out to -day !"

said she. “ I shall die on the pavement."

“ Die where you like, so long as you don't die in my

house," repliedthe woman.

Oh, what shall I do ?”

“ People as can afford to get drunk "

“ Drunk ? Oh, I am not, believe me . I am only

faint from fatigue and want of food . "

"

»
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She turned her face - Claude's eyes fell upon it.

“ Great God ! ” he cried , “ do my eyes deceive me ?

No-it is impossible ."

“ Mr. Wyndham ! Merciful Heaven ! I thank you .

Yes, it is I."

" Mrs. Denham ! ”

“ Yes -- starving in the street - fainting with hunger.

Oh, sir, ” she added, a flood of shame crimsoning

her pale face, " that you should ever see me in this
situation ! "

Tears of bitter pain and self -reproach filled Claude's

eyes, and had hitherto kept him silent . In the ful,

nessof hisbliss he had neglected to inquire of her.

“ Poor Denham !" he faltered .

" Don't name him ! Oh, Mr.Wyndham , that rash

act — that selfish - that - what suffering it has caused

me ! My father "

“ Your father ? "

" Dead ! "

“ And your friends — your family ? ”

“ All that I could have appealed to are far away

from London, and I would not be a burden to those

already poor . I thought I could make a living, first

by drawing, then by teaching music, then by sewing,

and lately by going out to service. Yes, I have been

a maid -servant rather than eat the bread of beggary

or shame. But my helplessness-my feebleness - my

misery-my ill health, disqualified me for all occupa

tion . I have been ill , too, and alone ; the privations I

have suffered — the coarse unkindness of the people

about me— the insults offered me, and the gross vice

I have been obliged to witness -- to be in contact with

-oh, Charles, Charles , had you known what was to

follow , would you have brought upon your poor wife

all these horrors ?"

" And Ellen ?"

“ She has a place at a shoemaker's in the city. She

works fourteen hours a day, and scarcely gains her

bread ; they abuse and beat her - she - I— "

And the unhappy being, turning ashy pale, staggered
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back, and would have fallen had not Claude caught

her on his arm .

He called instantly for a hackney-coach, and , in the

mean time , the woman of the house administered to

her wants with a world of protestations and apologies.

She said that she had already pitied her from her

heart—that she had already seen she was something

better than common . She had told her husband she

would not wonder if she had been even a carriage

lady in her time .

Madam Denham revived as the coach drove up to

the door, and Claude supported her in with the assist
ance of a maid, whom he requested to accompany

them. He ordered the coachman to drive at once to

Grosvenor Square. Ida received her unhappy guest

with the sympathy which such hearts as hers always
feel with misfortune ; but when she learned who she:

was, and how far her husband was, although inno

cently, the cause of her calamity, she fully entered

into all his feelings, and protested she should watch

over and cherish her as a beloved sister.

In the night the poor invalid grew worse ; she was

attacked with a violent and dangerous fever, in the

course of which, at length, reason entirely deserted

her. It was only by means of force that she could be

kept in bed . Her paroxysms during this period were

shocking to behold. She acted over again , in imagina

tion, the terrible scene which she had suffered in Berlin .

She still seemed to wait and wait for the beloved hus

band who was never to return alive . She fancied she

heard the hours strike ten-eleven-twelve-one , and

at length that she beheld bornein the dead body of him

who afew hours before had been her support, her ref

uge , her pride , her happiness , her hope . Againshe kiss

ed his pale lips, felt his cold bosom , and thought her

fingers stained with his blood . Then she fancied that

she had passed away from that dark scene and fatal

hour. She was wandering about London - shrinking

from police officers — praying mercy of the licentious

a
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and the intoxicated , and that they would not insult her

-and at length she implored bread from the street

passengers.

“Ah! give me bread - only bread ! Work ? I can

not. Look at these arms ! Cruel ! he's gone. Ah !

madam , will you take pity on me? I am starving ! A

prison ? For mercy's sake, no !"

All the skill of the physician could not treat this

state of excitement with much hope of recovery .

Early the next morning, leaving Mrs. Denham to

the tender care of Ida, Claude went in his carriage to

the shop of the shoemaker, whose address he had learn

ed, and where his little favourite Ellen had been bound

as an apprentice . It was a mean, low, dark , filthy

shop, in a damp, narrow, blind alley. Abrutal-look

ing man with a red nose, and harsh , appalling features,

was tending the shop, while a shrewish woman, with a

face sour as vinegar, had been examining the work of

the little girl, who, pale and silent, in ragged and dirty

clothes, sat by the window binding a shoe.

“ It's wretchedly done. It isn't fit to be seen," said

the woman ; "you little, lazy, good -for-nothing slut,

take that !” And she gave her a blow upon the ears

enough to make the child's brain reel again .

“ Ah ! that's right ; it's the only way to make any

thing of her."

“ It's the best I could do,” said Ellen , in a voice so

unhappy and resigned that itwent to Claude's heart .

“ Silence, you vagabond. Do you bandy-wordswith

me too ? " said the man . " What can I do for you,

sir ? " said he, turning to Claude with a smile fit for a
customer.

Ellen did not raise her eyes.

“I have come to see this little girl,” said Claude.
But the tones of his voice had no sooner reached

Ellen's ears, than she uttered an exclamation of acute

surprise and joy, and lifted her eyes . On recogni

sing him ashe extended his arms, she started up
with

a scream of exquisite delight.
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Why, what on earth is in the child ? " said the man ,

leaning over with a threatening countenance, and rais

ing his hand to strike her.

But his arm was arrested by Claude, andthe brutal

tyrant was thrust with some force against the wall on

the opposite side of the room.

“ Zounds and fury, sir ,” cried the man , rushing for

ward with clinched fists, " if you were the king , I'd

learn
you

better manners than that !"

Stop, sir,” said Claude, calmly but firmly grasp

ing him by the throat ; " you area brutal , infamous,

drunken scoundrel ; you must know that such treat

ment as I have witnessed towards this little girl sub

jects you to severe punishment; and, if you advance

farther, I shall be obliged to teach you on the spot a

lessonyou deserve to learn . "

" Oh ! Mr. Wyndham_dear, dear Mr. Wyndham

save me ! save me from these cruel people !"

“ Who are you, and what are your intentions ?” de

manded the man, his wrath and resistance entirely

abated by the stern and cool attitude with which

Claude had addressed him .

“ There is my card ,” said Claude. “ I have the

power to make you rue whatyou have done ; give me

the articles of indenture of this little girl, and letme

take her away, and I will let you go ; otherwise I shall

instantly take measures to have you punished .”

“ Your lordship's grace - is - the master-I did not

know — the child can go where your grace's lordship

likes - your worship ."

“Yes-certainly—your honourable excellency will

not wish to ruin two poor honest people," said the

6

"

woman.

“ Here are the articles,” said the man, taking from

a drawer, with hands trembling partly with intemper

ance and partly with rage and fear, the papers de
manded.

“ Come, my sweet Ellen , " said Claude.

“ And my shoe !" said the little girl , trembling and
bewildered.

"
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“ Let them finish it themselves, my dearest child ,"

said Claude, smiling ; " you will have other work, I

hope.”

CHAPTER XXIX.

ONE more scene the last which closes our story

was reserved for Claude, as if Providence had wished

to teach , with the full force of contrast, the lesson which

we have feebly endeavoured to illustrate by giving this

true history to the world .

A few days afterward Claude received a visit froma

Lavalle. The joy which he felt on seeing him was

checked by his sad air, his pale and thin face, and the

melancholy betrayed in hisappearance and actions .

“ What is the matter with my best of friends ? ” said

Claude.

" I am a fugitive from justice . I have killed a man .

You have followedyour principles, and I mine. You

must know that Elkington, on leaving Berlin after Ida

rejected him, had made use of expressions derog

atory to her character. I determined to call him to

account ; but, knowing him to be a fatal shot, I prac
tised with the pistol till I became as expert as he . I

thought I should revenge your wrongs - Denham's

Ida's — and mankind's, by pursuing and killing such a

scourge to society. I had been alsounhappy in my

own affairs. The young lady whom I had engaged to

marry betrayed me; andI thought, in case of my fall

ing, there was no onewho could mourn my loss . I

therefore followed Elkington , and demandedof him an

apology for the slander he had circulated against Ida.

Perhaps it was more with the hope of falling myself

than of killing my antagonist, for I was really tired

and disgusted with life . "
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Oh, yes, more.

“ Against Ida ! slander ! ridiculous," said Claude.

“Nevertheless, he had done so ; the words he utter

ed merited death ; they were the blackest calumny a

man could utter.”

“ And did you deem the poison from the foul lips

of such a man worth your attention ?"

Yes ; he refused to explain , and I called him out.

We fought at Ostend . At the first fire he fell, mor

tally wounded. I fled to London. He still survives,

but has been also brought over here . Since the event

his mind has undergone a great change . He has be

come conscious of his baseness, and bitterly repents of

it. His terror of a future world has been so great that

it has driven him mad."

“ Can such a man as Elkington fear a future world ? "

said Claude .

and I believe, from what I have

heard , he is completely repentant. In his intervals of

reason he has demanded to see both me and you.
He says he cannot, he will not die till he has obtain

ed our pardon . Of me, alas ! he has nothing to ask ;

but I am wretched with the thought of what I have

done . I did not know what it was to deprive a fellow

being of existence - to behold the suffering I have in

flicted — the death I have caused . He deserved to die,

but Iam sorry I am his executioner. Will you see
him ?"

“ I had rather not. "

“ It is his desire to see us both before he dies. "

" Where is he ? "

I tremble to tell . "

“ Where ? You frighten me!"

“ In a mad house ! In Bedlam .”

“ Gracious Heavens ! "

“ Deprived of his fortune, he was seized by credit

ors andstripped of everything. When he fought, he

was without the means to live. Of this I knew no

thing till subsequently. The physician says he will

not,perhaps, last through the day. You must come

instantly."
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“ I had rather not ; strange feelings of indignation

arise at the mention of that man's names he is the

murderer of my friend— ”

“ No matter; you will experience new emotions at

the sight of him, but neither anger nor revenge will be

. Indeed, I had rather not ; it would look so like tri

umphing over a fallen enemy."

No, it is to soothe, to oblige, to forgive a dying

enemy. I go ; it will give me inuch more pain ."

“ Come, then, I will go. I have no right to refuse.”

They entered a carriage, and drove atopee to the

building where lay the fallen,the dying Elkington.

He was lying in a small whitewashed room , entirely

destitute of furniture except the bed he lay on. His

arms and hands were confined in that kind of dress

they call a straight waistcoat, and a strap around his

waist prevented his leaving the bed, or rising farther

than in a sitting posture . His face was so dreadfully

altered that it was with difficulty they recognised him.

His hair, beard , and whiskers were unshorn, and had

grown very long and ragged, and bis eyes seemed of

an unnatural size and brightness. Claude and Lavalle

both turned pale with horror asthey gazed on this obr

ject: Claude with horror and compassion, Lavalle

with bitter self-reproach .

The
poor wretch did not hear them come in . He

was lying onhis back, stretched out to his full length

his chin raised in the air - his head thrown back ,

and moving in sudden jerks, so as to describe a circle
around the room with his eyes from the floor

the wall-- over the ceiling - down to the floor again.

This he repeated continually, with that monotony of

motion peculiar to madness. Suddenly he exclaimed,

in the most touching voice possible,

“ Oh, God ! how well how well I know this

place ?

Claude was thrilled to the soulwith the pathos of

that voice. A hidden quality of character appeared'in

Vol. II . - Y

up
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it ; a tenderness, a feeling, which he could not recon

cile with the nature of the cold,malignant,bad man he

had known and hated so.

“Yes--yes,” he exclaimed, in thesamegrief-strick
en , touching tones , “ that I know full well .”

He threw up his eyes again, and measured the ceil

ing and walls with them, his head flung back in an ag

ony of anguish.

“ Well, well , we shall see — we shall see , in God's

own good time! Oh ! how I know this place - how
well I know it !"

“ Why, Elkington, my friend,” said Claude, thrill

ing in every fibre of his frame , “ how are you to -day ?”"

He stopped suddenly, like one caught unexpectedly

by observers when he was doing something he sup

posed in complete solitude , and he looked at the speak

er fixedly, surprisedly, and sternly .

“ How do you do, Mr. Wyndham ? " he said , almost

in his natural voice .

“ I have come to see you. I hope you are better,

and that you have everything comfortable. ".

He gave another broad and stern gaze, which sud

denly changed into a silent laugh ; then he closed one

eye,and looked slyly with the other into the corner of

the room , as if exchanging signs with some being there

invisible to all but himself. Then he began once more

the motion with his head - now laughingcunningly, as

if chuckling over some secret - then pausing tomeas

ure his visiters from head to foot, with glances of such

scorn and malice-of hate and ferocity - as made it ev
ident that only his confinement kept them safe from his

violence. These changes of countenance were appall

ing to behold . You could see through his face, as

into a mirror, the workings of the disturbed sea be

neath ; the wild, disjointed clouds drifting gloomily

through his mind, sometimes breaking into a gleam of

sunshine, then gathering over in stormy masses black

as night.

" Ah ! Mr. Wyndham,” he cried, suddenly, “we

-
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want no dances; no, we had them once ; we proved

them well - well - ah ha ! ah ha ! ah ha !"

Unable to endure this frightful scene, Lavalle moved
to go.

-

2

Elkington suddenly stopped .

“ Don't go - don't go," said he ; “ sit down-sit down" ” ;

-sit down on that bed-lie down on that bed . "

“ We will—we will,” said Lavalle, shocked and

trembling to behold the work of his rash hands, " we

will come and sit with you often, dear Elkington."

He laughed.

“ You have a pleasant room , " said Claude.

He looked at him as if he would tear him into a

thousand pieces.

“ Clean and cool, " said Lavalle, in a tremulous

voice , hoping, by assuming an indifferent air, to calm

the agitation of his perturbed, wandering mind.

He fixed his glittering, wild , distended eyes on the

speaker, as if he knew he was a hypocrite-as if he

read his soul. Lavalle could not ,without a painful

effort, stand the unearthly glance . Then suddenly he
smiled and said ,

“ Yes — cool !-very ! "

With such another scornful glance-so full of hate

-of malice-of sarcasm - that both the young men

believed he knew he was mad, and hated them for pre

tending not to see the hellish wreck of his mind .

Then he began to laugh, and mow, and wink at the

invisible beings who seemed to hold unearthly com
munion with him in the corner.

The doctor came in as they stood beside this fright

ful spectacle.

“ Will he live, doctor ? " said Claude .

“ No ; to-morrow, at farthest, will carry him off.”

6. Will he recover his reason ? ”

“ No, probably not. He will sink rapidly after this.

excitement leaves him ."

“ No rational communication with him ?" asked La
valle.
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“ Never again this side the grave," said the doctor.

“ Good -morning, gentlemen ."

In the carriage Lavalle covered his face with his

hands . He was of a livid whiteness.

“ This horrible sight will never, never leave my
mind, " said he ; " to think that this hand has hurled

that wretched being into his present state . Oh ! how

much I wish I hadfollowed your wiser counsel - your

example."

“ He struck me, " said Claude, “ and I thanked God

every moment I was there that I had turned from his

blood and left his punishment to Heaven . Believe me,

my friend, He who placed us in this mysterious world

meant we shouldgovern our rash passions which be

tray us into such errors, and that our hands should

rather be lifted in humble supplication for mercy to

Him than be plunged into the-- "

Spare me, Wyndham , spare me ! I would give

all I am worth in life to wipe that rash , bad act from

my conscience. ”

The next day brought news of Elkington's death ,

and nearly at the samehour Mrs. Denham breathed her

last. Lavalle left England and stayed many years

abroad. It is even said he once received a gross pub

lic insult from a young blood, for which he refused to

seek redress by a duel. Lady Beverly also remained

all her life abroad . She received from the generosity

of Claude a sufficient amount to allow her to live as

she had been accustomed to. The old Jew who had.

possessed himself of such a heavy mortgage on the

Beverly estates by the necessities of Elkington, was

some years afterward brought to punishment and trans

ported. He confessed that, in order to retain the es

tate in Elkington's right, he had employed an assassin

to pursue Claude, having discovered his claim before

Elkington himself. The Digbys, on their return from
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Berlin, so far from being cured of their penchant for

“ déjoonies dong -song" and the " ho-tong,"came to

be very stylish people in their way. Miss Mary ap

peared in society some years afterward as Madame la

Comtesse Lippe, that gentleman having married her,

and now flourished among the admiring and envying

company of the Digbys as a French count ruined by
the revolution .

Thomson returned to England and acquired quite

a reputation by killing a poor French officer in a duel,

because he said, in very bad English , “ Jean Bull was

a bear ! ” He, however, fell off, in his latter years,

into a mere gambler, his idle love of whist having taken

a deeper hue. Notwithstanding his gallant feat with

the aforesaid French officer, he was horsewhipped and

had his nose tweaked by a little man at whose house

he was once playing a friendly rubber of whist ; and

who, after having been beaten regularly all the even

ing, caught him at a trick which exposed the secret.

Should we ever take up the story again, there are sev

eral other explanations which we shall feel ourselves

bound to make to the reader ; but we must not omit to

state, that the very pretty Miss Kühl, from whose pow

er Claude had been obliged to withdraw, lest his in

teresting and amiable mannersshould prove too much

for her, appeared in London, in the course of a few

months after his union with Ida, as the lady of an ex

tremely handsome young Russian officer, named Count

Stroggonoffennhoff, andmade a very good appearance

by the side of the young Countess Beverly . Indeed,

Claude and Strogg — that is, her husband-became

great friends ; and from the care the young man took

to present his beautiful bride to Claude, and to inform

him who she was, &c ., it was evident that, although

a tolerably well-informed man, he did not know every

thing that had happened in Europe during this event

ful century :

Should there be other points which we have failed

to clear up -- characters of whose fates we have said
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nothing -- mysteries which we have not satisfactorily

unravelled, or, in short, anything whatever, in the vol

umes which we now bring to a conclusion, which may

appear in the least improbable, we can only assure

the reader that, by informing us of the same, we will

consult the MS . in the Bibliothèque du Roi, under the

care of Mr. Spiker, the courteous and learned libra

rian ; and we pledge ourselves that all such disputed

matters shall be immediately and satisfactorily put

right.

THE END.
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